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Jane longs for a human’s touch. Being a vampire precludes
her from seeking an elusive fulfillment and ever-burning craving. Then, one
unexpected night, two devastatingly handsome and intensely passionate
shapeshifters imprint on her.


Werewolf alpha Jude isn’t accustomed to sharing a mate, but
what choice does he have when both he and his second, Cray, pick up the
beautiful British vampire’s seductive scent and are innately and physically
drawn to her? What starts out as a sticky situation turns into a touchy-feely
one that results in a scorching-hot three-way love affair. But the wolves are
being hunted by an ousted pack member looking for revenge and they’ve already
suffered one loss—Jude’s former lover.


Suddenly, more than Jane’s heart is on the line—the fate of
her very existence is in the hands of her sexy shifters.
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Chapter One


 


“You’ve taken over my desk, Jane?”


Her head whipped in the direction of the door and Jane Van
Kamp let out a squeal of delight as she sprang to her feet. “Drake, you’re
back!”


He gave her his usual slow, sexy grin as he strolled into
the spacious office above Body Scenes, the nightclub he’d opened last year. It
was one of Manhattan’s most exclusive venues, with a bonus naughty art gallery
showcasing murals painted on naked bodies. The erotic joining of the models
completed the creative and intricately designed pieces.


Over the decades, Jane had been Drake Halston’s assistant in
various capacities, locations and business ventures. But since he’d been in
Mexico on his honeymoon, she’d gladly taken over management of the club, his
latest investment.


Despite how much she enjoyed being in control of the
business while he was away, she was thrilled he’d returned. She rushed across
the room to greet him with an enthusiastic hug.


He chuckled at her exuberance.


She pulled away and composed herself.


“You’ve made yourself quite comfortable in my absence, I
see.” His British accent was a tad subtler than hers and it held a dark
sensuality Jane found alluring.


Too bad Drake was no longer on the market. Not that she’d
wanted everlasting love with him. She’d carried a torch for someone else the
entire fifty years she’d been a vampire, though her lover Sean was long staked
and burned to ash. Being a reclusive immortal ever since had left Jane lonely,
but for some time at least, she’d had Drake, a once-reclusive immortal himself,
to scratch the itch when need be.


No more.


Feeling the familiar void deep within her, she had to admit
the sexual disconnect from Drake saddened her. Despite her recent intimate
detachment from him, however, she was genuinely happy he’d found true love.
He’d married the human object of his desire months ago, which meant both he and
Shana, his new wife, were off limits.


Doubly unfortunate, really, given the very wicked
night the three of them had shared before Drake had marked his territory with
Shana. Now Jane was resigned to throwing herself into her work in order to keep
her mind from the one thing she’d discovered she wanted most when she and Shana
had pleasured each other in front of Drake. A human’s touch.


Pushing that disconcerting thought aside, she focused
instead on business. “I have a better view of the security monitor from your
desk than from mine.” She pointed to the large flat-panel screen mounted over
the fireplace in the living room setting of Drake’s massive office. In a
teasing tone, she added, “I promise I didn’t prop my feet on your desk or smoke
your cigars while you were away.”


“You’d be entitled,” he told her. “I can’t thank you enough
for holding down the fort while I was in the Rivieria Maya with Shana.”


“I wondered if the two of you would ever come back to
Manhattan.”


“We considered staying awhile longer. She can do her work
from anywhere with her Internet hotspot. But she missed you, Yvette and Finn
terribly.”


Finn Griffith was the renowned artist who’d given Drake the
idea for the gallery portion of the club. His girlfriend, Yvette Samson, was a
trendy writer and blogger. They’d become good acquaintances of both Drake and
Jane.


“Mm, you came back so Shana could be with her
friends,” Jane said, a tinge of amusement still in her voice. “How thoughtful
of you.”


“All right, fine.” A dark brow lifted. “I missed you
terribly too.”


“That’s better.” She turned back to the desk, wandering over
to it as she continued. “You’ll also be pleased to know I didn’t spy on the
models while they were placing themselves for the murals.”


Another low chuckle from Drake filled the otherwise quiet
room. “And what about afterward?”


She tried to feign innocence with a look over her shoulder,
but was sure she didn’t succeed in pulling it off. He knew her too well.


“Jane. I have rules for a reason.”


“Well, I didn’t spy on all of them.” Sometimes it was
erotically stirring to watch the various couples and multiple partners get it
on after the curtain dropped on their murals and they were all tangled together
in seductive ways behind closed doors. Sometimes, however, it pained her. Those
were the nights when she sat alone in the dark, watching humans enjoy each
other’s bodies and heat, while she longed for a soft, sensual touch.


But as much as Jane desired the warmth and suppleness of a
human’s body pressed to hers, she didn’t seek it out. She lived in fear of
hurting anyone. She’d never tasted even a drop of human blood, nor did she want
to. She controlled her primal urges by keeping her distance, though her
self-discipline had certainly been put to the test that night with Shana. Their
unexpected threesome had generated a very dangerous scenario in the end, when a
few drops of Shana’s blood had touched Jane’s skin after Drake had made love to
the virgin.


Those few terrifying moments of apprehension as her respect
for the human race warred with her vampire hunger had been the final defining
moments for Jane. She hadn’t gone for Shana’s jugular and she knew Drake would
have quickly intervened if she’d made a move toward Shana’s throat, but still.
She had to accept her fate as a vampire. She simply didn’t trust herself around
humans and didn’t want to be tempted by them. The very reason she hid out in
this ginormous office, all alone. She didn’t even dare spend time with Finn and
Yvette when Drake wasn’t around, because they were mortals. And she conducted
the vast majority of the club’s business via the phone or email or text. The
less human contact, the better, was her motto.


That, of course, made Drake and Shana’s return all the more
welcomed. She’d missed them as much as they had her and some of her
lonesomeness slipped away at the sight of Drake.


Prompting her to ask, “Will you be staying long?”


“That depends on how much you want to continue running Body
Scenes in my stead.” He joined her at the long, glass-top desk and crossed his
arms over his wide chest.


She bit back the sigh of longing he so easily evoked. Drake
was too handsome for words, all tall, dark and dreamy. And so very talented
with his hands and mouth. Not to mention the imaginative ways he liked to make
love. She couldn’t deny she missed feeling his hard, thick cock inside her,
taking her to dizzying heights before she cried out his name as she came. Over
and over.


Were she not a vampire, she never could have withstood his
aggressive nature—what a damn shame that would have been, to have missed out on
their steamy trysts. He was a powerhouse of a man at six-foot-four and had a
strong, muscular build. She was a five-foot-three-inch waif with delicate
features, blonde hair and pale green eyes, a vast contrast to his smoldering
dark looks. She’d been fragile as a twenty-four-year-old mortal, but her
strength as a vampire almost rivaled Drake’s, making them a very passionate
couple on the rare occasions they’d gotten together.


Yet he and Shana were even more explosive together, as she’d
witnessed the night of their threesome. Jane had suspected all along that Drake
and Shana would singe the sheets when they finally made love. In fact, she’d
stopped initiating sex with Drake after she’d discovered his secret obsession
with Shana, long before either of them had even met the
international-musician-turned-Internet-journalist in person. Therefore, their
threesome had been a very unexpected, yet delightful, occurrence.


Jane adored Drake’s new wife as much as she admired and
respected Drake himself, so it hadn’t been easy to step out of the romantic
picture. But her friendship with both of them salved the sting a bit.
Unfortunately, she now felt a twinge of regret that the two of them were
considering moving on or traveling again. Thank God she had the club to occupy
her time. And, admittedly, she was ecstatic over the opportunity to keep
managing Body Scenes—even if it had become a lonely and somewhat solitary
venture.


She’d never share that latter part with Drake, of course.
She wouldn’t risk his guilty conscience holding him back, keeping him here when
he should be out exploring the world with the love of his life. Seeing things
through Shana’s eyes had to be refreshing after two centuries of being a
vampire. She envied them both, but lived with her personal lot in life.


She told him, “I’m perfectly happy to maintain this arrangement.
I love researching A-listers to invite and, of course, their ploys and bribes
to try to get us to issue an invitation are amusing. I like mixing and matching
the crowd. It’s quite entertaining.”


He stared at her a moment before asking, “And you’re hiding
up here, watching on the screen from different camera angles what goes on down
there?”


She shrugged. “I’m more comfortable with voyeurism. I just
don’t trust myself in a roomful of mortals, you know that.”


“But, Jane. You’ve never hurt anyone. Not even Shana, when
you were faced with the ultimate test of your restraint.”


Turning away, she said, “That’s just how I feel, Drake.”


“I don’t like how reclusive you’ve become.” His tone was
compassionate and contemplative. “Are you sure your fear is warranted? Or are
you afraid you might actually meet someone if you go downstairs? Does this have
anything to do with Sean?”


Not a topic of discussion she liked to have. It was
certainly one she’d kept to herself until she’d met Shana and had felt
compelled to tell her she’d once had a great love, but then she’d lost him. It
had been therapeutic to say her vulnerability aloud and Jane’s admission had
helped Shana to face her own insecurities. Drake had overheard the exchange, so
now he knew about Jane’s past. Well, some of it. There was much more to her
story, but she’d never been able to talk about what had happened just months
after she’d begged Sean to turn her and make her immortal so they could spend
the rest of eternity together.


Being separated from her soul mate was the equivalent of
having her heart ripped from her chest. She couldn’t stand to suffer that pain
and misery ever again. So, yes. She hid up here.


Naturally, Drake was too intuitive not to dig a little
deeper and see her distress was more than just anxiety over hurting a human.
She didn’t want to get hurt herself, plain and simple. Not the way she’d been
hurt—no, destroyed—when Sean had been murdered.


Glancing at Drake over her shoulder again, taking in his
dark, commanding presence, she said, “You don’t have to read me so well, you
know? I’d like to maintain some semblance of dignity.”


He let out a long sigh. “I’m not trying to damage your pride
in any way. You know me better than that. What I’m saying is, I don’t
understand why you’re so afraid. I’ve made it work with Shana, you can see
that. She’s human.”


“But that will change. She wants to be a vampire and you
agreed to make her one. So you really don’t have to keep yourself in check much
longer. Or if you do accidentally slip and bite her… No biggie as long as you
stop before her heart does. Which you will. You’re much too level-headed to
screw this up.” Forcing a lighter tone, though the previous subject matter had
made her tense, she quipped, “And as soon as she’s immortal, I’m sure your love
life will kick up a notch or two.”


His grin was downright wicked. “Not that it really needs
kicking up a notch. She is… Hmm.” He looked positively devilish as he
said, “Inventive. And more than willing to experiment.”


Jane groaned. “Thanks for rubbing it in.” She’d very much
enjoyed Shana’s adventurous side during their ultra-steamy menage. But she
wasn’t so sure she possessed the willpower Drake did.


Not one to dwell on things that could never be—or torture
herself more with the memories of that wild, yet beautifully sensual
evening—she was about to continue their business discussion when a distinctly
disturbing scent wafted under her nose. It wasn’t unpleasant by any means,
just…not welcomed at the club, where there was a building full of humans
milling about.


