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Chapter One


“Can anyone hear me?” Elena
Sanchez’s voice cracked. She dropped her head against the rusty cage and her
stomach lurched. “Help me. Please.” As she rattled the metal bars of her five-foot-by-five-foot
cage, her sweaty palms slipped. 


Her voice echoed off the
cavernous walls of the warehouse, sounding as empty as the hope in her heart. Had
it not been for two small windows at the top of the tall building, she’d have
been in total darkness. The stench of mold found its way into her nostrils, making
her sick and weak. She sneezed and then groaned, “Why me?” 


She sank back, lifted the
cross from her neck, and kissed the head of Jesus. “Please, God. Tell me what
to do.” She would have cried, but the tears had dried up two weeks ago when
those bastards kidnapped her.


Every day she yelled until
her throat grew dry and her voice disappeared, but no one ever answered. Never
had she been so alone. Hungry, sweaty, and filthy, despair was her constant
companion, but she refused to give up hope. There had to be a way out. 


Even after hours of
self-reflection, nothing made sense. Why were they keeping her alive? What did
they plan to do with her? She was glad they hadn’t killed her, but making her
suffer by keeping her crammed in the cage defied logic. 


Had the stranger who’d
approached her after work been responsible for her capture? The pretty girl had
seemed rather desperate herself. She’d come out of nowhere and stopped Elena
less than a block from her office. She said if Elena was
willing to quit her job that day, the woman would give her five thousand
dollars. Her mind couldn’t even comprehend such an amount of money. On her
secretary’s salary, it would have taken her forever to save that much.


She jumped at the offer.
Working for Couch had been a nightmare. Twice he’d groped her in his office and
even insisted she stay late several times without compensating her for her
overtime. She’d already decided at the first of the year she’d look for another
job. The woman’s offer appeared to be an early Christmas present.


Even
at the time, it seemed too good to be true, but did she listen to her
conscience? No. And, that was the
problem. Greed was the root of all evil—a sin.
Now, she understood why she should have turned down the stranger’s offer even
if that kind of money would have helped her mother’s family in Costa Rica. Her
grandmother was ill. Since her mother met her father after high school, her
parents had lived in Gulfside. Last year, her parents had given up their jobs
and moved to Costa Rica to take care of Abuela. 


Elena gave up questioning why,
because there never were answers.


Her thin pillow was crammed
in the corner, and she lay back down, waiting for the sullen guard to come. He
never said a word and didn’t seem to understand English. He fed her three times
a day and let her use the bathroom. 


Her captors had already confiscated
her money and her suitcase on the day they’d taken her. They hadn’t violated
her. Yet. She wasn’t naïve enough to think they wouldn’t.


Her stomach grumbled. She
lowered her head to her pillow as sleep won over the hunger pangs. She was
about to doze when the metal garage door leading to her prison squeaked opened.
She bolted upright. No one had used that door before.


Sunlight streamed in. She
squinted to stop the light from piercing her eyes, desperately trying to focus
on what was outside. Cars passed by, but she didn’t recognize her location. She
was tempted to scream, but the sight of two burly men with guns affixed to
their shoulder holsters made her throat close up.


Heart pounding, she believed
this was the day they’d rip her from her cage and kill her. Her stomach tumbled
and her muscles shook. The cool outside air made her skin prickle, but the
scent was sweet and salty like maybe she wasn’t far from the Gulf. 


“Put those two next to the
other bitch.” The command came from a skinny dude with the nasty goatee.


As he got closer, her breaths
quickened. She recognized those tattoos on his arm. He was the one who’d taken
her. God have mercy. She hadn’t seen
his face during the abduction, but when he’d stuck the needle in her arm that
day at the airport, she’d spotted the unforgettable snake and devil design on
the back of his hand. 


She shifted her gaze away
from him and, only then, spotted women inside each of the two cages. One had
dark hair like hers, and a second was a dirty blonde. Both girls looked close
to her age. Though at twenty-three, she hardly considered herself a girl
anymore.


Neither moved and Elena
suspected they’d been drugged, too.


The skinny dude came up to
her cage and kicked it. “I’ll be back. A good soak in the tub and I bet you’ll
be ripe for the plucking.” He spit and walked out.


Bile tinged her throat, and
she covered her mouth to keep the vomit from erupting. She made the sign of the
cross and prayed for a miracle. She was going to die. Now there’d be no man in
her life or little ones running around. Tears finally spilled from her eyes, and
she wiped them away. 


Elena dipped her head. There
was only one thing left to do. “Our Father who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name.”


When the big door closed, and
they were once more shrouded in semi-darkness, she kept watch, not only for the
men to return but also for the women to awaken. With the addition of these new
girls, it probably wouldn’t be long before they eliminated her. 


A sob escaped. Her mom’s
birthday was in a month and she really wanted to be there with her. Now that
wouldn’t happen and her heart trembled. A mother should never outlive her
child. 


One of the girls moaned and
Elena faced her. She rapped her knuckles on her cage bars. “Hello? Can you hear
me?” After dragging the pillow to the end of the cage, she knelt on it waiting
for the first one to rouse. When Elena had first arrived, the drug they’d given
her took a long time to wear off.


The blonde pushed up on her
elbows then dropped back down. A trickle of hope surfaced. Three could think better than one. 


“Hey. Open your eyes. It’s
okay.” Not really, but any reassurance would help them cope once they found out
what happened. 


She needed to speak with them
before the guard returned to tell them resistance was futile. 


After prodding the new women
for several minutes, the blonde opened her eyes and looked around. 


She licked her lips. “Holy
fuck. Where am I?” She grabbed the bars and rattled them. “Hey!”


Her anger at the injustice
must have struck home.


“No one can hear you,” Elena
said with an eerie calm. 


The girl faced her. “Whoa.
You look like shit. What the fuck’s going on?”


The girl swore too much, but
given the situation, Elena understood people weren’t always at their best under
these circumstances.


“Do you remember how you got
here?” Perhaps all three of them had been abducted the same way.


“Fuck, yeah.” She brushed the
hair from her face. “I was leaving the club out the back door like I do every
night when this dude stumbles toward me moaning and holding his stomach. I’m
thinking maybe he’s been shot or something, so I go to help him. That was when
he straightens and freaking sticks a needle right here.” She rubbed the back of
her arm. “Doesn’t pay to be helpful.” 


The girl’s experience kind of
matched hers. Her mind spun at what that might mean. “Then you woke up here,
right?”


“You’re a real genius.”


Why was the girl being nasty?
Didn’t she understand their situation was quite dire? They’d be better off
working as a team. “I’m Elena Sanchez.”


The blonde studied her. Given
she was wearing a too short skirt and a top that barely covered her breasts,
she might have been an exotic dancer or worse, a hooker. “Barbie Lassiter.” She
leaned against the bars. “I could use another round of whatever they gave me.”


“You want drugs?”


“Girlie, there is nothing
better than a little coke. You should try it some time.” Barbie rubbed the
inside of her arm. “So, you want to tell me how the hell you got here? You homeless
or something?”


“No. I was at the airport
about to get on a plane to surprise my parents when a man who I thought was a
security agent asked me to come with him. The same man who delivered you here stuck
me with a needle. I’ve been here two weeks.”


“No shit. That sucks.”


At least the blonde was
capable of some sympathy.


The brunette rolled over,
draped an arm over her face, and coughed. She then pushed up on her hands and
looked around, her hair in total disarray. She spotted Barbie. “Who are you?”


“Well, ain’t
this a regular circus. I’m stuck here with two princesses.”


Elena had had enough. “What
is your problem? Don’t you understand we could die soon? Be nice.”


“Sure, Pollyanna. That and a
buck will buy me a cigarette.”


Elena refused to rise to the
bait and kept her mouth shut. She turned toward the brunette. “I’m Elena.”


The girl faced her. Her
pretty, heart-shaped face was accented with gorgeous blue eyes that looked like
they belonged to a wolf rather than a human. “I’m Cheryl Johnson.”


What a stark contrast to
Barbie. The soft way Cheryl said her name made her sound fragile. “What’s the
last thing you remember?” 


She rubbed her arms. “I came
to Gulfside for a job interview. I’m a paralegal from Muncie, Indiana. Moving
to Florida has always been my dream.”


“Did you get the job?”


Her chin trembled. “No. There
was no job. I am the dumbest person alive. I had the cab drop me off at a
rundown building outside of town. I stupidly ignored the little person in my
head who told me that no respectable law firm would
have a building out there. When I arrived, there was this nice woman sitting at
a desk in a decent enough office, so I thought my paranoia was due to nerves.
She smiled and then escorted me to a back room, where I thought I’d meet the
lawyer.” Cheryl shook her head. “All I felt was a prick to the back of my arm
and then nothing.” She sniffled. 


Elena’s heart ached. That was
so unfair. “Your poor parents. They’ll be worried sick.” As would her own when
she didn’t call.


Cheryl glanced down. “I’m not
on the best terms with them. Only my landlord will be upset when he doesn’t
receive his rent check in three weeks.”


Both girls looked exhausted,
but if Elena could just figure out why they were taken and what they had in
common, she might be able to bargain with these horrible men.


Elena wet her dry lips.
“Barbie, where do you work?”


Her chuckle came out harsh.
“I’m an exotic dancer at Mons Venus.” She jerked her shoulders forward as if
ready for a fight.


Elena mentally crossed
herself and schooled her features. “I was a secretary for Harvey Couch.” Given
he was such a jerk, perhaps he’d visited her strip club.


Before they got a chance to
figure out what to do about their confinement, the side door opened and the
hulking figure she’d come to accept as part of her world trudged in. He had
three food trays with him and mumbled something that sounded Russian.


He shoved the meal through
the small door at the bottom of each cage, and she wrinkled her nose at the
stench. When she lifted the lid, she nearly gagged. It was some kind of
porridge that smelled like burnt shoes rather than a cousin of the wheat
family.


Elena didn’t complain though.
Barbie, however, shoved it back out. “What is this shit?”


The guard picked it up,
walked across the room, and dumped it in the trash. Like her, Barbie would
learn that complaining would gain her nothing but pain.


“Hey,” Barbie yelled at the
retreating figure. “I need to take a piss.”


The man pivoted and returned.
He unhooked the latch on the door and it swung open. Barbie crawled out and
winced when she stood. 


“Follow.”


So, the giant could speak
English. He led her outside instead of to the bathroom at the back of the
warehouse. Elena was about to protest and ask why she had to use the filthy restroom
in here and Barbie didn’t, but thought better of it.


Cheryl sat up and looked
around. “What’s going to happen to us?” Not only was her hair a mess, her
clothes were dirty and torn.


“I don’t know.”


Cheryl leaned against the
bars and closed her eyes. Poor thing. From the way she wound her fingers, she
was working hard to keep it together.


She dropped her head against
the cage. “I never should have come down here. I knew the offer was too good to
be true. Fifty-five thousand dollars to be a paralegal.
Right.”


Greed. It seemed to be all about
greed. 


After an hour, Barbie still
hadn’t returned, and Elena’s heart grew heavy. Dear Mary, mother of God. The
girl was never coming back. 


The killing had begun.


#


General Armand handed Clay
Demmers a suitcase full of cash. “There’s fifteen thousand in there. The going
rate for one of Couch’s girls is eight thousand. When we spoke with Elena
Sanchez’s mother in Costa Rica, she said her daughter had never been with a
man.”


Clay whistled. “That sucks.”


His partner, Dirk Tilton,
shot him a dirty glance.


Clay shrugged. “What? Just
saying, if we don’t buy her first, there’s no telling what will happen to her. A
girl like Elena may be emotionally damaged for life if the wrong man gets a
hold of her.” He turned back to the general. “Is Elena from Costa Rica?”
Neither he nor Dirk spoke Spanish. Perhaps the general should put someone in
charge who did.


“No. She grew up in Florida.
Her parents moved down there, recently.” The general gave them the details of
the exchange. “I also included some names you can drop to prove you run a high
end strip club in Miami. Our contacts will vouch for you.”


In other words, they’d lie.
He hoped he didn’t have to name drop too much. Neither had been in Miami in
over a year. They’d done undercover work many times before and understood it
was a slippery slope. Having their backgrounds hack proof would make for a
smoother transition. One slip up and Elena Sanchez might be subjected to
unthinkable acts.


“Any other intel we should be aware of?”


“If we go by past events, he
usually sells ten girls at a time. But that was Couch. Now that he’s dead, it’s
John Hood’s show.”


“What do we know about him?”


“He’s new. Likes to dress the
part of the man in charge. From what I’ve heard, he can be ruthless. He’s slick.
So, watch out for him.”


Clay nodded. “We’ll be in
touch.”


The sale was being held in
the backroom of a strip club in the less than desirable part of Gulfside,
Florida. To look the part, they dressed in fifteen-hundred
dollar suits and three-hundred dollar shoes. Clay didn’t mind looking upscale
once in a while, but Dirk kept tugging on his suit as if he’d rather roll in
shit than put on the expensive clothes.


Dirk chose a black tie that
Clay gave a thumbs-down. “Dude,” Clay said searching for another tie. “We’re
supposed to be flamboyant rich boys, not freaking lawyers. Here.”
The red and yellow striped tie at least looked like it might have come from a
Miami store.


“I can’t do this right
anyway.” Dirk ripped off his conservative tie. “I never learned to tie one.”


That was because Dirk’s dad
split when he was a kid, and he’d had to learn everything by himself. Dirk
grabbed the tie and made a shitty looking Windsor knot. 


“You suck.” Clay stepped in
front of his friend and straightened the mess. At least the guy had shaved.
“Let’s get this over with and hope we’re not too late.”


#


The morning after Barbie
disappeared, Elena awoke to the sound of the warehouse’s side door opening. She
expected the guard, but when the sweet scent of lavender perfume reached her,
her pulse raced at the change in routine. 


Dressed in a formfitting
black dress with white trim, high heels, and a pearl necklace, a thin woman
huddled next to a taller gentleman. He had neatly trimmed gray hair, and from
the cut of his suit, was rich. Together, they reminded her of a couple from the
nineteen fifties—her grandpa’s era. Sleep deprived, she couldn’t figure
out what a classy looking couple would be doing in a dump like this.


As she stared at them, blood
whooshed through her veins. Had they come to rescue her? Or should she be afraid
they’d kill her? 


The two newcomers stood ten
feet away from the three cages as if getting any closer would sully them. They
leaned near to each other and whispered. They glanced at her and tossed out words
like heavy, greasy, needs work, but she
couldn’t piece together what was going on. Then they looked over at Cheryl and bandied
about the words high price and perfect.


The powerful-looking man
nodded, stepped over to Elena’s cage, and opened her door. He yanked her out by
the arm, and the torsion wrenched her shoulder. She yelped. 


“Shut up.”


Elena swallowed a whimper.
She really needed to use the bathroom but didn’t dare ask. They seemed to have
other plans.


“Christ, you stink,” Mr. Suit said.


Like that was her fault? He
turned her around, and when he slapped cuffs on her wrists, her heart hammered
at the restriction. His rough handling bruised her skin, but she swallowed her
complaint.


She pulled her hands apart to
test them, and the cold metal dug into her skin. Her adrenaline spiked as she pictured
being shoved and prodded toward some kind of electric chair or worse a
guillotine.


The man stepped behind her
and dragged a blindfold over her eyes. Oh,
no. Not being able to see was her biggest nightmare, and with her hands
tied, she couldn’t rip off the cloth. To make it worse, he shoved a rag in her
mouth. Panic ripped through her. Her stomach rolled and vomit
shot up into her mouth.


“Don’t move,” he commanded.


If she ran, he’d probably
shoot her.


From the direction of his
footsteps, he’d stepped over to Cheryl’s cage. Metal creaked and Cheryl
whimpered. The slap that followed hurt Elena worse than if he’d struck her. 


“Let’s go, girls. Time to get
you prettied up.”


Prettied
up? The idea of getting
clean appealed to her, but why would they care? Something wasn’t right. People
didn’t drug someone, keep her in a cage for weeks, and then suddenly want to
take care of her. This was wrong. These people were definitely not her saviors.


One of them pushed her
forward and, with her hands tied behind her back, she stumbled and landed on
her knee. “Ooogmsn.” Damned gag. Her breath caught in her throat as the pain raced up
her leg.


“Easy with the merchandise,”
the woman said.


The man’s meaty hand lifted
her up again and, with a firm grip, he led her outside where the fresh air was
a welcome contrast to the damp, stale air in the warehouse. She inhaled to fill
her lungs with the goodness and caught a whiff of his cologne. It smelled like
some version of Old Spice, a scent her uncle always wore. The good memory surfaced
and helped lessen the tension.


The sound of tires whizzing
on the pavement seemed far away, but at least they weren’t in the middle of
nowhere. If her hands weren’t tied, she’d have waved hoping someone would notice
them and come to their rescue.


A well-oiled door opened.


“Get in.” He turned her
around and pressed on her shoulder, forcing her to sit on what she believed was
the lip of a van.


The man lifted her feet and
slid her back a few feet on the metal floor. Her sore ass ached even though she
had a lot of padding. Poor Cheryl was skinny and would be miserable during the
ride. The tears leaked out of her blindfold but never reached her cheeks. The
salty liquid dripped into her throat and nearly made her choke. 


She
dropped her head and said the Act of Contrition. Oh my God, I am heartily sorry for having offended you... If she was about to die, she wanted to
go with a clear conscience.


The edge of the van dipped,
and Cheryl’s shoes scraped across the metal. Once the back doors slammed shut,
the engine sounded. Even though her new cage-mate was as helpless as she was,
not being alone gave her some comfort. 


The vehicle pulled out. Elena
tried to memorize how many times they stopped and turned, but after a while,
she gave up. The cold metal pinched her wrists and pain sped up her spine with
every turn. She worked hard to breathe through a stuffed up nose.


In truth, every second seemed
like a minute. Elena clung to the idea they were going to clean up. She tried
to keep focused on the positive, all the while wondering if today would be the
day she died.


No more than fifteen minutes later,
the vehicle stopped and the back door squeaked opened. Cool air rushed in and
smelled sweeter than where they’d been.


Feet shuffled on the metal,
and a strong hand lifted her. He pulled her forward until she reached the edge
of the van floor. He lifted her in his arms as if she weighed nothing and
tossed her out of the back. Someone caught her, but for that one second in the
air, her heart had jammed.


Man number two set her down,
clamped a hand on her arm, and half dragged her forward. She tried to keep up,
but when she tripped on something and nearly fell, the guy had to haul her to
her feet. 


“Clumsy bitch.” 


Anger ripped up her spine.
They’d kept her locked in a cage for two weeks, and her legs had lost a lot of
muscle tone. What had they expected would happen?


The moment she stepped inside
this new building, the temperate air cleansed her. The man took off her gag but
not her blindfold, and she gulped in the needed oxygen.


“You scream and you won’t talk
again.”


If he was trying to scare
her, he succeeded. A door opened and he shoved her inside. 


“Stay there.”


With her hands secured behind
her back, and wearing a blindfold, it was hard to do anything other than obey.
Her heart pounded. She listened for Cheryl’s breaths, but heard nothing above
her own raspy pants. 


After several long minutes,
the door opened and someone removed her blindfold. Elena looked around. She was
in a bathroom that was a lot nicer than the one she had in her apartment. In
fact, this one had a stone countertop, a picture-framed mirror, and a tiled
walk-in shower.


The idea of a shower seemed
about as close to heaven as she could get—the woman in front of her did
not.


Elena judged this matronly
guard with the stern expression to be in her fifties. She was maybe five-feet-three-inches
tall and almost as wide. From the way she held her shoulders, she might have
played professional football. A zillion questions raced through Elena’s mind,
but since this woman was part of the group who’d taken her, Elena doubted she’d
be forthcoming with information.


“Turn around.” The woman
waved a key.


Elena obliged and soon the
cuffs were gone. Thank you, God. She
rubbed her sore wrists and rejoiced in the small amount of freedom.


“Get out of those clothes.” 


Elena turned around. The
woman planted her hands on her hips. Chills raced up her body at the hatred
lacing the woman’s eyes. This person was female, but Elena was a private
person. She wasn’t going to get naked in front of her even if she’d been told her
clothes were full of bugs.


“I will. May I have some
privacy?”


The woman’s lips firmed even
more if that was possible. “Wash your hair and scrub clean. I will be back to
check on you.”


Elena was tempted to lock the
door, but a second after the woman left, a key sounded from the other side.
When she tested the knob, she was locked in. That didn’t bother her. It meant
more privacy.


She turned on the water and
undressed. Though her clothes were disgusting, and although she loathed wearing
them again, they covered her. After folding and placing them on the counter,
she stepped in the shower. The warm water was a balm to this nightmare, even
though she didn’t believe freedom was any nearer.


She picked up the shampoo but
didn’t recognize the brand. It looked expensive and smelled divine. She bought
her toiletries at the discount store. 


Someone opened the door, and
Elena immediately covered herself. The matron returned carrying clean clothes.
“Put these on.” She picked up Elena’s neatly stacked ones and walked out.


Relieved she wouldn’t have to
dress in her dirty slacks, stained white blouse, and soiled undergarments, she
finished washing. After she towel dried, she looked at what the woman had
brought. 


Horror raced through her. The
panty was a thong, the bra wouldn’t even cover her nipples, and the skirt might
not go over her rear. The shirt looked five sizes too small and was a low
V-neck. Mother, Mary, and Joseph. If
her mother saw her, she would die a hundred deaths. 


Elena placed her palms
together and began to pray. 








 


 

Chapter Two


Christ. “This is worse than a sleazy ‘B’
movie,” Dirk said. 


The sale was being held in a seedy
strip club. The neon lights rimming the outside had several of the letters
unlit. He’d never been here before, which he considered a good thing on many
levels. One, places like this disgusted him, and two, none of the employees
could recognize him. 


For their own safety, he and
Clay had opted out of wearing a wire. Hood’s men would identify them as werewolves.
What they wouldn’t know was whether they were members of the Pack, if they
belonged to a Colter organization like Hood’s, or if they were random shifters
who were interested in beefing up their stock of women.


When they stepped through the
main entrance, the music blared, the smoke-filled room clogged his sinuses, and
the stench of bodies became unbearable. To a human, the smell might have been
passable, but not to him. It took most of his control not to cover his nose. 


Women gyrated around poles
and a few men with drinks waved dollar bills at the scantily clad dancers. Dirk
had met a few girls like these. Some were trying to pay off college loans, but
many were into drugs or had given up on life. They’d turned to dancing at strip
clubs as a way to keep food on the table. He wished he could help them, but a
man could only do so much.


Clay flashed their
invitation, and the redhead smiled. “Right this way, gentlemen.” She led them
past the customers down a long hallway. “It’s the last door on your right.”


Showtime. 


Dirk was more angry than
anxious. He wanted to shift and tear Hood’s throat out for what he was doing to
helpless girls. But unless they stamped out the head honcho, along with the
entire organization, the Colters would keep on coming. Too bad they had yet to
identify the mastermind behind the group. The only name linked to this human
trafficking scheme was Harvey Couch’s, who was dead, and now, John Hood’s. 


Killing Hood wouldn’t solve
the human trafficking problem, either. Even reaching the head Colter would only
interrupt things for a while. Leaders always had replacements nearby. 


Clay knocked on the door and
entered. This hallway led to another room and then another. Talk about a maze.
They finally reached a long corridor with rooms on both sides. The place smelled
as if the girls were doused in cheap perfume. Two things struck him as odd. No
privacy existed. Each door contained a window. Secondly, a guard stood in front
of each one as if someone expected trouble. 


As soon as they walked by the
first guard, the door at the end of the corridor opened. An older man dressed
in a black pinstripe suit, polished loafers, and more rings than a five-time
Super bowl winner stepped forward. He graced them with a wide smile. Hood. 


His stone cold eyes shot a
shiver up Dirk’s spine. At the malevolent vibe radiating off the man, it took a
lot of control not to do battle, but he and Clay wouldn’t get within ten feet
of the guy with all his men around.


The werewolf moved forward
with the grace of his kind and held out his hand. “Gentlemen. John Hood.”


The man’s accent threw Dirk
off balance. Russian, he’d guess. The general’s intel never uncovered this fact. The stakes just shot
higher. Then Dirk’s body responded to something else nearby. He couldn’t figure
out why the urge to shift enveloped him. Everyone in the hallway was a
werewolf, so that didn’t explain it.


I’m
feeling odd. Maybe Clay
had an explanation.


Me,
too, but keep cool.


Not being in control bugged
the shit out of him. Going undercover at the exact moment his body decided to
go haywire wasn’t a good omen. 


“Gentlemen, tell me what
you’re looking for in a woman. Perhaps I can guide you.”


Just then, the door they’d
entered through opened, and Dirk glanced behind him. Two more gentlemen he didn’t recognize walked in.
Neither were shifters. Interesting.
Hood nodded to them as if he knew them well. Both men acknowledged the guard
stationed at the second door on the right and slipped into the room. Dirk hoped
Elena wasn’t the one in there.


Between the two of them, Clay
was better thinking on his feet. You
answer him.


His partner glanced at him,
but he hid his surprise well. “We need someone soft and nubile to fill out our
line. Dargon and I want someone we can train.”


Why the general chose the
stupid name Dargon as an alias was beyond him. A
spark of uncertainty flashed in Hood’s eye. Damn.
Clay’s description shouldn’t have been so precise. 


The man’s smile didn’t reach
his eyes. “I think I might be able to accommodate you. Would you like me to
hold your money while you look?” He held out a hand.


Since the case required an
eye scan to open the lock, he figured Hood wouldn’t be able to steal the money.
“Sure.” Dirk handed it to him. Immediately, Hood passed it off to one of his
men.


“As long as no one else is in
the room with the lady, feel free to check out each one, but please don’t harm
the merchandise. You break it, you pay for it.”


The warning wasn’t necessary.



Since they didn’t know which
room contained Elena, they started as far away from the newcomers as possible.
No potential buyer was inside the first room, but the captive wasn’t Elena. Her
mother had provided a picture of her very beautiful daughter and this blonde
didn’t look remotely like her. He wouldn’t put it past Hood to dye the woman’s
hair to make identification more difficult, but even Hood couldn’t have made a
girl grow four inches. 


A blonde, with very long
legs, sat on a red sofa with her hands tightly laced on her lap, her crossed
legs bouncing up and down. Dirk spotted the security camera in two corners.
Most likely there would be audio, too.


Talk
to her, he telepathed to
Clay. Christ this sucked. Pretending to buy a woman as their sexual slave made
him sick. 


Clay held out his hand. “Well
hello. My name’s Randy. What’s yours?”


Her smile came out weak.
“Cindy.”


“Hello, Cindy. Why don’t you
stand so we can see what you have to offer?”


What
the fuck are you doing?


Making
us look good. Stand between the camera and me.


Dirk understood and slipped
behind his friend. To block more of the visual, he placed his hands behind his
head. Clay ran his fingers down her arms and even patted her butt, but he was
as respectful as possible. He asked her a few questions about her education and
where she was from. The girl shook and Dirk tightened his hands into fists. 


Let’s
go. It took all of his
self-control not to kill someone.


“Thank you, Cindy. You’re a
beautiful girl.”


“Thank you.” The girl, who
barely looked eighteen, dropped back onto the sofa.


As soon as they stepped out,
Clay went into full-blown acting mode. “She’s a real beauty. We could make a
mint off her.” His tone sounded too fake and too loud. “The guys would line up
to get those full lips on their cocks.”


So furious, Dirk couldn’t
even respond. Instead of entering the next room, he decided to look in each
window first. The sooner they found Elena, the better he’d feel. He was halfway
down the hall when Clay’s telepathic words stopped him cold. Come back here or I’m walking.


Dirk wasn’t sure he could
repeat the meet and greet scene nine more times without exploding. But he had
to suck it up. On the fifth girl, they opened the door and he recognized her as
Elena. Thank God. His pulse raced and his body nearly burst with need. His
damned bones cracked and his fangs elongated.


Dirk!


Clay’s sharp command pulled
him out of his sexual haze. Holy shit.
What the hell had just happened? One look at Elena and he wanted to shift. 


#


Elena was close to her
breaking point. It was bad enough to dress like a whore, but for men to come in
and press their hands on her breasts and grab her ass, she’d rather they’d
killed her in the warehouse.


