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Chapter One






The man had a body made for battle, all strong bones, long lines, and powerful muscle. His axe swung over his head and came down with a thwack on a huge chunk of wood. Every movement showed the powerful flex of his back and upper arms. Birds twittered in nearby trees but she barely heard them. The scenery was far too distracting. He paused for a moment to push his dusky blond hair away from his face, perspiration glistening on his skin. 

She wondered what it would be like to be with a man like that, to have the freedom to touch him as much she liked, to have those arms around her, his bare skin brushing against her body, that magnificent chest pressed against her breasts… 

Kaitlyn had never dreamed watching someone chop wood could be so compelling. She could stay here all—            

“Kaitlyn Isabella Gannet.”

Kaitlyn jerked her head up to stare into her sister’s eyes. Immediately the sounds of the coffee shop filled her consciousness like air into a vacuum. Voices murmuring. Cups clinking. Espresso machine whirring. She grimaced. “Ugh. Don’t do that. You sounded like Susan.” 

And just like that, she was in a thronged downtown Chicago coffee shop, the scent of espresso replacing the fresh smell of forest. She was back and he was gone. How depressing. 

            Paige’s lips parted in a mischievous smile “I know. Gotcha. Where were you just then? I’ve been saying your name for the last two minutes. I feel like I’m having coffee by myself.”

            So she’d pulled the old sound-like-Susan. Kaitlyn shuddered. Even the memory of their stepmother could give her the shivers. She shrugged and shot a smile at Paige. “Just distracted, I guess. Daydreaming.” 

            “About what?” 

            “Uh.” She ducked her head and took a sip of coffee. Nearly cold. “Work.” 

            It was a lie. It was a lame lie. Daydreaming about work? Guilt filled her for fibbing, but no way was she going to tell Paige the truth. Her sister would take her to the emergency room right away and, while Kaitlyn wasn’t sure she actually shouldn’t go to the emergency room, she didn’t want that. The doctors might admit her to the psych ward and make her two fantasy men go away. 

            She knew she was probably going insane. The problem was that insane was a nice place to be. Nice enough Kaitlyn was considering relocating forever. 

            “Daydreaming about work, huh? Wow.” Paige tipped her cup back, draining her café mocha. “Your daydreams are boring, sis. You need a vacation. Some sand, a piña colada. We could take off for the Bahamas for a few days or something. You could start writing that book you’re always talking about.” 

            Her sister had been nagging her to take a vacation for a while now. After her divorce, Kaitlyn had thrown herself into her career headfirst. “Are you kidding? I have three projects due within the next month.” She glanced at her watch and jerked with surprise. “Speaking of, I need to get back.” Scooping up her paper to-go cup, she made for the door.

“Caroline invited us for dinner on Sunday,” Paige called after her. 

Kaitlyn waved a hand at her, clutching her tote under one arm as she opened the door. “I’m in…as long as Susan isn’t there.” She shot one last smile at her sister and burst into the bright sunlight, hurrying across the square to the office building where she worked.

Paige’s office was just a couple blocks over. When Kaitlyn could grab the time, they went for lunch or coffee at noon. Caroline, their other sister, worked clear on the other side of town, but they saw her often. They were close, the three sisters. Only a year apart, they were all very different in personality, but surviving their childhood had made them best of friends.

She wished she could tell her sisters about the strange forays from reality she’d been taking lately. She’d called it a daydream, but that was far too mild. It was a little more like being sucked, mind, body, and soul into a dream for a few minutes. Every time it happened, it was too short. They were a little like blackouts, except with sound and pictures. Lovely, wonderful moving pictures of two incredible men…

Shivering at the memory of the wood chopping daydream in the coffee house, she pushed open the door of her building.

Entering the elevator, she found herself shoulder to shoulder with Evan, who worked in accounting at the software development company she worked at. 

“It’s a hot one out there today, huh?” said Evan, smiling. 

Oh, great, small talk. She forced a smile. “Yes, yes, it is.” 

Silence. The elevator music soothed them with soft jazz. Wow, it took a long time to get to the sixty fifth floor.

Evan cleared his throat and turned toward her a little. “I was wondering if you were busy tonight, Kaitlyn. There’s a—”

Oh, no.

“I can’t.” She blurted, and then froze, realizing how rude she’d sounded. Evan was a nice guy, good looking too. He wasn’t married, or obnoxious, and it really was time she got back to dating. Yet… “I’m sorry. It’s not you. You’re an awesome guy. I’m just really into my work right now.” 

Evan took a step back from her. He gave her a smile that didn’t reach his eyes. “No problem. It was just, you know, an idea. An…elevator pitch.” He laughed, but it sounded a little trembling. Nervous.

The car dinged, stopped, and let on another passenger. She and Evan moved to the back and Kaitlyn touched his arm. “Like I said, it’s not you, but I appreciate it.” 

“No problem.” But he wouldn’t look at her. 

Great. She felt like a total asshole now. Her sisters would kick her butt if they knew she’d just turned down a date with a suitable guy, too. 

The elevator doors opened and Evan scooted out as fast as he could. Kaitlyn exited slowly, letting Evan get the distance from her that he so clearly needed, and found her office, closing the door behind her. All she wanted was to lose herself in work. Drown in it. If she couldn’t be locked in those amazing daydreams all day, she wanted to be completely distracted with something else. Something she knew. Something safe. Something she was good at. 

She worked into the early evening. Finally, after the sun had gone down and the office outside her door was dark, quiet, and the cleaning crew was working, she sat back in her chair and stretched. Time to go home to her empty, lonely apartment. 

Maybe it was time to get a cat. She sighed.

Closing her eyes, she tried to drift into that lovely dreamscape, but she couldn’t do it.  She could never invoke the daydreams on her own; they were always involuntary. A result, Kaitlyn was sure, of a life filled with stress. Not only was she swamped at work, but that nasty divorce had an emotional echo. She’d had to file a restraining order against a man she’d thought had loved her. So it was likely these little snatchaways she was having were probably her mind’s way of dealing with all the tumult in her life. Harmless…though their uncontrolled nature was strange. Worrisome, even. 

Her head told her she needed to seek help, but her heart jealously guarded every second she spent with the two men in her daydreams. Both of them were tall, ripped—one dark haired and one light. One of them was tattooed. There was something animalistic about the pair of them, something brutal…something wild. Yet she sensed they wanted nothing but to protect her. 

They just wanted her, every inch of her. Forever. 

She supposed that would be frightening if the men were real. But they weren’t real. They were a figment of her overstressed, overstretched, overworked imagination. So she was free to admire them whenever they sprang up. 

Neither of them had talked to her in her daydreams, or touched her. They were always doing something, forging iron, riding a horse, chopping wood, whatever. That was okay, looking at them was enough. It was like she segued into an alternate reality just for a couple minutes at a time, observed their life there, except both the men knew she was watching them. They looked her with such determination on their faces, such hunger. They wanted her. They both had claimed her as….

Ours. The word breathed through her office, spoken in a low, rough male voice.

Kaitlyn shot to her feet, every muscle in her body tight. Occasional mental vacations were all right, but hallucinating voices in her office was going too far. She stood frozen for a moment, trying to convince herself that she hadn’t just heard a disembodied male voice claim her as his, but she couldn’t do it. She’d heard that voice clear as if someone had been standing right next to her.

Maybe she needed help after all. 

“No.” She gathered her tote bags, stuffing in a few files she might want to look at before bed. “I don’t need help, I need Caroline. I need company. I need—” She groaned. “Now I’m talking to myself. That’s just great.” 

She raced out of the office, trailing loose sheets of paper behind her and nearly colliding with one of the cleaning people. All she wanted was to get to Caroline’s house. Her sister lived alone and would still be up; she wouldn’t mind her little sister dropping in for an unexpected visit. 

Kaitlyn shouldered her tote bag and mounted the stairs to the elevated L stop at Milwaukee and North, not far from her office, and walked onto the platform to wait for her train.

 This was an affluent area, yet she was still very aware of her surroundings. But even though it was well after dark in downtown Chicago, she wasn’t afraid. That’s what self-defense classes were for, classes she’d been taking with abandon since her former husband had gone wonky doodle. And pepper spray. No way was she going to be held captive by the fact she was a woman.

Ours. The voice drifted on the air, filling up the space around her. Just one voice, but more than one claim. The two men of her daydreams, she assumed.

Her eyes widened and she went stock still. A man sat on the metal bench near her reading a book. He didn’t budge. Seemingly, the voice was in her head. That was so not a good thing. 

Come to us.

“Come to you?” The words slipped out of her mouth before she could stop them, a gut reaction to the whispered request of one of the men who were only supposed to exist in her fevered, overworked imagination.  

The man on the bench shifted uneasily and glanced at her. 

A train sped by, blowing an empty drink container around the platform and buffeting her hair. Come to us, the voice breathed again. She turned to run away, off the platform, down the street, anywhere to escape the voices in her head, but she knew she couldn’t run from her own crazy. Maybe wonky doodle was catching.

Something tingled through her body. A pulling sensation tugged at her clothes. 

The train whipping in front of her seemed to speed up and grow longer. She looked down the track and couldn’t see the end of it; it was just one long stretch of blurry silver. Paper and trash buffeted around her feet. The air from the passing train became stronger, thrumming around her head and yanking at her clothing. She stepped back and saw that the man with the paperback was gone. Had he run away…or just vanished?

The wind grew stronger, roaring in her ears. The train sped impossibly faster. She turned to flee and she staggered to the side. Her tote slipped from her shoulder and dropped to the pavement. This was not right. This was not normal. 

Her vision became fuzzy. She dropped to her knees. Throwing back her head, she shrieked in fright, but the roar of the wind swallowed the sound, tossing it away like it was nothing. 

Blackness. Silence. Floating.

A couple moments later, her throat raw from screaming, and she lay on something soft and cool. She cracked her eyelids, letting in a flood of bright light. Her pupils weren’t ready for that. She pushed up and scrabbled backward, shielding her eyes with her forearm.

“Take it easy,” said a low, male voice. 

She whipped her arm down and blinked owlishly. The cool soft stuff was grass. The bright light was sunshine. The low, male voice came from…..

“Oh, my….god.” She must have had a psychotic break at some point, because one of the men from her daydreams was standing in front her, though this experience lacked the wispy, vague, removed quality that was always present. 

This was real. Real grass. Real ground. Real sunshine. 

Real man. 

She squinted up at him, drawing long, deep breaths into her lungs to stave off a panic attack. Had she leapt completely into insanity? She pushed to her feet. “What the hell is going on?” 

It was the dark haired one. He looked just as he always had—tall, broad, dark-haired, black tattoos snaking down his sinewy arms and crawling up his throat. Chocolate brown eyes that were deep and dark, full of mysteries she wanted to explore. A face as if chiseled from rock, not quite handsome, one cheek marked with a long, white scar. Full, expressive lips—lips that made a woman want to suck, nibble at; lips that made a woman think the most impure thoughts. She wondered what a man could do with a mouth like that.

His body seemed chipped from rock, just like his face, yet she bet his flesh was warm. She wanted to find out, wanted to explore the planes of his chest with her fingertips, trace over the ridges of his abdomen. She could spend hours exploring a body like his. 

He was, in short, her dream man. One of a matched set.

The man walked to her. “Kaitlyn Isabella Gannet.”

“Y-yes.” Then she understood that it hadn’t been a question. 

He knew her name.


He pulled her against his body. She was too shocked to do anything but let him. He was hard and warm and his arms felt good around her when she should have been terrified. His gaze held hers and her breath locked in the back of her throat. His head dipped suddenly and his lips caught her lips. His breath warmed her mouth, scented like the sweetest mint. His tongue slid into her mouth. Kaitlyn’s knees went wobbly and her spine turned to marshmallow. This man, whoever he was, had engaged every hormone in her body in under three seconds. 

She wanted him. No…she needed to have him. Now. 

For a moment, she struggled with one of the strongest, most primal instincts she’d ever had in her life. Sex. With this complete stranger. Right now. It wasn’t right, wasn’t safe, definitely wasn’t sane. She had to break this spell before she did something she’d regret in the long run. 

She reached into her pocket, drew her pepper spray and squirted him in the face, knowing she was close enough to get a little of it too.

White hot fire hit her eyes. They pushed away from each other, both coughing hard enough to break a rib. She scrambled away blind, her eyes burning and watering, trying to get as far from him as she could. 

“Stop,” came his low, commanding voice from behind her. 

“No way. I don’t know who you are or where I am.” She wiped her watering eyes and glanced behind her to find him on his knees, covering his face and groaning. Good. “Why did you bring me here?” She continued to move away from him, feeling her way forward, hindered by her blurry eyesight.

“I didn’t bring you. You were drawn.” He spoke with an accent she couldn’t place. “You came because you were meant to come. You belong here with us.” 

She stumbled, not understanding his words. Belong with who? Those two hunky guys from her fantastical daydreams? No way.

“Stop.” He sounded really close now.

She glanced behind her and saw that the pepper spray had apparently worn off. Her eyes still burned and she hadn’t even taken a direct hit. What was with this guy? He strode to her as if completely unaffected. Was he superhuman? She hastened as much as she could, but her eyes were still watering. Her shoe caught on a clump of weeds and she fell. Hard.


By the time she’d flipped to her back, he was looming over her. Through her burning eyes, she watched him extend a hand. “Don’t be afraid. Come with me.” 

Don’t be afraid, easy for him to say. He was ten thousand times her size. 

She narrowed her eyes. “Why?” The man was too gorgeous for words, but that didn’t make him trustworthy. 

“I am Lucas. You are my mate. Mine and Rafian’s. Ours. That’s why.” 

She stared at him, trying to comprehend what he’d just said. “Mate? What does that mean?” 

Lucas shifted impatiently. “Woman, I speak English very well. I learned it for you. You must know the meaning of the word mate.” 

She blinked through achy, reddened eyes. “Mate as in sex, or mate as in joined in some kind of….marital type arrangement?”

His teeth flashed white as he bared them, looking predatory for a moment. “Both. Lots and lots of…both.” 

 Kaitlyn’s mouth went dry. “Uhm. I don’t know what’s going on, but I’m a software engineer from Chicago. I have a career back there. I can’t go off mating with a couple strange men from—wherever this is.” 

His head lifted as if he heard a sound in the distance. All she heard were twittering birds. “We’re not safe here.” 

She glanced around at the lush forest that surrounded them. They were in a meadow dotted through with tall grass and daisies. All the scene needed were cavorting kittens. “What’s not safe about this place?” 

Not a millisecond after she’d muttered the sentence the sounds of shouting, horses, and men crashing through forest filled the air. Lucas’s gaze caught hers and held. Then he moved, leaping to the side almost faster than her eyes could track. His form blurred and a curious sound she couldn’t identify came from his direction….a stretching, popping kind of sound. It was a fleshy, organic, alien noise that made cold, stark fear race up her spine. 

It happened so fast, she barely registered the event through her shock and primal emotion. All she knew was that one minute the gorgeous man was there….

And the next moment he’d turned into the biggest wolf she’d ever seen. 






Chapter Two






Her breath caught in her throat as the creature’s head turned and a pair of dark, mysterious brown eyes met her gaze. Those were wolf eyes, but the soul in them was the same. This was Lucas. All black, furry, and big as a pony, but it was him. Impossibly. 

Oh, holy… Her supposed “mate” was a werewolf? 

The sounds of the approaching riders grew louder and the wolf gave the forest his full attention. He repositioned himself, putting his huge body between her and whatever was about to burst into the clearing. It was an oddly protective gesture that made her sorry she’d pepper sprayed him. 

A low growl issued from the wolf’s throat. It made all the hair on the back of her neck rise. His hackles rose as a group of five men rode out into the clearing and a vicious snarl erupted from his throat. The horses all shied and whinnied when they saw the wolf. The leather-clad rider in front—a broad-chested guy with salt-and-pepper hair—looked past the wolf to where she sat on the grass. His eyes narrowed as he spotted her and her blood turned to slush in her veins. 

Never had she been so sure someone wanted to kill her.

A flash of white caught her eye. Another wolf, of the same size as the first, leapt into the clearing and ran flat out for the men. Lucas broke into a run too, striding beside the white wolf. Some of the horses reared, dumping their riders off their backs. Others bolted. It was mass chaos as the group tried to get away from the oncoming rush of teeth and claws. 

The head of the group held her gaze for a moment longer and it was like only the two of them existed in the world. The look on his face told her clearly that he would end her life one day. Then he turned his mount and disappeared into the dark forest. 

Kaitlyn took a few deep breaths. She kept expecting to wake up, as if this was all some weird dream. But the hard ground beneath her told her otherwise…as did the crazy beating of her heart. Not to mention the remnants of the pepper spray which still stung her eyes. No way was she dreaming or imagining any of this. 

Both wolves trotted toward her and her heart rate ratcheted into the stratosphere. There was nothing warm and fuzzy about having two pony-sized wolves running toward you, even if you were pretty certain the wolves had just protected you from a psychopath. She scrambled to her feet and retreated backward until the wolves came to a stop before her. 

The black wolf blurred again and the sound of one organic creature becoming another reached her ears. It was a noise she couldn’t even describe, but it made her think of bone, blood and stretching tendons. She turned her face away. When she dared a glimpse again, Lucas lay on his side in the grass…naked. The white wolf stood silent sentinel, his yellow eyes focused intently on her.

“What the hell is going on?” She put her hand on her hip and tried, mostly unsuccessfully, to mask the quaver in her voice. All she really wanted to do was pass out, but no way was she fainting in front of these guys. 

Lucas pushed up from the ground, shaking his head as if to rid it of ringing. “We’re still not safe here. That was a hunting party that came across us unexpectedly. They’ll be back with reinforcements. We need to move out. Kaitlyn, ride the wolf. He can carry your weight.”

“Ride the wolf? No way.” That was just one strange thing too many for her right now. She eyed the eerily calm white creature, who eyed her back. “I’d rather walk.” 

