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Sophie Pearlman’s world seems to be falling down around her. When her mentor and the man she considered her father retired and left the business to his son, things started falling apart. Christian Farley had always had a thing for Sophie, she tried to politely reject him for years. When he took over his father’s business, he gave her an ultimatum, sleep with him or lose her job, she walked out the door. She refused and Chris upped the stakes threatening to sue her for the money his father had paid for her college education. Due to several errors in judgment, she finds herself stranded in the place that was supposed to be her refuge.

Jake, Justin, and John Hawkins were not only triplets, but also three of the hottest men she has ever seen. Circumstances force her to accept their hospitality and generous job offer. Watching their young niece gave her plenty of time to work on the disaster of a house her aunt left her. But someone keeps sabotaging the project.

Who wants her out of the town and why? Are the brothers what they really seem to be? Do they have an ulterior motive for helping her, or are they really interested in her? Has she made yet another error in judgement? Are the brothers what they appear to be?
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Chapter One
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“Uncle Justin,” the little girl called as she led Sophie into the house. 

Sophie stopped on the stoop. She was drenched, covered in mud, and didn’t want to enter a stranger’s house and make a mess. “No, honey. That’s okay. I’ll just stay here. You go find your uncle,” she said, wrapping her arms around herself.

She hadn’t realized how deep the water on the road was when she drove her little car into it. As she watched her canary-yellow car drift away in the water, she wondered if she had done the right thing in getting out of it. 

How was she supposed to know that what looked like a little water on the road could be knee-deep and would wash away her little car? She loved that car.

She prayed she wasn’t making another big mistake in coming to this place. When she received the notice that an aunt she didn’t even know had left her an extensive property with a house, it looked as if things were finally going to go her way for once. 

Leaving her job at the department store was the easiest thing she had done. Mr. Farley was nice, but his son, Christian, had started to become a problem. Well, if she were honest with herself, more than started—he was a problem.

Sophie had started working for Mr. Farley before she graduated high school, right after her mom left and her dad passed away. He saw something in her few people did and had helped her pay her way through college. When she graduated with a degree in business, he had given her a job working behind the scenes in the store. At one time, she had thought he was grooming her to take over the store. 

Christian had always had a thing for Sophie. He was several years older than her and married when she started working at the store. Not that that stopped him from coming on to a seventeen-year-old girl. She thought he would forget about her while she was away at college. No such luck. On her first day back at the store, he had been there waiting. 

“I’ve missed you, pretty lady.” He pulled her in for a hug that was more than friendly. “You know, Carol and I split up. I’m all yours now.”

Sophie had done her best to avoid him over the next several months, but he kept finding excuses to be where she was. When she worked late, he would show up with a meal or some other excuse to be with her.

When Mr. Farley announced that he was retiring and Chris was taking over the store, Sophie thought things might change. They did—for the worse.

Chris strolled into her office a few days after the announcement and gave her an ultimatum—sleep with him or lose her job. She quit the next day. She couldn’t tell Mr. Farley how his son had acted and knew that if she didn’t leave, Chris would keep pressuring her.

A few days after she quit the store, she got a notice from a lawyer. Chris was suing her to get the money his father had paid for her education. He claimed that she had breached a contract with his father. A few hours after she received the notice, Chris called and offered to make it all go away if she would just do what he wanted. 

Now here she was, standing on some stranger’s front porch, dripping and looking like something the dog would refuse to drag in. As soon as it had started, the rain had quit, and the sun had come out. Sophie had taken off her expensive Louboutin heels and was carrying them when the little girl had come running up to her.

“Well, hi. Where did you come from?” Sophie had asked. The girl looked to be about eight years old and had proudly announced she was “almost nine” when Sophie asked.

Taking her by the hand, Jakey had led her to this house. “It’s Jake, Jakey after my Uncle Jake,” she had told Sophie when Sophie told her it was an unusual name.

Sophie had followed the little girl up to the house, hoping her mother and father didn’t mind the little girl dragging her there. She really didn’t have a choice. It was the closest house to where her car had floated away, and she probably would have ended up there on her own.

Sophie stood there shivering, for several minutes before a man came to the door. He was tall, several inches taller than Sophie, and very good-looking—very good-looking. 

“Hi. Gosh, you’re soaked. Come in,” he said, opening the door and ushering her in. 

Sophie stepped into the house, still staring at the man. Maybe coming to this place was a good idea if this was what the men looked like. 

“Jackie, come in here,” he called for the little girl. 

She came running. “I told you, Uncle Justin. It’s Jaaakey, not Jackie,” the girl said, dragging out the a as she pronounced her name.

Justin placed his hand on her shoulder. “I’m sorry, Jakey. I forgot. You just changed it this morning. Yesterday it was Joney for Uncle John.”

“That’s ’cause I wasn’t mad at him yesterday.” She broke away from the hand on her shoulder and walked over to Sophie. She took Sophie’s hand again. “Come on. You have to see my room.” She pulled her toward a set of stairs.

