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Chapter One 
“Spread a little wider, baby. C’mon now—show us the pink.” 
Larissa Walker, Lissa to her friends, winced at the crude command. This wasn’t 
how she wanted to be spending her Valentine’s Day, or any day for that matter, but 
she had no choice. It was either do as Norman Scudder said or face the consequences. 
Biting her lip, she reached between her thighs to her bare pussy and opened herself 
with two trembling fingers, showing her clit to the Internet audience. 
“See that?” she heard Scudder say to the man beside him, holding the camera. 
“That’s primo pussy. Make sure you get a good shot—up close and personal.” 
Lissa heard the camera whirr as it zoomed in and tried not to think of all the 
perverts sitting at home jerking off to her humiliating display. She wasn’t against all 
pornography—just porn that involved her personally. Sometimes it could even be 
erotic and tasteful, if it were done correctly. Unfortunately what Scudder had her 
doing was neither. She was naked, her legs spread wide, lying on a fake zebra-skin 
rug, touching herself. There was nothing tasteful about it. It made her feel cheap and 
degraded and she hated herself for doing it. 
“That’s good, baby. Now let’s see some finger action. Stroke that pretty little clit. 
Give the boys at home something to drool over,” Scudder directed. 
Lissa did as she was told, stroking the sensitive side of the little bundle of nerves 
and feeling the unwanted pleasure start to build in her belly. It was always this way, 
or it had been for the six months since she’d been roped into paying her uncle’s 
gambling debt to the sleazy local crime lord who was directing this sordid scene. 
As much as she hated what she was doing, Lissa couldn’t find it in her heart to 
hate her uncle too. He and her Aunt Vivian had raised her since she was sixteen and 
they’d been nothing but supportive and loving. Uncle Don was a great guy but he’d 
pretty much lost his mind after her aunt died of breast cancer. A mild interest in 
Friday night poker with the guys had turned into a serious addiction as he searched for 
anything to take his mind off his beloved wife’s death. 
Lissa had been lost in her own grief, mourning the woman who had been like a 
mother to her, and hadn’t realized there was a problem. Not until the night Uncle Don 
showed up at her apartment with one eye swollen shut and his arm broken in three 
places. During a trip to the ER she’d managed to get the entire story out of him. How 
he’d been kicked out of his local bar for being drunk and disorderly and somehow 
found himself in one of Norman Scudder’s illegal high-stakes backroom poker games. 
How he’d been on a winning streak that wouldn’t quit, until it did, and the cards 
turned against him. And how he owed Scudder his soul and couldn’t pay. 
The problem was that Norman Scudder was absolutely ruthless. Look up “lone 
shark” in the dictionary and you’d see his piggy little eyes staring back at you. Lissa 
had persuaded her Uncle Don to go to a treatment program for alcohol and gambling 
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addiction but that hadn’t stopped Scudder’s men from paying him another “visit”. 
They threatened to break his other arm if he didn’t cough up the enormous amount of 
cash, now compounded by interest, he owed the crime lord. 
Fearing for her uncle’s life, Lissa had gone to see Scudder, hoping to work out a 
deal for her uncle. She’d offered to waitress at one of his nightclubs or even help him 
with his books. She was a junior accountant at one of the larger law firms in town and 
she was good at her job. 
Scudder had laughed in her face. 
“Hell, baby, what kinda fool do you think I am?” he’d demanded. “You really 
think I’d let you look at my books?” 
“I…I don’t know. I’m sorry,” Lissa had faltered. “I was just trying to think of a 
way to help pay off my uncle’s debt.” 
“Well now, a pretty little girl like you, with all that long black hair and those big 
blue eyes…maybe we could come to some kind of agreement.” Scudder had given her 
a look that made her skin want to crawl right off her body and Lissa had known she 
was in trouble. If only she’d known how much trouble, she would have run a mile in 
the other direction but by the time she found out, it was too late to get out. 
Scudder had made her a proposition in the most literal sense of the word—if she 
would pose for his Friday-night webcast she could work off her uncle’s debt in no 
time, or so he said. Reluctantly and not really understanding what was involved, Lissa 
had agreed. She found out the hard way the first time she went to the seedy backroom 
of The Fist, a bar that Scudder owned and the place where he filmed his on-line 
entertainment and adult movies. When she’d found out she was expected to take off 
her clothes and masturbate in front of Scudder, a cameraman and however many 
hundreds or thousands of perverts were watching on the Net, Lissa had cried. 
She’d tried to back out of course, but Norman Scudder wasn’t known for his 
compassion. He’d threatened to kill her uncle and make it look like an accident if she 
didn’t live up to their bargain. Backed into a corner, Lissa had been forced to comply. 
With tears running silently down her face she’d disrobed for the first, but not the last 
time, and followed Scudder’s directions as he told her what to do for the camera. The 
only bright spot in the situation was that at least the slimy crime lord didn’t try to 
touch her. Lissa thought she would die if he did that but he seemed content to watch 
and play the role of the constant voyeur while she went through the motions of 
pleasuring herself every Friday night at nine. 
At first she cried every time and the first few Friday nights she went home and 
took a scalding shower, trying to scrub off the filth of what she’d been forced to do. 
But slowly she had gotten used to it. It wasn’t that she didn’t feel shamed and 
degraded anymore—it was more like she’d gone numb. From the moment she entered 
the dark backroom of The Fist and took off her clothes until she put them back on 
again after her hour-long session, there was a layer of frost over Lissa’s emotions that 
nothing could penetrate. 
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She’d had to toughen up because there was no end in sight. At the beginning of 
their “arrangement” Scudder had promised she’d pay off Uncle Don’s debt in a matter 
of days but somehow days had become weeks and weeks had turned into months. 
When she’d finally dared to demand a look at her uncle’s numbers, certain she must 
already have paid off the debt and interest many times over, Scudder had become 
threatening. “You’ll be done paying when I say you’re done,” he’d snarled. “And 
don’t forget, there are worse things you could be doing on a Friday night than taking 
off your clothes, baby.” 