“What the…?” She turned back to the monitor just as Drake’s
attention snapped to the screen, where the security guards were meticulously
following all of his various procedures before letting a small group of
Broadway starlets pass.


“Smells like a shifter,” he muttered.


She wasn’t overly familiar with the aroma, but she’d caught
the scent a time or two over the past five decades.


“Werewolf,” Drake added. “Two of them.”


“At Body Scenes?” she scoffed, though she sensed he was
right. Still, she argued, “That’s impossible. I was extremely diligent with the
invitations. I couldn’t possibly have let two shifters slip through the
cracks.”


“If they’re as careful as we are about keeping their
identities a secret, you wouldn’t have known they were shifters. Although…” He
reached for the phone on the desk that started to ring while still saying to
her, “Something tells me they don’t have invitations.” Drake handed her the
receiver. “You’re in charge.”


She beamed at his confidence in her, despite the sticky
situation that had suddenly cropped up.


“This is Jane.”


On the other end of the line, Michael Toliver, head of
security at the club, said, “I’m sorry to disturb you, Miss Van Kamp. We have
two gentlemen downstairs without invitations. They’re here to see you.”


Shock rocketed through her. “Me? Whatever for?”


“They say it’s a personal matter.”


That prickled Jane’s nerves. The werewolves must have caught
her scent and realized she was a vampire. But what did they want with her?


She spared a glance at the monitor just as one very strong
profile came into view above Toliver’s shoulder, because the uninvited guest
towered over the chief of security.


Riveted, though she couldn’t explain why, Jane watched as
the man’s chin lifted a hair—such a slight move, it probably wasn’t even
noticeable to the human eye—and he sniffed the air. Then his head turned
sharply so he stared directly into the security camera at the entrance of the
club, as though he knew she were watching him. He seemed to look right at her,
like they were standing in the same room together, mere inches from each other,
rather than separated by an entire floor.


A peculiar warmth ribboned through Jane at the sight of the
ruggedly handsome man downstairs. He had vibrant blue eyes framed by long,
brown lashes. His sandy hair was crazily mussed, as though he’d just left the
bed of a woman who’d enjoyed plowing her fingers through it as he’d thrust into
her. His jaw, lined with a day or two of stubble, was of the square, David
Beckham variety, with a small cleft in the chin. He had sculpted cheekbones and
a slightly crooked nose that made her think he’d taken a few punches over the
years.


And again…those eyes. They were stunning. Captivating.
Hypnotic. Impossible to look away from.


“Jane?” Drake prompted at the same time Toliver, still on
the line, asked, “Miss Van Kamp?”


“Um…” Jane couldn’t think clearly. She continued to stare at
the flat screen like they were actually gazing directly into each other’s eyes.
And then the warmth that seeped through her funneled into the heart of her
until a glowing, searing ball of heat pulsed and radiated deep in her pussy,
igniting myriad erotic sensations more powerful than anything she’d ever
experienced with Drake or Shana.


Drake didn’t prompt her a second time. He knew what, to some
extent, was happening to her because she’d told him about her rare vampire
gift. She possessed the ability to connect with others’ souls, whether they
were immortal or not. She could literally tap into the essence of them and
discover their desires and intentions and fears. It was a painful gift
sometimes, when she encountered a pure, yet damaged soul, as she had with
Shana. But this time…all she felt was strength and virility and passion. Along
with an intense hunger that matched her own.


She was so taken aback by her encounter with a kindred
spirit—and one who was a werewolf, of all creatures—that she wasn’t at all
prepared for what happened next. Not that anyone could have been prepared for
what happened next.


As the shifter continued to stare at her through the camera,
the fireball deep in her cunt expanded until it burst and heat shot out in all
directions, stealing her breath. Her heart leapt into her throat and her pulse
skyrocketed. A deliciously wicked shiver shot through her body, causing the phone
to slip from her fingers. The receiver would have hit the floor had Drake not
quickly snatched it as it fell.


His movements barely registered in her mind, and when he
spoke to Toliver, it sounded as though he were miles away.


“We’ll be right down,” he said before disconnecting the
call.


Jane’s hands flew to her stomach as it fluttered wildly,
like thousands of butterflies had suddenly taken to flight. Her nipples
tightened behind the structured bodice of the black, strapless minidress she
wore and her clit tingled. The pulsing and throbbing in her pussy intensified
to an almost unbearable degree, making carnal cravings spring to mind.


She felt lightheaded and hazy, but when Drake wrapped a
steadying hand around her arm because she swayed on her high heels, she snapped
out of the trance.


And instantly realized what the shifter had done to her.


“Oh, no you didn’t!” she screamed at the monitor—or
rather, the man whose ruggedly handsome visage filled it. “You did not
just imprint on me!”


Then she was out the door. She heard Drake right behind her
as she flew down the hall, bypassed the elevator and hit the stairs, her feet
barely touching the marble floor.


As she reached the door to the backstage area of the club,
Drake called out, “Jane! The humans!”


She forced herself to stop before she barreled through the
door and scared the living hell out of everyone backstage. Slowing her
movements to the pace of an agitated mortal, she pushed open the heavy door,
not giving the guard placed there a second thought. She stalked through the
backstage, dodging the models in their various states of undress and paint
jobs, which typically fascinated her. Not so tonight. She was furious. The
anger welling within her pushed out some of the heat, though not all of it. Not
nearly enough of it. Her skin tingled and her nipples were still impossibly
hard.


All the human emotions and sensations she’d experienced with
Sean before she’d become a vampire—and which had transcended after the change,
until the day Sean died—suddenly burned within her. They were bright and
vibrant and so real, she almost felt human again.


That aside, she was livid. The rage inside her trumped the
sensuality that was scorching hot and so tempting to give in to. But Jane had
spent the past fifty years resisting temptation. She could override the desire
blazing through her if she concentrated instead on her fury.


She wound her way through the crowd in the club, past the
packed dance floor and the ridiculously expensive tables and chairs in the
center of the room, the furniture positioned beneath even pricier chandeliers.


Drake was hot on her heels, but he didn’t reach for her and
try to reason with her. Not that there’d be any reasoning with her. There was
absolutely no rationale to pacify a vampire when she’d been imprinted on by a
werewolf.


She gently—though not exactly patiently—pushed her way
through the throng gathered close to the entrance and stepped around Toliver,
who skillfully kept the uninvited guests at bay as they awaited Jane and
Drake’s arrival.


Moving in without hesitation, she got right up close and
personal with the shifter whose glowing blue eyes would likely be forever
engrained on her brain. And smacked him hard across his smug face.


“Jane!”


Drake’s arm wrapped around her waist in the next instant and
he hauled her effortlessly against his body, lifting her slightly off the
ground. Then he whipped her behind his back, placing himself between her and
her kindred spirit before he released her. As if the werewolf would retaliate.
Unlikely, given the bastard had imprinted on her. If anything, he might lunge
at Drake for separating them. For being her protector when that was now the job
of the shifter who’d claimed her.


Rather than lunging, said shifter let out a low chuckle that
made that fireball in her pussy burn bright again. A flicker of heat tickled
her clit at the sound.


In a deep, sensuous tone that sent flames dancing along her
skin, he said, “What a spitfire.”


“You son of a bitch!” she said from behind Drake, her fists
clenching at her sides.


Another soft, arousing chuckle followed and her knees
practically knocked together.


Her anger mounted. A vampire who practically melted into
oblivion because of a werewolf was just plain pathetic. No two ways about it.


Drake said to the shifters, “I’m Drake Halston. I own the
club.” Over his shoulder, he told Jane in a quiet voice only those of the
supernatural variety could hear, “Let’s not forget where we are, love.”


She fumed. Peering around his very broad shoulder, she found
Toliver and his crew in rigid stances, ready to toss out the intruders upon her
or Drake’s signal.


And then there was the cocky Mr.
Imprint-Against-the-Imprintee’s-Will, whose eyes seemed to have not left her
for a second.


“Take it back,” she demanded. “Now!”


He grinned at her. An easy, laid-back, half-assed smile that
made her toes curl in her Prada peek-a-boos and made the fire burn brighter
deep within her.


Her innate sexual response to him was outrageous and absurd.
He was a shapeshifter, for fuck’s sake! Not at all an acceptable mate for a
vampire. They were…part animal, damn it!


“I think you know I can’t reverse the inevitable,” he told
her, his voice so smooth and sexy it seemed to ooze down her spine like warm
honey. She gripped fistfuls of Drake’s dress shirt at his forearms to steady
herself as her inner thighs quivered and her legs shook.


Drake asked an obviously perplexed Toliver, “Is there a VIP
salon available at the moment?”


Toliver seemed reluctant to stand down, but with a
reassuring nod from Drake, he grabbed the clipboard from the podium. Aside from
the guards, Drake, Jane and the shifters, along with the guests awaiting
admittance, no one seemed tuned in to the tense scene at the entrance of the
club. It was business as usual, Jane noted, with the cocktails flowing, the dance
floor spilling over onto the carpeted area and the crimson-colored, velvet
curtains lifting on mural after mural.


Toliver said, “They’re all booked, but Salon B is open until
midnight. I can cancel the reservation.”


“Do it.”


They were inching close to that hour, and something told
Jane this un-imprinting thing—if that were even possible!—wasn’t a quick fix.


Drake said to her, “Why don’t you lead the way.”


She marched off, sensing the imprinter directly behind her,
along with his friend, whom she’d yet to even spare a glance at. Drake, she
knew, brought up the rear. He’d want to keep everyone in check.


Jane ascended the steps to the tiered level that housed the
VIP salons. She shoved the door open to Salon B, a cozy and intimate living
room with TV screens that displayed various angles around the club, including
the mini stages cut into the two-story-tall walls that showcased the body art.


She whirled on her unwelcomed guests, propping her hands on
her hips. Only to let out a sharp gasp when her gaze locked with Mr. Imprint’s
gorgeous, refined-looking friend and that fiery sensation inside her erupted
again.


“No!” she cried out as she stomped her foot. “Oh come on!”









Chapter Two


 


A double imprint!


How was that even possible?


Jane stared at the shifter who was the complete antithesis
of her first imprinter. He was a few inches taller than the other man, at
roughly six-foot-three. He had well-behaved dark-brown hair, neatly and
stylishly trimmed. His eyes were a rich chocolate color and their depths seemed
to know no bounds. Jane felt their magnetic pull as strongly as she had with
the blue eyes of the other shifter, making her feel wrapped in something warm
and luxurious from which she didn’t have the heart or the good sense to unravel
herself.


Like his friend, the dark-haired shifter had chiseled facial
features, though they were more aristocratic than rugged. His jaw was
clean-shaven and his lightly corded neck gave way to broad shoulders and an
expansive chest. He wore a black suit with a charcoal-colored shirt opened at
the neck, in lieu of a tie. Conversely, the other man sported black jeans and a
black shirt, also opened at the neck, offering a hint of what appeared to be
extremely well-defined pectoral muscles.


Together, they made quite a powerful and dynamic duo,
despite their vast differences in style and disposition. Whereas the ruggedly
handsome first imprinter exuded charisma and a devil-may-care attitude, the
darker one gave off a more serious, intense vibe.


He was the alpha.


