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Introduction

Yara needs to recover from a bad breakup and a dry spell in her career. She travels to the Timberwolf Lodge for rest and relaxation but found more than she ever imagined she would. 




Preface

This is my first attempt at writing a shifter romance. Hope you enjoy!




Chapter 1 Yara

Writer’s block is a bitch.
I haven’t written anything in two months and my agent Brenda is riding me like a bicycle. I know the publishing company is putting pressure on her so I’m not mad at her; but telling me how important it is for me to put another bestselling book out soon doesn’t help me at all. I’m still riding the wave of my last book’s success and their rationale is I need to push another one out while I’ve got the momentum; like books don’t take time to be written.
I could easily slap some shit together and call it a day but that’s not what my readers deserve nor expect from me. I’ve been a contemporary romance writer for almost a decade and I finally started getting some real traction in the last five years. I was able to hire an agent and Brenda got me connected with a great publisher. I’ve written five bestselling books for them and I don’t plan to not have the next one be just as great.
It takes about eight months from conception to completion and I don’t see me rushing the process because the publishers can’t wait to put more money in their pockets. I am very appreciative of the advances they bless me with but I do work hard for the money and deserve it all. It’s not like I’m enjoying the fact that I’m suddenly uninspired.
Life caused that to happen. Love, specifically. I wish I’d had an idea for the new book before my breakup happened so I’d at least have something to work with. That’s the reason my creative juices aren’t flowing and haven’t been for months. When all was right with my world I was inspired to write every day. Since my unexpected breakup went down I’ve felt dead inside.
No, I’m not a drama queen. That’s how I feel; like any ideas of romance have been sucked out of me. I don’t know what will motivate me and bring that fire back but I hope I get it figured out soon. Brenda didn’t say anything about me being dropped by the publisher and I doubt they’d do that.
At the same time, I know I’m expendable and there are at least a million other authors out there who are hungry and willing to do whatever to get their shot. I’ve worked hard and would hate to feel like I failed but I don’t know what’s going to happen if I can’t get this book written.
I’m pissed with myself for feeling so low. I’ve never had a breakup affect me like this one. Amir was my boyfriend for six years and of course, I thought we’d be together forever. He’s an estate planning lawyer and third generation attorney. We always vibed well in all areas of our relationship and he was my muse for as long as we were together.
He treated me well and his family loved me. I aged out of the foster system so I didn’t have a blood family to speak of. His family welcomed me in and treated me like one of them since the moment Amir introduced me and I fell in love with them too.
Everything was rolling along perfectly until three months ago. He started complaining about my inattentiveness and how it made him feel like he wasn’t important. I was always there for him, going to his office functions, his family gatherings, and anything else he needed me to show up for.
I was doing all that and still fucking him like a porn star almost every night and he had the nerve to tell me I wasn’t paying him enough attention! I asked him what more could I possibly do to show him that he was a priority and he said he wanted me to focus more on him and less on ‘writing bullshit love stories.’
I couldn’t believe that he told me to choose him or my career. I’d never pull a dick move like that on him. He knew my dream was always becoming a famous writer. I mean, I’m not like A-list famous yet but the potential is there. Nevertheless, there was no way in Hell I was going to choose him over my dream and fuck him for even giving me that ultimatum!
The ensuing breakup was nasty and as much love as his family had shown me for years, their vitriol was just as abundant. Even now, some of those bitches in his family will post shady shit on social media about me. That’s the least of my concerns, though.
Lions never lose sleep over the opinions of sheep and his family is full of them.
What’s bothered me the most is the fact that he’s playing victim and doesn’t see how wrong he was. Of course, he put me out of the home we’d shared since getting together. It was his condo and I wasn’t surprised when he said I should leave immediately. I had professional movers move me out the next day and I put my belongings in a storage unit.
I haven’t decided where I want to live yet so I’ve been staying in a suite at a four-star hotel. It’s luxurious and the staff has pampered me. Although I can afford to stay indefinitely I don’t want to. I need to find a place to put down my permanent roots as I go into the new phase of my life.
I’m turning thirty-two in a few months and I suppose it’s time for me to think about what I’m doing next. Isn’t that how it’s supposed to go? A woman reaches a certain age and her biological clock starts ticking so loudly it keeps her up at night. It’s funny that I never imagined having children with Amir.
I knew it was a natural step after we got married but I didn’t dream about it. I never saw me nursing a baby that looked like the perfect combination of us. I want children, though. Isn’t that weird? I was in love with him for six years and was content with where we were. It’s like I never fantasized about moving forward.
Maybe I didn’t love him as much as I thought. I shrug as I brush my teeth in the bathroom mirror. I’ve thought about it all a million times and I’m no closer to figuring out why we went wrong than I was months ago. It had to be something more than him being threatened by my career. I never got the impression that there was someone else so I just don’t know.
I look at my reflection in the mirror and grimace. I’ve got dark circles under my eyes and my hair looks dull. I’ve been sleeping at night so they must come from stress. I could use a trip to the hair salon and the nail salon, too. In fact, I think I’ll have a day of pampering.
A hot-stone massage sounds good, followed by a nice meal in the hotel restaurant. After I shower I’ll put my plans into motion. I may have to pay extra to get my hair done on such short notice but it’s worth it. No one can tame my hair like my hairstylist Tanya does. I’ve neglected myself for the first time in years and it’s time I get back to basics; starting with some maintenance.
***
This has been the most indulgent day I’ve had in a very long time. I’m sporting a vibrant yellow on my fingernails and toenails, my body is free of all extra hair courtesy of a Brazilian wax, my eyebrows have been threaded and tinted, and my hair bounces with every turn of my head due to the silk press Tanya tamed my curly 4c hair with.
I feel amazing… and pretty. I used to get compliments all the time from Amir and in that last month, he barely said anything about my looks.
I shake off the thought. Brenda’s advice was to get under another man to get over my old one but I can’t see myself doing that. I don’t necessarily feel I have any lingering loyalty to Amir but I don’t think I’m ready to get into a physical relationship with a new man.
I’m not saying I couldn’t use a little horizontal bop but it’d have to be under the right circumstances. Like, a man who could turn me out and make me feel like the queen I am when we’re between the sheets, then walk away without pressuring me for more.
Perhaps that man will be the catalyst for my imagination returning. I think about the heroes in my previous books and I know I want the new one to make the all the others look like little boys. I want my new hero to be the most alpha of the alpha males with looks like the Norse god Baldr and a big dick.
Did I just… holy shit! I’ve got an idea for my new hero! Yes! I guess having a day of no responsibility and all pampering has helped my mind do what it needs to do! And that means…
I need a vacation. A real getaway. I’m talking a nicely-appointed country inn with scenic views, lots of lush forestry, and clean air. I need to separate myself from everything that is not conducive to my writing process.
I’m going to kick all the bullshit to the curb and take some real time to myself so I can regroup from the breakup and find my creativity again. I haven’t taken a real vacation in over a year and the last one was more about seeing to Amir’s needs instead of my own.
This one will be different. I won’t even call it a vacation. It’s going to be a sabbatical. I know Brenda will be on board with it and so will the publisher. They want a bestseller and the only way I’m going to be able to produce one is to get my shit together. I pull my phone out of my bag and do a Google search for highest-rated inns in the northern United States.
“Wow! Timberwolf Lodge has… damn, they’ve got almost two thousand five-star ratings online, and that’s just on the internet! I go to their social media page and I see page after page of comments about how great the place is and how all women should spend time there.
Sounds like this is exactly what I need. If women are encouraging other women to go it must be nothing but pampering and that sounds wonderful! Also, communing with other women would be nice. I’d still have my alone time when I’m not in the midst of female energy.
I’m almost giddy when I make my reservation on the website. Just thinking of being pampered in a gorgeous setting has me excited. I haven’t felt this level of anticipation in a long time. I cement my two-month booking with a full prepayment and I down the rest of my glass of wine with a giggle. I’ll call Brenda later and let her know what my plans are.
I’d love to fly out, which would be simpler, but I’m going to prepare myself to drive. I need to get a rental cargo van and go over to the storage unit to grab what I’ll need for two months. The van should be large enough to hold my essentials.
There are laundry facilities at the lodge so I won’t need to take a ton of clothing. They also serve three meals daily but my room will have a small refrigerator. I can easily take some snacks and bottled water with me. If I need more, there is a town a short distance away.
Timberwolf Lodge is tucked away near the Teton Range on the Wisconsin side and promises “an authentic fellowship with nature” that I look forward to experiencing. I can almost smell the fresh-cut grass and crisp autumn air now.
Already I’m smiling so wide my cheeks hurt and I haven’t even started my journey yet!




Chapter 2 Cory

Fall has always been my favorite time of the year and it’s not because business tends to slow down just a little. I love that we’re so successful but it’s nice when we’re not at 100% occupancy and can let our hair down. It’s nice to be able to roam around the grounds and not worry about running into any of the horny-ass women that come to the lodge trying to get laid.
I’m the only one that’s bothered by that and I get teased mercilessly about it but I don’t care. I never imagined my body being a plaything for random women and I don’t regret making that decision.
My twin brother Zephyrus, or just Zeph, is the complete opposite. I think he’s trying to see just how many women he can fuck before settling down. We’re thirty-years-old and if I had to guess I’d say he’s had at least a few hundred women, and that’s no exaggeration.
He’s a true ladies’ man and he knows it. Women are drawn to him like moths to a flame and he takes full advantage. He said he’ll be all in when the right woman comes along and I only know he will because he’ll have no choice. Neither of us will.
Hopefully, Mrs. Right will love living here because I don’t see us ever leaving the area. It took a while to find the perfect spot for our lives and livelihoods and it’s our permanent home. Besides me and Z, there are our blood brothers Tycho, Slate, Whit, and Bach.
We met them during our second enlistment in the Army and formed a brotherhood out of necessity that formed a deep and enduring bond between us. Like us, they had no family to return to after being discharged, so we all worked together to build The Timberwolf Lodge and it’s been incredibly successful.
It didn’t take long for the lodge to become a retreat for women, single and otherwise. At first, we’d see nothing but couples on their honeymoon or anniversary, but once word got out about the staff at Timberwolf, we’ve steadily climbed to 100% female occupancy most of the time.
Thankfully, this weekend won’t be as busy since Thanksgiving is on Thursday. Because of that holiday, we don’t see many travelers this time of year. It’ll pick up again a week before Christmas for the few weeks we mostly see families come through.
We’re expected to get more snow this year than usual and it’s always welcome. I, along with the other guys, love being out in the snow. We’re all very hot-blooded males and any chance we get to enjoy the cold of the Wisconsin mountains we take.
We’re all avid outdoorsmen but Tycho and Bach basically live outside. Where Tycho is a people person, Bach prefers to spend time alone. Same with Whit. He’s never been much of a talker or socializer and Z is always trying to bring him out of his shell.
One of the reasons we all get along so well is that we respect each other’s personal space and privacy. We know when to leave one another alone and when to step up for each other. At some point I know we’re all going to find our soulmates and settle down here and I look forward to it.
Unlike my brother, I’m committed to being a one-woman man and so is Bach. He’s the life of the party and always making jokes, but like me, he prefers his own company.
And he’s also a virgin.
It’s nothing I’m ashamed of but it bothers him to be reminded of his status. Like me, he’s waiting for his Mrs. Right. You would think men our age wouldn’t have been able to go so long with our chastity intact but when I was younger, I knew several men in our family who waited.
It was the honorable way to go into a union; both parties being untouched by anyone else. Although we haven’t had any contact with our family since entering the Army, I still choose to stick to our traditional ways.
Meanwhile, Z is smashing ass like he’s a human hammer. I shake my head at the thought. I personally feel like he’s tainting his body with all the random women he hooks up with but he disagrees (of course) and swears he uses condoms with them.
He said only one woman will ever feel his raw cock and I know him well enough to say he’s being truthful. At least we know if he has been exposed to anything it’ll go away just as quickly as it came on. Neither of us would ever want to hurt our Mrs. Right.
That’s right… our Mrs. Right. My brother and I knew from a young age that we’d always be part of a triad when we found the woman that our hearts and spirits agreed is the one born just for us.
She’s out there and we’ll know her immediately upon meeting her. We may not be part of our pack any longer but that part hasn’t changed. Our innate nature knows that an Alpha and Beta need their Luna and nothing will stop us from having her.
If she’s like us, she’ll understand and there will be no need to explain. If she’s human, then there will be a lot of explanation, and hopefully, instant acceptance. So, yeah… we’re not like the average men that women are used to. I’ve read a ton of cheesy romance novels about men like us and I can only hope that we get our happy ending like those books portray.
In those books, women go crazy over what they refer to as shapeshifters; men who physically turn into animals. Of course, it’s not just a physical thing because our animals are one-half of us. We communicate with our animals and they do the same with us. It’s a partnership of sorts, but the human side is one the one driving the car.
Our animals ride shotgun… but sometimes they yank the wheel and take over, especially when emotions are involved. Zeph definitely lets his wolf run the show more often than he should and he wears the badge of hothead proudly.
Yes, we’re were-wolves. Not like the ones you see in movies that go through a transformation during a full moon and leave a trail of carnage in their wake. The only shift we don’t control is the very first one that occurs when puberty begins. We both experienced it at thirteen, although mine occurred before Z’s.
To this day that still bothers him.
He feels he should’ve shifted first since he’s almost five minutes older than me. The fact that I’m Beta to his Alpha doesn’t appease him but it’s not as if we can go back in time and change anything. What’s important is that we both shifted appropriately and haven’t had any issues since.
We also don’t eat human flesh and never have. I can’t say that for certain about our ancestors but no one I’ve ever known in my lifetime has partaken of human flesh. Some lore refers to us as metamorphs but we’ve always just called ourselves weres. It’s the same for our brothers in arms.
Tycho and Slate are were-bears, Whit is a were-panther, and Bach is a were-fox, which sounds really weird to me, no pun intended. I guess to humans it would all sound weird, though. However it may sound, this is our lives and we’re as normal as any men out there. Our genetic makeup is just slightly different.
For one reason or another we’ve all been cast aside by our families. Z and I didn’t agree with all the rules of the pack and how it was being run, especially after our father died. It’s not that we tried to change generations of tradition or even disrespected the leaders; we simply spoke our minds. Well, he did and I backed him up, and there were things that needed to change but not everyone was strong enough to stand against our Alpha.
Our paternal uncle.
Once our father died, our mother decided she’d be better off taking his side and endorsing him as alpha versus standing by her own sons. We stayed in our family cabin after she moved out and once we came of age, we challenged Uncle Aaron. Somehow he got our entire pack to turn on us; even the ones who’d told us they didn’t agree with a lot of the shit he was doing. They didn’t back us up and we were shunned.
With no prospects and nowhere to go, we went with our only viable option at the time which was enlistment in the military. That turned out to be the best decision we ever made because we were able to create our own clan with fair rules and a level of loyalty we never had back home. We were able to create the perfect family for ourselves.
Those guys showed me they had my six in a combat zone and here at home and there’s no one I trust more than them. Z and I are the only ones who have spoken about our families and that was only because we needed them to understand why we wanted to form our own pack of sorts.
Our beasts don’t get along in nature and a few times we’ve had some squabbles, but nothing that caused a rift in our brotherhood. We’re blessed to have each other and I wouldn’t have it any other way.
Now, once we start finding our mates, life will be that much sweeter. Our cabins sit about a mile behind the lodge, separated by a thick grove of spruce trees and a custom ten-foot tall chain-link fence. No one ever ventures close and they shouldn’t. We’re nowhere near the trail we’ve carved out for our guests, and we’ve got plenty of directional signs for them to follow for their nature walks.
Of course, none really go on hikes unless one of us is leading. And they only go to ogle or flirt, not to enjoy nature. That annoys me, which is why I don’t ever take groups out. Any woman that can’t take a moment to appreciate the beauty that Mother Nature has bestowed upon us wouldn’t be worth my time if I wasn’t already pledged to the woman who will complete our triad.
Whoever she may be.
“Hey! Ready to go over the menu for the reception?” Slate asks from the doorway of my office. He’s the lodge’s chef and former intelligence officer of our old grunt unit. He insists on running the menu past me and Z all the time although neither of us knows how to cook and could give a damn what he makes as long as the guests like it.
We’re technically the owners but for business purposes only since we put up the majority of the capital for the lodge. Otherwise, we’re partners in this venture. We all put in sweat equity to get this place built.
“Sure thing,” I answer, turning my attention to him. I was just looking over the guest list one last time for the ones arriving tomorrow evening. We have fourteen confirmed reservations; a few staying through the weekend, and the majority staying a full week. One has reserved one of our honeymoon suites for two months and I’ll be sure to treat her as a VIP from the reception going forward.
Yes, she.
The reservation shows only one name. She prepaid the $30k for her stay and included gratuities so she’s going to get the royal treatment. We cater to all our guests, but I get the feeling this one may require extra attention. Who takes a trip to an out-of-the-way lodge for two months?
Someone who needs to be pampered, that’s who.
“Well, it’s going to be some tasty finger foods,” Slate starts excitedly, “Smoked salmon canapés, brie-stuffed pretzel bites, chorizo Manchego-stuffed dates, a few charcuteries boards, and some desserts.” Even though I don’t give a shit what he serves, I’m always impressed by him.
Slate is no one’s idea of a chef. He’s a big guy who’s covered in tattoos and piercings, and unless you didn’t know any better, you’d think he was all brawn and no brain. The man is self-taught and should be an executive chef at a five-star restaurant. Instead, he’s graced us and our guests with exquisite meals for the last few years.
“It all sounds good. We’ve only got fourteen coming tomorrow. Have you shopped for the Thanksgiving meal?” I ask.
He nods, “Of course. I plan to make some traditional dishes along with a few of my own.”
“Good. I know they’ll appreciate your efforts,” I reply.
He smiles wide and chuckles, “That’s the plan. I like it when they appreciate me.” And by appreciate, he means fuck. Slate is just as bad as Z when it comes to the ladies and he has no plans of slowing down. He’s confided that he doesn’t believe he even has a fated mate and quite frankly, doesn’t believe in it. I guess he’ll have to see for himself one day. He stands, “Well, I’m about to start prepping. The new group will be here before we know it.”
He leaves the office and closes the door behind him. I know he’s happy none of the new guests have food allergies. As part of our standard procedures, we ask if there are any dietary restrictions so we can accommodate them. We always want to avoid any issues like guests getting sick because we haven’t done our due diligence. And he likes cooking with no limitations.
The day already seems long and it’s only half over with. Mondays are like that. We’ve got a couple of guests here that will be leaving on Wednesday but the bulk of them checked out yesterday. One of our lodge policies is if a guest doesn’t want to check out prior to noon on Sunday they get charged for the extra night.
Usually all are gone by noon but there’s always a few that decide to either leave later in the day or just stay until Monday morning. That’s a policy only for guests that check in on Friday. We like to maximize our profits because anyone staying for the weekend definitely gets a larger return on their investment than we do.
Z wants to raise weekend rates but I’m completely against it. I acquiesced to the Sunday policy under duress but I refuse to nickel-and dime our guests. Our rates are competitive and affordable enough that we’re always comfortably in the black and we have dozens of repeat customers. Speaking of the devil, the door opens and my twin walks in. He never knocks and I suppose I should be used to it. He’s shirtless and sweaty so I know he’s been on a run.
“Hey, were-do,” he smiles, plopping down in the chair Slate just vacated, and kicking his feet up on the desk. I’ve gotten used to his annoying insult and it doesn’t bother me like it used to. Hell, we’re both weirdos!




Chapter 3 Zeph

If Cory isn’t in this office working, he’s in our unofficial library; the room that doubles as a study, guest business office, and lounge. That’s only when we don’t have guests. When we do, he’s in his cabin unless he’s needed on-site. Even then, he’s hiding out in here.
I’ve never met a man that prefers reading when he could be doing a million other more interesting things, even if he’s not getting some pussy. I’ll continue getting enough for the both of us. He’s watched quite a few of my sessions in the past but for him, I think it was more for research purposes than anything else.
I may give my brother a hard time about him waiting to get his dick wet but I respect the fuck out of him for having the willpower to wait. It’s tradition that both a man and his woman come to their marriage bed untouched but when we left our pack, I left all that shit behind.
Fuck the pack and every miserable asshole that stayed under Aaron’s thumb; including our mother. The only family that matters is the one we created here. We’ve got our lodge, our private cabins, and two hundred acres of pristine forestry. What more could we ask for?
Cory’s holding out hope that we’ll all find our ‘fated mates’ but I don’t believe in that. After all, Dad was supposed to be that for the woman he married, but not even two months after his death, she took up with his brother. Seeing that took any belief I may have had out of my head permanently.
We’ll be lucky just to find a woman we both like that’ll be okay with us sharing her. As much as I’ve rejected anything having to do with the pack and their traditions, one thing I couldn’t get away from was the whole Alpha/Beta thing.
Families with two sons always named the firstborn the Alpha and the next one the Beta. Contrary to popular belief, that isn’t just for those who are in line to succeed their pack’s leaders. For families with more than two sons, the younger ones lucked up by not having to share a mate. That duty fell on the two oldest males.
What kind of shit is that?!
And if I didn’t want to share a woman with my brother, then what? Ironically, the urge to do so is in me and nothing I’ve done has changed it. It’s the same for our beasts. I’m just hoping she meets both our needs because I doubt that we’d be attracted to the same kind of woman.
We’re identical twins but we couldn’t be more different. I’m more like our blood brother Slate while Cory and Bach are each other’s spirit animals, no pun intended. We love our women stacked and stupid. There’s no need for intelligence besides her knowing how to fuck like a freak.
I don’t need, or require, any deep conversations from any woman. I only need a tight pussy and a deep throat to put a smile on my face. It may sound shallow but that’s who I am.
“What’s up, Z?” my brother asks patiently.
“Nothing. Just bored.”
“Isn’t there a guest you need to go fuck?” he asks, giving me that look he gives me when he doesn’t feel like talking.
“Nope. The ones that are left have already been handled,” I smirk. Actually, I’ve only had sex with two of the ones who’ll be checking out soon. One was a repeat lodge customer and luckily she takes all the cock I can give her and happily goes home to her boyfriend. There’s no talk of making it anything more than sex, “Am I disturbing your work?’
Cory shakes his head, “Anyway, we have a guest coming that will be staying with us for two months.” My ears perk up at that. We’ve never had anyone stay for that length of time. Not even close. I think the longest stay was three weeks. “It’s a woman and I shouldn’t have to do this, but I’m asking you to stay away from her.”
“Pfft! Stop acting like I fuck everything that comes through those doors,” I say, slightly annoyed, “And unless she’s got big tits and a small brain, I’m not interested.”
“Just… for once, don’t do your usual,” he says slowly as if he’s trying to choose the right words. I notice his fingers are fidgeting and I know it’s because he doesn’t know how I’ll respond. I hate making my brother nervous but if I’m being honest, I understand it. He refers to me as a hothead but I’d like to think of myself as passionate.
“You always think I’m going to pop off, don’t you?” I ask him.
He gives me a crooked smile, “Don’t you always?”
Touché.
“I’ll try to do better,” I say solemnly.
“Really?” His eyebrows are practically touching his hairline. Could he really be that surprised that I’m going along with his request? I nod in response. “Okay. I thought I was going to get some pushback.”
“Nope. I love you, lil bro,” I smile, “I’m not trying to make your life harder.”
He sees right through me.
“You’re so full of shit,” he laughs.
“Maybe. But seriously… she’s off limits. I’m assuming you’re going to tell everyone that?” Aside from him and Bach, we’ve all dipped our toes in the pool of women that come and go.
“I am. You know I hate the fact that you guys fool around with the guests and I can’t stop you,” he says, resignation in his voice, “but if she can afford to pay $30k for her stay, that means she’s got money. If she’s got money, she’s got influence. We want her talking to all her rich friends about us.”
“Copy that, Top,” I say with a roll of my eyes. He hates when I call him that more than when I call him ‘were-do.’ He rose to the rank of Master Sergeant before we were discharged while my ass never got past Staff Sergeant because my passion got me in trouble a few times with our chain of command. Fuck them! Nobody ever wanted to respect grunts, so we had to take our respect from them. “What’s her name?”
“Did I mention she’s staying in the honeymoon suite? Her name is Yara Wright,” he replies, “I think I’m pronouncing it right.”
“Does it matter? I won’t be hollering her name while I’m balls deep, so whatever,” I say with a shrug. If she’s staying in the honeymoon suite then it means she’s not coming alone so there was no need for him to even bring this up.
“Alright. Good. I’ll see you at dinner,” he says, turning his attention back to his computer. Cory is the only one who uses this office every day. I use it sometimes and that’s only when I’m doing some type of administrative work for the lodge. Otherwise, I’ll use my laptop while I’m sitting outside on the deck.
When we have guests, I’ll do my work somewhere out of the way where they can’t run across me. I may act like I don’t give a shit most of the time, but when it comes to business, I’m very serious. This lodge is our legacy and I’m always going to put it first.
I give him a jaunty salute before walking out. He hates that too. He wasn’t an officer and never rated a salute when we were on active duty and that’s why it annoys him when I do it. Slate was our Captain and we haven’t saluted his ass once after we became civilians again! I make my way to the outdoor pool and dive in. It’s been averaging about 50° the last week and the water feels amazing on my heated flesh. I swim several laps, my body cutting through the water like I’ve got fins.
Whatever the reason, we are always just a bit hotter than humans. Maybe it’s the metabolism of our animals, I don’t know. All I know is I love our cold weather and can’t get enough. I’d walk around naked if Cory wouldn’t lose his mind over it.
I chuckle to myself. My little brother, Corinthus Abel Gannon, is such a pain in the ass. I love him more than anything in this world, and if not for him being my voice of reason and moral compass for so long, I’d have been either long dead or in prison.
I was always the fighter between the two of us. Cory’s no slouch, though. He can whoop ass just as well as I do. He just chooses to resolve issues in the most non-violent way if he can. I envy him that ability. I go from 0 to 60 in the blink of an eye when someone says or does something that I don’t like.
I’ve had years to work on it but I’m still not cured of my recklessness yet. Perhaps the right woman will be able to calm my beast when needed, because he always takes control when I get upset. Hell, if there’s a woman that can do that, I’ll marry her on the spot!
Or if there’s a woman who can get me to listen to anything she has to say beyond telling me how to fuck her I’ll marry her. My brother says I have no respect for women but I’d never consciously disrespect any woman. Our mom showed me that you can’t trust women, that’s all. They’re good for one thing and one thing only.
I climb out of the pool and start walking toward my cabin. Thoughts of that woman always serve to kill any bit of joy I have. Of course my little brother is constantly telling me I have some things to overcome regarding her but I have a right to be angry and to not forgive her.
It’s not as if she’s asked us for forgiveness because she hasn’t. If she did, I can’t say that I’d give it. Not forgiving her isn’t causing any problems in my life so I’d rather just leave things as they are. She’s not worried about us so I feel like we shouldn’t be losing any sleep over her ass either. I push her to the back of my mind so I don’t disturb the peace of my walk home.
I love feeling the leaves and twigs crunching beneath my feet as I walk. Even if I wasn’t a were-wolf I think I’d love being out in nature. There’s nothing like clean, crisp air in your lungs as you walk through verdant green grass and shrubbery. I sound like I’m waxing poetic and I guess I am.
I inhale a deep breath and blow it out slowly. A new group of guests will be here tomorrow and I’ve been told to be on my best behavior. I could’ve told Cory this, but I love needling him so I didn’t; I’ve gotten bored with the women who come through here.
They don’t offer any kind of challenge. I still love having sex, don’t get me wrong, but it’s gotten stale. I think I may start going into town periodically and seeing what I can get into. Or who… as long as she can give me exactly what I want, I won’t complain. If I were to tell Cory this, he’d really start in on how I should start thinking about settling down.
I need that like I need a hole in my head.
I reach my cabin and strip out of my shorts as soon as I walk in. I’m going to take a long shower and hit the sack. Before I step into the bathroom, my phone rings. What the fuck does Cory want now?! “Yeah?”
“It’s Mom.”




Chapter 4 Yara

Nothing.
Nada.
Zip.
I’ve come up with nothing since my epiphanic moment in the hotel restaurant.
I scoff.
What good is a novel if I can’t come up with a good plot?! Sure, I know I want my hero to be fine but that’s literally what 99% of what all authors want in their books! What I need is a plot. One that’s going to draw my readers in and keep them intrigued through each page turn.
I thought I’d come up with something on the way to the lodge because I’m always creative on long drives. It’s like my mind is laser-focused on my book and a million ideas come to me. Today, not so much. The drive to the lodge has taken six hours and I did it all in one shot. There was no need for me to stop and spend the night anywhere when I have a suite waiting for me at the Timberwolf Lodge. I can’t wait to get there!
I’ve been listening to the late great Queen of Rock-n-Roll the entire drive and it’s mostly brought me out of my doldrums. Tina Turner not only survived her first life but thrived in her second. She’s the epitome of strength and listening to her raw, husky vocals always gives me a boost. I can overcome my funky little writer’s block because that goddess overcame a lot more than that.
Real shit.
May she rest in Heavenly peace.
The lodge’s website said there’s a reception for new guests at 6 pm and we’ll meet the staff and get a chance to mix with the other guests. I’d just as soon spend that time by myself but I’ll go along with it. Who knows? Maybe I’ll get some inspiration from the other guests.
If nothing else, being surrounded by forests and mountains will relax me enough that my mind won’t be so cluttered with the minutiae that’s kept me from focusing. Minutiae being Amir’s unworthy ass and his raggedy skank cousins who troll me on social media.
Before I go down the rabbit hole that is my ex and his family, I start belting out “I Might Have Been Queen” at the top of my lungs. This sabbatical is not only going to get my creative juices flowing again but help me heal my broken heart. Well, my hurt feelings, anyway.
I can admit this now although I never wanted to before. I did love Amir but I don’t think I was in love with him. At least not in the way that spelled forever. We were compatible in a lot of ways and…
Hmph. I can’t think of anything else that made me believe I couldn’t live without him.
I mean, compatibility is great. Many successful marriages are built on that and nothing else. Sometimes people aren’t even in love when they get married but grow to love each other over time. I personally want the kind of love that makes me crazy.
I want to feel like I can’t breathe when I’m not in the same space as my man. As ludicrous as it sounds, I want the kind of love that makes me want to stay barefoot and pregnant. Not that I would do that but I’d like to be inspired to.
I write about women finding their forever love and I can’t do the same. Isn’t that crazy? Amir could’ve been that for me if he wasn’t selfish. I don’t believe the man who was made for me would want me to give up my life’s passion just so I can be his wife.
My perfect man would want me to happily live my dream and find a way to integrate himself into my life; not ask me to change it. Yeah, so I said I wouldn’t get caught up in thoughts about him and I meant that, yet I know I’m going to have moments where I can’t help but reflect on what we had and where it went wrong. That’s part of healing.
That part sucks.
Although I’m certain I did nothing wrong, I must examine myself through a microscope as part of the process. Maybe I expected Amir to be like the heroes in my books? I know now he wasn’t my inspiration for them because my heroes weren’t anything like him. Yet in still, the idea of what he could’ve been was my actual muse, not him.
My fictional loves were hunky alpha males with big dicks and hearts to match. Amir is good-looking and has a certain swag to him but he’s no alpha. His dick was slightly-above-average and if I had one complaint, it was that he wasn’t very intuitive in bed.
You’d think after all the years we’d been together and had sex that he wouldn’t have to be told how to pleasure me. He said that having me direct him was a turn-on and I guess it was for him, but for me it was extra work.
Now that I think about it, it was laziness on his part. Who wouldn’t want to mindlessly follow directions and still get their happy ending? My Mr. Right is going to take the time to get to know my body without me having to tell him.
Learn and turn.
That’s the mantra.
Learn the pussy and turn it out!
I come to the end of the private road that leads to the lodge and maneuver the cargo van into an empty spot next to a red BMW®, careful not to come too close to the expensive vehicle. I cut the engine and look at my watch.
I’ve got thirteen minutes until the reception starts. It’s not like it’s mandatory that I be there but I do want to start my stay off the right way. I want to totally immerse myself in this experience, starting with the meet-and-greet.
This is about me getting back to me but I also want to do some socializing. Not a lot, though, but perhaps I will get some ideas from those around me. Maybe seeing loving couples up close and personal will inspire me. I step out of the van and immediately feel a little self-conscious.
Aside from the cargo van I arrived in and another late-model Chevy®, the gravel parking lot is filled with luxury vehicles. I don’t consider myself rich, although I kinda am, but even I drive a 2019 Camry™ and haven’t felt the need to get a status symbol vehicle. I’m not into flaunting my wealth like some people do. It was just never a necessity for me.
I just hope I’m not surrounded by a bunch of snooty-ass people because they are not my cup of tea. Deep down I’ll always be a foster-system kid no matter how much money I make. One thing that’s stayed consistent about me is that I don’t look down my nose at anyone. It took some years for me to feel like I was worthy and I would never treat anyone as if they weren’t.
Only assholes do that.
I’ve attended a lot of black-tie events in the last several years and it’s always a practice in patience. I never go because I want to; I go because I have to. I have several charities I support and those events always bring out the folks with the deepest pockets and I’m always able to talk them into huge donations. That’s when I’m in my element. I can talk about causes near and dear to my heart all day long and never tire of it.
I climb back into the driver’s seat and take a look into the rearview mirror. I don’t look… horrible. I’m not wearing makeup so I look a little tired but it’s nothing a little bronzer and lip gloss won’t fix. My hair is pulled back into a ponytail and I had to dab a little edge control along my hairline, but my silk press is still holding on for dear life. I only get my hair straightened two or three times a year because it’s such a long process and may last for a week if I’m careful.
I do a quick brush over my face to add some sparkle and put some gloss on my lips. I look cute. I’m not a model but I could grace someone’s catalogue cover. My looks are another thing that I had to grow to love and it’s more of a love than hate relationship now.
I don’t think I’m ugly but I always figured I wasn’t attractive; if that makes sense. Why else would my biological parents look into my face and decide they couldn’t love me? Was I that ugly of a baby that they felt they couldn’t love me?! I physically shake my head to rid it of those thoughts. I can’t deal with both my abandonment and rejection issues right now.
One thing at a time, and now is not the time. I look at myself once more and think about how much I love my round nose and full lips. My eyes are slightly wider apart than I’d like and I’ve got a kinda sorta cleft in my chin but I love my uniqueness.
There is only one Yara Wright and she is a ravishing enchantress!
I say those words every morning when I wake up. That used to annoy Amir but who cares? He should’ve been the one saying it, not me. Instead, he was too busy being worried about his needs like any selfish, self-absorbed asshole. I’m not ashamed of my self-love and in fact, as soon as I get the chance, I’m going to go to the highest peak possible and shouting it to the world!
I step out of the van and start walking toward the stately stone staircase that leads to the front entrance. I want to stop and take in all the mature trees and greenery around me but I don’t want to be the last one walking into the room. I’m already going to stand out in my hot pink yoga top and black-and-pink leopard-print yoga pants. What’s funny is I’ve never done yoga in my life. I plan to do it for the first time while I’m here.
I basically signed up for most of the activities that the lodge offers and I’m excited to do some things I’ve never done. Okay… most of the things I’ve never done. Archery, horseback riding, yoga, hiking, a ‘polar bear plunge,’ and kayaking. They’re even going to have their chef teach some cooking classes.
I’m open to everything and I’m going into all events with an open mind. As a kid, I never saw nature beyond the local parks, and even then, there were sparse trees and flowers, but nothing more. One of the charities I support creates green spaces for kids living in the city who, like me, long for more than just a touch of nature in their neighborhood.
I could see myself settling permanently in a spot where I’m surrounded by nature. There’s something to be said about the wonders of this planet we live on and everything organic that is non-human. I think I was an animal in a former life. Maybe an eagle or something just as awesome.
I think humanity is doomed. I’m sure I’m not the only one who looks around and wonders how disappointed the aliens are that put us on this big rock. I know I also can’t be the only one that thinks humanity is an alien experiment gone awry. I’ve gotten a few raised eyebrows when mentioning that, but no one can make me believe otherwise.
Humans think we’re the only ones here and anywhere else and I think that is the most arrogant perception ever. If there can be life on this planet, why not others? Also, I totally believe the supernatural are among us. Not just specters and the like, but the otherworldly beings that you read about in books.
Vampires, djinn, orcs… all that. That’s why I was addicted to the TV show Supernatural. It fed my paranormal soul. It didn’t hurt that I had the biggest crush on Jensen Ackles. That’s one white boy I could sink my teeth into. Well, his character on the show, anyway. He had that bad-boy-on-the-outside-and-tender-on-the-inside thing going on.
So sexy!
I pull the heavy wooden door of the lodge open and step inside. My nose is hit with the woodsy smell of cedar and mouth-watering aromas of food at the same time.
“Welcome to the Timberwolf Lodge,” a cute redhead says. He motions for me to step to the wooden counter that takes up one corner of the room. He comes around the other side and taps on the computer keyboard. “Your name, please?”
“Yara Wright.”
“Oh, our VIP,” he smiles. He’s got a mellow vibe that I find myself drawn to just like that. “Here is your welcome envelope with your room key and also the schedule for the activities you’ve signed up for. In your room you’ll find a complimentary food basket and a menu. The kitchen closes at 1 am and opens at 7am. Do you have any questions?”
I shake my head, “I think that’s pretty cut-and-dry.”
“If you’d like to join us for champagne, the reception area is this way,” he says, using his hand to motion toward the hallway. I head to the hallway. I haven’t eaten since lunch and I allow my nose to lead me to the reception, although there are signs posted.
I hear a multitude of voices that are undeniably female coming from the room being used for the meet-and-greet. I walk into the room and see it’s filled with women. There are no men as far as I can see. Not one.
Interesting.
I smile at the women as I walk past. Some smile back. Most look at me as if I don’t belong. I know the look and I don’t like it. Okay, tricks. I see you… I spy a champagne wall across the room and I head toward it.
That’ll help me be a touch more genial because right now I almost feel like I’m back in high school trying to figure out how to deal with the mean girl clique. I suppose some of us grow up and some are determined to hold on to their glory days, as if high school is our best years.
I grab a glass of champagne and take a sip. Mmm… this ain’t the cheap stuff! I’m no connoisseur but I’ve had both cheap and expensive champagne and this is definitely the latter. As I take another sip of the fizzy goodness, I hear cheers go up all around me. I turn around to see what’s got these birds in an uproar and I almost choke on my mouthful of bubbly.
What in the sausage party is going on?!