Frightened, Lissa had backed off. She had come to believe there was never going 
to be an end to the horrible Friday-night webcasts. Scudder had her wrapped around 
his little finger and he would never let her go—not as long as there were viewers 
willing to pay to see her perform. And there were always viewers. Lissa had 
overheard him telling one of his crew that she made more for him than any other girl 
on the site and she knew he would never let her go as long as that was the case. 
Lissa didn’t have a gimmick that made her such a big draw. She didn’t moan and 
sigh and fake orgasms or pretend in any way that she was enjoying herself. In fact, 
she’d had silent tears running down her cheeks during every performance for the first 
four months and even now that she was numb she never smiled or flirted with the 
camera. She kept her gaze straight ahead, a blank expression on her face as she did 
what Scudder told her. 
The fact that Lissa’s obvious reluctance to perform erotic acts on camera was no 
deterrent to her numbers had a lot to do with the kind of site Scudder was running in 
the first place. It was called Please Don’t Make Me! and featured mostly unwilling 
women performing sexual acts they didn’t want to be doing. It wasn’t the worst site 
Scudder owned by a long shot though—the worst, in Lissa’s opinion, was a pay site 
called Bound and Forced. The site was all about rough sex that verged on rape and it 
specialized in gang bangs. Lissa shivered when she thought of that site. What would 
she do if Scudder insisted she take part in one of his infamous Internet orgies on the 
other site? How could she survive? It didn’t bear thinking about so Lissa tried not to 
think about it. Mostly she just showed up every Friday and tried to make believe she 
was somewhere else until it was time to put on her clothes and go. 
“Okay, time for mail call,” Scudder announced, scratching the paunch that hung 
over the band of his too-tight polyester slacks. He dressed like the age of disco had 
never died, wearing loud shirts, open to reveal a myriad of gold medallions and a 
flabby, hairy chest that gave Lissa the heaves. She tried not to look at him as he 
opened a miniature laptop and began tapping away, reading the e-mails her viewers 
had sent in as they watched her touch herself. 
Mail call was the feature of the Friday-night webcasts that Lissa hated the most. 
Scudder had thought it up several months ago and it was a big hit with the Internet 
audience. Basically, viewers would e-mail suggestions and requests as they watched 
her and Lissa would have to do whatever they wanted to see. 
“Here’s a good one,” Scudder mumbled as he read. 
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Lissa braced herself. What would it be this time? Dildos? Double penetration? 
Something worse? There were always some sick bastards in the group who sent in e-
mails suggesting things like bestiality and golden showers. So far Scudder hadn’t 
made her do those things but Lissa was afraid that if he saw enough requests for them 
he might change his mind. Nothing that made him money was off limits to the 
scummy loan shark. 
“HorneyGuy657 from Ohio says to use the extreme double-penetration vibe two 
thousand,” Scudder announced, motioning to Steven, the veteran alcoholic who 
served as his prop man. “Go get it and make it snappy.” He smiled at Lissa. “What do 
you think, baby? Ready to take that big, hard, rubber cock up both your sweet little 
holes?” 
Lissa didn’t answer. Instead she closed her eyes and tried to think of something 
else—something pleasant and as far away from this sordid hellhole as she could get. 
She imagined where she would be if she weren’t here at The Fist right now—
thought about how she would be spending her Valentine’s Day if she weren’t doing 
the webcast. For starters she’d have on a lot more clothes and she wouldn’t be sitting 
home alone. Her good friends and next-door neighbors, Adam Carver and Cal Danes, 
had invited her to share the holiday with them and from past experience Lissa knew 
they did holidays right. 
She’d been friends with the two men since she’d moved into her apartment 
building two years before. The movers she’d hired to help her had demanded more 
money than the agreed amount because of the number of heavy books Lissa owned. 
When she tried to explain that she didn’t have any more money, they had dumped 
everything on the sidewalk and left. Lissa had taken a seat on her favorite denim-
covered ottoman and put her head in her hands, wondering how she was going to get 
her worldly possessions up three flights of steps all by herself. She was five-seven and 
in pretty good shape but lifting the china hutch her Aunt Vivian had given her was 
completely beyond her. 
Then suddenly, out of nowhere, two incredibly good-looking guys had appeared. 
One was classically tall, dark and handsome. His smooth, tan skin rippled with 
muscles under his tight black t-shirt. The other was about an inch shorter, blond, and 
seemed to have a perpetual smile twitching at the corners of his full mouth. They had 
taken one look at Lissa and started to help immediately by lifting the heavy hutch as 
though it weighed no more than a feather. 
“Hi, I’m Cal and this is Adam. Now, where do you want this?” the blond guy had 
asked. He had muscles to match his friend’s, though his skin was more of a warm 
honey tone than Adam’s dusky tan. 
“I…I’m supposed to be moving to apartment 316.” Lissa had smiled and tried not 
to look too hopeful. She’d acquired an awful lot of stuff in her last place and it was 
mid-August and swelteringly hot. 
“Perfect—you’re our new next-door neighbor.” Cal had grinned at her. “You have 
the keys so we can get this stuff in?” 
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“Keys? Oh…yes, of course.” Lissa had rummaged in her purse and pulled them 
out with a musical jangle. “But…well, I’m afraid I don’t have any money. I used my 
entire moving budget on those movers and then they demanded more but I didn’t have 
any more and—” 
“Don’t worry about it,” the man with dark hair—Adam—had said, speaking for 
the first time. “Neighbors ought to help each other out.” 
“But, well, I feel bad.” Lissa had twisted the keys between her hands uncertainly. 
“I have so much stuff and it’s so hot out today…” 
Cal laughed. “Hey, don’t worry about it, pretty lady. We’re just glad to have a 
new neighbor under the age of sixty. Until you came along, Adam and I were 
beginning to feel like we were renting a place in an assisted living facility.” 
