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Dedication

To those who prefer to laugh instead of cry, and those who need an escape. 

Content Warnings

Use and mentions of drugs, drinking, mentions of necrophilia, gore, war, sexually explicit scenes, and teen sex. 
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Chapter 1: Oh Brother, Brother, Where Art Thou, Oh Brother
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“Put that thing away! Put it! Away! Damnable! You are no brother of mine!”

“Now, Doxy,” Percy crooned, “is that any way to treat me? Your most beloved eldest brother?” He ran a hand along the length of the cage he coddled. His steps were steady toward his screaming sibling.

Doxy’s heart rabbited, and he thought he would burst from the inside out. His entire body shook, and a cold sweat erupted on his face. No matter how fast he moved around the drawing room, Percy became one step closer than the last time he looked. Was that thing in the cage getting bigger, too? The gods of fear needed to leave him alone. 

He climbed onto the back of a plush chair, reaching for the thick drapes that hung from the large picture window. He clung to them, wrapping all his limbs around them except the one holding his weight on the back of the chair. “Stay back!” 

“Come now, it’s only a little bitty squirrel. It’s even in a cage.” 

The way his brother talked to him made him feel like a toddler fighting his nap time. He narrowed his eyes, swallowing down the rabbit that tried to crawl up from his chest and into his throat. “That thing is enormous!”

Doxy gritted his teeth as Percy lifted the cage and peered into it as if the tiny crisscrossed wires weren’t easily seen through. He waited for the beast inside to unleash its fury. It was nice knowing his eldest brother while it lasted. 

Percy clicked his tongue, even tapping the door of the cage. 

His body lurched as if the cage had opened when the thing inside chittered and the fluffy tail twitched. He wanted to be out of this room. He glanced behind his brother. The beast lay between him and the only escape. “I’ll come home more often! I’ll polish your boots! I’ll take care of your horse! What do you want?!”

“Have Fedvich come here.” 

Doxy blinked and stared at his brother. Those bright green eyes didn’t shift, but they held steady. “What do you want with Fedvich?”

Percy sat the cage on the small table in front of the chair where Doxy perched precariously. “I need his expertise, but I don’t want to send a messenger and have word get out that I’ve hired him.” 

He swallowed hard, the fear still gripped him, but another emotion reared and overrode it. “Expertise in what, exactly? Wielding dual swords? Archery?”

“I need him as a Son of Gachent, Dox.” 

His brother’s cheeks were flushed, and the eyes strayed, looking at the floor. “Put it away,” Doxy heard his own voice come out like a frog’s croak. 

“Not until you promise.” 

“I fucking promise to get Fedvich to teach you how to fuck!” Doxy bellowed.

Percy chuckled, with a shake of his head. “I’m glad we’re the only ones home and our servants don’t gossip.” He picked up the cage and left the room. 

Doxy breathed finally. He eased himself back down into the chair, noting the wrinkles in the drapes. His mother would smack him for that later. He ran his hands through his hair. It had gotten longer, and the stuff was usually everywhere but where he wanted it. Today it was tickling his ears and falling right between his eyes to attack his nose. 

Why wasn't Percival able to ask him like a normal person?

Doxy covered his face, rubbing his brows and eyes, before his cheeks to calm himself down. He was fine. Everything was well. He didn’t get eaten. 

What was Percy going to do with Fedvich?

It was common knowledge that the Sons of Gachent instructed in carnal delights. Did Percy have a lady he was interested in and needed to make that much of an impression? Surely his brother wasn’t the type to deflower a lady without wedding her. Was he?

Silac was somewhat. Mattias knew the composition of cum, and that was all that mattered to the academic. Doxy shuddered, trying not to picture his brothers with partners. 

Fedvich kissing Percy entered his mind.

Doxy stood and paced the room. How many times did he have to tell himself there wasn’t a chance of Fedvich paying him any mind? How many times did he have to tame his heart when Fedvich teased him? Maybe he should hire Fedvich.

