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  Content Warnings


Your mental health is my absolute top priority and as such, here are some possible content warnings I'd like you to be aware of: 
	Blood/gore

	Graphic content

	Violence

	Murder

	Use of a knife and gun

	Kidnapping

	Drugging

	Non-consensual tracker implantation

	Intimidation

	Stalking

	Death of someone close










  
  Chapter 1

Laycie


Staring at Kate’s familiar face in the box, I’m frozen in place. My heart is racing, and my hands are sweating; black dots are floating around my vision. Why would he send me this? Is this a threat? Some dark promise that I never asked for and don’t want?
My breathing quickens, and I jump when a hand lands on my shoulder. “It’s just me, Cariña. You are safe. We’ve conducted a security sweep and found no trace of any living thing, except for animals. That box must have been delivered before we arrived. I am so sorry that this happened.” 
Jaysen presses a kiss to my head, pulling me into his arms, and turning my head away from the box. The urge to watch the box is overwhelming. The unsettling fear that the open eyes are going to blink back to life at any moment, trapping my mind in a casket of fear. Kate and I used to be so close, but now I’m staring at her severed head, gifted to me in a box by the man she sold me to against my will. 
Jaysen rubs my back lightly, his other arm wrapped tightly around me, and I let myself get lost in his comfort. The world fades as he holds me, his heartbeat a calming lullaby for my fear, and his hard chest is warm. 
“Cariña, if I could make you one promise for the rest of our lives, it’s that I will love you and keep you safe until the last breath leaves my lungs. You mean more to me than anything else in this world, and I would rather incinerate this floating ball of rocks than let another finger be laid on you that doesn’t belong to me, Axton, or Damien. Do you understand me?” 
Jaysen tilts my face up, his eyes searching mine, a silent but desperate plea that I believe him. I nod because I do. I trust him, Axton, and Damien, far more than I could have ever imagined. My world has slowly tilted on its axis until it began to revolve around them, and I wouldn’t straighten it if ever given the chance. 
Something shifts within him, his eyes brightening, and his smile widens. My heart swells at the sight, and heat pools between my legs. 
“Let me take your mind off of everything, Cariña,” Jaysen whispers as he scoops me from my feet and carries me to the next bedroom, placing me gently on the edge of the soft bed. 
I kick my sandals off, the heat in my stomach a smoldering flame, waiting to burst out of me. Sliding my pants and underwear down my legs, he kisses every inch of exposed skin as he moves lower, pulling them off and tossing them aside. He places his soft, warm hands on my thighs and slides them down slowly, leaving goosebumps in his wake until he reaches my knees and pulls them apart. 
He runs two fingers through my folds and presses them into my entrance, his eyes holding me steady in their gaze. Warmth coats my skin as a third finger joins the first two, and he slowly thrusts them into me. Jaysen’s head dips between my thighs, and his tongue finds my clit, causing my body to jolt as if I’ve been electrocuted. 
Grinding my hips so that his mouth is as close as possible, the pace never slows as he continues pumping his fingers, increasing the tempo like he’s conducting a sacred orchestra, and my moans are the orchestra. My body coils around him, and I know I’m close to the edge. Jaysen nibbles on my clit, and I scream, my body convulsing as I ride the waves of my orgasm. He replaces his fingers with his mouth as he licks up every ounce of my pleasure. 
“You are fucking delicious, Cariña. I’d stay here tasting you all evening, but we have plans tonight with my brothers, and the last thing we both want is them to cut off my dick because we missed it,” Jaysen laughs, picking up my discarded clothing and handing them to me. 
I stand from the bed, stilling as my wobbly legs steady and make my way to the bathroom to wash up. Jaysen’s eyes burn into me the entirety of the short walk, and I feel myself grow wet again. Fucking vagina could water a whole ass country around these damn men. 
I take my time washing myself with a rag and dressing. I desperately need a shower, but this will have to do for now. Opening the door, I find Jaysen posted against the wall, a smirk on his sexy face. 
“Took you long enough, my brothers have already texted me twice with a shit ton of texts, but I predict you rather enjoy that, don’t you?” 
I can’t help but laugh at how well he knows me.
“It could be fun to see them try to torture you. Blood can be pretty sexy, especially if it’s spilled because you’re fighting over me.” 
Jaysen pushes off the wall and leans in close, his lips pressed to my ear, sending a chill down my spine straight to my pussy. 
“Very funny, Cariña. As you know, we happen to enjoy sharing you,” he says, a low growl in his voice making my stomach do somersaults. Fuck. These men are going to be the death of me. 






