
    
      Pampered By Her Three Powerhouse Brothers

      A Hidden Heiress & Protective Brothers Romance

      by Anthony James

    

  Copyright
ISBN: 978-1-997354-51-2

Copyright © 2026 by Anthony James.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Published by Anthony James.

Prologue
The high collar of my blouse felt like a physical weight against the hives blooming across my neck. I kept my hands folded on the defense table, my fingers interlaced so tightly my knuckles turned white. Across the aisle, Marcus Thorne sat in the front row of the gallery, his expression a perfect mask of practiced disappointment. To the judge and the jury, he was the grieving mentor, the man who had taken an orphan into his company only to have her steal twelve million dollars from his accounts.

I looked at the digital clock on the wall. It was 2:14 PM. In less than an hour, the judge would likely remand me into custody. The evidence was absolute. It was also fabricated. Every log, every transfer, and every encrypted signature pointed directly to my workstation. Marcus had spent three years teaching me the architecture of his firm, only to use that knowledge to build my gallows.

The prosecutor stood up, smoothing his suit jacket. He didn't look at me. To him, I was a statistical certainty, a data analyst who got greedy. He began to speak about trust and the sanctity of corporate ethics. His voice was a steady drone that filled the silent courtroom. I focused on the way the light reflected off his wedding ring, trying to stay anchored in the room.

A heavy thud echoed from the back of the courtroom. The double doors didn't just open; they hit the walls with enough force to make the bailiff reach for his belt. The prosecutor stopped mid-sentence. I turned my head, my neck stiff and stinging.

Three men walked down the center aisle. They didn't look like lawyers. They didn't look like spectators. They moved with a synchronized, predatory stillness that silenced the entire room. The man in the lead wore a charcoal suit that looked more expensive than the courtroom itself. His face was a map of hard angles and old scars. He didn't look at the judge. He looked at me.

"Who are you?" Judge Miller demanded, banging his gavel. "This is a closed proceeding. Sit down or be removed."

The man in the lead stopped at the bar. He placed a single leather folder on the wood. He didn't raise his voice, but it carried to every corner of the room. "My name is Silas Valerius. We are here for our sister."

A murmur broke out in the gallery. I saw Marcus Thorne stand up, his face losing its composure for the first time in three years. He recognized that name. Everyone in this city recognized the Valerius name. They weren't just wealthy; they were the foundation of the state's private infrastructure. They were the people the police called when they didn't want a record of the call.

"The defendant is Elara Vance," the prosecutor stammered, looking between the folder and the three men. "She has no living relatives. Her records are clear."

"Your records are wrong," the second man said. He was younger, with the kind of symmetry in his face that belonged on a billboard. He stepped forward, his eyes scanning the room with a look of pure boredom that felt more threatening than anger. "I’m Julian. I’ve spent the last six hours ensuring the media knows exactly what Marcus Thorne did to our sister. The press release went out ten minutes ago. Your firm’s stock is currently in a freefall, Marcus."

Marcus reached for his phone, his hands shaking. He didn't look like a mentor anymore. He looked like a man who had just realized the floor was gone.

The third man, the youngest with messy blonde hair and a dark hoodie under a designer jacket, didn't stay behind the bar. He vaulted over it. The bailiff stepped forward, but the man—Caspian—held up a tablet. "Don't. I've already bypassed the court's local server. I'm currently deleting every piece of fabricated evidence the prosecution submitted. It's gone. In thirty seconds, the state’s case will be a collection of blank files."

I couldn't breathe. I pressed my back against the chair, my silver-grey eyes wide. Twenty years. It had been twenty years since I was taken from a playground in the middle of the afternoon. I remembered the heat of the pavement and the smell of exhaust. I remembered the way the world had simply swallowed me whole.

Silas opened the gate and walked toward me. He ignored the judge’s frantic gaveling and the prosecutor’s protests. He stopped a foot away from my chair. He was taller than I expected, a mountain of shadow and expensive wool. He looked down at me, and for a second, the hardness in his face fractured.

