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For the ones who were told to be quiet.

For the ones who obeyed—until they didn’t.

For the watchers.

For the ones who watched them change… and couldn’t look away.

This story is yours.

All of it.
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The tires crunched on ice as the SUV pulled into the long, snow-packed driveway. A deep frost clung to the windows, distorting the thick pines into pale ghosts under the weight of winter. Madison leaned forward in her seat, gloved fingers against the dashboard, peering out the windshield with quiet anticipation.

“There it is,” she said, pointing at the dark outline of the rental cabin ahead. “We made it.”

Steven didn’t answer. He was gripping the wheel with both hands, his lips pursed in the kind of focus she’d seen a hundred times before. Even on vacation, he looked like he was about to start a PowerPoint presentation.

Madison let out a breath that fogged the glass. She peeled off her gloves and stuffed them into her coat pocket, glancing at the time on the dashboard. 3:12 PM. Just early enough that they’d be able to unload before the sun disappeared behind the tree line.

Steven finally shifted into park and killed the engine. The silence was thick for a moment. No traffic. No voices. Just the howl of wind in the trees and the far-off groan of ice somewhere on the lake.

“It’s colder than I expected,” he muttered, popping the driver’s side door open. “Let’s move fast before it gets dark.”

Madison didn’t reply. She grabbed her bag and pushed her door open into the cold, sucking in a lungful of biting air as her boots crunched into the packed snow. The cabin was bigger than it looked online—two floors, a wide wraparound porch, a tall stone chimney. There was a dusting of snow on the roof and icicles hanging from the eaves like crystal teeth. Everything around them was buried in white.

She looked up at it and smiled. It was beautiful.

Steven opened the back of the SUV and began unloading their gear—two suitcases, his backpack, and a large hard case marked tech equipment. He carried the hard case toward the porch first, not even glancing at her.

Madison waited a few seconds, then grabbed her own suitcase and followed.

Inside, the air was cold at first—stiff and still. The cabin smelled like pine and dust. Big stone fireplace against the far wall, a leather couch facing it, and heavy blankets folded over wooden chairs. A stack of firewood sat beside the hearth, and an old iron stove in the kitchen gleamed faintly under a layer of polish.

Steven knelt beside the thermostat and pressed a few buttons.

“Heat’s electric. Should kick in fast.”

Madison rolled her suitcase toward the stairs and looked around with wide eyes. “This place is stunning. I wasn’t sure from the pictures, but… wow.”

Steven nodded without looking up. “We should keep an eye on the forecast. There’s a storm coming in tonight.”

She dropped her coat on the couch and stepped toward the front window, peeking through the sheer curtain. Trees surrounded the property on all sides, a solid wall of white-capped firs. The lake was just visible beyond the slope behind the house, frozen solid and glistening under the gray sky.

“This is the quietest place I’ve ever been,” she said softly.

Steven didn’t respond.

She turned and watched him plug in a portable satellite dish to a wall outlet, his shoulders hunched in concentration. The hard case was open now, revealing cables, power banks, and a small antenna. She stared at it, then at him.

“You brought work stuff.”

“It’s just in case,” he replied. “I told them I’d stay reachable.”

“We’re supposed to be unreachable.”

He didn’t look at her. “It’s only if something urgent happens.”

Madison didn’t answer. She walked to the stairs, her suitcase bumping behind her on the wood. Her boots echoed on each step.

Upstairs, there were two bedrooms and a bathroom with a clawfoot tub. She picked the bigger room without asking. The bed was huge, the sheets crisp and cold. She set her suitcase on the mattress and unzipped it slowly.

Outside, she could hear the wind picking up.

The fireplace crackled to life with a deep, satisfying pop, casting long amber shadows across the cabin walls. Madison stood in front of it barefoot, slowly rubbing her palms together, coaxing the heat into her skin. She’d slipped out of her jeans and hoodie and now wore just a thin, oversized sleep shirt that clung to her thighs and barely hid the curve of her hips.

The fire felt good—her legs prickled with heat, her cheeks warm.

She glanced over her shoulder at Steven.

He was sitting on the couch, legs crossed, laptop already open on his thighs. The light from the screen turned his face pale and ghostly. She watched him scroll, eyes flicking behind his glasses, fingers tapping steadily on the keyboard. His half-finished cup of tea sat on the side table, forgotten.

“You're really gonna work the first night?” she asked, trying to keep her voice light, teasing. “We just got here.”

“I’m not working,” he said. “Just checking a few things. I’ll stop in a sec.”

That was always the answer. A sec. A sec that turned into an hour. A sec that led to her falling asleep alone while the blue glow of his screen burned into her closed eyes.

Madison turned back toward the fire and let her arms hang loose at her sides.

Maybe I should just say it. Just tell him—touch me. Look at me. Fuck me.

But it felt too naked. Too vulnerable. She wanted him to want it without being told.

Instead, she bent over slightly at the waist, pretending to adjust the firewood. The hem of her shirt lifted up just enough to show the soft swell of her ass, bare except for a thin black thong. The warmth of the flames kissed her skin, making her shiver. She stayed there a moment longer than necessary.

She turned and caught his eyes flicking up from the screen.

Her stomach fluttered.

“Too hot in here?” she said with a slow smile, straightening up. “Or just me?”

Steven blinked like he’d forgotten where he was.

“Oh. No, you’re fine. The fire’s just catching.”

She stared at him.

He was already looking back down.

She padded across the floor toward the couch and sat beside him, folding her legs under her, letting her knee brush against his thigh. The heat from the fire mixed with the warmth of his body, and for a second she imagined leaning into him, kissing his neck, whispering something filthy in his ear. She used to do that. Back when it worked.

Instead, she slid a hand across his thigh and let it rest near the crease between his legs.

Steven didn’t react.

She gave his leg a little squeeze.

“So… how about we don’t check anything for a little while?” Her voice dropped, soft and slow. “We’re alone in a cabin in the middle of nowhere. It’s been forever. We could start our vacation right.”

He looked at her, finally.

Her stomach tightened again.

But then he smiled—polite, closed-off, apologetic.

“Let me just finish this one report. Then we’ll relax. I promise.”

Madison didn’t move her hand right away.

She could feel it. His cock was soft under his sweats. No stir. No interest.

She pulled her hand back slowly and tucked it between her thighs.

"Right," she said. "Sure."

Steven went back to typing.

Madison leaned her head against the back of the couch and stared at the ceiling. The wooden beams were rough and beautiful, rustic and exposed, like everything here was meant to be touched. Everything but her.

She let her eyes drift shut.

Do I smell bad? Is it me?

Her mind was racing, even as her face stayed still.

Is he cheating? Is it porn? Stress? Jesus, am I that hard to love?

She opened her eyes again and turned her head toward him.

“Do you still think I’m sexy?”

Steven paused, mid-keystroke.

He looked at her, caught off guard.

“Of course I do.”

“You don’t act like it.”

“I—Madison, I’m just tired. You know how it’s been at work.”

“You’re always tired.”

Her voice cracked at the edge. She hated how small it sounded.

Steven sighed and closed the laptop with one hand, the motion slow and deliberate. He turned to face her, his expression soft, but distant.

“I love you. I wouldn’t have planned this whole trip if I didn’t.”

She laughed under her breath, bitter and low.

“Yeah. You planned a vacation so we could come out here and not touch each other in a different time zone.”

His jaw tightened. “That’s not fair.”

“Neither is going to bed every night and wondering if I still turn you on.”

There it was. Out loud. The thing that had been clinging to her chest for months.

Steven didn’t speak.

He just looked at her like she was a problem he couldn’t solve.

Madison stood up and walked back to the fire. Her shirt rode high with each step. She didn’t care. She stood in front of the flames again, arms crossed.

Behind her, the couch creaked slightly as Steven shifted his weight.

“Maybe we just need to relax a few days,” he said. “Get back into the rhythm. No pressure.”

Madison didn’t answer. She stared into the flames.

I don’t want a rhythm. I want to be wanted. Grabbed. Pulled onto your lap and kissed until I can’t think straight. I want you to make a move. For once. God, for once…

She reached for the fire poker, adjusted the logs.

No footsteps behind her. No hands on her hips.

Just the quiet sound of him getting up and heading toward the stairs.

"I'm gonna get some sleep," he said. "Early start tomorrow. We’ll explore the lake."

She nodded without turning.

“Yeah. Sounds good.”

She listened to him go.

When the stairs stopped creaking, she exhaled slowly, then bit her lip.

Her nipples ached in the cold. Her panties were already damp.

And no one had touched her.

Not yet.

The old clawfoot tub moaned under her weight as Madison stepped in, easing her legs through the steaming water with a soft sigh. Her skin flushed instantly, a pink glow rising up her thighs, her breasts, her chest. The bath was almost too hot—exactly how she liked it. Bubbles lapped at her hips, thick and creamy, scented faintly with something floral and sweet she’d found under the sink.

Three candles lined the counter beside the mirror, their flames flickering in the drafty bathroom. The rest of the lights were off. She didn’t want to see her own reflection too clearly. Didn’t want to see the disappointment on her own face.

She sank deeper into the water until it kissed the undersides of her breasts, nipples barely submerged. Her hair was pinned up messily, one loose curl brushing her cheek. The air was damp, close, her breath soft and slow.

Down the hall, Steven was asleep.

She’d heard the steady rhythm of his breath through the thin walls. Flannel pajamas. The same ones he wore to bed every night, even in summer. He was predictable like that. Comfortably detached.

Madison let her head tilt back against the edge of the tub, her eyes drifting half-shut as she let one hand trail through the water, fingers gliding along the bubbles, parting the warmth.

If he won’t touch me… I will.

Her other hand slid across her chest, palm cupping the swell of one breast. Her thumb circled her nipple, slowly, lazily. It tightened immediately under the attention, a dull ache flaring to life low in her belly.

She imagined hands—not hers.

Rougher, wider. Not careful. Not gentle. Hands that would grab her, hold her down, make her take it. A man who wouldn’t ask, wouldn’t check, wouldn’t hesitate. A man who didn’t need her to say yes—because her body already had.

Her legs shifted beneath the water, thighs spreading just enough to let her fingers slip down between them.

The first touch was soft.

Then firmer.

Her lips parted with a breathless gasp. The air was thick with steam, the sound of water sloshing gently with every movement. She bit her lip and let her mind go.

She pictured being bent over the cabin railing outside, snow falling in thick, silent sheets. Hands gripping her hips, holding her open, dragging her back onto a cock so thick it made her legs tremble. She could hear him grunt behind her. Feel his breath on her neck. The way he’d slap her ass, not to hurt her—just to claim her. Mark her.

Her fingers moved faster, slick and desperate now.

“Oh… fuck…”

She kept her voice low, teeth clenched, thighs tightening around her own hand. Her back arched against the porcelain as her wrist flicked and her body chased the heat that curled deep inside her.

She imagined being used—no slow buildup, no sweet talk. Just her tits pressed against cold glass, her legs spread wide while one man filled her, and another watched, stroking himself in the corner with a hungry look.

You want to be fucked. Bred. Filled so deep it leaks out of you for days.

The thought shot through her like lightning.

Her hips bucked once, violently, water sloshing over the edge of the tub.

She moaned through her teeth, eyes squeezing shut.

Yes yes yes yes⁠—

It hit hard. A wave of pulsing, stuttering heat that made her thighs shake and her toes curl against the smooth enamel. She couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think, just shuddered through it as pleasure ripped through her gut and bloomed in her chest.

Then stillness.

Steam rose around her like mist, the water going still again, her breath shaky and uneven.

She blinked slowly, staring at the ceiling, chest rising and falling in the candlelight.

Her hand drifted away from her soaked heat, sliding back to her thigh.

The ache was still there. Duller now. But not gone.

She closed her eyes and whispered to no one:

“I don’t want to be alone in this body anymore.”

Down the hallway, the cabin creaked softly.

Steven snored.
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The wind had changed overnight.

Madison noticed it first when she stepped onto the porch barefoot, coffee mug in both hands. The cold slapped her cheeks immediately, stinging like little knives. The air wasn’t just crisp—it was mean. Angry. Thick gray clouds pressed low over the pine line, dragging the horizon into a dull haze. Snow had already started falling again, soft and steady, little flakes clinging to her lashes as she squinted up into the sky.

The trees swayed with a low creak, their tops vanishing into the clouds.

She pulled her robe tighter around herself and took a slow sip, lips against the rim of the mug.

Something’s coming.

The morning was quiet, but not peaceful. There was a pressure in the air, a kind of heaviness that made her skin feel too tight.

Behind her, the front door creaked open and Steven stepped out with a tablet in his hand and a thick sweater zipped to his throat.

“Careful out here,” he said, already looking down at the screen. “Temperature dropped ten degrees overnight. Wind chill’s brutal.”

“I noticed,” she murmured.

Steven tapped the tablet a few times and held it up toward the sky. The signal icon flickered yellow. Then red. Then gone.

He frowned.

“Damn it.”

Madison glanced sideways at him. “What?”

“I’m losing connection with the weather relay. Satellite’s being flaky.”

“Maybe because there’s a storm?”

“Exactly.” He lowered the tablet and finally looked at her. “It’s going to be a big one. Barometric pressure’s tanking. Snow accumulation’s projected over a foot in the next twenty-four hours.”

Madison raised an eyebrow. “You brought a barometer?”

Steven gave a distracted shrug. “It’s built into the equipment.”

Of course it was.

The wind picked up, a sharp gust cutting through the porch railing, swirling snow around their feet. The lake in the distance had gone invisible—just a flat stretch of white swallowed by fog.

Madison looked out at it, letting her hair whip against her cheek. “We’re going to be stuck here, aren’t we?”

“Possibly. Roads’ll be impassable by tonight. But we’ve got power, food, firewood. We’re good.”

“For how long?”

“As long as we need to be.”

His voice was calm. Too calm. Like being trapped wasn’t even on his radar. Like the only thing that mattered was keeping his equipment running.

He turned and stepped back inside without another word.

Madison stayed a few more seconds. Her feet were freezing now. The wind howled louder, like something alive in the trees. Snow hit her shoulders sideways. It didn’t fall—it stabbed.

When she stepped back in, Steven was already at the fireplace, adjusting one of the power banks, checking the charge level. His tablet was propped against the stone hearth, flickering faintly.

“Can you bring in more wood later?” he asked without looking at her. “In case we lose the heat.”

Madison let the door close behind her and rubbed her arms briskly.

“You mean you’re not going to chop it yourself? What a man.”

He didn’t register the sarcasm. “There’s already some split in the shed. Shouldn’t be a problem.”

She stood in front of the fire for a minute, soaking in the warmth, watching him crouch and fiddle with his little tower of cords and battery packs like they were holy relics. His glasses slid down his nose. His hair was still mussed from sleep. He hadn’t even noticed her bath last night. Hadn’t mentioned it at all this morning.

Just the storm.

Just the signal.

“You’d love it if we got snowed in,” she said finally.

Steven looked over, confused. “It’s what we came for, isn’t it? Solitude?”

She tilted her head. “I came for you.”

Silence stretched out between them, filled only by the faint hiss of the fire and the dull pulse of wind against the windows. The sound wasn’t romantic—it was threatening. Thick. Relentless. The kind of sound that made you feel like you were underground, buried and shrinking.

Steven’s brow furrowed slightly. He opened his mouth to say something—but then the tablet beeped. The signal had dropped completely.

“Shit,” he muttered, kneeling down again.

Madison turned away and went upstairs, one slow step at a time.

From the bedroom window, the snow was thick now. The trees swayed like drunk giants, their shadows twitching under the stormcloud sky.

Something in her chest ached.

Not fear.

Not yet.

It was the quiet.

The wrong kind of quiet.

The wind had picked up again after dark.

It moaned through the chimney in long, low notes like the cabin was exhaling. The windows creaked in their frames, and snow hissed against the glass in quick, scratchy bursts. The fire had burned down low, nothing but deep orange glow and soft pops of ember.

Madison set two glasses on the coffee table—heavy-bottomed tumblers, the good kind—and poured whiskey into each. Just enough to warm their chests. Her robe was open over a soft tank top and pajama shorts that clung to her thighs. She’d brushed her hair out, letting it fall over one shoulder the way Steven used to like.

She wasn’t cold.

Not from the storm.

Not yet.

“Here,” she said, handing him a glass. “To snowed-in lovebirds.”

Steven glanced up from the laptop, took the drink absently.

“Thanks.”

He didn’t clink glasses with her.

Didn’t even look up long enough to register what she was wearing.

Madison sat beside him on the couch and tucked one leg under herself. She sipped her drink and watched the fire for a few seconds, trying to breathe past the tightness in her chest. She waited for him to put the laptop down. Just close it. Rest it on the table. A small gesture. A signal.

He didn’t.

“What are you working on?” she asked gently.

He didn’t hear the plea in her voice.

“Just trying to get the diagnostic log downloaded before the satellite fully cuts out,” he murmured, typing with one hand, drink untouched in the other. “The relay’s glitching, and I need to log it before the signal decays.”

Madison stared at him.

She reached over slowly and placed her glass down with a soft clink.

Her free hand slid across his chest, fingers splaying over the thick knit of his sweater. She leaned in, kissed his jaw, lips brushing the edge of his beard.

He didn’t pull away—but he didn’t lean in either.

She kissed him again, softer this time, turning her body toward his, her thigh pressing against his. Her hand moved lower, fingers brushing the space over his ribs, then drifting to the hem of his sweater.

Steven shifted slightly, just enough to keep the laptop balanced.

“Careful. I’ve got cables running.”

Madison froze.

She pulled her hand back.

“Right. Sorry.”

He didn’t say anything.

She stared at the floor for a second, then stood and walked behind him, setting her hands on his shoulders.

“I miss this,” she whispered. “Us. Touching. Kissing. Remember when we used to make out on the couch like teenagers?”

Steven chuckled lightly, eyes still on the screen.

“That couch had terrible springs.”

“I didn’t mind.”

He didn’t answer.

She leaned down and pressed a kiss to the back of his neck.

His skin was warm there. She lingered, lips soft against him.

Still nothing.

“Steven…” Her voice broke slightly. “Will you please close it? Just for a little while?”

He looked up finally, his expression caught between apology and exhaustion.

“I’m almost done. I promise. It’s just bad timing with the storm.”

Bad timing.

The words hung in the air like fog.

She stepped back from him slowly, her arms folding across her chest.

The couch groaned as she sat again.

She didn’t say anything.

She didn’t touch her drink.

Steven kept typing, the faint sound of keys tapping cutting through the crackle of the fire and the low groan of the wind outside.

She watched him until it became too painful.

Then she turned her head and stared into the fire.

Her throat tightened.

Not because she was angry.

Because she felt invisible.

The knock was loud enough to rattle the glass.

Three quick pounds, no hesitation. No rhythm. Not a polite tap—more like a warning.

Madison jumped off the couch, nearly knocking her glass over.

Steven looked up from his laptop, brows pinched. “Was that⁠—?”

Another knock. Harder.

“Jesus,” he muttered, setting the laptop aside.