Jane could neither sever nor deny the instant attraction to
both men, though the chemistry was completely different with each of them. The
charismatic one called to her playful side, making her want to strip him bare,
drag him to the floor and climb all over him, tasting his skin and feeling his
heat. He emitted the warmth she’d longed for all these decades.


The leader, however, instinctively touched something buried
deep within her. She couldn’t help the way her soul connected with his and she
waded through murky, mysterious waters that had a treacherous undertow. She
felt his pain, so dark and ominous and laser-sharp, it made her gasp again.


His eyes narrowed on her. “What did you just do?” he
demanded.


She’d stirred something inside him, she suspected. That
happened sometimes when she delved too deep.


Jane took several steps backward, staggering almost
drunkenly until the backs of her legs brushed against a sofa. She sank onto a
plump cushion as her body started to tremble again.


Not averting her eyes from the alpha, she asked, “Who are
you?”


His jaw clenched for a moment.


Drake took a long stride toward her, but she held up her
hand to warn him off. He’d get the wolves’ hackles up if he continued to
protect her from them. And God forbid he should lay a hand on her now that they’d
both claimed her.


“Don’t antagonize them,” she said in a shaky voice. “They’re
not here to hurt me.”


He backed off, but just barely. Drake was an undisputable
alpha himself.


The refined shifter said, “I’m Jude Marks.” Briefly
inclining his head toward the first imprinter, he added, “This is Cray
McKinley.”


“Jane,” was the most she could manage to say by way of an
introduction. The pain Jude felt mirrored her own. A relentless rage, a
ferocious longing and an inescapable sense of guilt and grief overwhelmed her.
His emotions had somehow entwined with hers and they swirled around low in her
belly, making her insides ache and her heart constrict. She didn’t need much
oxygen to function, which was a good thing, because her breath was abnormally
scarce.


“What’s going on?” Cray asked, his gaze also on Jane. All
eyes were on Jane.


Drake answered for her. “She has a gift. She connects with
souls when she deems them worthy. But that means she reads and feels emotions,
sometimes intensely, as though they’re her own. It can be a pleasant experience
or…it can be a painful one. I’d venture to say it’s the latter tonight.”


“Who was she?” Jane asked in a quiet voice, her gaze still
locked with Jude’s.


He was instantly unsettled. Breaking their eye contact, he
turned away. Jane sprang to her feet, surprising everyone, including herself.
Jude looked at her over his shoulder, a curious expression on his chiseled
face.


To Drake, she said in a breathless voice, “Perhaps a little
less testosterone in the room would help ease the tension.”


He gave her a contemplative look, clearly not willing to
leave her alone with two shifters, even if they had imprinted on her.


“Drake.” Her tone was insistent.


“Fine.” He stalked toward the door, but said, “Call me if
you need me.”


“Of course.” She knew she wouldn’t. There was nothing Drake
could do to help her at this point.


Jude sat on another sofa facing her and said, in answer to
her earlier question, “I suppose it’d be moot to lie and say I don’t know what
you’re talking about.”


She nodded. “I’m pretty good at this. You can’t hide
anything from me. Especially now that you’ve imprinted on me. The gift is even
more powerful.”


“Some gift,” Cray muttered. “You’re close to tears.”


She tried to compose herself, but the pain was real and
palpable and…excruciating.


As she took a few steps toward Jude, he said, “Her name was
Celine. She was a member of my pack until a hunter attacked her. He left her to
suffer instead of finishing her off. She was injured too badly to self-heal. I
found her just before she passed. There was nothing I could do to save her. She
died in my arms.”


Jane sucked in a sharp breath as she felt the familiar stab
of pain in her chest that always accompanied memories of Sean. He’d been slain
too. She knew how devastating it was to lose a lover and her heartache doubled
as she experienced Jude’s torment along with her own.


She swayed again on her high heels, reeling from wave after
wave of dread, sorrow and angst washing over her. Cray moved behind her, gently
placing his hands on her biceps to stabilize her.


“Jane,” he whispered in a soothing tone. “Try to make it
stop.”


“I can’t,” she mumbled as tears filled her eyes and grief
consumed her. Not just hers, but Jude’s as well. She said to him, “You didn’t
imprint on Celine, but you loved her.”


“Very much. She wasn’t the one though.”


“How can I be?” she asked as fat drops rolled down her
cheeks. “For either of you? And both of you?”


“I don’t know,” Jude told her. “It’s not something I’ve ever
experienced before and I don’t know exactly how it works, except to say that
something within both of us connected with something deep within you.”


“Like soul mates.” She’d thought Sean had been hers, but
even with him, she’d never felt this magnetic pull so acutely.


“True mates,” Cray said from behind her. “Jude and I always
thought of it as a mysterious and unattainable wolf legend, because neither of
us had experienced it in our twenty-nine years.”


She turned to face him, finding that breaking the eye
contact with Jude helped to lessen the agony radiating throughout her body. She
stared up at Cray, allowing her soul to connect with his instead. Warmth flowed
through her, along with an intimate sensuality that helped to push out some of
the pain. The very essence of Cray was magical to her. He oozed sex appeal, no
doubt about it, but he also emitted a quiet strength. A gentle passion that was
the polar opposite of the fierce passion she sensed within Jude.


A molten sensation seeped through her veins and down her
spine as Cray’s large hands clasped her waist and their bodies gravitated
toward each other and naturally melded together. Jane’s fingers touched his
skin at the opening of his shirt, the tips trailing along his supple skin. His
muscles tensed in response to her light strokes.


He was so much like Sean, before he’d been turned. His skin
was hot and it felt heavenly against hers. He chased away the chill she’d felt
for longer than she could remember and his heat almost eclipsed her and Jude’s
pain. Enough that she could breathe a little easier and feel something other
than sheer agony.


She asked, “How did you know I was the one?” It was, as he’d
said earlier, an inevitability that could not be reversed. Acceptance was
really her only course of action.


“We caught your scent when we were up around Niagara Falls,”
he told her.


She blinked. “You could smell me all the way up
there?”


He grinned. It was an easy, comfortable, yet breathtaking
smile. She melted against him, her breasts pressing below the hard ledge of his
pectoral muscles. Her four-inch stilettos put her at a perfect height, allowing
their bodies to conform to each other.


“It’s a very enticing bouquet,” he mused in a low,
erotically stirring tone. “You’re not the first vampire we’ve encountered, but
you’re definitely the first one who smells like lilacs in the spring.”


Jane laughed, Cray’s lighthearted nature overriding some of
her inner turmoil. “My favorite fragrance. I always wear it.”


“It drew us here,” he told her as his head dipped and he
sniffed the skin at her neck.


“You knew I was watching you when I was upstairs in Drake’s
office. How?”


“I sensed it.”


“You imprinted on me through a security camera. Without even
ever seeing me.”


“Jane,” he said on a sigh. “Stop analyzing and dissecting
it. Stop trying to make sense of this. The universe’s rules and general common
sense don’t apply to imprinting. It’s innate. It’s primal. It’s mystical.
That’s what makes it so pure and so special.”


“But you both imprinted on me.” As difficult as it was to
break the intimate contact with Cray, she turned in his arms again to face
Jude. “You’re the alpha, right?”


He nodded. “Cray’s my second.”


“An alpha who shares?”


His jaw tightened for a brief moment. Then he said, “What
choice do I have in the matter? Neither of us can help what happened. It’s
innate. It’s primal. It’s mystical. Just as Cray said.”


She stepped out of Cray’s loose embrace and crossed back to
where Jude sat. He reached for her hand and pulled her to him, into the V
created by his long legs—she was a magnet and he was steel. She sank to her
knees and rested her forearms on his powerful thighs as she gazed up at him.


“I’m sorry I’m hurting you with my past,” he told her in an
edgy tone.


“There’s nothing you can do about it. But maybe…” She
glanced back at Cray before returning her attention to Jude. “Maybe the reason
you both imprinted on me is because the balance is necessary. Cray reminds me
of someone I once loved. That memory is painful unto itself, but your agony
adds to it. Cray’s good nature softens the blow a bit. But regardless of the
pleasure or the pain, there’s no denying we’re all bound together now. I can
feel it deep in my soul.”


He nodded as though he understood. But he said, “This won’t
be easy. In fact, it’s very…complicated.”


She could feel the tension running rampant through him. It
was a raw intensity that was visible in the hard set of his jaw, his squared
shoulders, his bunched muscles. But mostly, she saw it in those eyes that
looked like melted dark chocolate.


“My entire existence has been complicated since I became a vampire,”
she told him. “Par for the course and all that.”


For the first time since she’d met him, he smiled. The flash
of pearly white teeth and the slight lessening of some of his internal
consternation made the gesture not only a relief but the final welcomed
acceptance of their unusual connection.


She had the compelling need to release him from his
torment—as much as possible at any rate. She wondered if she could transfer
some of Cray’s carefree disposition to Jude. It wasn’t something she’d ever
tried or considered before, but perhaps she had the power to pass sensations
onto him, now that they were all so intricately and viscerally joined.


Leaning toward him, she brushed her lips over his. They were
warm and soft, like Cray’s skin, providing that human touch she’d wanted so
much to experience again. A wicked thrill shimmied down her spine. She traced
the tip of her tongue over the smooth flesh at his mouth and Cray let out a
groan behind her.


Yes, this was definitely complicated. Tricky, in fact.
Kissing one made the other jealous.


Jane tried to placate both of them with a flippant, “Trust
me, there’s plenty of me to go around.”


“There’s hardly anything to you at all,” Jude said as his
large hands circled her biceps and he pulled her closer to him before he kissed
her passionately, his tongue sweeping inside her mouth to tangle with hers.


It was a hot, demanding kiss. One that seared her to the
core of her being and sparked deep, dark desires.


She shifted while still kissing him and straddled his lap,
her short skirt hitching up a few notches. Her arms wrapped around his neck and
his encircled her waist. She pressed her upper body to his and felt all of the
rigid muscles against her soft curves.


The need to ease his woes rose within her once more and she
deepened the kiss, boldly thrusting her tongue into his mouth and taking over
the kiss. Only for a short while, of course. Alpha that he was, he took back
the control, which thrilled Jane again. The push and pull was sinfully
delicious and it superseded myriad negative emotions evoked by being so close
to him.


When they finally came up for air, Jane was lightheaded and
ridiculously turned-on. She felt less of a strain on Jude’s soul too, which was
encouraging. She’d succeeded in passing on some of Cray’s carefree attitude.


She climbed off Jude’s lap and returned to Cray. She deftly
unbuttoned his shirt and splayed her hands over his bare chest. She let out a
sigh of genuine appreciation.


“I guess if a girl has to be involuntarily imprinted upon,
she couldn’t ask for two hotter imprinters.”


Cray grinned. “Nice to see you’ve finally come around.”


“Like Jude said, what choice do I have? Besides…” She
shoved the material over his wide shoulders and down his heavily muscled arms.
“I never would have moved on from Sean if you hadn’t come for me.” Shooting a
quick look back at Jude, she added, “And maybe I can help you get over Celine.”


He seemed to work down a lump of emotion lodged in his
throat, but then he nodded.


She returned her attention to Cray. “You’ve never had a
broken heart.”


