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  Chapter One


  


  Rain Daniels finished fixing up her mascara in the mirror and ignored the chatter of the other girls in the tiny dressing room. Rain wasn’t anti-social by any means. Simply practical. Studying by day for her degree in social work and working nights at the strip club left her with no time for gossip with other girls, or much of a social life really, but it hardly mattered to Rain.


  Her good friend and roommate, Lindsay, strutted in wearing nothing but her six-inch, hot pink stilettos and a flimsy lace G-string. Topless Lucy was one of the few topless but respectable establishments, as respectable as strip clubs went, in Leopold City.


  The owners paid their dancers handsomely and ran their business straight, with zero tolerance for bullshit. Exactly like Rain liked it. The three owners, while shifters, didn’t ally themselves with the any of the groups in the city. Topless Lucy was considered neutral territory and an ideal place for Rain to work, given she didn’t want her overprotective foster parents to find out where she spent her nights.


  “Rough crowd out there tonight,” Lindsay said with a sigh, collapsing to the chair next to hers.


  “Yeah? Good haul then?” Rain asked, checking her lipstick in the mirror, before nodding to the dollar bills tucked in the waistband of Lindsay’s G-string.


  Lindsay grinned. “A few rowdy drunks, but the bouncers kept them back. The house has an interesting mix of supernatural customers tonight, plus a few lookers. Shifters by the look of them.”


  “Oh?” Rain didn’t bother hiding her disinterest. With her studies and busy schedule, romance and dating hadn’t been on her list of priorities.


  “Jeez, babe. You didn’t have to sound so bored,” Lindsay pointed out, shrugging on a robe and lighting a cig. “Well, can’t blame you, since there’s no limit to the hotties in your pard to scratch your back when you get an inch.”


  Rain snorted. “Yeah, right. Werecats usually mate with their own.”


  “Really?” Lindsay wiggled her eyebrows at her, not bothering to hide her curiosity.


  As werewolves raised by an entire pard of wereleopards, Rain and her brother, Sam, had always been a bit of an anomaly. For years, Lars, Cas, and Des, the pard’s king, queen, and consort, paid for her and her brother’s tuition and living expenses. Rain owed Lars, Cas, and Des her life, but she figured it was about time she cut loose and started living independently. Not that she wanted to completely cut herself off from the pard.


  The wereleopards had become her and her brother’s extended, if sometimes too nosy, family. They took them in even when their own kind, both their useless drunk of a father and the local werewolf pack kicked them around for sport.


  Thinking back, what she just said to Lindsay about shifter species sticking to their own kind was no longer true. Leopard shifters usually mated in threes, and two of the pard members recently took a werewolf from outside the city and made him their third. Her own brother took James, another werecat, recently for his mate.


  “Well, usually,” Rain amended.


  “So none of the werecats have ever caught your interest? Really?” Lindsay asked with a drag of her cigarette.


  “Well, maybe.” Sensing Rain’s guarded tone, Lindsay respectfully backed off. Lindsay was probably the only mortal friend Rain had and could talk to. She really appreciated the other woman’s company.


  Rain had messed around and experimented with members of the pard around her age, but both sides knew it had only been a fling. Besides, the men she’d ever been truly interested in, the males capable of stirring her wolf, were off the grid.


  For as long as she could remember, Rain held a burning torch for Ed Cantrell and his brothers, Jake and Tom, ever since she first laid eyes on them in her teens. They carried the title of the pard’s fiercest enforcers, their black reputation for violence matched by their conquests in bed. Work hard and play hard, that was their motto, but Rain doubted they’d ever see her the way she wanted them to.


  “Rain, you’re up,” someone called.


  “Dinner at the usual place after?” Lindsay asked.


  “Sure.”


  “Break a leg, doll.”


  “You bet,” Rain said. Unable to help herself, she grinned back before heading backstage.


  The lights zoned in on her, the curtains slid up and racy, seductive music boomed from expensive surround sound speakers. Rain didn’t strip solely for the money to pay for her education, but because she loved to dance.


  She hadn’t been arrogant to think she could earn a living through professional dance, but she did it passably enough. Being a social worker had been her real dream, maybe because of Sam and her past. Besides, when she danced, she flew rather than walked. Rain lost herself.


  The world narrowed down into a fine point. Rain didn’t hear the roar of the crowd or see the blur of faces. Her feet and body had a will of their own, moving in tune with the music.


  Tonight, though, her gaze found an unexpected watcher. Time froze for a quarter of a second. Terror crawled down her spine. Her fingers briefly shook on the pole and her heartbeats thumped painfully against her chest in remembered fear.


  A leering and scarred face stood out from dozens. A golden-haired devil, a ghost from the past she didn’t want to remember. Sometimes couldn’t remember. Rain had chucked away that dark Chapter of her life away, to make way for the wonderful memories she created with Lars, Cas, Des, and the entire pard. As if sensing the weight of her gaze, a smile spilt the corners of the phantom’s lips.


  Alone. Vulnerable. This time, Lars, Cas, Des, and the other cats weren’t there to save her. For a moment, Rain let trepidation hold her in a vise-like grip.


  Don’t think about it. You’re still on stage. Be professional.


  Besides, Rain was no a fucking child or a new shifter unsure of her ability. She was no longer defenseless and powerless to defend herself either like before. Lars, Cas, and Des made sure Sam and she learned some self-defense on one side, and trained their bodies to adapt to their beasts.


  Rain righted herself again, forcing her limbs and body to move as if nothing had shaken her routine. Anger had replaced fear now, and anger felt good. It made her feel powerful and confident. Life rushed back to her veins and limbs.


  The man hadn’t left, but a frown replaced his sneer now. Rain finished her routine with a defiant flourish, tossing her tiny bikini top to the crowd who erupted into cheers and cat calls.


  She kept her gaze fixed on the man, not flinching away as he surged forward past the other customers with bills fisted in their hands. He neared the stage now, face twisting to familiar rage.


  Cruel hands cutting like knives, restricting her hands above her head. A knee shoved between her legs, while Sam screamed himself raw just a few feet away.


  Panic constricted Rain’s throat. The urge to flee and to not care about the bills waved at her direction rose in her. She nearly tottered on her tall heels, but a large hand closed over her ankle. Not yanking her down, but steadying her. One of the bouncers shouted for her savior to back off, nearing the stage.


  Rain breathed a sigh of relief. Relief soon shattered when she looked down at the tall, bulky man who had steadied her balance.


  Ed Cantrell, one of the Leopold Pard’s fiercest enforcers.


  She swallowed. Thoughts of her old tormentor faded away. Hard blue eyes the color of faded denim looked at her from a rough and handsome face lightly lined with stubble. Ed’s jaw tightened, but he didn’t let go of her leg, only ran his callused fingers up the ink on her ankle, as if he wondered how it got there without him knowing. Rain began to speak, but her lips wouldn’t move.


  “Why, you’re all grown up now, aren’t you, princess?”


  God. The sound of his deep voice, even though he practically snarled, combined with his touch, sent a tingle right down to her exposed tits and bikini clad groin. It didn’t escape Rain the way he used the special nickname he and his brothers called her felt a lot different.


  She saw herself at seventeen, doing her homework in Ed and his brother’s, Tom and Jake, kitchen. Saw him leaning by her shoulder, frowning at the math equation she waved back him. Math had been the least of her concerns. What she had really been wanted was the attention of the man who saw her as a kid he needed to take care of. Just a girl he had to babysit as a favor for his king and queen.


  Well, fuck. The dark possessive look that settled in Ed’s eyes hadn’t been the look an overprotective uncle gave his niece, but the look of jealous lover.


  “I’ll give you a little extra if you suck my dick in the back room—” someone in the front suggested, but he didn’t finish his sentence.


  Beside Ed, Tom socked him, flooring him with one punch.


  “Shut the fuck up,” Tom said.


  Dark-haired, standing at five foot six, broad shouldered and rippling with muscle, Tom could’ve passed for Ed’s twin with the exception of his eyes. Unlike Ed, his eyes were forest green and Rain knew he retained the brilliant shade even in his second form. Jake didn’t look friendly either, glaring at the poor man.


  If God, or whomever was out there, made the three men in the same mold, he’d achieved refinement in Jake. Not that Ed and Tom hadn’t been perfect in their own way. Jake didn’t have the bulky build both Ed and Tom possessed, but every inch of him was made of sinew and lean muscle. Ed and Tom liked to wear their hair short, almost military trim, but Rain always liked the fact Jake left his wavy chestnut hair curling at the ears. Not that Jake was soft. Like Ed and Tom, he did what needed to be doing without flinching for the sake of the pard.


  Wanting one man was simple, but all three? Greed? Complication? Maybe.


  Unlike werewolves, werecats didn’t mate in pairs and an entire pard of them raised Rain and her brother. Not too hard to figure out their notions of mating and love rubbed off on her. Some said werecats just couldn’t settle for one partner because it hadn’t been hard coded in their DNA. Other animals groups said they were flawed that way. Cas simply used to say it was because their hearts possessed the ability to love more, and Rain rather liked the analogy.


  “Why don’t we get you off that stage and cover those tits of yours, Rain?” Ed practically growled out the words, gaze not leaving hers.


  She took off her clothes for a living. The last thing Rain felt was self-conscious about showing a little skin, but she felt a little self-conscious at the single searing look Ed gave her. The crowd might devour the sight of bare skin night after night, but they didn’t possess the ability to strip her off the armor she constantly wore over her heart. Never before had anyone truly stripped her bare or coaxed her soul out, the way Ed and his brothers did with a single glance.


  Shit.


  “You want us to get these assholes from you?” A bouncer nearby asked.


  “No, it’s okay, Bruno. I know them.”


  Rain jerked her ankle back, refusing to be cowed. Ed and his brothers had crashed her party, not the other way around. A quick look around the crowd told her the ghost of her past had vanished.


  She fixed Ed a withering stage. “You can meet me backstage.”


  Ed looked stunned by her reaction. Good. If the bastard thought she’d hang her head and look guilty at being caught like some sort of freaking child, he had another thing coming.


  Chapter Two


  


  Ed Cantrell couldn’t think straight, not with the anger clouding his head. Rain asked them to wait, but he couldn’t stand the noise or be in the midst of horny men looking for some entertainment. Men who sported enormous fucking erections he wanted to rip out when Rain threw the tiny strings that passed for a bra. Ed didn’t know his blood could boil until all he saw was red.


  It didn’t help his mood when Jake began to pace in the narrow alleyway restlessly, or the way Tom just looked stunned, still in disbelief for reasons Ed perfectly understood.


  Fuck. Seeing Rain, practically naked, was something he couldn’t erase from his mind. Naked was one thing, but seeing her dance, really dance unlike the other strippers, as if her sweat-slicked body was made of liquid gold— God. Even now, the visible bulge in his jeans hadn’t calmed down.


  In the first place, Ed shouldn’t be thinking about little Rain that way. Not the damaged and lost little girl cub who the entire pard adopted.


  “Rain’s not a little girl anymore, is she?”


  Hell. The way his leopard reacted didn’t help. The beast stirred from what felt like a long slumber, and sniffed the air. Sniffed Rain’s wolf out, the way an unmated hungry animal scented its mate.


  Shit. Didn’t help he saw his brothers’ cats doing the same. Everyone in the pard knew the Cantrell brothers shared their women. Hell. Back when they were nothing but road vagrants, before they settled down and made Leopold City their permanent home, every unmated shifter female in vicinity they come across knew Ed and his brothers didn’t do commitments. None of their leopards had reacted this way to another female leopard the way they reacted to Rain, though.


  “Oh, yeah. She made that abundantly clear,” Tom muttered. Being the second oldest, Tom was probably the closest to Ed. He ran a frustrated hand across his hair. “What was I thinking, suggesting we hit Topless Lucy tonight, when we can have our pick of single females in the damn pard after the weekly meeting?”


  Jake stopped pacing to clasp Tom’s shoulder. He’d always been the peacemaker of the three of them. The one who called time-out when Ed and Tom wanted to wring each other’s necks.


  “Not your fault, man. None of us knew Rain worked here. Hell. If you think about it, she’s always been vague when anyone asks her what sort of job she worked at night.”


  Ed thought on that, and he bristled when he realized it was true.


  “Never mind this.” Jake embarrassingly gestured to his tight jeans, unable to admit the words out loud. Ed saw his brother’s cat let out a lazy growl, eyes searching and waiting for Rain’s wolf to arrive. “What are we going to tell Lars, Cas, and Des?”


  “I’m not too worried about Cas. She used to be a dancer, too, and Des can’t stay mad for long,” Tom mused. “But Lars? He’ll fucking explode.”


  “More likely beat us to a pulp. He reacted the same way when Noah and Mason courted his sister, but Rain’s different from Lex. Lars practically sees Rain as his daughter,” Ed said.


  “More importantly, what are we going to do about the werewolf that scared the shit out of Rain? I’ve never seen her react like that to anyone.”


  “Haven’t seen the wolf around, but there’s a lingering scent of the local wolf pack about him, so maybe he’s a new member?” Tom mused. “Need to do some digging around. See what else I can find out.”


  “Either way, I don’t think Rain’s going to appreciate us interfering with her personal life, not openly at least,” Jake added. “She’ll talk when she’s ready, but we’ll stick close. Make sure she’s safe.


  All three of their heads whipped to the sound of the backdoor of the club swinging open like guilty school children caught planning mischief.


  Ed’s cheek twitched. Rain’s scent hit him like a sudden sledgehammer. Unbearably sweet mixed with the slight musky scent of her wolf. Thank God, she had some sense to cover up after work, but even in a pair of tight jeans, sneakers, and jacket over a plain shirt, Ed had started undressing her in his mind.


  Never one for being gentle, he’d rip apart fabric until he could lay his eyes on her smooth, gorgeous curves. Fuck, and those perfect tits of hers and that rounded ass just begging for a smack. If rumors from the other young cats in the pard true, Rain liked it a little rough herself. Jesus, did that make him a sick bastard?


  “Ed,” Jake hissed in a low warning voice beside him. “Control yourself.”


  “I know.”


  Rain had another woman, mortal by the smell of her, by her side. She gave him Ed a scathing glance. Pissed and a little annoyed, Ed didn’t know he’d crossed the inconceivable distance between them. His hand closed over Rain’s bare wrist. Huge mistake. Her pulse leaped excitedly against his hand, sending a jolt of electricity through him. Ed could hear her heart slightly speeding up. Her wolf, not the least bit frightened, peered back at his leopard with unconcealed interest.


  “We need to talk, Rain,” Tom thankfully interrupted, before Ed said anything rash.


  “These gentlemen friends of yours, Rain? One of your adoptive uncles?” The human female asked curiously.


  Ed got to hand it to the other woman. She had guts, where most humans kept a distance from shifters despite the fact the supernatural community and normal folk have been co-existing together for a while now.