The click of the door had her
heart sprinting. Two men who looked closer to giants strutted in. Instantly,
her adrenaline spiked, but then calmed almost as quickly. Her reaction to them
was different from all the others who’d entered. Something was unusual about
these two. 


For one, neither of these men
leered at her like the others had. In fact, the broader one didn’t even make
eye contact. His full-lipped mouth was pressed closed and his hands were
clasped behind his back. The taller, fairer one smiled. He was the first one
who actually looked kind. Appreciating the reprieve, her blood pressure
dropped.


“What’s your name, sugar?”
His tone was even and, dare she say, gentle?


The woman dressed in black
had stopped by after Elena had showered and dressed and forbade her to tell
anyone her real name. She also explained how men would come by, and for her
sake, she needed to convince one of them to buy her. If at the end of the evening,
no one had offered for her, she’d be wishing she were back in the cage in the
warehouse. 


“Maria.”


“Maria, I’m Randy. Would you
mind standing so we can take a good look at you?”


She closed her eyes for a
moment and willed the humiliation away. Automatically, she crossed her arms
over her chest. The taller one leaned in close and clasped her shoulders
gently. His rich, woodsy scent stirred something deep inside her, and this
reaction frightened her in its intensity.


“I’m not here to hurt you,”
he whispered. “I want to help you escape.”


Her eyes flashed open. The
words jammed in her brain as she studied him to see if he was just teasing her
or telling the truth. Please
God, make
him be sincere. 


Her savior turned around.
“What do you think, Dargon?”


“Ah. I’m not sure. She looks
a little too innocent.”


Her palms sweated, and she
rubbed them against her blouse. She had to convince them to take her. She
couldn’t go back into that cage. “I am not.” God forgive me for lying. “I love to suck on a man’s cock.” The
expected revulsion never materialized. It was as if the devil slid into her
soul and put words in her mouth.


“I like that, Maria, but we
need to look around.” The tall one mouthed, “Don’t worry.”


Confusion clouded her brain
once they left her. The urge to run after them was strong, but she’d been
warned about the cameras tracking her every move. If she acted like she was
there against her will, her captors would never let her go. 


She sat down and said another
silent prayer. She’d find a way to make this work out. The cubicle seemed to
shrink, and she closed her eyes to picture her family. Their smiling faces gave
her strength.


She wasn’t sure how long
she’d waited, but it seemed like an eternity. When the door opened and the
guard who’d led her in entered, her heart tripped. Was this the end? Was her time
up?


“Come with me. You’ve been
bought.”


Her knees weakened at the
news. Horror and relief collided. Elena refused to
consider what being bought entailed,
nor could she guess which man had purchased her. She hoped her new owner was
one of the nice ones. 


As she stepped out of the
room, she caught sight of the two beautiful men who’d promised her freedom. No
other man who’d visited her was in the hallway. Hope soared. Despite her
attempt to calm her nerves, her body vibrated. The tall one with the vibrant
blue eyes shook hands with the same well-dressed man who’d come to the
warehouse. Did that mean she was theirs? Once he learned she wasn’t some whore,
he might be willing to let her go. If he did, she’d pay him back every penny he
paid.


Both of the men walked toward
her, but their gaze flicked to the guards more often than to her. Uh, oh. Did someone else claim her? Please don’t walk by.


Mr. Blue Eyes stopped in
front of her and lightly clasped her arm. “Maria. Please come with us. Do you
have a suitcase or anything?”


“No, sir.”


He nodded and wrapped a
possessive arm around her waist, almost as if he thought she’d run away. His
warmth shimmied up her spine, and she leaned closer. At the end of the hallway,
he pushed open an exit door, and when she stepped into the fresh air, she let
out a big breath. 


Believing there were cameras
everywhere, she held her tongue and didn’t thank them. 


“Keep your gaze down and
pretend to struggle. Cameras are everywhere.”


That wasn’t what she expected
him to say. Even though she didn’t understand the reason for his command, she
did as he asked and tugged to get out of the man’s grasp. He let her go and she
fled—right into the stockier man’s chest.


He held her tight. “Whoa. I see
we have a live one.” His voice sounded fake. “Now get
in the car.” 


A shimmer of fear registered.
Maybe they weren’t the saviors they claimed to be. The stockier one opened the
front passenger side, and she had little choice but to get in. Mr. Blue Eye’s
slid into the driver’s side and the other one, with the hooded eyes, slipped in
back. The leather smelled fresh and the interior spotless. Holy Ghost. This was a Cadillac. No wonder they could afford to buy
her. The big question was for what purpose?








 


 

Chapter Three


The moment Clay wrapped his
arm around Elena’s waist, so many sensations bombarded him, he
didn’t know where to begin or even how to control them. His cock was painfully
hard, his bones cracked, and his fangs repeatedly poked out. Only one explanation
existed—Elena was their mate. What were the odds? Mating was encoded in a
werewolf’s genes at birth. When the two met, his body had reacted in such a
visceral way there’d been no doubt she was the one.


He thought his body would
calm when they drove away from the club, but it didn’t. His need for her
escalated ten-fold.


Between Dirk’s comment about
feeling odd when they first entered the hallway, coupled with the way his
friend continuously twitched in the room, Dirk felt the pull, too. While Clay
was thrilled about having a woman they could share, the timing sucked. Bedding
a virgin wasn’t on his bucket list, but now it might be.


He’d always questioned how
two friends, who liked to share their women, would share the same woman as
their mate, but it had happened. Maybe there was more to mating than he
understood.


Clay looked across the seat
at her. The glow from the streetlights illuminated her trembling chin. “Are you
cold, Elena?” He slid the lever to heat.


She gasped. “How did you know
my name?”


This wasn’t the right place
to tell her everything. She’d need a good night’s sleep and a decent meal
before he explained what happened. “When we get you home, we’ll talk.”


“I don’t have a home. I moved
out of my apartment a few weeks ago.”


He knew that. “I meant our
home.”


She turned her shoulder away
from him and that stung. “So you really are going to keep me?” She swiped a
finger under her eye. “You said you’d help me escape.”


Fuck
me. This was going to be
harder than he thought. “I did and I am, but I can’t dump you on the street and
wave goodbye.”


“I could go to my friend’s
house.”


He thought she might say
that. “We need your help to shut down these men.”


She turned back around. That
seemed to get through to her. “Me? What can I do? I don’t even know why I’m
here.”


“You worked for Harvey Couch,
didn’t you?”


“Is he the one behind my
capture?” She tugged on her seatbelt, but he couldn’t tell if she was trying to
get out or just frantic. “Was he upset that I quit?”


“We’re not sure. That’s why
we need your help.”


Her hand lowered as if that
calmed her. “Okay, but I don’t really know anything.”


“I’m betting you learned more
than you realize. And that’s one reason why we can’t have you wandering around
Gulfside, or anywhere for that matter, until we stop this group from selling
more girls.” 


Her chin lowered. 


“It’ll be okay. I promise.”
He wasn’t a religious man, but if some higher being did exist, he hoped like
hell he hadn’t just given her false hope.


Once he turned off the
highway, he headed east toward their home. Clay couldn’t imagine how frightened
she must be, but he wasn’t very good at comforting females. The ones he’d dated
had been high profile women whose jobs required them to be in control all day
long. That was why they liked his dominant ways. Being a submissive allowed
them their freedom. With Elena, that might never happen.


Ten minutes later, he pulled
into his driveway.


“Where are we?”


“At our house.”


He couldn’t believe he
actually wanted her to tell him how much she liked the neighborhood and his
home. Stupid. The woman had been
traumatized, and he needed to be sensitive to her needs. 


Too bad his body didn’t give
a shit.


Dirk was out of the back in a
flash and opened her door. She might freak when she saw all the clothes the
Pack had purchased for her. 


“Watch your step,” Dirk said.
“The stones can be a little uneven.”


When Dirk took her hand, Clay
realized his friend was lost. Dirk wasn’t the best at relating to others. Now
it seemed he’d found his match.


#


Elena couldn’t tell what was
real and what wasn’t. A man wouldn’t pay for a woman except to have sex with
her. She couldn’t imagine they’d willingly release her without expecting some
payment—payment that wouldn’t be in the form of cash. Getting out of that
small room had been her goal, but would these men let her go or would she be
their sexual slave? 


The expected revulsion at the
concept of making love with them never materialized. 


Having sex with someone as
rich and powerful as one of these men sent a small cramp between her thighs,
and that scared her almost as much as spending the rest of her days in the
small, dark cage. 


Be
honest. If the
circumstances had been different, and she’d met them at a party, she would have
found these two attractive. Mr. Blue Eyes was sophisticated and charming. His
classic good looks, square jaw, and broad shoulders were what made a woman
fantasize. To her dismay, men like him never took a second look at her, a dumpy
Latino woman.


The other one, with the
brooding good looks, might have been more her type. He was thick around his
chest and legs, even though his face held no fat. He wasn’t much of a talker,
but his kindness shone through in his actions. Her mom taught her to look for
the good in people, and that was what she planned to do.


“Welcome to our home.” Mr.
Blue Eyes led her to the sofa. “Can we get you something to drink?”


“I don’t drink.” Or do drugs or a lot of other things.


His smile reached his eyes.
“We have soda and water.”


Some of the tension in her
shoulders released. “Water would be nice.”


The more serious of the two
sat across from her. “My real name is Dirk Tilton.” He nodded behind him. “Our
host is Clay Demmers.”


Here she thought only she
used a fake name. “Why did he tell me his name was Randy?”


“We were working undercover.”


Her heart soared. “You’re
with the FBI?” This was too good to be true.


“Not exactly.”


Clay handed her a glass of
water. Her fingers brushed against his and a spark shot through her. Whoa. The floors were wood and not
carpet, so why the static charge? With a shaky hand, she drank half the glass. 


With her thirst quenched, she
refocused. “Who do you work for?”


Dirk looked up at Clay. “It’s
complicated. Wouldn’t you like to change and maybe take a shower?”


The words shower and change
were dream words. “The shower sounds wonderful, but I have nothing else to put
on.”


“We bought you a few things.”


Confusion once more slammed
into her. “When? How? You just bought me.”


Clay sat next to her and
slipped her hand between his two. Her first reaction was to pull away, but she
let herself enjoy the feel of him for a moment. 


“We saved you. There’s a big
difference.”


“Then you are going to let me
go?” Her pulse soared as she uncrossed her ankles, ready to sprint to the door.


He inhaled and slowly let out
a breath. “It’s complicated. As for your clothes, we spoke with your mother in
Costa Rica and purchased them yesterday. She was kind enough to email a photo
of you, too.”


Yesterday? She was in that terrible cage yesterday.
Her mind splintered, and she pulled her hand back. “Okay. Who are you, really?”
They seemed to know everything about her. She wanted to ask what they told her
mother, but that question could wait.


Clay leaned against the sofa
and stretched out long, powerful-looking legs. “I can see you won’t be happy
until we tell you a few things.” He held up a finger. “That’s fair enough. We
work for an organization that has been keeping an eye on John Hood’s human
trafficking scheme for quite a while. He was the man in the pinstriped suit.”


To think she almost believed
he might have been the one to save her. “He came to the warehouse and dragged
me to that place to sell me.”


“I’m sorry.” He glanced to
the ceiling then back at her. “A few weeks ago a woman approached you about
leaving your job.”


He knew about that? “Yes. She
gave me money.” She clapped a hand over her mouth. “Did she work for this Mr.
Hood?” 


The tension around his eyes
eased. “No. She wanted your job so she could question Harvey Couch.” He held up
a hand. “She didn’t get her answers. Couch originally ran the human trafficking
organization.”


She slumped back in her seat.
“The man was scum, but I had no idea he was into something so terrible.” She
held up her palm. “I swear.”


“We know you weren’t
involved. We’ve been after him for a while and wanted to contact you about him.
In trying to locate you, we discovered you’d been abducted. Only we had no idea
where they’d taken you. That’s why it took us so long to find you.”


This made some sense. “How
did you find me?”


“Our organization knew about
the sale. We went undercover to free you, and to learn more about Couch’s, or
rather Hood’s operation.”


“Are you going to arrest
Couch or Mr. Hood?” No woman should be sold.


“Couch is dead.”


As much as she didn’t wish
harm to anyone, she was thrilled the evil man would never come after her. “Then
why did Mr. Hood take me? Was it because of Mr. Couch?”


Dirk leaned forward. “Clay,
the less she knows the better.”


“Dirk’s right.” He stood and
held out his hand. “Come with me.”


She stood and this time she
willingly placed her hand in his. It seemed right, almost as if her mom would
approve.


More relaxed than when she
first arrived, she finally took a moment to notice her surroundings. She loved
that the living room had tall ceilings and was open to the kitchen. The need
for a fireplace in Florida eluded her, but the eclectic furniture was all-male and very comfortable. 


Clay led her down a hallway.
“This is where you will be staying.”


She had her own room? That
was more than she’d hoped for. Clay pushed open the door and she took one step
in and halted. “It’s beautiful.” 


The queen-size bed had a
purple and beige comforter and more pillows than she had in her whole
apartment. Maybe the best feature was the lounge chair and small table in the
corner. If she’d had books, she could picture herself reading for hours.


Stop
it. They’re letting you go.
After they question you.


“We hung up the clothes. The
tags are still on them, so if they don’t fit, we can return them.”


“I don’t know what to say.”


“Go shower and relax. We’ll
talk when you get out.”


Her stomach grumbled. She
hadn’t eaten all day. “Sorry.”


“Dinner will be ready when
you’re finished.”


Clay turned and left. She
glanced to the ceiling and placed her palms together. In a very soft voice, she
thanked God for picking these two to save her. She dashed to the closet, hoping
they didn’t buy her tacky tops and too-tight skirts like Hood had.


She pulled out the clothes
one after another. Happiness streaked through her. They’d purchased a few pairs
of yoga pants, something she loved to wear, athletic shirts, and several ankle-length
stretchy skirts. These men were amazing. 


She grabbed a pair of pants
and a modest top then stepped to the chest of drawers, hoping to find
underwear. Yes! Her cheeks heated as
she pictured them buying the lingerie. Maybe a female operative had handled
that chore. She pulled out hip-hugging panties and a bra her exact size. Wow.


Shower
time!


She rushed into the bathroom
and once more stopped. A large walk-in shower took up the back wall, and the
jetted tub in the middle of the room was something she dreamed of owning one
day. On the countertop sat some grocery store brand blush and lipstick, along
with a toothbrush, toothpaste and a new razor. Who were these guys and what did
they really want?


Enjoy
it.


God sure did work in
mysterious ways. She turned on the shower and locked the door before she
undressed. Although she’d never wear this tawdry outfit again, perhaps someone
more needy could use it. Her thoughts raced to Barbie. Poor girl. Elena had no
idea if either of her cage-mates was sold, and if they had been, she hoped they
were as lucky as her.


The shampoo and conditioner on
the shower shelf were a brand she’d only seen in upscale department stores, and
the bar soap smelled of mint and lemons. Yum.


As soon as she stepped into
the shower and the warm water blasted her face, her body relaxed. Don’t get used to this. Why not? The men
seemed to want her to feel at home. After two weeks of imprisonment, right now
that was exactly what she was going to do. 


She scrubbed her face, and as
she rubbed the bar of soap over her body, lurid thoughts skated through her
mind. Were the men in the living room talking about how they’d like to touch
her or were they making plans to send her on her way? 


Dirk, while quiet, had
brushed against her a few times, almost as if he wanted to test whether she’d
be receptive to him. She was attracted to both men, and that wouldn’t do. It
didn’t matter. In a few days, she wouldn’t see them again. 


Her body sagged. What’s wrong with you? Those days of confinement
must have messed with her morals. Or maybe being in a cage and threatened made
her realize that life could be cut short at any time. Enjoying the moment
needed to be her new philosophy.


After washing her hair and
body, she turned off the water and towel dried. She drew on her new outfit and
checked herself out in the mirror. Except for hair that curled every which way,
she looked like herself and not some floozy. She opened the door to the
bedroom, and the rich aroma of tomato sauce permeated her room. Her mouth
watered.


Shoes? She checked the closet but found none.
Well, they couldn’t think of everything. She didn’t relish walking around in
four-inch heels. What the heck. Going barefoot never
hurt anyone.


Elena headed down the hall.
She heard her name and slowed. When she couldn’t make out what they said, she
entered the living room. Dirk was stirring something on the stove, and Clay was
emptying vegetables into a bowl on the center island.


“Good timing.” Clay’s eyes
widened. “I see the clothes fit you. You look good.”


She wasn’t used to getting compliments,
but maybe it was because she’d lost some weight while imprisoned. “Thank you.
They’re perfect.” She smoothed her hands down her shirt and over her hips. 


“Have a seat while we serve
dinner.”


“Can I help?” When she’d
visited her big family in Costa Rica last year, there were at least four people
running around trying to get the food out for the hoard of relatives.


“We’re good.”


She couldn’t exactly insist.
Two beers and one glass of water were already at the table so it was easy to tell
where they wanted her to sit. A ton of questions raced through her mind about
her situation, but she figured they would let her know when they saw fit. 


She sipped her water and
watched the men. Clay gave Dirk directions, and his hands tightened as if he
didn’t like it when Clay took control. Interesting. She’d pictured Dirk as the
one who took what he wanted. These men intrigued her and kept surprising her in
good ways.


They brought over spaghetti
with meatballs, a vegetable medley, a green tossed salad, and garlic bread to
the table. It looked divine. “Do you always eat like this?”


Clay shrugged. “More or less
depending on whether we have time to cook.”


Dirk shot him a glance. “We?
I cook. You pour.”


She always thought macho men
only knew how to microwave frozen food. “I’m impressed, whoever made the food.”


Clay smiled and Dirk’s lips
softened.


“Elena,” Clay said, almost
whispering. “I know you’re in a difficult situation, but before you insist on
leaving, we need to explain a few things to you.” He handed her the bowl of
veggies and she scooped a spoonful on her plate.


Their solemn tone dashed her
high. For those few minutes while she watched them work their magic in the
kitchen, she’d remembered how important family was and how much she missed
them. “Okay.”


“The men who took you are not
ordinary men.”


She placed her hands on her
lap and wove her fingers together. “I’ve been brought up to believe most people
are good at heart.”


“That’s not quite what we
meant.”


Dirk’s brows furrowed as he
turned to Clay. She caught the small shake of his head. Clay faced Dirk. “We
have to. She’ll find out sooner or later.”


They acted as if she wasn’t
there. “You can tell me.”


“Once we do, will you hear us
out?”


“Yes.” After what she’d been
through these last few weeks, she could handle anything.


“Harvey Couch and the men who
took you are werewolves.”


While their demeanor appeared
about as serious as it could get, the idea was so preposterous she dropped her
head back and laughed. The pent-up fear and frustration from this whole ordeal
just bubbled out, and it was only when she couldn’t get enough air that she
calmed. 


Tears brimmed on her lids,
and she wiped them away. Neither man smiled. Her heart hitched. “You were
kidding, right?”


“I’m afraid not,” Clay said.


She failed to comprehend this
concept. “God made man in his likeness, and God doesn’t shift into another
beast.” Moisture pooled under her arms.


“Do you know that for sure?”


She hesitated. “No.” Was God
testing her right now? God was all powerful. If he
wanted to shift into a wolf, he could. Her breath caught. The devil turned into
a snake. Oh, my dear Lord. Werewolves
might exist.


Dirk pushed back his chair
and came over to her side of the table. He swiveled the seat next to hers, placed
it backward, and straddled the seat facing her. “That’s not the only part we
need you to understand.”


There was more? He’d blown
away her reality and now wanted her to accept something else. “What it is?”


“Clay and I are werewolves,
too, but we’re the good kind.”


She pushed back her chair.
This couldn’t be true. Stay calm.
Growing up, her cousins always played practical jokes on her. She wasn’t good
at realizing it until too late. “Show me.” She swallowed hard.


Dirk glanced at Clay. Their
mouths twitched and their brows rose and lowered as if they could communicate
silently. What she wouldn’t give to have that talent.


Clay walked to the middle of
the living room. “Please don’t freak out by what I’m about to do.”


This had to be some parlor
joke to lighten the mood. She inhaled slowly to steady her nerves. Werewolves indeed. To think they had her
questioning her core beliefs. “Are you going to turn into a wolf right before
my eyes?” She didn’t know whether to smile or be horribly afraid.


“Yes.”


She glanced behind at Dirk,
but his lips were pressed together as if he didn’t approve. “Let me see you do
it.”


Dirk placed his palms on her
shoulders but didn’t squeeze. A quick tremor of fear raced down her body, but
she dismissed it immediately. When she focused on Clay, her vision blurred, and
he appeared to spin. She rubbed her eyes, and when she lowered her hands,
things like arms, legs, and fur bundled together. She blinked a few times and
out of nowhere, a wolf appeared. 


She screamed, and as she tried
to stand Dirk held her shoulders. She slapped her hands over her eyes and gulped
in air. The world as she knew it had just gone dark.








 

Chapter Four


Damn, damn, damn. Dirk never should have let Clay shift in
front of her. It was too soon. Their poor mate had not even recovered from all
that had happened to her. He pulled Elena up and held her tight. Her sobs were
like daggers piercing his heart. Thankfully, she didn’t pull away.


As her back heaved, his
thoughts shot to when he was six and his mother had held him like this saying
his dad would never be coming home again. 


He rubbed her shoulders.
“It’s going to be okay. Look.” He turned her. “Clay is back to being Clay.”


Elena lifted her head and
hiccupped. “Clay?”


“Yes, sugar. It’s me.”


“How did you do that?”


Clay didn’t come near.
Instead, he sat back in his chair and poured the meat sauce over a pile of
spaghetti as if he’d done nothing unusual. Dirk hoped his friend’s casual
actions would calm her. 


She sat down and clasped
Dirk’s hand. As soon as their fingers touched, his fear disappeared. Maybe she
would accept them. 


“Drink some water,” he said.


She shook her head. “I want
some answers.”


He appreciated the strength
in her tone. They owed her that much. To him, reassuring her they didn’t intend
to cause her any harm was the primary task. 


He glanced up at Clay. Let me talk.


Clay’s brows rose. Go ahead.


Dirk picked up the hand she’d
placed in his and kissed her palm. “There is something else you need to know
about us.”


She licked her lips to wet
them.


He doubted she had any clue
what she did to them.


“How can there be more?” Her
voice cracked. 


This wasn’t going to be easy.
“It’s about werewolves in general.”


“You like to eat women who
wear red?”


His chest caved. “Sweetheart,
if you can make light of the situation after what you’ve seen, I know
everything will work out.”


She sniffled. “Go on.”


He thought he caught a smile.
“Werewolves have this thing inside them—I’m not sure what it’s
called—but when they see the woman that’s meant to be theirs forever,
they know it.”


She searched his eyes, but
his comment didn’t seem to register. “Meaning what?”


He told her what happened
physically when they met their mate. “I’m twenty-nine years old and I’ve never
had that kind of reaction until I stepped in the room with you.”


She glanced at Clay. “Are you
saying I’m your mate?”


“Yes. Clay and me both.” His
gut twisted as he awaited her response.


She slipped her hand from
his, stood and walked over to the kitchen island, her movements jerky. She
faced them. “I’m a good girl.” Her bottom lip trembled and she wove her fingers
together. 


Dirk wanted to grab her and
hold her. Was she upset by their werewolf status or that both of them wanted
her? “We know.” Or maybe it was the idea of having sex.


Clay twisted around in his
seat. “Elena, we would never do anything you wouldn’t want.”


She nibbled on half of her
bottom lip, and Dirk looked away from the tempting sight. 


“I’m really confused and
overwhelmed.”


Dirk slammed a hand on the
table and she jumped. “I’m sorry.” He hadn’t meant to hit the table so hard.
“We’re telling you all of this so you don’t think we can’t trust you with the
truth.”


Clay held out his hand.
“Please come, sit. We have a lot more to tell you.”


She rocked back and forth
looking like they’d sprayed her with a round of bullets. “More?” 


“It’s about your abduction.”


Her shoulders sagged and she
slowly eased past Clay and sat in her seat. “What about my abduction?” Her
voice sounded stronger.


Dirk nodded to her plate.
“Eat first. You’ll need your strength.” Both he and Clay dug in and hoped she’d
follow.


For the next few minutes, all
three finished their meal in silence. Dirk composed his thoughts and set down
his fork. “Werewolves have a lot of unique characteristics.”


“Is this about my abduction?”


“In a way. You need some
background information first.”


“Okay.” She’d taken a moment
before responding. “Like what?”


“One is that we can read each
other’s thoughts when they are directed at each other.”


Her jaw dropped. “You know
what I’m thinking?” 


“No, sweetheart. Not your
thoughts. It has to be between werewolves. It’s like talking, only it’s quiet.”


“Oh.” 


Clay put down his silverware.
“Are you ready to learn what we do for a living?”


She finished her glass of
water. Dirk didn’t like how her hand shook. She nodded.


“Dirk and I work for an
organization called the Pack.”


“Because they’re werewolves,
too?”


Clay smiled. “Yes. You catch
on fast.” He drank his beer. “We’ve been aware of Harvey Couch’s connection to
human trafficking for months but hadn’t made much traction until he lost his
life in a skirmish over dealing drugs.”


She clamped a hand over her
mouth. “How could I not have known he was into drugs?”


“Many were fooled. As soon as
he died, we went back into your office and confiscated your computer.” He held
up a finger. “Or rather the one you used at the office.”


“There was no sensitive
information on there.”


“To you, maybe.”


She shook her head. “I was
just a secretary who processed applications for au pairs and paired them with
families needing nannies.”


“We gave the computer to one
of our experts at our headquarters, and he was able to piece together a pattern
of girls applying for those jobs with those reported missing from Europe.”


She slid down in her seat.
“You mean he lured the girls over to the US and then kidnapped them?”


Dirk wanted to smooth the
worry lines, but if he moved too fast, she’d resist. Her potential reaction
made him ache even more.


“Yes,” Dirk answered. “We
also found a link to his appointments on the Cloud.”


Her brows pinched. “What good
could they do now that he’s dead?”


“It’s who they were with that
interested us.”


She closed her eyes for a
moment. “What does this mean to me? Are you thinking these men who sold me
might want me back because I might know something?”


While her words came out slowly,
Dirk was impressed with her calm appraisal of the situation. 


Clay leaned forward. “It’s
possible. That’s why we’d like you to stay here a while.”


She glanced at Dirk and when
their eyes met, the connection was so strong his heart nearly burst. He gave
her a reassuring smile. “I’d like you to.”


She had no place of her own.
They’d spoken with her neighbors who said as soon as she returned from her
visit with her family, she’d be looking for a new
rental. She’d stored all of her furniture at a local facility.


“I guess I could for a little
while.”


Relief filled him.


Elena edged toward him.
“Could you do me a favor?”


“Anything, sweetheart.” 


“Could you look for Cheryl
Johnson?” She told them about her cage-mate. “A third girl who was rather nasty
to us was there for a short while, too, and I don’t want to see any harm done
to anyone. Her name was Barbie Lassitor.”


Dirk lifted her hand. “We’ll
try.”


He and Clay cleaned up while
Elena leaned against the center island. They discussed what they knew about
Couch’s organization, but Elena wasn’t able to add much. She yawned and her
eyelids looked heavy.


Dirk didn’t want her
exhausted. Tomorrow would be a long day. “Are you ready for bed?” She stilled. Damn. Why couldn’t he think before he
spoke? “Alone. We won’t bother you.”


He figured she would be
happy, but she sucked in her cheeks. “Do you think I could stay in your room? I
don’t want to be alone.”


Help
me, Clay.


#


Dirk’s eyes turned a pretty
shade of amber. Okay, so she probably shouldn’t have asked to stay with him,
but after what happened, Elena feared she’d have nightmares if she slept by
herself. She never would have asked had they not proclaimed she was their mate.
She might not be ready to address the concept of being with two men at once,
but Dirk intrigued her. His gentleness spoke to who she was on the inside.
Maybe she was lying to herself, but she had this sense that God was urging her
to explore his creation. 