  
  Chapter 2

Axton


Laycie and Jaysen enter the patio looking like they’ve been getting lost in each other, and I can’t help the jealousy that surges within me. I don’t mind sharing her, but it seems like I don’t have nearly as much time with her as my brothers, when I want nothing more than to be buried so fucking deep in her that I have to be surgically removed. 
“You’re late,” I grumble, knowing it was Laycie who took her sweet time since Jaysen texted me that she was being a brat. Seems like we may need to teach our love a special fucking lesson about keeping us waiting. 
“Mi Tesoro, I am glad you’re here. Axton was ready to send a hitman after Jaysen for taking so long with me. He’s a selfish man, but so am I, and I missed you,” Damien says, kissing Laycie’s cheek and pulling her close. 
Her giggle fills the air, and I can’t help but smile at the sound I love so much. There was a time I never thought I’d get to spend my life with her, doomed to love her from afar as the years passed at the club. Fate has other plans, and I’m glad I get to have her, even if I don’t get nearly enough time with her. The first thing I’m going to do when this fuckass benefactor is found is carve him like a fucking turkey and then show her just how much I fucking love her. 
I clear my throat, nodding to my brothers as I pull out a chair for Laycie. She steps toward me, standing on her tiptoes, and presses a kiss to my cheek. Her soft lips feel like heavenly silk against my rough skin, and I scoot her chair up as she sits, missing her touch already. 
My brothers and I took turns staying with her so that we could decorate the patio with candles and flowers, hoping to put a smile on her beautiful face. 
“What’s all of this for?” Laycie asks, looking around the patio with wide eyes as she takes everything in. 
“Do we need a reason to treat you like the special woman you are,  Luciérnaga?” I ask, as my brothers and I take our seats around her. 
“No, not at all. I’m just surprised with everything going on right now.” 
I study her face, the worry lingering in her eyes sends a jolt of pain straight to my heart. How in the fuck have we let so much happen? It’s our job to protect her, and we’ve failed time and time again. Well, no more. This shit ends now. 
“Hand me your phone, Luciérnaga.” 
I hold my hand out, and she gingerly takes it from her pocket and places it in my hands, her confusion evident by the cute tilt of her head. 
Quickly, I download the security app my brothers and I created, Locke It Up, and sign in using an account we created for Laycie. Lifting the phone so that she can see, I point out the different features, including the options to lock and unlock the gates, control the flood lights, adjust the view of the cameras, and the audio recording portion for all the cameras. The awe on her face is enough to make me swell with pride. 
“This is incredible. The three of you created this? There are so many things it can do. Are you all sure it’s okay for me to have access?” 
“Of course, Mi Tesoro. This is your island just as much as it is ours, and we want you to feel safe and protected,” Damien answers, reaching over to rub her arm. 
Unshed tears glisten in her eyes as she looks at each of us. 
“I never expected to love being kidnapped by the three of you. I mean, hello hotness, but I couldn’t have imagined it would turn into this. Thank you.” 
My brothers and I laugh, the memory of throwing her over my shoulder playing in my mind like an old video, the start of more than we could have dreamed. She is perfect for us, and she is ours. She was ours long before she knew, and we will never let her go. 
The food arrives, and we make quick work of eating. The Garlic Parmesan Spinach Chicken is mouth-watering, the scent alone is enough to make any human salivate. When we are finished, the staff takes away our dishes, and Damien takes Laycie for the evening, though I wish it could be me. Sometimes being the leader is exhausting, but tonight, I have to meet with the new head of security and make sure everything is in place. I received some information on the benefactor earlier today and have been waiting for my sources to confirm its accuracy. 
This could be what we need to finally end this nightmare so that we can give our girl the life she deserves, and while our lives will never be safe like the average person, at least we won’t have this bastard lurking in the shadows focused on our girl. 
Unlocking the bungalow behind the main home, I power up the servers and wait for everything to come online. The make-shift command center is small but powerful and has a view of every single camera and heat sensor on the island. It isn’t long before I get the notification that the jet has arrived with the new head of security, and the security feed comes alive with his movements. 
Jackson looks just as he did in our special forces days, but he now carries an undertone of death. He took on the job of a professional hitman after being kicked out for excessive force against a corrupt politician who was trafficking children. I bought him a beer the same night and connected him with