“No ma’am.”


“I’ll be very careful not to change that.”


His lips grazed her temple as he said, “You don’t have to
tiptoe around us. We’re more than aware of the difficult situation we’ve
created. We both suspected the outcome before we agreed to come here for you.
In theory, one of us should have stood down, but in reality… That’s not
possible when you feel like this. So we have to make it work.”


“The three of us?” she murmured as his warm lips swept over
her skin, across her cheekbone, then down to her mouth, where he nibbled one
corner.


He whispered, “It might be kind of hot.”


A soft laugh escaped her parted lips. “I don’t think there’s
any question.”


He groaned again, the sound low and sexy. It reverberated
deep within her. “Good thing you’re not human.”


She thought of the multiple ways in which these two men
might pleasure her and, for the first time, didn’t miss being human.
“Definitely do not let my size fool you. Or deter you in any way.”


“We’ll keep that in mind,” he said in his sensuous voice.
Then he kissed her. Tenderly and certainly with a different sort of intensity
than Jude exuded. But it was no less explosive.


Jane’s inner walls squeezed tight, making her desperate to
feel Cray’s cock inside her. Jude’s too. She craved them both.


Cray held her tightly, their bodies melding together again.
Her fingers twisted in his tousled hair, the strands silky against her skin.
She longed to feel her bare breasts against his chest and was relieved she
didn’t have to break the kiss to tell him as much. He must have wanted the same
thing, because he reached for the zipper at the middle of her back and slid it
partially down the track. He peeled away the bodice of the dress and then
gathered her close to him again.


Her hard nipples pressed to his hot flesh and Jane tore her
mouth from his, despite her previous reluctance to do so, and gulped down a
hearty breath of air. The skin-on-skin contact was nothing short of
electrifying.


“Oh Christ.” Her chest heaved and she tingled from head to
toe.


Behind her, she heard Jude stand and whip off his suit
jacket. Then he joined Jane and Cray and unzipped her dress the rest of the
way. He worked the tight material over her hips and down her legs.


Excitement shot through her. Desire prickled her clit. Anticipation
created a throbbing sensation so intense in her pussy, it seemed to pulse
throughout her entire body.


Jude stripped his shirt off and pressed his chest to her
back, instantly enveloping her in male heat and human suppleness. The very
things she’d longed for and had convinced herself she’d never feel again.
Cray’s hands gripped her hips and Jude’s palmed her breasts, massaging the
small mounds almost roughly. It drove her wild.


Cray’s head bent to hers again and he kissed her, the
gentle, teasing strokes of his tongue a direct contrast to the way Jude pinched
and rolled her nipples with an assertive touch. Jude’s mouth grazed her craned
neck and he nipped at her flesh, making her nearly jump out of her skin.


She felt another powerful jolt when Cray’s hands moved down
to her ass, sliding between her backside and Jude’s front. He squeezed the
cheeks and crushed her to him. Not to be outdone, Jude wedged a hand between
her and Cray and two fingers stroked her labia through her thong panties. And
then he targeted her clit and Jane was hopelessly lost.


Jude’s pain had morphed into intense desire. She could feel
it as strongly as she felt her own desire balloon within her, swelling with
every touch and kiss and groan.


When Jude swept aside the lace covering her pussy lips and
his strong fingers caressed her confidently, she broke Cray’s kiss and let out
a small cry. A potent craving gripped her very soul. She desperately needed
their intimate touches, their contradictory tender and aggressive
ministrations.


Jude stepped away from them. Cray took her by the hand.


No words were spoken. None needed to be.


He led her to the oversized, tufted ottoman in the center of
the room and she sat on the edge of it. Jude rounded the opposite end and, with
his hands on her shoulders, guided her onto her back, her blonde hair fanning
out around her head. Cray spread her legs wide as Jude clasped her wrists and
raised them above her head. They wanted a submission of sorts. Perhaps it was
the vampire-werewolf thing and they wanted to prove they were the dominant
species. Perhaps they wanted to restrain her from pulling away again. Not that
she would.


Or maybe, she thought as Cray’s tongue swiped over her
sensitive folds and fire consumed her, they simply wanted to pleasure her.


She moaned and that seemed to spur Cray on. The tip of his
tongue flicked across her clit, over and over, until she was squirming on the
velvet-covered ottoman, her back arching, her breasts thrusting upward.


Jude held her captive and that aroused her even more. All he
needed was one hand to hold both her wrists in a firm grip and he made that
move so he could use his other hand to cup her breast and alternately massage
it and roll the nipple between his finger and thumb, before he paid the same
attention to the other breast.


Cray’s mouth on her pussy was a delicious combination of
licking and suckling. He used his tongue to stimulate her clit and then he drew
her lips into his mouth and sucked tenderly, tantalizingly.


“Oh yes,” Jane whispered. The erotic sensations racing
through her were raw and vibrant and exhilarating.


When Cray pushed a thick finger deep into her pussy, she
cried out again. The unrelenting need to have her cunt filled and stretched
made her hips lift off the ottoman and she ground herself against his mouth as
he more vigorously tongued her clit and fingered her pussy.


Jude let out a primal grunt that elicited even more dark
passions. He leaned over her and sucked a nipple into his mouth while still
holding her wrists in a vise grip.


Within seconds, that balloon of desire and need expanded and
then burst.


“Oh God, I’m going to come!”


The fiery sensations blazed through her body and they were
absolutely glorious. There was a magical sensuality that Cray exuded and a
primal one coming from Jude, which collided with her own passion in a
magnificent explosion of beautiful and carnal sensations deep within her. They
were so red-hot and searing, her insides burned. She was certain her skin felt
hot to the touch too, for the first time in decades. The heat incinerated the
pain she’d experienced with Jude’s soul and she tried once again to pass that
vibrancy onto him, to mask what ailed him.


She stared up at him and willed the sizzling sensations
inside her into the very essence of him. At first, it seemed a vain attempt.
But then he sucked in a ragged breath and released her wrists. He stood,
stumbling away until he collapsed into a chair.


“Jesus Christ.” His entire visage changed from intense and
driven to perplexed, yet highly aroused. His eyes glowed under the soft
lighting from the chandelier overhead and he looked at her in awe. As though he
marveled over the sensations she’d experienced and had transferred to him.


“What happened?” Cray asked in a quiet voice, so as to not
disturb the intimate moment.


Jane sat up. She tore her gaze from Jude and it landed on
Cray. “I think… I might have…” Elation coursed through her. She couldn’t stop
smiling, although she managed to say, “I believe I just hijacked his turmoil
and projected some of our emotions into him. I sort of…gave him part of my
orgasm.”


“Whoa.” Cray stood. He looked a little blown away and maybe
just a tiny bit freaked out.


Jane toed off her stilettos so she could stand without
teetering on them. Her body still vibrated despite having transferred some of
her pleasure to Jude. What the two shifters had done to her was much too
powerful to ebb quickly and she continued to feel the effects of their hands
and mouths on her body.


She raised her arm toward Cray and lifted one finger in an
attempt to make him stop trying to process what had just transpired. Hoping to
appease and settle him, she said, “Two wolves imprinted on me. Is my new
ability to project feelings into someone else’s soul really so bizarre in
comparison?”


He gave her a huffy look. “Apples and oranges, Jane.”


“Only because you’re not intimately familiar with vampire
gifts. They vary greatly, I’ll admit. And sometimes they don’t exist at all.
Drake, for example, is—according to him—no different innately than he was as a
human. Although I’ll always contend he’s more intelligent. He has business
sense through the roof—hardly something you’d expect from someone who became a
British soldier in the 1700s because he had no other prospects for his future.”


The room was silent for a moment. Then Jude said, “She’s
right. I felt it. I felt everything she felt and I have to say…” He shook his
head as Jane looked at him over her shoulder. “That was fucking amazing.”


She smiled. “Yes, it was. And you only got a portion of it.
Imagine what I experienced.”


Jude clearly still reeled from the sensations she’d
transferred to him.


Cray said, “You’ve seriously never done this before.”


It wasn’t a question, because some part of him had to
already know the answer. It was the same with her—she could sense and deduce
enough from their connection to understand what occurred between the three of
them was unique and unprecedented and…real.


“I wanted to ease some of his pain,” Jane said. “I
experimented with it a little, just a brief while ago, but when I came…” Her
eyes all but rolled into the back of her head as excitement tickled her nerve
endings at the memory of her powerful orgasm. “I thought it was a strong enough
sensation to share with him.”


Jude said, “It’s not your responsibility to fix me, Jane.”
In his tone, there was a hint of humility mixed with a serious dose of regret
and guilt.


He didn’t like that she felt the things he did and it
bothered him greatly that she was trying to smooth the deep wrinkles in his
life.


She could appreciate that. But if she could do something to
help him…


Turning back to him, she said, “I get the pride thing. Drake
never intentionally pricks my nerves when he tries to get me to leave the
office or face the fact that I hide there because I fear meeting anyone—a
human, in particular, who I might hurt. I can see now that the reason his
prodding never clicked in my brain is because, subconsciously or instinctively,
I was waiting for the two of you. But don’t mistake what I feel toward you as
pity. That’s absolutely not the case.”


She sat back down on the edge of the ottoman and said, “I
empathize with your pain. I told you I loved someone once. He had Cray’s casual
disposition and your fierce passion. Two contradictory, yet unbelievably
dynamic traits. I loved him from the moment I laid eyes on him.”


“What happened to him?” Cray asked.


Jane was both shocked and relieved to discover all the
co-mingling of emotions she commanded helped to alleviate a good deal of her
own internal strife as she thought of Sean. The erotic sensations her imprinters
evoked continued to radiate throughout her and the sensuous feelings were
strong enough to keep her from doubling over in pain, as she sometimes did when
she thought of Sean.


“A slayer tracked him down and killed him.” That was really
the only part of the story she dared tell, lest the blocking of her agony
weakened and she had to experience the excruciating grief over losing Sean.


She didn’t want to feel that grief anymore. Or the remorse.
She liked that she had a reprieve from it and she particularly liked that Cray
and Jude could help her past fifty years of a near-solitary existence.


Cray knelt beside her, his heat and hunkiness keeping her
excitement elevated and her juices flowing. He was magnificent and the desire
to see him naked was an unrelenting one.


He touched her cheek with a quiet kindness that made her
heart soar. His fingers lightly stroked her face and swept over her lips. Then
he leaned toward her and kissed her in that tender, sexy way of his. Slow and
languid. Like they’d known each other forever and had all the time in the world
to enjoy what the other had to offer.


Moving between her parted legs, he wrapped one arm around
her waist. His free hand cupped her breast and massaged it gently, yet
skillfully. He had a way of creating a slow burn low in her belly that was
molten and sexy. Hot magma seeped through her veins and that flickering flame
of desire teased her clit again.


His lips left her mouth and grazed her jaw, then her throat
as her head fell back on her shoulders. His tongue brushed over her skin and
his teeth lightly scraped the surface, a titillating touch.


“You don’t have to hide out anymore, Jane,” he murmured
against her neck. “You’re not alone. Nor do you have to worry about hurting us.
Or anyone else, for that matter. I don’t believe it’s in your nature. If it
were, you would have attacked someone long ago.”