Lucas stood and all the rest of the words on her tongue disappeared. The man was naked and not apparently modest. Glancing down, she raised an eyebrow. And she could see why. A man hung like him had every reason to show off.  “We aren’t walking; we’re running. Think you can keep up?” 

She ripped her gaze away from his pelvic area, feeling her cheeks heat. His expression reflected nothing of what he might be thinking of her close examination of him. Mostly, he looked annoyed…which annoyed her. “I run five miles every morning and I’m wearing my tennis shoes.” Thank god she’d slipped them on at the office after everyone else had left. They were far more comfortable than heels. She was also thankful she’d worn pants today and not a skirt. “So, yes, I can keep up.” 

He shrugged. “Then we leave right now.” He turned and began to run toward the forest, the white wolf falling in by his side. 

Normally a running naked man would look odd, maybe even funny. Lucas looked beautiful, powerful. His strides were long and certain, muscles working in concert to carry him swiftly over the ground. He ran like a gazelle…no, that wasn’t right. Gazelles were fine, thin, and delicate. He was all muscle and tightly leashed control. No, he ran like…well, like a wolf. 

She hesitated a moment, then knotted her long, dark hair at her nape and took off after them. She didn’t like anything about this situation, but she had no choice but to follow. The last thing she wanted was to be left behind in this strange place with psychopathic hunters on the loose. 

But, man, they were fast. She trailed far behind, leaping over fallen logs and clumps of vegetation. Part of her worried about what strange creatures might exist in this alien wood, but that reminded her that she was, in fact, in
an
alien
wood and she stopped thinking about it. Her mind wasn’t ready to deal with that yet. Instead she ran until her heart raced, her breath sputtered out of her and her muscles burned. She knew Lucas had slowed his pace for her, trying to let her keep up. 

Finally, she could run no more and sat down on a boulder to catch her breath. 

A few moments later brought the vision of a huge white wolf. He padded up to her and bumped her hand with his head. Wonderingly, she rubbed his ears, like he was some kind of enormous dog. His yellow eyes bored into hers with so much soul and depth it made her want to look away. She assumed this was the pair to Lucas. This was Rafian, most likely the blond man she’d seen in her daydreams. 

Rafian nudged her hand again and she understood what he wanted. Giving up, she wearily hoisted herself onto his back and nestled into his soft fur. He took off with a leap, following Lucas, and her fingers curled into his coat to hold on. 

As the wolf traveled at a blurringly fast pace through the forest, Kaitlyn could not deny that this experience was one hundred percent real. Even the deepest delusion would lack the tactile quality of Rafian’s fur, the rocking of his body beneath hers, the perspiration from her run drying on her skin, and the green, verdant scent of growing things. 

Her mind couldn’t deny the truth. Somehow, some way she’d been catapulted over the rainbow into a strange world in which werewolves were real. 

They traveled for a long time. When twilight touched the endless forest landscape with deep grays and blues and her head dipped with fatigue, Kaitlyn was happy she’d given in and had climbed onto Rafian’s back. The rhythmic rocking and the flex and bunch of his wolf’s body as he moved lulled her into drowsiness. By the time they stopped her head lolled with tiredness, but she wouldn’t let herself fall asleep. This situation was far too unpredictable to let her guard down. 

Lucas pulled her from Rafian’s back and set her on her feet. She glanced down and away. Yep, still naked. Lucas seemed not notice or care. Dirt coated him from his strenuous run. He barely seemed winded and his feet didn’t look harmed at all. 

She reached up and plucked a stray leaf from his hair before she could stop herself. He grabbed her wrist fast as lightning, making her take a swift breath and go very still, her eyes wide. She thought for a moment he might kiss her again, and she wasn’t so sure she’d mind if he did. 

But then Lucas blinked slowly and released her, dragging his fingertips sensually down her forearm. “Thank you.” 

“No problem.” She cleared her throat, trying to get rid of the quaver in her voice.

He continued to hold her gaze. “You have beautiful eyes. It’s uncommon to have dark hair and blue eyes, isn’t it?” 

“Uh, yes, it is.”

He nodded and turned away. 

She swallowed hard and took stock of her surroundings as the huge white wolf ambled across the grass toward the forest. A rough hewn log house with a large porch stood in the middle of a large lawn dotted through with flowers. She recognized this place as where her visions always took place. A large building stood not far away. The forge. That’s where the men created tools from metal. She suspected they made their livelihood from that. 

The place seemed hand constructed, yet beautiful and perfect. On such a property, she would have expected to see a barn, livestock, farming, but there was no evidence of those things. Just the house and the forge. Maybe horses and cows objected to being kept by wolves? 

And that was the oddest thought she’d had in a while. 

Smoke curled from the chimney of the house and Kaitlyn realized for the first time that it was chilly here. Apparently she’d been too distracted by events to register the temperature at first, and the wolf’s body had kept her warm on the journey. On the other side of the rainbow it was high summer. Here, it was edging close to winter. 

Rafian had disappeared. She thought Lucas had gone into the house while she’d been gawking. If she wanted, she guessed she could leave. She glanced at the forest. Right. And go where? Walk into the creepy alien woods all alone, or stay with the two gorgeous men who’d protected her? Even if this situation was pretty strange, no decision had been easier to make. 

She walked toward the cozy looking abode. “Hello,” she called as she entered. 

Nothing. 

She stepped into a sizable kitchen that opened into a large living room. Soft looking couches and chairs dotted the area. A huge stone fireplace dominated the far wall, filling the entire space with flicking flames and bone soothing warmth. A set of rough hewn wood stairs led to a loft, where she could see a table, books and a bed. A corridor to her right led down to a few darkened rooms. 

“Do you like it?” 

She jerked at the sound of a man’s voice and whirled around. There stood the blond man, Rafian, now in human form. She glanced down and turned her face away. He had no reason to be modest either.  “Don’t you guys believe in clothing?” 

“Fabric is always destroyed when we shift. It is used by the magic it takes.”

“You must go through a lot of clothes.” 

“Yes, but it’s a small sacrifice for the majesty of wolf form.” 

She met his gaze. “You’re Rafian.” 

He stared at her, oddly intent, then nodded once. “You know us from the unveilings, as we know you. We’ve spent time educating ourselves about your culture and ways, learning your language.” 

“Unveilings?” 

“When the curtain that parts our worlds rips a little and mates are drawn together. You could see us sometimes, as we could see you. It’s a way to ease the path to mate-hood, make things easier for us to join.” 

“Mates. There’s the word again.” 

“Too much, too soon,” came Lucas’s voice from the corridor. 

She turned and found him standing with a towel wrapped around his midsection and glistening as through he’d just showered. Kaitlyn frowned at him. “Not nearly enough, you mean. I want answers and I want them now.” 

One side of his mouth hitched up and it made her heart stutter for a moment. “Women of your world are very demanding. Here you must know when to allow a man to protect you.”

Oh, no. Had he seriously allowed those words to leave his mouth? 

“Have I slipped back a couple centuries in time as well into another world? You give me information. I will make decisions about how best to protect myself. Got it?” 

Lucas studied her, his eyes dark. Her emotion was high and it was audible in her tone of voice. He knew he’d pissed her off. Rafian simply stood like a big boulder of gorgeousness, not saying anything. Perhaps he was the smarter of the two of them. 

“Forgive me. You need to eat. Allow us to feed you and we’ll explain everything.” 

Her jaw had locked. With effort she unhinged it. She was very hungry. Tired too. It looked like early evening in this place, but her biological clock said it was in the wee morning hours. She nodded sharply. “That arrangement is amenable to me.” 

Lucas scowled at her. Apparently his English skills weren’t completely polished. 

“Okay,” she rephrased, and then paused. “Throw in a shower and you’ll make me a very happy woman.” 

“We want your happiness. That’s all we want.” That came from Rafian and was spoken with solemn certitude.

She looked at him, head tilted to the side. “Why? What am I to you? What do I matter?” 

Rafian met her gaze. His eyes were slate gray and emotion she couldn’t understand seemed to scud through them like clouds. “Don’t you understand? You’re everything to us.” 

She blinked, unable to find a reply. This whole situation was more than she could handle right now. Aside from the alternate world thing, she wasn’t ready to be everything to anyone. She’d thought once upon a time she’s been everything to her husband and then…..

“Come,” said Lucas. “I’ll show you where the bathroom is.” 

Happy to escape the weight of Rafian’s words, she followed Lucas down the corridor and into a bathroom. She wasn’t sure what she’d been expecting from an otherworldly commode, but this one was pretty mundane, aside from being very nice. It had a large corner tub and a separate shower. 

Lucas seemed able to read her mind. “We designed this house with you in mind, taking examples of homes from your world. Normally the Lycaon prefer to bathe outdoors, but Rafian and I have come to enjoy your way of doing things.” 

“Lycaon? Lycan? You mean Lycanthrope?” 

“Yes, a person to holds the form of a human and a wolf. Lycan is your term for them in English, is it not?” 

“Typically they’re called werewolves.” She blinked, feeling stunned. She was currently in a house with two werewolves. “Uh, does this door lock from the inside?” She herded him into the hallway, needing time alone…and a lock.

“Yes, but—”

“See you after my shower.” And she shut the door and locked it. 






* * * * *




The door slammed in Lucas’s face. He stood staring it at, jaw muscles twitching. He’d known she’d be difficult. Most women who passed through the veil were. It wasn’t her strength or her stubbornness that made her difficult; most Lycaon females were that way too…the few of them that existed, anyway. 

Kaitlyn’s complexity lay in her inscrutability. He didn’t understand her. That made wanting her that much harder. And he wanted her more than anything. Knowing she was undressing on the other side of that door right now tightened his body, made him insane with need. He had to hold himself back from breaking the lock—something he could do very easily—rushing in, pinning her to the counter, and then easing his cock deep within her. 

The urge to join with a new mate was incredibly strong. He and Rafian had needed to prepare for the temptation of her, building up their control years before she’d come to them. Now that she was here, resisting her was harder than he’d imagined. He guessed the same was true for Rafian. Yet they knew they couldn’t push her. All of this was new and strange to her and she needed time to adjust. Otherwise she’d reject them. 

He listened for the sound of the water starting, then headed down the hallway, unable to handle the image of water sluicing down her nude body. When she’d let him, he’d be licking off every glistening drop. 

Rafian was pulling food out of the fridge when he entered. Before mates had begun traveling through the veil, the Lycaon had known nothing of such things as refrigerators or running water. As shifters, they had spent a good part of their lives in animal form. Catching food as a wolf, hawk, or bear was a lot easier than as a human, after all. 

Having their mostly human mates traveling over had changed their culture greatly. They didn’t have the luxuries of the Magica, for the most part, but they had a kind of magic of their own. The magic of solar and wind power. 

Rafian leaned against the counter. “She is unraveling every ounce of my control.” 

“Mine too.” 

“The scent of her makes me crazy. The look of her skin tempts me. I want her too badly. So badly I may have to leave tonight.” 

Lucas grunted. “You’re tougher than that.” 

“I didn’t know the attraction would be so strong. The others told us, but experiencing it is different.” 

“I know. Just be thankful she came through the veil at all.” 

Rafian went silent for a moment. “But we may not be able to keep her.” 

Lucas could find nothing to say to that. He walked over and placed a hand on his friend’s shoulder. This was not the first mate they’d taken and Rafian blamed himself for the loss of the last one. “Take it easy, my brother. We’ll try again.” 






Chapter Three






After taking a long, hot shower, in which she washed away the sweat and grime from the day—not to mention the pepper spray on her cheek—she wrapped herself in a fluffy green towel and combed out her damp hair. This place was almost like home, minus a hair dryer. 

She eyed her dirty clothes piled in one corner with distaste and opted to stay wrapped in the towel. Although appearing in front of the men with so little covering her gave her pause. She figured if they meant to hurt her in that way, they’d do it no matter what. 

Opening the door, she walked softly down the hallway. The scent of hot food reached her nose and made her weak in the knees. She was starving. She was also completely exhausted now that the adrenaline that had been pumping through her veins had eased a little. Low male voices murmured from the kitchen. 

She stepped from the mouth of the hallway and both men stopped what they were doing and stared at her. Lucas stood at the oven and Rafian sat at the table. She fidgeted uneasily. The towel was huge, but she suddenly felt naked in front of them. The thoughts they both were having were clear on their faces. Those thoughts were very male. Carnal, in fact. 

Hers were just as bad. She’d never had a particularly hard time controlling her libido, but these guys made dirty thoughts leap straight into her head. 

Rafian’s hands were clenched on top of the table, almost as if he was holding himself back from her. That should have been alarming, yet she sensed no threat from him. All she could imagine were those big, strong hands stroking over her bare skin. She wondered what it would take for him to lose the control he was so obviously employing. What if she dropped her towel….

Inappropriate thought alert.

“Uhm.” She swallowed hard. “Do you have anything I could wear?” 

Rafian blinked, seeming to realize he was staring. He stood and abruptly left the room. He returned a few moments later with a dress draped over his arm. He handed it to her. “It’s in the fashion of our people. I hope you don’t mind.” 

She took it and smiled. It was incredibly soft, like the finest cashmere. “I don’t mind. Thank you.” She retreated back to the bathroom and slipped it over her head. It snugged against her curves, fitting her perfectly. She had no underwear or bra, but her breasts were so small it didn’t really matter. 

This time when she entered the kitchen, her damp hair tangled over her shoulders, she seemed to make both men lose their words. They stood and stared at her, making her cheeks heat. “It’s really comfortable,” she said lamely, her voice quavering. 

They looked like they wanted to eat her. The fact they were wolves made that revelation a little alarming. 

Lucas motioned to a chair and a steaming plate of food. “Sit. Eat.” 

“And you’ll tell me about this strange place I’ve slipped into.” 

He nodded. 

She sat and took stock of her dinner. There was something that looked like chicken, a green leafy vegetable she couldn’t identify, and a plate of red berries. A cup of what appeared to be wine sat near her fork. 

Whatever. She was ravenous. She dug in. 

Closing her eyes, she groaned as the food hit her taste buds. All of it was delicious, especially the berries. All of it was familiar too. The chicken really was chicken, although far more tender and juicy than what she usually experienced. The berries were sweet and reminded her of raspberries. 

“Okay,” she said after she’d eaten enough to calm the monster in her stomach. “Stop trying to protect me and spill the details. Where I am? Why am I here? Why do you think I’m your…mate?” It was hard to even say the word. “Mostly importantly, how do I get home?” 

Both men had taken chairs at the table near her. As she’d expected, it was Lucas who spoke. Rafian seemed a man of few, but profound, words. “You are in a country called Selaryica. It is a place with several races, the primary and most populous of which are the Magica.” 

“Is that your people?” 

He shook his head. “The hunters in the woods were Magica. They have been at war with our people, the Lycaon, for centuries.” 

“The Lycaon are werewolves?” She took a drink of the wine-like stuff. It was good, but tasted more like grape juice. 

His gaze met Rafian’s briefly. “Not all of them. We are shapeshifters and take many different forms.” 

She shrugged. “Sure, why not.” Her weirdness meter had long since jumped off the scale. She took another bite of chicken. 

“You were not brought over,” continued Rafian. “You were forced over by the mate bond that holds the three of us together. Because you are mated to us, you are also part Lycaon.” 

She gulped down her mouthful and set her fork down. “What did you say?” 

“When the mating bond has been completed, if it is completed, you will be able to shift into your animal.” 

She blinked at both men in turn. “What animal?” 

“We don’t know. It could be anything,” Lucas answered. “Big cats, wolves, and birds of prey are the most common.”

She looked down at her plate. “I feel nauseous.”

 “Too much, too soon.” Lucas looked smug. 

Her gaze locked with his. “Lucas, fuck you. I want to know more.”

Lucas’s lips twitched with the beginning of a smile. He shrugged. “Fine. I’ll sum it up for you. Are you ready?” 

She narrowed her eyes at him.

He grinned. “In ancient times magick existed in your world. The race that possessed the magick created a breed of humans to use in battle, called Lycaon, which could take the shape of a dire wolf.”

“How ancient?” she interrupted.

“Around nine thousand B.C.”

Leaning back in her chair, she folded her arms over her chest. “Convenient that there was no record keeping back then.” 

“Please listen to the rest of the story.” 

She pressed her lips together and nodded. 

Lucas continued. “When the Lycaon decided they didn’t want to be used as slaves by the Magica, a terrible war broke out that laid to waste the civilizations of humans. A powerful force that remains unidentified shifted both races to another reality. Same earth, different place. Some of the Lycaon were left behind and those are your ancestors. Some of the Magica were left behind as well.” 

She’d completely forgotten the food in front of her and was listening raptly. The story sounded so fantastical, so unbelievable and…yet, it was as if she was being told things she’d always known somewhere deep inside. She didn’t want to admit that to Lucas. She wanted to be snotty and disbelieving...but she just couldn’t. 

Sitting forward, she studied his face. “Explain the mate bond.” 

“The Magica never expected for the Lycaon to be able to procreate and produce offspring. Not only do we do that ability, but we spawn shifters that take forms other than wolf. Unfortunately our fertility rates are low and we produce many more males than females. There is a magical component to the fertility of the Lycaon, as well, that we call the mating bond. It links most compatible males and females, no matter where they may be, and draws them together. If a mate is beyond the veil separating our realities, it pulls that mate through.” 

“But I was married once. What if I had still been married when the bond summoned me?” 

Rafian answered. “It happened. The bond summoned you when you were married and it did not bring you over. We had glimpses of you, but were denied.” He held her gaze, his eyes growing darker. “It was a difficult period of time.”

Kaitlyn studied Rafian for a long moment before asking, “Why two males to one female?” She suspected she already knew the answer. 

 “Too many males, not enough females. This is the way our people keep our men happy. Unmated, unhappy males, especially Lycaon males, means an excess of testosterone that vents itself violently.” 

She snorted. “In our world men don’t share well.” 

Rafian gave Lucas a hard look. “They don’t always share well here, either, but this is our way and it works.” 

A horrible thought occurred to her. “Please tell me you’re not brothers.” 

“We are brothers in friendship and mate-hood,” answered Lucas, “but not by blood. We were raised in different homes.” 