After she entered her room,
she looked for some pajamas but found nothing that would work other than a pair
of yoga pants and a T-shirt. That would have to do. Since both men said they’d
head to bed later, she had no idea which bedroom was Dirk’s. She decided to
stay in her room and hope he came to her. She’d offered, but he hadn’t
responded. That should tell her something.


The little voice in her head,
that seconds ago had urged her forward, now said it was wrong to be with a man
before marriage. The little voice apparently had forgotten about those weeks in
the cage.


I
only want to snuggle and be held. 


Liar.


She lived in the twenty-first
century. Sex was everywhere. She’d been tempted before but never like this.
Being near them made her skin sensitive to their touch. When Dirk ran his gaze
over her body, her pulse rose and moisture seeped between her legs. Ever since
she turned eighteen, she’d wanted to explore her sexuality but her mother and
the church harped on it being wrong in the eyes of God. In her mind, it was
just a matter of timing. Sooner or later she would be married. If she was to spend the rest of her life with a man, wouldn’t it be
wise to see if they were compatible in bed before the final marriage decree?
Whether they had sex right before the ceremony or shortly thereafter, did it
matter?


The church would say yes. She
wanted the answer to be no. 


Her friends were right. She
was the queen of rationalizing. 


After she brushed her teeth
and washed up, she crawled into bed. She turned off the light and the bars of
the cage materialized. Instinctively, she curled into a fetal position. A whimper
sounded. Had she cried out? Enough. 


She sat up and turned on the
bedside lamp. “Better.” She exhaled and lay back down. This time when she
closed her eyes, she could picture the men escorting her out of that terrible
room and into this fine house.


She smiled thinking about
Dirk’s lips on her hand and how tenderly he’d kissed her palm. As much as she
wanted to stay awake in case he came in, she couldn’t keep her eyelids open. 


A hand rubbing her shoulder
woke her. Her pulse raced at the thought it was that terrible guard, but once
the lamp on the table registered, her muscles relaxed.


She rolled over to face Dirk.
His penetrating gaze turned her mouth dry. Her fogged brain told her she wanted
him. 


It’s
wrong.


She refused to listen. Lying
in bed made her realize that this nightmare could return. Those men could steal
her once more, and she could really be sold to bad people. 


One
of Mahatma Gandhi’s quotes flashed in her brain. He said to live as if you were to die tomorrow.
That rang so true.


Dirk said nothing as he
stroked her arm, his gentle touch soothing. She expected her heart to race
being this close to a virile man, but his hooded eyes brought her inner peace.
When he ran a knuckle down her cheek and looked deep into her eyes, a powerful
urge to kiss him took over. 


While she’d made out with quite
a few men, and yes, even sucked on their penises, her guilt never allowed her
to be intimate. Her last boyfriend had been patient up to a point. Eventually,
he told her he couldn’t handle being so close to her and not have sex. Now she
understood their frustration. 


Something about these men
triggered a need deep inside her. It was as if they truly were destined to be
together. 


She cupped his face. “Thank
you.”


His brows furrowed. “For
what?”


“For being honest with me
about who you really are and for saving me.” She glanced to the bed. “I could
go on.” But that wasn’t her nature. 


His face took on a whole new
dimension—his jaw sagged and his eyes turned a swirling shade of amber
and brown. He looked lost or perhaps a man who longed for something.


“I wanted you to know all
about us.”


Dirk pulled her close and the
hard planes of his chest pressed against her breasts. Her nipples hardened and
her vagina dampened as streaks of pleasure rippled through her. Her priest’s
stern face appeared, but she shoved it away. Dirk and Clay both said they were
destined to be with her and she believed them. Dirk was gentle and good. Never
before had her body reacted in such a carnal way. She tried to push the
yearning aside but failed. 


Freedom wasn’t a guarantee.
She’d waited for the right man, and Dirk was the one. Yes, he saved her from
something terrible, but she refused to think of her desires exploding because
she thought of him as her savior. Perhaps she was telling herself things she
wanted to hear, but she believed she deserved a night of guilt free pleasure. 


You
want a lifetime worth. Admit it.


Elena was the one to lean
forward and kiss Dirk. When he didn’t deepen the kiss or press his hips against
hers, she broke the connection believing she’d done something wrong. Shifting
her gaze away from his face, she leaned back.


“What’s wrong, sweetheart?”


She shrugged. “I guess I’m
not very good at this.”


“At what?”


“Kissing.”


“Now there you’re wrong.” 


He took her hand and lowered
it between them. When he placed her fingers on his hard shaft, her breath
caught. Yes, he was wearing soft flannel pajamas, but even through the fabric,
his erection filled his pants out well. “Oh.”


“Does this feel like the kiss
didn’t affect me?” he asked, his voice low and husky. 


 “I guess not. I’m not very experienced.”


The right side of his mouth
tilted upward. “Most virgins aren’t, but if you’ll let me love you, you might
learn to enjoy it.”


She was torn. His words were
so contradictory to what she’d been taught. Then again, she’d been told
werewolves didn’t exist, so maybe it was time to examine more of her core
beliefs.


Desire won, but she’d stop if
anything seemed wrong. “What do you want me to do?” Her stomach fluttered in
anticipation.


Dirk dragged a knuckle down
her cheek. “It’s not a step-by-step procedure. It’s about feeling and moving
and doing. Nothing is wrong and everything is right.”


“I want
to, but—”


He covered her eyes then
removed his hand. “Don’t think. Just do. Keep your eyes closed and let your
body respond. Focus on what my hands and mouth are doing to you. Let go. Be
free.”


Those words were a balm to
her, but would she regret this in the morning? Most likely, but her mom’s
generation was into waiting. She’d lasted long enough. Once she turned
twenty-one, she should have had complete say so about what she wanted to do.


“I’ll try.”


“If I do anything that makes
you uncomfortable, tell me.” 


He kissed her cheek, and his firm
lips warmed her from the inside. 


He placed a hand on her
shoulder. “How about lying on your stomach?”


That request wasn’t what she
expected, but she was pleased he wasn’t the kind to yank down her pants and
enter her. That would have hurt physically as well as emotionally. She rolled
over and grabbed the pillow under her head. 


“It might be better if you
rest your forehead on the back of your hands.” He removed the pillow from under
her head and placed it beneath her hips. He then placed her hands in the
desired position and lifted her hair. He slid the mass off to the side. So far,
he’d almost been too much of a gentleman. 


“Are you comfy?”


“Yes.” This was the first
time her anxiety wasn’t rushing through her. She completely believed Dirk
wanted her first time to be wonderful.


This was the moment she’d
thought about forever. She was going to have sex. She prayed she wasn’t making
a mistake. At this moment, it didn’t feel like one.


His palm made small circles
on her back, starting at her shoulders and working his way along her spine. The
pressure slowly increased, and by the time he reached her rear, the tension in
her body had eased.


When his lips traced a path
across her shoulder blade and down her back, she wanted his skin to touch hers.



“Can I take off my top?”


He chuckled and the sound
resonated deep within her. “Sweetheart, you never have to ask if you can get
naked.”


Well, she hadn’t asked to get
naked, just to take off her top, but once she decided she wanted to lose her
virginity to Dirk, she might as well go all the way. “Can you help me?”


He groaned. “You’re testing
my control.”


That made her smile. “Sorry.”


He laughed and she swore her
tits pebbled from the delightful rumble. The bed dipped and he slid her pants
over her hips. 


“I said my top.”


He hands stopped. “Are you
sure? Once the top goes, I’ll want to love every inch of you.”


She wanted that, too. “Okay.”
She squeezed her eyes shut. Please God, I
am heartily sorry, for I am about to sin.


He tugged on her pants again
and the cool air kissed her rear. She clenched her cheeks, not because of the
chill but because the potential act of making love to him excited her. This was
a new path she’d chosen to go down.


“Lift your hips.”


She obliged and the bottoms
slipped off. He maneuvered his way to the side, and his callused fingers captured
the bottom of her shirt. The material bunched when the T-shirt hit her tits, and
she lifted on her elbows to give him more room. 


He tugged the shirt over her
head and removed it. She was about to lie back down when his palm cupped her
breast. Streaks of sizzling pleasure cascaded down the sides. Heat raced up her
face at the intimate act.


“You are so beautiful.”


Those words seeped deep
within her and helped settle any remaining nerves. His fingers worked her
nipples and caused her pulse to jack up again. All sorts of explosions ignited
different parts of her body. So many spots blazed, she found it hard to
concentrate on just one sensation. He’d said to let go and feel, and she wanted
to, but it wasn’t easy to forget all the Catholic rules.


Stop
changing your mind. Go for it.


Elena rolled onto her back
and opened her eyes. Dirk looked down at her and smiled. Before she could think
of something pithy to say, his mouth captured a nipple. She sucked in a breath
and arched her back at the incredible intensity. 


It’s
wrong.


But
it feels so right.


“Shut up.”


Dirk stopped. “I didn’t say
anything.”


Oh,
God. Had she? “It was
nothing.”


He dipped his head again and
she slowly eased out a breath. His rough tongue almost tickled, and yet she
yearned for that tongue to explore so much more of her. How her vagina got in
the act, she didn’t know, but right now, she didn’t care. 


One palm rubbed her stomach
while the other kneaded her breast. She should have turned off the light so he
wouldn’t see her slight belly bulge. Too late. Even blind, his fingers would discover all her
flaws.


He circled the nipple then
sucked on the tip, acting as if he loved every bit of her. His touch wasn’t
enough to hurt but enough to show her what his loving could do. As he worked
the tip, the nipple swelled, and the pressure turned painful. She was about to
ask him to stop when the strangest sensation coursed through her. Spikes of
need warmed her and headed down her belly, landing between her legs. 


“That feels good.” She wished
she could have done a better job at articulating exactly how his actions
affected her body, but she’d never talked about sex with a man.


As much as she loved being
the recipient, she wanted to touch Dirk like he was touching her. Men loved blow jobs. She slid her fingers down his face. The bristles
seemed harder than a normal man’s—more manly. He
leaned into her palm and kissed it, and her heart thrilled. He lifted his head
and captured her mouth. The connection between them intensified, pulling her so
close that their chests molded together, and their breaths matched in speed. 


All reason vanished. She had
to have him. He swiped his tongue against the seam of her lips, and she gave
him entrance. Tentative at first, she dipped her tongue into his mouth, and he
let her lead. He tasted of tomatoes and beer, a combination that was so
masculine she delved in for more. As she became the aggressor, Dirk groaned.
His lids closed and the fire in his kiss nearly undid her. 


He leaned back. “What you do
to me. I’m not sure how long I can last.” 


The next kiss barely made a
seal. When he pulled back, their lips remained connected as if he never wanted
them to part.


His desperate words finally
registered. If touching her overwhelmed him, maybe he wanted her to enjoy him.
“Do you want me to lick your member?”


He jerked. “Have you ever
done that before?”


He didn’t have to look that
shocked. “Yes, but the last man I was with thrust it in my mouth, and it wasn’t
very nice.” That was the man she dated after her boyfriend dumped her. 


Dirk ran his thumb over her
lips. “I would never do that. In fact, I promise not to move, but I can only grant
you a few licks.”


She smiled. “Then I’ll make
them good ones.” She thought she heard bones crack like the sound Clay’s body
had made before he turned into a wolf. “You aren’t going to shift on me, are
you?” Trepidation raced up her spine. 


“I hope not.”


She glanced to his attire.
“You need to get out of those pajama bottoms.” 


He cocked a brow. “Do you
want to help?”


She swallowed. Undressing a
man was an intimate act. Whether she took off his pajamas or he removed them
himself, the result would be the same. He’d be naked. “Yes.” 


It took a few seconds to
decide what worked best. “Get on your back.”


“You’re the boss.”


She liked having the control
for a change. For leverage, she straddled him and her vagina immediately
reacted. Impure thoughts slammed into her hard, but she refused to back down
now. She wanted this.


After hooking her thumbs into
his waistband, she tugged the material over his hips, but the stupid pants
caught on his big shaft. 


He chuckled. “We have a
problem, I see.”


He wrapped his hands behind
his head. 


Be
that way. She reached in
to lift the material over the obstacle and her knuckles brushed his hot skin.
Her sex sizzled. Getting excited this quickly might cause some frustration on
her part. As fast as she could, she jerked the material down, only to realize his
rear prevented her from removing them. 


She turned her head before
she took in all of his assets, not ready to see his big erection.


“Don’t be frightened.”


Now why did he have to say
that? She refused to let her nerves sabotage her. She tapped his hip. “Lift.”


He did and the pajamas slid
down. “Here. Let me.”


So
now he helps? She moved
to the side, and when he tossed them off, her curiosity won out. The gasp
automatically slipped out. Sweet Jesus.
His rigid shaft lay flat against his stomach, and second thoughts bombarded
her. “Maybe we should take this sex stuff in stages.”


He laughed. “Sweetheart, you
do my soul good.”


She was uncertain what that
meant. Here goes. “Remember, you
promised you wouldn’t move.”


“Not a muscle.” His lips
twitched as if he were fighting a smile.


He lay on his back and closed
his eyes. It might be safe to touch him now. With her index finger she poked
him. Quicker than she could blink he had her wrist in his hand. 


“He’s not a toy.” The small
lift to his lips implied he wasn’t mad.


If a finger didn’t work then
maybe her tongue would do the trick. She straddled him again, scooted lower,
and bent over. She licked his length from the base to the tip then licked her
lips. She couldn’t detect any flavor other than a slight hint of salt. His jaw
tensed and the muscles in his pectorals flexed. This was kind of fun. 


After a few more licks, she
spotted semen in his slit. She ran her tongue along the slit and let his cum
settle on her taste buds. His flavor was different from the other men’s she’d
tasted. Dirk’s was spicier and not bitter like theirs. 


Using a bit more caution this
time, she grabbed his erection and squeezed lightly. His chest expanded as if
he had to work hard to let her continue.


“Tell me if I’m hurting you.”


A combination of a grunt,
grumble, and huff escaped. “You can’t hurt him. Only torture him.” 


His voice cracked and she hid
her smile.


Go
for it. 


She inhaled and slid her
mouth over the huge tip. Tightening her lips, she lowered her mouth only to
realize she couldn’t take in but a fraction of him. She dipped a little lower
and gagged. Immediately, she pulled up, a bit angry at
herself for being so wimpy.


Dirk must have realized her
dilemma because he lowered one arm and rubbed her shoulder. “It’s okay.”


Determined to please him, she
tried again. To prevent his member from hitting the back of her throat, she
swirled her tongue around his length, a sensation she found highly pleasurable.
“Mmm.”


“You’re doing great,
sweetheart.”


Encouraged, she pumped her
hand up and down as she sucked on him. By mistake, she let her teeth touch the
underside of the lip of the head and he squeezed her shoulder.


“That’s enough.”


Uh-oh. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to
hurt—”


“Shh.”
He pulled her shoulders forward until her belly landed
on his chest. “It’s all good. You did nothing wrong. I was about to explode.”


“Oh.” She had so much to
learn about intimacy. The men she’d tasted hadn’t been so sensitive.


He cupped her face. “I’m
going to love teaching you.”


He drew her bottom lip into
his mouth. She relaxed and found the motion tender and endearing. When he let
go, she arched up. “I want to touch you all over.”


He dropped his head back. “If
you stay away from my cock.” He held up a finger. “And, if you see hair grow or
my fangs extend, slow down.”


That didn’t sound good. “Is
that because you’re excited?”


“More than you can ever
know.”


No man had acted like it took
so much effort to stay in control. The compliment did wonders for her self-esteem.
She sat up and admired his sculpted shoulders, muscled chest, and the perfect
amount of hair across his pecs. 


She ran a palm across his
chest. “You’re so beautiful.” 


“Men aren’t beautiful. We’re
manly.”


She giggled at the way his
chin tucked under. Bolder now, she ran her hands over his rippled abs making
sure to avoid the erection that was now purpled and bouncing. “Avoiding the
danger zone.” She explored lower. “Do you think you could roll over for me?”


“You plan on spanking me?”


She never would have thought
the taciturn man could be this much fun. “Maybe if you misbehave.”


“I can be bad. Very, very
bad.”


He sat up so that their faces
were inches from each other. He stole a quick kiss and turned over forcing her
to get on her knees in the process. Each cheek was perfectly symmetrical and
tight. “Nice.”


From being on his back, his
ass was a little pink. She tapped it. 


“You’ll have to put more
force into it if you want see it get red. But note that turnabout is fair
play.”


That was the second reference
to spanking. The concept intrigued her, but she thought it was better to take
one step at a time. She cupped his ass and tightened her fingers. 


“Are men’s butts hard because
they work out a lot or is yours super hard because you’re a wolf?”


“If you think I go around
feeling other men’s asses, you’re seriously
misinformed.”


She slapped one cheek hard.
“Ouch.” Her palm stung.


His laugh came out as a
rumble. In one twist, he flipped over. “I think it’s time I took over.”








 

Chapter Five


Before Elena could react,
Dirk flipped her on her back and kissed her forehead. 


“I want you to relax,
sweetheart. I’ll take it as slow as I possibly can.” When his lips lifted, she
swore she saw a fang. Holy smokes. 


She gripped his shoulders.
“Ah, Dirk?”


He ran his tongue over his
teeth and looked to the ceiling. After a few breaths, the fangs retreated.
“Sorry. You turn me on.”


Her heart skipped a beat.
“That’s okay.” 


Just knowing Dirk would be
gentle settled her first time jitters. Her vagina vibrated and contractions built
under her belly. She should have been scared, but for some odd reason she
wasn’t. 


He slid between her legs and
widened them. She tensed and tried to draw them together, but his grip
prevented her. 


You
trust him.


“Breathe.”


She inhaled and when she let
out the breath, her body stopped resisting. Wanting the experience to be
amazing, she closed her eyes and sat on her hands to prevent them from
clenching. His palm cupped her mound and the warmth seeped downward. It was as
if he wanted her to get used to being with him. His tender care meant so much
to her. 


His thumbs opened her lower
lips and his tongue barely touched her opening, but his sweet approach ignited a
passion inside her.


“That’s nice.” She meant it,
too.


The next swipe of his tongue
was harder and caused swirls of desire to shoot up her belly. She’d never
experienced anything as wonderful in her life. 


Once more, she pushed aside
right from wrong and concentrated on this amazing moment. He slid his thumb
above her opening and hit something that electrified her. 


“Dear Lord in Heaven.” 


A wave of lust stronger than
she thought existed grabbed her, and she panted out her breaths in staccato bursts.
Her delight must have been the signal he’d been waiting for because he slipped
a finger into her, forcing her to clamp down on him.


“We can’t have you milking my
finger.”


She didn’t want to know why. Enough
shocks for one day, she forced her body to relax. It was hard, especially when
he wiggled his finger around in circles and hit spots that made more spasms
race through her.


If she’d known making love
could be this fantastic, she might have sought it out sooner. The little man in
her head was about to chastise her for her shocking thoughts, but she kicked
him aside.


She bucked her hips for more,
and Dirk rewarded her with another finger. The two together not only thrilled her
but set her on fire. 


He removed his fingers, and
when the bed moved, she opened her eyes. “Is something wrong?”


“I’m getting a condom,
although I hate using them.”


“I don’t want you to.”


His mouth slightly parted as
if she’d given him a present. “But you could get pregnant.”


“The timing is good.” The
rhythm method wasn’t foolproof, but she’d deal with that later.


“You’re sure?”


“Yes. Hurry.”


Dirk crawled on top of her
again and supported himself on his elbows. Instead of entering her, he kissed
her with more passion that she could hope for. She was the one who demanded
entrance and their tongues dueled and explored. The effect of the kiss traveled
down her chest and over her belly, stopping when it arrived between her legs. Oh, my.


Their lips separated. He
nibbled her chin and then traced a line across her throat to a sensitive part
below her ear. The man seemed to know every place that turned her on. 


The need to touch him grew.
She slid her hands from under her rear and clasped his back. Every time he
moved an inch, his muscles flexed, sending delightful signals to her brain. 


“God, what you do to me,
Elena.”


He should be in her skin!


The way he said her name with
a slight flourish on the a
melted her. His penis poked her entrance and she widened her legs, needing him
to take her. Her musky aroma filled the air.


Instead of one big thrust,
Dirk made small forays. She grabbed his rear and squeezed, loving the way his
muscles bunched as he entered her. Dirk leaned over and kissed her, edging in
farther. That one extra inch stretched her wide. No way would he fit if he
fully impaled her. 


She turned her head. “He’s
too big.”


His jaw tightened and he
closed his eyes. “I’ll stay right here for a minute so you can accommodate him.
Trust me, he’ll fit. Just give him a moment.”


Breathing more deeply, she
willed her muscles to relax. He must have sensed the change in her body, for he
drove in. At the quick stab of pain, her eyes burst open. She gasped. “I’m
fine. I’m fine.” The last thing she wanted was for him to pull out.


He was hers and she was his.
The union of their two souls was complete. Dirk’s eyes opened and the flecks of
amber became more apparent. He eased out of her and then thrust back in. Her
own lubrication eased the way. She might have been uncertain what to expect,
but her body sure seemed to like what he was doing. 


Dirk devoured her mouth again
and plowed in. Bolts of electricity shot up her spine as he continued his
delicious sexual assault. Once he’d broken through her natural barrier, the
urge to join him in the thrusting took over. Her mind blanked and she lifted
her hips. 


He grunted. She groaned.
Their kiss deepened as if they wanted to match their tongue movement to the
rhythm of their joining. He slid in and out with ease now, and with each
thrust, her body heated with desire. The tension in every cell escalated until
she wanted to burst. Her fingernails scraped on his shoulders, and she threw
her head back groaning so loud she didn’t recognize her own voice. 


“I’m so close, sweetheart.”


The ride was about to end. She
gave in to all her urges and blanked her thoughts against everything but the
smell of his skin, the texture of his pliable muscles, and the lust coursing
through her. Her tight sheath widened and contracted, involuntarily pressing
around his large shaft. 


As she arched her back, wave
upon wave of indescribable need claimed her. Her lower body pulsed and her
nipples tingled. She bucked as his hot seed pummeled her back wall. His
unleashed growl came close to scaring her, but she held on tight and let the
ecstasy wash over her.


His penis throbbed within
her, and her belly tightened. Sweat beaded on her body. She’d never been more
elated in her life. This had been right.


Dirk kissed her forehead and
rolled over, taking her with him. She raised her head and watched the smile
reach his eyes. 


He wiped the hair from her
face. “You were amazing. Did I hurt you much?” The glimmer in his eyes dimmed.


“Only a little, at first.”


“As much as I want to stay inside
you, I need to let you rest.” He eased her off him. 


Flecks of blood dotted the
sheets. “I think I ruined the bedding.” Blood was hard to wash out.


“That makes two of us. I’ll
be right back.” He ducked into the bathroom. Water ran. He returned with a wet
towel. “I meant I ruined you, but that means I get to keep you.” He tapped her
nose.


Could this man be any
sweeter? 


“How about we sleep in my
bed?” he said. “We’ll change the sheets in here, tomorrow.”


“Okay.” She reached to gather
her sleepwear when he placed a hand on her shoulder.


“Would you mind staying
naked?”


The decadent act appealed to
her. “I’d love to.”


#


Clay rolled around in bed and
even plastered a hand over his ear to stop the grunts and moans of ecstasy from
filtering into his brain, but nothing worked. Three times he’d half shifted,
but he controlled his body by concentrating on something other than Elena. His
cock was still rock hard, and he couldn’t keep the hair from sprouting. This
damned mating stuff sucked. Unless he made love with her, he’d be plagued for
the rest of his life with this strong yearning.


From the way both Elena and
Dirk looked all goopy-eyed at each other, those two would be together a long
time. So where did that leave him?


Horny.


Alone.


He could be a jerk and claim
her, but she wasn’t ready to love two men. Her strict Catholic upbringing
forbade it. Even if he showed her a lot of happy triads, she might not be
convinced.


Still, he worried about her.
She was vulnerable and scared. After being housed in a cage for two weeks and
sold in a human trafficking scheme, it might take years of counseling for her
to cope. She’d been freed only a few hours ago and already Dirk was sticking
his dick in her.


Christ. What had his friend been thinking? He
should have turned her down. If Elena hadn’t been their mate, he would have
ripped Dirk right out of her bed. However, when the time came for her to lose
her virginity, no one was more tender or kinder than Dirk. Personally, Clay had
never bedded a virgin and honestly never wanted to. The responsibility was
huge.


He rolled over and buried his
face in his pillow. Damn. He wanted
her, but she’d never allow herself to be with two men at the same time. 


Fuck
me. His timing sucked.


There were plenty of happy
couples in ménage relationships, but Elena wouldn’t have hung out with any of
them. His only choice was to be friendly and comforting but keep his cock as
far away from her as possible. 


Good
luck with that, buddy.


#


The next morning, Elena
rolled over, and it took a moment to realize she wasn’t in the guest room. Dirk
wasn’t in the bed, either. After falling asleep the moment Dirk hugged her, she
hadn’t had time to reflect on what happened between them. Now she let her mind
wander, but her stinging vagina demanded some attention. 


“Ugh.” She sat up and decided
a shower was necessary before she relived the glory of their union. She stood
and glanced down at her naked legs. “Whoops.” Her pants and T-shirt were in her
room. 


Not comfortable with walking
down the hallway naked with Clay around, she checked out Dirk’s bathroom. She
figured he wouldn’t mind if she used his shower. His razor, toothpaste, floss,
and mouthwash sat on the granite counter. She ran her fingers over each item and
thought about him getting ready in the morning. A sense of pride infused her.
She still found it hard to believe her first real experience was with such a
wonderful man.


Soft voices filtered into the
room. Both men were up. Once she turned on the water, she wrapped her hair in a
towel to keep from getting it wet and stepped under the warm stream. The moment
she rubbed the soap on her tits, they pebbled. She closed her eyes and pictured
what Dirk would do to them if he were here.


Until the glass door slid
open, it hadn’t registered that he’d stepped into the bathroom. 


“Good morning, sunshine.”


Without thinking, she covered
her tits and mound. 


He laughed. “I think it’s a
little too late to be shy.”


“I guess that’s true, but I
don’t feel comfortable being naked.” In the light, every flaw showed.


He slipped off his shoes,
unzipped his pants, and stepped out of them. The man didn’t wear underwear. Yikes. Lust shot through her. What was
wrong with her?


“I can help with that.” He
grinned and tossed off his shirt.


“Huh?”


“I can help desensitize you.”


“What does that mean?” She
liked the sound of it, but wanted to make sure he wasn’t expecting them to have
sex. She was too sore.


He walked into the shower and
turned her to face the running water but kept her far enough back so that the
spray dropped in front of her. He reached around her, wrapped one arm around
her waist, and pumped the soap dispenser with the other.


“This is what I mean.” He
rubbed her breasts with the soap, and his slippery touch excited her.


“This probably isn’t such a
good idea.” She twisted in his arms to speak face-to-face. His penis slapped
her belly. “Oh, definitely not a good idea.”


He dropped back his head and
laughed. The sound was one she could hear hundreds of times and never be tired
of it. “Don’t worry. I know you need a break. Ignore him. He’s here to get
clean, too.”


Her bold side surfaced. “Can
I help?”


He groaned. “Your kind of
help will get you in trouble.”


The devil on her shoulder
made her reach out and grab his erection. The slick water allowed pumping her
fist easy. “Maybe I need to see if he tastes any different from last night.”


Dirk clasped her shoulders.
“Who are you? Yesterday, you were this shy little filly, and today you’re
wonderfully brazen.”


She liked that analogy. She
shrugged. “I don’t know. I’ve decided to just do what feels right.” And forget
about her upbringing for another day. She’d already sinned. 


He drew her to his chest. “I
like the feels right part.” 


He leaned over and kissed her
like it was their first time. His soft lips and passionate embrace rippled down
to her toes. If only she were a foot taller, everything would line up so well. 


Dirk stepped back, his
breaths coming out faster. “I can’t be with you and not want to make love. I
think we need to just wash and get out.”


Speechless over his
declaration, she pumped soap into her palm. She thought about turning her back
as she cleaned between her legs, but he might construe her action as insulting.
If this relationship was going to work, she needed to get over her inhibitions.


Dirk kept his gaze off her
body as he quickly washed. Before she finished rinsing, he stepped out of the
shower and toweled off. 


“I came in to say breakfast
was ready, but then I got distracted.”


