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Dedication
 
For those women out there who live life on the edge. For who one just isn’t enough and they don’t apologize for it! This is for you…


Chapter One
 
The breath pumped out of her lungs like a locomotive, loud and startling in her ears. She knew he could hear it, just behind the pounding of her frantic, beating heart. She could feel him behind her, but she never looked back, just kept pounding the pavement, one foot in front of the other, as though the dogs of Hades were chasing her . . . Maybe they were. A cloying cloud of sulfur and brimstone choked her until her eyes were streaming and she gasped for those fading breaths.
“Please,” she begged to no one and everyone, “please don’t let me die.”
Her heels had been tossed and forgotten minutes before, and she could feel the aching and stinging in her feet, but she couldn’t stop. Frenzied thoughts passed through her head. Why had she decided to go on this blind date? Why in the hell had she let Jezzie, of all people, set it up? Why? Because murders on the quiet back roads of small-town Texas weren’t supposed to happen! Screw it. She refused to be the first.
Biting down hard on her lip to keep her focus, Zelina tucked her pointed chin into her chest and pushed harder. She could hear her track coach in her head telling her to open her stride, not pump her legs faster. Work smarter, not harder. She shook her hands loose, fell into the old chin-to-hip motion, and tried her best to breathe. She was going to get away, and if he caught her, she was going to make sure he wouldn’t do this again.
When Jezzie had described that Z had to give someone other than “the brothers” a shot, she’d finally given in. Brian had been handsome, charming, and smooth. Striking gray eyes, expertly chopped dark hair, and an unembellished charcoal suit made him look as though he had stepped out of GQ magazine. At least in Z’s mind it had. Jezzie was a senior editor for her publishing house. It really wouldn’t have surprised Z in the least that she knew someone who looked like him and came from that world. That he also seemed to be equally mesmerized by her natural hair twisted into a side-hold bun, streaks of blond and lighter brown throughout, and her nearly six-feet height, she thought she had it good. When she caught him checking out her nice—if she must say so herself—behind in her pencil skirt, she figured he was on the right track. She’d even liked the combination of her darker skin against his much paler flesh.
From there, dinner had gone off without a hitch. He’d complimented her hazel eyes, her angular face, but in a way that didn’t stink of flattery. It felt as if someone was truly seeing her for the first time, and she’d let herself relax, giving her bestie a mental high five for a job well done. By the time the damn dessert course was served, she could have sworn she could hear wedding bells in the distance. He was just that good, and Z couldn’t figure out why a guy so easy with himself, no cockiness found, no need to overimpress, or stress, seemed to be single. It just didn’t ring.
When she’d stepped out of the bathroom of the restaurant, conveniently away from prying eyes and those trying to enjoy their food, he was waiting for her with the darkest look she’d ever seen. She’d kind of gotten a clue and the shock of her life.


Chapter Two
 
“What—” was all she got out before he lunged at her.
Fear kept her immobile for a moment until anger kicked in. Stepping back into the bathroom, nearly slipping on water on the floor, she’d taken another look at Mr. GQ. His face seemed longer, eyes sunken and dark, his hair slicked back over his scalp as though he’d been running a marathon. He looked . . . hungry. He’d continued his pursuit of her into the bathroom, and she’d seen something she never thought possible in her life. One loafer-covered foot stepped into the water, and Brian let out a wail like a friggin’ demon spawn before jumping back, smoke rising from the melting material.
Frozen in a tableau of predator versus prey for those seconds, Z wasn’t sure what to do. Someone must have heard the sound. Surely someone would come running, wouldn’t they? But could they face whatever this thing was in front of her? Would he harm them for coming to save her? She looked over his shoulder, and Brian caught the motion.
“No one’s going to save you here.”
“What do you want from me? You won’t get away with this. We’re in a restaurant full of people.”
“To answer your first question . . .” he said, smiling at her.
Zelina felt her knees turn to water as she slid to the ground, cold and wetness seeping into her dress. Four perfect pointed teeth hung down over his bottom lip, the exact stupid lip she’d wanted to come up close and personal with at some point. Damn, what a way to spoil the mood!
Sufficiently happy he’d gotten her attention, he continued as if her world hadn’t been totally ripped from its foundations. “Good, you understand. Now, as to the second question, the moment you got up from your seat to find your way back here, you ceased to exist. They will never hear you scream.”
His smile made her sick to her stomach. His assurance that she was beaten served to piss her off. Just the typical a-hole who knew he got everything for nothing. Zelina, shaking in her stilettos, wasn’t going down that easy. Thinking quickly, she reached for the dampness she’d felt under her butt and splashed as much as she could at his approaching body. A lucky shot caught him across the eyes and face, dragging him to his knees. Amid the smoke and putrid smell of burning flesh, Z made a dash for the exit.
His fingers reached for her, nails slicing gashes into her thigh, but she slid past him. She ignored the burning as much as she could, sprinting through frozen, silent bodies to reach the door. He had been right. No one was coming, and no one had even heard her scream. They all stood like left-alone marionette dolls in the restaurant, still in midstride, mouths agape on silent laughs, and even poised on the brink of a kiss. None of them could help her. She was a space in time they wouldn’t even remember.


Chapter Three
 
As the events washed over her, the same fear, helplessness, and her fight-or-flight swam around her, but Zelina pushed through it. She didn’t know how long she’d been running, but something in her told her she was running out of time, that any second she would—
“Got you,” Brian growled in her ear, slamming her to the ground, the breath whooshing out of her lungs. She felt dazed. He flipped her over in his arms, spittle dripping from his mouth. Pockmarks marred his once-handsome face.
The sight of him sent air careening back into her lungs, and she struggled against him, clawing at him with her nails and trying to buck him off of her. It was like a rose petal trying to force steel out of the way. He never moved, never gave.
“Ah, ah, ah, don’t hurt my feelings like that. I just gave you the best date of your life.” He chuckled, his rancid tongue gliding over her collarbone and neck. She felt her pulse throb even more.
“It didn’t end well. Let’s try it again. This time I’ll have a big pitcher of water for you.” Z sneered back.
The slap happened so fast she didn’t even see him move. Fire raced along her cheek and eye socket. Her eye felt as if it was going to explode. He pulled her head roughly to one side by her hair, sniffing at her neck and nuzzling. Did they train all men how to hit? Incapacitate, maim, kill . . . no, that was the military. She was losing her mind.
“Your skin is like chocolate. I loved watching your pulse under your skin as you ate. As you watched me and got turned on. As your body told me it wanted me.” He scraped his teeth against her jugular, the sting biting at her. A small whimper escaped before she could stop it. He chuckled against her throat, nuzzling the skin as if he was rewarding her for the sound before his teeth scraped again, deeper.
“Can you hear me knocking?” He mocked her before his teeth sank in. Pain exploded through her system. It was like twin knives puncturing her skin, and on each suck, they sliced through more.
She screamed. It was all she could do, flailing against his body like a butterfly held under the paw of a lion. She knew it was futile, but she still fought. She couldn’t die knowing she hadn’t tried everything she could to survive. The edges of her vision started to darken, her arms feeling as though they were moving through quicksand. She could feel her soul slipping away. In every sawing of his fangs, she felt more of herself disappear. Tears gathered in her eyes. She was too weak to stop the overflow, and she didn’t much care. In this moment, with her life fading to the concrete, she missed Jezzie, her only family left.
She wanted her crazy friend to pull her into her arms as she always did when times got rough. She didn’t want to know that Jezzie would be dealing with death all over again. She’d thought they both left that behind after the orphanage. Her gaze roamed until it found “their” star, Jezlina. They’d named it so long ago. Friends and sisters for life. Water thicker than any blood for them. I love you, girl, she whispered to the star in her mind, her mouth not wanting to cooperate. She prayed with all her heart it reached Jezzie as the darkness crept in.
A flash of blue eyes, so deep they rivaled the blues of the oceans in outer space, in the face of the biggest wolf she’d ever seen in her life, streaked over her. Brian’s weight was lifted, his teeth ripping from her neck as she watched him struggle with the wolf. She really couldn’t take much more of this.
He couldn’t hope to be as fast. The wolf darted in and out of his reach, snapping here and there until Brian was full of oozing wounds. For a moment, Zelina pitied him. Only for a moment, though. Then she was wishing for the wolf to take his fucking head off and use it as a chew toy. The thought made her feel like smiling, but she found she just didn’t have the energy. Z could feel her neck slowly bleeding out, but she didn’t have the strength to stop the loss, didn’t have the strength to try to save herself. The darkness crept in more and more. The loss of heat was sinking in, almost bone deep. In the last, all she could think of was not having had the chance to bury her face in that wolf’s fur and thank him. Silly, she knew.