She let out a breath of relief. “Thank god. Are you lovers, then?” 

“Some of the male Lycaon are. It’s not uncommon with such an excess of males. However, neither Rafian nor I are attracted to each other in that way.” 

“Ah.” She was a little disappointed. There was something arousing about the idea of watching these two big, beautiful men together. A millisecond after the thought occurred, she mentally smacked her forehead. What was she thinking? She wasn’t going to watch anything happen between these two men. As powerfully as she was attracted to them, she was leaving. 

She stood abruptly, making the chair fall behind her. “How do I get home? I have a family there. Sisters—”

Lucas held her gaze. “You’re not going anywhere for two weeks.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“The mating bond,” answered Rafian. “It will hold you here for a little over a period of your two weeks. If you reject us at its end, you can leave, but not before. The veil won’t allow you to pass.” 

“But I have a job. I have sisters and friends who will worry about me!” Thank god she didn’t have any pets at home, or medications she needed to take. The mating bond didn’t seem to care about any of that. 

“I’m sorry,” answered Rafian, with a slow shake of his head. “There’s no way to send word past the veil or open the veil unless you’re an upper level mage.”

Her insides rearranged themselves. Paige and Caroline would be worried sick. 

Two weeks. She’d barely avoided jumping their bones during the last couple of hours, how was she going to last two whole weeks? “How will I resist the bond for that long?” 

“You’re not supposed to resist the bond.” Lucas’s voice sounded positively wolfish. “You will never be able to resist us.”

She looked up to find a hungry glint in his dark eyes. 

“Give yourself over to the bond, to us,” Rafian added. “We can make you a very contented woman if you allow it. There is no such thing as disease here and we cannot get you pregnant unless it’s under special circumstances. Give in to us for two weeks, Kaitlyn. Enjoy it.” 

Kaitlyn stood stricken for a moment, and then raced from the house. 






* * * * *






Rafian watched Kaitlyn bolt from the house. Across from him, Lucas growled. “Burning hot spray in my face, door slamming, chair smashing, running away. I don’t understand this woman. We are hers, can’t she see that?” 

“You’ll die if she leaves us. I see it on your face already. You’ve claimed her, just as I have.” 

Lucas’s teeth flashed white. “I will sleep with her before morning, Rafian. I can feel how much she wants both of us. I will tempt her into a mating heat so great she’ll beg for my hands on her.” It all started with the mating heat. Sex came first and emotion…love…bloomed from there. 

Rafian gritted his teeth, trying not to snarl. They’d agreed she wasn’t ready for both of them this early. They’d also agreed Lucas was the man to initiate the sexual relationship with her. Rafian was too uncontrolled, his appetites too wild. 

That didn’t mean he liked it, but Kaitlyn wasn’t ready for him yet. 

He stood, his hands fisting with frustration. He kept a home close to the village, the heart of the Lycaon community. In order to rein in his need, he would sleep there tonight. “Just don’t make her angry and keep your arrogance in check. You know you’re not the best with women, no matter what side of the veil they’re from.” 

“I will.”

 “I’m leaving.” Rafian couldn’t keep the entire snarl from his voice. Before Lucas could say another word, he strode out the front door. This was the way it had to be and he hated it. 

The moon shone bright and silvery in the star strewn sky. From what Rafian had glimpsed of life in earth’s other reality, the sky was nothing like this. Too much light drowned out the stars. He could never live in such a place. It would kill the soul of his dire wolf. 

Kaitlyn sat on a boulder between the house and forge. Her shoulders appeared slumped, as if weighted with worries he could not comprehend. She missed her sisters. He was sure of that much. He walked over her to her and she lifted her face to his. He couldn’t stand to see that turmoil and sadness in her eyes. 

Wordlessly, he drew her to her feet and pulled her against him, brushing her hair back away from her shoulder. Her eyes became languid, her body melting a little, molding to his. Ah, that was better. Passion instead of sorrow. She was so warm and her skin smelled of the soap she’d used in her bath. He wanted to lick and kiss every inch of her, but he would have to settle for the barest of tastes…for now. 

Dipping his head, he caught her mouth against his. Her silken lips made his cock go hard as steel. She slid her small tongue into his mouth, and his body erupted with fiery lust. He wanted nothing more than to strip her clothes off, bend her over this boulder and fuck her senseless right now. He could make her come again and again. He couldn’t wait to hear what kind of sounds she’d make, how her pretty little sex would feel as he moved inside her. 

He shuddered against her and pushed away. Staring at her for a long moment, he imagined her bathed in only the pale night of the moon. His hands clenched. “I can’t touch you yet. I touch you and I lose control.”

She leaned against the boulder behind her, her chest rising and falling with her accelerated heartbeat, her breath puffing white in the chilly air. He’d affected her as much as she’d affected him. “What happens if you lose control?” 

He took a step forward, sought her wrists and pinned them behind her. She yelped and tried to pull away, but he held her firm. Leaning in, he moved his mouth close to hers. “I like my women best when they’re bound. I like to take them long, hard, and rough. Are you ready for that, Kaitlyn?” 

Her breathing caught in the back of her throat, but she said nothing in reply. Her body, however, spoke volumes. She trembled with need, aroused by his words. That was a good sign.  Very, very good sign. The fact she’d been mated to him meant she would probably enjoy his unique way of making love to a woman. 

He hesitated, wanting to accept the invitation he read in her body’s excitement. As much as he wanted to push her, he knew it was a mistake. Releasing her wrists, he turned and stalked toward the woods. He took one running leap and four paws landed solidly on the ground. 

At the edge of the woods, he turned and viewed Kaitlyn through his wolf eyes. She stood, hugging herself against the chill, staring after him. 

He let the forest envelope him. 






Chapter Four






Kaitlyn watched as Rafian took a running leap and transformed into wolf form. The huge animal seemed to glow in the moonlight at the edge of the forest the moment before he padded silently within. 

Her muscles still seemed made of butter. He’d literally almost brought her to her knees. And it sounded as if Rafian was the kind of man who wanted her on her knees. She would never have guessed that about the taciturn, emotional man.  

She never would have guessed how much she’d been aroused by the idea of it, either. 

Her sex life had been average, she guessed, when compared to most women. Her sex drive had always been strong and she’d been willing to experiment in the bedroom, but her husband had never really been interested. Once he’d bought a pair of fur-lined handcuffs and they’d played around. It had been okay. 

Of course, Doug was nothing like Rafian. 

She headed back into the house on shaky legs, not sure how much more of this she could take. Now they were tag teaming her. How was she supposed to handle them? 

You will never be able to resist us. Lucas’s voice eased through her memory. Yes, he was probably right. Her body wanted to raise the white flag right now. 

When she entered the house, she found Lucas cleaning up the kitchen. Lovely fingers of warmth radiated from the roaring fireplace and she shivered off the last of the chill from outside. Lucas stood at the sink, washing up the dishes, the black tribal tattoos on his forearms flexing. There was another really arousing sight—a man doing housework. 

“Where did Rafian go?” she asked.

“Home.”

She frowned at him.  “Home? I thought he lived here?” 

He shook his head. “We built this house for you. I’ve been living here for a while, but Rafian has said he won’t move in unless you accept us as mates and stay here permanently.”

And that would never happen. It couldn’t. She wasn’t ready for another relationship yet—let alone two of them—and she couldn’t leave her sisters, her job. God, her sisters….

“Rafian has family close to the Lycaon village,” Lucas continued. “He wants to stay near them.” 

“What about you? Don’t you have family there?” 

He turned toward her, his face tightening into a mask. “They were killed by Magica hunters.” 

“Oh. I’m sorry.” 

He turned away. “It was a long time ago.” 

“Why do the Magica hate the Lycaon so much?” 

“We’re a threat. We could take over their civilization if our fertility rates weren’t so low.” 

“They created you with the intention of controlling and using you. Now that they’ve lost control, they want you destroyed because you frighten them.” 

“Exactly. It’s been that way since the beginning of our recorded history. It will never change.” 

Her jaw locked. “What a bunch of assholes.” Seemed like there were assholes everywhere, didn’t really matter which reality you were occupying. 

“Yeah.” He finished the dishes and turned toward her. “You must be exhausted.” 

“Unbelievably.” 

“Your bedroom is up there.” He pointed at the loft. “Warmest place in the house. There’s a big feather bed and I set out a nightgown and pair of slippers for you. There is also a selection of clothes in the wardrobe, including shoes.” 

“Thank you.” 

He walked over and kissed her forehead. “Good night.” 

She closed her eyes and counted to ten. Even such a small act, walking over, kissing her forehead, made her body burn. The warmth of him radiated out, soaking into her skin. The faint scent of leather touched her nose and his voice rumbled through her so deep and lovely. 

Exhaling slowly, she managed to say good night, then turned and went up the stairs. 






* * * * *






 “No, Doug!” 

She woke in a sweat and with the soft sheets tangled around her body. In the dark, a huge form loomed over her, pinning her wrists. Kaitlyn screamed and thrashed, managing to free a hand and score the man’s cheek with her nails before he pinned it again. 

“Kaitlyn! Kaitlyn, it’s Lucas. I won’t hurt you, baby. You were having a nightmare.” 

She stilled, breathing heavily, remembering where she was. Swallowing hard, she assessed the situation. The dream came back in a rush and a shuddering breath escaped her. She’d probably been screaming in her sleep and Lucas had come in to wake her. To do that he’d draped himself almost completely over her. 

His chest was muscled, his thighs strong. She could see the strain of his biceps as he pinned her wrists, apparently in an effort to keep her from moving her arms and hurting herself. And just like that, she was suddenly very aware of the hard male body against her.  

Very aware.

That damn mating bond made times like this very inconvenient. Her mind said knee him in the balls, but her body said fuck me. Fuck me hard and fuck me long. Her nipples had gone erect and sensitive and her sex had become warm and aroused. Just the scent of either Lucas or Rafian could bring this on. Their very presence sent her into heat. 

Lucas must have noticed it, too, because he went very still.

She stared into his eyes. She wanted him to yank up the hem of her nightgown, force her thighs apart and thrust his cock deep into her. She wanted to feel that hard length pistoning in and out of her until she orgasmed so hard she saw stars. Kaitlyn had no doubt that this fine specimen of manhood was capable of it. 

One more minute of this and she would beg him. 

“Get off me, please,” she whispered. 

Lucas hesitated, then rolled off her, putting a hand to his cheek.

She pushed up and looked at the damage she’d done. Blood marked his skin. “I’m sorry.” 

“It’s nothing. Tell me about the dream.” 

She sighed, not wanting to answer. Instead she went into the bathroom, returning with a damp cloth. She sat down next to him and pressed it to his cheek. God, help her, the man was shirtless. He just had to be shirtless, didn’t he? The man was a menace. Both of them were. A double threat to her sanity. 

As she explained, she idly traced over the tattoos on his forearm. “The dream is from something that happened in my past. My ex-husband was a nice guy, and then he wasn’t. I’ve had some version of this nightmare a few times. I don’t really want to talk about it right now.” She studied the mark she’d made on his face. His scar was near it. She ran her fingers down its length. “How’d you get this?” 

“You’re changing the subject.”

“Yep.” 

“I got it trying to defend my parents from the hunters. I was young, just into my teens. I thought I was strong enough to defeat them, but they backhanded me away like a puppy and killed them.” 

It made the trauma she’d experienced at Doug’s hands seem so trivial. “I’m glad they didn’t kill you too.” 

He pulled the damp cloth from her fingers and set it on the bedside table, then cupped her cheek. “Your skin is clammy and you’re shaking.”

“Yes, that nightmare has a tendency to do that to me. No more sleep for me tonight.” 

Being this close to him was torture. Desire steamrolled over her at the scent of him and the warmth of his too-close body. She swallowed hard, trying to ignore the sensation between her thighs, primed for him even though he hadn’t touched her in sexual way at all. 

The thought of him touching her in sexual way sent her right over the edge. 

She pulled away, stood, and stalked away from him. “This mating bond thing is pretty rough.” 

“It’s hard on me and Rafian as well.” His voice came out rough. “Mere proximity sets it off.”

“Why?” 

He shrugged. “Because we are—”

“—meant to be together. Right.”

“It’s more than that. It’s chemistry. Our bodies crave each other’s.” 

She paced to the wall and back. “I’m really not going to get any sleep now.” 

“Let me touch you. Let me make you come. That’s what you need. Release.” 

She stopped in her tracks, hating how good that sounded. “I barely know you.” 

“That’s not true. You know me. You know me and Rafian better than you have known anyone else in your life.”

She really hated the truth of that. She’d only met Lucas a few hours ago. She didn’t know much about his history, what his favorite color was, or what he ate for comfort food…yet on some deep level she did know him. Her soul knew him. 

And, wow, her body really wanted to make his intimate acquaintance too. 

“So let me touch you.” It was like he was reading her mind. His voice was a low, soft purr. Seduction by voice. “I can do it with my hands and mouth.” 

Guh. 

“What about Rafian? Wouldn’t he be jealous?” 

Lucas held her gaze. “Maybe, but that’s the way it is. Sometimes I’ll be with you without him and vice versa. We both know that.” 

She took a step away from him. “I’m not that way. I don’t just fall into bed with just any man, let alone two of them.” 

He leapt to his feet and stalked toward her, his eyes flashing with irritation. “I’m not just any man. I’m your man. You are mine, Kaitlyn.” He crushed her to him, dragging her up against his chest. 

She grabbed his waist, inhaling the scent of him, feeling him so hard and warm against her. The beat of her heart increased and her body softened. The now familiar haze of sexual need clouded her mind, dulling her senses. It was the side effect of her body taking over for her good sense. 

He ran one strong hand up her back and into her hair, gently took a handful of it and used it to tip her head to the side, exposing the column of her throat. It was clearly a wolf move, forcing her to expose her vulnerable throat this way. Her heart beat out a staccato rhythm, body tensing. He lowered his mouth to her sensitive skin and tenderly bit her. 

He was showing her he meant her no harm.

She gasped and clutched his shoulders. His teeth closed around her skin, not breaking the flesh. It didn’t hurt at all. On the contrary. It made goose bumps erupt over her body and a flare of pure need shoot through her, pooling between her thighs. 

This was an act of possession. Lucas was marking her, making her his. She knew that she should be outraged by this, that she should fight him off, slap him silly and make her inner feminist proud. But the primal part of her, the deeply sexual core of her, wanted to be his. It was a war between brain and body that lasted only a few seconds. 

Her body won. 

He gathered the hem of her nightgown in one hand and dragged it upward, pinning the material to her waist with his hand. Releasing his hold on her throat, he spoke close to her skin. “I can feel how worked up you are. The mating bond is playing havoc with you, just as it taunts me. Let me take the edge off.” His voice was a silken rasp moving over her throat. “Give me permission to touch you, Kaitlyn. On my honor, I will be gentle.”

Gentle was the last thing she wanted from him right now. She made a small sound of acquiescence.

Making a low growling sound of approval, he slipped his hand between her thighs and found her swollen, aroused clit. She gasped as he fingered it, teasing it back and forth. Pleasure arched through her body and she had to force herself not grind down, seeking more contact.  

He groaned. “You’re so excited. Do you want me to make you come?” 

She swallowed hard, clinging to his shoulders. Her sex was hot and damp, aching for his hand, or, better yet, his cock. “Touch me, Lucas, please.” 

He brushed his lips over her earlobe and murmured, “Part your legs for me, baby. Let me in.” 

She spread her thighs as wide as they’d go. He slicked his finger over her damp folds and rubbed his finger back and forth against her swollen clit, pushing her body until the edge of a climax tormented her. She was embarrassed that she was so close to coming so early, but the way he touched her seemed to bring animalistic ecstasy straight to the surface. 

Her sex had flooded with sexual awareness, priming itself, making itself ready to be thrust into. Her breasts felt heavy, the nipples erect and sensitive. 

“Do you like that?” he asked softly.

“Let me come.” Her voice came out an agonized rasp. 

“Not yet.”

Lucas pressed his free hand to the base of her spine and slanted his mouth over hers. At the same time, he traced over her labia, making her shiver, and then pressed one thick finger deep inside her. 

She gasped at the invasion and how stretched her muscles felt with only his finger inside her. It had been a while since she’d had sex and she was tight. Gently, he thrust in and out, widening her, easing the way. He did it so slow she thought she’d go insane. Finally, he added a second finger, widening her even more. Pleasure poured through her, making Kaitlyn groan deep in the back of her throat.

Just when she thought he would push her over the edge and she would orgasm with his hand between her thighs, he retreated. Pulling her nightgown over her head, he tossed it away, then looked his fill of her body. She stood on weakened knees, her sex heavy and needy. 

Reaching out, he toyed with her breasts, exploring each nipple in turn. Arousal made his eyes dark and the soft pants he wore were tented with a massive erection. She sighed and moaned as he lowered his mouth to her breasts and sucked one nipple into his mouth, bathing it thoroughly with his tongue. It popped from his mouth hard and reddened like a berry.

She reached for his cock, wanting to stroke him, see if he was as hard as he looked, but he caught her hand. “Not yet. I want you on the bed. I want you to show me how you like to be touched. I want to watch you make yourself come.” 

“You want to watch me touch myself?” 

His eyes flashed. “Intensely.”

She hesitated. She’d done it plenty of times, of course, but never for an audience. 

“On the bed, Kaitlyn,” Lucas ordered softly. 

She walked over and lay down. 

He pushed down his pants and his massive cock sprung free. She bit her lower lip, taking in his beauty. Lucas stood at the end of the bed. “Lie back against the pillows and part your thighs wide, so I can get a glimpse of all that prettiness.” 

She parted her legs, bending her knees and bringing her heels up to touch her inner thighs. In this position, she was completely open to him. He had a view of her pouting labia and her swollen, excited clit. 

He drank in the sight of her like a starving man, eating her up with his gaze. He wanted her badly. She was sure he was only barely holding onto to his control. If she played this game with him, maybe she could get him to lose that thread of control. Perhaps she was crazy for wanting to bait a man like Lucas. If so, she was definitely crazy. 