Madison was already on her feet, heartbeat rising. The wind howled against the frame of the cabin like it was trying to claw its way in. Snow hammered the porch roof overhead in heavy sheets. Whoever was out there had walked here—that much was obvious. In this weather? That wasn’t nothing.

Steven reached the door first and unlocked it. Madison stepped up beside him as he cracked it open.

And there they were.

Two men stood just outside the threshold, their bodies big enough to fill the frame, shoulders dusted with snow, steam rising from their clothes in the heat spilling out of the cabin. The taller one stepped slightly forward, his breath curling out in a thick cloud.

“Sorry to bother you folks,” he said, voice low, rough, all chest. “Truck spun out about a mile down. We’ve been hiking since dusk. It’s gettin’ bad out there.”

He had a beard—thick, dark, just starting to frost at the edges. His face was weathered, jaw squared and dusted with grit. Snow clung to the thick collar of his jacket. His gloved hands hung low and heavy at his sides, big enough to palm her entire waist.

The second man stood just behind him, shorter by a couple inches but broader through the chest, with light stubble and dirty blond hair tucked under a knit cap. His face was flushed from the cold, lips pink and cracked, but when he smiled, it hit fast and cocky.

He looked right at Madison when he did it.

Steven opened the door a few more inches, blinking fast. “There’s… there’s no road crew out tonight. You could’ve frozen out there.”

“We were on our way to the ranger station,” the blond one said, still watching her. “But this place showed up on the GPS. Figured it was worth knocking.”

She barely heard him.

They were fucking handsome.

Not pretty. Not manicured. Not like Steven’s soft-handed, thin-wristed kind of cute. These men were hard. Built for weight. Their jackets stretched over their chests, thick with muscle, and their thighs looked solid enough to break furniture.

Madison’s stomach fluttered low.

The darker one’s jacket shifted as he breathed, and she saw the bulge of his forearm through the sleeve—veined, dusted with hair, scarred.

Her thighs pressed together instinctively.

“We won’t stay long,” he added, glancing toward Steven now. “Just need to warm up and get a signal if possible.”

Steven hesitated. “We’re—uh—sort of off-grid.”

The blond one chuckled, shaking snow off his hat. “No shit.”

The darker man took a small step forward.

Steven shifted awkwardly, still unsure.

And that’s when Madison stepped fully into the doorway and said, “Come in. Of course. You’ll freeze out there.”

Both men looked at her.

Really looked.

And not like Steven ever did. Not with polite affection. Not with tired married eyes. This was different. Lingering. Direct. Hungry. The kind of look that started at her mouth and ended somewhere lower.

The darker one nodded once. “Appreciate it.”

They stepped inside, snow melting off them in little puddles on the hardwood. The room felt ten degrees smaller the second the door shut. Steven moved to the side awkwardly.

“I’m Steven,” he said, voice tight. “This is my wife, Madison.”

“I’m Bran,” said the tall one. “This’s Levi.”

Levi nodded, still smiling. He peeled off his jacket and let it drop onto the coat hook near the door.

His thermal shirt clung to his chest like paint.

Madison’s breath caught.

Thick pecs. Broad shoulders. Forearms like carved wood. There was a smear of something on his sleeve—maybe oil or dirt—but he didn’t seem to notice or care. He flexed his fingers out of his gloves and glanced down at them like he was checking for frostbite.

And God, his hands. Big. Blunt. Calloused in the way only real work gives. The kind of hands that could split wood in the morning and still hold a woman down in the evening without shaking.

Her mouth was dry.

Bran unzipped his jacket slower, revealing a flannel shirt stretched tight over a body that looked like it belonged in a lumber ad from twenty years ago. He didn’t say anything. Just met her eyes with his own—dark, steady, unreadable.

Madison's skin prickled under her tank top.

“Come closer to the fire,” she said, stepping back. “You’re soaked.”

Levi followed her first, boots thudding on the wood. He left them by the rug, and when he passed her, she swore she felt his eyes slide down her back and stop at the curve of her ass.

She didn’t flinch.

Didn’t correct him.

Because her body was burning now, every nerve alive under her skin.

These men would fuck me through the floorboards.

Steven closed the door behind them and cleared his throat. “I’ll, uh, get some towels.”

Bran stepped in beside the fire and rubbed his hands together, then held them out to the flames.

“Hell of a storm,” he murmured.

Madison stood beside him, eyes darting to his hands, his profile, the curve of his jaw.

She said the only thing that came to mind.

“It’s just getting started.”
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The cabin had never felt smaller.

The fire popped in short bursts, flames lapping eagerly at the fresh logs Bran had fed it, throwing gold light across the room. Wet jackets steamed on the coat hooks, a puddle of melted snow spreading slowly on the hardwood beneath them.

Levi was the first to peel off his shirt.

It clung to him like a second skin, damp with sweat and snowmelt, the hem stuck to his lower back. He grabbed the collar with one hand and yanked it over his head in one smooth motion, revealing a solid chest dusted with hair, stomach ridged with just enough definition to make Madison’s breath hitch. His skin flushed from the sudden heat, slick from where the shirt had pressed into him. He looked like something out of a survival magazine—strong, dirty, effortless.

He didn’t even seem to notice her watching.

Madison shifted where she stood, arms crossed loosely, trying to look casual. But her eyes moved on their own.

His jeans hung low. The waistband of his boxers peeked out—black cotton, worn thin from use—and below that, the heavy outline of something thick and unmistakably male, shifting lazily to one side as he reached up to run a hand through his damp hair.

She swallowed.

Bran took his time.

He unbuttoned his flannel shirt slowly, methodically, each pop of a button like a small countdown. Madison’s gaze followed the exposed skin with every pull—his chest was broader, heavier, built like a man who chopped wood for fun and never skipped a day doing it. His torso was a landscape of hard muscle and old scars, one long one arcing over his left ribcage like a brushstroke.

He dropped the shirt into the chair beside the fire and reached behind his neck to pull his undershirt off next. That was what did it.

His back.

She didn’t mean to gasp, but it came out anyway—just a little breath caught in her throat.

His back was carved. Wide, muscled, the kind of body you didn’t sculpt in a gym but earned over years of doing real things. His shoulder blades moved like levers as he stretched, arms raised, the waistband of his pants tugging down just enough to show the deep cut of his hips.

He turned his head slightly. Not fully. Just enough to catch her.

And he knew.

Bran didn’t smirk. Didn’t say anything. But the corner of his mouth twitched just barely as he turned back to the fire and knelt in front of it, hands outstretched toward the flames.

Madison’s skin prickled.

She wasn’t cold.

She pressed her thighs together and forced herself to breathe normally.

It’s not like they’re doing it for me.

They’re just warming up. Just getting dry.

And yet her eyes couldn’t leave Levi’s chest, the way it rose and fell with each slow breath, or the way Bran’s back flexed every time he shifted his weight. She saw the way their pants hung low, every line of their bodies natural, unforced, built for use—not display.

These weren’t men who shaved their chests or counted carbs.

These were men.

Steven returned from the hallway with two towels, blinking at the heat.

“I set up the guest room upstairs,” he said. “You’re welcome to it. We’ve got a pullout too, if that’s easier.”

Levi grinned and stepped forward, plucking a towel from his hand. “Upstairs sounds good. Don’t mind sharing.”

He looked directly at Madison when he said he didn’t mind sharing. A smirk tugged on his lips.

Bran took the second towel without a word and wiped the back of his neck.

Steven was talking logistics.

Madison wasn’t sure if she was hearing things correctly. Did he really just say what I think he said? No, my mind must be playing tricks on me.

She stood near the fire, arms folded across her stomach now, her fingers clenched into the fabric of her tank top as if anchoring herself to the floor.

It wasn’t just that they were hot. It was what they made her feel.

Small.

Watched.

Desirable.

She hadn’t felt that in a long time. Not like this. Not from men who hadn’t even tried to flirt. It was just there—in the way Bran’s gaze lingered, the way Levi smiled when he looked at her like he already knew how soft she was under that tank top.

Her chest felt tight.

She turned and walked to the kitchen. “Anyone want coffee?”

Bran’s voice came from behind her, low and gravel-warm. “You don’t have to wait on us.”

“I want to,” she said, without looking back.

The fire cast long shadows across the cabin walls, flickering light playing over the men's bare arms and chest as they settled in, thick flannel shirts tossed near the hearth to dry. The smell of snowmelt, woodsmoke, and something deeply masculine lingered in the air. Something not Steven.

Madison sat on the couch, legs tucked under her, one arm along the backrest, the other cupping her warm drink. She hadn’t moved since Bran and Levi started talking—because every word out of their mouths hit different.

These weren’t men who filled silence with buzzwords or polite small talk.

They filled it with presence.

“So you two work together?” she asked, glancing from one to the other.

Bran nodded. “Yeah. We’re on the same crew. Union contract out of the city.”

Levi grinned as he sat on the arm of the chair, drink in one hand. “Concrete. Steel. Whatever needs lifting, breaking, or building.”

“Construction?” she asked, brows lifting.

“Fire and rescue originally,” Levi added. “Bran still does both. I got out when my back started bitching too much.”

She turned to Bran. “You’re a firefighter?”

He gave a small nod, brushing a thumb along the edge of his glass. “On call. Volunteer department back home. I pull shifts between jobs.”

The way he said it was so casual—like he wasn’t describing something that took guts most people couldn’t imagine.

Madison blinked. Her pulse kicked up, slow and low.

“You guys look like you’re carved out of brick,” she said before thinking.

Levi smirked immediately. “You checking us out, sweetheart?”

Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. “If I was, I’d say you don’t seem like the type who wears office clothes.”

Bran gave a quiet snort, not unkind. “Only when we have to appear in court.”

Steven let out a soft, uncertain laugh from behind her.

“We’re not all lawyers and CEOs,” Levi added, glancing past her at Steven without really looking at him.

“I’m not a lawyer,” Steven said stiffly. “Finance. Risk assessment.”

“Right,” Levi said, clearly not caring.

Bran didn’t acknowledge him at all. His eyes were still on Madison.

“What about you?” he asked, voice lower now.

“Me?”

“You work?”

She shook her head, sipping her drink.

“No. Steven’s work keeps us pretty comfortable. I tried a few things, but nothing stuck. These days I… do the house stuff.”

Bran nodded once like that made sense to him. “Lucky guy.”

Her lips parted slightly.

That tone.

He didn’t say it sarcastically. Didn’t say it like it was a joke. Just factual. Like he understood what it meant to have a woman like her in his home, in his bed, soft and taken care of.

Steven walked around to the couch, hovering behind her. “She’s always been creative. She volunteers when she can.”

She didn’t move.

Didn’t respond.

Levi leaned forward. “You seem too sharp to stay quiet all day.”

“I like quiet,” she said softly.

Bran watched her a little longer.

There was no flirtation in his eyes. No showy grin like Levi. Just weight. Pressure. That heavy male awareness that told her he saw her—not as a friend’s wife, not as a polite houseguest—but as a woman.

Madison felt it deep in her chest.

A coil tightening.

Steven sat down beside her, too close to where her legs had curled up, and she had to shift slightly to give him room. His elbow brushed her knee, and it made her flinch—not from discomfort, but because it pulled her out of the moment.

“You’re in great shape for construction,” Steven said to Bran, trying again.

Levi barked a laugh. “What does that mean?”

“I just meant—heavy labor isn’t easy past your thirties.”

Bran didn’t answer.

He just stared at Steven with a look that could’ve meant anything—or nothing. Then he turned back to Madison like she was the only one still worth his attention.

“You ever held a roofing torch?” he asked her.

“No,” she said, smiling now.

“You ever watch concrete get poured at dawn? See the way steam lifts off it in the cold?”

She shook her head slowly.

“It’s a whole thing,” Bran said. “Lotta weight. Lotta timing. But when it sets just right? You feel it in your hands. It lasts.”

Her stomach clenched.

God. The way he spoke.

Steven reached for his drink and took a quick sip, eyes on the fire now. He was silent.

Levi stood up and stretched, muscles bunching under his skin as he rolled his neck.

“We’ll sleep down here tonight. Don’t wanna track wet socks all over your stairs.”

Steven looked like he was about to object.

Madison stepped in first.

“You’re welcome to stay as long as you need,” she said, eyes on Bran.

He met her gaze. Didn’t blink.

Didn’t smile.

Just nodded once, slow and sure.

Levi tossed a wink her way.

Steven said nothing.

And Madison?

She couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt so alive in her own skin.

The fire burned low, soft gold flickering over bare skin and half-folded blankets. Madison stood at the base of the stairs in her robe, one hand on the banister, the other holding the empty glass she hadn't refilled since dinner.

Bran was already asleep.

He’d taken the floor instead of the couch, said he didn’t mind it. Just kicked back against a folded blanket and passed out within minutes. His shirt was off, chest rising and falling slow under the firelight. One arm behind his head, the other across his stomach.

His body looked brutal in the stillness.

Solid chest. Heavy abs. Muscles that didn’t come from gym reps but from lifting lumber, carrying equipment, climbing ladders three stories up in the wind. There were faded scars across his ribs and a little dusting of hair on his stomach, the kind that trailed under his waistband in a thick, dark line.

And his waistband?

Rode low.

Unfairly low.

She could see the outline under the blanket.

Heavy. Thick.

Not hard. Just resting there like it had weight. Like it wasn’t in any rush to impress—because it didn’t need to. Bran’s body wasn’t performing. It was just his. Big and blunt and broad, even in sleep.

Levi wasn’t far. He’d claimed the couch, sprawled wide, arm over his eyes, blanket kicked off halfway down his legs. His boxers had ridden up one thigh, giving her a glimpse of solid muscle and too much skin for decency.

He snored once, sharp and deep.

She bit her lip.

Behind her, Steven came down the stairs in socks and flannel pajama pants, holding a pillow under one arm. His eyes scanned the room quickly and settled on her. His voice was low, barely above a whisper.

“You’re not coming up?”

Madison turned slightly, eyes still flicking toward Bran’s sleeping form.

“I just wanted to check the fire.”

Steven glanced at Bran, then Levi.

“They’re taking up the whole floor,” he muttered.

“They’re not exactly petite.”

He forced a little laugh, awkward and stiff.

“Yeah. No kidding.”

Steven stepped around her and knelt near the hearth, adding a couple logs to the embers like it was the only useful thing he could do. He didn’t look at her. Or them. His shoulders were tight. His posture small.

Madison didn’t move from the stairs.

She watched him work, then turned her head and looked at Bran again.

She imagined herself kneeling beside him instead.

Sliding the blanket off slowly.

Feeling that heat—not polite husband warmth, not the kind that stayed on one side of the bed. But real heat. The kind that wrapped around you, pushed into you, held you down, finished deep inside you and didn't pull out.

Her thighs pressed together.

She didn’t notice Steven had stopped moving until he stood, pillow under his arm again.

“Coming?” he asked, voice soft.

She looked at him then. Really looked.

The baggy shirt. The hunched shoulders. The way he avoided Bran’s body like it offended him.

And for the first time, she saw it.

He knew.

Steven knew exactly what these men were.

And worse⁠—

He knew what she was thinking.

“I’ll be up in a minute,” she said. Her eyes never left his sleeping body as she muttered the words. Madison’s mind raced with all of the possibilities and potential that were awaiting her.

Steven hesitated. Then nodded once and walked slowly up the stairs, footsteps light.

Madison stood there alone, staring at the two men stretched out before her, the fire casting shadows on everything but them.

She sat on the bottom step, the wood cool beneath her, and just watched.

She didn’t touch herself.

Didn’t need to.

She was already soaked.
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The cold hit her lungs sharp as a blade the second she stepped outside. The world was white and gleaming, snow crusted over everything like sugar on glass. The porch creaked beneath her feet as she came down the steps, boots sinking into fresh powder. Bran stood near the side of the cabin, sleeves rolled, axe in hand, splitting wedge already buried in the stump.

Madison took a second to admire the way his back moved under the weight of the swing.

Each time the axe came down, his shirt stretched across his shoulders, thick arms flexing with slow, brutal force. It wasn’t for show—he was working. Hard. No gloves. No complaints. Just sweat and snow and raw muscle.

She stopped a few feet away.

“I was going to offer to help,” she said.

Bran didn’t pause. Another swing. Another clean split.

He looked at her over his shoulder. Not smiling.

“Absolutely not.”

She blinked. “Excuse me?”

“That’s a man’s job,” he said flatly.

The log split again under his next strike.

From the porch, Levi let out a low whistle.

“Oh, fuck, here we go,” he muttered, arms crossed, watching with an amused smirk. He was leaning against the railing, hood up, cup of coffee steaming in one hand.

Steven was standing awkwardly behind him, still in his flannel pajama pants and slippers, holding a mug he wasn’t drinking.

Bran stood straight, setting the axe down against the stump. “No woman needs to be out here freezing her ass off swinging a ten-pound head while some guy with warm socks watches from the porch.”

He didn’t have to look at Steven when he said it.

Everyone already was.

Madison raised her eyebrows, a slow grin creeping across her lips. She glanced back at Steven. “I tried to get him to do it when we got here.”

Steven flushed. “The firewood was already stacked. I didn’t see the point⁠—”

Levi barked a short, rough laugh.

“That sounds about right,” he said. “Typical of someone like him.”

Steven turned to him. “Someone like what, exactly?”

Levi shrugged. “Soft.”

Bran didn’t comment. He picked up another log, set it on the stump.

Crack.

Another clean split.

Steven stared at the pile growing around Bran’s boots, then down at his own slippers, then away.

Madison crossed her arms, leaning against the side of the porch. She wasn’t going to step in. Not this time.

She didn’t feel bad.

She felt warm.

Bran looked at her again, this time longer. His eyes dragged from her mouth to the curve of her hips, to the thighs pressing tight under her thermal leggings.

“You want to help?” he asked.

She straightened a little. “Yeah?”

“Go inside and stay warm. I’ll handle the rest.”

His voice was firm. Not up for negotiation.

Something in her twisted.

God, she wanted to argue. She wanted to be stubborn, to prove something. But the way he stood, the way he held that axe like it was part of him—it wasn’t about orders. It was about roles. About how things were supposed to be.

So she didn’t argue.

She turned without a word and walked back toward the porch.

As she passed Steven, she didn’t even look at him.

He didn’t look at her, either.
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The whiskey burned low and sweet in her chest, the bottle resting between her thighs on the couch as she poured another splash into her glass. The fire had been rebuilt and was roaring again, crackling behind Bran’s massive frame where he sat in the corner chair, legs spread, arms draped like he owned the room.

Levi was half-slouched across the couch opposite her, long legs stretched out, socks mismatched. The smirk on his lips hadn’t left since they started.

Steven sat next to her.

Too close.

Too quiet.

They were six rounds deep into a drinking game Levi made up on the spot—something dumb involving answering questions or taking a shot. It was childish, messy, and exactly what the cabin needed.

Unless you were Steven.

Madison watched him miss another cue, stumbling through a question Bran asked with his usual polite, strained laugh. He gave a wrong answer, then corrected himself, then mumbled something about not understanding the rules.

