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      For Riley, my reason for everything that I do.

      

      For every reader who loves a taboo, forbidden romance.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR:

          

        

      

    

    
      Please note this book may contain elements that some readers find triggering or unenjoyable. These include daddy kink, two brothers sharing the same woman, a stepfather in love with his ex-wife’s daughter, child neglect, mentally abusive mother, and on-page parental abuse.

      If you have find any of the above triggering, I advise against reading.

      If you have any questions before diving in, please reach out to me via Instagram, Facebook, or my email (authorwestgreene@gmail.com).

      Happy reading!
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      I rolled my neck around and leaned back in my seat with a groan, my fingers flexing on the steering wheel. My ass was sore from driving four straight hours, and my stomach was rumbling with hunger. Hopefully, Mom had something cooked or was at least cooking. Otherwise, I was going to have to order food to be delivered, and I was a broke college student right now. And since I’d left home to study college the next state over due to their better nursing program, Mom had sort of cut me off financially. I was living paycheck to paycheck while studying and attending courses. Sleep wasn’t even a thing anymore. I merely took naps.

      A mother’s love was supposed to be unconditional, but one thing to know about my mother… I wasn’t even sure if she was capable of loving someone. Which was why when she married my stepdad three years ago, I’d been surprised as hell. It’d literally come out of left field.

      She hadn’t been with a man since my father walked out when I was two. No dates. No boyfriends. Hell, I couldn’t even recall a single casual hookup.

      Heaving a soft, exhausted breath, I angled out of the car and grabbed my duffel bag out of the backseat. My sneakers barely made a sound on the pristine, gray-white concrete as I made my way to the black front door. I twisted the door handle, frowning when I found it locked. Mom was always home at this time of day since it was dinner time. She was a stickler for her routine. Where in the world could she be?

      I fished my keys out of my purse that I’d dropped them in and unlocked the front door. The house was quiet and dark, which was even weirder. Mom always left a light on somewhere. She had for as long as I’d been alive. “So you don’t injure yourself, Stormi,” she’d said—not in that loving way mothers were supposed to but in a way that meant she would be highly irritated if she had to tend to a wound or bruise.

      “Mom?” I called out. I set my bag by the door and slipped my shoes off—another rule of hers. No shoes in the house. “Mom?” I shouted this time, frowning when she didn’t answer.

      I flipped on a light and made my way through the living room, but she wasn’t there. After climbing the stairs, I peeked into the room she shared with Rohan, my stepdad. The room was empty though, and the bed was perfectly made. Also something else she never did. She was picky about things being organized and clean, but she could never be bothered enough to make the bed and Rohan had never cared either way.

      I made my way back downstairs and went into the kitchen, flipping on the light. I scanned the room, my eyes stopping on a card sitting on the counter with my name on it.

      A card. How weird.

      I opened it up. My mother’s familiar, almost-elegant cursive stared back at me.

      
        
        Stormi,

        Rohan and I decided to get a divorce. Our marriage hasn’t been working for almost two years now, and we decided it was time to call it quits.

        I tried calling you, but your phone is off. So, I had no way of letting you know since you have me blocked on all of your social media accounts.

        I imagine Rohan will want you to find a place to go now that he and I are no longer married.

        You know my number if you’re ever ready to come home and go to a school of my choosing.

        Mom

      

      

      She had to be kidding me. She was the one who blocked me because she didn’t want to see me “happy” at a school she didn’t choose for me. And now I was homeless? Where the hell was I supposed to go? What the fuck was I supposed to do? I didn’t have money. I didn’t even have a fucking savings account because opening one was pointless when I never even had a single penny to spare.

      The front door opened, making me jerk in surprise. The card fluttered from my hands, landing back on the counter. Rohan cleared his throat from the entryway, and I relaxed a bit. I’d know that throat clearing from anywhere. I’d been crushing on Rohan since the moment Mom introduced him to me. Everything about him was ingrained into my being—though I’d never let him know that.

      I quickly snatched the card back up, my eyes running over her words over and over again as if somehow what she wrote would change.

      God, why was she so heartless?

      “Are you finally back to get the rest of your—oh.” I spun around to face Rohan. “Hey, Stormi.”

      I swallowed thickly, my fingers tightening around the card in my hand, bending the edges. Rohan was wearing a pair of dirty, stained jeans and a black t-shirt darkened in some spots from grease. He owned a chain of automotive repair shops, but he still worked at and personally managed the very first one he’d ever opened. His hard-working trait was one of the many things I admired about him.

      His salt-and-pepper hair was a mess on his head, no doubt from wearing a hat all day and sweating, and I could see grease streaks in his same-colored beard.

      Fuck, he always looked good after a hard day of work. There was something about a man being dirty with his veins standing out in his muscular arms that made my ovaries practically explode. And I was addicted to the older man look. I was a girl who needed a Daddy, though I doubted I’d ever find one.

      “Uh, hi,” I murmured, feeling a little uncomfortable and unsure of what I was supposed to do. “I, uhm… I didn’t know you and Mom divorced.”

      He sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose, closing his eyes. I bit back a wince. “I know she’s your mom, but she’s a fucking horrible one.”

      I grimaced because he wasn’t wrong. She made sure I was taken care of, and while I should have been happy about that, I still wished she’d been more personable. Had actually loved me like a mother should. Didn’t turn her back on me just because my choices didn’t fit in with her perfectly laid-out plans.