"Elara," he said. His voice was lower now, meant only for me. "We've been looking for you since the day you went missing. We are never letting you go again."

I looked past him to the back of the room. Standing in the shadows of the exit was another man. He wasn't with the brothers. He was leaned against the wall, his arms crossed, watching the chaos with cold blue eyes. Soren Sterling. The Valerius family's greatest rival. He met my gaze and offered a sharp, singular nod. He wasn't here to save me. He was here to see what I would do now that the cage was open.

Silas reached out, his hand hovering near my shoulder, hesitant to touch me. I looked at his scarred knuckles and then at the door. The life I had built as Elara Vance was dead. The woman sitting in this chair was a ghost, a scapegoat, a victim. But the men standing around me were offering me a name that came with fire and blood.

"Come home," Silas said.

I stood up. I didn't look at Marcus Thorne as I walked out of the courtroom. I didn't look at the judge. I followed my brothers into a world of glass and steel, knowing that I wasn't just being rescued. I was being reclaimed.

1. The Scapegoat at the Mercy of the Court
The prosecutor laid the final document on the wooden table. The sound of the paper hitting the surface was the only noise in the courtroom. I sat at the defense table, my hands folded to hide the hives blooming across my collarbone. My high-necked silk blouse felt like it was shrinking, the fabric pressing against the heat of my skin.

Marcus Thorne sat in the front row of the gallery. He didn't look like a man who had spent the last three years grooming me to take the fall for his tax evasion. He looked like a grieving father. He wore a navy suit and a silver tie, his expression a perfect mask of disappointment. He caught my eye for a split second and offered a slow, deliberate blink. It was the signal. He had won.

"The state rests its case, Your Honor," the prosecutor said.

My court-appointed lawyer, a man named Henderson who had spent more time looking at his watch than my case files, didn't even stand up. "The defense has no witnesses, Your Honor."

I looked at Henderson. My throat was dry. I had given him the digital logs showing Marcus had accessed my terminal. I had given him the encrypted keys that proved the transfers weren't mine. He hadn't introduced any of it. He had been bought before the first gavel strike.

Judge Miller leaned forward, his spectacles sliding down his nose. "Ms. Vance, do you have anything to say before I move to sentencing?"

I stood up. My chair scraped against the floor. Every person in the room looked at me. The reporters in the back row had their pens ready. I was the girl who had stolen twelve million dollars from her adoptive father’s charity. I was the headline of the week.

"The logs I provided to my counsel prove my innocence," I said. My voice was steady, even if my body wasn't. "The transfers originated from an IP address registered to Marcus Thorne’s private residence in the Hamptons. I was in the office on the dates in question. There are security tapes that were never subpoenaed."

Marcus let out a soft, performative sigh. He wiped his eye with a linen handkerchief.

"Ms. Vance," the judge said, his voice dropping an octave. "The evidence presented by the prosecution is overwhelming. Your attempt to shift blame onto your benefactor is noted, but it will not help you today."

He reached for his gavel. My lungs stopped working. This was the moment the cage closed. I would go to a federal facility, Marcus would claim the insurance on the 'stolen' funds, and I would disappear into a system he controlled.

Then the heavy double doors at the back of the courtroom swung open.

They didn't just open; they hit the walls with a force that made the bailiff reach for his holster. The judge froze, the gavel hovering inches from the block.

Three men walked down the center aisle. They didn't look like lawyers. They didn't look like police. They walked with a synchronized authority that made the air in the room feel heavy.

The man in the lead wore a charcoal suit that looked like it cost more than the court’s entire annual budget. He was tall, with shoulders that filled the space and a face that looked like it had been carved out of granite. His knuckles were thick, marked with faint, pale scars.

To his left, a man with the face of a cinema idol scanned the room. He wore a custom silk tie and a smirk that didn't reach his eyes. He looked at the reporters, and two of them immediately lowered their cameras.