“Really?” Lissa had asked, leading the way up the sidewalk as the two men 
followed with the solid oak hutch. “The apartment manager just told me it was a nice, 
quiet place to live.” 
“Oh it is,” Cal assured her. “Or anyway it better be. You should hear the way old 
Mister Harner, our downstairs neighbor, bangs on his ceiling when we turn up the TV 
even a decibel too loud. Of course he has no problem blasting Sinatra ’til all hours of 
the night when one of his ‘lady friends’ comes to visit. Isn’t that right, Adam?” 
The dark-haired Adam had rolled his eyes in agreement. “If I have to listen to ‘My 
Way’ one more time I’m going to kill myself.” 
All the way up to the apartment the two best friends had filled Lissa in on what 
she could expect from the other, mostly elderly neighbors, who she should avoid and 
who was the best source of what Cal called “grandma cookies”. 
By the time all her furniture had been moved in and positioned properly, Lissa had 
become firm friends with her new neighbors. She’d also made the observation that 
even though they were best friends, they were about as opposite as two men could get. 
Cal was the more talkative of the two. He was funny and outgoing and quick with 
a joke and could always make Lissa laugh. His hair fell in adorably messy blondish-
brown waves over a high forehead in direct contrast to Adam’s neat trim. 
Adam was the quieter and more brooding of the pair, but when he spoke, he was 
always worth listening to. There was an intensity about him that took Lissa’s breath 
away sometimes—a smoldering sexuality that made her weak in the knees when he 
looked at her just right. 
In fact, the only thing the two men had in common was their eye color. Both had 
vivid, pale green irises, which had caused Lissa to think they were brothers at first. It 
was just a coincidence, however, though Cal did tell her that people remarked on it all 
the time. 
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Up until six months before, when the trouble with her uncle Don and Norman 
Scudder had started, Lissa had spent almost as much time at Adam and Cal’s 
apartment as her own. She celebrated birthdays and holidays with them, since they 
didn’t seem to have any family to go home to, and cared deeply for both. Cal was 
practically a gourmet chef and was always making her special treats and Adam was 
extremely handy. He’d fixed Lissa’s car the last three times it had broken down and 
had also taught her how to check her oil and tire pressure. 
Sometimes Cal got a little too boisterous and Adam was a bit too brooding but, 
put together, the two men were perfect. Lissa often sat between them on the couch 
and wished she could make them into one guy—a guy she could date instead of just 
hang out with. But she didn’t think she could choose between the two and the idea of 
hurting one to date the other was unthinkable. 
Sometimes when they all sat together and both men had their arms around her, 
Adam’s around her shoulders and Cal’s around her waist, Lissa had an odd feeling of 
contentment, of rightness that she couldn’t explain. It just felt so good to be 
sandwiched between the two big, male bodies, to feel completely cared for and 
protected. Sometimes she even wondered what it might be like to make love to both 
of them at once but that was a naughty fantasy that she knew she would never 
indulge. 
Just the idea of both of them in her at once, filling her, fucking her, was enough to 
make her hot and wet and she wondered if Cal and Adam ever fantasized about the 
same thing. The closest she’d come to an actual sexual encounter with the two of 
them had been the week before all Lissa’s problems started. Her aunt had lost the 
battle with breast cancer and her uncle had been drowning his sorrows at a bar. 
Feeling lost and alone, Lissa had gone to her friends’ apartment for some comfort. 
It was supposed to be a night of food and fun—Cal made a fresh fig and prosciutto 
pizza with whole-wheat-parmesan crust and Adam got out the Monopoly game. But 
somewhere between the pizza and the board game, Lissa just couldn’t hold in her 
grief anymore. She’d started to cry and couldn’t stop even though she hated herself 
for her weakness. 
She still remembered the way Adam had scooped her up in his arms, carried her 
into his bedroom and put her gently on the king-sized bed. Then he lay down behind 
her, cupping her body with his own. Cal positioned himself in front of her and hugged 
both her and Adam, drawing them all together. 
Four muscular arms enclosed her and the warm, spicy scent of their skin filled her 
senses. The hard planes of Adam’s chest at her back and Cal’s in front were like a 
solid wall. Neither man said anything but Adam’s warm hands stroked her sides while 
Cal brushed her hair back from her face and gently wiped the tears from her eyes. 
Lissa couldn’t remember the last time she’d felt so warm and loved and protected. 
They’d fallen asleep that way and when she woke up in the middle of the night, 
Lissa could feel the press of two hard cocks, one against her ass and one against her 
thigh. She kept her eyes closed, not speaking, wondering if either man was going to 
try anything. If they did, she had no intention of stopping them. Having them so close 
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to her was bringing back all of her most vivid fantasies and she would have welcomed 
the chance to lose herself in lovemaking and forget about the tragedy in her life for a 
while. 
But neither man made a move. Lissa kept still, pretending to be asleep. After a 
while she heard Cal murmur to Adam over the top of her head. 
“Hey, you awake?” 
“Mm-hmm.” Adam’s voice was a deep rumble that vibrated Lissa’s entire body. 
Cal sighed, his warm breath ruffling her hair. “She’s so damn beautiful.” 
“She’s perfect,” Adam agreed quietly. 
With a start, Lissa realized they were talking about her. Perfect? Beautiful? They 
flirted with her on a regular basis but it was like a game to the three of them. She’d 
never dreamed that the two men in her life really meant all the teasing little things 
they said when they were just hanging out together. 
“What would you want to do right now if she knew? If we were already 
together?” Cal asked. 
“What wouldn’t I do?” There was a soft growl of lust in Adam’s deep voice. 
“First I’d want to touch her all over…explore this beautiful body and hear her moan 
and gasp when I made her come.” His large, warm hand stroked over Lissa’s side and 
she had to suppress a shiver. “Then I’d want to be inside her, with my cock deep in 
her pussy. And I’d want to feel your shaft rubbing against mine and know we were 
bonding her to us forever.” 