That would be the only way to get the redhead’s mouth on him. 

“Dox, I wa-”

“You cannot have him.” Doxy stared at Percy as Percy stared at him. What had come out of his mouth?

“I cannot have who?”

There was something in Percival’s tone, the way his eyes gleamed, and the way his body was too relaxed. The eldest was up to something. Doxy was in that something and he didn’t like it. 

Percy’s plans were never to his benefit, and always to his downfall. 

“Fedvich.” 

“He’s for hire, isn’t he?” Again, Percy’s usual absent-minded scratching at the patch on his thigh was too ordinary. He was trying far too hard. 

“Yes. He is. I think. He might not be. No, he isn’t.” Doxy’s words rushed out of his mouth as his brain came up with them. “He’s busy.”

“Busy with what? Too busy to get paid well?”

“He’s busy training me!”

Percy tilted his head back. “Training you for what? Archery? Double swords? Or is it one fleshy sword?”

There it was. Doxy walked right into whatever Percy wanted. That triumphant glow on his pale face set Doxy further on edge. If he wasn’t careful, his heart still might burst. Or break. “Archery.” Why was it so hot in the room?

“It’s about time you spent time with him. Although I had hoped for other training for you.” 

Doxy watched Percival’s smile travel from eyes to his lips. How was it he possessed the capacity to watch over every single one of his siblings and know their every need? Doxy didn’t even understand his own needs or wants. “You did all of this to get me to admit to having Fedvich train me?”

“No, I did all this to make you think about getting Fedvich to train you.” Percy lifted a shoulder and sat down. He readjusted his pant leg with a groan, tugging the fabric so it settled better on his thigh. 

Doxy pulled a small tin out of his pocket. “Harry said for you to try this.” He tossed it to his brother and sat across from him. 

“How is he treating our dear sister?” Percy demanded, unscrewing the tin and sniffing the balm inside. He made a face while muttering, “Why do all these things have to be so rank?”

“They don’t leave the room except to forage for food.” 

Percival laughed. “Well, he warned us that would happen.” He frowned, putting the lid back onto the tin. “I am glad that she found someone worthy, but to have the youngest married off first was not my plan.” 

Doxy rolled his eyes as he asked, “And what is your grand plan for all of us siblings?”

“For you to be happy, of course. I need one of you to give me an heir, for I doubt any woman would want to touch my disease.” 

“You don’t know that.” Doxy hated seeing Percy sell himself short. There was a woman out there, they just had to find her. If he had any chance with Fedvich, it might ruin him for anyone else. He imagined a future solely with Fedvich. But his brother needed an heir, too. 

He glanced up, watching Percy watch him. “What?”

“I do not mean for you to give me an heir, Dox.” 

“What? Do you read minds now?”

“No, you were pouting and you have a one-track mind.” 

“Well, forgive me for not being the grand strategist, Percival Pomm. You are the one who must have your own heir. The rest of us are too lowly in mind to have offspring to meet your standards.” 

“I’ll take Adeline’s firstborn. Half a brain from Harry is adequate.” 

Doxy rolled his eyes and murmured, “Yet again, I’m never going to be good as The Seven.”

“Of course you will. One day. Only not today.” 
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Chapter 2: Be a Tease, Will You, and Make Me Dream of You Again
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“This is odd.” 

Fedvich glanced up at Charn who sat across from him. The broad man was wiping his hands on an apron before discarding it on the table. “What is odd?”

“Where are your acolytes?” Charn asked, leaning both his elbows on the table and crossing his arms.

This part of the castle, the dining room in particular, was quiet at this time of day. The sun beamed its bright rays through the tall, open windows. A light breeze carried the hint of songbirds among the trees surrounding the estate. Charn’s curls stirred, unsettling from their previous raucous charm to another. 

Fedvich remembered when the man’s voice empowered them all, and the moment he’d all but died. Charn didn’t think his life worthy without his voice. Fedvich knew otherwise.