Chapter Four
 
Tarquin had never seen a more beautiful, tragic creature in his life. Her skin was of the deepest chocolate, vibrant and alive despite her dangerous plight. Hair, wild and untamed, fanned around her on the pavement, silhouetting a heart-shaped face of angular features and a full, sensual mouth. It was then he saw all the blood his sensitive nose had picked up on the wind. The vampyre had done severe damage to her neck. She had angered the fiend, and he had punished her for it. A large, gaping hole was taken out of the side of her throat. It was ragged and angry, red splattering her flesh and streaking her hair with darkness under the stars.
Her screams told him the vampyre hadn’t even used a glamour to soothe her. He’d wanted her to be afraid, wanted to taste the fear in her adrenaline-laced blood crashing into his system. That told him the vampyre was rogue and that even his own clan would be calling for his death. As a whole, vampyres felt the others in their clans, traced by blood mother to blood child. Over this connection, when one fell rogue, all of them would immediately know and seek out the fallen child to execute him. It was not something he was sure they enjoyed, but he understood the necessity of doing it. Rogues were dangerous and psychotic, always looking for the next thrill kill. To kill was against every tenant of the vampyre, but Tarquin was afraid this one might just have succeeded with his chosen meal. Her skin was slowly turning ashen, and he feared he was too late to save her despite his best efforts.
He padded over to her, his claws clicking on the street and echoing into the night. He could have shifted, it would be much easier to transfer her that way, but the wound on her neck would be better served by his saliva in his soul form. The healing agents most people joked about their dogs having in their saliva, he possessed in astronomical proportions. It would force the blood to clot, for the body to heal itself from the inside out. As he understood, in humans, the effect would make their bodies go into a near-coma-like state until they recuperated from being forced to do in minutes what they were meant to do in months, or not at all. He was positive she wouldn’t mind the extra sleep just to have healed much faster than she ever could have on her own. Lying on his stomach near her, he shimmed in until his muzzle fit in the crook of her throat and swiped his tongue over the gaping wound in her neck.
Everything in him froze. He’d come to her aid, scenting her from miles away, running full out until his heart felt close to bursting. Something had propelled him to search the scent out, and he could sense the danger surrounding it. Fear smelled cold, jagged, like chills running up his back in scent signatures. With the taste of her blood, now the reason was unmistakable: he had found his mate, the keeper of his soul, the protector of his heart . . . and he had almost lost her.
Working furiously now, his heart nearly breaking, whines leaking from his muzzle, he licked faster, healing the wound in a minute. He flashed from the massive black wolf to the man, the only thing remaining of what had been before the blue of his eyes.
Lifting her into his arms, he ignored the cool wind on his sweating six-foot-two frame. He was built with an internal temperature of one hundred four degrees. A little coolness was not going to bother him in the least. What he carried in his arms was more important. The most important thing in his life. He’d just have to convince his mate, his very human mate, of that fact—along with another few added complications, but they would get to that soon enough.
He lifted her higher on his shoulder, resting her face in the crook of his neck. The reassuring puffs of her breath told him he’d made it in time. The vampyre, now nothing more than ash after he’d ripped his heart from his chest, had not been able to take this light away from the earth. Had he succeeded, the Alpha of the South Texas clan would have never been the same. Tarquin knew his people, and his brother, for that matter, could not maintain without his governance.


Chapter Five
 
This brought him to his next set of problems while he streaked away from the scene, leaving nothing behind of his mate, the vampyre, or himself. His brother would be waiting for him, not having asked what was pressing enough for him to suddenly leave a rather important meeting over the next delegation of the Howling. It was the gathering where an Alpha was to find or present his mate, three of which had been a complete failure for him up until this point. Looking down at the priceless treasure in his arms, he was not angered by the record. His brother, as he was Beta, would take over for him in the case of his absence from the clan. Being the eldest at times had its advantages. Also, because he was elder, he would be the one to determine the mate for them. Tarquin knew enough that this would not be a situation the human would understand. They would have to find a way around it. Fate had taken it out of all of their hands.
As he moved, he scented his brother before he saw him. The younger by only two years, nearly unheard of in the shifter world, Rion was a force to be reckoned with. More volatile and brash then his elder, the place of Beta and protector of the throne was one he was well suited to. Love, and the fact that Tarquin was the only soul who could soundly kick his ass, kept him in line. A recently attacked mate may not be able to take him on. Though—he smiled to himself now that the fear was gone—she had sassed a vampyre who was well on his way to striking her. That took more guts than she probably realized.
“Brother?” the golden wolf questioned in his mind.
Where Tarquin was dark and brooding, Rion was light and easygoing, by appearances anyway. Many had found it to be misleading in their dealings with them. He used to say to his mother that their likenesses had gotten mixed up by the Goddess Mother somehow as a joke. In their case, it was much better to go for the “brooding” one than the “lighthearted” one. Rion had an Ivan the Terrible interior and a serene cherub appearance. It was unsettling. No one wanted his ass kicked by an angel. It just wasn’t fair.
“Hurt,” Rion said, intruding into his thoughts.
“She was hurt. I healed her before I moved her.”
“Home?”
Tarquin could feel the impression of confusion and the tail end of censure from his brother’s mind. Rion would be able to tell the woman was human. As such, she would be completely off-limits inside the compound. Their existence was one they guarded well. Humans were not ready to know that the things that went bump in the night were very real.
“Rion, she has to come with us.”
“Sure?” Rion’s animal soul looked over at him quickly, then to the woman, and then back again. He lifted his nose into the air.
Tarquin remained silent, knowing Rion would catch on soon enough. He would feel the pull in her blood, the scent that rose off her flesh, and would notice the possessive way Tarquin held her close to his body.
“Mate?”
“Yes, Rion. This is our mate.”
Rion’s soul form sang a great howl into the sky, acknowledging and trumpeting the coming of his mate in their lands. In wolf form, they were more primal. Communication was more in impressions and single-word sentences. The older the wolf was, the more powerful his communication. The fact that Rion had resorted to basic language meant he had let his soul form nearly take over his human side in order to reach his brother as quickly as possible. The support was not lost on him. He would have quickly closed and dismissed the meeting before throwing himself in his brother’s wake. He had probably been ready to chomp on him for leaving so suddenly without him to guard, but the events now would silence any words.
“Go to the Domus, Rion. Prepare our room. She will heal in the bed made for her coming.”
Rion spirited off, his wolf a blur in the darkness. He would beat Tarquin by perhaps only a few minutes, but it would be enough. He could feel the happiness, the eagerness through their bond. He had worried his brother would need a balance to curtail his brash side. He needed a softness that Tarquin was not able to provide. He hoped the feisty woman in his arms would do exactly that.
Still, as he had seen by tonight’s events, and their own looks, the Goddess Mother did exactly what she deemed fit. And just because he felt as though this was what they needed, it didn’t mean she would provide it. She’d give what she knew was necessary. It was, he was sure, the reason why they had the woman he was now holding instead of some submissive. He was just too happy to care that she wasn’t what he had envisioned.


Chapter Six
 
In minutes, the Domus, one circular compound where all the shifters of their tribe lived together, came into view. His section with his brother was to the center and back of the circle. He cut around the outside edge and made a beeline for their front door. He was not in the mind-set to be stopped by his family. They would ask too many questions, and could very well scare his mate if she awoke before he was ready for her to. Surrounded by soft candlelight, lying upon the bed that would be hers forever more, and in a quiet atmosphere would be the best way to receive her. It would be less fuss, less shock, less everything until they figured out how the hell to deal with it all.
It was hard enough to be close to her with her scent wrapping around his body like fingers. He could feel his cock standing out like a pike, and no amount of easy breathing alleviated him of the issue. As soon as he passed through the doors, it was as if her scent was amplified, reaching out to intertwine with his and his brother’s in their home. It was as if she had always been there, as if there had never been a time when she wasn’t at their side. It soothed him in a way that he never thought possible even as a fire streaked over his nerve endings, sending him bounding up the stairs with preternatural speed.
Rion had done as he instructed, closed the blinds, turned back the cool white sheets and black comforter to make a space for her in the center of the square bed made especially for Alpha mates. It was nearly twice the size of an ordinary king-size bed. The scent of candles smelling of soothing lavender and sandalwood permeated the air, and Rion had even placed a glass of water with a pitcher, and cold cuts on a plate, on the end table. Tarquin raised his brow at that.
“Domesticated already?”
“Shut it, Quin. You only meet your mate once. She’s had a hard enough time, it seems.”
It was then Quin saw the tightness around his brother’s mouth and the tension in his shoulders. Even his blond hair, falling right to his shoulder, was mussed and messy, as if he’d been running his fingers through it constantly. He was keyed up like a shifter unable to shift. He could see the pain in his brother’s eyes and knew the source.
“She survived, Rion. We got her safely home.”
“No, you got her home. Had she been waiting on me, she’d be gone.”
“Once we bond, you will recognize her as surely as I do, at whatever distance there may be. She’s safe, brother. She’s safe.”
“Qu—”
Their mate’s soft moan silenced them both. Looking at each other, making an instant decision, they laid their mate down in the middle of the bed, stripped her of her clothing, and washed away the blood and scent of the vampyre. A few minutes after that, they were in wolf form, curled around her sides, ever vigilant, ever there.