Cal made a low noise of agreement in his throat. “I want that too. But I’d want to 
taste her first. Wanna open her creamy thighs and spread her wide so I could go down 
on her for about an hour.” He sighed. “I can almost taste her hot little cunt, all wet and 
ready for me.” 
Adam growled agreement. “I’d like to see that, bondmate. I’d sit behind her and 
hold her while you lapped her sweet cunt. I could stroke her nipples to heighten her 
pleasure.” 
“You could be inside her at the same time,” Cal said, his voice deep with need. 
“Your cock buried balls deep in her pussy. I could suck her clit while you fucked her, 
slow and gentle, until she came with you deep in her cunt.” 
“God, stop it. You make me want her so much and we can’t have her yet.” 
Adam’s voice was hoarse with desire and Lissa could feel that both the cocks nudging 
her had gotten much harder since the conversation began. She knew she ought to be 
offended by the frankly sexual nature of their wishes for her but to be honest, she 
wasn’t—not a bit. Her pussy was liquid with desire after hearing the things they 
wanted to do to her and she was half tempted to reveal that she was awake and let 
them act out the fantasies they’d been talking about. But then Cal spoke again. 
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“I wish we could tell her,” he whispered in the darkness. “Let her know she 
belongs with us, just like this.” 
“This isn’t the right time.” Adam’s deep voice was filled with regret and certainty. 
“She’s having a hard time right now—telling her would be too much on top of 
everything else she’s going through.” 
Tell me what?  Lissa wanted to ask. But the feeling of being cocooned between the 
two of them was too wonderful and warm and despite her desire, sleep was dragging 
her down. She’d resolved sleepily that she would ask one of them about it in the 
morning and she’d really meant to do it too. But when she woke up it seemed like a 
wish-fulfillment dream her hormone-addled brain had cooked up out of her own 
secret desires. She had a good figure and a pretty face but she was no model. Adam 
and Cal looked like they had stepped right out of a movie screen. Cal would have 
been cast as the ruggedly good-looking surfer boy and Adam would have been the 
dangerous, brooding hero with the dark past. The idea that the two of them wanted her 
as more than a good friend was just plain silly so Lissa had decided to let it drop. 
Anyone outside their relationship might have assumed that Cal and Adam were 
more than best friends since they never dated and spent about ninety percent of their 
time together. But their consuming fondness for ESPN and some girly magazines 
she’d found hidden in their bookshelf convinced Lissa otherwise. They seemed 
comfortable in each other’s space but not in a possessive way. She often wondered 
why two such good-looking men were content to spend their holidays and weekends 
hanging around with her instead of hitting the bars but when she asked, Cal just 
laughed. 
“Oh, Adam and I just haven’t found the right girl yet. Have we, Adam?” 
His best friend nodded gravely. “Not yet. But we’ll know when she walks into our 
lives.” 
“Or shows up crying in front of our apartment building.” Cal had nudged Lissa 
and grinned. 
Lissa had tried to grin back but she couldn’t help thinking how odd the exchange 
had been. It had almost sounded like the two best friends were looking for one girl 
between them. But that couldn’t be right—could it? 
“Hey, Steve! Where the hell is that vibrator? We got payin’ customers waiting.” 
Scudder’s nasally voice cut through Lissa’s attempts to take herself away from the 
webcast. As she came back to reality she reflected that even if she’d been free to take 
Cal and Adam’s invitation for a Valentine’s Day dinner that night, she probably 
wouldn’t have done it. She’d barely talked to her two friends lately because of the 
growing sense of shame over what she was doing to pay off her uncle’s debt. They 
thought that she was giving Scudder free accounting services because Lissa couldn’t 
bear to tell them the truth. Her constant and consuming worry was that they would 
find it out on their own by stumbling onto Scudder’s website and seeing one of her 
“performances”. 
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Just the thought of her two friends finding out and seeing her naked and doing 
perverted things was enough to make Lissa sick to her stomach. Even worse was the 
idea of what they would think of her if they did. She’d begun to avoid them, fearing 
that one day she would look into their pale green eyes and see disgust and pity instead 
of understanding. Both of them had gotten her alone on separate occasions to ask 
what was wrong but Lissa couldn’t tell them—couldn’t risk losing their friendship 
when they found out what she had become. 
“I said give me the goddamn vibrator!” Scudder shouted. 
“Sorry, boss. Had to lube it up.” Steve, the prop guy, finally hurried over, holding 
a hot pink dildo with twin heads, one long and slender and the other long and thick. 
Both heads were already glistening with gel, making Lissa’s stomach clench like a 
fist. Before she’d gotten into this mess she’d never done anything kinkier than leave 
the lights on while she made love with her college boyfriend. She might not have 
minded experimenting with some of the sex toys she was given to use during the 
webcasts—in the privacy of her own bedroom, that was. But to be forced to insert 
them and pleasure herself while thousands of people watched was absolutely horrible. 
However, as always, she didn’t have a choice. 
Taking the two-headed device from Steve, she spread her legs and positioned the 
hot pink vibrator at the entrances to her pussy and anus. 
“That’s good.” Scudder nodded approval. “Now work it, baby. And don’t just go 
through the motions—the guys at home wanna see you come.” 
Lissa bit her bottom lip in frustration. As if she could come on command! She 
thought about faking it but somehow Scudder always seemed to know when she tried 
that. With no choice in the matter, she closed her eyes and concentrated hard on her 
favorite fantasy—the only one that worked in this situation. Going inside her head and 
pretending she was somewhere else, doing something else other than the horrible 
webcast was the only way she could achieve orgasm. Not that she wanted to come but 
she’d never been able to fake it very well and Scudder gave her holy hell if he didn’t 
like her performance. 