Levi made a loud buzzer noise with his mouth. “Wrong again, sweater boy. That’s a shot.”

Steven sighed. “I’ve had four.”

“Then stop losing,” Levi said, grinning like he meant it.

Madison lifted her glass and drank slow.

She hoped he’d lose. Again.

Because every time he did, Levi threw another jab. Bran gave another look. And Steven—her quiet, buttoned-up, never-angry, never-hungry husband—just shrunk smaller. Not one of them. Never could be.

Bran looked over the rim of his glass at Steven and asked: “You ever win anything, or is this kind of your thing?”

Steven gave a tight smile. “It’s just a game.”

“Sure,” Levi muttered. “For some of us.”

Madison fought a grin and looked down into her glass. She knew it wasn’t kind, but God—it felt good. Watching Steven squirm. Watching him come up short. Watching the two men take up so much space that her husband started to vanish beside them.

The next round came fast.

Levi pointed at her. “Truth or dare?”

She raised an eyebrow. “We’re doing that now?”

“Yep. You’re drunk enough.”

She glanced at Steven.

He looked miserable.

Good.

“Dare,” she said.

Levi’s eyes lit up.

He looked at Bran, then back at her. “Kiss him.”

Steven stiffened. “Levi⁠—”

“Not you,” Levi said, almost lazily. “Obviously.”

The fire popped.

Bran didn’t react. He just waited. Like he already knew what was coming.

Madison’s pulse jumped.

She let the glass rest against her knee and turned toward Bran slowly. Her legs felt warm and unsteady under her. Her chest tighter than it should be.

You don’t have to. You can laugh it off. You can pretend.

But her mouth said: “Okay.”

And Bran leaned forward in his chair like he was meeting her halfway.

The room went quiet.

Steven didn’t move. Just sat there—small, watching.

Madison crawled off the couch.

Each movement was deliberate, slow, her hands resting on Bran’s thighs as she straddled one of his legs, knees on either side. His jeans were worn, hot from the fire, firm under her palms. He looked up at her with those calm, shadowed eyes, one hand resting against her waist.

She kissed him.

Not polite.

Not for the dare.

Her mouth parted against his, and Bran kissed her like he’d been waiting. His hand slid up the side of her body, over her ribs, fingers spreading wide. His other hand found the back of her neck and held her there, not rough, not gentle—just sure.

Steven was right there.

She didn’t care.

Her tongue met Bran’s. She moaned into his mouth, hips shifting slightly against his thigh before she caught herself.

She pulled back slowly.

Her lips were swollen. Her chest rising fast.

Bran sat still, eyes on her, hand still resting on her hip.

Levi whistled low from the couch. “Damn. She liked that.”

Madison sat back on her heels, heart pounding in her ears.

She looked at Steven.

He looked like he wanted to melt through the floor.

Good.

Because the kiss hadn’t felt like a game.

It had felt like a start.
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The floorboards creaked beneath her bare feet as Madison padded into the bedroom, her robe loose, fingers still tingling from where they’d pressed against Bran’s thighs.

She could still taste him.

That kiss wasn’t a dare—it was a claim. And it had worked. Her lips were swollen, her heart still racing. Her thighs slick with heat she hadn’t asked for, hadn’t expected.

But she hadn’t stopped it, had she?

She hadn’t wanted to.

She sat on the edge of the bed, letting the robe fall open a little as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, breath still shaky. The room was cold, but her skin was on fire. Between her legs? Worse. She was soaked, throbbing, every part of her body still in that chair, still straddling Bran’s leg.

Behind her, the door creaked open.

Steven stepped in quietly, like he wasn’t sure if he belonged there.

Madison didn’t turn around.

She stared at the window, where frost had crept in thin spider-veins across the corners of the glass.

“You coming to bed?” she asked, voice flat.

Steven hesitated. “Yeah. I just—wanted to say goodnight.”

She didn’t respond.

The silence stretched long.

Then she felt the mattress shift as he sat down behind her. One of his hands touched her shoulder—light, hesitant.

She almost flinched.

He leaned in, kissed the curve of her neck.

His lips were soft. Weak. Not firm. Not hungry.

Madison closed her eyes.

Her body didn’t react.

Nothing.

He kissed her again, higher this time, closer to her ear. His hand slid slowly down her arm, over the robe, fingers barely pressing.

She didn’t move.

Then he whispered, “You looked… beautiful tonight.”

Her jaw tightened.

He touched her hip. The robe was open. He slid his hand lower, fingers grazing her thigh.

She pulled away.

Not violently.

Just enough.

Steven froze.

“I thought…” he started, voice cracking, “I thought maybe we could⁠—”

“We can’t,” she said.

The words came too fast. Too sharp.

He pulled his hand back like he’d been burned.

Madison turned her head, just enough to look at him.

His face was pale, jaw tight, eyes flicking away like he couldn’t bear to hold hers.

“You kissed him,” he said quietly.

She didn’t respond.

“I know it was a dare, but you didn’t have to⁠—”

“I wanted to.”

The silence that followed was thick.

Steven’s shoulders slumped.

He looked like he’d been slapped.

“Madison,” he whispered, “what’s happening to us?”

“You tell me,” she said. “When was the last time you even looked at me like a woman?”

He swallowed hard.

“I’m trying.”

“No. You’re reacting.”

She stood and walked to the bathroom, robe swinging open just enough to show the curve of her ass.

He didn’t follow.

He wouldn’t.

He couldn’t.

And that was the truth.

When Madison finally made it upstairs, the bedroom was dim, shadows from the fire downstairs dancing weakly across the walls. The air smelled faintly of old wood and cooling whiskey, and from the window, Madison could still hear the last drag of Levi’s laughter carried on the wind. The storm hadn’t stopped.

She lay curled on her side, one leg bent, the sheet tucked loosely around her hips. Her eyes were open, staring at the dark, at nothing. Her lips still tingled faintly from Bran’s mouth.

Behind her, the bed shifted.

Steven slid in slowly, carefully, like someone trying not to startle a wounded animal. She could feel the hesitation in him before he even touched her—his weight cautious, his breathing shallow.

“Hey,” he whispered.

She didn’t answer.

His hand touched her shoulder. Light. Fingertips only.

She closed her eyes.

“I know it’s been… weird tonight,” he said quietly, “but maybe we could just… be close. For a minute.”

His hand moved down her arm, to her waist. He hesitated there too, fingers curling slightly against the fabric of her sleep shorts.

No confidence.

No certainty.

Just a man asking permission in his own bed.

She didn’t move.

He leaned in, his mouth near her neck. She felt the brush of his breath. Then the awkward press of his lips, too dry, too slow, no heat behind it. Just the act.

“I miss touching you,” he whispered.

Her stomach turned.

Not because it was cruel.

Because it was so fucking small.

His hand slid to her hip, trying to pull her toward him. She stayed still. Let him try. Let him realize—her body wasn’t with him. Not anymore.

His breath caught. She felt it.

“Please,” he said, barely audible.

Madison turned her head just slightly, enough to let the cold side of her voice reach him.

“This isn’t you missing me. This is you trying to forget what they said.”

He froze.

“No,” he lied.

She rolled onto her back and looked at him.

There was nothing seductive in it. No curve of her lips, no softness in her eyes. Just a woman staring up at a man who hadn’t touched her in months, and now, after hearing the truth laid bare outside, wanted to take something back.

“I don’t want pity sex, Steven.”

He flinched.

His hand dropped away from her skin.

“I wasn’t⁠—”

“Yes, you were.”

She sat up slowly, the sheet falling away from her chest. She wasn’t trying to be cruel. But she wasn’t going to protect him from this.

“Bran kissed me like I mattered. Like he didn’t have to ask.”

Steven’s face crumbled.

“You liked it.”

“I loved it.”

He turned away from her, sitting on the edge of the bed with his head in his hands.

She didn’t touch him.

She lay back against the pillow and stared at the ceiling, the image of Bran between her thighs flashing through her mind like a heat she couldn’t put out.

Beside her, Steven whispered something into his hands.

She didn’t ask him to repeat it.

It didn’t matter.

He wasn’t touching her again.

Not tonight.

Not ever the same way.

The front door swung open with a slow creak, a gust of cold air cutting through the cabin’s warmth as Bran stepped onto the porch and lit a cigarette. The cherry flared red in the dark, smoke curling thick around his face. He leaned against the rail, bare forearms crossed, watching the snow fall hard over the trees.

Levi followed him out, zipping his hoodie halfway, hands shoved in his pockets.

“You see her face after that kiss?” he muttered.

Bran exhaled slow, smoke pouring from his nostrils. “She melted.”

“She wanted more.”

Bran didn’t answer. He didn’t need to. The silence said it all.

Levi kicked a patch of snow off the porch with his boot.

“I bet she’s wet as hell right now,” he said. “And what’s he doing? Crying into his pillow?”

Bran snorted. “Guy’s a fucking ghost.”

“I’ve met tighter drywall.”

Bran dragged long from the cigarette, the end glowing bright again. “You think he’s always been like that?”

“Probably. Rich boys usually are. Think a good job and a smart haircut mean they don’t have to put in work.”

“He didn’t even blink when I said she shouldn’t lift the axe.”

“Because he knows it’s true.”

Levi leaned against the post beside him, breath steaming in the cold.

“I watched him while she was on your lap. I swear to God, he looked like he was gonna throw up.”

Bran chuckled, low and rough.

“Guy’s wife kissed another man right in front of him. And he just sat there.”

“Pathetic.”

“He’s not a man.”

Levi smirked. “Nah. He’s a placeholder. A wallet with a pulse.”

Inside the cabin, upstairs, the window was cracked.

Madison lay still under the blanket, body warm, skin flushed, heart thudding hard in her chest.

She heard them.

Every word.

Steven did too.

He sat at the edge of the bed, eyes wide, face pale, not breathing.

Neither of them moved.

Bran’s voice drifted up again, rougher now.

“She kissed me like she’s been starving for it.”

“She has,” Levi said. “You can see it. That body’s aching for someone to use it.”

“She’s got no idea what she’s married to.”

Madison’s thighs squeezed together under the covers.

Steven’s head dropped.

No one said anything else.

Just the sound of the wind.

And the low laugh of two real men who’d already started taking what they wanted.
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The scent of frying eggs filled the cabin, warm and buttery, laced with cracked pepper and the crisp sizzle of bacon curling in the cast iron. Madison stood at the stove barefoot, wearing one of Steven’s old button-ups, sleeves rolled, the hem brushing the top of her thighs.

She wasn’t cooking to impress anyone. She was just doing something with her hands to keep from vibrating out of her skin.

The heat between her legs from last night hadn’t gone anywhere.

Every time she closed her eyes, she felt Bran’s hand on her waist again.

His mouth.

His thigh.

His weight.

She stirred the eggs with a wooden spatula, wrist flicking, hips shifting slightly in time with the slow rhythm of the stove. Her hair was still a mess, twisted up in a loose clip that had started to fall apart.

Behind her, the floorboards creaked.

She didn’t have to turn around.

Bran.

He didn’t announce himself. He just stepped into the kitchen like he belonged there, like the air shifted to accommodate him. She felt him before she saw him.

Close.

Big.

Solid.

Madison swallowed and kept stirring.

“You’re up early,” she said, voice light, casual.

Bran stepped closer. Close enough that she felt the warmth of his chest against her back before they even touched. She stiffened—but not because she wanted to move away.

Because she wanted to lean back into him.

“Smells good,” he said, voice deep and gravel-rough from sleep.

His hand reached up behind her and gently pulled her hair back away from her face, twisting the loose strands into a quick makeshift tie with the clip that had been dangling uselessly.

She froze.

Not from fear.

From how easy it was.

How natural.

He didn’t ask.

He just did it.

His fingers brushed the nape of her neck, slow, then slid away as he leaned over her shoulder to inhale the food.

“Damn,” he said, low and warm. “You cook like you fuck?”

She sucked in a breath.

Steven was sitting at the table behind them.

He hadn’t said a word since she started cooking.

He was hunched over his mug, staring down into it like it might offer him a way out of this moment.

But there was no way out.

Bran didn’t look at him once.

Instead, he reached for the apron folded on the counter and shook it out with one hand.

“Turn around.”

She did.

No hesitation.

Bran stepped behind her and tied the apron around her waist, slow, his knuckles grazing her sides as he cinched it tight. Not too tight. Just enough to remind her of the shape of her body.

He leaned down near her ear.

“You should’ve woken me up to help.”

His breath brushed her skin.

Her nipples tightened instantly under the shirt.

Steven cleared his throat.

Neither of them turned.

Bran stepped away and poured himself a coffee.

Madison went back to stirring the eggs.

Her pulse was racing.

She could feel Steven’s eyes boring into her back.

But he said nothing.

He didn’t stop it.

Didn’t try.

Because what was he going to do?

Tell Bran not to touch her?

Tell her to stop?

He’d lost that right.

Long ago.

Madison set the plate of eggs down on the table between the three of them, apron tied snug at her waist, legs bare, collar of the oversized shirt hanging open just enough to hint at the shape of her chest. Her cheeks were still flushed from Bran’s hands. Her lips parted as she breathed deep through the rising steam.

Levi was already watching her when she turned around.

He sat back in the chair with one arm slung over the backrest, shirt clinging to his chest, thick forearms exposed. His eyes moved slow, deliberate—from her ankles to her thighs, to the way the apron hugged her waist and pressed against the soft swell of her stomach.

“Shit,” he murmured, low and full of heat. “You walk around like that every morning?”

She smirked. “Like what?”

He licked his bottom lip. “Like a wet dream someone forgot to wake up from.”

Steven nearly choked on his coffee.

Madison laughed—really laughed, breathless and bright. Not polite. Not forced. It spilled out of her like it belonged.

Levi didn’t stop there.

He leaned forward, elbows on the table now, hands folding as he kept his eyes on her. “Bet you make more than eggs when you’re in the right mood.”

Steven stiffened.

Physically.

Under the table, he shifted in his seat, suddenly hyper-aware of the heat between his legs. His cock stirred with a slow, sick twitch—not because he wanted it, but because his body didn’t know how else to respond.

Humiliation flooded his chest like hot water.

Levi’s voice dropped lower. “You always smile like that when someone talks to you like they know what your body’s for?”

Madison’s breath hitched.

She didn’t answer.

She sat down across from Levi, thighs brushing the seat, one hand reaching for her glass. Her cheeks were pink again. Not shy. Just alive.

Bran watched her, quiet, sipping his coffee. But Levi? He wasn’t watching.

He was devouring.

Steven tried to breathe steady.

He couldn’t stop himself from glancing at her—his wife—and seeing everything he’d never gotten from her.

Not that laugh.

Not that flush.

Not that quick catch of her breath when a man looked at her like she was something worth bending over the kitchen counter just to see what she’d sound like.

Under the table, his erection pressed against the inside of his pants.

He crossed his legs.

Too late.

Levi’s eyes flicked down. Then back up.

He smirked.

“Something wrong, man?”

Steven looked up fast.

“What?”

“You’re looking a little tight around the belt.”

Madison didn’t look at him. She stirred her eggs with a slow, lazy twist of the fork.

Steven’s throat closed.

He forced a breath. “It’s—nothing.”

“Sure,” Levi said. “Nothing makes guys like you squirm like that.”

Bran gave a low grunt of amusement but didn’t speak.

Madison finally looked at Steven.

Her eyes were cool. Curious.

And something else.

Something sharp.

Something that asked—what are you really doing here?
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The fire had burned low again.

Afternoon snow fell outside the windows in long, quiet streaks. The cabin lights buzzed low with heat. In the silence that followed breakfast, the room was full of something hotter than the fire.

Bran stood near the hearth, arms crossed. Levi leaned against the kitchen counter, peeling a blood orange with thick fingers, juice dripping between his knuckles.

Madison stood at the edge of the living room, back straight, chin lifted. She didn’t try to hide how hard she was breathing. Her thighs pressed together. Her lips were slightly parted.

Steven stood near the stairs.

Still.

Wordless.

Bran’s voice cut through the tension, low and blunt.

“You’re not playing games, are you?”

Madison didn’t blink. “No.”

Levi let out a low chuckle behind her. “Finally. I thought we were gonna have to pretend all weekend.”

Bran stepped closer, his boots heavy on the floor.

His eyes never left hers.

“You’ve been walking around like someone begging to be filled.”

Steven let out a sound. Not a word. Just a sharp, swallowed breath.

Bran didn’t even glance at him.

“You want to be fucked?” he asked, stepping in close enough to make the air shift between them.

Madison’s heart thudded hard against her ribs.

But she didn’t hesitate.

She didn’t stutter.

She looked him straight in the eye and said:

“I want to be shown what my body is for.”

The words hit the room like heat.

Bran’s jaw flexed. Levi dropped the orange onto the counter and wiped his hands on his jeans.

Steven’s lips moved. No sound came out.

Madison took one slow step toward Bran, chest rising with every breath.

“I want both of you to use me,” she said. “Not ask. Not wait. Not talk.”

Her voice shook—not from fear.

From need.

Steven finally croaked out something. “Madison…”

She turned to look at him.

And he saw it.

The change.

She wasn’t his anymore.

Maybe she never had been.

She turned back to Bran.

“I want to be taken.”

Bran didn’t smile.

He nodded.

And Levi’s voice came, low and eager from behind her.

“Then say it again.”

She looked straight ahead, voice harder now.

“Use me.”

Steven’s knees buckled slightly.

No one helped him.

He didn’t matter right now.

Madison licked her lips, breath shaky, and stepped between them both.

And this?

This was just the start.
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The snow had slowed to a lazy drift, soft flakes spiraling through the sharp winter air as Madison stepped onto the porch. Her breath left in a fog. Her boots crunched through fresh powder as she moved around the side of the cabin, following the rhythmic thud that echoed through the woods.

She found him outside again, sleeves rolled, shirt clinging to his back.

Levi.

Sweat glistened on the back of his neck despite the cold. His broad shoulders flexed under the thin fabric of his long-sleeve thermal as he raised the axe, the motion smooth, unhurried. Controlled.

The blade came down with a heavy crack.

The log split clean.

He didn’t grunt. Didn’t strain.

He swung like it was nothing.

Like gravity just happened to follow his lead.

Madison leaned against the edge of the cabin, watching. The heat in her chest bloomed slow and low, deeper with every swing.

His muscles didn’t just flex—they moved like they were born to. Every part of him flowed: biceps bulging, forearms corded and tight, back tapering to narrow hips that shifted as he turned, breath curling from his mouth in thick clouds.

She didn’t speak.

But Levi felt her there.

He didn’t look right away. Just split another log, then stepped back, rolling his shoulders. The axe rested across one palm as he turned to face her.

“Well,” he said, grinning, “you gonna stare all day or come say what you want?”

Her mouth went dry.

She took one step closer.

Then another.

The cold didn’t matter. Not with the way he was looking at her. Like she was already undressed. Like he knew what she was for, and all that was left was the doing.

“I said it last night,” she murmured, voice catching in her throat.

Levi tilted his head, wiping sweat from his brow with the back of his wrist. “Say it again.”

“I want to be used.”

That grin turned dark.