  He really didn’t want to scare off a woman, who looked like Rain’s friend, but he couldn’t help but lean in close, bare his teeth and say, “we aren’t her uncles, babe. Far from it.”


  This time, the woman looked spooked. She backed away a few steps uncertainly.


  “Jesus, Ed. This a new hobby of yours, scaring random humans off?” Rain tried to peel his fingers off her wrist, but Ed refused to let go.


  “Like Tom said, you aren’t going anywhere until we’ve settle this mess out, princess. Unless you want Lars to hear you’ve been lying to his face about what you’ve been doing at night?” Ed knew he hit the mark when her tough persona cracked a little at the mention of her adoptive father.


  “Fuck.”


  “Yeah, princess. All of us are fucked,” Tom muttered. “How ‘bout this, we drive your friend back home, and we four have a good old talk like we used to?”


  Rain looked glumly at Ed, then to Tom and Jake, finally sighing. “Fine. We’ll do this your way, but make it quick. Still need to finish up a paper later.”


  “That’s our girl.”


  Jake threw him a warning look. Ed didn’t know what possessed him to say those words. Maybe some part of him wanted to bait Rain, see how their firecracker would react.


  “I’m not yours, or anyone’s girl,” Rain automatically said, jabbing a finger into his inked collarbone. “What the hell was it you said, that I’m all grown up now? I’m twenty-one. Can’t you treat me like a bloody adult for once?”


  The mere contact of flesh made his leopard growl, made Rain’s wolf snarl in answer. Not angry though. Heat emanated from their bodies, and Ed saw Rain again on stage in his mind’s eye. Didn’t know it had been Rain at first. Just saw a sexy woman with fucking tempting curves and a bold and fiery attitude to match.


  She let out a breath when Ed caught her fingers and thoughtfully thumbed the smooth silken skin.


  “Language, princess. Besides, won’t be long before someone claims you, slaps a collar on you, and make your their girl,” Ed drawled, and paused dramatically to let the implication sink in. Tom muttered a curse under his breath, but Ed ignored him and continued, “If you want us to treat you like an adult, then shouldn’t you be acting like one?”


  Her lips dangerously curved to a smile in response. Without warning, she gripped his fingers and Ed was too stunned to stop her from sliding them to her half-opened lips. Warm moisture caressed his skin and she sucked, all the while watching him, and, fuck, Ed couldn’t cancel the image of Rain wrapping those lips around his cock.


  Rain on all fours, while he taught her mouth a lesson and Tom pounded at her from behind. His mind went on overdrive, going over various configurations and positions.


  Not stopping, Rain pushed his fingers in deeper, taunting him maybe, showing him how much of an adult she’d become without any of them knowing. Three glaring words flashed in Ed’s head over and over again like a neon sign. No gag reflex.


  “Goddamn it, princess. Just what are you trying to prove?” Jake asked hoarsely.


  Finally, one of them finally found his voice, because Ed was about to lose his mind and all the self-control he prided himself on having.


  Rain withdrew her mouth, licked her lips, and tilted her head at Jake. “Maybe Ed’s right. Maybe it’s about time someone leash me up before I run off with someone else.”


  “Is that a challenge?” Tom demanded. “Dangerous game you’re playing, sweetheart. A game where you might end up getting burned.”


  “I’m not afraid of fire,” Rain threw back, her usual dark blue eyes shifting to wolf-like amber.


  “We’ll see.”


  Ed warily noticed how his brother’s voice had gone thick, his eyes dark and heavy with desire. He didn’t need to look at himself at a mirror and see his own eyes reflected Tom’s, and even Jake’s. They were the same blood, after all. Should’ve been born triplets, Tom liked to say.


  Someone cleared her throat. Rain’s friend. Ed nearly forgot about her.


  “Let’s go,” Ed growled, keeping his gaze on Rain. “We aren’t done talking.”


  Chapter Three


  


  The drive turned out to be a silent one. Awkward. The tension so thick Tom could slice through it with a knife. Hell. He was relieved to be at the wheel, so he could occasionally catch glimpses of Rain riding shotgun beside him, constantly looking out the window. Tom would gladly pay a few pennies to know what the hell went on in her pretty little head.


  How was it possible, he’d only noticed how beautiful and desirable Rain had become, when she started strutting her half-naked body on stage in a pair of ridiculously high heels?


  He was glad when Rain’s friend, Lindsay, got off at her stop. Lindsay tapped at the glass and Rain lowered it down. Tom, Jake, and Ed could hear the words she whispered.


  “Take care of yourself, babe. Call me.” Lindsay sounded worried, but that didn’t stop her from shooting a glare at Tom or at Ed and Jake in the passenger seat.


  “Don’t worry. These guys babysat me,” Rain told her, although Tom wasn’t sure why the word she used, ‘babysat’, didn’t sit all that well with him.


  “Yeah? In case you hadn’t notice, they don’t look at you like a kid they used to baby-sit. More like something edible.” Lindsay sighed. “Just take care all right? Remember how Bran turned out?”


  At the sound of the name, Rain shuddered and Tom frowned. “These guys are nothing like that bastard.”


  The blind confidence and ferocity in her words tugged at Tom’s heartstrings. Did Rain truly know what kind of men he and his brothers were? They did their share of hurting and violence for the sake of the pard. Did what needed doing and that didn’t make them the best of men.


  “Good then.” Lindsay nodded, satisfied, and began walking to her apartment.


  The wisest thing the three of them should do was back away from Rain. Leave her to live her own life and make her own decisions. Do the right thing, but Tom couldn’t just back off now. He also had a feeling leaving Rain to her devices had been the last thing on his brothers’ minds.


  Rain’s sudden vulnerability at the mention of this guy’s name, combined with the newfound awareness she might be the potential mate they’d been searching for all their lives, changed things. Maybe for the worse, or for the better, either way, they were sticking with her until they found out which.


  “Got guts that one,” Tom remarked with approval at Lindsay’s retreating back. He started the car again, and asked in a casual tone, “So who’s Bran?”


  “It’s hard not to dislike Lindsay,” Rain agreed, finally shifting her gaze from the window to Tom.


  “And who I see, saw,” she corrected at the last minute, “is none of your business.”


  “Thought you said you weren’t anyone’s girl,” Jake asked. “So Bran’s what? An ex?”


  Tom heard the unasked question in Jake’s voice. Is he the dangerous werewolf stalking you at the club? Why the fuck are you so frightened of him? Just say the word and we’d take care of him for you.


  Rain snorted, and tried to play off and sound unaffected despite the fact Tom sensed the notable spike in her emotions coming from her ruffled wolf. “He’s no one important. Just some asshole I met at the club.”


  “Doesn’t sound like you’re over him,” Jake commented.


  From the rearview mirror, Tom glimpsed his brother rolling down the windows to let out the smoke from his newly lighted cigarette stick. He grunted at the sight. After going cold turkey for almost two years, Ed felt like he was suddenly in need of a smoke?


  Hell. Tom needed one, too, a smoke or several shots of hard liquor.


  “Why do you care?” Rain asked, her tone defensive. “You’ve never bothered about what I did before.”


  “News flash, princess. From now on, you’ve just made yourself our business,” Ed said.


  Tom glimpsed him throwing out his smoke through the window. Hell, why did Ed look like he had probably made some sort of decision without consulting Jake or him?


  She crossed her arms over her breasts, and abruptly changed the topic. “Where are we going?”


  “To our apartment,” Tom answered, trying to keep his eyes on the road. Sitting this close to Rain, he could drown in her scent, see her wolf watching his cat intently, thumping her tail like an impatient feline.


  “If I remember correctly, busses run late in your area right?” Rain jerked to the limits of her seat belt and Tom’s gaze shifted to see Ed leaning in close to her seat.


  “You aren’t going to be taking the goddamn bus, or a cab. It’s late. You can bunk in with us.” Tom recognized his brother’s tone. Ed’s authoritative and firm voice had a little tag attached to it that said, ‘challenge me or else’.


  Rain, unfortunately, chose to ignore that tag. “Like hell I will. Don’t think you can order me around.”


  “You’re going to use that ‘I’m an adult’ bit again? Because it’s getting pretty old, sweetheart,” Ed said against her ear. “Know what I think? I think you’re the kind of woman who says one thing, but does another. You like orders, when it comes from the right mouth. What you need is a firm and guiding hand.”


  Ed had hit a mark. She didn’t wrench away this time, but Tom saw the shudder that passed through her body.


  “And what, you and your brothers think you’re the right one to give me that?” White-hot defiance sparked in her eyes, a clear challenge.


  “We don’t think, princess. We do.”


  Ed licked the side of her neck, tonguing the fragile unmarked skin. Tom’s jeans, if possible, felt even tighter. His want hit him twice as hard. Like his brother, he wanted to taste, to close his mouth over the salt of Rain’s skin. God. He knew she’d taste so unbearably sweet. Tom nearly lost control of the wheel. He settled for stopping by the nearby curb to calm his nerves.


  “Here’s how it works. We see what we want and take what we want.”


  “Jesus, Ed. Don’t fucking scare her right off the bat,” Jake interjected.


  “It’s okay, Jake. I know exactly how you three work,” Rain said softly, her tone adding another layer of confusion.


  Just what the hell did Rain mean, she knew? Fuck. What had Rain seen? Three bastards who didn’t give a fuck? Who moved on from conquest to conquest, without intentions of settling down?


  Tom and his brothers never had a serious long-term commitment with any other woman until they did the impossible. Find a mate who would suit all three of them. Who knew, she might have just been right there, in front of them, all along?


  “Two things the Cantrell brothers are good at. Breaking bones and breaking hearts. Am I wrong?” No bitterness or anger in Rain’s tone. She sounded like she simply stated a fact.


  Ed halted abruptly. Immediate denial hovered on the tip of Tom’s tongue, but if they wanted this to go to the right direction, they had to start right. With complete honesty, even though that would leave them exposed and vulnerable. Hell. Tom was willing to take the risk and the chance.


  He and his brothers had spent too many miserable mornings with the damning realization that one wild evening of casual sex would only leave them unfulfilled and unsatisfied. What they needed was a woman to dote on, to take turns giving their affection, and complete the missing hole in their hearts.


  “You’re completely right, but that’s only because we haven’t found the right woman.”


  “Right. You guys say that to every woman you meet?”


  Ed frowned.


  Tom breathed hard and met her gaze. “Only to you as far as we know.”


  “Prove it then,” she said, her tone playful and teasing.


  “Glad to,” Ed said, eyes gleaming. “No taking back what you freely offered.”


  “Do you know what you’re asking for?” Jake asked quietly. “We aren’t kidding around and this isn’t a game.”


  “It is a game, just one played by adults.” Rain shrugged. “I’m up for it, if you are.”


  “Fuck, Rain,” Tom said, finally losing his temper. “This a joke to you? Because it isn’t to the three of us.”


  Just like that, Rain’s expression faltered, hovering between uncertainty and fear, excitement and something else. Hope. God. Was Tom imagining things, or was the attraction not only one-sided?


  One look was enough to tell him Rain was the kind of woman who usually gave everything without reserve. Complete surrender. That made everything a thousand times worse, because it meant she’d open herself up to hurt more easily.


  Tom remembered her words. That she wasn’t afraid of being burned, but she’d been burned before. He was certain of that. As if she realized she just revealed too much, Rain’s expression, all her shields and barriers closed up again, forming a hard and unreadable mask. The disgust there, that he’d think so little of her, shamed Tom on several levels.


  “I’m not joking. Are we going to waste any more time talking?”


  Underneath her coyness, Tom sensed something else. He no longer saw Rain as a kid, but he also didn’t just see someone trying to play at being grown up. Her wolf looked back at his cat, calculating and watchful. There was a patience there that would’ve sat better with an experienced woman than a girl half his age.


  “We’re done talking,” Tom agreed, starting the car back again. Only two roads opened up to them now. Either uphill or downhill, but if they didn’t take their chances now, they might end up regretting not seeing where this road could lead.


  Chapter Four


  


  “Since you’ve seen our apartment far too many times to count, we’ll spare you the grand tour, princess,” Ed said once Jake locked the front door. The locking mechanism clicking into place sounded like the finality of a decision being cemented.


  His brother ignored the frown Jake gave him. The last thing anyone needed was the reminder Rain knew the place inside out. Had spent afternoons and evenings by the kitchen counter or the dining table, hunched over her schoolwork while one of them hovered around the apartment.


  “I’m getting a beer, want one?” Tom asked Jake, who shook his head. At least one of them had to be clearheaded in case anything went haywire.


  “Make it two,” Ed told Tom, who went over the fridge in their tiny, seldom-used kitchen. None of them knew how to cook. Most of the time, they ordered take-out, so the kitchen was always messy.


  Jake refused to have any beers, despite the fact he sorely needed a drink, or several drinks. On edge and having a ball of a time reining in his own beast, he also had to keep Ed and Tom in line.


  Despite the bravado Rain displayed back in the car and Ed and Tom’s raging emotions, Jake intended to keep to a straight edge. Doing the honorable and right thing was hard, especially if he’d been doing it for what seemed like forever. Ed and Tom trusted him to keep play peacemaker, but sometimes the role took too much of him.


  Not that he had any intentions of never seeing where this would lead. He needed to find out if Rain was really their mate. Judging from personal experience, Jake knew nothing came easy, especially if it was obtaining something he really wanted. Instant love, or the immediate attraction shifters felt for each other once they found their fated mate, was bullshit in his opinion.


  Fuck, but he couldn’t outright deny he didn’t feel the magnetic pull of his leopard to Rain’s wolf. A collision was inevitable. All he needed to do was make sure things don’t go down south fast, because a situation like this warranted careful handling. One wrong move would lead to drastic consequences because it wasn’t just Rain’s heart they’d end up breaking.


  Unlike the random women they shared in the past, they knew Rain inside out, or thought they did, at least. Jake saw so many things when he looked at her that it broke his heart just thinking about the damage they were capable of inflicting.


  Orphan wolf cub, the pard’s unofficial princess, tough survivor eager to prove herself, and tonight she’d made them see she was one hell of a woman with a fiery attitude to match.


  Christ. Every inch of her called to him. The parts Jake, Ed, and Tom knew by heart, and the parts they’ve yet to discover and know. Who the hell was Jake trying to kid? Backing out had never been an option.


  “Never offered me one,” Rain pointed out, settling herself on the living room couch and putting her feet up like she was in her own apartment.


  By asking for a beer, was she making a jab at them? Testing the boundaries to see if they’d bite back at the reminder she wanted to be seen and treated as an adult?


  Hell, she didn’t look out of place sitting there, either. Just leaned back and closed her eyes, as if she didn’t notice Ed eyeing her slender form up and down with undisguised interest.


  “Sure, three beers coming up,” Tom said, closing the fridge and handing Ed and Rain their beers. He glanced at Jake. “You don’t want one, bro?”