As the thick, slippery shafts slid deep into her body she imagined they were 
Adam’s and Cal’s cocks instead. She imagined herself pinned between them, 
imagined Adam’s deep voice in her ear… 


* * * * * 
 “Open a little wider, honey. Gotta get all the way inside you. Need to fuck your 
sweet ass tonight.” 
“And I need to be in your pussy,” Cal murmured in her other ear. “Open up, Lissa, 
and let us in.” 
Four hands stroked over her body. Someone was cupping her breasts and twisting 
her nipples in a way that made Lissa moan with pleasure and someone else was 
stroking the slippery cleft of her cunt, urging her to open up, to spread wider. God but 
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it felt so good, so right to be between them. She’d never dreamed it could be like this, 
that she could give herself to more than one man at once. But it seemed right now, as 
long as the two men in question were Cal and Adam. 
“Easy, honey,” Adam whispered as his thick cock breached her virgin rosebud. 
“Just relax and take it. Just open up and let us fuck you.” 
“Need to be all the way inside you, Lissa,” Cal kissed her softly on the mouth as 
he worked his cock deeper into her tight cunt. “Need to fill you up. Fill you full of our 
cum.” 
“Please!” Lissa gasped as she spread her legs wider, trying to be open enough, 
trying to give the men she loved access to her pussy and ass. “Please, deeper…I need 
you deeper!” 
“God you’re so tight!” Adam was thrusting harder, deeper as she had begged him 
to. Lissa could feel his thick shaft sliding inch by inch into her ass. Soon she’d feel his 
trim, muscular hips against her and know he was all the way in. 
“Tight here too,” Cal groaned as he pushed deep into her pussy. “Feels so good to 
have you wrapped around my cock, Lissa. Love to fill you up. Love to make love to 
you.” 
Lissa moaned too as she felt both broad shafts shift inside her. Divided only by the 
thin barrier of her perineum, she could feel them rubbing against each other as they 
entered her at the same time. God she was so full, how could she stand any more? 
And yet she wanted more—wanted to feel them all the way inside her, filling her all 
the way up as they pinned her between them, loving her, taking her the way she 
wanted. Both men penetrated her completely, filling her full of their cum and Lissa 
felt the start of her orgasm. She gasped aloud, her eyes squeezed shut and her pussy 
and ass clenched on the double penetration… 


* * * * * 
 “That’s right, baby. Come for the viewers,” Scudder said approvingly. His ugly 
nasal voice shattered her fantasy and Lissa’s eyes flew open. She felt the pleasure ebb 
as quickly as it had come upon her, leaving her empty and spent. She heard Scudder 
urge her to keep going, that she wasn’t done yet. God, how much longer? She was 
afraid to look at the clock, afraid that only a few minutes had passed since the last 
time she’d glanced at it. Biting her lower lip, Lissa prayed her time would be up soon. 
She just wanted to go home and take a hot bath and try to forget the way she’d 
spent her horrible Valentine’s Day. 
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Chapter Two 
“There’s no way she’s in here.” Adam eyed the flashing neon fist over the door 
and the rows of motorcycles parked in front of the bar. “Lissa wouldn’t come to a 
shithole like this. It’s a fucking S and M bar.” 
“Shithole or not, this is where she is. My nose doesn’t lie.” Cal tapped the side of 
his nose as if to illustrate his point. “Come on, I can smell her.” He started for the 
front door, head held high to follow the faint scent. 
“Not that way.” Adam caught his bondmate’s arm and shook his head. Sometimes 
Cal just didn’t think. “We can’t just go walking in the door and ask if anyone’s seen 
her. What if she’s in trouble with someone in there? We might make it worse.” 
“What if she’s just plain with  someone period?” Cal asked, frowning. “We know 
something’s going on with her lately. Could she be in some kind of twisted 
relationship she doesn’t want us to know about? Maybe with some guy—” 
“Shut up!” Adam cut him off ruthlessly. Just the thought of their Lissa with 
another man was enough to fill him with white-hot rage. Taking a deep breath, he 
tried to calm himself. He had a bad temper where the people he loved were 
concerned, which was one reason he always tried to stay quiet and focused. 
“Sorry. Damn, Adam, get a grip.” Cal shook his head. 
Adam took another deep breath. “There’s no way she’s with anyone else. We 
would have smelled another male on her a mile away.” 
“True,” Cal acknowledged, nodding. “It’s just…something fishy is going on. I can 
feel it. She’s been so quiet lately, so withdrawn.” 
“I know,” Adam said quietly. “She’s hurting but she doesn’t feel like she can tell 
us about it.” 
Cal frowned at him. “Ya know, she probably wouldn’t be afraid to let us in if 
you’d just agreed to tell her about us like I wanted to.” 
Adam glared at his bondmate. “Right, like explaining our true nature would make 
her want to tell us her secrets. She’d have us committed if we told her, Cal. That or 
she’d pack up and run in the middle of the night. I wouldn’t blame her either. What 
we are and what we want from her is too scary for a human to handle.” 
“She’s not just a human, she’s our human,” Cal argued. “She belongs with us 
whether she knows it or not. My point is, if she actually knew  it—” 
“If she knew we’ve singled her out as our female?” Adam interrupted him. “What 
are we supposed to tell her? ‘Listen, Lissa, Cal and I love you and we’d like you to 
live with us in a bonded threesome for the rest of our lives. Oh and by the way, we 
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also turn furry once a month. Hope you don’t mind about that.’ Is that what you want 
us to say?” 
“Lissa’s a smart girl and she’s strong too,” Cal said, crossing his arms over his 
chest. “You should give her more credit, Adam.” 
“Forget giving her credit. Right now I just want to find her so we can take her 
home.” Adam sighed and looked up into the dark sky as the clouds parted, revealing a 
silvery full moon. “Have I mentioned that this is a really bad time to be doing this? 