“You want both of us to ruin you?”

She shivered.

“Yes.”

He stepped toward her, the axe dropped into the snow without a thought.

“You think I’m gonna kiss you sweet?” he asked, voice low, stepping right up into her space.

“No,” she whispered.

“Good.”

Then his hand was in her hair.

He grabbed the back of her head and pulled her into him, mouth crashing into hers with heat and pressure that stole the breath from her lungs. It wasn’t a question. It wasn’t gentle. His lips took hers open, tongue pushing deep, hand tightening in her hair as he angled her face where he wanted it.

Madison moaned against his mouth, knees going weak. Her hands went to his chest—broad, hot, solid—and she felt herself melt into him.

His body dwarfed hers.

She’d never been kissed like this.

Never.

He tasted like salt and firewood and the kind of man who took what he wanted, no hesitation. She could feel him against her—hard already. Big. Ready.

He pulled back just long enough to growl into her mouth.

“You kiss like a bitch in heat.”

She gasped.

And then he kissed her again.

Rougher.

Deeper.

One hand on her lower back, dragging her against his thigh. She let him. Pressed into it. Let herself grind—just once—before she caught herself and broke the kiss.

She staggered back, breathless.

His eyes were dark, hungry.

“I’m not stopping,” he said.

She swallowed.

“Good,” she said. “I don’t want you to.”

The door creaked open and cold air rushed in, biting at the warm cabin air as Madison stepped inside. Her cheeks were red, lashes dusted with snow. Her thighs trembled slightly with each step.

Her breath was still coming fast.

Her lips were wet.

She shut the door behind her without a word, eyes locked on the floor for only a second before she looked up and saw him.

Steven.

Sitting at the kitchen table.

Frozen.

His hands were in his lap.

His mouth slightly open.

His eyes—wide, wet, pleading.

He’d seen it.

All of it.

She didn’t ask how much. Didn’t need to.

She saw the shape of his grief forming behind his silence, the way his fingers trembled, the way he wanted to speak but knew the words would break before they even formed.

Madison walked past him without a sound.

His head turned with her, but she didn’t look back. Not once.

Because what was there to say?

He had his chance. He’d had years.

And now?

Now, someone else had her scent on their mouth.

Bran was on the couch, one arm sprawled along the backrest, legs open, relaxed in a way that made the whole room feel smaller. His gaze found hers the second she stepped around the corner.

“Come here,” he said.

It wasn’t a request.

Madison walked straight to him.

Bran grabbed her by the hips and pulled her into his lap, her knees straddling his thighs. The robe she wore slipped open slightly, the hem riding high on her thighs as she sank down onto him.

His hands went straight to her ass. Then up.

One rough palm slid under the robe, curling around her breast. He squeezed, fingers rough, thumb brushing her nipple through the thin fabric of her top.

She moaned into his neck.

Behind them, Steven made a sound.

Bran turned his head slowly toward him.

“Be a good boy,” he said, voice low, direct. “And give us some fucking privacy.”

Steven didn’t move.

Didn’t argue.

He stood. Slow. Numb.

Then turned away and walked upstairs.

Madison watched him go.

Then she turned back to Bran, lips brushing his ear.

And smiled.
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The clawfoot tub creaked softly beneath her as Madison slid lower into the steaming water, letting the bubbles rise over her chest and shoulders. The room was dim, lit by three small candles on the vanity and a soft golden glow from the hallway just beyond the cracked door.

The scent of vanilla and sandalwood filled the air, mixing with the musk of the soap she’d lathered into her skin. Her hair was pinned messily on top of her head, a few damp strands clinging to her neck. The water was nearly too hot—exactly how she liked it. Her legs floated weightless beneath the surface, knees just breaking through the suds.

Her thighs still tingled.

Her lips—swollen, tender—remembered every second of being dragged down over Bran’s mouth, his calloused hand cupping her breast, his fingers closing around her like he’d done it a thousand times before. She had felt the thickness of him pressed between her legs even through the denim. He hadn’t even gotten inside her yet, and already she felt owned.

She’d never kissed Steven like that.

Not once.

The water sloshed gently as she shifted her hips beneath the surface, one hand trailing down her stomach. She let her head fall back against the porcelain, eyes half-lidded, mouth parted.

She hadn’t said yes to Bran.

He hadn’t needed it.

Because when his hand found her throat and tilted her face just right, and his tongue pushed deeper, she’d made sounds she didn’t recognize. Her body had folded into his without a second thought. She’d straddled his lap like it was hers.

Like he was.

The thought sent a pulse of heat through her belly.

And Levi?

That fucking grin. The way his eyes had locked on her while Bran kissed her, like he was imagining exactly how she’d look underneath him. Open. Spread. Gutted.

He’d probably been hard the entire time.

She hoped he had been.

She thought of his hands swinging that axe earlier. The way the veins in his forearms popped with each strike. The ease in his posture. Like breaking things was fun.

Madison’s hand dipped beneath the water.

Just as her fingers grazed the inside of her thigh⁠—

A knock on the door.

Rap-rap-rap.

Her eyes snapped open, jaw tight.

Steven.

She didn’t say anything at first. Just stared at the door, pulse still fluttering.

Then she sighed—loud, heavy, annoyed.

“What do you want?”

His voice came small from the other side.

“I… I just want to talk.”

Of course he did.

Of course now—after watching her melt into another man’s lap, after hearing the wet sound of Bran’s mouth on her neck, after watching her leave him like he wasn’t even there—now he wanted to talk.

She didn’t answer.

He tried again, more desperate.

“Please.”

She tilted her head back, water sloshing again.

Let him beg.

It suited him.

Another knock.

Softer this time. Pathetic.

“Madison…”

She rolled her eyes, the back of her head thudding lightly against the porcelain curve of the tub. The heat of the water had just started to sink into her thighs again. Her skin was flushed, her nipples tight from the steam, and her hand had barely started to move where she needed it.

Now he was ruining that, too.

His voice wavered behind the door.

“I know you don’t want to talk to me. I know you’re angry, and I get it, I do. But I just—please. I need to say something. I’m not here to fight.”

She let her fingers drag slow through the water, no longer teasing herself. Just floating. Just wasting time now.

Steven.

Always interrupting.

Always apologizing for things he was too weak to change.

This trip would’ve been perfect if she’d come alone.

No whining.

No sad glances from across the table.

No limp apologies tucked into hesitant kisses that meant nothing.

She could’ve walked into that cabin on day one, bent over the couch, and begged to be bred like she was supposed to be—without having to look her husband in the eyes after.

She could’ve been used.

Filled.

Done right.

Instead, he was standing behind a door like a fucking dog left out in the snow, whining to be let back in.

“Please, Madison,” he said again, voice cracking.

“God,” she muttered, scrubbing a hand over her face.

Her voice cut through the steam. Flat. Irritated.

“Are you going to cry out there all night?”

Silence.

Then, quiet.

“I just want to talk.”

She sat up slowly, bubbles slipping down her chest, candlelight flickering over the smooth wet skin between her breasts.

“Fine,” she said. “Come in.”

The door creaked open, slow. She didn’t cover herself. Didn’t adjust. Just stared ahead, lips parted slightly as she rested one arm on the edge of the tub.

Steven stepped in with careful, nervous steps.

His eyes flicked up and down her body, guilt written across every inch of his posture.

She said nothing.

She didn’t owe him anything.

Let him squirm.

Let him try to explain what he couldn’t fix.

Because the truth?

He was already too late.

Steven stood awkwardly by the edge of the bathroom door, arms crossed tight over his chest like he needed to hold himself together. The tile was cold beneath his socks. The air was thick with steam, and the scent of her bubble bath hit him like a wall—vanilla, sandalwood, something rich and feminine.

Madison didn’t look at him.

She trailed one hand through the bubbles, lazy circles. Her breasts were just barely hidden, a glint of candlelight catching the soft swell of skin every time she shifted.

He finally cleared his throat.

“I just want to understand what’s happening.”

She looked up.

“Seriously?”

He flinched at her tone. Her voice was cold, flat, not angry—just done.

“What is there to understand, Steven?”

“I saw you with him—on the couch. And I know I’m not perfect, I know I haven’t been, but⁠—”

“But what?” she snapped, eyes narrowing.

He opened his mouth.

Closed it again.

She sighed and leaned back, one leg rising from the water, the bubbles sliding down her thigh as she rested it along the edge of the tub.

“You think I owe you a fucking explanation for being touched the way I’ve been begging to be touched for years?”

“That’s not what I⁠—”

She cut him off.

“You didn’t even notice when I stopped trying. You didn’t care when I cried after sex. You didn’t look at me like I was anything but a pillow you got used to sleeping beside.”

His jaw trembled.

“I love you.”

She laughed. A single, sharp sound.

“No, Steven. You love the version of me that didn’t ask for more.”

He stepped forward, a hand reaching out, stopping in the air like he wasn’t sure what he was reaching for.

“What do you want me to do? Beg? Apologize? You want me to say it’s okay that you⁠—”

“I want you to listen.”

He froze.

“I want you to understand that this isn’t temporary. This isn’t a moment or a mistake or a cry for help.”

She leaned forward in the tub now, water shifting around her body.

“I want to be fucked by real men. I want to be used. I want to be bred.”

He made a choking sound in the back of his throat.

His knees bent slightly, body curling in like he’d been punched.

Madison’s voice didn’t waver.

“Bran could’ve pulled me onto that couch and fucked me raw in front of you, and I would’ve let him. I wanted him to.”

Steven shook his head, voice broken.

“Why are you saying this?”

“Because it’s true.”

His hands covered his face.

She heard the wet sound of a sob breaking loose behind his fingers.

Good.

Let him feel it.

Let him understand that she wasn’t his anymore.

She had tried. God, she had tried.

Now she was done.

“You’ll stay,” she said, calm again. “You’ll watch. You’ll listen. And maybe—if you’re quiet—you’ll learn what it looks like when a woman’s body is actually used for what it was made for.”

His breath hitched.

Tears slid down his cheeks.

She didn’t flinch.

This was the truth.

And he needed to hear it.
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The fire had burned low again. Shadows moved across the wooden floor as the wind howled beyond the thick walls of the cabin. Most of the lights were off. The place was quiet.

Too quiet.

Steven had gone upstairs nearly an hour ago, the bedroom door shut softly behind him.

Bran had stayed downstairs, sprawled on the leather couch, one arm slung along the back, watching the flames like they had something to say.

Madison didn’t follow her husband.

She drifted instead toward the man who made her legs tremble every time he looked at her like he knew exactly what she needed.

She stood in the living room doorway in a long t-shirt that barely covered her ass. Nothing underneath.

Bran’s eyes found her immediately.

No surprise. No question.

Just a slow rake of his gaze down her bare thighs, over the curve of her hips, and back to her eyes. Like he already knew she’d come.

She stepped toward him.

He didn’t move.

Didn’t need to.

She climbed into his lap.

He sat up slightly, legs spread wide, the muscles of his thighs flexing beneath her as she straddled him, knees digging into the worn leather cushion.

His hands went straight to her waist.

“Tell me,” he said, voice low. “What are you doing, sweetheart?”

She leaned forward, nose brushing his.

“I want you to fuck me.”

His grip tightened.

“You sure?”

“I’m past sure.”

Her lips touched his.

Then his mouth was on her—rough, claiming, hungry.

Her shirt was yanked up. Off. Thrown aside.

She was bare on top of him, heat blooming between her legs as he kissed her with a depth that made her dizzy. Her nipples scraped his chest. His hands slid down her back to cup her ass, fingers digging in.

He didn’t ask permission.

He didn’t need it.

She rolled her hips forward, grinding against the hard bulge beneath his jeans, already thick and straining.

“Bedroom,” he growled against her mouth.

She didn’t hesitate.

They moved in silence through the dim hallway, her hand in his. He opened the guest room door with his free hand and pulled her in, shutting it behind them.

The room was cold, but her skin burned.

She stood in the center while he stepped behind her.

His hands slid down her shoulders, slow, rough palms moving down her arms, around her waist, over her hips.

“You’re shaking,” he murmured.

“I want you so bad it hurts.”

He pressed against her back.

She could feel him—hot, hard, solid.

“Then let me hurt you the right way.”

She gasped when he bent her forward over the bed, when his hands spread her thighs apart, when his mouth grazed the back of her neck.

There was no turning back now.

There wasn’t supposed to be.

The door clicked shut behind them, the dim guest room thick with silence and want. Madison’s bare feet touched cold hardwood as Bran moved behind her, slow, steady, looming. She could feel the heat radiating off his skin before he even touched her. And when he did?

It wasn’t soft.

His hands gripped her hips and pulled her back against him, hard enough that her breath left her chest in a short gasp. His mouth came down on the side of her neck, not kissing, claiming. Teeth scraped her skin—teasing, testing—and then he bit, just enough to leave her shuddering.

She didn’t make a sound.

She didn’t have to.

Her whole body told him yes.

Bran turned her with one hand and shoved her backward onto the edge of the bed. She bounced once, knees parting naturally as he stepped between them. He looked down at her like a prize he’d earned, one hand sliding from her collarbone to her ribs, to the curve of her waist.

“You ready for this?” he asked.

“I came ready,” she said. “Since the moment I saw you.”

He pulled his shirt off in a single motion, every muscle cut deep beneath a layer of sweat and power. She watched his chest rise and fall, slow and heavy, before his hands went to her thighs and dragged her down into position.

She didn’t even flinch.

Didn’t try to stop it.

When he bent over her, hands braced to either side of her head, she arched up into him. Her back lifted, her chest met his, and her nails dug into his sides like she was afraid he’d vanish before he finished what he started.

He didn’t.

He was heavy. He was rough. He moved with the intent of a man who wasn’t giving her pleasure as a gift—he was giving it as a correction.

She lay sprawled beneath him on the rumpled sheets, her body arching in desperate invitation, thighs parted wide to reveal the slick, glistening folds of her needy pussy. Her breaths came in ragged gasps, fingers clawing at his back as she whimpered, "Please... now."

His massive hand gripped her hip, pinning her down with effortless dominance, while the other teased the swollen tip of his thick cock against her entrance. God, he was huge—veins pulsing along the rigid length, the head already weeping pre-cum that smeared across her sensitive clit. She bucked up against him, a whine escaping her throat, her inner walls clenching around nothing, aching to be filled.

He dragged the broad head of his cock through her soaked slit, coating himself in her arousal, watching her squirm and beg with every torturous stroke. Her pussy lips parted greedily around him, fluttering in anticipation, juices dripping down to stain the sheets.

Then, with a single, unyielding thrust, he claimed her. His thick cock breached her in one smooth, relentless slide, stretching her tight walls inch by merciless inch. She cried out, the burn of his girth splitting her open in the most exquisite way—her body yielding to him, muscles rippling and clenching to accommodate his invasion. He didn't stop, didn't give her time to adjust; he sank deeper, hips rolling forward until his heavy balls pressed flush against her ass, burying himself to the hilt in her dripping heat.

"Fuck, you're so tight," he groaned, teeth gritted as her pussy gripped him like a velvet vice, milking every throbbing vein along his shaft. He held there for a heartbeat, savoring the way she trembled beneath him, her nails raking red trails down his arms. Then he pulled back—just enough to feel her inner muscles drag along his length, reluctant to let him go—before slamming home again, harder this time, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing through the room.

Her hips met every push.

Her breath came out in broken, urgent gasps.

He owned her rhythm.

Owned her silence.

Owned her.

Time warped under him—his weight, his control, the way her body opened without resistance. She wasn’t thinking about the bed, or the room, or the man upstairs.

She was thinking about how full she felt. About how hard he gripped her wrists down against the sheets. About how it didn’t feel like cheating.

It felt like truth.

Bran didn’t ask questions. He didn’t say sweet things. He kept her grounded with force and heat, pace relentless, breathing harsh near her ear. And when he finally pressed his mouth against her neck and groaned, it wasn’t just a finish—it was a mark.

He didn’t pull out.

He didn’t even pretend to.

His cock pulsed violently, the first thick rope of cum erupting from him in a scalding flood, painting her insides white as he flooded her needy pussy. Jet after jet followed, his balls contracting rhythmically to pump every drop deep into her—hot, viscous spurts that overflowed her stretched channel, seeping out around his base in creamy rivulets that trickled down her ass crack and soaked the sheets beneath.

"Fuck, yes—take my seed," he growled through clenched teeth, his massive frame shuddering as he held her impaled on his erupting length, ensuring not a single drop escaped. She whimpered at the sensation, the warmth of his release blooming inside her like liquid fire, filling her so completely that her belly felt taut with the sheer volume of it. He stayed locked inside, hips twitching with aftershocks, his cum pooling deep in her core, claiming her from the inside out—planting his essence where it belonged, marking her as his in the most primal, irreversible way.

When he was done, she was wrecked beneath him, blinking up at the ceiling with her lips parted, chest heaving, stomach twitching.

He stood slowly, wiping sweat from his brow with the back of his hand.

She didn’t sit up.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t move for a long time.

Because she was still feeling him.

Still open.

Still claimed.
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The door clicked open.

Softly.

Madison stepped into the bedroom with bare feet, the robe she’d pulled around herself hanging crooked off one shoulder. Her hair was a mess—half falling from the clip, strands clinging to the sweat still cooling at her hairline. Her thighs trembled with each slow step across the floorboards.

Steven sat upright in bed.

He hadn’t slept. Couldn’t.

He’d heard something. Not all of it—but enough. A door closing. Muffled sounds. Voices low and close. The kind that didn’t belong to someone brushing past in the hallway.

He watched her move like her legs barely worked.

Her breath came uneven.

Her lips were flushed, too red, too full, and her eyes…

Her eyes didn’t even register him at first. For a moment, Steven felt unseen.

She stopped at the edge of the bed, tilting her head as if seeing him for the first time all over again. Like she’d just remembered he existed.

She didn’t say anything as he studied her.

She let his eyes drift lower.

Get a good look at what he did.

To the shine between her thighs. The faint smudge on her skin. The open robe that barely hid how used she looked.

She saw the way his face broke.

And smiled.

“I couldn’t sleep,” she said. “So I let Bran put me to bed.”

Steven’s throat worked. No sound came.

Madison stepped closer. Slowly. Like a predator just circling now.

She stood beside the bed and ran a finger up the inside of her thigh, catching a trail of of Bran’s cum that had dried slightly in the cool air.

She looked at it on her finger. Then licked it clean.

“Still warm,” she said softly.

Steven turned his face away. He looked like he might….throw up, cry, yell, but he did nothing.

But not before she saw the pain crack down the middle of it like a fault line.

She leaned in, her voice near his ear.

“Bran doesn’t ask. He just takes. You wouldn’t understand.”

Steven’s jaw clenched.

Madison straightened, turned away, and walked to the dresser. Her robe clung to her back. The air carried her scent—salt and sweat and something undeniably male still radiating off her skin.

She didn’t try to clean up.

Didn’t try to spare him.

This wasn’t a confession.

It was a statement.

This was how it was now.

And Steven?

He didn’t even deserve to cry about it.
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He didn’t move after she left the room.