She thought of Shana and the human blood that had tempted
her. Yet she’d resisted it. She’d fought the thirst that had risen within her
and had fled the room to compose herself.


“You’d intervene if I started to slip with a human.”


“Of course.”


She relaxed a little.


He added, “Nor will you hurt me or Jude, because we’re
shifters.”


The mere idea of tasting their blood sent a wicked shiver
down her spine. Cray’s head tilted to the side, a silent offer. She stared at
the veins running along his throat. She wanted to bite him. Actually, it became
more of a primal need than a desire.


But she said, “I can’t. I’ve never tasted human blood, nor
do I want to. Ever.”


“We’re not technically human, Jane,” Jude said.


“Do it,” Cray whispered. “It’s one more thing that binds us
together.”


A hint of fear crept along the edges of her excitement. Her
breathing quickened and her clit tingled. She licked her lips in anticipation,
but still hedged. “What if I can’t stop?”


“You will,” Cray assured her. “It’s just a sample, so you’ll
know how we taste.”


Her gaze shifted to Jude. “Are you sure about this? Because
if I bite him, I’ll have to bite you as well.” Part and parcel of the balance
they had to maintain. They’d both become an algebra equation. What she did to
one, she had to do to the other.


“Your biting us is sort of the equivalent of us imprinting
on you. Cray’s right. It is another form of intimate and innate connection.
Another eternal attachment.”


Jane wanted desperately to believe in “eternal attachment”.
She wanted to believe the three of them would always be together. That they
would never leave her or be taken from her, like Sean.


Dare she believe that?


Cray said in his low tone, “Imprint on us, Jane. Solidify
the bond.”


The white-hot craving was impossible to deny. She leaned
toward him. He still had one arm around her waist and a hand on her breast. Her
head dipped and her lips brushed along his throat. She inhaled his scent. Male
heat and a musky cologne mingled with his distinct shifter smell. The rich
aroma was intoxicating. Her eyelids fluttered closed and her mouth opened. When
her fangs sank into his flesh, passion jolted her to the core of her being. She
pulled away almost instantly as she was consumed by lust and desire. And a
sexual hunger so potent, it made her insides light up again.


With her eyes still closed and her head falling back once
more, she let the taste of Cray slide down her throat and seep into her soul.
Her pussy throbbed with the need to feel him inside her, moving slowly and
languidly, the way he kissed her.


Cray groaned. She opened her eyes to find him staring at
her. In his beautiful blue irises, she saw the same lust and desire that burned
within her.


“What do you want, Jane?” he asked.


“I want you to make love to me.” Her gaze slid to Jude and
she added, “Then I want you to fuck me.”


She all ready knew there’d be a vast difference in the way
each of them pleasured her. Their techniques would be as varied as their
kissing, as opposite as their personalities.


With them, Jane would get the best of both worlds.


Cray stood and held a hand out to her. He guided her over to
the large chaise lounge sitting at an angle in one corner of the room. She lay
back on the plush cushion as Cray rid himself of the rest of his clothing.


They didn’t bother with a condom. They were all immortal.
They didn’t contract diseases and she couldn’t get pregnant.


When he was naked, she marveled over his perfectly sculpted
physique. He was positively breathtaking. Her gaze dropped to his hard cock and
she let out an unchecked sigh of appreciation. And longing.


“You’re magnificent,” she said to him.


One corner of his mouth lifted. “Something tells me this is
going to be a very snug fit.”


Jane had no doubt.


He lifted one of her legs and rested the back of her calf
against his shoulder. The head of his cock pressed to her opening and Jane bit
back the urge to beg him to thrust into her. She reminded herself she wanted it
slow and easy with Cray.


As his thick shaft sank into her, a small cry fell from her
lips. He filled and stretched her and it was an amazing sensation. He leaned
toward her, pressing her thigh almost to her breast, spreading her wider. The
large hand on the calf resting against his shoulder moved down and around to
her backside. He cupped her ass cheek and lifted her slightly off the sofa as
he pushed deeper into her.


Jane’s fingers grazed the spot on his throat where she’d
bitten him. The wound had already healed, though the skin held a small
discoloration, almost like a birthmark. It was her mark. She’d done more
than imprint on him. She’d branded him.


The thought thrilled her as much as Cray’s cock inside her
did.


Wrapping a hand around his neck, she pulled him closer to her.
“You’re not hurting me,” she told him.


The tense look on his face eased. “You’re just so damn tiny.
And tight.”


From the sofa, a strangled sound slipped from Jude’s mouth.


“Sorry,” Cray said to him, without breaking eye contact with
Jane.


Apparently convinced he wasn’t causing her any pain, he
dragged her leg from his shoulder and settled between her parted thighs.


Jane moaned. “Oh God, that feels so good.”


His body pressed to hers was the most heavenly thing she’d
experienced in five decades. He was warm and rigid and virile. Emotion welled
within her and tears stung the backs of her eyes, but she fought the drops. She
could easily weep over the beauty of the moment and the fact that she’d finally
gotten what she’d yearned for…what she’d believed would never be hers again.
But then Cray would fear he truly was hurting her and of course she didn’t want
that.


Her arms circled his neck as he moved inside her, his cock
pushing deep as their bodies fell into a leisurely, seductive rhythm. She
draped a leg over his hips, holding him tightly against her body as he made
love to her. Her breasts flattened against his muscular chest and one of his
hands slipped around to her backside again. He palmed her cheek as he drove a
little harder into her.


His lips swept over her throat, and then his mouth covered
hers. He kissed her as deeply as he buried himself inside her.


Jane’s arms and leg around him tightened. She literally
couldn’t get close enough to him, couldn’t get enough of him. His cock stroked
her inner walls and she squeezed him hard, forcing a grunt from him as he broke
their kiss. He was breathing heavy and that aroused her even more.


“You like being in my pussy, don’t you?”


He groaned. “Tight and wet, what’s not to like?”


As he stared into her eyes, she asked, “You don’t mind my
cold skin?”


“It’s cool against mine, yes. But that’s refreshing because
I’m on fire.” He gave her another long, languorous kiss and then added,
“Besides, you’re warm in all the right places. Your mouth, your pussy. And
everything else inside you.”


She swept away a lock of sandy brown hair from his forehead.
“You’re sweet.”


“I’m falling in love with you, Jane.”


His words reverberated deep within her, spreading more
warmth through her veins. She could swear somewhere along the line, she’d been
transformed back into a human.


“You make me feel like a woman, not a vampire.”


“Jane, you are all woman.” He thrust into her to make
his point.


She gasped as liquid fire raged through her from head to
toe. “You’re going to make me come again.”


“And again and again.”


Her toes tingled. Her head fell back against the plump
pillow and she moved with him in their sensual, sultry rhythm until it seemed
their pleasure twined together and they hastened the pace, increasing the tempo
of their erotic cadence before they reached an explosive crescendo that made
Jane cry out his name as a low growl fell from his lips.


His body pulsed and quaked above hers and Jane’s own body
shook. She didn’t relinquish her hold on him, just kept him solidly pressed to
her as his hot seed flooded her cunt and a sizzling sensation danced along her
skin yet again and down her spine.


She had no idea how much time passed. Her face was buried in
the crook between his shoulder and neck and her breathing matched his erratic
panting, with seemingly no potential for slowing.


His arms wrapped around her waist and he held her
possessively, which clearly did not sit right with Jude.


He cleared his throat, bringing their attention to him. And
sparking Jane’s dark yearnings all over again.


Cray released her and withdrew from her and she slipped from
the chaise lounge. Her heart felt light and unburdened for the first time since
Sean’s death, but her passion still burned bright.


Jude was on his feet and out of his clothes in a flash. He
was equally magnificent, though of course in a different way than Cray.


Tanned skin covered his lean muscles and a fine layer of
dark-brown hair spread across his wide chest and trailed downward in a narrow
line to his navel. She touched the silky fur, thinking he must look sleek and
predatory as a wolf. Her fingertips grazed the soft hair all the way down his
corrugated abs and then farther south to his cock. He was rock-hard and as
impressive size-wise as Cray.


Sinking to her knees before him, she wrapped her fingers
around his base and then dragged her tongue slowly up his shaft before her
mouth closed over his head.


Jude let out a terse sound that was half-growl, half-grunt.
His hips jerked at her touch and his hands gripped her shoulders.


She took him deep in her mouth, sucking hard.


“That’s it, sweetheart,” he said in his alpha voice. “Suck
my cock.”


Electric bolts zapped all of her erogenous zones at once.
Whereas Cray awakened her sensual side, Jude sparked her carnal cravings. He
elicited raw and forbidden needs that made her want to do crazy-wicked things
with him. To him.


Her hand on the base of his cock slid down to his balls and
she massaged them with a little more pressure than she would have ever used on
Sean when he was human. She knew Jude could take it and, in fact, would respond
positively to it. Indeed, his body jolted again and his grip on her shoulders
tightened.


Still pleasuring him with her mouth, she rolled his sac and
then gave a little tug on it that made his legs tremble.


It was a game between them, plain and simple. He was an
alpha and he wanted to dominate her. Jane wasn’t opposed to that… Well, except
for the fact that she was too strong-willed to submit completely. And she
proved that to him, nearly bringing him to his knees as she continued to suck
him hard and deep.


But he’d only allow her so much leeway.


“Enough,” he ground out, though his tone suggested he was
reluctant to put a stop to what she was doing. He hauled her to her feet,
regardless.


She clamped down on her lower lip to keep her smile at bay.
But the gloating vanished as heat flowed through her. She’d succeeded in
pushing out a lot of his pain and now he positively oozed a decadent arousal
that engulfed her in flames.


So much for keeping the upper hand for more than a minute.
She could knock him off the mountain with her mouth on his cock, but he could
retaliate with animal magnetism.


He knew the game she played, apparently. He said, “I want
you on all fours.”


“And what about what I want?” she countered.


His grin was downright wicked. “Oh I’ll give you what you
want. Anything and everything. Starting now.”


Oh.


Exhilaration burst deep in her cunt. Anticipation teased her
nipples tight. And good old-fashioned lust made her do exactly as he
instructed. She crawled onto the sofa on all fours. He moved behind her, one
knee on the cushion, the other foot on the floor to brace himself. He palmed an
ass cheek with a large hand while the fingers of the other one caressed her
labia, then rubbed her clit.


Jane had to admit, if a girl was going to give up some of
her sexual power, this was certainly a pleasurable way in which to do it.


Jude’s touch was much more forceful than Cray’s. It had an
edgy quality to it. A dark intensity as powerful and evocative as his fierce
passion. He pushed two fingers into her wet pussy and stroked her inner walls
with confidence and the same possessiveness Cray had demonstrated with his
post-coital hug.


They’d have to work on the semantics a bit to ease some of
this territorial behavior. Not that she minded how they each claimed her. But
in this unexpected and unusual threesome, they all belonged to one another now.


When Jude worked a third finger into her narrow cunt, she
moaned. His other hand left her ass and moved around to the front of her. He
fingered her clit in time with the quick stroking of her pussy.