Chapter 5 Zeph

I’m annoyed that the woman who gave birth to us had us rush to the hospital to be by her side… only because Aaron was injured. We thought she was dying and flew out on a red eye just to see her there in the waiting room of the hospital wringing her hands and crying over Aaron’s sorry ass. His wife was there too.
HIS WIFE.
Apparently he’d gotten into an accident that no one wanted to talk about and I’m sure that meant he fucked with the wrong people. Why he wasn’t able to heal himself we’re still unclear on. Cory and I think he was so messed up that his body couldn’t regenerate.
Who cares?
I wish that bastard had died. Honestly, if my brother wasn’t trying to be the dutiful son I would’ve never left the lodge. I would’ve been home before the reception started and getting first pick of the women I want to fuck tonight. Some of us have had the same women and that’s not a big deal to me.
Pussy is just pussy.
Cory and I have freshened up at our cabins and made the walk to the lodge. The reception started an hour ago and I’m sure Slate has probably charmed every woman in the room. He loves talking about food and the shit he creates and they eat it up, figuratively and literally.
I’ve never been inclined to learn anything more than basic cooking but maybe I should learn a few things from him. His culinary skills seem to get him plenty of ass and a man can never have too much of that.
“Are you still upset?” Cory asks as we walk through what we call the backyard.
“Nope.” There’s no point in getting into that all over again. We went when called, and as far as I’m concerned, our job is done.
He sighs, “I’m sorry. I really thought she was dying.”
“And if she was?” I ask, not looking at him.
“Then we should’ve been there with her.”
I scoff, “Why? You care so much about her when she doesn’t give a shit about us.”
“She was a great mother at one time,” he answers, “and I can’t forget that. I don’t really like who she became but I still love her, Z. I can’t turn that off.”
“Hmph! Well I can. And I did. Fuck her,” I say gruffly. I won’t let that woman ruin my night. We enter the house through the French doors that lead to the outdoor kitchen area. I stumble over my own feet as Cory stops in his tracks as if he’s run into an invisible wall.
“What the fuck is that?” he asks, his voice sounding like his beast is trying to crawl out of his body through his throat. Mine feels like he’s attempting to rip through my skin with his sharp-ass claws.
Mate!
Ours!
Ours!
OURS!
I hear a growl tear from Cory’s throat and I’m taken aback. I’ve never heard anything like that come from him before. Sure, I’ve heard him growl. I’ve done it plenty myself. This one, though, sounds like it’s on 10 and I think he’s about to shift right here in the hallway… where anyone can see if they come around the corner! I do the only thing I can and that’s grab him by the scruff of his neck and yank him back outside through the French doors.
And what do I get for my trouble?!
This motherfucker has the nerve to sock me in the jaw!
Hard!
I put him in a headlock and of course, he struggles against me. “Calm down! What the fuck is wrong with you?!”
“It’s her! It’s her!” he snarls and I tighten my hold. I need to calm him down. Meanwhile, my wolf is losing his fucking mind inside my mind!
“And you’ll fucking scare her off if you go in there acting like a goddamn wild animal!” I hiss, “If you can’t handle it, take your ass home right now!” He stops struggling and I loosen my hold, only slightly, because I don’t trust him to not run into the building and expose himself while frightening the woman that heavenly scent is coming from.
I can’t pretend to be unaffected. My cock is hard and my heart is racing. Maybe Cory’s reaction is stronger because he’s never been with a woman. I don’t know, and it’s not like I can ask any of the other guys. They don’t have mates yet either. Fuck!
“You can let me go,” Cory says. I’m hesitant to do so. “I’m okay. I swear.”
“Bro, if you’re lying—”
“I’m not!”
I slowly release him from the chokehold and he immediately starts walking back toward our cabins. “Cory?”
“I can’t do it,” he says raggedly, “Not right now.” He starts running. Then, I watch as his beast rips through his human flesh and disappears into the trees. I look back at the lodge to ensure I don’t see any unknown faces at any of the windows. For him to be that reckless, I know he’s having a serious challenge with this.
This… I mean, her.
The one.
Fuck.
I shake my head. The one thing that he’s always believed in could possibly be a real thing and he can’t handle it. I can feel his torment and it’s enough to make me feel short of breath. Aside from the alpha-beta bond we share we also have our twin connection.
We experience each other’s emotions when they’re incredibly strong. Once we’ve mated that link will increase a hundredfold and we’ll be able to communicate telepathically with each other and our mate in addition to sharing emotions.
I hear a plaintive howl in the distance and take a deep breath. Right now it sucks to feel some of what Cory is feeling. It doesn’t feel good. I can’t really describe the sensations I feel in my chest but they’re not pleasant. Is this what happens when a were encounters his fated mate? He feels like shit until he claims her?! Hell… I can’t believe I just said fated and mate in the same sentence!
Fuck my life!
This was not what I was expecting to happen today. I figured I’d meet a few women at the reception that I could fuck this week and continue with my life as it was. Now, I’m faced with the possibility that I’m about to meet the woman that I’ll be with forever.
Pfft!
Possibility?
It’s fucking reality.
The one and only woman that I’ll have for the rest of my life is inside the lodge and I’m standing outside like some inexperienced pup. Meanwhile, my brother is running around the property baying at the fucking moon.
This situation would be funny if it weren’t so serious. I take several deep, fortifying breaths, inhaling the cold Wisconsin air that I love so much. It always serves to soothe me and I’m hoping it does the same tonight. My heart rate slows down a little but my cock is still swollen.
I may as well go inside and face the music. I can stand out here all night and still have an erection. If I could I’d dip off somewhere and rub one out but I don’t have time. I need to get inside and find my woman! I slowly walk back inside and make my way to the formal parlor.
It's as if that scent is pulling me toward this special woman like a moth to a flame. If all the lights were out I could navigate to her without incident. That’s how potent her scent is! I take one more breath before stepping around the corner and into the parlor filled with women.
“There he is!” Bach shouts as I make my entrance, “Zeph! The ladies have been asking to hear you play!” I roll my eyes inwardly. I don’t give a fuck about playing my guitar right now! Ever since one of the guests uploaded a video of me singing on our social media page, it’s become something I do to welcome new guests when we have a new group coming in.
Usually I’m all for it because it helps me choose the women I want to spend some time with. It’s always the ones who clamor closer to me that are the ripest. Tonight, none of that matters. The room is permeated with female arousal but there’s still one unique scent that stands out and overpowers all the other aromas. My eyes scan the room, not knowing what I’m looking for. Something tells me that I’ll know her the moment I see her.
“Are you going to play for us or not?” a brunette in a dress that leaves nothing to the imagination asks, gently grabbing my bicep. She’s doing that pouty mouth thing that I used to love. Now I’m almost disgusted with her flirtation.
She does NOTHING for me.
Absolutely nothing.
“Just give me…” I don’t even finish my thought as my eyes land on a woman standing near the window. There’s two women there deep in conversation but I know it’s the one on the right. I just know it. My wolf is going crazy beneath my skin. I mentally tell him to calm down before he makes me lose my shit in a room full of people.
His response?
Ours!
Yes! And we don’t want to scare our mate so calm the fuck down!
I feel my breathing regulate and I paste a smile on my face before approaching the women. They both stop talking when I reach them and my nose is assailed by a heavy dose of arousal. And it’s coming from my mate!
Our mate…
I hold my hand out. “Hello. I’m Zeph Gannon. Welcome to Timberwolf Lodge,” I smile and the only woman whose attention I want smiles back. She’s got a mouth full of beautiful, white teeth and I can’t wait to feel those luscious lips suck on my tongue. And other parts of my body. I take her hand and slowly bring it to my lips, pressing a kiss to the back of it. I fight the urge to lick her flesh. That would most certainly freak her out. “I’d like to personally welcome you and offer my assistance with everything you need.”
She bites her bottom lip and my cock pulses in my jeans, “That’s very kind of you. Does that include taking my luggage to my room?”
“It includes any and every need you have,” I reply seductively.
“Can we do it now? I’ve got a lot to unpack and I’d rather do it tonight,” she says.
I motion for her to lead the way and I follow behind her as she walks out of the room. I hear some disappointed sighs and the acrid scent of jealousy permeates the room but I don’t give a fuck. I’m walking out with my fated mate and her desire for me is palpable! I follow her to a U-Haul™ van parked at the far end of the driveway, my eyes trained on her round ass the entire time.
Our mate is perfect for breeding! She’s round and looks soft!
Shut the fuck up! You sound like an animal with no self-control!
I am an animal, you asshole.
I shut him down so I can focus on my goddess. Our goddess. My beast can always communicate if he really wants to but he knows how important this is. If he fucks it up then we all lose. The way he was clawing at me a few minutes ago when we saw her tells me he’s even more invested in this than I am.
“Oh, I forgot,” she says, turning around to face me, “I didn’t introduce myself. I’m Yara Wright.”
Well, ain’t this some shit….
She’s staying in the honeymoon suite, so where’s her fucking husband?




Chapter 6 Yara

Okay, Zeph is fine.
He’s either naturally bronze or it comes from tanning, I’m not sure. The hair on his head and facial hair are both black and neatly trimmed. His strong, slashing eyebrows complement his dark, deep-set eyes and straight nose that flares at the tip. Even with his beard I can see his cheekbones are prominent and high, and his mouth… pink lips that are on the right side of line that separates small from medium. They’re perfect.
In fact, his entire face is perfect. I wonder what his nationality is. He’s giving Latino but at the same time, maybe indigenous U. S. or even Portuguese. Whatever it is, I thank his parents for the sexy god that stands before me. The man is gorgeous and built! I’m 5’9” and he towers over me. I’m horrible with measurement but I’d say he’s at least 6’4” or so. He is muscular with a capital M and his t-shirt shows off his tattoo-covered forearms.
I hold my hand out to shake his after introducing myself and when his gigantic hand encloses mine, I feel a liquid warmth travel through my entire body. He startles slightly as if he felt the same thing but I don’t know if he did. I can’t possibly ask this man if he feels like his insides just became gooey like mine did. He’d look at me like I’m crazy.
“Yara Wright?” he repeats my name, his eyes wide.
“Yes. That’s me,” I smile.
“And you’re staying in the honeymoon suite?” he asks.
“Yes.” Zeph takes a step back like I just told him I have Covid. “Um… I’m staying there alone.”
He smiles and steps closer. “Why?”
“Because I’m single and I need space to work,” I say slowly. He looks like he’s mulling over my words; actually, thinking hard about them. “I’m a writer. Are you familiar with my work?” I doubt he’s heard of me unless he’s read any of my books. I’m not saying he doesn’t look like the type that reads, but I’ll be honest… he doesn’t.
He looks like he stays outside doing any and everything physical. His calloused hands confirm my theory, yet they still have a softness to them. How they’d feel skimming over my nipples… Zeph clears his throat, or at least it sounds like he did. He hasn’t let go of my hand yet.
He shakes his head, “I can’t say that I am but I’m sure it’s great.” He looks a little sheepish but I’ll let him off the hook. Most guys I know don’t read romance novels. I’m glad to see he doesn’t look as tense as he did when he thought I was married.
“It’s okay. I don’t know any guys that read mushy books like the ones I write,” I say.
“My brother Cory does. And our resident farmer, Tycho,” Zeph shrugs, “He loves animals and writing poetry. Shit like that. I mean, stuff like that.”
“Who? Cory or Tycho?” I ask.
“Oh! Tycho. Cory doesn’t know shit about animals,” he says, “But he’s a really good guy.”
“As good as his brother?” I ask, quirking an eyebrow and injecting a little huskiness into my voice.
“Well… no one is as good as I am.” I assumed he was full of arrogance and he just confirmed it. For some reason, it doesn’t turn me off. I’m vulnerable because of my failed relationship and came here to heal, but I can’t lie to myself. I’ve never met a sexier man than Zeph Gannon. He seems to be cocky and that usually translates to asshole behavior, but I’m not looking for a new relationship. I’m sure we could probably fool around a bit while I’m here, though.
I’ve never had a white boy wrack my bones but two of my stories have white heroes in them. I wrote some nasty, heated sex scenes that I wouldn’t mind living in reality. I wonder if Zeph can pick me up and fuck me against the bedroom wall. I’m no lightweight but if he wants to try to handle all this sweet meat, I won’t say no. Judging by those arms, I’d say he can handle all this and more.
“Well, can you help me unpack the van and take my things to my room?” I ask, “If we work together I think we can move everything in two or three trips.”
“No, sweetness. I’ll escort you to the suite and get one of the guys to help me. I don’t want you carrying anything. You’re a guest,” he smiles, showing me his beautiful teeth.
“Okay. If you insist.” So, he’s a gentleman? I’m still not sure about that. He gives off this vibe that reeks of danger. Not bad boy vibes, but something else entirely. Yet, I don’t feel fearful. Zeph holds his arm out and I slide my hand around his bicep.
Whoa, mama!
His arm feels like it’s carved from marble. If pussies could talk, mine would be shouting at the top of her voice right now….
“TAKE ME, ZEPH! LEARN ME AND TURN ME OUT!”
“Did you say something?” Zeph asks. Shit! Did he hear me? I mean, her?
“No. I was just thinking,” I reply.
He chuckles, “Okay.” We walk in silence the rest of the way. Well, I’m certain the sound of my heart pounding in my chest is loud enough for anyone to hear.
“I can’t wait to get to that bathtub and take a long soak!” I say excitedly. “On the website, I saw my suite has a clawfoot tub in the bathroom and I got really jazzed about it—” Did Zeph just… growl?
He clears his throat, “I think you’ll love it.”
“Oh, I know I will! I chose this place because of all the great online reviews. Like, they’re all five stars! I’ve never seen anything like that before,” I ramble, “and I know it’ll be worth the money because there’s so many activities and amenities.” I stop myself when I realize I sound like I’m running commentary. “I’m sorry. I tend to talk a lot when I’m nervous or excited.”
“Hmm? So, which is it right now?” Zeph asks, his honeyed voice making my insides feel like they’re flip-flopping around.
“Both.”
We come to a staircase and I groan. “Is something wrong?”
“I didn’t know I’d have to climb stairs,” I reply.
“I can carry you,” Zeph offers.
“Seriously?”
He shrugs, “If you want me to.”
The man is stacked and sturdy but I’m not sure I want to embarrass myself. I’m a little thicker than thick and if I caused this man to throw his back out I’d never forgive myself. Not to mention I’d be completely mortified and would hide out in my room for the next two months if I didn’t just leave altogether and never returned!
Before I can say yay or nay, Zeph scoops me up in his arms bridal-style and starts walking up the stairs. I’m so stunned by his actions that I’m speechless. If I could talk it’s not like I’d tell him to put me down. His arms are big and firm and his chest feels like a brick wall.
He’s got a five o’ clock shadow on his throat and I want to nuzzle my cheek against it. I watch his Adam’s apple bob up and down as he carries me. Effortlessly, I might add. He doesn’t seem to be straining at all.
That fact turns me on.
I can imagine him tearing my clothes from my body, then snatching me off my feet and throwing me around like I weigh no more than a feather. The alpha male in my second novel was a beast in bed. He tossed the heroine around and she happily accepted the way he manhandled her in every sex scene. Writing that novel kept me in a constant state of arousal that not even Amir could satisfy.
I’ve fantasized about having a man dominate me in the bedroom and maybe, just maybe, I’ll find out while on vacation. We reach the double-door entrance to my suite and Zeph sets me on my feet. I pull the welcome envelope that holds the key out of my purse. “I’m so excited my hands are shaking,” I smile, taking the key out. Zeph takes it from me and unlocks the door.
“I think I should pick you up again,” he says.
“Why?”
“Because this is the honeymoon suite,” he says, “and since there’s no husband to carry you over the threshold, I figured I could do it.” He says this like it’s the most rational thought in the world and I’m allowing myself to get caught up in every moment like I said I would.
“You know what? Why not?” Zeph sweeps me into his arms again and I giggle. “Chances are I may never get this opportunity.”
“Never say never,” he mutters as he carries me inside and gently deposits me next to the sofa. “Take a look around while I get your bags brought up.”
“Do you think you’ll need a cold drink when you’re done?” I ask him, “You know, in case you break a sweat bringing my bags in.”
“If I get hot I’ll just,” he pulls his t-shirt over his head, baring his ridiculously chiseled torso to me, “pull this off and wipe my face.” He rubs the material across his face although there’s not one drop of sweat on it. I can’t take my eyes off his tribal tattoo-covered muscles and he knows this because he makes his pecs jump before walking out.
Lord…




Chapter 7 Zeph

Where the fuck is Cory?!
I try to call his cellphone again and it rings until it goes to voicemail. He must still be running his angst out around the property.
I can’t believe he’s acting this way! All our lives he’s talked about finding our mate and saving himself for her and other bullshit and as soon as he scents her, he runs off. I call again and for the tenth time, his voicemail picks up.
Fuck!
This isn’t the time for him to lose control.
You’re just mad you’re not the loose cannon for once!
It’s not that. I need him to keep a cool head. We both have to win her over.
There are four of us.
Four. Whatever. We all have to win her over and if he’s going to lose his shit every time he catches her scent he’s going to fuck it up for the four of us!
I didn’t want to do this but he leaves me no choice. I walk to the nearest copse of trees so I’m not visible to anyone who may be looking out a window before I let out a howl that comes straight from my soul. My beast knows how to make my brother come running and I just hope it works tonight. Cory was in a space I’d never seen him in earlier and I’ll admit, it concerned me.
I grab two boxes from the van and quickly take them upstairs. I catch a glimpse of Yara on the balcony as I set the boxes down near the bedroom door and breeze back through the living room. I would’ve gotten one of the guys to help me get this done quickly but I’d rather get my brother involved. I need to get him involved.
Now!
Hearing my beast snarl inside my head almost makes me lose a step as I hustle down the stone staircase. I wonder if he thinks he’s in charge. I can admit that there have been several times in the past that I’ve allowed him to lead me and each time, I’ve always ended up in trouble.
My human side has never been able to communicate with Cory’s wolf but I’m sure he’s probably just like him; all frou-frou and shit. My beast snickers in my head at that thought.
“What do you want?”
I turn toward Cory’s voice and see him standing several feet away, tucked away in the shadows.
“What the fuck is wrong with you?” I ask in an angry whisper as I approach him, “Isn’t this what you’ve been waiting for?!” He takes a step back and I stop in my tracks. “What’s wrong?”
“My wolf…” he starts then trails off. I wait patiently for him to say something else. He sighs, “He wanted me to find her and do things…”
“What things?” I ask. My wolf whines in my head and I know he’s communicating with Cory’s wolf. “Talk to me, bro.”
“He’s ready for sex whether she’s ready or not,” he answers, “And I’m ashamed to even admit this, but for a minute, he was completely in control. It scared me.” Hell, that is scary. I may allow my wolf to lead me in certain situations but he’s never taken over completely.
He cannot be around our mate until he gets his wolf under control. “And now?”
“He’s still very loud in my head, but I’m in control,” Cory answers.
“Still, you need to avoid Yara for now. If you scare her, or worse, that would be disastrous for us,” I say, “I’ll figure it out, okay? Just… trust me.” I don’t know what the hell to do but I’ll come up with something. We can’t have his wolf taking over and possibly hurting her.
“Yara?” he asks, surprise evident in his voice.
I chuckle, “Yeah! How ironic is that?”
“But she’s married!”
“No, bro, she’s not. There’s no plus one and she’s single,” I say, “She’s free and clear—”
“Zeph!” I hear her melodic voice call my name as Cory silently shrinks back into the shadows, a low growl coming from his throat. She’s at the foot of the staircase, looking around when I turn in her direction.
“I’m here,” I call, walking quickly to her side.
“Oh. I thought you might’ve abandoned me since I didn’t see you come up again,” she says, her questioning gaze holding mine.
“I would never do that to you, sweetness,” I smile, “And I’ll get back to getting your bags so you can start relaxing.”
“Since I’m down here I might as well help you.”
“Oh, you want to be carried upstairs again?” I ask with a smirk. I get a whiff of her arousal that makes my cock punch against my zipper. She definitely wants me!
“It was nice, I’ll admit,” she replies shyly, “But I’ll walk this time. I don’t need you carrying me around like that.”
She’s lying.
I know.
“Alright, then. Just tell me which box to grab and I’ll handle it,” I say, giving her a pointed stare. I know she picks up on the innuendo because she blesses me with a strong blast of her feminine sweetness. If her pussy tastes half as good as it smells, I know I’ll be addicted from the first lick.
“With those muscles, I’m sure you can handle it just fine,” she laughs, and I feel my cock leaking. She’s as big a flirt as I am! I follow behind her as she walks to the back of the cargo van.
Grab her and kiss her!
“Just grab what you can carry and I’ll bring the rest,” I say, “I promise I won’t get lost again.”
I’m going to ignore you until you get yourself together. WE DO NOT put our hands on unwilling women.
You won’t know she’s willing until you make the first move!
And that time will come, so back down!
My wolf has never been so obstinate. I know it’s because of Yara’s presence but just like I told Cory, we can’t scare her off. My fingertips are itching to touch her in the most intimate ways but I have self-control. I would never touch a woman without invitation. This is the first time in my life that I’ve had to call on my reserves of self-discipline to ensure I don’t do something improper.
“Okay! I’ll take these two and you can have the rest, if you’re sure,” Yara says, holding two flat boxes in her arms.
“I’m sure. Go on up and I’ll be there in a moment.” She gives me one more sweet smile before walking away and of course… I watch. Yara’s got a fat ass and I can’t wait to feel those cheeks on mine! And I do mean the ones on my face…
I’ve been with a lot of women in my life but I’ve only ever experienced a Black women once. She wasn’t as soft and luscious as Yara, though. She’s in a class by herself and aside from what I see on the outside, it’s what I feel coming from her spirit that really intrigues me.
She exudes happiness, yet, there’s a layer of sadness that radiates from her. Wolves can smell arousal and fear but our keen sense of smell doesn’t pick up all emotions; though certain smells I’ve learned to associate with sadness.
Our wolves, however, pick up much more than our human sides do and no one has ever been able to explain that. My beast feels her sadness because he’s whining, and that’s the only time he does that; when faced with despair. I don’t know what’s got her feeling that way but I’ll find out.
Then, we’ll fix it.
The four of us.




Chapter 8 Cory

Last night was wonderful and horrible all at once. How amazing is it that our fated mate showed up at Timberwolf Lodge?! We didn’t even have to go searching for her like so many wolves before us. To me, that means she is extra special.
She’s human, though.
There has never been a human Omega in the entire existence of The Great Lake Pack.
Never.
We’re not in Great Lake anymore, remember? We’re the Timberwolf Clan and we’re doing shit our way.
Calm down. You’re the reason we couldn’t meet Yara last night and probably won’t until Z says we can!
My wolf whimpers at my anger and I’m surprised. Since we scented our mate last night he’s been in control more than I have. That’s not our normal dynamic. I’ve never been afraid of my inner being before. Even during my first shift I’ve always felt we were as one, or at least on the same page at all times. Now, I don ‘t really trust myself like I used to.
I get up from my bed and stretch. After talking to Z last night I went on a long run. I didn’t come back to my cabin until the sun started coming up. I would’ve stayed out longer but I know guests like to take advantage of certain spots to view the sunrise. I’d hate to scare anyone or be seen roaming around.
My spirit still feels somewhat unsettled and I’ve been prohibited from leaving my cabin today. We vote on everything in our pack and the guys decided unanimously that I need to take the day off and ‘center myself.’ I didn’t have it in me to argue, since I know I need to regain my balance. Zeph and I both have to win Yara’s heart and he can’t do it alone.
My brother may be charming but he lacks a certain finesse that I believe we’ll need to woo Yara. He’s used to women throwing themselves at him and I don’t think that’s going to be the case with her. Even if she’s down to engage us, we must tell her what we are and she has to accept our bites in order to become our mate. She’s not a part of our world so chances are she won’t jump into this willingly. She may even think we’re crazy.
Then we shift to show her we’re not.
And what? Scare her?
I clear my mind to suppress my wolf momentarily so I can relax. It won’t last long, I know, but I need to have some alone time, and as much as I can get. I need to process my feelings and actions from last night. I could’ve put Yara in jeopardy if Z hadn’t been there to reel me in. I could’ve exposed us all in the worst way and life as we know it would cease to exist.
As far as most of the world knows, shapeshifters aren’t real. They’re just fantasy created by writers in books and in movies. The small percentage that knows of us and accept us are all tight-lipped in guarding our secret. Hartford, the small town that’s about a thirty-minute drive from us, is comprised of humans and shifters alike. Most couples there are weres, their human mates, and their children.
I step into the shower and turn the cold water on. I’d love to go for a swim but since I’m confined here for the day, this is the closest I’ll get to the brisk water I seek. I lather my body… ignoring the erection I’ve had since I woke up. I may not know how it feels to be with a woman, but I’ve been waking up in this state for the last two decades and dealing with it. I’ve never touched myself and I vowed to let my mate be the first.
Now, I’m not saying I’ve never ejaculated because I have. I’ve had plenty of wet dreams but I’ve never masturbated. I’ve been tempted many times over, but there’s that part of me that wants to save any and everything sexual for my mate. My wolf most likely wanted to have Yara so badly because he’s tired of me denying him.
Us.
When I make love to her for the first time, I want it to be special. I’m not about to rush things and end up rutting her like some wild animal!
That’s what we are.
No, we’re not, and we won’t act like we are.
And you’re supposed to be laying low right now!
I feel him retreat into the recesses of my mind and I finish my shower. I step out and walk through my cabin, letting my skin air dry. I hardly ever wear clothes when I’m at home because they tend to feel confining. No were I know is a fan of clothing.
I end up in the kitchen and decide to make breakfast. I wonder what Yara is doing right now. She’s probably enjoying one of Slate’s over-the-top breakfasts that he likes to make to charm the ladies.
I’ve never seen a man do what he does and I’m a little envious. He’s an amazing self-taught chef and he easily gets women out of their clothes with his food. I’ve seen it happen. He holds cooking classes and women practically undress during the lesson and throw themselves at him. I’ve never asked him what it is about him and Z that have women responding to them like they’re in heat.
All the guys have women hitting on them every day. Even Bach flirts and he’s vowed to save himself for his mate just like I have. I’ll just say it: I’m awkward as hell when it comes to women. Z got all the charm in the womb, and I suppose I got all the… whatever the opposite of charm is. I guess it’s a good thing we’ll be working as a team to win Yara’s heart. I don’t think I could do it alone.
I hear my American Alsatian, Hades, come through his doggie door and I toss a piece of bacon over my shoulder. I don’t have to turn around to know he caught it in mid-air and ate it in one bite. Just imagine, a wolf owning a dog. I chuckle at the thought. I feel him nudge my calf and I drop another piece of bacon for him.
Hades is a great dog. A cross breed of Alaskan Malamute and German Shepherd, he resembles the prehistoric dire wolf. I love the fact that he’s not loud nor demanding. He loves plodding around the lodge grounds and keeping to the fenced areas. I had to set boundaries for him because I don’t ever want to run the risk of scaring the guests. He’s not aggressive but he looks like he is. He’s only three years old but he’s a big boy.
I feel his muzzle rub my leg and I know he wants a full meal, not just scraps. “Hold on, greedy!” I laugh, “Daddy’s almost done.” He gives me a soft bark and I know that means he understands what I said. He confirms by going over to his food bowl and lying next to it. I quickly scramble some eggs for him and throw a biscuit on the plate with a few more slices of bacon.
He doesn’t eat like this often due to the breed having a slight gastric sensitivity. Eating like I do once or twice a month is his treat and luckily he’s experienced no issues. I take him in town to see the vet every few months and he always gets a clean bill of health. If my brother wasn’t my best friend, I’d say that Hades is. We both give each other the space we need and seem to know each other well.
I wonder how he’ll feel about me finding a mate. How will Yara respond to him since he’s a part of my life that isn’t going to change. I look over to see him licking the plate and I smile, “I wish you could talk.” He looks up at me and gives me a guttural woof. I think he feels the same way. “When are you gonna find a girlfriend, huh? I bet it’d change your life.” He gives me another woof before trotting outside through his doggy door.
Well, I guess he’s not ready yet. I used to think I was ready but that was proven to be false. After all, I freaked out when I got my first whiff of my fated mate. In the books I’ve read, the man always rolls up on the woman with enough confidence and swag to make her fall in love immediately. That is not what happened last night!
I wish I could describe Yara’s scent in words but I can’t.
It’s unique.
You could blindfold me and put me in a crowd of a thousand people and I would easily find my way to her. I could be at the bottom of the ocean and smell her. That’s how potent her scent is. And I have all day to figure out how I’m going to approach her without my wolf losing his fucking mind again!




Chapter 9 Yara

I relax in the satisfyingly hot water of the jacuzzi on my balcony and sigh. I’m glad all over again that I reserved the honeymoon suite because this feels decadent. It’s 9 am on a Wednesday and I’m in a jacuzzi with a tray of chocolate-covered strawberries and a pitcher of mimosas. The crisp air is perfect because I’m a woman with cushion and I can get overheated very quickly.
I’ve never been more comfortable.
And relaxed.
To start my morning, I enjoyed a sumptuous and delicious breakfast courtesy of the lodge chef, Slate. Now that’s a big, handsome piece of man. The staff starts their day by joining the guests for breakfast and every one of those guys is hotter than hot! It’s no wonder none of the guests are men. I wouldn’t bother coming, especially with my woman. These guys make typical men look like little boys.
I was able to see Zeph again and he looked just as tasty as he did last night. I could tell he didn’t shave so the hair along his throat is no longer a five o’clock shadow but a legit part of his beard. That thick dark hair on his swarthy skin makes him look kinda dangerous. Could that be why I’m attracted to him? I’ve never had a bad boy before and I think Zeph fits the bill.
I was surprised when he brought the fruit and drinks up to me. He said it’s complimentary and offered to share it with me since I didn’t have a husband to indulge with. I told him he’s very forward and high-handed and all he did was thank me; as if it was a compliment!
Then, he asked if I wanted him to take me on a tour of the grounds and I declined. Today is my day of rest. Aside from turning my rented van in at the U-Haul™ place an hour away and picking up my rental car, I plan on doing nothing else.
I’m going to be here for two months and I don’t plan to be going full-throttle 24/7.
After he eye-fucked me sufficiently, and I did the same to him, he gave me his cellphone number and told me to call him if I needed anything. He said he wanted to personally give me the VIP treatment and I was flattered. Especially when he said he’s never given his number out before. I already knew that I wanted to give him some about two minutes after meeting him, but I can’t make it too easy.
I’ve got time.
I have no doubt that he’s great in bed. A man who walks with that much confidence has got to be amazing between the sheets. Zeph is the epitome of big dick energy. I’d go so far as to say he’s a perfect specimen. I don’t believe that the best way to get over a man is to get under another one but I plan to take him on a test drive in the next few days and if he’s any good, maybe he can keep my bed warm for the duration of my trip.
I wonder when I’m going to meet his brother. Or at least, see him. He mentioned him last night and again this morning and I’m curious about him. Is he older or younger? Better looking? Is he quiet or just as rakish as Zeph is? The only one who I’ve got a sense of so far is Slate. Watching him explain the dishes he made us for breakfast was interesting. He’s a big guy with a big voice and personality. I think I became a foodie just listening to him talk about his food.
He seems to be very passionate about it and not only does he cook food well, but he does chocolate just as good. Zeph told me he’s the one who hand-dipped the strawberries he brought me. The berries are sweet and the chocolate is perfectly tempered and not too sweet. I’ve already eaten three of them and could very well eat the rest! I can’t wait to attend one of Slate’s cooking lessons so I can watch him work and talk to him afterward.
I can’t forget I’m still looking for a muse. As attracted as I am to Zeph, I don’t believe he’s quite what I’m looking for. Slate could possibly be it, but then there are other guys working at the lodge who seem interesting. There are three other guys that were introduced this morning and the one that stood out to me the most was Bach.
He checked me in last night and I felt drawn to him then. He’s really good-looking but it was something about his aura that was invited and comforting. He’s the one responsible for all the fresh fruits and vegetables that are used in the kitchen and the gorgeous topiaries around the property.  
I haven’t had the tour yet but from what I can see from my balcony, I can tell I’m going to love being outside among them. He’s done a lot of sculpting and I’m looking forward to checking them out more closely. There are a variety of flowers that I can see from here, but I only recognize marigolds. I’ll have to ask Bach to educate me on everything later. I can only imagine what the place looks like in the spring and summer!
If I enjoy this trip, I may decide to make this an annual journey. I work hard for my money and I should start enjoying it more. Being single again has shown me that I’ve spent too much time on others. The time I spend writing is for my readers and honestly, I don’t mind.
I love writing and they love reading my work so it’s a win-win. The time I put in being Amir’s support system and everything else was a win only for him. He had me acting like his wife when I wasn’t. Honestly, and it hurts to admit, I don’t think he was ever going to marry me. Perhaps if I’d given up my career like he wanted he would have.
I’m sure I would’ve stayed at home, having his babies and being his arm candy at important events, but I would’ve been just that: his wife. Anything that was Yara Wright would become a thing of the past and one day I’d love to be a wife and mother, but I don’t want to lose who I am as a woman.
I want a man who wants me to be happy in every way.
My phone beeps and I pick it up. It’s a text message from Tall, Dark & Sexy. That’s the name I saved Zeph’s number under.
Him: “What are you wearing?” Seriously?! Men have hit me up like this on social media and I’ve always ignored their off-putting messages. For some reason, Zeph’s has only made my clit start throbbing.
Me: “Sir, you are really forward and I don’t know if I like that.” Right! I’m about to leave a snail trail in their damn jacuzzi!
Him: “You don’t have to like it when you love it.” And he’s audacious….
Me: “You don’t even know me well enough to know what I love and what I don’t.” He couldn’t know that I love having my nipples sucked while a finger massages my g-spot. It’d be some shit if he does!
Him: “Let me learn you, then.” YES! LEARN ME AND TURN ME OUT! I will my lady parts to calm the fuck down. I’m not quite ready to let him scramble my guts but I’m down to flirt with him.
Me: “How would you go about doing that?” Please don’t give me an asshole response!
Him: “First, I’d take you on a walk to show you the property that I love so much. Then, ask you to join me for dinner on the roof. How does that sound?” Like the best damn date ever!
Me: “Sounds doable. When?” I can’t seem overly interested. Zeph is an alpha and he could easily run over me.
Him: “Tomorrow? We’ll coordinate a meetup time. Does that sound good?”
Me: “Sounds perfect. Will I see you later?”
Him: “I’ve got a few things to do but I may show up for dinner.”
Me: “Okay.”
I set my phone down and my music begins playing again. I lean my head back and close my eyes as I let Bobby Hebb’s smooth voice soothe me. Whenever I need to relax, I listen to R&B and Soul oldies. But when I need to be motivated, I always listen to Tina. Since the breakup I’ve listened to every one of her studio recordings, every live recording, and every YouTube® video I could find.
Her voice literally saved my sanity and I know she’s resting in a Heavenly paradise with MJ, Luther, and Whitney. I like to believe all the iconic artists I grew up listening to are all together singing for all the souls around them while those of us still on Earth enjoy what they left us with. I was told my outlook on death isn’t healthy and I need to reconcile with the fact that when people die, they’re just dead.
Well, I don’t like that way of thinking. I’d like to think that when people pass away, they leave some of their energy with us and when we need it most, we can tap into it. I don’t believe death is /final. I read somewhere that  7/10 Americans believe in the afterlife and I’m among them. I’d like to think that when it’s time to go, I come back as an eagle. That might be my fanciful nature thinking again, I don’t know, but I’d like to not be human when I return.
Humans suck.