Didn’t breathe right, didn’t blink for a long time.

The lamp on the nightstand buzzed faintly. Her scent was still in the air—sharp and wrong, mingled with sweat and something else he didn’t want to name. The sheets dipped on one side where she’d stood, robe brushing his leg.

Steven stared at the place she’d been.

The image was burned into him.

Her bare thighs. That smug look in her eye. The way she licked her finger and smiled like what she’d done wasn’t just allowed—it was earned.

He dropped his head into his hands.

The bed creaked under the tension in his shoulders.

Madison hadn’t kissed him in weeks. She hadn’t touched him without pulling away. She hadn’t smiled like that—not ever. Not for him.

And Bran?

Bran had done it in a single night.

Taken her.

Changed her.

Ruined her, and yet she looked more whole than she ever had.

Steven didn’t feel angry.

He felt small.

Weak in his own house. In his own bed. In his own goddamn skin.

And what was worse—what made it crawl under his ribs—was the hard ache that hadn’t gone away since he’d seen her walk in. That sick, low pulse between his legs that told him his body didn’t care if it hurt.

It still wanted her.

Even now.

Even knowing.

His hand clenched in the blanket, knuckles white.

Was that what she needed? To be used like that? To be filled, wrecked, owned by another man just to feel something again?

And what did that make him?

Steven slid out of bed, pacing in slow, shallow steps across the room.

He didn’t cry.

He didn’t scream.

He just existed in the silence of what she’d left behind.

No apology.

No regret.

She’d told him exactly how it was going to be—and the worst part?

She didn’t even need his permission.
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The morning air smelled like coffee and conquest.

Steven sat at the table with his back too straight, like spine alone could hold together whatever was left of him. His hands wrapped around a mug that had long gone cold, knuckles stiff, unmoving. The scrape of fork on plate made him twitch.

Across from him, Bran dug into a heap of scrambled eggs and bacon like a man who’d earned the feast. Shirtless, golden skin dappled in bite marks, bruises, and sweat-slicked satisfaction. His hair was still damp from the shower—their shower—and a lazy smirk curved his mouth as he shoveled another forkful into it.

Madison sat beside Bran.

Wearing one of Steven’s old shirts.

It didn’t reach her thighs.

Her legs were bare, parted just enough to catch a glimpse of bruised flesh between them, that unmistakable red bloom of a cunt well-used, swollen, lips puffy from being fucked long and deep through the night. Her eyes were calm. Sated. She didn’t look at Steven.

Not once.

Levi entered the kitchen, scratching his head as he yawned. He reached for a mug and poured himself a cup of hot coffee.

"Man," Levi drawled, dragging the word like a blade. "Last night was something, huh?"

Steven didn’t answer.

Levi chuckled low in his throat, leaned back in the chair, one arm draped along the top of Madison’s seat like he’d lived here all his life. Like she belonged to him and Bran now—their slut, their breeding bitch, their conquest.

“You hear her moaning and panting?” he asked, tossing a wink Steven’s way. “Thought they were gonna wake the goddamn forest. That mouth on her…” He let out a low whistle. “Didn’t think a good little wife like yours knew words like that. ‘Breed me,’ ‘fill me,’ ‘I wanna feel it dripping out while I sleep.’”

Steven flinched. The mug trembled in his grip. She hadn’t mentioned those parts to him. She had been on a mission to show off the cum on her thighs.

Madison sipped her coffee, perfectly calm. She still didn’t look at her husband.

Levi wasn’t done.

He leaned forward, elbows on the table, eyes locked on Steven like a predator scenting blood. “You know she came four times before Bran even finished? Clamped down on him like she was starving. Ain’t that right, sweetheart?”

Madison finally glanced at Steven.

Not with shame. Not with pity.

With indifference.

Like he was the one who’d cheated.

Like he’d failed some sacred test and this—this—was the consequence.

“I didn’t count,” she said softly, shrugging. “I just… let go.”

Bran snorted, grinning. “That she did. Fuck, she was shaking by the end. Had to hold her down. Thought she was gonna pass out when I nutted in her.”

Steven closed his eyes.

But the image came anyway.

Her face.

Her thighs trembling.

The slick sound of Bran’s cock driving into her, thick and brutal, hips slapping wetly as he emptied himself in her cunt like it was owed to him. The groan she let out, not pained—grateful. The way her stomach tensed, her hands clenched, and she thanked him after.

Levi’s voice dropped lower, crueler.

“And don’t worry—we’re not done yet.”

Steven looked up.

Finally.

“What?”

Levi smiled, slow and feral. “Bran’s got more in him. So do I. We’re not leaving until we’re sure that little womb of hers is nice and full. You know—bred. Knocked up the way a proper bitch should be.”

Steven’s breath hitched.

Madison said nothing.

Didn’t correct him.

Didn’t protest.

Levi grinned wider.

“You ever think about that?” he asked. “How it’ll feel? Watching her belly swell… knowing it ain’t yours? Watching her tits get heavy and sore with milk—my kid inside her, maybe Bran’s. Hell, you could even help rub her feet, huh?”

Steven’s face burned.

But not from rage.

From shame.

From something worse.

His cock twitched—pathetic, involuntary—and Levi saw it. His eyes dropped to Steven’s lap and that grin turned savage.

“Well fuck me,” he laughed. “You like this.”

Steven shook his head too fast.

“No,” he muttered. “No, I⁠—”

“Don’t lie,” Madison interrupted.

Her voice was soft, but it sliced through him.

She set her cup down. Calm, steady hands. Then she turned fully in her seat, crossing one bare leg over the other, her pussy still glistening faintly in the morning sun.

She leaned in just slightly, lashes low. “And when he came in me, when he knotted up inside like a goddamn animal, I felt every hot rope of cum that he shot into me.”

Steven said nothing.

Madison stood.

Walked behind Levi, her fingers trailing over his shoulders like they belonged there. She leaned down, whispered something in his ear, and Levi laughed—deep and pleased, cocky as hell.

Then she looked at Steven.

Dead in the eyes.

“I don’t need you to be okay with this,” she said. “I just need you to accept it.”

Levi stood too, stretching, his shorts tented with half-chubbed morning wood.

“We’ll give her a little rest,” he said casually, “and then I’ll take my turn. Bran’ll come back after the hike—he’s got a thing for morning-after holes.”

He slapped Madison’s ass, hard enough to make her gasp.

“You keep that coffee warm, little man,” Levi added, heading for the hallway. “Maybe I’ll let you clean her up next time.”

Steven sat there long after they were gone.

The smell of bacon turning sour.

His mug still cold.

His cock still hard.
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The fire had died low overnight.

Only coals remained in the hearth, flickering quietly, like they were trying to remember what it felt like to be flame.

Steven sat on the far edge of the couch, a blanket wrapped around his shoulders, not for warmth but to feel something. His feet were cold. His mug had gone lukewarm in his hands. He hadn’t taken a sip.

The cabin smelled different in the mornings now.

Not like coffee or toast or old wood.

But like sex.

It clung to the walls, soaked into the cushions, the floorboards—everywhere she had screamed. It lived under his skin, and he couldn’t scrub it out. Not with soap, not with guilt, not with that long night of silence after the moans finally stopped.

Madison had come out of the bedroom twenty minutes ago.

Wearing nothing but one of his old t-shirts. The same one she used to steal when they first moved in together. Soft cotton, washed thin at the seams, collar stretched wide from too many midnight kisses.

She hadn’t looked at him when she passed. She’d only murmured a quiet, tired, “Morning.”

He couldn’t respond.

His mouth was too full of something unspoken.

Now, she was in the kitchen, humming as she stirred sugar into a mug. Her hair was wet—freshly showered. She looked clean, but not untouched.

She glowed.

Like she’d been fed something rich and forbidden.

And Steven could still hear it, pounding under his ribs: the low, rhythmic slap of flesh. The rough sounds Bran made. The way Madison had cried out when he came. That slow, shaking gasp she let out after, like her whole body had gone hollow and full at the same time.

Steven stood up.

The blanket slid from his shoulders to the floor.

His mug hit the table with a soft clunk.

He stepped quietly across the room, not trusting his legs, not trusting anything. The words were inside him, but raw, half-formed, blistered by shame.

Madison turned just as he entered the kitchen.

Their eyes met.

She didn’t smile.

But she didn’t look away either.

She leaned against the counter, mug cupped in both hands. Her legs were bare below the shirt. There was a fading handprint on her thigh.

He stopped a few feet away.

“Can I…” he began, voice a rasp. He cleared his throat. “Can I ask you something?”

Her head tilted.

“You can always ask me something,” she said gently.

He looked down at her thigh. Then up again, cheeks red, jaw tight.

“I want to watch,” he said.

The words just hung there.

No softening. No apology.

She didn’t flinch.

She didn’t look surprised.

But something flickered in her eyes. Something sharp, curious. Like a cat spotting a twitch in the grass.

Steven’s breath shook on the exhale.

“I need to,” he added, quieter. “I need to see it. All of it. Not just the sounds. Not just after. I… I want to see you with him.”

She sipped from her mug. Her eyes never left his.

“Why?” she asked.

He swallowed. Hard.

His throat felt dry. His cock stirred beneath his waistband—betraying him again.

“I think,” he said slowly, “I think I need to understand.”

Madison set her mug down.

Crossed her arms.

She said nothing. Not yet. Let him twist.

Steven shifted on his feet. “Last night… I heard you beg for it. For him. And when I closed my eyes, I could still see your face. Still hear how you sounded. It didn’t make me angry.”

“No?” she said. Calm. Cool. Deadly.

He shook his head. “It made me hard.”

That got her.

Her mouth curved slightly—not a smile. A recognition.

Of something dark and blooming in him. Something she’d known was there.

“You liked it,” she said.

“I hated that I liked it.”

She stepped toward him. One slow step.

The light from the window hit her cheek. He could see the faintest bruise at her collarbone—where Bran had bitten her.

Steven’s eyes dropped to it. He licked his lips without thinking.

“I wanted to hear you cry for me,” he said. “But you didn’t. You cried for him. And now I… I want to see why.”

She touched the bruise lightly, then lowered her hand.

“You want to sit in the corner like a good boy?” she asked. “Let someone else fuck your wife while you play the audience?”

His stomach flipped.

God.

God yes.

But he could barely nod.

She moved closer. So close he could smell her again—not perfume. Not lotion. But sex. Male musk clinging to her thighs. A faint salt on her skin, like sweat dried overnight. Her shirt was long, but not long enough. When she walked, it swayed just enough to offer glimpses.

Madison pressed a finger to his chest.

“You don’t speak,” she said. “You don’t move. You watch.”

He nodded.

She tilted her head.

“Do you touch yourself?”

Steven hesitated.

The heat in his groin pulsed.

“If I do?” he asked.

She leaned in.

“Then you’ll finish on the floor. Like a dog.”

His breath caught.

His knees almost buckled.

She smiled this time.

Just a little.

A cruel little mercy.

“Then you’ll clean it up,” she added. “With your shirt. Not mine.”

She stepped back.

Turned away.

And just like that, the moment was over.

She picked up her mug again, humming softly, swaying slightly as she walked back toward the bedroom.

Steven stood alone in the kitchen, flushed and shaking.

His cock throbbed inside his pants, aching.

She hadn’t even touched him.

She didn’t have to.

She owned him now.
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Steven was still kneeling beside the chair when the door creaked open.

He hadn't been told to move.

So he didn’t.

His legs ached. His thighs trembled under his own weight. The cold from the floor had soaked into his knees like punishment, a slow, dull burn that left him shifting just slightly—but not enough to seem disobedient. His eyes stayed fixed ahead, unfocused, heart knocking in his chest like he’d swallowed guilt and it had grown teeth.

Bran walked past him without a word.

Big, barefoot steps. Heavy shoulders still slick with shower steam, towel draped around his neck like he barely remembered it was there. His gaze didn’t drop to Steven. Why would it? He walked like a man returning to something unfinished—his cock already stiff under the waistband of his boxers, bobbing against the fabric with every step. It hadn’t even gone soft since last night.

Steven could hear Madison’s voice from the bedroom. Low. Warm. Careless.

“Is he here?”

Bran gave a grunt in response as he turned into the room.

Steven stayed kneeling.

He wanted to follow. God, he wanted to crawl after him like a dog to the foot of the bed. But she hadn’t called him in. She hadn’t said he could come. And she’d told him clearly—“You watch.”

So he waited.

The air shifted in the bedroom.

Fabric rustling. Bed creaking under new weight. A sigh—hers. Then Bran’s deeper tone, chuckling at something she said, followed by the thick thud of flesh against flesh. Not the hard, brutal rhythm of last night. Slower. Measured. Intentional.

Steven’s mouth was dry. He realized, distantly, he was still holding his own breath like a trespasser behind a door.

Then her voice again.

“Steven.”

His name was a blade wrapped in silk. She didn’t raise it. Didn’t need to.

He scrambled to his feet too fast, almost tripping on the blanket he’d left behind earlier. He caught himself on the chair, adjusted, fixed the collar of his shirt like it mattered what he looked like now. Then he stepped forward.

The bedroom door was open.

Madison was already spread out across the bed, pillows bunched under her back, thighs parted wide in invitation. One leg was draped lazily over Bran’s forearm as he kissed his way down her inner thigh—slow, purposeful, arrogant.

Steven’s breath hitched at the sight.

Bran’s hand gripped her calf possessively, fingers flexing as he opened her wider. He looked up once—met Steven’s eyes without smiling.

“You’re late,” Madison said.

Steven’s stomach twisted.

“I—I'm sorry,” he murmured, stepping into the room, head lowered.

Madison crooked a finger at him, motioning toward the same chair in the corner.

“You sit when you’re told, not when you want,” she said. “Try again.”

His cheeks flushed red as he stepped backward, out of the room. He paused. Waited. Eyes on the floor.

She said nothing for a long moment. Bran was already working her over, kissing her stomach, biting her hip.

Steven held still.

Then—

“Come.”

Just the one word. Flat. Bored, almost.

He obeyed instantly.

Moved inside with quiet steps. Sat at the edge of the chair like a servant being summoned to kneel. He folded his hands in his lap. He didn’t dare look up.

“Hands on your knees,” Madison said. “Back straight.”

He adjusted.

“Look at me.”

He raised his eyes slowly.

She was watching him now—eyes half-lidded, chest rising and falling with slow, deep breaths. Her breasts were flushed pink already, nipples hard, sensitive. Bran’s hand was between her legs, moving deliberately, opening her.

“Tell me why you’re here,” she said.

Steven swallowed hard.

“Because… I want to see.”

Madison tilted her head. “Wrong.”

He blinked.

“Try again.”

He hesitated, then nodded.

“I’m here because I need to see,” he said. “Because I need to know my place.”

Madison smiled, soft and approving.

“That’s better,” she murmured. “You’re learning.”

Bran didn’t speak.

He didn’t need to. His mouth was on her again, now between her legs, slow licks dragging wet sounds from her throat. His shoulders rolled with steady rhythm. His fingers curled under her thighs, pulling her closer to his face.

Steven’s jaw clenched.

Madison didn’t moan like that with him. Not ever. There was no hesitation in her now—just pleasure. Full, open, shameless. She arched her back when Bran sucked harder, her hands gripping the sheets, her breath falling apart in pieces.

Steven shifted in the chair.

Hard beneath his waistband already. Every nerve screaming with the desire to touch. But she hadn’t said he could.

She hadn’t even looked at him again.

Bran moved between Madison’s legs, spreading them wide and pressing his face deeper. The angle made her arch, made her toes curl and flex, made her mouth open in a soundless O as heat rushed to her cheeks. Madison’s fingers rose, lacing through Bran’s hair, guiding him, holding him to the wet, shaking center of her.

The air in the room was sweet, rank with the smell of cunt. Steven’s senses blurred. He saw the way her stomach tensed and fluttered, the way Bran’s big hands spanned her hips, threatening to leave bruises for later. Madison’s breaths grew shorter, higher, until she shivered and slapped the mattress with her palm, a gesture halfway to surrender.

Bran paused, chin shining, then looked right at Steven: a slow, sly upturn of the lips. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, then crawled up the length of Madison’s body, boxers low enough to expose the thick arch of his cock, already glistening at the tip with pre-come. Madison’s eyes never left Steven’s. Bran pressed a kiss to her throat, nudged the head between her legs, and paused.

“Do you want to watch me fuck her?” Bran asked, voice rough, too casual. He didn’t speak his name, didn’t look his way—he spoke of Madison as if she was a body, a thing on offer.

Steven nodded, not sure what would happen if he spoke.

And he didn’t want to find out.

Madison rolled her head to face him, her body tensed and open, and for a moment there was something pleading in her gaze, like she needed this seen, needed to be witnessed to make it real. Bran pushed forward in one smooth thrust and she sucked in a breath, nails digging into his shoulder.

Steven’s cock ached, straining against fabric. He watched the way Bran held her, brutal and steady, watched Madison’s thighs clamp tight against Bran’s waist. Each stroke drove a new gasp from her lips, and the sounds blended—her high, bright whimpers and his low, animal grunts. The bed’s rhythm lived in the floorboards and in Steven’s chest, vibrations inching up his knees. Sweat ran in pale ribbons down Bran’s back, pooling in the hollow of his spine. Steven hated how beautiful they looked together, how right.

He kept his hands on his knees, discipline trembling in his knuckles. Heat pooled behind his eyes. He wanted to turn away, to grind his teeth and look into the bruised dusk out the window, but he didn’t. He watched.

Steven watched his wife get bred.

Madison’s eyes rolled back as Bran’s hand found her throat. She didn’t resist. She let him close his grip gently, her pulse flickering beneath his fingers. Bran braced himself, drilled harder, and Madison’s moans dissolved into quiet, choked gasps. Her nipples were stiff, almost scraping against Bran’s chest as he thrust deeper inside of her.

The sight of it all was humiliating.

Not man enough to fuck his own wife.

Not man enough to cum inside his own wife.

And certainly not man enough to breed his own wife.

The room was quiet except for the rhythm of her breathing.

Low. Measured. Guttural.

Bran hadn’t spoken once. Not even when he pushed himself inside her. He just watched Madison's face like he was memorizing the moment he split her open again. Like he wanted Steven to see it—really see it—the way her mouth dropped open, her eyes fluttered back, her thighs trembled.

The bed creaked with every slow thrust. A purposeful noise. Claiming.

Steven had never hated a sound so much.

He’d never needed a sound more.

Madison wasn’t looking at him.

She was laying back on the pillows, her hands behind her head, lips parted in soft, steady gasps as Bran rocked into her with a rhythm that felt like punishment and worship all at once. Her whole body moved with him, hips tilted, legs open, cunt stretched wide for the cock she’d chosen.

Steven’s hands were on his knees. Exactly where she’d told him to keep them.

He could feel his heartbeat in his cock—pressing up against the inside of his shorts, trapped and aching. Every breath he took made it worse. But he didn’t move. He didn’t dare.

He just watched.

Bran shifted position slightly. Slid a hand under her ass, lifting her just enough to change the angle. Her back arched, lips parting in a moan so sharp Steven felt it in his teeth.

