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Always being afraid and on the run is exhausting and hard on the body. Larissa Carter has been hiding from her abusive, psychotic parents for over a decade and can’t stop looking over her shoulder.

Jackson, Jesse, and Jared Baker were a mistake that their mother made and she never let them forget it. She never cared about them and they were out of her house the moment they were eighteen and she could pretend they never existed.

And to everyone else, they’re always a package deal. “Useless” as males with magic blood but not able to practice.

So when they meet a gorgeous, terrified woman who wants to hide from the world but needs them, they’re sunk. She sees them as individuals and they each want a different part of her.

But with a threat looming over Larissa’s head that she knows she can’t defeat, she doesn’t think taking a risk with her heart is worth it. The triplets are more than willing to step up and prove to her that they’re what she deserves.

Naughty Witches is a burning paranormal romance novella series with strong female leads, fun so sexy it raises the temperature, and mismatched people who find HEAs that give us all hope fate won’t forget us. Each book is a new pairing in the same world, with an overall series arc.
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Sign up for the Erin R Flynn Newsletter!

Get exclusive updates, content, and a whole lot more.

Sign up at my website: erinrflynn.com

The newsletter comes out every other Wednesday to keep you in the loop, plus on release days. THAT’S IT.  It’s 3-4 emails a month with extra polls, unedited chapters, and stuff you want, not anything to clog up your inbox or annoy you. I promise.
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Larissa

I swallowed a sigh when the doorbell rang. I hated being around people and no good ever came from it. Except from the rare few, and even then it was hard on me.

But still, I needed to get the place fixed up if I was going to make this my real base of operations. Most would have called it a home, but I’d never had one of those in the loving, warm sense, but only a place of horrors.

So base of operations it was.

I pulled up the hood of my ankle-length long-sleeved cotton hoodie dress after I threw my hair up so it was hidden. I took in a slow breath and reminded myself that Amelia knew these guys.

They’d been part of the crew who had done the renovations to the place she’d moved into after I’d found it and used it as a safe house with Thora’s help.

And they knew about us, so I didn’t have to hide.

Well, any more than normal.

I opened the door to find a gorgeous blond Adonis on my porch. He was much taller than my five-five, almost a foot taller, like six-four probably.

He was… There was a lot of girth going on with his muscles and build.

His hair was long and wavy on top, pushing back with that wet, bedhead look, but cut short on the sides and faded. I thought that was the right term for it. He had bright pear-green eyes that I swore saw right into my soul they were so piercing.

And then I realized there were actually three of him.

“Holy fuck,” I squeaked, hurrying to close the door out of instinct.

“It’s okay, sparkles, we’re not here to hurt you,” a deep voice said gently.

“Sparkles?” another one asked.

“Did you see the way her big eyes sparkled? Yeah, seemed fitting,” he replied.

“Larissa? Larissa Carter? Amelia sent us,” I thought a different one tried, but they all really sounded alike. “Did she not tell you there was more than one of us?”

“Not triplets,” I muttered, knowing they weren’t like clones come to get me or something crazy even if my brain tended to go there first. I’d had reason to in the past, so I could even forgive myself that. “Or you were so big with so many muscles.”

“Thanks?” he chuckled.

“Well, yes, they’re appealing but also terrifying to let you in,” I grumbled, letting my forehead thunk against the door. That sounded so stupid.

“We’d never hurt you, sparkles, I promise.”

I felt my cheeks heat at the nickname. I’d never had someone call me a pretty-sounding name before.

Still, I couldn’t let their charm get to me. “What are your names?”

“Jackson, Jesse, and Jared Baker. Do you want to see ID?”

I texted Amelia the names and confirmed it was them. “Please?”

I opened the door a crack and a wallet came through showing me Jackson Baker, so he must have been the first one.

“Sorry about that, please come in.” I pulled the door open the rest of the way and blinked at the first one again before looking down at his license. “Nineteen, wow, young.”

“Yes, because you’re so old,” he chuckled, taking back his wallet.

“Thirty-two,” I said with a shrug. “You just don’t expect recommended licensed contractors who take out-of-state jobs to be so young.” I blinked at them when they all came in. “And witch-born. Wow, triplets with magical blood?” I let out a whistle.

“Yeah, we’re rare, but we’re not female, so we’re not worth much,” the second one grumbled.

“You’re kidding, right?” I checked as I locked the door behind them, shocked when they all gave me confused looks. “You’re triplets with magical blood. You’re worth way more than a witch or three girls born.

“You’re like the golden goose of familiars. Any witch bonded to you wouldn’t just have the power of three, but triple that, three times the power as you’re identical triplets.”

“Holy shit,” Jackson whispered. “That must have been why Amelia immediately scooped us up.”

Anger surged through me. “Amelia would never—”

“To protect us, sparkles,” he clarified, waiting until I nodded. “I’m Jackson, the next one is Jesse, and the youngest is Jared.”

“Hi.” I gave a little wave and wanted to go back to being hidden, squirming when they stared at me.

“Aren’t you hot in that?” Jesse asked.

I shrugged, pulling the sleeves over my hands. “It’s light. It’s fine, Amelia said you could get the air conditioning going. Whether I stay here for good or it’s a haven for another LLL witch, it needs to be fixed.”

“Okay, anything besides the AC you’re focused on?” Jackson asked me.

I blinked at him before ducking my head. “Um, no, she said you’d know what to do and fix stuff. So like, um, inspect it all?”

“We can start there,” he agreed, and I felt relieved.

I nodded, leading them out of the entryway and back to my huge setup in the living room. “So I need warning if you’re going to mess with the electricity or utilities since I’m normally in the middle of stuff that would cost me hours if the power cuts out.”

“Holy crap, nice setup,” one of them muttered as they took in my hard drives and monitors. “So you’re the one who’s the hacker and does all the computer stuff to protect the light witch network, right?”

I didn’t answer, folding my leg under me as I sat in my chair and tucking my other under me once they were crossed. They came closer, and I ducked my hood down when Jackson leaned over so we were almost at eye level, looking at the aerial shots I had up.

“Where is this?” he asked quietly.

“You guys have your own tools and stuff, right?” I muttered instead of answering. “You can get started?”

“Yeah, we have our own tools, sparkles,” he chuckled. “Sorry, we’ll try not to be nosy.”

“At least until you get to know us better,” Jesse or Jared added.

“That’s quite the collection of Pepto-Bismol you got going there.”

I heard what sounded like someone smacking a person. “We just said we won’t be nosy. Leave her be.”

I sighed in relief, annoyed I hadn’t thought to hide the bottles or clean up my space. My stomach churned with nerves, and after they left me be, I took a chug of the pink stuff and got to work.

A few hours went by and something moved into my vision, making me jump.

“Sorry, sparkles, I was trying not to startle you,” Jackson said gently as he held his hands up in surrender. “You seemed all focused so—how is the best way to get your attention?”

I thought about it and the way he did it moving behind my monitors was best. “The way you did it. It was a slight startle, not a full scare.”

His lips twitched. “Well, I’m glad.” He moved around the large sectional desk my setup was on and put a notepad down before leaning his hip on the desk when he saw there were no other chairs. “You seem nervous when we’re all crowding you, so I thought I’d just come talk to you a bit if that’s okay?”

“Yes, thanks,” I whispered. “Sorry.”

He shrugged. “We’re a lot as a group. A pretty little thing like you should be careful of guys.”

I went to argue that I wasn’t pretty anymore, but he didn’t know about the scars, so why get into it? I’d never felt pretty ever, so it was instinct to want to correct it.

“What do we need to talk about?”

“Well, a lot. This place isn’t in good shape.”

I nodded, knowing that. “Thora got it for only the cost of the land. I have no idea why she bought me a thousand acres outside Kansas City, Kansas for all the jobs I’ve done for her.

“She made me raise my prices several years ago too so I stopped running and hiding but had a place of my own but… Sorry.” I cleared my throat and tucked my hands in my sleeves. “I don’t talk to people much.”

“You were doing just fine,” he comforted. “You’re in a bit over your head. I got it. So what do you see when you look at this place? Do you want to completely gut it and make it your own? Add an addition?”

“I have no idea,” I whispered, realizing I had to get all involved. “I don’t know how to do any of that.” I shook my head and blew a raspberry. “The place is six thousand square feet and it’s just me. I know Thora wants me to have greenhouses and connect more with nature like the other LLL witches, but I have no idea what to do with that.”

“It’s okay, sparkles—”

“Why do you call me that?” I whispered, wondering if he was picking on me.

He smiled. “Because when you got scared, I felt your magic pulse and your eyes sparkled silver instead of gray. It was gorgeous, and even if you hide under that hood and dress, I bet you are just one big ball of sparkles and pretty inside too.”

My jaw dropped open. That was maybe one of the nicest things anyone had said about me, certainly a guy.

Men were only jerks to me the vast majority of the time. They saw me as little, weak, and completely insignificant until they needed me, and then it was fine to push me around because I couldn’t fight back.

He gave me a minute to settle with the shock.

“What if we start with what you want and what this place needs and we can go from there? It might take longer overall, but to get the AC in with a real system, we’re going to have to do a bunch of gutting anyways, so we’ll start there. Also, your water heater is pretty shot and it’s too small for a place this big.”

I nodded. “Yeah, it’s like five minutes of warm water before it starts to get cold from there.” I searched his pretty eyes and felt at ease instead of scared for once. “So start there and then like the roof or what needs structurally fixed before worrying about updating the bathrooms?”

“I was going to suggest the kitchen first but yeah, just like that.”

I nodded again. “I don’t cook. Ever, so it didn’t even hit my radar.”

“Yeah, we saw the lack of any food besides protein shakes.”

I cleared my throat nervously, knowing what was coming. “I like those.”

“Uh-huh, and all the stuff for your stomach? Amelia warned me you tend not to take care of yourself. She made me promise we’d make sure you ate while we’re here.”

I gave him a horrified look. “I’ll get fat then.” I ducked my head when he looked me over.

“Sparkles, you’re at least thirty pounds underweight, which is a lot given how little you are. If your stomach gets so upset, you have to—”

“I thought Amelia said you were a contractor, not a doctor?” I whispered, turning back to my computer and away from him.

He was quiet several moments. “I’m not a doctor, but I did study nutrition in school. We all did because we were athletes. I know you don’t know me and I’m not trying to be pushy, but even the bottles you’re drinking say not to use it for more than a few weeks. You’re starving yourself, sparkles, and your stomach hurts because of it.”

“I’m not anorexic,” I seethed, angry I fell for his line and now he was just bullying me, bulldozing me like guys did. “Those protein shakes are two hundred calories each. Plus, I have at least one Gatorade a day and that’s one fifty.

“One iced tea is one ten more. My Jell-O cup is seventy and my banana is one twenty-five. That’s over a thousand already, plus I have a bowl of baby carrots, so that puts me over.”

“And you had all of that information ready to throw at me, but you’re not cutting it too tight?”

“So much for sparkling, huh?” I chuckled darkly as my eyes burned. “You were the first to try with saying something nice before plowing me right over with what you think or I should do.”

I got up and headed for the door, unlocking it and opening it.

“Please leave my house. I don’t know who you think you are to come in here and accuse me of starving myself when you don’t know me, but I’d like you to leave.”

“Sparkles—”

“My name is Larissa,” I snapped. “Please leave. I’ll pay you for the assessment, but I’m asking—”

“Look, I’m sorry I pushed, but Amelia said—”

“This is not helping my stomach,” I whispered, starting to shake. “It’s stress and fear, and you are stressing me out and making me afraid that you won’t leave when I ask you to.”

“Good job, asshole,” Jesse or Jared growled as he came storming over and shoved his brother. “Yeah, you handle it because all of us crowding her is too much. And you upset her to the point she’s shaking while begging you to leave.

“We drove several states to take this job to help her and you get us booted. Go cool your head.” He got Jackson out the door and closed it, leaning against it and sighing.

“Thank you,” I muttered, not sure how he was still staying, but at least it ended the situation with Jackson. “I don’t know which one you are, sorry.”

“It’s okay, we’re identical. If we really wanted people to know, we’d do our hair differently,” he said, clearing his throat when I didn’t say anything. “We’re thinking of making a boy band.”

I smiled. The idea was so silly it cut through the tension. “Like The Fabulous Baker Boys?”

“Hey, I like the sound of that! Nice one.”

I burst out into giggles. “It’s a movie from the eighties. I’ve never seen it, but I’ve heard of it.”

“That’s funny. That’s really funny, kitten.”

I frowned. “No more nicknames.”

“But you’re such a kitten,” he murmured. “You’re hiding under that hood, but you just beat Jackson down with those claws you got digging in with the truth. You’re a scrappy scratching kitten.”

I shrugged and went to move around him, but he followed. I bit back a sigh, knowing the situation wasn’t really over.

“Can I say one thing which is the only thing he should have said?”

“You will anyways,” I grumbled as I sat back down. “I’m just a wittle kitten, so everyone does.”

“Nope, not gonna then. If you say no, no means no. Do you want to talk about water heaters then?”

“We can, but it will all be Greek to me,” I hedged, glancing up at him then. “Which one are you?”

“Jesse.”

“Thank you, Jesse.”

He smiled. “No problem, kitten. We might all be triplets, but I’m the middle child and I get not being heard.” He gave me a wink. “I’m still calling you kitten though.”

I nodded, studying him a few moments. He really wasn’t going to push the topic. “Okay, what were you going to say?”

“That if you have stomach problems, those protein shakes are not helping,” he said gently. “They’re hurting you. Dairy is bad to have then.”

I couldn’t even hide my shock on that. “But they’ve got soy in them, and they don’t have to be in the fridge like dairy.”

“Right, but soy isn’t easy to digest either. Whey comes from milk which is the protein in there. You’d be better off with a couple of scrambled eggs and a multivitamin.” He gave me a few moments to sit with that. “Can I show you tomorrow? I can show you how to beat a couple eggs in a coffee mug and zap it.”

“Um, okay, yeah. Thanks. I really can’t cook though.”

He nodded. “There are ways to make it seriously idiotproof because even I can do it.”

“Like?” I asked, wondering what he thought counted as idiotproof.

He shrugged. “We have a rice cooker. You put in some rice, add water, and hit the button. It has a steam tray, and I put in a piece of defrosted salmon, spread on some seasoning, and it comes out perfect with rice. You could do that but small portions if you want to stay at twelve hundred calories.”

“I’d try that,” I admitted, sighing as I fidgeted with the hood. “I’m not anorexic. I can’t cook, and I started with the protein shakes because I forget to eat. I get all caught up in work and I forget. And it hurts to eat when my stomach is upset.”

“I believe you. It’s hard to balance it all.”

I nodded, relieved he understood. “I won’t lie that I don’t have body image issues, I do, there’s a good reason for—”

“You don’t have to defend it to me, kitten,” he said gently, tapping the sleeve covering my hand. “Jackson really does mean well, and he was way gentler with you than he is with us. He just wants to help.”

“I don’t know you guys.”

“True, which is why I’d just tell you what I did. Jared would just try setting food in front of you and hiding your protein shakes. That’s a youngest for you, taking the bratty way.”

“Yeah, yeah, you’re perfect, asshole,” Jared called out from deeper in the house which was funny.

“Can I come back in now?” Jackson asked from outside. “I am sorry I was a dick. I was just trying to help.”

“I say we give him at least another ten minutes in his time-out,” Jesse whispered.

It was really hard not to laugh and I lost the fight.

And I did eventually let him back in.

Life was different having people around. Really different.

Over the next few days, we fell into a bit of a routine and I wasn’t constantly freaking out they were around. And I liked them. Jesse especially, but Jared made me laugh, and even if I was hesitant with Jackson, I could trust him with the house stuff.

They didn’t have a lot of cash to order stuff and get paid after the job was over, so I paid using their contractor’s discounts. But it was nice to just know it was all handled.

I did feel a bit like a kitten with Jesse, and not because he was gorgeous and always smelled good so I wanted to snuggle up to him.

But he was gentle with me, making me scrambled eggs with half an apple and not pushing for more. He made salmon or other fish and a small portion of rice for dinner for all of us.

And that was it. No pushing. No lectures or bulldozing or tossing all my protein shakes. He even got more when he offered to go grocery shopping.

Jared was like he’d warned me though, and random snacks would show up on my desk or a refill on my water with drops of the array of water enhancers I liked to use. He paid attention too as the water was never too cold and it was always the perfect blend.

I thanked him each time, and he said it was only fair since I allowed him to use them.

I didn’t think it was really like that, but it was… Nice. For the first time, I didn’t hate being around people if it was the triplets.


2

Jesse

I used to think people who talked about love at first sight were full of shit. It sounded like code for letting lust take over their brain or their dick did all their thinking.

But when I saw the photo at Amelia’s of the striking woman standing next to her, I knew there was something there.

And then I met Larissa in person and she was so, so much better. Sure, she was really underweight and she hid herself to the point it hurt my heart.

But those moments where she peeked out of hiding and looked at me, I felt a punch in the gut of her beauty and an arrow to my heart that Cupid didn’t need to keep shooting as I was completely hers.

From the moment she let me make her breakfast and nibbled on my scrambled eggs, coming out of hiding enough to try something better for herself—I was sunk bad.

I glanced at her house and wondered what she was doing right then. We were sitting outside of our trailer and enjoying the night. We might not be witches, but we had magic in our blood, and we could still feel the power of the full moon.

It was going to be a rough summer this year if it was the first week of April and the high temp was hitting eighty, but it meant a nice night to relax outside and enjoy the quiet.

Her land had a weird feel, and it made sense if it just became hers. Normally, when we went on a witch’s land, it felt of them, but this place felt lost.

Maybe a bit like my kitten.

I turned when I heard a noise and about dropped my beer when I saw Larissa step outside for the first time since we’d been there… And with her hair down, not even hidden.

She had thick, gorgeous, raven hair that shined in the moonlight down to her pert ass. She walked out into the backyard and turned her face up to the moon like most did when soaking up the sun on a beach.

Her smile was slow to grow but then wide and beaming.

I didn’t even realize I’d stood until I was setting down my beer and stepping towards her, needing to be closer to her.

And that was before she took off the hooded cloak and let it fall to the ground, standing naked to the night. She stretched like a sexy kitten who was enjoying being free instead of hiding or cramped.

A giggle slipped out of her plump lips, echoing in the quiet night as she spread her arms and spun around, humming something to herself.

The moonlight caught something on her body and it gave this weird effect. At first, I thought it was sparkles and Jackson was right with that nickname, but then I realized they were in lines.

She had glowing lines all over her body that made her shine brighter than that guy from the Twilight movie.

“She’s humming ‘Walk Me Home’ by Pink and doing part of the dance,” Jared muttered from next to me. “What is all over her body?”

“And why hide them like she’s ashamed?” Jackson added from my other side.

Apparently, I wasn’t the only one unable to not be closer to her. We carefully moved forward not to scare her, but just needing to be closer.

She yelped when she spun around and I was almost in front of her. Her eyes went wide as she covered her body… But not her intimate parts, but as many of the marks as she could. “What are you doing here?”

“We were sitting outside our trailer,” I admitted, reaching out and touching her hair. She flinched but didn’t pull away, staring up into my eyes, hers bright silver with magic. “Why do you hide when you’re so fucking gorgeous, kitten?”

Pain, deep pain, flourished as her face fell and she ducked her head. “You don’t know what these are, do you?”

“No, but they’re pretty.”

She took a step back, sniffling. “They’re only pretty under the full moon because they’re magic. They’re magical scars and I didn’t give them to myself.”

“I’m sorry,” I whispered, reaching for her again. “I’m sorry we startled you. We thought you knew we were here.”

She shook her head. “I didn’t think about it or where you were staying. Sorry.”

“No, it’s your land and we can go inside,” Jackson offered when she was backing away to her cloak.

That was the right thing to say, but I couldn’t take my eyes off of her firm, round breasts that I ached to hold or her pert ass I wanted to touch all over.

“How come you’re not scarred in certain places?” Jared blurted, and I wanted to smack him for saying that but also glad because I wanted to know too.

She flinched as she squatted down to get her cloak, quickly slipping it on. “They made my mother heal the scars there, otherwise they couldn’t stomach the idea of touching me. Plus, they planned to leave their own marks.”

“Who?” I demanded.

“The men my mother planned to force me to bond with before I was eighteen so I was hers always.” She cleared her throat and held the cloak tightly to her as she refused to look at us. “Goodnight.”

“Night, kitten,” I whispered when she was already darting off. Once she was inside and no longer in view, I glanced at my siblings. “What the actual fuck?”

“I have no idea, but Amelia said she was really badly abused,” Jackson answered. “Obviously not just physically.”

“Obviously not,” Jared agreed.

We finished our beers and went to bed, but I was dying to see her, check on her. So the next morning, I was up and ready to make her breakfast so I could make sure she was okay.

I knocked before letting myself in and found her in what would be the dining room set up at a folding table with a jigsaw puzzle.

“Morning, kitten.” She didn’t answer or even react, and I worried she was upset with us, swallowing loudly. “I didn’t know you were into puzzles.”

Her head lifted and she eyed me over, frowning. “She’s not. I am and you’re interrupting.”

It took me a moment to realize a spirit was possessing her. She’d summoned a spirit and it was currently in control of Larissa… To do a puzzle?

I’d only been around summonings a few times and not when the witch allowed herself to be possessed. It was weird staring into her eyes and not seeing her really there.

“I apologize. I’m going to make her breakfast if she hasn’t eaten.”

She studied me again. “She hasn’t. I want some of that iced tea she likes if you’re offering. The damn girl doesn’t eat enough. Women should have curves and curves.”

She rolled her eyes, clearly Larissa saying something back. She focused on the puzzle and I left, shaking my head at what just happened.

“We heard,” Jackson muttered as he made coffee. “It makes sense if she doesn’t have familiars. Not sure I’ve ever heard of a spirit wanting to put a puzzle together, but okay then.”

Yeah, we’d seen stranger things for sure. I quickly made breakfast and brought it into the dining room, careful when I handed it over to her before sitting down.

“Sure, you can just join us,” she chuckled, giving me a dry look.

I didn’t react, just starting on my breakfast as Jackson and Jared joined us like it was completely normal. I glanced over the box and what she had done so far and frowned.

It was labeled as an “impossible” puzzle. Two thousand pieces of what looked to make up a huge picture of tiny, tiny emojis that had to all look the same.

“Why this puzzle?”

She shrugged. “It was the first thing I’d wanted to do in so long, even if it was just a silly puzzle, it was my choice and I made it. I never got to finish it. I was late with dinner and my husband beat me to death.”

“Holy fuck,” Jared whispered, and I felt the same. Wow, talk about crazy.

She narrowed her eyes at Jared but then focused back on the puzzle. “You keep your dirty thoughts and grimy mitts off our Larissa. She already knows how cruel and awful men are. She doesn’t deserve any more pain from any of you.”

“We don’t want to hurt her,” I defended.

She snorted. “You did last night thinking her scars and shame were so pretty. Those are magical scars, boy. Do you know what that means? Do you have any idea how painful they are?

“Dear lord are they painful. My husband broke bones of mine, and it was nothing compared to the hours of pain each scar caused this girl. The burning and stabbing, searing of magic on her flesh.

“And nothing she did made it better. Trying water made it burn worse. Trying to put pressure made the pain deeper. She would lie there in agony each time, not able to do anything, not able to make it stop, and just endure hours of it. And you think them pretty and she shouldn’t hide them. Stupid boys.”

“Who gave them to her?” Jackson asked after a few moments of letting that settle.

“Her momma,” the spirit answered. “Every time Larissa was praised on her beauty, her momma got jealous and scarred her.” She snorted, probably at something Larissa said inside their currently shared head. “They need to know the truth because they look at you with lustful eyes, child. No good can come of that and you know I’m right.”

“Why do you blame men for her pain if her mom did it?” Jared asked, his tone confused.

She paused in working and looked at him. “Because this girl lived a twisted and sick Snow White life where it wasn’t the stepmomma after the daddy died but her actual Momma and Daddy.

“The cruel queen wanted to be the fairest of them all, and when she didn’t have all the attention, she punished her own daughter. Her father was even worse.