Lissa’s been acting strangely for months. Why did you feel that we had to go out 
hunting her tonight of all nights?” 
“Because she’s hurting and I can’t stand it anymore!” Cal snapped. “I’m tired of 
hearing her cry herself to sleep through those damn thin walls and watching her mope 
around the building. This goes deeper than her aunt’s death and you and I both know 
it. Something is wrong  and I’m gonna go crazy if I don’t find out what it is and help 
her fix it.” 
Adam knew how his bondmate felt. Lissa’s sorrow burned his heart too, making 
him long to take her in his arms and comfort her. Better yet, he wanted to feel her 
nestled naked between himself and Cal while they held her and helped her release her 
sorrow. Wanted to hold her close while they both penetrated her at once, filling her 
sweet pussy and ass with their cocks, bonding her to them forever. But that was 
impossible until they revealed their true nature to her. 
Cal had wanted to tell her at once when her aunt had died. He was always 
impetuous when he loved someone and he was eager to help Lissa bear her pain. 
Adam, however, hadn’t felt she was ready to know the truth yet. He and Cal had had a 
huge fight about it—the biggest they’d had since becoming a bond-pair five years 
before. They still weren’t completely over the rift, especially since Adam refused to 
reconsider his position. Privately he thought that they would never get over it as long 
as something was wrong with their female. Lissa’s untold pain put a strain on their 
relationship that could only be healed by including her in their pack-bond. 
He sniffed the cold February wind for Lissa’s distinctive warm-honey and 
feminine-musk scent as he stared up at the full moon. Maybe Cal was right, maybe 
Lissa could handle their declaration and learn to love them both. But what if he was 
wrong? Adam had seen terrible things happen in his home pack where weres were 
scarce and bond-pairs were forced to look outside their pack among the population of 
humans for a female. 
There was only one special someone for each pair, one woman who could 
complete them and make their imperfect duo into a perfect trio or Triad as his people 
called it. If a bond-pair didn’t find their female among the Pack, which was becoming 
more common as were numbers dwindled, they had to look among the humans. And if 
they moved too soon and scared off their prospective female…well, that was it. They 
would live in unfulfilled misery the rest of their lives. Sometimes a pair of males split 
up and found new bondmates in order to try again but it was never quite the same. 
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Adam had a sense of rightness, of fitting perfectly with Cal, that he knew he 
would probably never experience with another male and he knew Cal felt the same. 
But as strong as that emotion was, it was nothing compared to the soaring joy and 
utter completion they both felt when Lissa was between them. To risk all that, to 
gamble a lifetime of happiness by showing your hand too early, that was foolish, in 
Adam’s opinion. He knew Cal didn’t worry as much because he had grown up in a 
pack where females were plentiful. He’d been lucky to be reared by all three parents 
who loved each other dearly as opposed to Adam, who was the cub of a broken Triad. 
Still, maybe it was time to take a stand and let Lissa know who they really were 
and how they felt about her. He knew Cal had been hoping to lead up to their big 
revelation, or at least get a little closer to it, when he’d invited Lissa to a special 
Valentine’s Day dinner that night. His bondmate had been devastated when she’d 
murmured an excuse and made her getaway. Did she not care for their company 
anymore? Was she still grieving for her aunt? Or was there a deeper problem going 
on, one that needed to be addressed? 
Adam tended to agree with his bondmate that there was indeed something besides 
Lissa’s family problems that was troubling her. And he wanted to find out what it was 
as much as Cal did. Only did his bondmate have to take them out in public on a full-
moon night? A quiet romantic dinner with just the three of them wouldn’t have been a 
problem but emotions ran high on nights around the full moon, making an 
uncontrolled change a very real possibility. 
“This way, around back.” Cal’s soft whisper derailed his train of thought. 
Adam sighed. “All right, lead the way. Just be careful.” 
Cal lifted his head, catching their female’s beautiful fresh scent on the chilly 
breeze. God it was gorgeous, just like everything about Lissa. He’d known from the 
minute he saw her in tears with her furniture strewn around her on the front sidewalk 
of their apartment building that she was the one for them. Adam had admitted to 
feeling it too—the shock of recognition when he first saw her, the instant feeling of 
completeness ,  the utter rightness of being with her for the first time. Which was one 
reason Cal couldn’t understand his bondmate’s reluctance to tell their female the 
truth. 
Lissa was attracted to both of them—Cal could tell by the way her scent got 
warmer when she was near them, by the way she looked at both of them when she 
thought they weren’t noticing. She probably would be up for a threesome if he and 
Adam approached the subject carefully. The problem was, they wanted more than a 
one-night stand with her. And their other, bigger problem was the fact that he and 
Adam were weres. She was apt to take the news that her would-be lovers turned into 
wolves and howled at the full moon once a month a great deal harder than a request 
for a permanent ménage a trois. 
But despite the obstacles in the way, Cal had faith in their female. Lissa was 
strong-minded and independent and she wasn’t the type to bury her head in the sand 
and deny facts that were placed in front of her. If he and Adam changed for her—a 
careful, controlled change on a night when the moon was little more than a white 
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crescent in the sky—things would be okay. Lissa wouldn’t run or think she was going 
crazy. She might be a little surprised at first but Cal’s sense was that she would take it 
in stride. And then they could include her in their pack-bond and keep her safe 
between them forever. Just the thought of holding her, making love to her while 
Adam did the same, was enough to make him rock-hard inside his jeans. God, he 
wanted her and he knew his bondmate felt the same. The day Lissa accepted them 
would be the happiest day of all their lives. 
Cal just hoped she was safe tonight. He didn’t like the look of the bar they were 
about to enter, assuming they could find a way to get in the back and track her down 
without being seen. 
As though in answer to his hopes, a dented green side door appeared in his line of 
vision as they rounded the corner of the bar. Lissa’s scent was stronger and Cal knew 
at once she’d entered the building here. Looking at Adam, the Alpha in their pair, for 
confirmation, he nodded at the door. 