“Deeper,” Madison murmured. “Right there. Just like that.”

Steven exhaled a sound—quiet, wounded.

Madison turned her head. Looked at him for the first time since it began.

Her face was flushed. Hair damp. Lips bitten red. She looked like she’d been dragged through hours of pleasure, and she was asking for more.

“You haven’t touched yourself,” she said softly.

He blinked, startled.

“I—” he whispered. “I didn’t know if I was allowed.”

Bran didn’t pause.

Didn’t even glance at him.

Just kept fucking her—slow, thick, brutal.

Madison smiled, then bit her lip.

“You waited for permission?” she asked.

Steven nodded, hands still tight on his knees.

Madison’s voice dropped an octave—rough now, breathless from Bran’s cock pounding into her.

“Good boy.”

Steven nearly came from those two words alone.

She watched him a moment longer. Then leaned back again, moaning into Bran’s mouth when he leaned down to claim her lips, their bodies slapping together in obscene rhythm.

Steven’s hands hovered over his lap.

Waiting.

Begging.

But she didn’t speak again.

Not yet.

Bran pulled back, sitting up on his knees, her legs over his hips now. His hands gripped her thighs, pushing them back, stretching her wide open, exposing her completely.

Steven whimpered.

He couldn’t help it.

She was his wife. That was his wife lying there, fully claimed, fully stretched, eyes closed in pleasure that had nothing to do with him.

He shifted again.

His cock pressed hard against the fabric, throbbing so bad it hurt.

Then, finally⁠—

Madison tilted her head toward him.

“You may touch yourself,” she said.

Steven’s hand was inside his shorts before she even finished the sentence.

He bit his lip hard, trying not to breathe too loud, not to moan. He kept his other hand tight on the chair’s arm, grounding himself—anything to keep from moving too fast, from finishing too soon.

Because this?

This was what he had now.

His wife’s body, used right in front of him.

And her voice in his ear, telling him when he was allowed to feel anything at all.

Slowly, he started stroking himself, still in shock and disbelief from watching Madison getting bred.

With each stroke that Bran impaled, harder, more deliberate, Steven’s own strokes became firmer to match the rhythm. He’d waited so long to jack himself off and now he couldn’t stop.

Faster and faster. Hard, deliberate strokes.

Madison watched him for a moment out of the corner of her eye and then snapped, “Not too fast! You’ll cum before we even finish.”

Steven swallowed. He didn’t mean to get carried away.

He quickly realized he needed to obey better. Wait for commands and not take it upon himself to decide things without permission.

Slowing his stroke, he quietly obeyed.

Bran looked over for a split second and laughed. “Good boy. Stroke yourself slow while I fill her with my seed.”

Steven nodded, ensuring he kept his stroke at an appropriate pace.

Madison’s waves of pleasure continued to wash over her body, moaning and begging Bran for more.

“Oh, fuck,” she hissed. “Oh, right there!”

Bran quickened his pace, the throbbing head of his cock firmly hitting her G-spot. He had her right where he wanted her.

Steven desperately watched.

If only he could have ever made her cum like that.

But he didn’t.

“Oh, Bran!” Her nails dug into his muscular back, leaving trails of red streaks behind.

His ass squeezed as he dove deeper into her pussy, driving it home.

“I’m going to fill that little married pussy of yours,” he groaned, raw and throaty.

Steven watched on helplessly. He was literally watching this man claim his wife and fill her with his seed. Nothing he could say or do would stop it.

And he accepted it.

He liked it.

“Fuck, baby, fill me up.”

She looked over at Steven. “And maybe I’ll allow him to clean me after.”

Growling, he buried his cock deep into her pussy. Thick ropes of hot cum shot inside of her pussy.

Steven watched Bran’s cock slide in and out, a white mess pooling around his shaft—a mix of his and Madison’s cum.

That was all it took.

He couldn’t wait for release.

He came on his hand. A clear, shallow stream erupted from his tip.

It was pathetic in comparison to the load that Bran just shoved into his wife.

After Bran’s last spasm, Madison finally thought about Steven and looked over at him.

“You came?” She asked.

Steven sat frozen. He hadn’t asked for permission. It just happened.

“You’re pathetic. You didn’t even ask if you could cum.”

Bran laughed at the mess covering Steven’s lap as he pulled out of Madison and cleaned himself up with a towel.

“I’m sorry,” he mustered.

Madison huffed and rolled her eyes.

Bran tossed his dirty, used towel at Steven. “Clean yourself up, cuck.” Steven caught the towel and began wiping his own mess, trying to use the cleaner part of the towel but it was almost soaked in Bran’s cum.

“And when you’re done,” Bran walked toward the bathroom, “clean her up too. She deserves at least that from you.”
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The fire was already burning when she came downstairs.

She’d showered again—though there was no real point. Her body still bore the marks from Bran’s hands, his teeth. Her thighs ached. Her voice was still a little hoarse from moaning through the pillow. But she walked with a softness in her step, like every part of her had been fed.

Levi was on the couch.

One arm spread across the back, a whiskey glass in the other. Shirtless. Again. He always seemed half-dressed, like clothes were just a mild inconvenience between him and whatever he wanted.

The glow from the hearth cast deep shadows across his chest, highlighting the dip of muscle, the curve of that smirk he wore like a second skin. There was a scar near his collarbone—thick, pale, jagged. She wondered if it was from a fight or something darker. He looked like the kind of man who invited pain just to feel something sharp.

She stepped inside. Pulled her robe tighter—not for modesty. For control.

“Couldn’t sleep?” she asked, voice low.

Levi looked her over, slow and deliberate. Like he didn’t need to answer questions from someone in his territory.

“Nope,” he said. “Wasn’t tired.”

She crossed the room, barefoot. The floor was cold against her soles. Her body was still warm. The robe brushed the tops of her thighs—nothing under it but skin. Levi’s eyes flicked down, noticed.

Of course he did.

She poured herself a drink without asking.

He didn’t mind.

“Where’s Bran?” she asked.

“Asleep. Fucked himself unconscious, probably.”

Her lip twitched.

Levi raised his glass. “To a job well done.”

The glasses touched with a soft knock.

Madison took a slow sip, watching the fire move across the glass. The whiskey went down warm. Steady. Her muscles were sore in all the right places, her cunt tender and open in a way that made her feel less like a person and more like something used. She liked that feeling more than she should.

Across the room, Levi hadn’t looked away from her.

She didn’t need to ask why.

She just let the silence stretch out between them, thick and warm, like the air before a thunderstorm. The couch was deep enough that his hand could stretch along the back without touching her, but he wasn’t bothering with distance anymore.

The way his eyes traced her robe said it all. He already knew what was underneath—nothing. She hadn’t even tied it. Not really. Just a single loose loop at the waist, like she wanted someone to tug it open and bare her again.

He took another sip, his eyes lingering at the hollow of her throat.

“You carry it different now,” he said. Voice low. Steady.

She didn’t pretend not to know what he meant.

He gestured with his glass. “That thing in you. That heat.”

She felt it then, crawling up her spine, hot and slow. Not embarrassment. Not shame. Just the sense that he was seeing her too clearly.

“Bran got the first crack,” Levi said. “Did good work.”

Madison raised an eyebrow. “And you want your turn.”

Levi didn’t smile. Didn’t smirk.

He just nodded once.

Simple.

Assured.

“You have any idea how hard it was not to cut in yesterday?” he asked.

Her pulse jumped.

He set his drink down on the table beside him.

“I was on the other side of the wall, hearing every second. You screaming for it. Him growling like he was breeding you.”

She swallowed.

“Should’ve let me take your mouth while he was in you,” Levi murmured. “Would’ve made it a real spit roast.”

Madison shifted in her seat. Not uncomfortable—just aware of the space between them. How little of it was left. Her thighs pressed together. The robe inched higher up her leg.

Levi watched the motion like it was offered to him.

“Steven’s upstairs,” she said softly.

He didn’t flinch.

“Good. Let the little fuck hear this too.”

Then he reached for her.

No warning.

Just slid his hand across the back of the couch and into her hair. Not rough. But not gentle either. A slow grip at the base of her skull, tilting her toward him until her breath caught in her throat.

She didn’t resist.

Didn’t move.

Levi leaned in, lips just a breath from hers.

“You gonna stop me?”

Her eyes didn’t close.

“No.”

“Didn’t think so.”

He kissed her.

Open.

Confident.

Not desperate—designed.

Madison let it happen.

She didn’t kiss back at first. Just took it. Let it move through her like something she had no control over. His tongue slid against hers like he was claiming it. His hand didn’t move. Just held her there, jaw tilted, breath shallow, chest tight.

When she kissed him back, she did it like a slow surrender. Not frantic. Not sweet.

Just inevitable.

Levi pulled back a few inches, watching her eyes.

“You taste like another man’s cum,” he said quietly.

She didn’t deny it.

He leaned in again, slower this time.

Kissed her cheek. Her jaw. Down to her throat.

And then he was pulling at the knot of her robe—not asking. Not waiting.

The silk unraveled with a soft hiss. She let it fall open.

Levi’s hand slid between her thighs, casual. Like it was already his spot.

Levi loomed over her, his broad frame casting a shadow that swallowed her whole. He was shirtless, his muscled chest etched with the kind of raw power that came from hauling weights and breaking wills, his jeans slung low on his hips, the thick bulge straining against the denim like a promise already half-kept. He didn't rush. No sweet nothings, no coaxing touches. He simply reached down, his large hand splaying across her collarbone, fingers tracing the delicate hollow of her throat before sliding lower, cupping one breast possessively. His thumb grazed her nipple, rolling it with deliberate pressure, and Madison let out a soft, throaty sigh, her head lolling back against the cushions, eyes half-lidded in that lazy haze of utter contentment.

"I'm going to fuck you raw tonight, Madison," Levi murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her skin like distant thunder. His hand kneaded her breast, squeezing until she arched just a fraction—enough to press into his palm, but not desperate. Never desperate. "Gonna spread these pretty thighs wide and bury my cock so deep you'll feel me in your throat. Just my cum flooding that greedy little pussy until it drips down your ass. And you're going to take every inch, aren't you? Beg for it like the slut you are."

A lazy smile curved her lips, her body melting deeper into the couch as his other hand trailed down her stomach, nails scraping lightly over her navel, dipping into the soft give of her inner thigh. She wasn't startled; this was ritual, the kind of foreplay that felt more like foregone conclusion. Her pulse quickened under his touch, but it was the slow burn of satisfaction, like sinking into a hot bath after a long day. "Mmm, yes," she breathed, her voice husky and unhurried, one hand drifting up to toy with the button of his jeans. "Use me, Levi. God, I need it."

He chuckled, dark and knowing, as his fingers found her core—slick, swollen folds already weeping for him. He didn't tease; he plunged two thick digits inside her without warning, curling them against that spot that made her toes curl, his thumb circling her clit with firm, unyielding strokes. Madison gasped, her hips bucking lazily into his hand, but her gaze locked onto his, those green eyes of hers gleaming with wicked surrender. He held her there, pumping slowly, deliberately, the wet sounds of her arousal filling the room like obscene music.

"Look at me," he commanded, his voice edged with steel as he twisted his fingers deeper, stretching her, owning her. "Tell me what you like about this. Tell me what your pathetic husband can't give you. Say it, Madison. Make it hurt."

She bit her lip, a shiver rippling through her as his thumb pressed harder on her clit, building that coil of heat low in her belly. Her free hand clutched the couch cushion, knuckles whitening, but her eyes never wavered from his—trapped, exposed, reveling in it. "Fuck... I love how you fill me up," she confessed, the words tumbling out in a breathy rush, laced with that humiliating thrill that made her clench around his fingers. "Steven's too small, too quick. He tries, but he can't... he can't make me come like this. Can't stretch me, can't make me scream."

Levi's grin was feral, his fingers thrusting faster now, knuckles grinding against her as he leaned in closer, his breath hot against her ear. "That's right. Say it again. Louder. Let him hear it from the bedroom where he's waiting like a good little cuck."

Her laugh was breathless, broken by a moan as she teetered on the edge, her body coiling tight around his invading hand. "Steven's nothing compared to you. Nothing." And as the words hung in the air, sharp as a slap, she shattered—her orgasm crashing over her in lazy, rolling waves, her juices coating his fingers, her cries echoing off the walls for Steven to savor from afar. Levi didn't stop, didn't relent, just watched her come undone with that possessive gleam, already unzipping his jeans with his free hand. This was just the beginning.

The fire cracked low in the hearth. Shadows flicked across the floor, tall and slow, stretching over bare skin and long legs.

Madison was half sprawled across the couch now, one arm over the backrest, robe wide open beneath her. Her thigh was hooked lazily over Levi’s knee, toes brushing the rug as he touched her like they were the only ones alive. She looked drunk—not from the whiskey, but from the heat he coaxed out of her with every pass of his fingers.

Steven stood two steps down the stairwell.

Not quite hidden.

But not seen, either.

He knew better than to interrupt.

The sound of her breath reached him first—soft, ragged. Not the wild, desperate gasps from Bran’s brutal fucking earlier. This was something slower. Thicker. Like Levi was unraveling her thread by thread. He couldn’t see everything—just her legs spread open under the robe, the angle of her head tipped back, the edge of Levi’s hand moving between her thighs.

Steven gripped the banister.

He didn’t dare move.

His cock was already stiff beneath the fabric of his sweats, throbbing painfully against the waistband. He didn’t touch it. Not yet. That wasn’t his call to make.

Then footsteps.

Bran’s.

Heavy. Measured.

Coming in from the back door like he’d stepped out into the cold for a smoke or a piss. No rush to it. Just that slow, predator walk like he already knew what was waiting for him.

Steven tensed on the stair.

Bran’s shadow crossed the floor before he did.

Then he stepped into view.

Tall. Shirtless. Wearing nothing but loose sweats that did nothing to hide the long, thick shape of his cock beneath. His hair was a little damp. His chest still red from the shower, or the cold, or both.

He stopped just inside the room.

His eyes moved lazily from the fire to the couch.

And then to her.

Madison didn’t flinch.

Didn’t sit up. Didn’t cover herself.

She just smiled—barely there—and reached a hand out toward him without taking her other off Levi’s thigh.

Bran stared at her for a long moment.

Then at Levi.

Levi didn’t stop.

Two fingers deep in her, curling slow, rubbing that spot she only ever found when her legs were shaking. His other hand was already on her chest, cupping her breast like he was weighing it, thumb rolling her nipple until she arched into him.

“She’s ready,” Levi said casually, without looking up. “You want in?”

Bran grunted.

Pulled his sweats down with one hand.

Steven’s breath caught.

Even from where he stood, partially obscured by shadow, the sight made his knees weak.

Bran walked to the couch like he belonged there. Like he was returning to something that wasn’t finished yet.

Madison turned her face toward him.

“Welcome back.”

Bran smirked.

“Didn’t know you were starting without me.”

“You didn’t need an invitation.”

He knelt on the rug in front of her.

Ran one slow hand up her calf, over her knee, pushing her thigh open wider to make room. Levi didn’t stop. Just shifted his angle slightly, letting her hips roll.

Steven squeezed the railing tighter, fingers white-knuckled.

His wife was laid bare before two men. One between her thighs. One on top of her. And him—her husband—he wasn’t even allowed to breathe too loud.

Bran’s mouth lowered to her inner thigh.

He kissed her there—slow, wet.

Steven heard her gasp.

He could see her heel hook over Bran’s shoulder, her foot flexing when he started to lick.

He bit the inside of his cheek. Hard.

But it didn’t stop the throb in his pants. It didn’t stop the heat crawling up his spine. He felt like he was melting and hollow at the same time.

Levi tilted his head, watching Bran work.

“She’s wetter now,” he murmured.

Bran’s mouth was full, but the look in his eyes said everything.

Good.

Madison moaned. Arched. Pressed Levi’s hand down harder as her hips lifted off the couch.

Her robe slipped lower.

Her stomach glistened in the firelight.

Steven’s breath trembled in his chest.

She didn’t look at him. Not once.

She didn’t need to.

Bran’s tongue delved deeper, flat and insistent against her folds, lapping at the slick heat where Levi’s fingers still plunged and twisted. He didn’t rush the feast—savoring her like she was the last pour of whiskey in the bottle, his lips sealing around her clit to suck with a slow, deliberate pull that made her thighs quake. Madison’s breath hitched into a whine, her body no longer lazy but alive, electric, every nerve strung taut as the two men claimed their territories without a word. Bran’s hands gripped her hips, thumbs digging into the soft flesh to hold her steady, spreading her wider for his mouth, his stubble scraping the tender skin of her inner thighs like a brand.

Levi shifted above her, his fingers never faltering—three now, thick and unyielding, stretching her in rhythm with Bran’s tongue, the wet schlick of it all obscene in the quiet room. He withdrew his hand from her breast just long enough to free himself fully from his jeans, his cock springing heavy and veined into the firelight, already leaking at the tip. No preamble, no ask. He simply fisted the base and guided it to her lips, smearing the salt of his pre-cum across them like gloss. “Open,” he said, voice gravel-low, and she did—lips parting on a gasp that turned to a muffled moan as he fed her the first inches, his free hand tangling in her hair to tilt her head back further.

She was theirs now, utterly—mouth stuffed full of Levi’s girth, her tongue swirling instinctively around the head as he rocked shallowly, claiming the wet heat of her throat with lazy thrusts that made her gag softly, beautifully. Bran’s tongue speared inside her alongside Levi’s fingers, fucking her in tandem, the dual invasion turning her core into a throbbing ache of too much and not enough. Her body bucked between them, overwhelmed, used like a vessel passed hand to hand, her moans vibrating around Levi’s cock as tears pricked the corners of her eyes—not from pain, but from the relentless build, the way they dismantled her piece by filthy piece. Sweat beaded on her skin, catching the fire’s glow, her nipples tight and flushed from Levi’s earlier pinches, now begging for more as her chest heaved.

From the stairs, Steven watched it all unfold in fractured glimpses—the arch of her back as Bran’s nose ground against her clit, the flex of Levi’s ass as he fucked her face with controlled savagery, the way her throat worked around him, swallowing greedily even as drool slipped down her chin. His own cock strained painfully against his sweats, a damp spot blooming at the tip where his desperation leaked out, unbidden and untouched. He wanted to palm himself, to chase even a fraction of the release they wrung from her, but his hands stayed locked on the banister, knuckles bone-white, body frozen in that exquisite agony of exclusion. They didn’t glance his way, didn’t acknowledge the shadow of him there, panting like a ghost. Madison’s eyes fluttered half-shut, lost in the haze of their mouths and hands, her fingers clawing at Levi’s thigh while her other leg draped heavier over Bran’s shoulder, pulling him closer, deeper.

Bran growled against her—low, animal—as her first tremor hit, her walls clenching around his tongue and Levi’s fingers in spasming waves. He didn’t let up, sucking harder, his beard slick with her, while Levi’s hips snapped forward once, twice, burying himself to the hilt until her nose pressed against his base. “That’s it,” Levi murmured, thumb stroking her cheek even as he held her there, choking her on his length. “Take it all, pretty thing. Show us how much you need this.” Her body shattered then, orgasm ripping through her in shuddering pulses, hips grinding against Bran’s face as she keened around Levi’s cock, the sound muffled and broken, her release soaking his chin, dripping onto the rug below.

