
  
    [image: A Lesson in Trust]
  


  
    
      A LESSON IN TRUST

      
        LESSONS OF THE APOCALYPSE

        BOOK 1

      

    

    
      
        YASMINE VAN HOVE

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2026 by Yasmine Van Hove

      All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

      This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters, and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or localities is entirely coincidental.

      Yasmine Van Hove asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.

      This book contains explicit sexual content, dark themes, and is intended for adult readers only.

      First edition

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Formatted with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENT WARNINGS

          

        

      

    

    
      So happy to see you here.

      Before we dive in, I want to keep you safe and happy. Should you need it, there is a content warning list on my website. I recommend you check the list for each book before you start, as the content gets progressively darker throughout the series.

      The darkness is contained by the plot, not the romance itself, but the story does contain topics that can be triggering for some readers.

      

      Please visit www.yasminevanhove.com for all info.

      

      Stay safe.
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      Trust.

      It's such an elusive little thing. It's not a necessary part of life, but even I can admit that it can make things a little easier.

      For example. Take the guy underneath me. If I had even a sliver of trust in him, I could simply enjoy his cock sinking deep into my body. Instead, I stay alert to my surroundings. I'd never let him put me on my back. Far too vulnerable of a position for my liking. If something happens, he'd be able to lock me in place. Not that he could be on top at this time, considering we are in the men's bathroom stall of a popular club. But he did try to fuck me from behind. I flat-out laughed at him for that one.

      "God, yes baby, ride my fat cock," he moans. I fight back an eye roll. God has no place in this cramped space. I'm trying to get my rocks off, not go to confession. Not to mention that he — by no meaning of the word — has a fat cock. Average at best, and even that is being generous.

      When he rubbed his dick on me while dancing, I thought he might have promise. But the guy is most definitely a shower and not a grower.

      I sigh in boredom — which he takes as a sigh of pleasure — and he starts thrusting wildly. No rhythm, no finesse. I don't bother bouncing up and down. There's no way I can keep time with him or get a shred of pleasure from this.

      I'll bet my last money on him cumming in a few⁠—

      And there he goes before I manage to finish the thought. He buries his face between my boobs, thrusting one more time and splashing his cum into the condom. Somewhere in there, I think he even groans a little, but like most men, he makes little to no sound.

      It's always struck me as odd that men hold in their moans. Is it not manly to make a noise? Aside from one ex—who shall not be named—I've never properly heard a single one when they came.

      I get up, letting his now spent dick slide from me. It slaps obscenely against his thigh, but he's too blissed out to react to it.

      "Thanks, Jeff," I say, no matter how unenjoyable that experience was. Locating my panties — which consist of a barely there thong and nothing else — I pull them on.

      "My name is Marc," he mutters.

      "Yeah, I don't care," I mutter as I wiggle my dress down my hips. Considering it's a skin-tight piece, it's a damn chore to get it over my sizeable ass.

      Opening the door to the stall, I continue my contemplations on trust.

      With the life I've lived, it's only become increasingly more difficult to bring myself to place trust in another person. Everyone I've ever confided in or depended on has let me down one way or another.

      For a foster kid, it's already so damn difficult to build these types of relationships. When life kept beating me down, my ability to trust was shattered, along with the capacity to build lasting relationships.

      "Wait!"

      Todd stumbles out of the stall. I ignore him, walking over to sinks under the watchful eye of several men.

      "Give me your number. I want to see you again," he pants. I glance at him through the mirror. Disgust fills me as I notice he didn't pull his pants up properly before stumbling after me. He's flashing the entire bathroom his cock. And if I don't want to see that shit, I highly doubt any of the men in here do.

      "No, thanks," I dismiss him. Several guys around us snicker, one of them muttering an amused, "Oof, harsh."

      "You don't have to be a damn bitch about it," he snaps at me, embarrassed by being rejected so publicly.

      "Look, Luke," I turn to face his bright red face with a blank look. "It's over. Let it go, darling. It was f⁠—"

      "That doesn't even remotely resemble my name!" he screams, cutting me off from attempting to let him down gently. When he steps forward to crowd me against the sinks, I refuse to follow the motion. It confuses him, which tells me he's used to intimidating women like this.

      I put my finger on his chest, tracing random patterns. "Come now, Wesley. No need to make this uncomfortable," I purr. For a second, he's fooled by my tone until he recognizes I got his name wrong again.