“While her momma made deals for her daughter, he treated this girl like she was her momma’s replacement, both of them feeding off the other’s evil.

“When she was twelve, her momma stripped this girl naked and chained her hands up before bringing in men she wanted to be her daughter’s familiars, getting all that power because Larissa was always showing she was powerful.

“Over a dozen men inspected her like the prized mare they would put their filthy hands on in a few years. Any man who looks at a little girl like a woman deserves death.

“Her momma picked three from the best families and who offered the most for her. Then she made Larissa watch as she had sex with the men sworn to her but would bond with Larissa.

“The whole time her daddy whispering he would be her first and she would be queen instead of her momma. They did it every year for her birthday. Five years of that before she got free.

“Five times she had to endure being presented and humiliated like that. Have their eyes and words taunt her and what they were going to do to her when she was seventeen.

“And all while those men were completely in love with her momma. They made her heal the scars on her private parts because they couldn’t stomach her otherwise.

“She took them away, but cruelly, and they all watched, enjoying her pain.” Her gaze snapped to mine. “So you still want to tell her how pretty those scars are, little boy?”

“I’ll tell her what I tell her privately, thank you,” I answered after a moment.

She opened her mouth but then flinched. “Oh, you forget you’re the boss while I’m saying all of that but cut me off to defend him? Don’t like this boy. He will hurt you like they all do.” She sighed. “She’s so reclusive she’s never around people to remember she has to keep spirits in line when she is. Silly girl. Your heart is way too big. Yes, yes, the puzzle and cold eggs are horrid.”

She went back to work, muttering under her breath that men were full of demons and lust and evil. I couldn’t even blame her. I’d probably feel the same if my husband had beat me and ended up murdering me.

“Can I ask you something?” I muttered when we were done with breakfast.

She raised an eyebrow at me. “You may. I may not answer but go ahead and ask.”

“Do you think finishing this puzzle you wanted to do will give you peace to move on? I’m not well-versed in summonings or spirits, and while I’m glad you’re a nice one and don’t want to slaughter a town, I’m trying to understand more.”

“I see why you like this one,” she grumbled. “He’s patient and not pushy like the other two asking questions you weren’t the one to answer.” I bit back a smirk when Jackson and Jared flinched. “The answer is, I don’t know.

“I don’t know what’s keeping me here exactly. It’s not like a tag we have or list to handle so we can move on. It’s what I want to do as long as I’m not moving on.

“Larissa is helping me with the anger and rage so I don’t go all dark spirit or even worse, become a fractured spirit that turns into nothing one day. She’s working her magic and using that big brain to make sure my murder case against my husband is airtight and that bastard pays for what he did no matter how fancy his lawyer is. And I get my puzzle done despite the bastard.

“She gets the energy from my rage which is good fuel for a spirit’s power. Mine’s valid and that gives us power. She drains some of it for her totems and that’s our deal.

“I get once a week for a few hours now that she handled getting all the extra evidence the police missed and is monitoring the case.” She blew a raspberry. “I hope it gives me peace.

“That bastard and my parents are the reason I never got to live my life, and the one I had was crap. I really hope they don’t get my afterlife as well.” She paused, staring down at Larissa’s hands that weren’t covered for once. “I feel like this is holding me back. Not the silly puzzle, but knowing I did one thing I chose because I wanted to, not because it was what a wife did.”

“Thank you for answering. I’ll leave you to your time as I’m sure it’s precious to you.”

She nodded but then narrowed her eyes at me. “You still keep your dirty paws off our girl. And for the love of all that is holy, do not eat a cheeseburger in front of this girl. I’m not saying it for you, but to protect her. She’ll have a horrible flashback, and she doesn’t need those memories in the front of her mind.”

“I don’t get it,” Jared admitted.

She huffed and glared at him. “You think a momma that twisted and sick only did what I told you to this girl? No, she used to stuff the girl silly with everything bad and then fat-shame her. Then she’d put her on a ‘diet’ and starve her while yelling she was ugly and it was embarrassing.

“Then when she was too skinny again, she’d do it all over again. It’s a miracle she has any stomach lining left or didn’t die, which might have been her momma’s goal she was so jealous. Either way, it left her hating food and all the trauma she went through with it. So make your eggs for her, but don’t be stupid and hurt her.”

“Enjoy your puzzle.” I was out the door when her head snapped up as if she realized I didn’t promise to keep my hands off of Larissa.

Yeah, because I wouldn’t. I’d be careful with her and I understood her much better, but I wasn’t going anywhere. No way, I was totally into my kitten.

We got to work and I felt the magic flare when she sent the spirit back. I waited until we were at a good stopping point before taking a break and heading to find her so I could apologize for last night and talk to her.

Only to find her coming out of the hallway bathroom since the one in the master bedroom was busted. She tucked the towel around her but only after I got another glimpse of her pale, pale skin. She did have Snow White skin for sure.

She jumped when she saw me, tucking the towel tighter. “Sorry, I’m not used to people being around.”

I nodded, moving closer and trying not to crowd her but needing to touch her. I wrapped a long strand of her wet hair around my finger as I leaned in. “I’m sorry about last night. I didn’t mean to upset you.”

She shrugged, leaning against the wall but not moving away even if she wouldn’t look at me. “You didn’t know. I’m sorry for everything the spirit said. You didn’t need all that dumped on you.”

I didn’t reply right away. “I’m sorry she was the one who told me, but I want to know more about you, kitten, even the bad. I didn’t like knowing you weren’t ready to tell us that, but I hope you’ll tell me more when you are, and I’ll tell you everything too.”

She swallowed loudly and lifted her head. “You didn’t promise to keep your hands off of me. She wasn’t happy about that.”

“I have no intention of keeping my hands to myself when it comes to you, but I will go as slow as you need me to.” I leaned in a bit more. “I will ask and make sure every step and move is okay with you, but you feel this too, I know you do.”

I waited until she nodded.

“Can I kiss you?” She froze and blinked at me. “You need to move away if you don’t want me to or tell me no.”

Fine, that so wasn’t the same as waiting for her to tell me it was okay, but I did ask first, so I gave fair warning.

She didn’t move though, so I lowered my head to her, just the simplest brush of our lips and it was everything.

“That was my first kiss,” she breathed, her fingers running just under her lips.

“Mine too,” I admitted, nodding it was true. “I’m a bit scarred with women after our mom. Aggressive ones scare the crap out of me.”

“Me too,” she chuckled darkly. “But there’s a lot that terrifies me so add it to the damn list.”

“Me?”

“No, you don’t terrify me,” she panted, giving me a longing look that I couldn’t ignore. I cupped her face and kissed her again, longer this time, firmly pressing my lips to hers. “What you make me feel terrifies me.”

“Me too,” I promised. I let my fingers trail down and over her shoulder, touching one of the scars. “You’re not the only one who has scars, kitten. I think you’re still the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen even now that I’ve seen them.”

She shut down right in front of me, pulling away. “You’ve met Amelia. That’s not funny.”

“I won’t deny she’s gorgeous, but I stand by what I said. You’re my type, and I prefer you because I see the beauty inside of you too, and it makes you so much more gorgeous to me.”

She leaned in a bit and I got the hint, giving her one more kiss before she pulled away and about scampered off to her bedroom. I smiled after her.

Run all you want, kitten, because I will absolutely chase you and play all you let me.

And I would enjoy every second of it.

She was shocked when I was still there when she came back in her normal light cotton clothes that completely covered her and tucked away her hair.

“I really wanted to make sure we were okay from last night.” I smiled when she nodded. “And, um, I know what the spirit said, but, um, you’re nice about my cooking and they’re not, so I was sort of hoping that…”

“What? You can talk to me,” she murmured as she moved closer. “Do you not want to cook anymore?”

“No, I like cooking. I was going to ask if it was okay if I tried some new recipes. I really want to try making a spaghetti squash dish instead of using pasta. Maybe with ground turkey in the sauce.”

“I’ll try that if you want,” she agreed after a moment. “That sounds not heavy.”

More like not high in calories and carbs that she was scared of to get “fat” again which made more sense given her past torture.

I leaned in and gave her a quick kiss. “Thanks, kitten. The idiots don’t let me play and I want to, you know?”

“I’ll beat them up,” she promised, ducking her head when I chuckled but not before I saw her smile.

She got to work and so did I, glad I’d already gotten what I needed from the grocery store since I’d been wanting to do it.

Jackson and Jared shot me nasty looks at dinner when they noticed how Larissa kept blushing when our eyes met. I didn’t care. They could stuff it.

There was no way I was regretting that kiss.

“That was great, Jesse,” Jared praised when we were done. “I admit, I doubted squash could be as good as pasta, but you made it tasty.” He stood and stretched, glancing at Larissa. “Want to take a stroll with me? It’s good for digestion after meals and the fresh air is nice. I mean, tonight’s perfect.”

She shot me a quick glance and I just smiled, nodding it was fine and she looked relieved. “Sure, a short walk. I’m not that active, but I should at least check out my own property. I do have more work to do.”

“Yeah, just a few minutes,” Jared promised. She nodded and said she’d get her shoes, thanking Jackson when he said he’d handle the dishes.

She came back and stopped in front of me, fidgeting with her sleeves. “Thank you for dinner, Jesse. It was really good. Really, it was.”

“Thanks, I had fun.” I cleared my throat and leaned in a bit, letting my fingers trail over her covered hand. “I thought I’d try one more new recipe before more salmon. What would you think about Asian-style chicken thighs and fresh zucchini?”

“I’d try it if it wasn’t too much trouble,” she replied after a moment. “It sounds, um, good, maybe.”

“Worth a shot, right?”

She nodded and gave me a quick look before hurrying towards the back door where Jared was waiting, her pert little ass bouncing as she moved.

“Anything you want to share with us?” Jackson demanded when they were long out of hearing range.

“We kissed. I asked and she let me kiss her. That’s it,” I told him, raising an eyebrow when he frowned at me. “Hey, you only have yourself to blame. We all said we were interested and wanted her. Deal with it.”

He gave a sharp nod. “She was your first, right?”

“Yes.”

“Glad it was good for you.”

I cleared my throat. “It was hers too.” I caught the cup he dropped when his head snapped up in shock. “Yeah, I felt the same so be gentle with her, Brother.”

“Got it,” he muttered, taking back the cup.

He better. A woman who had been traumatized for half of her life and had never let anyone so much as get close enough to kiss them was someone with a deep, deep pain and would need patience.

I hoped the three of us could seriously swing it.

She deserved it.
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Larissa

Making out with Jesse was one of my favorite things to do. From the moment he kissed me, all I wanted was more… And maybe not just from him, but I constantly pushed that to the back of my mind.

I was getting closer with Jared and Jackson, liking them both, but to assume just because one was interested all three were was an ego I didn’t have.

When he snuck into my bed hours before we should get up for work, I knew the new moon was riding him because the past two weeks he’d been patient with me. Sure, he was patient and gentle now and I knew I could tell him to stop, but I didn’t want to.

When he touched me, I felt alive.

And orgasms someone else gave me were wonderful, wonderful things when with Jesse.

“I’m sorry, I don’t mean to be so pushy,” he whispered against my lips as he took off his shirt. It was another of the goofy shirts they all had that I adored.

This one said, “Meh is the element of indifference” and I loved it. I loved how fun they were, and it just made him and his brothers sexier.

“It’s the new moon,” I forgave as I reached to touch him and find his lips again. “I feel it too.”

“I need you, kitten,” he moaned against my mouth. “Tell me I can find a condom.”

I smiled against his lips. “You don’t need it. Meave made me use her protection charm.”

He froze, his chest moving faster as his heart raced loud enough I could feel it where we touched. “Are you saying I can go bare in you, kitten? Oh fuck, please tell me that’s what I just heard.”

“Yes, I want to,” I promised, and it was actually easy to admit.

Of course, I was terrified, but Jesse was amazing, and I knew this wasn’t just about sex with him. Though a nineteen-year-old virgin and a thirty-two-year-old virgin sounded like enough with the waiting and have sex already.

“I so promise I will go back to slower,” he groaned against my neck as he hurried to get the rest of his clothes off. “I want to spend hours tasting and teasing you. We skipped all of that and we’ll go back, I promise. I have to be inside of you now that I know you want me too.”

“I do, and we can go back,” I agreed, hurrying to fix the covers over us so it was still like being in the dark or at least mostly.

He was sweet and didn’t push me on the fact I needed to feel safe and hidden or at least not completely on display. I moaned his name when his fingers teased my pussy lips and he pushed one in me.

“I’m ready.”

“You’re not,” he mumbled. “You know I’m not small.”

That was true and not being egotistical. I’d jacked him off three times now and he was bigger than my damn hand. Right, hormones make people stupid.

Like giving my virginity to a guy I’d never been on an official date with.

In his defense, he’d tried, but I really didn’t like to leave the house. I preferred the calm dates we’d had where I watched him cook or we even played a few computer games on my system.

His finger moved in me fast as he kissed my breasts before adding another finger. I bit my lip when I orgasmed to keep quiet which was silly since it was just us in the large house.

“I like hearing you, kitten,” he reminded me as he moved in between my legs. “Please, please let me hear you our first time, okay?”

“Okay,” I agreed, letting out a slow breath when he moved his dick to me.

“Are you sure?” he checked when I got tense, and that made me relax.

“Yeah, I’m sure.” I gasped as he pushed it in me a bit, the pain of the first time having sex no joke if the guy was big. “Ouch.”

“Ouch?” he worried.

“It’s okay,” I muttered, pulling his head down to mine.

I wanted this, I wanted him, and he was the first person to ever make me feel this way. I was thirty fucking two, and I was not wasting this opportunity when I finally found a man I wanted in bed.

I did my best to relax, and the way he touched me helped as I spread my legs wider for him.

Every time he pushed in more of his cock, I gasped, my body resisting the invasion and welcoming him at the same time if that made sense.

“Please don’t judge me for not lasting long,” he begged me as he leaned his forehead to mine. “You feel too fucking good, kitten.”

“It won’t be the only time, right? So we’ll both get better.”

“No, not the only time,” he growled before kissing me and moving his hips. “You feel so fucking perfect that we’re going to do this as much as you let me.”

I bit back a giggle. That was so silly and sweet I loved it. I moaned as the pain turned to pleasure and it was a good kind of ache. “It feels good.”

“I’m glad. I want it good for you too, kitten.”

“Rawr,” I mewled, his eyes going wide at my joke. I ducked my head, but he wasn’t having any of that, thrusting again and making me gasp.

“Shit, that was hot. Make sexy noises for me no one else has heard, Larissa.”

Oh, he got his wish. I made all kinds of noises when he teased my clit so we both finished. And it was a big finish from the way we both acted.

“Sex is awesome if it’s with you,” he panted when we’d calmed down a bit. “Holy fuck, my whole body tingles.”

“Mine too,” I giggled, groaning when he pulled out of me. I glanced at the clock and sighed. “I have to start up something for Thora. I promised.”

“We have a bit before the others are up,” he muttered with a hopeful voice. “I should let you rest, right? Your body’s going to hurt?”

I shrugged as I slid towards the edge of the bed, moving a pillow over his head so he didn’t see me get out and naked. “We could go back and do some of that other stuff.”

He snorted. “Yes, please.”

Goof.

I ducked into the bathroom and cleaned up, throwing on just my light robe since I was only going across the house. I didn’t even bother tying it up as I headed to my systems and booted it all up. I started what I needed to for Thora and swung by the kitchen since my throat was dry.

I bit back a laugh when Jesse was there looking in the fridge with that same shirt on backwards. Really? I’d rocked his world so much he couldn’t even put his shirt on right?

Wow, that was an ego boost.

I walked over to him and hugged him, sliding around him so I was between him and the fridge. “Are you that worn out?”

His eyes went wide as he saw I hadn’t tied up the robe. He couldn’t see much, but he clearly liked what he saw. “You are so fucking gorgeous it hurts to look at you.”

“I don’t want you in pain,” I chuckled, standing on my toes.

He leaned down and kissed me, firm and intense which made sense after what we shared. His arm came around me and pulled me against him.

And just like that, I wanted him again. My body about craved him, and I finally understood how my LLL witch friends said the new moon brought out naughtier and kinkier feelings in them.

I had a flash of him taking me on the counter and then I needed him to.

He closed the fridge while I started on his belt, wondering why he’d gotten fully dressed again just to come get something to drink when we were going to play more. His shirt was gone and he lifted me up, his big hand under the robe and on my naked ass.

“Yes, on the counter, please,” I moaned and he set me on it, his other hand coming to my breast while the hand on my ass moved to finger me. “I’m ready. I promise I’m okay and ready.”

“Fuck, you so are,” he growled as he undid his jeans. “I need you. I so fucking need you.”

“Me too, the new moon is riding me too,” I moaned, touching his cock the moment he freed it.

“I wanted to go slower than this,” he worried. “You deserve slower.”

“Fuck slower. We can go back to slower later.”

“If you’re sure.”

“I’m sure,” I whimpered. “I’m so fucking sure I’m dying for you.”

“Oh shit, that’s hot,” he moaned as he moved his cock to my pussy. He pushed in slowly, both of us groaning deeply.

There was an ache that let me know I was being stupid and would probably be sore later. But I didn’t care and I wanted Jesse.

“Oh fuck, Larissa. Oh fuck.”

“Yes, do that too,” I begged as I wrapped my legs around him.

“I’m not going to last,” he warned, and I bit back a smile. It was so sweet to warn me, and honestly made me feel sexy that I could drive a guy as hot as him to blow so fast.

“It’s okay,” I promised, kissing him.

He attacked my mouth as he worked his cock in me, the most aggressive kiss he’d ever given me, but I understood given I was begging him to screw me on the counter, and that was a bit out of character for me as well.

I might like that side of me and thank the new moon later. It reminded me to offer up my first time having kitchen sex to Gaia like I had our virginity, hoping she blessed my getting closer with the man she brought into my life.

It was seriously passionate this time, his arms wrapped around me as he moved to get deeper in me and his lips never leaving mine. I felt safe with him surrounding me like that and like the only thing that mattered to him, that he needed me with the noises he was making.

Well, we were both making for sure.

I liked it so much this time I reached down and teased my own clit so he didn’t have to move. He would be down on himself if only he finished like he was selfish, but I could understand how lost in his head he was because I was too.

He swallowed my cries as I came, his grip on me tightening before he climaxed deep inside of me. We were gasping for air as he buried his face against my neck.

“Fuck, sparkles, I never thought it could be like that.”

“Me either,” I admitted but then flinched. Sparkles?

“Well, this was fast,” a deep voice drawled from my right. My head snapped in that direction, and one of the triplets was standing there shirtless with his arms crossed over his wide chest. “I mean, I knew we all liked her and would probably be with her but not in the same day.”

Horror filled me as I felt myself completely pale. I shoved at not Jesse’s chest.

He frowned and leaned back, his eyes going wide at whatever he saw. He gently pulled out of me and winced as I almost fell off the counter as I tried to get away.

I ducked him and stumbled back so I could see them both, tying up my robe. “I didn’t know,” I choked out. “I didn’t mean to cheat.”

“What?” they said together.

“He was wearing your shirt!” I shouted with a bit of a screech.

Jesse cursed under his breath. “We all have that shirt.”

The one I guessed was Jackson given he was the only one who called me sparkles let out a shaky breath. “You didn’t know it was me?”

I shook my head. “You were wearing the same shirt and backwards. It’s early. What are you even doing here so early?”

“I was thinking of trying to make breakfast,” he muttered. “I don’t know how to connect with you—”

“Oh, you connected all right,” Jesse grumbled, sighing when I started tearing up. “I’m sorry, kitten. It was a shock to walk in on.”

“I wait until a pathetic age to lose my virginity and now I’m a cheating slut. Fuck my life,” I whispered in horror.

“It’s not your fault,” he murmured, coming closer. “It’s Jackson’s.”

“Mine? How was this my fault? I thought she knew it was me.”

“And does she strike you as a person to not even flirt with you or kiss you but then go right to kitchen sex?” Jesse drawled.

“Well, no, but she mentioned the new moon riding her. And well, she was kinda naked, so any rational thought went out the window then.”

When he put it like that, I didn’t really blame him either. “I’m so sorry. Both of you.”

“Don’t be sorry, nugget,” Jared said from behind me. “I’m just hoping that means the door is open for me too.”

I tried to swallow a sob but instead had flashbacks when I realized the three of them were surrounding me. I shoved past them but not fast enough as I felt the metal of the restraints bite into my skin.

I felt their eyes on me as they said everything they were going to do to me and mocked me for being pathetic next to my mother. That they would do anything for her including dirty things with me.

I swallowed a scream as my magic flared and I ran for my room, thinking if I could get to the wards there I would be safe. My panic made me stumble and the floor shifted on me.

After what felt like forever, I finally made it and onto my bed, hiding under the covers where I was safe.

And remembered how I’d just had sex with Jesse in this bed. It made the horrors of the past pull back momentarily and left me with the shit I was in now.

I burst out sobbing, wailing at what I’d done and how horrible of a person I was, that fear and pain from my memories riding me.

Then they swallowed me under and there was nothing I could do to stop them.
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Jackson

Some of the best moments of my life were then followed by the worst.

Being with Larissa, feeling her body wrapped around mine, the intense chemistry and connection was unlike anything I’d ever imagined and perfect. It was everything.

Until she confessed she thought I was Jesse.

The punch to my gut hurt so bad I could barely breathe.

Here I’d gotten up early to try and figure out a way to connect with her, desperate to connect with her after I’d messed up so badly, and it was better than my ultimate fantasy of being with her. And all a mistake.

I was a mistake.

I knew I’d made a mistake hurting her, but I’d never felt a mistake with anyone besides our mom. It killed me.

But that was before we triggered her somehow. It was clear after what Jared teased she wasn’t there with us anymore.

She wasn’t seeing us, panicked and reliving something we couldn’t understand. Her magic sent us flying when we tried to comfort her.

I hit the wall hard and groaned as I tried to remember how to move my body. I pushed to my feet and slid back down, the shot making me feel like a truck had nailed me and then the wall.

Finally, I scrambled to my feet and chased after her, but I couldn’t get close to her, some protective barrier encasing her as she was locked in her own hell.

She scrambled along the hallway, tilting like she was dizzy and bouncing off the wall before trying to regain her balance.

“Larissa, it’s okay. It’s okay, sparkles. We’re here with you,” I called after her, cursing when she didn’t even react to what I said.

She darted in her room and it felt like I died when she let out a wail seconds later.

“That hurt,” Jesse groaned as he stumbled after me. He rushed towards the room but bounced off the barrier before he could reach her door. I caught him and we both crashed into the wall. “Fuck, she’s really powerful.”

“A little help,” Jared grunted from the kitchen.

We shared a look and darted back towards our youngest brother, cursing up a storm when we saw one of the cabinets with glass doors had fallen onto him. He’d covered his head but there was glass and cuts all over him.

“I’m seeing stars a bit,” he admitted. “I deserve it. How is she?”

“We can’t get to her,” Jesse grumbled. “What were you thinking, asshole?”

“That I wanted her not to break down crying like she looked about to,” he muttered. “I don’t think it was what I said. It was when she realized where I was.”

“Shit, that spirit said never to surround her. They used to surround her and terrorize her,” I seethed, having forgotten that to get to my own shit. I hurried to get the glass and shattered plates off of him, glad when nothing was sticking in him too deeply.

We’d taken basic medic training in case there was ever an accident on the job site, so at least we knew how to handle something like this. Jesse was checking his head and looking over him for wounds as I kept working.

“You’re good. Probably a concussion, but if you’re not dizzy for much longer then you should be in the clear.”

“It’s already fading,” Jared muttered. “I managed to protect my head when I landed, but then the cabinet caught me on the way down.” He let out a sigh. “If the screaming in my head would stop that would be great.”

“That’s not in your head,” I rasped, my heart aching. “That’s Larissa. I think she’s trapped in that flashback. Aren’t they supposed to only be for a few moments to like a minute? What I read said only a few minutes at most.”

“Never longer than that?” Jesse checked.

I swallowed loudly. “It said in rare cases when the trauma was extreme it could last hours or days.”