Chapter 10 Zeph

My cock has been leaking since I texted with Yara. I’m trying to focus on what I’m doing but I’d rather be there instead of here. There is her suite, with a mouthful of her pussy. Here is a nature walk with four guests that chose this little excursion for reasons totally unrelated to Mother Nature’s beauty.
Two I’ve fucked before and all of them are clearly trying to get laid now. Two days ago I would’ve taken them all on at the same time but now… even the thought of touching any woman but Yara almost makes me feel nauseous.
I’m sure they’ve noticed the erection my jeans are trying and failing to hide and think it’s because of them. I’ve politely brushed them off the last half hour but I’m ready to cut this walk short. The singsong voices and hair flipping they think are cute is annoying me.
Yara would never do frivolous things like that to get attention. She doesn’t need to. Walking into a room is enough. All eyes would be on her just because she silently commands it. The woman is a force of nature.
When I took her the tray of fruit and mimosas earlier, I wanted to fuck her so badly. She was wearing a little black dress that’s clearly made for lounging around the house. Her feet were bare and I wanted to suck on every one of her toes.
That bright, yellow nail polish against her brown skin did something for me! Watching her walk is an aphrodisiac. She walks on her tiptoes, which I find erotic and intriguing, because it makes me think of her wearing high heels while her legs are tossed across my shoulders.
She’s wonderfully curvy. I’ve never had any particular preference for women, but I know that thicker is better. Nothing against the slimmer ladies out there because I love them too. There’s just something about snuggling with a woman while your fingers dip into her soft flesh. Feeling that soft stomach against yours when you grind inside her.
Fuck!
My cock is twitching like mad and these thirsty kirsty’s are ogling me like they’re about to do something to me. I quicken my pace. “Keep up, ladies. We don’t want to cut our walk short and we don’t want to miss Slate’s lunch. You know it’s going to be just as good as breakfast was!”
They start hustling to keep up with me. Hopefully, they’ll be so busy trying not to trip or fall that they won’t have the energy to flirt anymore. Knowing them, they’ll still find a way to try to throw me some ass.
I checked on Cory this morning and he seems to be okay. I didn’t get into any heavy conversation with him because if there was anything he wanted to talk about, he would’ve brought it up. He’s never shied away from speaking his mind before and I doubt he’d start now.
I’m still stunned by the fact that I’m the level-headed one in this situation. I chuckle to myself.
“Did you say something, handsome?” I hear a voice ask from behind. I roll my eyes. I never thought I’d be able to smell desperation but damned if I don’t smell it all around me!
“Nope!” I wait for the indignant huff and it comes a second later without fail. I know it’s probably considered rude for me to drag them through the woods like I am but we need to speed this along. If I offer to walk behind them my nose will be assaulted by the heavy scent of aroused pussies and I can’t handle that. What was once a pleasurable thing has become distasteful because of one woman.
My fated mate.
Our fated mate.
Yes, I need to be reminded of that, although it’s a fact I should never forget. Cory and I will be sharing Yara. I wonder if he’ll need me to show him a few tricks before we’re welcomed to her bed. I honestly have no idea of what he knows and doesn’t know. I do know that he’s never touched himself. He said some bullshit about keeping his dick pristine or something like that.
How is it possible that a thirty-year-old man has never jacked his shit?!
I have no reason to doubt him and I must admit I wish I had willpower and self-control like he has. That would’ve prevented me from making a lot of mistakes in the past.
“Zeph, slow down, babe!” And that’s one of my biggest…
I should’ve never slept with Shelby because every time she stays at the lodge, she acts as if we were more than fling. I told her that a man can go to the same well a million times and that only means it has something he needs. She never gave me water but she sure gave me a lot of pussy.
I stop walking and turn around to face the small group of women. I grace them with a big smile and a wave of arousal comes from their direction that practically knocks me off my feet. “We’re going to turn around and make our way back to the lodge now.” I wait for them to get all their “oh no’s” and “I’m not ready’s” out before speaking again.
“I thought you said you didn’t want to cut the walk short!” Shelby says accusingly.
“I didn’t,” I start, “but I just remembered I have a meeting to attend about Thanksgiving dinner.” It’s a weak lie and I don’t care if they believe me or not.
“Whatever!” one of the other ladies says and turns around to start the walk back. Two others do the same and Shelby stands in the same spot, looking at me with her hand on her hip.
“Yes?”
She looks over her shoulder and sees the others have rounded the curve and no longer in our line of sight. She looks at me with a smirk on her face, “Do we have time for a quickie?” I shake my head. “Come on! Just bend me over really quick.”
“Hell no! Let’s get back,” I say, walking past her. She grabs the tail of my shirt and I stop walking. I could easily yank the fabric from her hands but I don’t want to be ugly with her.
Unless I have to.
“Shelby. Enough,” I say gently, carefully extricating her fingers from my shirt, “It’s not happening.”
“Is there someone else?” she asks.
“There was always someone else.”
“Yeah, but that never stopped you from wanting me,” she says, looking distressed.
“I enjoyed what we shared,” I say. It’s mostly true. Shelby used too much teeth when she sucked my cock but I won’t tell her that. I’m not into hurting women’s feelings.
“Then let’s keep doing it,” she pouts. She tries to touch my chest and I take a step back.
“No.”
She looks at me through squinted eyes for a few seconds before spinning on her heel and walking away.
Cory always told me not to shit where I eat and now I understand why.




Chapter 11 Cory

I’m ready to go back to work. Today there are a few activities going on around the lodge so it’s a perfect time for me to do some admin work, especially with us not ‘working’ on Thanksgiving or Friday. I talked to Z a little bit yesterday and for a few minutes this morning, and he gave me updates on our guests. I noticed he didn’t bring up my wolf or Yara and I wasn’t about to point it out.
I appreciate him giving me space and not being his usual overbearing self. I know he’s concerned but he knows crowding me won’t help. I’ve spent hours communing with my wolf and I’m almost certain I can manage being around Yara now.
Almost.
He understands that we can’t just take her and why it’s so fucked up that he even thought we could. Yes, she’s ours, but just like Z wouldn’t force her into anything, neither would I. I’ll get with him later so we can talk about what the plan is. He’s my alpha and will always lead the pack and the triad that we form with Yara. I’ll always defer to him.
I wonder if it’s going to be difficult to explain what we are to her. I had a chance to Google her during my house arrest and I learned a lot. I pored over her social media accounts and any articles I could find on her. I also read her first best-selling novel and already downloaded the second one to read tonight. I can see why she’s so successful. She’s a great writer and I got totally immersed in her story about a physical therapist finding love with her amputee patient.
Her writing is realistic and also very compassionate. I’m sure her readers could feel her heart in her words just like I did. If she can write a beautiful love story like this I know she should be able to accept the differences in me and Z. We’re not physically disabled but I’d like to think the fact that we are weres is just another variance that humans could equate with that. Humans who are physically challenged are still humans, they just navigate life differently.
Same for us. Okay, we’re not quite human, but we still go through life doing things the way we need to in order to get through. Honestly, we could be considered more like the LGBTQ+ community, because like us, they sadly have to hide who they are because of intolerant people. I’ve met some incredible people who identify as gay or bisexual and they’ve always treated me respectfully. They’ve treated me better than many heterosexuals I know so I never understood why there’s such hatred toward them.
Sometimes I wonder about the future of humanity.
I worry about humanity in general.
Does Yara have family that will accept us or will we have to hide who we are? When we have pups will they be accepted? We won’t know until they’re pubescent if our cubs will shift, regardless of gender. Typically most boys do but it’s a toss-up if girls will shift. If we have both, will Yara’s family love the girl more than the boy?
The world is bigger than Hartford and I’d like to be able to travel without being nervous about something happening to my family. Going into town is never stressful because it’s weres and their loved ones. There are several were allies there, too but no one lives there who’s filled with intolerance or hatred. I’d have to be living in a cave to not know this country hasn’t taken a major downturn in the last six years or so when it comes to prejudice and racism.
Before, only one would affect me directly. Being with Yara means I’d also be vigilant about racism, too. I’d eviscerate any man or woman who said or did anything to her because they dislike the color of her skin.
WE’D kill them and their whole family!
No, we wouldn’t. Why are you so violent right now?
Because we need to claim our mate!
I know we do. Patience, my friend. Please.
I feel my wolf retreat as he whimpers and I feel his sadness in my heart. He has a lot more confidence than I do about the mating and claiming. I hope I don’t have performance anxiety or finish prematurely because I want Yara to enjoy herself. I know I can learn or even ask her to direct me but I’d rather go in knowing what the fuck I’m doing.
After all, Z is going to know everything! I know he’ll most likely tease me if I ask him to teach me. I could watch porn but I know that stuff’s just for entertainment and not how couples really make love. I’ve watched him a few times and that was even worse than porn!
I just need to learn what Yara likes and do exactly what she needs me to do. My needs are secondary to hers. As her mate, my mission is to love her and always make her happy.
I look at my watch. It’s almost 11:30. I have enough time to get over to the lodge and lock myself in the office before the guests converge on the dining room for lunch. I’m sure there’s enough work to keep me busy until lunch ends at 1 pm. I hate feeling like I’m sneaking around but I need to avoid Yara if I can since I don’t know how my wolf will respond to her the next time.
If I knew for sure we were on the same page it’d be a different story.
***
I make the walk in no time and see no one outside when I reach the lodge. I’m glad for that. I’m not in the mood to beat any horny women off today. It’s funny how our lodge turned into a spot that sees nothing but women come through but I suppose it’s better that way. If they brought boyfriends or husbands we’d have to deal with jealous males running around our property and that’d be a real headache.
That’s the last thing we nee—
I stop in my tracks after opening the French doors. My wolf starts whining as my eyes take Yara in. She’s standing with her back to me as she talks to Bach. Before I can retreat, she turns around and smiles.
“You’re just in time!” Bach says cheerfully, “Ms. Wright was just about to drive to Cameron to turn in her truck and get her rental car. I told her she doesn’t need to be driving those roads by herself.”
I swallow hard, my Adam’s apple feeling like it weighs five pounds. Bach throws a wink and I think he thinks he’s helping me right now.
Fuck!
“So, are you riding with me or not, Zeph?” Yara asks, her beautiful full lips turned up in a smile, “Or if you’re too busy I can take Bach with me.”
“No!” The word tears from my throat and I smile to lessen the coarseness of my response. I clear my throat, “I’ll go with you.” There’s no way in Hell I’m letting Bach take her anywhere! She smiles at me again and I will my cock to not embarrass me today. She thinks I’m my brother so I’ll pretend to be him.
And pray my beast behaves himself.
I’ll do better than you think!




Chapter 12 Yara

I know I’m supposed to spend time with Zeph tomorrow but he’s acting like he’s not excited about going with me today. I mean, it’s a two-hour roundtrip that’s for business and not pleasure, but hell, maybe we can grab lunch while we’re there. He silently follows me to the front parking lot and I can feel the weight of his stare as if he’s physically rubbing his eyeballs down the back of my body.
I focus on my steps so I don’t bust my ass in front of this gorgeous man because it’s hard to walk when you know someone is looking at you. I also don’t want to fall on the gravel and hurt myself either. I don’t want an injury messing up my trip. If I hurt myself, I’d rather it happen while I’m rolling around in bed with Zeph.
Once we get to the van I hold the keys out to Zeph. He looks at me curiously. “Do you mind driving?” I ask him, “I ended up drinking that whole pitcher of mimosa.”
He quirks an eyebrow, “Oh? Did you enjoy it?” He takes the keys and walks around to the passenger side with me.
“I did. Thank you for that,” I say. I enjoyed it a little too much. I’m definitely very toasty right now. He opens the door for me and helps me into the seat. He’s not wearing the cologne he had on last night but he still smells good.
I watch him walk around the front of the van and can’t help thinking just how sexy he is. If I’m not careful, he may just get some tomorrow. After all, it’s Thanksgiving. Who said the turkey is the only thing that should get stuffed?
Zeph gets in and after buckling up, he slowly maneuvers us out of the parking lot. I sit quietly as he does it, as if he’s like me… needing absolute silence when I’m driving a large vehicle out of a parking lot. He wheels the van like a pro, looking very comfortable as he does it. He must feel me looking at him because he gives me a quick glance and clears his throat.
“Are you enjoying yourself so far?” he asks, his eyes focused on the road.
“I am! I was super lazy yesterday and recharged myself in the jacuzzi most of the morning,” I answer, “So I’m ready to get into a few lodge activities today.”
He nods, “You signed up for most of them, didn’t you?”
“Yes! Today I’m going to get a tour of the gardens after dinner. When I saw the pictures on the website I got excited,” I say, “because it said Bach is an herbalist and a self-proclaimed horticulturist. The writer in me is curious as hell about him.”
“Oh?” I see a vein pulsing in his neck and his body tenses. Is he having a bad day? I watch his bicep muscles contract and relax and I’m dying to ask him what’s wrong. He’s really tense, compared to this morning. I see him white-knuckling the steering wheel and I decide to ask. Either he’ll answer or tell me to mind my business.
“Are you alright? You seem… on edge.”
“You’re really curious about Bach?” he asks, his voice low. Weird for him to answer my question about him with a question about Bach, but whatever.
“Yes. I’m a writer, remember? I’m always observing and learning and I think what he does is fascinating,” I reply. He makes this low sound in his throat that sounds like a… it reminds me of a growl. Is he getting upset? More importantly, does he do that in bed?! “Does he use any of his skills on you guys? Like, when you are sick or hurt?”
He nods again, “So, you’re interested in what he does, not him?” Is he jealous?! There’s no way this piece of hotness is jealous! We just met and aside from wanting to screw each other’s brains out, there’s nothing there. And hell, Bach is hot too. But then, all the guys are.
“If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you were jealous.” His jaw clenches but he doesn’t say anything. “So, you wanna grab a meal while we’re out? Lunch will be over at the lodge by the time we get back.”
“If you want,” he says.
I laugh, “Of course I do. Have you seen me? I didn’t get these hips by starving myself!”
He looks at me and gives me a once-over before meeting my eyes, “You’re perfect.” 
“Uh—well, thank you. I appreciate you saying that,” I say. He threw me off with that one!
“You don’t need to thank me. I’m only telling the truth,” Zeph replies.
“Can I ask you a personal question?” I ask. I notice he tenses again. “I promise, it’s nothing too invasive! You don’t have to answer if you don’t want to.”
He relaxes, “Go ahead.”
“Why aren’t you married?” The man is gorgeous and owns a lodge. I know he’s got women throwing him ass right and left, especially after seeing nothing but female guests since I’ve been there. “From what I’ve seen, you’re a catch. You’re not ready to settle down yet?”
“I’m only thirty,” he says.
“So, you’re too young?” I ask for clarification.
“No. I mean, in my family, men get married young.”
“But you haven’t?”
“It’s not about age, per se,” he says uneasily, “it’s… we do things differently from others.”
“Oh? Like what?” The writer in me is intrigued now and I need to know more. “Rituals or something?”
He scoffs, “Or something.”
“Okay, you have to know you’ve got me enthralled,” I say, shifting my body in the seat so I’m facing him, “Now, what’s the ‘or something?’”
He clears his throat and I swear it sounds like he’s growling.
That’s so odd.
But sexy.
I find myself becoming rather aroused at the thought of Zeph pounding my pussy while growling like an animal. I see him swallow hard and for a second I wonder if he can read my mind. For just a second I think about books I’ve read about shapeshifters where the guy can always smell the girl when she becomes aroused. Surely Zeph can’t smell me.
Can he?
Of course not! He’s not a shapeshifter!
If he touched me he’d certainly know I’m hot for him because I’m sure my pussy is soaking my panties right now. Amir never even got me this hot and I guess it’s because he’s not as masculine as Zeph. He had a certain level of maleness about him in the way that he walked with confidence and had a commanding quality to his voice.
But Zeph is something totally different. He’s walking, breathing testosterone in human form. He exudes manliness and could probably get me pregnant just by looking at me!
“When men in my family meet the woman they’re meant to spend their lives with, she becomes their world. Nothing means more to him than she does, not even his own life,” he says.
“Wow! That’s like soulmates on steroids,” I say in awe, “Is that part of a religion or something?”
“Or something,” he says, giving me a small smile.
“Shit! You didn’t grow up in a cult, did you?!” I ask, equally intrigued and horrified.
He turns to look at me, surprise written all over his face, “A cult?”
“Yeah. Like Scientology,” I say.
He chuckles, “Not a cult. But sometimes… it felt like it.”
“Care to talk about it?” He shakes his head. “Okay. If you ever need to, I’m a good listener.”
“It’s part of my past and it needs to stay there,” he says softly. I lay my left hand over his right hand as it lays on the gearshift.
“You’re a nice guy and I like you,” I confess, “and I truly hope we can be real friends.”




Chapter 13 Cory

My flesh feels like it’s on fire where she’s touching me. My wolf is going crazy inside me, filled with joy and longing. Oh, we’re going to be much more than friends! “I like you, too.”
Tell her she’s our mate! Tell her!
Be quiet and let me focus!
My hand spasms beneath Yara’s hand and she looks at me.
“You’ve got dystonia?”
No. Just a wolf who won’t calm the fuck down.
“What’s that?”
“It’s the medical term for muscle spasms or twitching,” she explains, “I just know that because a character in my first book suffered from that.”
“Detective Watkins,” I say.
She smiles wide, “You read my book! I thought you said you weren’t into that?”
“Uh… my brother told me about it so I read it last night,” I say, hating that I’m lying to her.
“I’m shocked,” Yara laughs, “I guess there’s always that one book that can draw anyone in. Did Cory say what made him read it?”
“Once I told him you’re a writer he looked you up. Researched you, actually,” I reply, “And he said you’re very accomplished and popular. He said he’s planning to read your second book tonight.”
“He is! That’s awesome. I can’t wait to meet him,” Yara says, then chuckles, “even though you said he’s not as good as you.”
What?!
What?!
“I was joking,” I say, “He’s just as capable as I am. In fact, he’s much smarter than I am.”
“Really?”
“What about you? Do you have any siblings?” I ask. I’d rather focus the conversation on her so I can limit any more lying. Why am I even pretending to be Z?
Because you think she would prefer them to us.
No one knows me like my beast.
I’ve always thought Z was better at everything, except staying out of trouble. He’s go all the experience and confidence that I wish I had to court Yara properly. Telling her she’s our fated mate won’t cut it, so the only option is to woo her like normal men.
“What are you thinking about?” she asks, breaking through my reverie.
“Wondering if you have any siblings,” I reply.
“Oh? I almost forgot you asked,” she laughs. Her hand is still on mine and my cock thumps with its own pulse. “I don’t know if I have any brothers or sisters. I grew up in foster care, so my biological parents could’ve had kids after me. I don’t know.”
She looks sad when she tells me that. I’ve always had Z so I can’t imagine what it feels like to not have any family. Even after we left the pack it was still the two of us. Yara had no one. That makes me respect her even more because she made a good life for herself without any support.
She’s strong.
We need a strong mate.
Yes. Yes we do.
“I’m sorry that happened to you,” I say. I turn my hand palm up and she laces her fingers with mine. My heart is beating a hundred miles a minute and I’m sweating a little, even with the air conditioner on, but I want this connection!
And I think she needs it.
I just hate that she thinks I’m my brother.
Tell her who we are!
I can’t. She’ll be angry that I lied to her.
In my mind I see my wolf shaking his head at me and I don’t blame him. What the hell am I doing?! Now I’ll have to bring my brother into this web of lies I’ve created so Yara won’t know I’ve deceived her.
“It’s all good. I would’ve liked to grow up with a family but the foster families I lived with weren’t that bad,” she says, “It could’ve been worse. Some families take kids in just for the money and food stamps. Or worse, so they can abuse them. I’m one of the lucky ones. I was ignored. It was better than drawing attention to myself.”
I squeeze her hand and give her another smile, “We’re the lucky ones. You chose us to spend your vacation with.”
She chuckles, “Well, the guys are interesting, as you are. And hot. I can see why women flock to the lodge.”
“You find the others hot?” I ask, keeping my voice neutral. My heart feels like it just dropped into my stomach.
“I’m a woman with two working eyes and I appreciate all forms of beauty,” she says, “so yes, I’ve noticed their hotness.” She leans in and trails the fingers of her right hand along my forearm, “But you, sir, are the hottest of them all. And the most interesting.”
See! She likes us!
She likes Z, you idiot!
He growls and I growl back. My wolf is not in charge of me!
“Did you just growl?” Yara asks and I look at her.
“What’d you hear?”
“A growl? Is that your thing?” she smiles, “Like, you’re an animal in bed or something because if you are, I can totally be into it.” She moves her hand from my forearm to my thigh.
My mouth is dry and my heart is pounding while my wolf barks inside my head.
Touch us!
No, we’re not ready!
“Uh…” I clear my throat, not knowing what to say. Yara pulls her hands back and faces forward, giving a nervous chuckle.
“I’m sorry I groped you,” she says.
“It’s not—I just…”
“You don’t have to explain. I just thought that we were on the same page,” she says. I signal to pull over although there are no other vehicles on the road. Old habits die hard. “What’s wrong?”
I put the van in park and turn to face her. “Yara, I can promise you we’re both on the same page. You are… there are no words to describe how beautiful you are!” She blushes at my words, and I continue, “Trust me when I say I don’t mind you touching me. I’d just like it to mean something to you because it would mean something to me.”
“You like me that much?” she asks and I nod slowly. “Wow! I didn’t think that’d be the case since we just met.”
“I feel a connection,” I say and it’s the truest thing I’ve said today. My wolf and I both feel a strong bond with her already, “Can you say you don’t?”
“Zeph… it’s complicated.” I cringe inwardly when I hear my brother’s name. She doesn’t seem to notice my discomfort. “I’m processing the end of a long-term relationship. It wasn’t perfect but at one time I thought he was the man I was going to marry.”
My jaw clenches involuntarily and even my wolf bristles inside me at the thought of any male having had her for before me. “Why did it end?” If she tells me he did her wrong I’ll find him and break his fucking neck!
You sound like Zeph.
Well, we’re cut from the same cloth…
“He wanted me to choose between our relationship and my career,” Yara says sadly, “and I don’t do well with ultimatums.”
I shake my head. What an idiot that guy was! I’d never force her to make a decision like that. I’d support her career and do whatever she needed me to in order for her to be happy. That’s what a man does for his mate!
“He’s a fool! I’ll make you forget all about him,” I say vehemently, holding my hand out for her to take. For a moment I begin to think she’s going to ignore it. Instead, she slides her hand into mine, once again lacing our fingers and giving mine a gentle squeeze.
“Okay. I’m going to trust you.”




Chapter 14 Zeph

I stopped calling Cory after he ignored my call for the sixth time.
Fuck!
What is he thinking going off with Yara when he can’t control his wolf?!
Obviously, he is controlling him, so can we stop the pacing?
Knowing my wolf can sense my brother’s doesn’t really help; although if Cory was losing his shit, he’d know. At least I know he’s not harming Yara.
“Are you going to tell us what the fuck is wrong with you?” Tycho asks, as we sit in the main office of the lodge. I’ve been pacing back and forth since I got back and found he and Yara were gone. The guests are enjoying lunch and being entertained by Slate and Bach. Besides me, those two flirt the most and Slate and I are in neck-in-neck with our body counts. Bach will flirt but he won’t take it any further than that. I scoff. He’s on that I’m-saving-it-til-marriage bullshit that Cory’s on.
“Yeah. What’s the big deal about Cory taking that guest to handle her business?” Whit asks, as he sits behind the desk with his feet propped up on the polished mahogany. Cory will have a fit if he leaves any scuff marks.
“I’m not leaving any marks, asshole,” he says with a laugh. Because he doesn’t do it often, I forget that somehow this bastard can read minds. He says he can’t; he can only pick up fragments of thought or whatever, but he’s always on point. I say he’s an alien, but no one believes me. As far as we have confirmed, he’s a were-panther. He hasn’t spoken much about his past and we don’t dig. “So, why are you worried about Cory?”
I stop walking and throw my hands in the air, “Everything’s wrong with that! You didn’t see him the other night when he scented her! His wolf took over and he… he fucking lost it. That’s why I’m worried.”
“He’ll be fine,” Tycho says. He’s the biggest man I’ve ever seen in my life and the calmest. The few times I’ve seen his bear emerge it’s after he’s taken a lot of shit and has had enough. Usually it happened when he jumped into fights my big mouth escalated and I’ve always appreciated his unquestionable loyalty toward me and Cory.
Our entire clan.
“I thought you guys had a strong mental connection,” Whit says.
I shake my head, “Our wolves do, and it’s not as strong as it should be. That’ll happen once we mate Yara.”
Whit sits up abruptly, his motorcycle boots thumping the wooden floor as he does, “Holy shit, Z! Is she your mate?!”
“I just said that,” I answer drily, wishing I hadn’t let that slip.
“It’s a good thing, right?” he asks. I know he just heard my thoughts just as loudly as if I’d spoken them.
“It is if he doesn’t fuck it up,” I sigh, “You guys know Cory doesn’t know what to do with a woman.”
“It’s all instinct,” Tycho chimes in.
“Yeah, but his wolf was ready to just take her, no questions asked,” I say, “If we don’t do this right, we could lose her before we even get the chance to win her.”
“I think you’re worrying for nothing,” Whit says. I’ve never seen him worry about anything and I guess he’s not about to start now. “Cory will be just fine. You gotta trust your Beta to do what’s best for the pack. Period. He knows what’s at stake if she’s truly your mate.”
I nod, “She is. She even had my wolf going crazy. I’m still surprised I was able to hold it together. I wanted her so bad!”
“Hmph. I’m surprised, too. But just like you and your beast knew how you had to move to not fuck things up, Cory and his knows too. Have some faith in your brother,” Tycho says. He always makes sense and this moment is no different. If I was able to think clearly when Cory couldn’t, there’s some force we can’t see at play that’s guiding us so we move accordingly.
Who am I to worry?
“Alright… since we’ve got this all worked out, can I go back to the ladies now?” It’s an obvious rhetorical question because Whit is on his feet before he finishes speaking. I understand his rush to get out of here. He loves the ladies, too. And they love him. Almost all our guests have signed up for his yoga and meditation classes.
He doesn’t say another word as he walks out and closes the door behind him. Tycho still sits on the couch like he doesn’t plan on moving any time soon. I take the chair Whit just vacated and lean back. I hope that Cory doesn’t do or say anything to turn Yara off. Knowing him, he’ll probably spill his guts and tell her everything before we get the chance to do it together.
I don’t want to have something else to worry about. It’s bad enough our old pack has dissension among their ranks and our mother thinks we should get involved. She told me that before we left the hospital and it’s been on my mind.
Not that I give a shit about any of them due to how Cory and I have been treated because I don’t. She seems to think it’s our duty to take over the pack should Uncle Aaron die and I think she’s out of her mind. I saw a glint in her eyes that I’d never seen before and I didn’t like it.
Cory and I want nothing to do with them. We have our own clan now that’s more like a family than our pack ever was. We trust one another and have had each other’s backs, even in a war zone. She didn’t like my reaction and I told her to stay away from Cory with that shit. I’d never let him be a part of them again but I know between us, he’s the one that could be talked into upholding tradition.
“I just hope he doesn’t fuck this all up,” I murmur, more to myself than anything, but Tycho hears me.
“You know,” he starts lazily, “if I said that about your brother you’d kick my teeth in.” He chuckles, “Well, you’d try.”
“Ignore me. I’ve got a lot of shit rolling around in my head right now,” I reply.
“How does it feel?” Tycho asks, his voice low.
“How does what feel?” I ask, confused.
“Finding your true mate.”
I can’t help but smile when I think of how being in Yara’s presence makes me feel, “I can’t begin to describe it. It’s like every single thing that’s happened in my life finally makes sense. Looking at the women here is like looking at a room full of men.” I scoff and shake my head, “And I wonder what I ever saw in them.”




Chapter 15 Yara

“Okay, at least we can agree that Die Hard and Die Hard 2 are Christmas movies,” I say as Zeph and I talk about movies over lunch. We’ve already turned in my rented cargo van after picking up my rental car. It was nice to have him with me although I’m certain the people of Hartford would’ve received me just as warmly if he hadn’t been.
We’re sitting in his favorite diner in Hartford enjoying one of the best meals I’ve ever had. Zeph told me the meatloaf and mashed potatoes were to die for and he wasn’t lying. The fat girl in me is very happy right now.
I know I shouldn’t be eating so heavy today since Slate’s supposed to be throwing down for Thanksgiving tomorrow, but I can’t help myself. Plus, I’m in great company and I’m most likely eating my horniness right now.
I was attracted to him from the moment we met but there’s something about him today that is so endearing and sweet that it’s pulling me in even further. He’s been the perfect gentleman; opening doors for me and pulling out my chair at the diner. I know that doesn’t seem like much, but since I’m not used to that it’s a big deal for me.
I’ve been waiting for him to say something boastful about himself like he did the other night but he seems very humble today. I wonder if he’s a Gemini because there’s definitely two sides to him. The first side he showed me was the cocky playboy who nails every woman he comes across. Today, he’s giving me total ingenu and that turns me on too.
That means when I finally give him some, he’s going to keep me guessing in bed. Just the thought of that makes my nipples tighten. Fuck it! I’m shagging his fine ass tomorrow after our walk. He said we’d do dinner on the roof but I would prefer to sit among the other guests since it’s a holiday and all. So, I guess we’ll be having dessert on the roof. I’ll be his dessert…
“What are you thinking about?” he asks, “You look like you’re daydreaming.”
“Uh… just thinking about having dessert with you tomorrow,” I answer, “if you’re down.”
He nods and clears his throat, “Okay. I know Slate’s gonna make a lot of delicious dishes.”
“There’s one that he can’t make,” I say.
“What’s that?” Zeph asks.
“Pussy a la mode,” I reply with a saucy wink and his eyes widen comically. Why is he blushing?! I know he gets pussy thrown at him like javelins with all the women that come through the lodge. I laugh, “You act like you’ve never heard the word before. I know it’s not ladylike but you’ll find I’m no lady.”
“You’re not?” he asks, eyes still big as saucers.
“Nope! But I’m all woman,” I say silkily. He swallows hard and directs his attention back to his food; spooning some mashed potatoes and popping it into his mouth.
Wow!
I read that all wrong. I thought he was down to clown, but apparently… I was wrong.
I turn my attention to my food and we finish our meal silently. Before I know it, Zeph calls the server over for the check. He insists on paying and I don’t argue. The only thing better than a good meal is a free one!
“We better get back,” he says as we stand from the table, “I need to meet with Bach before dinner.”
“And I think I need a nap,” I smile, patting my belly, “Good food does that to me.” I stop myself before I add that good sex makes me sleepy also. I’d hate to make him uncomfortable again. Maybe he’s one of those guys that likes to tease women who look like me. He plays with our emotions and then goes from hot to cold in an instant.
Then, he surprises me.
“Do you mind if I hold your hand?” he asks.
“Yeah?” His question throws me off because no man has ever asked me that. No man has even asked if he could grab a breast. They’ve just gone in for the kill after a few kisses. Zeph grabs my right hand within his big left hand and escorts me out the diner. His hand is warm and it feels softer today. I guess he used some lotion or O’Keeffe’s™ or something because the other night they were rough, though not in a bad way.
If I had to describe him in one word it would be dichotomy. I find it interesting that he has different sides to him. I can’t say I like his withdrawal that happened just now at the table but I can ask him about it later. Right now I’m going to enjoy holding his hand and walking to the car with such a fine, sexy man.
We parked two blocks away so we’ve got a little walk ahead of us. I don’t mind because I’m wearing sneakers and I’m with a muscular man who makes me feel safe. Not that anyone has given me the stink eye or anything, but I’m a Black woman in an unfamiliar city in Wisconsin; a state that was once considered blue but has been becoming redder the last few years.
You just never know.
The looks we’ve been getting have come from the women we’ve passed, whether single or with a male companion. I don’t even mind. Zeph’s focus is on me and he hasn’t given any of them a second thought. I’ll figure out why he reacted the way he did to my dessert joke later. In this moment I’m going to soak up all the feelings I’m experiencing.
Every few seconds or so he gives my hand a gentle squeeze and I reciprocate. I’m moist as hell and if he asked to fuck me in the back of that rented SUV I’d say yes. Amir was never spontaneous like that and I live for that shit! A few times I tried to get frisky in out-of-the-way spots at different functions we attended and he wouldn’t budge.
I’m not what anyone would consider a freak but I do love spicy sex and I’m adventurous. When I buy the home I plan to settle in, I already know I’m getting a pole installed so I can dance for my man. I hope it’s somewhere close to pole dancing classes because I’ll definitely need those!
I may even want a sex room. Hmph! May? No… I already know I want a sex room! It doesn’t need all the bells and whistles but I would like to include things I’m comfortable with. One thing I know for sure is no one will ever convince me to let them suspend me from the ceiling!
Amir used to tell me that a woman’s job during sex is to receive her man’s semen for procreation. Yep, he worded it just like that. Thinking back, I hate that I allowed raw sex because he didn’t want to use condoms. His philosophy was if a woman is compatible with her man she’d get pregnant, and if that happened for us, we’d deal with it accordingly.
Well, I never told him I was on birth control and perhaps that’s why he was pushing me to stop working. Maybe he wanted to focus on getting me pregnant. I’ll never know. Zeph walks me around to the passenger side of the vehicle.
“Do you mind if I drive?” he asks. Damn, I want to feel his stubble against my skin! I see he shaved this morning so his throat is free of dark hair. I go with my feeling and cup the back of his head, pulling his mouth to mine. His eyes register shock and I think he’s going to pull away but he doesn’t. My lips meet his and my pussy lips exhale.
Soft. Firm. Sweet. I think I caught him completely off guard because his lips barely move in the time that mine samples his. I pull back before my tongue finds its way into his mouth and look up at him. “Was that okay? Me kissing you, I mean.”
He nods, “It… that was fine.”
“Just fine?” I ask with an eyebrow raised.
“I’m sorry. I’m not a kisser,” he says apologetically. My heart sinks. I love kissing. I’m one of those women. I could kiss a man all day long before even thinking about taking it to the next level.
“I understand,” I reply, “That’s too bad.” He helps me into the passenger seat and buckles me in.

What is his story?!

Please, please, please don’t let him be a deadfuck!





Chapter 16 Cory

I practically skip to my cabin after walking Yara to her room. She gifted me with another small kiss before saying goodbye. I’ve had plenty erections in my life but this one is different. My cock is throbbing and tingling and my balls feel heavy as hell. As soon as I get to my cabin I’m taking a cold shower.
I can’t believe I just got my first kiss today! My wolf has been doing a happy dance inside my head since Yara kissed me the first time. I had to fight to keep him back because I felt just how badly he wanted to grab her and—
Hell… what would we do with her?
Whatever she tells us to do.
I shake my head.
Women like Yara don’t want to waste time teaching a man how to make love.
Our fated mate won’t mind.
I stop to scratch Hades behind the ears as he suns himself on the porch, “I bet you’re ready for lunch, aren’t you?” He gives me a grunt to let me know that he is indeed ready. “Gimme five minutes.” I sniff the air and sigh. My shower will have to wait. I walk through my front door and see Z lounging on my couch.
“Hey, lil brother,” he smiles, “Where have you been?”
I motion Hades in and close the door behind him, “I’m sure Bach ran his mouth to you.” I walk into the kitchen behind Hades and start grabbing what I need to make his lunch. My brother appears in the doorway, leaning against the wall with his arms crossed in front of him. “And for the record, Bach put me on the spot and I had to take her to Hartford.”
“And?”
“And what?” I ask.
“What happened?!” Z practically shouts at me. Hades growls and I toss a chunk of steak to him that he happily gobbles down. He loves my brother just as much as I do but he won’t stand for anyone being ugly, even my twin. “Just tell me that you didn’t do anything crazy and she still likes us.”
I turn to face him, “She still likes you.”
He’s immediately on alert, “What does that mean? What’d you do?”
“I didn’t do anything. She thought I was you and I didn’t correct her,” I say with a shrug.
“Seriously?! Bro… why would you do that?” he asks in disbelief.
“I told you she still likes you so chill,” I say patiently, “We had a good time. My wolf behaved and so did I.”
He walks further into the kitchen and sits at the table, “Okay. Walk me through what happened.” He acts like I’m on the witness stand and he’s the district attorney cross-examining me. I continue preparing Hades’ lunch as I talk.
“I took her to drop off the cargo van and pick up her rental car,” I tell him, “and then we stopped at Bailey’s for lunch. She had the meatloaf and mashed potatoes and I had the tuna melt. We walked to the car and then she kissed me.”
“What?!” He jumps up so fast he upends the chair. It clatters to the floor and Hades grunts, his ears pointed. I toss him a carrot and he starts gnawing on it.
I shrug, “She kissed me. And she did it again when I walked her to her room.”
“And you did what?” he asks, still looking like he’s seen a ghost.
“I kissed her back, dummy!” I say.
“I meant… You know how to kiss?”
“Not really. Honestly, it scared the shit out of me both times,” I admit, “and I didn’t do much. I told her I wasn’t a kisser. Well, you’re not a kisser.”
“That’s true, but I’m a great kisser for the right woman,” he says, “and Yara is the right woman. The only woman.”
“So, what do we do once we win her over?” I ask him, “because I don’t wanna mess it up.”
“Don’t worry about it,” he says, as if I shouldn’t be worried! “How did it feel? Going on your first date? And just as importantly, how the fuck did you get your wolf to keep calm? I was so worried about that when I found out you were with him.”
“Honestly, I don’t know. It’s like he knew we had to put on our best face for her. I can’t really explain it,” I say, “Trust me, when Bach told me to drive Yara into town I was ready to shit my pants. But then this sense of tranquility came over me.”
“Pfft! Tranquility? Are you trying to be a writer like Yara?” Z asks derisively. Even in the moments he shows concern he can still be an asshole.
“So, what’s the plan? How do we tell her I was the one with her today?” I ask.
“We don’t.”
“What?”
“We don’t tell her. Not yet. I think that it’s best we both spend time with her and once you get used to her we can tell her then,” he says.
“That’s the dumbest plan ever!” I say, “Zephyrus Josiah Gannon, we’re not in fucking high school! I’m not trying to trick her.”
“My whole government name, huh?”
“Yep!”
“Well, you go up to the lodge and tell her you let her believe you were me all morning,” he smirks.
“You know she’ll be upset,” I say.
“Exactly! So let’s win her together. As one.” I know I’m going to regret this and I’m kicking myself for even listening to this insanity but what else can I do? I already messed up by not telling Yara who I was earlier. I started to reveal my identity several times but I was afraid of how she’d react.
Now, I’ve dug a hole for myself by lying to her. My wolf whines and I want to join him. On one hand, maybe the situation can be salvaged. Yara may find it funny that I pretended to be Zeph because twins do the switcheroo all the time. Right? On the other hand, she may scratch my eyes out and tell the two of us to go fuck ourselves.
You mean, the four of us.
I sigh.
Why couldn’t I be a player like my brother?