“Uh-huh.”


Animals had good hearing. He
must have been aware she was in the shower—naked. She shut off the water
and stepped out. This time, she proudly faced him. 


His eyes squeezed shut for a
moment. He exhaled. “I got your yoga pants and top from your bedroom. They’re
on the bed.”


“Thanks.”


 He nodded then he left.


Amused by his reaction, she
hurriedly dressed in the outfit he’d brought and dashed out of his bedroom into
hers to change into something more suitable. She didn’t need Clay to see her
nipples. 


The smell of bacon, eggs, and
coffee permeated the hallway. Boy, was she hungry. She changed as fast as she
could, then rushed into the main room. Dirk was
already seated at the table, and Clay was at the center island. He picked up a
pile of scrambled eggs and placed it on the table. 


“Have a seat.”


She glanced at him. Did he know
what transpired last night? He probably would be upset if he did. With her back
to Clay, she glanced to Dirk and mouthed, does
he know?


Dirk must have telepathed
something to Clay because he turned around. “Elena, just so you know. There’s nothing
secret between the three of us. Nor should there ever be.”


Uh-oh. She decided to test him. “You’re okay
with me having been intimate with Dirk?”


“More than okay.” He grinned.
“Remember when I said you are our
mate?”


The words tumbled around in
her brain. She did remember but dismissed the concept of loving two men. 


“Don’t get me wrong. I like
you, but I believe in committing to one man at a time.”


“I understand.”


While he said nothing more,
she didn’t believe the conversation was over. Dirk poured her juice, and Clay
brought over the bacon and toast.


Dirk waved his glass. “Let’s
eat.”


She was halfway through
breakfast when Clay leaned back in his seat. “I don’t want to upset you, but
can you tell us about your time in the warehouse?”


The image of that horrid
place surfaced. The mold, the filth, and the darkness made her flesh crawl. As
if the confining cage and horrible food weren’t bad enough, the memories of
being cuffed and blindfolded when they transported her to that strip club made
her gag. She pushed her plate away. “It was terrible.”


Clay leaned on his elbows. “If
we find out where they held you, we might be able to save other girls. What can
you remember? No detail is too small.”


She blew out a breath and
clasped her hands together to keep them from trembling. “It was dark.”


Dirk sat next to her and
placed a comforting hand on her leg. “Were there any windows?”


“Two small ones, high up.”


“You’re doing good,
sweetheart. What else?”


“It smelled of mold.”
Instinctively, she wrinkled her nose and her stomach churned. 


She closed her eyes for a
moment and the image of that hulking guard emerged. He liked to shove her when
she had to go to the bathroom. She never sat on the toilet because there was no
seat. That and the fact roaches lived in the corner.


“Anything else? Like a
chemical smell perhaps?”


She tried to block out the
mold and the sweet stench of roach bodies. “I’m sorry. I smelled so bad… I didn’t
detect anything other than the dampness and rusty metal.” No use describing the
other horrors.


“How big was the space?” Dirk
asked.


She tried to visualize the
place. “The warehouse was metal and rectangular. Maybe the size of a high
school gym.”


Dirk squeezed her thigh.
“That’s real helpful.”


She opened her eyes and
soaked in his excitement. “There were two doors in the middle of one side. One
was a double garage door, like a loading bay, and the other was for people.”


Clay took a bite of his meal.
“That’s a big help. When they transported you to the strip club, do you
remember anything about the outside of the building?”


The tang of the gag still
resided in her memory. “They blindfolded me, but I smelled salt in the air.”


“You might have been near the
Gulf. Any sounds you recall?”


A shot of adrenaline plowed
through her. “A train went by every night.” She smiled. “And cranes. I never
saw them, but the chains clanged and squeaked during the day.”


“Excellent. Do you think if
we drove around the seaport you might recognize the place?”


Her chest tightened and she shook
her head. “I never saw the outside. But the day they brought in Cheryl and
Barbie through the loading bay, I got a glimpse of the area. I could see cars
driving by a couple of hundred feet away.”


Clay smiled. “Did you happen
to notice what was across the street from the warehouse?”


Now she understood. She knew
more than she thought. “There were more warehouses. The one across the way had
red lettering on the sign, but the sun’s glare was too strong to read
anything.”


“Your memory is good.”


She held up her fork. “This
might not mean anything, but I can tell you about the people who came in and
out of the warehouse.”


Clay’s eyes lit up. “Tell
me.”


Her best description was of
the Russian guard and the matron who gave her the clothes. “The day they came
for us, the man who you gave the money to showed up at the warehouse. A lady
came with him.”


Clay’s brows rose. “John
Hood. Tell me about this woman.”


She described her the best way
she could.


Dirk shoveled down his meal
then pushed back his chair. “I’m going to check it out. I’ll videotape what I
find. Maybe you can tell me if I have the right building.”


She was relieved she didn’t
have to go back there. “I can try.”


Dirk leaned over and kissed
her. “Clay will be your shopping guide today.”


While she needed shoes, only
now did it occur to her that Dirk was walking straight into danger. Her heart
seized.








 

Chapter Six


Clay tried to convince Dirk
to let him go to the warehouse district instead. 


No.
I need to get out of here. It’s for Elena’s own good. 


Last night had changed
something in him. Dirk had slept with a lot of women, but none as special as Elena.
Her level of trust turned him inside out. He never dwelled on how his father
walked out on his mother and never returned, nor did he have the desire to find
out what happened to the old man, but he did yearn for a family. 


Other than Clay, he hadn’t
allowed himself to get close to anyone. He loved women and enjoyed their
bodies, but he hadn’t made a connection with any of them like he had with Elena.
As much as he wanted to go slow, his body kept prodding him to speed up. Twice
his fangs had extended and his bones had cracked, and twice he’d had to force
his mind to the Colters to stop the change.


He almost regretted going
into the bathroom this morning. He knew she was in there. He’d heard the shower
running. What the fuck had he expected to find—Elena standing at the sink
fully clothed? She must think he only wanted her for sex. Walking out of the
bathroom wasn’t cool either, but he hadn’t trusted himself.


Dirk left and then relayed
Elena’s description of the warehouse location to headquarters. The general
asked if he needed help.


“I’m only there to find the
right spot, not to capture a bunch of Colters.”


“See that you don’t stir up a
mess.” 


As he drove down Seaside
Drive, he slowed to check out the area. The seaport was expansive and dotted
with a ton of metal buildings. If there were two windows on one end of Elena’s
warehouse, it was possible she was housed in a building attached to another. Shit. This wasn’t going to be easy.


Dirk drove up and down
Seaside Drive until he spotted a building with red lettering. Across the road,
set far back, was a lone warehouse that fit the description. He parked and got
out with his camera phone in hand. Tourists wouldn’t come here, so he needed to
be as discreet as possible. He videoed both the building
across the street and the potential warehouse where Elena might have been held.



Unsure if she’d recognize the
building from the side, he strode toward the warehouse for a better angle.
While there were no fences or no
trespassing signs, he didn’t want to attract attention by walking right up
to it. Instead, he headed to an area a few buildings down. If he came in from
the rear and took the picture from there, his chances of being spotted were
slimmer.


As he inched closer, his
senses shot to high alert. A werewolf was near. Many wolves, both good and bad,
worked the docks, so he couldn’t conclude this one was a Colter. He slipped his
camera phone in his pocket and acted as if he belonged there. Several vans were
parked in front, and cranes sat two buildings over. A large tug was in dry
dock.


He got within three feet of
the side door and sensed a werewolf inside. He moved closer and tested the
door. It was locked. Fuck.


Time to retreat. He stepped behind one of the vans and kept an eye on the
exit believing the person would investigate his handle jiggling. While he
waited, he emailed the video of the area to Clay. He’d show it to Elena. He also texted the werewolf’s presence.


Time seemed to slow the
moment the door to the warehouse squeaked open. The werewolf would know another
member of the clan was nearby, but hopefully he wouldn’t assume it was a member
of the Pack. Best case scenario, he’d conclude Dirk
belonged to Hood’s team.


As soon as the large man
stuck out his head, Dirk snapped a picture and sent it to Clay. This guy could
be her Russian guard. The question was if he worked alone. Colters often
recruited humans to do their dirty jobs.


Drawing on his acting skills,
he stepped from behind the van, looked up at the building, and shielded his
eyes, hoping the mark would think he was there to check out the building.


“Hey,” shouted the man. It
was hard to tell much with one word, but it might have been laced with a Russian
accent. 


Dirk returned his gaze to the
man. “Hood sent me.” 


The man grunted and mumbled
something foreign. The guard pulled out his phone. Shit. So much for deception.


#


Clay had graciously offered
to take Elena shoe shopping. Not only didn’t she want to walk around in
four-inch heels every day, she appreciated the diversion of going to the mall.
The place was packed and being in a crowd made her feel safe. The only negative
was that Dirk was out there looking for Hood’s men and in possible danger while
she enjoyed herself with Clay. 


Clay looked around and moved
her away from the rush. He held up his phone and pressed a button. “Dirk just
sent this over. I’d like you to watch.”


For the next twenty seconds,
the nightmare returned. Chills raced up her spine and her pulse raced. At first,
she wasn’t sure if he had the right warehouse until he moved across from the
building with the red letters. She swallowed the lump in her throat and slapped
a hand to her chest to calm her beating heart. As much as she tried to push
aside those horrible two weeks, she couldn’t. 


“Yes. That’s it.”


Clay texted her message back to Dirk.


Because they were within
hearing distance of a ton of people, it probably wasn’t safe to say too much.
“You said he sensed a you-know-what. Do you think that could be the guard or
Hood himself?”


“I’m sure Dirk will find
out.”


“What if it is? Shouldn’t he get
someone to help him?”


“He can handle himself. Dirk
won’t go on the offensive if the odds are stacked against him.”


She hoped so. As ridiculous
as it sounded, she might be falling in love with Dirk. She was sure her friends
would say it was some kind of white knight syndrome, but she disagreed. Not
that she had a little black book that listed her criteria for a man, but if she
had one, she could check every box in regards to him.


“How about this shoe store?”
Clay’s comment jerked her back to the present.


“Too expensive. We don’t have
to shop here.” Discount shoe stores were everywhere.


Clay wrapped an arm around
her waist. She thought it would be strange to have another man besides Dirk
hold her, but she liked it. Ever since they’d broached the idea of her being
both of their mates her mind had wandered. She failed to comprehend what it would
feel like to have four hands, two mouths, and two penises at her disposal. Stop it. The whole concept was too much
and definitely not right.


Clay escorted her into the
shop that only sold shoes. “Pick out a couple of pairs. I know Hood’s men took
your luggage.”


“You’ll have to wait until I
get a job to pay you back.”


He pulled her to his chest
and heat raced up her face. People crowded the store, and she wasn’t used to
such public affection. “You’re with us now. You don’t have to worry about
money.”


His words were nice to hear,
but she couldn’t take advantage of them. “I appreciate that, but I need to pay
my way.”


He kissed her forehead and
let her go. “Suit yourself.”


She roamed around the store
and picked out a pair of tennis shoes and a pair of comfortable looking
sandals. Once she tried them on, Clay paid for her purchase.


As they were leaving the
store, he stopped near the entrance. “Come with me.”


“What’s going on?” Her heart
spiked. This constant pressure wasn’t healthy. 


He led her back to the bench.
“Put on the sneakers. You’ll be more comfortable.”


He wouldn’t get an argument
from her, but she didn’t like the way he was looking around as if he’d spotted
something or someone. As soon as she laced up the sneakers and stashed her
heels in the empty box, he took her hand. 


“We need to get out of here.”


That scared her. “Why?”


“Because I’ve sensed a few
Colters.”


Mother,
Mary, and Joseph. “You
don’t think they’re here because of me, do you?” She wasn’t that important. 


“I can’t be sure.”


“I’m with you now. You bought
me. They can’t say they want me back, can they?” Her pits dampened and her
heart hammered.


“I wouldn’t put anything past
Hood and his gang. Stay by me.”


“Trust me. I’m not letting
go.”


With her packages in hand,
Clay strode toward the exit one notch short of jogging. Every few steps she
raced to keep up with him. With each step, her anxiety doubled. Through her entire
ordeal, Clay appeared calm. Now he was rattled and so was she.


They stepped outside, and she
thought he’d slow, but he didn’t. His head swiveled right and left as he led
her toward his car.


Before they arrived at the
row where he’d parked, growls came from nowhere. He stopped. “Fuck.”


Her nervous system short-circuited.
She didn’t know if it was better to run, hide, or stay right behind him.


“They’re here?” Her voice
squeaked out.


“Yes. Run back toward the
mall, but keep your eyes peeled.”


“Wh-what
if they come after me?”


His shoulders tensed and his
hands fisted. If more than one Colter was here, and she became separated from
Clay, she’d be dead meat. 


“Maybe you’re right.” He slipped
a hand in his pocket and tossed her the keys. “Get to the car and lock it. Now.”


She wouldn’t argue. From the
direction he was staring, the animals were in front of him and his car was
behind him. She took off. Her legs were still weak from weeks of being cooped
up, but she ignored the burn.


Her gaze searched the cars,
praying she’d find his. Press the remote,
dummy. She did and his car beeped. Her rapid pulse reached the
stratosphere. She tugged on the door handle, but her sweaty fingers slipped.
The low growl behind her paralyzed her.


She was tempted to look but
didn’t waste the time. After the second attempt, the door opened. She jumped in,
drew the door shut, and locked it. Her breaths whooshed out, but her heart
refused to slow. No sooner had she locked the door than three wolves appeared
two parking spaces away. One had to be Clay, but she had no idea which one. As
hard as it was to drag her gaze off the fight, she stuck the keys in the
ignition, ready to slide over to the driver’s side in case Clay needed help. 


The yelping and scraping of
their claws on the asphalt jacked up her heartbeat. She had to shield her eyes
after one of the wolves sunk his teeth in the other’s flank. That animal
retreated and the remaining two fought. The first wolf attacked the one with
the white spot on his rear. Keeping her gaze on those two, she clenched her
fingers, saying a prayer to God. 


Clay was a hero and didn’t
deserve to die. Just then, the first wolf that had been bitten returned to the
fray. It was two against one now. They approached the one with the white spot.
That had to be Clay. The injured wolf grabbed Clay’s neck and twisted his head.
She screamed and buried her face. This was bad. Really bad.



She moved over to the
driver’s side and started the engine. Her finger hovered over the lock waiting
for the fight to finish and for Clay to hobble back to the car. Dizziness
overcame her and she rolled down the window partway to get more air.


The door handle jiggled on
the other side. When she looked up Clay stood there in human form, motioning
for her to hurry. Her brain froze, but her finger managed to press the unlock
button. 


He jumped in. “Go.”


Her packages must be on the
ground, but they weren’t important. She backed up, burning rubber as she went.
If any car pulled out as she tore down the lane, they’d hit her for sure. She
couldn’t stop. Wouldn’t stop.


As soon as she reached the
exit, she came to a rolling stop, looked both ways, and floored it. Only when
they were out of the lot did she look over at him. His face was covered in
blood, as was part of his body. She willed her stomach not to throw up.


“Are you okay?” That was a
stupid question, but she needed him to assure her that he would make it. “Do I
need to go to the hospital?”


“No. Take me home. I’ll be fine.”


He didn’t look fine. Elena had
to slow once she turned onto the main thoroughfare. She kept glancing in the
rearview mirror, but it seemed like everyone was going in her direction.


“Take a left at the
stoplight.”


She put on her signal. “Will
they follow us?”


“I doubt it. I think they
were more interested in taking me out since I was protecting you.”


They wouldn’t have attacked him
if they hadn’t wanted her. “Maybe they wanted to resell me.”


“We can’t be sure.” He didn’t
sound all that certain. 


“Or kill me.”


“Depends on whether they
think you know something that can destroy their clan.”


Thanks
for sugar coating the danger I’m in.
Now, she wouldn’t dare go for a walk alone for fear they’d attack. 


Clay gave her directions to
his home, and she couldn’t wait to get inside. Those wolves were insidious. A
shiver raced up her spine, and she feared she’d never be safe again.


As soon as they stepped
inside, the adrenaline rush eased. “I need to tend to your wounds.”


“There are some bandages in
Dirk’s bathroom.”


There was a sizable gash on
his arm. He’d need a large gauze pad. “You need to wash off the blood.”


Clay moved toward her. “I’ll
take a shower. I have cuts on my back, too. Can you wash them for me? I can’t
reach there.”


Her body clenched. That would
mean she’d have to get naked. 


He
saved your life—again. 


He was injured and not asking
to sleep with her, just to help him heal.


What had she been thinking?
She could clean his back before he stepped in the shower.


You
want to make love with him.
Her vagina cramped thinking about doing it again.


What the
heck. She’d tumbled
this close to hell, she might as well enjoy the ride into
the devil’s inferno.


“Be happy to.” 


As she turned to go toward
Dirk’s bedroom, she thought she caught Clay’s lips lift into a smile. He
followed her into the bathroom. 


She turned on the showerhead.
As soon as she took off her sneakers and removed her shirt, her sensibility
returned. “I can’t.” 


“Sugar, if you don’t feel
comfortable getting undressed in front of me that’s fine. I’ll wash the best I
can.”


Guilt swamped her. She could
leave on her bra and panties, which looked like a swimsuit anyway. “Okay.”


He stepped closer, looking
strong. “Okay, what?”


“I’ll help.” She turned her
back and removed all but her undergarments and faced him.


Clay’s jaw sagged and his
eyes sparkled. “You do realize that sooner or later we’re going to be
together?”


He’s
right, you know. 








 

Chapter Seven


If this guard sent his photo to Hood, Hood
would spot Dirk as a fake. Before the man had the chance to click send, Dirk charged. Taking him down
shouldn’t be hard. Dirk had a good twenty-year advantage. What he didn’t count
on was the knife in the man’s hand that sliced right through Dirk’s belly. The
pain arrived quickly. It would soon disappear, but not before it slowed him.


If he’d had time to shift, he would have,
but five seconds was an eternity. The guard outweighed him by thirty pounds.
The guy grabbed Dirk’s shoulders, shifted his weight, and did a leg sweep. The
two tumbled.


Once on the ground, the man swung the
knife again. This time Dirk was prepared. He delivered a chop to the man’s
wrist, and the knife clanked to the ground. He elbowed the guard in the face.
The man grunted. 


That split second of distraction allowed
Dirk to reach for the knife and slit the man’s throat. Werewolves healed fast
unless the injury hit a vital organ or an artery. The blood spray coated Dirk’s
chest, and he rolled out of the way. His belly ached, forcing him to place a
hand over his wound. In minutes, he’d return to normal. The guard wouldn’t be
so lucky.


Remaining outside with the downed guard
in plain view wasn’t smart. There was no telling when another Colter would
arrive. Crouching, Dirk lifted the giant on his shoulders and stood. He grunted
as he hauled the massive man into the warehouse and dumped him on the floor. 


Squeaks and whimpers caught his
attention. Holy fuck. Two cages sat
in the far corner. With what little light came in the window, it was hard to
see who was inside. He trotted over. Once he neared, his heart broke.


One girl in ripped clothes
had her back to him, but the other one cowered at the end of her cage. The idea
that Elena had been housed like this sent a violent streak up his body so hard
he almost shifted. The cages were padlocked. He might have been able to find
something to smash open the lock, but the key was the way to go. He rushed over
to the guard and checked his pockets. Not only did he find the key, he removed the
man’s phone and wallet. Maybe the identity of one of Hood’s men might lead him
to Hood’s location.


Once he unlocked the cage
doors, he wiped his bloody palm on his pants and knelt. He held out a hand.
“Girls. I’m here to free you.” He doubted they’d believe him. “We need to
hurry.”


The brunette in the corner
came closer. “Really?” Her voice was raspy. 


“Yes. Come on. You can come
out. I won’t hurt you.”


Once the first girl crawled
out, he tapped the cage of the second one. She moaned. He looked back at the
first girl. “Is she okay?”


The girl shook her head. “No.
She’s really sick.”


Dirk crawled in and slid the
girl toward the opening. She didn’t weigh more than ninety pounds. He lifted
her in his arms and placed her near the warehouse entrance. 


“Stay here for a minute. I’ll
get my car.” He feared the first girl might try to run. If she’d worn shoes, he
would have taken her with him. “It’s dangerous outside. Okay?”


She grimaced then nodded. As
fast as he could, he sprinted out of the warehouse and charged toward his car.
The next two minutes seemed an eternity. He constantly glanced over his
shoulder to make sure the girl obeyed. He counted on her not leaving her
friend.


As soon as he hopped in his
car, he raced back. He opened the back seat door and then entered the warehouse.
The first girl hadn’t moved. “My car’s outside. I’ll put your friend in back
and you can sit with her.”


“You don’t need to handcuff
me?” Tears streamed down her face.


“No, sweetie. I’m going to
see that you get home safely.” He hoped his tone came out with assurance.


He picked up the ill girl and
carried her outside. The first girl shielded her eyes against the bright light.
After he placed her on the seat and fastened her seatbelt, he motioned for the
first one to climb in. 


Once they were set, he took
off, keeping an eye out for any sudden movement in the parking lot. He asked
their names, but neither one was Elena’s other two friends. As he left the port
district, he dialed the general and told him of his find. 


“We’ll send over a team and
deal with the guard.”


“What should I do with the
girls?” Headquarters wasn’t set up to deal with this.


“Drive them to my house. My
wife is a nurse. She’ll know what to do.”


He was relieved the general had
offered his home. Other than the brunette soothing the other girl, she said
nothing. It took him close to twenty minutes to reach the general’s house. No
sooner had he pulled in the drive, the general’s wife came out of her house and
rushed to the car. 


“Are you okay?” Worry laced
her face.


He nodded. “It’s mostly the
other guy’s blood.”


She peeked in the back, but
with the tinted window, she wouldn’t see much. “Are the girls back there?”


“Yes.” He opened the door.
“Ladies, it’s time for you to return home.”


#


Elena couldn’t take her gaze
off Clay as he undressed. While he was taller and thinner than Dirk, his
muscles were more defined. He dropped his clothes on the floor and much of the
blood stayed on the material and not on his body—and what a nice body it was, too.


You’re
here to help not ogle.


“I can’t have sex with you.”
That felt good to get off her chest.


The left half of his lips
turned upward. “I’m just asking for help, nothing more.”


Heat raced up her body. Here
she assumed he wanted to make love with her, too. As long as they got that out
of the way, she was willing to believe him. With as much confidence as she could
muster, she peeled off the rest of her clothes. Her fingers trembled as she
lowered the strap on her bra, and her stomach clenched when she tugged down her
panties. Clay stepped into the shower and acted as if it didn’t matter she’d
just stripped in front of him. 


He peeked out of the glass
door. “You coming?”


Her hands automatically
covered her chest with both hands. With her mound bare, she didn’t succeed at
hiding her nakedness.


“Yes.” You can do this.


He stood under the shower,
and she stepped behind him to wash his back. Pink tinged the water for a few
seconds then ran clear. When she reached around him to get the soap, he leaned
back and their bodies touched. Bolts of need slammed into her.


She jumped back at the charge
that arced between them. “Did you do that?”


He turned around and grinned.
“Do what?”


Could she say there’d been
such a strong connection between them her body had lit up? “Nothing. Turn
around.”


I
don’t need to see your hard-on and wonder if your erection would feel as good
as Dirk’s.


Despite the sound of water
pounding on the floor, she thought he chuckled. As she rubbed his back, she
searched his neck for the wounds she’d seen inflicted. “I thought that wolf bit
you.”


“He did.”


His comment made no sense.
“Then where is the bite mark?”


He faced her again and placed
his hands on her hips. “Werewolves have a lot of talents. One of them is
healing fast.”


“How?”


He shrugged. “How do you get
over a cold? How does one of your cuts heal? It just does. Only ours does it
faster.” 


“You should donate your body
to science so humans can study you.”


He laughed. “Can I live a
little first?”


She palmed his chest. “I
meant after you die.”


“You want to get rid of me
that fast?”


“No.” She swatted his chest.
“You know what I mean.”


He faced the water again.
“Finish washing my back. I like having your hands on me.”


She liked touching his skin,
too. Until a few days ago, she never would have believed she was capable of
liking two men, let alone enjoy them so much. But here she was. Chalk it up to
trauma or her biological clock ticking. 


Clay shut off the water. “I
think I’m clean enough.” He stepped out, grabbed a towel, and handed one to
her. 


She stayed in the warm shower
enclosure while she dried. He whipped his towel around his body so fast he
seemed to be beating himself. As soon as she finished drying, he tossed the
towel over the glass door and waved.


“Meet you in the living
room.”


Her shoulders drooped. Here
she thought he’d invited her into the shower to maybe touch her breasts or rub
her naked ass. Dirk would have. Her mouth watered at the thought of sucking on his
penis. Now that she’d lost her virginity, her moral compass had tilted.


Maybe he was mad because with
her around, his life was in danger, too. Men.
She’d never understand them.


#


As soon as Clay returned to
his room, he plastered his back against the door. What the fuck had he been
thinking asking her to help him wash his back? His wounds had healed, and he didn’t
need Elena’s help. But did that stop him from making up this lame excuse to gaze
at her naked body? 


No.



You’re
a jerk.


Seeing her standing before
him so willing and vulnerable only made his chronic problem worse. Did he
expect her to say, “Fuck me, Clay. I can’t wait to be
with two men at once?”


You’re
an idiot.


He should have volunteered to
find the warehouse and have Dirk take her shopping, but his friend’s plea had
gotten to him. Dirk, too, feared he’d want to make love to her again. They were
both basket cases. Perhaps he should seek counsel from one of the other men
who’d gone through this with their mate. In that last month alone, Trax and
Dante, along with Kurt and Drake had found the woman for them. They’d all
survived.


Maybe men responded
differently. He must have it worse than anyone else. He shook his head and
wrenched open his dresser to find something to wear. On top of the dresser sat
his phone. He was surprised Dirk hadn’t checked in. Maybe he planned on
watching the warehouse all night.


He quickly dressed then
dialed Dirk’s number. He didn’t answer and his gut soured.


A knock sounded at the door a
second later and the tension released. Dirk was here.


He opened the door, and the
hole in Dirk’s shirt, along with the blood told him the observation had gone
terribly wrong.


“Tell me.”


“I need to take a shower.”


“Use mine.” He wasn’t ready
to tell Dirk, he and Elena had just shared his. 


“Grab some clothes for me,
will ya?”


“Sure. Does Elena know you’re
here?”


“No. I want to clean up
first. I don’t want her to worry.”


Unlike
himself who foolishly desired her sympathy by pretending to be wounded. Maybe he should move in with Brandon and
Sam, two other pack members, for a while.


Clay went in search of clean
clothes for Dirk, happy to note Elena was still in her room. The urge to check
if she was all right nearly made him give in, but he stayed strong and remained
focused on his task. He expected to think about her when she was near. Would he
succumb to daydreaming when he was hunting Colters? If so, the distraction
could prove deadly. 


He gathered the clean clothes
for Dirk and returned. His friend was already in the shower. Not wanting to
barge in, he set the clothes on the bed. 


With his back to the closed
door, he telepathed his question to Dirk.
You ready to tell me what happened?


It took a second for Dirk to
respond. After I found the warehouse, the
Russian guard took my photo and was about to send it. I made sure he never made
another call.


The situation was already out
of control. The Feds must be close. No one could keep a human trafficking
scheme quiet for long. You see anything
inside the warehouse? Could they get lucky a second time?


Yeah.
That made taking the knife in the gut worthwhile. Found two girls.


Satisfaction and elation
spiked his blood. Was one Elena’s friend,
Cheryl?


No. 


The water in the bathroom
stopped, and he decided to wait until Dirk came out to finish the conversation
face-to-face. The man wasn’t always forthcoming with information and facial
clues helped.


The door opened. Dirk strode
over to the pile of clothes Clay left on the bed and pulled them on. The skin
around the knife wound was red, but the swelling would be gone within an hour.


“You tell the general?” Clay
asked.


Dirk threw on his T-shirt.
“Yes. In fact, he had me drop the girls off at his house.”


“Good.” The general’s wife
would know how to deal with them. She’d been the one to buy Elena’s new
clothes.


Once dressed, Dirk sat on the
bed, looking tired. “So, now what?”