  “Positive,” Jake rasped, and then cleared his throat. “Rain, you want Chinese or pizza?”


  She took a sip of her beer and raised her eyebrows at him. “I get to pick dinner, too? Now I feel spoiled. Then I want both.”


  Jake shrugged. Shifters usually ate more, burned energy faster, and he and his brothers could eat. “Both? All right.”


  “Being a stripper and all, I thought you’d be more concerned about your figure,” Ed remarked. His brother had more guts than Jake, because he chose to join Rain on the couch and ignored the unoccupied armchairs beside it. Ed patted her knee. “Scoot over.”


  Rain curled her legs, crossed her arms over her chest, clearly undaunted by Ed’s disconcerting gaze. “Are you implying I need to slim down, and did you just insult my profession?”


  Tom snorted and took a pull of his beer while Jake rang up the phone for take-out. “No, princess. He’s just teasing you. You look fine the way you are now.”


  And sure as hell hot and sexy, although Jake didn’t say it out loud.


  “Profession? Give me a break,” Ed muttered.


  “The usual, Rain?” Jake interrupted after ordering the same items Ed, Tom, and he always took.


  Rain paused from giving Ed her death stare before glancing at Jake. “Yup. You guys better not add extra olives to the pizza.”


  Jake had to smirk, and then was struck by how odd it suddenly felt knowing Rain’s preferences, her likes and dislikes. He spent enough time with her to know she hated olives and bell peppers. Also knew her favorite ice cream was chocolate-raspberry and she was allergic to strawberries. Jake swallowed, placing down the receiver.


  If he dug deeper, he knew he could skim beyond the surface. Jake remembered Rain running into his arms in her sophomore year, crying about her first breakup. He had been smug about that. Happy she came to him, not to Lars, Cas, or Des. Remembered wiping her tears, grabbing her shoulders, and telling her she deserved better like any older brother would, as if it were just yesterday.


  Hell. The three of them had been there at her high school graduation, clapping and standing when she received her diploma along with the other pard members.


  Rain and Ed continued their banter.


  “I happen to be good at what I do,” Rain said defensively.


  Ed growled. “Those leering perverted assholes look at your tits, not the way you dance.”


  “Like the way you leered at them?” Rain asked.


  “You have nice perky breasts,” Tom said unhelpfully.


  “Thank you,” Rain said, unabashed.


  “Well you better start looking for new employment starting tomorrow because you aren’t going back there,” Ed said.


  Rain snarled at him. “What are you, my fucking father?”


  “Don’t push me, princess,” Ed warned. “I’m not Lars and I have no intention of being your father.”


  “You acting like some of jealous lover gave that away.” Rain let out a breath when Ed slid his hand up the ink on her calf, but Jake noted she didn’t push Ed away.


  Before the argument got nasty, Jake sat down on one of the armchairs. Only a layer of denim acted as a barrier between Ed’s hand and her leg. Once that barrier disappeared, Jake knew nothing could stop their beasts from touching and sating their attraction for each other. Rain would willingly let Ed in without protest, and seeing his brother’s leopard curled around her wolf, it won’t be long before Tom and his cats would want to join in the fun.


  No. Fun hadn’t been the right word to use because there would be nothing casual about their mating. Too much history existed between them. Jake didn’t see Rain, naked and tempting, sexy body entangled between Ed, Tom and he in a wild erotic dance fueled by abandon and momentary lust. Something else awaited them at the end. A promise. A lasting and meaningful connection.


  He didn’t just see Rain on her knees giving Tom head while Ed rutted her from behind, or Rain on her back, smiling up at him suggestively while he slid inside her tight and soaking pussy.


  Jake also saw her in nothing but a large shirt and panties, curling beside him and either Tom or Ed on the couch, Rain leaning her beautiful head against his shoulder, bowl of popcorn in her hands for movie night. Rain at the dining room table, asking each of them how their day went, before sharing with them about hers.


  She had been the only woman to instantly break out into a giggle at his dry jokes—jokes others couldn’t get. The only person who’d ever ignited sudden passion in Ed, or easily provided comfort and a listening ear to Tom when he had a bad day. How did all three of them realize she’d been there all along?


  Their woman. Mate.


  God. Jake’s chest tightened with all the raw emotions swirling inside him. So much promise and possibilities of a wonderful future, but right now it felt too far to grasp. Too dizzyingly out of reach.


  “What the possessed you to pick a strip club to work in? A couple of the pard members run their own businesses and you have worked at Lars’s garage before,” Jake asked gently, joining the conversation and sitting down on one of the armchairs.


  Rain looked visibly relief for his intervention. “Pay’s much better.”


  “Bullshit. What else aren’t you telling us?” Ed demanded.


  Rain looked each of them squarely in the eye, lingering longest on Jake, who hoped his expression relayed how badly he needed to understand her actions. She broke the gaze and sighed in frustration. “It pays for my school fees.”


  “But—” Jake began, but Rain held out a threatening finger.


  “Don’t interrupt. I know what you’re going to say, but can’t you see? While I appreciate all Lars, Cas, Des, and the pard did for Sam and I, this is something I need to do for myself.”


  Jake shot Ed a warning glance. Ed saw him, shut his opened mouth, and looked like he decided to think over Rain just said.


  Tom nodded and voiced out the thoughts the three of them had been most concerned about. “You want to make your own decisions. I understand that, respect it even, but, princess. You got to be more careful. Take precautions. We know you’re tough, but you aren’t infallible.”


  Rain blew out a breath. Her eyes narrowed as she quickly caught his meaning. “What do you know?


  “The wolf reeking with all that negative black aura toward you, that some crazy stalker ex of yours? Bran or someone else?” Ed asked, looking her in the eye. “He looks too old to be your boyfriend, or is that your type now?”


  Rain looked away, about to stand or walk away, but Ed caught her arm and tilted her chin, forcing her to look at him.


  “Rain, don’t block us out. You need our help. How long has this asshole been bothering you? We’ll gut him for you. No one has to know. We’ll dispose of the body in secret,” Ed said in a dangerous and low voice.


  Rain blinked at him. Any woman, shifter or human, would’ve been terrified by the murderous look in Ed’s eyes, but Rain knew Ed. Knew them, and didn’t flinch away from the bits and pieces that made other women keep their distance. “You’d do that for me? Why?”


  “Few things frighten you, princess. But seeing that lone wolf scared the hell out of you and we want to know why,” Tom pointed out.


  Rain bit her lip and Jake could almost see the wheels in her head turning, debating whether she should trust them with the truth. She shook her head and tried to sound indifferent, but Jake, Tom, and Ed saw through her. “He’s no one. Just a ghost from the past and ghosts can’t hurt anyone.”


  Jake did his best not to let the disappointment show on his face. He should’ve expected her answer. After her high school graduation, Rain started to distance herself from the pard, and became too busy with college and personal life. The only time Jake ever saw her was during the weekly pard meetings Lars held.


  Her absence left an odd ache in Jake’s heart, but he thought it was for the better. Besides, Rain needed to spread her wings, to wander on her own without the pard shadowing her every move. Too bad Jake and his brothers couldn’t allow that, until they dealt with the asshole stalking her, anyway.


  “Ghosts can’t hurt you. An enraged mad werewolf stalker can,” Tom said.


  Rain raised her chin. “Like I said, I’ll deal with my own problems.”


  Ed snarled in frustration. “If my woman lied so blatantly to me like that, I’d have her bent over my knee and have her confession in seconds.”


  Rain smirked. “Too bad I’m not your woman and I rather enjoy being spanked.”


  Jake stood from his chair, gripped Ed’s shoulder, and stopped him from doing something he’d regret. “Why don’t you get some air?”


  “Fuck you.” Ed growled and shoved his hand away, but decided to take Jake’s advice and stalked out of the front door, nearly scaring off the pizza delivery boy.


  Tom grimaced. “I’ll go after him, make sure he doesn’t do anything stupid.” He nodded to Jake, the message in his eyes clear. You take care of Rain, and I’ll deal with Ed.


  Tom grabbed his coat and headed out, and Jake sighed. He paid the frightened delivery boy a handsome tip and set the pizza on the dining room table. The Chinese take-out came a few minutes later. Jake’s stomach grumbled, but his brothers trusted him to salvage the piss-poor start they had with Rain.


  Nothing had changed. They still intended to deal with the bastard stalking her whether she liked it or not, and find out if she was really meant for them. They had no trouble with women falling over their laps, but Rain was a challenge. Ed and Tom didn’t do well with delicate situations so they trusted Jake to take the lead.


  “Let’s go ahead before the food grows cold,” Jake told Rain. He pulled out a chair for her on the table.


  They ate in silence for a while. She toyed with the noodles in her take-out box with her chopsticks and finally spoke. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to piss Ed off.”


  “It’s not me you owe an apology to. We both know he’s hot-headed, but that’s the only way he knows how to express he cares.”


  “Funny way of expression,” Rain remarked dryly, and then her expression grew sober. “Hey, Jake? Maybe tonight was a mistake. It’s not too late to forget all this— ”


  “It is too late, but tonight isn’t a mistake,” Jake interrupted. “You caught our gazes the moment you stepped on stage and made it impossible for us to look at anyone else but you. The Rain I knew wouldn’t back off from a challenge. What happened to her?”


  “She woke up and realized the irreparable damage she could cause.” Rain brushed her fingers against his arm, the mere gesture sending a jolt of electricity right to his chest and dick, stirring his beast. “I don’t want to hurt you, Ed, and Tom.”


  “You let us worry about that. We’re grown men, princess. We can handle ourselves. Our offer still stands. You can use my room and I’ll sleep on the couch,” Jake said. “We’ll go about this slow. Reacquaint with each other first. Have a nice dinner, movie, your pick.”


  Rain raised an eyebrow. “You guys never do the whole dating gig. Ed always says it’s a waste of time when you can skip to the good parts.”


  Jake winced at that. Whatever rumors Rain heard he intended to right them this instant. “That was before we met you, and if making you ours means changing our ways, then so be it.”


  Rain didn’t scoff in disbelief this time, only rewarded Jake with the slight flush in her cheeks.


  Chapter Five


  


  Ed returned to the apartment in a much better mood, his clothes scruffy and bloody and his knuckles bruised from the brawl he had with Tom. Still, he felt clear-headed and letting loose all the anger and tension made both Tom and he feel better. Sparring always did.


  Seeing their identical appearances, Jake sighed from his position in the living room and turned off the TV. Ed sniffed, searching for Rain’s scent and was relieved to find it nearby. Satisfied she hadn’t run, Ed flipped open a pizza box and chewed thoughtfully. No surprise the food turned cold by the time they returned.


  “She’s in my room, sleeping,” Jake informed them.


  Ed accepted the can of beer Tom offered him and took another slice. Tom began scarfing down some noodles. “What did you tell her?” Ed asked.


  “That we’ll take this, whatever it is between us, slow.” Ed growled at that, but undaunted, Jake continued. “Get to know each other. Earn each other’s trust.”


  “Jesus, bro. This isn’t a Hallmark romance.” Tom shook his head.


  “It isn’t,” Jake agreed. “But we need to start on the right foot. Heading straight to fucking won’t win us any favors.”


  “You’re setting us up for a world of hurt if your brilliant plan goes south. Sentiment always gets people killed,” Ed pointed out.


  “Maybe, but isn’t Rain worth it?”


  That Ed had to agree with. If they waited this long to find their mate, then should it be right they worked hard to get her?


  “Even if we headed straight to sex, it would’ve been fucking wild,” Tom pointed out.


  Agreeing to be a gentleman was one thing, but committing to the plan proved harder than Ed thought, especially when only a thin wall separated the object of his desire from his brothers and him. He would only need to walk up to Jake’s room, yank the door open, and see their sleeping princess.


  Ed wouldn’t even need to wake her with a kiss. Rain would wake on her own, sensing Ed’s leopard stalking her she-wolf, and unlike some of the weaker females who thought who could handle them, Rain wouldn’t flinch or look away. She’d stare him down and her eyes would turn amber in the dark, like a pair of golden orbs beckoning Ed forward. I need to get a handle on my emotions quick, or risk screwing this for all three of us.


  Ed decided to work off some sweat in their personal gym for two hours after dinner to calm down his rising libido. Before the three of them bought the apartment almost a decade ago, all three of them immediately decided to use the largest room as an exercise room. As the pard’s enforcers, they needed to keep in shape and besides, working out helped Ed clear his thoughts.


  He took a cold shower after his cool down, expecting a dreamless sleep to take him. Unfortunately, he kept turning the night’s events over and over his head in the darkness of his room. Feeling hot and sweaty even after his shower, Ed peeled off his shirt in annoyance and yanked up the AC. Nothing. Ed blew out a frustrated breath, and then paused in mid thought. Strained his ears and caught the sound he first thought he imagined. A whimper, and the sound didn’t come from outside the apartment.


  Ed bolted out of bed, about to reach for his cat, but something kept him from going completely on the offensive. That sound of pain suspiciously tugged at him, at half-remembered memories. A girl, all alone and curled up in bed, looking like she was being swallowed by the darkness.


  Ed silently padded out of his room and into the corridor. Stopped in front of Jake’s room and nearly turned the knob. “What am I doing?” he furiously whispered to himself.


  Rain made the awful sound again. Ed whirled when a hand landed on his shoulder, but it was just Tom and Jake.


  “Hush,” Jake pointed out. Ed frowned. As if he needed reminding, and what the hell were three grown men doing, lurking behind the door of a twenty-one-year-old woman like conspiring children?


  “Wait. She might not like it if we just invade her personal space,” Tom whispered, but Ed ignored him and pushed the door open.


  He expected Rain to start hissing obscenities at them, but she didn’t even seem to notice they were there. Seeing Rain curled up tightly in bed with her back facing the wall, Ed’s heart ached in remembrance. When Rain and Sam first arrived and the pard hadn’t decided where they would stay, they’d often bunk in with other wereleopards.


  Nightmares used to plague Rain on a nightly basis, Ed remembered. While most of them knew Rain and Sam’s story, all they had were the bare bones of a more complicated story both wolves didn’t care to relive, even to their foster parents Lars, Cas, or Des. All Ed knew was that Rain and Sam’s father abandoned them when they were young to the local wolf pack, and a pack that ran most of the drug business in the city wasn’t the most ideal place to raise two wolf cubs.


  Ed sat on the top edge of the bed, near her pillow, wincing when Rain withdrew farther to the wall away from him. Her response hadn’t been intentional. Rain was still lost in the realm of nightmares. Every single one of her muscles remained tense and slight trembles ran up her body.


  “Princess, wake up. You’re having a bad dream,” Ed said, brushing the hair away from her face. She stilled and Ed berated himself for acting so irrationally. What if he only made it worse and Rain would draw herself further away from him?