Steven’s vision blurred at the edges, his pulse hammering in his ears, cock twitching untouched as he imagined the taste of her on them, the stretch of her around them later. But they didn’t stop—Bran lapping her through it, Levi pulling back just enough to let her breathe before sliding in again, sharing her like she was endless, insatiable. And she was. For them. Always for them.

The room had gone quiet except for the fire and Madison’s breathing. The whiskey glasses on the table were half-full, catching the light in slow amber flashes. Levi had shifted to the floor, sitting back on his heels, sweat darkening the line of his spine. Bran stayed behind her, his palm resting on the base of her neck like an anchor. Between them, Madison seemed weightless, eyes half-closed, hair sticking to her temples.

Steven was still on the stairs. He hadn’t moved. His arms rested along the railing, fingers locked until they hurt. He could smell the smoke, the salt, the faint sweetness of her skin hanging in the air. Each time she exhaled, it felt like the cabin itself breathed with her.

Levi looked up at her, slow smile bending the corner of his mouth. “On the rug,” he said. It wasn’t a question.

Madison let out a small laugh—soft, astonished, already agreeing. She slid from the couch without breaking eye contact. The robe slithered down her arms and pooled on the floor. Her knees touched the thick weave of the carpet; her hands followed, pressing against it as though testing the heat of the fibers. Bran’s hand traced the length of her back, a wordless encouragement.

She turned her head slightly. “Like this?”

Levi’s answer came low, the sound of someone who didn’t need to raise his voice. “Exactly like that.”

The light from the fire threw their shadows up onto the log wall—long, slow shapes folding into one another. Steven watched her body arch as Levi moved closer, watched Bran’s fingers slide down to her hip to steady her. The sight made his pulse skip; it was like watching a ritual, something practiced and familiar, something that no longer needed his permission.

He wanted to look away, but the pull was stronger than shame. His throat ached with it.

Levi leaned over her, close enough that his breath stirred the hair at her nape. “You like being down here,” he said, the words almost kind. “You look right down here.”

Madison’s lips parted; her answer came out a whisper that trembled the air between them. “I do.”

Bran’s low chuckle rumbled in the background. “She tells the truth now,” he said.

Steven’s knees weakened. He dropped one step lower, until he could see everything: the curve of her back, the way the fire painted her skin gold, the way both men framed her. Every heartbeat sounded too loud in his ears.

Levi's hand settled on her hip, thumb pressing into the dimple above her ass, a silent claim as he nudged her knees wider with his own. The rug's fibers bit softly into her skin, grounding her as she felt the blunt heat of him prodding at her entrance—thick, insistent, already slick from her earlier release. No teasing drag, no mercy; he sank in with one controlled roll of his hips, burying himself to the root in a single, claiming thrust that stretched her wide, her walls fluttering around the invasion like they remembered him too well.

Madison's gasp shattered the quiet, raw and unrestrained, her fingers curling into the rug as her back bowed deeper. "Oh, fuck—yes, Levi, just like that," she breathed, the words spilling out unfiltered, a siren's call that hooked into Steven's gut and twisted. She pushed back against him instinctively, greedy for more, her body a live wire under the fire's glow, every curve slick with sweat and shadow.

Bran knelt closer behind her, his chest brushing her shoulder as he gathered her hair in one fist, pulling her head back just enough to arch her throat, exposing the pulse hammering there. "Easy," he murmured, voice like smoke curling from the hearth, his free hand sliding down her spine to grip her other hip, fingers overlapping Levi's in a shared hold that pinned her between them. He didn't thrust—not yet—but guided her, rocking her forward onto Levi's cock with a firm tug, then pulling her back, setting the rhythm like he was tuning an instrument. Slow at first, deliberate, the wet slap of skin on skin syncing with the fire's crackle, building that obscene cadence that filled the room.

Levi groaned low, his pace quickening under Bran's direction, each plunge deeper, harder, his balls slapping against her ass with bruising force. "Take it all, Madison—fuck, you're so tight like this," he rasped, one hand leaving her hip to trace the line of her jaw, thumb slipping into her mouth for her to suck, a filthy anchor as he drove into her. Bran leaned in, his lips grazing her ear, breath hot against the shell. "Tell him how it feels. Tell us." His fingers tightened in her hair, the pull sharp enough to make her whimper, but his other hand roamed—sliding up to pinch her nipple, rolling it between rough fingers while Levi's free hand mirrored him on the other breast, their touches overlapping, possessive, turning her body into a map they redrew together.

She didn't hesitate, couldn't— the words poured from her like the heat between her thighs, vocal and shameless, each one a spark that ignited Steven's veins. "God, it's so deep—stretching me, filling me up like he never could," Madison moaned, her voice breaking on a cry as Levi bottomed out again, grinding against that spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids. "Don't stop—harder, both of you, use me, fuck, I love it when you share me like this." Her hips rolled in Bran's grip, chasing the friction, her breasts swaying with the force of Levi's thrusts, nipples peaked and abused under their wandering hands. Bran chuckled dark against her neck, nipping the skin there before soothing it with his tongue, his command a rumble: "Louder, baby. Let him hear every word."

From the stairs, Steven was a statue carved from ache, one hand clamped over his mouth to stifle the ragged hitch in his breath, the other white-knuckled on the railing. He saw it all—the way Levi's muscles coiled with each snap of his hips, the flex of Bran's forearm as he orchestrated her surrender, the glistening trail of her arousal coating Levi's shaft as he pulled back only to slam home. Madison's cries echoed off the logs, wrapping around him like chains, her unashamed litany of "More—yes, right there, you're so much bigger, so much better" carving deeper into his chest until it burned. His cock wept in his sweats, untouched and agonizing, the damp fabric chafing with every involuntary twitch, but he stayed silent, overwhelmed by the sight of her unraveling for them, her body a temple he could only worship from afar.

The rhythm built relentless now, Bran's guidance turning punishing—pushing her down harder onto Levi, pulling her hair to arch her just so, his own cock heavy and leaking against her side as he ground against her, marking her with pre-cum smeared across her ribs. Levi's thrusts stuttered, erratic, his hand fisting in the rug beside her head for leverage as he chased the edge. "Come for me—milk my cock, Madison, show Bran how you squeeze," he growled, and she did, shattering with a wail that drowned the fire's pop, her walls clamping down in vise-like pulses that dragged him under. Bran held her through it, fingers bruising her hips, his mouth on her shoulder biting down as Levi roared his release, hips jerking deep, flooding her with hot spurts that overflowed, trickling down her thighs in lewd rivulets.

They collapsed in a tangle then, Levi still buried inside her, Bran's arms wrapping around them both like a victory lap, their breaths mingling in harsh pants that faded into the hearth's steady roar. Madison's aftershocks trembled through her, soft whimpers escaping as she nuzzled into Bran's chest, utterly spent, utterly theirs. The fire snapped once, twice, its warm hush swallowing the faint, uneven rasp of Steven's breathing from the shadows—quiet, broken, the only sound left that was his.

When it was over, the cabin seemed to exhale. The fire had burned low, a soft hiss from the logs. Bran stood first, stretching his shoulders, then dropped a hand to Madison’s hair and brushed it back gently. Levi stayed kneeling beside her for a moment, tracing the inside of her wrist with one finger, almost absentminded.

Madison turned her head toward the stairs. Her eyes found Steven through the dimness.

He didn’t hide.

He just stood there, chest tight, hands gripping the rail, his whole body shaking with something that wasn’t quite pain.

She smiled—small, tired, satisfied. Then she lay back on the rug, one hand resting against her stomach, the other reaching blindly for Levi’s knee.

No one spoke. The only sound left was the crackle of embers and the slow rhythm of three people breathing the same smoky air.
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The storm hadn’t let up in days.

Or maybe it had—once or twice, in short quiet stretches—but the snow always came back harder. Thick, wet sheets that blurred the treeline into fog, layering over the truck until it vanished completely beneath a white swell. Ice collected on the windows in thin, creeping fans. The wind screamed during the worst of it, slamming against the roof with a fury that made even Bran pause at the window, lips thin, brow drawn tight.

No one talked about when they'd leave anymore.

It was a joke now, how often Levi checked the old radio, thumbing the dial like it might produce something new. It didn’t. Not a crackle of help, not a whisper of forecast. Just the steady, choking silence of a forgotten mountain. The woodpile out back was shrinking. Bran had started taking the axe out farther and farther, looking for fallen limbs. They were running out of the good food first—meat, eggs, coffee. The canned stuff would last, sure, but no one was excited about beans three meals a day.

The cabin’s walls had started to feel smaller.

The windows lower.

Even the ceilings seemed to press inward when the wind howled at night.

Madison hadn’t worn clothes in three days.

There wasn’t a rule about it, not really. But sometime during the second week, when she stopped bothering to dress after they touched her, no one asked her to put anything back on. She moved through the cabin now in bare skin and half-closed robes, body bruised in places, sore in others. Her hips ached most days. Her thighs stayed damp. She took it in stride, mouth soft, legs loose, every movement a slow echo of the things they’d done to her.

Steven had taken to watching her in silence.

He didn’t eat at the table anymore. He served them, then sat on the floor by the hearth with a plate in his lap. His eyes always trailed her when she moved, like he expected something—correction, maybe. Or invitation. It never came. Madison didn’t touch him. Didn’t speak to him unless she had something for him to do. He didn’t resist. There was nothing left in him to resist with.

That morning, she stood at the sink after breakfast, staring out the frost-bitten window. The trees were bowed with fresh ice, their branches heavy, bent low like they might snap. Her stomach fluttered—not hunger. She'd eaten. Not cold. The heat from the wood stove pressed against her back.

Something else.

Lower.

A tension she hadn’t been able to name for days.

Her hand moved to her lower abdomen, resting lightly. Not hard enough to be noticed if someone looked, but firm enough to feel the difference. A tightness there, low and unfamiliar. Not pain exactly, just pressure. Fullness. Her cycles were never irregular—thirty days, give or take a few hours. She always knew when it was coming.

This one hadn’t come.

She hadn’t bled in weeks.

She opened the drawer by the sink, looking for a pen. Levi had asked her to take inventory again—wood, canned goods, rice, whatever was left. The list was almost useless. Everyone knew the answer. Not enough.

As she shifted aside the blunt pencils and takeout menus, her hand caught on something hard. A box. Small, plain. Tucked behind the old corkscrew and a melted candle stub.

She pulled it out.

White and pink.

Still sealed.

Madison stared down at the plastic-wrapped pregnancy test in her hand.

No expiration. No markings to say who it belonged to or how long it had been there. Someone had left it behind—months ago, maybe years. A weekend couple. A frightened girl. A hopeful one. It didn’t matter. It was here now.

She held it in both hands for a moment, still cold from the drawer.

From behind her, she heard Levi laugh in the other room. A low, satisfied sound. Bran’s voice followed, deeper, slower, probably telling him to shut the hell up and finish splitting the damn wood if he had energy to joke. Steven’s voice never entered the mix.

Madison stood very still in the kitchen.

The heat from the stove baked the small of her back, her bare feet cool against the wood. Her fingers tightened around the box.

She didn’t take it right away.

She walked slowly toward the bathroom, body calm, but her heart beating faster than she wanted to admit.

Inside, she sat on the edge of the tub, the same way she had when she used to wait for the water to warm. Back when this cabin meant hiking, and board games, and long silences over dinner that she didn’t know how to fill. That version of her felt like a ghost now. A different life.

Her thighs shifted slightly.

She was still slick between them, faintly sore in a way that made her smile without meaning to.

She opened the box.

The instructions were folded inside, untouched. She didn’t need them. Everyone knew how these worked. She unwrapped the test, ran her thumb across the pale plastic casing. One line: not pregnant. Two lines: pregnant.

She breathed through her nose, slow.

The toilet seat was cold under her legs.

She peed on the stick and set it on the edge of the sink.

Then she waited.

The silence in the bathroom was heavier than she expected. Not anxious, exactly. Just deep. Unforgiving. The kind of quiet that doesn’t care how ready you are.

Madison looked at herself in the mirror.

Her cheeks were pink. Her lips fuller, maybe. Or maybe she was just seeing things. Her breasts felt heavier this week. Tighter. Levi had noticed. He’d said it offhand while she was in his lap, cupping one in each hand like he was weighing her.

“Fuller already,” he’d murmured, mouth against her shoulder.

She hadn’t answered.

Hadn’t had to.

The test sat on the sink, white against the marble. She hadn’t looked at it yet. Not directly. Not really.

Her hands rested against her thighs.

She didn’t want to rush it.

Not because she was afraid it would say yes.

Because she wasn’t sure she could stand it if it said no.

The line appeared slowly, the way color seeps through paper when it’s wet. At first it looked like nothing—just a faint shadow under the plastic window—but the longer Madison stared, the clearer it became. A thin pink stroke, perfectly parallel to the other one. Together they made a kind of pause mark, two small signals that her life had tilted while the world outside froze over.

She sat very still on the edge of the tub. The wind outside was quieter now, only a distant hum threading through the boards. The silence inside the cabin was dense, wrapped in the warmth of the stove and the smell of soap that still clung to her skin. Every sound was exaggerated—the faint ticking of the metal heater, the soft drip from the faucet, the slow beat of her pulse behind her ears.

Her mouth felt dry. She didn’t know whether to laugh or to say something out loud, though there was no one here to hear it. The air had the clean, sharp taste that comes right after snow when it hasn’t yet started to melt. She lifted the stick again and looked at it in a different light, just to make sure the second line didn’t vanish. It stayed.

For a while she just watched her reflection in the mirror. Steam still fogged the edges of the glass, leaving a clear oval in the center where her face floated pale and wide-eyed. She looked exactly the same as she had an hour ago, and that felt wrong. Her body should have changed, she thought; she should be able to see it. She pressed a palm to her lower stomach, searching for some sign, but there was only warmth beneath her skin.

Madison rose from the tub and stepped closer to the mirror. The floorboards were cool under her bare feet. She went up on her toes, stretching a little to see the flat plane of her belly in the reflection. The movement tightened the muscles along her sides; the faint pull there made her shiver. She turned sideways, studying herself the way she used to check for bruises after the first few nights—careful, almost clinical. Nothing new to see, but everything felt different.

A strand of hair stuck to her cheek. She brushed it back and laughed under her breath, the sound thin and strange in the tiled room. “You don’t even look pregnant,” she whispered, testing the word. Pregnant. It landed oddly in the air, too heavy, too final. She tried it again, quieter, as if the mirror might correct her if it wasn’t true.

Her heart was beating faster now, not from fear exactly but from the sense that time had bent around her. The storms outside, the endless white days, the fire that never quite went out—each of them had blurred together until she couldn’t count how long they had been here. Long enough, apparently. Long enough for her body to start building something new from the pieces left inside her.

She touched the mirror with her fingertips. The glass was cool and slick, leaving a smudge where her hand lingered. Her reflection looked back—hair damp, lips parted, eyes wide as if waiting for instructions. There were so many things she should be feeling: panic, joy, confusion. Instead there was only a strange, humming calm that began in her chest and spread outward.

The stick trembled slightly in her hand. She set it down on the sink and leaned closer to the mirror again, rising onto her toes once more, studying the line of her abdomen. “Is it you already?” she murmured. The question made her smile, though she couldn’t say why. She didn’t know whose child it was. She only knew it existed, that it was real, and that knowledge settled inside her like a slow-burning ember.

Outside, another gust of wind swept along the eaves. The sound was almost kind, like a sigh. Madison wrapped her arms around herself and stayed that way for a long time, the steady heat from the vent warming her calves while the rest of the cabin waited for her to move.

Madison didn’t speak when she entered the room. She didn’t need to. The test was in her hand, the cap snapped back on, the lines still visible through the window. She held it between her fingers like a finished sentence.

The fire had burned down low again. The smell of smoke clung to everything now—soot in the rugs, ash in the air. Bran was at the table sharpening one of the old hatchets, methodical and quiet. Levi sat stretched across the couch with a jar of peanut butter in one hand, a spoon sticking out at a lazy angle.

Steven stood near the stove, arms crossed, gaze fixed on a point just past the floorboards. He didn’t move when Madison came in. He felt her before he saw her—her bare feet, the soft shift of her robe brushing her calves, the quiet breath she took as she stopped just behind him.

She stepped forward and placed the test on the table, right beside Bran’s whetstone.

Neither man asked what it was.

They didn’t need to.

Bran looked at it. The corner of his mouth lifted. Just a little.

He set the hatchet down.

Levi leaned forward, peered at the stick like he was checking a poker hand, and let out a low whistle.

“Well, would you look at that,” he said.

Bran didn’t speak. His eyes stayed on the test, unreadable. But the tension in his shoulders changed. Relaxed. Like something that had been held in place for weeks had finally been allowed to fall where it wanted.

Madison took a seat at the edge of the couch. She didn’t speak either. She didn’t have to. Her body was still pink from the bath, thighs marked from fingertips and friction, belly smooth and bare beneath the robe. She sat with one hand resting lightly over it now. Not performative—just instinct.

Levi rose and crossed the room toward Steven, his footsteps slow and deliberate.

Steven looked up just in time to see Levi’s hand coming. A heavy slap landed on his back—not painful, but solid enough to make him sway a little forward.

“Looks like you’ve got your work cut out for you,” Levi said, grinning wide.

Steven didn’t answer. His lips parted, then closed again. The words weren’t there.

Levi leaned in, lowered his voice just enough to fill Steven’s ear. “You’re gonna raise one hell of a kid.”

Another slap, lighter this time, and then Levi turned back toward the fire, whistling as he plopped back into the chair like the news had made his day.

Steven stood where he was, arms still crossed, gaze lowered again. His chest was tight, but he didn't feel breathless. Just… muted. Like sound had been turned down across the world. He heard the crack of wood settling in the stove. The clink of metal as Bran stood and walked to the sink. Madison’s breath, soft and slow behind him.

No one asked him if he was okay.

No one asked what he thought.

This was the shape of things now.

Bran passed behind him without a word and opened a cupboard. Pulled out a jar of something, set it on the counter. No ceremony. Just motion. Confidence. The kind of certainty men have when they’ve planted something and know it will grow.

Steven turned slowly toward the center of the room.

His eyes went to the test. Then to Madison. She was watching the fire, her palm still resting over her stomach, her expression unreadable.

He didn’t ask who.

He didn’t ask what came next.

He just nodded once, slow and small, the way men do when they’re giving up something they can’t hold anymore.

Outside, ice tapped against the window in slow, arrhythmic pulses.

No one said anything for a long time.
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The storm had ended sometime in the night.

Not with a crash, not with a clear line between before and after—but gradually, the way cold water warms in a pot. The wind stopped clawing at the roof. The windows stopped rattling. And for the first time in weeks, a slice of sunlight pressed through the frost-streaked glass and crawled across the cabin floor in a dull, gold line.