Chapter Seven
 
Her head was killing her. Her throat tasted like ash, and her electricity bill must not have been paid by her absentminded self because she was ridiculously warm. To add to that glorious combination, her body felt as though it had been in the ring with Manny Pacquiao. She tried to roll over, but felt her sides trapped by something. Furry somethings. Okay, breathing furry somethings, and she knew she had no dogs. Opening her eyes slowly, she looked down at a massive black wolf on one side and a blond one on the other. When she said massive, she meant at least twice the size of the largest German shepherd she’d ever seen in her life. So, Z did what any self-respecting person would do—she screamed at the top of her bloody lungs, jumped out of the bed, ran blindly for the door.
The blond wolf leapt over her. Over her! He landed squarely across the door, and then he just melted. She didn’t know how else to describe it. His fur melted away, falling to the ground in disappearing golden sprinkles, until a completely naked green-eyed giant stood in front of her. His hair fanned around his shoulders…nicely built shoulders. It was like looking at Brad Pitt’s Achilles walking off the damn screen. She knew her jaw was hanging to the floor, but she was too afraid, amazed, and near traumatized to react.
“Bad move.”
As the dulcet tones directed from behind brushed over her, she realized three things in quick succession. One: there had been two wolves, and she left the black one behind her when she was staring like a moron at the blond model in front of her. Two: said wolf was now gone, leaving Eric Bana in his place. Three: and this one just took the whole cake . . . She was ass naked in front of said men, in a room that was an inferno waiting to happen, in a place she did not know, and with no way to escape. She either had gone completely crazy and was now in the Twilight Zone, or was dreaming some stuff that meant she needed to see a therapist in the morning. Either way she was screwed. The lingering pain in her neck had her reaching up to cup the side. Her touch brought back memories of the evening, and suddenly, being naked in the middle of two of the most beautiful men she’d ever seen in her life was terrifying no matter if she was crazy or not. Her body twitched, ready to bolt. A growl stopped her.
“Rion.”
Zelina looked over to Blondie and figured he was Rion. His lip was pulled back to reveal four sharp teeth—four sharp teeth, like Brian. She felt her blood drain from her face. She went cold. She wasn’t crazy. She was going to die.
“Rion! You’re scaring her,” the dark one hissed, lips tight over what she figured were his set of dog teeth. “You’re safe here, mate. Never fear us. But now is not the time to run. There is so much you have to understand. Running will trigger instincts you aren’t ready for yet. Trust me in this.”
“So you guys can kill me? Screw that.” Zelina moved to grab something, anything, to use as a weapon and for the second time that night got the wind knocked out of her. A massive, hot form slammed her body into the wall, effectively pinning her. She couldn’t move with all her might.
She made another discovery, her mind nearly bubbling with hysterical laughter. She was really tired of discovering tonight. If she made it through this, she was canceling her Discovery Channel, she swore she was. The aforementioned hunk had her plastered against the wall, something long, hot, and thick tucked neatly into the crease of her ass. He leaned nearer to her neck, growling softly against her flesh. Discovery one thousand: he was hung like a horse!


Chapter Eight
 
He smelled wild, untamed, fresh meadow and forest mixed into one package. He was rock solid behind her, unmoving, but his hold on her wrists was gentle—shackling, but gentle. Something in her warmed. She felt her breasts grow heavy, her nipples harden and touch the wall, could feel her pussy plumping. Something was wrong with her. His control of her, the teeth, the growling, and the fact that he was clearly not human should not be enticing her. She shouldn’t feel the urge to push her butt into him, to feel him grow harder, to feel the wetness of pre-come on her back as he kissed her neck. Zelina should not have wanted any of those things, and yet she wanted them all.
Confused and afraid, she started thrashing again. Rion stepped harder into her, lifting her nearly off her feet, his cock pushing between the globes of her ass. His teeth nibbled where her shoulder and neck met, his growling louder and more threatening.
“Don’t fight him. He can’t help his need. Rion, you are scaring her, brother.”
“No, Quin, I am not. I can smell her want. I can smell her need. She wants me. She wants this,” he whispered against her flesh, flexing his hips against her.
Zelina couldn’t stop the moan that escaped. Something felt right, despite her fear. With his hands on her, she couldn’t think straight.
“She doesn’t understand yet, Rion. She has to accept it. There is no other way.”
Zelina could feel the tenseness in Rion behind her. He was holding himself so tight it felt as if he was close to shattering. She didn’t understand the undercurrents, didn’t know why she wanted to make him feel better, but she did. When she twisted her wrist a little, he let it go, then rested one hand against her body, his other palming the wall. Lifting her hand, she tucked it behind his right ear, under his hair, and rubbed the spot. He exhaled against her, his forehead touching her shoulder as he breathed deeply in and out.
“Better?” she asked before she could even stop herself and realize what the hell she was doing.
“Yes,” Rion answered, his voice nearly cracking, and somehow she felt it was okay. He relaxed behind her, pulling her away from the wall and spinning them both until his back was to the wall and she rested against him. When she tried to step away, his arms tightened on her waist.
“Let me go.”
“I’m not that okay.”
“I. Said. Let. Me. Go.”
“Not happening,” he returned, gripping her tighter.
“What are you called?” Quin asked before she could toss back another retort.
“Zelina. But they call me Z.”
Quin made a graceful bow, so old-world that Zelina was charmed to her toes. Did they even make men like him anymore?
“My name is Tarquin, and that is Centurion. Quin and Rion for short.”
“Your mother cursed you with those names, huh?”
Quin chuckled, but it was Rion who answered. “Ancient Rome didn’t see a problem with it. Our names were a rave at the time. There are kings that shared Tarquin’s name. Mine, well, the name is military related, so it said I had strength.”
“In those times, that was important,” Quin finished, a chuckle still in his voice.


Chapter Nine
 
“In those times? Did you say ‘in those times’?”
In one rush, the fear was back. She was in a room with two things that were animals before. They spoke of ancient Rome as if that wasn’t crazy as hell, and they had teeth so much like Brian. Brian, the one who attacked her. Who was injured by water. Who chased her down for his next meal and ripped into her throat like a ravenous animal. Fear clouded her vision, tears filling her eyes. For a moment of sexual desire, she had been at ease, even reacted to one of her captors’ frustration. She had wanted to soothe one of the men who could very well be ready to kill her.
She had lost her mind. All because of some stupid blind date, she was surrounded by things that should never have existed. She couldn’t even bring herself to say in her mind the name they were called. To say the name, even to herself, seemed as though it would make it more real, as though the things that went bump in the night really did exist and she was the unlucky bastard to meet three on the same night. She swore then, that if she got out of this, she was going to never date again, nor would she ever talk to Jezzie again. The girl had a serious butt-kicking coming. The feel of Rion’s teeth scraping her pulse had her gasping in fear-edged desire. The combination scared her even more.
Grabbing her throat frantically, feeling for the wound Brian had left, she tried with all her might not to let the tears fall. She wasn’t ready to die, and she had put herself in a position that made it easier for them to do whatever they wanted to her. She didn’t know how the first wound had healed, but she knew for a fact that Brian had bitten her, remembered the pain as his fangs ripped into her flesh.
Vampyre movies had it all wrong. There was nothing remotely sexy about it. Hearing the name of what they were in her head finally shattered any desire she had felt, shattered any misconceived notion that a vampyre was a thing to hope for and crave when you’re under your covers late at night reading some book. They killed things, and they were going to kill her. She felt more than heard Rion’s growl then as her body strained away from his touch and she craned her neck away from his seeking lips.
“Zelina. Zelina, look at me.”
She refused Quin’s command, forcing her body to still, to be silent, and to wait. When the attack came, she would do whatever she could to get away. She knew, from Brian, she had no chance to succeed, but she couldn’t just lie back and die quietly. It wasn’t in her to do it. She waited, stayed as still as possible as Rion growled at her lack of submission behind her and Quin stepped steadily forward. When his hands framed her face, she swung out with one leg, determined to smash his balls into his throat, and threw one elbow into Rion’s rib cage with everything she had. If she was lucky, she’d get them to let go of her long enough to reach the pitcher of water on the end table. That water would give her enough time to get away just as it had with Brian.
She wasn’t lucky . . .