“Shit, I would call what she went through extreme,” he groaned. “Do we call Amelia?”

“She seems defensive when we mention her like I did about her eating,” I answered after a moment. “I don’t want to embarrass her if we don’t have to. I mean, they are friends and like mentor/mentee I think.” I glanced between them. “Let’s wait a bit. Maybe she’ll come out of it.”

Jessed nodded, sighing. “Not too long.”

“No, not too long,” I agreed.

But not too long still felt like forever when it involved the woman you were falling for screaming in terror. Tears leaked out of my eyes as we cleaned up the mess.

All I had wanted was to get closer to her. Jesse had cooking and making meals for her that they shared. Jared got her out and taking walks, playing around together and laughing.

And I had work. We talked about work and the house. I handled all of that and only that. I’d done it, pushing too hard and fast like I always did when I saw a problem, but I was desperate to get some way to make up the ground I’d lost, push closer to her.

I needed to be closer to her. Every time I saw her smile or duck out of her hiding I needed to be closer to her.

But I’d fucked it all up and I wasn’t sure she’d ever forgive me. When the screaming finally stopped, I was on my feet and racing to her room, praying to Gaia she’d snapped out of it.

Except the barrier was still there and I bounced off of it. Shit.

“She lost her voice screaming?” Jesse whispered in horror. “Fuck it, we have to call Amelia.” He pulled out his phone and we nodded even if he wasn’t looking to check with us.

To say she wasn’t thrilled was an understatement. And even worse she didn’t know the answer to help.

What she could tell us was that the barrier would eventually weaken. It was her magic protecting her physically and just like blocking punches, eventually the person’s arms couldn’t take anymore. Same with her magic.

The second I heard that, I launched at the barrier, bouncing off of it and doing it again, desperate to wear it down so I could get to her. I went for about five minutes before I had to take a break, Jesse going next.

Jared tried to, but we were pretty sure he had a mild concussion so yeah, no magical barrier ramming from him.

“Go check the windows from outside,” I told him. “Maybe you can snap her out of it if she sees you.”

“Will that work?” he asked, not hiding his doubt.

“I think we’re at the desperate and worth a shot stage,” Jesse admitted.

I nodded and launched at the barrier again, noting it was about six inches back from last time. “It’s folding in a bit.”

“Well, that’s something,” Jared grumbled and headed for the door.

When I had to take a break, Jesse took over, both of us exhausted by lunchtime. Jared hadn’t been able to see anything through the curtains, and we’d been keeping an eye on him as well.

His head hurt but not to worrying levels and if he dozed, we made sure to wake him after a couple of hours. He grabbed us food and all we did was keep going.

The process was painfully slow, but every now and again we’d gain another six inches. Right around dinner, we were able to reach and open the door.

It didn’t help our worry since she was under the covers. Still, we didn’t give up. We couldn’t give up.

Jesse passed out sometime after midnight, and I didn’t have the energy to ram myself into it anymore. We’d long since passed that stage.

Now I leaned against it, thumping my fist on it over and over again until my hand went numb and then I’d switch. I pushed to my feet when it was time to check on Jared again, making sure he woke and there weren’t any problems.

This time I simply leaned on the barrier while standing and punching it, hoping my weight helped. I was seconds from screaming in frustration and not caring if I woke the others up when the barrier dissipated.

I caught myself on the bed at the last second and scrambled up to her, yanking back the covers.

She blinked up at me, completely wrecked and like she couldn’t pull out of the exhaustion to know she was awake. “Jackson?”

“Yeah, it’s me, sparkles. We’ve been here this whole time,” I whispered as I pulled her to me, my gut clenching how horrible her throat sounded. “Oh, thank fuck you snapped out of it. We were so scared.”

“Sorry, I’m so sorry,” she rasped, her voice weak.

“It’s fine, everything’s fine,” I murmured.

“Throat.”

“I bet.” I helped close her robe and lifted her out of the bed, bringing her back to the kitchen and ignoring the feelings that stirred in me.

And not just me from the way she flushed when I set her on the counter. I ignored it and grabbed her a Gatorade, opening it before handing it to her. She took a few greedy sips before slowing down.

“Please don’t hate me,” I choked out as I leaned my forehead down to hers. “I’m so sorry.”

“I don’t hate you,” she promised. “I’m so sorry I hurt you.”

“I’m sorry it wasn’t real.”

She moved her hand over mine. “It was. It felt… Different, but I thought… I don’t know.”

“We don’t have to talk about it now,” I told her, feeling selfish for bringing it up when she’d just been through hell.

“You don’t want to?” she asked, sounding hurt as she pulled away and took another drink.

“I want to, and I want you so much I ache, but you just went through something horrible. We don’t have to do this right now.”

“I want to. If you do.”

“I do.”

“Do you, um, like me like Jesse does or is it only physical?”

“I know we all like you in an intimate way,” I clarified. “I want to be your lover, not just your friend.”

“And Jesse? I want that with him too.”

“Too?” I breathed, my heart racing at hearing her say that. “Sparkles, are you saying you like me the same?”

She nodded, ducking her head. “I thought it was sort of more big brotherly even if you’re younger, but it’s not. I felt safe with you, and I can trust you to handle things, like that bubble of protection around me.

“But it wasn’t just how passionate it was, but so, so intense. The way you touched and held me made me feel not only safe but treasured like I was everything you needed.”

“I do feel that way,” I confessed, running my hand over her thigh. “And Jesse? Jared?”

She opened her mouth then closed it. “I’ll answer honestly if you promise to hear me when I say one isn’t better than the other.” She waited until I nodded. “It’s like you heal the fear. I want to be wrapped in your arms and you make all the bad go away, know you treasure me as worth being safe. Jesse sees who I am, can move at my pace and not push.

“And Jared sees me for what I can be, not pushing to where I should be, or he wants me, but it’s like three parts of healing and affection. He’s playful and can coax me out of the house and my hiding. Jesse can crawl in there with me and just be. And you’re the one I’d want to hide under, knowing you’re fine with me snuggling up to you. I mean, if we can get over your pushy side and just accept that’s me.”

“I think we can,” I promised, touched beyond words at what she said. “I’ve been so desperate to connect with you and not just be the guy who handles the work stuff, I had no idea you saw things that way.”

She nodded. “I didn’t mean to make it seem only cold and contractor stuff. You make me feel like this could be my home and I deserve one, not just running or horrors.”

“I’d like that,” I whispered, brushing my lips over her cheek. “And earlier?”

She shivered. “That was intense, and I feel like such a bitchy slut that I want you to carry me off to the shower because I ache from it and am still dirty.”

I swallowed loudly, not having thought about my seed in her this whole time. And then I flinched. “We didn’t—”

“We’re protected,” she promised. “I have a charm. I’m glad you guys, um, aren’t into breeding witches. That’s been my experience with men with magical blood. Other LLL witches have said the same.”

“You’re not a fucking dog to breed,” I growled. “If you want kids one day in the distant future, that’s a discussion to have, but all I can think about is that shower and maybe a date. That’s probably the wrong order, but it’s where my mind is.”

She nodded, taking another drink of her Gatorade. “You don’t mind? Um, maybe without all the lights? I’m not—”

“Whatever you need, sparkles,” I promised, picking her up and carrying her to the working shower. “Maybe we should get a swank tub for the master bathroom so you can soak.”

“Why—oh, after sex. Right, yeah, um, it will get, um, more.”

“Yes, my performance was lacking,” I drawled.

“Hey, don’t demean it,” she grumbled. “I felt sexy for making you act like that. I never feel sexy.”

“You should,” I muttered as I sat her on the bathroom counter. “You completely owned my body. A virgin just hopes he doesn’t act like a goober his first time.”

“I was your first?” she asked, ducking her head but not before I saw she was smiling.

“You’re the only woman I’ve been with,” I confirmed. “I kissed a girl in eighth grade, but that’s it. High school wasn’t… We didn’t have that socialization in our lives, and it all seemed trivial given what was going on.”

“Someday maybe you guys will tell me,” she muttered.

“I will tell you anytime you want,” I promised, clearing my throat as I turned on the water. “And maybe you’ll tell me what happened exactly when we triggered you.”

She shivered. “I realized I was surrounded by three men, even if you’re nothing like those guys, one of you was on all sides really and I panicked. I got thrown back there to the last time, which was the worst, and I couldn’t get out. It’s never been quite like that before. I think it was the monsoon of ups and downs and emotions right before.”

I undressed, feeling her eyes on me and relishing in the fact she wanted to see me naked. She swallowed loudly when I moved to pick her up. “Just a shower, I promise.” My heart soared when she gave me a disappointed look. “But I’d love a kiss.”

“Please,” she whispered as she tilted her head to accept one.

My pushy, aggressive side flared to life at the submissive gesture, loving that she’d let me take charge and trust I’d give her what she needed. I lifted her up and kissed her, knowing my cock was rubbing her pussy and loving it.

She gasped as we moved and moaned when I stepped into the tub and it made me press against her more.

“Does your pussy know my cock will be in it again once you’ve had some rest?” I murmured as I kissed her ear.

“You promised to go back, remember?” she teased me, letting out the sweetest giggle. “We skipped too many steps.”

“We did, and I want all of them and your pussy wrapped around me again.” I worried when she didn’t reply. “Do you not like that talk?”

“No, I do with you, which, um, is odd because it’s part of… Maybe sparingly until I’m used to it or the words don’t make me think of other things,” she whispered, curling up against me like she needed comfort.

“They won’t ever touch or even look at you again, sparkles,” I promised. “You’re ours now.”

She sniffled and it killed me. “They’ll come for me one day. It’s why I kept switching places. I couldn’t let others be hurt because of me. Mother will never let me go. I’m her only shot.”

“Only shot?” I asked as I reached for the soap and pumped a bit on my hands, massaging and washing her back as she stayed wrapped around me. My dick twitched when she moaned, but I wanted to hear the answer.

“Gaia punished her for how she treated her child,” she mumbled, sounding exhausted. “She couldn’t have another child no matter how much they tried. It’s why BDE witches try to have a bunch close in age. They know once they abuse the gift of children or try to force them to do bad, Gaia won’t let them have more.”

I hadn’t known that, but it did make sense why our mom hadn’t had more children after us. I filed that away for later and focused on washing her, catching her when her hold went slack and a soft snore escaped her mouth.

Damn, even her snores were adorable.

I was in so much trouble.

I quickly washed us as best as I could and not feel like a total perv touching her intimately before turning off the water.

“She okay?” Jesse asked when I pushed back the curtain.

“Her throat’s raw and exhausted,” I answered. “Confused how she feels about liking all of us. Settled with what happened between us.”

“Good, she’s got enough on her to worry about,” he accepted, taking her from me and wrapping a towel around her. “How long after I passed out did the barrier crack?”

“Another hour,” I sighed.

His eyes flashed shock. “You never quit?”

“I couldn’t.” I didn’t want to make it seem like I cared more because I held out, it wasn’t like that. I just couldn’t think of stopping.

He nodded and held her to him as he turned to leave. “My feelings for her are real, and it’s more than a crush or puppy love.”

“Me too.”

“Glad we’re clear on that.” He left with her and I hurried to dry off.

I woke Jared again, telling him we got to her this time which he was relieved with. He moved to her room and made a makeshift bed of an extra blanket and pillow on the floor. I was ready to do the same, but I couldn’t resist crawling in bed on the other side of her from Jesse.

It felt right, and I didn’t even care they’d had sex on the bed. I just needed her and my brothers and life felt right.

The next morning, I woke to a gasp and shot up to see Jesse mirror me, Larissa staring at her arm with wide eyes. “One’s gone.”

“One what, nugget?” Jared asked from the floor. “I’m right here. You got all three of us.”

“Well, good, I mean, glad you didn’t run away, but not what I meant,” she rambled, not even noting she was naked. “One scar. One of the scars on my arm is gone.”

“I want to ask if you’re sure, but you seem really sure,” I muttered with a yawn.

“I’m really, really sure,” she promised. “I know and remember all of these scars.” She traced the spot she meant to show us. “That one is gone.”

She started searching her body, totally not paying attention when she lifted her leg up and flashed her pussy at us like we weren’t already getting to see her perfect tits.

“Kitten, you’re making my morning wood unbearable when you’re being so obliviously sexy like that,” Jesse warned.

She glanced at him and then followed where he was staring, giving a yelp as she hurried to hide back under the bedding. “Light. Naked. Shit.”

“Light. Naked. Do it again,” Jared chuckled from the floor. “Damn, nugget, I’m very awake now.”

“Nugget?” I asked, not having caught him calling her that before.

“Yeah, she’s little and tasty looking. She’s a little nugget of yummy.”

“I don’t know if that worries me you’re a cannibal or it’s sweet,” she muttered from under the blankets.

“I do want to eat you and a lot, but not in the creepy way, but I will bite too,” he teased her.

I thought it might be too much, but the bed shook as she silently laughed. Then a few cute giggles broke free and I couldn’t help but smile too.

I reached under the bedding and pinched her side. “So while you’re under there, if you’re hungry…”

She flipped back the blanket and gave me bug eyes, smiling when she saw I was teasing, but then she frowned.

My fun deflated. Why could I never say anything right? How come Jesse always knew what to say and Jared could make her laugh, but I always landed flat?

“That was funny,” she muttered as she moved closer. “Um, but, not while all of you—” She blew a raspberry. “Group stuff won’t end well like yesterday.”

“Yeah, my concussion is proof of that,” Jared drawled.

“What concussion?” She worried, trying to wrap the blanket around her and crawl over me which ended with her plopped on my lap and my cock nestled where it wanted to be. She yelped but didn’t fight me when I kept her there, steadying her.

“Your magic sort of pulsed defensively and threw us all away from you,” Jesse explained gently. “Jared went into the cabinet and the cabinet fought back and conked him on the head. Everything in it shattered. Sorry.”

“No, I’m sorry,” she sighed heavily. “I’m really not used to being around people, and it’s normally safer if I’m not with all my issues and trauma and flashbacks.”

“I’m good as long as you kiss the boo-boo on my head,” Jared promised. “You can beat me up all you want as long as you kiss it better, nugget.”

“I have one on my back,” I told her when she nodded.

“My hip,” Jesse added. “One at a time of course.”

“Thanks,” she whispered, blushing furiously as she seemed to remember where she was sitting and naked. “Thanks for not making me feel like a selfish slut.”

“You are far from selfish and there is no chance you could ever be a slut,” I told her, smiling when she beamed at me like I’d said the exact right thing.

Finally. I finally felt like I could get a handle on how to be what she needed, what she wanted. Maybe.

Hopefully.

She kicked us out so she could get dressed, and I hurried to throw on my clothes from yesterday. She stepped out of her room just as I finished and was about to throw up her hair but stopped when I put my hand on her arm.

“Will you wear it down for me? At least until you need to put it up to work? I’d really like to see it.” I reached out and ran my fingers through it, smiling when she blushed and nodded. “Thank you, sparkles.”

She ducked her head but then gave me a quick hug. “I found another scar missing. Apparently, two are gone.”

I couldn’t hide my shock as I connected the dots, thinking I had to be wrong. “Are you saying—”

“Yup,” she said, popping the P loudly. “Apparently, Gaia or our combined energy healed what shouldn’t be possible to be healed. Let’s go see what else we did.”

“What else we did?” I asked as I trailed after her.

She nodded, accepting a quick kiss from Jesse when we reached the kitchen but ducking Jared. “Don’t you dare assume you’re a group dating pack because I didn’t.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Jared chuckled, darting in front of her and blocking the back door. “However, the toll is a kiss.”

She punched him in the gut and he groaned moving. Then she kissed his head when he leaned down. “Boo boo fixed.”

“I really like this saucy side she’s got going on,” Jesse muttered, rubbing his neck as I nodded. “Really like it.”

“Yeah, it’s hot. And apparently, us having sex healed two of her scars, and we’re going to see what we did.”

“Huh?”

“No clue, Brother, no clue.” I shrugged and followed after her.

We walked for several minutes deeper into the property, and just when I was about to ask what was going on, she stopped.

She glanced around and burst out laughing, bending over and grabbing her stomach she laughed so hard before coming over to me and standing on her toes. She moved her hands to my chest and I leaned down, kissing her given she seemed so open to it.

“What’s going on?”

“We did this,” she explained, waving her hand behind her. “This is where I feel the magic. I’m sure there’s more Jesse and I did.”

I glanced over her shoulder and at all the trees before looking down at her again. Her bright smile clued me in and my eyes bugged out before I looked again. “We did this?”

She nodded quickly. “I offered up our hot kitchen sex to Gaia and it was the new moon and it was your first time. Gaia clearly blessed it.”

“None of this was here a few days ago when we walked over here,” Jared whispered, sounding like he was seconds from freaking out.

He wasn’t the only one.

“It was completely cleared land of wild weeds and untended to whatever popping up since it’s spring,” she explained. “There are acres of sour cherries, Granny Smith apples, peaches, and pear trees with cultivated room to expand.”

“The first three are my favorite fruits,” I admitted.

She reached up and booped my nose. “And you have the gorgeous eyes of a delicious pear. I bet half the pear trees are Jesse’s.” She glanced over at him. “I would guess there’s more for our fun I offered up as it was my first time too.

“The more acres our magic has touched like this, the more effective the protection I’ll start laying down will be. This is so cool. I never got the joy of this before like other LLL witches, but now I totally do. I feel lighter.”

I watched as she about skipped off deeper into the property to see what else had happened. Shit, was this real?

Wow.

Just wow.
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Larissa

After the chaos and crazy that happened on the new moon, we all agreed to slow things down and take a step back. Jackson and I had jumped steps, and we realized that we should make sure we got to know each other the way we should.

Jared felt left out and was not happy until we said that was the decision all around.

And then there was the problem of Jesse getting several of all my firsts when they all wanted them.

Granted, Jackson and Jared had each kissed a girl before—and Jared even made out with one in high school. But we were all virgins when we met, so I got it was like a thing.

It might have seemed like a shallow and silly thing, but given they were seriously okay with me dating all of them, I would be understanding.

Though that really didn’t give me a way to figure out what to do, slowing down seemed to appease them all. I did however walk into an argument where Jared called getting my first blow job and oral sex like he was declaring he got fucking shotgun.

I was not thrilled by that nor when he defended that Jackson had wanted my first anal sex.

Great, I was a toy for triplets to fight over.

But we spent the next couple of weeks getting to know each other better and it was going really well. So well that I was thinking of telling Jared I wanted us to have sex, especially since it was the full moon that night.

It just seemed perfect, especially with the mood we had right before dinner, teasing and tickling and tender. I didn’t think we could have a better moment as ours.

So of course, everything had to go wrong.

I sat up and rolled off the bed when I felt familiar energy. Horror filled me as I realized what it was.

I looked at Jared, worry and concern in his expression and said the only thing I should. “Run. Get your brothers and run. Now.”

I grabbed my shoes and was racing for the door in the next heartbeat, sliding them on as I reached where I had my only power-filled totems.

I grabbed them from the box and absorbed them, shivering as the power rushed me, hoping it would keep me from freezing in the fight I knew would come one day but prayed it wouldn’t.

“What is going on?” Jackson demanded, grabbing me just before I reached the door.

“Mother found me. Run. All of you run. If she gets you—she can’t get you. Call Amelia and run.”

I broke his hold and ripped open the door, hoping at least to buy them time to get out of there as I knew this wasn’t a fight I could win. The SUV pulled to a stop down the side drive near the garage, far out of view from the main road my drive was off of.

She was as polished and dazzling as I remembered, looking refreshed and not a hair out of place as she glanced around before focusing on me. “Well, this isn’t quite the gutter I assumed I’d find you living in, but it’s certainly not the luxury you grew up with.”

“That wasn’t luxury, that was a prison and hell,” I sneered. “This is private property and you are not welcome.” I almost smirked when her eyes flashed serious shock I talked back to her.

What did she expect over the past sixteen years? I was still the obedient and terrified child I’d been?

Bitch.

“I just came to reclaim what’s mine, and your familiars have several choice words about you abandoning them,” she purred as the other doors opened and the three men I hated as much as her stepped out.

Along with the monster that was my father.

“I don’t see any familiars, only your pathetic dogs I would never tie myself to. And your disloyal familiar who longed to fuck his own daughter to replace you, so let’s not start spinning your wild fantasies,” I threw right back, smirking when rage flared in her eyes.

Yeah, it was fun to get that dig in as any time I talked about what she did to me, she’d call them wild fantasies.

“Your rebellion is over, child,” she snapped.

“Well, according to your new council, it’s not, and we’re hands off,” I purred. “Walk away, Dortha, and realize you’ve already lost whatever perverse shit you planned.”

“I am your mother and you will—”

“That’s biology,” I drawled. “It doesn’t make me your fucking slave for life or whatever ownership you think you have. That ship sailed, and you missed it because I’m way past eighteen.”

“You can still swear to your bloodline.”

“I’d rather die.”

“I can make you wish for it if you don’t behave,” she reminded me.

“I’m not that child anymore, and if you think no one will care, Thora and several others will not let this go.”

“This is a family matter,” she sneered. “They are weak light witches.”

I threw back my head and laughed so hard it almost hurt.

“I’ve spent time with Thora and she drowns your power. You’re a fraction of her true power.” I smirked at her. “And given I’m the one who helps witches stay hidden on both sides, your own people will throw a fit if their little techie problem solver goes missing.”

“Well, well, well, you really have grown up, baby doll,” Randy purred.

I bit back a shiver and ignored him, focused only on my mother, smirking when I saw the shock again.

“It was lots of fun turning down your requests for help, watching you offer more and more money. Dad threatening to come find me and make me do what you wanted. Maybe you shouldn’t have been such a fucking bitch and tortured your daughter.”

“We called Amelia,” Jackson told me as he moved up next to me.

“My, my, my, Daughter—triplets?” Mother gleefully sang. “Oh, the power you will wield with them for me.”

“Hey, we had a deal,” Randy snapped, the others echoing him.

“I told you to run,” I hissed at the three of them.

“Not going to happen, sparkles,” he grumbled, Jared and Jesse echoing him. “Amelia and probably several others now know you came here for Larissa. Amelia said Larissa has a tracker and locator charm that Thora and several others can tap into any time they want.”

Mother waved the worry away like a fly. “That can easily be seared off. Besides, I think my council will approve the move when they learn you come with triplet familiars and my daughter is the magical genius who can use technology to protect any and everything we want to do.”

Oh fuck. So that backfired… Bigtime.

I tried to act like what she said didn’t scare me, but I froze until my dad took a step forward. I pushed magic into the ground that was now my land and wrapped vines with thick thorns around his legs.

“You stay over there where I know your incestuous thoughts and desires won’t come near me.”

“Let us help. Take energy from us or whatever,” Jesse begged me.

I wasn’t sure how to do that when they weren’t bonded familiars, but I felt them all agree, and power flared in what was probably a temporary agreement like Briony did contracts. I smirked when Mother felt it, flinching.

She lifted her hands and I focused, putting up my barrier, not just around me this time, but all four of us. In the same breath, I threw power into the ground to capture the other three men in the same trap my dad was stuck in.

“We have been waiting twenty years to claim you as ours,” Randy shouted, fighting against the vines. “All of you belongs to us, every inch, and if they’ve tasted any of you before us, I will slice them for you to watch once you’re back in your chains, Larissa.”

“Never!” I screamed, power flaring deeper from me.

Mother attacked at the same time, throwing everything she had into taking down my barrier.

I held it and attacked her through Dad, sending malice into the vines. They screamed as what seemed to be acid coming from the thorns burned them.

“I will kill you and take those triplets as mine,” Mother sneered, her true form coming out as she stopped using magic to make herself pretty. Instead, the evil shined through and twisted her up.

“We’re with you, nugget,” Jared whispered as I felt three hands touching my back.

I nodded and stepped out of the barrier, keeping them protected behind it as I stormed forward to meet my mother head-on.

The magic flared and I blocked what she threw at me, pulling on that bond and their feelings for me to fuel me, Gaia’s power in the land she’d blessed. I used all of it to protect them from her evil, not caring what it cost me later.