  To his shock, Rain turned to his side and sniffed him once. Rain must have considered him safe, because she buried her face into his thigh and nuzzled him. Ed badly wanted to touch her, to pull her to his lap, stroke her hair, and tell her he’d make everything all right.


  “Whatever it is you’re doing, keep doing it. Her heart rate is going down,” Jake pointed out.


  Ed speared his fingers through her sweat-soaked hair, swallowing when Rain rested her head on his lap and finally opened her eyes. She blinked a few times up at him, as if she couldn’t believe he was real.


  “Is this a dream?” she mumbled, patting his knee and it occurred to Ed she didn’t have any clothes on.


  Since when did Rain ever sleep in the nude? Then again, Ed had to concede with the fact they still had a lot to learn about the woman their princess had become. So far, she didn’t disappoint one bit. Ed just hoped they wouldn’t disappoint her, either.


  Ed couldn’t help but bare his teeth and smile. “Oh, I assure you this is real all right, princess.”


  “We heard you. You sounded like you were having nightmares. Otherwise we wouldn’t have barged in,” Jake explained.


  Remembering they all agreed on taking the slow courtship route, Ed sighed, knowing he should leave, but he was loathe to leave Rain alone. Not like this, scared and still smelling of old fears, and a little…horny.


  He smelled it on her wolf, eyeing his cat with interest. Nothing wrong with that, either. Physical intimacy and sex empowered Rain, might gave her some measure of control back, Ed understood that and perhaps that explained why she always pushed old lovers away, but they weren’t there to give that to her.


  Ed began to move away, but Rain took his hand, squeezed it, and said softly, “Please don’t leave me alone in the dark. Not tonight at least.”


  “You want me to stay?” Ed asked, needing to hear her confirmation.


  “Yes. All three of you.” Rain let out a breath, and it tickled warmly against the thin fabric of his boxers. Ed began stroking her hair by reflex, wondered at how natural it felt, combing his thick scarred fingers through her silky hair. “It’s not about getting a desperate fix. I won’t do that to the three of you I just…”


  Ed kissed her on the forehead, interrupting her. “Just cuddling, we understand.”


  They squeezed into Jake’s bed like a puppy pile. Well, a squashed pile since none of them were exactly small, but Ed couldn’t complain, not when Rain nestled her head against her chest and decided to use him as a pillow. It was hard not to be hyperaware of every little detail. How soft Rain’s slender body was, pressed against his, or how amazing she smelled.


  She even put on one of Jake’s large comfy shirts so the situation wouldn’t be too awkward, although Ed wished she hadn’t. Fabric got in the way of flesh touching and he wanted nothing in the way between them, but he’d wait. Certain Rain would no longer relive her nightmare, Ed firmly banded his arms around her waist, lightly grazing Tom’s arm over her thigh. Jake grumbled on the carpet near the bed, and asked them if they wanted to trade places.


  “You’re the youngest. Shut up and try to sleep,” Tom mumbled, burying his nose against the nape of Rain. “If Rain lets us cuddle with her again, you can take my spot.”


  Rain sighed in her sleep, wiggled even a little, and the movement did wonders for Ed’s cock. Shit. He suspected he wouldn’t get much sleep tonight, and neither would his brothers, not when a promise of a future lay within touching reach of them.


  Chapter Six


  


  Rain woke up the next morning in a good mood. Damn, but she hadn’t had such a good, dreamless sleep in ages. After seeing the man in the club she expected to be reliving painful memories in her sleep, to be running through dark corridors, calling after her brother, blood running down one leg and tasting acid fear in her mouth. Rain yawned, stretched, or attempted to, but she fell short when she realized she was tangled in the arms of two men.


  She could scarcely breathe. Wearing only boxers, Ed’s upper chest felt hard and warm. He had one scarred muscled arm flung over her waist, his nose pressed to her left breast. Rain heard the rise and fall of his breath, swallowed when the warm air caressed the tip of her nipple through the fabric and made it harden. To her right, Tom snuggled close, one strong arm over her upper thigh. So easy for Ed to bite down on one of her tits while Tom slipped a hand between her legs.


  Jesus. Rain’s panties were already beginning to feel soaked.


  “Morning, princess.”


  At Jake’s husky voice, Rain looked up to see him standing above the bed, his hair tousled, looking barely awake.


  “Did you sleep on the floor?” Rain asked warily.


  “Ed and Tom wouldn’t trade me,” Jake complained, and began doing stretching exercises, probably to ease the ache of sleeping on a hard surface all night. Rain immediately felt guilty, but not guilty enough to admire the play of muscles stretching over his taut body.


  “I’m sorry.”


  Jake frowned. “Why are you apologizing?”


  “This is your room,” Rain pointed out, and then stilled when she felt something warm and wet against her chest. Ed’s tongue, tasting her through her shirt.


  “Quiet, sweetheart,” Ed warned, tightening his grip on her, as effective as any restraint. Looking at his intense and demanding expression, excitement shot down Rain’s spine. As the oldest and the more powerful werecat, Rain knew Ed was the dominant one who always led the dance in any relationship the three brothers engaged in.


  “Morning,” Rain murmured. A gasp tore through her when he flicked his tongue against her nipple again, and then the slight edge of his teeth through the fabric. She didn’t stop him from closing his lips on the hardened bud and sealing it with heat. Rain sunk her fingers into his thick hair, encouraging him.


  Ed halted for a second to say, “Have I told you how much I love your tits, princess? Round, beautiful, and perfect, they’d look fine with my teeth marks on them so the world would know who you belong to.”


  He resumed his task before Rain could even wrap her head around what he just said. Never mind the sharp tingle that went directly to her tits and pussy at the thought of him marking her, did Rain hear right? He wanted her to belong to him and his brothers?


  Someone, Tom, squeezed her thigh.


  “I can smell your arousal, you dirty girl,” Tom whispered against her ear. Rain shuddered at the nickname. She wanted Tom to stop teasing and move his hand to the crevice between her legs.


  “Haven’t we talked about this?” Jake interrupted, forcing Rain to blink and focus on his furious expression. She let go of Ed, although her wolf didn’t want to stop. The beast wanted Rain to keep touching the two men, to lure their leopards into the open.


  Tom halted, politely drew away, and got off the bed to put some distance between them, but Ed had trouble letting go. His mouth let go of her tit, and then he snarled at Jake.


  “Talk about what?” Rain asked.


  She tried to sit up, but Ed didn’t budge. Rain settled and forced herself to think. To stop being distracted from the strength of Ed’s arms. Normally, she didn’t like being tied down, but no alarm bells rang when the men held her. Instead, she felt safe. Protected. Cherished.


  “To wait. You know, go slow. Take you out on a decent date, or a couple of dates before taking you to bed,” Jake explained, looking frustrated.


  “A couple of dates?” Tom asked, turning to face his brother, his brows furrowed.


  “And you guys didn’t think to ask my opinion or include me in this important conversation?” Rain demanded, losing some of her resolve when Ed ran his nose up the side of her neck and began licking a particular spot over and over again.


  Her heart began to race. She knew what would happen if Ed’s canines lengthened and sunk themselves into her skin. He’d give her his mating mark, something more binding than any marriage document because shifters didn’t do divorces. They mated for life.


  She wouldn’t mind. Hell, the thought even excited her, but Rain had wanted Ed, Tom, and Jake all her life. Longed for them so badly that letting Ed act recklessly on primal instincts wasn’t the best path to take if they wanted something lasting and permanent.


  “I like you better like this, Rain. All subdued and submissive,” Ed said, nipping her ear. He slipped one hand down her thigh. Unlike Tom, he didn’t hesitate. He pushed past the thin band of her thin G-strings and traced the lips of her wet pussy lips, making her moan.


  “Ed,” Jake said tightly. “We need to have this talk.”


  Ed withdrew his fingers and sucked on them thoughtfully, all the while keeping his gaze on Rain. “So sweet.”


  Rain’s cheeks flushed pink, which only made Ed smirk.


  “Jake’s right, we need to talk,” she managed, squeezing his arm.


  Ed’s expression grew sober. Breathing hard, he nodded, and kept his hands politely from moving elsewhere. “Yeah, okay.”


  “First rule, no lying between us. If you guys want to discuss relationship issues, discuss it with the woman you’re having a relationship with,” Rain paused when her cell phone began to vibrate on Jake’s dresser.


  Tom peered at it, then handed it to her. “It’s Sam.”


  “You going to tell your big brother what a naughty girl you’ve been, Rain?” Ed whispered against her.


  “Stop that, please. You’re making it hard for me to think,” Rain mumbled, accepting her pink cell phone from Tom. A tingle shot up her arm when his hand lingered on hers. He lifted up her fingers and blew across her knuckles before putting it down.


  “I like how much I have an effect on you,” Ed said, settling for cuddling against her and pulling her to him tight. The sensation of his bare, hard, and golden skin against her thin shirt did wonders for her already scattered brain.


  Rain picked up the call. “Sam, what’s up?”


  “Where the hell are you, Rain? Are you safe?” Sam sounded uncommonly worried on the phone.


  Ed leaned over, rested his palm possessively over her ribs. “She’s fine, Sam. Your sister’s with us.”


  Rain glared at Ed. Why Ed sounded so smug, happily volunteering that information was beyond her.


  “Thank God. It’s good you’re with Ed and the others. Someone broke into your apartment.”


  Worried, Rain cradled the phone to her ear, suddenly fearful for Lindsay. If her best friend got hurt on her account, she could never forgive herself. “Lindsay?”


  “She’s safe. Lindsay managed to get away once she heard the window break. She’s with us.” Rain knew by us, Sam meant himself and his leopard shifter mate James. At least Sam hadn’t been hurt.


  “We live on the seventh floor,” Rain said, breathing hard as her suspicions came true.


  “Yeah. James and I are heading there now to see if we can pick up scent. Want to meet us there? Maybe persuade one of the Cantrell brothers to come with you?”


  “You think I need a man to protect me?” Rain demanded, ignoring Tom, who sat himself back on the bed, frowning at her.


  “Rain, don’t be a bitch about this, okay? We might need all the help we can get on this. I, of all people, can remember that particular scent. He came to you didn’t he? Why the fuck didn’t you tell me?”


  With three pairs of over protective dominant males looking at her intently, Rain didn’t feel like sharing information. “He showed his face last night. I had a few personal issues to deal with so I couldn’t call you right away. I’ll tell you more in detail when we meet.”


  “It’s settled then?” Jake asked after Rain put down the phone.


  “Yeah,” Tom agreed, patting Rain’s knee. “Maybe we can get a quick bite on the way. I’m starved.”


  “Fuck. What did I say about having a conversation around me?” Rain squeaked when Ed suddenly rolled on top of her, straddling her and imprisoning her arms above her head.


  It didn’t help she knew he could smell her sudden excitement at their sudden change in positions. Knowing her dark desires, Rain usually didn’t allow men she didn’t quite trust to render her in a position of helplessness, but Ed was different. Her heart thumped painfully against her chest.


  Ed’s body pressing down against her, unyielding and powerful, didn’t feel heavy. Simply deliciously right. Rain squirmed under his intense gaze, wanting her hands free so she could take good care of the erection pressing through Ed’s boxers.


  “Sweetheart, we’d include you if you weren’t so stubborn,” Tom pointed out. Jake nodded in agreement beside him. It occurred to her Jake didn’t try to stop Ed, which meant Ed, the bastard, only did this to prove his point.


  “Didn’t I tell you, guys? She likes it rough.” Ed pressed his knee between her legs, sending another buzz of desire right to her pussy and tits. “Don’t you worry, princess, I won’t fuck you now, although your body’s begging me to, but we soon will.”


  “Is this how all our conversations are going to go?” Rain demanded, finally getting her brain and wits back to defiantly look him in the eye. “With you on top on me?”


  “If you want someone to leash you up and take good care of you, we aren’t a bad choice, love,” Jake pointed out.


  “And if some foolish asshole tries to take you from us, we’ll tear him apart,” Tom said plainly. Rain wanted to ask if he was joking, but she didn’t bother, not when he wore such a frighteningly serious expression on his face that told her he wasn’t in the mood for jokes.


  “We’re going to come with you. Meet Sam and James, then help you pack your things,” Ed said, his tone more of a command than a suggestion.


  “Am I going somewhere?” Rain asked warily, although she already knew the answer. It was useless arguing with Ed, especially when he put his mind to something.


  “You’re moving in with us. Now where you want to sleep is up to you, Jake can take the couch and you can have his room, or you can bunk in with one of us.” Ed smirked. “We understand each other?”


  “Crystal clear, sir,” Rain replied tartly, rolling her eyes.


  “You have a mouth on you, princess. Some day, I’m going to teach that mouth of yours a lesson.” Ed growled.


  “Happy to oblige. Always wondered how you’d taste like between my lips.”


  Jake cleared his throat. “We’re going to be here all day if you keep baiting her like that, Ed.”


  Ed’s serious expression didn’t waver. “That wolf that got you all riled up last night, do you think he’s the asshole who wrecked your apartment?”


  Ed didn’t need to say the words. He was asking her to be finally honest with them, and Rain realized he hadn’t been asking a lot, especially if he and his brothers were risking their lives for her. Rain never asked them to, but they were stubborn as hell.


  Maybe she didn’t want them to tell them the truth, terrified they’d look at her differently after. Ashamed of events she had no control of. God. Wouldn’t the human therapists Des tried to get her to talk to when she was a kid would be finally glad to know she finally opened her mouth.


  “He’s…” Rain dropped her gaze with the irrational fear Ed could somehow finally see through her. See the wrecked and tainted windows to her soul and realize he and his brothers made a mistake in wanting her. “My father, although I’d never call the asshole that. He was decent at first, Sam said, before our mother died, but I never saw that side of him.”


  Her tone sounded cynical to her ears. Turned ugly when old memories she tried so hard to bury began to surface. Rain couldn’t do it. She blinked when Ed tightened his grip on her wrists. The pain helped her think, gave her the courage to look up at him.


  “Look at me, Rain. Don’t fucking turn away when I’m talking to you.” Rain did, shocked by the rage smoldering in his eyes, the harshness in his voice, although she didn’t even tell him anything yet. “What the hell did that fucker to do to you?”


  Rain wanted to drop her eyes, but that meant admitting defeat like a kicked dog. Like the weak little wolf cub who needed her brother to protect her when things got too rough. Sam said he had moved on, and barely remembered those nightmarish days, but they both knew he was lying.


  No matter what Rain did, she could never forget Clay Daniels, who came home night after night pumped up with heroin, stinking of alcohol and blood, looking for a warm body to use as a punching bag and a hole shove his cock into.


  “It doesn’t matter. I can’t change the past, but old ghosts and memories can no longer hurt me.” Ed loosened his grip, giving her space, but the scowl on his face didn’t disappear, nor did the murderous expressions Tom and Jake tried to hide.