She held his gaze boldly, even as her cheeks heated a bit. Dragging her hands up between her legs slowly, she cupped her breasts, rubbing her thumbs over each nipple. One of them was still wet from his mouth, which made the image of his tongue wrapped around her nipple flood her mind. Pleasure shot straight to her groin. She ran the pads of her index fingers over her rock-hard nipples, first brushing across them, then slowly circling the pebbled peaks. Her hips thrust forward and she moaned.

Then she slid one hand down between her thighs, found her sensitive bud and toyed with it. She gasped at the bolt of ecstasy she gave herself. Raising her gaze to meet his in challenge, she spread her labia apart so he could see the heart of her. Teasingly, she ran her fingertip over herself, then sank two fingers deep inside. She whimpered at the sensation and slid down a little in the pillows, her hips thrusting forward as she slowly drew them in and out. Closing her eyes, she imagined it was his cock inside her. With her other hand, she caressed her clit, running the pad of her finger up and down it. 

Lucas groaned and she opened her eyes to find him standing at the end of the bed, pumping his cock from base to tip over and over. His gaze was fixed on her sex and the way she touched herself. 

“Lucas,” she entreated. 

He was on her in a flash, pushing her knees up and out, completely spreading her for him. He lowered his mouth between her thighs. She yelped with surprise, then moaned as his tongue rasped over her folds. He eased his tongue deep inside her and fucked her with it, making her back arch as she moaned. 

She bucked under his mouth, breathing heavily. The sight of his dark head moving between her thighs as he went down on her sent skitters of excitement through her body. He found her clit and tongued it just the right way, using the tip of it to tease her, then sucking the sensitive nub into his mouth. While he stimulated her clit with his tongue, he eased one finger into her, then two. He thrust in and out of her hard and fast, rocking her body on the bed. 

An orgasm exploded through her. Her back arched and she bucked, but he held her down, riding her through the pleasure that poured through her body, stealing her breath and her ability to think. He made a low growling sound in the back of this throat and licked her all over, seeming to love that he’d made her come this way. 

Before the climax had completely ebbed, he’d flipped her to her stomach and hauled her hips up. She bowed her back, tilting her pelvis and spreading her knees, offering her swollen and aching sex to him completely. Finally, he was going to fuck her. 

He placed the crown of his cock to her entrance and pushed inside. She cried out at the massive penetration and the way it stretched her muscles. Inch by slow inch, he pushed inside her until he was seated base-deep and she was panting. This is what she’d wanted from the moment she’d seen him. He filled her like no other man ever had. She couldn’t believe she’d been able to take all of him. 

Grasping her hips, he pulled out of her and pushed back in, shafting her slowly. 

“Faster,” she rasped. “Harder.” 

He increased his pace, giving her what she wanted. His cock slid easily in and out of her despite his size. She moaned, pleasure coursing through her. Having him inside of her was pure ecstasy, was perfect, was utterly right in every way. 

Lucas reached around and played with her breasts, rolling her nipples between his thumb and forefinger as his cock eased in and out of her. Then he delved his hand between her thighs from the front, found her clit and stroked it. Every inward thrust rocked her swollen bud against his fingers, bringing her orgasm closer and closer until it washed over her. 

Her head snapped back as it overwhelmed her body, making her cry out. The muscles of her passage pulsed and contracted around his thrusting cock. He kept up stroking her clit, forcing a longer, more intense climax from her. 

Then Lucas groaned low and his cock jumped deep inside her. 

They collapsed on the bed when it was over and Lucas drew her against his body, brushing her sex-tangled hair away from her perspiration touched skin. He kissed her forehead, her cheek and, finally, her mouth, pushing his tongue deep inside. 

Even though they’d both come, he wasn’t done. His hands skated over her body, as if hungry for the touch of her. His tongue trailed over her skin, down her neck and collarbone, catching at her nipples. His hand eased between her thighs and found her slick with the mingled evidence of their sex. He seemed not to care. He touched her again, easing his fingers over the folds of her labia, and her climax sensitive nub, massaging it. 

She came again, more gently this time, shuddering against him as he stroked his tongue up against hers in the depths of her mouth. 

As he tucked her against his body again, apparently satisfied that he’d made her come a whooping three times in a row, he drew the blankets over both of them. Kaitlyn drifted off to sleep feeling utterly cherished and protected, and more sated than she ever had in her life. 






Chapter Five






Lucas watched Kaitlyn wake up slowly, her eyelids fluttering and then opening. She glimpsed and smiled. His heart nearly stopped for a moment. She was so beautiful. 

She stretched and rolled toward him, nestling her head against his chest. He’d slept all night with her in the loft. The memory of what they’d done in the wee morning hours made his cock go hard. He wanted to do some variation of that with this woman every night for the rest of their lives. 

He pushed her hair away from her face and she smiled. “I’m sore everywhere.” 

“Sorry.” 

Her smile widened and she glanced at him. “No, you’re not.” 

He laughed. “I am coming to understand you better, but you still mystify me sometimes.” 

She rolled onto her back, tucking the blankets under her chin. “Really? What is it you don’t understand?” 

“The burning hot spray. Why did you do that?” 

“Ah, the pepper spray. I did it out of fear and a desire to protect myself. Suddenly I was zapped into a strange world and a man was kissing me. Worse, I wanted to jump his bones right there in the meadow and that’s not like me at all. I’m usually far more sensible than that.” 

“And why did you slam the bathroom door in my face?” 

She pressed her lips together, thinking about her answer. Finally, she said, “Again, fear. I worried about being alone, naked, and vulnerable in a house with two werewolves.” 

He flashed a smile at her. “And how do you feel about that now?” 

Her cheeks went pink and his grin grew larger. 

She laughed. “My, what large teeth you have.” 

“The better to eat you with, my dear.” 

She blinked. “Have you read Little Red Riding Hood?” 

He nodded. “We’ve studied your culture extensively, read your books, learned your language. The Lycaon have been bringing mates through the veil for centuries and have incorporated much of your culture with ours.” 

“Wow. I guess you never studied pepper spray, though.per spra

“No, that was new.”

“I’m sorry I introduced you that way.” 

He cupped her cheek in his hand, rubbing his fingers over her skin, and looked deeply into her eyes. “You and I may not have known each other long, but the draw of the mating bond knows what it’s doing, Kaitlyn. Trust it. Trust us. You are better suited to us than to any man you will ever find in your world, as we are suited to you. You need never fear me or Rafian. Never. We would give our lives for yours.” His voice came out fierce and laced with the protectiveness he felt for her. 

Her eyes became wet. She blinked and turned her face away. “It’s funny that I actually believe you.” 

“Why is that funny?” 

“Not funny, ha ha. I mean funny, strange.” She looked ready to say something else, then paused. “It’s just funny, that’s all.” She cleared her throat and traced the tattoos on his forearm. “Do these mean anything?”

She was uncomfortable, so she’d made a subject change. He was starting to understand her better all the time. 

He held up his arm, showing off the looping black marks. They probably looked like a simple design to her, swirls and squiggles. “It’s in Lycaonese. They’re the names of my parents and a vow to live long and love well in their memory.”

“Huh.” Her finger skated over her skin. “I would have expected a vow of revenge.” 

“That I carry in my heart.” His voice sounded hard in the quiet of the room. 

“So, I’ve been wondering, why don’t these Magica hunters just overrun the Lycaon village and take all of you out at once?” 

 “Magick. A protective shield that masks our location.” 

“Magick? I thought the only magick the Lycaon possessed was the magick allowing them to shift, given to them by the Magica.”

“That’s true, but not all the Magica want the Lycaon eliminated. There are some mages who are sympathetic to us. They provide the shield at great risk to themselves, along with other protective magicks. If the leaders of the Magica ever discover their aid to us, their punishment would be brutal.” 

“So not all the Magica are assholes.”

“No, just most of them.”

“Are we shielded out here, so far away from the village?”

He smoothed the back of his back down her cheek. “We would never endanger you, Kaitlyn. We are safe here. We’re not very far from the village, in any case. About a ten minute run as a dire wolf.” 

She snorted. “So about an hour’s walk for us mere humanoid types.” 

“You could always ride me.” 

She grinned, looking playful. “Promise?” 

He wound his arms around her, cupping her sweet rear in his hands and pulled her up so she straddled him. She yelped with surprise at the rearrangement of their positions, then stilled, hovering over him. Her long dark hair made curtains around her face and she’d caught her lower lip between her teeth. She had a mischievous look on her face that he liked. 

Slowly, she ground down on his erection.  “My, Mr. wolf, what a big—” 

Someone pounded on the front door. 

Lucas groaned, letting his head fall back against the pillows, as Kaitlyn rolled to the side and pulled the sheets up to cover herself. Whoever it was pounded again. 

He forced himself out of bed, leaving a naked Kaitlyn in it, grabbed his pants and pulled them on before heading down the stairs and answering the door. 

Torrent stood on the other side, or, rather, towered. Most of the men of the Lycaon were tall and muscular when compared to the Magica or to human males, but Torrent even topped most Lycaon in the size department. 

The leader of the Lycaon took Lucas in from his bare feet to the top of his rumpled hair. “It’s nearly noon, brother.” 

“Yes. And I was still in bed. This had better be important.”

“Ah.” Torrent grinned. “My apologies.”

With his dark hair cut close to his head and with a face most females seemed to find attractive, Torrent was popular among the few unmated females of the Lycaon, and he took advantage of it. As leader and under a heavy prophecy, one that would mean his death one day soon, Torrent would never take a mate for himself.  

Kaitlyn shuffled into the kitchen behind him and Torrent looked past Lucas, focusing on her. She’d draped herself in a sheet and looked as rumpled as he did. “Welcome, Kaitlyn. It’s good to have another Lycaon female among us.” 

She came to stand beside Lucas, squinting against the bright morning sunshine. “Uhm. Thank you?”

Torrent turned his attention back to Lucas. “Yes, it’s important. It’s Rafian.” 

Lucas groaned. “Please don’t tell me he spent the night in the tavern.” 

“He spent the night in the tavern.” 

He groaned again. “Give me a minute and I’ll go with you.” He closed the door. 

Kaitlyn frowned at him. “What’s going on?” 

“Rafian’s been drinking all night.”

“Why would he do that?” 

“You.” 

She clutched the sheet to her chest so hard her knuckles turned white. “Why would he do that because of me?” 

“Because he knows I planned to sleep with you last night.” 

Her eyes narrowed and Lucas suddenly had a suspicion he was in trouble. “You planned that?” 

“Not your nightmare, but, when it happened, yes, I saw an opportunity and I took it.” 

Her jaw locked for a dangerous moment. “I’m surprised you haven’t been beaten to death by a woman before now.” She made a noise of frustration, then turned on her heel and stalked down the hallway.

“Where are you going?” 

“To take a shower,” she called over her shoulder. “I’m going with you.” 






* * * * *






Kaitlyn rode to the village on Lucas’s back and fumed the whole way. She’d assumed what they’d shared the night before had been spontaneous. It really pissed her off that Lucas had just been waiting for a chance to jump her. It seemed so predatory, like a wolf stalking prey in the forest. 

She didn’t like being prey.

The fact that it had been so good between them only made it sting even more. She’d never had an experience like that with any man. She didn’t know if it was because Lucas was so ideally suited to her, as the mating bond seemed to indicate she was, or if it was because Lucas was Lycaon. Maybe it was a little of both. Either way, it had been an unforgettable experience—the best sex of her life. She had never known her body was capable of having so many powerful orgasms in a row. 

That didn’t change the fact she was pissed as hell at him right now. 

Torrent ran along aside Lucas in wolf form. His fur was silver and silky, his beast’s body massively corded with muscle that rippled with every long, ground-eating stride. Torrent was a gorgeous man—Kaitlyn was beginning to suspect all the Lycaon males were— but he had a haunted look in his eyes. Whenever she was ready to speak to Lucas again, she’d ask about that. 

The Lycaon village emerged through the trees little by little. A smoking chimney here, a mound of a house over there. The Lycaon made their dwellings underground most of the time, it seemed—in hills that had been dug out, or created artificially. That made sense, since wolves often made their dens underground, or at least in well hidden places. 

Everyone they passed smiled and waved, making gestures at her that she interpreted as ‘welcome.’ Well, at least they were a friendly bunch of wolves. She guessed that was far preferable an unfriendly bunch.

Torrent and Lucas stopped outside an above ground building in the middle of a marketplace. Buildings and food stalls dotted the area, roamed through by wolves, various types of large felines, other large mammals, and two-legged folks alike. Kaitlyn couldn’t take her eyes off the scene. 

There were lions and tigers and bears here…oh, my.

The whole village was part of the forest itself. Huge trees grew on either side of the pathways and grass and flowers covered the ground. Everywhere the forest could be incorporated into a structure, it had been. Trees and boulders formed wall sections, roofs were covered in vegetation, and fallen logs had been fashioned into benches. 

Lycaon village was beautiful and very alien to her, yet she had to admit that the place stirred emotion within her. A wistfulness. As if this was her home and she’d been away for some time. That was ridiculous, considering this was her first visit. It could only be explained by her Lycaon blood. It was a fact she’d been avoiding until now. 

She still wasn’t sure she bought it. She was part Lyacon? Able to shift into an animal form? If so, she had no idea what that form would be. She had no special draw to an animal. Not to wolves, or tigers, or bears. Giraffes were her favorite animal at the zoo. 

Oh, god…and the hippo. 

Cutting off that line of thought immediately, she slid from Lucas’s back. He and Torrent shifted to human form. Kaitlyn studiously kept her gaze away from Torrent’s pelvic area and glared at Lucas instead. These men seemed to have absolutely no problem with walking around buck naked and strode into the tavern side by side. 

The place was a wreck. Mugs overturned on the floor, pictures displaced from the walls, chairs upside down, pools of what smelled like beer on the floor. The tavern was empty of people, except for a tall, dark-haired man who stood behind the bar and Rafian who was slumped over a chair. 

“Lucas, Torrent,” the man behind the bar said with a nod. His voice sounded tight and he looked pretty pissed off. He could barely speak through his tight jaw.

“Adam,” replied Lucas. “You know we’ll pay for the damage.” 

Adam nodded. “Just get him home and into bed. He needs to sleep it off.” 

She got to Rafian first and put a hand on his shoulder. He raised his head, his gaze finding hers. He looked exhausted and dusky blond stubble covered his face. His eyes were dark and clouded with sorrow. All of sudden, all she wanted in the world was to make whatever pain he was feeling go away. 

“Kaitlyn,” he murmured tenderly, reaching for her. 

“Come on, wolf boy, time to go home.” She helped him to stand. 

“Rafian, I can’t believe you did this again,” ground out Lucas. 

Saying nothing in his defense, he pushed away Lucas’s help, but kept his arm around Kaitlyn, and made his way to the door. 

“Do it again, Rafian, and you’ll be punished,” Torrent growled as they passed. 

“Put your pants on,” Rafian growled back. “You’re in the presence of my mate.”

Torrent muttered a word in a language she didn’t know and pushed him—hard. Rafian staggered to the side, releasing Kaitlyn. Rafian lunged toward Torrent, but she put herself in his path. 

Rafian stopped short. She put a hand on his chest. “No, Rafian. That’s enough for one night of drunken brawling, don’t you think? Let’s get you home.” 

“Are you coming with me?” 

She looked at Lucas as she spoke. “Yes, I will. I’ll even stay the night.” 

Lucas’s jaw locked and his eyes flashed, but he wisely kept his mouth shut. 

Giving Lucas a little smile, she turned back to Rafian. “Let’s go, shall we?” 






* * * * *






Rafian’s house was of the underground variety, nestled into a large hill covered with blue green moss and tiny yellow flowers. Someone walking past it might miss it completely, so integrated it was with the forest. 

After Rafian regained human form, he grabbed his bundle of clothes, which he’d carried in his teeth the whole way, and led her to a door that could barely be glimpsed among the foliage, opened it and led her inside.

It was dark and silent, but after Rafian had pulled his pants back on, he began to switch on lights. With every lamp he illuminated, her surprise grew. This was not the type of place she’d expected tumultuous Rafian to keep. 

She’d expected the place to be dark and dank, a messy abode to a man without a woman. The lights mimicked sunlight, however, warm and bright, making up for the lack of windows. And the place, though small, was neat. A little on the sparse side, but cozy. The front door opened into a living room with a fireplace. To the right was a dining area and kitchen. To the left was a darkened hallway. 

Rafian seemed to have recovered from his bad temper at the tavern. He looked rumpled and exhausted; he probably hadn’t slept all night. Without a word, he knelt at the hearth and began to make a fire. He looked pretty good there despite his fatigue, barefoot and shirtless, his muscles flexing as he moved. 

She walked over, knelt in front of him and stopped his hand from adding more kindling. “Don’t worry about it. Take a shower, get some sleep.” 

He replaced the kindling and rocked back on his heels, pushing a hand through his hair. One dusky blond lock fell over his forehead. He wouldn’t look at her. “I lost my mind a little last night.” 

“So I gathered.”

Abruptly, he stood and stalked away from her. 

She rose. “Lucas told me why you did it.” 

He snorted. “He probably told you it’s because you slept with him last night and I couldn’t handle it.” 

“Uh, yes. That’s not the reason you got your drunk on?”

He turned to face her. “It doesn’t make me happy he got to touch you first, but that’s not why. Actually, I hope he did touch you, and I hope he did better than any man ever has.” 

She wrinkled her brow at him. She would have thought he’d be feeling competitive with Lucas. “Why?”  

“Because you are ours, Kaitlyn, heart, body and soul. Just as we are yours. You don’t understand that yet, you don’t feel it.” He paused. “But I do. So does Lucas.” 

She studied him for a moment, trying to understand him, trying to piece what she knew about him into shapes that made sense. “Tell me about the woman who didn’t stay, Rafian.” 

Emotions passed through his eyes like clouds on a stormy day. Ah. So her hunch had been right. He’d spent the previous night in a bottle because he didn’t want to lose her…like he’d lost this woman. “Her name was Miranda.” His voice came out hoarse.