“All right,” Adam hissed. “But quietly. ” 
Cal nodded again and reached for the handle. He opened the door as silently as 
possible but judging from the raucous music that came roaring out from the front of 
the bar, it was a wasted effort. The dented green door led to a shadowy hallway and a 
warped linoleum floor that was so old and dirty it was hard to tell what color it was 
supposed to be. 
Over the stench of sweat and the sour tang of spilled beer Cal could still smell 
Lissa’s clean feminine scent. Lifting his nose to catch it better, he slid noiselessly 
inside. Adam was right behind him, as silent as a shadow, and this time there was no 
need to discuss what to do next. Moving noiselessly, Cal and his bondmate followed 
their female’s tantalizing aroma down the dark hallway. 
It was a short trip, ending at another dented green door, open just a crack so that a 
puddle of light spilled out onto the dirty linoleum. Quietly Cal crouched on the floor, 
positioning himself so that he could peer through the tiny opening and see what was 
going on. Adam took a similar stance above him and both of them watched intently. 
At first all Cal could see was a whale of a man wearing a pair of puke-green, too-
tight polyester pants. Geez, somebody oughta tell that guy that retro isn’t for 
everybody,  he thought. Then the man spoke. 
“That’s it, baby, push it in deeper. That’s what we wanna see.” He had an 
annoyingly nasal voice that scraped at Cal’s nerves. Then the fat guy with the 
irritating voice moved and he forgot everything else because Lissa came into view. 
Not Lissa as he was used to seeing her in her demure junior-accountant-business 
clothes or even in her around-the-house pajamas that had pink bunnies printed all over 
them and the matching bunny slippers he and Adam had given her for her last 
birthday. No, the girl he was seeing was neither businesslike nor demure. She was 
nude from head to foot and reclining on a black and white striped zebra rug that was 
obviously fake. 
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It was Lissa and she was pushing a hot pink vibrator deep into the tight wet depths 
of her pussy. 
“Oh my God,” Cal murmured to himself. Above him he felt Adam stiffen, every 
muscle in his big frame suddenly as tight as a wire. 
“What the hell is going on?” Adam demanded in a low voice. 
“How should I know? Watch and find out,” Cal whispered back. He didn’t know 
for sure what was happening in the back room of The Fist but he knew what it looked 
like—it looked like Lissa was making some kind of a porno. The mystery was why? 
This was so unlike her. Lissa was the kind of girl who blushed if her skirt slipped too 
far above her knees when she sat down. She had an intense personal modesty that had 
always intrigued Cal, mostly because he wanted himself and Adam to be the men who 
broke down her barriers. But now here she was, spread out under the hot lights 
someone had fixed to the bare beams of the ceiling, fucking herself with a sex toy. 
What the hell was going on and why? 
The man in the puke-green pants turned to a man holding an expensive-looking 
camera and said, “Zoom in—get up close and personal so we can see every inch of 
that vibe stretching her pussy open.” Then to Lissa, he commanded, “Deeper.” 
Lissa did as he said but it was clear to Cal that she took no pleasure in it. Moving 
like a robot, she pressed the thick, hot-pink dildo deeper into her slippery sex as the 
camera whirred above her. Though her expression was completely blank, Cal saw a 
single tear slip from the corner of her right eye as the sex toy entered her to the hilt. 
“Look at her face,” he whispered to Adam. “She doesn’t wanna be doing this—
she’s crying.” 
“That must be Norman Scudder, the one her uncle owes the cash to.” Adam 
pointed to the fat man directing the scene. 
“Hey, yeah.” Cal frowned. “She told us she was just doing his books for him.” 
“And we were stupid enough to believe her.” Adam’s voice was a low, menacing 
growl. “Look what he has her doing instead. I’ll kill him. I’ll fucking kill  him.” 
“Oh no, my friend. You’re not gonna be killin’ anybody ’round here.” 
The softly menacing voice with the Southern drawl directly behind them startled 
Cal so much he nearly shouted. What stopped him was the feel of something cold and 
hard against the side of his skull—a gun barrel, he realized, feeling sick. The gun was 
held by a man who stood in the shadows to their left, his face made invisible by the 
darkness. 
“Get your hands off him.” Adam’s voice had dropped another octave to an 
inhumanly deep pitch and his eyes were flickering dangerously from pale green to 
deep gold. 
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“Sorry, son, no can do,” the man with the gun said, sounding almost cheerful. 
“And I’d think twice before tryin’ anything if I was you. This here gun has a shit-load 
of silver bullets in it and I could just about bet at least one of ’em has your name on 
it.” 
“What makes you think silver bullets will make a difference?” Adam demanded, 
his deep chest vibrating with a low growl. 
“I don’t know.” The man, whose face was still mostly hidden in the shadows, 
shrugged. “But apparently Mister Scudder does. He’s had me guardin’ this here 
hallway for the last six months almost. Said you two boys would show up eventually 
and lookee here—he was right!” 
“Why you—” Adam reached forward but the man with the gun shook his head. 
“Uh-uh-uh, boys. My orders are to take you alive but if you’re half as dangerous 
as Mister Scudder says, I ain’t gonna hesitate to pull the trigger.” 
“Don’t try it, Adam,” Cal murmured, looking up to keep his bondmate in sight. 
“Hear what he wants first.” It wasn’t just himself he was worried about—there was 
Lissa to think of too. If Norman Scudder knew they would be coming then he must 
know why. But how had he known they had an interest in Lissa in the first place? Or 
that silver could hurt them? 
“Fine. What do you want?” Adam asked the man with the gun. 
“Ain’t about what I want. It’s Mister Scudder you boys got to be concerned with.” 
Pursing his lips, he gave a long, low whistle, obviously a signal that had been agreed 
upon earlier. 
The fat man’s head swiveled on his pudgy neck to face the back door. “I’ll be 
back in a minute,” he told the cameraman. “Keep her going.” 