  “This particular ghost can, but he’s going to regret showing his face again in this city.” Rain could read Ed’s tone well enough that he tolerated no arguments.


  “I need a shower.” Heart beating painfully against her chest, Rain quickly walked away and headed straight for the bathroom in the hall the brothers shared.


  Shoving her head under the hot water, Rain pressed her forehead against the tile and closed her eyes. Finally alone where Ed, Tom, and Jake couldn’t see her, she let the hot tears fall, mingle, and merge with the cascading water.


  How could her life get so easily derailed after a single night? Why couldn’t Clay Daniels stay dead and leave Sam and her the fuck alone? Seeing him at the club last night forced her to remember what she spent most of her life trying to forget.


  Rain could hear his voice in her head, as if it was just yesterday. Feel his weight crushing hers while Sam lay bruised and unconscious against the floor. “You’re a filthy whore, just like your mother. You think any man’s going to want you after I’m done with you?”


  Lars, Cas, Des and the entire pard did their best. Made sure Sam and she turned out decent, but in her darkest moments, Rain knew deep down, some part of her would always remain tainted. She would never be good enough or deserving of anyone else. No matter how hard she tried to erase the past, it wouldn’t stay buried. Maybe that was why her relationships never lasted more than a few months, because she feared some day they would see the darkness in her and run away screaming.


  “Hey, Rain? I’m just leaving a spare towel by the sink. I’m not peeking or anything.”


  Rain jerked her eyes open at the sound of Jake’s voice. Did she forget to lock the door? She realized he’d been knocking on the door and finally decided to come in. The best thing to do was to keep her back turned and wait for him to leave, but when she didn’t hear him moving away, she forced herself to look at him despite her red-rimmed eyes.


  “Shit.”


  “Can you leave?” She asked softly. “I’ll be right out.”


  “I—of course.” Jake placed his hand on the doorknob, and then shook his head, expression filled with resolve. “Sorry, but no. I can’t leave knowing I left you like this.”


  “What? You didn’t do anything. This is all me.” Rain blinked.


  Jake yanked open the glass door of the shower enclosure with such force Rain thought he’d ripped it from its hinges. Jake’s arms came on either side of her, palms pressing against the tiles, trapping her with his body. Rain felt his harsh breathing, the fabric of his shirt sticking to her wet skin, momentarily making her forget her troubles.


  Rain should have shouted at him to get out, but instead she stupidly said, “You’re getting wet.”


  “It’s hard,” he whispered, resting his forehead against hers. “To stay the fuck away from you when that’s all you’re asking for. You can’t expect us to look away when you’re raw and hurting. Why can’t you let us take the hurt away, Rain? Don’t you want us? Aren’t we good enough?”


  His words speared through her, so did the wounded expression in gaze. Lying to him would keep them safe, but Rain couldn’t bear to. Looking at Jake, she saw her younger self, curling against him on the couch, a bunch of opened junk food spread in front of them, basking in the warmth of his strong arms as she told him about her first break up. Jake deserved better, and so did Ed and Tom.


  “Don’t you get it? It’s the other way around,” Rain whispered, finally looking at him. The water continued to soak both of them, but Jake didn’t seem to care. “If the three of you only knew the real me, the ugly parts still in me, you wouldn’t be looking at me the same way you do now.”


  “What the fuck? That’s what you think?”


  Rain had never seen Jake angry until now. He let out a frustrated snarl, smashed his fist through the tile, and Rain winced at the sight of his bloodied fist.


  “Your hand.” Rain was about to reach for his injured fist, but he closed his hands over her wrists and lifted them above her head, sending a delicious bolt of excitement down her spine. Jake grinded his body against her and made sure Rain felt his erection through his drenched boxers.


  “We don’t care about your past, all we care about is the present and the future that we’re about to write,” Jake whispered, keeping his gaze on her. “You see the same darkness in us that terrifies other men, but you stare it down just like you did with your own. You’re a woman worth owning, mating, and claiming. Can’t you see you were made for us, just as we were made for you, Rain?”


  “I— ” Rain didn’t know what else to say. Only Jake could render her completely speechless.


  “Fine. If words can’t sway you, maybe actions will.” Without waiting for her to respond, Jake mashed his lips against hers.


  He nibbled, sucked, bit, and pushed his tongue between her half-opened lips, and she sucked hard, wishing she had her hands free so she could explore every hard line and muscle. Peel off the damn shirt that got in the way. Then again, Rain realized she liked being held captive by Jake. Helpless to whatever attention or delicious torment he’d like to inflict on her.


  Jake only pulled out for air. “Fuck. Ed’s right. I can’t have enough.”


  Still holding her, he made his way down the side of her neck, sucking hard on the same spot Ed had been so obsessed with, as if the brothers had already agreed where to place their mating mark.


  Speaking of Ed and Tom, Rain caught the glimpse of the two men watching from the doorway, expressions one of hunger, as if it took all of them to rein in their desire. Moisture flooded between her thighs at the thought all three men only had one thing on their minds. Her. The bad and the ugly, the decent and the good. Shit. She didn’t think the two men watching her and their brother made her so horny.


  “I can smell you, baby. So pliant and so eager,” Jake said against her neck. “You like that don’t you? To see Ed and Tom watching us?”


  Color flooded her cheeks. From the corner of her eye, she thought she saw Ed smirk.


  “Well, we can’t all fit in the shower,” Ed drawled, stepping in and began peeling off his boxers. Seeing him hard and ready, Rain licked her lips. “Jake, I’ll hold her for you if you want to taste her.”


  Over Ed’s shoulder, Rain spotted Tom beginning to pump his prick. Catching sight of her, Tom grinned. “I like to watch, don’t you worry about me.”


  All Rain was capable of was a nod.


  “Cat caught your tongue, princess?” Ed asked, joining them. Jake released her so Ed could band his arm around her waist. Jake stepped out of the shower, quickly dispensing with his wet clothes.


  “Well.” Rain sighed when he pulled her close, the hard and scarred muscles of his flesh rubbing against the curve of her back. Ed scented her the way Jake did, nibbling his way from shoulder to neck.


  “Christ, you taste fucking better than I imagined,” Ed murmured, tightening his grip.


  Rain let out an eager sound when he pressed his erection against the curve of her buttocks, teasing her. Possessed with the desire to taste him after kissing his brother, Rain twined her fingers into his hair and pulled him to a kiss. Ed greedily slammed his lips against her, all bite and no finesse, but God, Rain didn’t mind.


  “Spread your legs for me, princess,” Jake said. Completely nude, he knelt in front of her. Rain happily spread, liking the raw strength from his hands as he gripped her thighs apart. “It’s about time I make you fly.”


  “Fuck, guys. I’m going to get off even before you start,” Tom complained.


  Keeping his gaze on her, Jake lazily licked the inside of her thigh, reminding Rain of a playful cat. Even his eyes had turned a wild shade of feline green. Rain moaned into Ed’s mouth, knowing Jake was going to draw her torment out.


  Ed released her captive lips and reached out to play with one of her nipples.


  “Like how we play, baby?” Ed whispered against her ear.


  Rain gasped at the sudden flood of sensation— Jake’s mouth weaving a strange dance of pain and pleasure as he bit and kissed his way up to her pussy, and Ed’s hands pinching her nipple until it peaked.


  Rain managed to utter an incomprehensible mumble when Jake finally flicked his tongue against her clit.


  “What did I tell you, Tom? You said she’s better suited to be a hellcat, but Rain can be a good little puppy if she wants to.”


  Rain sunk her fingers into Jake’s hair. Pleasure jolted straight to her tits and cunt, and she wasn’t certain she could have maintained her balance if Ed weren’t holding her. Rain managed a retort this time. “What? You want to slap a pink collar on me with the word “princess” stamped over it?”


  “What a wonderful suggestion, Rain.” Ed’s smile curved even wider, and Rain bit her lip, realizing he was thinking about it too seriously.


  Rain had a counter-argument ready, but her concentration shattered when Jake sucked hard on the swollen nub of her clit. A moan, long and needy, tore out of her.


  “Fuck.” Tom groaned, and Rain didn’t need to look to know he had orgasmed.


  Jake dragged his tongue down her slit, making happy noises in his throat. He began tongue-fucking her, his movements ruthless and gaining momentum. Rain knew it wasn’t long before the pressure building inside her spilled over.


  “We want to hear you come, Rain. We want you to realize what you’re missing on,” Ed murmured against her neck.


  “You’ve made your point,” Rain managed weakly. Keeping her pressed against him with one arm, his other trailed downward, to the curve of her ass. He teased her there, one finger disappearing into her puckered opening to his knuckle.


  “Go on, baby. Come all over Jake’s mouth. We want to hear your sweet cries.”


  As if on cue, Jake licked his way back to her clit. One gentle kiss over the swollen nub was all it needed for Rain’s entire body to shudder, her spine to arch. Her legs trembled, unable to keep her balance, but the two men held her and made sure she wouldn’t fall. Her cries poured out of her as waves of pleasure rendered her boneless, languid, and floating happily in a sea of bliss.


  Smiling, Jake stood kissed her gently on the lips as she blearily looked at him.


  “I hope you’ve learned your lesson, Rain,” Ed whispered against her ear, nosing his way up her neck again as if he couldn’t stop touching her. Rain didn’t mind because she was beginning to grow addicted to their touch. “You understand we’re not joking around? We don’t care about your past. We want you, all of you. Is that clear, or do we have to repeat this lesson again?”


  “Repeat?” Rain asked, breathing hard, still unable to focus on his words. God, she never had an orgasm like that before. Her spiritual wolf agreed with her. The greedy beast lay content between Ed and Jake’s leopards, ready for more.


  “Make you come over and over again,” Tom said wickedly. “My turn next.”


  “Not everything is about me,” Rain pointed out, looking at Jake’s erection.


  “Today it is. We don’t want to overwhelm you. We’ll get off ourselves and let you finish your shower,” Jake said, stepping out to reach for a clean towel.


  Ed grunted, but eventually agreed.


  Tom began to turn away by the doorway, but Rain caught sight of his disappointed look. “Tom and I can share the shower. You know, save some on your water bills. Speaking of bills, you guys know you haven’t paid some of them?”


  Ed chuckled, pulled on his boxers and slapped Tom’s shoulder on his way out. “So bossy and we haven’t even mated her.”


  “All right then, but make it quick or your brother is going to start wondering why we kept you,” Jake said. “I’m going to use the shower in the second bathroom.”


  Chapter Seven


  


  When Jake finally left, Tom closed the door behind him. Rain peered at him from beneath wet lashes, and he couldn’t keep his gaze from wandering. With her slender body still wet and slick from the shower Jake and Ed interrupted, it was a waste not to look at her. Still, he remained by the door. Tried gathering his thoughts to formulate the words he wanted, no, needed, to say.


  “Rain.” Saying her name was a start. Tom knew he was being an unfair bastard, being slightly jealous of Ed and Jake’s relationship with Rain. They always had no problems sharing their woman, but, like Jake said, none of them had been Rain. Tom ran a frustrated hand through his hair. “Look, I know I’m not Ed and Jake. You don’t have to, you know— do this.”


  Rain frowned at him. She shut off the shower. Droplets of water ran down the length of her skin. She stepped out and halted when he took a hesitant step back. What the fuck was he acting like a pussy for? Because he didn’t want to hear the truth from her lips that she only wanted him because Ed, Jake, and he came as a packaged deal?


  “What do you mean?’


  “I wish I can be my brothers, Rain. Wish to god I could be a good listener and talker like Jake, or be firm and be in control like Ed, but I’m not them.” Tom watched her come closer and closer, until only a few inches separated their bodies. Even then, he could feel the heat rising between them. The tension that cut like a knife because of the words he couldn’t bear to say.


  Rain said nothing for a few seconds. She pressed both her palms against his chest and began to slide one down his ribs, her fingers lingering over each muscle on his abdomen. Tom breathed hard, unable to focus on anything else except her touch and her.


  “What you said hurt a little, you know?”


  “What?” Tom asked, distracted by her lips.


  “All three of you came from the same mold, but each of you are different. I know that, and I love each of you for that.” Rain tilted her head, looking at him. “Do you know why I want you, Tom?”


  Unable to speak, not daring to hope, Tom shook his head.


  “You’re kind and sweet, even though you pretend you’re not. You’re also the most considerate person I know. When a pard member asks you for help, you have trouble turning them away. When Ed or Jake need help, you drop whatever you’re doing to come to their side.”


  Tom groaned when Rain clutched at his shoulders, rose on tiptoe to kiss him on the side of his bottom lip, and then the side of his jaw and chin. “Do you want to know a secret?”


  “Secret?” Fucking hell, Rain must think he was a retard giving her monosyllabic answers like this.


  “It wasn’t Ed or Jake I fell in love first. It was you,” she whispered against his ear. He groaned. No longer able to contain himself, he began sliding his hands all over her smooth and slick skin.


  “You’re such a good liar, princess,” he whispered.


  A wild shade of wolf-amber appeared in Rain’s eyes, and her wolf looked at his own beast with concealed hunger. He couldn’t mistake the flash of irritation and anger there. No matter how well their human halves lied, their beasts were always honest.


  “I’m not that good a liar, Tom. Don’t you remember the first time we met? I do. It was the night Noah and Mason dropped me on your doorstep. Ed and Jake didn’t know the first thing to do with a kid, especially one that kept on crying.”


  Tom remembered that night all right. Hell. He couldn’t forget.


  Rain, all skin and bones, crouched against the front door, wearing torn clothes and battered sneakers. She started shedding silent tears once she was certain Sam had retired to the bedroom, not wanting her older brother to see her break down. He remembered the way she tensed up when he approached her, let out shriek when he lifted her up from the floor like a puppy.


  She had growled and tried to bite his fingers. Tom had rubbed small circles on her back until she calmed down. Once he set her on the couch and placed a warm blanket around her thin shoulders, Tom told her weeping about her past would get her nowhere.


  It was the first time Tom saw the fire sparked in her eyes. The small slip of a girl punched his shoulder. “I’m not crying because I’m sad, asshole. These are happy tears.” He remembered thinking she’d become a formidable woman someday, and he was right. Rain had come so far, and he’d be damn if her bastard father laid a single finger on her.


  “You were a brat. I remembered complaining to Ed and Jake how it felt like we had adopted an abandoned stray pet,” Tom conceded. “But at the same time, I marveled how such a tiny pup could have such a bite to her.”


  “Glad I had an effect on you. Enough words. Let me show you how long I’ve wanted you.” Rain left a trail of heat down his chest with her lips, and each brush of her lips sent tingles right down to his prick and chest. Tom’s control shattered when she knelt in front of him. Hands poised on the band of his boxers, she paused, shyly looking up at him. Fuck. She looked so desirable Tom could have taken her right there.


  “May I?”


  “Jesus. Why do I feel so out of my league here?” Tom muttered. He stared down at her, wondering how such a beautiful, tempting and special woman would want him.