      "Marc! It's Marc!" he snarls, slapping my hand away from his chest.

      "Right, right," I say. Then I turn my back on him, already forgetting his name. He doesn't seem to realize I'm still keeping an eye on him in the mirror. I pull my bright red lipstick out from its hiding spot in my bra and begin fixing the mess he's made of it.

      This color pops so beautifully against my pale skin and blonde hair. It also makes the blue in my eyes stand out even more.

      "Let it go, man. She's obviously not interested," some other dude says as Bill seethes behind me. I can see retribution in his eyes, though he hasn't acted on it so far. His fists are balled at his sides, and his face is turning fifty shades between pink and purple.

      While I don't need the other guy's assistance, I suppose it's good to know there are still some decent men in this world willing to stand up for what they assume to be a defenseless woman.

      "You can't use me to get off like that and walk the fuck away like that, bitch," Mike seethes.

      "Ah, you must be feeling that sting of rejection most women feel when they get left in the stalls by scumbags like you," I drawl, still pretending not to pay him any attention. "And if it makes you feel better, I did not — in fact — get off. So you can put that argument to rest."

      "You fucking—" Finally, he lashes out.

      I twirl around on my high heels and sink into a crouch so his hand goes right over me. He clearly intended to grab a handful of hair, which would've hurt like a bitch.

      I'm about to punch him right in the dick when he's yanked away from me far faster than I thought possible. The dude who spoke up before intervenes before I can punch him by pulling him backward by his shirt.

      "Hey!" I yell, pissed that he's taking my chance of getting some of my aggression out after a lousy fuck.

      "Stay back, Princess," he yells gleefully.

      "Fuck you!" I scream, stalking over to where he's holding Bert against the bathroom stall. This new dude is fucking humongous, standing a head taller than me on five-inch heels. His broad, muscular shoulders bulge when he punches Max straight in the nose.

      "He's mine!" I snap, pulling on the new guy's arm, which is deliciously covered in tattoos. Of course, it's like attempting to move a six-ton boulder. Completely useless. So, I resort to desperate measures and dig my nails into his skin. Not even that makes him budge an inch toward where I want him. Breaking skin and making him bleed only seems to rile him up into beating Jack more.

      "That's adorable, Princess," he drawls as he looks at me. Jules slides down the door and passes out cold.

      "It's Sera, you fucking dimwit," I snap. "And he was mine!"

      A distinctly violent glint enters his eyes as he regards me. "I like Princess better." He stalks toward me with a predatory glint. Blood drips down his arm from where I pierced his skin with my nails. I take a step back, and another, and another.

      My back hits the sink, and I tightly grip hold of it to steady myself.

      Piercing green, slightly unhinged eyes keep me captive and make my breaths saw in and out. His black hair falls into his eyes from being pushed back. He uses his bloody hand to swipe it back up, using the blood to make it stay that way.

      He stops only when standing nose-to-nose with me, leaning over and taunting me with a little smirk. Fuck, he's so tall.

      "Little Princess," he murmurs, almost sweetly if it wasn't for the edge of violence in his voice. His fingers glide up my arm, leaving a trail of blood on my skin. Yet, I find myself shivering in pleasure at the surprisingly gentle touch. It's such a contradiction to the earlier violence that I'm not sure how to respond to it.

      I gasp when he grabs hold of my nape, forcing me to tilt exactly as he wants me. His lips slam down on mine, and I don't even pretend to hold back my purely sexual moan. He rumbles deep in his chest as he wraps his other arm around my back and pulls my body into his.

      Rock-hard muscle meets my softer curves. My breasts — which have always been on the bigger side — press against his chest. He doesn't bother being careful, as if he knows that would only infuriate me. For the first time in years, I feel utterly devoured. By a man who I literally only met seconds ago. With a single kiss, he has me closer to orgasm than Tom was while he was fucking me.

      It feels like hours later that he finally comes up for air, leaving me gasping wildly.

      "Hmm, delicious," he murmurs, wiping his thumb over my lip, then sticking it in his mouth.

      "See you around, Princess," he winks. Then he turns away and stalks out of the bathroom, but not without grabbing Dylan by the collar and dragging his unconscious ass out behind him.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            2

          

          
            AJAX

          

        

      

    

    
      I can still taste the pretty Princess on my lips as I drag the waste of space out of the bathroom. When I first followed them in there, it was with the intention to take him down without her noticing. Of course, that plan went to hell when he decided to attack her.