“Why did she leave?” 

One side of his mouth hitched up in a grin, but it didn’t reach his eyes. “She was full blooded Lycaon, matched to us by the village elders as a second best to you when you didn’t pass through the veil the first time. We tried to make it work, but—” He bit off the end of the sentence with a snap of his jaw. “She wasn’t you.” 

“But…you hadn’t even met me.” 

He pushed his hand through his hair again. “Didn’t matter. We were linked to you through the veil, even if you didn’t know we were. We knew it and that was enough. Miranda loved us and we tried to love her back, but she wasn’t you.” 

“What happened to her?” 

“She killed herself.” 

Oh. She looked for words and found none that suited. “I’m sorry.” 

“It’s not your fault. It’s my fault. I’m the one who pushed her away.”

“I’m sure it wasn’t completely you. There were three of you in the relationship.” 

He turned and headed for the darkened hallway. “No. It was my fault.” And he was gone. 

“Okay, then,” she murmured to herself, raising her eyebrows. 

It was hard to comprehend that while she’d been married to Doug, ignorant of this world, that Rafian and Lucas had been here, yearning for her. The thought that any man would yearn for her was strange, especially not men like these men. 

Of course, once Doug had loved her. She’d been his sun, moon and stars. Maybe a little like Rafian with Miranda, she’d pushed Doug away little by little over time. She’d never loved Doug the way he’d loved her. In the end she’d hurt him…then he’d tried to hurt her. 

Maybe Rafian and Lucas had partially been the cause of that. Perhaps in some cosmic link that defied the laws of reality, she’d been able to feel her two men through the veil on a subconscious level. Maybe Doug had never even had a chance. If all that was true, she could comprehend some of the guilt that Rafian carried.  


  
She was fairly certain Rafian had gone to take a shower, so she contented herself with exploring his place. The couches and chairs in the living room were arranged to best take advantage of the fireplace. Covered with soft throws and bunches of pillows, it was clear that Rafian enjoyed his comfort. 

When Rafian emerged from the hallway with only a towel around his waist, she nearly dropped the small clay wolf she’d picked up from a table to examine. His hair was slicked back, throwing the bones of his face into sharp relief. He’d shaved off the stubble and his skin was still damp. In short, he looked damn good. 

“My mother made that.” 

She blinked, trying to pull her mind out of the gutter and follow the logic of his comment. Glancing down at the clay wolf, she lifted it. “This? It’s nice.” 

He shrugged. “It’s her hobby.” 

“Does she have two mates too?” 

He nodded, walking toward her. “Yes. Adrian and Max.” 

“Do you know which one is your biological father?” 

“Not for sure. I have a suspicion, but it doesn’t matter. They’re both my dads.” 

He took the wolf from her fingers, set it aside, then cupped her jaw in his hands and kissed her slowly, his lips running back and forth over hers before he slipped his tongue into her mouth and stroked up against her tongue. When he’d made her bones to turn to butter with his kiss, he murmured against her lips, “Let’s start the day from this moment and forget the rest ever happened.” 

She took a shuddering breath. One kiss and her body had filled with need. “Whatever you want.” 

Of course, no matter how much she wanted him, she couldn’t forget what had happened and what he’d said. Impossibly, Rafian loved her. Even though they’d only just met, she was somewhere inside his bones and he didn’t want to lose her. 

Yet, lose her, he would. She was balancing her sisters and the only world she’d ever known against Rafian and Lucas. They had to know the odds weren’t in their favor, no matter how gorgeous they were, or how good in bed, or how much they struck an emotional chord deep within her. 

She didn’t want to hurt him. Either of them. But she couldn’t let her sisters wonder forever what had happened to her. 

“Rafian—” she started, but he kissed her again, cutting off her sentence. 

Rubbing a thumb over her chin, he murmured, “I need you, Kaitlyn.” Then he took her by the hand, led her down the hallway and into his bedroom. 

The room was lit only by a small lamp by his bed, leaving most of the room in shadow. She could make out various pieces of furniture around the room, but the big bed was what she focused on. 

He pulled her down on it, the thick, soft mattress cradling their bodies, then tugged her against his chest and wrapped his arms around her. The beat of his heart thudded strong and steady beneath her ear and the warmth of his body radiated through her skin and into her bones. She let out a long, shuddering breath of contentment and closed her eyes. 

Being cradled in Rafian’s arms felt right, felt like home. She was so warm and comfortable; she didn’t want to move even though being this close to Rafian, in a bed, was highly distracting. 

His breathing changed rhythm, becoming even and deep in sleep. She nestled against him, tears pricking her eyes. I need you, Kaitlyn. What if she needed him too? 

How could she spend two weeks with these men, then leave them? 






Chapter Six








Kaitlyn studied Rafian as he slept. Tired from the previous night, she’d drowsed off and on. In the late afternoon light, she saw that Rafian’s room had a fireplace, armoire, night stand and a couch as well as the bed. There was also a strange piece of furniture made from metal standing near one wall. 

The blankets tangled around Rafian’s waist and he was bare from the midriff up. One powerful arm was thrown over his head on the pillow. She could just make out the jut of one lean hip under the sheet. She reached out and laid her palm flat on his chest, feeling his warm skin and the promise of smooth, hard muscle beneath it. 

In a flash, he had her wrist. She yelped, surprised. He tossed her onto her back and rolled her beneath his body. 

Her breath left her in a rush. “I thought you were sleeping.”

He slipped a knee between her legs and she gasped. “I was sleeping until a couple of seconds before you touched me.” His fingers found the button and zipper of her pants and yanked them down over her hips, taking her underwear with them. She helped kick them off, then pulled her sweater over her head and dropped it to the floor. 

Rafian dropped his mouth to her breast and sucked her nipple into his mouth. She sucked in a surprised breath, arching into him. “You don’t waste much time,” she gasped. 

“I’ve been waiting years to touch you.” He slid a hand between her thighs and found her clit. 

She moaned, her body immediately responding to his commanding, possessive action. A rush of arousal made her sex warm. Seeming to sense the softening of her body, he slid a finger deep inside her, plus another, and then thrust in and out. 

“Did you like it when Lucas fucked you?” 

She shivered, surprised she was aroused by the coarse language Rafian used. “Yes.” 

“Have you considered what it will be like when both of us fuck you at the same time?” 

She stilled, her half closed eyes opening wide. The whole situation was so full of weird, that she really hadn’t thought much about that aspect of it. 

“Ah. I see you’re now just considering it. Sweet, Kaitlyn, let me give you a taste of how it will be, with a little of my own flavoring.” He continued to thrust his fingers in and out of her. “You’ll need to trust me.” 

She moaned yes, her body tingling with need for him. At this point she’d agree to anything just to get him to touch her more. 

“Tell me stop and I will. Let me do as I will and I’ll make you come so hard you’ll see stars.” He rolled off her and retrieved a couple unidentified objects and set them down on the mattress. Then he sat on the edge of the bed next to them, his gaze eating up the vision of her bare body like a starving man. 

“You’re very beautiful. More than I’d imagined and, believe me, I imagined often,” he murmured. “Now come to me. Over my lap.” 

“Over your lap?” 

He gave her a look so wicked, it made hot need flash through her. “Face down, over my lap. Show me your pretty ass, Kaitlyn.” 

She blinked, hesitating. Then crawled over and positioned herself across his lap. He pushed her thighs apart, exposing her aroused sex, then dragged his hand down between her legs and rubbed her clit. It was full and pouting for him. “Are you ready for me?”

“Yes.” 

He slipped a finger inside her only for a moment. “Do you want me to fuck you?” 

“Yes,” she moaned, wanting him to touch her more. 

His hand lingered gently on the curve of her ass for only a moment before she felt the sharp slap of his open hand against her buttocks. She yelped in surprise and squirmed, but he pushed his arm down on her back and brought his hand down again…and again. 

The pain was sharp and oddly sweet. The vibrations rocked the sensitive area between her thighs and made it tingle. It plumped her clit and made her wet. The rapid succession of his hand on her ass warmed her skin and made her yearn for him to stimulate her aching bud, to make her come. Her buttocks throbbed under the spanking, grew hot and sore. She ached to be filled, taken, fucked hard and fast. 

She whimpered, not knowing if she wanted him to stop or for him to continue.

His big hand came down solidly on her rear again and she jerked, yelping with surprise. It stung, but it also vibrated waves of pleasure into her sex. Her yelp ended with a moan. Again and again, Rafian’s hand came down on her rear. Her passage was begging for penetration and she squirmed on his lap with need. 

“Please, Rafian. You’re making me crazy.” Her words came out slurred with arousal. 

He took an object from the bed beside him and spread the cheeks of her bottom. She tensed immediately. He shushed her. “Trust me, Kaitlyn, I will never hurt you.” 

She believed him, but she still tensed when he pushed the tip of the object into her. It was smooth, a little cold, and lubricated with something slippery. He pushed it in a little more and all the tiny nerves in that area of her body sprang awake. She moaned deep, almost animalistically, in the back of her throat. A little more and then a little more, until the object hilted inside her rear. It hurt a bit, but the slight discomfort was mixed with a pleasure she’d never before experienced.

“Consider this training, Kaitlyn. When you take me and Lucas together,” his voice breezed into her ear, making her shiver, “one of us will be fucking your sweet little ass.” 

Her breath came fast in and out of her nose. If he so much as brushed her clit right now, she would come…and come hard. That didn’t seem to be his plan. 

Instead, he helped her carefully to her feet. The object remained lodged in her rear even when she moved. His cock was hard as rock and his jaws were tight, teeth gritted, as he led her into the middle of the room, toward the odd piece of metal furniture she’d seen earlier. As she grew closer, she glimpsed a pair of cuffs lying on the strangely shaped table. An O ring and clip were attached to the top. 

Her heart rate increased. 

He gently cupped her face and forced her to look at him. “Trust me, Kaitlyn. Remember, if you want me to stop, I will.” He tweaked one of her erect nipples and pleasure flared gloriously through her. “I have a feeling you’re going to enjoy this.” 

He turned her back to him and cuffed her wrists behind her back. Then he pushed her forward, bending her at the hips and thrust the object in and out of her rear. She moaned, her knees going weak, and staggered forward. 

“Enough of this torture,” Rafian said. “You need to be fucked.” 

He turned her to face him, back to the small, peculiar looking “table,” and moved behind her. Then she understood the purpose of the O ring and clip, and the shape of this piece of furniture. He clipped the cuffs into the O ring, so she couldn’t move her arms. She had enough give so that it was comfortable, but she couldn’t get away. 

“I made this especially for you.” He pushed her down gently into the two grooves on either side of the platform, her thighs fitting perfectly into them. The cool metal kissed her skin. The result was that she was in semi-reclined position, thighs spread wide and completely exposed to Rafian. 

The grooves were deep enough that she wouldn’t fall to the side without the use of her arms, yet the area just underneath her bottom was cut away, to allow him to stand there, she supposed. The chair brought their pelvises to the perfect height, she noticed with anticipation.

He stood back, admiring the way he looked, his hand stroking the length of his long, wide cock. He raised his gaze to hers. “Tell me what you want.” 

Her voice came out with a quaver. “I want your cock in me.” 

“What do you want me to do to you?” 

“F—fuck me. I want you to fuck me.” 

He stepped toward her, positioning his cock at her entrance. She was incredibly slick and open, her passage begging to be penetrated. The head slipped inside her easily, despite his size. He pushed in inch by inch. Pleasure blossomed as he filled her, stretching her muscles. The sensation was so odd with the object lodged in her rear. Being stimulated in both places brought an indescribable ecstasy. She couldn’t tell where one pleasure started and the other ended. 

Rafian groaned, letting his head fall back, as he hilted inside her. “You feel so fucking good. So hot and tight.” His voice came out a low, aroused rasp. 

She could see where they were joined. His cock was so wide and long; she couldn’t believe all of it was inside her. He pulled it out slowly and she could see it glistening with the evidence of her excitement. He thrust back in leisurely, groaning, then began to move faster and harder. 

Her body rocked in the seat as his cock tunneled in and out of her. Every inward thrust bumped the object in her rear, sending white hot pleasure coursing through her. On instinct, she tried to moved her arms and found her wrists locked hard behind her. It brought home the fact she was completely at his mercy, utterly vulnerable and exposed, while Rafian possessed and dominated every inch of her. It was wrong and it was so very good. 

He gently fisted the hair at the back of her head and kissed her hard, his tongue stabbing into her mouth as he thrust deep into her. She moaned and he caught the sound in his mouth, and then gently dragged her lower lip through his teeth. 

Reaching between them, he pressed his thumb to her bud and rubbed it back and forth. Kaitlyn came hard, bucking in the seat as pleasure poured through her. She cried out as her intimate muscles pulsed around his pistoning length. The orgasm seemed to go on and on. Her head fell back as it took over her body. 

“That’s it, baby,” murmured Rafian. “You’re so pretty when you come.” 

Her climax stuttered, but Rafian kept up massaging her clit with his thumb as he thrust in and out of her. It became sensitive again, almost painful, then another orgasm caught hold and swamped her body with ecstasy once again. On it went, making Kaitlyn cry out Rafian’s name. 

Finally Rafian arched his back and groaned as he came deep inside her. 

Kaitlyn was sapped of energy. She barely remembered him uncuffing her, pulling the object from her. He lifted her, laid her in the bed and held her close






* * * * *






Rafian and Kaitlyn headed back to the house the next morning. After Kaitlyn had slipped from his back, he shifted to human form. While he dressed, the familiar sound of clanking iron drifted to them on the wind from the direction of the forge. 

He lifted his head from pulling on his boots and looked toward the building. Snow had begun to fall lightly from an iron gray sky and he watched Kaitlyn snuggle into a cloak his mother had woven especially for her. He hardly noticed the bite of early winter and still preferred to bathe in the river that ran near his house, even this late in the season. 

Kaitlyn took a step toward the barn, but he caught her arm and dragged her up against his chest. He wasn’t quite ready to end their time together, just the two of them. He slanted his mouth across her soft lips and kissed her deeply, his tongue sliding within to play along hers. 

When she panted against his mouth and her body had gone all soft and wanting, just the way he liked her, he murmured, “I love you, Kaitlyn. Stay and we will cherish you always.”

She let out a soft sound, then pushed away from him and hurried off to the barn. 

When they entered, Lucas was standing in front of the white hot fire with a length of metal sunk deep into the heart of it. He stood shirtless, the heat of the fire drawing droplets of perspiration from his skin.  

She stood in the entryway of the barn with her gaze locked on Lucas, her jaw tight and storms in her eyes. 

Rafian looked from her to Lucas. “Kaitlyn, what’s wrong?” 

She spoke without looking at him. “Lucas took advantage of a situation the night we were together, and then was stupid enough to admit it.” 

Lucas withdrew the metal with a pair of tongs, setting it down to cool. Removing his gloves, he tossed them aside, walked to Kaitlyn, and lifted her so she was eye-level. In his massive arms, she looked like a doll. He murmured something too soft for Rafian to hear. She murmured back and Lucas held her closer, burying his nose in her hair and closing his eyes. Finally he set her to ground. 

Kaitlyn took a step back from them both, a move that made tension knot in Rafian’s stomach. “One ground rule for the time we’re together. I want honesty from both of you, both in your words and actions. ”

“Always,” Rafian answered immediately.

“Forever,” Lucas replied. “In actions as well as words.”

Rafian shot an irritated glance at his friend. “Whatever Lucas did, he did it because he wanted you so badly, Kaitlyn. Not because he wanted to dupe or manipulate you.” Rafian paused. “He’s never been great with women.”

Kaitlyn smiled. “Yeah. I grasped that.” 

The sound of paws on the ground outside the forge drew their attention. Torrent padded in on enormous gray wolf feet. He spoke to Rafian and Lucas through telepathy. There’s been a Magi attack at the eastern edge of our territory. Bands of hunters have been spotted roaming the forest by the birds of prey. We’re asking all available to check it out.

Liam lives out there. Is he all right? Lucas asked.

We don’t know. 

Kaitlyn shifted, looking uncomfortable. “Uh. Why is everyone suddenly so quiet and staring at each other?” 

I’ll go check on Liam, Rafian answered. Lucas, you stay here and safeguard Kaitlyn.

Lucas nodded. 

“Uhm…hello?” asked Kaitlyn. 

Rafian leaned over and kissed her. “I’ll let Lucas explain. Right now, I need to leave with Torrent. Trouble with the Magi on the outskirts of our territory.” 

He walked toward the exit of the barn right behind Torrent. Before he’d gone five steps, Kaitlyn put a hand on his shoulder. He turned and she launched herself into his arms, nuzzling his throat, and murmured. “Please be careful.”

Cupping her face, he forced her gaze to his and found tender regard in them…for him. His heart stuttered for a moment. Leaning in, he kissed her again, he whispered against her lips, “If I know I’m coming back to you, I’m coming back.” 

Then he forced himself to leave.






Chapter Seven






Kaitlyn stood at the window and watched the snow cover the moon-silvered ground outside. Rafian had been gone two days. Where was he tonight? She couldn’t stop worrying. 

“Your telepathy doesn’t work over long distances?” she asked Lucas who was building up the fire. 

“No. We need to be within eye sight of each other.” 

“And no cell phones.” She sighed. 

“He knows how to take care of himself, Kaitlyn.”

She turned away from the window. “You’re not worried about him?” 

Glancing up at her, he shrugged, then tossed the last log on the fire. “I have confidence in his ability to kick Magi ass.” 

She hugged herself. “I hope you’re right.” 

“He would love that you’re so concerned about him, but there’s no need.” 

She chewed her lower lip. If something happened to Rafian, she would be devastated. He’d gotten under her skin in a major way. Vowing to stop obsessing, she walked toward Lucas. “Why can’t I use telepathy? I’m part Lycaon, right?” 

“Yes, but you don’t know your animal yet. Once you shift for the first time, you’ll be able to mind speak just like us.” He stood, brushing off his hands. 

