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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

      A card. How weird.

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

      
        
        Stormi,

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

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

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

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

        Mom

      

      

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

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

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

      God, why was she so heartless?

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

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

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

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

      “Uh, hi,” I murmured, feeling a
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