Clay wasn’t sure if he was
referring to their handling of Elena or Hood’s operation. “Damned if I know.”


Before Dirk spoke with Elena,
Clay wanted to clear the air. “By the way, Elena showered with me right before
you arrived.” 


His friend stared at him.
“And you’re not nestled in her pussy? Why?”


“Jesus. She needs to rest.”
He lowered his voice. “She had sex with you yesterday.”


“Tell me how you two ended up
showering. If I recall, shoe shopping was never a turn on.”


He explained about the fight with
the two wolves in the mall parking lot. “Since I needed to wash off the blood,
I thought I’d take advantage of the situation.”


“You conveniently suggested
Elena help?”


“Yes, and she did. Then she
stated she didn’t want to have sex with me, so I didn’t push it.”


Dirk held up his index
finger. “When did you become such a woos?”


“A woos?” That hurt.


“Let me see.” Dirk scratched
his chin. “Between the two of us, who is the dominant one in the bedroom?”


“I’ll play along. Me.”


“And which one likes to tie a
woman up and spank her ass?”


He didn’t like the way this
conversation was headed. “Under normal circumstances if I see something I want,
I take it. But, Elena is different. She’s our mate.”


Dirk stood and moved close. Too close. “If you believe that then why did you reject
her?”


Dirk was close to crossing
the line of friendship. “I never rejected her.”


He stepped back. “Did you
touch her tits?”


“No.”


Waving a hand, Dirk dropped back
on the bed, crossed his ankles, and folded his hands behind his head. “What do
you think she’s telling herself right now?” He held up a palm. “You were in the
shower with a hot woman, make that a hot naked
woman, and you did nothing.”


“She said no sex.”


Dirk shook his head. “I don’t
know who you are. I agree it was too soon to actually have sex with her, but
you could have shown her you liked her.”


“You’re right. I fucked up.”


“You can say that again.”


He leaned against his
dresser. “I honestly thought she wasn’t ready for another man in her life.”


“Let her decide. Take her
out. Have a good time. I’m betting with a little encouragement, she’ll take the
initiative.”


His style wasn’t to let a
woman lead, but with her it could work. At least he wouldn’t feel guilty if she
asked him to make love to her. “I will.”


“Just make sure you don’t
waste the opportunity the next time you get her naked.”








 

Chapter Eight


Elena paced the living room.
It shouldn’t take Clay that long to dress. She decided to knock on his door to
see if something had happened. Her hand was in mid-air when she heard voices.
One sounded like Dirk’s, and she let out a breath, relieved he’d returned. 


Not wanting to disturb them,
she retreated to the living room and waited on the sofa. Now that Dirk was
home, it was going to be more difficult than ever to be in the same room with
both men. Clay said there were no secrets between them. A twinge of guilt
sliced through her for almost seducing him. 


Too bad.
Loving Dirk had not been wrong. Lusting after Clay? Now that might have been a
different matter.


She closed her eyes to
remember what it was like with each man. Her body reacted to them in different
ways. With Dirk, it was a safe relationship, one that could grow with each
passing month. Clay was the volatile one. She could almost see him being the
type to hold her hands in one of his. His need for her would be so great he’d
be unable to take his time. 


The door opened and both men
appeared looking refreshed. Her traitorous body lit up, and her nerves jumbled
in excitement.


She stood. “Did everything go
okay at the warehouse?” That was a safe topic.


Dirk smiled. “Yes. In fact,
when I snuck into the warehouse, I found two girls, both caged.”


Her breath lodged in her
throat and she made the sign of the cross. “Thank God, you found them. How are
they?”


He explained their condition
and how they were now taken care of. “Neither one was your friend, Cheryl.”


Her heart ached for her.
“There’s no way to find her?”


“We’re trying. We have two of
our best men on the case.”


Clay’s phone rang and her
heart jumped. 


“Demmers. Yeah. Maybe. When?
I’ll let you know. And thanks, Trax.”


She waited for him to tell
her. Perhaps Hood had slipped up. “Anything important?”


Clay walked over to the
fridge and grabbed a beer. “We’ve been invited to a party.”


A
party? “Why?” With all
that had gone down, she didn’t expect anyone to be in a festive mood, but then
again, only the three of them had been involved in the human trafficking
tragedy.


The more she thought about
it, the more the idea appealed to her. Not only would it give her a chance to
get out, but she’d learn who Clay and Dirk hung out
with. 


“It’s just a get together.”
Clay laughed and the tension rolled out of her. “Trax Field, and his brother,
Dante, are our Pack surveillance experts. They’re the
ones who saved the girl who approached you.”


“What was her name?”


“Liz Wharton.”


“Did Couch hurt her, too?”


They gave her a short version
of what went down. She suspected a lot more had happened but didn’t ask. Right
now, she really didn’t want to learn more about these terrible Colters.


“When is the party?” She
could use some post-holiday cheer. 


“Tomorrow night. You up for
it?”


“Sure.” She wouldn’t have the
killer outfit she’d like to wear, but Dirk seemed to like her no matter what
she wore.


#


The next day, Clay agreed to
drive her to the drugstore to pick up some makeup since he didn’t want her
driving herself. He explained how many werewolves had ordinary jobs, and she
wouldn’t know which teller or salesperson was one. So, the
less exposure the better. 


After he told her that, she
might never feel safe in Gulfside again. 


As she put on the finishing
touches to her eye makeup she’d purchased, a knock sounded on her bedroom door.



“Sugar, you ready?”


She hadn’t been that long. Apparently,
their idea of a few minutes to get ready didn’t match hers. “Coming.” 


In a way, she was pleased it
didn’t appear they’d ever lived with a woman before. She took one last look in
the mirror. Given someone else purchased her clothes, she looked pretty darn good.
If Clay hadn’t left the boxes in the parking lot, she would have had her heels
to wear. Oh, well. Sneakers with yoga pants went together. Her outfit just
wasn’t as fancy as she’d have liked.


She pulled open the door. 


Clay whistled. “You look
hot.”


Her whole body flushed.
“Thanks.”


“If you’re ready, we can go.”


Dirk was in the kitchen with
two six-packs of beer, one in each hand. He grinned and her heart sputtered.
She glanced between them and loved how well they got along for being two such
different men. 


The car was parked in the
garage. Since she didn’t have to go outside to leave the house, the men deemed
it safe. They’d assured her the windows were bulletproof, so she needn’t worry
about an attack. Their heavy tint helped, too.


“Is your life always this
violent?” That might not be the right word, but in the short time she’d been
there, Clay had already fought.


He was driving and he looked
over at her. “No. The Colters go through spurts of activity. Recently, however,
the violence has picked up. That probably means we’re getting close.”


She hoped so. “Not that I
don’t appreciate everything you’ve done for me, but do you think I could apply
for a passport? My grandmother is ill, and my parents moved to Costa Rica to be
with her.” They probably didn’t need to know all that information, but she
wanted them to understand the urgency. 


At some point, she’d have to
call home. She usually called at least every other week. Clay told her the
general had called her parents and explained about the abduction and that she
was safe. Elena was sure her mom needed to hear her voice.


He smiled. “Sure. We’ll take
care of it right away.”


That was easy. “And I’ll need
a driver’s license, too. I can’t get a passport without ID.” Those bastards had
stolen her purse.


“I’ll be happy to do what I
can.” Dirk was in the back and kept quiet, but Clay really seemed interested in
helping her. 


Within ten minutes, they
pulled down a back alley. Her body tensed. This place looked almost as bad as
the warehouse district. “Are you sure this is a good area for a party?”


“Sugar, trust me. The Fields
run a tight ship. There won’t be any trouble at their place tonight.”


Dirk leaned forward and
rubbed her shoulder. “Or ever. It’s tighter than Fort Knox.”


She leaned her head back
against the seat. “You mean I don’t have to be on my guard?”


Clay chuckled. “We want you
to let loose, baby.”


She couldn’t wait. 


Dirk helped her out. The hard
part was gaining entrance. The eye scan was cool, but that was only for the
owners. 


“Tell me their names again
besides Liz Wharton and Trax and Dante Field.”


“I’m not positive who all
will be here, but I’m betting Kurt Wendlick and his partner Drake Stanton were
invited. They both work for the Pack. Their mate is Chelsea Wilson.”


That made two ménage couples
attending. She was highly curious how the threesomes would interact. Jealousy
between the men seemed the biggest issue. Her mind still couldn’t cope with
what it would be like to have two men with her in bed—not that she had
any plans of finding out first hand. Liar.


When they arrived, the party
seemed to be in full swing. She leaned close to Clay who’d walked her upstairs.
“Wow. This place is awesome.” The brick walls, hardwood
floors, and granite countertops screamed money. 


“Elena.” The woman, Liz,
who’d approached her in front of her office rushed over to her. She clasped her
hand. “I’m so sorry about what happened. I never should have asked you to leave
your job.” 


“You offered me money to
leave something I hated.” She assumed Liz knew what had happened. “You weren’t
responsible for those men taking me. They targeted me and could just as easily
have abducted me after work.”


“I still feel guilty.”


She placed a hand on Liz’s
arm. “Don’t worry. In the end, it kind of worked out.” Even without spelling
out what had happened, her face grew hot. Both Clay and Dirk were speaking with
two other men. “Can I ask you a question?”


“Sure. Anything.”


This was harder than she
thought. “It’s kind of personal.”


Liz’s mouth gaped open then
quickly shut. “You want to know what it’s like being with two men.”


She hadn’t expected Liz to be
so open. “Yes.”


Her new friend guided her
over to the sofa. “Can I get you anything to drink?”


“I’m fine.”


Liz sat next to her. “I never
imagined dating two guys at once, let alone sleeping with one after the other.”


She did understand. “Me, either.”
Her mother’s wagging finger appeared in her mind’s eye. “What does your mother
think about you being with both men?”


Liz’s cheer dimmed. “She’s
not with us anymore.”


“I’m so sorry.” Elena never
was good with spouting platitudes about another person’s grief.


Suddenly, another girl
plopped down next to her on the couch and Liz brightened. “Elena, this is my
good friend, Chelsea Wilson.”


They shook hands. Clay had
mentioned Chelsea was the realtor who’d stumbled across a dead body. If that
wasn’t bad enough, she’d spotted the killer running away. Unfortunately, for
her, he decided she shouldn’t live.


Elena wanted to pick their
brains. “Can I ask you both something?” Her gaze snapped between the two.


Chelsea leaned in closer. “If
it’s about being with two amazingly hot men at once, go for it.”


“No.” She shook her head. “It’s
about how you handle being with men in such dangerous jobs.” 


Chelsea glanced at Liz then
back at her. “Did your men tell you about the poison bullets?”


“No.” It was quite clear she
didn’t know all that much about them. Between Liz and Chelsea, she got quite
the history lesson about werewolves. 


Chelsea was the chatterbox. “The
Pack needs to stop the Colters because they are so hard to kill. If the FBI or
the police ever got involved, a lot of human lives would be lost.”


“That makes me feel better.”
Both Clay and Dirk had been in near death skirmishes, yet an hour later, they hardly
had a scratch on them. It was only after the fact that Dirk told her about the
attack on the guard.


Clay sauntered over with a
deviled egg in his hand. “There you are. Come meet some of my cohorts.” 


Both of her new friends
stood. “We’ll introduce you to our men, too.” 


As she followed Liz, she
spotted the large diamond ring on her finger. “I see congratulations are in
order.” 


Liz grinned and wiggled her
hand. “Yeah. I got the best two, but you both have fine men, too.”


Elena wouldn’t trade hers for
anything. Hers? When had she started
thinking in terms of keeping them both?


Clay held out his hand and
when their fingers touched, a tremor raced through her. This man did something
to her at a molecular level. Clay introduced her to about ten more Pack
members, but she had a hard time remembering their names. All were muscular, well-groomed, and somewhere between twenty-five and
thirty-five.


She looked up at Clay. “Are
there any fat werewolves?” Mr. Couch only had a small pooch, but he was
significantly older.


“Plenty, but we train to keep
in good shape to fight the Colters.”


That made sense. Clay
introduced her to a few women who he said had shifter dads. More questions
bombarded her. “Can they shift, too?”


“Don’t worry. Only men can
shift. These women only have a very slight difference in their DNA from you.”


For the next two hours, she
stayed with either Dirk or Clay enjoying the Pack’s tales of heroism. She
suspected the more they drank, the more the tales became exaggerated.


Trax’s phone rang and he had
to hold a hand over his ear. Eventually, he stepped down the hallway. He
returned, made a beeline to the music system, and shut it down. 


“Dirk, Brandon, Sam, Drake,
and Kurt. We have a job to do.”


Her heart sank. The party had
been so much fun. She tugged on Clay’s arm. His jaw had tightened, and his
shoulders appeared stiffer than cement. 


“Do you know what’s going
on?”


She doubted he could know as
only Trax received the call, but perhaps this happened often. 


“No. Let me find out.”


At least he hadn’t been asked
to go. Perhaps Trax figured Clay needed to take care of her. The mood of the
partygoers turned dark as Trax gathered his team. 


Liz and Chelsea came up next
to her. “This sucks, huh?” Liz said.


She studied both women. “You
seem to be used to this sort of thing.”


Liz nodded. “Trax is one of
the group leaders, so he’s always getting the call. The general has his number
on speed dial.” She seemed more resigned than worried. 


Clay trotted back to her.
“Seems there’s been a tip about another human sale. The general gave the orders
to take them down.”


Both Liz’s and Chelsea’s
brows furrowed. Elena’s stomach churned at the horror they might uncover. “None
of the men can die, right?”


Chelsea placed a hand on her
shoulder. “Not unless the special bullet pierces their heart or enough poison
hits the bloodstream and they can’t get the antidote made in time.”


Clay drew her near. “Let’s
not scare my mate to death.” He kissed her forehead. “Dirk can handle himself,
as can the other men.” He glanced from Chelsea back to her. “Kurt offered his
beach house to us tonight.”


“A home on the beach sounds
wonderful.” The idea of being alone with Clay was appealing, but knowing her,
she’d be worried about Dirk the whole time. 


“It is.”


Had Clay asked Kurt if they
could stay there for her safety? “Am I in danger?”


“I hope not, but I don’t like
to take chances.” He wrapped an arm around her waist. Something seemed odd
about the offer, but questioning him would only elevate her anxiety. “Are we
going right now?” It was close to midnight.


“As soon as we stop back at
the house to pack a few things.”


She had no idea how far away
this house might be, but if it was on the west coast of Florida, the only
reason to leave now was because Clay knew more than he was saying.








 

Chapter Nine


Elena felt a little
embarrassed falling asleep in the car on the way to Kurt’s other home. 


“We’re here.” Clay cut the
engine and she stretched.


“Sorry, I wasn’t much of a
companion. Where are we?”


“It’s a small town called
Orangeburg. It’s about forty-five minutes south of Gulfside.”


She’d never heard of it. Clay
opened his door and she opened hers. The air was chillier here, but the salt
air smelled refreshing. 


He gathered their suitcases.
“Follow me.”


As soon as they neared the
door, lights clicked on. “That’s handy.”


“The place is rigged with all
sorts of cool stuff.”


When they entered, lamplight
lit the cozy living room. The pastels and soft fabrics gave it a lived-in feel,
yet from the carefully placed artwork, it appeared professionally decorated. 


“I like it.” 


“I do, too. Tomorrow, I’ll
give you the full tour. Let me show you to your room.”


Since she could barely keep
her eyes open, she was good with that. For a moment, she thought Clay might
suggest they share a room, but sleeping alone worked, too. It would give her
time to figure out what she wanted to do. 


He pushed a door open and
motioned for her to enter. As soon as she went in, the light from three soft
sconces cast a yellow glow over the room. The king-size bed only took up a
portion of the room. A two-seater sofa, two chairs, and a coffee table huddled
in the far corner.


“This is amazing.”


He chuckled. “Don’t get too
used to the luxury.”


Uh-oh. “I didn’t mean your place wasn’t nice.”
Yeesh. She
had a sleep-deprived brain.


“I know. I’m kidding.” He put
down both suitcases and rubbed both of her shoulders. 


When he leaned close, her
heart hammered. His lips parted and she thought he’d kiss her. All right, she
wanted him to kiss her.


“Are you going to be okay by
yourself in a strange place?”


The first night at their
house, she said she didn’t want to be alone, but instinctively understood Dirk
was the one for her. As much as there was a strong attraction between her and
Clay, at least on her part, she didn’t think it was reciprocated.


“I’m good.”


“I’ll be next door if you
need anything.”


“Thanks.”


He picked up his suitcase and
walked out. 


A small crack split her
heart. She squashed the debate in her head about whether to crawl into his bed
or not. The potential rejection seemed too great. Right now, it would be better
to have a good night’s sleep and see how things panned out tomorrow. Her goal,
too, was not to dwell on Dirk or if he was in danger.
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When Elena opened her eyes,
it took a moment to realize where she was. The heavenly scent of coffee snuck under
her door and forced her to get up. Quickly, she changed into a different pair
of yoga pants, and layered a short sleeve shirt under a thin sweater. The beach
might be cold this time of year. 


Pans banged and the rich
aroma of breakfast trailed down the hallway. It was easy to locate the kitchen.
When she passed through the living room and stepped into the kitchen, Clay was busy
scraping the pan with a rubber pancake turner and cursing. 


“Need help?”


He whipped around and the
tension in his face dissipated. “You cook?”


“My mother is Hispanic. I
think I had a pot and a wooden spoon in my hand when I was two.” She stepped
next to him. Only a hint of cologne reached her over the burnt eggs. “Did you
put any oil in the pan first?”


“Fuck.” He clamped his mouth
shut. “Sorry.”


“That’s okay. I might be
inexperienced in bed, but trust me, I’ve heard it all.” Too often Harvey Couch
would be in his office and would swear up a storm. Looking back, she realized
she should have quit months before.


“Do you think it’s edible?” He
lifted the pan. The pan was charred and the eggs dirty. 


“No.” 


“There aren’t any more eggs.
You want to eat out?”


“That sounds wonderful.” 


He dumped the ruined batch
down the sink and ran the disposal. 


At some point, she’d have to
find a job and start paying them back. It wasn’t their responsibility to
support her—mate or no mate.


“Let’s go.”


She thought they’d take the
car, but instead he led them down the drive and across the empty road to the
beach. 


“You know of a diner around
here?”


“Yup.”


The seagulls squawked and the
wind whipped so vigorously she had to hold her hair with one hand. But the
fresh air invigorated her. 


Clay clasped her free hand
and the gesture thrilled her. In silence, they walked along the shore, dancing
away from the water with each incoming wave. 


“Not many people out today,” she
said. The clouds had rolled in, but it was still nice.


“Orangeburg isn’t much of a
tourist town.” 


They’d walked no more than
fifty feet when Clay stopped. He pulled her back to his chest and pointed out
at the Gulf. “Look. Dolphins.”


As she searched the waves,
two fins popped up next to each other. “Cool. I wish I had my phone so I could
take a picture.”


“I have mine.” He stepped
back, turned it on, and even pressed the camera display for her. “Give it a
go.”


The few attempts caught the
beautiful animals after they’d already disappeared. “It’s hard to capture them
at the peak of the leap.”


“Let me. My reflexes are
faster.” He slipped the camera from her fingers. 


One more thing she didn’t
know about his kind. 


He snapped away and grinned.
“Got it.” 


After he swiped a finger over
the screen to enlarge the photo he moved close to show her the shot. The tail
of one was about eight inches above the water, but the other dolphin was half
in the air. 


“That’s fantastic.”


He rubbed the phone on his
chest as if to brag. Without saying a word, he held up the camera and shot a
picture of her. She immediately covered her face. 


“I look terrible. I don’t
have any makeup on.”


“I think you’re gorgeous.”


His words stunned her. She
was too fat, too short, and a host of other toos, but gorgeous wasn’t one of
them. He grabbed her hand and led her a few feet away from the water. 


“Sit down and let me shoot
you.”


She bit back her retort about
not seeing any weapon. “I’m not photogenic.”


He waved a hand. “I wish I
had a real camera. What I could do. Mmm.”


Images of her naked, spread
out on a bed, slammed into her. Bad girl.
Why did being around Clay bring out the worst in her? They were on a beach, and
because no one was around, she thought it safe to pose. 


She sat, leaned back on her
hands and stretched out her legs. Sand would find its way into every crevice,
but that would make the shower more divine.


“How’s this?” She dropped
back her head and closed her eyes to shield them from the glare.


The digital camera on the
phone clicked and clicked. “You’re amazing.”


Any good photographer would
try to make her feel at ease and it was working. After twenty seconds, she
decided to change poses. She sat up, grabbed her knees to her chest, and turned
her face away toward the sea.


“That’s perfect.” Clay got in
close, but his nearness didn’t make her tense. Quickly, she faced him and stuck
out her tongue. He grinned. “You’ll pay for that.”


“At least you can’t put it up
on Facebook for every Colter to see.”


“Damn. You’re right.” 


She held out her hand as he
pulled her to her feet. 


“I want to take pictures of
you.”


“Moi?
I’m not photogenic.” He kept his voice mockingly high. 


She punched him in the chest
and took the phone from him. He’d never go for stretching out in the sand, so
she shot him standing. When he didn’t object to her moving around, she decided
to see if he would be amenable to posing a different way. 


“I know it’s a little chilly,
but would you mind taking off your shirt? You could hook one thumb in your
waistband and hold the shirt over your shoulder like this.” She did the pose
for him.


He cocked a brow, but he did
as she asked. Once bare-chested, her breath caught. “Wow. You look hot.”


His abs tightened. “Really?”


He must know how good looking he was. “Well, now that you ask, I’m not sure.”
She held the camera in front of her, zoomed in to frame him correctly and
snapped away. She pictured them rolling in the sand and needing to wash
together. If that happened, she’d make sure to explore him more thoroughly.


Last night after the party,
she’d decided to give Clay a try. Ménages seemed to work for Liz and Chelsea.
Why not her? She’d already sinned once. What was once more?


“Would you mind getting on
the sand and clasping your hands behind your head?”


“You sure?”


She giggled. “Just do it.”


He dropped down, tossed his
shirt to the side, and placed his hands like she’d asked. Her heart sputtered. She
took one full-length shot then straddled his legs to frame his torso. 


“If you knelt, I bet you
could shoot my better side.” He turned his head as if to prove his point.


She stood directly over his crotch.
If she knelt, their two intimate anatomies would line up. Since they couldn’t
do anything on the beach in broad daylight, she thought teasing him might be
fun. “You’re right.”


On her knees, she leaned
close, aimed, and took a few more pictures. Her breath caught at his beauty.
When she bought a new cell phone and set up her computer she’d ask him to send
her the photos. 


He gripped her hips and
tugged. Their position turned more awkward when her knees gave way and her crotch
landed on his. Heat flew up her face, but she kept her poise and took another
shot.


“I think that’s enough for
today,” she said.


“You sure?”


“Yes.” 


Clay removed the phone from
her hand and placed it on top of his shirt. Even if she wanted to move, she
couldn’t. His grasp was too tight. He pulled her shoulders toward him and
kissed her. 


His long, deep groan surprised
her. The kiss was both tender and intense. His erection bulged right under her,
and caused something inside to ignite, forcing away all objections about being with
Dirk and Clay. Their claim of her being both their mates still hadn’t sunk in,
but his kiss helped convince her there was something right about being with
them.


“You drive me crazy.” He
moaned against her lips and lowered one hand to cup her breast. 


His other hand slid under her
shirt and rested in the middle of her back. His nails lengthened and dug into
her skin. 


“Clay!”


He jerked, lifted her, and
set her aside. “I’m sorry.” He jumped up and paced. When he turned around seconds
later, he was back to normal. 


“I didn’t mean to scare you.”


Had her vagina not been
vibrating and her heart racing a hundred miles an hour, she might have run, but
something about Clay was endearing.


“I actually wasn’t scared.”


“You weren’t?” His brows
rose.


“No. Dirk explained
everything to me. I’m actually flattered I cause such a strong reaction in
you.”


He pumped a fist and dimples
creased his cheeks. He bent over and retrieved his phone and shirt. He stuffed
the phone in his jeans’ pocket and drew on his shirt. “I think I promised you
breakfast.


At first, she thought he was
cool with everything, but clearly he was as rattled as she was. 


He led them to the water’s
edge. She removed her sneakers and though her toes were cold stepping in the
water, she loved the ebb and flow of the sea. They walked in silence, hand in
hand, enjoying the vista and each other. 


In about a mile, a small
strip of shops appeared. One was called The Seaside Cafe. Outside seating
looked inviting, but the wind had picked up, and dark clouds were rolling in. A
clap of thunder sounded in the distance.


“Mind if we eat inside?”


“Anything you wish.”


The glimmer in his eyes made
being with him easy. They ordered scrambled eggs from a limited menu at the
bar. The waitress pointed to a table in the corner of the cramped but cozy café
and told them she’d bring their breakfast to their table.


They wove around the tables,
half of which were occupied. They sat facing each other. 


She placed the paper napkin
on her lap. “So tell me what it was like growing up with such, how should I put
it, potential?”


He laughed. “In one
word—hard.”


“Why? Because you had to hide
your multiple talents?”


“In a way. I grew up in
Washington State where wildlife was plentiful. When I was about three, my dad
taught me how to explore my other side.”


“Didn’t that freak you out?”


He shrugged. “I don’t think I
knew any different. My dad could run and howl, so why not me?” 


That made sense. His life sounded
almost idyllic. “Were there others like you nearby?”


“Some. Dirk was my best
friend growing up. We tried to share our experience with our human friends, but
they just ran.”


“They rejected you?” Her hand
flattened on her chest.


He laughed. “You seem
surprised.”


“But you had a lot to offer.
Couldn’t they see how being friends with such a talented person would benefit
them?”


He shook his head. “When a
real wolf killed a young boy in town, my parents decided it was time to move.”


“Did someone blame you?” 


He swallowed and looked off. “Yes,
only it wasn’t me or anyone else like me. It was an honest-to-goodness wolf.”


The server came over and
placed their order in front of them. “Can I get you anything else?”


Clay smiled. “We’re good.” He
pointed his fork at her. “Let’s eat.”


Her stomach grumbled, but she
needed to digest what he’d told her. Being different would be hard especially
if you thought defending your kind might make things worse. When she finished
spreading most of the food around, she pushed her plate to the side. Her
appetite had waned after hearing his story.


“Where are you parents now?”
She hoped they were still alive. 


“In Wyoming. They bought a
large spread a few years back and took up ranching.”


She leaned close and whispered.
“Does your dad ever shift and herd the cattle himself?” 


His eyes widened. “I have no
idea, but it sounds like a great idea.”


“Did you move a lot?” There
might have been other incidents to prompt the family to change locations.


“Only every year.” He held up
a finger. “And before you ask, our family kind of adopted Dirk and his mom.
They came with us wherever we went.”


No wonder they kept no
secrets between them. A twinge of jealousy surfaced. Even if she decided to be
with both men, she’d never play a role as important as the one they’d played in
each other’s life. 


Clay slipped a hand over
hers. “Something wrong?”


“No. Just thinking.”


“Are you worried there isn’t
a place in our lives for you because Dirk and I are like brothers?”


Her jaw dropped. “You can
read minds.”


He threw back his head and
guffawed. Tears brimmed on his lashes. Her comment wasn’t that funny. 


He finally straightened. “Oh,
sugar, you have no idea about my many talents.”
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They didn’t linger because
the impending storm arrived. 


As soon as they stepped
inside the beach house, Elena held out her palms. “I really, really need to
shower. I have sand everywhere.” 


He lifted his arm. The
underside was coated in sand. “Me, too.” 


He held his breath hoping
she’d ask if they could shower together. Dirk’s words came back to him about
being his usual aggressive self and seeing if she stopped him. 


“You know we have a water
shortage in the state.” She’ll never fall for that line.


She laughed. “It’s raining
outside.”


That wasn’t a rejection. “True,
but not enough to replenish the aquifer.”


Maybe Clay shouldn’t have
snapped those photos of Elena, but if she decided she wanted nothing to do with
either of them, having her picture might help. Who was he kidding? Staring at
her photo when he couldn’t touch her would make him go crazy. His attraction to
her wasn’t because she was his mate. Elena was pure of heart, open to accept
others, and eager to learn.