  “Is that a no? Because your cock is singing a different song.” Rain nodded to the bulge clearly visible on his boxers. She even blew against it, making him snarl.


  “Ed’s right. You’re spoiled,” Tom commented, weaving his fingers through her hair. His leopard happily settled down with Rain’s wolf, nipping at her ear.


  Rain smiled wickedly at him as she pulled down his boxers and unveiled his thickening member. “Do you know how long I’ve wanted to do this?”


  Her tongue swirled around the pre-cum gathered at his tip, and she took her time tasting the length of him. Tom nearly jumped when there was knock on the door.


  “Don’t take too long damn it,” Ed growled from the other side. “Rain, your brother’s beginning to piss me off. This is the third time he called.”


  Rain, the fiend, didn’t even stop from licking his shaft. She only fluttered her long eyelashes at him.


  Once Ed’s footsteps faded away, Tom sighed. “Guess they knew we had some issues to work out.”


  He was a little touched Ed and Jake noticed his discomfort and give him some alone time with Rain, and it couldn’t have been easy for Ed to stay his ground and not join in. Tom groaned when Rain began to take him between her lips. “Fuck, Rain!”


  Rain paid no attention to him. She continued working her way down his steel-hard shaft, applying suction with every inch she covered, while one hand gently massaged his balls.


  Fuck. Rain was good. Most of the women he and his brothers been with didn’t like giving head, but Rain looked like she was enjoying herself.


  Tom could’ve come the moment his tip hit the back of her throat, but, thankfully, he didn’t. He wouldn’t live it down if his brothers knew Rain reduced him to a horny teenager. Rain pulled back out, taking a few seconds to dive back in. Tom tightened his grip on her hair, but she didn’t seem to mind relinquishing her control.


  Using her hair as a handle, he thrust himself into her warm velvet heat. The pressure building inside him finally tipped over after several strokes. Growling, Tom pulled out, unloading his cum over her tits. His head reeled as waves of pleasure assaulted his body.


  Rain rose, leaned her head against his chest, and closed her eyes. Tom automatically banded his arms around her, breathing in her scent.


  “Beautiful girl, you’re going to be the death of me,” he murmured. She opened her eyes to slits and looked up at him, a lazy smile on her lips.


  “Let’s save some time and water, why don’t we finish showering together?” She prompted, parting from him. Rain jumped when he smacked her left ass cheek.


  “I appreciate you taking the time to clear things up.”


  Her laughed spilled over his skin like smooth honey. “Anytime, handsome. Let’s finish up before Ed threatens to destroy the bathroom door.”


  “Ed won’t give a warning. He’ll just break it down.” Tom stepped in the tiny enclosure, and made a mental note to let Ed and Jake know they needed a bigger one built. Why it felt so natural to start making plans, to assume Rain would become a permanent presence in their lives, he didn’t know.


  He stared at Rain, suddenly hungry to touch every inch of her again. Finally claim her together with her brothers. Fuck, this was an extreme of his control. Tom didn’t think he was capable of wanting anyone this much, but Jake was right. There were protocols to observe. If they wanted a relationship with Rain, it had to an honest and open one. Not hiding from Sam, Lars, and the rest of the pard. Didn’t matter how their leopard king would react. Better to tell Lars straight in the face and face his wrath head on.


  Rain turned on the hot water again, sighing as it hit her skin. Tom molded himself against her wet back and decided he began to grow addicted to the touch of her smooth flesh against his. He palmed the flat planes of her stomach, her ribs, and her erect and well-rounded breasts. She moaned and wiggled happily in his arms, not commenting on his growing erection pressed against her ass.


  “Keep this up and we’ll be delayed again,” Tom commented, brushing his teeth against the side of her neck just to hear her shudder. He reluctantly took his own advice and parted from her. “Scoot over, you’re hogging all the water, princess.”


  Rain politely inched away. “You started it, looking at me like that,” she accused, reaching for his shampoo on the rack.


  What would be like, having a woman permanently live with them? Would her flower-scented toiletries mix in with theirs? Tom didn’t exactly see Rain changing their curtains to pink, or anything girly like that. Still, it was an interesting thought. Jesus. Ed and Jake would never let it go if they knew what kind of thoughts he was thinking after Rain just gave him a blow job.


  Well. Well. They didn’t get blow jobs, so he was smug about that, plus Rain had confessed she fell in love with him first. Not that he’d ever tell that to Ed or Jake’s face. They would demand a retrial or reassessment of some sort.


  “How exactly am I looking at you?”


  “You’re doing it right now. Like a mix of cocky and smug? Or thinking about the dirty things you want to do with me.”


  “Won’t you like to know?” Tom watched her eye his prick, already standing at half-mast.


  “I have some wicked ideas of my own. Turn, I’ll do your back.”


  How could this get any better? Tom wondered as he complied and felt Rain’s hands lathering his back with soap.


  Chapter Eight


  


  Rain knew something felt wrong when she spotted James, Sam’s mate, sitting by the curb of their apartment. The large wereleopard had his hands buried into his face and his entire body leaked misery and tension. She parted from Ed’s side and ran up to him.


  Rain knelt in front of him and hesitantly squeezed his shoulder. James jerked up, lips bared to a snarl, his panicked leopard close to erupting to the surface. He relaxed, seeing it was her, but he looked no less pained. Rain nervously looked around and saw James was alone. As newly mated shifters, James and Sam had been practically inseparable. Her stomach knotted. “James, where’s my brother?”


  “He’s gone. I looked all over but his scent disappeared. I told him to wait for you guys, but he wouldn’t listen. Fucking fool said he’d head over here first to pick up some of Lindsay’s stuff. He said he’ll be fine and there wasn’t anything to worry about.” James sounded distracted. Rain felt Ed coming up behind her. She took hold of James’ shoulders and forced him to look at her.


  “It’s okay, James. It’s not your fault. Why don’t you begin from the start?”


  “You don’t understand, Rain. Sam’s my mate. Mine to protect, but the moment I wasn’t looking, he’s gone. I fucking failed him. I can still taste the scent of his fear in the apartment. He fought hard, too, left his blood all over the place.”


  “Did you find anything else? Maybe caught the same scent of wolf musk you guys found before?”


  Finally, James looked at her, eyes narrowing. “What are you two siblings not telling me? Sam’s been a little strange since this morning, when we picked Lindsay up and investigated the apartment.” James grabbed her arm painfully, but Ed growled in warning behind her.


  “Fuck off, Ed. This is between Rain, Sam, and me,” James told Ed. Rain felt the two other shadows of Jake and Tom coming on either side of Ed and their rising protective energy.


  “You’re mistaken, James. From now on, Rain’s our business, so let go off her arm or I’ll break yours off,” Ed warned. Rain could scent his leopard’s anger beginning to rub off on his brothers, so she looked up at him.


  “Don’t. Can’t you see how worried he is? Let me handle this, please.”


  Ed grunted, clearly displeased, but let Tom drag him to one side. James frowned at their interaction, but before he could ask, Rain went on, “Was it the same scent?”


  Jake cursed softly under his breath behind her.


  “You know this bastard?” James asked, less angry now, but his pleading gaze wrecked her. The big wereleopard might not be Rain’s first choice for Sam, but James obviously cared for him.


  Rain’s heart felt like it was in tatters. “Yeah, he’s our father. Although I have no idea why he came to Leopold City or what he wants. Let’s go the site, maybe I can find something.”


  They went up to the apartment, and Rain winced at the sight of the broken furniture and shelves.


  “It doesn’t seem like he was looking for something in particular,” Jake observed, poking through the remains of a dining table. “More like the classic rampage of pissed off shifter.”


  “I don’t have anything of value he’d want. He probably came here, looking for me, saw the apartment was empty, and decided to trash it instead. I’m glad Lindsay managed to get away, because he won’t care who got in his way.”


  “Sam hardly talks about your father, but he sounds like a fucking maniac,” James muttered, staring blankly at the bloody carpet in the living room. The spot where, Rain guessed, Sam tried fighting off Clay. Rain traded a look with Tom from the other side of the room. A silent understanding passed between them. Too worried about Sam, James couldn’t be able to think rationally and would be more hindrance than help.


  “Clay isn’t our father. Lars is,” Rain told James frankly.


  A ghost of a smile appeared on James’ lips. “Our king would be happy to hear that.”


  “Better not tell that to his face, or he’ll gloat.” Rain hunkered over the stained carpet.


  Her fingers twitched nervously as she fingered the bloodstains. She tried to think logically, despite how many awful scenarios she ran through her head. Memories of Sam shielding her from Clay’s fists rose inside her head. Even now, she could hear the sound of Clay’s fists colliding with her brother’s skinny frame. God. The monster had her brother.


  “Hey.” Rain barely heard Ed’s voice at first, until she felt the brush of his jeans against her back. He knelt in front of her and tipped her chin so she looked up at him. Ed kissed her fiercely, and his familiar heat helped her returned to reality. “I promise we’ll get your brother back, baby. Okay?”


  “Okay, sorry.” Ed helped her up. He banded his arms around her waist and let Rain lean against him for support. Rain felt better already, her back tasting the solid mass of him. Steady. She saw Jake lead a worried James outside the hall and Tom with a cell phone in his hand.


  “I called Lars,” Tom informed them after ending the call. Rain bit her lip, uncertain whether bringing more people into her mess was the right thing to do. Tom seemed to know what she worried about, because he squeezed her hand in reassurance. “Sam and you are no longer alone, princess. We’re your family now— us, James, and the entire pard.”


  “What did Lars say?” Ed asked, tightening his grip around her, as if he feared Rain would slip pass his guard and recklessly go after her brother.


  The thought crossed Rain’s mind, because she knew how protective Ed, Tom, and Jake could be, but Tom’s words warmed her because he stated the truth. The Leopold pard was her family now, and she knew each one of them would do what they can for Sam and her, and she wouldn’t hesitate to the same for any one of them.


  “He’s going to gather some information. Shake his sources. Once we have the bastard’s location, we hit him hard. This time we’ll finish the job,” Tom said, and the coldness in his voice made Rain shiver. Made her remember Ed, Tom, and Jake were hard men, killers for the sake of protecting their family, but she liked that side of them, too. Rain counted herself lucky only she was privy to the sweet side of the three men.


  “Huh. Years ago, Lars wouldn’t bother using his brains. He’d just go in, all guns blazing,” Ed remarked. That made Rain smile.


  Jake came back inside, sans James. “I told James to get some air and clear his head. Smelling Sam’s blood is going to drive him insane.” He raised one eyebrow at the three of them. “What did I miss?”


  Tom updated him. Rain began to cuddle closer to Ed, but jumped when she heard the enraged howl outside the apartment.


  “Shit.” Jake peered out the broken window and cursed again. “Shouldn’t have left him alone.”


  “James?” Tom asked. “Fucking bastard should have stayed put. He’s going to get both him and Sam killed.”


  Killed.


  “Rain!” Ed hissed when she wormed his way out of his grip. “Come back here.”


  Rain ignored him, ran past Tom’s surprised figure, out the doorway, and headed straight to the lift. She began undressing as the doors hissed close. Glimpsing Tom’s shouting figure a few feet away, she mouthed the words, “I’m sorry.”


  She wiggled out of her shirt, jeans, underwear, and started to shift. Her heart raced. Rain couldn’t leave James alone, because Tom was right. James wasn’t in the best state of mind to handle matters rationally. Fur, claws, and teeth replaced human skin. Rain dropped to all fours and ran out. One poor jogger yelped when a gray wolf brushed past him. Hitting the sidewalk, Rain saw the spot where he shed his clothes. She caught his scent, saw his golden spotted fur in the distance, and blazed after him.


  Panting, Rain tried to catch up to him, but a leopard had been built for long distance running, a wolf wasn’t. All she managed to do was try to keep up and keep him in her line of sight. James mentioned he lost Sam’s scent, but he must have caught it again, because he ran non-stop, leading them through a maze of side streets and alleyways before stopping in front of a dead end. Rain nearly crashed into him.


  James whirled, nearly leaping on her, but halted in time. He nipped at her left ear in warning, and then bared his teeth at her. Rain didn’t need a translator to know the silent question he asked. Are you going to get in my way? Rain shook her head. She didn’t intend to, because she didn’t know how to explain to Sam how she let his mate come to harm.


  A quick look at her surroundings told her James had led them to a bad part of town. Normally, a rough neighborhood was nothing a shifter would fear, but Rain recognized some of the symbols of the graffiti scrawled walls. They were in wolf pack territory, and the local wolves cum drug dealers, had no love for Sam, her, and, for that matter, wereleopards.


  Somewhere far away, she heard the chorus of howls and a shudder passed through her spine. Rain looked behind her and only saw the empty garbage stewed and graffiti scrawled alley. Ed, Tom, and Jake, Rain knew, even though she hadn’t been mated to them, she had been certain it was them.


  Relieved, Rain pawed at James’ flank, hoping to convince him to wait a few minutes for backup, but Rain touched empty air instead. James leaped gracefully over a pile of garbage bins and rotting crates, before disappearing inside the broken window of the nearby building.


  Chapter Nine


  


  Shit. Rain debated whether to wait for Ed, Tom and Jake when the sound of a gunshot inside the building startled her. James’ snarl of hurt and surprise, followed by a familiar lupine howl sent chills down her spine. Rain scrambled over the bins and crates and crammed herself into the window, wincing when broken glass sliced through fur.


  Breathing hard, Rain managed to land on her paws on the ground only to find herself staring at the barrel of shotgun from one corner. A piteous cry drew her attention to a cage to her left, where a gray furred wolf whined low in his throat. Sam. A few feet from him, James’ spotted form lay still in a pool of blood.


  “Don’t move,” a harsh voice warned. A voice Rain could still hear in her nightmares and a match to the same face that paid her a visit to Topless Lucy last night.


  Rain growled in her throat, but didn’t move, because what help was she to Sam and James dead? It also pissed her off Clay would resort to using a damn gun, instead of using his claws and teeth. If Rain fought him in wolf form, she might have a small chance to tear out his throat, but when had Clay ever played far?


  Heavy footsteps walked on the dusty concrete. Rain watched with narrowed eyes as Clay walked over to James’ still form and pointed the shotgun at his head.


  “Know what happens if I kill this cat, sweetheart?” Clay asked, amber eyes gleaming in the dim light. “Bark if you understand, bitch.”


  Wary, Rain did, and instantly hated herself for it. All the sass and strength she prided on herself all these years vanished, and Rain became the helpless little girl again, quaking in fear. If Clay delivered his death shot to James, James would drag Sam to death through their mate bonds.


  “Good doggie. Now shift. I want to see what kind of woman you’ve become, Rain. A slut, dancing for all those bastards last night.” Clay sneered. He jabbed the end of the barrel to James head. “Don’t make me repeat myself, or say goodbye to your brother and his filthy cat.”