To the leader’s right, a younger man with messy blonde hair and a black tech-wear jacket moved with a restless, twitchy energy. His eyes were hooded, dark, and focused entirely on me.

"Who are you?" Judge Miller demanded, finally finding his voice. "This is a closed proceeding. You cannot enter this courtroom."

The man in the charcoal suit didn't stop until he reached the mahogany railing separating the gallery from the well of the court. He didn't look at the judge. He looked at me.

His eyes were a shade of grey I had only ever seen in a mirror.

"The proceeding is over," the man said. His voice was deep, resonant, and carried a weight that demanded silence.

"Excuse me?" the prosecutor stammered. "This is a court of law. I don't care who you are—"

The man with the movie-star looks stepped forward, pulling a thick, gold-embossed folder from his briefcase. He slid it onto the prosecutor's table. "I’m Julian Valerius. My brother is Silas, and the one looking for something to break is Caspian. That folder contains a stay of proceedings signed by the Attorney General and a copy of the Valerius Accord. You’ll find that this jurisdiction no longer has authority over the woman standing at that table."

Marcus Thorne stood up. His mask of grief was gone, replaced by a pale, twitching mask of fear. "Valerius? What is this? Elara is my daughter. She’s—"

Silas Valerius turned his head. He didn't move his body, just his gaze. Marcus stopped talking mid-sentence.

"She was never yours, Marcus," Silas said. He reached out and unlatched the gate, stepping into the space where I stood. "You found a child in a storm and thought you could use her as a shield. You were wrong."

I stepped back, my hip hitting the edge of the table. "I don't know who you are."

Caspian, the youngest one, was suddenly there, blocking the path between me and the exit. He looked at my wrists, then at Marcus. His jaw tightened. "She’s wearing hives, Silas. Look at her neck."

Silas moved closer. He was so large he blocked out the light from the windows. He reached out, his hand hovering near my face. I flinched, my back hitting the table again.

He paused. His hand dropped, but his expression didn't soften. It grew more intense. "Your name isn't Elara Vance. It never was. You are Elara Valerius. And we have been looking for you for twenty years."

"I’m going to prison," I whispered, the words shaking. "The judge... he was about to—"

"The judge is going to go into his chambers and wait for his own indictment," Julian said, leaning against the prosecutor's desk as if he owned it. He looked at the prosecutor. "You might want to call your wife. You won't be home for dinner."

Silas took another step. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small, silver pin in the shape of a crest—three swords crossed over a shield. He held it out to me.

"We are taking you home, Elara," Silas said.

"I don't have a home," I said. "I live in a studio apartment that Marcus is currently seizing. I have three dollars in my bank account because of the freeze."

Caspian laughed, but there was no humor in it. It was a jagged, angry sound. "You have a third of a global empire and a private jet waiting at Teterboro. You don't have to worry about three dollars ever again."

I looked at Marcus. He was trying to slip toward the side exit, but two men in suits I hadn't noticed before were already standing there, blocking his path.

"What do you want from me?" I asked. My heart was hitting my ribs so hard I could hear the rhythm in my ears. "Why now?"

Silas finally reached out and touched my arm. His grip was firm, but he didn't squeeze. He looked down at me with a terrifying level of possessiveness.

"We didn't come here to ask you questions," Silas said. "We came to take what belongs to us. Marcus Thorne is going to lose everything he has ever touched, starting with his life if he ever looks at you again."

He turned me toward the door. I felt like I was moving through a dream. The reporters were shouting now, their flashes going off like small explosions. The bailiff stood still, his hands at his sides.

As we reached the doors, Silas stopped. He looked back at Marcus, who was trembling between the two guards.

"Julian," Silas said.

"Already on it," Julian replied, tapping something into his phone. "Thorne Industries is currently being delisted. By the time we hit the sidewalk, he’ll be bankrupt."

We walked out of the courtroom and into a hallway lined with more men in suits. They formed a wall, pushing back the crowd. Silas didn't let go of my arm.