She moved closer and his
balls turned to steel. “Are you suggesting we shower together?”


He mentally pumped his fist.
His normally calm body betrayed him once more with the sound of cracking bones.
“Yes.” 


Making love with Elena might
prevent his body from going haywire every time he was around her, but that
wasn’t why he desired her. He was falling in love with this resilient, kind
woman.


Her smile nearly did him in,
and thoughts of Kurt and Drake’s playroom surfaced. She’d freak if he brought
her into a room that had chains coming down from the ceiling and more toys than
any local sex shop.


“Clay?”


He had to stop daydreaming.
“Coming. Let’s use the shower in the room where I’m staying. It’s bigger.”


“I’m game.”


She’d basically handed him an
open invitation to make love with her, and he prayed he didn’t mess it up. 








 

Chapter Ten


Elena hoped she wasn’t making
a mistake, but when Clay was photographing her, she swore she saw not only
compassion in his eyes, but also a strong yearning ready to burst out of him.
He was a good man. Learning about his life growing up shed a new light on the
kind of obstacles he’d had to face. She admired a man who made something good
out of a bad situation.


“Right this way.” He opened
the bedroom door. 


While the room was smaller
than hers, it had a more comfortable feel, especially since the bed was on a
diagonal. She brushed against him and sand trickled down her arm. “Whoops.”
They hurried into the bathroom and she held her palm under the sandier of her
two arms. She halted. “Wow. This is nice.”


He clasped her hand and led
her into the shower stall. “We should undress in here so we don’t track sand
everywhere.”


“Good idea.” She liked he was
considerate about his friend’s house.


While Clay had already seen
her naked, she was still a little self-conscious about removing her clothes in
front of him. As if he could sense her unease, he turned to the side as he took
off his clothes. The more she got to know him, the more she found him
attractive. His appeal wasn’t just his good looks or that he’d saved her twice,
but his ability to moderate his hidden aggression and be gentle.


She tossed her clothes over
the rim of the shower and placed her sneakers outside the stall. There were two
showerheads, and once Clay’s clothes were safely out of the reach of the water,
she turned hers on. Instead of using his side of the shower, Clay stepped over
to her half.


“You’re a very dirty girl.
All this sand will be hard to get off.”


She faced him and let her
gaze drag down to his huge penis. Wow.
Little doubt remained about his interest or what they would be doing later.
Several objections over what she was ready to do came to mind, but she refused
to dwell on them. Clay Demmers was too good to turn down.


“I think you’re sandier than
me.” She brushed a clump from his shoulder.


He pulled her near, and his
demanding kiss made her melt against his body. She loved how the planes of his
chest pressed hard against her tits. When he threaded his fingers through her
windswept hair, she plastered her palms against his pecs
and returned his kiss with passion. Desperation clawed at her. This was no slow,
sweet seduction like when she’d made love with Dirk. Clay was forceful to a
point where even he seemed unable to stop the sexual train. 


Water pummeled his back. He
stepped away from the spray and rotated her around.


“I want to sample every inch
of your body.” He lowered his head and drew a nipple into his mouth.


Streaks of delight rushed
through her veins. The strong tug sent her core screaming for more. Unsure
where to place her hands, she kneaded his shoulders, enjoying how the muscles
bunched with every movement. When Clay pinched her other nipple, the pain
brought out a gasp, but instantly her inner walls clenched. Her stomach
fluttered when he rolled her nipple and joy sped into her veins.


He knelt in front of her and
looked up. “Spread your legs for me.”


She didn’t hesitate. Her
muscles tightened, waiting for the wonderful assault to begin. Every touch and
lick had her reeling, and she could only imagine what he would do next. 


Clay ran his tongue up her
inner thigh and the anticipation alone made her hot—bubbling in fact.
Fire streaked up her body, and he had yet to lick her most intimate region.
Clay looked up and straightened his shoulders. “I don’t want you to come until
I tell you.”


What kind of request was
that? Being so inexperienced, she had no idea how to stop the inevitable
climax. The timing was wrong for a discussion, but she didn’t want to get this
relationship off to a bad start. “Why?”


He grinned. “Trust me. When
you do climax, it will rock your world.”


He dipped his head before she
had a chance to figure out how to respond. His thumbs pressed against her inner
thighs as his tongue opened her lower lips. 


All words flew out of her
head as strong sparks of need grabbed her and made her dizzy. She clasped his
head and moaned. 


He stopped. “Put your hands
on your head and don’t move.”


Where were all of these
commands coming from? Her first instinct was to deny his request, but they
actually turned her on. How strange was that? The few men she’d chosen to date
weren’t dominant, but Clay’s aggression worked for her.


She planted her hands behind
her head while keeping her gaze on him. Once more, his tongue swiped a wide
path over her opening, and her belly coiled so tightly her thighs tensed. Then
he hit that super sensitive spot Dirk loved to play with. It might be called a
clit, but to her it was her instant lust button. Clay continuously flicked his
tongue over the tiny bud then slipped a finger into her wet hole. Her womb spasmed and she milked his fingers. 


He leaned back. “If you do
that when I make love to you, I’ll go off like a rocket.”


“That wouldn’t be good.”


If his head hadn’t been in
the way, she would have enjoyed watching his penis bob and expand as she
traveled her path to heaven. If he’d let her use her hands, she’d give as much
as she received. 


He stood. “I miss your tits
too much. Turn around and lean against the wall.”


Confusion clouded her brain,
but excitement made her do as he asked. She palmed the
wall, and Clay nestled his sex between her legs. When his penis bumped against
her clit, she drew her legs together. In a flash, he stepped back and slapped
her rear. It wasn’t real hard, but it was enough to sting. She jerked around
and puffed out her chest. “Why did you do that?”


He lowered his gaze and moved
in close. Her back pressed against the wall. “Because you moved.”


She didn’t know that wasn’t
allowed. “You touched my clit.”


He cupped her face and
grinned. “When we make love, there are no boundaries. I touch you wherever I
want, and if I give you permission, you can touch me wherever you want. Does
that seem fair?” His mere presence jumbled her thoughts.


“Yes.” Not really, but reason evaporated.


“Good.” He kissed her, but
this time their lips barely touched. “One more thing. If there is anything I do
that you don’t like, you can use a safe word.”


“You want to tie me up and
blindfold me?” She had a good friend, Janice, who loved BDSM and had regaled
her with a lot of stories. But that was for Janice—not her. 


“Not tonight.” He drew her
hands to his lips and kissed them. “Maybe not for a long time. Wearing a
blindfold and obeying is all about trust and love.” 


Love? Is that what this was?


“I don’t know if I’d like
that.” Heck, everything was too new for her to know anything for sure. 


“Do you trust me?” He sucked
one of her fingers into his mouth and wicked flames of desire lapped her
insides.


She didn’t have to think.
“Yes.”


“Good. I want you to be
comfortable with me and with who you are as a person.”


His words sounded warm, rich,
inviting. 


“Okay.”


“Your safe word will be brown.”


That was ridiculous. “Why brown?”


“Because you have the most
beautiful brown hair and deep chocolate eyes.”


Oh!
He fingered her locks
and his tenderness seeped into her.


“When you say that word, I’ll
think of you and give you my utmost respect.”


Her lips trembled upward.
“When you put it that way, I think brown
is a wonderful safe word.”


“Now that we have that
settled, let’s begin.” He clasped her hand and drew her out of the shower. 


“We aren’t finished washing.”


“We’re good enough. I can’t
wait.” 


He lifted her into his arms
and her heart hitched. “Whoa.”


He nodded to the towel rack.
“Grab one.”


Uncertain about his
intentions she did as he asked. No man had ever carried her and images of being
truly rescued surfaced again. He stepped into the bedroom, and instead of
placing her on the bed, he continued into the hallway.


“Where are we going?”


He stopped and set her down.
His gaze went through her but the fear she expected never materialized.


Clay placed a finger to her
lips. “I have rules. One is that you don’t talk unless I ask you a question. Is
that understood?”


“Yes.” 


He tapped her nose. “Yes, sir.”


Long ago, she’d learned to
obey. With anyone else she might have balked, but not with him. Having a safe
word went a long way to squelch her doubts. After her horrendous experience
with being caged, tremors should be cascading over her skin, but instead of
panicking, she wanted to forge ahead and share something wonderful with him. 


His gaze raked over her. “Perhaps
I should dry you before I show you the fun room.”


Fun
room? She wanted to
question him but remembered his rules. 


He lifted her arms above her
head. “Keep them there.” 


Water trickled down her arms
and across her belly. The hairs stood up and the rivulets tickled, but she
remained still.


He nudged open her thighs and
the intimacy escalated. Her pulse raced as he patted the area between her
thighs.


“I’m going to love pleasuring
you.” His phrase made it sound like they’d been transported to the eighteen
hundreds. She giggled. 


“Slave, is that funny?”


Her body tensed and her arms
ached. “Permission to speak, sir?”


He lowered her arms to her
side. “What’s wrong?”


Her throat closed. “Can you
please not call me slave?”


He drew the towel around her
waist and pulled her near. “Fuck. I’m sorry, sugar. I want this to be the best
experience for you. I got carried away and totally ignored what you’ve gone
through.” 


He leaned over and nibbled on
her neck. His tiny swirls traced patterns of joy with every swipe. 


“That’s okay.” He hadn’t
meant to be insensitive.


“No, it’s not. Your needs
must come first.”


She believed Dirk thought
that, but she was happy that Clay did, too. He dragged the towel from around
her waist and patted her tits dry then slowly rubbed her belly. Goose bumps
skittered up her arms from standing dripping wet on the cold tile.


He draped the towel around
her shoulders. “Change of plans. Come on.” He clasped her hand and led her into
her bedroom. “Let’s jump under the covers and snuggle.”


The sheets would dry
eventually. Maybe later he’d show her his fun room. Clay stepped over to the
bed and yanked down the comforter. He swept her into her arms and tossed her
into the bed.


When she bounced, she
grinned. As a little girl, she loved pillow fights. She picked one up and swung
it. Breaking the rules was going to be fun. “Come and get me.” 


He stalked toward her,
grabbed the second pillow, and pounded it. “You are so going down, Sanchez.”


Challenges brought out the
best in her. She swung and he ducked. The bed bounced and she lost her balance.
She landed on her knees, but this gave her a new vantage point. One swing and
she connected with his legs. Clay didn’t budge.


“All right. Time to pay.” He
dropped on top of her and tore the pillow from her fingers. After placing it
under her head, he straddled her. 


Her gaze lowered to his erection,
and her inner walls contracted. The need for him scared her. 


“Wait here,” he said.


Was he kidding? Her body was
ready to explode and he walked out? Okay, he ran out. Feet pounded on the
hallway floor. A door opened and shut. 


He returned within a minute
waving a velvet rope. “I can’t have you touching my cock. I’m so ready I’m
about to shift out of my skin if I don’t have you, but I want to take my time.”


While she’d had her hands
tied during her ordeal, nothing about this adventure reminded her of those
horrible people. She held out her wrists. 


He grinned. “You better watch
out, sugar, or I might insist we hole up here for a few months getting to know
each other real well.”


His blue eyes shimmered a
dark shade of yellow and every cell in her body lit up. Faster than she could
count to ten, he had her wrists secured and tied to the headboard. Elena tugged
to test the give. While the velvet didn’t hurt, it also didn’t stretch. 


Clay’s fangs protruded and
her belly coiled tight. Seeing his animal side emerge excited her. Her juices
flowed. 


“Close your eyes, sugar.”


Not having a blindfold made
following his request easier. His thumbs spread her legs wide, and he licked
her so fast and so hard, she clenched her hands to keep the climax at bay.
Several of her girlfriends had told her they’d never climaxed. To her, that
meant the men they’d slept with weren’t virile and as experienced as Clay or
Dirk.


A deep growl rumbled upward,
and she lifted her lids to watch him squirm. Bones cracked and he placed his
head on her belly. His breaths came out fast as if he struggled to keep
control.


Maybe this was why he had all
those rules and seemed eager for her to follow them. Her wonderings were cut
short when his hand slid up her belly and pinched her nipple. She squeaked out
a groan and tugged on her restraints. The restriction helped release her
building tension, but she yearned to touch him. The feel of his pliable skin
seemed to give her strength.


“Elena, Elena. I could drink
in your sweet honey for hours, but you make me weak.”


The sentiment thrilled her,
but she didn’t fully believe him. Using his elbows, he inched his way upward.
When his lips reached her breasts, he licked one of the tender tips then the
next. 


“You are perfect.”


That was what Dirk had said. To
her, she was more fat than fit. She swallowed her self-deprecation and bathed
in his words. Thoughts of love edged their way into her heart. Abandoning her breasts,
he licked his way up to her throat then to her mouth, demanding entrance. She
opened up and dueled with him. When his thumbs skimmed across her nipples, they
puckered and pebbled. She closed her eyes to go deeper into herself. His
seduction caused her stomach to tremble, her tits to yearn for his mouth, and
her arms ached to hold him.


He broke the kiss and pressed
the head of his penis against her opening. The scent of her sex perfumed the
air. She lifted her hips and spread her legs wide. Their union would complete
her. Tomorrow didn’t exist. Only today. 


“Please, Clay. Take me.”


Whether her speaking upset
him or not, she couldn’t tell, but his cock slid in partway and halted. At the
quick ache from his penis stretching her walls, her heart thudded against her
chest.


His head dropped to her neck,
and from the way his sharp teeth nearly punctured her skin, she sensed his
animalistic side had taken over. A few seconds later, the edge of his teeth
blunted and the trail of nips turned to kisses. His lips did wonderful things
to her skin and helped release the tension along her spine.


His fingers tightened. “I’m
really going to try to go slow, but I make no promises.” Clay’s words came out
metered.


She nodded and took deep
breaths to control her urge to buck upward. Desperate, she wiggled her hips
side to side.


“You’re asking for it,
sugar.”


Good. If she was going to go to hell, she
wanted to be on fire as she fell into oblivion. Clay lowered his hands and
grabbed her hips. He thrust into her with one push. Her lids popped open and
electric bolts blasted her. Her inner walls convulsed and fluttered around his
huge erection.


“I love your pussy.”


After that declaration, Clay
seemed to lose control. He pistoned into her. With
each thrust, heat built as if giving total control to another freed her. Even
the blood in her veins caught fire. Despite that he’d told her not to move, the
words no longer registered. She wrapped her legs around his waist and lifted
her hips, engaging in the carnal bliss with him.


He grunted. Her moans turned
louder as her climax threatened to unleash. She bit her lip to keep the final
orgasm at bay, but his hooded eyes had darkened, and if she watched him
explode, she would, too. She closed her eyes and stars burst behind her lids.


She was the weak one. “I
can’t last.” She breathed, panting.


“Come for me.”


Tears of joy balanced on her
lids at the monumental plea. Her insides involuntarily clamped down on his length,
and she let out a howl. His head lowered and as his hot semen blasted her, the
tsunami-like waves of carnal desire swamped her. Contractions rolled up and
down her body as her orgasm took hold. Her nipples tightened and her mouth
turned dry. She sucked in a life-sustaining breath.


His cry of pleasure died, and
the pulsing in his penis slowed, but he held her tightly, as if he never wanted
to let her go. The sense of safety she experienced in his arms brought her tremendous
relief. 


Clay rolled over onto his
back and brought her with him, his member still embedded within her. 


He patted her back. “That was
amazing, sugar. That was intense.”


No compliment could have
brought her more joy. “Thank you.”


He kissed her forehead.


“Do you think you can undo me
now?”


His jaw dropped. “Oh, shit.
I’m sorry. I got carried away.” 


With a few tugs, the bindings
released and she finally touched his skin. “I’m sorry I became skittish over
the whole slave stuff.”


“No worries. We have years to
desensitize you.”


She laughed. “Dirk used the
same phrase.”


He cocked open an eye.
“That’s because it’s true. Neither of us have much experience with virgins.”


“You did okay.”


“I’ll be better next time.
Promise.”


“Technically, I’m not a
virgin.”


He gnawed on her shoulder.
“Technically.”


His cell rang and he groaned.
“That’s Dirk.”


The ring had a different
sound. Her pulse raced. “You think he caught Hood?”


Clay lifted her off him and hopped
off the bed. “Let’s find out.” He picked up the phone and slid his finger
across the bottom of the screen. “Yo. Empty? Who? Is
Ramirez talking? Tomorrow morning. Bye.”


She learned very little out
of that conversation. “So?”


“When the team arrived at the
club, the manager had no problem allowing them full access to the back rooms
where you were held.”


Now the word empty made sense. “No one was there?”


“No, but on their way out,
they ran into Raymond Ramirez. He’s one of Hood’s right hand men.”


“Did he say anything?”


Clay sat on the bed and
leaned back on his elbows. “Shifters know that being arrested could destroy
their whole organization. Even though technically we’re shifters, too, Ramirez
didn’t want to accidently let out the truth.”


That seemed to be code for
not wanting to be tortured. “What did he do?”


“What most shifters are
taught to do. He swallowed a pill that killed him within minutes.”


She sank back onto the bed.
“We’re no closer than we were before Dirk and his team found him.”


He shook his head. “I’m
afraid not.”


The pieces began to fall into
place. “Am I correct in thinking you wanted to bring me here in case Dirk
stirred up the hornet’s nest, so to speak, and one of them escaped back to Hood?” She closed her eyes for a moment and inhaled. “You
thought Hood might believe I’m the cause for his problems because after you
guys bought me, all hell broke loose.”


“Basically.”


“Now what?”


“We keep looking for Mr. John
Hood.”








 

Chapter Eleven


As much as Elena loved
spending quality time with Clay in the wonderful house across the street from
the pristine Gulf of Mexico, she was still a prisoner. For four days, they took
walks along the shore, shopped, cooked, and made love. Memories grew, but if
she went out on her own, she feared one of Hood’s men would spot her.


She pulled the cookies out of
the oven and inhaled their rich scent. Clay trotted in from his run. 


“The place smells fantastic.
Can I have one?” 


He reached out to pick up a
hot chocolate chip cookie when she slapped his hand. “Not yet. They need to
cool.” 


He removed the pancake turner
from her fingers and placed it on the counter then pulled her close. “When we
get back home, I think someone needs her fanny spanked.”


She laughed and pushed him
away. He was sweaty and smelly. He’d been threatening to tie her up and slap
her butt, but every time he showed her Kurt and Drake’s playroom, Clay decided
she wasn’t ready. “You, mister, need a shower.”


After he kissed her cheek, he
jogged down the hall. Just as she dumped the dishes in the sink, Clay’s cell
rang. From the distinctive tone, it was Dirk. She answered it.


“Hey. I miss you.”


“Sweetheart, hearing your
voice makes me whole.” He sounded in good spirits.


“What’s up?”


“Are you ready to come home?”


She grabbed the counter to
steady herself. “More than you can know.” That sounded like she hadn’t enjoyed
Clay’s company. “That didn’t come out right. At first, it was great—”


He chuckled. “I get it. You
want your freedom.”


“Yeah.”


“We caught Hood’s two right
hand men and six of his henchmen.”


Her body sagged against the
island. “That’s wonderful.” Only without Hood in custody, she’d never really be
safe. “Any sign of Hood?”


“Not yet, but we’ll get him.”


They must have prevented the
men from swallowing those poison pills. “Clay’s in the shower. What should I
tell him?”


“To bring you home so we can
celebrate in style.”


Not only was the news
fantastic, but having both of the men to herself
stirred something inside her. “We’ll see you soon.”


“I hope Clay didn’t wear you
out.”


Heat raced up her face. “Di-irk.”


“Just stating a fact.”


“I’ll see you shortly.” Even
after she disconnected, her smile didn’t diminish.


After she washed, dried, and
put the pots and pans away faster than she’d ever cleaned before, she stuffed
the cookies in a baggie. As she rushed down the hallway to pack her bag, Clay
stepped out of his room. All he had on were jeans. 


No one deserved to look that
good.


“Dirk called,” she said as
she watched him run a towel over his head.


His hand stilled. “What did
he want?”


She told him the good news.
He dropped the towel and opened his arms. She raced to him. The kiss spoke of a
future, and his hands convinced her she never wanted to leave him. Although there’d
been some challenges these last few days, she’d seen the real Clay Demmers and
she loved him.


“Sugar, as much as I’d like
to make love with you for hours, I think Dirk would like to see you.”


She wanted that, too. “I
missed him.”


“I’m glad.”


She kissed him then scooted
out of his arms. Being ever hopeful, she’d kept her clothes neatly stacked
ready to go. In less than five minutes, she was ready. “Let me get the
cookies.”


Dirk had a sweet tooth, and
she’d enjoy feeding him one cookie after another.


Clay returned dressed with
his gear a minute later. “Say goodbye to Orangeburg.”


She glanced around once more,
and together they headed back to Gulfside.


Clay called Dirk on the drive
home, put the call on speaker, and asked for more details. In the raid, three
other girls had been recovered. They were spending a few days recuperating at
the general’s home before returning home. 


“Have Sam
and Brandon found out anything about Cheryl?” she asked Dirk.


“They’re getting close,
sweetheart. Don’t worry. They’ll find her.”


That wasn’t much of an
answer, but she appreciated they were devoting every day to the search. She
thanked God each night she’d been rescued by two such wonderful men. 


During the last part of the drive,
she brought up the subject of her freedom. “Do you think I could get a job and
be relatively safe?”


“I believe with the human
trafficking part basically shut down, you’ll be good.”


“You think I’ll be safe from
Hood?”


He glanced over at her.
“We’ll see. If you don’t go out at night or walk down dark alleys by yourself,
you should be okay.”


#


When they pulled in front of
his house, Dirk raced outside and picked her up. He spun her around. “Let’s get
you inside. I have plans for you.”


She leaned close. “You just
want me naked.”


He cocked a brow and glanced
over at Clay who was retrieving the suitcases from the back of his SUV. “What
have you done with my virgin mate?”


“He’s been keeping me busy.”
Hand in hand, she and Dirk climbed the steps and entered the house. The fresh
scent of pine permeated the air. “Someone’s been cleaning.”


“I wanted the place nice for
you.”


“Thanks.” She stood on her tiptoes
and kissed his cheek. 


Dirk drew her in his arms and
tenderly kissed her. “I’ve missed you so much.”


“You or your cock?” There.
She’d said that word out loud. It felt good. She was a new woman now. Free. These
last few days with Clay had emboldened her. She glanced to heaven and prayed
her grandmother wasn’t looking down at her. If she was,
she’d be screaming for the angels to whisk her away before the devil got his
hands on her.


“Both?”


She loved how it came out as
a question. 


“Let her rest, Dirk.”


Dirk ran a knuckle down her
cheek. “Has Clay been working you out too hard?”


“No. He’s being possessive.”


Dirk cupped her face and
kissed her. The moment their tongues touched, his claws half extended and his
bones cracked. He lowered his arms and stepped back. 


“Can you tell I need you?”


“Yes, but can you control
your wolf side?”


“I hope like hell I can. Lore
has it when a man meets his mate, once they’ve consummated the relationship,
these outbursts diminish.”


She smiled. “I’ve been gone,
so maybe the longing has increased.”


Dirk swept her off her feet
and carried her down the hallway. The refrigerator door banged shut and feet
pounded behind them. Dirk led her into his room and placed her on the bed. 


He didn’t turn around. “Get
the goods, Clay.”


Her gaze didn’t leave Dirk’s
face. Searching and chasing after the likes of Hood seemed to have taken a toll
on him. His unshaven face wasn’t a result of any transformation from human to
wolf. His eyes looked strained and his cheeks thinner. She’d have to cook him a
big meal tonight, and hoped with enough tender love, he’d begin to heal. 


She sat up, tossed off her
sneakers, and curled her feet under her. “Before Clay comes back, can I suck on
your cock?”


He burst out laughing.


Clay trotted in with not only
a rope, but a box and something else. “What’s so
funny?”


He faced Clay. “You really
lost control in that beach house didn’t you?”


He strode forward, velvet tie
in hand. “What makes you think that?” His blue eyes searched Dirk’s face.


“Our woman is too bold.”


Clay kicked off his boots,
shucked his shirt, and stepped out of his pants. “I say we rectify that.”


If both men hadn’t had grins
on their faces, she might have been scared. “Remember, I’m a vulnerable woman
who’s been through a lot.” If she pouted perhaps she’d get to be in charge.


Clay lifted her shirt and
tossed it on the floor while Dirk undid her jeans and tugged them off as if
they’d die if they had to wait another minute. In seconds, she was down to her
panties and bra. 


Clay crawled on the bed,
divinely naked. “This bra has to go.” He straddled her, his knees positioned
over her hips. With a quick snap, he undid the hook, but he used his teeth to
lower the straps over her shoulders.


“Hurry, Clay,” Dirk said.


Clay gave him the finger as Clay
licked the skin above the edge of her bra. Ripples of lust pricked her skin.


Using his teeth, Clay dragged
the cups over her tits. Dirk climbed on the bed on the other side after
discarding his clothes and threading the other strap over her arm. His mouth
caught the nipple in between his teeth and the double sensation stole her
breath. She dropped her head back as his textured tongue made love to her tit.


She lifted her hands to enjoy
their thick hair. Clay took her bra off, discarded it, and bound her wrists
with the soft velvet preventing her from touching them. Darn. Because he made a
figure eight pattern, the constraint was comfortable and afforded her some
movement. 


“The rules are the same.
Starting now, you will obey them.”


She liked when he took over,
but so far he’d been too strict with the no talking rule. However, over the
last few days, she’d found the more things she wasn’t allowed to do, the higher
her sexual experience. 


She nodded. At least he
hadn’t insisted on calling her slave. She wasn’t sure when she’d get over her
issue of being held captive, but with time, she’d adjust.


Dirk licked her nipple once
more then moved between her legs. 


“I’ve missed your pretty pink
pussy.” He tapped the apex of her thighs.


His dirty talk sent delicious
shivers up her spine, and being with her two men gave her such a wonderful
sense of belonging that she never wanted it to end. She wished she didn’t have
to leave them, but the idea of loving two men at the same time struck her as unnatural,
but perhaps they could change her mind. Her thoughts of impropriety disappeared
when Clay stretched out beside her, leaned over, and smiled. 


His thumb caressed her bottom
lip. “I could spend all day kissing you.”


If she’d been permitted to
speak, she would have asked him what day would be best. His lids lowered halfway,
and their breaths mingled seconds before their lips connected. His tongue
hovered above hers for a moment before he cupped her cheeks and dove in. Her
back arched and her arms jerked, forgetting she couldn’t touch him. Her
helplessness made her nipples pucker. 


His tongue sparred with hers.
He twisted around hers as if the more contact the better, then rimmed the edge
of her teeth and groaned. Her pulse soared as Clay scooted closer. He lowered
one hand and placed it on her breast. They both came up for air at the same
time.


“You are amazing,” he said.


She smiled. You’re amazing, too. And
wonderful.


Dirk groaned as if Clay’s
sweet talk was too much. He opened her lower lips and thumbed her clit, that
wonderful bundle of nerves that seemed to be the center of her delight. When
Dirk licked her moist opening then eased his tongue into her hole, her mind
blanked. Clay pinched a nipple and nabbed her bottom lip with his teeth. This
triple assault was too much. 


What had she been thinking
desiring four hands, two mouths, and two cocks? And how would she ever live
without this when it was over? 


Dirk leaned to the side and
plunged a finger into her. Chaos rained down and her body spasmed.
They’d been in bed no more than five minutes and yet she was already a
quivering mass of desire. This wasn’t good. 


She might not be able to
follow Clay’s rule of not climaxing. He slid lower, nipped one of her nipples
with his teeth and rolled the other one between his fingers. Electric shocks
radiated down the sides of her breasts. She fought to keep focused on his
actions, but she was derailed when Dirk pressed two more fingers into her and
swirled them around. He curled the tips and banged that sweet spot over and
over again. Her tight sheath squeezed them tight.


Dirk withdrew his fingers at
the same time Clay rolled to the side. He rubbed her belly. “We need to turn
you over.”


She failed to figure out
their plan. What they’d been doing had been divine. 