Chapter Ten
 
She was flying, literally flying in the air, a roar still ringing in her ears. Both strikes marked for Rion and Quin had failed. Moving so fast their bodies were a blur, Quin had grabbed Z’s flying foot, using the opportunity to clasp her leg around his waist—his bare waist. The ridge of his cock slid against her clit with eerie precision. The practiced move had her back arching, head falling back on a very mad, very hard Rion, who nipped her shoulder in punishment before leaping into the air with her and his brother in tow. It all felt as though it were moving in slow motion as Quin kept a tight grip on her, landing on his back without even a bounce, her on top of him and Rion over them both, cock poised on her ass. How the man could move and never lose his place was beyond her.
The change was not only in Rion. She had pushed Quin too far as well. His teeth were bared, blue eyes sparking with fire. Blue eyes. The same eyes in the wolf that had attacked Brian. The same wolf she had woken up beside. She tried to say something, but Quin had run out of patience. He gripped her head and dragged her mouth down to his. She had expected softness, a trained kiss. Passion was what she got instead. His tongue slipped into her mouth, dueling with hers as he turned his head for a better angle. Holding her steady with one hand, he gripped her leg, pulling it farther out, forcing her clit harder on his cock. She moaned into his mouth.
“Not enough, Quin,” Rion hissed behind her, and she saw Quin’s eyes meet his brother’s. It was as if they were talking to each other without saying a word.
Quin let go of her mouth, pulling her body up his until her breast dangled about his mouth. She couldn’t have moved if she’d wanted to, and she felt moisture leaking from her body. They wouldn’t take no for an answer this time, and she was too far gone to even deny them. Their touch was like a flame over her skin, branding her as theirs. As Quin tongued her nipples, gripping the heavy globes and pushing them together, Rion kissed his way down her back. His tongue left a hot, moist trail down her spine. Gripping her ass, he spread the cheeks as he met the end of her spine and his tongue dipped between.
“Later,” he whispered against the rosette of her anus before licking his way over one pussy lip, above the clit, and down the other lip. Then he took one broad swipe from clit to anus, his tongue thicker than it had felt before.
“What attacked you,” Rion spoke against her clit, “was a vampyre. We are not those. We are shifters, made to run with the wolf as much as the man. Let us show you the difference.”
She felt the brush of fur against her ass, but Quin was sucking her nipples deeper into his mouth, nipping at them sharply and then licking the pain away. So when she felt the cold tip of a wet nose, she barely batted an eye. A longer, thicker tongue, which had a slight roughness to it, caught her clit in continuous flicks. She moaned against her men, bucking slightly. Quin wrapped his arms around her waist, and Rion gripped her thighs. She couldn’t budge now, and the thought of that skyrocketed her desire.
“More, give me more,” she moaned, trembling over Quin’s seeking mouth.
“As my lady wishes,” Rion replied, his voice an odd mix of yips and deepness.
Suddenly she felt his tongue push into her and curl up at the tip. Then he pushed forward a little, and his tongue touched her clit as well. He sawed his tongue back and forth in that semicircle with blinding speed, and all Z could do was scream between them.


Chapter Eleven
 
Rion had never tasted something so good in his life. His mate tasted of strawberries and crème. He couldn’t get enough of her. As her body pulsed and twitched on his tongue, he gripped his cock, pumping it in strokes with her pulses. His dick was wet with pre-come, and he wanted to feel her come, feel her wetness soak him as he pounded into her to oblivion, wanted to feel the tightness of her as his brother slid into her and the combinations of their two cocks inside of her pulled her body unbelievably tight around them. This was something that could feel right only with their mate. He was so thankful that they had found her, that she, despite her fear, was throwing herself into the pleasure only they could provide for her.
Never again would he need another. Never again would he feel the anger well up in him until he was afraid it would burst and he would lose it even with those he loved the most. He would settle now. She would give him that gift. She would give him love. All it took was for them to claim her, to make her irrevocably theirs.
“Brother,” he moaned into Quin’s mind.
“I know, Rion. I know.”
“I cannot hold on much longer. She is unlike anything I have ever tasted in my existence.”
“Let us make her ours, Rion. I am lost as well.”
“I will follow your lead, Alpha.”
Rion let Quin pull Zelina off his tongue and felt a momentary loss of her. He let his muzzle shift back to his human face before she turned around and realized what he had done to satisfy her. Following Quin’s pointing, he lay on his back in the center of the bed, taking Zelina in his arms and turning her away from him. When he felt her body tense, he let his cock rest in the crevice of her ass and molded her breasts. Heavy and full, they were still wet from Quin’s ministrations. He used that moisture to twist and pinch her nipples to throbbing peaks. When her head thrashed his shoulder, he let go with one hand to adjust his cock to her ass. The pre-come that made him slick continued to shoot over her anus, softening the muscles there and preparing her to accept him. Chemicals in his pre-come soothed her muscles for him, another sign that she was their mate. Mates could not hurt one another. Their bodies were attuned so that any adjustment would be made.
His cock in position, he reached up to turn her face to his. He had yet to taste her mouth, and he could no longer hold back. For the first time in his life, he gave a woman softness. He nipped at her lips until they opened for him, slipped his tongue in, and memorized every spot in the dark depths. He let his tongue slide over her, giving her enough room for her seeking tongue to glance over his ever-present canines. She stilled for a moment before hesitantly stroking his teeth with her tongue. To reward her, he twisted her nipples and sucked her tongue deeper into his mouth. He kissed her harder, his tongue stroking in and out as his cock would soon do.
“Now, Rion. By the Goddess, now.”


Chapter Twelve
 
Two sets of canines and two cocks slammed into her at once. Z had never felt so full in her life. She screamed, no longer able to stay remotely quiet as Quin lifted her legs and passed them to Rion to hold by the knees. Planting his fists on either side of his brother’s body, he slammed into her, his mouth sucking at her breast until his cheeks hollowed out. The muscle of his groin ground over her clit with every pass until she did not know where he ended, she began, and where Rion began. They were one mechanism moving as one. She could feel her body accepting them, opening and letting them do what they wanted. Still, even as their bodies thrust into her, Quin angled himself toward her G-spot, making her body clench. Her voice short-circuited. Rion moved and touched her until she was short of breath. These were not men interested in only what pleased them, but what pleased her as well. She could feel it, sense something in the edge of her consciousness. Something was there waiting for her to let it in.
Reaching one arm out, she wrapped it around Rion, dragging him in closer. With the other arm, she held Quin to her chest. It was like a puzzle piece clicking into place. Suddenly she was surrounded by desire, pleasure, and want so hot she could scarcely breathe. With it, though, she felt emotion, need, awe of what she was giving them. She could feel her body giving them everything they needed. She could feel them thrusting into her in tandem, but at the same time felt the clasp of her tight pussy and ass on their throbbing cocks. She could feel Quin’s cock shudder and grow stiffer when she pulled her pussy walls tighter around him. She could feel Rion’s cock pulse as her anus pulled tighter as well.
“Fuck!” she heard in her head and knew that was Quin.
“More, mate.” That was Rion.
She could hear them in her head, could hear the words they were keeping silent. She wanted them wild. She wanted to share it all with them. She didn’t want to be left out. She wanted to give them what they wanted. Determined to be exactly what they wanted her to be, she rolled her hips, slamming her body into Rion’s, only to ricochet into Quin’s.
“Fuck!” Rion called this time.
“You asked for more,” she responded and felt both of them pause before all hell broke loose.
As one, the brothers held on to her and rolled to one side. They stopped moving in and out in unison and began alternating. Rion used her hips as an anchor, slamming into her harder and harder. Quin pulled her leg over his hip, twining all of their legs together until the boys had the leverage they needed. She could do nothing but go along for the ride.
“There?” Quin asked when she screamed.
“There?” Rion seconded.
“Yes, there. There.”
“Not good enough,” Rion said, slowing his hips down.
“We want more.” Quin mimicked his brother as if they had done this a million times before, and maybe they had.
“You are in our heads. Do not doubt us when all you have to do is see,” Quin admonished.
“Ask us, and we will give it to you,” Rion finished for him.
They refused to move any faster, thrusting into her leisurely as if they were in the aftermath of sex instead of building to the climax her body so desperately needed. She tried to twist in their grips, to force them deeper, but she couldn’t get them to move.
“Ask us, and we shall give you everything you desire,” Quin reiterated.
His eyes bore into hers. There she saw something she had never seen in a man’s eyes before. There she saw uncertainty. Clouding his passion, his need, his want was an uncertainty that she wanted this as much as they did. She didn’t understand the call of the mate. She didn’t understand how long they had waited. If she walked away, it would destroy them, tear them up in so many pieces they would never be able to live again. She saw it there in his eyes, felt it filter across Rion’s mind. It was fleeting, but she felt it. These men needed her to say it as much as they wanted her to. They needed her, and she had never felt that before in her life.
What would it be like to give herself over to these men? To have them at her fingertips for the rest of her life? Could she give herself not only to one man but two?
“Yes. Yes, I can,” she said to cement it. “Fuck me, mates. Fuck me like you’ll never let me go.”
The words were barely fading from their minds when the candles blew out, and in the darkness, she could see the glowing of their animal souls’ eyes. Not only were the men there, but the wolves as well. When Quin’s mouth opened and stretched until she saw four sharp teeth on both the top and the bottom, she did not fear it. She did not shudder away from it. She pulled her mates tighter to her, clenching around their cocks in anticipation. A call as old as time drew her to do what they needed.
“Mark me, mates. Make me yours. Forever more.”
As one, they struck, biting deeper into her neck than they had before. The heat spread from their suctioning mouths, their hips pumping frantically into her body. With each push, they moved her closer and closer to the ever-elusive cliff. They pushed harder and harder, until her clit was throbbing, her mouth was slack, her throat working silently, and then she exploded. The world disappeared as she felt two thick protrusions swell into the center of her mates’ cocks. Tighter and tighter she grew, until every shot of come inside her felt like the pulse of her heart.