Chapter 17 Yara

Happy Thanksgiving to me!
I stretch before sitting up and smiling to myself. I’m going to head downstairs and have breakfast with the other guests. It’s going to be buffet-style this morning since Slate’s going to be cooking his ass off preparing a Thanksgiving feast for us.
I can’t wait to see what he makes us. I was told it’s half traditional and half international. Whatever he makes I’m certain will be as delicious as every other dish he’s made. I get up and start getting ready.
I look forward to starting the day off right. There are a couple of women I’ve spoken to in passing and they’re pretty cool. Then, there are some bitches here who are still looking down their noses. I swear… some women lose their damn minds when good-looking men are within running distance.
There’s one in particular that walks around like she’s the queen of the castle. The only person she annoys more than me is my new friend Celeste. I met her almost immediately after arriving at the champagne reception and we’ve talked several times since. She’s my age and hails from upstate New York.
Like me, she’s a shapely Black woman and unlike me, she’s stunning. I’m not saying I’m ugly; I think I’m cute. But Celeste… she is gorgeous. Her dark skin is flawless and she has the cutest button nose. She said she’s taking a ‘break’ from her relationship because she and her man are going through growing pains, but I’ve seen her checking the guys out like she’s single.
I want to ask her about that but I’ve learned how to mind my business.
Besides, I’ve got my own business to handle and his name is Zeph Gannon. I went to the lodge’s social media page last night and eye-fucked every picture of Zeph I could find. He does a lot of stuff outdoors and there are several pictures of him engaged in different activities. I’m glad he likes being active because I want to do it all while I’m here.
I’m not just talking about the bedroom, either. After lunch, we’re supposed to do the polar bear dip in the pool. It’s heated but they turned the heaters off so it’ll be nice and cold when we jump in. It’ll be interesting to see how it affects me and if I hadn’t decided to be adventurous I wouldn’t even bother. I’ll be in observation mode because I hope to get some inspiration today if I can.
“Looking forward to hitting the pool?” I ask Celeste as she joins me at the two-person table I chose that overlooks the back lawn.
She sighs before smiling, “Yes and no. I don’t want to jump in freezing water in a bathing suit but I’m dying to see hardbodies in swim trunks!”
I laugh, “That part! But you know they say cold water makes things shrink.”
“This is my second trip here and I’ve seen all these guys in sweatpants before,” she says, fanning herself dramatically, “and lemme tell you… these white boys are packin’!” I know for a fact Zeph has a third leg just because I’ve seen the bulge on multiple occasions. I can only imagine what it looks like when it’s unwrapped. The head probably slaps his knees when he walks around naked.
“So… any of them make you think about testing the waters?” Hell! I said I wasn’t going to ask her that and here I am; big mouth just flapping! Celeste looks uncomfortable and I practically trip over my tongue trying to backtrack. “I’m sorry. It’s not my business. I don’t know what I was thinking.”
“It’s okay, Yara,” she says, “I know you’re curious. Honestly, I said I’m taking a break but I left my boyfriend.”
“Oh no! Do you wanna talk about it?”
“He’s an asshole. I got tired of him cheating and just being shitty to me. So, I cleaned out my bank accounts, quit my job, and left with three suitcases of my belongings,” she says with a sad smile, “I wanted to visit my favorite spot one last time before going back to Fresno. My mom said she’ll accept me back.”
“Accept you back? What does that mean?” I want Celeste to talk about whatever she needs to so she can unburden herself. I’m sure if I dig too deep she’ll let me know.
“My boyfriend is white and my parents never approved of that.”
“Not all white people are bad,” I say.
“No. But I just happened to hook up with one who is. And here I am lusting over more white guys. I must be crazy, huh?”
“Not crazy. Just human. And these guys seem like good people,” I say, “I mean, I haven’t known them long and only really talked to Zeph and Bach but they give off good vibes.”
“Yeah. And they’re so fine,” Celeste says, “Who do you have your eye on?”
“Uh… I just got out of a six-year relationship so—”
“Oh, come on. You can tell me.”
“Fine,” I say, looking around and lowering my voice, “It’s Zeph.”
“Ooh! Okay… ole boy is fine and totally sexy,” she replies, “and his brother is the same, except he’s super sweet. Not saying that Zeph isn’t!”
“He does have a rough side to him,” I say.
“Yeah. And Cory’s the nice one. But Zeph’s got the voice of an angel,” she says dreamily, “When that man sings panties just start falling off.” She clears her throat, “Except mine.”
“It’s all good. If anything happens between me and him it’ll just be for the moment. I’m not here for anything serious and I’m sure he isn’t,” I say. The way some of these women fawn over him I can tell it’s the behavior of women who have intimate knowledge of a man.
One man in particular.
And speak of the devil, from where I’m sitting I see him walk into the room from the hallway and make a quick left down another hallway. I think that’s where their office and security room is located.
Did he even see me sitting here?
Was I expecting him to come over and greet me with a kiss?
Just because we spent time together and shared two kisses doesn’t make me any more special than any of these other chicks he’s banged out. When we take our walk later I’ll ask him about them. Not that I truly care so much about his history with them, but I’d at least like to know if there’s anything currently going on that I need to be aware of. I don’t want anybody running up on me because of jealousy.
I know we’re all grown, professional women but when it comes to men, some think that we’re playing Hunger games. It is not that serious. The ratio of men to women in this country is 97:100 or something like that so very few women need to share a man. Personally, I’d never knowingly share a man. That works for some people and I don’t judge them but just like I’d never share a Twix®, I’d never share dicks.
Neither of my appetites allow for allocation!
Meaning, I ain’t sharing a damn thing!




Chapter 18 Zeph

“What’s the temp?” I ask Bach as I approach the pool. He looks like he’s been swimming laps but is hardly out of breath. The man’s fox loves cold weather, even more than I do.
“It’s about 48°. Not too bad,” he smiles as he floats on his back.
I chuckle, “The ladies may not be able to handle it,” I say.
“They can get in the hot tub afterward.”
He says that but I’m sure he’s not looking forward to that part. Typically we need to warm the ladies up after the polar bear plunge. This year it holds no appeal for me but the others will partake. Bach and Cory always took part in entertaining the ladies in the pool but they’d always make themselves scarce when it came to the after-pool activities.
I suppose I’ll be joining them this year.
“Hey! Where are all the ladies?!” Whit shouts as he exits the French doors.
“Should be here any minute now that you’ve done your mating call,” Bach says drily.
“Well, they need to hurry the hell up,” Whit says, rubbing his hands together. He’s wearing a Speedo™ that barely holds his junk and his trademark manbun. Women go crazy when he lets his hair down and I think it’s the funniest thing ever. But… it does get him all the ass he wants so…
Just then, several ladies exit the lodge with Slate right behind them. He always hangs for about an hour before going back to dinner prep. I don’t see Yara but I do see the woman she’s become friendly with. She’s been here before and just like back then; she can’t keep her eyes off Slate. It doesn’t seem like he’s noticed her at all and I just hope she’s not pinning any hopes on him because he’s only going to settle down when he finds his true mate.
Speaking of true mates… I can admit I’m jealous of my little brother. He’s kissed Yara twice! Twice! The man who’s never touched a woman in any way was the first one to share intimacy with our mate! I know my time will come and once she gets a taste of me she probably won’t even want Cory to touch her.
That’s not good. Asshole!
Yeah. As soon as I thought it I felt bad, so shut up.
Yara and I will both ease Cory into it the first time we make love. I can’t ignore my nature, though. Once we’ve made love to her and claimed her, I want to fuck her until she loses consciousness. Hopefully, Cory won’t mind. He can be present for it or not, it doesn’t matter. And I’m not trying to be a dick about it. I want him to enjoy intimacy with Yara as much as I will.
He told me he wasn’t quite ready to ‘formally’ meet Yara today so he’s in the office doing who-knows-what. Thanksgiving isn’t something we celebrated with our old pack but we’ve been doing it since we met our blood brothers. He thinks he’ll inadvertently give away the fact that he pretended to be me so he’s going to hide in the office until later.
We’re going to tell her tonight that we’re brothers and based on how she receives the news, we’re going to tell her she’s our mate and that we’re were-wolves.
Easy peasy.
Hell! I sound like Bach now!
Tycho appears and the ladies actually applaud his big ass. I shake my head as he saunters to the pool as if he’s a stripper making his way to the floor. He’s a big guy so he always makes an entrance, no matter where we go.
I finally see Yara appear and she’s got her hair pulled back in a ponytail and she’s wearing some type of wrap over her suit. I almost drool at the thought that I’ll be seeing most of her flesh in a few minutes. Then, I frown when I realize that all the guys will see her, too. I don’t think they’ll look more than once since they know what she is to me and Cory but as a man, it’d be hard to not look twice.
Tycho starts lining the women up around the perimeter of the pool as they chatter excitedly. I’ve never seen any humans so excited to submerge themselves in freezing cold water and it’s funny to me. Cory thinks it’s weird that I refer to non-weres as humans, but that’s what they are, aren’t they? He believes in being politically correct at all times and I believe in doing and saying whatever the fuck pleases me.
Anyway, I suffer humans only as much as I’m required to. I’ve done some shit in my past that I look back on and cringe at. Humans do crazy shit daily and for the dumbest reasons. Fighting over politics, skin color, and gender like that’s normal. All politicians are crooked, nobody’s value is determined by skin color, and I don’t mind if I’m called a cis hetero male, nor am I bothered by men who feel they’re born in the wrong bodies and vice versa.
Humans worry about all that shit when they will literally step over a homeless person to walk inside an expensive boutique to buy shit they don’t need. So yeah… humans do crazy shit that I’d never do. That’s why I’m content to live at the lodge and travel only when I feel the urge, which isn’t that often. We’re fairly self-sufficient here and—
Holy fuck!
Damn!
Yara shrugs out of her robe to reveal the tiny, red two-piece that barely covers her luscious chocolate skin. My cock swells in my swim trunks and my wolf starts going ballistic!
Calm the fuck down!
He whines.
Soon. We’ll have her soon.
I throw myself into the pool and when I pop up, I’m a few feet away from Yara. I hold my arms out in front of me, motioning her to jump in. To my surprised delight, she launches herself into my arms. We both go under but I don’t let her go. I kick my legs to bring us both back to the surface and I resist the urge to kiss her.
Damn, but I want to kiss her!
She smiles through chattering teeth, her eyes hooded. She wants it, too!
Kiss her! Kiss her! Kiss her!
I lean in and instead of kissing her lips like I want, I run the tip of my nose from her chin to that extra sensitive patch of skin right below her earlobe. All women love to be kissed there; it’s a default erogenous zone for all beings with vaginas.
Shut up! You sound stupid.
Yara shudders and when I pull back I see her worrying her bottom lip between her teeth.
“Is the water cold enough for you?” I ask.
Stupid.
“It was freezing when I got in but not so much now,” she smiles. She looks around at the others in the pool, “Is this okay? There’s at least four sets of stink eyes looking at us.”
I scoff, “Sweetheart, there’s only one woman I want to look at me and it’s the goddess in front of me. I don’t give a damn about the rest.”




Chapter 19 Cory

My wolf is tearing at my insides; wanting to get out and hold Yara like Z is right now. I watch them from the office window as my fingers clench the drapes as hard as Jack held onto that door. Yara looks incredible in that tiny, red bikini. I’ve been standing here watching since my wolf started communicating with his counterpart.
I felt the insane urge to get up from the desk and it didn’t take long for me to understand why. When Yara slipped out of that robe I nearly came in my pants. I only glimpsed her from the back but it was enough to make me almost lose my composure. I already knew our mate is shapely but seeing that round backside of hers barely covered by that slip of red material made me and my wolf drool.
Z said I wouldn’t know what to do with her and he’s probably right. I’d have a good time learning, though! I know he was just being a dick when he said it but it didn’t do anything for my self-confidence. He said everything would come naturally once we get Yara in bed and my wolf feels the same way.
I just wish I did.
I’m afraid I’ll fumble around and make a fool of myself or turn Yara off with my inexperience. I doubt she’d make fun of me for it; she may just prefer my brother to me.
She must want us equally! We must BOTH pleasure her along with Zephyrus and his wolf!
I know that!
I watch Yara jump into Z’s arms and I smile. I can tell she’s into him so we’re halfway there.
Go to her!
No. I’m going to be introduced later.
No! Now! She’s our mate, too!
Before I can stop myself, I’m walking through the French doors that lead to the back lawn. I feel like I’m on auto-pilot and I see Z’s face cloud over when he sees me approaching. I stop at the edge of the pool, my eyes on Yara.
“Hey, bro! What’s up?” Z asks, “I didn’t expect to see you.” Just then, Yara turns around. I see the surprise on her face that I anticipated.
“Omigod! You’re twins!” she practically shrieks.
“We are,” I smile, “I’m Cory.”
“I’m Yara. Wow! You guys are identical?” Yara asks.
“Yeah. I’m four minutes and forty-seven minutes older than he is,” Z boasts.
I roll my eyes, “My big brother is always bragging about that.” Yara laughs and my wolf barks inside my head. He’s so impatient!
“It’s alright. I already told her I’m better,” he says with a smirk.
Asshole.
“But I’m sure you’re just as good, right?” She blesses me with a genuine smile and it’s all I can do to not jump in the pool and pull her body close to mine. Not that I’d really know what to do afterward.
Kiss her! Touch her! Bite her nip—
Enough!
“You do that, too,” Yara says.
“Do what too?” I ask.
“That growly thing that I’ve heard Zeph do a few times,” she clarifies, “You do that, too.”
I shrug, “We’re twins. You know how it is.”
“Hey! You mind if Cory joins us for dessert?” Z asks her. He shocks us both with that question. I wasn’t planning on being there until after their date and judging by the look on Yara’s face, she wasn’t expecting to have a third wheel.
“No, I don’t want to intrude,” I say when Yara doesn’t respond to Z’s question. Seeing her arms around his neck makes me very much want to intrude!
“Oh! That’s fine! It’ll be cool,” she says, “Please. Hang out with us tonight!” I feel like she’s just being nice by extending an invitation but when I see her eyes dip down for a few seconds before meeting mine, I know she just checked out my cock. She licks her lips and smiles, “Yeah. I think we’ll have a good time.”
Wait—is she saying without saying that she wants me?!
If she is, I’m definitely down to do whatever she wants. I school my features so I don’t start smiling like a goofball. I’m excited and nervous about what tonight will bring but it’s time for me to start using the equipment I was blessed with.
Time for US, you mean. And I’m ready.
“I’ll see you then,” I tell Yara. I give Z a head nod before excusing myself. I feel like I’m floating as I walk back to the lodge.
Finally! We’re making love to our mate tonight!
Whoa! I don’t know what’s going to happen. She seems to like me and Z, but—
That means she’s into us!
Or maybe she wants to satisfy her twin curiosity.
Only men have that fantasy, idiot. Yara isn’t that way.
I sigh.
Why do I always have to overthink shit?! The guys are right: I’m too analytical.
Maybe I just want to believe Yara is interested in me.




Chapter 20 Yara

It’s taken me two hours to tame my afro but it’s worth it.
I look damn good!
I’m wearing a red, ankle-length toga-style dress that hangs nicely on my rack. It amplifies my curves without making me look shapeless and I love it. I’m wearing strappy heels and heels always make me feel super sexy. I never wore heels when I was with Amir unless he requested it because he wasn’t much taller than I was.
I should’ve known we weren’t going to last forever. What man is insecure about his woman wearing heels? There are plenty of men in the world who love having those tall drinks of water on their arm. Meanwhile, my ex-boyfriend wasn’t one of them. Regardless of what happens tonight with Zeph, or even Cory, I’ll know what it feels like to be with a secure and manly man.
Oh, yeah. I’m definitely letting Zeph dip into the cookie jar tonight. And Cory… I felt something pass between us earlier and I’m open to fooling around with him, too. Never in a million years would I have imagined entertaining the idea of sex with two men; let alone twin brothers! Since Zeph isn’t talking about starting a serious relationship and I’m damn sure not even considering one, we may as well enjoy each other.
Right?
Am I wrong for wanting two brothers? I guess, if I really broke it down, I want Zeph since I know him. Cory just happens to look exactly like him and what woman wouldn’t want to have four hands, four lips, and two dicks that are attached to the most attractive man she’s ever seen? Last night I dreamt both of them were pleasuring me and my orgasm was so powerful it woke me up.
I truly felt dead inside when Amir and I broke up. Since I’ve been here I’ve felt more alive than I have in a long time. Maybe I’m finally letting my hair down? Or maybe I’m living like the heroines I write about all the time. I know I’m not trying to have sex to get over Amir. So, why the hell am I itching to get a taste of them both?!
I haven’t had good sex in a while.
I’m a single woman with needs.
I’m a grown-ass woman who can do whatever she wants.
I’m on vacation.
This clean mountain air has me feeling some kind of way.
I think of all the reasons it’s okay for me to want both men and honestly, none of them are relevant. I’m attracted to them, plain and simple.
That was established earlier today when Zeph took me on a short walk around the grounds. It was good to get some fresh air after the extravagant Thanksgiving meal Slate prepared. I was surprised to find out he did everything himself.
Zeph said he moves quickly and doesn’t like anyone being in the kitchen with him so he works alone. The only other help they have is housekeeping and that consists of three people that live in Hartford. It’s commendable that he’s able to cook like he does. After Monday, most of the guests will be gone and there’ll be a light lull in traffic, according to Zeph.
I’m looking forward to that because when a lot of women are gathered in the same space, drama is bound to happen. There were way too many women looking at me when we were in the pool today. The fact that Zeph held me the entire time didn’t sit well with them. My phone beeps with a text and I know it’s him.
“Meet us on the roof. Take a right at the stairs and at the end of the hallway come through the exit door on the left. The stairs will bring you to us.”
I wish the stairs would bring me but I’ve got to walk up those bitches! Hopefully, it’s a short staircase since Zeph won’t be carrying me. It’s been a pain traversing the stairs since the night he carried me but at least I’m getting taut calf muscles out of it! Still, I hate stairs.
I grab my room key and take one last look in the mirror. Yep, still looking good! When I open the door I find one of the mean girls on the other side. I don’t know her name. She’s pretty, blond, and I’m sure one of the women whose sandbox Zeph has played in.
“Yes? Can I help you?” I ask, stepping into the hallway and closing the door behind me.
“What are you up to?” she asks.
“Excuse me?”
“Watching you throw yourself at Zeph is embarrassing and you should know… he’s not into you,” she says, feigning concern.
“Well, he’ll be into me tonight,” I reply with a fake smile, “and maybe in the morning, too.”
Bimbo shakes her head, “This is what I get for trying to help another woman avoid a broken heart.”
“Thanks, sis. Your concerns are duly noted,” I say, “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ve got dessert waiting for me.” I walk away from her, ensuring I put some extra sway in my hips. As much as I like Celeste, she couldn’t stop me from letting Zeph break my headboard, so there’s no way in Hell this chick is going to. I’m sure she only wants to stop me so she can get some herself.
“Don’t come crying to me later,” she calls behind me. I throw a thumbs up and keep walking. I’m not trying to find a man; just some man meat. As I make my way to the designated spot, I take a moment to appreciate the architecture of the lodge.
They really put some work in. Large, thick logs of red oak were used to build the structure and I admire the beautiful hues of it and the yellow birch wood. I read on the website that they mixed the wood because the red oak stinks when cut into lumber. Although they never cut the trunks down to planks, it still emitted a subtle stink. So, they added the yellow birch wood because it gives off a sweet smell when burnt. Thus, the birch shows artful burn marks that look like birds.
These guys have some real talent. Slate could compete on Beat Bobby Flay and win. Bach has ten green thumbs. I don’t know yet what Tycho and Whit do but I’m sure they’re great at it. And Zeph sings and plays the guitar. From what he says, Cory keeps things running around the lodge like a well-oiled machine.
And they’re all single. Either the quality of women they’re meeting is shit or these guys just want to stay confirmed bachelors. They should not be single! Oh shit! I didn’t think about the fact that they could be gay and use their looks to lure women here for the money. It’s a stretch but still a possibility. I know Zeph isn’t gay and from what I’ve read, identical twins don’t automatically share the same sexuality so chances are Cory may be gay.
Zeph isn’t, though. If he is he’s quite the actor. He only held my hand on our walk today but didn’t go in for the kill although I all but said he could. Just imagining those rough hands on my body had my pussy wetter than wet and he seemed to know I was turned on, yet he didn’t try to fuck me. Granted, I wouldn’t have wanted to get my groove on in the woods but he pointed out where their private cabins are located.
They’re off the beaten path so no guests can find them or ‘accidentally’ stumble across them. Based off the exchange I just had outside my room I can understand why. Zeph must have some seriously off-the-chain dick for ole girl to try to warn me off like she did. I mean, try to protect me. I chuckle.
As if.
I walk through the exit door to see fairy lights giving the space a warm glow. It’s not cold up here at all and at first I think it’s because the twins look so good standing there side-by-side but as I walk further, I notice the large heat lamps that are strategically placed. That was very thoughtful of them. They’re both wearing white button-down long sleeve shirts and black slacks. The sleeves are rolled up to the tops of their forearms and they’re totally serving beefcake.
In this moment I imagine myself being the meat on their sandwich. I don’t know what’s gotten into me and it could be I am channeling one of my heroines, Siedah Lamont. She’s a fearless Interpol agent that doesn’t run from danger or dick. In my books, she’s taken on three men before and owned them all! Could I be that way?
All I know is I’m not going to ask to explore anything tonight but if they suggest it, then…
Zeph (I’m assuming) gives me a cocky smile and my pussy clenches. Yeah, the word ‘no’ is not in my vocabulary tonight.




Chapter 21 Zeph

Yara looks incredible. She looks like a goddess in that dress and I can’t wait to see what’s underneath. The color red looks so good against her skin. I want to flip that dress up and bury my face in her pussy.
“Thank you for joining us,” I say as I approach her, “Cory thought you might’ve changed your mind.”
Her eyes go to my brother before meeting mine, “Why would he think that?”
“Because he likes you.” She looks surprised by my words but doesn’t say anything. “It’s okay if you like him, too.”
“But I don’t know him,” Yara says. She leans in and whispers, “And he’s your brother!”
“You can’t tell me you weren’t thinking about how it feel to be with both of us, Yara,” I say, my voice low and silky. The scent of her arousal is so strong it’s all I can smell. It’s even overpowering the light perfume I know she’s wearing. Once we claim her I’ll let her know she doesn’t need to wear anything that conceals her natural scent.
It’s perfect.
“Zeph… I’ve never,” she starts. I lay an index finger across her lips, silencing her. Her pupils are blown and her heart is pounding. She wants this but I don’t think she’s quite ready to accept it. “Don’t worry, Yara. We’d never hurt you.”
I’m being as gentle as I can although my wolf is losing his fucking mind. I know Cory’s must be feeling the same way. I look over my shoulder at him and the only sign he’s struggling is the almost imperceptible twitching of his right eye.
“I have an idea,” I say, looking back and forth between the two of them, “Why don’t I play and you two dance?” I lean in to whisper in Yara’s ear knowing Cory can hear me, “He’s never danced with a girl before. Why don’t you put him out of his misery?”
“Really?” she whispers, peeking around me to look at Cory.
“Really. So, how about it?” I whisper, “I promise I’ll make it up to you.”
“You don’t have to,” she smiles, “I don’t mind dancing with him.”
She seems a little too happy about dancing with him!
It doesn’t matter. She belongs to all of us!
Hmph!
“You’re growling again,” Yara says before pressing a kiss to my cheek. Before I can respond she walks away to join Cory.
“Care to dance?” she asks him.
His eyes cut to me and I nod. I can’t wait to see my little brother step into his confident self because I think he’ll be a lot happier. He may be my Beta but he’s his own man and should carry himself that way. He needs to feel comfortable taking care of our mate any time I’m not around. We may be twins but we’re two separate entities.
I grab my guitar and sit on the edge of one of the planter boxes. Bach has flowers planted everywhere possible around the lodge and he takes meticulous care of them. I inhale the sweet scent of the Violet Queens that he’s somehow able to coax into blooming well into November. “Any requests?” I ask.
“Play something slow,” Yara says over her shoulder.
I quickly run through the songs that I know and decide on the one that comes closest to what she wants. I start playing the opening chords of Wild World by Cat Stevens. She looks back at me and I shrug. It’s kinda slow. The lyrics aren’t sexy but the music is.
I watch as Yara pulls Cory’s arms around her waist before putting her arms around his neck. She steps closer so their fronts are pressed together and I feel my cock stiffening. Damn, I wish that was me! I know I’ll get my chance with her and Cory deserves this. For just a moment, I feel a pang of jealousy that he’ll only know the feel of our mate and no one else.
Now I see why he waited.
I start singing softly as I strum, tuning out whatever Cory and Yara are saying to each other. I see them both laughing as they sway back and forth. Her body is molded to his and I don’t sense any panic. In fact, he looks like he’s enjoying himself a lot. His hands move slowly up and down her back and she lays her head on his chest. His eyes close and I look down, allowing them privacy.
My wolf is excited that Yara likes Cory. I am too. I can tell she’s definitely open to having both of us but I need to find out if she’s down to having both of us. This is going to be a lifetime commitment. Beyond a lifetime, actually. Weres live a lot longer than humans and if a human is mated, he/she lives just as long. I wonder if she’ll be okay with that.
Outliving people you love has to be hard. I’ve seen elderly people in news stories who live to their 90s and even beyond who talk about how much they miss all the loved ones that passed away before they did. Some have buried their entire families by the time they die. Will Yara accept that she’ll outlive all her human loved ones?
I start thinking about our old pack. It’s a shame we had to leave because there were many relationships I had to let go of that I didn’t necessarily want to. There were those who I could no longer trust that supported Aaron, and ones who were afraid to stand up. In my mind, anyone who didn’t have my back was against me.
Our mother has called a few times since we saw her on Sunday. I’ve listened to her voicemails and heard the pain in her voice yet can’t bring myself to care. That son of a bitch she took up with is dying and she wants me and Cory to take our rightful places as Alpha and Beta. She knows it’s never going to happen and I’m glad I made Cory promise me he won’t entertain that bullshit. Even if he wants to go back, he won’t.
His loyalty is to me just like mine is to him.
I segue into Wonderful Tonight by Eric Clapton since I don’t want this moment to end for my brother. I’ve always thought I was a selfish bastard, and maybe I am, but I want tonight more for him than I’ve ever wanted for myself. I want him to lose his virginity tonight, if Yara is down for it. I always imagined I’d be present for it but I’ll leave it up to him.
This is his night.
The baked Alaskan sits uneaten on the bistro table I had Slate set up for us and unless it’s slathered all over Yara’s body, it’ll probably remain uneaten. The only thing we’re eating tonight is that sweet pussy that’s been tantalizing my nose since she arrived on the roof. I know Cory must be in Heaven right now! He’s got her in his arms and her scent surrounds him.
I’m surprised his wolf hasn’t broken free and started rutting Yara on the spot. Then again, typically mine is the loose cannon and his is nothing but poised. Aside from the shit that happened Monday night, his beast seems to be under control. Mine is going crazy inside me and I’m allowing it for now because I know I can control him.
As of now, he just sounds like a broken record…
Ours
Ours
OURS!




Chapter 22 Yara

OMG!
If Zeph and Cory’s plan was to seduce me tonight… it’s working! They could slap my ass up on that table right now and I’d let them do what they want to me. My sweet tooth never allows me to turn down dessert and I know Slate put his big toe into whatever that is on the table, but all I can think about is the hard dick pressing against my stomach.
Are their dicks identical too?
I want to do a side-by-side comparison!
Did I just get inspiration for my next book?!
“You feel so good,” Cory whispers, his warm breath caressing the shell of my ear. To say he’s never danced before, he sure knows how to move his body. When we started I was leading but at some point he took over. The combination of Zeph’s raspy-with-a-warm-layer-of-honey voice and Cory’s hard body and cologne has my pussy wetter than wet. “Are you warm enough?”
“I am,” I reply, feeling breathless. His dark eyes bore into mine and I feel like he’s caressing my soul. It’s like being with Zeph but a more refined, softer side of him. Why couldn’t they just be one guy?
I can imagine myself getting busy with them both but that’s it. I couldn’t be with either in any type of relationship because I wouldn’t want to have to choose between them. I doubt Zeph would want a serious relationship and Cory strikes me as the kind of guy you marry and have 2.5 kids and a dog with.
“I want to kiss you,” Cory says. I respond by tilting my face up and closing my eyes. Hey, if Zeph is encouraging it I’m going to go with the flow. I feel Cory’s hands cup my face a second before his lips find mine. His hands are soft but masculine, his lips are soft but firm, and this kiss is sending the signal to my vajayjay to open the flood gates! I moan when his tongue slides between my lips.
He’s tentative with his movements as if this is new for him, just like dancing was. Has he kissed before or am I the first?! As soon as the thought enters my head I push it to the backburner so I can focus on Cory’s mouth. He tastes like the candied yams Slate served with dinner.
They were delicious, by the way. If someone had told me the best candied yams I’d ever eat would be cooked by a white boy I would’ve laughed in their face!
I also wouldn’t have believed that I was on the verge of letting two white boys run through me like a hot knife through butter, but here I am.
Cory slowly pulls back and looks into my eyes. I’m sure my eyes are as dark as his are because I am turned on like crazy. “How was that?” he asks, licking both of his lips as if he’s trying to still taste mine.
And the thought that I pushed back returns in full force!
“Lovely,” I smile, “I can’t wait for more.” His eyes widen slightly but he gives me a sexy smile.
“I like to hear that.”
I know. I take his hand and we walk over to where Zeph is sitting. “We’re going to my room. Would you like to come?”
He throws a sexy wink and stands up. He strums his fingers down the strings of his guitar and launches into another song as we walk back inside the lodge. It takes a few moments for me to recognize Wicked Game by Chris Izaak.
I love that song, and if he starts singing it (well) I may just jump on him first once we get to my room! I don’t know any women who don’t love a good singing voice. Hell, James Brown got ass by the pound and Lord knows he—
I won’t finish that thought. The man is gone and I don’t want to speak ill of the dead. I’ll just say women love musicians and leave it at that. Anyway, Zeph isn’t a guy I’d expect to be such a smooth crooner and honestly, I’m surprised he plays a musical instrument.
I’d expect Cory to be the twin who plays; classical piano or something like that. He has very graceful hands while Zeph’s are more like a lumberjack’s.
I open the door to my room and they follow me in. I’m so glad we didn’t run into Bimbo in the hallway. The last thing I need is for her to go running her mouth about both brothers coming to my room. Cory flicks the light on and Zeph locks the door. The air in the room is charged and feels heavy as if a storm is coming.
I guess one is coming…
A quiet storm with buckets of candy rain.
“So, I need to test a theory,” I say seductively as I position myself between the twins; Zeph on my left and Cory on my right. I stand so I’m facing them both as they face each other. I look at Zeph, “So, do you still think Die Hard is a Christmas movie?” I watch confusion cross his face before he bites his bottom lip.
“Yes?” he replies, his eyes cutting to Cory.
“Hmph. Just as I suspected.” I turn to Cory, “You were the one who took me into town.” His cheeks color and he looks sheepish. “You can admit it. I already figured it out anyway.”
“Okay. It was me,” he confirms.
“Why?”
“You thought I was Z and I knew you already liked him, so…”
“You didn’t think I could like you?” I ask him. He shrugs. “You did mislead me but we had a great time together.” It’s weird but I find it kind of endearing that he’d pretend to be Zeph to gain my affection. Still weird, though.
“Women don’t tend to flock to me like they do him,” Cory says. I notice Zeph is being remarkably silent during our exchange. I wonder if Cory’s expressed his feelings of inferiority with him before.
“You two look exactly alike, so I’m sure you have equal appeal to women,” I reply. I know they have equal appeal to me. He has me turned on from the way he held me while we danced and Zeph’s singing only increased my level of salaciousness. I’m being completely honest with myself tonight: I’d love to sample them both.
I wonder again if their dicks are identical.
“My brother has that… personality that girls like,” Cory says, “and besides, I was saving myself.”
“What perso—what?! You said you were saving yourself?” I ask in disbelief, “As in, saving yourself?” I’m a wordsmith by trade but right now I don’t sound like it.
Cory chuckles as he nods, “As in saving myself. I’m a virgin, Yara.”
“B-but how?” I look at Zeph and he shrugs, “Is this true?”
“My brother’s never told a lie in his life,” he says solemnly, “I wish I had half the self-control he does so this night could be even more special.” I’m so shocked that I’m at a loss for words. I look back and forth between the two men before meeting Cory’s eyes.
He takes my hand and looks at me earnestly, “I want you to be my first.” I can’t get my tongue to work to respond, “And my last.”
Holy fuck…




Chapter 23 Cory

I’ve never been so bold before!
And this time, my wolf isn’t in control. I hear him applauding my brazenness in my head.
He approves.
Yara looks like she wants to speak but can’t find the words to respond. Hearing I’m a virgin and that I want her to be my first and only lover has to have thrown her for a loop. I know I’d feel the same if a woman told me what I just told her.
“I. Damn. You—” I lay an index finger across her lips. Seems like her mouth is not good for speech right now so I’ll make use of it. I pull her to me and kiss her. It still feels a little awkward to me but the way her body melts into mine lets me know I’m doing alright.
“I’ll be back.” I hear Zeph’s whispered statement right before he walks out of the room. He wants my first time to be my experience and mine alone. It’s not as if I’d stop and ask him for directions while I’m inside Yara but I am glad that he’s leaving us alone for now.
Yara’s cupping the back of my neck and head with both hands as our tongues fight for dominance. I’m no Alpha but I feel my wolf leaning in a little and I’ll be damned if I don’t lead this dance! It may be my first time but I know nature will take over and ensure I please my woman. No Luna has ever been dissatisfied with her mate in the history of the Great Lake Pack.
And I’m not about to break tradition although I’m now part of the Timberwolf Clan. So far I’m feeling confident and I’m damn sure turned on! My hands roam Yara’s back down to her round rear end and I squeeze the soft flesh between my fingers. She moans into my mouth and my cock pulses. Finally it’s going to feel a hand wrapped around it!
And a mouth!
And fuck yeah… a wet, hot pussy!
All belonging to my fated mate and I couldn’t be happier.
Yara pulls back and looks up at me with hooded eyes, “Are you sure about this, Cory?” I nod, “Because you only get to lose your virginity once.”
“As long as it’s you, that’s all that matters,” I breathe, “I’ve waited all my life for this moment.” I see tears well up in her eyes and I wish I didn’t get so deep so fast.
“But Zeph—”
I press a hard kiss to her lips to silence her. I know she wants him, too. This situation is different for her, I’m sure, but she’ll soon see that this will be her new normal. More often than not she’s going to be intimate with us both at the same time.
“Give me this moment, Yara,” I whisper as I nibble her bottom lip, “I promise I won’t disappoint you.”
“And I’ll do the same for you,” she breathes. As we kiss, she starts unbuttoning my shirt.
Slowly.
I’d rather rip it off, along with her dress, but I’m going to savor every second of this. Like she said, I only get to lose my virginity once. Yara’s nimble fingers push my shirt from my shoulders and it floats to the floor behind me.
She bites her bottom lip as her eyes travel down my torso and back up again. “You can touch me, sweetheart.” My voice is low and husky, conveying my desire. She lays her palms on either side of my neck and slides her hands across my shoulders and down my arms, moving so slowly it feels like she’s moving a centimeter at a time.
I want to close my eyes because her soft hands feel so good on my flesh but I don’t want to miss a second of her reaction to touching me. She alternates between biting and licking her lips and smiling. My wolf preens inside my head. We like that she’s pleased.
“Damn, Cory! You. Are. Ripped,” she says. I chuckle inwardly. Z always calls me soft because I don’t do traditional workouts like he does. I prefer swimming and calisthenics and I’m just as fit as he is. I make the right pec jump and then the left. Yara smiles and I make them jump in unison for her. “Lord…” she sighs, “Forgive me for what I’m about to do to your child, Cory.”
I laugh, “I’m sure He’ll be okay with it.”
“Oh, I know She will.” I watch her hands raise and move toward my chest. It’s as if she’s moving in slow motion and my anticipation is through the roof. What is she about to do? She gently latches on to my nipples with her thumbs and forefingers and pinches.
Hard.
I cum in my pants.
“Oh! Fuck!” I mutter as I take a half-step back.
“Did I hurt you?!” Yara asks, her eyes wide.
“No. No. I, uh…” I feel my cheeks grow hot and I hate that she can see that. She looks down at my groin and I flinch. I know she can tell what just happened.
She moves closer and slides her hands into mine, “It’s alright. I like that I can turn you on that much.” She laces our fingers and looks up at me. “Now, kiss me again and let’s get him back up again.”
Hell, it won’t take much. I already feel more blood rushing to my cock.