Outside, a line of three black SUVs sat idling at the curb. The city noise felt deafening after the silence of the court.

"Get in," Silas said, gesturing to the middle vehicle.

I looked at the car, then at the three men who claimed to be my brothers. They were powerful, dangerous, and they looked at me like I was a prize they had finally recovered.

"I'm not going anywhere until you tell me the truth," I said, planting my feet on the sidewalk. "Why was I taken? If you're so powerful, why did it take twenty years?"

Silas leaned down, his face inches from mine. "Because the man who took you wasn't Marcus Thorne. It was our father. And he didn't do it to hurt you. He did it because you were the only one who knew where the Accord was hidden."

My breath hitched. My father? The memory of a dark room and the smell of old paper flashed in my mind.

"And now," Silas added, his voice dropping to a whisper, "everyone else knows you're back. Which means the hunt has officially begun."

Before I could respond, a black sedan screeched around the corner, and a man with cold blue eyes stared at me through the glass. It was Soren Sterling. He didn't look away as the car sped past, and for the first time, I saw Silas Valerius look truly unsettled.
2. Three Shadows in the Gallery
Silas did not wait for my reaction to Soren Sterling. He placed a heavy hand on my shoulder and pushed me toward the open door of the black SUV. The movement was efficient and left no room for protest. I stumbled slightly as my feet hit the floor mat. The interior of the vehicle was cavernous, smelling of new leather and filtered air. The door closed with a heavy thud that blocked out the frantic noise of the city and the shouts of the reporters.

I sat in the middle of the back bench. To my left, Caspian was already hunched over a thin, translucent tablet. He did not look up as I entered. To my right, Silas climbed in and took his seat, filling the cabin with his presence. Julian was in the front passenger seat, his head turned back to look at us through the gap in the partition. He was already tapping on his phone with a focused intensity.

"Drive," Silas said. The SUV moved forward immediately. Two other identical vehicles followed in a tight formation.

I looked out the tinted window. Soren Sterling’s black sedan was gone. The street was empty of his presence, but the memory of those blue eyes remained. I pulled the high collar of my coat tighter against my neck. I could feel the familiar itch of hives beginning to spread across my skin. I focused on my breathing, keeping it slow and deliberate.

"Who was that?" I asked. My voice sounded thin in the quiet of the car.

"Soren Sterling," Julian answered. He didn't stop typing. "He is the CEO of Sterling Global. He is also the man who has spent the last five years trying to dismantle our father’s estate. He is dangerous because he is patient. Seeing him at the courthouse means he has been tracking your trial since the day Marcus Thorne filed the first motion."

"He looked at me as if he knew me," I said.

"He knows your face from the files he stole from our servers three years ago," Caspian muttered. He finally looked up from his tablet. His eyes were bloodshot and his blonde hair was a mess of tangles. "He’s been looking for you too. He wants the Accord just as much as we do."

"I don't know anything about an Accord," I said, my voice rising. "I was a data analyst for a mid-level firm. I lived in a one-bedroom apartment in the city. I am not a key to some secret document."

Silas turned his head toward me. His face showed no emotion, but his eyes were fixed on mine. "You were never just a data analyst. Marcus Thorne didn't hire you for your skills with a spreadsheet. He hired you because he recognized the birthmark on your wrist. He kept you close so he could monitor you, waiting for the moment your memory would return."

I looked down at my left wrist. A small, faint mark shaped like a crescent moon sat just below the bone. I had never thought twice about it.

"Our father was paranoid, Elara," Julian said. He turned around fully now, resting his arm on the back of the seat. "He knew his enemies were closing in. He hid the Valerius Accord—the legal backbone of this entire family—and he used a four-year-old girl as the living map to its location. He didn't give you the document. He gave you the sequence to find it. Then he sent you away to keep you safe from the people who would have killed you to get it."

"He didn't keep me safe," I said. I felt a sharp pang of anger. "He gave me to a monster. Marcus Thorne used me as a shield for his crimes. He humiliated me in front of the world today."