Chapter Thirteen
 
“Rion, okay, enough with the growling. It was sexy during sex. Now it’s interrupting my sleep!”
When he didn’t answer, nor did the growling stop, she sighed and sat straight up in bed, and found that she was alone. The covers were still warm from her mates, so they must not have been gone long, but it didn’t explain the constant growling she was hearing. Scrubbing her hand over her face, she crawled to the edge of the bed, muttering to herself.
“This bed has its own time zone! What the hell do they need with a bed this big?” She stopped when she remembered how much they moved around and how often the brothers had kept coming at her throughout the night. Rion had said to her that mates would be in a frenzy the first night they were together, each time cementing the bond. Her very sore thighs and even sorer insides were feeling the pain. It had seemed like a marvelously good idea at the time.
The growling stopping and starting again, she looked over the edge of the bed before she thought about the fact that she might need to be worried about growling that didn’t belong to either of her not-there-right-then mates Any worry disappeared, though, when she realized it was her phone.
“Hello,” she muttered, never being someone who enjoyed being woken up, unless it was by two very hot mates with even hotter body parts that couldn’t seem to get enough of seeing their body parts disappear into hers. She very gladly was okay with being woken up for that!
“Zelina Marie Mason, I am going to beat the flying ape shit out of you when I see you! Where the hell have you been? You haven’t been answering my calls. Brian didn’t show up for work today. You weren’t at your apartment. I was starting to think something had happened to both of you and was getting ready to enlist the FBI!”
She could barely keep up with her friend’s rambling, but hearing the concern in it mollified Zelina’s attitude slightly.
“Your setup turned out to be the date from hell! He tried to k . . . kiss me.” She completed her sentence lamely. She wasn’t sure if there was some kind of code as to what she could tell her best friend and what she couldn’t. Her heart was heavy at the thought. She definitely had some things that only girl talk would make better. She had almost died the day before, now had not one but two men in her life, was basically married if she understood the whole mate impression thing, had two bite marks on her shoulders, and didn’t even know where she was. This was a time to need a friend if any.
“I don’t give a damn if he tried to frisk you in the car! Mad at me or not, Z, I was worried. I couldn’t find you at all the last three days!”
“Three days! I’ve only been gone for a day!”
“Zelina, baby, where are you? I’m at the store. I know you like ice cream.”
The sentence drove home that her friend really was worried. They had developed it as kids as a way to ask if something was wrong and if the police needed to be called. When one of Jezzie’s cousins had been murdered by a robber, she’d been under bondage when her phone rang. The friend thought she sounded funny and knew something was wrong. Without thinking, she asked if someone was there, and if someone was hurting her. When Isabelle replied yes, out of fear, the robber had killed her instead of giving her the chance to give the police a description. That had stuck with Jezzie. It had stuck with them all.
“No, J. I’m fine, I swear it.” She heard Jezzie let go of the breath she’d been holding when Zelina hadn’t given the code phrase for “yes, get help.”
“Then where the hell are you? I’m coming to get you, or I swear to God the cops will! Don’t play with me.”
There was no way that she was going to get Jezzie off the bone when she was on it. The only way she’d calm down is if she saw Z . . . Problem was, Z had no idea where she was to be able to tell Jezzie. She couldn’t be that far from the restaurant, but she’d never seen outside of the room to see if she recognized anything familiar. After climbing out of bed and tossing on a T-shirt that lay crumpled on the ground, she went to the window to look out. The woodsy smell let her know it was Rion’s shirt. She turned to search for another shirt, saw a button-up and smelled Quin. Tossing that shirt on as well made her feel better.
“Okay, now about where I am,” Zelina started.
“Why? Going somewhere?”


Chapter Fourteen
 
Stalking. There was no other way to describe the way Rion had come into the room. Zelina had figured out over the eventful three days, as she now understood, that Rion was much darker than his brother. He was the more forceful of the two personalities. Where Quin could compromise, could smile, Rion seemed to be teetering on the verge of a blowup. She’d enjoyed that during sex. He made her feel as though he couldn’t be without her, that he was trying his best to stamp her with his essence so that she could never walk away. He was not the brother she wanted to hear the conversation that was happening. He would misunderstand.
“Rion, it’s my friend Jezzie. I’ve been gone for a few days, so she’s making sure I’m all right. She can be a little much, but I love her anyway.”
“Who the hell is that? And what do you mean ‘a little much’?” Jezzie screamed on the phone.
“Tell her you’re okay, and then hang up.”
“I’m not going to hang up on my friend. I’ve told her I’m okay. She just wants to come see me.”
“Tell her you’re okay, and then hang up,” he repeated, stepping closer.
“I said no, Rion. So what is this address?”
“Z? What is going on? Who is that?”
“Fine, have your way,” Rion replied, never breaking eye contact with her, and suddenly he was there in front of her. “Stay on the phone then.”
With that statement, he lifted her up and tossed her on the bed. The shirts lifted up around her midriff, and he got an eyeful of her bare lower body. He crawled over her, not letting her get up. She forced herself not to scream. Knowing Jezzie was on the line, it would not be a good thing.
“Rion,” she began.
“Too late.”
“Zelina! Answer me right now.”
“Jezzie, I’m right here. You don’t have to yell.”
“Who is that?”
“That would be Rion, my . . . boyfriend.” She couldn’t exactly tell her friend over the phone he was her mate and so was his brother. That was a conversation to be had over some wine.
“Boyfriend? Since when?”
Rion gave her the most satisfied smile she had ever seen in her life. Her heart dropped to the pit of her stomach. Suddenly she knew what he was going to do. She scrambled, turning on her stomach, and tried to get away. It didn’t work. A solid steel band masquerading as his arm wrapped around her waist, keeping her in front of him on her hands and knees. He lowered his head, sniffing her before she watched his face shift to a more elongated muzzle right before her eyes. She stuffed her face in the pillow before a scream of surprise could escape, and then kept it there when his tongue swiped her. He licked her a few times before he pushed his tongue into her, curling it as he did before to play over her G-spot.
She moaned, pushing her hips into his face, riding his tongue. He felt so good inside her. She tangled her free hand into the pillowcase and held on for dear life. Rion wasn’t interested in being gentle. He wasn’t interested in being soft. This was a mark of claiming, and she recognized it. He flicked his tongue faster and faster into her, and she couldn’t stop her body from trembling.
“Your friend is yelling for you,” she heard in her mind, but her thoughts were mush. He felt so good, so deep in her.
“Answer her, or I’ll stop.”
“Wh-what?”
“Answer her, or I’ll stop,” he repeated and then stopped. Zelina got on the phone quicker than she ever had in her life, ignoring Rion’s chuckle in her mind.
“Yes, Jezzie,” she answered as he resumed. She hoped her friend didn’t hear the hitch in her voice.
“Who is Rion?”
“He’s . . . he’s my boyfriend, Jezzie,” Zelina repeated.
Said boyfriend spread her ass cheeks, pushed harder into her pussy, using his fingers now to swirl her moisture over her clit. She moaned in her throat.
“Since when have you had a boyfriend?”
“It happened kind of . . . suddenly, Jezzie. I just felt it . . . and it . . . worked.” She was nearly panting. His fingers circled her clit in fast and hard circles. Over and over he moved, counteracting his thrusting tongue. The feeling was mesmerizing. She could feel her juices sliding down the insides of her legs.
“Just happened? Where are you, Z? Really, hon, I’m worried.”
“I told you I’m okay, Jezzie. I wouldn’t lie about that.”
He ground against her harder, as if he didn’t like she’d gotten that sentence out without breathing deeply. She stuffed her face back into the pillow, bowing her back as she moaned, rubbing her clit against him. He felt so good to her. So right. The sting of the slap had her face coming out of the pillow and glaring at him, and she just caught the last of what her friend said.
“. . . it can be there quickly, Zelina.”
“Do you just not . . . believe . . . me?” Z panted, nearly unable to control her moans anymore.
“I just want to see for myself is all. You know me.”
Rion pulled out of her, fingers still dancing on her clit. She felt the thick head of his cock nudge her opening.
“Say you’re okay. Then hang up.”
She didn’t even think to argue this time. She hung up.


Chapter Fifteen
 
She thought having only one of them at a time would make things less intense, that it would be easier for her to handle. It may have been if it hadn’t been Rion. He never did anything nice and slow. His first thrust took him past his head before he pulled out just as quickly. He slammed in again until half his dick was inside of her, then pulled out. She braced for his last thrust, knowing he would kiss her womb. When it came, she moaned, letting her head fall forward into the pillow. She felt her insides stretching, seeking to let him in. The walls gripped him tighter, loathing to let him go as he pushed in and out.
Warmth spread over her back as he curled around her, one hand sliding over her breasts and the other angling toward her clit. He used her moisture to play with the tight bud and twisted a nipple at the same time. The result was electrifying.
“Rion!”
His name on her lips pushed him farther, tighter into her. His body was wrapped around her so tightly, his cock thrusting so deeply, it was as if he wanted to crawl inside her. His hands played on her flesh like an instrument, strumming the strings until pleasure pulsed in her clit.
“Who am I?” he whispered against her neck, his lips sliding over her pulse.
“Rion,” Zelina answered, panting as he thrust harder. The wet sounds of her body and the slap of his balls on her flesh were music to her ears.
“Who is Rion to you?”
She paused, not sure what he wanted. His hand left her breast, fingers curling around her neck until he held her face up and turned it toward him. Their lips were touching barely, his eyes hooded as he looked into hers. His other arm wrapped around her waist, holding him tight to her body. His hips slowed, instead grinding himself into her pussy and angling upward until he brushed over her G-spot. She screamed, the deep grinding more personal, more intense than his pounding before. Her eyes slid shut.
“Look at me, Zelina. Look at me. Who is Rion to you?” he asked again, lips caressing hers with every word. “Tell me.”
“Rion,” she began, catching her breath as he pushed deeper, using his thighs to push her legs wider apart. “Rion is my mate.”
“Quin?”
“Quin is my mate.”
Every word she spoke, giving her answers to questions that seemed so important to him, was punctuated by a stroke. His hands, so strong, still braced her body to his. They were barely moving, but Rion was bringing her closer and closer to that elusive peak. This was as soft as Rion could be, as soft as his dominance would allow, and he was giving it to her, treasuring her as best he could. She could see it in his eyes, the strain around his mouth to hold himself deep, to soothe the strength of his thrust in short pulses.
“Who are you?”
“I am . . . Zelina,” she answered on a stammer, her breath soughing out as he moved.
“Who are you to me? To Quin?”
“Your mate.”
His eyes closed for a minute, and Zelina felt the break of connection to the soles of her feet.
“Rion—”
“Do we love you?”