Justin again put a restraining hand on Jackie’s shoulder. “Let’s get her dry first. Then, if she has the time, you can show her your room. After that, you and I will have a discussion about talking to strangers again. Go get me a couple of towels. She’s soaked.”

Jackie came running back with a couple of towels and handed them to her uncle. “Here. She’s not a stranger. She’s a lost, and since I found her, she’s mine. Finders, keepers. You can’t have her. I need a new mommy. She can be her.” Jackie flounced out of the room.

“I’m sorry about her.” The man handed one towel to Sophie. 

He took the other and started rubbing her arms with it before wrapping it around her shoulders. 

“Since my sister and her husbands were killed in a car accident, my brothers and I have had Jackie. She’s a little wild and a little lost. Come on in. I’ll find you something dry, and you can tell me how my niece found you and what happened. I’m Justin Hawkins.” 

The man took her hand and led her down the hall to a bathroom. 

“You can dry off in here, and I’ll see if I can’t find something of my sister’s for you to wear.”

“N-nice to m-meet you, Justin, I’m-m Sophia P-p-p-pearlman,” Sophie told him. Her teeth chattering so hard she could barely talk. The cold must have affected her hearing. She could have sworn he said husbands, but that couldn’t be right, she thought while drying off.

Justin went back to the room his sister and her husbands had used when they visited. Despite the fact that Sharon and her two husbands, Stan and Steve, were killed by a drunk driver more than six months ago, he and his brothers still hadn’t cleared their possessions. He sat on the bed for a minute and looked around. He was sure his sister wouldn’t have minded them loaning something to Sophie. She had been the kind of woman who would have given the shirt off her back to a stranger if she needed it. 

He saw Sharon’s robe hanging on the hook in the bathroom attached to the bedroom, grabbed it, and left the room quickly, closing the door behind him. He met Jackie in the hall. 

“What were you doing in Mommy’s room, Uncle Justin?”

“Just getting a robe for Sophie. Do you think your mommy would mind?” He squatted down to her level.

Dealing with the death of his sister had been hard enough, but taking on her eight-year-old daughter was a lot for him and his brothers to handle with all their other responsibilities. The last few months had been a learning experience for all of them.

“I like her, and Mommy would too. Can I take it to her?” Jackie grabbed the robe without waiting for an answer and ran for the bathroom door.

“Knock first, Jakey,” he called as she grabbed the handle and started to open the door.

“Here, it was Mommy’s. She said you could wear it, right, Uncle Justin?” 

“Well, not exactly, Jakey. You have to remember your mommy isn’t here anymore, but I don’t think she would mind if you let Sophie wear it until we get her clothes clean and dried.” Justin smiled down at the little girl.

“Thank you, Jakey.” Sophie took the robe and smiled gratefully at Justin.

Justin led Jackie from the bathroom, leaving Sophie to dry off and change. As he closed the door, he glanced over his shoulder. “Feel free to take a shower. There’s everything you should need in here. Jakey and I will make sure no one bothers you. Right, honey?” He said the last to the little girl as he took her hand, closed the door, and led her down the hall to the kitchen. “Let’s make some hot chocolate for you and your new friend. After she gets cleaned up, we will see if we can find something out about her.”

It had been hard for him and his brothers, moving Jackie into their place, and she was still adjusting. They were lucky his sister and her husbands had visited so often and Jackie was comfortable with them and their place. 

Justin and Jackie were in the kitchen making the hot chocolate and getting a plate of cookies when Jake, one of Justin’s brothers, walked in.

“Did you hear? There’s a car stuck under the bridge up on Blackhawk Road. Come on, Jakey.” Jake held out his hand. “I’ll take you so you can watch the excitement.”

“I bet I know who that car belongs to. Do you, Jakey?” Justin looked at the little girl.

“What did I miss?” Jake asked.

“We have a guest.” Jackie nodded and put her hand over her mouth as if it was a secret.

“Yeah, and I found her, so she’s mine!” Jackie crossed her arms over her chest.

Jake cocked an eyebrow. “She?”

Justin nodded, but before he could say more, Sophie walked out of the bathroom, rubbing a towel over her long raven hair. 

“Did you say a car, a little yellow sports car, by any chance?” She walked barefoot into the kitchen, holding her clothes over one arm.

Justin walked over to take the clothes from her. “I’ll put these in the washer. Jake, this is Sophie. Sophie...”

Jackie interrupted him, running over to Sophie and wrapping both arms around her legs. 

“Sophie is mine. Stop looking at her like that.” She pulled Sophie toward the table, glaring at her uncles.

Sophie glanced from Jake to Justin. Twins. They had to be twins. They looked so much alike. “Wow... there’re two of you... um...” Stop drooling, Sophie. You’ve seen men before. Down, girl. 

Jake walked up to Sophie, trying not to stare. In the few months Jackie had been living with them, she had brought lots of things home, but he was going to make sure she got a nice present for this find.

The way his brother was staring at Sophie, he was thinking the same thing Jake was. Mine—well, ours. 

He held his hand out to Sophie. “Hi, I’m Jake Hawkins, the good-looking brother. You’ll meet John, the ugly one, later. Justin, John, and I are paternal triplets. Justin is the oldest by five minutes, and John is the youngest.” 