I threw it at her, using my magic like I did in a computer or machine, stripping the parts and finding what I needed to infuse.

It clicked and I did something I never thought I could. I turned her magic against her and seared her charms off of her while rerouting her magic and attacking like I would a camera feed to loop and it all went back into her.

I realized she’d been trying to use our shared blood for her own magic with the goal of stopping my heart so I went down and she could revive me later.

I took it a step further and made sure she couldn’t be revived later as I pushed power into her own attack. She screamed as it hit her harder and fed from her own blood magic.

“Nugget!” Jared shouted, giving me just enough warning to see Randy had broken free from my trap. I caught him with vines again and took him down to the ground hard as I finished with my mother.

Relief filled me as I saw the light go out in her eyes and knew she was dead. Maybe that was horrible to admit, but it was a chilling relief for me and the guys I cared for. The wicked queen was dead, and all that was left were her pathetic dogs.

I walked over to Randy and smirked down at him still struggling against my trap. “You’re a pathetic piece of shit who never realized he was just a pawn that she never cared for or loved. You were her enabler, and I was never your anything but eventual demise.”

I slammed my foot onto his chest, sending power with the hit and caving it in, feeling his heart stop.

More relief filled me. It was almost truly over. I did the same to the other two, having choice words for them as well. I saved my dad for last, knowing he was dying anyways since Mother was gone.

“You were the worst,” I told him, smiling as he gasped, their bond killing him so I didn’t even have to. “The fact I share blood with you haunts me every fucking day. She was cruel and saw me as a possession, a pet and nothing more but you—you saw me as the witch you were going to make queen in replace of her, you sick fuck. I was your daughter, your young daughter, and you groomed me to take her place.”

“You were everything she was but better and more,” he panted. “You were always going to be so much more, and you will always be mine, even after I’m dead.”

“No, she’s ours,” Jackson sneered, making me jump when they touched me because I hadn’t meant to drop the protective shield.

“She was never yours,” Jesse added. “Gaia has blessed her being with us while she helped Larissa escape you.”

“And the one who was yours is dead as the bond is now killing you. So you were always nothing more than a sick fuck who was the sperm donor to a psycho bitch,” Jared finished. “You wouldn’t know love or real if it bit you in the mother fucking ass.”

He went to kick my dad in the face, but my father died with a hiss of air leaving his body.

I let out a shaky breath as the reality of it truly being over sank in and my knees went out from under me.

“I got you,” Jackson whispered, catching me in time and lifting me into his strong arms. “You did it, sparkles. You took down the wicked queen and freed yourself.”

“Well, she didn’t do it alone,” a musical voice came from our left.

I pushed out of Jackson’s arms to land on my feet, fresh adrenaline surging through me and making my body ready for another fight. I let out a whoosh of air as I locked gazes with Thora.

She smiled brightly at me. “You did well, child. I certainly hadn’t thought it would turn out like this, but you have made me, Gaia, and all your light witch cousins proud by fighting this battle and your past head-on.”

“You were here?” I rasped, giving her a hurt look she didn’t jump in. Then I realized what else she’d said, nodding. “I pulled on their energy like a temporary bond like Briony’s short-term contracts.”

She clucked her tongue. “Short-term?”

I blinked at her and then looked back at the triplets before meeting her gaze again. “No, that’s not possible.”

“I would have said the same, but I felt the moment you started the bond with them.” She held up her hand to hold off my arguments. “Was there not a moment where you thought you did not care the cost to you later?” She nodded when I swallowed loudly and looked back to them. “For the record, protecting you was at the front of her mind when she did it.”

Anger surged through me. “You are not Gaia, Thora! You cannot just push us around as you want for your design.”

She raised an eyebrow at me and I swallowed down the rest of what I would say, knowing she cared for me but never forgetting I was an ant compared to her.

“You are right that I am not Gaia and I am certainly not omniscient. I will carry the weight of my choices as I should. I chose to add your name to the list we gave to the dark witches council knowing your mother would come for you. I chose to have her closely watched so this could end for you as you have lived your whole life in constant fear of her and half of it while free of her.

“So yes, that was my choice. However, I chose to let you handle it yourself and help only if needed as this was your dragon to slay, your demon that you prayed to defeat, and I would not take that away from you. This was your moment to show you are a true and powerful witch of your own, not your mother’s puppet.” She waited until I nodded. “Now you need to accept your decisions.

“You chose to accept their help. You chose to pull on the magic Gaia has bestowed on your land in blessing of your coupling with them that you offered up. You chose to protect them no matter the cost later. This is the cost, child. You started the bonding process with them to make them your familiars.”

“They didn’t choose it though. They have to be willing,” I argued, panicked for them and myself that we would be bonded forever when we knew each other just over a month.

“And so they shall,” she said gently. “If they accept the bond, it will be permanent.”

“How?” I pushed, not knowing the specifics.

She smirked at me. “Love, child. That’s who we are. Life, love, and light. If they offer you their lives as yours, their love as yours, and all the light they can give you, then the bond is permanent.”

“So we get married?” Jackson clarified.

“No, you have sex with your witch,” she chuckled.

“Wait, I don’t get to have sex with her unless I want to permanently bond to her forever?” Jared asked, sounding freaked out. “I’m a damn virgin still. So that’s it? Forever? This won’t wear off after like a month?”

“No, child, as she offered any cost up to Gaia to keep you safe and clearly Gaia wishes this union and it’s not hard to see why,” Thora explained, sounding amused. “As your mother said, Larissa, you are the magical genius who can use technology to do just about anything, and their side would do everything to get you, even risk my wrath and our fragile peace as your mother risked.

“Even if I could ignore the fact of how your auras are lit up with feelings for Larissa, be honest with yourselves, and each of you thought more than once you would give anything to keep her safe and out of the hands of those monsters. You had just as much of a hand in starting the bond as she did. But Gaia is still giving you the choice to take the final step. Choose wisely.”

I nodded, swallowing loudly. “Thank you for coming. I’m sorry I lashed out.”

She gave me a kind smile and pulled me into a hug. “You will several times more and even at them for not running. It is how relief, fear, and too many heightened emotions work.” She kissed my hair. “You are truly free now, Larissa. Enjoy it.”

“I don’t know how or what to do next,” I rasped.

“Yes, I know, because while you knew this day would come, you never had an ounce of belief you would win. You thought your freedom was fleeting and you would be dragged back to be tortured and raped by those four men until your mind and magic shredded you.”

I wasn’t sure the triplets needed to hear that, but I was fairly certain she said it for them so they understood the situation better. “You should have warned me for the trap.”

“Possibly. Knowledge isn’t always helpful, but sometimes a burden.”

I nodded that was fair. “How can I thank you for carrying that burden for me and making sure I wouldn’t lose this fight?”

“I love how grateful you always are,” she chuckled, kissing my hair again before letting me go. “It’s why Gaia is so generous with you and her blessings as you help protect us all.” She glanced around. “You have started to claim the land as yours. Good. Your cousin Sia could use some help. A greenhouse of loofahs. She is always in need of loofahs, apparently, and you are tucked away here.”

“I will speak with her and get it started,” I agreed, thinking that was easy enough. Well, not easy but something I could handle. “What do I do with this mess?”

“I will handle it. It’s better you are surprised when you are notified of your mother’s death,” she answered. She walked over to the triplets. “Be good to her and be worthy of her.” She kissed each of their cheeks. “And be happy. You are just as worthy of it as she is.” She shooed us inside. “Go plan your freedom and new lives that start now.”

I gave her a confused look, frowning when she only laughed and told me I’d figure it out. I nodded and did what she wanted, tripping when I reached the porch.

Jared catching me was the only reason I didn’t land flat on my face. I waved them off and darted inside and headed right for my systems. I pulled up a browser and typed in what I was looking for.

And then I needed to sit down.

“Holy fuck,” Jesse whispered from behind me. “That’s why your mom looked familiar. I didn’t put it together. She was supermodel and actress Dortha Carter.”

I nodded. “It was how I got free. One of the LLL witches has an alter ego as a model. We met and saw each other often on shoots and sets as she’s my age. She felt the magic in my scars and I told her the truth. She was in touch with some other light witches and the next thing I know, I’m being saved.”

“And you’re an only child, right?” Jared checked.

“Yup,” I answered, popping the P loudly.

“How accurate would a Google search be on a real net worth?” Jackson whispered.

“I have no idea, but knowing my mother, she would never let people know the half of what she had,” I admitted, staring at the hundred million dollar answer to what her net worth was I typed in. “Damn.”

“That’s one way to put it,” Jesse agreed.

“So what now? What’s next?” Jackson asked.

I blew a raspberry. “I have no idea. My only plan tonight was hoping Jared wanted to have sex under the full moon with me.”

“Yes. Absolutely yes, and we can still do that, nugget,” he groaned, pulling me out of my chair and hugging me. “I think that a fitting victory party.”

“Do you want to be her familiar forever?” Jackson reminded him, throwing cold water on the moment.

“Fuck.” Jared apologized when I flinched, and they started bickering which turned into arguing, and I wasn’t sure they even knew what they were fighting about, just the tension and issues setting everyone off.

I snapped my fingers when an idea hit me. “I know what to do.” I raced to the summoning circle that was hidden under a rug in what was probably supposed to be a study. I cut my hand and activated it, focusing on who I wanted to summon.

Are you ready to let me help you, darling?

“Whoa, I heard that in my head,” Jesse whispered. “Okay, so we’re already that deep of familiars.”

I ignored him and answered the spirit. “I offer an hour on this side for some counseling. For now. Maybe this will be a regular thing, but we’re—we need some perspective.”

Add a glass of wine and I’m all yours.

Done. We made the deal and I let him possess me while Jesse went to get the wine, handing it to me.

“There’s only one place that delivers out this far and what I made is ruined, so I called for Chinese and you can just pick at what you want, okay? We all need to eat.”

The spirit nodded my head. “You’ve progressed well with your hate of food and eating. Well done, darling. Keep on the path you are and allow this patient man to help you realize that the chains and pain are gone. Food is too lovely to not enjoy.” He waited until I agreed, gesturing for the others to sit, using my memories to get caught up. “Ah, I see, yes, well, this is a pickle you are all in.”

“So you were a therapist?” Jackson asked, sharing a wary look with the others.

“I was a psychiatrist specializing in trauma and relationships. Unfortunately, one of my patients had a mental breakdown and stabbed me. Larissa made a deal with me to help work through that resentment and anger so I could focus on making sure my patient received the treatment he needed.”

“But you didn’t move on?” Jackson pushed.

“Another conversation for another time but right now, the focus is the four of you.”

I took a sip of the wine, feeling the spirit’s delight it was a good bottle. Tallulah didn’t make bad wine and I loved her new sparkling fruit wines.

“Now, first, you each need to come to terms with your part of the situation you are in. Thora was right and you have to take ownership.

“You did not run like Larissa warned you. You offered aid. You were willing to do anything to save her. Own it. She has her own side to own as well.

“From there, you need to decide if this is what you want. If a life with her, a woman you clearly care for, is what you want. Next, if you can share her with your siblings.”

“You’re going sort of fast here, man,” Jared grumbled, rubbing his hand over his head. “Slow down a bit.”

“I only have an hour, and I’m not saying you have to do it now; I’m laying out the healthy path that’s best over the foreseeable future. If you choose to walk it, that is your decision.

“Next, you also need to consider your siblings in your decision. One of you only deciding means leaving the others behind and a very weird situation with Larissa who would be your sister-in-law then.”

“Okay, yeah, she was right to call you,” Jesse whispered, bobbing his head as it sunk in the weight of the decision. “Next?”

“Once decided and you own those decisions, you need to start outlining what you need to make this work. Larissa must do all the same as you. She’s had a much, much more traumatic past than any of you and to depths you don’t realize. You need to accept that to make this work as the job of a familiar is to love and support their witch.”

“Give us some specifics,” Jackson pushed.

I shrugged. “I cannot give you all the answers as you need to know what is right for you. This will now be your home. You won’t leave after the job, and Thora and Gaia seem very intent that this becomes Larissa’s land.

“Fine, what do you need to make that work? I would suggest your own bedrooms so you have your space. You can go into hers, she can come into yours, but you understand there are boundaries.

“And I cannot stress enough that you need to focus on your relationship with her, not allow it to become a competition. You are siblings, so of course there will be some of that, but you need to accept it’s a challenge and not let her become a triplet shiny toy to bicker over as she’s already felt that and it hurts her. Deeply.

“She will be afraid of three men as you met the monsters she was supposed to be with. So understanding for the foreseeable future you are not a unit, but individuals, and that will help you accept this as well.

“This is not a typical marriage and not just because there are three men to one woman. She is your witch. She is responsible for providing for you, and while you will help her with that, she is boss. She’s got more than enough money to ease this—”

“Let’s hold off on getting ready to spend her inheritance we don’t know if she’ll even get,” Jesse drawled.

I mentally winced, the spirit bursting out laughing. “Oh dear, you didn’t know that your little darling has several million in the bank already? Money is not an issue you ever need to worry about again. Ever.”
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Jared

A fly farting could have been heard as the spirit dropped that bomb on us. I snapped out of it first, shaking my head.

“No, wait, she said she raised her prices and could handle the renovations, but Thora gifted her the land.”

“That is all true, but her prices reflect her value, and her value is very much there,” she explained. “She is the only known witch to be able to use her magic on technology.

“She can manipulate information better than any hacker as it’s magic. And witches pay for that, from needing to fabricate a child for them to become in a few decades to making the IRS go away to hiding when they hunt a bad witch.”

“Wow, okay, so… Okay then,” Jessed chuckled, shaking his head. “Fine, but we can still work and take local jobs.”

“Your witch will not like that as witches are possessive of their familiars and want them close,” she warned. “Besides, I’m fairly certain there is more than enough for you to do here so you are not idle with a sugar momma.

“But know that her first priority will be protection. She is terrified about other witches knowing where she is after what her mother said.”

“Others will figure out she’s the genius, and if she’s not running, she’s got a location to come at,” I surmised, nodding my head. “Okay, so that’s a priority.” I had no idea of what to do with that, but I could help, not just always be the teasing and lighthearted one.

She nodded. “You already have your roles in her mind, and it’s time to decide if you accept them. Jackson, you are the big picture guy and the one that helps keep everyone safe, the one she feels safest with. That is your role.

“Jesse, you see her as she is and help her get more comfortable with who she is. And that means the idea of building a home and being domestic.

“Jared, you are the one to coax her out. You like getting her outside and seeing the land, appreciating it, and making her laugh. It’s slowly chipping away at the terror and hobbit hole she’s always lived in.

“Don’t push, but keep with the easy ideas and bringing color into her world. That’s what she needs from each of you. There will be crossover, of course—of course, there will, but it’s what she sees.”

I was fine with that. I could more than handle that role, and I liked our relationship on the path it was progressing. I mentally shook my head. It was like I had already decided this was forever and I was hers.

Hadn’t I?

“Now, you also need to think of what you need from her—her role in your life to balance you so you’re not just always giving,” she continued. “She seems to feel as if she makes Jackson pull the stick out of his ass a bit and realize he’s a guy who wants to cuddle on the couch with his girl. Jesse needs to be seen as much as she needs it. Jared, you want to be taken seriously and she does that for you.”

She really did. I nodded. And I did need that.

We might all be the same age, born minutes apart, but I was the baby and dismissed too often. We’d had a crap childhood, and Jackson had gotten a lot dumped on him, but I wanted to find who I was more instead of just being one of three.

And I felt that way with Larissa. We were curious together, and I liked that she gave that part of herself to me.

We talked a bit more, and it got to the point I knew Larissa would be overly uncomfortable going so fast.

“Why don’t you take the rest of the time to talk with nugget on how she feels about what happened today while we discuss what you’ve said?” I suggested, shocking everyone. “Personally, I’d like to talk to you again as I found this helpful, but I feel like any more on this right now would curve the path.”

“Agreed,” Jackson said after a few moments and then so did Jesse.

The spirit agreed and Larissa went to her room to finish up. There were several moments of silence and then Jackson sighed.

“I’m in. All the way. I’m totally—I need her. It might not be love, real love yet, but I know I would have died if they’d taken her.”

“I feel the same,” Jesse agreed.

“I think I do too, but you both have had more time with her,” I admitted. “I think either way, we do not act on it yet as it’s all too fresh. There is no reason to do it today or tomorrow. Yes, I want sex with her too but—”

They both snorted, Jesse answering. “You’ve not had it with her or you’d feel the clawing need we have for her too. I agree not today, but I want my kitten. I want to make her mine and now and be hers forever. Now.”

“Let’s just take the next few days to process and we can reassess,” Jackson offered. “I hate to say it, but she wanted a full moon date with Jared, and I think she should have it. I think we need to work out a schedule and—”

“I think that would put too much pressure on her that she had to do stuff with us and wouldn’t be realistic with her work,” Jesse cut in. “We’re just going to have to man up and realize she will take extra care more than most women and she’s worth that. I have no problem letting Jared have his night with her, and we have to remember we love each other too, not just her.”

“And talk. We don’t do a lot of talking like this, and we do need to grow up some to deserve her,” I added, both of them giving me surprised looks. “Oh, blow me. You’re minutes older than me and half the time dismiss what I’m saying as being the baby. Fine, but no more of that when it comes to Larissa. We’re equals and each with her, so we all get a say in what’s going on with her.”

“That’s fair,” Jackson admitted. “It might be harder to implement than just snapping our fingers, but it’s fair, and I’m willing to try to make this work.”

Jesse agreed and I let out a sigh of relief, feeling at least we had this part settled.

Now we just had the rest of everything and a witch when we never wanted to be familiars. No big.

Yeah right.

The food came and Larissa finished with the spirit, looking a bit overwhelmed and confused.

I grabbed some of the containers and went over to her, my heart aching when there was deep sadness in her eyes. “Let’s grab a blanket and have a picnic outside. I still want our full moon date too.” I shook my head when she opened her mouth. “No sex or decisions, just enjoying the night.”

“That sounds perfect,” she admitted, bobbing her head. “Okay, I’ll get the blanket and you get drinks.”

Deal. I went for them and met her at the back door, heading away from the house to the area we walked to a lot that would have a great view of the moon.

She set out the blanket and we sat down, kicking off our shoes and getting comfortable. The silence was a bit awkward, but I decided to ignore it, opening the container and using my chopsticks to pick up a bite.

I held it out to her. “Beef lo mein is one of my favorites.”

She hesitated but then leaned in and took a bite, nodding it was good as she moved her hand over her mouth.

“So, we know a lot about you, but there’s something you need to know about us before the money thing becomes an issue.”

She nodded, opening an iced tea and handing it to me before getting one for herself. “It felt weird to tell you guys. I mean, it feels weird to have that kind of money. Nothing was ever mine and… I just wanted to help and be safe.”

I smiled at her and opened another container. “I like chicken and mushrooms too.”

She let me feed her another bite and her eyes flashed shock, moaning it was good. Nice. I liked we had similar tastes.

“Our mom didn’t have a lot of power and couldn’t even get a familiar. She thought if she had a daughter and gave her up to a powerful witch, it would change her life.

“Instead, she got male triplets after hooking up with a random human. Her family was furious, and she tried to give us up, but they wouldn’t hear of acting so disgraceful and making the family look bad.

“But they didn’t care about us otherwise. We were an inconvenience. To them, to Mom, to all the plans they had. So we were basically treated like useless strays she was stuck with.

“She very much only did the bare minimum on everything so she never got in trouble. We had clothes but not like other kids. Same with toys and books and any of it. The more we were out of the house and out of her hair, the more peaceful our lives were.

“As long as we stayed out of trouble and out of her way she didn’t care much. But if we needed something or there was a problem at school, she was…”

“How bad?” she asked when I didn’t continue.

“Nothing like what you went through,” I admitted, holding out another bite for her. “She was emotionally abusive, and Jackson took the brunt of it, hardening himself in many ways because of it.

“The older we got, we figured it was easier to keep the peace by doing chores and fixing stuff around the house. That’s how we got into construction.

“We knew the moment we were eighteen, we were out, so the second we could work, we did, and we started saving every penny we could. We thought about sports and maybe scholarships, but none of us were great in school.

“Not bad, but we wanted freedom and a real way out more than taking that chance. Besides, we like what we do. I prefer more of the outdoors stuff, but I like working with my hands.”

She opened her mouth like a cute little bird when I went quiet again. I chuckled and fed her some sweet and sour pork. Her eyes went wide. “That’s my favorite.”

“Mine too, and this isn’t the good stuff. This is mediocre.”

She opened her mouth and then closed it like a fish impression instead of a bird waiting to be fed this time. “I’ve never wanted to try food before. I want to try the good sweet and sour pork now.” She beamed at me and leaned in, giving me a quick kiss without even seeming to realize it. “Thanks, Jared.”

“Anytime, nugget,” I promised, not sure what I’d done besides be there for her, but I was glad she was happy. “So, the money thing might come off as greedy, but I think for us it’s going to be an issue if we’re worth it to you.”

She frowned, searching my eyes and then nodding. “Your mom didn’t love you enough to buy you what others got or take care of you. Like that?”

“Yeah, and I hate it’s the first thing I brought up, but when I was spinning out, one of the random thoughts was ‘I wonder if she’ll think I’m worth getting a pool because a pool would be so cool, and I’d love to put in a pool for her.’ And it made me realize this was going to be a thing for us, and instead of dancing around or letting it build, I like that we can talk about stuff.”

“Me too. It’s hard, but I do like it. I never had that before either.” She took a long drink of her tea before studying me. “What else would you want besides a pool?”

“You to take down your hair for me?” I asked, smiling when she did.

“Will you take your shirt off for me?” she teased. Her eyes went wide as I immediately peeled it off and started on my jeans. “Naked picnic?”

“I think that should totally be a thing,” I chuckled, giving her a challenging look. My heart soared when she nodded. The sun was setting, so it wasn’t super bright, but while she kept her shirt on she unzipped it and took off her pants leaving her in basically her bra and panties. “Thanks, nugget.”

She nodded, opening her mouth for more food. I kissed her instead and gave her more sweet and sour pork. “So what else would you really want?”

I shrugged. “I don’t want to be all materialistic or—”

“No, I didn’t think so, and I didn’t mean it like that.” She blew out a slow breath. “Thora was right and I never thought I would win. I think that was why I had no idea about the house. I never thought to have a house or home or a place, just running and eventually losing. But what you said about the pool was… Cool.” She gave a firm nod. “Yeah, I want a pool too. That would be awesome. Fun.”

I smiled, nodding. “Yeah, that’s where my head went too. None of us had a real home and we could build one here, whatever we want.” I cleared my throat. “I’d like us to work out more. You feel better since we started going on walks, right?”

“Yes, and I want to get stronger. Thora’s right and they’ll come for me. I am scared of that. I want to get stronger and… And I want to protect you guys too.”

I beamed at her, never having felt anyone care about me enough to want to protect me besides my brothers. “Us too. So you said the three of us would give you triple the power? How does that work? Could we help you load totems and sell them? Amelia said your network uses totems as currency too.”

She nodded, laying down on her side and propping her head up on her hand. “We could. I hadn’t thought of that. And yeah, we do. Sometimes it’s not money but power I need to get it done, so like Briony would pay me in unused totems I would need to buy anyways and a full totem that she unlocked for me that I could use for her and other jobs. I wouldn’t need those anymore, but others do.”

“So you like the work you do?”

She beamed at me. “I really do. I love it. All on my own, I found a way to protect others who got free like I did. I’ll never be in front of cameras like Meave or Tallulah and I prefer that. Even Sia’s getting tons of attention for her products.

“I… There’s nothing wrong with being the support system in the background or like Thora asked me to do a greenhouse for Sia of loofah. That’s what I want.”

“It sounds nice,” I agreed as I mirrored her position and kept feeding us, five of my bites for one I gave her.

“I’m full,” she admitted after a bit longer, and it was way more than enough for a real meal, so I didn’t push. She leaned in for a kiss instead. “Thanks for never being pushy when you push me. It really means a lot to me.”