Jane gripped the armrest of the sofa to steady herself
against his aggressive ministrations and the vibrating of her body. She
responded vehemently to his assertive, alpha nature. It was thrilling and a tiny
bit dangerous to allow him to have so much control over her. But…the thrill
factor definitely reigned supreme.


Sharp breaths of air pushed from lungs that hadn’t
functioned at full capacity since she’d become a vampire. Her fingernails
ripped the cushioned armrest of the sofa as she clawed at it. Throaty moans and
strangled cries of pleasure filled the quiet room. It was soundproofed,
luckily, though there were speakers to bring in the club’s house music when
wanted.


Just as Jude took her right to the edge, he withdrew his
fingers.


“Oh no fair,” Jane whined in a breathless voice. “I was so
close.”


She glanced at him over her shoulder to find a very
interesting look on his devilishly handsome face. A cross between arousal and
amusement.


He was good at this power game.


“Fine,” she murmured. “Have your way with me.”


Triumphant, he said, “I don’t think you’ll complain.”


“I know I won’t complain.” She shivered with an eagerness
that gripped her very soul. “Do it,” she told him. “Take me.”


She didn’t have to ask him twice. His visage changed to that
dark, edgy expression she found so dynamic and titillating. He clasped her
waist, his large hands nearly encircling it. The fleeting seconds between the
tip of his cock pressing against her anus and his shaft thrusting deep into her
were excruciatingly long.


Jane cried out as a wave of all new and explosive sensations
rocked her.


Jude stilled.


She hissed.


He chuckled. “Just making sure I didn’t hurt you.”


“Stop checking,” she said through the haze of erotic
feelings coursing through her.


He did as he was told. He pulled almost all the way out of
her and then thrust back in, again and again.


Jane shredded the armrest with her nails. At one point, her
fangs sank into the cushion as she lifted her ass high in the air for Jude to
fill. As he moved inside her, both of his hands slid to the front of her. Two
long fingers penetrated her pussy, stroking quickly and forcefully. The pads of
two other fingers worked her clit.


Jane’s back arched and her ass ground against his pelvis.
There was absolutely no way to process all the mind-blowing sensations racing
through her at once. So she literally held onto the damaged sofa for dear life
and let him take her to all new heights of desire.


“That’s it,” she told him. “Oh God, fuck me hard.”


He did, and within seconds, she was coming again, screaming
his name.


Jude let out a cross between a growl and a howl as he came
with her, his body convulsing behind hers.


Yes, indeed. It was a damn good thing the walls were
soundproof.






Chapter Three


 


Words escaped her. Coherent thought eluded her. Even her
breath had fled her following that outrageously earth-shattering orgasm.


Ten minutes must have passed before she realized she needed
air. She gulped in a mouthful and tried to climb out of the passion-induced fog
clouding her mind. Her body hummed with electrifying energy and her heart
seemed to have swelled and taken on more life than was normal or necessary for
a vampire to exist. It felt full and ripe and healthy. And it pounded
erratically. Like a human’s, following intense physical and emotional exertion.


From the spot where she was curled up on the ravaged sofa,
she watched as Jude crossed to the private bathroom, thinking his backside was
as dreamy as his front. When he returned, she thought no man or wolf could be
so disarming. But then her gaze slid to Cray, sitting patiently on the chaise
where she’d left him, and amended her thought. Clearly there were two
men who could be equally disarming.


Jude sat on the end of the sofa she hadn’t destroyed and she
got on all fours again and crawled over to him. She did more than that, really.
She climbed onto him as he sprawled in the corner, their limbs twining as he
pulled her to him. She loved the warmth of his skin and the familiarity of his
touch. There was nothing tentative between them.


His head rested on a large pillow. He lifted his chin and
made the same silent offer to her that Cray had.


Jane had been prompted to taste Cray’s blood in the heat of
passion, but with Jude, it was a more rational decision. Not that she regretted
biting Cray. She wanted to be bound to him. To Jude as well.


The tip of her tongue made little circles against his neck,
teasing the skin before she sank her fangs into him. His hands gripped her
biceps, but she was sure it was from pleasure, not because he was worried she
wouldn’t be able to stop. She was perfectly in control of her thirst,
surprising as that was to her. She drank just enough to coat her tongue and let
it ooze down her throat, as she’d done with Cray.


Euphoria seeped through her veins and she dropped her
forehead to his broad shoulder. Her fingers grazed the silky hair on his chest
as she licked her lips.


Jude sighed lustily as his arms wrapped around her. “You
understand everything has changed. We can’t leave Manhattan without you.”


She snuggled more deeply in his engulfing embrace. “I’m not
tied to New York.”


“What about Drake?” Cray asked as he crossed the room,
moving closer to them. He sat in the middle of the sofa, one arm draped along
the back, one hand on Jane’s hip.


“He has a wife. I’d told him earlier that I wanted to run
Body Scenes while he travels with Shana, but he’ll understand my change of
heart. And he’ll either stay here or close the club. It’s only open once a
month anyway. He’ll manage.”


“Will it be difficult for you to be separated from him?”
Jude asked.


She gave this the consideration it was due. Having been
Drake’s assistant and occasional lover for nearly five decades had naturally
resulted in a certain attachment between them, yes. But…


“I’ve kind of gotten used to him being gone lately.
Besides,” she said as she lifted her head and gazed at Jude, “it would be
infinitely more difficult to be separated from the two of you.” Which begged a
critical question. “Where will we go? Niagara Falls?”


Jude’s muscles instantly bunched and tension filled the
room. She glanced over her shoulder at Cray and found his causal disposition
had turned strained.


“What is it?” she asked, an uneasy feeling swirling low in
her belly.


“We’ll take you to Montana,” Jude said in his alpha voice.
“I have a place in Helena, but we’ll move you into Cray’s ranch house in the
country. The pack has homes close by. It’ll be safe there.”


Working her way out of his embrace, she sat up, though she
was still in Jude’s lap. “Safe?” she asked. “From who?”


Jude winced. “It’s not so much a ‘who’ anymore, but a what.
Rogue wolf. He rarely takes human form these days.”


“And who is he?” she demanded, a chilling sensation
pushing out some of the heat her imprinters brought to her. “Why would I be in
danger from—oh.”


She felt that jagged-edge pain of Jude’s again. Not to the
extent she previously had, because she’d helped to alleviate some of it. But it
still existed.


“Celine.”


That one word she whispered amped up the tension
significantly.


“His name is Vincent,” Cray told her. “He was one of our
pack members, until he broke the rules and killed another wolf. One from an
allied pack that is part of Jude’s family. He was disavowed, per our laws.
Unfortunately, he retaliated by mauling Celine within an inch of her human life
and leaving her in the woods, unable to shift or self-heal.”


Something dark and ominous slithered down Jane’s spine. She
stood, albeit on shaky legs. She reached for her dress and slipped it on. Cray
joined her and zipped it for her.


As her gaze wandered about the room for her panties—ah,
there they were, peeking out from under one of the sofas—Cray continued, his
tone lightening. “Don’t be scared. He wouldn’t dare set a paw on the ranch.”


“Somehow, that’s not as comforting as you might think,” she
said in a dour tone as she finished dressing.


Jude got to his feet and quickly dressed as well. Then he
said, “We tracked him to Niagara. He won’t get far from us. Cray and I can
handle him ourselves and the pack will stay with you at the ranch.”


Aside from the fear of a vampire slayer getting wind of her
existence and tracking her, she hadn’t given much thought to her immortal
demise in decades. Slayers were so rare these days and she was so reclusive,
she doubted she’d ever been on anyone’s radar screen. But that just might have
changed…


“You think Vincent might continue his revenge on you when he
finds out about me?” she asked Jude.


He nodded. “But it won’t happen. And, granted, we shouldn’t
have come here without taking care of the problem first. I’m sorry, Jane. But
when the imprinting nature calls…it’s impossible not to answer.”


“I don’t regret what happened between us or blame you for
acting first,” she told him. “I’m not afraid. I can handle myself. What
concerns me is that the two of you are considering hunting him alone. Why not
leave me here with Drake and take your pack with you to find Vincent?”


This pricked alpha and imprinter nerves. Jude said,
“That’s not possible.”


She laughed, despite the intensity of the moment. “You saw
how protective Drake is of me. Do you really think he’d let a rogue wolf you’re
hunting get within fifty feet of me?”


Jude turned away. He rubbed the back of his neck and she
felt the angst ripple through him.


To Cray, she said, “Celine didn’t see the attack coming, did
she?” Jane suspected she hadn’t been prepared for the onslaught or she would
have had more of a fighting chance. Jude wouldn’t have been so deeply in love
with someone who couldn’t take care of herself. Jane was certain of it. He had too
much strength and power himself to not require that in a mate.


Cray shook his head. “We expected Vincent to account for his
actions and then move on. Instead, he stalked Celine, caught her alone and
unawares and showed no mercy.”


A dark chill slithered down Jane’s spine. “Poor thing.”
Gripping Jude’s forearm, she said, “If, indeed, he knows anything about me,
he’d be taking quite a risk coming after me. He’d pick up Drake’s scent as
well. Would he even want to tangle with two vampires at this point?”


“There’s no telling what he’s willing to do now,” Jude told
her. “We lost his scent up north, right around the time we picked up yours. For
all we know, he’s gone to Nova Scotia to avoid us.”


That put her more at ease. “You’re hunting him and he knows
it. Not the other way around.”


“I couldn’t let the slight go, Jane.”


“Of course not. I…” She shook her head. She hadn’t let the
one against Sean go either. Though killing a slayer—killing anything or
anyone—had not sat well with her. She hadn’t attacked the slayer as a vampire
might, per se. She hadn’t bitten him and drained him dry. Rather, she’d used
the same tactic he’d employed to murder Sean. She’d staked him and burned him.


Jude and Cray both seemed to pick up on her sudden
consternation. Cray asked, “Did you avenge your lover’s death?”


She nodded before turning away, her stomach coiling tight.
“How could I not?”


“Then you understand what we must do,” Jude said in a quiet
voice that still managed to convey his authority. “And you know we will do
anything in our power to keep you out of harm’s way while we do it.”


“I don’t doubt that,” she said as she turned back to the two
men. “What I’m saying is…” Her hands shook and she wrung them absently. “I
can’t just be left to wonder whether you’re okay. Montana’s so far away. I’d
rather be with you, but if that’s not possible, at least let me stay close by.
Here in Manhattan.”


She would have insisted on this—absolutely putting her foot
down—but she’d already learned Jude’s will was stronger than hers. She had to
appeal to him in a different manner. To give him the respect he was due as the
alpha, while trying to reason with his rational side.


Cray let out a low growl as he shoved a hand through his
messy hair. “She has a point, Jude. We’d be distracted ourselves if she were
that far away from us.”


“Then what do you suggest?” Jude demanded as his gaze locked
with Cray’s. His frustration was as palpable as his concern for her safety.


“If you don’t trust Drake to protect her, then we have to
take her with us.”


“On a hunt?” Jude asked between clenched teeth.


“It’s not like I’d slow you down.” Jane’s soft voice filled
the room and both pairs of mesmerizing eyes snapped to her. She didn’t back
down. “I can run just as fast as you, I assure you. I can go months without
sleeping and I can hunt in rural areas when I need to feed. The two of you
would be much saner knowing you were protecting me and I would be able to
breathe easier too, knowing you’re close by.”