“I wanted to spend time with the best of us.” Fedvich made sure not to drip too much sex appeal into his voice. Charn was fast to leave with heavy teasing. 

“Then you should have sat in the kitchen.”

“I dare not. Seeing you in your element is too much for me to bear.” 

He kept Charn’s gaze. Charn’s lips twisted, and he sat back in his chair. “With Harrick balls deep and Regus gone to do the same, you’re lost, aren’t you?”

“I wouldn’t mind letting you do-”

Charn rolled his eyes, his voice dropped from a high pitch to a harsh whisper after he swallowed. “While you may be hard pressed, I don’t need sex every time I drop my pants.” 

Fedvich chuckled and stated, “I cannot wait for the day when you fall in love.” He meant it with his entire being. The big bear across from him needed something to cradle in those arms. 

“If it happens,” his voice rose in pitch again, “I doubt I’ll be as lucky to have someone keep me that long in bed.” 

His heart ached for the deep baritone, and the way Charn’s voice warbled now. He was about to say something that would make the other man happy when Doxy strode in. The pup-like man walked stiffly, and his set jaw somehow made the rounded cheeks puff with his slight pout. His heart ached in an entirely different way when Doxy stood over him.

“Well, hello,” Fedvich said noting how close Doxy was. He peered up at the other man. 

“Hello. Hey. I-” Doxy false started several more times before he took in a deep breath, and the dispersal made his cheeks puff out more. 

“Yes, he wants to eat you, so your nervousness is making him want you more.” Charn said, his bright blue eyes flicking back and forth between the two. 

Fedvich’s grin crept out as Doxy’s precious face grew red. “I hardly want him any more than I always have.”

Doxy squeezed his eyes shut as his hands fisted at his sides. “My brother, Percival, wishes to purchase your... services.” That last word was ground out between his teeth.

“Oh?” He hoped Percy was purchasing his services for his little brother and not for himself. 

“I told him you were busy. So busy. But I think he might need you. Cause you make others feel better about themselves. And Percy needs that. He, in fact, does. And if you are acquainted with any ladies who wouldn't mind... mind a... few physical flaws. Not that he can’t perform. He just has this thing that we don’t like to talk about-”

“Give him a second and he will tell you everything he remembers from childhood to now.” Charn whispered, leaning across the table toward Fedvich and propping his chin up on his palm.

“-but it might turn off some ladies or be rather difficult to find pleasure with that certain flaw rubbing the way it would. If you know anyone and you might introduce them, that would be grand and something that I would prefer you to do instead of fuck my brother.” 

Fedvich stared at Doxy, expecting the rambling to go on once the man caught his breath. He glanced at Charn and saw the same gleam in his eyes. Fedvich turned his attention back to his desire to ask, “Does your brother prefer me to be more feminine or as I am?”

Doxy’s face turned a darker shade of red as his eyes widened. “I don’t know that! I think he would like you as you are because as you are is perfect and you’re very aware of that. Everyone knows it. Percy has made comments here and there about some women and men that we’ve met and seen, but he’s never dated, not that I recall. He has this calmness about him; I think several people mistake for indifference or something, or that’s what our mother thinks. I heard her talking to Father about us one day. But I’m going to get to the point. If you think that there is another Son of Gachent nearby that’s as good or as pretty as you are and would treat Percy well, please let my brother hire him instead. I think that would be much better for me. For Percy. Percy is the important one here. Not me. I didn’t say that. I have said nothing. Disregard everything!”

Charn was making the table shake with silent laughter, and it proved to maximize the difficulty of keeping his own amusement locked away. There was another emotion he was wrestling with as well. Hope. Doxy didn’t want him to touch Percival. Why? Was Doxy jealous? Or did he think it would be embarrassing for him to see the issue Percy had? Or did Doxy feel as though it would grow an awkwardness between them?

Please, for all the gods and their mercy, let it be jealousy.

He took too long to say something.

“Please?” Doxy pleaded with his eyes. “Do you think you can do that?”