“Me too, and I love how much you trust me,” I confessed, kissing her again. “And for the record, I loved Amelia’s greenhouses. I love working outside. I was thinking we could get one of those tree shaker machines that harvests fruit trees and that would be like the most peaceful and awesome job ever. Jesse could make stuff from them or we could share them with the network too. Just our own bubble here.”

“I do like our bubble,” she muttered. “It was always my bubble in fear, but this is better. I’ll always be a homebody and you guys seem to be too.”

“We are here because we’re welcome,” I clarified. “We were always being shoved out the door or it was better to leave for our sanity, but now if we could have a real home, yeah, I think we would be.”

She smiled, as she turned onto her back, staring up at me. “So you’re not against the idea of staying forever?”

“No, I’m very much into the idea,” I promised, leaning closer as I set aside the empty containers and plastic bottles. “I think we need to not do anything rash, but when I look ahead, all I see is you and this place and all of us together, nugget.”

“That sounds so perfect,” she whispered and then moved her hands over her face. “I so want all three of you. I know it sounds insane and too fast, but I felt our connection and even Gaia’s blessing, and nothing has ever felt so right to me, so perfect. I want that. I want to really start our lives together even if it’s crazy and way too fast and I’ve never really wanted anything.”

“You can give us some time though, right?”

She nodded, smiling at me. “Yeah, I’d hate it if I pushed you guys.” She scooted closer. “So what else are you thinking about? Like an expansion if you each get your own rooms?”

“That is an idea,” I murmured as I moved my fingers to her stomach, swirling them around her belly button. “I think your room needs to be bigger for sure with a super swank bathroom. Huge tub with jets and one of those waterfall showers.”

“I do like soaking,” she whispered, her eyes falling closed like she was picturing it. “I want skylights that could open at night and lay under the stars.”

“I like it. Maybe we put on an addition with a new master suite and super swank office for you and we convert the hallway and bedrooms now into ours.” I cleared my throat. “That way no one gets jealous and you don’t have to worry about your voice carrying.”

Her eyes popped open and she gave me a worried look. “Do you get jealous?”

“Yes.” I didn’t want to lie to her. I leaned over and kissed her nipple through her bra. “I get you clicked with them first or it just happened that way, but I want you just as much as they do, nugget.”

“I didn’t know that at first,” she panted and then actually slid off her shirt and lost the bra so I could see all of her beautiful tits. “But I think that helped us form something deep. Even playing and getting me to come out of my hiding, we talk and I really like that. You’re my friend too.”

“Yeah, we are,” I agreed, leaning over and giving her nipple a slow lick before sucking on it. “Can I have one of your firsts too, nugget?”

My heart soared when she nodded. I moved closer and slipped off her panties before pulling her to straddle me. I teased and sucked on her tits until she was mewling in pleasure. Her hair cascaded around us like our own privacy curtain in a sexy way.

“Jared, please, Jared,” she whimpered.

“Please what, nugget?” I murmured.

“Please make me feel good and how amazing gentle is after…”

After seeing the men she was so scared and all represented darkness.

“They’re gone now and you’re ours. You said you wanted us, so you’re ours.”

“I want to be, but I’m scared,” she rasped, hiding her face against my neck.

I reached down and teased her pussy lips before pushing in a finger, her deep moan letting me know it was what she wanted. “We’re scared too, but we’ll protect each other and get through this. We’ll love you, only ever love you, Larissa.”

“Me too,” she promised before kissing me. I fingered her through an orgasm and then she gave me a shy smile and sat up. She moved down my body and ran her nose along my cock. “This is the first you want, right? You want to be my first blow job?”

“I actually meant being the first to eat you but yes, I want that too.”

She gave me a heated look and nodded. “You first.”

“Offer it to Gaia, nugget. I want our trees too. I want us to have a mark on the land, on our home.”

She shivered, clearly loving the idea. She nodded and then kissed my cock, driving me fucking insane as she teased me. Her lips stretched wide as she put me in her mouth, and it was clear she wouldn’t be able to take much with how big I was. She tried though, moaning and totally into it which shocked me since it was her first time.

The look she gave me was hungry. There was no other word for it, but my nugget was hungry for my cock and to give me pleasure. She looked a goddess and so confident as she moved, her hair a waterfall dancing in the fading light.

“Gonna,” I warned, and she hummed her agreement, moving faster. I growled her name as I finished, and she flinched as if startled and then swallowed down all I gave her.

Holy fuck, that was way better than I’d ever imagined.

“That was way more fun than I ever imagined,” she admitted when she was done, glancing from me to my still-hard cock. “I felt sexy and powerful to make you feel that.”

“You looked sexy and confident,” I panted, glad when she smiled. I pulled her up to me and flipped us, smiling when she yelped. “Now I get to eat up my nugget. I want you screaming I’m a pussy-eating god to the moon.”

She burst out laughing, hiding her face from me as she blushed furiously and kept laughing. Good, I always wanted her to have fun no matter what we were doing.

I teased her some more with the title, but she stopped laughing when I focused on her tits again. I kissed down her body, not avoiding her scars but giving them attention too so hopefully she knew I didn’t care about them.

But then I got to her glistening, bare, and fucking beautiful pussy and I was all done teasing. I gave her a long lick, moaning at the taste of her before sucking on her clit.

“Jared!” she cried out, her back arching as she jerked her legs against me. I kept sucking and her juices flowed all over my lips.

Did she just seriously come from only that?

Oh fuck me, I was in such trouble.

“Please, please, do it again, oh fuck, that was so good, Jared, please, do it again,” she begged, grinding her hips to get more contact and not seeming to know exactly which way was up.

I gave my nugget what she wanted, feasting on her pussy and fingering her when she begged for it too. She was so, so sensitive that I lost track of how many times she screamed my name.

I just wanted to hear it more and her pleasure.

“I can’t,” she gasped, pushing on my head. “I can’t orgasm anymore, Jared. Oh fuck, I can’t.” She giggled and then moved her hands over her face and really giggled. “Holy fuck, that was—yes, you are the god of pussy eating and I offer mine up for your divine attentions anytime you want.”

I froze and then slowly glanced up her body at her. “Can you say that one again?”

“You heard me,” she mumbled, giggling again. “Please, please, just do that if I’m having a bad day. That was… Uggghhhhh. My body is completely mush. We’ll get a pool. We’ll get whatever you want, just eat my pussy on the full moon, Jared.”

I burst out laughing, the vibrations making her squeal given where I was. “Whatever you want, nugget. I just want to be with you.”

“So you don’t want me to suck your cock?”

“Oh no, I want that too. I want everything. I want to eat this pussy all the time. I want to make love to you. I want you to sit on my face and—” It was hard not to laugh when she let out a long and deep moan. “How about anytime you want me to eat you all you have to do is get naked.”

She lowered her hands and pushed up on her elbows. “I’ll be walking around naked all the time and we’ll never get anything done.”

“Shit, you are so fucking delicious,” I growled, moving up to kiss her, dying to be inside of her but wanting to give her time for everything to settle too. “I never wanted to be tied to a witch, but after meeting you all I want is to never be away from my witch.”

“Don’t ever leave me,” she agreed, hugging me tightly and attacking my lips. “Gaia brought me to you after all I suffered, and I’m going to cherish you three for our immortal lives, I swear it.”

“I want another of your firsts,” I growled. “Sixty-nine with me, nugget. I want you to sit on my face while you suck me.”

“Oh fuck, yes, yes, but not yet. I really don’t think I can come again.” She kissed me then shocked me by rolling us.

She went down on me again, and all I could do was stare into those big gorgeous eyes and promise to do whatever I had to to stay this happy with her. I would work like mad and let whatever spirit possess me so she had the power we needed to be safe.

Because I was so in love with her.

I groaned her name as I came again, my eyes going wide as she moved to straddle my cock. She didn’t try for sex, instead she moved her body against my dick, her wetness and pussy driving me crazy.

She came and then I did and then we were done. Hell, she fell asleep on me, spent and naked, and it was everything.

She was everything.
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Larissa

I woke with a huge smile on my face. I blinked around my room and realized I hadn’t fallen asleep there. I let out a squee as I remembered what happened yesterday.

Oh sweet hell, the picnic with Jared and the orgasm tornado he gave me with his talented tongue and mouth.

And even better? My mother was gone. She was dead. So was my dad and those three monsters who wanted to own me.

Best. Morning. Ever.

I got up and showered, deciding to leave my hair down and put on one of my hoodie dresses but a shorter one that I normally wore when I knew no one would be around. I headed for the kitchen to get some water and start my day and found Jesse starting breakfast.

“Good morning,” I sang, walking over to him.

“Good morning,” he chuckled, leaning down and giving me a soft kiss. He tasted like coffee, and normally I hated the taste, but when it was on my men, I liked it. He raised an eyebrow when I let out a happy sigh. “What was that for?”

“I was thinking I like the taste of coffee on my men,” I admitted, trying to swallow my giggle, but a bit slipped out. “My men. I have three sexy men who want to be mine. It’s like the best new start to life ever. Good triumphed over evil and Snow White gets three sexy, smart, and awesome men.” I pinched myself and burst out laughing.

“Well, I like starting my day to the sound of that,” Jackson muttered as he came into the kitchen, his voice gruff. “What are you laughing about, sparkles?”

“How lucky I am.” I met him at the fridge, blushing when I thought back to what else we’d done by that fridge and in this kitchen. He leaned down and kissed me. “Minty fresh.”

“Nothing but the best for you, sparkles,” he murmured against my lips.

“My nugget,” Jared said from behind me, snatching me away and turning me to face him. He kissed me deeply, dipping me movie-style. “I didn’t get a good night kiss to our date.” He smiled widely when I flushed so hot I felt it on my ears. “For future reference, if you pass out on me, am I allowed to sneak into your bed?”

“Yes, yes, please,” I murmured, kissing him too. “Sorry you had to carry me, but I’m so not sorry otherwise.”

“Me neither, and I would carry you all around the property to do that again.”

I shivered. “Yes, please.”

“Okay, what the hell did you two do last night?” Jesse demanded.

I wasn’t sure what I would have answered, but Jared burst out laughing before setting me on the counter.

“Oral sex is amazing. I mean, un-fucking-real, Brother. She’s super sensitive and just, fuck, it’s like she can’t stop climaxing, and she screams your name and wraps those sweet lips around—”

“Jared!” I squeaked, hitting him in the chest. “Stop.”

He smirked at me. “Because you’re embarrassed or because you want it again?” Then my face really flushed. He chuckled in that deep, sexy way my men could. “Do you want some divine attention, nugget?”

“Please stop,” I hissed, ducking my head. “I wore my hair down, don’t be mean and make me want to hide.”

“Sorry, sorry, nugget it’s just… I felt it too and I can’t stop smiling.”

“We want a pool,” I blurted, trying to change the topic and apparently that was the only thing I could think of.

Idiot.

“You do or Jared does?” Jesse checked.

“He suggested it, but I want it,” I promised. “We were talking about ideas to make this our haven, our dream home, with everything we ever wanted.”

“And we can help her pay for it and build it,” Jared agreed. “All three of us are triple the power, and there are witches who would buy those totems to do good with.”

I nodded. “We can be the hidden powerhouse to protect and help others.” I giggled. “It’s like a superhero movie trailer but with a lot of sex under the full and new moon and with spirit possessions.

“But there are more jobs I could take if I got a better setup, and Thora would buy totems to help others starting out. I mean, we could help other LLL witches build their own homes and have places.”

Jackson frowned. “I thought there was already one in every state in this network and all Canadian provinces plus Latin America?”

I cleared my throat, knowing more about it than others. “Um, some. There might have been some embellishing on how much was really done instead of planned.”

“Oh boy, so the light witches were marking their territory and using the idea to curb the dark witches,” Jesse surmised.

I nodded. “And it buys us time to get more done so that really can be the way things are. So yeah, we were thinking a pool and, um, an expansion unless you guys aren’t…” I couldn’t even say it, swallowing loudly.

“We’re both in too,” Jackson assured me. “We just want to take a couple of days to let everything settle before consummating the bond.” He bumped Jared out of the way and moved his hands to my hips. “And apparently get a chance to taste our sexy witch.” He growled when I shivered. “Damn, sparkles, did you really like him licking you that much?”

I covered my face and moaned, nodding. “The sex we had was great, it was, and it was overwhelming and fun, so was all the making out, but this was…”

“Addictive,” Jared chuckled. “Being so all about her or her being so all about me is seriously addictive. All I can think about is getting to see her do it on her knees now.”

“I’m duct taping your mouth,” I threatened him, still liking the idea and filing away that information for later.

“She really liked sweet and sour pork,” he told Jesse, finally changing the topic. “She wants to try the good stuff as that was just basic cheap Chinese food.”

“We were talking about ideas on renovations too after what that shrink spirit said,” Jackson told me as he plucked me off the counter. He let out a happy sigh when I wrapped around him like it was completely natural to do.

“I’m glad you’re in,” I breathed in his ear. “I’m selfish, but I can’t imagine a life without you three. I’ll give the three of you all you need, I promise.”

“We just need you, sparkles, and we’ll figure out the rest,” he murmured, giving me a soft but longer kiss full of promise. “And I love the shorter dress and your hair down. You look gorgeous and happy.”

“I am happy.” I ducked my head and he set me on one of the folding chairs. After renovations, we would really need to talk about furnishing the place.

Jesse brought over breakfast and Jackson showed me a few ideas they had about putting on an addition. Well, actually two because they wanted to take my rectangle ranch house and make it more of a U so the new master bedroom would be on one end and their rooms on the other like Jared had mentioned. Smart. Yeah, if that was clearly what they wanted, I was good with it for sure.

The design was great, two of the rooms sharing a bigger bathroom, and then two more sharing so there was also a guest room. They hadn’t thought of a pool, but they did have a nice-sized office for me. I liked the open floorplan too instead of everything separate and not using the square footage well. I mean, it was sort of silly to have a sitting, family, and living room and all separate.

Even if the house was meant for kids, the rooms weren’t thought out well in terms of functionality, just being able to list the house had all of that. We wanted to use the space better.

“We weren’t sure about a summoning room or whatever you would need,” he admitted as we wrapped up.

I nodded, mulling that over. “I think we should have a large storage barn for all your guys’ equipment and like ATVs or that tree shaker thing Jared wants. In the back will be the summoning room like Meave has so it’s separate from the house and ours won’t have chains or BDSM equipment—for obvious reasons—I like it not in the house. And I don’t ever want my bed to have spirits if we ever do that.”

“That’s a good point,” Jared agreed. “Amelia used her guest room for that, but, um, do we want to do that?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted, frowning. “I know that’s what a lot of spirits want that aren’t evil, but I’d prefer more puzzles and helping the ones settle so maybe they can move on. Maybe I can make deals for them to bring me fractured spirits, and with the three of you grounding me I could handle that. I’ll have to talk to Briony as that’s a different totem I think.”

“I’d prefer us not jump into possessions involving sex when we’re all new to sex,” Jesse said after a few moments. “I mean, we can later. Maybe we’ll like it later as I hear it’s fun, but let’s just keep it us for now.”

We were all in agreement about that, which made me thrilled we had another proverbial brick laid in the foundation of our plan.

For our lives. Together. Awesome.

Everyone was super motivated when we broke up to get to work. It was different to do a job a bit at a time and then have to leave and now jumping into renovations for what would be their home too and our new life.

I wanted to talk to Briony and a few others to get more information and some ideas of where to order stuff from or suggestions of what other jobs to start with.

Instead, Jackson snuck off with me and swooped me up in his arms. I blinked at him and then we were in my room, the door closed behind us.

“I’m still hungry and I’m sorry, tell me if you’re not ready, but fuck, I cannot stop thinking of tasting you, sparkles.”

I didn’t have an objection to that. I nodded and he didn’t even take off my dress as he set me on the bed, just snapping my panties off and pushing up the skirt. He lowered his head to me and attacked me with his mouth, lips, and even teeth. I came so hard and fast I was shocked I could get there without much ramping up.

Ripping panties off of me was seriously hot. I went from shocked to ready just with that. He kept going and it was different than with Jared, just as amazing but different.

Jackson was so intense and demanding even. I bit my hand to keep quiet as I screamed in pleasure as he gave me an orgasm tornado.

It felt like maybe I was a bit too easy to get off, but I knew from experience I wasn’t. Sure it was different with another person than solo, but I knew what I liked and the right toy to do it with and I still couldn’t give myself an orgasm that fast. This was fucking insane.

And then it hit me. I could partially feel what they were even if the bond wasn’t fully formed. That’s how perfect we were together. I could still feel them with only a temporary bond. It echoed in me and damn, it was good.

“You taste so fucking good, sparkles,” he moaned, not even slowing down when I kept coming. “Give me more. I want my witch completely sated. Shit, I’m so hard for you, Larissa.”

I just moaned, deeply and almost obnoxiously, too all over the place to manage anything else. He kept going until I couldn’t take anymore. “I can’t. I can’t anymore, oh fuck, too much, it’s going to start hurting.”

He nodded, moving away and kissing my inner thighs. “Fuck, he was so right that was everything. That was just extra, sparkles.”

“You felt the echoing?” I checked, nodding when he did. “If we fully bond, we’ll both feel more.”

He just blinked at me. “I’m just going to spend every day between your legs then. Holy shit if it gets better, I want to eat you all day and all night. I almost came from eating you, and all I can think about is eating you again.”

“There are worse things to be addicted to,” I said, giggling as I ducked my head. “Well, for me. I mean, yeah, please be addicted to doing that. Fuck, my heart is racing so fast.” I giggled some more and he moved over me, brushing my hair off my forehead. I licked my lips and stared up at him. “Your turn.”

He shook his head. “Not yet.” He leaned down and kissed me to take the sting out of the rejection. “I don’t want to come with you again until I’m inside of you and we make this forever.”

Well shit, that was about the most romantic thing ever. I unzipped my dress and let him see my tits, pulling down the bra cups for them. “They feel like you don’t like them anymore. The poor girls.”

“I love your fucking girls,” he growled before giving them all the attention I could ever want.

I wondered if they would get bigger if I kept eating more. I had only gained about seven pounds, but I liked the way I looked better and I felt so much better. Maybe it would be okay to gain some more? Maybe I wanted a booty my men would get hard for and breasts to fill their hands fully?

Maybe.

They didn’t seem to have any complaints, and I wanted to do it for me if I did decide to gain any weight. It felt nice to be normal last night and just eat on a picnic and not freak out about calories and being torn down later.

And mostly I had that chance because mother was gone. Maybe her voice inside my head would die off too now that I knew I really was free of her?

That would be so fucking nice.

Apparently, Jackson wasn’t the only one dying to know what oral sex was like because Jesse found me after dinner and gave me the same attention. And even more, he didn’t want to return the favor until it was time to make it official.

What the hell had I done in life to deserve that kind of spoiling? Whatever it was, I would do it again and again.

And again.

I did ask Jared to sleep over in my bed that night since we hadn’t after our date and I liked the idea of that. I wanted to be a woman who could let her lover in her bed and enjoy being held.

Eventually.

For now, I could do a night here and there, and they seemed to understand I couldn’t handle more than that which was awesome.

A few days passed, and I started to get antsy if they changed their minds or if we were going to make it official. Yes, I wanted sex, and I wanted a lot of sex now that I was getting a sexual appetite, but more than that, I wanted the security of knowing they were mine. Even if it was way too fast, I wanted it.

They were working in the attic to keep on with the AC and heat installation when the doorbell rang. I quickly threw up my hair and put up my hood out of habit as I made my way to the door.

One of the first things I’d done was put up a no soliciting sign by the driveway after someone had just shown up on a huge farm like this to try and sell me on… I didn’t open the door I’d been so freaked out.

I peeked out the side window, my eyes going wide when there were two police officers and a squad car parked there. They gave me sad smiles and that didn’t help my panic, but I couldn’t just ignore them, so I opened the door.

“Larissa Carter?” the closer one asked as I moved into view but kept the door mostly closed.

“Yes, can I help you?” I replied, proud when my voice was even. Cops terrified me, not because of anything they’d done, but because of what I did and the fact I’d been a runaway.

“Can we come in a few minutes?”

“Um, sure, I just have to hide some stuff.” My eyes went wide as I realized how that sounded to the cops. “Nothing illegal! I swear, just confidential.” I blew a raspberry when they couldn’t even hide their shock. “I work with confidential client information, so if you want to look around the house if you’re here to search me—”

“We’re not here for that and we’ll stay out of that room,” he promised.

“Um, okay. Sorry, I don’t think the police have ever shown up on my door.” I frowned as I unlocked the screen door and pushed it open. “Ever.” I led them into the kitchen and offered them some iced tea bottles. “Sorry, I just moved in not long ago.” I fidgeted with my hood. “I’m not even sure if the deed has been filed as mine.”

“It has,” he said. “But we got your address from your previous contact information.”

“Um, I pay my taxes, so what is this about?” I asked, really nervous now.

“We came to inform you that your mother—”

“Please don’t tell her where I am,” I blurted, years of instinct taking over my brain instead of remembering she was dead for almost a week now.

They shared a glance, but the first one was the only one to do any talking. “Why would you not want her to know where you are?”

“Um, we had a falling out, well, years ago,” I answered, fidgeting even worse. “Please don’t tell people that. They’ll bother me, and I don’t want to be involved with her or… What is this about if she didn’t send you to find me?”

“‘Find you’ sounds more than a falling out, Ms. Carter,” he pushed.

I blew out a harsh breath. “I don’t want to explain when you won’t even tell me what’s going on. I didn’t do anything wrong and I’m an adult now, so the fact I ran away shouldn’t have—”

“What’s going on here?” Jackson asked as he came into the kitchen.

“And you are?” the first officer asked.

“Working on renovating the house with my brothers.” He left it at that and looked at me. “You okay? I thought you were on the phone, but you sounded upset.”

“I’ve never had the police show up at my house before,” I grumbled. “And then I made it sound like I was hiding drugs or something, but I can’t share client information, so you know, that’s it so far.” I ducked my head when he chuckled.

“No one would think you were a drug queenpin, sparkles. One glass of wine and you need to sit down.”

“Tallulah makes good wine,” I agreed, remembering the police. “So I’m sorry, what is going on?”

The second cop finally said something. “I’m sorry to inform you that your mother suffered a heart attack and unfortunately she was driving at the time.”

“Oh, oh,” I whispered, getting that Thora had set it up. I blinked up at Jackson and realized my knees had gone weak and he’d caught me. “She’s gone.”

“I heard. It’s going to be okay.”

“Was anyone else hurt in the accident?” I asked the police, thinking that was an appropriate question to ask.

“Unfortunately, your father and three of their friends were in the vehicle,” that second one answered.

“Oh.” I wasn’t sure what else to say. “Oh.”

“Hey, hey, no going into shock,” Jackson worried, suddenly in front of me, holding my face. I blinked at him and realized it wasn’t sudden as the police looked concerned too.

“Promise not to tell the papers?” I asked them, leaning against Jackson and waiting until they nodded. “My mother was abusive, and I ran away at sixteen.” I was about to show them the scars, but then I remembered Gaia had been healing them and what would I do later when I just didn’t have scars? “Emotionally mostly. I was PR to her basically and it—body issues and…”

“You don’t have to explain to anyone,” Jackson comforted. “You haven’t spoken to her in sixteen years. They can’t retroactively arrest you for running away.”

“He’s right, and apparently your mother planned to change your not speaking,” the second cop informed me.

“Huh?” I asked, my eyes going wide. “She found me?”

He gave a slow nod. “Apparently. Her private plane landed a few days ago at Kansas City International and the crash happened not far from there in a rental. We would have informed you sooner, but we had no idea you were here or why she was even in town.”

“Oh, I’m so going to hell,” I whispered, keeping with the act. “I’m glad she just didn’t show up here and I had to deal with her crazy, but that’s horrible considering what happened.” I looked at the police. “Was one of the men named Randy?”

“Yes, why?” he asked.

I shivered. “She wanted me to marry him when I turned eighteen. He was someone who helped her career I think and he, um, yeah.” I didn’t even have to fake the tears though they were once again in relief. “She was bringing him here after she found me. Yeah, I don’t think it was about reconciling.”