“I won’t know my animal until I join symbolically somehow with you and Rafian, right?” 

“Right. The vows need to be spoken and accepted. Then you get the magick.”

She sank down on the couch in front of the fireplace, enjoying the warmth, and tucked her feet beneath her. “Then why do you sound so certain I’ll ever know my animal?” 

Lucas went very still. 

“I have sisters on the flip side, you know. I’m very close to them. I have a career I’ve worked hard to build. What makes you both so sure I’m planning to leave all that?” 

He drew a deep breath and took a swaggering step forward, grinning, “You’ll leave it all because we’re fantastically good looking and incredible in bed. Did I mention we’re modest? We’re that too.” 

She grinned. “Uh, huh.” 

Lucas dropped the exaggeration and sank down on one knee in front of her. “Actually, Kaitlyn, we think you’ll choose us for love. You could travel a hundred different worlds and never find two men who will love you as much as we will.” 

She held his gaze for a moment, believing every word he said, then leaned forward and kissed him. He pressed her back against the cushions, his tongue delving deep into her mouth. His hands roamed a little, but he didn’t push them both over the edge, even though her body hummed at his touch. That told her that even though Lucas spoke of Rafian’s prowess in battle, he was concerned for him too. 

They cuddled together on the couch in front of the fire, the snow gathering like a softly folded blanket around the house. 

“Tell me about Doug,” murmured Lucas. 

“Doug.” She sighed. “He loved me more than I loved him. I guess he knew that. When I couldn’t pretend I wanted to be married to him anymore, I decided to leave. The night I packed my bags, he went crazy and attacked me. I had to run to a neighbor’s house for help.” 

His body tightened. “What did he do to you?” 

She shivered, remembering the look on Doug’s face. He’d turned into a man she hadn’t recognized. “He gave me a black eye, twisted my arm.” The physical injuries hadn’t been the worst part, though. It had been the emotional betrayal. 

When Lucas spoke, his voice was a low growl. “For the first time, I wish I could cross the veil and bite someone.”

“Some good came out of it. After I divorced Doug, I took self defense classes. I can protect myself now.” 

“Yes, I remember,” he said drily. 

She gave a soft laugh. 

Sometime in the night, after they’d both dropped off to sleep, the front door burst open. Lucas launched himself off the couch and was between her and the intruder in a heartbeat. She pushed up, seeing the dark shape framed in the doorway. The figure took a step forward, into the dying light of the fire, and she shot from the couch and into Rafian’s arms. 

He grunted a little when she made impacted, but Rafian’s arms came around her. “I’m so happy you’re okay,” she breathed, nuzzling the fabric of his shirt and the enjoying the warm, solid flesh beneath it. 

“Just bruised and scratched.” He dropped his head and kissed her long and deep. “But I’m much better now.”

She and Rafian walked closer to the fireplace and she saw that all his exposed skin was marked with smudges of blood and dirt. After Rafian sat on the couch, she went to get a warm soapy cloth. 

Lucas leaned up against the mantle. “How many hunters were there?” 

“Enough.” 

“Enough to invite to lunch? Enough to overrun our lands? How many is enough?” 

Kaitlyn sank onto the couch next to Rafian and began to clean the blood and dirt away. She didn’t think he was badly hurt, but she wanted to make sure. 

Rafian exhaled, his tired eyelids at half mast.  “Enough to cause a whole bunch of trouble. Enough of them too near our territory for comfort.”

Lucas grunted. “Did you find Liam?” 

“He was easy to find since he left a trail of body parts.” 

“Damn. That was Liam, though, thoughtful until the end.”

Kaitlyn’s movements faltered. “Do you have to joke about this?” 

“Yes,” the men replied in unison. “Makes it easier,” finished Lucas. 

She shuddered. “I’m just glad you came back all right, Rafian.” 

“The Magi are gone now. We lured them off to the southeast.” Rafian smiled, his teeth flashing in the dim light. “Into the Bardian Mountains with a blizzard on the way.” 

“Any Lycaon casualties?” asked Lucas. 

Rafian’s smile faded. “Beside Liam, we lost three to magick. Theren, Alexander and Marshall.” 

Lucas hung his head, swearing softly in a language she didn’t recognize. 

Rafian took a much needed shower, after assuring Kaitlyn that he didn’t need any stitches for the cuts he’d sustained. A good sleep, he told her, would heal him. Apparently that was one of the perks of being Lycaon. One she would also gain, if she decided to stay with them and tie her existence to theirs permanently. 

Therefore, it was a perk she would never enjoy. 

It was still the middle of the night, so the three of them curled up in one of the massive beds in the house, Kaitlyn tucked securely between the two men. She laid her head on Rafian’s chest and Lucas curled around her back, tucking her into his strong arms. 

She drifted off to sleep, safe, warm and protected. Despite the threat of murderous magick wielding hunters in this world, she had faith that these men would never allow harm to come to her.






* * * * *






She woke before either of the men the next morning. After enjoying the warmth of their bodies, she slid from the bed, clipped her hair up and headed to the kitchen to make breakfast. The house was chilly and she was happy for the heavy sweater she’d found in the bedroom. It was one of the men’s and was far too big for her, but it smelled delicious. From the mingling of leather and wood smoke, she deduced it must be Lucas’s. 

Locating eggs—they looked like regular chicken eggs and she was really hoped they were—and bacon, she fried up a bunch of it. Both Lucas and Rafian ate a tremendous amount of food. Outside the window, the world was covered in a blanket of snow, white, silent, and peaceful. She watched as a clump of snow fell with a thump from a heavy evergreen branch. This place was so different from Chicago. 

She missed her sisters and it killed a part of her deep inside that she couldn’t get word to them to tell them she was all right. Her boss would be worried too, but, she had to admit, she really hadn’t been thinking much about work lately. She’d thrown herself into her career as a way to cope after her divorce, but it wasn’t what she really wanted to do with her life. Perhaps that issue would bear a closer examination when she returned. 

Strong arms came around her from behind, rocking her back into a broad chest. She inhaled the woodsy, wild scent of Rafian and sighed happily. It was going to be so hard to leave these men. 

“It smells good in here,” said Lucas from behind them. 

She stepped away from Rafian reluctantly to find Lucas shirtless and stretching. She raised an eyebrow. “You get the breakfast, I get the view. Fair trade off, although probably a little more fair to me.” 

She served up breakfast and nibbled on a piece of bacon as the men ate. Then they got dressed and spent the morning in the forge, producing the metal wares they sold in the village for their livelihood. She spent the day in a peaceful bliss, exploring the grounds, visiting with the men and tiding up around the house. It was a good day, cold, cozy day with fires burning hot in every hearth in the house and a stew simmering slow on the stove, filling the home with yummy deliciousness. 

The end of the afternoon brought a sense of wistfulness. If not for her family ties, she could get used to a life like this, but not the puttering and the cooking, at least, not all the time. Once in a while she enjoyed the domestic thing, but if she were to stay here, hypothetically, she’d need to find something else to occupy her time. Maybe she’d finally have the time and space to work on a book. Of course, who would read such a book in this world? Of that, she wasn’t sure. Didn’t matter. She wasn’t staying. 

That evening when the men came in from their work she was sitting at the table in her nightgown, writing in a journal she’d decided to keep about her stay here. The blank book had been a gift from Rafian when she’d expressed her secret desire to write a novel. 

The men came in, complimenting her on the smell of the stew, and took showers. When they emerged dressed only in jersey sleeping pants, she nearly swallowed her tongue. Their skin was still damp and their hair was slicked back away from their faces. Lucas’s pants were slung low, exposing the jut of his lean hips. 

One was a sight to behold, two took her breath away. 

She stood, trying to organize her thoughts. “Uh. There’s dinner.” She motioned at the pot on the stove with her pen.

“Great.” Lucas walked toward her with purpose, his eyes dark and focused only on her. “I’m starving.” 

He pulled her against his body, snaking his hand to the nape of her neck and angling her face toward his. His mouth slanted across hers, his tongue aggressively sliding into her mouth. 

Her pen dropped to the floor with plastic sounding plink. 

Lucas dragged her lower lip gently through his teeth and she shivered, her knees going weak. “I want you, Kaitlyn,” he murmured against her mouth. “Right now.” 

Her hands found his upper arms and hung on under the force of him. His kiss, his presence, his aggression, the scent and feel of him—it undid her. Her breath shuddered out of her, arousal flaring through her body. “I’m yours,” she whispered back. 

His hips pressed against her, letting her feel how hard he was for her. “Mine.” 

The magnitude of how much she truly did want to be his, his and Rafian’s, washed over her like cold water. She pushed away from him and stumbled backward. 

Lucas watched her retreat. “Kaitlyn, what’s wrong?” 

“I-I’m in over my head with you two.” She touched her temple. “I’m losing myself to you both.” 

He stepped toward her. “You will never lose yourself to us. Your joining with us will make you whole, never reduce you. We will never eclipse you, never extinguish your fire.” He held out a hand to her. 

She took another step backward and he followed her. Her gaze skated to Rafian, who hung back by the doorway. 

“Let us love you, Kaitlyn.” Lucas reached out and drew her into his arms. 

She melted against him, closing her eyes. Just for right now she wanted to forget about falling too deep for them and then having to leave. Her desire to allow their love was too strong. She just wanted, wanted to allow this.

He cupped her face, forcing her gaze up to his and searched her eyes. 

“All right,” she whispered. 

A hungry look overtook his expression. He pushed her up against the wall, his mouth finding hers. He kissed her breathless, then slipped his lips over her chin, to her throat. Finding the sensitive place where her neck met her shoulder, he bit down just hard enough to make her shiver. 

His teeth took hold and didn’t let go as he reached down and pulled the hem of her night gown up, hand questing between her thighs. He found her bud and stroked it, making it grow swollen and needy, then thrust two fingers deep inside her, finding her already primed and ready for him. 

Sexual haze covering her over, she watched Rafian sit on the edge of the couch, seeming happy to watch them. 

“Lucas,” she breathed, “Oh, god, please.” 

Yanking his pants down impatiently, just enough to free his cock, he hooked her leg over his hip and pushed the head of his shaft into her entrance. 

“Yes,” she gasped as he pushed in another inch. She ground her hips down, forcing his wide length to penetrate deeper, wanting every last little bit of him inside her. 

Lucas grunted, lifting her and pinning her against the wall—a testament to the strength the man possessed. Her legs wound around his waist and he thrust his hips, his cock tunneling in and out of her. 

Her gaze lifted and found Rafian. His gaze was dark, hot, filled with lust as he watched Lucas take her up against the wall. Lucas’s body managed to rub against her clit with every move he made. She closed her eyes, moaning, as pleasure filled her, her fingers finding purchase at his shoulders. 

Lucas grunted out his pleasure with every inward thrust. His cock was so wide, it touched every part of her. Her climax hit her like a train. She cried out, her body tensing, as it dominated her. She threw her head back and Lucas bit her throat as she came, laying claim to her body. 

Finally Lucas groaned her name and his cock jerked deep inside her. She clung to him for support when it was all done, lassitude filling her body. 

When Lucas lowered her to the floor, Rafian was there. She’d known from the look in his eyes he would be. 

Extricating her from Lucas’s grip, he twined his hand gently through the long hair at her nape and brought her face to his. “Are you ready to handle two men who want you, sweet Kaitlyn? Two demanding dire wolves?” 

She smiled, feeling drunk on the ecstasy of her orgasm. “Let’s find out.” 

Rafian crushed her lips to his, his tongue slipping between them and possessing her mouth. He hand fisted the night gown she wore and tore the light fabric. It ripped from neckline to hem and was so much material wadded on the floor. 

When his hand eased between her thighs, he found her hot and wanting, craving him every bit as much as she had Lucas. “Now,” she whispered to Rafian. “I need to feel you inside me.” 

He made a low sound in the back of his throat and guided her to the couch. Turning her back to him, he bent her over the arm rest, and then spread her thighs. Running his hands over her, he slipped his fingers deep inside and thrust. She squirmed, moaning, but he held her in place with a strong hand, working his thick digits in and out of her. 

A couple of minutes later and the smooth head of his cock pushed within. She clawed at the cushions as he eased inside, sliding in to the base of him, and began to set up a fast and hard pace. Her buttocks slapped into his pelvis with every thrust as he took her roughly. The long, wide length of him worked like a piston and it made her crazy, pushing her fast toward another explosive orgasm. 

Rafian held her by her waist, his thighs smacking the back of her thighs with every stroke. Hard and fast, over and over. The head of his cock brushed over some sensitive spot deep within her with every inward thrust.

She came again, long and powerfully, her body shuddering from the force of it. When Rafian finally orgasmed, he did it groaning her name, his cock deep within her. 

When it was over, one of the men lifted her and set her into a warm bath. Both men climbed in with her. 

The soapy water sloshed around the tub as their hands washed her gently. Then she settled against Rafian’s chest with Lucas at her side, closed her eyes and smiled. Could she handle two men who wanted her? 

Yes. Yes. A thousand times, yes. 






Chapter Eight






 “I want you to meet my parents,” said Rafian, pulling her beneath his body. 

Golden sunlight shone in from the bedroom window, framing Lucas in its light. He was getting dressed, but he paused at Rafian’s words, a brief look of pain crossing his face. “That’s a good idea,” he said after a moment, pulling on his shirt. “If mine were alive, I’d be taking you to see them too.” 

Kaitlyn shifted uncomfortably on the bed beneath him. Meet Rafian’s parents. It sounded so formal, so serious. She didn’t want to hurt Rafian or lead him on. “I’d be happy to meet them, of course, but you both know that I might not—”

“Good. We’ll leave right after breakfast.” He kissed her thoroughly, removing the sentence she was going to say from her tongue and, for a moment, almost all the sense from her brain. 

No, she couldn’t let this moment slip. 

She pushed Rafian off her and stood. “You both know that it’s possible I might not—”

Lucas swept her into his arms, his mouth firmly covering hers, kissing away the rest of her sentence. Ah. Okay. She understood. They knew she might choose to leave them—they just didn’t want to hear it. Fair enough. 

She rode into town on Lucas’s back, carrying both sets of their clothing. Once in the heart of the village, the men changed back and dressed in a small building that seemed placed there purely for the purpose. 

Rafian’s parents lived in the heart of the small town, which was larger than she’d first assumed. Since the place was built into the forest around it, it was easy to miss the sprawl of the place. 

Scarlet, Rafian’s mother turned out to be from beyond the veil as well. She welcomed Kaitlyn at the door with a big hug and kiss on the cheek. “Rafian, Lucas,” his mother said, holding Kaitlyn’s hands, “she’s beautiful.” Kaitlyn blushed.

Their home was built into a side of hill, but spacious and richly decorated on the inside, filled with that same light which mimicked daylight. The four of them settled into the snug underground living room, decorated with wood furniture, handmade clay figurines, and comfortable cushions. The fireplace blazed merrily. Kaitlyn was happy for the warmth and the cup of tea Scarlet placed in her hands. 

After a few minutes of small talk, Adrian and Max entered the room, Rafian’s fathers. Both had dark brown hair, though Adrian had blue eyes and Max had brown. Both men were powerfully built, as were all Lycaon men. She rose and they shook her hand, then welcomed both Rafian and Lucas with big bear hugs. Lucas seemed just as much their son as Rafian.

They settled into an afternoon of tea, cookies and good conversation. She told them of her of her life on the flip side. They seemed to know what a computer programmer was, surprising to her as there were no computers in their world. She talked of her sisters and her life growing up, even confiding in them about their stepmother, Susan, who’d been so jealous of the girls when their father had been alive. 

Speaking of Susan, Kaitlyn understood something for the first time. Susan had been afraid. Afraid her husband wouldn’t have enough love for her if he used so much of it for his daughters. In that one flash of understanding, she felt sorry for her stepmother. How awful she must feel about herself to have such a fear. Unworthy of love. 

Looking between Rafian and Lucas, she knew she would never have that fear. They loved her completely, and they seemed to love each other, too. That bond they shared made a strong relationship. 

She discovered that Rafian and Lucas had grown up together and that after Lucas’s parents had died, Adrian and Max had taken him under their wing. That’s why there seemed to be such a powerful family vibe between them all, even though they lacked blood ties. 

Finally, the men went out to gather more wood for the fire, leaving Kaitlyn and Scarlet alone. 

“Don’t you miss your family?” Kaitlyn asked the older woman.

She got a faraway look in her eye, as if remembering. “I won’t lie. It wasn’t easy to leave my family, Kaitlyn, but it was easy to make the choice to stay with my men. Adrian and Max are my soul mates. They are also my family. I have never regretted my decision to stay here with them, though I shed tears for what I left behind.” She touched her hand. “But I am not you. If you believe your life will be better without Rafian and Lucas in it, then staying here would be a mistake.” 

She gazed at the doorway where the men had exited. “It’s not that I don’t think my life would be better without them in it; I know it would be better. I just can’t imagine never seeing my sisters again, letting them believe something awful happened to me. They would grieve their whole lives.” She paused. “I can’t put them through that.” 

After their visit, she, Rafian and Lucas walked around the village for a while. It was a nice day, chilly, but the sun was peeking through the tree limbs here and there. They wandered through the food stalls in the center of the town buying groceries, and then arranged to have them delivered to the house. 

Apparently horses didn’t love wolves, not even when a wolf wore human clothing. No big surprise there. So when any of the dire wolf Lycaon needed something delivered to or from their houses, another breed would deliver it via carriage or horseback. There were no cars, but it wasn’t because they lacked the technology. Cars, and all pollutants, were something the nature loving Lycaon abhorred about the world beyond the veil. All electricity in the Lycaon world was solar or wind generated. 

Their reality was quiet, natural. Not only did it keep them in tune with the forest they lived in, but it kept them hidden from the Magica. 

On their way out of town, Kaitlyn stopped in front of a store window filled with leather bound books. The wooden sign swinging above the door declared the shop, Good Things to Read. She tilted her head to the side in disbelief. “A book store?” 

Lucas came to a stop beside her. “Of course. Did you think we were illiterate?” 

