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“Are you fucking serious right now?”

I look up, shocked at Devin’s explosion. Not that I really should be. The man is a fucking bear. He always has been. None of us was nearly as shocked with his divorce as we were with Lucas’s. But holy moly.

“Oh my God, get out of my bathroom!” I shriek back, attempting to push him out. He outweighs me by over a hundred pounds and is lumberjack. I’m a college kid who runs away from the gym. He doesn’t move.

No, he does. Forward. He places his hand on my collarbone, leaving me with no choice except to let him push me back into the wall as he grabs the bag off my bathroom counter and waves its contents in my face. “What is this shit, Evvie?”

“It’s cabbage!” I cry out.

Literally, it’s cabbage. It’s not like he barged into his frat brother’s adult daughter’s bathroom to catch her smoking weed. Hell, I wish he’d smoke weed. Chill out a bit. But nope, a bag of cabbage.

He digs into my sundress, one with built-in boob cups so I don’t need to wear a bra, although my tits are way too big for it. He pulls out a crisp, damp cabbage leaf and waves it right in my face. “I told you to stop this shit, and I fucking meant it. You don’t fucking listen, you little brat.”

I want to fight back. I do listen. I’m doing exactly what he told me to do when he told me to stop trying to make my boobs bigger, but I couldn’t tell him how I was making them bigger. He thinks it’s the cabbage leaves doing it, when really, they’re making my boobs hurt less while I get them back to normal.

I can’t tell him that, though, not without freaking him out with the truth, so I stare back at him defiantly.

He’s a darker version of Lucas. Dark green eyes, dark auburn hair, deeply tanned skin from spending his life outside. He’s also as irritatingly gorgeous as he is irritating.

His emerald eyes narrow. “I guess I’ll have to punish you like a brat, then.”

No more warning before he spins me around, hikes my dress up, and spanks my bare ass hard enough I can’t even scream, just sob.

“Devin, no!” I beg, plastering myself against the wall.

He spanks me just as hard the second time, and that gets a choked scream out of me.

“I swear I’ll be good! I swear I’ll stop! I swear.”

He gets real close, his voice gets real low in my ear. His body heat cloaks me. The acrid musk of his sweat from a long day working outdoors fills my nostrils. “You promise, baby girl?”

I nod against the wall.

“Say you promise.”

“I promise,” I gasp.

I hear the familiar snap and hiss of his belt buckle unhooking and his leather belt zipping through the loops. Next is the lower pitched snap of him pulling the belt taut, and then it’s suddenly dropping in front of my face.

“Open up,” he commands before sliding it between my teeth for me to bite down on.

Because the next thing he does is slam his stupidly thick, long cock balls-deep into my tight pussy.

I’m wet, of course. I love Devin. He’s a miserable asshole, and I love him. He loves me too, the amount of times he’s filled my cunt with his seed is evidence of that, just like the fact that he makes me pancakes for breakfast every day and he reaches for me every night in his sleep is evidence. So when he’s a miserable asshole to me, I know it’s foreplay.

But fuck, he’s rough. My pussy aches to be stuffed by him, but he knocks the wind out of me. He fucks me like it’ll only work is if it hurts to sit afterwards. I swear if he keeps this up, I’m gonna need one of those scooters and a donut seat to get around.

His hand lands between my shoulders, folding me in half so his balls slap into my pussy lips with a wet slurp with every thrust. But as he pushes me down, he maintains his grip on the belt. I moan and sob and gargle, unable to close my mouth or do anything really except breathe and drool all over the floor.

“You’re such a bad girl,” Devin groans as the sounds get wetter and wetter. “You need to stop forcing your tits to grow.” With a particularly vicious thrust, like he’s trying to drill a hole to my throat, he adds, “And stop tightening your pussy so much.”

I rest my hand on the wall just to give myself a bit of leverage to attempt to say, “I can’t help it,” although it comes out as garbled vocalizing and a fair bit more drool.

It’s not my fault my pussy wants to tighten up on him. I guess she’s as fucked up as the rest of me because I swear she wants to be ruined by that monster cock. She wants to burn. She wouldn’t be squirting all over the place if she didn’t.