Chapter 24 Yara

Cory is sexy as hell! His innocence ups his fuckability factor and I can’t wait to teach him a few things. I wouldn’t believe him if I hadn’t danced with him and kissed him. He’s most definitely a novice! Just as sure as I know Zeph is going to turn my ass out, I know I’m about to have the experience of a lifetime with Cory.
I’m going to give him every bit of tenderness that I have inside me.
The first round.
After that, it’s on. I’m not saying I’m going to try to get his ass sprung, but I know my body. It’s going to happen, regardless.
“Come here,” I say, pulling him toward the bedroom. I’m going to really kick things off and allow him to take over. If he can’t then I’ll lead. I sit at the foot of the bed and he stands in front of me. “So, first thing we need to do is get you cleaned up.” His hands hang at his sides and I see him clench and unclench his fists as I remove his belt ever so slowly.
I’m ready for him to scramble my guts but something this momentous can’t be rushed. I’m going to make it all about him. I toss the leather belt to the floor and unsnap his pants. He’s already hard again and his dick is jumping around like a fish caught on a hook. I feel my mouth watering as I lower his zipper.
I’ve always enjoyed giving head because when a guy earned it that meant he’d done a lot to please me in and out of bed. So, I would try to suck his sole out through his dick as a reward. I don’t think Cory could survive that level of head so I’m going to ease him into it. I slide his pants and underwear down his legs and I’m greeted with the most wonderful sight I’ve ever seen.
“Beautiful.” His dick couldn’t be more perfect if I’d created a mold for it and made it my damn self! It’s long and thick with prominent veins and a superbly rounded head. I notice that the shaft gets thicker at the root and I smile.
I love a cone!
“What are you smiling at?” Cory asks. My eyes meet his and I smile again.
“You’ve got the prettiest dick I’ve ever seen,” I say. As if the appendage in question can hear and understand me, it bounces up and down, nodding its approval of my words. “See, even he agrees.” Cory chuckles nervously and stops abruptly when I cup his meat in my right hand. It’s slightly sticky from his premature eruption earlier. “Yeah, he definitely needs to be cleaned.”
I swipe the head with my tongue. He’s already leaking precum again and I taste that in addition to the viscid ejaculate already coating his flesh. Cory’s taste is sweet and spicy and when I take his tip into my mouth his loud moan sends shockwaves through my body. My clit thrums almost painfully as I introduce him to the beauty of fellatio.
Cory is thick. I’ve got my mouth stretched wide open. It’s just a touch away from being uncomfortable. I have to be careful. I want to blow his mind but I don’t want to get lockjaw in the process. I take him halfway in before I pull back and lick the underside of his shaft, fluttering my tongue as I go.
“Fuck!” Cory shouts, his fists balled at his sides.
“You can grab my hair,” I tell him. He looks at me with uncertainty written all over his face, “I love that!” He tenderly threads the fingers of both hands through my hair and latches on. The slight stinging of my scalp is like a shot of aphrodisiac straight to my clit. I barely touch myself with my free hand before I unravel.
Damn!
My sugar walls have never pulsed so hard!
I could literally turn a piece of coal into a diamond with how hard my feminine muscles are constricting. I continue showing love to Cory’s girthy dick as my body shudders. We’ve both orgasmed and there has been no penetration yet.
This sex is going to be fire!!!
“Yara,” he pants my name, “Can I make love to you now?” Okay, he’s lacking finesse but we’ll work on that. I’ve got almost two full months left here and that’s plenty of time to teach him all the tricks I know.
And I know quite a few.
“Grab a condom from the nightstand and get on the bed,” I direct. I pre-gamed for this evening’s activities so the condoms and lube (just in case) are sitting on top of the nightstand. There’s also a small vibrator and anal beads alongside them because I wasn’t sure how freaky this night would get.
I’m happy to say there’s going to be plenty of freaky-deaky shenanigans taking place in this room.
And Zeph isn’t even back yet!




Chapter 25 Cory

I quickly step out of my shoes, pants, and boxer briefs to do Yara’s bidding. I stop myself from running to the nightstand so I don’t appear too eager.
But we are!
Shhh!
I tear a condom from the sleeve and get on the bed, moving to the center and reclining against the pillows. “Is this how you want me?” I ask Yara breathlessly as she stands at the foot of the bed.
“That’s exactly how I want you.” Her voice is husky and her eyes dark as she stands before me. My cock bounces around like it doesn’t quite know what it should be doing and I want to touch it so badly, but I’ve waited this long, so what’s another minute or two?
I’ve always stayed true to the tradition of allowing one’s mate to be the only one to touch your body intimately even though it was difficult. Now, I’ve rubbed myself against a few pillows in my lifetime but I always wanted my mate’s hand to be the first to touch me. Tonight, it’s finally happening. I’ve felt her hand and her mouth and now we’re about to have the main event!
I watch Yara pull her red dress over her head and toss it aside. As sexy as she looked in that dress she looks a hundred times more enticing in her underwear, which is the exact shade of red as the discarded dress. The bra is strapless yet manages to support her ample breasts perfectly. She’s got a curvy body but at the same time she told me she works out.
I never imagined myself wanting a woman with a hard body so this is exactly what I want. I want her to be able to keep up with my physically but be soft enough for me to squeeze. Next my eyes travel further down and stop at the lacy panties she’s wearing. I force myself to swallow so I don’t drool on myself. The way my wolf is going crazy inside my head it’s probably going to happen anyway.
I think he’s more excited than I am if that’s possible. He doesn’t have as much self-control as I do and when it comes to Yara. Once she agrees to become ours, Z and I must release our wolves in order to claim her. Then, they have their opportunity to experience her unfettered.
Yara unsnaps her bra and it falls to the floor… and my bottom jaw does the same. Her breasts are pure perfection. They’re not completely round and hang just a bit but they’ll fit nicely in my hands. Her aureoles are the color of milk chocolate and her hard nipples remind me of the black licorice rocks I treat myself to once a month. I bet they’re just as addictive too!
I lick my lips in anticipation. I can’t wait to taste them and suck them!
And bite them!
No! Not unless she asks us to!
Yara starts climbing up the bed toward me and I lie stock-still, unsure what to do. She doesn’t leave me wondering for too long. She settles between my thighs and takes the condom from my hand. “Since you’ve never done this before, I’ll put this on for you.” She rips the package open with her teeth.
Damn!
Yeah… damn.
I like the way she moves. It’s like she’s not pretending to be demure when she isn’t and I want that all the time. I’ve seen women go after my brother acting like damsels in distress or whatever they need to do to get his attention. Yara doesn’t need a damn soul, figuratively speaking, and is here only because she wants to be!
I’m mesmerized as she positions the condom between her lips in an O shape with the tip facing the inside of her mouth. She leans forward and somehow—magically, I might add—manages to push the condom over the head of my cock with her mouth! Then, she takes me into her mouth as far as she can, all the while rolling the condom down my flesh.
Yara pulls back and gives me a devilish look. I’ve never been in love with a woman but I know that’s exactly what I’m feeling in this moment. I’m already in love with her! I never want to spend another day of my life without her in it. She uses her hand to roll the condom the rest of the way down.
I’ve never worn one before and I’ll just say I can’t wait to not wear one. It’s tight on me and feels like it’s choking my cock. It doesn’t even cover me completely. As if she can read my mind, Yara says, “Damn! We need to find some XXL’s for you!” She seems pleased by this so I guess I am too. “Now, I need that sexy mouth on my nipples.”
Yes! I’ve been waiting for this. My cock twitches as she slides her body forward until her wet heat cocoons my shaft. My balls are so fucking tight they’re painful. I pray I don’t cum again as I cup Yara’s bountiful breasts in my hands. They’re weighty and soft. I gently squeeze them and she moans. “Just like that, Cory.”
I take a moment to caress the flesh before kissing her right nipple. I do the same to the left and I stop. “I don’t want to cum yet,” I say sheepishly. I’m embarrassed to admit that but if you can’t be totally open in the bedroom with your lover, there’s a problem. Besides, she knows this is my first time.
Yara wraps a hand around the base of my cock and applies gentle pressure. “You’ll be fine, babe. Continue, please. These nipples ain’t gonna suck themselves.” I chuckle at her cheekiness. What a woman! So far this night has been exactly what I’ve dreamed it would be. Her compassion isn’t unexpected and I welcome it.
I press her breasts together so I can lick her nipples simultaneously. Am I imagining they taste like the chocolate Slate makes for dipping fruit? As I lick and suck the hardened buds, Yara’s free hand reaches up to grip my hair. She gyrates on my cock and I can feel her heat through the latex of the condom. Fuck!
“I—”
Before I can say anything else, Yara squeezes me firmly. After a few seconds, I feel my orgasm retreat. It’s like I’m on the verge of cumming but it’s stuck in place. Like, it’s on pause.
I can barely think now. I feel my wolf come forward a little and he’s happy as hell to step in and help. “Oh!” Yara exclaims, “You’re a biter? Yes!” I push my beast back for now. I’ll thank him for the assist later. I graze Yara’s nipple with my teeth and she groans. I needed this confidence boost and I plan to capitalize on it.
I roll us over so I’m on top and I take her lips in a deep kiss. I’m still learning the art of kissing but she’s enjoying it and I’m doing much better than I did before. My tongue skims and slides along hers in a dirty dance. Yara’s soft hands slide along my back muscles as we make love to each other’s mouths.
I could kiss Yara all night. I feel so close to her and I feel like she’s touching me from the inside out. Is this what Z has been feeling all this time when he was in bed with a woman? If so, I understand why he was out there like he was.
“May I?” I ask, my voice soft. Yara meets my eyes and nods. I’ve been waiting for this moment my whole life! She spreads her thighs further, allowing me a bird’s eye view of her center. I’ve never seen a pussy in person but I’ve seen plenty of pictures online.
Yara’s is… beautiful. She’s got what’s referred to as ‘puffs.’ Her lips are like a soft clamshell and I must open it to get to her clit. I like that. I slide my middle finger between her slick lips down to her entrance.
“Go ahead,” she whispers, “Touch me.”




Chapter 26 Zeph

It took everything in me to leave Yara’s room. I wanted Cory to be with her first but damn, I wanted to bend her over and shove my cock in her until my balls slapped that round ass of hers! I came down to the office to give them the privacy and time they needed. As soon as I poured a drink and sat down, it happened.
The telepathic link between us went into overdrive. I knew it would happen when we mated but I thought it would be when we both mated. Apparently not because I’m picking up some strong mental vibes from Cory and he’s having a hell of a time upstairs. Our wolves are synched up and mine is running commentary.
Her lips.
Her breasts.
She’s so soft.
Her mouth feels so good.
She likes when we bite her.
I feel myself break into a sweat as Cory’s emotions roll through my body. There’s some fear, anxiousness, uncertainty, but plenty of excitement and desire. Simply put… my little brother is feeling good! I command my wolf to retreat. This is Cory’s time, not mine.
I take a swig of bourbon and take a moment to enjoy the vanilla and caramel flavors of my favorite drink. Huh. Vanilla and caramel. Just that quickly my mind goes back to my brother and our mate. I feel muted pulses of pleasure rolling through me now that I’ve suppressed my wolf. It’s just enough for me to feel good while allowing Cory his privacy.
I smile to myself. My little brother is finally getting laid! I feel like we should be celebrating it in some way. Maybe the guys and I will throw him a party tomorrow. I laugh. Wouldn’t that be some shit?! Having a party thrown in your honor because you lost your cherry? Somehow I don’t think he’d like that.
He’s never been big on being the center of attention so I know he wouldn’t want to be the guest of honor at any party. I never stop being amazed at how different we are. It’s just dumb luck that I’m Alpha because I think he should be the one calling the shots.
He’s smarter than me and more level-headed. I never really questioned the whole triad thing but I understand it, especially now. Together, Cory and I make up the perfect mate for Yara. We’re two parts of a whole. Anything I lack he makes up for. If I’m being honest, it’s a lot.
I can admit I’m not a great guy. I’m good looking and I play the hell out of the guitar but what have I ever offered a woman? I think I’m pretty intelligent and can hold a decent conversation but women need and want more than that. I don’t want our responsibilities to the triad to be lopsided. I know what Cory brings… and what I don’t bring.
I allow melancholy to overtake me and I think about the life I’ve lead since leaving the pack. I’m proud of my military service and the friendships I made that became a brotherhood. I’m proud of the blood, sweat, and tears I put into building the lodge and making it what it is today.
That’s about it.
Will Yara see me as a suitable mate? This isn’t some high school relationship. Mating is forever and I need to be someone she can see herself waking up to every day for the rest of her life. If I can’t be, how can I expect her to want me?
I’m not even jealous over the fact that she likes Cory more than she likes me. Whatever connection they made in Hartford made her kiss him twice so it must’ve been significant. And now, he’s upstairs with her losing the virginity he’s held onto for years; waiting for her. I’m just afraid she’ll see me as lesser and I’ll become the one on the outside looking in.
I don’t even have a good relationship with our mother. Not that I should with all the shit she’s done, but Cory has it in him to forgive and still love her. Why don’t I have that? What’s causing me to be emotionally deficient? It’s simple. He has a heart and I don’t. I’ve never loved any of the women I’ve fucked, nor have I actually liked any.
I’m led by my dick.
My issues with mom have stymied any development I could’ve had for healthy relationships with women. Even if none were my fated mate, you’d think I would’ve had at least one long-term affair in the last twelve years.
Just then, my wolf bristles.
Get yourself together!
I can have a pity party if I fucking want to!
Get up! They need us.
His growl punctuates his command. I stand and stretch.
I’ll just go check on him to see if he needs me.
That’s it.
The common areas are dark and quiet as I make my way back upstairs. I hear some activity at the jacuzzi and back deck, so we’ve got a few late-nighters out. I’m guessing it’s no later than 9 or 10 pm. There’s no lodge rules about a curfew or anything like that. However, guests are restricted from the nature trails after hours. Luckily, we don’t have any issues with stray wild animals approaching the lodge at any given time.
As I ascend the stairs I get a very full feeling in my groin. It stops me in my tracks. My cock feels as if it’s on the verge of shooting a full load of my mancream in my briefs. Just what is Yara doing to him?! The possibilities are endless and I won’t know unless I get upstairs and see for myself.
Just admit you’re going to try to get in. You’re not going to help!
Getting in IS helping him. Mind your damn business!
I let myself in with my universal key and see the living room is empty, so they must be in the bedroom. I move forward and knock on the door.
“Come in, Zeph!” I hear Yara call. My hand shakes slightly as I turn the knob and push the door open. The sight that greets me makes my dick start leaking like a broken faucet. Yara is reclining against her pillows and Cory is positioned between her big, beautiful thighs, looking at her pussy. The pussy that glistens from across the room; silently beckoning me onward.
“Having fun, lil bro?” I ask, not sure what to do next.
He smiles wide, “I am.” His eyes flash gold for just a moment before he turns back to Yara, “Can he join us?” I watch her shudder as he trails his fingers along her inner thigh. Yeah baby, four hands are better than two.
“I don’t mind if you don’t,” she replies.
“I don’t mind,” Cory says. My heart skips a beat and I swear my wolf just did a fucking somersault in my head. I start unbuttoning my shirt while toeing off my shoes. I’m going to force myself to play second fiddle so Cory is the star player tonight. This is his show and I’m just an assistant.
“Don’t keep me waiting,” Yara says. I practically rip my pants pulling them off. I leave my underwear on for now. Once I know how I fit in to this scenario I’ll bare my jewels to her. As I walk to the bed Cory moves to the outside of Yara’s right thigh. I climb onto the bed. I know he doesn’t want me to be the first inside her. That honor is his and his alone.
“Damn! You’re beautiful! What do you want me to do, sweetness?” I ask her.
“Show your brother how to eat my pussy the right way,” she says. My balls are as tight as a tourniquet and my dick is harder than chromium steel! This I can do. I’m about to eat her fucking soul out!




Chapter 27 Yara

Never would I have thought I’d be ready to fuck two men, let alone twin brothers, but here I am; slick and horny and about to be banged the fuck out. Cory is ideal in the way that he’s gentle and considerate. I love that he’s so anxious to learn and follows directions so well. He’s tender and that speaks to the romantic side of me.
Zeph walked into the room with all his BDE and the atmosphere changed. It’s no longer soft and relaxed. Now, it’s edgy and high-charged. That’s what’s got those ladies going crazy. He walked in ready to fuck shit up and I’d be lying if I said it didn’t turn me all the way on. Well, Cory already did that, but now Zeph is multiplying it.
I hear my pussy whisper in delightful alarm, “Yara… we’re in danger, girl!”
Yeah, perfect time for a Ghost reference…
Zeph presses a soft kiss to the ball of both my feet and continues as he climbs onto the bed. He shows both of my legs sensual reverence with his tongue as he makes his way toward my center. While he does this, Cory shows my breasts love from his position next to me. He pulls my right leg over his waist, cocooning his thick shaft between my leg and his groin. I feel it twitching against me.
“Tell him what to do, Zeph,” I say. I’m living my fantasy right now. I feel like I did when I wrote my second book, She Takes What She Wants. My heroine didn’t hide from her sexuality and she embraced it with both arms, her mind, and her whole heart.
That’s what I’m doing tonight.
I’m going to experience the Gannon Brothers in high-definition!
Zeph gets into position, pushing my left leg outward so I’m completely bared to him. Cory leans up on his left elbow while tweaking my nipples with the fingers on his right hand. He’s getting a bird’s eye view of what his brother is about to do to me.
“Damn, Yara! You’ve got a fat pussy,” Zeph breathes. His words go straight to my clit. I’ve always been self-conscious about the way my labia present, but the way Cory and Zeph have looked at my lady bits has me feeling rather superior right now. I can’t help but feel amazing with these two gorgeous hunks of man lusting after me.
What I’m experiencing only happens in romance novels!
“Cory, touch her,” Zeph directs his brother. Cory releases my nipple and slowly slides his hand down my stomach to my mound. He slides all four of his fingers down my lips and back up to my clit.
“You’re so wet,” he breathes, his eyes holding mine.
“Lick your fingers,” Zeph says. I watch Cory lick my wetness from his fingers and then he kisses me. This is so fucking hot! I feel like I’m in a porn video and not one of those cheesy ones that make no sense. What is a woman to do in this position?
Lean into it.
I’m so turned on I know an orgasm is imminent.
“Touch her again.” I hear Zeph’s growly voice directing Cory again. He complies while he licks and sucks my nipples. I hold my breasts together so he can access them both at the same time. Without missing a beat, Cory’s fingers find my clit and starts massaging in an up-and-down motion.
I see Zeph watching me intently while his brother sucks my nipples and fingers me. His face gives nothing away but I know mine shows everything I’m feeling. I’m drowning in my emotions and it feels damn good! My nipples love Cory’s mouth and he’s working them like he’s done this before.
“Make her cum, lil bro,” Zeph says. Cory gently bites my nipples at the same time he pinches my clit and I lose my breath as I orgasm. I feel like my body slams into a wall made of rubber. That’s the only way to describe it. There’s an initial jolt that feels almost harsh, followed quickly by a feeling of euphoria.
I feel as if my soul has been laid bare by these two men. Hands down, this has been the best sexual encounter of my life and I haven’t even been penetrated yet! Cory delivers soft nips and kisses to my lips as I come down from the high of my big O.
“How do you feel?” Cory asks.
I smile wide, “I’ve never felt so good in my entire life. Thank you.” As I stare into Cory’s eyes it hits me that he could honestly be a great boyfriend. I didn’t come here looking for one but if I were to start considering it, he’d be number one on my list.
Then, I feel Zeph’s mouth on my pussy and I lose my train of thought.
He literally sucks my lips into his mouth and somehow manages to flutter the tip of his tongue against my clit at the same time. Holy shit! I didn’t know this was what I’d be getting when I told him to show Cory how it’s done. He groans and slurps while making me moan just as loud as the sounds he’s making.
Meanwhile, Cory whispers in my ear, telling me all the things he wants to do with me. He’s going to put the Kama Sutra to shame! He tells me how he can’t wait to be inside me while he traces circles around my nipples. I feel myself straining toward his fingers but he doesn’t touch my nipples.
Fucking tease!
Zeph’s tongue moves to my back door and I gasp. I’ve never felt a man’s tongue there and it feels so good. It’s taboo and a move made by real men. Amir could never! Subconsciously I’ve noticed that he hasn’t stuck any fingers in me. Is it because Cory should be first? I personally don’t equate a dick and a finger the same but I’m just along for the ride.
These two are the Sexy
M.F. Prince sang about. My pussy was right, we are in danger but I started this, so I’m going to finish it. And whatever happens tomorrow…
“Oh!” I jump when I feel Zeph’s teeth on my clit.
“You like how he’s eating your pussy?” Cory whispers. I nod in reply. Zeph’s got me on the verge of another orgasm and I can’t wait. My body needs this. I don’t think I was ever made love to properly in my last relationship; nor any that came before it. “I think I can do it better.” I’d like him to try, for sure. “I can’t wait to taste you like that while you ride my face.” Okay… he’s getting into the groove! If he can do a better job than Zeph, my ass will be sprung for real.
Just as that thought enters my mind, Zeph pulls back. His beard glistens from all my juices and I feel them as he moves to give me a kiss on the cheek while he grabs a pillow. What the hell is he doing and why is he smiling?!
“Nooooo,” I whine, “I was almost there.”
He shakes his head, “I’m sorry, sweetness. Cory gets all your orgasms first.” He motions for me to lift my hips and slides the pillow beneath me. Then, he looks at his brother, “You want me to leave?” He’s already getting off the bed when he asks the question. It is Cory’s night. I almost forgot. Well, at least the first round. He looks at me and I shrug.
“Whatever you want, handsome,” I smile. I want him to do what he’s most comfortable with because it’s an historic night for him. My cherry’s been gone and from what I know of Zeph, he probably doesn’t even remember his first time.
Cory gives Zeph a head nod in the direction of a side chair and he moves over to it. I watch him walk across the floor; his taut ass practically visible through those tight black briefs he’s wearing. I just know when we get our opportunity, he’s going to blow my whole entire back out!




Chapter 28 Cory

I kiss Yara passionately once I’m settled between her thighs. To some it may seem strange that I want my brother here but it feels natural to me. Since we’ll be sharing her it’s good to see she’s receptive to both of us being in bed with her at the same time.
Now, if she accepts what we are just as easily…
I’m literally shaking as I position the head of my cock at the entrance to her honey pot. (Whit taught me that one.) “Are you ready for me?” I breathe against her lips.
“Are you ready for me?” she counters, nipping my bottom lip with her teeth. Our Luna is sassy. She isn’t a were, but I’m not about to split hairs. She completes our triad just as any natural-born were female would. And once we claim her… well, who knows?
Yara wraps her legs around my waist and I begin my slow descent into my Heaven on Earth while feeling like I’m ascending to the one amongst the clouds. I don’t have anyone to compare her to but I don’t need to. I never knew it would feel this good! I close my eyes and touch my forehead to hers as I sheath myself within Yara’s honeyed walls.
She’s hot; tight; soft; incredible.
I feel my balls gently bump against that sweet spot between her pussy and starfish and I almost cum again. She’s squeezing me so tight I can’t think. All of my awareness has pooled in my cock and I feel like I’m floating. My wolf is barking and howling and scraping with his hind legs. He’s dying to mark Yara but the time isn’t right.
I focus my attention on what’s happening physically and the way Yara’s succulent cunt is hugging my cock. She begins pressing soft kisses along my jawline as I start to slowly move in and out of her softness. My movements elicit a squelching sound with every entry and retreat and it’s better than any music I’ve ever heard.
Yara’s dainty heels at the small of my back urge me to move faster. I comply and she moans, giving me an exuberant “Yes!” for my efforts. I know I’m not going to last forever but I want her to cum while I’m inside her before I let myself go.
“I want you to cum all over me,” I breathe, giving into the urge to lick her from the rounded point of her chin to her mouth. “Tell me how to make you cum hard on my cock.” She pulls her right leg up toward her chest and grabs my left wrist, motioning for me to move my hand. I place my palm against the back of her knee and she smiles.
“Perfect.”
Now, I’ve got one of her thick legs pressed against her chest and the other around my waist. I slide back into her and I don’t know what I touch inside her but she squeals. She literally fucking squeals and digs her fingernails into my shoulders. Hard! It hurts good as hell and I begin pistoning back and forth, feeling her walls pulse around me with every thrust.
“Oh, shit! Cory!” Yara screams my name as her back bows from the bed. The way her body arches thrusts her breasts upward and I take the opportunity to pull a nipple into my mouth, sucking hard. “Cory!” Her feminine muscles clench me harder and I feel my lower back tingling.
“Yara,” I whisper her name as my climax hits me. My very first orgasm while being inside a woman. My fated mate at that! I close my eyes because I feel my wolf so near the surface of my skin, just for a split second, I’m afraid I’ll shift. I don’t want her to see the change in my eyes so I bury my face in the crook of her neck.
My body quivers and thrums as liquid nirvana courses through my veins. I know I flooded the condom because I felt rope after rope of my seed shoot from my cock. “Cory, thank you for giving me this gift,” Yara whispers in my ear, “It was beautiful. You’re amazing.” I shudder when she takes my earlobe between her teeth and gently nips it. “I want you to spend the night. You.”
Although she’s whispering I know Z can hear her. I feel his stab of disappointment and it saddens me for a moment. I don’t want him to be left out. Before I can ask Yara to reconsider, he stands.
“I think I should get going,” he says. I can hear him pulling his clothes on behind me. “I’ve got a few things to do in the morning and I need all my strength. Uh… Yara, it was a pleasure. Bro, I’ll see you tomorrow.” He walks out without another word, softly closing the door behind him.
“Should we have asked him to stay?” Yara asks.
I shake my head, “No. It’s our time. I appreciate that tutorial he gave me—”
“Hmph. You and me both,” she smiles.
“’But now I need to practice,” I finish.
“After a shower,” she says.
“Is that the usual thing?” I ask her. I have no point of reference for post-sexual behavior.
“I mean, people can do whatever they want after sex, Cory,” she says, “It just depends on the person. I prefer taking a shower.”
“Okay. What about a bath?” I suggest.
“Shower then a soak in the jacuzzi?”
“Whatever you want,” I reply, “I can go get the jacuzzi started if you want to head to the shower.”
“Deal!”
I slowly extricate myself from her supple body, ensuring the condom doesn’t slip off my flaccid meat. Then I watch her walk to the bathroom and admire her body all over again. Yara is so curvy and luscious. Fuck! How did we get so lucky?!
She’s attracted to us both!
I just hope Z doesn’t feel some kinda way about her not wanting him to get more involved tonight. My wolf seems calm and content so that’s a good sign. When I see Z tomorrow I’ll talk to him and make sure he’s good.
In the meantime, I’m going to enjoy this night!
I get up and make my way to the living room. I turn the lights out so I’m not visible to anyone who may be in the backyard. I get the jacuzzi going and head to the kitchenette to grab some water bottles. I wish we had something more since tonight is a celebration. The front door opens and I stop in my tracks. Zeph is holding a tray with champagne, two flutes, and a plate of desserts.
He wordlessly hands me the tray and walks out. I chuckle. My big brother is always going to look out for me, regardless of something being in it for him. I set the tray down outside and meet Yara in the shower.
“You know you can take this off, right?” she asks, plucking the condom from the tip of my cock. She holds it up to her face as if inspecting it. “Damn! You had a lot stored up, didn’t you?”
I laugh, “I guess. It’s not usually that much?” I hate to ask her but I’m curious. I know she won’t make me feel embarrassed for asking.
“It depends on the guy. I’d assume level of hydration, how often he has sex, that kind of thing,” she says speculatively, “and I’ve never researched it. Maybe I should for my next book.”
I pull her close, “Do you know what you’re going to write about?”
“Oh… I think I do.”




Chapter 29 Zeph

I feel at peace. I went for a long run and returned to my cabin just as the sun was coming up. I needed to ground myself and the only way to do it was to lay my paws on the soil of my beloved land. It’s a chilly morning and a soft breeze is blowing. I couldn’t ask for nicer weather. To me there is nothing better than being at one with Mother Nature.
Scratch that.
After tasting the goodness between Yara’s thighs last night I can honestly say that’s the best thing ever. It was an honor to be allowed into their moment, even for such a brief time. I haven’t talked to Cory yet this morning but I know he’s back home now. I didn’t see Hades on the porch so I know he was inside getting his breakfast.
Besides, I just knew Cory was home. It’s a twin thing and a were thing. I want to know how his night went but I’ll wait for him to tell me. Right now, I’m going to head to the lodge and see if Slate needs any help. The day after Thanksgiving is always very laid back. Breakfast is typically a self-serve buffet while brunch is comprised of Thanksgiving leftovers.
That talented bastard is always able to make some delicious dishes from the remaining food. There are no ‘official’ activities today other than Whit’s yoga classes. He does one sunrise class and another at noon. I want to tell my blood brothers about Yara so badly but I don’t want to jinx it. After all, we haven’t discussed what we are nor what she is to us.
She could very well go running for the hills when we tell her or be turned off by it. My heart clenches at the thought. We could no more change what we are than she could change the fact that she was born to be ours. My mind goes back to last night and my dick hardens instantly.
Yara’s ‘lady garden,’ as she referred to her heroine’s vagina in her first book, is fucking immaculate. Yes, I read her book last night. I couldn’t help myself. I wanted to get a better idea of how she thinks because I’ve known women who were down to be tag-teamed in bed and she doesn’t strike me as being like them.
Am I an idiot for thinking only bad girls like dirty sex? Yara seems so refined and cultured and yet she asked me to give my brother a Master Class on eating pussy. I know she’s single but I never asked her why. I don’t think it’ll make a difference in how I’m feeling but it will let me into her life a little more.
I want to know about her relationship history so I know who to kill if they hurt her. I want to hear about her childhood and her family; the people and events that shaped her into the woman she is. Yara is a fascinating woman, aside from her sexually-liberated nature. I want to have a conversation with her and not one that involves sex.
My phone beeps and I pull it out of my pocket. It’s a text from Cory telling me he’s staying in today. He needs time to process what happened last night. Then he sends another text with a thumbs up emoji. I let him know he can call me if he needs me before putting my phone back. I’m sure he does have some things he needs to work through.
He finally ‘divested himself of his chastity,’ another line I picked up from Yara’s book, and it’s a big deal. In the human world, it’s considered abnormal for a male to lose his virginity at thirty. And when a man deflowers a woman he’s required to make it a special occasion for her. I think it needs to be treated just as special for a man’s first time.
That’s why I was okay with leaving last night. I would’ve liked Yara to invite me in to join them again but I wasn’t about to be a selfish asshole. Cory deserved his night and I’m glad it went well for him. I don’t want his memory of his first time to be of me, him, and Yara. Yeah, I briefly scrubbed in on the procedure but it was his show.
I’m in the downwind as I walk to the lodge so I smell her before I see her. I take a deep inhale through my nose and my body tingles from head to toe. I stop walking when I feel my canines elongate. My wolf is impatient to claim Yara. He knows it may take some time but he’s itching for his moment. I wait a few moments before moving forward.
I step off the trail and quietly make my way to the treeline. I’m about to spy on my mate and I’m okay with that. I see her and a handful of women by the pool in some type of yoga pose while Whit leads his class. She’s wearing all white and it looks damn good on her! The color of purity is such a contrast to the woman I ate out last night.
I’m not all that happy about Whit seeing her in the skintight outfit but I’m not about to make a fool of myself by charging over and telling him to keep his eyes to himself.
I’ll tell him in private!
She’s wearing a long-sleeve close-fitting top and matching yoga pants that outline her delicious curves. My palm itches in anticipation of when I’ll get a chance to spank that round ass of hers. I want to see it jiggle as I pound her pussy from the back. When she stands up and stretches I see the lips of said pussy clearly outlined by those tight-ass pants.
She needs to cover that up and now!
“What are you about to do?” I hear Tycho’s deep voice behind me and I turn around. I didn’t hear or scent him. I can smell someone a mile away and hear them six miles away but I didn’t realize he was standing behind me. What the hell is wrong with me?!
“Where are you coming from?” I ask in response to his question. He’s naked and sweaty so I assume he let his bear out.
“Just hanging out?” he says.
Obviously.
“Well, hopefully no one sees you ‘just hanging out,’” I say drily. We keep bundled clothing in our chosen hiding spots all over our land so we can dress when needed after a shift. I see he didn’t choose to do that today.
He shrugs. The big man is never big on words. “I scented some wolves out there about five miles or so past the blessing rocks.” The crop of rocks he’s referring to stands about fifty feet in the air and has been there since before we bought the land. The Hartford locals claimed people would go out there for generations and rub the stones for luck; much like the Blarney Stone. In this case, though, they rub the surfaces instead of kissing it.
“I was on a run earlier,” I tell him.
“It wasn’t a familiar scent,” he says, “and I don’t think it was regular Canis lupus.”
“Weres?!” He nods. There are some that live in town but they don’t come out to our land but once a month to visit the blessing rocks. Their scent wouldn’t be fresh. And I doubt anyone from my old pack would come here. They’d have no reason to. “Get with Cory and Slate ASAP. Let’s see if my brother recognizes of the scents you picked up.” Since Slate has the most training in intel and all that goes with it, I want him to go to. He has skills that we don’t.
“Roger that,” Tycho says. He steps back and I watch him shift. Unlike Cory, Whit, and I whose inner beasts literally tear through our flesh, Tycho and Slate’s metamorphoses are quite the presentation. It looks as if a swirling, shimmering light envelops Tycho from head to toe in a matter of seconds and then a large black bear stands before me.
“Impressive as always,” I say with a roll of my eyes and I swear I see him smirk at me before running off. Arrogant bastard. I chuckle as I make my way through the treeline and across the back lawn. The yoga class is wrapping up and I stop to watch Yara under the guise of talking to Whit. I have excellent vision so I’m able to watch Yara from my peripheral while facing Whit.
“Just be on your guard,” I tell him after relaying what Tycho said. I don’t have reason to believe there’s anything strange going on but I’ve also learned to never let my guard down completely. We have over fifty wireless motion cameras set up around the property so if anyone is skulking around, we’ll find them.
“I’ll head inside to the control room,” Whit says.
“Good. I’ll be around. Just let me know if you see anything off,” I say. He nods and walks away. I stand in place watching the women roll up their yoga mats and prepare to go back to their rooms. They’re all beautiful but none can touch Yara.
I watch her chatting with another Black woman and I recognize her. Any time Slate is in the room her eyes light up. She was here last season and she signed up for every cooking class and activity he was involved in. It’s too bad for her he never gives her a second glance.
Luckily for me, Yara’s interested.