They must have communicated
silently because in unison they flipped her over and positioned her on her
elbows and knees. Clay untied the rope from the headboard but not from her
wrists. As much as she enjoyed Clay getting on top of her during sex, she
wondered what he had in mind this time. Two days ago, he’d slipped into her
from behind and she’d loved it.


A citrusy smell permeated the
air. She glanced behind her at Clay and pinched her brows. She knew what lube
was but didn’t know they had plans for her in that way. 


“It’s just something to ease the
way.” He placed a comforting hand on her rear. “I need to stretch you out
before I enjoy your delicious ass.” He smeared the cool goo on her back hole.
She clenched. He tapped her butt. “Don’t do that, sugar, or I’ll have to spank
you for real.”


She’d almost broke the
silence rule and said her safe word, but Clay leaned over and kissed each cheek
with such tenderness that her heart warmed. This man cared—a lot. All of
her attention was directed at Clay until Dirk moved in front of her and cupped
her breasts. He thumbed her slightly swollen nipples and the tension eased.


“You got the best tits in the
world.” Dirk pinched both and a hint of her own feral desire surfaced. A quick
contraction rippled through her.


Clay rubbed her tight muscled
ring with his thumb then slipped the tip in. It wasn’t painful at all, just
embarrassing.


“I love your ass. Last night
I dreamed of these cheeks squeezing my cock tight.”


His reasoning eluded her, but
she wanted to please him. With effort, she relaxed her muscles and his thumb
dipped in. 


“That a girl.”


Dirk moved closer so that his
cock was inches from her mouth. Her tongue yearned to lick him and draw the
throbbing head into her mouth. She debated breaking the rules but was unsure if
she could handle the consequences. 


Clay withdrew his thumb and
replaced it with two fingers. “Does this feel good, sugar?”


The first press pinched a
little, but as he swirled them around, her body accommodated them. “It’s
different, sir.”


“For now, I’ll be satisfied
with that answer.” The bed dipped behind her. “I need to get something more
permanent so Dirk can love you.”


Dirk grabbed his cock. She
glanced up and spotted his fangs. She touched his leg. “Sir? Your fangs.” Her
voice came out a whisper.


“Shit.” He closed his mouth
and looked away.


Clay moved to the other side
of the room. When he returned, paper crinkled. She turned her head to see what
he was doing, but Dirk’s palm stopped her. 


His lips touched the top of
her head. “Close your eyes. Let your imagination run wild.” He sounded more in
control. 


She liked the running wild
part. It reminded her of her youth and playing outside every day in the summer
where the birds sang and the ocean waves lapped the sand.


Something cold and hard
pressed against her rear. It was no cock. Her body stiffened and Clay hissed. A
hard smack slapped her ass, and she dropped to her haunches. Had Dirk not
clasped her shoulders at that moment, she would have sat up. “Brown!”








 

Chapter Twelve


Both men were at Elena’s side
at once. Clay hugged her and kissed her forehead. “Oh, sugar. Did that hurt too
much?”


Confusion swamped her. “No,
but you were angry, and I never want to disappoint you.”


Clay drew her to his chest.
“You could never disappoint us. This is my fault for not explaining things to
you more clearly.”


Dirk pulled her out of Clay’s
grasp. “Come to Uncle Dirk. I’ll take care of you and keep you safe. That
meanie only paddled you to make you relax your ass.”


He’d succeeded. “Can you guys
warn me next time?”


“Sure, sweetheart. How do you
feel now? Is your pussy throbbing?”


A tingling sensation pulsated
between her thighs. “Yes.”


With a finger, Dirk lifted
her chin. “We good?”


How could she have doubted
these wonderful men? “Yes. If I clench again, I give both of you permission to
spank me.” Their grins were the best present.


She assumed the position and
moved closer to Dirk’s cock than before in the hopes he’d ask her to suck on
it. 


“Sugar, I’m going to put a
small fake cock, called a plug, in your ass to stretch you out.”


She should be afraid but wasn’t.
Concentrating, she relaxed her butt cheeks. He smeared more goo on her hole and
placed this plug at her entrance. 


Probably to distract her,
Dirk pressed on the back of her head. “Suck on my cock.”


Finally. Leaning over opened her sphincter
muscle and allowed the plug to pop past the tight ring. It pinched a little,
but otherwise didn’t hurt. 


“You’re doing good, sugar.”
He rubbed her rear and twisted the plug to send it deeper. This wasn’t like a
cock in her vagina, but maybe only a real cock could send her soaring.


Dirk’s fingers squeezed her
head, and she lowered her lips to his dick. Because she was on her elbows, her
fingers reached his hard sac. One squeeze was all it took for Dirk’s grip to
tighten.


“Easy sweetheart. I want to
love your pussy.”


Knowing she’d be making love
with him, she kept her touch light. But when Clay twisted the plug and moved it
deeper, stretching her rear channel wide, her lips pressed harder on Dirk’s
cock. He jerked and grabbed her wrist.


“I won’t last.” His claws
extended. Okay, so he was telling the truth. “Clay, get that fucking plug in.
Hurry.”


When she smiled at the
intensity of his need, the suction broke. With renewed focus, she dipped her
head to take in more of him. Just as she developed a good rhythm of sucking on
him and rubbing her fingers up and down, Clay pressed the plug in all the way.
She thought her ass would explode. She stopped and lifted off Dirk’s cock but
kept her hold tight.


Clay tapped the plug and
electric bolts blasted her. “You doing okay, sugar?”


She needed a moment to form
the words. In those few seconds, moisture formed between her thighs and a contraction
made her stomach tighten. Arousal streaked through her. Oh, my. “Yes.”


“Good.”


Both Clay and Dirk placed
their hands on her and turned her around. Now her rear was facing Dirk. 


Clay rubbed her back. “Dirk
is going to fuck your pussy while you suck my cock.” He untied her wrists. “I
want you to have full access to him, but remember. Do not come until we tell
you or you might not like the consequence.”


If she came, then she’d be
satisfied, but they wouldn’t be. What could they do? The spanking had hurt
initially, but she could see its potential. Neither man had moved, apparently
expecting a response. “Okay.”


Clay waved his cock and her
mouth watered. Wanting to please him, she cupped his sac and dragged her tongue
up his pulsing length. His hands latched onto her shoulders and his fingers
worked their way toward her neck. When her tongue reached the tip of his cock,
she licked the pre-cum from the slit.


“You are a devil, woman.”


She liked how one lick could
excite him. She’d almost forgotten Dirk was behind her, but as soon as he
pinched her nipples, bliss swirled in her belly. 


He leaned over and ran a
tongue down her spine. “I am going to love you long and hard.”


His cock slipped between her
folds, and her juices allowed him to slide in. Her breath caught. Dear Lord.
He’d never fit, not with the plug in her ass. She tightened down on his cock
and Dirk dragged his hands from her tits to her ass.


He pinched her tight. “Don’t
move, sweetheart, or you won’t get any relief.”


His inner beast must be
winning the fight. She nodded and slowly lowered her lips over Clay, careful
not to set him off.


Dirk inched into her. His
cock expanded and stretched her to the point of tears, and the friction robbed
her of all sanity. She needed more. Dirk seemed to understand her body, as well,
because he nudged her legs wider apart and plowed in. The plug moved and hit
new nerves. Pure pleasure shot straight into her bloodstream. 


“Sugar?”


Her mind splintered as both
men took her, each touch pouring passion into her. Clay rubbed her shoulders
and neck. He hissed and groaned and his body swayed as if he was saying some
prayer, asking for strength. A low rumble bubbled up and his grip tightened. 


Dirk clasped her tits and
massaged them. “God, what you do to me.” As he rolled her nipples, her breasts
swelled. With one final push, his cock slammed into the end of her hot sheath.
Her body nearly exploded. 


He pulled out a bit and drove
right back in. Her world spun. Thoughts jumbled.


The faster he went the harder
she sucked on Clay’s cock until they were swaying and pumping and pounding. The
scent of sex mingled with the moans, groans, and grunts. For a moment, she
thought the heat would suffocate her. 


She lifted her head. “Clay!
Dirk!”


Dirk didn’t let up his
assault. She returned to sucking on Clay. Her body trembled as her muscles
convulsed. Their passion filled and heated her. She balanced on the edge of her
climax trying not to come, but the joy that surrounded her tested her resolve.


“Sugar, watch out.” 


A second
after he spoke, his hot cum seared her throat, and she had to swallow fast to
keep up with the flow.
He pulled out of her mouth, and she gulped in a deep breath. 


Dirk lifted his fingers to
her shoulders, placing them where Clay’s had been seconds before. He leaned
over her back. “You are mine. Come for me.”


The whispered closeness was
the push she needed. His fangs drove into her neck as his cock pounded into her
once more. The climax she’d kept at bay swept her higher and higher until she
finally burst. 


Dirk’s feral yell erupted,
and her scream matched his. She dropped her head. The bliss soaked her body.
His cock pulsed and throbbed as his hot semen slammed into her. His head landed
on her back, and he slid his hands around her waist.


“I love you, sweetheart.”


Those words were said in a
heated moment, but they settled deep within her, nonetheless, and she smiled. 


Love
you, too.


#


Both men insisted on fixing
her lunch. She was hungrier than ever. The sex wore her out. Even after an
hour, her body still pulsed. 


Dirk placed a tray of
lunchmeats on the table. “Got a present for you.”


Her hand slapped her chest.
“Really?”


He stuck his hand in his
pocket and pulled out a phone. “I’d planned to give it to you as soon as you
arrived, but you distracted me.” He handed it to her. “Is this your phone?”


“No. It’s a burn phone. It
can’t be traced. I thought you’d like to call your mom. You said you hadn’t
spoken with her in weeks.”


She jumped out of her seat
and threw her arms around his neck. “That’s the best present!”


He kissed her. “I’m glad you
like it. Lunch can wait if you want to call her now.” 


Costa Rica was an hour
earlier. Her mom would be preparing the meal for her dad and anyone else who
happened to stop over. “I’ll eat first. She might be busy.”


In truth, she needed time to
think what she wanted to say. Even if she explained how Hood could have traced
her phone and find her again, her mom might not understand why Elena hadn’t
called sooner.


Clay sat opposite her. “You
okay, sugar? Your face lost some of its color.”


“I want to call my mom, but I
know she’ll have a million questions I can’t answer.”


“Or don’t want to answer.”


That was closer to the truth.
“Yeah.”


Keeping the rest of her
thoughts to herself, she made a sandwich. As good as it tasted, she’d lost her
appetite. She pushed back her chair. “Will you excuse me?” She waved the phone.


Dirk placed a hand on her
hip. “Sure. Take all the time you need.”


She needed a fresh opinion to
help her sort through the events of the past few days. Of her friends, only one
was open to new sexual experiences. With phone in hand, she plopped onto the
bed and stretched out.


Guilt wove its way through
the euphoria. 


Her friend picked up.
“Hello?”


“Janice, it’s me, Elena.”


“Hey. How’s Costa Rica?”


“I never made it.” For the
next fifteen minutes, she detailed the abduction, the rescue, and then the
amazing sex, answering Janice’s gazillion questions. The only tiny detail Elena
didn’t disclose was the whole werewolf issue.


“I am so happy for you.”


“I’m happy, too, but what am
I going to tell Mom?” 


When Elena first moved to
Gulfside, she’d met Janice at church. Once her friend began dating Josh, she
stopped going, but she and Janice remained close. 


“Ah, I see the problem. You
could leave out the part about sleeping with two men.”


She dropped on her back and
slanted an arm over her eyes. “I think I’ve messed up.”


“Why?”


“Because what I did was
wrong.”


“Really? Did it feel wrong?
You said they love you.”


That didn’t make it any less
wrong. “Even if, say, in two years we decide to marry, don’t you think my mom
will notice two grooms?” Gaa.
This was worse than she’d realized. What had she been thinking? 


“You have a point.”


She was no help. “Listen. Can
I ask you a huge favor?”


“Anything.”


“Can I stay with you for a
few days until I find a place of my own?” Elena’s furniture was stored in a
storage unit. When Liz gave her the money, she decided to visit her parents for
a month. If her landlord hadn’t jacked up the rent by twenty-five percent, she
wouldn’t have needed to move. At the time, Liz’s five-thousand
dollars gave her the perfect opportunity to shove that apartment in the man’s
face.


“Sure, sweetie. You know you
can.”


She faced two dilemmas—how
to find a job, and how to tell the men she had to leave them.


“I’ll call you when I’ve
figured out the details.”


“Sure.”


She disconnected and inhaled
courage. She punched the number and waited for her mom to pick up. Elena
pictured her wiping her wet hands on her apron and scurrying around to find
where she’d placed the phone.


“Hello.”


“Momma, it’s me.” She stopped
breathing waiting for the explosion.


“Dear Lord in Heaven,
hallowed be thy name. Elena, darling, are you okay?”


“I’m fine. The men who are
keeping me safe wouldn’t let me call. It wasn’t safe.”


“Oh, baby. I wish I could see
you.”


“Me, too. The men who
abducted me stole my passport. I’m waiting for another one.”


In the background, water ran
and pots banged. “Who are the men keeping you safe? You aren’t staying in their
house, are you?”


She never lied to her mother.
“Yes, but I have my own room.”


“Hmm.”


That one word said it all.
She had sinned. “How’s Dad?”


“He’s good, but we’re worried
about you. Have you been going to church?”


If she told her how dangerous
it was to leave the house, her mom would worry even more. “Not yet, but I will.
Yesterday, the authorities caught most of the men responsible for my
abduction.” She didn’t have the heart to tell her the scope of the men’s
horrific deeds. “I’m going to stay with Janice until I find another job.”


“That’s nice.”


Her father’s voice sounded in
the background. She ran her nails across the microphone to simulate static.
“You’re breaking up, Mom. I’ll call you later.” 


She disconnected and inhaled
to calm her racing heart. This was terrible. She’d never be able to visit them.
The moment they questioned her about the men, she’d fold and they’d know she’d
disgraced them. As terrible as it was to disgrace her parents, how could she
live without these two men? 


There were no simple
solutions. Maybe time to herself would provide her with answers.


She dreaded telling Clay and
Dirk she had to leave them.








 


 

Chapter Thirteen


Dirk jumped up. “What do you
mean you want to leave us?” His hands fisted.


Clay strode next to him
presenting a united front. “Sugar, what’s going on?” At least Clay appeared
calm. He held out a hand as if he feared Dirk would attack her. 


I
want to strangle her.
Elena was his mate, the woman he loved.


“I can’t do it.”


Clay eased closer. “Come sit
with us and tell us what’s on your mind. I’m sure all of us can figure out a
solution.”


She drew in her bottom lip
and Dirk’s cock hardened. Fucking body. After the incredibly amazing sex, he
should be less susceptible to shifting. Where Elena was concerned, he wasn’t
sure he’d ever be immune.


Clay led her over to the
chair. Dirk sat on the sofa across from her and shot Clay a death stare. Sit next to me and don’t antagonize her,
asshole.


Maybe he had reacted rather
strongly, but Christ. An hour ago, all three of them were soaring high above
the earth. 


“I spoke with my mom and told
her what happened.”


Let
me. Dirk was fine with
Clay doing the talking. If he spoke, he’d just mess it up.


“Your mom was happy you were
safe, right?”


“Yes, but if I stay with you
two, maybe someday we’ll permanently want to be together and how would I
explain to my Catholic mother I want to be with two men?”


Dirk’s gut nearly exploded. We can’t compete with a mother’s love.


We’ll
see about that.


“Why don’t you take some time
to think this through, sugar? I bet, in a few days, we’ll be able to figure
something out.”


She knitted her fingers
together as tears streamed down her face. The urge to cuddle her and soothe all
her aches blasted him, but she wasn’t ready. He should have seen that. They’d
rushed her. Damn. They were idiots.


She wiped the tears with the
back of her hand. “Will you drive me to my storage unit?”


“Sure,” Clay said with
amazing calm. “What do you need?”


She glanced to the side. “My computer
and some clothes. My friend, Janice, said I could stay at her house until I
find another apartment.” She glanced up but didn’t make eye contact with him.
“Okay?”


Clay stood. “We’ll do
whatever you want.”


Hood
is still out there. Dirk
would go ballistic if anyone harmed her.


We’ll
see he doesn’t make trouble.


“Can we go, now?”


At her anxiety, Dirk’s heart
broke. She seemed torn between wanting to stay with them and doing what she
thought was the right thing. The old adage, “blood is thicker than water,” was never
more true case.


Dirk got up. “I’ll drive.”


Elena drew in half her bottom
lip, and his fangs nearly poked out.


“Do you have a suitcase I can
put my clothes in?”


Clay stepped toward the
hallway. “I have one.”


As she waited for Clay to
return, Dirk’s tongue wouldn’t work. He sucked at saying the right thing. “You
want something to drink? Water, maybe?”


“No, thank you.”


Where had his wonderful Elena
gone? There had to be something he could do. He didn’t have the chance to
ponder his options before Clay returned with a suitcase and handed it to her. 


She stood. “Give me a sec.”


When she closed her bedroom
door, rage raced through his veins. He charged up to Clay. “We’re just going to
let her go?”


“For now. She needs time to
process what happened. You know as well as I do we can’t force our mate to
accept us.”


That was true, but it didn’t
mean he had to like it.


#


This was terrible. Elena
almost vomited. She wanted to be with her men, but being in a
ménage was considered a mortal sin or, at least, a venial sin. Right now, her
brain was too scrambled to think straight. Clay was right. A few days without
them around might help her figure out the best plan. 


It didn’t take long to gather
her things. She drew in a deep breath and walked out, not even taking one last
look at the nicest bedroom she’d ever had. 


“I’m ready.”


Clay took her suitcase, and
she followed them to the garage. Dirk slid into the driver’s seat and Clay sat in
back. She chose to sit in front, partly because Dirk’s jaw hadn’t unclenched
since she told them she needed to leave. His father had abandoned him, and his
mom, and now, she was doing the same thing. But she wasn’t ready to stay. 


“The storage unit is on
Houston and Humphrey Street.”


Dirk’s jaw tightened even
more. Great. 


Within ten minutes, they were
parked in front of her storage unit. Both men got out, but only Dirk escorted
her to the locker. Clay stayed by the car, as if he sensed someone was near.
Goose bumps tripped up her arm.


She leaned close to Dirk.
“Does he think someone’s here?” Clay’s hands might have been down by his side,
but his stiff shoulders didn’t bode well for them being alone.


“Don’t worry. Just hurry.”


She punched in the number and
let Dirk open the garage bay. The box of her clothes she needed, as well as a
bin of her shoes sat just inside the doorway. “The computer’s
over there.” 


The final box contained her
bank records, birth certificate, her social security card, and other important
documents. She grabbed it.


Once they loaded what she
wanted in the back of the car, Dirk jogged over to join them. She scanned the
area but didn’t spot anyone who looked evil.


“Where does your friend
live?” Dirk asked.


“It’s not far.” She gave him
directions. 


Before they arrived at the
house, her cell rang. At first, she wasn’t even aware it was her phone. After
that skinny, tattooed jerk had stolen hers, she’d been without one. Then she
remembered she’d given Janice the burn phone number.


“What’s up?”


“I’m so sorry, but I’m
meeting a client for dinner. I won’t be home until late.”


Although Elena was disappointed
she wouldn’t have someone to talk to, she was glad Janice offered her a place
to stay. “No biggie. Have a good time.”


“Ugh. This one won’t be fun.
It’s about a child custody case. There’s a pizza in the fridge you can have.
You remember where the spare key is?”


“Sure do. If a little birdie
didn’t fly away with it.”


“I’ll be home by ten at the
latest.”


“Thanks for everything.” She
pressed the End button.


Dirk glanced over at her.
“Problem?”


“Not really. Janice won’t be
home until late.” She planned to ask her friend to drop her off at the
long-term parking lot, but now she’d have to ask the men. “Could you drop me
off at Lindon and Main so I can pick up my car?”


“Sure, but you aren’t getting
rid of us that easily. We’re going to help you with these boxes.”


The computer was heavy, and
she would need one of them to carry it in. “I appreciate it.”


They arrived at the garage.
Fortunately, she’d stashed the parking ticket in her box of important items.
Once she gave them the stub, they turned over the keys. She’d already paid for
the one-month service. They were supposed to start her car weekly, and she
hoped they had. When she slid in and the car turned over right away, she blew
out a breath, glad one thing had gone right today. 


Dirk had directions to
Janice’s house in case they became separated. As she drove, she frequently
glanced in her mirror to make sure no car slipped between her and Dirk’s car.
This was the first time she’d been outside and alone, and a creepy feeling
crawled up her spine. 


“Nothing can happen.” Even
saying the words out loud didn’t bring comfort. Being away from her men was
going to be harder than she thought.


Once they arrived at Janice’s
house, she parked next to the garage. Dirk stopped next to her and cut the
engine. She hoped they weren’t planning to stay any longer than it took to help
her unpack. The purpose of leaving their house was to allow her time to think
things through without their distracting presence.


You’re
going to miss them.


Terribly.


Dirk retrieved her computer,
and Clay picked up both boxes of clothing as she grabbed her suitcase and
personal items. “Just put the stuff on the porch while I get the key.”


Oak trees shaded both the
front and backyard, providing privacy. Janice had taped a plastic holder
underneath the bird feeder. Elena slid her hand along the rim, and once she
located the sleeve, pulled out the key. She trotted up the porch steps as Clay
stood motionless and Dirk scanned the neighborhood.


“Everything okay? You sense
any Colters?” She wanted this nightmare to be over.


They both faced her. “All
good.” Only Clay smiled.


She exhaled and put the key
in the lock. The one-and-a-half-story house had a compact living room with a
dining room at one end and an enclosed kitchen on the west side. On the east side
were two bedrooms and two baths. Upstairs contained a cute office that led out
to a second story deck above the garage. In the past when she’d visited Janice,
they’d often sat up on the roof deck and shared a glass of wine. What she
wouldn’t give for that peace again. 


“The spare bedroom is through
here. Just put the stuff anywhere.” Then,
please leave so you don’t have to see me cry.


Once the men put her things
in the bedroom, she walked them to the front door and faced them, her pulse
racing. “No words can describe what it’s been like having both of you in my
life. Not only did you risk your lives sav—“


“Say no more, sugar.” Clay
polished his knuckles on his shirt and grinned. “We’re heroes. We know it.”


That almost made her laugh.


Dirk didn’t fake his
reaction. “Sweetheart.” He moved closer. 


She palmed his chest.
“Please, don’t. If you kiss me goodbye, we’ll all end up in bed.”


Dirk halted. “Would that be
so bad?”


No. “Yes. I need time. Promise me you won’t
visit until I call.”


He winced and his hands
clenched. “We’ll respect your wishes.”


The pain racing across his
face cut her deep. “Thanks.” She averted her gaze. Her stomach hurt, and she
fought back the tears.


Clay must have sensed her
despair and pulled open the front door. “Dirk. Come on. Let’s leave the lady
alone.”


Lady?
Not our mate? Her
insides almost bled. 


As soon as they left, she
rushed to the window. Once they were out of sight, the sobs came. She grabbed
her stomach and sat on the sofa. Even the silence in the house seemed to mock
her. What had she done?


#


Clay slapped the dashboard.
“I don’t like it.”


Dirk glanced over at him as he turned right onto Jackson Street. “Like I do?”


“I meant, I don’t like
leaving her there alone. You sensed
the shifter when we were at the storage unit.”


“A lot of workers are
shifters. Doesn’t mean he’s a Colter or associated with Hood.”


Maybe he was overreacting and
looking for an excuse to go back and kidnap her for real. “True.” He pulled out
his phone. “I’m calling Trax to see if any of the men have a beat on Hood.”


With Hood at large, there was
no telling if he held a grudge against her or not. The man they’d captured
mentioned Hood knew that he and Dirk had been undercover. That made things
worse.


“Call the general. Maybe some
of the men are spilling their guts, looking for a deal.”


“I doubt that. Since when
have you known the general to cut any deals?”


“They don’t know that.”


“Harvey Couch’s death
crippled their organization. If Hood goes down, the Colters will feel real
pain. No one’s going to say anything.”


“I hope you’re wrong.”


“Me, too.”


#


Elena put away her few
belongings and then spent at least four hours searching not only for a possible
apartment, but for job openings. Her skills were
limited. If her family had money while she was growing up, she would have gone
to college. Law had always fascinated her, which might be why she enjoyed
Janice so much. Several companies were advertising for paralegals, but even if
she had the money now, it would take a long time to earn a certification.


She dropped her head in her hands.
Here she thought being locked in a cage was bad. She swore the pain in her
heart now was worse. Torn between her family beliefs and what she wanted was a
no win situation. 


Maybe some food and a glass
of wine would give her clarity. The jetted tub in Janice’s master bath would
soothe a lot of aches, but she wanted to ask permission first. After two slices
of pizza and a glass of wine, she dropped onto the sofa and clicked on the
television. 


Even though one of her
favorite shows was on, she couldn’t concentrate. She loved both Clay and Dirk.
They both wanted her and she wanted them. She should call them back and say she
wanted to be with them. But first, she needed to tell her mom.


She clicked off the tube and
dialed. Her pulse soared and her pits sweated. The phone rang forever before her
mom picked up. 


“Hello?”


“It’s me again, Momma.”


“Elena. Something wrong?”


“No.” She rolled the bottom
of her shirt into a wad. “I have a confession to make, and I pray you will
forgive me.” With her free hand, she made the sign of the cross.


“Tell me.” Those two words
were fraught with censure.


Here
goes. “I fell in love
with the men who saved me.”


Silence met her. “Did you
have sex?”


She would focus on the sex
part and not on the fact she fell in love with two men. Lying would not help.
“Yes. With both men.”


“Lord in heaven, forgive your
soul. Why, Elena, why?” The strangled cry that followed tore out her heart.
Damning her soul was one thing, but crushing her mother was another.


“Maybe I’m weak. Or maybe I
believed this is the right thing for me. I’m happy, Momma, for the first time
in my life.”


“Do they love you?”


“Yes. Very much.”


“God would not approve. Two
men? What were you thinking? This can’t end well.”


She swiped the tears from her
cheek. “In Gulfside, many women are with two men.” Perhaps she exaggerated, but
she had nothing else to offer.


“I’m disappointed in you. I
brought you up better.”


Being disappointed was better
than being destroyed or suicidal. “I know, Momma. I’m sorry.” 


Lights flashed across the
living room window. She tensed then returned her attention to the conversation.



“I’m not sure you should come
home for a while,” her mother said.


Her comment hurt, but the
fact she wasn’t screaming helped. “I know. I know.” A second set of lights swept
the other way a few seconds later. Perhaps they reached the end and turned
around.


A car door sounded. The front
porch light glowed. Janice had installed lights around the bird feeder, too.
Who knew those critters needed to see to find water? She stepped to the window
but stood to the side so the driver couldn’t spot her.


At first she thought Dirk or
Clay had come back to beg her to return, but they would have parked in the
drive. She peeked out. Darkness shrouded the two people, but there was enough
moonlight to tell it was two men. Neither was Dirk or Clay. Her heart raced. 


“Momma. I have to go. I think
those bad men might have come back.” She disconnected, not waiting for her
mother to answer. 


This
can’t be happening. Dear
sweet Jesus, they were coming up the path.


Run!


Call
9-1-1. He fingers
fumbled with the numbers. There wasn’t time. 


Hide!


Horror gripped her,
splintering her thought process. She spun and ran. The kitchen had cabinets
under the island but they’d be stacked with pots. She dashed down the hall and
up the stairs. 


Glass shattered. Shit.


She blessed herself as she
reached the top of the stairs. Searching the office for somewhere to hide, she
discarded one place after another. They’d find her in a closet or under a bed.
She glanced upward at the attic door. Perfect.
She tugged on the rope and a ladder unfolded. While she’d never been in
Janice’s attic, she bet all it contained was insulation and beams. If she
stepped on the floor, she’d tumble through the ceiling.


Leaving it open to mislead
them, she rushed out the door to the deck above the garage. Voices sounded
downstairs. This time they wouldn’t toss her in a crate. They’d kill her.








 

Chapter Fourteen


Trax’s number flashed on
Clay’s cell. He answered immediately. “What do you have?”


“One of the men talked. Seems
Hood blames you two for the organization’s downfall.”


That didn’t surprise him or
bother him much, except Trax’s tone reflected too much tension. “What aren’t
you saying?”