“And what happens when Vincent catches your scent and
decides to prey on you to continue his revenge or to devastate both of us?”
This question came from Jude, who simply would not yield.


She lifted her chin a notch and squared her shoulders. “I’m
smart and I have good instincts. I killed a slayer, for Christ’s sake. Test me
if you must, but have some faith in me.”


Her plea—and the fact that he’d unintentionally insulted
her—seemed to drive some of the tension from him. He reached for one of her
hands and pulled her to him.


Staring down at her, he said in a gentler tone, “I’m not
questioning your ability to protect yourself or to help us, Jane. I simply
can’t experience again what I went through with Celine. Particularly when it
comes to you.”


“I understand that,” she said, letting go of some of her own
frustration. “It’s the same for me when it comes to you and Cray. It was
horrific losing Sean and we weren’t bound together the way the three of us are.
But I don’t think there’s any other choice than to take me with you.”


“She’s right.” Cray didn’t even hesitate or vacillate further
over the course of action they needed to take. “You won’t be able to focus on
what needs to be done if she’s not with us. Neither will I. You’re already
tormented by knowing that to avenge Celine’s death, and your cousin’s, you have
to destroy Vincent. If Jane’s not with us, your emotions will be doubly taxed.”


Jane hated the pressure they put on Jude. She could feel how
heavily this decision weighed on his soul.


She said, “I won’t do anything to intentionally put myself
in jeopardy. I’ll do whatever you ask of me. Just…take me with you.”


He nodded. “It’s right up there with imprinting on you. I
have no choice in the matter, do I?”


Though he was resigned to the inevitable, she could see it
still troubled him greatly. But she wouldn’t concede. She had to be with them.


“I’ll tell Drake while you get us a cab. I have a backpack
at home. I can be changed and packed in seconds.”


She rushed out of the room, telling the salon attendant—who
Drake had obviously instructed not to bother them—to lock the salon door and
not let anyone in. Drake would have to replace the sofa before he reopened that
room.


Quickly making her way upstairs, she shared with Drake
everything—well, almost everything—that had transpired downstairs with
Jude and Cray, including telling him about Celine and Vincent. When she got to
the part where they’d all agreed she’d go with her imprinters, Drake shot to
his feet and planted his hands on his desk, leaning forward and pinning her
with a hard and somewhat crazed look.


“Absolutely not, Jane!” he spat. “You can’t possibly
consider going on a hunt like that and putting yourself in danger.”


“We’re long past considering, Drake.” She fought to
keep the exasperation from her tone—all of her men seemed inclined to protect
her. Not a bad thing by any means, but somewhat inconvenient at the moment,
given the circumstances. Rushing on, she said, “It’s a done deal. I just feel
bad I’m leaving you in a bit of a lurch. I said I’d stay on at Body Scenes and
now I’m reneging.”


“Body Scenes is my responsibility, ultimately. Don’t worry
about the club. But, Jane,” his expression turned grave, “are you sure you know
what you’re doing? What you’re getting yourself into?”


She sighed. “I know I’ll go stark raving mad if I’m here and
they’re out there…somewhere…and I have no way to keep tabs on them.”


“I’m sure they have cell phones,” he said in a dry tone.


“They’ll be in wolf form, Drake. They’re hunting, for
Christ’s sake.”


He groaned. “You and two wolves out looking for a murderous
ex-pack member. Yes, that sits really well with me, Jane.”


“I know how you feel. I’m sorry. I hate that you’ll worry
about me. But I’ll have my cell. I promise to keep in touch. I also
swore to do exactly as the alpha tells me to do, so you know I’ll be safe.”


One of his dark brows lifted. “You swore to do
exactly as someone tells you to? You, Jane? Really?”


She laughed. “You’d be surprised the concessions I’m willing
to make for these two. I belong with them, Drake. But I will return. After all
of this is over, I’ll come back so I can see you and Shana. Following that, I
believe I’ll be moving to Montana.”


“Montana! Jane, what are you thinking?” His look turned
incredulous.


“Drake,” she said in a soft tone meant to pacify him.
Emotion welled within her as she implored, “You have a new wife. Let me have a
new life.”


He raked a hand through his dark hair as a puff of air
hissed through his lips. She adored him for caring so much about her, but her
mind was made up. And she knew it was the right decision.


“Fine,” he finally said, clearly seeing in her eyes this was
what she truly desired. “You know all I want is for you to be happy. If this is
what you want—”


“It is,” she assured him.


“Please call me,” he insisted. “Regularly. I don’t give a
damn whether your alpha gets annoyed. He’ll just have to deal with it.”


She smiled. “He’s learning how to share me.”


“I’m sure I don’t even want to know to what extent.”


“Good. I don’t have time to dish the details. Although…Salon
B does need a new sofa.”


He actually chuckled. “You just can’t do anything in a
normal way, can you, Jane?”


“Vampire, remember?” She was finally able to accept that
fate and was decidedly relieved to be immortal. It had a multitude of
advantages, after all.


She rounded the desk and gave Drake a quick kiss on the
cheek. Then she said, “I’ll be back soon.”


“You’d better be.”


Squeezing his hand, she told him, “You’ve been my dearest
friend for five decades. That’s another bond in my existence that can’t be
broken.”


Releasing him, she turned away and hurried back downstairs,
where Jude and Cray awaited her curbside, the back door of a taxi opened for
her.


She slid in between the two men and gave her address to the
driver. Elation and apprehension were two contradictory emotions that had no
business mingling together, but they did just that in Jane’s stomach. She was
thrilled to be with Jude and Cray. Deliriously happy to be tied to them in such
a significant and powerful way.


She was also terrified of what lay ahead for the three of
them.


They obviously shared similar feelings, because they didn’t
utter a word on the way to her apartment. When they reached her building, the
doorman did his duty and opened the back door of the car. Cray stepped out,
then turned to Jane, not allowing the doorman to continue his job and assist
her from the car. Jude paid the fare and they were just about to enter the
complex when all three of them pulled up short at the same time.


That dark and ominous sensation snaked down Jane’s spine
again.


“Let’s take a walk,” Jude suggested in a strained tone.


The disconcerting scent wafting their way was so faint, of
course a human could never catch wind of it. But they did.


Jane bade her doorman a good evening and walked along with
Jude and Cray, tightly packed between them.


Cray said, “Vincent must have followed us to Manhattan,
wondering why we’d abandoned the chase.”


“If that’s the case,” Jude said, “he would have smelled
Jane’s scent mixed with ours this evening. And now, for sure, he knows about
her.”


They walked stealthily toward the aroma that grew stronger
to their ultra-heightened senses. It felt as though Jane’s heart was lodged in
her throat, but she would show no fear.


Oh fuck. It was irrelevant for her to hide her fear.
Wolves could smell it. She’d forgotten that part.


Still, she’d made her bed. She’d do whatever she could to
stay out of immortal jeopardy, because that would only comprise her lovers’
safety. She couldn’t suffer through that again.


They rounded the corner and crossed the street to Central
Park. It was past two in the morning and there were very few people milling
about, other than the revelers who’d just left the bars and the homeless who
were looking for someplace to sleep tonight.


Their stealthy advance on Vincent morphed into a predatory
stalking. All dressed in black, they blended into the shadows as they wove
their way through a thick patch of tall trees. They neared their quarry and the
tension escalated amongst them. Jane sniffed the cool evening air…and
discovered Vincent was no longer alone.


Her hand gripped Jude’s arm. He said, “He must have formed a
new pack.”


There were at least two more werewolves in addition to
Vincent. All the wolf scents became difficult to discern and individualize for
Jane. But one thing was certain. They were no longer at an advantage. This
would be a three-on-three fight.


She swallowed down a lump of anxiety and, instead, let her
more primal nature reign.


They stopped in a dense area of forest close to the lake.
She kicked off her high heels and Jude grinned at her, despite his obvious
unease.


“You’re going to make Lara Croft look like a ninny, aren’t
you?”


“No one messes with my family,” she retorted. These were her
people now and she was determined to defend them as much as she would herself.
Not that she expected Jude or Cray to fall short in any way, shape or form. She
had no doubt they were voracious warriors in their own right.


From behind a huge elm came a silver-colored wolf with
glowing green eyes and a low snarl tearing from his lips.


Vincent.


Where the other two wolves were, exactly, she didn’t know.
She couldn’t dissect the scents enough to separate them and locate the other
two, which frustrated and alarmed her.


In a low voice, Jude said to Cray, “You stay with her.
They’ll try to attack me from the east, but I’ll counterattack.”


Jane tensed. “You can’t take on all three of them.”


Cray actually had the audacity to chuckle. “Watch him.”


Jude moved away from her and Jane felt an instant void, like
half of her was suddenly hollow.


Cray said, “Trust him. He knows what he’s doing.”


A few splinters of moonlight penetrated the bushy-topped
trees surrounding them, partially illuminating the clearing where this
challenge would take place. Jude stripped off his clothes in a hasty fashion.
He was a tall, dark figure for just a few seconds more. Then he lunged forward,
diving into the air and landing as the sleek, dark-as-night wolf she’d imagined
he’d be.


The transformation left her breathless. The virility of him
seemed to shoot out from every lean and furry inch of him. Beside her, Cray
shed his clothes and shifted too. He stood next to her in wolf form, all
shaggy, sandy brown fur and hypnotic blue eyes.


She’d never been a dog lover, but suddenly, she understood
why those who were always seemed ripped apart when theirs went missing. She’d
be devastated too, she knew, as she ran a hand over Cray’s back, feeling the
silky strands of his fur against her skin.


The severity of the situation resonated deep within her. It
only got worse.


Instantly, Jude and Vincent became a tangled
black-and-silver blur as they rolled around on the grassy ground, snarling and
snapping at each other, occasionally making contact, which resulted in a
whimper or a howl. Both sounds shredded Jane’s insides.


Frightened for Jude, she took a step forward, but Cray was
quick to move in front of her, blocking her path. Not that she couldn’t have
easily cleared him by jumping over him. But she understood the gesture for what
it was. The other two wolves allowed the alphas to fight, but when Jude took a
vicious bite out of Vincent’s shoulder and the wolf cried out, his two pack
members advanced on Jane and Cray. As though wanting to even the score or
distract Jude.


Jane’s fear escalated but she didn’t back down. She lowered
into a crouch again, prepared to spring. In front of her, Cray growled at the
wolves closing in. One drew up short but then they both continued their path
toward Jane. She was torn between watching Jude and Vincent and being afraid of
what might happen to her and Cray.


With no warning whatsoever, Cray lunged forward, attacking
one of the wolves. The other one rushed Jane. Vampire instincts took over. She
leapt into the air, her body sailing forward and slamming into the wolf. Pain
lanced through every inch of her, but only for a second. They fell to the
ground, Jane on top of the enormous animal. One large paw swiped at her, the
claws digging deep into her arm and drawing blood, causing her to cry out.