Chapter Sixteen
 
She didn’t answer. She couldn’t. There was no way, in three days that seemed like one long night to her, that they could have fallen in love with her. It wasn’t possible. She didn’t believe in love at first sight. She didn’t believe that love truly even existed. The orphaned child she was who had never found “parents” who weren’t in it just for the money from the state, who actually loved her, couldn’t afford to. Finding Jezzie had been a test of wills and perseverance for them both. It had taken years before they’d realized they were kindred spirits and were more like sisters than any blood could give them the right to claim. Zelina didn’t believe in love. She refused to. Closing her eyes now, she held her lips sealed.
Rion sat back, pulling her with and over him. She sat on his cock, her body held to his. His fingers tightened on her throat until she looked at him. His eyes were dark, swirling. He pushed harder into her, struggling to maintain his softness when his dominance wanted him to take what she wasn’t giving. As need clawed for him to make her submit to him, he fought it. Fingers shaking, arms thick bands of tensed muscle and steel, he fought it—for her, to give her time. Even as the golden glow of his wolf pushed through his eyes, it flickered back and forth to his green. He was trying desperately to give her a chance.
Zelina saw the pain, the strength, the determination it took to do it. She heard the rustle of clothing and turned her eyes toward the door. There Quin stood, still, silent. The door was closed behind him, his shirt was off and his pants undone. Moisture soaked the front of them, and she realized he had been there for some time, that he was watching over the events in the bed, but had stayed apart, giving Rion his time, giving her time. The same strain she found in Rion was with him. Claws he couldn’t contain ripped at his pants under his clenched fists. He kept his eyes on Rion, poised to move.
He’s protecting me. Protecting Rion from himself, she thought to herself. He was trying, with all his might, to give them both the time they needed, trying to give Rion the chance to balance himself and Zelina to accept them both. With a start, she realized that this had been planned, that Rion knew he was the rougher of the two, the needier of the two in his own way.
“Alpha,” Rion whispered through their bond. Quin’s head canted slightly, his eyes sliding shut to mask the hurt.
“We will not force you, Zelina. You, more than anyone in the world, are safe from us,” Quin finished for him.
Rion stopped moving, his chest heaving against her back as he lowered his forehead to her shoulder. He released her, his fists falling to rest on the bed. Something was happening that she didn’t understand. She could feel them pulling away, putting their emotions behind walls one brick at a time. She recognized it. She had done so herself, so many years ago.
“As Alpha, I formally recognize you as our mate and Lunar of this clan. Fate has given you to us, and we cannot let it go. We shall always be mates. This shall never change. When you are ready to accept more, we will be here. It’ll be fun trying to convince you.”
The sad smile didn’t reach Quin’s eyes and didn’t fool Zelina. This was ripping them both up to give her this choice, to give her this time. She was human. She didn’t understand what a mate meant to them, couldn’t fathom living a life where only one person was made for them and any before was only to pacify. What she did know was her mates were hurting, breaking in front of her, and only she could fix it.


Chapter Seventeen
 
Rion placed his hands on her hips to lift her away from him when she gripped his wrists. She curled her nails into him when he started to pull out of her. He froze behind her, breath hissing as his cock hardened inside of her. She tightened her muscles around him in response. His lips against her shoulder, he mouthed a word into her flesh. No sound came out, but she heard the word as if he had screamed it: please. It shattered what last resistance she had.
“Come here,” she said to Quin, rolling her hips on Rion. His gasp was the only outward sign he made. She did it again and again until he gripped her hips. Quin walked hesitantly to the side of the bed.
“Take those off and stand on the bed.” He did as she asked, removing his pants slowly, eyes questioning, but she didn’t answer. They needed this as much as she did, and she was going to make sure that it was everything they all could have hoped for.
Quin’s cock stood long and thick in front of her. The head was nearly apple red with blood, veins sticking out along the shaft. She always loved that, always loved being able to feel come shooting out of a cock through the skin. Now she saw why she had always been partial to it. For this man. This mate. Her need to be dominated, controlled in bed linked her to Rion. She saw it as plain as day now. They were made for her and she for them. There would be no denying that now.
“Come back to me, Rion,” Zelina whispered against Quin’s cock, tongue snaking out to taste his pre-come. Rion’s arms surrounded her, and he jerked his hips, thrusting again into her pussy. She clenched on him, gripping his wrist and then wrapping her hand around the base of Quin’s cock. She swallowed him down, tasting the musky flavor of him, moaning deep in her throat. She couldn’t possibly take him all in, but she would take as much as she could. Pumping and twisting with her hand, she bobbed on his cock, using her tongue on the sensitive underside of the head and hollowing out her cheeks.
“Ask me again,” she said through the bond.
Quin’s choked cry and Rion’s twitching fingers told her she’d finally said the right thing. Feeling they needed a little more of a push, Zelina took Quin’s hands and tunneled them into her hair, then braced her hands on his hips and dug in with her nails. His hips flexed uncontrollably as she used suction to push the head of his cock in and out of her mouth.
“Ask me again,” she repeated to Rion.
“Do we love you?” he finally said, voice strangled.
“Yes. As I love you.”
At T-minus ten seconds, the boys stood still. Time was frozen in the room. At five seconds, Zelina started moving on their cocks, gripping Quin’s cock harder to pull his hips closer to her face. Rion’s dick twitched in her pussy as she pumped on him. At T-minus one, Zelina held on for dear life.
Rion gripped her breasts, twisting the nipples and pulling on them until they were turgid peaks, his body blissfully slamming to her core, all attempt at softness lost. Quin’s fingers tightened in her hair, and his hips flexed, sliding his cock in and out of her mouth, his head thrown back and mouth open. She could see her two men burning with a passion only she could ignite, and Zelina was just too happy to oblige.
“Goddess yes, Zelina, use your tongue. You like this cock deep in your mouth, don’t you?”
“Pull tight, baby. Grip my dick. Do you like that? Hmm? Do you want me to fuck you harder?”
“Lean your head back on Rion’s shoulder. Let me fuck that beautiful mouth. Wrap those lips tight. Fuck, baby!”
Zelina closed her eyes, leaning back on Rion as Quin held her head with one hand and gripped Rion’s shoulder to brace himself with the other. His cock, now shiny with her saliva, fucked in and out of her mouth, his balls slapping her chin. Rion wrapped his arm from her waist to the opposite shoulder for leverage and slammed her body down on his thrusting hips with blinding speed.
“Play with my balls, baby. That’s right. Roll them. Harder.”
“Goddess, your pussy is good. So good, baby. You’re so wet, so hot. Tell me you love my cock. Tell me you love me fucking you.”
“I love your cock. I love you fucking me. Harder, Rion. Fuck me harder.”
“Lick them. Suck them,” Quin demanded, pulling his cock from her mouth and replacing it with his balls. She sucked each globe in her mouth, playing with them as he pumped his cock for her. She watched his hand move, her clit growing tight at the visual. The skin twitched around the pike as she watched him, leaking pre-come down the shaft to ease his motions.
Rion, not to be outdone, lifted her legs by the knees, keeping her spread. He leaned back on the bed, Quin stepping with him, until he was propped on pillows. Planting his feet on the bed, he held her open as he forced his cock harder in her pussy. Quin slid his cock back into her mouth, gripping the headboard and fucking in downward strokes.
“Play with your pussy, baby. We want to hear you scream.”
She did as asked, not caring who gave the order. In this moment, the men were one and the same, racing toward the end and claiming their mate for all time. There was no boundary between any of them now that she had let her guard down, and Zelina marveled at the difference. Quin bent over and brought her fingers to his mouth, then sucked on them and coated them with his saliva. Those fingers she then slid down her body and swirled over her clit. As she circled the bud faster and faster, her hips jerked uncontrollably.
“Fuck yes!” Quin moaned as her mouth grew tighter. Her inner walls clenched with each of her strokes, and Rion could only moan under her, pushing harder and faster.
“Make me come. Make me come. I want to come on your cock!”
Rion fucked her harder, faster, his preternatural speed adding what no man in the human world would ever be able to do. Making a C with his fingers in front of Zelina’s mouth to stop him from going too far, Quin became a blur as his otherworldly speed had her spiraling toward orgasm. Zelina moaned around them, shifting into tiny screams as her clit grew harder under her fingers. Lifting her other hand, she rolled her nipples between her fingers, pinching harder as the pleasure elevated. She screamed pleasure shooting through her bloodstream until she was nearly blind, deaf, and dumb to the world.
“I’m coming, Zelina. I’m coming. Swallow it down, baby. Swallow it.”
“Zelina. Zelina. Hurry. I’m coming. Come on, baby. Come for me.”
Rion pushed her hand away and replaced her fingers with his. He pinched her clit, and her world faded as she screamed her release, muscles tightening until she felt she would snap. Quin shouted over her, body going stiff, a vein standing out in his neck as rope after rope of come exploded in her mouth. He pulled back to keep just the head in when the thickness in the center of his cock swelled. Under her, Rion let the knot swell inside her until every little movement sent pleasure streaking through her and his come bathed her. When they finally relaxed, she didn’t have much energy for anything except to plant a kiss on Quin’s thigh and then Rion’s mouth on the way down. She was asleep before her head even hit the pillow.