      While I'm sure she could've handled it just fine, I wasn't about to let her. That's what we exist for, whether she knows it yet or not.

      My dick twitches as I replay our encounter in my head. It was a damn struggle not to wind those pretty golden locks around my hand and keep her where I wanted her. But she's not fucking ready for us yet.

      If Az had any say in the matter — which he does, but I ignore him anyway — we wouldn't be within three miles of her. I'm so sick of waiting for him to come to his senses. She needs us. She needs us now.

      "Ajax, what the fuck did you do?"

      I grin viciously, knowing that exasperated voice almost as well as my own. The high of kicking the idiot's ass is still riding me hard, my need for bloodshed far from sated.

      "Brother!" I yell, throwing an arm around Kieran's shoulders. He rolls his eyes, already sick of my antics.

      What can I say? I'm the literal personification of War. Anyone who expects me to be anything but a little volatile is out of their mind. Being a fabled horseman of the apocalypse has its perks.

      "Who's this?" he asks, kicking out at the retard who hurt our girl.

      "Oh, no one important," I drawl. In an attempt to escape potential retribution from Azrael, I grin wide and continue dragging Marc behind me. No one is more surprised than I am that I can remember his name. He certainly offered it often enough to Sera to be memorable. Though, I care even less than she did.

      "War," Kieran snaps, making me wince at the use of my title. I duck my head and start running, hoping to disappear into the crowd. This is — unsurprisingly — completely impossible, considering I'm dragging a full-grown man behind me. Not to mention that I stick out above most people, as do all of my brothers. We're a tall bunch.

      I'm forced to stop in my tracks when Finnian appears in front of me, arms crossed and thunder on his face. Damnit. When the calm one gets angry, you better watch your back.

      What the fuck did you do? he asks in our mindlink. I don't know why they always think I'm up to something nefarious, but it's honestly unfair how often they throw that question at me. Admittedly, most of the time I am doing something I'm not supposed to, but that's totally beside the point. It's like they have no faith in me!

      I simply thought to teach someone a lesson who decided to attack a young woman! I attempt. It's not completely inaccurate!

      Since when do you care about a bit of bloodshed? Finn snaps.

      I do care! I say defensively. I totally care to kick the shit out of him if you'd just let me pass.

      That sounds more like me! I'm oddly proud of my deflection skills tonight. Usually, I fucking suck at shit like this.

      Of course, my shithead of a brother has to cock that little eyebrow of his that tells me how little he believes in my bullshit.

      But honestly, I think I totally would have gotten away with it if the furious little Princess hadn't chosen this exact moment to stalk out of the bathrooms and come at me like a Fury.

      "You fucking shithead! The least you can do is let me kick your ass if you're going to run away with the small-dicked asshole!" she screeches.

      Rage blots out my vision when I'm reminded of the fact she'd been fucking this guy. He'd have been better off had I forgotten that part permanently, but now he's going to get his balls and dick crushed on top of his face.

      "Princess!" I shout, turning on my heel theatrically. "Good to see you again, babe!"

      Tell me you didn't, Finn hisses in my mind, but he goes entirely ignored. I'm too busy relishing the beauty before me.

      She's so damn fuckable, with stunning curves and an air of royalty about her that makes her hard to ignore. Her long, golden hair falls in gentle waves to the curve of her ass. It's currently draped over her breasts in a way that only draws my attention to the beautiful globes that are begging for my touch.

      "My eyes are up here!" she snaps. I slowly, lazily drag my gaze back up. Of course, her face is just as stunning as the rest of her. A heart-shaped face with huge blue eyes, a cute button nose, and plump, kissable lips. I barely hold myself back from kissing her again. Her lingering flavor is vanishing, so maybe it's time I refresh it.

      Her dainty hand — adorned with far too little jewelry —  presses against my chest when I unconsciously take a step forward.

      "Yes, Sera," I purr, watching in satisfaction when her eyes grow heated and her skin flushes a pretty pink. She sputters a moment but catches herself quickly enough. I expect nothing less of our Princess.