Chapter 30 Yara

I know Zeph is watching so I put some extra swish in my step as I walk into the lodge with Celeste. She confided that she likes Slate but isn’t going to act on it because she’s feeling traumatized from her recent relationship. I understand where she’s coming from but I’m not about to allow Amir to have any additional impact on my life.
I’m having fun and that’s what it’s going to be while I’m here. Cory was so tender and considerate with his lovemaking last night that I feel like a new woman today. He’s just the sweetest guy and if I’m not careful I could end up catching feelings! Then, there’s the fact that I’m the first woman he’s ever been with…
I think I’ve found my muse.
True, I think Bach is hella interesting but now that I’ve gotten to know Cory on an intimate level, I feel like he’ll inspire me to write my best work yet. Maybe they both can be my muses? I’m not sure so I’ll put a pin in it for now. What I am sure about is Zeph looks like a whole fucking snack in his black basketball shorts and white t-shirt.
The men around here seem to like being half naked in this cold-ass weather. I guess they’re accustomed to it. Give me hot cocoa in front a roaring fire any day!
As I reach the landing on the second floor I see Zeph coming up the first flight of stairs with a stack of white linens in his arms. “Going to my room?” I recognize Bimbo’s saccharine-sweet voice and I roll my eyes.
“No, but if you need turnover service I can have someone take care of it for you,” he says over his shoulder. I continue walking to my room.
“But I want you to do it,” she says in an annoying baby voice. In my head I can see her pouting; ready to stamp her foot on the floor.
“I’m busy.” Zeph’s clipped reply speaks volumes. They say words have weight and I believe that. He just dropped about five hundred pounds on her ass. I open my door and go in, toeing my sneakers off as I go. Before I can close the door Zeph walks into the room.
“Fresh linens for you,” he says, “Is your stay to your liking so far?” He uses his foot to push the door closed.
I smirk, “Is this part of my VIP package? One of the owners personally delivering new sheets?” I know my hard nipples are visible through my shirt.
“Do you need them?” he asks. Oh, he’s such a comedian.
“Maybe?” I shrug.
He turns to lock the door then drops the stack of linens on the foyer table. He pulls his t-shirt over his head and tosses it aside.
“What are you doing?” I ask as if I don’t know. Meanwhile, my pussy is doing a drumroll.
“You flashed that fat pussy out there and you didn’t think I’d want to pick up where I left off?” he asks, his brows furrowed as if he’s confused.
“But the sheets need—”
“Sweetness, I don’t mind fucking you on the sheets you shared with my brother,” he smirks, “So, what will it be?” His shorts are tented with his erection and I think it’s curved upward from what I can see.
He’s going to obliterate our g-spot!
My inner goddess is excited as hell and I’m right there with her. “Let me see what you’re working with.” Omigod! Did that just come out of my mouth?! I’ve never been so forward with a man.
Zeph cups his dick with one hand and uses the other to push his shorts down. They fall to his ankles and he steps out of them, his hand still covering his junk.
“You wanna see it, huh?” I nod. “Well, I only show it to women who know how to work it. So tell me you can work this dick and I’ll show it to you.” Well, that backfired… but whatever. I’ll tell him whatever he wants to hear just to get a peek.
“Oh, I can work that dick,” I say seductively, “So stop acting shy and let me see that meat.” He slides his hand downward from the root of his dick to the tip. When he lets go his shaft bounces up and slaps his muscled abdomen. Yeah, he’s got a curve and it makes my heart happy. Now I can say he and Cory aren’t identical!
Where Cory is straight and gets thicker the further down the shaft you go, Zeph’s girth is uniform from root to tip. His dick is beautifully curved up to sky and the round head is leaking precum in a steady drizzle. Damn, I want to ride him!
I walk to the bedroom door and beckon him with a crook of my forefinger. He wastes no time walking over to me and pulling me against him; his big hands clutching my ass cheeks. Zeph takes my mouth like this is the last kiss he’ll ever get. His tongue is insistent as it pushes into my mouth. Our teeth clink against one another but we don’t stop kissing.
Zeph could easily overwhelm me with his presence because he’s just that guy. He’s no bigger than his brother and they look exactly the same but his overall… potency—yeah, that’s a good word, his overall potency is at 100.
Make that 150.
He backs me further into the room while kissing the hell out of me. I feel the bed touch the back of my legs and before I can lie back he picks me up. “Wrap those big legs around me!” I should be offended by him calling my legs big but he ain’t lyin’! Plus, I think I like being told what to do in the bedroom.
He’s holding me like I’m no heavier than a feather while he ravishes my mouth with his. I could get used to this! I’ve always wanted to be manhandled like one of those petite girls you see in porn and now it’s finally happening. Merry early Christmas to me!
Zeph crawls onto the bed with me still securely held in his arms. Then, he flips us over so I’m straddling him. I lean down and brace my elbows on each side of his head so we’re nose-to-nose. “I apologize in advance,” he says.
“For what?” I ask, giving him a soft nose kiss with the tip of mine.
He smiles against my lips, “For smashing your insides.”
“Hmph. Are you going to at least a little bit unscathed?” I breathe. My pussy is convulsing at this point. I need this man inside me!
“Maybe. But your pussy will never be the same,” he says.
Game on, sexy motherfucker!
“Stand up and take your pants off,” Zeph directs, “Right there. I won’t let you fall.” Okay, I’ve never been asked, rather, told to undress while standing on the bed but I’m curious to see where this is going. He holds my hands as I come to my feet, my legs still straddling his body. I’m mesmerized by the way his dick pulses and bounces just for me.
“Remind me again why I’m doing this here instead of on the floor?” I gasp as I use my right hand to pull the yoga pants down my legs. He’s holding my left hand to help me keep my balance.
“Because I want your pussy in my face as soon as you take those pants off,” he answers. My pussy gives him a round of applause like he just gave the winning answer on a game show! Greedy bitch…
I peel the right leg of my pants down and once I get the other leg halfway down, Zeph motions for me to hold my other leg out to him. I comply and he finishes removing my pants, his eyes fixed on my center. He licks his lips and my own lips throb; the ones he’s about to lick. I flash back to what he did last night and I anticipate an even better performance.
How can he top that?




Chapter 31 Zeph

I’m eye-to-eye with Yara’s beautifully plump and slick cunt and my mouth waters. I didn’t go in on her last night like I wanted to but today I’m doing whatever the fuck I want to her and she’s going to love every moment of it.
I grab a condom from the nightstand and quickly pull it on. Fuck! It’s a little too snug but it’ll do for now. I’ll have to bring some from my cabin next time. How am I going to sling this dick properly when it’s being silently choked to death?
“You know, I think I’ll be more comfortable on my knees,” Yara says. There’s no possible way she’ll fall over with me holding her but if she’s not down with this position I’ll follow her directive. As long as she knows I’ve dreamed of holding her up on my shoulders with her cunt in my face since the moment I met her.
I nod and she goes to her knees with her feet facing me. I maneuver my body into position behind her. “Face down, ass up,” I tell her with a slap to her ass cheeks. She slides into position with her cheek against the mattress. Her eyes are on the extra-large mirror positioned to the left of the bed. Hey, it’s a honeymoon suite after all.
I want her to see what I’m doing to her as well as feel it. I lift the bottom half of her body so her legs are over my shoulders and her ass cheeks are on my face. She moans as she braces on her elbows. I meet her eyes in the mirror and throw her a wink before prying her ass cheeks open.
I want in that ass so bad, but that’s for another day. When Cory and I claim her I’ll get dibs on that little brown starfish. I’ll be gentle with her but she’s going to feel me for at least a week.
Focus!
I know I’m getting ahead of myself but I can’t help it. I never felt like I was missing anything in my life but Yara’s presence has shown me that there was a big piece missing. She makes me feel complete.
Yeah, yeah, yeah. Are you gonna put your tongue in her ass or not?!
Holding her stare, I lean in and flick my tongue against the tight ring of muscle. As expected, her eyes get as big as saucers and she gasps. Then, I lick my way to her dripping hole and collect the nectar that’s escaped from it. She’s so fucking sweet!
Good thing I’ve got a sweet tooth.
I dig into her pussy with my lips, tongue, and teeth, making her cream and scream until she climaxes with guttural moans. One day soon, I’m going to make her squirt. A lot of women don’t know they can until the right men come along and handle their pussies just right. My mate’s clearly not used to proper care in the bedroom but that changes now.
I softly lick her clit through her orgasm. I know she’s sensitive and I want to bring her down gently while still giving her pleasure. I take care in turning her over and lying her flat on her back. She’s limp and already spent but I’ve only just begun. I told her I’m smashing her insides and I meant it. I cage her beneath me and take her lips again. They’re already swollen from my kisses so I don’t go in like I want to.
I’m sure Cory was probably very gentle with her after I left, but that’s not what I do. I love hard sex. Something compels me to treat Yara with the utmost care and I will… but I’m still going to fuck her. “Tell me if I get too rough, okay?” I say. She nods in understanding. Sometimes when sex gets very intense my wolf comes out to play and I have no control over it. He wouldn’t hurt her; at least not in the way that would cause lasting harm.
I start with her earlobe, nipping, sucking, and licking every inch of flesh down the graceful column of her neck to her shoulders. From there, I give my undivided attention to her breasts. They’re full and soft with hard nipples that remind me of chocolate crème drops. I give each nipple a soft kiss before taking one into my mouth while rolling the other between my thumb and forefinger.
I bite the small nub before licking it to soothe the sting. Yara moans and groans as I alternate breasts, ensuring I give each the same measure of tender loving care. I don’t know how many orgasms Cory gave her but I know by the time I leave her room I need her to be wrung out and well-sated.
I slide a hand down her soft stomach, caressing the flesh as I go, until I reach her mound. I start rubbing her clit with a slight pressure, ensuring she feels the pain-pleasure I’m inflicting. Nothing about this needs to be tender. I fuck how I live…
Unapologetically.
I pinch Yara’s clit at the same time I bite her nipple and she falls apart again. I love seeing her face when she cums. It’s completely open and her bottom lip quivers as if she’s cold. But it’s just the opposite. She’s hotter than molten lava and wetter than a fucking raging river. I slip my middle finger into her pulsing hole and I feel just how tight she is.
The only other Black woman I’ve been with called it her ‘snapback.’ She said no matter how many men she’s with her pussy will always be virgin-tight. Well, she wasn’t quite that but Yara’s pussy feels like it’s brand-new and I just unboxed it. I chuckle.
I just unboxed her box!
I curve my finger up to touch her g-spot. I find it right away and I give it a hard press. “Ooh!” Yara coos. So, I do it again. “Zeph…” she whispers my name so sweetly that I’m compelled to kiss those full lips again. My lips slant across hers and I capture her tongue; sucking it to the cadence of my finger.
My finger thumps her spot relentlessly and the squishing sounds it makes are almost melodic. I wish I could record them so I can create a song with them later. In fact, I’d record her moans and groans too. They’re music to my ears and my wolf’s. He’s howling and wagging his tail so hard his rump sways side-to-side with his movements. He’s excited as hell to be in Yara’s bed.
We’re about to finally connect with her in the most intimate of ways! My skin tingles and I know he wants to be 100% present for our first time. He also knows that won’t happen until we claim her. Then, he and Cory’s beast will take over. I just hope she can handle it.
“Oh!” Her pussy wrenches my finger as she cums. Yara tries to say my name but she’s unable to make her lips form the syllables. I suck her sweetness from my finger and immediately kiss her, allowing her to taste her addictive nectar. As our tongues dance, I slowly press the head of my cock into her juicy entrance.
How does she feel so fucking tight after last night?!
We don’t care! She’s tight now! Let’s go!
With one thrust I bury myself inside her. My balls slap her wet flesh and she grunts. I don’t give her a chance to adjust to my size before I start pounding her cunt. She grips my ass cheeks and digs her fingernails into me which only motivates me to really go in.
I stop long enough to pull both of her legs over my shoulders before proceeding to destroy her pussy. I feel like I’m trying to go deep so we can literally become one person. She feels so damn good around me! I’ve fucked a lot of women in my life and no one compares to this gorgeous woman beneath me. Yara is in a class by herself.
“Zeph! Zeph! Omigod….” she groans a moment before her body tenses. I feel her grip my dick as my balls contract. Luckily, I’ve learned some things about orgasm control. I’m not cumming until I’m ready!
I slow my strokes so I don’t overwhelm her. I want to prolong her orgasm, though I plan to give her a few more before I leave. I need her to be hooked on what Cory and I bring so we can make this triad happen. I know he got her with his sensitivity and Prince Charming shit so I’ll have to do what it is I’m good at.
If I can do nothing else I can fuck her like she wants and needs. Cory can give her all the tenderness she desires and I’ll supply the beast fucking. See, he and I do make a great team!
“I’m cumming ag—” Yara gasps as her body shudders and her pussy walls vibrate. She half-heartedly pushes against my chest as I grind my pelvis against hers. “Too much… I can’t take any-anymore.”
“Yes you can, sweetness,” I breathe against her lips, “and you will.” I press a soft kiss to the tip of her nose before pulling back and flipping her onto her stomach. I slap both ass cheeks simultaneously before kneeing her legs open as far as they can go.
I’m back inside her juicy pussy within seconds, pumping it for all it’s worth. She may not think she can take anymore but I’m going to show her just how wrong she is. Yara’s body is built for pleasure and I’m about to give us both an infinite amount. Good thing I brought new linens for the bed.
The ones we’re on now will be ragged by the time we’re done.




Chapter 32 Yara

Monday morning…
I drag myself down to the dining room for breakfast. I’ve been holed up in my room since Zeph left Friday afternoon. After he took me through five rounds of sex and I-don’t-know-how-many orgasms, he ran a hot bath for me to soak my beat-up body in.
He was gone when I got out of the tub but the bed had been made and there was a tray of delicious foods waiting for me. I ate the flavorful seafood pasta while sipping a tasty, cold glass of chardonnay. The only thing to do afterward was take a nap.
And did I ever!
I woke up after 9 pm and ate some snacks I brought with me for dinner. Today is the first time since that I left my room for a meal. I’ve been having them sent up to me because I needed time to process my recent actions.
I wasn’t a jerk about it, though. I let Zeph and Cory know I needed some alone time. Cory wanted to know if he’d done something wrong and I had to assuage his panic. Meanwhile, Zeph gave me an ‘OK’ and left it at that. They responded exactly how I thought they would so I wasn’t surprised.
I had a great time with them. I didn’t realize how much my body needed proper sexual release until the Gannon brothers got their hands on me. And tongues. And dicks. Once again it begs the question: why don’t they have girlfriends? It doesn’t make sense for two Adonis’s as hung and sexy as they are to be single. Most importantly, why did they choose me?
I know I can’t possibly be their flavor. I mean, Zeph seems like he’d pretty much do anybody, but Cory was a virgin; who knows if he’s ever dated? I don’t let my insecurities lead me like they used to but I can’t help but wonder if this was the fulfillment of a fantasy for them as it was for me.
I’ve read books where women had multiple men at the same time and they seemed happy and satisfied. I honestly don’t know if I’ll have the chance to get them both in bed for the full experience but I’m open to it. As long as they don’t’ put pressure on me I’m good. I don’t want them getting jealous of each or anything like that.
I did get a little writing done over the weekend so I’m glad for the inspiration they gave me. I’m going to just absorb everything that happens for the next week or so and only write if I must. I still want to enjoy my time off and relax. Later today I’m taking a tour of the greenhouse with Bach. I think there are a couple of women joining me but the majority of them are leaving today.
I’m almost certain Cory said something about there being only a guest or two other than me staying beyond today. It’ll definitely be quiet around here if that’s the case. Part of me wishes that I’d made more connections with some of the women I met and the rest of me is just glad I didn’t witness any drama. Where there is a large group of women, drama is sure to rear its ugly head.
Sad, but true.
I’d love to have genuine girlfriends that I can hang with and talk to. Brenda doesn’t fall into that category although we do talk and I have shared some personal information with her. She’s only concerned about what I go through as it relates to my work. I want a confidant and someone who’s there for me when I need.
I make my way to the breakfast buffet and fix my plate. Everything Slate makes looks, smells, and tastes divine. I select some of the homemade sausage links, fluffy scrambled eggs, cheddar grits, and a flaky croissant to nosh on. When I leave this place I’m going to miss Slate’s food so much. The man is truly a chef’s chef. It’s crazy to me that these guys have such tight bodies because I know for a fact I’ve put on at least five pounds since I’ve been here.
I sit at the table I’ve unofficially claimed as mine so I can enjoy the sun and scenery while I eat. Celeste pulls out the chair across from me and sits down. “Hey! You’re not eating?”
She shakes her head, “I just wanted to have a few minutes with you before I leave.”
“Oh? You’re leaving already?” I thought she had plans to stay until Christmas. I know she wasn’t in a rush to get to her parents’ house.
“I don’t really have a choice,” she says sadly, “It’s either stay here and rely completely on my parents financially or leave now and have some money in my pocket in case things don’t work out.” That’s shitty. I start to extend an invitation to stay with me but my room only has one bed.
“Girl, go get some of this good food so you can at least travel on a full stomach,” I tell her, “Go on.” I hate that she looks dejected as she stands and goes to the buffet. I quickly text Cory to let him know I want to pay for her to stay an additional three weeks and to keep me anonymous. He replies that he’ll think of a plausible reason to give her and that he’s in his office right now.
I tell him we’re in the dining room and he appears just as Celeste returns to the table. My eyes take him in as if I haven’t seen him in years. He looks DELICIOUS!
“Good morning, ladies,” he says with a smile, “I hate to interrupt your meal but I wanted to relay some good news to Ms. Perkins.”
“Oh?” Celeste looks up at him, surprised.
“Yes ma’am. We decided to gift one of our repeat customers with a complimentary stay on us,” Cory says, “And your name was chosen. If you want it, we will gladly extend your stay through January 1st, all inclusive.” Damn! That’s even more than I requested for her. That’s awesome as fuck and I’m truly looking at him through different eyes.
“Wow! That’s very generous,” I say.
“Seriously?!” Celeste asks. Her excitement is subdued as if she’s waiting for him to say he’s just kidding.
Cory smiles warmly, “I’m very serious. We like to show appreciation to our clients. If you accept, I’ll grab a new key for you since we’re upgrading you to a suite.”
“I just… good things like this doesn’t happen to me,” she smiles, “Yes, I accept! This is just so incredible. It’s what I needed. You don’t even know how much I needed this!”
“I’m glad we chose your name, then. Now, if you’ll excuse me. I’ve got a few things to do. Once your new room is cleaned I’ll have someone transfer your belongings for you.” He walks away and I take a quick glance at his ass. Yep, still as tight as it was on Friday.
“Girl! This couldn’t have happened at a better time,” she says with a deep exhale.
“I’m happy you get to stay!” I gush, “I think we’re going to have some real fun now, especially with most of those stuck-up bitches leaving.” Slate walks into the dining room and I see her eyes soak him in for a moment before refocusing on her plate. “Sis, when you’re thirsty, you should drink.”
She shakes her head, “He doesn’t ever see me. Trust me, I know.” I notice Slate looking in our direction before his head snaps to the opposite direction.
“I don’t know about that,” I murmur. I hope they do hook up. I don’t know her history beyond what she told me but I know the ex is a jerk. Wouldn’t it be great if she and Slate get booed up and she gets to stay here permanently? That’s not a bad thing at all. Hell… I could see myself living here too!




Chapter 33 Cory

There’s no way in Hell I’m letting Yara pay for a room for her friend. She wants her to stay longer and that’s all that matters. I input the necessary information for accounting and tax purposes before I sit back in my chair and close my eyes.
It was all I could do to not grab Yara and sling her over my shoulders caveman style. I would’ve brought her to my office and bent her over the desk and had my way with her. My wolf howls his approval and urges me to do it.
Now I know why Z gave into his wolf all the time, letting him take control. It’s just easier that way. Once Yara has been initiated into our life properly I’ll let mine come out to play more. He’d never hurt her and I don’t doubt they’d have a great time together.
The door opens and without opening my eyes I know it’s Z. Since we’ve both made love to Yara our telekinetic connection has deepened. While I’m saddened, but understanding of Yara’s desire to have some space, Z is pissed off. He just doesn’t understand why she doesn’t want to be around us right now. It’s because he always wants things to be the way he wants them to be.
This, however, is the way it is.
He flops onto the leather couch that flanks the wall and throws his forearm across his eyes dramatically. “What are we going to do?!”
I feel his anguish but there’s no reason for it. “She didn’t say she’s done with us, bro. She said she needs to process everything that happened, that’s all.”
“And what the fuck does that mean exactly?” he asks, sitting up, “What is there to process?” He makes the finger gesture for air quotes when he says the word ‘process.’ “We both had a great time with her and she damn sure enjoyed herself! She’s ours!”
“Keep your voice down. Yes, she’s ours. But she doesn’t know that yet,” I say calmly, “Yara’s a human woman and as far as we know, she’s never been with a were or even knows what that is. And she thinks she has to choose between us and it’s not something she wants to do. So, pull yourself together.”
“Is that an order, Top?” he smirks.
“Yeah, it’s a fucking order!” I sit up and rest my elbows on the desk. “Z… it’ll be alright. There’s no way that we were blessed with such a badass fated mate only for her to not accept us. Just give her some space. That’s simple enough.”
“So when do we tell her there’s no reason to choose?” he asks.
“When the time is right,” I reply, “and the same for the other thing.”
The landline phone on the desk rings.
I answer, “Timberwolf Lodge.”
“Is this Cory?” a familiar voice asks.
“Yes it is. Who is this?” I ask.
“It’s Nan,” she says. It’s our cousin Nanisca. I haven’t spoken to her since I was eighteen. I can tell Z has heard her because he gets up from the couch and takes the chair in front of the desk. I put her on speaker.
“It’s been a long time,” I say.
“It has and I’m sorry I’m just contacting you now,” she says, “We need to talk.” I don’t blame her for not standing with us. Her mother is our father’s younger sister and she and her mate ruled their household with iron fists. I’ve no doubt Nan would’ve been punished physically had she gone against them.
“What’s up?” Z asks. Always so impatient…
“Uncle Aaron is dead,” she says. I’m only shocked for a moment by her words. He was bad off a week ago and since he wasn’t healing quickly I knew something was wrong.
“And may he burn in Hell,” Z says, “So, if you called to tell us about his services, you should know we’d only come to piss on that bastard’s grave.”
“That’s not why I’m calling, Zeph,” Nan says, rather brusquely, “I’m calling because with him being dead you two need to come back; if for no other reason than to square away the pack. Shit’s falling apart already and he only died about two hours ago.”
“That’s what happens when you follow a leader who’s a corrupt piece of shit—”
“And his son is going to completely destroy the pack if you allow him to become Alpha,” Nan says.
“He can’t just become Alpha, Nan. You know that,” I tell her. With Aaron being dead, Z has now become pack Alpha and I his second. As our father was Alpha when he died, Aaron taking the reins was temporary until we became of age. Since we walked away, he was put in place as the permanent leader. Still, with his death, Z is next in line. So, there’s no way Jeremiah can become Alpha...
Unless he challenges us.
“The last week he’s been telling anyone who would listen that he was going to take over the pack and nothing was going to stop him. Not even his uncle Malachi.” I wonder why Mom didn’t call us. I know Aaron just died, but still. She was on her ‘You-two-need-to-take-your-responsibility-to-the-pack-seriously’ soapbox a week ago. Maybe she’s in shock. Who knows? I’m sure she’ll call soon to tell us the same thing Nan is telling us now.
“So what do you think he’s gonna do?” Z asks.
“I don’t know. I really… I’m just worried about you guys. That’s all,” Nan says. She sounds sincere enough but she’s so indoctrinated by the pack I don’t think I can fully trust her. Besides, Z told me how Tycho suspected some wolves had been on the property. Just what the fuck is going on?
“I appreciate it. Make sure you take care of yourself, okay? You know just as well as we do how the pack operates,” I tell her. Personally, I think Nan would make a great Alpha. She would be considered but only if there were no eligible males.
Obviously, Z would be first in line, followed by me, and then that piece of shit Jeremiah. And before Nan could take the helm, she’d had to defeat any others who wanted to challenge her. If there are no challengers, or she defeats them, then she could be Alpha. It’s set up to be a no-win situation for women because none have ever beaten any of the males, in human or wolf form…
Except our mother.
“I will. And I’ll keep my ears open,” she says, “I’ll be in touch.” She cuts the call before I can say anything else.
“On a scale of 1-10 just how weird would you say that call was?” Z asks.
“Not as weird as the fact that Mom hasn’t called us,” I answer.
“Why would she?”
“Because she’s all about tradition and you know she’d want us in place because that’ll benefit her,” I say, “I won’t pretend that I believe she really loves us. She loves power. With Aaron dead, we have that power. You, in particular.”
“I’m not going back there ever again,” Z says, “And if any of those motherfuckers come for me, they better know they’re going to walk home dead.”
“How will they walk—never mind. We shouldn’t get worked up. Let’s just get with the rest of the guys and let them know what’s going on,” I say, “Make sure everyone is on their toes.” He nods and stands up. “That’s what we’re doing, okay?” I may not be Alpha but I’ve got plenty of common sense. I don’t need him going off half-cocked.
“I’m going for a run,” he says, walking toward the door, “That’s what I’m doing.” I just know he’s going to do something stupid. I text Nils Thorgasson. He’s worked with us before on security. I want him to post up and keep an eye on things. He says he can be here in an hour. I trust him to be vigilant while keeping himself undiscoverable. He’s very good at that.




Chapter 34 Yara

I gorged myself at breakfast. I should be ashamed of myself, but I’m not. I’ve been walking the marked trails for about twenty minutes, just enjoying the sunshine and crisp air. This place is truly magical. After lunch I’ll tour Bach’s greenhouse but for now I’m freestyling it. I’m experiencing Mother Nature in all her glory.
There are so many different trees around me; I wish I knew what they were so I can include them in my book. As it is, I’m taking plenty of pictures with my digital camera. I wonder if anyone would be willing to take me up the mountain one day. I’d love to go on a long hike and relish being in nature for hours on end.
I may hate climbing stairs but I can walk long distances. Does anyone like climbing stairs? I think not. I can’t really speak for anyone else but my quadriceps burn whether it’s one flight or ten. I chuckle as I remember my first time on the stairclimber at the gym. It was truly an epic fail. I decided to stick to the treadmill after busting my ass in a room full of people.
I wish I could listen to music while I’m walking but I’ve seen way too many news stories about people getting attacked in the woods by wild animals or people because they didn’t hear them coming. I’ve got bear mace and a switchblade with me so I feel protected. The guys have said there aren’t any dangerous animals on lodge property and they’ve got fencing that prevents anything unwanted from getting in.
I love nature!
The last couple of days that I’ve been in my room I was able to spend a lot of time on the balcony feeling the sunshine on my face and breathing the clean Autumn air. I’m starting to feel like a new woman. Between the decadent food and the picturesque scenery, I feel like I’m in Heaven. I’m feeling so inspired I’ve been able to get a few chapters completed and I couldn’t be happier about it.
Of course, there’s one other element that’s cause for my sudden burst of artistry.
Zephyrus and Corinthus Gannon.
I had to take a moment before my ass did something crazy like profess my love for them. Not that I’m in love with them because I’m not. But… I’ve got some major adoration for their bodies. Cory gave me the sweet, gentle lovemaking any woman would crave. Zeph just straight beat the pussy up and did all kinds of freaky shit. He gave me the kind of sex women want but are afraid to ask for.
Honestly, the way they both treated my body could make me fall in love. That’s why I’m avoiding them for now. I’m not trying to fall for anyone and definitely not two brothers. It would be catastrophic if they demanded I choose between them. I’d choose to be alone before messing up their relationship.
I look ahead and see some type of rock formation. I’m shitty with distance so I can’t tell how far away it is but I think I want to check it out. Why not? I’ve got on my good walking shoes and breakfast gave me plenty of energy. My backpack has my bear mace, a water bottle, small first aid kit, granola bars, wet wipes, and lip balm.
I applied sunscreen before I left the lodge along with some peppermint oil to deter insects. I’m wearing long pants and a long-sleeved shirt but I always like to be careful. Sometimes I think I’m being too careful, and I can be, but with the new cases of malaria popping up in this country I’d prefer to not be one of them.
I’ve always been relatively healthy and I’ve been able to avoid all strains of Covid since the outbreak three years ago. I joke with Brenda sometimes, saying I’m part animal because when I start feeling sick I eat a green salad and I’m fine afterward; just like an animal eats grass to feel better. Who knows? I could be part animal. I don’t know who my biological parents are.
Wouldn’t that be something if my parents were really aliens and something happened to them while they were visiting Earth and someone found me in an alley, crying for them. I pull my phone out of its arm holster and quickly make a note of that idea. It could make for a good fantasy romance story. I know that genre is very popular these days.
Who says I can’t write something different for a change? So far I’ve done straightforward romances. My readers may be down for something new. I’ll toss a few ideas Brenda’s way and see what she thinks. She likes to play it safe so she’ll probably say it’s not a good move for me. Sometimes I wish I had my own setup so I could be free to do what I want. I’m a little of tired of ‘playing the game’ to make the publishing house happy.
Maybe if I tried to make myself happy as much as I try to please them I’d be able to write like I used to. That would be a dream come true. I can see myself running my own publishing company. If I could just—
I hear a low growl somewhere off to my right and I stop walking. There’s a copse of trees with thick foliage where the sound came from so I can’t see anything. I’m trying to look through my peripheral so I don’t let whatever that is know I’m aware of its presence but all I see is green.
I start walking again as I pull my can of bear mace from the side pocket of my bag, replacing it with my digital camera. I move very slowly. The first rule of avoiding an animal attack is to make no sudden moves. Even if I hadn’t heard and read that before I wouldn’t just take off running. I don’t have a fight-or-flight bone in my whole body.
I hear rustling in the brush but I continue walking slowly as if I’m being stalked. “You know,” I call out, “I don’t think I’m very tasty! If you’re trying to watch your weight I’d say move along! Dark meat contains more calories and saturated fat! I’m just saying.”
I move toward a small stream off to my left. I’ll cross it and start walking back to the lodge on that side. Maybe whatever I’m hearing will get bored or not want to get wet since it’s chilly out. I carefully step into the water and slip on a rock. “Shit!” Luckily, I’m able to catch myself before I fall on my ass. I wade through the shallow body of water; my toes already so numb I can’t feel them. My shoes weren’t exactly made for this.
I finally get across and make my way up the muddy bank to get to level ground. As soon as I stand up, I’m once again stopped in my tracks. My heart feels like it drops into my stomach. A big-ass wolf is standing in the middle of the trail looking at me. Unbidden, the movie Frozen comes to mind. Not the cutesy one with Elsa and Olaf but the one with Shawn Ashmore. Long story short, wolves tore him and his friend up and that’s not something I ever want to happen to me!
“Okay, big guy,” I say as calmly as I can, “There’s no need for any lip-licking or teeth-baring. I’m not tasty, I promise. In fact, I’m like a combination of durian and fried tarantula. Just gross.” I’m having a full-on one-sided conversation with a fucking wolf! Am I dreaming? Hallucinating? The wolf cocks his head to the side like he’s studying me. Probably figuring out what part of me to eat first!
He takes a step toward me and when I hold out my bear mace, he stops and puts his front paws out while lowering his torso to the ground as if he’s stretching. “I don’t want to use this but I will. So please just let me go about my business. Okay, wolfie?” The wolf doesn’t move.
So, either he’s going to let me pass or he’s trying to lull me into a false sense of security. He lowers his back legs to the ground and rests his head on his front paws. What? He’s acting like a dog, almost. Except… he’s a freaking wolf! The fur on most of his body is a mix of gray and brown while his legs are a cinnamon color.
He’s beautiful.
But still a wolf.
He whines and turns to face the other direction. He looks back over his shoulder and takes a couple of steps. He whines again and takes another step. Does he want me to follow him? Okay, that’s weird… Did he just motion for me to follow with his head?! He does it again and the hairs on my neck stand up. This can’t be good.
I start slowly walking backward. He starts walking toward me. “Not today, big guy,” I say, “I’m not trying to be led to my death. I’ll just go back the way I came and—"
He bares his teeth and growls.
Oh shit! I turn to run and fear freezes me in place. There are four other wolves standing about twenty feet away from me. I forgot wolves travel in packs! These look a little different from the other one but just as scary. I turn my body so I’m able to keep them all in my peripheral.
“Whoa there! I come in peace,” I say, my voice shaky. My heart feels like it’s beating in my throat! Do wolves smell fear? I see the lone wolf approaching from my left. He seems focused on the other wolves and not me. I’m ready to mace the first wolf that comes my way! He growls at the other wolves and their hackles raise.
He stops when he’s about a foot to my right. It’s as if he’s putting himself between me and the others. Is he trying to protect me?! Did he get bigger?! I don’t know what the hell is going on but I’m not about to be a victim to a pack of animals. If I die, I die fighting! I slowly reach back into the side pocket of my bag for my switchblade. It’s about to be Thunderdome out here and I’m damn sure not about to die!
The air feels very charged for a split second before the first wolf lunges. I scream as I brace myself for a fight to the death.




Chapter 35 Zeph

I’m about a mile into my run when two distinct smells hit my nose. The first is Yara’s spicy perfume mixed with her natural scent. A sense of peace washes over me. I start to follow it when another aroma wafts toward me in the cool westward breeze.
Were-wolves.
Specifically, Great Lake were-wolves. I break into a run as I track the scent. My wolf automatically communicates with Cory’s as I don’t have my phone on me to call. He barks and snarls inside me, spurring me on.
Hurry!
I know! I know we have to find her first!
I know this land like the back of my hand and I’m almost certain I know where Yara is. How the fuck did they get on our land without us knowing?! My heart pounds as I run at full-speed. If anyone touches my mate I will end them.
Fuck it!
Whoever’s entered our property without permission will die.
I know the guys will get here as quickly as they can. Whit moves faster than any of us so I’m hoping he knows to protect Yara without scaring her if he finds her first. And if he runs into the wolves first I know he’s going to be in one mode: attack.
I take the path that runs along the main path. It’s separated by a line of river birch trees and a small, eight-foot wide stream. I need to find my mate and get her to follow me back to the lodge, or even my cabin. Now I’m questioning the real reason Nan called. It’s quite a coincidence that she called and five minutes later, Great Lake wolves are on my land!
Both scents are getting stronger. There’s definitely more than one wolf nearby. My beast is leading now and I finally give him the reins. Whatever happens, happens. As long as Yara is safe I don’t care what he does to the intruders.
I hear water splashing as I round a bend on the trail and I come to an abrupt stop. I see Yara scrambling up the left bank of the stream. When she gains her footing, she sees me and stops moving. I look at her, ensuring there are no injuries. She seems okay. Shaken up, but physically uninjured.
I laugh inwardly when she calls me ‘wolfie.’ I need her to follow me but she’s not getting it. I attempt to show her a position of submission so she knows she’s safe but she’s still afraid. My command to follow me comes out as a whine because… well, I’m in wolf form. I turn back the way I came and look over my shoulder as I take a couple of steps.
Hell! She’s still not getting it. The scent of my prior family is getting stronger! So is the acrid stench of Yara’s fear. I nod in the direction I want her to walk. Maybe she’ll understand the human movement and come with me. I do it again and of course she decides she’s not going to move.
I see the wolves just as she starts to walk backward and I growl my warning to them.
Leave now or I will kill you all.
I don’t have time for pleasantries nor do I want to give any. I recognize Uncle Aaron’s beta Malachi but I don’t know the other three. Jeremiah must’ve sent him on this suicide mission because there’s no other reason for him to be here in wolf form. As far as I’m concerned… they’ll all come to die since none of them respond to my warning. I position myself between them and my mate. I don’t know if they came for her or for me but I can’t take any chances.
This doesn’t have to get ugly. This is your last chance to leave peacefully.
Part of me hopes they don’t. I haven’t had a good fight in a long time. Yara screams as the first wolf lunges and I easily grab him by the throat. With one snap of my jaws the bones crack and his body falls limp. Before I can toss the carcass aside the other three attack.
One slams into my left flank as another wolf attempts to jump over me to get to Yara. I latch onto his hind leg and hear him yelp as my teeth sink into the muscle. A second later his teeth find my right flank and I feel my flesh tear. Malachi takes this opportunity to go for my exposed throat and I quickly shift my body so his teeth don’t deliver a fatal blow. Instead, they drill into my shoulder.
White-hot pain shoots through my torso and I let go of the other wolf’s leg. He attacks my leg again while the third wolf snaps at the right side of my neck. Where the fuck is Cory?! I’m bleeding heavily from my shoulder and leg while I try to keep this other wolf from taking a chunk out of my neck. I just hope Yara’s running for safety! If I don’t make it through this I don’t want my death to be in vain.
While the two wolves succeed in getting me down on the ground the third one starts moving toward Yara. I only know this because I hear her scream. “Run!” I bark but of course, she can’t understand me.
“Get the fuck away from me!” I hear her shout but I’m unable to see her. I have to keep my eyes on the wolf that’s still trying to bite my neck. Meanwhile, Malachi still has his teeth embedded in my shoulder, attempting to grind through me with his strong jaws.
We’re coming, brother!
I hear Cory in my head and I silently shout a ‘Hurry up’ to him. I hear the third wolf yip and his body hits the ground close by. I hear a thud and he yips again, falling into my line of sight. I watch as Yara delivers a hard kick to his side and he swats at her leg. “Oh no you don’t, motherfucker!” she shouts, spraying him with the bear mace.
Our mate just kicked the hell out of him without breaking her foot! How?!
I wish I knew but I’m proud as fuck of her right now!
“Wolfie, close your eyes!” I do as she commands as she starts spraying me and the other wolves with the agonizing liquid. I’ve experienced pepper spray before and bear mace is that on steroids! The wolf nipping at my throat backs away, swinging his head back and forth as if he can shake off the stinging spray.
Malachi, the sonofabitch that he is, stays locked onto my flesh. Yara walks closer and continues shooting him in the face until she depletes the can. “Leave him alone!” she yells at him. He unexpectedly releases my flesh and I hear her scream as she runs. I try to give chase and my legs give out on me.
Fuck!