“Hey, no one needs to know about this and if people talk, the press will have a field day,” Jackson reminded me, probably giving them a death look. “And hopefully the police will make sure your address doesn’t get out as you don’t want anything to do with that crazy or your mother’s fame.”

“We will absolutely keep it quiet,” the first promised. “But you are the only family your parents had and there are arrangements you’ll have to make and whatnot. Certainly, for her estate.”

I snorted. “She said I would never see a dime of her money for being genetically faulty when I had her DNA.”

They both blinked at me in horror and I wasn’t even lying. She’d told me that a lot.

Jackson pushed back my hood and took down my hair, cupping my face. “You are stunning, sparkles. Your mother was imbalanced, okay? We’ll call Meave and her attorney will help you bury your parents and whatever other crazy. We got this.”

I nodded, tucking my hair over my shoulder. “Okay, we got this. Wow, they’re really gone.” I looked at the police again. “No one else got hurt though? I mean, did they hit oncoming cars?”

“No, only their vehicle,” the second assured me. “They went off the road and crashed.

“Thank god no one else was hurt,” I muttered, again, thinking that was something I should say. “Does anyone else know she’s gone and here?”

“No, we wanted to notify next of kin first,” he said. “People will probably be able to get the coroner’s report eventually, but it won’t say why she was here. I would suggest your lawyer make a statement before her publicists try to turn this into an even bigger circus to drive up sales or whatever. The media would eat up her finally finding you. I remember when you went missing and they—”

“Played it like I was abducted and she was the grieving mother,” I grumbled, bobbing my head and having guessed they might know that, so that was why I was honest earlier too. “Yeah, they also had stories I was abducted by aliens. There was clear evidence I ran and I’m sorry if she wasted any taxpayer dollars for that bullshit, but maybe someone should have cared when I told teachers she was starving me!”

“I’m sorry,” he said gently after several moments. “I didn’t mean to sound like I was judging. I wasn’t. I wasn’t there, and clearly you were scared when you thought she had found you. You can’t fake that kind of fear. We’ll make sure to block you from what we can, and it’s not like we want the kind of attention here.”

The other one snorted. “Yeah, visit Kansas City where Dortha Carter had a heart attack.”

Fair enough. I thanked them and went to walk them out. “Do you like apples?”

“Um, yeah,” the first said, giving me a curious look.

I rubbed my hand over my head, fidgeting under their gazes. “We were talking earlier about what to do with all the groves on the property when it’s harvest season. I’m new here.”

He raised an eyebrow. “I had no idea this place had trees like that. It’s been a lost farm for years and I don’t even remember what it was used for.”

“Yeah, I found it a shock too,” I admitted, not having to lie about that either. “It’s like a thousand acres after all. I’ve not even had time to inspect it all. A swimming hole would be cool.”

“Or have something weird,” Jackson grumbled. “We’ll put in a pool for you.”

“What made you get a farm like this without even checking it out?” the first policeman asked, not in the pushy way but just curious as to who moved into the area.

I shrugged. “I did a big job for a client who’s all into buying foreclosed places and bringing life to an area. She knew about my situation and thought it time I stop running and just have a life of my own. I’m not really good with people, and having my own place to really spread my wings a bit sounded nice.”

“You said you always wanted greenhouses and to enjoy nature more after growing up in New York,” Jackson added. “I bet she took one look at this place and knew the vibe was all you.”

I smiled, ducking my head. “Maybe. I wasn’t sure I’d really like it, but I do. It’s so peaceful here. We put in AC, and now that I have the faster internet I need, and I think she was right.”

“Well, welcome to the area,” the policeman said, extending his hand to me. “I want to say sorry for your loss, but clearly it’s not that simple, so I’ll say sorry for scaring you, and welcome to the Kansas City area.”

“Thanks.” I beamed at him as we shook, shaking the other guy’s hand as well.

And noting Jackson moved his arm around me possessively. Okay then.

The second the door was closed and locked behind them, he moved me up against the wall and kissed me. “Good, now we can get to the bonding.”

“Huh? What?” I couldn’t even hide my shock.

He chuckled against my lips. “Did you think we changed our minds or something?”

“Well, no one’s brought it up, so, um, maybe.”

He leaned back and frowned. “No way, sparkles. Thora said you’d be notified, so we expected a visit from the police. We didn’t want to be doing anything we couldn’t explain, so we decided to wait until after. And I’m going first as oldest and the one who will be your lover to the public since I’m scariest.”

Huh?
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Jackson

Her confused, glazed-over look was absolutely delicious. I kissed her again and my hands found their way to her ass. She’d gained several pounds and a bit of that found its way to her ass and I loved it.

I loved all of her.

I just loved her.

“Be my witch forever, Larissa. Let’s bond tonight. We all want to.”

“Okay, tonight,” she panted, licking her lips as she studied me. “You better be ready for it.”

“I am,” I promised. “Go call Meave and get whatever started. We’ll finish the day and dinner before we bond.”

She nodded. “Bossy familiar. You better cut that out and get ready for me to be boss.”

“Sparkles, you can boss me around whenever you want,” I chuckled, smiling when she shivered. I hurried back to work and filled in the others about the cops and the rest.

“Finally, fuck, I was getting annoyed,” Jared muttered. We were all ready to make her ours forever, and even if it was too fast, it felt too right to wait.

Jesse cut out when it was time to start dinner and then I did to shower so I was ready for Larissa. I ended up shaving and trimming so I was at my best for my witch. I smiled.

My witch. Hot damn.

When we sat down to dinner, she kept giving me glances that seemed like she was excited. After she told me what we’d need and went to take a shower. It wasn’t much, basically just a blanket and to be ready to maybe carry her back. I waited outside for her, nervous and pacing.

All my worries left when she stepped outside in that sexy ass cloak with the hood up. She sauntered over to me, confident in a way I could get used to.

“Do you wish to pledge yourself to me forever and be my familiar?”

“Yes,” I breathed, shivering in anticipation.

“Come, follow your witch.” She stepped around me and headed further onto her land. She stopped once we reached what she’d said was our grove. She nodded where to put the blanket. “Undress and kneel.”

I did, swallowing loudly as she eyed me over like her next meal, my cock going rock hard for her as she did. I stared up at her and hoped she knew how much I really wanted her.

She ran her hand up my face and into my hair, fisting it and angling my head back more. “Do you understand what you ask and offer?”

“Yes.”

“A familiar lives to serve his witch. She is his first, second, and every priority. Her needs are his and none shall matter more to him than her. In return, she will share her immortality, magic, and very essence with him and meet all his needs. Do you swear your binding oath to this?”

“Yes.”

“A familiar protects his witch with his very life. He grounds her when she needs it, bargains with spirits, and above all else, makes sure no harm comes to her. In return, she gives him her confidence, her faith, and entrusts all she is to him. Do you swear your binding oath to this?”

“Yes.”

Her eyes flared silver and I felt magic build around her. “Do you swear to always serve me faithfully and never put another witch or woman before me? Do you swear to be my familiar, lover, and partner even as you submit your life, your love, and your light to me?”

“I swear it,” I breathed, gasping as I felt tingling all over my skin.

“Do you wish to bond with me, an unbreakable bonding of our souls that not even death with shatter as you will die when I do and follow me into what comes after?”

“I do. I love you.”

Joy filled her eyes and I felt the tingling increase. She pushed back the hood and undid the clasp of her cloak, letting it pool around her.

“Then worship your witch as a familiar should, and from this day forward, serve me faithfully as to betray your witch will cost you more than your life, but your very soul as it is now mine.”

That sounded terrifying if anyone else, but Larissa wouldn’t ever hurt any of us. And I wanted this more than I’d ever wanted anything.

I leaned in and kissed her skin, smirking when her breath hitched. I ran my tongue over her and then teased her pussy lips. I went further and moved her leg over my shoulder and ate my favorite meal, growling when she fisted my hair with her other hand too and ground her wet pussy against my face. She came twice before she pulled away.

She shoved me to sit back and then down to the blanket. She licked her lips as she ate up every inch of me before kneeling between my legs. She kissed the head of my cock and smirked at me when I moaned. “Is all of this mine?”

“Yes, fuck, yes, I’m yours, Larissa.”

She hummed happily as she ran her hands over my body possessively. “Do you swear it?”

“Yes.”

“You don’t even touch yourself unless you’re thinking of me. If you even think of another woman and wish to see her naked, I will punish you in ways you cannot even imagine and drugs will not fix.”

I shivered, hearing how serious she was in that threat. “I’m all yours, sparkles.”

“Yes, yes, you are, Jackson Baker,” she purred before moving to take me in her. We both moaned as tight, wet, heaven wrapped around me. “Is this what you wanted?”

“I want you. I want all of you,” I muttered, staring into her eyes as she slowly sank down my cock. “I love you.”

“Shout it.”

“I love you, Larissa Carter!” I yelled, thrilled when magic flared again as if Gaia and everything around us approved.

“Sit up,” she demanded, smirking when I listened. “Good familiar. Good boy. You’ll always be my good boy, won’t you, Jackson? I got you so young and pure and you’re all fucking mine now.” She cradled my face and nibbled on my lower lip, pulling it between her teeth. “Say it. Say I own you and you’ll always be my good boy and devoted familiar.”

“Always,” I moaned as my cock pushed in her further. I gasped as she smacked my face. Not hard but clearly a punishment, and I knew it was the magic and rush because I felt it too.

“Obey your witch when she fucking orders you,” she snarled. “You can’t listen to her when she’s bonding you?”

“I’m sorry,” I whispered, giving her a soft kiss and repeating what she said. “I will obey my witch always, without fail.”

“Good boy,” she purred. “Grab my ass and move me as I own every part of you forever. Your cock is mine. This body is mine. Your heart is mine. And your soul is mine now, Jackson Baker.”

I did as she wanted, begging her to accept me, love me as I loved her. She bounced on me as I helped her, and I felt magic flaring in growing waves. She threw back her head and screamed as it exploded from us as we orgasmed. I felt it slam into me like nothing had before.

I felt her like I did myself. I could feel her emotions, her need for more, her hope I understood, and her fear I wouldn’t love her as much as she loved me.

Silly witch, I was totally sunk the moment I saw those gorgeous eyes peek out from under her hood at me as she put me in my place.

I growled when I felt how much she wanted me to fuck her and fuck her good now that we were bonded. She wanted me to completely own her this time as I drilled her into the blanket. “Yes? You want this? Not just what I think you want?”

“Yes, fuck your witch like you own her because you do,” she panted against my lips. “I love you too, Jackson. I love you so fucking much I want you deep in me always.”

Fuck yeah. I rolled us and thrust into her hard and harder until she was screaming again, but I kept going, bringing her a few more climaxes before following her over. And it wasn’t enough.

I wanted more. I wanted to completely, totally, and forever own her as she did me. I sat back on my feet and brought her with me, thrusting up into her willing and perfect body as I pulled her down.

She went wild as she hung on, offering all of us and the ritual up to Gaia and thanking her for bringing me to her. She begged me to take her until she ached from my loving, filling her with my seed, my life, and giving her all my light. It was so damn weird and sexy at the same time that I wanted to give her whatever she wanted.

Always.

She finished hard and I did too, gasping for air and worried I was too rough with her when I realized she was passed out against me. Well damn, that was one way to finish the date of bonding our souls.

But I felt her contentment and peace. I moved to lay down, keeping my cock in her as I held her, needing more time to recover and enjoy this moment.

“I love you so much,” I rasped as I hugged her to me. “You’ve offered us everything and I will always protect us. All of us. I swear it, my witch, my sparkles, my wife.”

Damn, that sounded good.

Several minutes later, it was time to bring her home, and I took care of everything before lifting her in my arms, smiling when even in her sleep she snuggled up to me. I was staying in her bed tonight. If she was fine with it after dates, she would allow it tonight for sure. Nice.

Jared and Jesse were waiting for us in the kitchen, Jared coming over and opening the back door for us.

“And?” Jesse asked as he looked up from the grocery list he was writing.

I chuckled. “Get ready to see a totally different side to her, have your world rocked, and be happier than you ever have before. That’s all I’ll say so I don’t ruin the surprise.”

“Nice. Congrats.”

“Thanks.” I beamed at them when Jared said the same. I carried her off to bed and cleaned her up before tucking us into bed, every inch of me happy and at peace. I fell asleep wrapped around the woman I loved and there was nothing better.

Except waking to a blow job from her. I gasped awake, and after a moment realized what was going on, lifting the covers to find her sweet lips wrapped around my cock and mischief dancing in her eyes.

She pulled off of it with a naughty pop. “You said it was mine whenever I wanted, and I wanted to suck it when I woke with it poking at me like it was sweetly asking for attention.”

“It is yours,” I assured her, propping myself up on the pillow so I didn’t miss a second of what she was doing. “I love you.”

She blushed. “I love you too, Jackson.” She gave me a long lick. “Does he want to be inside me if we take a shower?”

“Sparkles, he will always want to be inside of you. If my gorgeous witch wants shower sex, she will get shower sex.”

“Such a good familiar,” she purred before going back to sucking me.

I warned her when I was coming and she just smiled, swallowing down all I had to give her. Jared was right and oral sex was just everything when it was with her. “Can I taste my witch before that shower sex?”

“Are you addicted to her? You can if you are.”

“I am,” I growled, pulling her up to me and rolling us before burying my face between her legs. Then after a few orgasms, I carried her off to the shower and made love to her before she let me wash her. She did her hair, but I felt her desire that I learn how to deal with her mane so I could spoil her.

I knew I’d look it up on YouTube as soon as I could. I gasped when she turned to rinse. She gave me a questioning look and I traced a line on her shoulder.

“This scar is gone. I saw it last night when I kissed it.”

She nodded. “One’s missing from my hand too. Every time I have sex with one of you magic heals me.”

“I don’t know if I want us to have sex marathons so they’re all gone or to kiss them all and remind you that I love your body even with them,” I admitted.

“I feel the same,” she agreed. “I think the answer is to not change our plans and just heal a bit at a time. I never thought they’d be gone.”

“I’m shocked Thora didn’t heal you.” I bit back a growl when she flinched and remembered to be patient and swallow my shit. “Why didn’t you let her?”

“Because to heal, you have to take part of the pain and hurt. I couldn’t ever let someone feel even half of the hurt these cost. I couldn’t. Plus, I was scared when Mother caught me, she’d put them all back if they were gone.”

“She’s never going to hurt you again, sparkles,” I whispered as I kissed her shoulder where the scar had been. “Only happiness and healing from now on.”

“That sounds perfect.”

We finished up and she pulled me into her room instead of heading to the guest room where we’d stowed our stuff since her shower was still better than the trailer. I gave her a curious look, but she let go of me in front of her closet before grabbing her comb and sitting on the bed.

“I was thinking of rewarding my familiar by letting him pick what I wore today since he had to carry me back. If he wants.”

“I want,” I groaned, hurrying to flip through options until I got what I wanted. I held up the short hoodie dress.

“You like my legs, huh?” she chuckled.

“I do.” It was true, I loved her pale, creamy legs, especially her thighs, but she was most comfortable with an option for a hood so she could hide if she needed to. I cleared my throat and set it next to her, watching how she handled her hair. “I was thinking one of those hooded crop tops would be super sexy.”

“Maybe,” she whispered, and I felt a flare of panic that wasn’t mine. She sighed. “Sorry. This is going to take some getting used to.”

“It will, and please don’t apologize for what you feel.”

“I’m not, just the minefield you guys have with me. Saying that is sweet but I started this with letting you pick.”

I caught on and squatted down so she looked at me and covered her knees with my hands. “I want to know when I’ve stepped in it so we can talk about it and you know I’m on your side.” I waited until she nodded. “They used to buy you clothes?”

She nodded. “Mother never let them touch me besides petting my hair or something acceptable, but they used to buy me clothes to start training me on how to be for them. I’m sorry. I didn’t even think of it—”

“I get it. Thank you for telling me and thank you for letting me pick your dress.” I gave her a kiss on the cheek and turned to leave.

“Why are you leaving if you’re not upset?” she asked quietly.

“Because you like to have a minute to settle after you get scared.”

She shook her head. “I really don’t deserve any of you. I’m not even sure I noticed that, but you’re absolutely right that I do.”

“You notice a lot of what we need, sparkles. It’s why we love you.”

I felt her pure joy at what I said and realized this sharing feelings through the bond was going to be a blessing as much as it would take some getting used to. I hurried to get dressed and made coffee before sitting on one of the folding chairs.

She came strolling in a bit later, giving Jesse a good morning kiss before coming over and plopping right on my lap.

She kissed me and nuzzled my neck before teasing my ear. “I ache deep inside of me, and all I want to do is go back to bed and beg you to make me ache more, my familiar. Do you want your witch again? Do you want to fuck this pussy that’s yours?”

“Holy shit, that’s hot,” Jared groaned as he moved up next to us. “That was some bonding.”

“Yeah, we got like a shot of horny, happy hormones, plus I can feel what he does and he wants to fuck me,” she admitted, her cheeks completely flushed.

“Shit, I didn’t even realize that’s where my mind went, but you walked in with your sexy legs showing, and all I could think about was spreading them.” I shook my head. “I hate to say this, but I don’t think you can bond with us all in a row, sparkles. I think you’d jump out of your skin with all our feelings. It’s an adjustment with just us.”

She worried her lower lip, glancing from Jared to Jesse. “I think he’s right. I mean, I want to. I really want to. I want that with both of you—”

“Being safer is more important than rushing,” Jesse agreed.

Even Jared nodded with a sigh.

Her phone rang and she slid off my lap to answer it, frowning at the display. “Hello?” Her eyes went wide, but then she hurried to hang it up.

“Who was it?” Jared asked.

“A reporter,” she whispered, staring at the phone like it was a snake. “They wanted me to comment on the news of my mother’s death.”

I gasped as thick, dark rage flooded me. She shot me a worried look and I just winked at her. “I knew you had a temper, sparkles. I think it’s sexy.”

She nodded she heard me. “The police didn’t even have it yet. It’s that fucking publicist. I bet she’s pissed Meave’s attorneys issued a statement before she got a chance to spin it however.” I felt a thrill of her fear. “I hope they didn’t give her my address too or we have problems.”

“I would think Meave’s people were smarter than that,” I muttered. “It would make sense the publicists could call you, but you were clear you wanted this address confidential and they’d get that.”

“Call and check just in case and warn them what’s going on,” Jesse suggested.

She nodded and started making more calls, and I decided to take my role of being her familiar and partner seriously, pulling up the contact she’d given me when we’d been talking about expanding. I connected the call and went out outside so I didn’t bother Larissa.

“Hello?” a man answered.

“Hi, is this either Theo or Levi? I’m Jackson Baker, Larissa Carter’s partner. She gave me this number to speak with a Briony?”

“I’m Theo,” he said after a moment. “Why isn’t Larissa calling herself?”

I knew it was a test, but I wasn’t sure how to handle that. “We bonded officially last night and I want to support her.” I blew out a slow breath when he didn’t reply. “I believe Briony knows the situation with Larissa’s mother, but the police came and notified us that she had died. There’s a mess and I’m worried about her safety. She’s going to have twenty million things going on, but I promised to protect her.”

There was some muttering on the other end and then what sounded like shuffling.

“Why are you worried for her safety?” a woman demanded. I quickly filled her in with what I knew. “And while she’s busy, you called me?”

“I apologize if I’m skipping steps, but I want to start getting a fence up. A special fence she mentioned, the wood would come from you and would need power to be activated? And she wanted to talk about totems that she could fill and Thora could handle in trade?” I let out another slow breath when she didn’t reply. “I just want to help. I’m supposed to protect her now and I thought I could make this call.”

“Ah, to be so young,” she chuckled. “I’ll get the details from Larissa when things calm down, but the shock and hesitation is she didn’t mention any plans to bond soon last we talked. I thought you were Amelia’s triplets.”

“She helped us but no, we’re not hers, just the ones that did work at her place. We’re Larissa’s. Or I am and the others soon, but I don’t think it wise she take on all our emotions so fast.”

“Smart, yes, even with a temporary contract and bond, two is a bit much.” She was quiet a moment and then there was shuffling. “How big of an area are we talking about fencing?”

“A thousand acres, but to start I just want around the house and a gate out to the groves or additional land. I got the impression the protection was built upon.”

“It is. How far are you willing to help her?”

“All the way. Whatever I can do. I need her safe. She mentioned totems for fractured spirits once all three of us were bonded and she would be grounded?”

“That is a lot of power.”

“She wants to share it, help others like she always does, but in the background. She said we could do that but right now, she needs the protection.”

“She does. I could use her help taking down some hunters we’re getting the run around on, and what you’re asking for will take a lot of magic. I’ll get started and a shipment to you in the next few days. I’ll email her specifics, but I’ll need a few full totems sent back to me to help power all of this fast.”

I thought about earlier. “Is there a way to offer up the magic of healing? Each time we have sex, she said the magic is healing one of her scars.”

“Holy shit, Gaia wants you with her,” she whispered. “I’ve never heard of that, and her magical scars were a lot of power.” She muttered something I couldn’t hear. “It could be Gaia is letting her open the scars and that magic out to heal itself. That would be a lot of power, yes, as her body took the dark magic of curses and scars and now is releasing it in light and love. I will send totems that might help.”

“Thank you. I really appreciate it.”

“I appreciate you taking care of my friend. We’ll talk again, Jackson.”

I said goodbye and felt at least the first piece of a long path in place. I flinched when I walked in and Larissa was cursing up a storm. I glanced at Jesse who was setting everything down for breakfast.

“They gave the publicist her number to make arrangements as a trap to have reason to fire the bitch when she leaked it,” he explained. “No one knows the address, but the media is all over Dortha’s death, the mysterious press release since no one wants to tell the full story and the crazy that originally surrounded Larissa running away.”

I nodded and headed over to her, making a time-out gesture. I waited until she told them to hold on. “People who can track her plane will come here eventually. Have the attorneys issue a statement that she was taking a small trip to research a possible new role she was interested in and the publicist no longer speaks for the family as she was caught trying to cash in on the tragedy.”

“That’s good,” she praised, giving me a quick kiss before repeating it for whoever was on the phone.

“Every invoice, every everything from this moment is done in my name on this house,” I told the other two. “There’s going to be too much mention of a Larissa Carter for a while. If we have to transfer funds into our account or whatever, but her name is not mentioned at all.”

“Smart, very smart,” Jared muttered, his eyes glued to his phone. “It’s all over. This is not going to go away soon as the vultures can just smell a huge story that now someone knows where Larissa is. Shit. I never condone violence against women, but I’m thinking about it for this publicist.”

“If it wasn’t her it was going to be someone else,” I sighed. “This way at least it was controlled a bit.” But I agreed, giving Larissa a worried look as I felt her upset. I rubbed my stomach. “Wow, she might give me an ulcer just from the echoes. Someone order her more stomach stuff.”

“Already done,” Jesse muttered, looking just as worried as I was.

So much for a moment to enjoy the good before more crazy.
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Larissa

“I can say this now as I’m no longer employed and held to my contract. Larissa Carter was always the most spoiled, greedy, and ungrateful brat. Dortha did everything for her and it was never enough. Anyone who doesn’t attend their own mother’s funeral doesn’t deserve to inherit their estate. And these rumors and lies flying around about my friend are disgusting.”

“Don’t you think that’s a bit one-sided given Ms. Carter’s attorneys fired you for leaking private information and trying to cash in on their story?” the report asked, and from there it spun into a shouting match and the same shit.

I shook my head. It had been a few weeks since the announcement of my parents’ deaths and still it was getting national news. People were too much and just pushing and pushing. Even harassing my attorneys at every turn and again when I flipped channels.

“The public has a right to know what happened to Larissa Carter and get answers,” one reporter declared.

The head attorney handling it all stopped and gave the guy a withering look. “Larissa Carter is a private citizen and entitled to her privacy just like anyone else. Her mother was a public figure and still was entitled to her privacy. Their story is theirs and certainly not for you to tell because you want more airtime or views. The answer stands, we will not release her information.”

The video switched back to inside people.

“This new wave of outcry demanding answers has been increasingly incessant,” the commentator said. “And for those of you who have been living under a rock and don’t know, most of this started after the daughter released this statement. ‘My mother and I had a falling out sixteen years ago and never reconciled. I feel it is wrong to play the role of grieving daughter when we were estranged.