      "Give him back," she demands, placing her hands on her delicious hips. Again, I get distracted. The images flash through my mind of grabbing hold of those hips while she rides my dick. I groan a little, swaying toward her before I can catch myself. This time, it's Kieran that stops me from getting closer.

      You're a fucking idiot, he bitches.

      That's a well-established fact, man. Not sure why you're surprised, I snort.

      His hand on my shoulder tightens painfully. He yanks me back harshly until he takes my place before Sera.

      "My apologies, miss," he croons, as if he doesn't know her name better than his own. "My brother can be a bit over-the-top at times. Is there anything I can help you with?"

      I watch gleefully as Sera's eyes grow saucer-wide as she takes Kieran in. As the horseman of Famine, one would expect him to be thin and pale. Kieran is neither of those. The dickhead is the picture of perfect health. He's an inch or two shorter than me but no less broad. He's all muscle, golden skin, and a stupidly pretty face that has women falling at his feet. When he smiles, they usually swoon a little. His unique eyes are another show stealer—one bright amber, the other a pale blue.

      Sera, however, does not swoon in the slightest. In fact, she's the first woman ever to glare at him in suspicion.

      "Brother, my ass. Give me back the prick he's dragging away, and I'll get out of your hair. He attacked me and I don't need a knight in shining armor to take out the trash for me," she snaps.

      Kieran is so thrown by her response that he simply stares at her. For several long seconds. At least until it clicks what she said.

      "He attacked you?" he asks in a dark tone. Just like me, he is now wrapped around her tiny finger in the first interaction we've ever had.

      "That is still beside the fucking point!" Sera yells, getting more annoyed the longer we stay in her way. Her anger turns back on me.

      "Give. Him. Back!"

      I pout, not willing to let go of the weakling. Not even for her.

      "I'll share?" I offer. She actually looks thoughtful at that proposal, sparking a bit of hope.

      "Fine, but I get to crush his fucking balls," she snips. I groan loudly, not bothering to hide my raging erection at her bloodthirsty response.

      "Let's go," I force out when the little shit starts to stir. I don't wait for either of them to respond. My strides are long and quick, which mildly worries me that Sera won't be able to follow. But when I look over my shoulder, I'm highly amused by the sight that greets me.

      Sera is ass up in the air over Kieran's shoulder as he follows me. She's viciously attacking him, attempting to kick him in the balls, and scratching up his back with her long nails. A shiver runs through me as I remember the feeling of those piercing my skin. I have to stop myself from turning around and asking for more since the original wounds are already healed.

      "Hold still!" Kieran snaps, spanking her ass. Ooohh, he's going to pay for that one. The big, bad, demonic horseman is going to get his ass kicked by the tiny Princess he's underestimating.

      "I can't believe I thought you were the decent one of you two," she snarls. I bark out a laugh, knowing for a fact there's nothing decent about Kieran.

      "And who the fuck are you?" she screams. I look back to see Finn following us out.

      "Finnian. Brother number three," he offers calmly. There's not much that can rile Pestilence. He's a quiet, deadly force that keeps going no matter what you throw at him.

      "For brothers, you three look nothing alike," she snips, which is a fair assessment. Finn especially stands out in his oddly colorless appearance. His hair is snow white, and his pupils are an eerie silver. The only reason they're detectable is because of the black limbal ring that separates the iris from the whites. Even his skin looks like porcelain, making him look almost fake. Yet, oddly enough, he doesn't look like a ghost, regardless of his coloring. He feels too alive for that. Always on the move, never entirely still, and always watchful.

      Our existence is nothing as simple as being born to parents.

      We were made.

      Made in the pits of hell for one single purpose.

      Seraphina Morningstar.

      She has yet to claim her power and heritage, as she has no fucking clue she's the devil's daughter. Nor does she know she's anything but human. A demon's power arises on their twenty-fifth birthday. Which, for Sera, means she will get the kick of a lifetime in two weeks' time. And that's the reason why my brothers and I are hanging around her. We weren't supposed to make contact until she emerged, but judging by the row of ducklings trudging out of the club, that plan is completely blown.

      We, as horsemen, have been alive for millennia. None of us remembers quite how long. We were created as her protectors. Her servants. Her everything. We're hers to do with as she pleases. We're also the strongest creatures to ever come out of hell—widely feared in the supernatural community as second only to Lucifer himself.