Chapter Eighteen
 
The pounding at the door made this the second time in a row that Zelina was forced awake after spending most of her night rolling in the sheets with her mates. She was lucky enough that she worked from home as a translator, or she would be fired. She just couldn’t bring herself to care. Her mates were the Alpha and Beta of the South Texas clan, and if she understood correctly, there was no reason for her to work unless she wanted to. Be still her beating heart, it just kept getting better and better.
Continued pounding on the door took her out of her thoughts and dragged her out of bed. The “Open this door for the VPD!” stopped her. Her crazy-ass friend had actually called the fricking cops! Was that woman out of her damn mind?
Stalking to the door, Zelina wrenched it open to blast the cops to the moon. When she saw Ethan and Jake standing there, her ire spiked. No, Jezzie had done much worse. She’d brought the two guards from her building in cop costumes. She was standing in between them with her jaw hanging open. When Zelina realized that Ethan and Jake were doing the same and looking her up and down, she got the eerie sensation that she’d forgotten to grab a shirt. Looking down confirmed it.
With a yelp, Zelina slammed the door, rushing to grab Rion’s T-shirt and Quin’s button-up. Her underwear was nowhere to be found, and she wasn’t putting those nasty things back on anyway. They probably had blood on them from her attack. Improvising, she grabbed a pair of tighty-whities and cuffed them at the top. So armored, she went back to the Three Stooges at the door.
“What the hell are you doing here?”
“That’s a great way to accept friends who came here worried about you,” Jezzie huffed. “And who the fuck did that!” she yelled, pointing at the mate bites, one on each shoulder that would never heal for the rest of her life, which her shirts now hid. They didn’t hurt or bleed. They were more like tattoos now, to mark her as a mate. Zelina decided to ignore that question. Jezzie pushed past still-staring Doofus One and Doofus Two and pulled Zelina into a breathtaking hug. “I thought I was going to lose you, Z.”
“I told you I was okay, J. I wouldn’t lie to you about that.” Zelina sighed, hugging her friend back to her chest. The reassuring scent of papaya from Jezzie’s hair was like coming home. Some people thought of Grandma’s baked cookies. Others thought of Mama’s home cooking. For Zelina, home had always been Jezzie and her papaya-scented hair cream. That is, until she found her mates. Now they would also be home to her, and Jezzie would have to become a part of that.
“But you wouldn’t give me an address. You know I would worry until I actually saw you.”
Growls at the door, behind Ethan and Jake, stopped Zelina from asking how the hell they had found her as she popped around Jezzie and into the hall. Standing there were her two mates, bristling with anger and staring at the two men in uniforms at their bedroom door. Zelina was sure someone had summoned them when the cops came. The shifters of the compound were trying to pass themselves off as human, and no one would have touched them for fear of exposing their secret. Zelina also knew that Jezzie would have sprouted off about her, and those who knew she was the Lunar of the clan would have let them through. Coming here had been a stupid mistake the three of them hadn’t even known they’d been making.
“Rion, Quin, this is Jezzie, Ethan, and Jake. Remember I told you about Jezzie.”
Rion never took his eyes off his brother, but when Quin looked over at him, relaxing marginally, she knew that he had told him about the phone conversation that had started the most amazing experience of all their lives.
“Ah, Jezzie, Zelina’s best friend. I apologize. We were worried something was wrong when we saw two men at our door and not you. Forgive us. I am Quin.” Quin bowed gracefully to her, and her friend had the nerve to giggle. She actually giggled.
“So you must be Rion, Z’s boyfriend,” Jezzie said to Rion, removing her eyes from Quin for only a second.
Zelina felt herself get hot before she realized it. She walked over to her mates and stood between them, grasping a hand in each of hers.
“Part right, J. But, they are both my boyfriends. Welcome to our home.”
“Well, I think this is our cue to leave. Everything looks all right here, J. See you all later. Um, you guys have a safe night, and don’t hesitate to call if you need something.” Ending with that, Jake and Ethan hightailed it out of there like cartoon characters.


Chapter Nineteen
 
“You gotta be shitting me!”
“Jezzie, look—”
“No, Zelina.”
Jezzie stopped her, raising one perfectly manicured hand into the air. Her thick hair fell around her shoulders in perfect layers, the coal-black color mesmerizing against her lighter skin. Snapping brown eyes, though, told Zelina it wasn’t the time to admire her friend’s usual chic style.
“Zelina, less than a week ago, you had no boyfriend. I was setting you up on dates. Brian disappears. Like really disappears. So do you. Then I find you three days later with one boyfriend, get you tracked down—and you don’t want to know what I had to do with Geez the Sleaze to do that—just to find you butt-ass naked. Now I find out you have two boyfriends. Right . . . This makes sense to someone, so that someone better explain what the hell is going on to me.”
Of the two of her mates, Zelina was surprised to see Rion be the one to step forward. She was at a complete loss for words. There was much she wasn’t sure she could tell her friend, and she didn’t know how to answer her questions without leading to more. She was grateful one of her mates took that off her shoulders. Something else to chalk up to the beauty of mates—she really didn’t have to face the world alone anymore.
“Jezzie, yes, I am Rion. We met under some . . . delightful circumstances,” he finished, winking over at Zelina with a satisfied smile on his face. She returned that smile with a raspberry.
“I’ll be sure to put that to good use later,” he returned, laughing in her head. She chose not to respond to that.
“As you are someone that means more to Zelina than I think you even know, we will tell you the absolute truth. Please.” He directed her away from the bedroom and down the hall. Jezzie hesitated for a second, looking to Z for confirmation, before she turned and strolled where he directed.
Her heels clicked in the silence in rhythm, her black business suit and white silk blouse looking smart on her thicker form. Of the two, Jezzie was the earthier. She didn’t see it that way, of course. To her, she was fat, further away from the generally accepted stick-thin figure. Zelina wasn’t near that either in a size twelve, but Jezzie took her size sixteen to heart. Most days Zelina ignored her whining about it and moved on. One day she’d find someone who would worship those curves she had, Zelina just knew it. That brought an idea to her head, one she’d have to talk to her mates about later.
The door they stopped in front of interrupted her thoughts. The sitting room was all mahogany and white, from white carpet, to accent walls, to even the cushions on the couch. The wood pieces, though, added warmth and life to the place. If she didn’t believe before her clan made money, she did now.
“Sit,” Rion invited her.
Jezzie sat, watching him carefully and looking over at Zelina from time to time. Rion let her sit in between him and Quin, curling up her legs under her. Quin grabbed a blanket off the seat next to him and draped it over her legs. The move was done with ease, never interrupting the surrounding events, and Jezzie lifted a brow at that. It was too smooth to have been done to impress her, and she knew it.
“Can we trust you?” Rion asked her finally.
“I should be asking you that. It’s my friend you have sitting there beside you. My friend whose life you’ve suddenly entered.”
“I understand. The concession we are about to make to you is because of that friendship and the fact that Zelina holds you close to her heart. Still, my job is to protect. So, I must ask you again. Can we trust you?”
“That’s why you spoke first. To protect Quin from a threat.”
“It is my job, inaestimabilis. It is what I am supposed to do. Do not worry. We will bring your friend into our fold. I think you would kill us if we hurt her.”
“Most likely. Inae-stema-whata?”
“It means ‘priceless,’ Zelina.”
Quin chuckled over their connection, but stayed silent outwardly as Jezzie looked at them. Finally she folded her hands over her lap and nodded her head. “You can trust me.”
“This is the Alpha of the South Texas clan, Tarquin Vespillo. I am his Beta and brother, Centurion. You know the short forms of our names.”
“Brothers? Damn, nice, Z . . . Wait, Alpha and Beta. As in shifters?”