"Thorne is being processed at the central precinct," Silas said. "By the time we reach the house, his bank accounts will be frozen. His properties are being seized by the state for tax evasion. I have ensured he will not have a lawyer by morning. He will spend the rest of his life in a cell."

"And the media?" I asked. "Everyone saw me. Everyone heard what you said."

Julian smiled, but it didn't reach his eyes. "I have already issued a press release. The narrative is being corrected. You are the long-lost Valerius heir who was kidnapped and held captive by Marcus Thorne. You are the victim. The hero. Within an hour, every major news outlet will be running a tribute to your bravery. The embezzlement charges have already been wiped from the public record."

I felt a sense of vertigo. My entire life was being rewritten by three men I barely knew. They were erasing Elara Vance and replacing her with a ghost.

We drove for thirty minutes, leaving the city behind. The SUV climbed a steep, winding road lined with tall iron fences and security cameras that tracked our every move. We passed through a massive gate that required three different biometric scans before it swung open.

The house appeared at the end of a long driveway. It was a fortress of grey stone and glass, built into the side of a cliff. It looked cold and impenetrable. This was the Gilded Cage.

The car stopped in front of the main entrance. Two men in dark suits stepped forward to open the doors. Silas exited first, then reached back for me. I ignored his hand and stepped out onto the gravel. The air up here was thin and smelled of the ocean below.

"Inside," Silas commanded. He walked toward the double doors, and I followed him because I had no other choice. The foyer was a massive space of white marble and high ceilings. A portrait of a man with silver-grey eyes hung on the wall. He looked exactly like Silas, but with a softer jawline. My father.

Silas led us into a study at the back of the house. The walls were lined with books, and a heavy mahogany desk sat in the center. He walked to a safe built into the wall behind the desk. After entering a code, he pulled out a small box made of dark wood. It had no keyhole, only a glass panel on the top.

"Father left this for us," Silas said. He placed the box on the desk. "He told us that it would only open for the one he loved most. We have all tried. It didn't respond to our prints."

He looked at me. The room was silent. Julian and Caspian stood by the door, watching with narrowed eyes.

"Open it, Elara," Silas said.

I walked to the desk. My fingers were cold as I reached out. I didn't want to touch it. I didn't want to be the person they thought I was. But I needed to know if they were telling the truth. I pressed my thumb against the glass panel.

A soft chime echoed through the room. The glass turned green. The lid of the box clicked and popped open an inch.

I lifted the lid. Inside was a piece of yellowed paper, folded carefully. Beside it lay a small, rusted key attached to a piece of string. I picked up the paper and unfolded it. It wasn't a map or a list of coordinates. It was a drawing of a small cottage with a red door and a large oak tree in the front yard. In the corner, there was a date: October 14th.

"What is it?" Caspian asked, stepping closer.

"It's a drawing of the house in the woods," I said. A memory hit me with the force of a physical blow. The smell of pine needles. The sound of a man’s voice telling me to hide under the floorboards.

Before Silas could take the paper from me, the lights in the room flickered. A loud, rhythmic thudding sound started to vibrate through the floor. It sounded like a helicopter was landing on the roof.

"Caspian, status," Silas snapped.

Caspian pulled his tablet out, his fingers flying across the screen. "The perimeter has been breached. Someone cut the power to the main gate. The backup generators are being bypassed."

"Who?" Julian asked, his hand reaching into his jacket for a weapon I hadn't seen before.

Caspian’s face went pale as he looked at the screen. "It’s not an army. It’s a single signal. It’s coming from inside the house."

A voice suddenly filled the room, broadcasting through the intercom system. It was smooth, cold, and instantly recognizable.

"You should have checked the car, Silas," Soren Sterling said. "The tracker I put on Elara wasn't in her bag. It was under her skin. Thank you for bringing her home. Now, open the doors, or I’ll burn this fortress down with all of you inside."

A massive explosion rocked the front of the house, throwing me
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