Chapter 36 Cory

I was meeting with Slate, Whit, and Tycho when I felt Z’s distress. He called for my help and me and the guys were out the door, running across the back lawn like our asses were on fire. Bach stayed behind to keep an eye on the lodge and our guests. Not that he’s not just as badass as we are, but in certain situations, a fox is not needed.
As soon as we hit the treeline we shift. Whit’s transformation, like mine and Z’s, is no frills. It may look painful to those not in the know but it’s more like an itch than actual pain. Our animals literally burst through our human skin within a second or two. Slate and Tycho do that frou-frou swirly light-and-glitter show that we tease them about. Still, they are just as formidable as we are; if not more.
We’re coming, brother! I let him know we’re on the way.
Hurry up!
I smell a myriad of scents as we run and full-tilt into the woods. What the fuck is going on?! I smell multiple wolves… and Yara! She’s out in the woods with those bastards roaming around! I speed up. Wolves aren’t specifically built for speed the same as we are for longevity but I’m covering ground very fast.
Whit is ahead of us all. Panthers can run up to fifty miles an hour so he’s going to reach our destination first. He knows to fight first and ask questions later. I see him dip off to the side but I keep running. I trust his decisions so I know whatever he’s doing makes sense. My heart races in my chest and I feel myself retreating in my mind as my wolf steps to the forefront. I zip through the heavy copse of trees following the scents.
Tycho and Slate are behind me, their big bodies not allowing them to move as seamlessly through the trees as I do. We’re about fifty yards or so from the trail when I hear Yara scream. I put on a burst of speed and as I reach the edge of the trail I see Yara being tackled by a wolf.
Malachi!
I launch myself through the air and my body butts his like a battering ram. We both roll from the trail and land in the stream. I’m going to kill this fucker! We both gain our footing and tussle in a clash of teeth and claws. I smell my brother’s blood on his breath and I can only hope Z is okay. Right now my priority is protecting Yara. If I can’t, he’s going to kill her.
Malachi’s strong jaw snaps at me throat and I swipe at his face, opening the flesh along his snout. He growls and lunges for my throat again. I jump to the side and attempt to reach the scruff of his neck, but he counters by diving to the ground. I’m only able to grab his fur between my teeth as I sail over him.
I’ll give you one chance to leave and never come back.
His response is to snarl and scratch the ground. He’s daring me to cross the line he’s drawn as if he’s not on MY land endangering MY mate! My wolf howls his displeasure and I know the weres in Hartford can hear me. That’s how pissed off I am!
Malachi used to call me ‘the soft one’ when I was growing up because I preferred settling conflict as peacefully as I could. He’s always been an asshole. Too bad for him Jeremiah sent him on a fool’s errand. And once we’re done here I’m going to fuck him up and any Great Lake wolf that I come across!
Even my mother.
I love her, but in my heart of hearts I know she’s not ignorant of whatever this is that we’ve gotten into. I’m not about to fall victim to any pack’s politics and no one will ever come into my house telling me what to do!
My wolf is going crazy inside my head and I allow myself to embrace the fury that he’s feeling.
Kill! Kill! Kill!
Protect our mate!
Everything appears to move in slow motion as I give into the blind fury. I charge Malachi, throwing all of my weight against him. We both grab onto the closest pieces of flesh with our teeth. His teeth sink into the lower part of my left front leg and mine grab the back of his neck; exactly where I wanted. My mouth fills with the coppery taste of blood and I almost let him go. I’m not used to fighting like this… to the death.
We roll a few feet over sharp rocks and tree debris, coming to a stop in a small depression in the stream bed. Perfect! Malachi continues digging his sharp teeth into my leg but I barely feel it as I once again throw my weight on him while bearing down on his neck. I’m able to hold his snout under water while I maul his neck.
Drown him!
Break his neck!
Well damn! Which one are we doing?!
It doesn’t matter as long as he ends up dead.
Malachi thrashes against me but I don’t let up. He’s dying today and nothing he does will change that.
Fuck with my family and you die.
He gives one valiant last attempt to free himself but it’s no use. Unless he can hold his breath forever only one of us is walking away and that’s me! I feel Malachi’s grip on my leg loosen and his body becomes limp. I give his neck one last crunch to ensure he’s dead
He’s deader than dead.
I’d laugh if I could but in this form that’s impossible. Besides, I need to get back to Yara. I limp my way up the bank, favoring my bitten leg. In a few hours or less it’s going to be like new. In the meantime I need to get to my mate. The first thing I see is Yara sitting on the ground with her knees pulled up to her chest.
She looks terrified.
I look to my right and see Tycho, Slate, Whit, and my brother, who is bloodied and battered. They’re all standing naked in their human form with Tycho and Slate supporting Z’s broken body between them.
I immediately transform back and Yara’s eyes widen before she faints.
“What the fuck did you do?!”




Chapter 37 Zeph

My brother has never been so upset with me. I understand, even though he has no right to be. I never planned to shift back in front of Yara but I was beat the fuck up, bleeding, and losing consciousness. I couldn’t control it.
I can’t answer for what the guys did other than to say they needed to be able to support my body as they took me to my cabin. Whit stayed behind to clean up the mess while Cory carried Yara’s unconscious body. His left arm is injured but otherwise he’s fine.
I, on the other hand, was left with some serious wounds; nothing life-threatening but significant enough to require Bach’s herbal remedies. It’s been a three hours and I’m almost feeling normal again. My puncture wounds have closed although my skin is still red where those bastards bit me.
I lived and that’s all that matters. When Whit arrived he immediately jumped the two wolves that Yara sprayed since he came down the trail from the same side Yara had. I saw Cory jump Malachi after he foolishly went after our mate so I know she was safe.
The bears helped Whit handle the wolves that decided they were going to win the fight or die trying. Well… they died trying. I have no doubt this wasn’t a coordinated attack and I plan to handle Jeremiah’s punk ass as soon as I can. I don’t want to be Alpha but I’m going to beat his ass as if I do.
I sigh and Hades looks up at me from where he’s lounging on the porch. “Be glad you’re a bachelor, man. There’s nobody for you to piss off.” He gives me a guttural grunt and lays his head back on his paws. He doesn’t give a shit about my woman problems.
Well, our woman problems.
Yara is locked up in Cory’s bedroom and refusing to talk. Bach checked her out and said she should be fine since she didn’t have any telltale lumps on her head from when she passed out. We ensured we kept checking on her and we were aware that she woke up since her breathing changed. However, she locked us out of the room before we could come back to her and talk.
I finish my beer and go back inside the cabin. Cory is sitting on the floor right outside the bedroom door as he has been the last hour, quietly talking to her. She’s not responding but he hasn’t stopped. I admire him for that. I’m ready to kick the door in and make her understand what happen and accept it.
That’s why he’s the perfect Beta. He has patience and always thinks about ten different ways to fix a problem instead of strong-arming it like I usually do. I plop down on the couch and study him. His arm looks a lot better. Malachi really went in on it. I’m proud of how he handled him, though.
My brother can be fierce when he wants to be.
“We’re not going to hurt you. We were born to protect you,” he says, “And no one will ever come close to hurting you again.”
I want to know how Nils wasn’t aware those assholes had cut a hole in our fence. He’s supposed to stay on top of that. He has a solid team so this in inexcusable. I don’t want to think that he was coerced in some way but it’s a possibility. When it comes to money, weres are just like humans. Some will do anything for it.
“I don’t want you to be afraid,” Cory continues, “and I don’t mind you being locked up in my bedroom although this isn’t how I imagined it.” I get up from the couch to grab a bottle of water for him from the fridge. If he’s going to keep doing all this talking he’s going to need to drink.
I hand him the bottle and reclaim my seat on the couch. I take my phone out to call Whit. It’s still business as usual at the lodge regardless of the fuckery that went down in the woods. We’re going to have guests checking out and he’s perfect for manning the front desk.
Before I can dial the number, my phone rings.
It’s my mother.
“Hello?” I answer.
“Zephyrus,” I cringe when she uses my full name. She’s the only one that calls me that and I think she does it because she knows I don’t like it, “I heard what happened. It’s best you prepare yourself.”
“Prepare myself for what?” I ask, “I’m not coming back. Find yourself another Alpha.”
“You know that’s not the way of the pack,” she says.
“Mother, I don’t give a shit about the pack!” I stop before I say “You, included.”
“It doesn’t matter,” she says, her voice hardening, “You’re being challenged and it happens tonight. Don’t worry about coming here. We’re coming to you. The blessing rocks.” She hangs up.
“What the hell was that about?” Cory asks from across the room.
“Hmph. I guess Jeremiah’s coming to challenge me for the Alpha position,” I say nonchalantly. Cory’s eyes widen in surprise and I can tell he’s nervous. Challenges usually end in death because no man wants to ask for mercy. Pride goeth before the fall…
“That’s the last thing we need,” he says, standing up.
“We knew it would come sooner or later,” I reply with a shrug, “It’s just sooner than later, that’s all.”
“Are you ready for it?”
I look at him as if I don’t recognize him. He’s asking me if I’m ready.
I’m always ready!
And with the shit Malachi pulled I’ve still got bloodlust coursing through me. I’m going to fuck Jeremiah up.
“What do we do about…” Cory trails off. We need Yara, now more than ever. I don’t doubt there’ll be others who want to challenge me once I dispatch of Jeremiah. I need to be at more than 100% and I know I’m nowhere near fit for multiple fights. There’s only one way to ensure I survive the night.
We need to claim Yara.
“We do the only thing we can do,” I reply before going to the bedroom door. I call out, “Yara, I’m coming in.” I kick the door open and see her sitting on the side of the bed. She doesn’t even flinch when she sees me. “We need to talk.”




Chapter 38 Yara

When I woke up in Cory’s bed, I was disoriented at first. Then everything that happened came rushing back to me.
The wolves.
The wolf.
The wolf that somehow transformed into Zeph.
The bears and… a fucking panther! One second they were there and the next, Tycho, Slate, and Whit were standing there naked as the day they were born; big dicks just a-swinging!
The wolf that jumped me.
Another wolf that saved me and it turned out to be Cory!
Then, I woke up.
I’ve pinched myself a million times and no, I’m not dreaming. I’ve reminded myself that I’ve always been open-minded and believed there were beings out there that weren’t human. I even grew up wishing I was one of them.
That’s the only reason I’m not totally losing my shit right now. I just listened to Cory talking for the last hour and I decided to listen only, and not listen to respond. I know they won’t hurt me. Something deep inside me tells me I can trust them.
But…
What the fuck?!
They’re shapeshifters! I’m tripping over the fact that I was right all this time. I feel validated. I also feel confused. Why didn’t they tell me that little tidbit about themselves before they took me on a round-trip to Paradise?
I mean… I still would’ve let them smash but at least I would’ve been able to guard my heart! Now I’m sitting here pondering every life decision I’ve ever made because I still want them. But I want them on my own terms. I don’t want to choose and I don’t want to be forced into any relationship other than the kind I want.
I hear Zeph say he’s coming in and in the next second the door bangs against the wall. I’m not shocked by him kicking it in. He’s shown himself to be the one that does whatever the hell he wants.
Why does that turn me on?
“So?” I ask. I’m sitting on the side of the bed. The move to stand in front of me but a few feet away. I assume it’s because they don’t want to overwhelm me.
“You heard what I said?” Cory asks. I nod. I didn’t notice until now, but their tattoos are identical but they’re on the opposite sides of their bodies. It’s like looking at a mirror image that came to life.
Why aren’t they wearing shirts?
“And?” Zeph asks, folding his arms in front of his body.
“What am I supposed to say?” I ask.
“Whatever you’re feeling,” Cory replies.
I take a deep breath then blow it out. Zeph’s eyes feel like they’re burning through me while Cory looks at me with compassion and uncertainty. “You guys are shapeshifters.”
“We prefer the term ‘were,’ but yes, you’re correct,” Cory says.
“Like were-wolf?”
“Exactly,” Cory nods.
“And you were born that way or were you turned?” I’ve read and seen so many movies with different lore that I’m more curious than anything now. Zeph sits next to me on the bed and takes my hand.
“Yara, we want to answer all your questions but if you’re only asking so you can write about it later, I’d ask you to please just walk away from us right now,” he says, “because  it’ll be easier for all of us.”
“You think I’d exploit you or expose your secret?” I ask, somewhat offended. Yes, I’m a writer, but I’ve also seen enough movies to know how our government works. The guys would be rounded up and treated like laboratory mice. “I wouldn’t do that. You have my word.”
“Then, if you don’t plan to stay with us, the same thing applies,” Cory says, “and I hate saying it, but that’s how it must be.”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean,” he kneels in front of me and takes my other hand, “you are the women who was born to complete us. If you don’t think you can be that, you have to leave us.” His lips say one thing but his eyes are telling me they’d never let me go.
“Slow down. Why do you say I was born to complete you?” I know all about fated mates because, yeah, I’ve read tons of romance novels featuring sexy shapeshifting men. But me? I don’t believe I’m anyone’s fated mate!
“Because you are,” Zeph answers, “We knew from the first time we smelled you. Our wolves went crazy and we weren’t too far behind.”
“But, don’t you turn into wolves?”
“Not really. Our wolves exist right below the surface of our skin,” Cory says, “what you call shapeshifting is essentially our human side allowing our animals to step forth. They’re always with us; communicating with us.”
My eyes widen, “Like when you growl?! I knew I wasn’t imagining that!” Cory chuckles and squeezes my hand while Zeph pulls my other hand to his lips and presses a soft kiss to my knuckles, one by one. I feel myself getting moist and although I tell myself this is the wrong time; my pussy says otherwise.
I see Cory’s eyes dip down to my crotch and he licks his lips. Holy shit! The books were right!
“Yes, we can smell when you’re turned on,” Zeph says.
“You read minds too?” I ask.
He shakes his head, “No. But we do pick up on scents and things like your breathing and heart rate.”
“You’re really calm considering what you saw and what we just told you,” Cory says.
“I’ve been through a lot in my life, being in foster care,” I say, “My escape was reading and writing my own stories. Believe me, this is nothing compared to some of the shit I came up with.” They both laugh. “I just… it’s still a lot to take in, though.”
“And what about how you feel about us?” Cory asks.
“I don’t know. Before it was just about me not wanting to choose between you,” I say, “but this is a whole new issue. Like, do I have to go away every full moon so I’m safe?”
“Yara, we just saved your life. Why would you ask us something like that?!” Zeph asks. His anger is palpable. He takes a deep breath and blows it out. “I’m sorry. That was uncalled for.”
“It’s okay. We need to keep it real, Zeph. This is some major shit and honesty is important. What do you want from me?” I can’t believe I’m having a conversation like this. It shouldn’t be happening. Shit like this happens in books or movies.
“What are you willing to give us?” Cory asks.
“Is it really up to me?” They both nod. “For real?”
“We can only take what you give. Nothing more,” Zeph says, “I’m a selfish bastard, though. I want all of you.” His eyes are intense and like always, I feel like he’s staring directly at my soul. I look at Cory.
“And you?”
“I want the same, Yara. I’ve waited for you for a long time,” he says sincerely, “and you’re it for me. For us.”
Lord Jesus… they’re telling the truth. This is real. All of this is real.
What do I do now?!




Chapter 39 Cory

I watch several emotions cross Yara’s face as our words sink in. I didn’t want to have this conversation under duress, but we need to know now what she wants to do. Does she want this or not? There’s really no in-between.
If she does, we need to claim her right now. Our physical strength and mental connection will multiply once we do. Not only that, but we’ll also be linked to her. We’ve sworn a blood oath with our brothers Tycho, Slate, Whit, and Bach so we may even develop a mental link with them as well. In a normal wolf pack, that’s a given. Our clan is not related by blood, so we don’t know if that will happen or not.
What we do know is once Yara is claimed, she will crave and love us as much as we do her. She’ll become stronger and her aging will also slow down as were-wolves are known to live for centuries. We’ll age but at a much slower rate than humans. Any cubs we have will have were genes and they will be dominant.
I explain this as succinctly as possible as I continue to hold her hand. I assure her that our priority will be to love and protect her. There’s no chance of us ever falling out of love with her; we will die loving her. I make sure to tell her that she’ll also avoid illness as she’ll adopt our immunities once she’s claimed. Also, Z and I are free of any sexually-transmitted diseases; important information for her to know since we don’t plan to use condoms again.
“If I say yes, you guys will be mine?” she asks.
“Completely,” Z answers.
“And it’s a package deal, right? You guys will never fight over me?”
“Never. We may fight over who loves you more but that’s it,” I chuckle.
She smiles, “This is really happening. I still feel like I’m dreaming although I know I’m not. This is crazy, isn’t it?”
“This is our life, Yara. The life we want you to be a part of,” Z tells her, “and only you can decide if we’ll be together.”
“Can I still have a normal life? Like, make friends outside of the lodge. Travel?”
“Of course,” I reply, “You’re not joining a cult.”
“Just a triad. With were-wolves,” she says, “And if I get pregnant, our children will turn at some point. Will they be able to have friends?”
I nod, “Our cubs would go to school in Hartford and their peers will be just like them, so there’ll be no hiding.”
“And we’d have to live here forever.” She poses it as a statement and not a question.
“Is that a problem?” I ask.
“No! I think it’s beautiful here. I can still write and maybe I’ll have even more inspiration,” she says, “How long do I have to think about it?”
“Take your time.”
“Decide now.”
She looks between us. “So do I take my time or decide now?”
Of course, Z speaks up first, “You have to decide now. There’s shit going down that doesn’t allow for you to drag it out.”
“What my brother is trying to say is you can take your time but we don’t know how much time he and I have,” I say, giving him the stink eye. Yara squeezes my hand and she looks at me with furrowed brows.
“What do you mean?!” I hear the panic in her voice and smell her fear.
“The attack today wasn’t coincidental,” I start, “the Alpha of our old pack died and they’re forcing Z to fight everyone who challenges his position as the new Alpha.”
“You have to fight again?!” Yara asks, the scent of her fear increasing tenfold. It’s so strong I have to stand and step away. “What’s wrong?”
“We can smell your fear,” Z replies, “It’s strong.”
“Of course it is! I saw what happened today! You could be killed,” she says, turning to Z, “and you’re probably not ready to go through again. No, no, and no! They’ll just have to wait until you’re better.”
He cups her face in his hands, “It doesn’t work that way, sweetness. I have to do what I was born to do. And if I make it through, you better believe you can’t stop me from claiming you.”
“Well, you can’t claim me if you get yourself killed, can you?” Yara counters, “So, tell them you can fight tomorrow!”
“I can’t,” he says, pulling her closer to place a soft kiss on her lips.
“Then how can I help?” she whispers, “Let me help. I’ve got more bear mace. And my knife.”
“You can’t interfere, Yara,” I say.
She looks at me with wild eyes, “We can’t let him get jumped and killed! I refuse to stand by and let that happen!”
Z looks at me. Tell her we need to claim her! I shake my head. I refuse to tell her when she’s emotional. If she agrees out of fear then she’ll end up regretting it. This is not a decision that should be made under duress.
“Cory! Please!” Yara all but shrieks.
“The only thing we can do is claim you,” I say, my own voice louder than normal, “Are you prepared to go there?! Are you ready for us to bite you and share our blood with you? Are you ready to become our world? Because if you’re not you need to shut your damn mouth!” She looks shocked at my words and honestly, I’m surprised I spoke to her that way, but she needs to understand how fucking serious this is. “This isn’t one of those dumb-ass romance books. This is real life. Our life!”
She stands, her hands balled into fists, “Don’t talk to me like I’m a child! I was there today, remember! I know this shit is real! So tell me what I need to do because I care about you both and I’m not letting Zeph die today!”
“Yara—” Z says, standing up.
“Be quiet!” she snarls and he closes his mouth so quickly I hear his jaws snap together. I smirk at his look of bewilderment and Yara puts her hands on her hips.
“Oh, you think I’m a joke?” she asks, her eyes narrowed.
“No. I…”
“What do I need to do to be claimed?” she asks again.
I sigh, “Yara, you have to mean it.”
“Trust me. I almost feel like this is my destiny. I never… I always felt like a huge part of me was missing. Although I always thought I should’ve been born an eagle I suppose wolves are just as majestic. What the fuck am I even saying?” She takes a beat and looks at us both, “Okay. You guys bite me. And you say that’ll help Zeph handle this challenge, right?” He and I nod. “And once I’m claimed none of us will want anyone else?”
“Exactly. You won’t want any other man and we’ll never look at another woman. We’ll be wrapped around your pinky fingers,” Z smiles.
“I’m kinda looking forward to the whole telepathic link thing but do I have to be like a queen or something with your pack?” Yara asks, “I’ve read a lot of shifter romance books.”
“No. We’re a clan here and more like a traditional family,” I say, “but you will be our Luna and that in itself commands respect. As far as our old pack; fuck them! After this challenge they’ll be dead to us.”




Chapter 40 Zeph

Is she really considering it?! Could Yara become our mate today? I try to tamp down my hopefulness while my wolf is already celebrating in my head. I get a whiff of her arousal and there was none when we first walked in.
“So, tell me again how this ‘claiming’ goes,” Yara says. I step behind her and slip my arms around her waist and she starts.
“Did I scare you?” I ask, nuzzling her neck.
“No. You just surprised me, that’s all,” she says. I feel her relax and my cock starts swelling. It knows we’re on the verge of making our mate fully ours and it’s getting ready.
“Z, tell her how we claim her,” Cory says.
“Well, first we undress you,” I breathe against her ear, “Then, we’ll make love to you. When you orgasm, we both bite you, here,” I kiss the top of her left shoulder, “and here.” I kiss the opposite side. “Then, you belong to us. Completely and irrevocably.”
“And then?” she asks, her voice husky.
“That’s it.”
She looks over her shoulder at me, “So, I don’t turn on the next full moon or something like that?”
I smile, “Typically, Lunas already have wolf blood in their veins, so they turn when they’re claimed. You’re human and there’s been no history of that happening in our pack.”
“But it can happen?” she presses. I press a soft kiss to the furrow on her forehead.
“It can, but there’s no history of it,” Cory answers, “So, is your answer still yes?”
“I think so,” Yara breathes shakily.
Cory shakes his head, “No. It’s a yes or a no.”
She squares her shoulders, “It’s a yes.”
I want to leap for joy when I hear her answer. I play it cool, though, turning her around to face me, “My brother left out one small detail. When we bite you, we both must be inside you.”
“Like a double penetration?” she asks, cringing, “I’ve never had anal sex before.”
I nod, “Or both of us in your cunt. It doesn’t matter.”
“That sounds more painful. Can you even fit at the same time?” she asks. I can tell she’s nervous all over again.
“Don’t worry. We’ll do what feels best to you, baby girl,” Cory says.
She relaxes again as Cory gently pins her between us, his hands cupping her breasts. I kiss her lips firmly, “We’ll make it good for you, sweetness. I promise.”
She looks at me with desire-filled eyes and smiles, “I trust you. I trust you both.” Hearing her say that confirms on yet another level that she’s ours. She’s known us a week and she trusts us to do what’s best for her. And Yara isn’t some airhead who’ll do anything just to get a man.
When this day started, I would’ve never believed we’d be claiming her. I thought she’d written us off since she stayed away from us all weekend. I shudder when I think of what would’ve happened to her if I hadn’t decided to take a run.
“What’s wrong?” she asks.
“You could’ve been killed today,” I whisper.
“But I wasn’t,” she says, her small hands cupping my face, “and you weren’t either. We were a team and after today, we’ll always be that.” I don’t realize tears have left my eyes until she gently wipes them from my cheeks. “Don’t worry. I got you.”
I feel a ball of emotion in my chest that I’ve never felt before. One so large it prevents me from speaking. I can do nothing but kiss her full lips, conveying my feelings with my lips and tongue. Her arms wrap around my neck as my hands cradle her ass. I feel like she’s crawled into my heart and taken up residency. Hell, she’s doing a full renovation inside it!
I can feel Cory’s fingers as they tweak her nipples. Yara moans in my mouth and I can smell she’s just as excited as we are to have this intimate experience with us both. There’ll be no tagging in and out this time. We’re both going to be in this from start to finish.
As I make love to her mouth with mine, I sense, more than see or hear, Cory kissing her shoulders. We took her long-sleeve top off earlier so now she’s in a tank top and bra. The aromas coming from her body are overwhelming my senses in a good way. I smell her natural scent that reminds me of fresh ginger. Her sweat, which is sweet and musky, and above all, her succulent pussy.
I smell her juices and I know she’s soaking wet in anticipation of what we’re going to do to her. I pull back so I can look into her eyes. They’re so expressive and full of… dare I say she’s looking at me like she loves me? I touch my forehead to hers and tell her how beautiful she is. Cory begins divesting her of her sneakers and pants as I talk.
I’ve never spoken such words to a woman. I’ve told plenty that they were hot or pretty but the words I say to Yara come straight from my heart. “You are everything to us, do you know that? There is nothing on this earth that’s better than you,” I breathe, “I love everything about you. You’re perfect.” Now it’s my turn to wipe away her tears.
“Any man who ever hurt you or made you feel like you weren’t enough was a fucking idiot,” I say and she gives me a watery laugh, “You’re ours and we’re going to love you exactly how you need us to.” She steps out of her pants and panties and as Cory stands, he pulls her tank top over her head. I unsnap her bra and my mouth waters as the scrap of fabric releases her full orbs.
I take a deep sniff of her, running my nose between her breasts up to her chin. This is exactly how I want her; sweaty and natural, not covered in that overly-sweet bullshit body wash that women love. My wolf loves how she smells right now and he can’t wait to get a piece of her. He’s been waiting for this; not patiently but waiting.
“Uh… do you guys change during sex?” she asks timidly.
Cory laughs, “Babe, this isn’t The Howling.” Him and those damn 80s movies! Does she really think we’d change while in the act? I can’t help but laugh too.
“Oh, whatever! I just wanted to know!” Yara says, giving us a mock pout.
“Oh, sweetness. We don’t transform during sex but we’re definitely going to beast fuck you,” I say, scooping her up in my arms and tossing her onto the bed. I don’t know how much time we have before that stupid motherfucker shows up but we’re not rushing our girl and we’re not going to make her feel like she’s performing a duty.
I crawl between her legs and latch onto her pussy. Now isn’t the time for Cory to get his practice in. After all this shit is over with he can munch on her cunt all he wants.
Practice makes perfect.
For now, I’m going to get her off with my mouth a few times while Cory does… whatever.




Chapter 41 Yara

Zeph eats pussy like he’s a food critic at a five-star restaurant. He savors it and I love how he shows reverence like he’s worshiping at a temple.
My temple.
He’s tonguing the fuck out of my labia and clit and it takes no time for me to cum. Before I can catch my breath, Cory is sliding his dick in my mouth. When did he even get on the bed and kneel over me?! I must’ve blacked out for a few moments because of Zeph’s magic tongue.
Whatever happened, I’ve got a tongue in my pussy and a dick in my throat. I’ve never felt so liberated in bed. I feel like I’ve surpassed the levels of my heroines’ freakiness in my books. I feel so wanted and desired that the headiness of this moment brings on another orgasm. Zeph pushes my thighs even further apart as he starts tossing my salad.
My body feels electrified. My bottom half is being catered to by Zeph and is in submission mode. My upper half is feeling dominant as I make Cory groan and moan with my oral skills. Is this what it’s going to be like being their woman? Their mate? If it is, I made the right decision!
Cory gently plays with my nipples as I suck his dick while Zeph roughly digs his fingers into my inner thighs as he gives me the best analingus of my life. The man’s mouth should be registered as a lethal weapon because it’s killing me softly and giving new meaning to the term ‘little death.’ This boy is going to have to resuscitate me if he keeps this up!
I close my eyes as I feel another orgasm building and the next thing I know, Cory is lying down on his back and I’m being pulled on top of him, straddling him. “It’s time, Yara,” he says. I feel my heartbeat speed up and he smiles, “It’s okay.” And deep within my heart, I know it is.
This is the first time in my life that everything feels right. There are no doubts in my mind and no inner voice asking me if I’m sure I’m doing the right thing. Oddly, my inner voice has been silent since the guys told me they were going to claim me. Maybe she knows I’m in good hands and doesn’t need to have me second-guess my moves anymore.
Cory grips his dick at the base and says, “Get on.” Say less, bro. Far be it from me to not sit on a hard dick that needs to be ridden! I subconsciously notice he’s not wearing a condom but I’m not worried about pregnancy since I’m on birth control. And he already explained they’re clean and I assume they can’t get STD’s anyway since they have hyped-up immune systems.
“Oh!” I impale myself on Cory’s man meat and am reminded that he’s got that incredible cone. I feel him stretch me as soon as I’m fully seated on him and it feels so good! He grabs my breasts in his hands and start kneading them gently. His eyes are so dark his irises look black. He’s that turned on.
I start grinding my pelvis in a clockwise motion, feeling him churn my insides like homemade ice cream. His thumbs graze my nipples, sending a delicious shiver through my body. I forget Zeph is there until I feel him moving around behind me. He grabs a handful of my hair and pulls my head back, exposing my neck to him. He starts kissing and nipping my skin with his teeth and I know he’s going to leave marks like he did on Friday. Those just started fading and he’s going to mark me all over again!
Why does that make me smile?
He kisses his way to my mouth and tantalizes my tongue with his before standing and offering his dick to me. It’s hard, leaking, and bobbing up and down… just like I like it. He feeds himself into my mouth and I’m thankful for my lack of gag reflex because he doesn’t stop until his balls touch my chin.
I would’ve never tried to suck all of him because I had no idea I could. Apparently Zeph knows my body better than I do because he didn’t hesitate this time. He must’ve been feeling me out when we were together before. He softly grinds his pelvis against my face, jostling his erection around inside my throat, while Cory grips my thighs and bucks upward into my slippery girl pocket.
The room is filled with moans and the sloshing sounds created by my upper and lower lips. Soon this room is going to smell like nothing but pussy, balls, and ass and I’ll enjoy every inhale of this beautiful thing that I’ve just created with my twins. Wow! I never thought of that combination as enjoyable but things have changed.
I’ve changed.
In the space of one week I’ve become a totally different woman. No, I’ve become the woman I was meant to be and I love her! I feel myself become emotional at this revelation. No longer will I allow anyone to make me doubt the gloriousness that is Yara Latavia Wright.
Zeph pulls out of my mouth with a wet pop and Cory stops moving. “Are you alright?” Zeph asks, looking down at me with concern written all over his face.
“I’m fine. It just hit me how right this feels,” I breathe, fighting back my tears. He leans down and kisses me softly.
“Are you ready to make this real?” he asks with his lips still pressed against mine. I nod. I’m worried about how they’re both going to fit inside me at the same time but I’m ready to find out.
Zeph slides off the bed and stands. Without breaking our connection, Cory follows suit, one of his steely arms wrapped around me to keep me in place. He stands and somehow I feel him deeper inside me than he was before.
Zeph stands behind me and Cory steps closer so my back is braced against Zeph’s hard chest. They maneuver my legs over Cory’s forearms and I wrap my arms around his neck, feeling like I’m holding on for dear life. I feel Zeph’s hands from behind as he spreads wetness from my pussy to my pucker while his brother spreads my ass cheeks for him.
“Just relax, sweetness,” he breathes into my ear, “I’ll be gentle at first.”
At first?!?!
I say a quick silent prayer that these two dicks don’t give me an episiotomy and try to relax as much as I can. Cory reclaims my lips and kisses me hard and deep as Zeph presses butterfly kisses along my shoulders. This feels so damn good…
Zeph presses the head of his dick to the tight ring of muscle guarding my forbidden hole and starts easing his way in. With Cory already diddling me on the front end I can’t tell where that pleasure ends and the pain Zeph’s inflicting begins. My lower body is a manifold of sensations: hot, cold, stinging, soothing, painful, pleasurable, full… yes, I definitely feel fullness.
Zeph’s fingers knead my nipples as he slowly sheathes himself. He groans and so do I, but for different reasons. I know this feels good to him but I still feel more discomfort than delight but he promised he’d make it feel good and I still believe him. In the meantime, I’ll enjoy Cory’s tongue in my mouth and Zeph’s fingers on my nipples.
I’m quickly learning that four hands are much better than two. Having doubles of all the things that bring me pleasure is going to spoil me. It’s good that this whole mating thing is forever because I’d be absolutely ruined for anyone else after this. I feel Zeph bottom out in my back end and I groan. He bites my earlobe and growls, “Whatever the fuck you’re thinking about, let it go and stay in the moment.”
Sir, yes sir!




Chapter 42 Cory

Yara’s cunt feels extra tight now that Z has finally made his way inside her. This is how it’s supposed to be! I already feel the link between us strengthening and once we bite Yara she’ll be connected to us just as strongly.
She’s comfortably wedged between us, her thick legs dangling over my forearms. Z and I work in tandem to bring her more pleasure than she ever thought possible. The claiming isn’t just about us completing our triad; it’s the unofficial wedding night. At least, it’s treated as such. The claiming bears much more weight than the traditional human marriage.
We don’t get divorced, no matter what problems arise.
I hear a soft “Omigod” leave Yara’s lips as we play her body like a finely-tuned instrument. I kiss her graceful neck and knead her fluffy ass cheeks as Z caresses her breasts. We alternate strokes; when I go in, he pulls out, and vice versa. Another time we’ll stroke her in synch but today we’re being as gentle as we can.
Her pussy is so wet. There must be some innate staying power at work because I should’ve cum by now. Yet, I haven’t and won’t until we bite her. I’ve never known the minute details of what happens during the claiming but I know our wolves will lead us. I don’t know how I know; I just know.
I feel like I’m sitting in an orchestra pit with the way sounds are magnified around me. My already keen sense of hearing is amplified times a hundred right now. I hear Yara’s breathing in my ear, the rasping of my tongue against her flesh, the way her slickness sloshes around my cock each time I thrust into her, and the rapid thumping of her heart.
“This. Feels. So. Good,” she whispers, “I’m cumming…”
I feel her sugar walls flutter around me and my wolf howls as my incisors lengthen. Looking at my brother is like looking in the mirror. His teeth have extended and his eyes are glowing gold and glazed over.
“It’s time,” I tell Yara, my voice sounding garbled. My wolf is now in control. Z chooses the right side of her neck and I the left.
“I’m rea—dy,” she breathes, her body jerking as she begins to climax. We sink our teeth into her flesh simultaneously and she jumps. “Ow!” Her painful exclamation is followed immediately with a guttural moan as her orgasm intensifies. Her pussy tightens around me like a tourniquet on a wounded limb and my wolf grumbles in my chest as my seed shoots deep into her womb.
Then, her walls give my cock a deep, almost painful clench and I pull my head back, a howl tearing from my throat. Z is right behind me, his howl exultant and profound just like mine. Our three bodies tremble as we cocoon Yara between us. She cups my cheek in one hand while reaching back and cupping the back of Z’s neck.
I lean in to touch my forehead to her and she slides her arm around my neck. Our warm gasps mingle as we all attempt to regulate our breathing. Sweat streams down Yara’s beautiful face and I can’t help but smile. We did that. “Your eyes…” she breathes.
“It’s my wolf,” my voice still sounding animalistic.
She smiles, “I think I like him.” She looks over her shoulder at Z, “Yours, too.” He nods in response. I know him… when his wolf is in control, there’s very little of the human present. Regardless, he’s not going to hurt our mate.
I need a shower.
I hear Yara’s thought and I smile. Our triad is now complete.
“You want help with that shower?” Z asks, his voice still a tad growly but sounding more human now. She turns her to head to look at him and he chuckles, “Yes, sweetness. We can hear your thoughts now, just like you can hear ours.”
“Wow! That’s… would it offend you guys if I call it weird?” she asks.
“No. It may take some getting used to but you’ll get it,” I reply, “and if you ever want us to mute it, just tell us.”
Her eyes widen, “You can do that?!”
I nod, “But if you’re ever experiencing extreme emotion we will feel it. There’s no hiding that.”
“And our wolves will also communicate in certain ways with you,” Z says, “But we’ll talk about that another time. Let’s get you cleaned up.”
His definition of ‘cleaned up’ is us tag-teaming Yara in the shower again. I use her mouth while he pummels her cunt. This coupling has nothing to do with tenderness. We’re marking her; essentially using her for our pleasure but she’s receiving just as much as we are, if her mewls and moans are any indication. I explode in her mouth and my knees buckle. I hear her laugh in my head and my wolf barks.
I’m onto you, mate! Don’t make me spank you later!
Her reply is as sassy as I expect. Promises, promises!
Oh, I’ll damn sure be fanning that round, sexy ass tonight! My palms twitch just thinking about it.
***
We go back to the lodge so Yara can change into fresh clothing. She decides to take another shower, solo, while he and I meet with our blood brothers. We have no idea when our old pack will show up but at least we know it won’t be anywhere near the lodge. We only have a few guests still here and they won’t be out on the trails as we’ve told them some wolves have been spotted.
Well, it’s kinda true.
We assist Slate with dinner since we plan to fuel up before the challenge. The atmosphere in the kitchen is somber. I’m not worried about Z beating Jeremiah. I’m worried about any other challengers who may want to get their chance because they know my brother will be weakened. Since there’s no interference allowed I wouldn’t be able to help Z if he needed it.
That’s my only worry. Oh, the second would be the fact that Yara insists on being present. We tried to talk her out of it but she wouldn’t budge. She said that since she’s our mate she has to represent by standing with us. Z told her he has no plans to take the mantle of Alpha and she still wouldn’t back down.
I can already imagine me being the mediator when the two of them butt heads because they’re both stubborn. I never expected she’d be a submissive mate and she proved me right. She went toe-to-toe with our hothead Alpha and won. I’ll have to make sure I buy her a nice gift for that! I think I know what I’m going to do for her, and I know she’ll love it!