Chapter Twenty
 
The brothers sat frozen, looking at her in open confusion. If Zelina hadn’t been so surprised herself, she would  have her ass off. She was positive neither brother had ever been stumped in his life.
“So I am guessing she is your mate, so you couldn’t exactly fight your need for her. As your kind is not a large population, siblings mate to one person. She is now your mate, and that would explain the disappearing act and . . . dominance show Rion put on when I was on the phone.”
“You heard that!” Zelina screeched, turning red.
“You were on the phone, and I wasn’t on mute, girl. I was just so worried at the time. I was just trying to find out where you were. Anyway, this is why trust was so important?”
“Why are you not freaking out?” Zelina finally asked. Statue One and Statue Two were still deciding not to talk yet.
“Gentlemen, let me tell you what my job is. I am an editor for my company. My genre is fiction, specifically looking at the subgenres of romance, urban fantasy, and paranormal romance.”
“Paranormal,” Quin started.
“Romance?” Rion finished, finally coming out of the fish-out-of-water stare.
“Books about beings like you. You know, shifters, vampyres, witches, mages, or wizards, you name it. The possibilities are endless. I find myself in awe more so than fear knowing that you all really do exist.” She sat back then, hand over her heart. “You are real,” she whispered.
“Then I can tell you the rest,” Zelina said quietly. “I almost died, J.” She got up at Jezzie’s cry, pulling her friend into her arms. “Brian was not human. He was a vampyre, and nothing like the books. He tried to kill me, almost did.” She rubbed the spot on her neck where he had torn through.
“I found her and was able to destroy the fiend. When I smelled her, I knew what she was to us, and I brought her home. At the time, she wasn’t conscious, and when she did come to, we weren’t ready for her to bring in the outside world yet.”
“We had to make sure she chose us before we opened up. Her fear alone after the attack would have had her running from us. We needed the time,” Rion finished.
Zelina liked how they did that, blended and molded until all of them were on the same thought at the same time. Outside of J, she had never had anyone so in tune with her. It was a humbling experience.
“I am so happy you are safe, Z. I wouldn’t know what to do without you.” Tears falling down her face like diamonds, Jezzie pulled Zelina tighter to her chest. Zelina didn’t fight her. She understood the fear coursing through her heart and the thoughts she most likely was thinking. She let her friend hold her until the tears faded and her heart finally slowed down.
“I’m okay, Jezzie. Really I am. With my mates, I’ll never fear again. I’m not lost or gone away from you. I have to admit it is much nicer knowing that you know the truth. I wasn’t sure if I could hide from you all that was going on.”
“Sister from another mister, huh?”
“Always, girl. Always.”
“Alpha, the humans have—”
The shifter who’d barged into the room stopped, nose to the air, sniffing. His cold gray eyes rested on Jezzie for a moment before sliding away to look at a spot over his Alpha’s right shoulder. Black hair, cut military short, exposed a hard face. It couldn’t be considered handsome. One long scar from the left of his forehead down to his chin on the right side marred what might have been an attractive face. Where it came down closer to the left eye, it pulled the flesh taut so that his left eye had a deeper slant compared to its counterpart. His gaze swung back to Jezzie for a heart-stopping minute before returning to his Alpha’s shoulder.
“The two men have cleared our territory grounds. We are secure once more.”
“Thank you, Socha.”
“Socha? Really, no better name than that?” Zelina asked.
“Not his name. It’s a nickname,” Rion responded.
“What? That’s a woman’s name.”
“Tell you later.”
“Socha, this is your Lunar’s sister, Jezzie.”
Jezzie smiled softly to Quin’s explanation of her before standing and extending her hand. “It is nice to meet you, Socha.”
“Andrzej,” he responded to her.
“What?”
“My name is Andrzej. You may not call me Socha.”
“What the hell is his problem?”
“Again, I’ll tell you later,” Rion sighed.
“You are going to let him talk to her like that?”
“Is everyone allowed to call you Z?” Quin cut in.
“Of course not.”
“Then he has the right.”
“I am sorry. I was simply trying to be polite.”
Socha didn’t respond to her.
“I see the name fits, though. Unbending and unmoving,” she muttered to herself and went back to her seat. Socha’s gaze swung back to her, surprised, before she smiled at him. He then stiffened and looked away.
“By your leave,” he said then, bowing before leaving the room.
“I bet you water freezes on his ass.”


Chapter Twenty-One
 
“Jezzie!”
“What? It’s true. He didn’t have to be rude. I was trying to be polite.”
“He doesn’t care much for humans.”
“I didn’t do anything to him. He could have been nicer to me,” Jezzie returned, unconvinced.
“Having your parents killed and then skinned by humans in front of you will do that to a person,” Rion finished.
Jezzie didn’t say another word. Sinking into her seat, she twisted her fingers together. “Oh my God, that’s terrible. ‘Open mouth, insert foot’ moment, I guess. Were they taken by hunters?”
“Yes, but these hunters knew what they were killing. It was a very long time ago, when we tried to live more openly among humans. It is not my story to tell, so I won’t go further than that, but I wanted you to know his actions are in no way personal. All humans, as far as he’s concerned, are enemies.”
“Who can blame him? We know what it’s like, don’t we, Z?”
“Do we ever,” Zelina responded, shaking her head. “Either way, now you know everything that is going on. You know where I am, so we will be able to still see each other and hang out. Nothing has changed, just my location.”
“Yeah, you’re just in the next town over, so it won’t matter much.”
“Next town over! That’s thirty minutes!”
“No biggie, Z, really.”
“Not you, Jezzie. I’m talking to you,” Zelina said, turning toward Quin. “I was over, what, thirty-five miles away, and you smelled me and ran that far to save me?”
“I have a good nose?” Quin replied sheepishly. A red streak showed up on his cheeks, and Zelina laughed.
“He is the Alpha, inaestimabilis. His senses are better than all of ours. Take into account that you are also his mate, you have the end result.”
“Are you telling me I stink?”
“Okay, I suppose that’s my cue to leave. So, um, you guys have a good night. Z, call me later, whenever you are free, and we’ll catch lunch, my treat.”
Jezzie left the room amid the arguing back and forth, closing the door firmly behind her. Knowing her friend was okay, was loved, and would still be with her washed over the tension that was settling in her shoulders. She just couldn’t sit there as if it wasn’t breaking her heart too. Zelina would have more than just her to be with now. She would be surrounded by her mates and clan. She truly wasn’t alone now. Not like Jezzie.
Alone, she let the fear of what she had been told leak through. Sure, she wasn’t ready to run away screaming, but to know that what she read about every day walked the earth was both fascinating and terrifying. As a mate, Zelina would have their protection, love, and lifelong devotion. Other humans were not that lucky. If Brian was any indication, there were some out there who harmed unsuspecting humans.
Biting her lip against the thought that she almost got her friend killed, and the fear in the base of her stomach, she let the chill rush over her and turned. She ran into a solid wall that hadn’t been there when she’d opened the door. He disappeared as if he’d never been there, a blur of movement the only sign she wasn’t seeing things, and came up behind her. Her screech was stopped by his powerful hand covering her mouth. The ribbed flesh on the palm felt like scars against her lips. The scents of deep earth and fresh rainfall covered her, and she inhaled it over the hand holding her.
“Be calm,” a voice said, one that had made her knees grow weak moments before in the room.
Socha was holding her. His body pressed against the back of her, heat engulfing her, his other hand resting on her side, thumb softly circling. He leaned forward, inhaling her scent before his teeth scraped her pulse. Her pussy grew wet, and she clenched her thighs together to hold in the smell. When his nostrils flared again, she knew she’d failed.
“I could break you like a twig,” he whispered, hands clenching on her body. “Destroy you and toss you away where no one will ever find you.” He nipped her neck harder, a metallic scent wafting from the bite, telling her he drew blood. Fear spiked where desire had been before. “I could crush you under my body, take everything you don’t want to give, and there would be nothing you could do about it. You are weak, so very weak, compared to my strength.”
He pushed her into the wall, his body caging her in between a rock and a hard place. Gripping her chin and twisting her face to look at him, anger clouded his gaze. There was no softness there to find. She saw his parents’ death waiting there, crouching to strike her down if she so much as spoke. He growled low in his throat, the sound deadly and dark. She was terrified, the blood draining from her face, her pulse stuttering as she struggled to breathe. She felt the wheeze before it escaped her throat, felt the tightness in her chest. Fear, anxiety, loss, they always activated her asthma. She’d be on the floor in a minute. She clawed at her captor’s hand as she struggled to get the room to breathe.
“Jezzie?” he asked, his look turning to confusion. He canted his head sideways, listening, before his eyes widened and his mouth descended on hers. Sweet, hot, blissful air powered into her lungs from his mouth. She clung to him, her hands now shackling his wrists to her body. She swallowed his air until the wheezing stopped, the pain eased, and her heart slowed. Socha stepped back, tossing her away.
“Run,” was all he said before he growled at her again.
She didn’t wait, but turned on her heels and ran from the compound as fast as she could. She knew that Zelina was safe, that no one would dare to touch the Alpha, Beta, or the Lunar. She, however, was not that safe, and she would be damned if she ever stepped foot in that compound again.
Her heart was still racing when she pulled up to her home, stripped off her clothes, and climbed into the shower. It wasn’t until she was out of the water, drying her body with a big terry-cloth towel, that she realized the bite on her shoulder hadn’t gone away.
 
The End
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