He takes his hand off my back and snaps the belt back, straightening me some as he bellows the angriest fucking orgasm. While his cock kicks inside me, hosing down my guts with his seed, he wraps one hand around my throat and pinches the fuck out of my nipple.

Thankfully, I’m facing the wall and covered in drool because that’s enough to get me to come – and spray the wall with milk from that tormented nipple. It’s happened a couple times, but he and Lucas are both messy enough they haven’t noticed.

I sink back into him, catching my breath as well as I can when he’s still pressing down lightly on my throat with his thumb.

“The fuck am I gonna do with you?” he says in a quiet voice. I only get this for a couple seconds at a time and only when Lucas isn’t with us. This thing between us is new enough I haven’t decided if it’s because he feels territorial when Lucas is around or if he thinks he needs to make up for Lucas’s absence. Either way, I savor every second of it. I know better than to think I can fix him, if he even needs to be fixed, but I still live for these gentle moments.

Even if they come with extra fingers in my pussy.

It’s only two. He pulls out a little, lays his fingers along his shaft, and pushes it all back into me. Just two fingers, but his hands are as gigantic as the rest of him.

I mewl and squirm, and he shushes me with both a whisper in my ear and that thumb on my throat. “Now, now, Evie. You don’t want us to fight over your pussy, do you? You want us to share.”

I nod, keeping myself steady as his fingers slide in past the second knuckle. I focus on what little breathing he’ll allow for me as he curls those fingers into my front wall, scraping something that makes my brain sizzle.

It doesn’t take long before I’m coming again. Devin only takes his belt back when he’s gone flaccid and slipped free of me, uncorking me, walking away to leave me to clean up the mess.

Which is fine, except he takes the damn cabbage with him.
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I never thought I’d be jealous of a goat, but as Lucas scrubs Pamela’s udder clean and then grips one of her two teats, spraying the first milk into the hay, I’m wishing it was me.

I want to obey Devin. I do. I’m trying. But I can’t just shut my boobs off. I’m now three days in, and they’re still full. Devin accused me of making them even bigger this afternoon, and I think he’s right. Worse, they’re starting to leak a lot more often, which is hard to cover up. I don’t know how to make it stop except to pump, and that will just bring more milk in.

“I know you’re having fun antagonizing Devin,” Lucas says with his usual affable smile as he pushes the milk pail under Pamela. “But we have that competition next week. Lots of axes, lots of testosterone, lots of guys looking to fight and fuck.”

“I’m not having fun!” I protest. “I’m really not trying to antagonize him. Boobs don’t just magically deflate. It’s going to take time.”

Well, these aren’t going to magically deflate. I nearly caved the first night Devin told me to stop, so I threw out the breast pump I’d used to get myself into this situation so I wouldn’t be tempted. Which is how I’m jealous of a goat now.

Lucas takes hold of Pamela’s teats. They’re a lot bigger than mine, but not so big as a cow’s. Only two teats. And the motion he uses to force the milk out, it’s not the tugging like you see in videos of farmers milking cows. He pinches into the udder above the teat and uses his fingers to roll it out, like emptying a tube. Milk flows rapidly, splashing into the bucket.

Pamela chews on her food placidly like she’s enjoying this.

Fuck, I wish I was Pamela.

“I believe you, baby girl, but this puts me in a bind. Not just that you’re gonna piss Devin off whether you mean to or not but that you’re going to be strutting around like hot stuff, so all the men are going to be looking at you, and that’s going to piss Devin off even more.”

“Then I won’t be hot!”

Lucas casts a cool green glance at me and smirks, flashing me his dimples. “Sweetheart, you don’t know how to not be hot.”

I huff like I disagree, and I do to a point, but I don’t want to not be hot. I like dolling myself up for them. I like flirting with them. I like catching their eyes when I walk by. I know they’ve seen me in all forms of disaster—Lucas was the one who had to figure out how to get bubblegum out of my hair when I was 5—but that
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