“‘The focus is my parents and those who wish to pay their respects and celebrate their lives. I wouldn’t do the disservice to the people in attendance to take away from that. I thank those who grieve my parents and have sent their wishes and prayers. I also thank those who sent their genuine condolences as we may not have agreed on much, but they were my parents and I feel their loss.’”

One of the other commentators snorted. “Well, she also made a very big statement asking people to donate money to a mental health non-profit instead of sending flowers. She also donated a chunk of her inheritance to another charity that helps protect victims of child abuse. So she’s said a lot without coming forward and saying much or showing her damn face.”

“Why should she have to?” a third argued. “She didn’t ask to be in the spotlight. I think she’s handling this with class when there was clearly bad blood. I’m disgusted with all the posts on social media making Dortha Carter like some fallen saint when the evidence surfaced it was clear Larissa Carter ran away from home and Dortha spent over a decade playing the victim like she might have been abducted.

“I wouldn’t show my face and jump into the vipers either. She had to release that because people were demanding she give a DNA test and answer for the tax dollars spent searching for her and investigating her possible kidnapping. I think we know exactly what happened and Larissa Carter was the victim of her mother and got free. She’s not the one who needs to answer anything.”

“I agree,” said the first. “There have been many statements given that they witnessed Dortha treat the girl like crap when she was on set. One said Larissa complained she was hungry and Dortha said she couldn’t eat because she would get fat. Those are the people I want answers from. Why did no one report there could be child abuse?”

The fourth one jumped in. “There was something going on because when the timeline of pictures was laid out, the girl went from bone-thin to chunky back and forth, back and forth. I would have run away too just from whatever was going on there.”

I jerked when the TV turned off, seeing Jesse holding the remote.

“Enough, kitten,” he whispered, coming over and hugging me. “Enough. Just let it play out however and blow over.”

“I know,” I sighed, snuggling up to my familiar, thrilled we bonded a few days ago. “The attorneys promised to let me know if I need to give any more statements, but I just can’t get over how this is still going on.”

“You knew you would throw fuel on the fire when you donated that money,” he reminded me as he kissed my neck. “We’re proud of you for doing it, but it got you another few weeks of being in the news cycles.”

“I know,” I sighed. “I’m not going to run my mouth about someone dead who can’t defend themselves even if it’s the truth. But everyone acting like she was this beacon of everything good and beautiful just made me want to vomit.

“She was a monster, not fucking Mother Teresa. Even among other movie stars and models, she was known for never donating her money or getting involved.”

“It would chap her ass you have.”

“I know.” It was evil but yes, it made my day to donate so much of her shit and money to charity when she was a selfish bitch.

Amelia and several others were handling the packing up of my parents’ everything even against the arguments of several powerful BDE witches since she was one of theirs. But I thought Thora going back to their council and smacking them around since they were supposed to protect the list and my mother immediately came after me worked well.

She also made it very, very clear that if my address or anything was slipped to the media by one of their people, she would destroy that whole estate and all who were around there. That was one hell of a threat and they backed off.

A lot of it was being auctioned off for charity, so some of the criticisms I got about her estate quieted down then.

Hey, I didn’t ask to be related to the damn woman. It wasn’t my fault the law worked that way or whatever will or paperwork the attorneys were all handling.

Jared said it wasn’t an inheritance but reparations for all the abuse I suffered, and I liked the money a lot better after that.

“Shouldn’t you be working and making that money, kitten?” Jesse teased me, laughing when I snorted.

I’d been working so much to help Briony and her team of reformed hunters to track down other radical hunters and crazies that the triplets kept dragging me away from my system and threatening to turn off the power so I’d rest.

Thora had put in a bunch of orders of new IDs to be created for “children” of a list of witches that they would assume the identities of in a few decades and I had work coming out of my ears. Especially now that we were playing nice with the other side and peace between us for the moment.

More like both sides rallying the power and support and everything they could to make it clear that no one should butt into their business.

Either way, I wanted to stay out of it as much as possible, but it was good for my business. And even more so when their head of the council was planning on giving me another list to handle.

I had a problem with that though, and not even because of the blood magic, but I knew how trapped the kids of BDE witches could be and no one ever got involved. If they wanted my help, I told Thora flat out that I wanted to know another kid—male or female—didn’t have to endure what I did and that council agreed with me.

Shocking, but even darkness had its lines it seemed.

Shocking.

“I think you don’t get dessert tonight if you’re going to be so disrespectful to your witch,” I purred as I pulled away.

He answered by cornering me against the wall, kneeling before me, and moving his head under my dress to have some fun. He brought me twice and then carried me back over to my systems, sitting me down at my chair and kissing my hair.

“I love you, kitten.”

“Love you too, brat,” I chuckled.

“Yes, but I’m your brat now and forever,” he murmured, nuzzling my neck a bit before standing with a sigh. “I want more dessert, but dinner won’t make itself. My witch likes sweet and sour pork, and sweet and sour pork she will have.”

“You just want the blow job I promised you each time you make it.”

“I’m sure I don’t know what you mean,” he cooed, dodging when I tried to smack him. “Totally worth it.”

I threatened to put a spirit in him that liked to punch himself, and he told me good luck finding one so messed up. Well, fine, that was a really specific weird thing, but I’d found some seriously messed up spirits, so it wasn’t too crazy of an idea.

I had a working theory about spirits being trapped in the moment of their death. Clearly, they weren’t all there as they were dead and that had to be disorienting.

But like the spirit who wanted to do the puzzle… There was no sane reason to stay in limbo to finish a damn puzzle. Something had to happen with violence or at least not peaceful deaths that kept whatever consciousness they had in that moment.

Which really sucked because if no one would work with them, why did they deserve that fate? But I couldn’t really blame Gaia either because she hadn’t murdered people.

Maybe the death part was separate from her nature everything and death, like Death, was a sadistic bastard?

I wasn’t sure, but discussing it with the guys was actually nice and they were interested too, from the possessing and witch side but just also their own spiritual side. They definitely weren’t the typical shallow and dumb hot young guys.

And that was sexy. I liked men who used their brains.

I dove back into work and then it was dinner before we headed out to the new barn to store equipment with the secret room for witch stuff in the back. I summoned the spirits on the agenda, and two went with my theory about being trapped in the moment.

The first wanted to finish watching Game of Thrones now that it was done. That is not a reason to hold off the afterlife. A woman of twenty who died too young should not be held back because of that.

But it had been the last thing she’d been doing when she died. A horrible accident on a bus, but now she had this pull to finish it. Weird, but she brought a fractured spirit with her as payment for one season and I put her into Jackson.

Next was a gamer who wanted to get to a certain level in 7 Days to Die and he went into Jesse who had a new appreciation of computer games. But again, that wasn’t a reason to miss peace in the afterlife, but he wouldn’t talk about how he died which made me think he might have been a suicide.

They tended not to like to discuss it because people judged. Even in death, people judged. He’d already brought his fractured spirit and was just getting a few hours tonight.

I summoned our shrink spirit and Jared and I had half an hour of therapy and then I had a half an hour alone. We called on the guy twice a week since the first time and all of us said it helped.

There were a lot of balls in the air and worries and it helped to really discuss it. Especially when they all admitted they were more afraid after my mother showed up about the BDE witches than they’d been of her.

So we had a professional that helped us. After that, it was our date night which unfortunately I totally zonked out for. I put the spirit back and we went to watch something on Netflix in my bed and I think I was out before we even picked.

I woke when Jared carried me back out to the barn to send the other spirits back. “Sorry.”

“It’s okay, nugget,” he murmured as he nuzzled my neck. “We’ve all been burning the candle on both ends. I napped too. We’ll call the date a sleepover.”

Fine by me. I did what I needed to, and my strong man carried me right back, getting a kiss for the fare and then I fell asleep.

And woke to a man who was hard and wanted attention.

“Sorry, he’s getting impatient,” he chuckled against my hair, knowing I was awake.

I rolled over and snuggled up to his chest. “I think we can tonight if you want? Jesse and I are on the same wavelength a lot, and it’s not been such a hard adjustment as with Jackson especially since when we started.”

“I don’t want to risk it and push you,” he murmured, kissing my neck. “Are you still tired?”

“No, I slept really well.” I could see in his eyes what he wanted, pulling off my clothes and pushing him onto his back. “I love you, Jared.”

“I love you too, nugget,” he breathed as I leaned over and took his cock in my mouth.

I fucking loved blowing my men. They so, so enjoyed it that each time was like the greatest gift ever.

I bobbed my head faster and faster as I stared into his eyes. I hummed a bit as I played with his balls and he finished, his whole body jerking it was such a good one.

I pulled off of him and moved to straddle his lap, rubbing my wet pussy against him. Jared liked to watch me, his eyes eating me up while patiently letting me do my own thing.

Jackson couldn’t take that. He liked to make sure I was completely loved on. Jesse liked things more even, but Jared was a bit spoiled and while he spoiled me, he wanted that too. He wanted me to put on a show for him and enjoyed me taking the lead which I liked too.

Hell, I loved being with all of them and how different they were.

“When we bond, I will ride this cock that’s mine until the top of your head pops off,” I purred, rolling my hips and massaging my breasts.

I let my long hair cascade around me, feeling sexy and perfect the way he looked at me. The other two would have already broken and jumped me, but Jared wanted to just watch and enjoy what I did to him.

“Is that right? You gonna bounce around on me?”

“Oh yeah,” I moaned, pinching my nipples hard and licking my lips. “We’ll go to our grove and make love all over the place until I pass out. Will you carry me back like a good familiar after fucking your witch’s brains out?”

“Jesus, I love when you get like this,” he hissed, nodding. “Tell me what else you want, nugget.”

“I want you to touch my clit and make me come, Jared.”

“Gladly.” He reached up and did it, moaning when I coated his cock with even more of my wetness. “You want me to lick that up?”

“I think you should since you did it,” I agreed. I yelped as he flipped us and buried his face between my legs. When I couldn’t take any more orgasms, I gave him another turn and then more attention in the shower.

“Once I get inside your body, be ready for me to want to be in you all the time, nugget,” he warned when we finished. He chuckled when I shivered, cupping my ass. “You’ve gained a bit more weight. I fucking love it.”

“Yeah?” I asked, glancing at him over my shoulder and seeing he really meant it from the look in his eyes. “More to grab on?”

“Damn right,” he growled. “I’m greedy like that. I want you healthy and you were always beautiful, but apparently it just really gets me fucking hot to have your full ass in my hands. I plan to enjoy that a lot when I make love to my nugget.”

“Holy shit, that’s hot,” I hissed, all riled up again. I decided to be a brat and wrapped a towel around me and headed for the kitchen. “I’m horny and want sex! Any takers?”

“Um, yes, please,” a guy I didn’t know said.

I let out a yelp and glanced around, wondering what was going on, but Jackson growled and moved in front of me. “I didn’t hear—why is someone here and who is he?”

“He’s in charge of the crew coming out today to handle the concrete for the addition, first greenhouses, and your pool,” Jackson explained. “I saw him pull in and took him to inspect the sites before his team arrives with the trucks.” He turned around and gave me a quick kiss. “Go get dressed, sparkles.”

“No, I want to stay in a towel around the stranger,” I drawled, rolling my eyes at him for good measure before rushing out of there. “A little warning would have been nice!”

“I’m useless before coffee,” he reminded me.

“You’re still in trouble,” I hollered back as I reached my room.

Jared was in the hallway losing the battle with laughing as my bratty plan totally backfired. I got dressed and threw up my hair, picking out my normal long hoodie dress of my full coverage options when strangers were around.

I wasn’t as ashamed of my body as I’d once been, but it was just better when I had magically disappearing scars.

That wouldn’t have been easy to explain later if people saw them.

“I’m sorry, sparkles,” Jackson tried when I came back to the kitchen.

“Nope, you’re grounded,” I growled at him as I went for my iced tea, giving Jesse a wink instead of my normal kiss since we had a guest.

“I accept my punishment, but please at least let him know you were kidding and there’s not an open invitation for sex in this house,” he muttered, coming and hugging me from behind.

“You are so possessive,” I chuckled, angling my head to accept a kiss. “No, no open invitations. I was just messing with your baby brother because he said if I didn’t hurry up in the shower he was going to come in and pretend to be you for shower sex.”

“That wasn’t quite what I said,” Jared defended, playing along with the ploy but also so he didn’t come off like a dick.

“That’s fair, my head was under the water,” I accepted. I slipped out of Jackson’s hold when he tried for another kiss. “Anything I need to do or worry about power for?”

“No, you’re all good,” Jackson answered. “Come check it out when you take breaks from work.”

“Are you working shirtless?” I teased.

“I could. Do you want me to?”

I gave him a dry look. “Do you like me shirtless?” I laughed all the way to my setup.

Goofy men.

My familiars were so awesome.
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Jared

Sometimes it was hard to watch my older brother act as Larissa’s only man. Mostly it was my own gut reaction to want to boast I’d caught a woman like her too.

The first days of the expansion were hard, but after she’d made me her familiar too, it was much easier, and we went back to it being just us doing a lot of the work.

But a month later they were back to lay the foundation of the next greenhouse. We’d gotten the first two up, the addition was done, and all the fencing with the spell surrounding her farm… Our home.

And it really had become our home. We were all blossoming in our roles too and it was all because of Larissa. She would say it was all because of us but we’d had each other all of our lives and this happiness only started since meeting her.

Though I could understand from her perspective it was us coming into her life. Jesse—always the peacemaker—declared it was the combo and additions to our lives and everyone accepted that.

There were times being her lover in public wasn’t easy as Larissa was hot and got a lot of attention.

“Sparkles, you’re going to get burned,” Jackson growled as he went over to her and put her long-sleeved cover-up around her shoulders.

And a ridiculously huge sun hat.

She gave him an amused look but slid her arms in the sleeves. “I’ve been out here two seconds and I’m wearing sunscreen.” She smirked at him. “I thought you liked all the little sun dresses?”

We all did. Her scars were mostly gone now, and she was slowly becoming bolder in her clothing options. We loved it because she was more confident.

She’d never be a social butterfly, and that was okay, we liked our sexy introvert. But it was nice to see her becoming proud of who she was.

“I do, but I don’t want your gorgeous skin getting hurt,” he murmured, nuzzling her neck as he wrapped his arms around her. “You got so burnt last time that it killed me.”

I swallowed a shiver. It had all of us. She’d been wiped from working and had just laid down on the picnic blanket after lunch to watch us work, but the sun had shifted and fried her so bad it was ridiculous.

“You enjoyed rubbing lotion on me,” she teased.

“I enjoy rubbing sunscreen and moisturizer on you, but not when you’re hurt.” He sighed when she just nodded, hoping he got through to her.

It was seriously his thing though. He had such a thing about touching her skin and rubbing whatever she let him all over her.

“How long have you guys been together?” one of the workers asked, frowning at where Jackson was holding her.

“Forever,” she chirped, batting her eyelashes at him. “Oh, I’m sorry, I thought you asked how long we will be together? That’s the answer.”

“You tell him, sparkles,” Jackson chuckled. “I’m not ever letting you go.”

She pulled him away and eyed him over. “You even try it and I will chain you to my bed, Jackson Baker. I’m already miffed there’s not a ring on my finger yet.”

She walked off and I wasn’t the only one whose mouth fell open.

She wanted an engagement ring? Hot damn.

“It makes sense,” Jesse muttered as he moved up next to me. “We’re already bonded forever and we know that but others don’t, so it’s like skipping steps again.”

“Yeah, I was just thinking she’d have less admirers trying for her if she had a fucking ring on.”

Jesse threw back his head and burst out laughing. “Jackson will have one tomorrow when he figures that out.”

“We all get a vote.”

“I think we all get a stone in a three-set,” he replied. “I was already thinking about it. She would like it if we put thought into it. Like Jackson a stone that means protection or strength. You’re fun and adventurous.”

“Your role is just as important,” I reminded him, hating that he had a middle-child complex when we were fucking triplets. It was valid, but we were all the same age, and we still had shit like that which was just ridiculous.

Really, it was.

When everyone started wrapping up, I realized I’d not seen my nugget come back out again, going in search of her. My heart ached as I stepped into the storage barn and I rushed off to find her, scared she wasn’t okay.

She wasn’t, but the pain or upset couldn’t have been too deep if we didn’t feel it outside.

“Nugget?” I whispered as I squatted down next to her. She flinched, hurrying to mop up her tears and sniffling loudly. “What’s up, duck?”

“She’s gone,” she rasped. “The puzzle spirit. I can’t summon her anymore. Her husband was convicted and we finished the puzzle and now I can’t summon her.”

“Hey, that’s great, she moved on,” I comforted as I plopped down on my butt and hugged her.

She gave me such a lost look. “Do we know that? We don’t really know that. What if she just became nothing because she had nothing left to hold onto?”

I sighed, leaning my forehead to hers. “I think I’d rather have that than be trapped in limbo, nugget. I’ve thought a lot about this, and I think even the ones you absorb or turn to nothing move on. I don’t think a soul, a consciousness, just becomes nothing. I think it’s one final piece of them here. You’ve said they get locked in that moment and I think it’s them in that moment.”

“You mean like an echo of who they were?”

I nodded. “Yeah, like that. I’m here, but there is always the energy or stains of my blood anywhere I’ve bled. Maybe some part of them fractures and really, they’re all fractured spirits that need that last part held here broken.” She didn’t reply so I trusted my gut that I was right on this. “What do you feel when you summon her?”

“Nothing, she’s gone,” she whispered.

“You’re worried, but use your witchy goodness that taps into nature when you offer up everything to Gaia, nugget. I think you’ll find an answer if you’re open to it.”

She nodded, moving away from me and back into the circle. I saw her take several slow breaths in and out before activating the circle. She tried again and I saw it, I saw the answer which was why I felt okay pushing this.

I’d seen it when she’d tried to summon the psychiatrist’s spirit that had helped us but couldn’t.

She deactivated the circle and blinked at me as if coming out of a dream. “Peace. There’s nothing but peace there.”

“Exactly. I don’t think that would be the answer if a spirit was erased, do you?”

She shook her head and gave me an impressed look. “I love how smart you all are. It’s so fucking sexy. You all knock yourselves for not being book or school smart, but there are lots of kinds of intelligence and I adore yours.”

I cleared my throat. “Thanks, nugget.” I shrugged. “We get an outside perspective on some of this. I saw how peaceful you looked when you tried to summon the shrink.

“You even look that way when you absorb fractured spirits. I don’t have the answers, but I cannot think if you erased something that Gaia made it wouldn’t be peaceful.”

She nodded. “I think you’re right. It’s nice to have answers even if we’ll never know. I mean, like our beliefs.”

“It is.” I was glad she said that because it gave me the courage to ask something. “How come you never cut your hair when you hid it always, nugget?”

She frowned. “Random topic change much?”

I chuckled, shaking my head. “Yeah, I guess, but you were saying getting answers was better and I always wondered.” I nodded to where she was trying to get her hair out from under her butt as she moved closer to me. “I love your hair, don’t get me wrong, but it always struck me as odd you kept it so long when it was more to hide.”

“Promise not to laugh?” she whispered, staring at the floor which she always did when a topic pained her.

“I only laugh with you, nugget, never at you,” I said gently, pulling her onto my lap.

She narrowed her eyes at me. “I specifically remember you laughing at me and a lot when I couldn’t get the new shower to work.”

“Only because you thought we were pulling a prank and it was voice-activated. Coming in there and watching you shout at your shower while naked was too funny.”

“Jackson told me it was,” she defended.

They had mixed things up and he’d been tired, thinking she’d said something other than shower as the lights and more were voice-activated, but the result had been hysterical.

Along with his week punishment for making her feel so stupid.

Fine, she caved after a day, but it was still hysterical.

I played with her hair, giving her a hopeful look that normally made her cave and tell me. She hated being pushed, but a bit of pouting went a long way with our sexy witch.

She sighed. “Mother said we’d lose power if it was cut.”

I swallowed a growl, that woman having done so much to my nugget I wanted to kill her myself even if she was already dead. I hugged her tightly. “And then she’d cut it.”

Larissa chuckled darkly. “She shaved it all off once and told me she was stealing my power. I couldn’t stop screaming.”

“And what did she say when you still had power?”

She shrugged. “I spent a year hiding it, thinking I’d just had more power that she could steal.”

I swallowed loudly. Dortha Carter truly terrorized her daughter at every turn. It was so horrible. “And you don’t want to ask?”

She nodded. “I don’t want to pick on Thora or Amelia, but sometimes they laugh things off too easily and—”

“You feel like an idiot ever having thought it was real or believing it,” I finished, hugging her tighter. “They probably think it’s the new stupid rumor and are too busy to realize there’s a reason you ask.”

“Yeah, and they’re so busy saving people it makes me feel selfish that I get upset like I should be made of stronger stuff.”

“Nah, what we feel is valid. Holding onto it sometimes isn’t.”

“Smart guys are sexy,” she purred after a moment.

“Will you spoil your smart guy if I ask for you?”

She beamed at me. “You don’t mind?”

“Nugget, people laughing at me isn’t my sensitive spot.”

“I know your sensitive spot, my familiar,” she purred, pushing me to lie back.

I hurried to pull out my phone and call Amelia before we were doing something that could be overheard as my witch was quickly undoing my pants.

“Hello, baby triplet,” Amelia greeted, always coming up with some silly name or another just to throw people. It amused her. I didn’t get it, but whatever worked for people.

“Hey, so random question, does a witch’s hair have anything to do with her power? Like it’s part of her magic?”

“No,” she chuckled and then burst out laughing. “Not at all. I know witches with super short hair. Are you talking about how witches burn their hair after they cut it?”

“No, but what’s that?” I asked.

“Most use it as kindling for fires and offer it back up to Gaia like any piece of us,” she answered. “There’s no magic in our hair but in our DNA that can be noted as not exactly human sometimes. So yeah, don’t let people have their hair or anything.” She paused. “Why, was Larissa thinking of donating it?”

“Yeah, someone said her hair would be perfect for some wig program, and I remembered Mom said something about a witch’s hair once.”

“Well, that’s the answer so no donating it just in case.”

“You’re the second-best witch ever.”

“Cheeky brat,” she grumbled. “That better be your answer. Give Larissa my love.”

“You are so awesome,” my witch praised when I hung up.

And then she swallowed my cock. Our witch was a blow job addict, and we were very lucky fucking men. She seriously loved it and how she could reduce us to begging messes.

Especially now that she had the charm on her that if we finished on her, our seed touching her skin, the magic would add it to her land. It was so crazy that each time we were making a new tree but well… There were a lot of crazy things with magic and witches.

She smirked as I was about to finish and pulled off me as she pumped my cock with her hands. I came with a grunt, watching as she licked her lips like she might go back for seconds.

Damn, she really did spoil us.

“Are you still hungry for cream, kitten?” Jesse said from the doorway.

“Dork,” she chuckled, giving him a bright smile. “Or perv to watch I guess.”

He gave her a wink. “I was going to warn you that Jackson is looking for you because I’m smarter and know how—”

“Sparkles, where are you?” Jackson called out.

“Someone’s in trouble,” I sang, laughing when she rolled her eyes.

“Oh yeah,” Jesse agreed.

She pushed off of me with a huff. “I’m in trouble for getting my familiars a present. Great. Jerks.”

I didn’t get a chance to ask as Jackson came rushing into the room, narrowing his eyes at Larissa when he found her. “You just about gave me a heart attack.”

She batted her eyes at him. “What? You said any purchases needed to be made in your name. I was just being good.”

“You bought a four-seater turbo ATV for us and had it delivered under my name and didn’t tell me? That’s being good?”

I was about to tell him to back off when I saw her face fall and hurt filled me from her.

He stormed over to her, ignoring when she flinched as that irrational fear we might hurt her would take some more time to fully go away, and lifted her up. He kissed her as he moved her against the wall.

“Stop buying us stuff, sparkles,” he growled, nipping along her neck.