      While we've all rebelled against our predetermined destiny, we've since accepted it. And we've been waiting for her for a very long time. Our patience is dangerously thin.

      That fact is only emphasized by Kieran's glowing eyes.

      Your eyes, dumbass, I snap at him.

      Why the fuck do you think she's currently hanging over my shoulder, dickhead? he snarls back. His glare is one for the history books.

      I'll get it under control by the time we get outside, he says, a little milder.

      Luckily, humans can't see magic. Well, they can. But the dimwits have collectively decided magic doesn't exist, and therefore, their brains filter it out. Sera, with her demonic heritage, doesn't have the same ability.

      Speeding up, I continue leading the charge out of the club and into the filthy alley. Marc's head slams against more than one step and border on our way there, but I honestly can't be bothered to give a fuck.

      The door slams closed behind the four of us with a loud clatter. Silence takes over as the door shuts in the thumping music.

      "Put. Me. Down." Sera's voice is low and threatening, and I feel the instant need to bow down. It's jarring after millennia without so much as a nod at another person.

      Kieran rushes to comply with her demand as fast as possible, the light emanating from his eyes blinking out a split second before she turns her frosty glare on him.

      Without a word, she turns, stalks over to me, and grabs Marc by the collar.

      "Deal's off. You three can go fuck yourselves. Or each other for all the fucks I give," she hisses.

      I refuse to release him. I literally exist to protect her. No fucking way in hell, heaven, or earth am I going to leave her alone with this scumbag.

      "Not a chance, Princess," I reply. For a moment, I brace myself for her explosion. But then I remember she hasn't emerged yet.

      My cockiness costs me when she slams her high heel down right on top of the arch of my foot, followed by a knee straight into the balls.

      I fall to my knees like a fucking stone, groaning in pain and clutching my balls.

      On either side of her, my brothers start laughing their fucking ass off.
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      How the fuck did I get myself in this situation?

      The three God-like men around me confuse the shit out of me. The one in front of me should never have let me get a hit in, and the two beside me should be defending their brother rather than laughing at him.

      Not willing to stick around for them to realize that, I grab hold of Bob. He's still out cold, but judging by the extra bumps on his head, I'm no more careful with him than Mr. Tall, Dark, and Sinfully Sexy was.

      "Wait, wait!" he wheezes, reaching out a hand that I easily evade. His brothers are still too busy laughing to help him out. I keep my eyes firmly on the exit of the alley, though I do pause my escape. Why do I keep my eyes averted? Because if I get another glance at one of them, I might accidentally climb them like a fucking tree.

      It is so not fucking fair how beautiful these men are. Each of them is unique and powerfully built, not to mention tall enough to make me feel tiny. Which is an incredibly odd feeling for me, considering I'm not short in the slightest.

      I'm also still deeply sexually frustrated because of the pathetic ass I'm dragging away.

      "What?" I snap.

      "Just—" He coughs for a moment, then struggles to his feet and comes around. I should've fucking left earlier. His crooked smirk and apologetic eyes draw me in like a moth to a flame. It reminds me of the unstoppable force I felt for Him-who-must-not-be-named. And that jerk tossed me to the sharks when he left me behind without a backward fucking glance.

      "Kieran is not used to beautiful women disregarding him like you did, Princess⁠—"

      I cut off what he's going to say next with a growl that sounds more like an angry cat than human.

      "Do not call me that," I hiss angrily. I'll take anything to keep a barrier between me and them at this stage.

      "Okay! Okay, understood!" he replies quickly with raised hands. Seemingly out of habit, he goes to wipe his hair out of his face, but it's still stuck up with his own — now dried — blood.

      A soft touch on my shoulder draws my attention to the third, colorless brother. Finnian, I believe his name is. He's the picture of calm when he addresses me in the most soothing voice I've ever heard in my life.

      "Ajax didn't mean to upset you, Sera," he murmurs softly. The deep, melodic sound has me swaying toward him slightly, but I catch myself in time before any of them notice. But when he gently draws my hair back and starts braiding it, I freeze on the spot.

      "What—"

      He cuts me off with a soft shush that inexplicably makes me listen. Kieran and Ajax are watching him just as curiously as I am. When Will groans, Kieran kicks him unconscious again without even looking over. A snort escapes me at his careless action, which has him grinning at me.

      Dimples. Why the fuck does he have to be blessed with dimples?