  Rain reached for her human half. As soon as her lips became capable of forming words, she asked, “What the hell do you want?”


  Clay made a ‘tsk’ ‘tsk sound in his throat. His gaze raked her from top to bottom and his look made Rain’s skin crawl with revulsion. Clay moved the gun from James’ head to his left forepaw. Without warning, the gun roared to life. Rain stifled a cry of protest. Sam went mad in his cage, snarling and howling in rage. More blood leaked out of James and Rain suspected the bullet Clay used was deadly silver, because the first bullet shot wasn’t healing.


  “Is that the proper way to talk to your daddy, Rain?”


  “Proper daddies don’t look at their daughters that way, or torture their son.” The words flew out of Rain’s mouth without thinking. The lines of Clay’s face tightened with rage. Rain’s heart skipped a beat when he pointed the gun back to James’ head.


  “Don’t you think you owe me an apology, bitch? Remember who holds the power here.” Clay growled.


  “I’m sorry.” Rain bit her lip. “Please. Don’t shoot James again. He’ll die.”


  “Please. I like that,” Clay drawled. “But it isn’t good enough.”


  He swung the barrel again at supernatural speed. Sam rattled at his cage, his muzzle foaming, and eyes mad. Rain didn’t hear the gun shot, didn’t feel the pain until the bullet dug into her left calf and she tasted dust and concrete. She bit her lip, tried not to make a sound because she knew Clay would only get off on it.


  “That’s much better.” Clay walked to her and delivered a kick to her ribs. Rain groaned, raising her hands in self-defense.


  “Why did you come back?” She repeated. Rain breathed hard, stared up at him, and tried her best to ignore the fire spreading up her leg.


  “A mix of personal and business. I wanted to see how my runts were doing, and someone paid me a handsome sum to rattle your cats,” Clay said enigmatically.


  He means the pard, Rain thought. Who was this employer and what was his vested interest in the pard? She knew some unknown player had been after the pard for some time. Someone Lars and the others suspected pulled the strings, the same person or group who invited old ghosts, dangerous bikers, dealers, and killers to the city in the hopes of weakening or fracturing the pard.


  In the end, the wereleopards came out the victors, but Rain knew one small misstep could also mean their doom. Did Clay’s employer hire him to mess with Sam and her, because they were the weak link?


  Clay squatted down and broke Rain’s line of thought when he grabbed a fistful of her hair and dragged her up until her feet dangled in the air. She began to kick at him, but he mutely hit her shot leg with the gun. Hard.


  Rain gasped in pain, twisted away from him when he dragged the cold metal barrel between her breasts and down her ribs. She desperately tried reaching for her wolf, but it wouldn’t come. Not when silver coursed through her bloodstream and hampered her from shifting. Calm the fuck down. Wait for an opening.


  “You can make this easy, or you can make this hard. Are you going to fight me like a rabid bitch, Rain, or are you going to behave?” Clay asked. “If you’re good, I might consider giving your brother and his cat a clean death.”


  The hell I will. Rain decided she’d go out fighting, clawing at Clay and hoping to do some damage, when she caught the flash of gold in the dark, then a pair of green eyes. Tom. She knew Ed and Jake were close by. Trained predators, they didn’t make a single sound, but Clay was shifter, too. He must have sensed they weren’t alone, because his eyes narrowed.


  “Who the fuck is there?” Clay demanded, pressing the tip of the tip to her chin. “Come out, or I shoot her, and she won’t heal from this I assure you.”


  “No one’s there. No one knows we’re here,” Rain rasped. Clay slid his gaze to her for a fraction of a second. His momentary distraction was just what she needed. “I’ll be good, I promise. I won’t fight you as long as you shoot James clean.”


  “You’ve finally learned to beg is what I’d like to say, but your act doesn’t fool me.” Clay pressed the barrel harder. “I’ll count to three. If you don’t come out, fucker, I’m going to blow her brains off.”


  Pregnant silence.


  “One.”


  Rain held her breath. Tried to calm herself down.


  “Two.”


  A tail flicked under the dim lights, followed by a snarl. Clay lifted the pressure of the barrel, began to loosen his grip on her hair. Rain moved and used her good leg to knead him in the balls. Clay screeched in pain, dropping her and the gun in the process.


  Rain winced, expecting to hit solid ground, but her blow was cushioned by something soft. Fur. Rain grasped a handful of spotted golden fur, felt a sandy tongue licking at her face, and saw golden eyes looking down at her with concern.


  “Hey, Jake,” she whispered. He gently nudged her body away from the action and Rain grunted, dragging her body as far from Clay as she could. She saw Ed and Tom’s gold large forms stalking toward Clay.


  “Fucking cats,” Clay hissed, eyeing his gun, and then deciding to fight fur with fur.


  He shifted. Ed and Tom started running. Ed pounced first, claws and teeth ready just as Clay managed to shift halfway— stuck between wolf and man. They danced, a tangle of claws and teeth. Clay howled when Ed sunk his teeth into left clawed hand. Clay snapped his canines, aiming for Ed’s throat. Ed danced away gracefully, but before Clay could get to his feet or finish shifting, Tom landed on top of him, sinking his claws, teeth sinking into his throat.


  Rain pulled Jake close to her. Understanding, Jake used his body to curl himself around her like a warm blanket, long tail swishing to and fro, not minding she held into him like a favorite stuffed toy— a charm against the darkness.


  She watched Tom yank out Clay’s throat in one forceful jerk, breathing hard.


  “It’s over, princess,” came Ed’s voice above her.


  He must have shifted while she watched Tom. Sweat and flecks of blood covered him from head to toe. Looking down at Jake and her, he looked dangerous and powerful, but Rain also saw the sliver of fear there. Irrational fear Rain would somehow no longer want him after seeing this side of him and his brothers. A few words from her could do him irreparable damage.


  Tom, Rain saw, had shifted back to human and began checking on James.


  “You’re wasting time looking all macho like that. Give me a kiss and can you get my brother out so he can stop howling and see James?”


  Ed let out a sigh of relief, and then bent over to kiss her. He tangled his fingers into her hair. “We’re going to have a talk, princess. About being reckless and running off on us.”


  “Jesus. That’s the first thing you want to do? Reprimand me like some kid?” Ed moved his hand to the back of her neck and kissed her, hard and rough, leaving her breathless, before standing to let Sam out of his cage. A few seconds later, Rain’s bare skin no longer touched fur. A smile split her lips when Jake traced her arm lightly.


  “Don’t I get a kiss, too?”


  “If I kiss you, Tom would want one, too, and he might forget James,” Rain pointed out. Tom grumbled something beside James.


  “Okay,” Jake kissed her on the forehead instead. “Let’s see your leg?”


  “James. Oh God. How is he?” Sam asked, back to human form.


  “He’s been shot bad,” Tom admitted. With Jake’s help, Rain managed to get herself near Sam and James.


  “There’s no time to call a shifter doctor or take him anywhere,” Ed muttered, glancing over Tom’s shoulder. “Sam, you need to send him some of your life energy.”


  “I don’t know how,” Sam babbled. He blinked when Rain reached over to grip his hand.


  “You can do this, big bro. Ed can guide you, right?” Rain asked Ed. Ed nodded, and the confident look in his eyes reassured her.


  “Sam, reach for your mate bonds, and then reach for James’s wolf,” Ed instructed. “Do you feel his life energy?”


  Sam face’s paled. “It’s so faint.”


  “Hold onto your bonds and don’t let go. Your sister’s right, Sam. You’re strong. You can save James.”


  Rain watched the process with apprehension, grateful for Tom and Jake’s presence beside her. She didn’t know how much time had passed, but when the cavalry arrived— including Lars and Lil, the pard’s doctor, Sam continued pouring energy to James.


  “Good work, Sam. Lil’s going to take over now, okay? You can let go.” Lars gently parted Sam from James and handed him over to another pard member. Certain Sam would be okay, Lars turned his attention to Rain, who began to doze off on Jake’s shoulder. The big biker’s gaze hovered on her leg, which Jake had bound with torn pieces of her shirt.


  “I’ll tend to your leg in a bit, Rain,” Lil said.


  “Sure. I don’t think it’s fatal,” Rain said, keeping her eye on her foster father.


  Lars sniffed once, and then his eyes narrowed and his nostrils flared. “What the fuck?”


  “I can explain,” Rain said quickly.


  “You can explain?” Lars thundered. “Get your fucking paws off my daughter, Jake, or I’ll tear you a new one.”


  Jake began to pull away, but Rain gripped his arm. She sensed Ed and Tom hover protectively near them. Lars growled, catching sight of them. “Them, too?”


  “After getting nearly killed, that’s the first thing you ask about?” Rain threw back, but Lars crossed his arms and continued to glare at her. “I don’t know why you’re so surprised. Leopards mate in threes remember?”


  “Mate? But you— they’re fucking twice your age.”


  “Lars, we aren’t joking around,” Ed said. He sounded strangely calm and confidant, intent on stating their claim in front of their king.


  “I saw you three sharing a couple of women just last full moon. You expect me to believe you’re serious about my Rain? Do you three believe you deserve her?”


  “My Rain?” Rain asked warily.


  “Rain might be too good for us, but she’s ours now,” Jake said unhelpfully, nuzzling at her neck. Rain swallowed, patted his arm and thankfully, he pulled away.


  “Over my dead body,” Lars hissed.


  “You accepted James,” Rain reminded him.


  Eventually. Rain didn’t add, because she recalled it hadn’t been that long ago Lars found out Sam moved in with James. It took Cas, Des, and the other pard members to stop him from turning Sam to pulp.


  “James doesn’t screw around with other women, or men for that matter.”


  “There will be no others. Rain’s the woman we’ve been waiting for all our lives,” Tom said firmly.


  He gently ran his fingers to smoothen the tangles in Rain’s hair, before pressing his hand against her cheek. Rain leaned into his hand, closed her eyes, and sighed. She nearly forgotten Lars was there until he cursed under his breath.


  Lars cracked his scarred knuckles in warning and gave each of them a measured look, including Rain, before finally speaking. “You really want these three, Rain? Because you better not come crying to me later and telling me you’ve made a mistake.”


  “You don’t understand, Lars.”


  “Then explain. Help me understand.”


  Rain considered Lars not resorting to violence a little victory. She looked her foster father in the eye and told him the truth. “What happened between the three of us isn’t spur of the moment, or fueled by crazed lust.”


  “Christ. Don’t talk to me about lust, kid. In my mind, you’re still that girl who would shift and snuggle in our bed like a little gray ball of fur.”


  Rain pressed her lips together. God. Seeing Lars all sentimental was not something she could handle, because she always saw him as strong. Unyielding.


  “Let her speak.” Jake added a, “please.”


  “Go on.”


  “I watched Ed, Tom, and Jake from afar. Loved them from afar since my teens, and thought it would just be that. Puppy love. Until last night.”


  A visible tick appeared on Lars’s left cheek. “Last night? What the fuck happened last night?”


  “We didn’t fuck, if that’s what you’re worried about.”


  Lars growled, but eventually settled down. “Sometimes it’s easy to forget you’re all grown up and capable of making your own choices. Fine. But you three.” Lars jabbed a finger at Ed, Tom, and Jake. “If you hurt her, there won’t be a place left on earth you can hide in.”


  To Rain’s surprise, Lars offered his hand.


  “Hurting her is the last thing we would ever do,” Ed promised, firmly accepting Lars’ handshake. Rain didn’t see Lars’s fist blurring and smacking Ed over the left cheek. Ed grunted, but didn’t fight back.


  “Needed to do that just once,” Lars told Rain when she glared at him. He looked at the brothers. “Take good care of my pup.”


  After Lil was done treating James, she came to Rain’s side, skillfully extracted the bullet, and bandaged her leg up.


  “No strenuous activities for the next few days,” Lil told the brothers in an authoritative voice.


  “Why are you telling them and not me?” Rain demanded.


  Lil gave her a cool look as she kept her equipment. “Because you won’t listen.”


  Rain groaned. She let Jake help her up. He kissed her forehead.


  “What was that for?” Rain yelped when he easily swept her from the ground and carried her out of the ratty basement. Outside a car borrowed from one of the pard members awaited them, along with some clothes they kept around for emergencies.


  “For being brave,” Jake replied.


  “Oh. Do I get a pat on the head and lollipop, too?” Rain asked, sarcastically. She became wary when Ed smirked at her.


  “You want a lollipop, princess?”


  “You think dirty,” Rain declared. Jake and Tom laughed.


  Ed’s eyes only twinkled. “We’ll talk about that when you heal. Let’s get you home, babe.”


  Rain tightened her arms around Jake’s neck, leaned against his chest, and sighed contently. They reached the car and Rain grudgingly let them pull a large shirt over her. Ed and Jake took the front, leaving Rain to snuggle in the backseat with Tom.


  “You can use me as a pillow,” Tom murmured, combing his fingers through her hair. Even in the darkened interior of the car, Rain saw his expression softening, becoming tender. “How’s your leg?”


  “That’s the third time you asked, and it’s fine.” Rain cuddled close to him, and fell asleep with her head on his lap minutes later. Home, Ed said. A future with the three men she loved.


  Chapter Ten


  


  A Week Later


  


  Rain furrowed her brows. Her fingers hovered over her laptop keyboard before she reread the sentence of her current school paper. She reached out for her heavy textbook again when she halted, sniffing. The smell of burnt food reached her nose.


  “Oh, shit, the chicken.” Rain bolted out of her seat from the dining room table and ran into the kitchen.


  Gray smoke slithered out of the oven. Rain remembered to shove her hands into her mittens before pulling the tray out. She groaned. The blackened mass didn’t resemble a roast chicken one bit.


  “Why do I bother?” Furious, Rain dumped the chicken into the garbage chute.


  None of her mates asked her to do this. To cook dinner, but she volunteered, which made it a lot harder. Rain breathed in and out. She could do nothing about the chicken now, but there was still the soup and salad. Rain checked the pot on the cooker, not shocked her tomato soup looked like the most unappealing red slop she ever laid her eyes on.


  “Well. Soup’s out, too.” Rain yanked the fridge door open, dismayed to find beers, a couple of eggs, old cheese, and more beers. She mentally put down grocery shopping on her to-do list. Maybe she could bug Ed again. Shopping for food with him was always fun, because he often growled at her and ask when she would be done. There was the bonus of wild sex after, too.


  “Cheese omelets?” Seeing the mold on the cheese threw that option out. She fished out her phone from her jeans and quickly texted Jake for help. Ed and Tom were busy working on a new car at the garage and she remembered Jake telling her he would be getting off early from work.


  Satisfied by Jake’s quick response, Rain poured herself a glass of wine, abandoned her paper, and settled herself on the couch. Jake found her there, with her feet propped up.