“They might go after Elena.”


“Fuck.” He didn’t need any
more information and disconnected. “Dirk!”


His friend rushed out of the
bedroom. “What?”


“Elena might be in trouble.” 


From under the kitchen
counter, Clay withdrew his gun. Dirk kept his in the car. Clay sprinted to the
garage and Dirk followed. It might have been after rush hour, but too many cars
were still on the road. 


“Can’t you go faster?” Clay
asked.


Dirk shot him a lethal glare.
“Fuck you.” 


A faster way had to exist. He
searched his phone. “Turn right on Henderson. We’ll cut through the housing
development.” His gut churned and his bones ached. Shifting now would fuck
things up.


He tapped his foot on the
floor. Dirk leaned forward with a tight grip on the wheel. After negotiating
more turns than a maze, he reached Janice’s street. In case Hood’s men had
cornered her or worse, captured her, letting them know they’d arrived could be
devastating. “Stop here.”


Dirk slammed on the brakes
and barely jerked the key from the ignition before Clay was out the door. You head around back. I’ll take the front.
Fuck. The window’s broken.


Change of plans?


He sensed two Colters. He had
no idea if they had her. No.


Dirk raced to the back while
he attacked from the front.


#


Out in the open, there was no
place to hide. 


Please God,
guide me.


Elena searched for a way down
from the deck. The seconds ticked by. She gauged she had less than fifteen
seconds before they burst through the door. Blockading the entrance with the
lightweight furniture wouldn’t be a good use of her time. She had to get to the
ground and run.


A tree limb hovered close to
the roof, but even if she succeeded in grasping the tree, she’d only be able to
dangle. That would be no better than jumping from the deck. 


She leaned over to judge the
distance to the ground. Ten feet was a long way down. Then she saw it. A
gutter. It didn’t look very sturdy, but her options were slim. 


She dashed to the lattice
fencing that rimmed the deck and swung over one leg. Stepping on the gutter,
she bounced once to test if it would hold. It bent and creaked but didn’t come
off. She swung her other leg over and prayed she had the courage to slide down
the drainpipe.


The door onto the deck banged
open, and her heart nearly stopped. It was now or never. She clasped onto the
pipe and straddled it. Her arms strained and her grunts came out too loud.


“Let go!” 


Her brain fried. The whisper
sounded like Dirk’s voice. She glanced to the ground, and there he stood like a
mirage.


“I’ll catch you. Hurry.”


Sweat slickened her palms and
her fingers slipped. The pipe creaked. 


Lord
have mercy.
She pushed off, pinwheeling her arms and legs. Her
heart slammed into her throat. Dirk caught her. With her in his arms, he raced
to the front of the house. Her pulse refused to slow.


Gunshots sounded inside. He
set her down and handed her a key. “Go to the car and hide. I need to help
Clay.” He pointed toward the end of the street. 


With the evil men inside,
she’d be safe as long as her two men took down those bastards. Her rubbery legs
barely held, but she drew on every ounce of strength and ran. Tears choked her.
When she neared the vehicle, she pressed every button until the lights flashed,
and she heard the doors unlock. In case Hood’s men injured both of her men, she
slid into the driver’s side and started the ignition. It wasn’t about hiding.
It was about escaping. 


She tapped the steering wheel
and jiggled the handle of the gearshift making certain she could take off the
moment her men exited the house. If only she hadn’t dropped her phone help
could be here in minutes. Stupid Colters.


The dashboard clock read 8:46
P.M. Uh-oh. What if Hood’s men called
for backup? Sitting here might not be smart, but leaving the scene with Clay
and Dirk inside was dumber. Or was it? Indecision strangled her.


A small part of her wanted to
rush up to the house and look in the window. The smart half told her to stay
put. Now it was 8:49 P.M. How long did it take to shoot two men or wrestle them
to the ground? In the television shows, the good guys won in seconds. A few
punches and the bad guys went down.


What if the two Colters got
the drop on Clay and Dirk? Don’t think
about it.


Keeping an eye on the front
door, she prayed. Hail Mary full of
grace, the Lord is with thee. As she said her prayer, her jumbled nerves
untangled.


Before she finished, the
front door banged open, and Clay and Dirk dragged out both men. Tears of joy
streamed down her face. The bad men were cuffed, but she feared they’d shift
and run away. Dirk shoved the man forward. Only then did the man’s bloodstained
chest become visible. Halfway to the intruder’s car, the first man dropped to
his knees. 


Screeching tires made her
duck. Her heart pounded. She anticipated gunfire, but nothing happened. Seconds
passed. She chanced looking. Trax, Drake, and Kurt piled out of the vehicle,
and she slumped against her seat. 


Dirk and Clay let the new
arrivals take charge. Darkening skies prevented her from seeing if her men were
injured. Only a shot to the heart would kill them. Even if they were wounded
elsewhere, they’d heal. 


She slid across to the other
side and Dirk climbed in. He cupped her face. “Are you okay?”


“Me? You’re the one who
tangled with those men.”


“We’re good.”


She looked behind her.
“Where’s Clay?”


“Getting your stuff.”


“I guess I can’t stay here
with a broken window.” Not that she wanted to. More of Hood’s men could come.
“I need to call Janice.” Perhaps the Pack would help pay to replace the damage.


He handed her his phone.
“Call her. We asked Kurt to contact someone to board up the window. We’ll get
it repaired tomorrow.”


Janice shouldn’t stay here,
either. Those few hours of reflection were all it took to convince her she was
miserable without her men. Her mom would come around eventually, though their
relationship might never be the same.


She dialed Janice, but it
went to voicemail. She gave her the condensed version of what happened,
including the broken window. “Do you think you could stay somewhere else tonight?”
This really sucked. “The window will be repaired tomorrow. I owe you big time.
Hugs.” She disconnected and handed Dirk the phone.


Clay came out with her
suitcase and one box under his arm. She pushed open the car door. “I’ll help
with the rest.”


Dirk stayed her with a hand.
“I’ll help. You’ve been through enough.” His smile wavered as he scooted out.


Dirk returned and handed her
the burn phone. “Seems you dropped this.”


“I was distracted.”


Dirk smiled and took off.


Clay sat in the back and
clasped her shoulder. “Have you given any thought to what you want to do?”


“Yes. I called my mom.”


“And?”


“I told her the truth. It
didn’t go well, but it could have been worse.”


Dirk glanced over at her.
“What are you going to do?”


She managed a smile. “I want
to be with both of you.”


The drive home took forever,
or so it seemed. No sooner had they stepped inside the living room, when Clay’s phone rang. Her shoulders slumped. Living on
this roller coaster sucked. 


He mouthed it was the
general. While he listened, she dragged herself to the sofa and collapsed. 


Clay faced her and winked.
“Thanks for letting us know.” He gave her a thumbs up,
and adrenaline shot through her system.


He disconnected. “Dirk, get
some champagne.”


“What?” She wiped her sweaty
palms on her legs.


“Brandon, Sam and a few other
members of the pack captured Hood.”


Her heart rate spiked. “Yes!”



She jumped up, running straight
into Clay’s open arms. He picked her up and spun her around. 


“I say we have a lot to
celebrate.”


“Amen,” she said. “After we
share a drink, I really need a shower.” She scrunched up her nose. “Actually,
both of you kind of smell of blood and could use one, too.” 


Dirk popped the cork on the
champagne and poured three glasses. He held up a glass. “To rescuing our virgin
mate.”


The three of them tapped
their glasses. “Again.” Clay smiled.


“For the record, I’m not a
virgin.”


Dirk swiveled his head and
drew his gaze up and down her body. “Show me.”


She laughed. “You two are
bad.”


Clay’s mouth opened. “What? Werewolves are a distrusting breed.”


In one gulp, she polished off
the glass of bubbly. “You ready to shower with me?” Her gaze bounced between
them.


Neither man finished his
champagne, but both set their glasses down. Clay lifted her into a fireman’s
hold. 


“Hey, what is this?” Head rush extraordinaire! She lightly
pounded on his back. “Put me down.”


“We’re animals, remember?”


A few seconds later, she was
in the bathroom and finally on her feet. Clay grinned. “We just wanted to show
you who’s in charge.”


Darn. Here she thought she could suck their
cocks. Then again, if they came too soon, she’d be shortchanged. Maybe they did
have the lock on this lovemaking stuff.


Dirk flung off his shirt.
“Last one in the shower is a rotten egg.”


She laughed so hard her
fingers didn’t work as well as theirs did. By the time she untied her shoes and
stepped out of her pants, the men were naked in the shower. If this was how her future would be, she’d gladly embrace it.


Naked, she stepped in between
them. Dirk immediately ran his wet hands over her breasts. “I’ve missed these.”


She clasped his wrists and
moved his hands to his sides. “You had them this morning. Besides, I am more
than tits.”


Clay slid behind her and
dragged a finger into her vagina. “You sure are.”


She swatted their hands away.
“I came in here to get clean.” She laughed, but part of her was serious.


The men removed both
showerheads from the hook on the wall and doused her. She closed her eyes and
covered her face. The stream moved seconds later. Clay poured some shampoo on
her head, while Dirk ran a bar of soap over each nipple, across her chest and
down her belly. Spasms contracted her inner walls.


“Can I wash you?” She didn’t
address this to either man, specifically.


“No,” they said in unison.


Clay leaned closer. “You are
our mate. Get used to it. If you do as we say, I promise you’ll never want to
make love with only one man again.”


That wasn’t true, but she appreciated
his sentiment. “I’ll try. For the next twenty-four hours I’ll do anything you
want.” You can even blindfold me. 


Dirk stepped closer and
cupped her mound. “Anything?”


“Within reason, sir.”


Dirk looked behind her at
Clay. “I’m liking this. I’m a sir!”


Clay finished shampooing her.
“Face me, Elena, and bend over. I have to rinse you.”


Clay was the one who wanted
to put his cock in her ass. Her rear faced Dirk believing he only liked to play
with her vagina. Wrong. He dragged
the bar of soap between her butt cheeks. She jerked, but Clay must have
anticipated her reaction and held her shoulders. 


“Sweetheart, remember your
promise and your safe word?” 


“Yes.” 


She hadn’t minded the butt
plug they’d inserted, and her body relaxed. Dirk slipped two fingers into her
ass, and this time, her body accepted them. As Clay worked on rinsing her hair,
Dirk widened her butthole. 


Both men must have
communicated silently because Dirk stepped back as Clay lifted her shoulders. 


“Anything else dirty?” Clay
took the soap from Dirk and waved the bar.


She tapped his abs. “Yes,
your chest and your cock.”


He stepped closer, hovering
over her. From the way the spark had gone out of his eyes, she’d overstepped
her bounds. “No talk about touching us is allowed. I think it’s time we teach
you a lesson.”








 

Chapter Fifteen


Drying one’s body seemed to
be an ancient art for Clay. Dirk forbade her to move while he quickly rubbed
her hair. Clay merely swiped the towel between her legs and said they were
done. Running around wet wasn’t her choice, but their rush was endearing.


Dirk pressed a finger to her
lips and led her into his bedroom. Clay nodded and from there the three of them
entered the hallway. Even if they hadn’t asked her to keep quiet, they wouldn’t
have told her where they were going. With her feet still damp,
she stepped slowly so she wouldn’t slip on the tile floor.


Dirk leaned over. “Clay
turned one of the spare rooms into a special love nest.”


Ripples of delight shimmered
over her skin. Now that she’d decided to love her men and had broken the news
to her family, she planned to enjoy every second with them. 


She stepped in the room and
excitement embraced her—well, kind of. The room was bathed in a soft
amber light. The paddles hanging on the wall, along with some leather strappy
thing frightened her a little. Some items were foreign to her. The vibrator,
however, might bring a new dimension to her life.


On top of the carpeted floor
sat some rubber mats. She guessed they were kneeling pads. Two queen-sized
mattresses were pushed together on the floor in the corner with a ton of
pillows tossed on top. The bed looked mighty comfortable. 


“You really went to a lot of
trouble to put this together, sirs.” She hoped it was okay to comment. They had
set the room up for her.


Clay stepped in front of her.
“Nothing is too good for you, little mate.” He brushed the wet hair from her
face. “Beginning now, we will start your training.”


She gulped. Father, give me strength.


Dirk stepped over to a
dresser, opened it, and pulled out something black. When he waved it, her heart
raced. Being blindfolded was her worst fear. She closed her eyes willing her
heart to slow. You trust them.


Clay led her to the mat.
“Kneel.”


As she contemplated being
with both men, her vagina clenched. Once more, she prayed she was ready for the
sensual journey. Dirk placed the blindfold over her eyes, and instead of
tension strangling every muscle, acceptance embraced her. Dirk’s legs brushed
her thighs as he ran his hands from her shoulders to her wrists. The scent of his
minty soap swirled inside her.


Carefully, he drew her arms
behind her. “We know how much you like to touch us. To prevent you from losing
control, I need to bind your hands. Remember, I’ll stop if you say your safe
word.”


She nodded. The safe word was
far from the tip of her tongue. He wound the soft cloth around her wrists. The
material was tight enough to hold but not enough to be painful. 


“Elena,” Clay said. “You have
been an exceptionally brave woman these last few weeks, and we applaud you. I
know how much you love sucking on our cocks. We are granting you a few licks
before your real education begins.”


Yes! 


Clay held her chin and placed
his cock on her lips. She tightened her stomach and leaned forward. If she only
had a short time with him, she wanted to make the most of the experience.


Her tongue darted out and
licked him from balls to tip, collecting drops of water along the way. If she’d
had her hands, she would have cupped his balls and squeezed him tight. Now, she’d
have to be content with drawing him in her mouth. He lowered his cock to give
her a better angle. Swirling her tongue around, she bobbed her head, enjoying
his clean taste. He clasped her hair with his free hand and moaned, the sound
giving her great pleasure.


Then he withdrew. “It’s
Dirk’s turn.”


She wasn’t finished playing
with him. 


Dirk changed places with
Clay. He stood so close his knees brushed her shoulders. When she licked his
cock, he massaged her cheeks. Care and love radiated from him. She drew him
into her mouth and sucked him hard. His grunts and growls came out more intense
than Clay’s, and less than a minute later, he stopped her. No surprise. He was
the more sensitive of the two.


“Bring her over to the bed,”
Clay said. 


Dirk helped her stand then
scooped her up in his arms. Being carried had become her new favorite pastime. 


He sat her on the mattress. 


“Untie her hands.” The
command came from Dirk.


Once free, they placed her on
her back. Clay stroked her face. His palms had more calluses so telling them
apart was easy. “We need to have total access to your body. We need to open you
up.”


Unable to picture their plan,
she soon found out. Clay grabbed both wrists, and using the soft velvet rope,
secured her wrists over her head to the wall somehow. They repeated the
procedure on her ankles, stretching her wide. Her stomach fluttered and her
pulse raced at the vulnerability. The lack of freedom reminded her of the cage,
but these weren’t Hood’s men. These were her mates. 


“You are so beautiful,
Elena.” He stroked her belly.


Clay’s words came tinged with
awe and admiration, and her pelvic muscles relaxed. Both men ran their hands
along her arms and legs, lulling her into complacency. Because she couldn’t
watch them, the plucking of her nipples shocked her.


“Oh, oh.” Immediately, she
pressed her lips together. 


“That’s okay, sweetheart.
Moans of pleasure are allowed.”


Thank goodness. Every touch
interrupted her ability to think. 


One of them tapped her nose.
“Remember, you must refrain from climaxing, sugar.”


She saw no reason to agree to
that demand. If she came, she’d get her satisfaction and could always come a
second time. They’re being selfish. Maybe not. The men
wanted her to stay in control for a reason and denying them wasn’t right. She
nodded.


Heightened by her lack of
vision, what happened next defied description. Dirk
placed a palm on her belly and sucked her nipple while Clay climbed between her
legs and licked her. The double assault sent her mind screaming. Her moan came
out too loud, but it seemed to signal they should increase the pressure and
frequency. Their tongues probed and strummed across her most sensitive nerves,
but when Clay drew her clit into his mouth, she bucked her hips and dropped
back her head.


“Clay, I don’t think she’s
going to last, and we haven’t even begun.”


Begun? How long could a woman remain unaffected
under this kind of assault? Maybe with experience came control, but right now,
she had none. 


“Let’s distract her another
way,” Dirk said.


They were talking crazy here.
In seconds, they undid her leg straps and flipped her over. Her wrists were
tied and secured to the wall, but she was still comfortable. The bed dipped at
the end. A few seconds later, the scent of strawberry lube filled the air.


“Get her on her elbows and
knees.”


Dirk slid to the side and
lifted her into position. Her ass faced Clay. She clenched her rear
anticipating what came next. In her mind, having sex in her ass would be the
final step in losing her virginity.


The true leap would be making
love to both of them at the same time. Trepidation mixed with joy. The unknown
always petrified her, but making the journey with them would be wonderful.


Clay touched her rear with what
felt like another plug. 


“We need to get you used to
having a cock in your ass and one in your pussy. This is a little bigger dildo
than the tiny plug we used before.”


Tiny
plug? That thing had
been huge. Her stomach and her rear both tightened.


“Dirk, our virgin can’t stop
clenching. I’ll never get this thing inside her.”


“Hold her down then, and let
me at her.”


The words went in and out of
her brain. The first blow shocked more than pained. She bit her lip to keep
from cursing. The second smack hurt. Pulses spread out across her rear and
another blow might force her to call a halt to this cruel punishment. Only her
father had spanked her, and that was maybe fifteen years ago.


The third hit knocked the
breath from her lungs. As she opened her mouth to call a halt like she had
before, her lower body went wild, gushing and contracting. Oh, my. She held still waiting for another strike to send erotic
lust to her veins.


“You feelin’
the warmth, sugar?”


Was that what that was
called? “Yes, sir.”


He rubbed her rear. “You’re
such a good girl. Now relax those pretty cheeks and let me love you with this
dildo.”


The head pressed against her
butthole, and she tightened her jaw to force her ass from clamping down on the
object. The bed dipped in front of her, and Dirk’s palms caressed her breasts.


“Take it easy, sweetheart and
let us love you.”


His tender words helped.
Fingers and thumbs twisted both nipples as Clay pressed the huge head past her
muscled ring. Her heart hammered at the invasion of something so large entering
her, but as soon as the fake cock hit nerves she never knew existed, total
bliss spread straight to her center. 


She gulped in air as he
worked the dildo in and out of her. Clay slid his free hand under her belly and
slipped a finger into her wet opening. The deep craving startled her in its
intensity. She released a loud moan.


“I think she likes it, Clay.
Keep pushing.”


Wicked flames danced up her
spine and ignited carnal lust so strong she barely was able to handle the
passion. Her breaths came out so fast she became a little light-headed. He
twisted and pressed until the hard tip reached the end. 


Clay tapped her butt. “I want
to play with her pussy. Let’s get her on her back.”


Ah, a dream
come true. Dirk and Clay flipped her again. Mouths and fingers
descended. Both men licked, plucked, and rubbed every sensitive part of her
until she caught fire. A storm that would fell a village swamped her. If only
she had the use of her hands, she would have dug her nails into Dirk’s skin.


“Dirk, I can’t wait any
longer.” Clay scraped his too sharp nails along her belly. “Flip her.”


Good thing they’d blindfolded
her. Seeing him shift in front of her might be too much. 


The rope connecting her
wrists to the wall disappeared, but her hands remained bound. 


Clay placed his hands on her
rear. “I need to replace this little thing with something a lot bigger and more
human.”


Her inner walls fluttered in
anticipation. He tapped her rear, and she forced her body to relax as he
twisted and tugged on the dildo. It came out with a pop. The vacancy
disappointed her, but Clay’s cock would be so much better. 


He removed her blindfold and
then leaned over her back. “We want you to see the ecstasy in Dirk’s eyes when
he marks you. Are you ready?”


“Yes.”


Lube wafted toward her, and a
second later, Clay grabbed her hips and pressed the head of his cock to her
hole. Involuntary spasms made her clench. 


“Do you need another
spanking, sugar?”


As much as she liked the
aftereffect of the pain, she needed his cock now—before she lost her
courage. “No, sir.”


“Good girl.”


Dirk knelt in front of her
and once more played with her tits. He pressed their fullness together and
thumbed her nipples. Sparks of heated joy bubbled down her spine. Embracing the
fiery currents racing through her, Clay pressed his cock into her butthole. Holy mother of God.
The man was huge. Her stomach caved and her breath caught. 


“Easy there.” With one hand,
he rubbed her back and with the other he clasped onto her neck and prevented
her from flying forward as he eased into her.


Had it not been for Dirk’s
sensitive rubbing, she might have said the safe word. Never had she been so
filled up. The plug and the dildo were nothing compared to his cock. With each
stroke, Clay’s in and out movements grew larger and more forceful. Her back
channel stretched and throbbed until a miracle happened. Once her body became
accustomed to the pressure and friction, small electric charges of desire
jetted outward. Not only did her ass vibrate, but
spasms rolled down her inner wall. She pressed down on his cock and he gasped.


“Don’t do that, sugar. Dirk,
help me lean her back.”


Her mind fogged at that
instruction. Clay held her hips as he stretched his legs alongside her. Her
shoulders lifted and she tumbled back until she landed against his chest.


“Sweet Lord in heaven.”
Clay’s cock dug in so deep she glanced down to see if the tip had come through
her belly.


“Feel good, sugar?”


She swallowed to speak. “Give
me a minute, sir.”


Dirk didn’t seem to want to
wait because he pulled her legs forward and placed her feet on the bed. 


“Let me at your pussy.”


She couldn’t take any more
stimulation. If he touched her, she would explode. Dirk lay on his stomach and
using his elbows, muscled his way close, spreading her legs wide. Clay tugged
on her elbows, stretching her nipples and making them pucker.


He wasn’t moving, probably to
give her a rest before Dirk impaled her. When Dirk circled her clit with his
finger, she flinched and her muscles convulsed. She was so close to coming. 


Stay
strong.


Suddenly, Dirk dove in, his
tongue lapping up her juices. Two fingers probed her. His thumbs wiggled and pressed
on her clit. Bolts of electricity shot up and down her spine and her breaths
came out as pants. Lust licked her insides. 


“Hurry, sir.” She was unable
to keep quiet. 


Dirk pulled back and rose to
one knee while he planted his other foot outside her leg. One hand held his
cock and the other pinched her nipple. She ground her teeth to keep from
jumping off the ledge of ecstasy. 


With one thrust, he impaled
her and stars burst behind her lids. This wasn’t happening. It was too much.
Dirk leaned over and kissed her, and the tension seeped out of her. 


“I love you, Elena Sanchez.”


“I love you, too, Dirk
Tilton.” 


Dirk eased out, but this time
when he went back in, he drove in. Her wrists might have been bound, but she
placed her hands on Dirk’s head to steady herself.
Clay clasped her hips tightly and lifted her. Probably because they telepathed
their next move, they moved in and out together, filling her up with each
seesaw motion.


The euphoria built, but she
wanted it faster and harder. Pressing on her feet, she tried to lift up, but
Clay held her still.


“Let us love you, sugar.”


She nodded.


Dirk lowered his head and
captured a nipple in his mouth. When Clay slid a hand down her belly and
pressed on her clit, her world spun out of control. Nothing could stop the
orgasmic train. Shudders wracked her and the dam broke. Someone’s cry rent the
air. It might have been hers.


At once, two sets of fangs sank
into her neck and she lost control. Wave after wave of glorious bliss drove
into her. Clay’s fingers dug hard into her hips, and his hot cum shot into her
ass. Dirk’s cock expanded and he licked her neck as more semen filled her.


The bites, the sex, the
loving words came back. These men belonged to her. She couldn’t ask for more.








 

Chapter Sixteen


Six weeks later


The winter threatening to
blanket Florida in cold air thankfully never materialized. It was late February
and as close to balmy as one could get. Liz Wharton had organized a dinner
party at the Ocean Breeze restaurant on the beach and had invited many of the
Pack members. Ever since Trax and Dante had installed the security system in
the place, they’d become friends with the owners. According to Clay, reserving
the coveted top floor of the restaurant on short notice was unheard of. The
fact the owners were also werewolves helped.


If the people of Gulfside
ever learned the true nature of some of the town leaders, they might freak.
Elena, however, couldn’t be happier. Her joy continued to escalate with each
call home. While her parents weren’t rushing to make reservations to fly to
Florida to meet Clay and Dirk, they’d become more accepting. Losing her
virginity before marriage had been a low hurdle compared to the concept of her
loving two men. She totally understood their hesitation. Patience was the key.


“Excuse me.” Clay tapped his
glass with his fork. 


Only nineteen of the twenty-one
guests were present, including her new close friends, Liz and Chelsea. Neither
Liz’s two men nor Clay would say who was missing.


His eyes lit up as he faced
two newcomers. “I see our final guests have shown up.”


A tall, broad shouldered man
with thick, silver hair entered with a petite Asian woman, delicately dressed
in a silk blouse and thin, black pants. Elena leaned toward Dirk. “Who are
they?”


“The general and his wife.”


“Ah, the infamous general.”


“His wife bought your first
set of clothes, and she also was responsible for taking care of all the girls
we found in Hood’s grasp.”


Her heart softened. “They’ve
never come to a party before.” At least, none she’d attended.


“They don’t socialize often.”


So why now? A few of the men stood and spoke with
the general. His wife smiled and sat, not overtly engaging in conversation.
When the time was appropriate, Elena wanted to thank her.


Once the group settled, Clay
tapped his glass again and stood. This time Dirk stood alongside him. She
looked up at her amazing men still in awe they were her mates.


“I want to thank Liz for
organizing this get together to celebrate our good fortune,” Clay said.


Hood was already in jail, and
the human trafficking operation was all but shut down. No one questioned it
would spring back to life someday. For now, the women were safe—all
except those already sold. Her heart ached for Cheryl Johnson. No word had been
heard of her location, but Sam and Brandon assured her they were working hard
to find her.


Clay cleared his throat. “As
you know, the world works in strange ways. Had it not been for a few of our
more nefarious gangsters, Liz, Chelsea, and Elena would not have come into our
lives.” He held up his glass in a toast. 


After a round of clinking
glasses, he continued. “As you know, Elena was on her way to Costa Rica when
Hood’s men kidnapped her. Her luggage and purse were taken and never found.” He
reached into his back pocket and retrieved an item he kept by his side. “While
she’s been able to replace her driver’s license, credit cards, and other
important items, her most valuable possession remained lost.” He faced her.
“Today, this came in the mail.”


He handed Elena a precious
gift. “My passport!” She stood and hugged him. Elation mixed with dread. Now
she could visit her parents. While the reunion would be strained at first, with
time they would forgive her.


Dirk lifted his glass. “You
all know I’m not much for talking, but I want to say thank you to all the men
and the general for helping take down some of our societies’ worst criminals.”


The group clapped. Chairs
scraped. Both Dirk and Clay stepped away from the table. Dirk took her hand,
lifted her to a stand, and led her three feet from her seat. 


Both men dropped to their
knees, and her heart slammed against her ribs. Dare she hope what this position
implied? Dirk and Clay each took one of her hands. Clay’s eyes shifted to Dirk
who pulled something out of his pocket. 


Sweat beaded on his forehead.
“This is harder than I thought. Going after a Colter is a hell of a lot
easier.” Once more, a few laughed. He let go of her hand in order to open the
blue velvet box.


Her knees weakened and her
stomach squeezed. Dirk held up the most beautiful ring. In the center was a
huge white diamond surrounded by two amber stones and another one more brown in
hue. The amber must represent a wolf’s eyes in lust.


“It’s beautiful.”


Clay squeezed her hand. “Just
like you. The third stone is a chocolate diamond. That’s why it appears brown.”


The sentiment caused tears to
bubble on her lashes. 


Both men stood. Dirk slipped
the finger on her left hand. “Will you, Elena Sanchez, consent to be our wife?”


She threw herself in Dirk’s
arms and kissed him with every ounce of love she had. The group cheered,
clapped, and whistled. 


Clay peeled them apart. “Hey,
you never said if that was a yes.”


She dropped her head back and
grinned. “Yes, yes, and yes, sirs.” Heat rushed up her face after that slip,
but right now, she didn’t care if the whole world knew she was their little
virgin sub.
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