It didn’t bring comfort.

It just made everything more visible.

Madison stood by the window, her hands resting low on her stomach. Her robe was gone. The fabric had fallen from her shoulders after she woke, and no one had offered her another. She didn’t ask for one. Her skin was flushed from sleep, hair tangled from the pillow, thighs still marked from the night before. The warmth in her belly hadn’t gone away. It had settled.

Behind her, the couch creaked as Bran sat down and leaned forward to light the fire again. He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to. Levi was already shirtless, barefoot, pacing slowly in the kitchen with the lazy restlessness of a predator who knew exactly what was about to happen.

Steven sat in the corner near the fireplace. On the floor. Where he belonged.

He didn’t try to speak either. Not after yesterday.

His mouth had opened once when she walked out of the bedroom, naked, belly soft and vulnerable, the faint weight of her future visible in the way she moved.

But nothing had come out.

Madison turned now, her face unreadable, and stepped toward the center of the room where the rug had been flattened under too many bodies, too many nights. She said nothing.

Levi approached her first.

His fingers touched her hip. Bran joined a breath later, his hand warm on her back.

She let them guide her.

There was no question.

No request.

Only the silent understanding that this time was different.

This time was theirs.

Levi's fingers splayed across her hip, tracing the curve where bone met flesh with a reverence that bordered on worship, his touch light as the first breath of dawn. He circled her slowly, deliberately, his bare feet silent on the worn floorboards, until he stood before her, close enough that the heat of his body mingled with hers. His eyes—dark, unyielding—held hers without demand, only the quiet certainty of possession. Behind her, Bran's hand slid up her spine, palm flat and warm, gathering the stray tendrils of her hair and sweeping them aside to bare the nape of her neck. He pressed his lips there, not a kiss but a seal, his breath stirring the fine hairs like a promise etched in skin.

"You're ours now, Madison," Levi murmured, his voice low and threaded with something ancient, like the crackle of embers catching. His hands rose to the waistband of his jeans, unbuttoning them with unhurried grace, the denim whispering as it parted. He shrugged it down his hips, letting it pool at his ankles before stepping free, his cock already heavy and rising, thick-veined and flushed, a testament to the ritual they all knew by heart. No haste, no frenzy—this was consecration, each movement a vow renewed. Bran echoed him a heartbeat later, his own sweats sliding away with a soft rustle, his body unfolding behind her like a shadow lengthening at dusk, his length brushing the cleft of her ass as he pressed closer, encircling her waist with one arm to draw her back against his chest.

She stood between them, naked and radiant in the slanting light, her skin glowing like polished amber, the subtle swell of her belly a sacred curve they both traced now—Levi's fingers ghosting over it first, reverent, then Bran's joining, their hands overlapping in a shared caress that dipped lower, parting her thighs with gentle insistence. Madison's breath caught, a soft exhale that bloomed into a sigh, her body yielding like wax under flame. "Yes," she whispered, the word a litany, her voice steady and present, laced with the deep timbre of surrender. "All of me. Yours."

They guided her down then, a synchronized descent onto the rug—knees first, then hands, her body folding into the pose of offering, ass lifted, back arched in perfect submission. The fibers cradled her like an altar, the fire's warmth licking at her sides as Levi knelt before her, his cock level with her lips. He cupped her chin, tilting her face up, thumb brushing the fullness of her lower lip until it parted on its own. "Look at me while you take me," he said, not a command but an invitation wrapped in steel, his free hand stroking the crown of her head as she leaned forward, tongue darting out to taste the salt of him, broad and flat along the underside before her lips closed around the head, drawing him in with a slow, worshipful suck.

Behind her, Bran settled on his heels, his hands roaming her flanks—up the flare of her hips, down the sensitive inner thighs—spreading her wider, exposing the glistening pink of her core to the room's hushed air. He didn't enter her yet; instead, he leaned over her, his chest to her back, one hand bracing beside her elbow while the other aligned himself, the blunt tip nudging her folds, parting them with agonizing patience. "This is home now," he breathed against her ear, his voice a rumble that vibrated through her bones, meaningful as a heartbeat. "Our seed in you, growing strong. Feel it? That's us, Madison—deep inside, claiming every part." His hips inched forward, breaching her inch by velvet inch, her walls parting around him in a slick, welcoming clench that pulled a moan from her throat, muffled around Levi's length as she took him deeper, her tongue swirling, cheeks hollowing with devotion.

The rhythm built like the tide—slow, inexorable—Bran withdrawing only to sink home again, his thrusts measured, each one grinding against the depths where their future quickened, his hand splaying over her belly to press there, as if to affirm the life they nurtured with every plunge. Levi matched him, shallow rocks of his hips feeding her more, his fingers threading through her hair not to pull but to hold, to ground her in the act. "Beautiful," Levi whispered, eyes locked on hers, the word filthy in its truth as her saliva slicked him, dripping down her chin. "The way you give yourself—mouth open, body begging. You're made for this, for us. Say it, love. Let it out."

She did, vocal and unashamed, her submission a song that filled the cabin's quiet corners. "I'm yours," she gasped on a pull back from Levi, strings of spit connecting her lips to him, before swallowing him down again with a hum that made his thighs tense. "Fuck—Bran.”

Her words dissolved into moans, raw and rhythmic, syncing with the wet sounds of Bran's possession, the slide of Levi's girth over her tongue—present in every tremor, every arch of her spine as she pushed back onto Bran, forward onto Levi, a vessel suspended between them, deeply, utterly theirs.

Steven watched from his corner, the fire's glow carving his face in sharp relief, his body coiled tight as a spring, cock straining against his pants in silent agony. The sunlight crept further across the floor, illuminating the tableau—the flex of Bran's ass as he claimed her, the bob of Madison's head in worship, the way their hands intertwined over her belly, possessive and tender. He didn't stir, didn't breathe louder than the hearth's hush, his ache a private sacrament, the ritual's shadow.

It crested not in frenzy but in confluence—Bran's pace deepening just enough, a grind that hit her core with precision, his whisper fracturing: "Come for us, Madison—let it take you."

Levi's hand tightened in her hair, his voice a counterpoint: "That's it—swallow me down, every drop, because you're ours."

She shattered between them, a cry muffled around Levi's cock as her walls spasmed, milking Bran in pulsing waves that dragged him over the edge, his release flooding her in hot, claiming pulses that spilled warm against her thighs. Levi followed with a guttural groan, hips jerking as he spilled across her tongue, her throat working to take it all, tears of overwhelm streaking her cheeks—not sorrow, but release, profound and complete.

They held her through the aftershocks, Bran buried deep, Levi stroking her jaw as she softened against them, the three of them a single silhouette in the light. The fire popped softly, the sunlight stretched longer, and in the corner, Steven's breath evened out, the weight of it all settling like the storm's end—irrevocable, eternal.

The room smelled like woodsmoke and sweat and skin.

She lay between them afterward—her back against Bran’s chest, her legs over Levi’s thighs. Cum dried on her belly, her neck, between her thighs. Their hands rested on her hips like a seal.

No one spoke at first.

Steven hadn’t moved from his spot near the fire. His legs had gone numb beneath him, but he hadn’t tried to shift them. His hands rested in his lap, fingers curled together like he was praying.

She didn’t look at him.

She didn’t have to.

He looked at her.

At the men.

At the heat between them, the smell, the weight of what had just happened.

He didn’t ask to join.

He just stared, heart hollow, cock aching, and nodded once when Levi finally looked up and met his eyes.

Nothing needed to be said.

The sun had long since disappeared again. The gold that had touched the cabin floor that morning had faded into slate-grey dusk, then into deep, winter-dark night. Outside, snow covered the trees like a shroud. Inside, the heat from the fire pulsed steady and low.

They hadn’t dressed.

None of them.

The men lounged on the thick fur rug, Madison between them, her skin still shining faintly with sweat, the curve of her hip pressed against Bran’s thigh. Levi had one arm draped over her stomach, hand splayed open over her belly like a brand. She lay quiet, face turned to the fire, hair tangled across her collarbone.

Steven sat a few feet away.

Closer than usual.

Still on the floor, of course. That hadn’t changed. He hadn’t been told to sit nearer. But no one had stopped him either. He’d shifted forward gradually as the hours passed, each inch earned like a privilege. His knees were tucked up now, his arms resting across them, chin balanced on his forearm. His eyes had barely left her.

Madison hadn’t spoken since they finished. Neither had Bran or Levi. But the silence wasn’t empty. It was thick with afterglow—shared breath, shared space, the unspoken weight of what had just taken place.

Steven watched the rise and fall of her chest.

He watched Bran’s hand stroke the inside of her thigh lazily, fingers grazing skin that was still red from the press of Levi’s hips. Her nipples were stiff in the cool air, one of them darkened by the pressure of a mouth that had been there not long ago. The curve of her stomach looked different in this light—rounder, subtly defined. He didn’t know if it was the baby or his imagination.

He didn’t care.

She looked full.

Steven’s hand hovered at his thigh.

He didn’t touch himself. Not yet. Not without being told. But his fingers curled slowly into the fabric of his sweatpants, knuckles white.

Levi shifted first.

He stretched like a cat, one hand dragging slowly up Madison’s chest. Then he looked at Steven—directly. Not cruelly. Not surprised.

Just… assessing.

“You’re closer than usual,” Levi said.

Steven didn’t move.

“I wanted to see,” he answered quietly.

“You always see.”

“Not like this.”

Bran let out a short breath—close to a laugh, but without any real amusement. He didn’t look at Steven. Just pressed a kiss to the curve of Madison’s shoulder and closed his eyes again.

Madison stirred.

Her hand moved, slowly, toward Steven’s.

She didn’t reach him. Just extended her fingers into the space between them, close enough that he could feel the heat coming off her skin.

He looked at her hand.

She didn’t speak.

He didn’t take it.

But he leaned a little closer.

So close now that he could see the faint sheen still drying between her thighs, the curve of her belly rising and falling as she breathed, the red handprint on her hip. His fingers twitched. He didn’t mean to. It just happened.

Bran opened his eyes. Levi turned his head.

But no one said a word.

The moment hung.

Madison’s fingers curled back slowly, resting on the rug again.

Not a punishment. Just a pause.

Steven lowered his eyes.

He didn’t retreat.

He just waited.

The fire crackled once, then went still again.

It had gotten darker again. Not just night, but that deep, weightless black that settles over the woods when the clouds hang low and the snow hushes every sound. The fire was low, glowing steady in the hearth, throwing long orange shadows across the floorboards.

Madison lay in the center of it all, her limbs loose and heavy with exhaustion, her hair damp against her cheek. One arm rested across Bran’s stomach, her head on his chest. Her legs stretched toward Levi, who sat propped on one elbow, slowly tracing lines along the curve of her shin with a calloused finger.

She didn’t speak.

Didn’t need to.

Her breath came slow, steady, soft.

She was still slick between the thighs, the scent of cum and sweat and woodsmoke clinging to her skin, but there was no urgency in it now. No more thrusting or moaning or desperate pulling. Just weight. Just heat. Just the slow melting of her body into the two that surrounded her.

Bran shifted and tugged a blanket over her hips. Not rushed. Just instinctual. One arm curled protectively around her middle, hand splayed over her stomach the same way Levi’s had been earlier. He closed his eyes again, chest rising beneath her cheek.

Steven was still on the floor, only a few feet away.

He hadn’t been told to leave.

And so, for the first time, he didn’t.

He sat cross-legged, his back resting against the far side of the couch, eyes half-lidded. His hands were folded in his lap, breath shallow, quiet. He hadn’t spoken since earlier, not even when Levi handed him a clean towel and nodded toward her thighs. He’d taken it without a word. Wiped the slick from her skin gently. Careful not to wake her.

He hadn’t asked to do more.

He knew better.

Now he sat watching the slow rhythm of the three bodies beside the fire. She looked smaller curled between them. Not fragile. Just… kept. Contained. Owned. And they held her like something earned.

Steven’s chest ached—not from pain.

From wanting.

Not to take her.

But to stay.

She stirred once in her sleep. A soft sigh. Her hand twitched against Bran’s stomach, then curled slightly, seeking warmth. Levi caught it without a word, laced their fingers together loosely.

None of them moved again.

There was no sound but the fire and the deep, steady rhythm of shared breath.

Steven’s eyes drifted closed, just a little.

He didn’t fall asleep.

But he stayed there, in the silence, in the warmth.

And for the first time in weeks, no one told him to leave.


15




The snow didn’t disappear overnight, but it had started to retreat in slow, wet lines, slipping from the slope of the roof in thick sheets. Water pooled at the edge of the porch, soaking into the frozen ground, where it sank and spread like breath returning to lungs that had been still too long.

Steven stood on the steps with his arms crossed over his chest, watching a single drop of water race down the banister until it vanished into a knothole near the bottom. The wood was slick with melt. His boots were already soaked through from the morning’s walk to the woodshed, the slush soaking into his socks with every step. The cold didn’t bite the same way anymore. It was softer now—damp, heavy, familiar.

The trees that had once towered like silent sentinels over the buried cabin now swayed gently in a breeze that tasted faintly of earth. Here and there, patches of brown grass had emerged beneath the eaves, revealing the flattened skeletons of last summer’s leaves. A bird cried out from somewhere high above, sharp and cutting, as if announcing that time had started again.

Bran came out from the side of the cabin with the last bundle of kindling under his arm. He set it near the door without a word, then straightened, his breath fogging the air only slightly now. He was already dressed for travel—jeans, flannel, boots caked in dried mud. He looked bigger than he had three weeks ago. Or maybe just more solid. Like everything that had been raw had hardened.

Inside, Steven could hear Madison’s voice low and steady, giving instructions to Levi. Something about the food. What to pack, what to leave. Her tone had changed since the first week. It wasn’t sharper—not cold. But there was no hesitation in it now. She spoke like someone who had been touched deeply and knew, without question, that she would never be untouched again.

Steven didn’t try to help.

They hadn’t told him not to.

But no one had asked.

He stepped off the porch into the slush and made his way to the truck. It sat lower than it had when they first arrived, the tires sunken into soft, wet ground. Branches still clung to the undercarriage. A smear of ice curved across the rear window like a scar. Bran had gotten the engine running the day before, working in silence while Steven stood nearby holding a flashlight. Neither of them had spoken until it turned over with a slow, grumbling cough that turned into a steady growl.

It meant the end was near.

And Steven wasn’t sure if that made his stomach ache or settle.

The door to the cabin creaked open behind him. Footsteps across the porch. Levi’s voice, low and amused.

“You ready, little man?”

Steven turned. He nodded.

Levi adjusted the strap on one of the packs slung over his shoulder and jumped down into the mud beside him. His boots made a sucking sound as they landed. He glanced at the trees, then up at the sky, lips twitching.

“Smells like thaw.”

Bran joined them without a word. He hoisted the last bag into the back of the truck and slammed the tailgate shut.

A pause.

Then the door opened again.

And Madison stepped out into the morning light.

She stepped down from the porch slowly, one hand resting on the rail, the other holding her coat half-closed across her front. It wasn’t fastened. She hadn’t bothered with buttons. The sun cut through the trees and landed on her skin in streaks, catching in her hair, her lashes, the smooth swell beneath her navel that hadn’t been there before.

It wasn’t huge. Not yet.

But it was real.

Firm. Visible. Round enough to catch the eye, and undeniable in the shape of it—the way the light curved around the slight dome, the way the fabric of her shirt didn’t fall straight anymore. Her body moved differently now. Slower in some ways. Centered. As if everything she did had to pass through the place where her child now lived.

Steven saw it the moment she stepped down onto the slush-packed path.

It struck him like cold water to the lungs. Not violent. Just final.

She was pregnant. Obviously. Beautifully.

And it was not his.

She hadn’t said a word to him since the test. She hadn’t needed to. Her silence was full of meaning. Full of knowledge he didn’t share, couldn’t reach. It wasn’t just that she’d been taken. It wasn’t just that they’d watched her being used. It was that the change was permanent now, and he was expected to love her through it.

To carry her things.

To open her doors.

To take her home.

Bran walked beside her down the path, one hand on the small of her back. Protective. Possessive. Not careful in the way of a stranger worried about her condition—but firm, guiding, like he was proud of what he’d put there and wasn’t going to let her forget it.

Levi tossed a glance over his shoulder and grinned.

“Ready to take care of our kid?” he asked, nudging Steven with an elbow.

Steven’s mouth was dry. His chest tight. He managed a thin smile.

A nod.

Madison didn’t react. She kept walking, feet pressing down into the soft ground with calm, steady steps, her coat shifting open with each stride. She didn’t hide the curve. She didn’t wrap her arms around herself or tug the fabric back into place. She let it show.

Let them see.

The baby moved inside her then. Just a flutter—barely enough for her to register it—but it happened at the edge of the trees, when the wind brushed her cheek and Bran’s hand settled a little lower, fingers splayed across her hip.

She didn’t tell anyone.

She just smiled.

And the truck waited.

The truck groaned as they climbed in, tires whining in the mud before catching on the gravel beneath. The old road stretched out ahead like a forgotten spine, winding between melting drifts and low pines slick with runoff. The snowbanks that had once walled them in now leaned inward, weeping into the ground.

No one spoke much.

Levi drove, one hand on the wheel, the other flipping a toothpick between his fingers like he needed to give it something to do. He hummed once or twice. Nothing tuneful. Just sound. The windows were cracked enough to let in the smell of melting ice and thawed soil.

Bran sat in the backseat beside Madison, his thigh pressed lightly to hers, one hand resting over her knee. Not possessive. Just… there. Present. As if touching her was a habit he hadn’t needed to learn. Madison’s coat was zipped halfway, her stomach visible between the folds of fabric, round and still.

She looked out the window with the calm of a woman who no longer owed anything to silence.

Steven sat in the truck bed with the bags.

It was too crowded inside. That’s what Levi said. “You’ll manage back there, little man. You're light. Like a spare tire with feelings.”

So he climbed in.

Didn’t argue.

He sat between the packs, one hand holding the metal railing as the truck rocked through the thawing road. The cold wind pushed into his collar. He didn’t zip up. He wanted to feel it. All of it.

Every bump in the road. Every echo of her voice when she laughed quietly at something Bran said. Every brush of her hand across her belly.

He carried their bags.

Not just hers.

All of them.

And Levi?

He had something in his pocket. Steven had seen him slide it there after breakfast, fingers folding it delicately before tucking it into the chest pocket of his flannel.

The test stick.

Folded in tissue. Dry now. Preserved.

A souvenir.

Or maybe a flag.

The truck hit a patch of gravel and bounced hard. Steven caught himself on the rail, boots skidding on the metal floor. He didn’t curse. Didn’t call out. He looked up at the sky, blue now through thinning clouds, and let the cold sink deeper into him.

Ahead, the trees opened.

The edge of the forest. The road back.

He saw the curve of Madison’s shoulder inside the cab.

Saw Bran’s head tilt toward hers.

He saw Levi’s smile in the rearview mirror.

And Steven?

He sat in the back.

Quiet.

Carrying the weight.

Like he would for the rest of his life.
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