      Against my better judgment, I get lost staring at him for far too long. It emboldens him, his grin growing deeper and more sensual. Fuck, I could get lost in those mismatched eyes. If I don't watch out, that's precisely what I will end up doing. Combined with his dark, carefully styled hair, he's almost irresistible.

      He takes a step closer, looming over me, much like Ajax did not too long ago. My breathing stutters in my chest yet again.

      I'm saved by Finnian wrapping a hair tie at the end of my braid, which still easily reaches the center of my back. He declares he's done, tossing the braid over my shoulder, almost into his brother's face.

      "Why did you do that?" Ajax questions, grabbing hold of the thick braid and playing with it. While his eyes are focused on Finnian, I have the distinct feeling the rest of his senses are focused entirely on me.

      Finnian's warmth steps in closer to my back, and it takes everything in me not to lean back. The choice is taken out of my hands when his hand lands on my hip, and he leans in to speak directly into my ear.

      "I didn't want her pretty golden locks to get dirty while she destroys the rat who's currently attempting to crawl away," he murmurs. Shivers run down my spine, a small, quiet moan falling from my lips when his breath tickles my skin.

      I am in so much fucking trouble with these men. It makes no damn sense. I don't get attracted to men like this. Sure, I like a good fuck, but it's never this visceral.

      His words sink in after a few seconds, and I whirl on Leo, who is indeed attempting to quietly get away from us. I'd been so absorbed in Finnian that I'd missed him slipping his leash.

      Ajax laughs wildly, which has Logan scrambling up to start running. In a move that is far too quick to follow accurately, Ajax is in front of him, tutting as if he's telling off a child.

      "Come now, Marc. You can't leave the party early!" he says joyfully. Is that his actual name? Or is Ajax joining in with my game of picking a random name and attaching it to the dude? I'm honestly proud of myself for never having used the same name twice, even in my head.

      Due to my distraction as I think about my game, I almost miss the fact that he's dragging the man back toward us, kicking and screaming.

      "I'm sorry! I will never go near her again!" he sobs, but Ajax is ruthless. He drops Terry at my feet and offers me a flourishing bow.

      "He's all yours, Princess," he grins. I glance over to Kieran, who's leaning against the wall with his foot kicked up. A beautiful reward awaits me in the form of forearm porn. Once again, I get distracted by the ridiculous beauty of these men as I watch him roll up the sleeves of his crisp white button-up.

      Ajax jumping up and down playfully eventually drags my attention back to the sobbing mess of a man at my feet.

      "Please, please, Sarah. I'm sorry!" he blubbers.

      Rage bubbles up, and I kick him in the face so fast that he never even sees it coming. My heel catches his cheek on the way down, slicing open his skin. How fucking dare he get my name wrong after throwing a fucking hissy fit about his own?

      "For a man who got so upset about a woman not remembering his name, you're not doing a great job yourself, mate," Ajax laughs, verbalizing what I'm far too angry to say.

      My anger only grows and grows, and I can't stop raining blows down on him, viciously kicking him where I know it hurts the most. I have to admit that I'm thankful that Finn braided my hair. It appears he's right that it does make this so much easier.

      After a little while, I run out of steam under the watchful eye of the three brothers. I'm breathing hard but still spitting mad. This piece of shit had every intention of treating me as I treated him. The only reason why he got pissed is because of his ego. I beat him to it, and he couldn't handle the rejection, so his reaction was to attempt to harm me. No doubt, if I was weaker and we had been alone in that bathroom, he would've taken what he wanted from me without my permission.

      There's only one way to deal with men like him.

      "Roll him on his back," I snap to no one in particular. To my surprise, Kieran jumps to do exactly as I ask, winking at me when he straightens up again.

      "You may want to turn around for this bit," I hiss, unsure why I'm offering them this courtesy. Very few men can stomach the thought of harm coming to their precious dicks, so I can only imagine what it will do to them to watch me do it.

      "Fuck no! This is the best part!" Ajax laughs gleefully.

      "Your choice," I mutter. Then I stomp on Coop's balls and dick with my very sharp high heels. I can feel one of his balls pop underneath my heel, while his dick most definitely did not survive the sole of my shoe. He screams, high-pitched and loudly, filling the alley with the sound of pure agony.

      "Oof, brutal," Kieran comments dryly. But when I look up at him, he has a look of open admiration on his face.