Wow, three of them. If the “ugly” brother was as mouth-watering as these two, she was in big trouble.

Jackie was a big child for her age and almost pulled Sophie off her feet, trying to drag her to the table. Luckily, Justin came over and lifted Jackie away before she managed to pull Sophie over. “Relax, brat. Let her come and sit.”

Sophie smiled gratefully at Justin and pulled the robe tighter around her. It fit fairly well, but Sophie must have been a little fuller-figured than Justin’s sister had been. The robe gaped across her chest and hips, leaving a little more exposed than Sophie was comfortable with. 

“Uncle Justin, Jake, and John all came out of Grandma at the same time. That’s why they are... wait, it’s not twins... it’s twinlets? No, that’s not right. What’s the word, Uncle Jake? If they had come out a different time, they wouldn’t be, right?” Jackie looked at the adults when they started laughing.

Sophie looked up from where she was standing. Either she had shrunk or Jake and his brother were big men. Sophie wasn’t a small woman, a little shorter than average at five feet five inches, and full-figured. Both brothers towered over her, and with Jake standing in the doorway, his broad shoulders took up most of the space. He lifted Jackie up to sit on his hip, holding the child as if she weighed no more than a loaf of bread.

“You asked about the car. Yes, it was a little yellow thing. Yours, I suppose?” Jake pulled out the chair on the side of the table and sat with Jackie on his lap.

Sophie nodded and wrapped her hands around the cup of cocoa that Justin sat in front of her.

Standing against the counter, Justin looked at Sophie. “What happened?”

Sophie explained about the rain and how she drove through the water. “And here I am. What will they do with my car?” She wondered if she would be able to use it again. 

“Finish your hot chocolate, and we’ll go take a look. It will take a while for the water to go down, and then they will have to drag it out of the mud. I’ll find you something of Sharon’s to wear.” Justin pushed away from the counter and held a hand out to Jackie. “Let’s go see if your mama has something for Sophie to wear for a while.”

Sophie felt bad taking the clothes, but felt that she really didn’t have a choice. Her things were soaked, and it would take a while to wash and dry them. She really wanted to find out about her car.

Jackie handed her a pair of jeans and a button-down shirt. Sophie went to the bathroom and changed again. When she came out, Jackie was sitting on the floor holding a pair of tennis shoes and socks. 

“Uncle Jake said you would need these.” She handed Sophie the shoes.

Sophie sat on the floor beside her and put the shoes on. They fit pretty well. “I must be close to the same size your mother was,” Sophie said to the little girl. 

“Yeah. Mama had red hair, though, but she looked a little like you. I really miss her and my dads.”

Sophie sat with the child for a minute and didn’t say anything, just was there with her. Dads, the child had said. That couldn’t be right, hmm? Sophie didn’t get a chance to think more about it until later. After a few minutes, Jackie jumped up and grabbed Sophie by the hand. 

“Come on. Uncle Jake said to meet him out front. We’re going to take the bikes over to the bridge.”

Sophie followed Jackie out of the house and was surprised to see Jake and Justin straddling large motorcycles. Jackie let go of Sophie’s hand and ran to Justin. 

“Can I ride with you this time?” She grabbed for the helmet in Justin’s hand. 

Justin helped her with the helmet and got Jackie settled.

Jake looked at Sophie. “Guess you’re with me, darling. Come on over here, and I’ll help you.” He reached one arm toward her and motioned with his fingers.

Sophie had never ridden on the back of a bike before, but she had seen lots of people do it. How hard could it be? She walked over to Jake and took the helmet from his hands, letting him help her get it on correctly and secured. 

“Now put one hand on my shoulder, swing your leg over, and land behind me.” 

Sophie did as instructed. 

“Now put your hands around my waist and hold tight, darling.” 

Sophie grabbed on, and off they went. She couldn’t help but notice how nice and broad Jake’s back was, pressed against it like she was. Riding on the back of a motorcycle was her new favorite mode of transportation if it got her close to one of these men. 

It wasn’t very long before she could see several vehicles and even more people. It seemed as if most of the people around had come out to see what was going on.

“Anybody know whose car it is?” she heard someone ask when Jake stopped the bike and helped her off.

Sophie walked toward the crowd, watching the men drag her poor little car out of the muck and mud.

“Gonna cost a pretty penny to get that fixed,” someone else said.

Jake and Justin walked over to where she was standing and watching. “Do you have a place to have it towed to?” Justin asked, holding Jackie’s hand and pulling her along beside him.

“No, I drove out here from Lincoln today. I was supposed to meet the Realtor at my aunt’s place with a buyer. I probably missed them now.” She automatically looked down at her arm, forgetting that she had taken her watch off.

“Are you Edna Marks’s niece?” Jake asked, walking up on the other side of her. He exchanged a glance with Justin, but didn’t say anything more.

“Yeah. I didn’t know I even had an aunt until I got the notice she had left me the land. My dad never said anything about having a sister when we were growing up. I didn’t know anything about her. Did you know her?”
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