“No. I just didn’t…I don’t know what I thought.” 

“You thought we couldn’t print books,” said Rafian on her other side.

“Yes, actually. That’s exactly what I thought.” 

“Surprise.” Rafian indicated the front door. “Want to go in and pick something out?” 

They wandered through the bookstore for a long time as Kaitlyn perused the shelves, finding fiction and non-fiction alike. There was an entire book case filled with tomes about the world beyond the veil, both fiction and non-fiction. 

She picked up a book that should have been titled, Women from Beyond the Veil for Dummies and raised an eyebrow at Lucas. “Did you guys ever read this?” 

He shrugged and grinned. “We need all the help we can get.” 

She grinned back at him as she re-shelved it. “Yeah, especially you.”

In the end, she picked out a couple mystery novels, curious to see how a mystery novel on the flip side would read, and they headed home. 

On the way out of town, they met Torrent on his way home. He clapped Rafian and Lucas on the back and gave Kaitlyn a warm smile. The man was a god, but that same constant sorrow echoed through his eyes. 

“What’s up with that guy?” she asked Lucas as they walked away. “He’s the leader of the Lycaon, right? Seems like he should be…I don’t know, happier.” 

“Torrent has a heavy burden to bear,” he answered. 

Rafian fell in step beside her. “Would you want to know your future, how you were going to die and when?” 

Her brow crinkled as she thought about that for a moment. “No. That would suck.” 

Lucas gave a short laugh. “Suck. Yes, it would suck. Torrent knows he’s going to die in a battle with the Magica. Therefore, he will never take a mate, never know love. He’s got a lot to be sad about.” 




* * * * *






Kaitlyn entered the living room rubbing a towel through her still damp hair and found Lucas and Rafian sitting in front of the fire. She stopped and watched them as they spoke in low tones to each other, talking about the metal work they were going to do. 

She wore one of the nightgowns they’d given her, the sexiest one she could find. The soft material clung to her skin and was just a slightest bit see through—if you looked hard enough. 

If someone had presumed she was baiting the men, they’d be right. 

She walked into the sitting area. That’s all she had to do. Suddenly she had their full attention. Her lips curved into a smile. It was heady stuff, having the ability to wrap these two men around her finger. 

“Come here,” demanded Rafian roughly.

Dropping the towel over the back of a nearby chair, she walked to him, coming to a stop between his spread thighs. An erection already pressed against the zipper of his pants. His hands smoothed down over her hips, took the hem of her nightgown and pulled it up to her waist. 

He cupped her bottom and yanked her forward, his tongue slipping between her thighs to give her a couple quick mouth strokes. She let out a yelp of surprise. 

Just when she thought she had the upper hand…. Both these men took what they wanted, when they wanted it, but Rafian was especially demanding. Not that she minded. 

Rafian looked up at her, dark lust in his eyes. “I think this one is trying to seduce us, Lucas. What do you think?” 

Lucas leaned forward and stroked his hand down her bare rear. “I think you’re right.” 

“What should we do with her?” 

Lucas practically growled his response. “I can think of several things.” 

“Take off that night gown. I want nothing between you and my hands.” 

Oh, she wanted that too. She pulled the night gown over her head and Rafian ran his hands down her body, cupping her breasts and teasing her nipples until they were erect and sensitive. 

Lucas urged her with his hands to widen her stance and slipped his fingers between her thighs to toy with her. Soon they had her weak in the legs, teetering from the need they kindled in her body. 

“On your hands and knees in the center of the floor.” Lust gave Rafian’s voice an edge. 

She sank to the carpet in front of the fireplace and, before turning onto her hands and knees, flashed them and gave them a coy look. Lust flared over both their faces, making her smile. She liked this game. 

Spreading her knees, she tilted her hips a little and stretched like a cat. Her breasts hung full, nipples erect, and she knew the fire gave her skin a rosy glow. Both men knelt on either side of her. Their hands explored her breasts, ran over her rear, delved between her thighs. She couldn’t tell whose hands were whose. There were four of them, hungry, demanding, giving pleasure. 

One of the men slipped a finger inside her, then added another, thrusting in and out. At the same time, Rafian—it had to be him—brought his palm down on her rear. She yelped, her head snapping back in surprise rather than pain. Heat spread from the impact, warming her sex, tingling through it. Again and again his palm came down on her bottom, and all the while Lucas thrust his thick fingers in and out of her, creating an odd mixture of sweet sting and deep pleasure. Her body rocked back and forth with Lucas’s movements, the skin of one of her buttocks reddened from Rafian’s hand. 

Rafian put his mouth close to her ear and dipped his hand between her thighs from the front, finding her clit. He pressed and rotated the swollen nub, making her moan. “Come for us, Kaitlyn,” he whispered. 

Her breath shuddered out of her as the pressure of her climax built. He stroked her bud in perfect rhythm with Lucas’s strokes. It burst over her in a wave that stole her breath, her ability to think. Her body shuddered under the force of it, moans ripping from her throat. 

When the waves had passed, Rafian said hoarsely, “I need you, Kaitlyn. We both do.” 

“But not here. On the bed.” Lucas gently scooped her into his arms and stood like she weighed nothing. The three of them went into the bedroom. 

“I want her bound,” said Rafian, taking something from a drawer. It was a long silk tie, which he wound through the head board. “On your back, Kaitlyn, hands above your head.” 

She crawled onto the bed and did as he asked. Neither of the men moved for what felt like a full minute, taking in her long, bare body as she lay there, offering herself to them. 

“You’re beautiful,” Rafian whispered as he secured her wrists above her head and knotted the silk. It was tight, too tight for her to escape, but it didn’t hurt. He slid his hand down her arms and cupped her breasts, drawing his thumbs over the hardened peaks until she moaned. 

Lucas grasped her knees and pushed them up and out, exposing her aching sex for both of them. “She’s pretty, isn’t she, Rafian?” 

Rafian petted her clit with his thumb, which was swollen and sensitive, begging for his touch. t="0Gorgeous. I wonder how many times we can make her come?” 

“I am still in the room you know,” she breathed out, then moaned as Lucas slipped two fingers deep inside her while Rafian caressed her clit. She tensed, pulling against the silk ties. 

“Oh, we know you’re in the room, beautiful,” purred Rafian. “You’re the only important thing in the world to us.” 

Lucas picked up the pace of his thrusts. “You’re dying to have me or Rafian spread your thighs and fuck you until you can’t breathe, isn’t that true? Can you imagine one of us thrusting inside you now? Rafian’s breath hot on your neck, my heated body sliding against yours?”

“Yes, all of it. I want it all.” 

Rafian climbed off the bed to retrieve something from a drawer. She worried about that for about half a second, right up until the moment Lucas lowered his mouth and sucked her clit between his lips. 

A moan dragged itself from her throat as his masterful tongue slipped over her folds and back up to her clit again. Nestling against the swollen bud, he stroked it back and forth until she bucked against his mouth. The sight of his dark head between her thighs was almost enough to make her come, but Lucas knew how to use his mouth on top of that. Worse, Lucas, just like Rafian, also knew how to withhold an orgasm, building up the pressure until she exploded. 

Pulling the skin away from her bud on either side, he used the tip of his tongue against it to push her right up to the edge of a climax. She moved her hips restlessly, wanting something to fill her, but he pinned her down with powerful hands and continued the torment. 

Rafian's mouth found her breasts and sucked her nipple to a hard little point. Pleasure coursed through her. While Rafian laved each of her nipples to exquisite perfection, Lucas’s tongue teased her until she moaned. 

After Lucas had left her a panting mess, her sex slick from his attentions, Rafian moved between her thighs with something in his hand. Her face felt flushed and her breath was coming hard and fast. 

He and Rafian helped her to turn on her knees, adjusting her ties to allow her to brace herself on the pillows. Her head rested on her hands, hips tilted up, thighs spread, exposed to them both. 

“Oh, yes, baby, that’s it,” murmured Lucas, petting her. “So pretty like that.” 

“What are you going to do?” she asked Rafian. Her words were shaking and slurred with the intense arousal of her body. 

He set the head of a smooth, cool, lubricated object to the entrance of her rear. “We’re getting you ready to take both our cocks at the same time.” Rubbing her clit with his other hand, he pressed the object inside. 

She moaned as it slid in slowly inch by inch, stretching her muscles. Never would she have guessed she’d enjoy this kind of play. Another inch, another. He kept up the slow stroke of his fingers to her clit as he pushed it inside farther and farther, adding intense pleasure to the slight bite of discomfort. The blend of the two was an incredible sensation, made a haze of pure, animalistic sexual need slip over her mind. 

Finally the object was seated all the way inside her. Rafian thrust it in and out of her as Lucas took over rubbing her bud and alternately thrusting his fingers deep inside her. She bucked against the ropes, so close to coming it was making her wild. 

“Do you like that, sweet Kaitlyn,” Lucas purred, “Do you want to be fucked right now?” 

“Yes. Yes, please!” The words came out on a guttural moan. 

Lucas untied her hands, positioning her on the bed to take her from behind. Spreading her thighs, he pushed the head of his cock into her opening and worked himself in to the base. Kaitlyn moaned as he began to thrust, his huge, hard length moving easily because she was so excited. 

The sensation of having both places penetrated at the same time made her buck against him as her body tried to assimilate the odd sensation. It was sexual pleasure distilled into basic, animalistic purity. The ecstasy pouring into her body breached its threshold and she came hard, wave upon wave of pleasure coursing through her body. 

On the tail end of her climax, Lucas pulled the object from her rear and replaced it with his cock, sliding in deep. When he was seated inside her, the three of them readjusted so that Rafian could slide beneath her and guide his cock into her. She bore down on his shaft, sinking him in as far as she could take him. 

Once the three were joined, they moved together, finding a rhythm. Both of their cocks moved in and out of her, possessing her, dominating her. Both their bodies rubbed against her, their bare skin slick and soft on hers. Rafian’s mouth sought hers and kissed her hard, his tongue hungrily seeking contact. 

Pleasure coursed through her as their long, wide cocks pistoned in and out of her body in tandem.  Feeling both places filled at the same time was overwhelming. The pleasure blended and pulsed and throbbed through her body until she could barely breathe under its spell. It pulled every thought from her mind and centered it in her body. A powerful climax rose in her with every inward and outward thrust.

An intense orgasm burst over her, pulling her under waves of sexual bliss that freed her mind of all thought and forced a cry from her throat. It went on and on until she could barely see straight. 

Her climax pushed Rafian and Lucas to theirs. Finally, exhausted, they pulled free of her body and they collapsed to the bed.






Chapter Nine






Lucas pulled Kaitlyn down onto his lap with the fire crackling in front of them. He loved her sweet weight on him. Her fingers traced his tattoos as his lips nuzzled her throat. 

The last week had passed in a pleasurable haze of cuddling, talking, closeness, and incredible sex. Kaitlyn enjoyed his and Rafian’s attentions to the point of insatiability. It was a need of hers they were more than willing to fill. Having her here had been heaven, one they hoped would never end.

Yet both he and Rafian knew the two weeks were almost up and she had yet to declare her intention to stay. The weight of her sisters pulled at her from beyond the veil. Even now there was a faraway look in her eyes, a worry that no amount of soft words or gentle touching seemed to eradicate. It was a tie that Lucas could understand, since his parents had been taken so cruelly from him. She didn’t want her sisters to go their entire lives thinking something violent had happened to her. He could not fault her for that.

The world beyond the veil was a mysterious place to him. Kaitlyn had explained what usually happened to women who went missing there. Why would men visit such harm against their females? They were to be cherished and treasured, loved and protected. He could not understand it.

She twined her fingers with his and leaned her head against his shoulder. “When will Rafian be back?”

“Soon. They’re not chasing off bands of hunters this time. They’re simply securing the border.” 

“But what if they run into hunters?” 

He squeezed her hand. “They probably won’t. If they do, Rafian will get to do what he likes best.” 

“What’s that?” 

“Knock Magi heads together.” 

She smiled. “And what do you like best to do?” 

“Besides be with you?” He ran his fingers up her arm, enjoying the softness of her skin. Rafian might be gone all night. He’d have her all to himself. 

“Yes, besides that.” Her cheeks had gone pink. It was curious such an innocent comment could do that, considering the sexual gymnastics they’d been performing lately.

“I love to work in the forge. I love creating something useful from hunks of metal. I love the fire and the weight of the iron in my hands.”

“You love twisting things to your will.” 

“Maybe. And, you, what did you do on the other side of the veil besides work and dream of writing a book one day.”

“Other than spend time with my sisters, not much. I wanted a child at one point, but my marriage with Doug deteriorated and I put myself on the pill so I wouldn’t get pregnant.” 

“And now. Do you want a child?” 

She cupped his cheek and held his gaze. “With you and Rafian, definitely. It’s amazing how much closer I feel to you than I ever did to Doug, and Doug and I were married five years.” 

“Length of time has nothing to do with what the heart wants.” 

She smiled, but it was sad. “Not what it wants, what it needs.” 






* * * * *






She lay sprawled between Lucas and Rafian, all of them fresh from a long, hot shower. Their hands stroked idly down her body. If she’d been a cat, she would have purred. Every time they touched her, love radiated from their fingertips. There was nothing not to enjoy about being close to these men. 

Nothing not to love about cuddling with them on the couch late at night, fire burning. Nothing not to love about talking to them while they were snuggled in bed, or over a meal. Nothing not to love about spending blissful chunks of time watching them mold metal to suit their slightest whim. Nothing not to love about watching their bodies—man or dire wolf—flexing and moving as they performed a task. Nothing not to love about their kisses or the way they made love to her.

Nothing not to love. 

And she did love them. She’d always been a sensible woman. She never would have thought she could’ve fallen in love this fast. Yet in just shy of two weeks she’d fallen in love not once, but twice. It made her believe in the power of soul mates. After Doug she’d figured something so fanciful didn’t exist. Apparently it didn’t exist, at least not in her reality. 

Only in this one. 

Lucas roused, twining his arm around her waist lazily and dragging her against his body. His mouth covered hers, lips searching. She melted against him, lost in a haze of decadent lust. 

From behind her, Rafian’s hands moved over her stomach, dipping between her thighs. He found her clit and stroked it softly, making her moan into Lucas’s mouth. Lucas palmed her breast, stimulating her nipple to a hard, little peak. 

Clearly this cuddling was escalating into something much more. Her body ached sweetly from their lovemaking the night before, but she craved more of it anyway. She reached down and found Lucas’s cock, stroking the long, wide organ from base to tip until he shuddered against her. 

Finding the back of her knee, Lucas dragged her leg over his hip and guided the head of his cock into her entrance. With powerful thrusts of his hips, Rafian holding her still from behind, he thrust inch by luscious, mind-blowing inch inside of her. 

She and Lucas found a rhythm, hips thrusting. From behind Rafian’s lubricated cock slid into her rear, slowly, sweetly, little bit by little bit, until she was filled by him as well. 

They moved together, like one animal, now easily finding a pace that rocked all three of them to ecstasy. They pleasured each other—thrusting hips, writhing bodies, their moans and murmurings filling the air. 

For Kaitlyn, it was an indescribable bliss, a pleasure too complete to adequately express with words. Her teeth sank into her lower lip as the sensations blended together in one long unstoppable hum of pleasure.

When her orgasm burst over her, it came from deep inside her womb. It radiated out, making all her muscles pulse and contract, as her spine arched and she cried out under the force of it. 

Moments later Rafian groaned and came deep inside her, followed by Lucas. 

When it was over, they fell apart from each other, and Kaitlyn mourned the loss of them from her body. She enjoyed it when they were one, all three of them. They lay tangled in pile, like warm puppies, sated and lethargic. 






* * * * *






Two weeks had passed. Two of the best weeks of her life. A confusing, surreal, ecstasy-filled two weeks. She stood by the window, looking out at the snow-covered world. She’d found love again. 

Back home it was hot, the middle of summer. Her sisters were probably out of their minds with worry. She could imagine the hell they were going through. All she had to do was put herself in their place, imagine how she’d feel if Caroline or Paige had vanished without a trace. 

A lump lodged in her throat. Why did this have to be so hard? Why did it have to be so cruel? If she chose to spend the rest of her life with her two soul mates, her sisters would live with the grief of her disappearance forever. They would think she’d been kidnapped, murdered. What else happened to women who went missing? How could she be selfish enough to inflict that on them?

But how could she leave Rafian and Lucas? 

A presence warmed her back. Lucas, she was sure. His strong hand cupped her shoulder and his strength radiated into her skin as he stood behind her. “It’s beautiful in the winter, isn’t it?” His low, powerful voice radiated through her back and she closed her eyes for a moment, immersing herself in the beauty of it. 

“It is.” Her voice held a quaver. 

“It’s even prettier in the summer.” 

“I can imagine.” 

“If you stay, you won’t have to imagine it.” 

She closed her eyes again. Her throat ached from holding her tears back. The words she needed to say lodged behind the lump. She couldn’t do it. She couldn’t say it. 

It was okay, he understood. After a moment Lucas took his hand from her shoulder and moved away. 

Her heart broke. 






Chapter Ten






The morning had been quiet as they’d readied to make the journey back to the clearing where she’d first arrived. The doorway through the veil would only remain open for a handful of hours. If they missed it, she would be trapped here forever. 

“If not for my sisters,” she’d started before they’d left the house. Then she’d choked and hadn’t been able to finish the sentence. 

The men had changed to wolf form for the trip. She climbed onto Rafian’s back and buried her face in his warm, silky fur, trying to memorize how it felt. They ran through the morning, snow gently falling in the forest and patches of sunlight peeking through the trees in the distance. Under any other circumstances, it would have been a gorgeous trip. 

But she was leaving the men she loved. 

Rainbows could have littered the sky. Unicorns could have danced between the trees. Nothing would ease the ache in her heart today. 

They stepped past a line of trees and into a clearing. She recognized it immediately as the one she’d appeared in two weeks ago, even though the grass was now covered with snow. Rafian walked to the center of the clearing and stopped. Lucas came to halt by his side. 