      "You three are the weirdest men I have ever met," I mutter, stepping away from the now unconscious asshole at my feet.

      I've always known I'm far too violent for most people to appreciate. In my almost twenty-five years on this green earth, I've been in more fights than most people get into in their entire lives. Some started by me, others started by people who simply couldn't stand the sight of me. Once people know I don't particularly shy away from things like a busted nut, they tend to run the other way. It made for a very unstable life in the foster system. Yet, once I was strong enough to fight back, it saved me from more than one man who wanted more than I was willing to give.

      Yet these three join me and watch me like I hung the moon.

      Ajax takes his turn with the worst fuck ever. However, he looks a little disappointed. When he's finished, he's breathing hard, and the man at his feet is barely recognizable as a man at all.

      The four of us make our way out of the alley, leaving Levi behind. Once we step into the halo of a streetlight, I get super fucking awkward.

      "Well," I mumble. "This was fun, but I should get going." I awkwardly wave with a nervous chuckle.

      Time to get out of here as fast as my bloodsplattered heels can take me. I've already spent enough time drooling over men that would no doubt be a great fuck but have the potential to hurt me as much as he did. No way will I make myself vulnerable like that ever again.

      All three of them react at once, reaching for me. But only Kieran says something.

      "Don't leave, please," he says almost pleadingly. "Why don't you let us buy you a drink?"

      "That's really not necessary," I laugh, walking backward and away from them. I almost trip over a rock, which has them lunging for me. They don't reach me before I straighten myself, but it puts them much closer again.

      "Come on, Beautiful. A drink won't hurt," Kieran tries again. At his side, Ajax is pouting, attempting — and almost succeeding — to draw me back with the sad look on his face. At his other end, Finn offers a soft, understanding smile.

      "You've clearly never been to a club as a woman, Kir," I mumble, the nickname slipping out before I can catch it.

      Their eyes darken dangerously, making me regret ever saying something in the first place.

      "What the hell is that supposed to mean?" Ajax growls dangerously. Despite his imposing figure and ridiculous muscles, he doesn't scare me. But when my eyes widen, and I take another step back, he takes it the wrong way. His shoulders bow, and his eyes look devastated.

      "Look," I say sharply, hoping to stop his sad look. "I appreciate the offer and the... assistance in the alley. I just don't do this," I say, waving a hand between the four of us.

      "And what do you suppose this is?" Finn asks. He speaks quietly, yet his voice reaches me without an issue.

      "I don't know," I say with a sigh, and before they can get any ideas on where this might go, I add, "And I don't care to find out either."

      With that final statement, I turn on my heel and walk off. Thankfully, they catch the hint, and I walk away without any of them following.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            4

          

          
            SERA

          

        

      

    

    
      A yawn stretches my jaw wide as I stand behind the counter of my barista job. It's not glamorous or high-paying, but I like it. My boss lets us have all the coffee we want, which, in my case, costs him a pretty penny. I also have some decent colleagues that I enjoy working with.

      One of which walks into the coffee shop just as I finish yawning.

      "Still not sleeping well?" Kat asks. Her dark skin gleams in the morning light, and her bouncy curls are as glorious as ever. I glare at her playfully, a smirk tugging at the corners of my lips. How dare she flaunt her preppiness in my face?

      "What's going on with you, Sera? It's been like a week since you've slept properly?" she asks worriedly as she wraps her apron around her waist. I sigh heavily, a slight flush heating up my cheeks.

      There's no way I can tell her what's going on. Ever since I met the three brothers a week ago, I've been assaulted with the most intense and vivid sex dreams each time I close my eyes. No matter what I do, I see the three of them as soon as I close my eyes. Sometimes together, sometimes alone, or only two of them. Once or twice my ex even snuck in there, shattering my illusion that I was over that asshole years ago.

      The dream where I had all four of them in my bed at the same time was the most earth-shattering pleasure I've ever felt. And it wasn't even fucking real. I'd woken up panting and covered in sweat, still halfway through an orgasm.

      Kat calling my name draws me out of my memories. For some damn reason, I can vividly remember each of those damn dreams as if they were real.

      "Damn. Whatever you're going through, I want a part in it!" she laughs. I'm only confused for a second until I realize I've been rubbing my thighs together.