“Do what, exactly? Serve your brother? Find someone else to serve your brother? Or forget this entire conversation and do something else that you’re thinking of?”

“All of it! Except serve him!”

Fedvich shot a glare at Charn as his laughter was turning into sounds. He then stood, leaning over Doxy as the other man took a step back. His fingertips pressed against the smooth surface of the table on either side of Doxy’s narrow hips, boxing him in. He leaned in close, tilting his head. He had the ability to kiss Doxy with a simple dip of his chin. “And what is that something else you want me to do?”

“Um... Ah... I-” Doxy stammered, his dark eyes darting from Fedvich’s forehead, lips, chin, to eyes, to repeat the pattern. 

“Shall I help you with some words again?” Fedvich dropped his voice to the one that made his partner’s toes curl as he said, “I want you, Fedvich, to sate my every need from this night forward.”

Doxy’s breathy laugh feathered over his neck.

“Or do you want to say... Take me now?”

Again, Doxy laughed while getting redder in the face and fidgeting all over. 

Fedvich grunted when Doxy shouldered him out of the way. He steadied himself, watching the man back away, all the while stumbling over half words, sweating, and moving his hands about as if he were trying to mold the air into something to stick between the two of them. He shook his head when Doxy bolted out of the door. 

“I’m with you. I can’t tell if he’s just awkward and wants you so desperately he doesn’t know what to do, or if he hates you.” Charn leaned back in his chair, rubbing the stubble on his chin with thick fingers. "Maybe you can jump him and see if he gets as hard as you do?"

Fedvich snorted, regarding Charn with raised eyebrows. “That’s the best you can come up with?”

Charn lifted a shoulder as he admitted, “You’re the expert, what do you expect from me?” 

“Just fuck me already, Charnchileah.” 

Charn grinned and stood to mimic Doxy’s shuffling escape. “I like this side of you. There’s someone who is not falling on your dick and you’re frustrated. Just like the rest of us.” 
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Chapter 3: I Coulda Had a Family by Now with as Much Seed as I’ve Spilled Because of You
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Doxy understood he was making a lot of noise, but he couldn’t help it. Not today. Not after what Fedvich had just done to him. At this time of day, he was living on the edge. It would soon be time for dinner, and the house would welcome the usual men into the dining hall. 

He thanked the gods he had rooms both in the barracks and in the castle, for once. Even if his rooms in the house were next to Regus’ and it made him as nervous as a god with only one worshiper. Or finding it impossible to rest because of how loud his lord and lady were. He didn’t need to think of that.

He moaned, picturing Fedvich leaning over him again, but this time naked. It was Fedvich’s hand riding his hard cock, not his own. Fedvich’s breath mingled with his to make all this noise in his bathing chamber, and the redhead moaned with him. 

“Gods.” Doxy pumped harder, rubbing out the tension, the explosion right under the surface. Until it wasn’t, until his hips jerked as his body trembled and he released with a long, low groan. 

He panted, falling back to lean against the wall. He hadn’t even made it to the bath yet, but he’d at least gotten naked in time. All that occupied his thoughts was Fedvich teasing him.

What he wouldn’t give to experience how Fedvich felt inside him. What he sounded like when he orgasmed. Gods, what did Fedvich’s kiss taste like?

He needed to get out again. Even though he’d just gotten back earlier today, too. Eating in the same room with the sex god would be torturous. He might do something abnormal, like he always did! Or worse... force himself on Fedvich.

Doxy washed himself off and redressed. He called for his horse as he approached the front doors. He froze when he heard the dining-room door open behind and to the right of him. 

“Dinner is soon, Doxy Pomm, you need to eat.” 

That smooth voice washed over him and, as good as, negated the release he’d accomplished in his room. He looked over his shoulder, not trusting himself at all. There he was, all lean and gorgeous with that casual, warm smile brightening his already immaculate face. “I forgot Mother wanted me for dinner.” 