  “Now that’s a lovely sight. With your apron you look like a young housewife waiting for her husband.” Jake pushed through the door, bags of take-out in both arms. Rain got off the couch and took some of the bags from him. She sniffed at the food. Her eyes widened.


  “Smells good.”


  “For my princess? Of course.”


  “It’s for dinner.” Rain walked back to the kitchen with the bags. Jake winced, seeing the mess she made.


  He wrinkled his nose. “What’s that burnt meat smell?”


  “Extra blackened bird. Don’t worry, I’ll clean the mess up.”


  “I’ll help you so we can save time.”


  Once they finished cleaning the kitchen, Rain put her arms around his neck, tiptoed, and kissed him on the lips. Jake wrapped his arms firmly around her waist, expression turning intense. Sometimes the brothers shared her, but sometimes she had them alone.


  Rain had no particular favorite combination. She loved being with each of them. Lindsay once asked her how she could love each of them equally, and Rain’s answer had been simple. Ed, Tom, Jake, and she wanted to enough, and possessed a big enough space in their hearts to love more.


  “Thank you for coming through. How should I thank you?” Rain asked coyly.


  “Calling me to come home with food, I wonder, was that a ploy to get me alone, princess?” Jake didn’t wait for her to reply. He caught her lips again, nipping at her bottom lip.


  “Maybe?” Rain whispered, opening her lips to let his tongue in.


  His hands moved to the curve of her ass, pulling her close to him. The crush of his body against hers, the bulge in his jeans rubbing against hers, made her entire skin flush with excitement. When Jake released her lips, she reached for the hem of his shirt at the same time he hooked his fingers into the belt loops of her shorts.


  “While I love these shorts, they have to go,” Jake said, looking serious.


  “You first.” Rain placed a hand between them. Jake let her pull off his shirt. He watched her hungrily as she palmed the planes of his chest, moving downward to undo the button of his jeans. Rain knelt, peeled them down together with his boxers, and Jake stepped out of them until he stood nude, cock standing at half-mast.


  “Tough day at work, hon? Let this dutiful little house wife help you feel better,” Rain said teasingly.


  She kept one hand over his balls, occasionally kneading, rubbing, while she flicked her tongue over the pre-cum gathered at his tip.


  “Christ, Rain. Sometimes I still can’t believe you’re real.”


  Rain paused from her task, and then tapped at the three sets of healed mate marks on her neck with two fingers of her free hand. “Sometimes I can’t believe it, too, but I touch these and they remind me I’m not dreaming.”


  Jake pressed his lips together, saying nothing, but Rain heard all he wanted to say from his warm smile. She continued her work and felt him thicken under her attentions. Rain took her time lapping at him until he tugged at her hair.


  “I don’t think I can last long, princess. You feel amazing.”


  Rain took his length between her lips and began sheathing him, applying suction with every inch she covered. He groaned above her. Gasped on her third dive so Rain knew he was close. He began to pull away, but Rain swallowed every drop of his load.


  “Feel better?” Rain asked. Jake helped her back to her feet and, without warning, swept her into his arms. “What are you doing?”


  He kissed her on side of her jaw. “I’m returning the favor.”


  Jake carried her to the living room and settled her on the couch. “Lift up your hands.”


  Rain did. She giggled when Jake pulled her shirt off her like a child. He grew rougher when he reached her shorts and simply yanked them down her hips. Jake licked his lips when he noticed the black skimpy underwear she wore underneath.


  “Clearly, you’ve been concocting evil plans, princess.” He crawled between her legs. Ran a possessive hand down her calf and ankle. “Planned on doing a little seduction tonight?”


  “Guilty as charged.”


  “You don’t need to put so much effort, since Ed and Tom are going to yank your underwear away once they scent your arousal. We might not even be able to make it to dinner.”


  A flood of moisture crept between her legs. Jake always knew how to make her incredibly horny.


  “Are you going to fuck me, or keep talking?”


  Jake growled low in his throat. Ed or Tom would simply tear her poor underwear apart, but Jake gently slid the g-string off her hips and then lowered his head to her pussy. Jake flicked a curious tongue and traced the wetness gathered on one of her pussy lips. Rain trembled, but Jake kept her legs apart.


  “So wet so soon, princess?”


  “I thought you would be pleased I’m all ready for you.” Rain pouted. She liked bantering with Jake during sex, as much as she liked the intensity with Ed and Tom.


  “Who said I’m not pleased?” Jake grinned and flashed his teeth at her before his hands gripped her thighs.


  Rain’s hips buckled when his prodding tongue licked, sucked, and occasionally nibbled. He stabbed his tongue deep into her folds repeatedly, making her moan and grip his hair. Jake dragged his tongue upward, before lowering his mouth on her clit and sealing it with his heat. Rain came then, a gasp spilling from her lips as waves of pleasure rolled over her body.


  Bleary, feeling at bliss, Rain felt Jake kissed the inside of her thigh.


  “I love taking you like this. When you’re looking at my brothers and me like that.”


  “How am I looking at you?”


  “Like we’re the best thing you’ve ever laid eyes upon.”


  “Fuck me?” Rain whispered, relieved Jake pulled her legs above his shoulders. He teased her mercilessly, pressing his cockhead to her clit and entrance, but not pushing in. An impatient growl tickled out of her. “Jake.”


  “I love you,” he murmured so softly Rain barely caught the words.


  “I— ” Rain groaned when he slid inside her, burying himself hilt-deep, not going slow, but it didn’t matter. She was wet and ready for him. Rain closed her eyes, enjoyed the feel of his enormous length filling her. When she opened her eyes, Jake hadn’t moved. His gaze remained trained on her face, while his cock felt like brand glowing inside her. Mine. Jake’s eyes and body seemed to say. Ours.


  Rain found her voice. “I love you, too.”


  Jake gripped her hips tight. He began fucking her, his strokes fast and steady, his length occasionally grinding at her clit. Rain moaned and gripped the leather of the sofa behind her as heat traveled to her chest and pussy.


  Jake switched angles, and his next thrust hit her sweet spot. Rain let out a loud cry, clawing at the fabric above her, but felt strong and callused hands holding her wrists down. She caught sight of Ed’s blue eyes and before she could say anything, Jake aimed for her g-spot again.


  “Fuck, that’s so hot,” came Tom’s voice. Rain caught sight of him, vibrant green gaze trained on her.


  Jake’s steel-hard prick brushed against her swollen nub again, stealing her attention. He reached for her clit, pinched, and Rain let out a wordless cry as her head reeled and the pressure building inside her broke. Her mind floated, although she still felt Ed’s delicious strength holding her down, and Jake slamming into her one last time before he orgasmed.


  Jake collapsed on top of her and Rain reached out to stroke his sweat-soaked hair.


  “When did you guys come in?” Rain asked, loathed to ask Jake to get off her. He looked so sweet cuddled against her. “I didn’t hear the door.”


  “You two were understandably busy,” Ed said, collapsing on the nearby armchair. Rain squinted at him, which wasn’t easy with Jake on top of her. She subtlety poked at their mate bonds to feel for his emotion, not surprised to find jealousy remained absent in him and Tom, who handed him a beer.


  “Oh, reminds me. We need to go grocery shopping soon.”


  “I’ll go with you.” Tom grinned at her. “I understand there’s a reward after.”


  “Do you guys only think of one thing?”


  “Yeah. You.” Ed’s gaze made her skin feel hot.


  “I made dinner,” Rain said. Jake got off on her and retrieved their clothes.


  “Smells good, too,” Tom said.


  “You sound doubtful,” Rain remarked. She began to reach out for her panties, aware both Ed and Tom watched her like a hawk. Her stomach grumbled, reminding her all she had for lunch was a turkey sandwich, but a different sort of hunger assailed her now.


  “Did you really cook all this?” Tom asked. He waved a hand at the immaculately set dining table with the pot roast and vegetables Jake bought set on serving dishes.


  “Yeah. So dinner first, before dessert.” Rain began to put on her shirt, but Ed was already standing in front of her pulling it away from her. Her pulse raced, seeing the familiar look in his eyes. Ed’s leopard nudged against her wolf, demanding affection.


  “I’m going to have dessert first.” Ed didn’t ask, he simply demanded.


  Rain always found that incredibly hot. He rolled on top of her, imprisoned her arms above her head, and kissed her hard. Rain’s moan was drowned out by his lips and teeth. She became aware of every miniscule detail. Ed’s shirt and faded jeans against her sweat-soaked skin. His erection pressed intently against her stomach, demanding release.


  “Any complaints?” Ed asked after freeing her lips.


  “Let’s not forget Tom.”


  Ed got off her, understanding. “On fours, princess.”


  “Show me some skin first.”


  Ed and Tom traded grins, but complied. Jake, fully dressed, touched her shoulder and kissed her cheek. “I’m going downstairs to get us more take-out. Ed and Tom will be starving after this and I don’t think a single roast will do.”


  “Okay. You sure?”


  “Absolutely. I’ve had you already.” Her blush made him chuckle. Rain watched him close the door behind him, before retuning her attention to the two glorious males in front of her.


  “Better?” Tom asked.


  “Much.”


  “How are we doing this?” Tom asked.


  “The usual. Rain rides your cock while I fuck her ass.”


  Tom grinned at her. “Perfect.”


  Rain glimpsed Ed disappearing into his bedroom, probably to get lube, and then looked at Tom expectantly.


  “Oh, princess. I love it when you’re so demanding.” Tom lay flat on his back on the soft carpet.


  Rain eyed his rock-hard erection. “I wanted to ask if I help you get ready, but it looks like I have my work cut out for me.”


  “Lucky you.”


  “Lucky me.” Rain agreed and stood from the couch. She peeled off her underwear and straddled him. Tom reached out, squeezed her left nipple until it hardened, before raising his head to take the sensitive flesh between his lips. He nibbled and sucked. Rain groaned, feeling the slight edge of his teeth. He paused, a silent question in his eyes.


  “Yes,” Rain murmured, moaning as he bit down, leaving an imprint of her teeth. Tom left another bite mark on her right breast by the time Ed returned.


  Tom lifted her by the waist to get her into position. Rain slowly lowered herself into his waiting cock, sighing as his length filled her.


  “Fuck, baby. You’re so tight.”


  Rain began to rock her hips, back and forth, side to side, her moans mingling with the harshness of Tom’s breath. He kept his gaze trained on her. Continued looking at her the way Ed and Jake did— like the best thing that ever happened to them. She felt Ed moving behind her, and Tom gently lifting her, parting her soaking pussy from his prick so Ed could take over. Rain placed both her hands on Tom’s chest for balance, affectionately smiling down at him. He reached out, tucking a stray strand of hair that fell across her face.


  Ed dribbled a generous amount of lube into her ass before Rain felt his fingers begin to loosen the puckered opening. Once ready, he sunk his fingers into the flesh of her hips and gently nudged his tip inside her ass.


  He drove in relentlessly, and the slight ache disappeared the moment his cock head passed the tight ring of muscles. Ed sheathed himself inside her for a few moments, sighing, before pulling out. Tom resumed control, hands back on her as he lowered her pussy to his waiting cock. This wasn’t the first time they took her together, but Rain still couldn’t get used to the spike of pleasure jolting up her body. They took turns, with Tom sliding her slick warm pussy down his shaft, before pulling her out so Ed could take control and slide his cock into her ass.


  “Come for us, Rain,” Tom commanded. He reached for her clit while Ed was inside her ass, and continued to stroke her swollen nub as he took over. With Tom sheathed inside her cunt, Rain screamed out her orgasm, barely holding onto him as pleasure assaulted her body.


  Her cry triggered Tom’s orgasm. He shuddered beneath her, cum filling her pussy. Rain felt Ed lifting her a few seconds later, his thrusts becoming deeper and erratic and knew he wasn’t far behind. He growled as he thrust into her one last time, before spilling his load inside her ass.


  Ed gently lowered her after, so she lay on top of Tom.


  “I don’t think I can do round two,” Rain murmured lazily against Tom’s chest. She sighed contently and nuzzled his neck when he began stroking her back. Once dressed, Ed bent over and kissed her on the cheek.


  “We’ll have dinner first. Jake’s back with Chinese take-out.”


  Rain strained her ears and heard Jake’s familiar footsteps in the kitchen. She didn’t even realize he had come in, but she wasn’t surprised. Her mates had that effect on her.


  “Did you really cook dinner?” Tom whispered against her ear after Ed went to the dining room to help Jake with the food.


  “No. The chicken burnt,” Rain whispered, delightfully feeling like conspirators. She got off Tom and they began to don their clothes.


  “I knew it.” Tom looked contemplative as he pulled his shirt over his head. He continued to speak in a low voice. “The roast looked too perfect.”


  Rain playfully punched him in the shoulder, before they headed to the dining room.


  “What were you two kids whispering about?” Jake asked, sounding amused as the four of them took their seats.


  “Nothing,” Rain replied. She watched Ed grunt, and then put a sliced piece of roast on her plate. Under the table, she felt Tom’s hand rubbing at her thigh. “How was your day at work?” She asked Tom.


  “Busy, but there’s also some juicy gossip.”


  “Do tell.”


  Ed snorted. “It might not even be true.”


  “I overheard Noah and Mason during lunch. Lex has been moody lately and they’re debating whether she’s pregnant.”


  Rain blinked. “Really? I’ve got to ask Cas the next time I see her. See if I can get any more information.”


  Jake gave her an amused look. Lex Marsden was Lars’s sister by blood, and most of the time acted like Rain’s adopted big sister.


  Rain sighed dreamily and thought of Jana, Lars’s daughter. It would be nice to have another playful cub running around the pard. “This is nice.”


  Tom raised an eyebrow at her.


  “All four of us sitting at the table.” Her mates shared secret grins.


  Ed cleared his throat, looking slightly nervous. He reached for her hand across the table. “It’s early to ask, but what do you think of cubs?”


  Jake and Tom groaned. “Christ, Ed. Don’t freak her out, she’s only been with us for a week.” Jake said.


  “Yeah. Forget I asked,” Ed said quickly. “I mean it’s still far away. You got to finish school first and figure out what you want to do next. Whatever you want, we support you.”


  “Thank you. You don’t know how those words mean so much to me.” Rain squeezed back Ed’s fingers. “We’re mated for life and I love Jake, Tom, and you. Of course I’d love kids in the future. I mean come on, who wouldn’t want a mini sullen Ed running around growling at everyone?”


  “Don’t push it, princess.” Ed growled, but Rain could see he looked secretly pleased by the thought.


  “Don’t forget a pretty little wolf cub who looks like you, princess. I bet she’ll be causing a lot of mischief,” Jake joked.


  “A boy and a girl?” Rain furrowed her brows. “How many kids do you guys want? Don’t freak me out and say an entire litter.”


  Tom laughed. “It’s negotiable, but for now, let’s take things slow, yeah?”


  “I agree,” Rain said, beaming. Seeing their empty plates, she asked, “Who wants dessert?”
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