      An awkward laugh falls from my lips. While I like Kat, we're not close enough to discuss this shit. Rather than engaging more, I turn toward the opening door.

      "What can I get for you?" I ask the customer with a fake smile. I've never been spectacular at this part of the job, but I'm good enough to manage.

      "The usual, please," a familiar voice says. I glance at him rather than the order screen, finding a regular client. He's a cute, young college kid who's been relentlessly but harmlessly flirting with me since he first entered the shop.

      "Hey there, Jake," I smile, entering his order of a plain black coffee in the system.

      "How are you, Beautiful?" he says, his smile widening when I roll my eyes.

      "I'm fine, how about you?" I reply dryly. As much as he's tried, I've never given him any indication this could possibly go anywhere. Not only is he several years younger than I am, he's in no way, shape, or form capable of handling my unhinged ass. And that's without considering my unwillingness to be in a relationship.

      "I'm sad," he answers, a fake pout taking over his face.

      "Oh?" I ask, knowing full well what's following.

      "The prettiest girl in the city is still refusing to let me take her out on a date!" he laments.

      "Ooh no!" I say, already focused on something else entirely. He goes on another one of his rants as to why I should give him a chance. But since I've heard it all before I tune him out.

      Instead, my attention gets caught on the hairband wrapped around my wrist. The same hairband that Finn wrapped around my braid a week ago. When I finally laid eyes on it the day after, I'd gotten the shock of my fucking life.

      This is no ordinary hairband. The sparkling flower adorning it proves that much. I've gone back and forth between believing it's real or not, unable to settle on a decision.

      The trinket has stunning gold pedals inlaid with a bunch of gems. And with a bunch, I mean a stupid amount of them. Every time the sun hits it, someone is at risk of being blinded by the glint it gives off.

      "Have you gotten it checked yet?" Kat asks suddenly. I look up, surprised to find her hovering close to me, staring at the hair tie. At some point, I unconsciously turned around, leaning my butt against the counter.

      Glancing back, I notice that Jake has moved into his usual spot, looking dejected. I didn't mean to ignore him, but I also can't give him what he wants. It's not a simple thing to navigate.

      "I haven't, no," I answer Kat.

      "Why?" she asks curiously. "I can tell it's killing you to find out."

      The bell on the door tinkles pleasantly as a customer walks in, but I ignore it for a moment. I'm not in a state where I can be as friendly as I should be.

      "There's no way it's real, Kat. I don't know. Part of me wants to keep the illusion real," I mutter to her. Her sharp intake of breath has me looking up at her.

      She's wide-eyed, staring over my head with shock. When she lets out a tiny little squeak, I actually get worried.

      Before I get a chance to look behind me, a second familiar voice speaks up. Though this time, it's an unexpected one.

      "Of course, it's real, Sera," Finn drawls, his breath tickling the shell of my ear.

      I don't turn, not wanting to break the dream I'm clearly in. There's no fucking way he's actually here. This place is on the other side of town from the club where I met them. This is just some trick of my mind conjuring one of them up in a place I wouldn't expect them in.

      He draws out my name, attempting to get me to turn.

      "Girl, if you don't turn around for that hunk of a man, I'll take him off your hands without blinking," Kat hisses. A wild and unexpected wave of jealousy and rage nearly has me lunging at her. But Finn's melodic voice stops me in my tracks.

      "I have no interest in any other woman. I'm here for Sera and no one else," he says coldly. I've never heard his voice sound that brutal. When he speaks to me, it's always soft and kind, but now, there's an edge of violence in it that shocks me. Kat flinches at the brutal shutdown.

      A few seconds later, I turn. He's even more beautiful in the light of day. The silver of his eyes seems to swirl around as he holds my stare.

      "Good morning, Seraphina," he murmurs softly. My eyes go wide at the sound of my full name.

      "How—"

      "Unimportant," he cuts me off. "Can I have a caramel latte and a green tea, please?"

      Almost in a daze, I enter the order. The silence between us is deafening, and our gazes never break. Not when I swipe his card, not as we wait, not as Kat slides the drinks over to him, and definitely not when he leans in closely.

      "Join me?" he asks, tilting his head at an open table. The question snaps me out of my stupor.

      "I'm working," I say so fast it sounds more like 'mworkn'.

      "I can do both until it gets too busy!" Kat rushes out like a mad
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