Anger overrode agony though. In her fury, her hand closed
over the wolf’s throat, then jerked back, taking a substantial amount of fur
and flesh with her. The shifter made a bloodcurdling sound as its body
convulsed. Jane shot to her feet, prepared to continue the battle. The wolf had
no fight left in him. He rolled onto his side and wheezed his last breath.


Her eyes snapped to Jude and Vincent, still tangled
together, rolling on the ground because neither could gain leverage over the
other. Her gaze moved to Cray just as his sharp teeth sank into the neck of his
attacker. Cray’s head whipped from side to side, ripping the throat from the wolf.


Relief flooded her veins as Cray trotted over to the twisted
mess that was Jude and Vincent. But that relief was short-lived. Blood covered
the grass where they fought and she could smell that most of it was Jude’s. Her
insides seized up. She was about to join the fight when three more, very
distinct, scents filled the small clearing.


She froze in place, her anxiety rising.


Cray’s head turned back to her. He watched as the three
wolves entered the clearing, moving slowly, but stealthily. They surrounded Jane.
When Cray gave a nod of his head toward them, she knew they belonged to Jude’s
pack.


The advantage seemed to give Jude extra momentum, because he
got to his feet and circled the other injured wolf before diving toward the
ground again and going straight for Vincent’s throat. The fight ended a second
later and Jude was the victor.


He shifted back to human form instantly. He dragged on his
briefs and pants, then scooped up his shirt and rushed over to Jane. He wrapped
the material around her bleeding arm, fear and concern stamped across his face.


“I’ll be fine,” she assured him. “I self-heal too.”
Regardless, her body shook at the thought of how close she’d come to losing her
two imprinters. She threw her arms around Jude and pressed her trembling body to
his. Cray shifted and dressed, then joined them. Jane released Jude so she
could embrace Cray.


“We’ll need to dispose of the bodies,” Jude said in a low
tone.


“We’ll take care of them.”


A voice she didn’t recognize made Jane relinquish her hold
on Cray and turn to the other wolves, who’d also changed back to human form,
though they had no clothes on hand to cover themselves.


Jude made the introductions. “This is Brant, Alex and Neil.
My pack.”


“Very nice to meet you,” Jane said as she stepped forward to
shake their hands. “Jane Van Kamp.”


“She’s with us now,” Cray said, a hint of male pride in his
tone.


“We saw you take down one of Vincent’s pack members,” Brant
said. “Nice work.”


“Thank you. I had a lot at stake.” She turned back to Jude
and Cray. “That’s it then? No more danger?”


Jude smiled at her. “No more danger.”


She sighed in relief. Freedom from all constraints and
vulnerabilities and internal yearnings was a damn fine thing.


“Let’s go to Montana,” Cray said in a low voice.


She could think of nothing she’d like better.






Epilogue


Several months later…


 


Jane was wrong.


There was one thing better than Montana.


Though Cray’s ranch sat on nearly twenty acres of lush land
and rolling hills, all dotted with tall pine trees and featuring two large
ponds—and the house was more of a luxurious winter lodge than a rustic
cabin—there was something more she fell in love with than the Big Sky and the
fresh air and the wide-open spaces.


Two very hot and hunky shapeshifters.


Cray added another log to the fire blazing in the ginormous
bedroom she now shared with him and Jude. She crossed from the dressing room
Cray had designed for her by blowing out a wall to the bedroom next to the
master suite and remodeling it to accommodate her extensive clothing and shoe
collection.


Both men had made concessions for her, actually. Jane had
decided to continue working with Drake at Body Scenes. Because the club was
only open once a month, she was able to do all of her invitation planning via
the Internet in Montana. Then she spent a long weekend in Manhattan every month
to manage the club when it was open. She’d found working was too important to
her to give it up altogether. She also liked that she could spend some time
with Drake and Shana as well as Finn and Yvette when she was in town. And
because she’d taken on the invitation process, Drake and Shana were free to
travel. They just made sure they were in town when Jane was, so they could all
get together.


All in all, it’d turned out to be a doable scenario and Jane
felt she’d gained a vast amount, not lost anything.


But while she enjoyed a weekend in the city from time to
time, returning to Montana felt natural to her, even though both Jude and Cray
traveled with her. There was just something intimate and cozy and seductive
about being in their own space, just the three of them enjoying each others’
company.


Approaching Cray now at the fireplace, she wrapped her arms
around his waist as she stood behind him. She dropped a kiss on his bare
shoulder blade and he covered her small hands with his larger, much warmer
ones.


“You’re happy here, right?” he asked in a low tone, as
though he’d read her thoughts.


“Deliriously.”


“Good to know,” Jude added in his deep voice as he sauntered
into the room. She looked at him over her shoulder, smiling at his devilish
handsomeness as she still embraced her ruggedly gorgeous first imprinter.


“I think we’ve finally found the right balance,” she said to
both of them. “Now that Jude will share a bed with the two of us.” It’d taken a
few days, in the beginning. But they’d found harmony amongst themselves.


Jude let out a low grunt. “It’s not easy sharing you, Jane.
But the alternative isn’t the least bit appealing.”


She’d issued an ultimatum several nights after their arrival
in Montana. If Jude wasn’t going to sleep with her and Cray in the splendidly
huge bed in Cray’s master suite… Well. He could shift into a wolf and sleep on
the floor. She’d taken her threat one step further by offering to install a
doggie door for him. That had propelled him into action and he’d conceded as
Cray had chuckled good-naturedly.


Jude stripped off his shirt now and joined the two of them
at the fireplace. “I thought we were having dinner in town this evening.”


“Jane wanted to stay at the ranch. She’s making rack of
lamb.”


“Perfect. Except… You didn’t quite make it to the kitchen,
did you?”


The question was directed at Jane. She grinned at him. “It’s
chilly tonight. I needed a little extra warmth.”


“Hmph.” He didn’t like leaving her alone with Cray, she
knew. Jude had business to attend to in the city several days a week, as he’d
taken it upon himself to manage some investments for the pack that enabled them
to live in the country so they could take on their more natural forms on a whim
without being hindered by city life and nosy humans.


She admired Jude’s dedication to his pack and also his
strong ties to his family. Though many of them had their own packs, they were
all still very tight and frequently visited the ranch for formal dinners or
casual afternoons. She enjoyed cooking for and entertaining everyone who showed
up. Her self-imposed isolation had left her incredibly lonely over the decades,
even with Drake’s companionship. So to be surrounded by new friends and
family…that was almost as wonderful as being alone in Jude’s and Cray’s
presence every night.


Yes, she’d quickly acclimated to the more rustic lifestyle.
She loved the vast, open land, the fresh air and the wildlife. She felt more
comfortable here than she had anywhere else in the world since she’d become a
vampire. There were no humans on the ranch whom she had to worry about hurting.
She couldn’t injure Jude or Cray or the other pack members and she was finally
able to relax and enjoy her immortality—as well as an eternity with her two
lovers.


To Jude, she said, “You simply must stop being so jealous.
We made a deal. We’ll only be together when it’s the three of us, never just me
and Cray or me and you. That’s how we agreed to keep both of your possessive
tendencies under control.”


“Still can’t say I like walking in on you naked…and Cray
without his shirt on.”


“We were expecting you, you dolt,” Cray said with a smirk
that was damn sexy.


Apparently, Jude couldn’t argue his point. In addition to
them being able to smell his approach, he’d phoned ten minutes ago to say he
was close by.


Without another word, he unraveled Jane’s arms from Cray’s
waist, took her hand and led her over to the bed. Cray discarded his jeans,
boots and socks and sprawled out on the custom-made bed with her. Jude quickly
divested himself of his clothing as well, and settled on the other side of her.


Jane sighed contentedly and said, “I am one seriously lucky
girl.”


It was as though karma had lent a hand, rewarding her for
being so conscientious about the human race and so respectful of human mortality.
She’d never put great stock in what the universe might think about her
sacrifices, her torment or her restraint, but it seemed as though the way she
valued human life resulted in her newly found bliss. She might be a vampire,
but she wasn’t evil. She wasn’t damned.


In fact, she had everything a woman could ask for in
life…and more. The absolute best part, however, was that she had all of this
for an eternity. Not a short mortal life, but forever.


She sighed dreamily as Cray gripped her hip and rolled her
partially toward him. He kissed her in the slow, sexy way that made her feel as
though warm molasses oozed down her spine. Her body responded instantly to his
kiss, her insides blazing, her clit tingling and her pussy throbbing.


She inched closer to him and pressed her bare chest to his.
His hand on her hip slid down her thigh a ways and he lifted her leg to drape
it over his own hips, spreading her legs wide. Behind her, Jude’s fingers
brushed over her back and down her spine to her ass. He palmed a cheek and
kneaded it with just the right amount of pressure as Cray continued to kiss
her.


Jude dropped light kisses on her shoulder. His hand on her
ass shifted and he stroked the crevice between her cheeks, from the rim of her
anus, over her labia, to her clit and back. Again and again, his touch becoming
stronger and more purposeful as she writhed against Cray, his hard cock nestled
against her belly.


When Jude’s fingers targeted her clit, she broke her kiss
with Cray and a sharp moan fell from her lips.


“Oh that is so good,” she murmured.


One of Cray’s large hands cupped her breast and squeezed it
gently. Then his head dipped and his tongue curled around her tight nipple. He
suckled the puckered peak as she wove her fingers through his silky hair. At
the same time, two of Jude’s fingers penetrated her opening, pushing deep into
her pussy.


She moaned again, loving how aggressive he was. He didn’t
hold back as he massaged her inner walls with quick, confident strokes.


Adding to her pleasure were Cray’s fingertips pressed to her
clit. He rubbed the sensitive bud while his tongue flicked back and forth
across her nipple, driving her mad with desire and need.


Turning her head to look at Jude over her shoulder, she
found the raw intensity stamped across his dark features that always made her
shudder with excitement. He kissed her hard, thrusting his tongue into her
mouth the way he pushed his fingers deeper into her cunt. His kiss was a
searing one, heightening her passion and making her squirm restlessly between two
deliciously gorgeous and fantastically warm bodies.


They both quickened their strokes on the sensitive parts of
her body and Jane felt glorious sensations well within her.


She dragged her mouth from Jude’s.


“Oh yes,” she whispered against Cray’s soft hair, his mouth
still on her breast. “Make me come.”


Jude worked a third finger into her tight pussy and they
pumped in and out of her a little harder, a little faster. Cray’s fingers on
her clit picked up the pace as well as he sucked her nipple into his mouth.


Jane let out a small cry as the erotic sensations collided
and exploded. Before she’d come down from the high, Cray’s cock slid into her
wet depths and Jude entered her from behind, while she still lay on her side
between them. They moved in unison, pleasuring her, pleasuring themselves.
Their hands and mouths roamed her body and their low groans mingled with her
soft moans.


It didn’t take long for all of them to succumb to the heat
and passion that cloaked them and soon their lovemaking reached a fevered
pitch. Jane came first, an unchecked cry of intense pleasure tearing from her
mouth. Her orgasm sparked Cray’s and Jude’s and they both thrust deeply into
her as their bodies convulsed all around her and they each called out her name.


As her two lovers held her tight, Jane felt elation and
everlasting love.


Montana and her two imprinters had become home-sweet-home.
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