Drawing a deep breath, she slid from his back and faced them, holding a bundle of their clothes loosely in one hand. 

Rafian and Lucas shifted. Saying nothing, their manner subdued, they took the clothes from her and dressed. 

When they were done, Rafian reached into his pocket and drew out three pendants. They caught the sunlight peeking through the clouds, long silver chains with a twist of metal hanging from them. “We’ll each wear one.”

Sorrow choking the words from her throat, Kaitlyn reached out and took one into her hand. The pendant was made to look like three figures, forever entwined. A ruby winked in the center of each.  

Lucas took one of the necklaces from Rafian’s hand, unclasped it, and placed it around her throat. Brushing her hair away from her shoulder, he dropped a kiss to the side of her neck. “To remember us.” 

Closing her eyes, she drew a deep breath. It didn’t help. She didn’t have enough strength for this. Reaching up, she fingered it. “I’ll never take it off.” 

Something tingled through her body. A pulling sensation tugged at her and a sudden wind came up. Her body tensed. “No! I’m not ready!” 

The wind increased, blowing her hair around her head and yanking on her clothes. She reached out toward Lucas, but her hand just went right through him. Tears streamed down her cheeks. She was shifting out of their reality, back to the train station platform, out of their lives forever. 

Lucas yelled something, but she couldn’t hear it. Her gaze locked with his, and then with Rafian’s. “Goodbye,” she said, even though she knew they couldn’t hear her. “I love you.” 

Her hand dropped to her side and the wind picked up again. The scene before her—Rafian and Lucas—began to go hazy. The L stop in Chicago flashed into view. Soon she’d be home. 

Except, it wasn’t home to her anymore. 

The scene flipped back and forth, the clearing, then the station. When the clearing was visible, she glimpsed something black behind Rafian and Lucas. Her attention seized on the form. It was a horse. 

It was a Magica hunter.

Just as the wind increased, growing more and more powerful, Rafian and Lucas whirled to face the oncoming Magi. In the background, she glimpsed more of them. A whole hunting party… and they’d taken her men by surprise. 

The blood in her veins turned to slush. They’d be slaughtered. 

Involuntarily, thinking only of stopping the hunters from killing her men, she stepped forward when the clearing scene was up. It didn’t matter that she was even more defenseless against the hunters than Rafian and Lucas; it was a gut level reaction to protect.  

The swirling vortex that was trying to push her through the veil violently spat her out. She stumbled forward into the clearing, landing on her hands and feet. She shook her head to clear it of the ringing. After a moment sounds began to softly register again, growing louder. Snarling and growling mixed with shouts filled the air. One of the silver pendants winked in the grass in front of her. 

She pushed to her feet. Rafian and Lucas stood in the middle of the clearing in full dire wolf glory, hackles raised and baring teeth at their attackers. Four hunters on horseback surrounded them. Two of them brandished sticks that had some kind of lasso attached to the end. The other two hunters had objects that seemed to be act like cattle prods. They were trying to capture them.

Bastards. Rage rose from her gut. How dare they hurt Lucas and Rafian! 

But what could she do to stop them? She had nothing. No weapons. No magick. She couldn’t turn into an animal and fight. She had nothing. Then she remembered the pepper spray. Slipping her hand into her pocket, she turned the small trigger to the on position so it would be ready. 

Still, she had no illusions. The leader of this group had magick. Her little container of pepper spray was nothing against that. 

Crouched in the grass, she watched the hunters circle the wolves warily, while Rafian and Lucas lunged and snapped at the horses. If only she could distract the hunters, maybe Lucas and Rafian could find a way to break through their line, head for the forest. 

She stood, waving her arms. “Hey, guys, over here. Look at me!” 

Every single Magi head snapped in her direction, looks of total disbelief on their faces. Apparently they assumed she’d traveled back over the rainbow. 

“Come on, assholes!” she yelled. “See if you can catch me!” She darted to the right, headed for the trees. If she could tempt them into breaking rank, the men had a chance of escape. 

She slammed straight into the chest of an enormous man. Taking a step back, she looked up into the face of the hunter she’d glimpsed the day she’d arrived, the one who’d clearly wanted to kill her. 

His facial expression hadn’t improved. 

Rafian and Lucas’s snarling and snapping grew louder. One of the hunters screamed in agony. There was the sound of a body thumping to the ground, accompanied by pounding hoof beats. One hunter down. Good.


The hunter in front of her had narrowed his eyes. “Human woman,” he snarled. 

She took a step backward, trying to distance herself. “Oh, good, you speak English. I was so worried we wouldn’t be able to chat.” 

His eyes grew a bit colder, if that was possible. “Why didn’t you leave?” 

“I love them. Why do you want to kill me?” 

“Because you love them.” 

She supposed that made a horrible kind of sense. Of course the Magica didn’t want the Lycaon to procreate. She was not only part Lycaon, but a vessel for Lycaon babies. 

The hunter’s lips curled back and a low murmur peeled from them. Her body tingled, alien fingers raking her skin as the words poured forth from his mouth. She didn’t have to guess that the man was using magick; she could feel it. 

Ripping the pepper spray from her pocket, she used the only weapon at her disposal. The stream hit him right in his narrowed, cold eyes. The hunter screeched and clawed at his face. She hoped like hell the Magica weren’t uber strong like the Lycaon, and that he wouldn’t just brush off the chemical the way Lucas had, and just go back to attacking her. 

To ensure he did no such thing, she kicked him the balls. 

The hunter dropped to his knees, his eyes shut tight, his hands to his groin, and a loud wail of pain coming from his throat. Never one to shy from kicking an asshole when he was down, she pivoted on the ball of her foot, swung around, and kicked him in the side of the head. He collapsed onto his side. 

Finally, all those self defense classes had paid off.

Lucas strode toward her. “Bind his mouth,” he commanded, his bare legs eating up the distance separating them. “Hurry, Kaitlyn!” 

She lunged for the man writhing on the ground and searched frantically for something on him she could use to cover his mouth. In his back pocket, she found a long, narrow piece of leather. It was probably made especially for gagging people. How convenient. 

When she tore it from his pocket, the hunter got the memo. Squinting up through bleary, running eyes, he growled something unintelligible and grabbed for her. 

She struggled with him, landing a solid punch to his jaw. Then Lucas was there, slamming the hunter to the ground. While Lucas held him down, she yanked the leather strip around his mouth and tied it. Hard. 

“Handcuffs,” Lucas shouted. 

Kaitlyn glimpsed them glinting at the hunter’s belt. She grabbed them and Lucas held the man’s hands together so she could secure them around his wrists. 

After Lucas secured the man’s ankles, he backed away. The hunter collapsed to the ground, breathing heavily and doing his best to shoot laser beams of death from his eyes. 

Lucas yanked her into his arms, crushing her against his chest and twining a hand through her head to hold her firmly to his body. “You scared me, Kaitlyn. He’s the leader of this hunting party. His magick is fierce. He could have killed you with a sentence.” 

She smiled. “I never gave him a chance.” Her smile faded and she jerked away from him. “Where’s Rafian?”

Together they scanned the clearing. One of the riderless horses roamed the area where Rafian and Lucas had fought the hunters. Forms lay prone on the ground; one of them was large, white and furry. 

“Rafian!” She broke from Lucas’s grip and ran for him, coming to stop and falling to her knees beside the huge wolf. “Rafian,” she whispered, lifting his head into her lap and stroking her fingers through his fur. His eyes were closed, but she saw no blood anywhere. 

Lucas knelt beside her, placing a hand on Rafian’s side. “He’s still breathing. I think he’s just been knocked out. 

She buried her face Rafian’s neck, nuzzling his soft fur. “Be okay, Rafian, please.” 

After a moment, Rafian stirred, his eyes coming open. A minute later and he’d shifted back to human form. He pulled Kaitlyn down and kissed her. “You’re still here.” His voice sounded thready and hoarse.

She swallowed hard, thinking of her sisters. They’d probably always assume she’d met with foul play, that her last minutes on Earth had been horrific and filled with pain. “I’m still here. Are you all right?” 

He moved slowly, sitting up and putting a hand to his head, then winced. “Mostly.” 

Lucas laid a hand on his shoulder. “We got the head mage. He’s trussed up over there.” He pointed. 

“Alive?” 

Lucas nodded.

Rafian looked at Kaitlyn. “Then you can go home.” 

A surge of hope flashed through her, followed swiftly by despair. “What do you mean?” 

Rafian grabbed her by the shoulders. “Kaitlyn, that mage over there has the power to push you through the veil.” 

“But—”

“And bring you back again.” Lucas smiled. 

A few moments later, the three of them were striding toward the mage. Rafian stood over him, while Lucas found the two pendants they’d dropped in the grass when the hunters had attacked. 

Rafian spit on his face before speaking. “You’re sending her through the veil and making a doorway to bring her back. Once she’s home again, we’ll let your sorry hide go free.” 

The mage gurgled incoherently, but it sounded like a no.

Lucas stepped on his throat. The man instantly stilled. “Of course, you have a choice. Don’t do it and we’ll take you back to our forge, where we have plenty of hot metal and ill will.” He flashed his teeth. “You won’t make it through the experience, believe me, but it will take you a long time to die.” 






Chapter Eleven






It was the middle of the night. Kaitlyn had planned it that way. She let herself into Caroline’s house with her key and stumbled through the dark kitchen on the way to the stairs. She had two envelopes in her back pocket, one for Caroline and one for Paige. She planned to put each by their bedside as they slept. 

She stopped short in the archway, blinking as she took in the unexpected scene. Paige and Caroline were both in the living room. Caroline was sprawled on the couch, asleep, and Paige was slumped over in an easy chair. The phone was on the coffee table between them, along with a box of mostly used tissues. Clearly they were waiting for a phone call that would never come.

Tears pricked Kaitlyn’s eyes, then began to roll freely down her cheeks. She wiped them away. She hated the hell she’d put them through. 

She wanted more than anything to wake them up, hug them, tell them she was all right, but she couldn’t. What would she tell them? That she’d met her soul mates, both of them, and they resided in an alternate reality? Oh, and that they shifted into dire wolves upon occasion, couldn’t leave that tidbit out. 

For their own sake, she couldn’t wake them. 

Instead she tiptoed across the room, gathering two afghans from the back of the couch and gently draped one over each of them. Then she pulled both envelopes from her back pocket and propped them against the phone. 

They would get something better than a phone call. They would each get a very personal letter telling them how much they were loved and how much she was going to miss them, a letter that reminisced about their pasts and gave hope for all of their futures. In the letters she reassured her sisters that she was okay, that leaving had been her choice, and that where she was going was filled with happiness and love. 

In addition to the letter, she laid down Rafian and Lucas’s pendants. The matching one hung around her neck. Now they’d always have a little piece of each other.

That done, she sat with her sisters for a long time in the dark, listening to them sleep. Finally, just before dawn, she rose. “I wish you both could be at my wedding,” she whispered, reaching out and touching Paige’s hair. “I’ll miss you.”

As she left the house, she couldn’t stop crying. 






* * * * *






Two days later she was standing in a cathedral just north of the Lycaon village. The building stood above ground, but the trees wove through the walls and huge clear glass windows gave the impression there was no building, only the forest. 

This was her wedding and she could never have imagined a more beautiful place for it. 

Kaitlyn had been ensconced in a back room, where she awaited Rafian and Lucas. She understood they would meet her here and they would walk down the aisle together. At the front of the chamber, which was arranged with pews much like the church she’d grown up with, the men would read their magick-imbued vows to her and she would accept.

A knock sounded on the door. 

“Come in.” She fidgeted nervously, smoothing her hair, but it wasn’t Rafian and Lucas who walked in. It was Scarlet.  

“I made this for you.” Scarlet walked toward her, holding out a long dress wrapped in burlap.

“For me?” Kaitlyn took the dress and pulled away the burlap. She was wearing the nicest of the dresses the men had provided for her, but it did no justice when compared to what Scarlet had just given her. It was a gorgeous cream-colored gown, a satin A-line with cap sleeves. “A wedding gown?” 

Scarlet laughed. “You don’t want to walk down the aisle in just anything, do you? Now come on, off with those clothes. We don’t have much time to get you ready.” 

“You must have started this a long time ago. How did you know I would agree to stay with Rafian and Lucas?” 

The older woman lifted a shoulder and smiled. “I didn’t, but I suspected. Meeting your soul mates is an experience not many women can walk away from. I’m glad everything worked out with your sisters.” 

They got Kaitlyn into the dress and Scarlet did wonders with her hair in a short amount of time, twisting up onto the top of her head intricately and pinning it. 

Then Lucas and Rafian walked into the room, both wearing black tuxedos, and every sane thought in her head rushed out for a moment on a wave of lust. While the three of them stood staring—she at them and them at her—Scarlet slipped from the room. 

“You look incredible,” she managed to push out. For as good as they looked in the suits, all she could think about was getting her men out of them. 

“And you look—”

“Good enough to eat,” Lucas finished for Rafian with a little growl in his voice. 

Her gaze dropped to their hands. They were holding what looked like ring boxes. “What are those?”

Lucas blinked, as if just remembering what he held. Both men stepped toward her, holding out the boxes so she could see. Together, they opened them. Inside each was a silver ring set with jewels, one diamond and sapphire, the other diamond and ruby. 

She inhaled involuntarily, then touched each in turn. “Did you make these?” 

“We started them the day you arrived,” Lucas answered. “One for each hand.” 

“They’re beautiful.” 

“Not as beautiful as you.” Rafian took his ring, the diamond and ruby, and slipped it on her finger. 

Lucas slipped the other ring onto her opposite hand. “Are you ready?” 

She smiled. “I have never been more ready.” 

Together they walked into the cathedral. Everyone in the village had come to watch them marry. Low, pretty pipe music began and the three of them walked down the aisle together. When they reached the front of the room, Rafian and Lucas both went down on one knee, each holding one of her hands. 

Together, they spoke in unison. “Kaitlyn Isabella Gannet, do you consent to join your life to ours in matehood?” 

“I do.”

“Universe, hear our words and make it so.” 

As their words filled the immense cathedral and wrapped her in warmth, a strange tingling made its way over her skin. It made her euphoric. It was…magick. The magick of soul binding. 

We give you our breath, blood and bone. 

We pledge to you our everlasting protection. 

We merge our souls with yours.

Forever, we will shield you from harm.

Foresworn, we will cherish you. 

Eternally, we will honor you. 

United, we forge this bond. 

We are mated. 

We are yours. 

When the final syllable was uttered, her spine arched and magick poured through her. She thought for a moment she’d fall, but Rafian and Lucas were there to catch her. She straightened, steadying herself, and both men kissed her in turn. 

The cathedral erupted into applause. 

“I love you,” she whispered to both men. 

Rafian gave her another long kiss that made the applause grow even louder. “As we love you,” he murmured against her lips. 






* * * * *






“Okay, now close your eyes and just let go.” 

She glared at Rafian. “What kind of advice is that? Close your eyes and let go?” 

“He’s right. You’ve got to feel it in your gut,” Lucas added.

“Feel it in my—” She made a frustrated sound and stomped around the grass in front of the house. “I want clear, concise directions, not all this soft nonsense.” She waved her hand around her head to indicate soft nonsense.

She’d been trying to bring her animal forth for the last week with no luck. Fear was setting in. What if she didn’t have enough Lycaon blood in her to shift? Now that she was a resident of this place, a true Lycaon, she wanted to experience every part of it. 

Rafian stepped forward and took her by the shoulders, forcing her to stop pacing. She looked up at him. “Shape shifting isn’t computer programming, Kaitlyn.” He tapped her chest. “It’s something you feel. It’s like love, intangible, yet unmistakable when it kindles within you.” 

“But how do I feel it?” 

“That is not a question either Lucas or I can answer.” 

She stood in the yard for a long time after Lucas and Rafian had both kissed her, and then returned to their metal work. Shifting her booted feet in the snow, she pulled her coat more firmly around her and swore under her breath. Maybe she was trying too hard, putting too much pressure on herself. 

Closing her eyes, she dropped her hands to her side and exhaled slowly. She gave herself permission to fail, to not shift. Then she imagined Lucas and Rafian in their wolf forms, how their muscular bodies moved as they ran, and the solid thump of their massive paws on the earth. Love for their dire wolves filled her involuntarily, that same warm sensation tingling through her chest that she got any time she thought of Lucas or Rafian. 

The tingling intensified, radiating through her body. Her eyes opened wide as her body contracted. She let out a surprised yelp as she seemed to stretch, then grow smaller. A flash of discomfort raced through her, fast as a storm cloud. She blacked out, and then, she suspected only a second later, regained consciousness. 

The world looked different. For one thing, she was viewing it as if only a couple feet from the ground. Her vision was incredibly crisp and clear. The world was more color-rich, with deeper definition. Something moved at the base of a tree twenty feet away and her gaze seized on it, vision narrowing. Mouse.


She opened her mouth to call Lucas and Rafian and out came an ungodly screech. Hopping forward, she found bird feet, the stretch of wings. 

Hawk. 

Oh, her animal was hawk! 

She took a couple running steps and flapped her wings. Up and up she lifted a body that seemed heavy, but got lighter as she went. She dipped a little, getting the hang of how her wings worked, nearly slammed into a tree trunk. Finally she caught a breeze, got lift, and launched herself into the sky. 

Euphoria filled her as she swooped and dove, playing in the air currents, learning to fly. Most of it came from pure instinct. She just knew. It was like remembering how to ride a bike.

Below her spread the forest and the house with smoke curling from its chimney. In the distance, she could see the village. Beyond the village, mountains. All around her the trees stretched on and on. It was no wonder the Magica had never found the Lycaon. 

Her wings beat against the wind, slicing through the air like a whisper of a dream. She could go anywhere she wanted. Freedom, complete and absolute, was hers. Below her, Lucas and Rafian stood in the yard, looking at her up in the sky. Warmth filled her body as she gazed down at them and she knew a moment pure and complete contentment. 

There was only place she wanted to go.  

Angling her body downward, she flew toward the men she loved. 
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