“Oh? Then relay to your brother that I will meet him tomorrow to discuss our arrangement.” 

“No!” Doxy caught himself, but not before the word echoed in the foyer between them. “I mean... I will tell him.” He escaped his torture and ran to his horse. He made the beast gallop out of the dusk-lit grounds and toward his former home until he had a pang of guilt. “Easy Starglow,” he crooned as he reached down and patted his horse’s neck, letting the beast slow down on his own. 

Adeline had named his horse. She named all the horses belonging to the Pomms. That was a good thought to have. He needed to keep his mind away from Fedvich, that was all. Easy.

He watched the forest give way to farmland, then farmland to the city. He rode through the capital on the main road. The Pomm estate held two homes, one within the confines of the city, and the other was two miles outside the city proper. The city shops gave way to middle-class homes, then to farms, and then to a scattering of trees. A forest surrounded their larger home, and he was trotting through it before his thoughts betrayed him. 

Fedvich would ride down this same lane tomorrow. To fuck his brother. Doxy groaned, slouching more in his saddle as Starglow plodded along. 

He had to come up with a way to convince Percy not to have Fedvich. At least not first. Percy had everything first. It was time Doxy got what he wanted. 

With a renewed goal, he looked up. His mother stood above the steps, smiling as she waited for him. Comfort washed over him, even as he realized he was about to get smacked for the curtains. He got off his horse at the foot of the stairs. He waited for the boy to take Starglow away before striding up to his mother.

“Just the son I wanted to see.” She said, keeping her grin as she reached for him.

He took his mother’s hand in his. “I admit that I damaged the curtains. I’m sorry.” 

The Viscountess paused, her head tilting to the left and back. “What about which curtains?”

Was he incapable of doing anything correctly today? He swallowed, watching his mother’s eyes narrow. “It’s Percy’s fault!”

Her lips pursed as she sighed through her nose. “If it is your brother’s fault, why did you apologize without prodding?”

She had him there. He tried another tactic, stammering a series of random ideas as they came to his mind. It was a long while before his mother held up a hand to shush him. 

She tugged him along behind her, gliding inside and leading him to the very drawing room said curtains were. Once she opened the door for them and swept in, her gaze shot to the crumpled drapes. “Oh, those curtains.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” Doxy stood in the doorway and waited for the fan to be pulled out of thin air and land on his cheek. 

When it didn’t, he looked up and met his mother’s gaze.

“Since you have already apologized, I suppose I shouldn’t punish you.” She motioned for him to enter as she said thinly, “Sit, son.” 

“Yes, Mother.” He rushed in, sitting across from her favorite elegant chair. He sat up straight and placed his hands flat on his thighs, as his mother had taught him. 

“Percival tells me you are in love.”

Doxy blinked. He blinked again to make her words make sense. Where had Percy gotten the balls to tell their mother that? Was he in love?

The gods mocked him.

If Percy believed it to be true, it must be. 

“Care to tell me about your interest?”

He met his mother’s dark gaze and swallowed to make the fluttering and rolling sensation in his stomach and chest stop. “I uh... what exactly did Percy say?”

“That I should ask you.” The Viscountess parried, the corners of her lips curling.

“Right. Of course, he said that. You two are always in each other’s pockets.” Doxy stood, sat back down, then stood again. He took a step away, only to return to his seat. He had to do something. Whatever was running around inside him was going to swallow him whole. 

“Doxy, my little pup, take a breath.” His mother’s voice was soft, and her touch gentle when she took his hand.

He did as he was told, but couldn’t bring himself to meet her gaze. If he looked at his mother, she would read everything off his face and already know his secrets. Down to the very last freckle. Not that he had freckles. Did Fedvich?

“Mother, I realize you want a certain... partner for me.” 

“I want you to be happy!” The Viscountess interrupted before adding calmly, “That is all I want for all my sons. And Addy.” 

She always added Adeline in as an afterthought. It wasn’t out of malice, it was just Addy was one of
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