      He dropped his hand back to his side, letting it smack on his thick, jean-clad thigh. “What’d she say?” he asked, nodding his head in the direction of the card I was still death-gripping.

      I sighed, relaxing my grip on the card. I opened my mouth to tell him, then shrugged and decided to just hand it over instead. Honestly, it wouldn’t be the first time he saw how conditional everything was with her. I knew he’d endured his own share of her conditional bullshit, too. I never understood why he’d decided to marry her. It was clear they never loved each other. Hell, I wasn’t even sure if either of them had even had sex.

      He took the card from me and scanned the words before clenching his jaw. I watched as he walked over to the trashcan and tossed it in. Then, he turned to me. I slowly curled my hands into fists, imagining all my fear and uncertainty contained in them. “I need to get a shower, and then we’ll go out and get dinner. But I want you to know that you don’t have to find somewhere else to go, Stormi. You’re welcome here, even if your mother no longer is. As long as you need a place to stay—and I don’t care how long that is—you have a home right here.”

      With that, he turned on his heel and walked out of the kitchen, heading up the stairs. I slumped back against the counter, placing my palm over my racing heart.

      Rohan had no idea what the hell he was doing to me with that simple promise.

      He was such a Daddy… and I was a needy little girl desperately seeking love.
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        * * *

      

      Rohan and I slid into a booth at a local mom-and-pop restaurant we both loved. Reaching over toward the window, he grabbed two menus from the menu holder, holding one out to me. I took it with a thankful smile.

      “Order whatever you want,” he told me. “I could hear your stomach rumbling on the way here.” I blushed, and then, he frowned. “Which reminds me.” He set his menu down. Slowly, I set mine down as well, suddenly unsure. “You’ve lost weight. You were already borderline too small, Stormi. Everything okay?”

      My brows pulled low over my eyes as I stared at him. “You don’t know?” I finally asked when he just continued to stare back at me, concern etched into his features.

      “Know what, Stormi?” he asked, his voice dropping an octave.

      I sighed and leaned back against the back of the booth, dropping my hands to my lap. “Mom doesn’t send me money to help me pay for anything, and I can’t work that many hours with school and studying⁠—”

      He held his hand up. Immediately, my jaw snapped shut, my teeth audibly clacking together. His brows were furrowed, anger flaring in his eyes. “What the fuck do you mean your mom isn’t sending you fucking money, Stormi? I literally have an account for you that I put three thousand a month in for you. Where the fuck is your debit card?”

      My eyes widened. I felt like the breath had been punched out of my lungs. “What?” I breathed. It was all I could manage in response to his words.

      He clenched his jaw. “You have a fucking bank account that I opened for you before you left for college, Stormi. Your mom was supposed to give you the goddamn debit card. Are you telling me you’ve been at school this entire time, working when you should be studying, and struggling to fucking eat?”

      My mouth opened and closed like a fish starving for air. “I, uh, I don’t⁠—”

      He leaned back against his seat before scrubbing his calloused palms down his face. “Jesus fucking Christ,” he swore. He shoved his fingers through his dark hair, still damp from his shower. “I’ll go to the bank tomorrow and get this shit sorted. And I’ll also be contacting your mother.” He pulled his phone out of his pocket and then lifted it to his ear. I was still stuck on three thousand dollars a month being deposited into a bank account for me by him. By the man I was pretty sure I was in love with. By a man who really had no reason at all to support me now that I was grown and he’d divorced my mother.

      Three fucking thousand.

      “Sentry?” He paused. I snapped my eyes to his at the mention of his just as hot older brother. I wasn’t close with Sentry, but he came around every once in a while. God, his gray hair and salt-and-pepper beard, which was always just a little longer than Rohan’s, was sinfully hot. He was in his fifties, but looked to be only in his forties. And his thick muscles… Shit, how many times had I thought of that man touching me? Of both of them touching me at the same time? Of both of them Daddying me?

      “Hey, I need to push back the time to meet at the cabin. Stormi is home, and I need to sort out her bank account.” He paused again. “It’s a long fucking story, brother.” He glanced at me, and a smile tilted his lips. My heart skipped a beat in my chest. “Actually, that’s not a bad idea. Hold on.” He moved his phone a little bit. “Sentry and I have plans to spend the weekend at the cabin. You remember it?” When I nodded, he continued, “You want to join us? Unwind for a bit?”

      I smiled, excitement filling my veins at the thought of being in a cabin alone with the two of them, and his own widened into a grin. My heart skipped a beat in my chest. “I wouldn’t be imposing?”

      “No,” he assured me.

      I nodded eagerly, unable to contain my excitement. “Then I definitely would love to go.”

      “She’s in, brother,” he told Sentry, smiling at me, a glint in his eyes I couldn’t quite put my finger on. “We’ll see you tomorrow afternoon. I’ll let you know when we hit the road.”

      He ended the call and then nodded his head toward my menu as the waitress came over to get our drink orders. “Figure out what you want to eat. Coke zero for a drink?” he asked.

      I nodded, my cheeks staining a little red. He remembered my preferred drink choice when eating out. It was something so small; I knew it was. But it felt so big. My own mother couldn’t even remember what I preferred to drink.

      And on top of that, he had invited me to spend the weekend with him and Sentry… the two men I’d been crushing on for a little over three years. The same men I’d fantasized about more times than I could count.

      Fuck, this weekend was going to be a test of my restraint. But it would be so worth it.
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