Chapter 43 Yara

I jump out of my bed and pull my sneakers on. I pull my jacket on as I walk out the door, scurrying down the stairs. The mating must’ve given me a better metabolism or better muscles because I’ve never moved down a flight of stairs so quickly and effortlessly in my adult life, much less two!
So, there are some other perks to this besides the telepathic link?
And thank goodness for that or I wouldn’t have known they were about to sneak off and leave me behind. I heard them in my head and that’s what woke me up; they were trying to sneak out. I understand that they don’t want me to get hurt but I’m standing by my men and no one can tell me different.
They told me there is no interference allowed but I do have my switchblade in my back pocket. You never know, and if foster care has taught me anything, it’s always be prepared. I know my guys are formidable but who knows how many wolves are coming from their old pack. It could be hundreds!
I’m glad the rest of the guys are going because they’re all dangerous animals. Well, I don’t know how much damage Bach can inflict but I’m assuming he’s got some skills since he was in the Army. Back at the cabin he told me his animal is a fox. He’s the reason I was so amenable to talking to the twins.
After hearing him talk about them and how much they needed me; how major it is when they find their mates; and how they both saved him at different times while they were deployed overseas, I had to give them a chance. He was so earnest in his praise of them, even telling me how much he loved them and would give his life for them.
And now, we’re all going to stand beside them and I feel privileged to do so. I walk out the front door to see them piling into a large pickup truck. “Going somewhere?!” They all turn to look at me and I almost laugh at the ‘OOPS’ look on their faces.
“Yara—” Zeph starts.
“Don’t,” I say, walking down the stairs and holding my hands up for him to help me into the bed of the pickup. Cory sits in the cab with Tycho while the others are in bed. Their big bodies take up a lot of space so Zeph sits me on his lap. I wrap my arms around his neck and he leans into me.
No words need to be spoken because if he does I’ll probably bite his head off and I want him focused. I can’t believe he was trying to leave me behind!
Because I don’t want you to get hurt, my beautiful mate.
Hell, I’m going to need to learn how to block my thoughts. I don’t need them hearing mine 24/7.
I’d be hurt if something happened and I wasn’t there for you. His arms tighten around me.
You can’t interfere, so there’s nothing for you to do there, Yara.
I roll my eyes. I can cheer you on, you big furry macho man!
He laughs and Slate, Whit, and Bach look at us with confusion on their faces.
I could like that if you were in a cheerleader outfit with those big, juicy thighs hanging out. Then, I hear his wolf growl inside my head and I laugh. I’m glad he’s not bothered by this challenge. Zeph snuggles closer and I close my eyes. I just want to enjoy these moments with him before the craziness begins.
I feel so secure, and in ways I’ve never felt before. I always wondered how my parents could give me up like they did and I just knew it was because they thought I was an ugly baby. As an adult it sounds silly now, but as a kid thinking that, it made all the sense in the world. No one ever told me differently.
Knowing I was born to complete the lives of two men and that they were born just to love me… a girl could easily develop an ego because of that. My entire life has been up-ended and changed in a week. I don’t feel panicked or unsure and the old me would. I feel like a butterfly leaving the cocoon.
I can’t wait to tell Brenda I’ve found my forever home. I know she’ll be happy that I’m finally finding myself. It can only help my writing and I’ve already got ideas running through my head. Yeah… this is the change I needed.
The truck comes to a stop and I open my eyes. I know we have to be far into the property based on how long we drove and the number of trees around us. There’s a trail but it’s narrower than the one I was on earlier. The trees are so thick it’s nearly impossible to see anyone who may be hiding among them.
I hear Zeph sniffing the air and I look at him. They’re here. He gives a barely perceptible nod to the other guys and then raps on the back window of the cab. The hairs on the back of my neck stand up. I try to nonchalantly look around but I can’t see shit! Are they already in wolf form?!
The guys alight the truck and I start to follow suit until my men stand in front of the tailgate, blocking me.
Stay on the truck. Zeph’s voice leaves no room for argument.
Tycho has a handgun in the glove compartment. If shit gets hairy, shoot any motherfucker that comes your way! I hear the concern in Cory’s voice. He grabs me by the waist and sets me down on the ground. Then, Zeph escorts me to the passenger side of the truck and puts me in the seat.
“Look,” he starts, his stare intense, “if this doesn’t end like we want, I just want you to know that I—”
“Tell me when we get back to the lodge later,” I say, cutting him off. If my man is going to give me a declaration of love, I want to hear it while he’s deep inside me while we chill in the jacuzzi. That’s how I plan to tell them that I love them.
Zeph gives me a big smile so I know he just heard my thoughts. “I’m so tired of y’all already,” I laugh. He presses a hard kiss to my lips before closing the door. After throwing me a sexy wink he makes his way to the front of the truck.
The amount of swag that man has should be illegal. He saunters forward like he has no cares in the world. How does he do that? Cory stands to his right while the other guys stand a few steps behind them. Slate and Whit are to their left and Tycho and Bach are on their right. I can see just enough to have an idea of what’s happening.
About a minute after the guys post up, I see a woman and man walk from the treeline followed by—damn! There are at least twenty wolves there! And they’re huge! Not as large as Zeph’s wolf but still bigger than a regular wolf. I hear buzzing in my head and realize it’s murmuring voices. It must be the guys.
But… it’s more than Zeph and Cory. Can I hear the other guys too?! I start deep breathing to settle my mind so I can understand what they’re saying. There’s so much being said, or thought, at one time I can’t decipher it. Plus, their animals are also howling and growling!
“I didn’t know if you two cowards would show up!” The guy says. He looks to be about the same age as my guys with similar looks. He’s not as good-looking as they are and his frame isn’t as bulky. The woman standing next to him is a gorgeous brunette with tawny skin who looks to be maybe forty or so.
“The coward was your father showing up here to attack our mate!” Zeph replies.
The woman gasps, “You’ve mated?!” I watch her take a deep inhale before she smirks, “You have. It won’t change anything. The challenge continues as planned.”
“Jeremiah, Malachi and the others died because they trespassed on our land and threatened our mate. I’ve never wanted to be Alpha. There’s no need to fight me for it,” Zeph says.
“Yes, there is! You’re responsible for Aaron’s death! He was recovering until you came to the hospital!” the woman shouts, “You killed him! Then you killed his mate! Malachi and our pack’s three most vital protectors suffered at your hands! Will Jeremiah and I be next?!”
“That depends,” Zeph says coldly, “How many more lies have you told to get what you want… Mother?”
Holy shit! A lot makes sense now about the way he acts with women. Zeph’s got major mommy issues and not only that… the bitch is crazy.




Chapter 44 Cory

It hurts to know that Z was right about our mother. She reeks of fear and betrayal. I’m assuming the scent I’ve never encountered before has to be her treachery. Her calling us to the hospital last week was just part of her master plan. I suppose she needed someone as weak as Jeremiah to take over the pack so she can continue in a position of power.
Still, it doesn’t make sense. Did she do something to Aaron? If I had Spidey sense it would be tingling right now. I don’t doubt we’re all pawns in Coreen Gannon’s game.
“She’s using you, Jeremiah!” I tell my cousin. He shakes his head. “You won’t make it out of this! None of you will!” The wolves all growl at my words.
Jeremiah shrugs, “I trust Coreen! She wouldn’t lie to me!” He looks at her and smile and I’m sickened by the realization that she’s fucking him. Mom always knew how to get what she wanted.
“Fuck it!” Z says a moment before his beast bursts through his skin. I’m right behind him and we  charge toward our old pack members. This was never about an Alpha challenge. No one should be in wolf form other than Z and Jeremiah.
They came ready to fight!
I hear an ear-splitting high-pitched bark behind me and I know it’s Tycho’s black bear; he’s about to clean house. He is the most terrifying animal to see when he’s on a tear. I hope these wolves don’t do anything stupid because they’ll all die.
As of now, we’re going to force the challenge. If anyone attempts to try to pass us they’re going to wish they hadn’t. We form an arc, putting ourselves between the wolves and Z and Jeremiah. Mom backs up almost to the treeline, still in human form. I don’t trust her so I tell Bach to keep an eye on her.
Yes, that happened since we claimed Yara.
We can talk to our blood brothers through our telepathic link now!
We are a true family.
Jeremiah’s wolf finally appears and he immediately lunges at Z. My brother is great fighter, whether it’s grappling, boxing, or martial arts. Our cousin is no match for him. Even when we were kids no one could best my twin. I’d prefer him to make Jeremiah yield because he’s not a bad kid. He just caught up with the wrong woman and was spoon-fed lies.
Beat his ass and send him home. Give him time to think rationally and he’ll see that he’s needed by the pack. I watch Z and Jeremiah trade swipes with their large front paws. Seems like he may have already had the same idea.
I know, lil bro. And what about the deceitful bitch who birthed us?! My heart hurts to think I’ll never speak to my mother again but I don’t have a choice. She’d trade our lives for power and that’s unacceptable.
Fuck her! She’s dead to us. My words are final. There’s no coming back from this. I don’t know if she’ll go back to the pack or move on and I don’t care. As long as she never comes around us ever again.
The Great Lake wolves snarl and scratch the ground and it’s pissing me off! They’re being disrespectful as hell right now by marking our territory as theirs. We busted our asses to acquire this property and make it our own and now they’re defiling it!
I use our mind link to tell Bach to keep an eye on the fight while the rest of us handle the wolves. I was hoping for the best outcome but it’s going to get ugly. Traditional weres have no issue with spilling blood. It’s a sign of dominance and supremacy to them.
Jeremiah could’ve easily just taken the damn Alpha position but I guess Coreen coerced him into this. I will never call that woman Mom again. It’s sad that so many have fallen for her lies. I assume she told Malachi we were responsible for his brother’s death and like a fool, he came looking for revenge instead of checking the facts.
I don’t know what she said to make them believe we killed Aaron a whole week after we were at the hospital but it doesn’t matter now. All that matters is our survival.
With a growl I charge forward. It’s instant chaos as the four of us meet the wolves in a clash of teeth and paws. I bite my way through the first couple of wolves that I encounter. Although I feel teeth connecting with my flesh I feel no pain. I keep moving, cutting a swath through the army of wolves.
I smell and taste blood; feel it on my snout and paws. I even smell my own blood from where I’ve been scratched and bitten. Yet, I keep going. The air is filled with snarls, barks, howls, and yips as the melee continues. So far I’m holding my own and I know the others are. Tycho and Slate are huge and Whit is fast. The wolves don’t even know they’re on a suicide mission.
I check in with Z. Bro are you okay?!
I hear him laugh in my head. This pup’s got some spunk but he can’t run with the big dogs.
Hurry up and end this! I’m not going to run from this fight but I’ve always been a pacifist. Just because I’m defending my family and land doesn’t mean I’m enjoying this. To do this at our blessing rock is just insulting and once an example is set, we’re ending this craziness.
I hear a gunshot and I turn toward the truck. My heart drops. There’s at least a dozen men trying to get into the truck! Where did they come from?! I see Bach a few feet away fighting off three of them. His fox is no match for wolves. If they turn they’ll tear him apart.
Yara too!
Before I can move toward the truck I feel a paw swipe across my right shoulder, slicing my flesh open. Another wolf hits me from my left, sending me rolling. Then, they jump me before I can get back to my feet.
I hear another gunshot.
I have to get to Yara!
***
Zeph
I’m tired of playing with Jeremiah’s dumb ass.
Stop this. Take the Alpha position. I don’t want it. I know he can hear me. The link with the pack isn’t as strong as it once was but it’s still there.
He snarls. You’re not giving me the title. I’m taking it from you.
This idiot! You’ve been lied to, Jeremiah. This will only end one way. Please, cousin. Don’t make me kill you. I’ve never tried to avoid a fight in my life and he’s making it hard to do that.
Like you killed my parents and my uncle?
A gunshot rings out behind me and I know it’s Yara. Jeremiah takes the opportunity to attack. I feint left and his teeth miss my shoulder. At the same time, someone else slams into my from the right, dazing me.
I’m surrounded by four wolves. So… this isn’t a challenge any longer?
Cool. Just more for me to get rid of.
As they converge on me I hear another gunshot, then Yara’s voice in my head.
Something’s wrong!




Chapter 45 Yara

I clutch Slate’s gun to my chest as I watch the fight begin. Zeph’s wolf is larger than Jeremiah’s but his is still intimidating. I’ve been keeping one eye on the fight and the other on the crazy woman. She’s still standing in the treeline, smiling almost maniacally once the second fight starts between the other guys and the wolves.
What the fuck is wrong with her?!
Her sons could die and she looks happy about it. The bitch started all of this so I guess she is happy. I feel disgust deep in my chest and it’s almost painful.
“Put the window up and lock the doors!” Bach commands from where he stands a few feet away from the truck. I do as he says and a few seconds later a group of men come from nowhere and starts attacking him. He quickly dispatches two but that still leaves three of them.
He’s holding his own well enough but those guys are just as big as he is. I lower the window enough to stick the muzzle of the gun out and take aim. I can at least level the playing field for him. I pull the trigger and one of the men falls to the ground and grabs his thigh. I see his eyes flash gold and I quickly roll the window back up.
My heart is about to beat out of my chest. I’ve never shot anyone and I never thought I would. But this guy is fucking with my family. I finally have a family of my own and nobody’s going to mess that up! Nausea rolls over me and I see pinpricks of lights flashing before my eyes.
Now is not the time to faint!
Suddenly, a gang of men jump on the truck. Some on the hood, some in the bed. I even hear someone scrambling on top of the cab. I grip the gun so hard my fingers hurt! A few hours ago I was blissfully happy and now I’m praying I make it to see tomorrow.
I hear a jumble of voices in my head and I feel my eyes prick before hot tears start coursing down my cheeks.
They’re still coming!
Bach needs help!
I can’t get up!
There’s too many!
Somebody get to Yara!
The small back window is forced open and a hand reaches in, grabbing a handful of my hair. I scream and beat at the hand with the gun. He still doesn’t let me go. I have no choice but to shoot him. He hollers out and I cough from the gunshot fumes.
Something’s wrong!
I pray someone heard me.
The passenger window shatters behind me and I feel myself being roughly pulled out of the truck. Things are happening so fast my hands fumble with the gun and I end up dropping it. I feel my arms being restrained and I scream until someone slams an open palm against my mouth.
My ears ring and I feel lightheaded. My stomach roils and I wish I could throw up on this bastard. He’s a big man; dark like Zeph and Cory. Maybe he’s a relative?!
“Please don’t do this!” I say, trying to appeal to his sense of decency. “I’m an innocent woman!”
“You’re their whore!” their mother snarls, stepping into view, “and you’ll die with them!” Her eyes flash gold and I know she’s on the verge of letting her wolf go.
I don’t care.
“You fucking bitch!” I scream, “go to Hell!”
She throws her head back and laughs. I want to scratch her damn eyes out! She tsks, “You’ve got to admit, I played this well. I always have a Plan B. I know Jeremiah can’t beat my sons, but he kept on insisting he wanted to run the pack. Once he’s dead, it defaults to me.”
“Not if Zeph doesn’t name you Alpha,” I say, “and I’m sure that won’t happen.”
“Look around, little girl,” she says, “They’re outnumbered. None of them are going to make it out alive. Now, do I look like I need my son to do anything for me?” I look over and I see more wolves have appeared out of nowhere and the guys are fighting earnestly.
“Like fucking roaches when the lights come on,” I slur through my swollen lips with a mocking laugh, “Eat my ass, you lowlife.” She slaps me and I scream as I feel her sharp claws tear through my cheek. The men holding my arms throw me to the ground and I land face first in the grass.
The mother from Hell laughs as she stands over me, “Don’t worry… I’ll let you watch them die before I kill you.” I feel the wetness of my blood on my face and I hate her even more now. I’m going to be scarred for the rest of my life because of this bitch.
My body hurts so much I can’t get my limbs to move so I can stand. I can’t even get my switchblade out of my pocket. The hell with it! I’ll crawl if I need to! If I can just get to the gun I can at least end that psychotic twat and maybe it’ll stop this mayhem. I’m not a killer but if someone has to die today I can’t allow it to be me or any of the guys!
Dammit!
Not only does my body hurt but my face is on fire! I feel the pinpricks at the backs of my eyes and I know more tears are coming. I squeeze my eyes to quell them. I need to be strong!
I watch her climb up onto the bed of Slate’s pickup truck so she has a bird’s eye view of the fight. Why couldn’t I have been born an eagle? I’d swoop down and peck her damn eyes out! I feel a giggle bubbling up in my throat before another sharp pain wracks my body.
The cacophony of animal sounds seem like it’s getting louder and louder as I lie on the ground. It feels like the growls and barks rumble through my body as I force myself to come to my knees. Each movement of my body feels like I’m crawling on an electrified fence.
Somebody help me!
I cry out in my mind to the guys but I only hear static in my head. There’s nothing there but white noise. Why can’t I hear them?!
Get up. I hear a woman’s voice in my head that overtakes the static. Who the hell is that? I see Mommy Dearest still on top of the truck so I know it’s not her. She wouldn’t be telling me to get up anyway.
I try to stand and my legs falter. The pain coursing through me doesn’t allow me to straighten my limbs.
Get up! The voice is more insistent but I can’t get up. My limbs feel frozen!
I can’t! I answer in my head. Help me!
WE need you! Let go. Let the anger guide you!
I grit my teeth against the pain. Let go?! Why should I—
Another surge of pain cuts through my body.
Why do the trees look yellow?




Chapter 46 Zeph

I’m trying to fight my way to Yara but wolves keep popping up from nowhere, it seems. She said something’s wrong and the wolves are keeping us from her. When I get my hands on Coreen I’m going to rip her apart! I snap my jaws closed on Jeremiah’s neck and swing my head back and forth, wrenching the rest of his life force from his body.
I warned him this would happen and he wouldn’t fall back. I don’t relish killing my cousin but it’s me or him and I’ve got a mate to spend the rest of my life with. I toss his carcass aside as another wolf attacks. I see Yara being held between two guys and I lose my shit. Her eyes are wide with fear.
Using my size and strength, I tear through each wolf that comes at me. I’m at least one hundred feet or so from the truck and I realize we were getting pushed back so Coreen could get to Yara. She’d kill her just to punish me and Cory. I know she would.
That’s not going to happen!
More wolves fly toward me but the majority are battling my brothers off to my right. Where did all the wolves come from? Did our old pack expand that much since we left twelve years ago? I can hear them in my head so I know they’re still alive.
It’s up to me to get to Yara!
I have to save my mate!
Our mate!
This isn’t the time to nitpick! I chuff at my beast in annoyance. At this point my body is battered and bloody and I can only see out of my right eye. It’ll take at least eight hours for me to heal completely from this trauma but at least I’ll be around to do it.
And then I’ll make love to my mate. Our mate… And spoil her for the rest of our lives. 
After fighting through another onslaught I look to see Yara on her hands and knees on the ground. One side of her face is bleeding profusely and she looks like she’s struggling to get up. I look to my brothers and I see them all squaring off with multiple wolves.
I let out a howl that comes from the depths of my soul. It’s borne of anger and frustration because these motherfuckers are keeping me from my mate! I see Yara’s head lift and—
Her eyes flash gold in the twilight.
My wolf howls again! This time it’s as if everyone not only hears the dominance but feels it too. All movements cease at once as if this battle is nothing more than a choreographed dance.
“NOOO!” I hear Coreen shriek at the top of her lungs.
I’m the alpha, bitch! I know she hears me because she looks directly at me. The ugly sneer on her face will be gone as soon as I can make my way to the truck. It’ll hurt a very small part of me to kill her but she’s a cancer and has been since my father died.
I howl a third time and I feel my shoulders widening. My bark is thunderous and I feel my beast stand up. He’s not taking over as I’ve allowed him in the past; it’s like he’s becoming less of a part of my conscience and more of my waking self. There is a sensation of power radiating through me that I’ve never felt before and I feel my wolf getting taller.
The wolves nearest to me whine as they hump their backs and tuck their tails between their legs as a show of submission, while the others turn their heads to the left or right, baring their necks to me. This isn’t the life I want or the reverence I need but in this moment my wolf is doing what needs to be done to squash this.
Yara’s confusion was driving him mad and I felt him clawing away inside my brain because he knew she was shifting. Thank God he knew what to do to bring these bastards to heel because I didn’t.
“No, you idiots! Get up! He’s not your Alpha!” Coreen shouts, her voice taking on the growl of her wolf. A moment later her beast bursts through her skin, letting loose a mournful, yet angry howl.
She wants to challenge us!
Cory comes to stand next to me as the wolves clear a path for our mother to walk down. She jumps down to the hood of the trunk and howls again. She is formidable in her own right, being over one hundred years old. She’s got strength and cunning that made her one to fear in our old pack.
I’ve never feared her, though.
She jumps to the ground, baring her teeth as she walks toward us.
Mother, stop this! I hear Cory say in my head. Although I want to tell him to shut his fucking mouth, I don’t. If he wants her to live he better convince her to stand down. As soon as she crosses the imaginary line I’ve drawn in the sand I’m going to treat her like any other wolf that’s a threat to my life and my mate.
I hear another howl that surges through my body. Every neuron in my brain feels charged; every molecule of my body is electrified. There are a jumble of words going through my head from Cory and our blood brothers but only one makes sense to me:
Luna!
Coreen looks over her shoulder just as a large, pecan-colored wolf tackles her.
Our mate! My wolf is beyond proud of Yara and so am I!
Not only did our mating bite give her the ability to transform, but she’s handling our mother like the badass that she is. It almost feels like I’m watching a movie. The two wolves roll for a couple of feet in the grass before coming to a stop with Coreen on top of Yara.
She goes for our mate’s neck but Yara is able to push her off. Of course, Coreen lands on her feet and lunges as Yara is coming to hers. They clash; both women nipping and swiping at each other’s flesh. I can feel the anger emanating from Yara’s wolf and I try to use our link to tell her to calm down but I’m blocked out.
My wolf will have a talk with her phone as soon as possible. Fighting with emotion can get her killed. Not that we’d allow that to happen. Besides, she’s holding her own for a first-time shift. Mother has skills. Granted, we don’t know everything about Yara. She could do MMA fighting on the side for all we know!
Yara catches her off-guard when she drops her body to the ground and swats Coreen under her jaw, drawing blood. She yips and jumps back before Yara can inflict any more damage. They size each other up for a few seconds and Coreen swings one of her large paws at Yara’s snout.
Our mate surprises us all. She catches the paw between her jaws and crunches down. We hear something break and Coreen howls in pain. She uses the tip of her snout to butt Yara in the eye and she lets the mangled paw go. As Coreen tries to hobble away Yara jumps on her back and bites down on the scruff of her neck.
She’s going for the kill!




Chapter 47 Yara

Everything around me is in shades of blue and yellow. I can hear every single thing in the woods that is making a soft and I smell so many things I can’t even discern what they are. All I know is one minute I was in horrible pain and the next I felt… I felt an indescribable sense of reawakening come over me.
I felt a jubilation I’d never felt in life, no matter how hard I tried to reach it. There was a new sense of self-awareness as if I was meeting myself for the first time. In my mind I saw several threads form, all different colors, representing my new ties to my mates and their blood brothers; now my blood brothers.
I didn’t think to put two and two together because my men told me there was no history of a human woman being transformed by the mating bite. I don’t know whose voice I was hearing in my head but she helped me get through it.
And my fury led me to this point:
With my jaws around this bitch’s neck.
I’ve never felt so enraged in my life! Part of me can’t believe I’m about to end a life but she planned on having us all killed and she clawed my face open! When Zeph tried talking me down through our telepathic link I muted him.
None of my heroines would leave an enemy behind so I won’t either. Yeah, this is real life and not fiction and that’s exactly why I’m clenching my jaw for all I’m worth. I finally found the life that I want; the life that accepts who and what I am and I’m not letting anyone destroy that.
Mommy Dearest struggles and tries bucking me off but I’m locked on her ass. I’m not letting go until she stops moving. This level of anger frightens me and I hope to never feel it again. I feel her blood flood my mouth; metallic and cloying. Ironically, it doesn’t bother me at all.
I’m feral and hellbent on dealing death tonight!
Her body shudders as she takes her last breath. I swing my head from side to side to ensure she’s dead. When she doesn’t move again, I fling her body as far away from me as I can. Then I let loose a howl that makes my own ears ring before taking off in a sprint toward the trees.
I have no control over my wolf.
I’ll admit it feels damn good to be running through nature like this. My body feels so powerful and all my senses have been sharpened. I’m not in love with the fact that I’m seeing everything in shades of blue or yellow but since I’ll hardly ever be in this form it’s not a big deal.
In fact, none of this is a big deal and it should be.
I turned into a freaking wolf!
I don’t know if this beats being an eagle but how many women can say they went on vacation, met two amazing men that love her, and then turned into a wolf?! I allow myself to enjoy every moment of this; feeling my paws sink into the soft ground as I whip past bushes and low tree branches.
Ooh! I just thought about something…
Will we have sex as wolves? Is that a thing?
No, it’s not. I hear Zeph in my head right before he tackles me from behind.
What the hell?! He wraps his limbs around me to protect me as we roll until we’re stopped by the trunk of a small tree. He grunts as his back makes impact.
The next thing I know we’re both in human form, staring at each other.
“What happened?” I asked, my mouth feeling like cotton.
“You shifted,” he says, breathing hard.
“No. I know that. I mean, why did you just jump on me?” I clarify.
“Because you were running back toward the lodge,” Cory says, walking up to us, “We couldn’t let that happen.”
“I didn’t even realize I was going there,” I admit, “I was just running.”
“Okay, Forrest Gump,” Zeph says, pressing a kiss to my forehead, “No more running for now. Let’s get back to the cabin. I need to make a phone call.”
“And we need to get you cleaned up,” Cory says, holding his hand out for me. He pulls me to my feet and kisses me, “And get you something to drink. Your dry mouth is… whew!”
“Oh, ha ha ha!” Neither of us mentions the fact that my mouth was just filled with his mother’s blood. “Uh… what happens now?” We begin walking and I wish I was still in wolf form. I feel every damn rock and twig on this path, which really isn’t an official path. Just my luck I’ll step on something the wrong way and my Morton’s Neuroma will start acting up!
“You don’t have to worry about that,” Cory says, “When you shift, any health issues you have go away.”
“Seriously?!” I look at him and I can see him so clearly it’s as if the sun is still shining. Okay, I like this a lot. I can ditch my glasses now! Bye-bye astigmatism!
“Yes. You can still be injured but you’ll heal faster than other humans now.”
“You guys are pretty beat up,” I point out, “How long will you take to heal?”
“We’ll be fine by tomorrow morning,” Zeph speaks up from behind us, “but we can still make love tonight.” Of course that’s where his mine is. “I mean, only if you’re up for it. I know a lot happened today that you have to process.”
“Why don’t we shower and get something to eat first, then see what happens?” I suggest. I wonder if they know I plan to be all over them tonight, because my wolf is definitely saying some nasty shit to theirs!




Chapter 48 Cory

The next morning, it’s business as usual for me. I head to the lodge after breakfast to work on the books and do some more admin work. I also need to get moving on converting my cabin into a workspace for Yara. Since mine is the more utilitarian of the two, she’ll use mine for her new office and we’ll all live at Z’s place. There’ll be some renovations done there but he’s already done a lot to make it a very comfortable and updated space.
I left the other two-thirds of the triad in bed. After a very playful night they decided to sleep in. Z was definitely in a lot worse shape than I was and Yara wanted to stay with him to pamper him today. I could’ve stayed but I wanted them to have some time together. He’s still feeling guilty about how things went down.
He feels he could’ve been more proactive when we found out Aaron had died but it seems our mother already had her plans in motion. What’s so sad about the situation is Z could’ve, and would’ve, named Jeremiah as the new Alpha had he not been so hellbent on fighting over it. Mom… Coreen, could’ve been his Luna and nobody would’ve had to die.
Instead, she was her usual selfish self and neither she nor Jeremiah won. We gave the old pack the option of burying them here or taking their bodies home, along with the others that didn’t make it. They opted to bury them here, so we’ll be having the appropriate services for them later today in the northernmost section of our land.
Nan, the new Alpha of the Great Lake Pack, will stand beside us at the burial. She was here the whole time, pretending to go along with Coreen’s scheme. She and the other females of the pack were on standby. They were going to be the third wave; coming in to finish us off once the males had weakened and injured us.
Instead, they stayed back while Nan connected with Yara, urging her to transform. I don’t know how she did it and she’s not saying. There have been rumors for years that she dabbled in ‘natural magic’ but I don’t know. All I know is she had our back and now she can lead the pack in the right direction.
We gave anyone who didn’t agree with her taking over the choice to walk away and only a few left. It wasn’t surprising since they were older males who felt women should never be in positions of authority. I shake my head. Good luck to those fools. Any man who doesn’t allow himself to understand the power of women needs to be on their own.
There’s a knock on the office door. “Come in!” I call. The door opens and Yara’s friend Celeste timidly pokes her head in.
“Good morning,” she says cheerfully.
“Good morning! How are you?” I ask, motioning for her to sit. She takes one of the chairs in front of the desk. “What can I do for you? Your accommodations are okay?”
She nods, “They’re fine. I still can’t believe I won that. I love everything about the room.”
“Good.” She’s quiet and looks like she’s got things on her mind. I don’t rush her to speak. Finally, she starts talking.
“I was wondering if you needed… uh…” she falters before clearing her throat, “I’m looking for a job. Are you hiring? I can do housekeeping. I can help in the kitchen or even the grounds.”
“It takes a lot to keep the lodge running,” I tell her, “It’s a lot of hard work.”
“Don’t let this body fool you,” she says, “I can do hard work.” She’s all of 5’-nothing and looks like she’s not even one hundred pounds.
“What do you have experience in?” I ask.
“Well, I used to work in a bookstore,” she says, “I love to read.”
“Hmmm… I may have something for you.” Her face lights up, “Give me a few days to work it out and then I’ll get back to you.”
She stands and holds her hand out for me to shake, “Thank you so much! I appreciate it.”
“No problem. Now, go have some fun or relax,” I say. I hate to see any woman worried about how she’s going to live. I don’t know her story but she always seems kinda sad when I see her. I’m glad to have put a smile on her face. Now, let me get to work so I can put a smile on my mate’s face.
***
Two weeks later I’m ready to show Yara the surprise I’ve got for her. The lodge has been pretty vacant but we’re gearing up to start seeing families coming through in about a week for the Christmas holiday. I’ve been falling back a little, allowing Yara and Z to bond on the level where she needs him most.
Sexually, he’s brought his A-game. It’s the nurturing and what he calls ‘the sensitive shit’ that he needed to work on. He’s doing well and talking more about the things he’s kept inside for a long time. I always knew if he could start healing that childhood trauma he’d be the mate he never thought he could be.
As he’s worked on areas where he was weak, I’ve done the same thing. The only thing I needed to improve was my sex game. It was pretty good out the gate but I wanted to be just as good as my twin. Yara was more than happy to teach me all the ways to make her cum.
Currently, I’m eating her pussy like she’s my very last meal, and she’s letting me know how great it feels. I’m sure all the woodland creatures are scurrying away thinking it’s the end of days by the way Yara is screaming.
I love every second!
I feel my incisors lengthen and I gently prick her inner thigh. We’ve found that it makes her squirt like a geyser and today I’m not disappointed. She cums and I gulp her juices like a top-shelf cocktail. This is my favorite part of making love. Being bathed in her sweet juices always makes me climax.
At first I thought that was weird but she assured me anything that happens between us is natural and I should always follow my instincts. Knowing she was okay with my style not being the same as Z encouraged me to be free with her in bed and our lovemaking is always spectacular. When the three of us are in bed it’s hot enough to make the cabin combust!
I’m really going to love being mated to this woman forever.
***
After dinner, Z and I escort a blindfolded Yara to my old cabin.
“You know you guys didn’t have to do anything special for me. You’ve given me everything I’ve ever wanted,” she says, “and then some.”
“And there’s plenty more to give you, sweetness,” Z says. We stop at the front door and I remove the blindfold.
“Nice door,” she says with a smile. The wooden door has a mural of her painted on it.
“Open it,” I direct. She opens the door and gasps in delight.
“Omigod! This is for me?!” she asks, looking at Z and then me.
“All for you,” I say, pulling her close and kissing her lips, “You need your own space.” Z moves in close to pin her between us. He kisses her neck.
“Ahem!” We break apart. Celeste gives us a small wave.
“Hey! What are you doing here?” Yara asks.
“I’m your new beta reader and assistant,” Celeste says, “Surprise!”
“You’re staying?!” Yara is so happy she’s bouncing up and down on her toes. Celeste nods and opens her arms as Yara quickly crosses the floor to hug her.
“This is so awesome! Girl, we’re going to have so much fun working together!” she gushes.
“Come and check out your office.” Celeste says.
“Our office,” Yara says as she takes Celeste’s hand. They make their way around the room, looking at every piece of equipment there is. I’m glad I was able to find the highest-quality furnishings and electronics possible on such short notice.
“Are you happy?” I ask. Yara practically leaps into my arms and peppers my face with kisses.
“Extremely!” she answers.
“So now you’ve got everything you wanted,” Z says.
“Well… there’s one last thing,” she says with a smile.
Whatever it is, it’s hers.
Our mate.
The End.
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Epilogue



Yara
Me and my guys hike up about two hundred feet elevation into the Tetons. They won’t take me any further my first time because of the snow, even though my lungs and legs have all the stamina since my transformation. Yesterday they gifted me with a beautiful new office and today I’m fulfilling one last wish. I feel like I’ve got everything I want and I need to dot the I.
Once we reach the ideal spot the three of us carefully step up to the ledge. Well, we’re about three feet from the ledge because I’m not trying to slip. My healing factor has multiplied but I’m pretty sure death is still final.
The day is gorgeous. The air is crisp and the reds, oranges, and yellows of the leaves make the perfect backdrop to this moment. In less than a month’s time I’ve found the loves of my life and rediscovered myself. I’ve found my forever home and a renewed motivation for writing.
I’ve yet to hear my guys tell me they love me although they show me in everything they do. I know they do because of the fated mate thing but how do they feel about me since getting to know me? I think I’m a pretty cool woman. I’m fun, somewhat humorous, and I’m down for new adventures.
I don’t know why I’m having these doubts and afraid to ask them directly. Maybe I’m afraid to hear that they love me because they can’t help themselves. One thing I have mastered is blocking them from my thoughts; when I have moments like these I can experience them alone. They do love hearing my thought process when I’m writing, though. A few times they’ve come to my office and literally carried me away after listening to me work my way through a sex scene.
“Yara, before we do whatever it is you want to do up here, we need to say something,” Zeph says. I turn around to face them and find them both on one knee, and both holding a black velvet ring box.
My hands fly to my throat in shock and for once, I’m at a loss for words.
“Yara, you’re everything to me,” Cory starts and I immediately become emotional, “I always knew we’d find our fated mate but I never thought she would be so incredible. You’re more than I ever dreamed of and I’m blessed to have your love. I love you so much and I want to make you happy every day for the rest of our lives.”
“Showoff!” Zeph says, giving him a mock glare. He looks at me and clears his throat, “Sweetness, from the first moment I laid eyes on the woman who belonged to that Heavenly scent I knew I’d never want anyone else. You are beyond beautiful inside and out. You taught me so much about being a real man and I feel confident in taking care of you in the way you deserve. I love you more than words can say and I’m a better man because of your love.”
The emotions break through and tears of joy begin coursing down my cheeks.
“Yara Wright, will you marry us?” they ask in unison. My heart feels like it’s about to burst from happiness as they stand and start walking toward me.
“Of course! Yes! Yes! And hell yes!” I shriek. They cocoon me between their bodies, something I’ve found they love doing. Zeph is at my back and Cory stands in front of me. He kisses me tenderly just the way I like. Then, I turn to Zeph and he practically inhales my internal organs through my mouth. Also just the way I like.
Between these two, I’ve got the perfect man. I love both personalities and they always seem to know which one I need at any given time, or when I need both. Why don’t all women have two men?! I love the juxtaposition with Cory’s nerdy consideration and Zeph’s crass devil-may-care attitude. It’s exactly what I needed in my life.
They keep me guessing.
Zeph takes me hiking and on runs when I feel my wolf itching to get out while Cory gives me massages and reads to me in the evenings. I introduced him to the author Xavier Neal and like me, she’s now got Cory in a chokehold.
We’re enjoying getting to know each other better and how to move as a triad. We talked and kids are off the table for at least six months. I want to be a mother but I’m thinking of making some major moves with my career and I want to able to be 100% available to our children for at least the first year of their live. Or, as they say, cubs.
They both slide the rings on my ring finger. Cory’s is a pink sapphire band and Zeph’s is platinum with engraved hearts. I love them both!
“Now, why did we bring you up here again?” Zeph asks, “Other than to propose.”
Each of them take one of my hands and we walk closer to the ledge. “This is something I said I’d do one day and today is that day.” I face forward and yell at the top of my lungs, “THERE IS ONLY ONE YARA WRIGHT AND SHE IS A RAVISHING ENCHANTRESS!”
A few seconds later I hear my echo repeat the sentiment and I feel like I’ve come full circle.
I am as majestic as an eagle…
Actually, more.  
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