“I didn’t, I didn’t,” she squealed as he kept doing it. “I asked Briony to pay me for the new job with the ATV her familiars love. She made a huge mess with that rescue and it was a lot to clean up, I’m still cleaning it up.”

“That’s still buying it as you would have gotten money,” I argued as I stood and went for her too. Jesse grabbed my arm and nodded towards the door for us to leave.

Right, we couldn’t surround her. She felt my disappointment and gave me a pained look before lowering her head in shame.

“Hey, it’s okay, nugget. We’re all doing better every day.”

“I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I’ll get better.”

“You are perfect,” I growled. “None of it is on you and we’re fine. Hell, I fucking love that you don’t group us as one package. You love each of us and we’re separate to you. I like our alone times and not sharing everything always. One day it will be fun maybe, but that’s why our relationship is so strong. I know it.”

“Wow, I’m like swooning, and you weren’t talking to me,” Jesse praised.

“I am too,” Larissa agreed, losing that pain and smiling. “I love our walks, but it’s getting really fucking hot. Now we can take the ATV and go to our groves.” She cleared her throat and focused on Jackson’s chest. “Individually.”

Right, because we would be on a few sides of her if all four of us used it. “One day, nugget. We have eternity to get there and none of us are in any rush.”

“Stop, you’ll make me shit rose petals if you get any sweeter,” Jackson teased.

Larissa burst out laughing, the tension and upset completely gone. It was good timing which was normally my job, so I forgave my eldest brother because it worked.

But I meant what I said. We were in no rush and had all the time with our beautiful witch.

Thank fuck.


Epilogue

One Year Later

Larissa

Today was finally the day. Today I was going to be with my triplets all at once… And I was fucking terrified.

Completely terrified.

Especially since it was also their twenty-first birthday and a huge fucking party. Thora had been helping me work towards it all given it also landed on the solar eclipse and there was something about twenty-one years and blah, blah, blah—I wanted to puke all over.

It was a huge party and everyone knew what we were going to go off and do because we’d invited all of our witch friends.

Fuck, they were so wound up, I wouldn’t be shocked if it turned into a huge orgy. It was the first time I was going to use my triplet familiars as triplet familiars and really tap into that power.

So really, no pressure. At. All.

“Kitten, everyone will understand if we just go cut the cake,” Jesse said gently, hugging me from behind when I started freaking out again.

“They flew all the way here and Briony sent a fucking shipment of totems,” I argued, pulling away from him. “Why did I think if I got a push it would help? Now I’m just panicked under the pressure of it all.”

He turned me and grabbed my face, kissing me with all he had. I melted against him and he lifted me up. “I need you, kitten. Fuck everyone else or the plans. We need you. We’re desperate for you.”

“Stupid Amelia saying no sex the week before,” Jackson agreed. “I miss my sparkles.”

“I miss you all too,” I moaned as Jesse kissed that spot on my neck that I loved. “Fuck it, let’s fuck all over the place.”

“Thank fuck,” Jared groaned as they carried me outside and we got on the ATV. I could ride in it now with them.

I could do this.

I wanted to do this.

We went out to the center of my land, the guys already having set everything up. I got nervous again, but all they had to do was kiss me like it was my brain’s shutoff switch and I behaved.

“You got this, nugget,” Jared whispered as he moved behind me. “You love being with two of us. Just remember it’s us and that’s all that matters.”

I nodded, I could do this. No more letting the past hurt me… Well, mostly.

No one could just snap their fingers and heal.

He took off my silk robe and then moved to stand with his siblings. I gave each of them a quick kiss and knelt before them, offering up all we were to Gaia and thanking her for bringing them into my life.

It was a fairly long prayer, sounding a bit more like wedding vows at times, but I felt how it moved my familiars, and I was glad I’d really thought about what I wanted to say beforehand.

“We love you so much, Larissa,” Jackson whispered, the other two nodding.

I flushed at the praise and then with need when I saw they were already naked. I leaned forward and kissed each of their dicks before taking Jackson in my mouth. I moved my hands to Jesse and Jared but froze when they blocked out the remaining sunlight.

Jackson’s hand cupped my face and I looked at him. “Look at me, sparkles. It’s us. Don’t look away from us. We need you.”

I nodded. I could do this. I wanted to do this. I kept his gaze the whole time I blew him, knowing how much he liked that. Fuck, he loved it.

He marked me with his seed when it was time, all of them giving me their life and love and light. Magic started to build.

Jackson moved to lay down so I was straddling his head and I swallowed down Jesse while still touching Jared. I came with a scream, Jesse looking like he wasn’t going to last much longer. He didn’t, one more orgasm from Jackson and Jesse marked me as well.

I moved to straddle Jesse’s head while I sucked off Jared and Jackson moved to my side, using my wetness to tease my ass. I started to get overwhelmed, but they stopped everything, touching me in a comforting way and reminding me who I was with and while not reminding me the bad guys were all dead.

Jackson did say that the room I’d been chained up in was no more.

Yeah, because I’d burned that house to the fucking ground. I hadn’t even meant to, but after the everything died down about my parents’ deaths, I went back there wearing a glamour charm, and the next thing I knew, everything was on fire.

Luckily, the guys had worn glamour charms too and the police thought it was a prank gone wrong.

I felt sort of bad when I’d gotten a fat insurance payout from the “accident” and it had been my fault, but Jackson had said that happened with accidents of candles. I was just the match.

“We love you so much, sparkles,” my sweet shield whispered in my ear. “I need inside of you. Come again for us, my perfect witch.”

I did, Jesse moaning at what he got and I focused back on Jared. The magic kept building with every orgasm and I got a bit drunk on it, my fears easing and the life, love, and light taking over.

Jared laid down next and I rode his face like I planned to do his cock and I made sure to say that.

“Shit, that’s hot, kitten,” Jesse moaned as he and Jackson touched me everywhere. They made sure I was more than stretched out when it was time.

“Wait, let’s change and suck me again,” Jackson said gently when I got a bit scared. “I’ll stand and protect us, I promise.”

“I love you,” I rasped, knowing that would help and just so touched they always thought of everything. I nodded, lowering myself onto Jared and Jesse moving behind me. I could feel his excitement because my familiars were pervs and loved sharing me with their siblings.

I loved my fucking pervs. They loved all of me and just wanted me. After we’d all had so much fun exploring oral sex and lots of regular sex, I thought their heads would pop when we tried anal sex.

Honestly, they liked it so damn much, even if I hated it, I would have still done it with them.

Luckily, I loved it, and Jesse said it was my true kitten form because I mewled and scratched anything under me as I begged for more. Jackson and Jared agreed which was pretty embarrassing if I couldn’t feel how much they thought it was sexy.

“So full,” I groaned as he pushed in my ass. “Fuck, okay, I get the week off because this is so just extra.”

“You’re so much tighter than normal even though we stretched you,” Jesse moaned, panting as he laid his forehead against my shoulder. “Holy fuck, I’m going to blow again and fast.”

“You’ll recover,” Jackson and Jared said together.

“We should hold off sex for a week more often,” I gasped as he pushed in more.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t hear that right,” Jackson grumbled as he moved his cock to my lips.

Subtle. Still, I took him in my mouth, smirking up at him when he winked at me.

Magic built even faster when we were all connected. It was almost disorienting, and I knew I wasn’t the only one who felt it.

They all looked on the edge of control and I felt their relief when I nodded I was okay. They started moving together, being gentle and never crossing into porn territory, but it was intense.

Like seriously intense. I came with a scream, all of them moaning because they all felt it too.

“Shit, your fucking titties got bigger again,” Jesse groaned as he moved faster. “Jared, feel them. They’re heavier.”

He reached up and massaged one, his eyes glazing over even more. “Shit, nugget, you are so perfect.” He pinched my nipple hard and smirked when I squealed. “Are they sensitive from the magic?”

He knew the answer and just to be a brat I tightened my pussy around him. He moaned and dug his fingers in my ass.

“Gonna,” Jackson warned. This time he wasn’t going to pull out as all three of them were to finish in me at the same time.

But they weren’t there yet, so I stopped sucking on Jackson and used my body to make the other two catch up. Once we were on the same trajectory, I started sucking again, Jared getting the idea and teasing my clit. That pushed us over as I finished a split second before them and then the house of cards fell.

Magic exploded from us and all around us in a way I’d never felt before. I felt everything. Everything on my land I felt in that moment. I knew how many squirrels were in my groves. I knew that there was a huge herd of deer on some back acres.

I knew that Meave was riding her man like a champion off to the side of that party… And she wasn’t the only one.

Not. Even. Close.

I felt all the power pour into the totems around us we’d set up and into the land, strengthening every spell and protection ward to a sick level. I felt the protection charms on all of us flare with extra power.

So much magic went into the land that we were going to have crazy output in the greenhouses and groves. Hell, I felt the fucking air become cleaner as light poured out of us and cleansed it.

“So we’re doing that again, right?” Jared gasped when we were done. “And seriously, tell me I’m high on magic and there’s not like a hundred deer on your property?”

Jackson pulled out of my mouth and nodded he’d felt it too.

“I thought it was only me,” I admitted.

“No, not just you and wow, that guy Deon really drills Sia,” Jesse chuckled, sounding seriously breathy.

I shivered, feeling how much she liked it. “We’ll work to that level. She’s had a lot more experience than me.”

“Yeah, I wasn’t complaining,” he murmured. “Our witch gives us everything we could ever want, and your ass is still milking my seed into you, kitten.”

I shivered, feeling light, sexy, and naughty all at once. I was about to say I wanted to go again when I felt Thora worry we’d filled all the totems.

“Wow, I can still feel the other witches and everything on my land. We can’t go again yet or we won’t get all the magic.”

“Sparkles, we get all the fucking magic being with you,” Jackson chuckled as he leaned down and kissed me. “But if you want to make sure we fill totems, then our witch will make sure she fills her fucking totems.”

I shivered again, loving how dedicated he was to spoiling me and making sure if I wanted it, I got it. He helped me stand after the others pulled out of me and I smiled up at him.

“And what does my familiar want?” I smirked as I felt it. “Baby, my legs are mushy. Carry me to the party so I can get something to drink?”

“You’re too fucking good to us,” he whispered, tucking my hair behind my ear before swooping me up in his arms.

He’d wanted to let all the guys at the party who didn’t have witches or partners yet see me completely rode hard and put up wet from his arms as he’d been jealous how many were checking me out.

“I have to be,” I murmured in his ear. “I made you a pussy addict and I’m not letting you join a program. I’m going to ride your face tomorrow, all of your faces, and show some of those unattached witches just how much my familiars are happy with me.”

Light witches we might be, but pettiness and jealousy could still very much happen. I understood some of it came from a place of struggle and hard pasts, but a few had rubbed me the wrong way as they didn’t hide their looks that sexy triplets were maybe wasted on me.

Well, not anymore and, I sort of wanted to be just as petty and rub that in their faces.

Or my pussy in my familiar’s faces.

We took the ATV back, and it was amusing to see a lot of people basking in the afterglow.

“Damn, kid, that was epic, and I hate when people overuse that word,” Tallulah purred. “Are we going again?”

“We are,” her lover, Logan chuckled. They didn’t have to hide their relationship here, and from what I saw they were really enjoying that.

“I can’t believe I have to admit this, but I didn’t bring enough totems to reset everyone,” Briony grumbled. “I never thought it would be that huge and for all of us.”

“Um, so, we were bad familiars,” Levi said.

“Well, good ones now that it worked out,” Theo corrected.

She raised an eyebrow at them. “What did you two do?”

I burst out laughing. “Oh fuck, I’ve been freaking out at the shipment of totems you sent—and you didn’t, they did for you?”

Her eyes went wide and she looked at her familiars. They both shrugged, but Theo answered. “You kept making it sound like three rounds of full moon fun like we have, but everyone else kept saying the eclipse and them turning twenty-one and triple the triple so yeah, we sent a whole semi ahead of us.”

She blinked at them. “How did I miss a whole fucking semi? I haven’t had that much extra stock.”

“Because we kept stocking it up for this,” Levi admitted. “And you’ve been focused on doing so many new fences and protection projects we just mentioned you needed more.” He shrugged. “You’ve been burning the candle from every direction and Thora said this would be the biggest charge for the year, so we took the chance you could charge enough totems to fill a crate.”

She opened her mouth and then closed it, trying again and shaking her head. “I don’t know if I should punish you both or blow you.”

“Both,” they answered.

“Oh good, so we’re not the only ones who would answer that,” Jackson said, sounding amused.

“Nope,” a few others assured them, making several witches laugh in amusement or give their men heated looks.

The best was when we showed Briony everything that had been delivered that filled several of our garages and a bit of the barn.

“Okay, this was excessive,” Briony drawled. “No wonder Larissa was panicked, you twits.” She glanced over at me with a wink. “Oh darn, I guess you’ll have to go have more sex with your hot triplets.”

I watched as Jared went over to Theo and Levi, hugging each of them before coming back to me. He tossed me over his shoulder and told his brothers to grab the right totems I needed.

“Put me down, you goof.”

“No, I caught my nugget and I want to do that again. It’s my birthday, and I’ll fuck my witch’s sweet ass if I want to.”

“That is not how that song goes,” someone called over, everyone dying of laughter as I was sure my whole body turned bright red.

“Be careful how bratty you are with your witch,” Briony warned. “Larissa, I brought a gift for you to help train your spoiled familiars.”

“We’re housebroken, thanks,” Jackson drawled.

“Dude, shut the fuck up and accept it,” Levi hissed. “Like seriously. You’ll thank Briony.”

Interesting. I gave her a wink that we’d talk later as I was toted off.

And this time, I wasn’t scared, only excited.

And that sounded more like the perfect present for me, but they swore I was a present from Gaia for them, so it all worked out.

Nice.

The End

THANK YOU for reading this book!!

Thank you so much for trying a different series of mine. This is for those of you who said they missed the naughty, naughty novellas and sparked something in my head. I woves all of you lots for your continued support and wanting more of my books.

If you want more, please leave a review! It really helps me out (and to know which series people are looking forward to the most most) and it’s encouraging. I appreciate the support!!

Hugs to you all,

Erin
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Accidentally Wolf

Seraphine Thomas 1

Special Agent in Charge, Seraphine Thomas, lives for her job at the FBI. One of the youngest female agents with her own team, she thrives in undercover work to make the city she loves safer. But Sera’s on-track life is thrown into chaos when she’s attacked during a bust gone bad and is left figuring out what it means to be a werewolf.

Right away, she learns that she’s more powerful and able to do things that she shouldn’t be able to do so quickly after her transition. The rules of her old life don’t seem to apply to much now that she’s a shifter, and knowing who she can trust is even more complicated.

When she’s transferred to a special branch of the FBI made up of paranormals policing others of their kind and given a promotion, things start looking up—until her abnormal level of power creates a list of enemies for her before she’s even learned who her allies are.

Seraphine Thomas is a crime series filled with Chicago attitude and a strong heroine that pushes what most would think a female lead capable of, along with the heat being involved with several men brings while trying to figure out what she wants.



Upended Life

Artemis University 1

My name is Tamsin Vale and my life is about to get real… Really complicated and ridiculously dangerous. Which is almost funny given at nineteen I already know too much of the darkness of the world and people, the secrets they keep.

Or so I thought.

Turns out those quirky abilities I’ve been keeping secret expose me to a world I didn’t know existed. Sure, I knew I wasn’t human—but how exactly do I find out more without ending up in the wrong hands?

And I’m not so sure I’m in the right hands now given some of the reactions to finding me. They say I’m the last fairy. I’m not sure I should trust them when their thoughts are mostly of power and how to use me.

But I’m also not sure I have much of a choice. My powers are dangerous and I don’t know how to use them. They promise to teach me what I need to know and give me a chance at something I’ve never had before.

A normal life. I don’t think anything about Artemis University and those who attend is normal, but it’s still better than the life I’ve been living if they keep half their promises.

I think hoping they’ll keep half is generous.

Artemis University is a hot burning reverse harem, university-age paranormal academy series with darker elements, strong language, violence, and a heroine who follows her own moral compass of what is right… And who she ends up giving her heart to.



Avery 1

Tantalizing Trilogies 1

Avery Walker has lived a life of being bullied, abused, and taken advantage of by people. Because of how early it started, and with her family being the worst offenders, she stopped pushing back or expecting anything else from life. But when a student slaps her in class and the school tries to sweep the incident and her feelings under the rug, Avery hits the breaking point.

What a perfect time to play the lottery, right?

All of Avery’s bad luck she’s suffered with her whole life gives her one moment of good luck and she actually wins the largest jackpot on record… But what now?

Ryder James is a vampire who is trying to make changes in his life when he meets Avery who helps him see the world in a different way.

Griffin Peterson is an Alpha werewolf that has been so focused on his pack that he forgot he needs things as a man until Avery stepped into his life.

And Lorenzo Ganan is a warlock suffering because of the tragedies that have struck his family and Avery makes him feel as if he might be able to open his heart again.

But can any of these men be the right one for a woman who has been so beaten down by life?

Tantalizing Trilogies is a series of trilogies by author Erin R Flynn. The worlds will be different, the characters won’t intermingle or overlap, and each trio stands alone… But with the convenience of always being in the same location. No confusion here, simply strong females, hot romances, and a bit of kicking ass and taking names.



No Longer Home

House of Garner 1

My name is Inez Garner, and my story has sort of been told… But not. I’m turning twenty-three and find out I’m not human; I’m apparently a vampire. Sure, who hasn’t read that story? Oh, but I’m a princess. And there’s a zombie apocalypse—although I’m debating where the line is of apocalypse vs. post-apocalypse. There’s also a quest that I’m compelled to be on, and it might all be coming from the Goddess.

Awesome. It seems She has big plans for me. And I have to deal with ghosts. When I kill corrupted—the nice PC name people call zombies, as it’s not their fault they eat people—I then have to deal with their ghosts. Which is super when being hunted for years by some guys I don’t want to know better.

Add to everything, I have to apologize to heroines for judging them when they fall in bed with the hot guy and buy the story he gives. I get it now. Sex is splendid. I’m not one to believe a con, but he’s got answers I need, like why I have no memories before I was eighteen.

Plus, the fangs sort of sold it for me. I hope he forgives me for shooting him.

House of Garner is an apocalyptic, hot burning, reverse harem romance with darker elements, strong language, violence, and a heroine who doesn’t let anyone get in her way.



Rough Beginnings

Karma Bakery 1

Imagine there weren’t three main gods of Olympus, but four. A sister who went through something so horrible, so traumatic she left and was written out of history.

Arabella Baker and her two adopted daughters are moving to Boston to open a new business and start over. Things will be different this time with the new names and new life. The twins will live on their own at college—though still right in Boston—and experience something a bit more normal. The store she bought has a hefty price, but the location is fantastic, and she got the best spot in the new development… Which apparently comes with an immensely attractive man who owns it all.

Nothing goes smoothly in opening a new business though, sample days, crazy busy, and fluff interviews taking dark turns. Honestly, it leaves Arabella asking one main question—why did she think opening in such a large city and right before the holidays was such a great idea?

Karma Bakery is a slow-burning romance with multiple interested parties that is full of sugar, spice, and everything nice while trying to find your place in life, doing the best you can, appreciating what you have, and figuring out a way to move beyond a traumatic past.



Undisclosed Assets

Untraceable Succubus 1

A succubus working as a stripper sounds like a cliché or start of a bad joke, but Lola Chase is in a human only province in Canada for other reasons. Someone is murdering women society looks down on, and she’s there to stop it. As a demon, she’s bottom of the supernatural food chain and knows how often people ignore crimes against them.

From the start there isn’t much to go on, and she ends up getting in a bit of trouble following any leads she gets. Things get complicated when an ancient, big name vampire takes interest in her and getting away from him proves to be much harder than her normal admirers.

Thankfully, although her cover is a stripper, Lola loves to dance and the fun she has helps balance out the stress and worry of the case.

Plus, she finds some very hot men to play with and feed from. The question is whether or not she can balance it all and find a murderer before he kills again.

Untraceable Succubus is a murder mystery series where the sex is hot and often and the main character kicks some serious ass on the road to finding out if she can have real love in her life even if it comes from multiple men.



Demon of Death

Enchantress 1

Soraya Devil is the Enchantress, one of the most powerful magics in the world… But she’s so much more than that, and everyone’s constantly attempting to unravel her past and secrets. She’s not worried though, as many have tried and never find out the truth.

It’s safer for everyone that way.

The owner of Paranormal Investigations—among other companies—she has her own answers to find. Though she’s continuously pulled in too many directions, she always answers the calls that make even her magic tingle in warning at the danger.

When a sprite begins killing people in Chicago, she has to team up with SPU—Supernatural Police Unit—to figure out who summoned the demon and why before more die. While that’s enough of a challenge, the main hurdle is the team lead on the case who loathes all magics. But when he can’t seem to get past his hate and do his job, can Soraya make an ally from an enemy, or will the evil unleashed in the city she loves win the day?

The Enchantress is a fast paced ride of sexy fun while balancing the needs of her coven, police investigations, work, supes, and the world that wants so much from her and still trying to move on from her past to find the love we all deserve.



Meave

Naughty Witches 1

Leaving NYC and a troubling past, Meave Washington is starting over. She has a good plan, but she’s probably bit off more than she can chew. So she embraces the chance of fate that lands help at her feet—and if he’s smoking hot, all the better.

Distracted by a text while driving, Ashton Perry injures Meave. He’s horrified that he could have killed someone, and steps up to make it right… And not just because she’s the most beautiful woman he’s ever seen.

Sparks immediately start flying and the desire is undeniable but it’s not that simple to take the leap. But Ashton’s barely a man, and Meave is hiding something important. When the woman is older, age isn’t just a number and Meave isn’t sure Ashton can be who she needs.

Ashton steps up to prove he’s not just a man, but the man his bewitching lady deserves. He doesn’t care what she is—only who she is. And he’ll do whatever it takes to prove it.

Naughty Witches is a burning paranormal romance novella series with strong female leads, fun so sexy it raises the temperature, and mismatched people who find HEAs that give us all hope fate won’t forget us. Each book is a new pairing in the same world, with an overall series arc.



The Turning

Dr. Kelly Murphy 1

Graduate medical school, start competitive internship, don’t get cut from the program, become a surgeon. It was a great plan. One Kelly Murphy loved and had dreamed of most of her life… And it was blown to hell in a night with an uninvited bite.

Now she’s missing three days of her life, trying to handle her freaked out best friend and parents who called the police when she went missing, all as she realizes she’s not the same person she was before. She’s different. Like has fangs different.

When he shows up on her doorstep claiming to know what happened to her, Kelly’s not sure that makes things any less confusing. But at least he can guide her, right? Either way, she has a plan and a choice she didn’t make won’t stop her… Even if she might have the urge to bite her patients from now on.



Owned

Secure Settings 1

Kate Boyle has lived through more loss than most people twice her age. She’s strong and independent, so letting people in to help her handle her grief or problems is next to impossible for her.

The owner of a successful company, Secure Settings, Kate devotes all her time to keeping people safe and rescuing those who can’t save themselves. When she gets the call that her grandpa died and she’s now inherited his ranch, a storm of epic proportions starts. Smart enough to know she can’t watch out for danger while grieving, she calls in a favor for help.

Jared and Dean Acker just got out of the Marines and are a little lost as to what comes next for them. So when they’re asked to back up a friend of a friend, they’re in… And meet the woman of their dreams. Now, if they could just convince her.



Wounded

In My Dreams 1

Gas station coffee is the highlight of Lily Slone’s boring outing until fate intervenes… Along with the barrel of a gun and a lost soldier who saves her life.

Jasper Hutson—a homeless Marine, discarded by his family after returning home from the war wounded—reacted on instinct. But this one act brings him to Lily’s attention, and not because he saves her life. She sees something else in him. Something no one else sees.

Refusing to give up on him when everyone else does, Lily offers Jasper a place to stay and an opportunity to get back on his feet. That one offer will change her world. When they grow closer and Jasper makes Lily’s life so much easier, she’s not sure she can go back to living without him.

As life moves forward and they get into their own rhythm, Lily discover something about Jasper that he’s kept hidden. Will she continue to reach for her happily ever after or will they both remain wounded?
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