Moving faster than Cal would have thought a man his size could manage, Norman 
Scudder hurried over and slipped through the green door to stand in front of them. 
“Evening, boys. Before you try anything, I think you should know I’ve got a gun 
loaded with silver in my pocket.” 
Since he was still kneeling on the floor, Cal could see that Scudder was telling the 
truth. The lump in the pocket of his puke-green pants wasn’t just his finger either. 
Cal’s sensitive nose caught the oily scent of steel and under that, the burning, metallic 
tang of silver—the same smells that were coming from the gun still pressed to his 
head. Apparently Adam smelled the truth too because, though his large frame was 
trembling with the sustained growl rising in his throat, he made no move to attack. 
“What do you want with us?” Adam grated out, a fierce hatred shining in his now 
completely golden eyes. 
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Scudder laughed, an ugly sound, like someone gargling with concrete. “You’ll 
find out when I’m good and ready to tell you.” 
“No time like the present. Let’s talk now.” Cal tried to keep his voice low and 
calm. He could sense that Adam was just one wrong word away from a complete, 
uncontrolled change, which would be disastrous with two men holding silver-loaded 
guns on them. It was his duty as the Beta of their pair to try to diffuse the situation 
before it got out of control. 
“Oh we’ll talk all right. Just not here.” Scudder gave them an ugly grin and jerked 
his head in the direction of the far end of the hall. “Come into my office, boys.” 
Slowly, the gun still prodding the side of his head, Cal climbed to his feet. 
“What’s in your office that’s so special?” he asked, narrowing his eyes at the fat man. 
“You’ll see.” Scudder was still grinning. “Besides, I don’t want you interrupting 
my little show. You two like the way your little girlfriend looks all spread out for the 
camera? She’s got a tight pussy too—tight enough to squeeze your dick off.” 
Adam gave a low growl and started to lunge forward but Cal held him back. “He’s 
lying,” he told his bondmate in a low voice. “We would have smelled him on her no 
matter how hard she tried to wash his scent off. You can’t miss a stink like that.” He 
nodded at Scudder, who had the distinctive odor of unwashed sweat, cheap cologne 
and polyester. 
“Better watch your mouth, son.” Scudder frowned at him. “And remember that 
I’m the one holding the gun here.” 
Cal held up his hands. “Hey, you should thank me. I’m just trying to keep him 
from ripping you apart.” 
“We’ll see who rips who apart.” Scudder gave them both a hard look. “Now 
march.” 
They walked down the narrow, dark hallway for a second time, this time ending at 
a wooden door that led into a spacious room dominated by a huge mahogany desk. Or 
it would have been dominated by the desk if it hadn’t been dwarfed by the huge metal 
cage in the center of the room. 
“What the hell?” Adam growled, glaring at the dull gray metal bars. 
“Two inches thick and solid steel.” Scudder walked to the cage and tapped one of 
the bars with his fingernail, making a dull clang. “Not even a werewolf can break 
outta that.” Producing a key from his polyester pocket, he unlocked the door and 
motioned with the gun. “Get in, boys.” 
“What if we won’t?” Adam was glaring, hatred radiating from his deep gold eyes. 
Cal could tell that his own eyes were more yellow than green too but he continued to 
grimly hold on to his temper. Someone had to be the voice of reason if Adam started 
to lose it, which could happen at any time now. 
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Scudder cocked the hammer on his gun. “I said  get in unless you want me to 
ventilate your guts.” He smiled. “Or should I put a few holes in your little girlfriend? I 
have a feeling it won’t matter if the bullets I put in her are silver or not.” 
“C’mon, Adam. Think of Lissa.” Cal put a restraining hand on his bondmate’s 
broad shoulder and guided him toward the cage. Adam was still growling fiercely but 
he allowed himself to be steered into the area between the metal bars. 
The minute they were both in, Scudder slammed the door shut with a clang and 
locked it. Then he pocketed the key and grinned. “Well, well, my own little zoo. I’ve 
been having you boys watched for months, you know. Thought you’d be here before 
this though. Your girlfriend’s been the star of my Friday night webcasts for six 
months now. What took you so long?” 
“Six months?” Cal felt sick. Lissa had been forced to do what they’d seen her 
doing for six months? No wonder she was so upset and withdrawn. Beside him, he 
could feel Adam swelling with rage. 
“I swear to God if you’ve hurt her, if you’ve laid one fucking hand on her…” he 
growled angrily. 
“Oh I’m not about to hurt her—I’ll leave that to you.” Scudder grinned nastily. “I 
know how you animals are—the way you have to kill after you change 
into…whatever it is you change into. And that’s exactly what I’m counting on.” 
“What? What are you talking about?” Cal demanded. 
“This.” Scudder snapped his fingers and Cal saw that the man with the Southern 
accent had somehow exchanged his gun for an expensive-looking camera. Scudder 
pointed a finger at them. “You two are going to be the stars of my first snuff film.” 
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Chapter Three 
“Not so fast, baby. Where do you think you’re going?” 
Scudder’s voice startled her so much Lissa almost dropped the skirt she was trying 
to put on. She felt horribly vulnerable, half dressed as she was, but she forced herself 
to face him anyway. 
“I’m going home. My time is up.” She tried to make her voice strong and certain 
but her words came out sounding more like a question than a statement. 
“Well, yeah, you could go home.” Scudder nodded thoughtfully. “Or we could do 
one last deal and put an end to our agreement…forever.” 
Lissa had begun pulling on her skirt again in jerky motions but his words stopped 
her cold. “What exactly do you mean ‘forever’?” she asked carefully, trying not to 
sound too hopeful. 
“I mean no more Friday nights.” Scudder gave her a shark-like grin. “You do one 
more gig for me tonight and we’ll call your uncle’s debt paid in full.” 
It sounded too good to be true but Lissa couldn’t help herself. She wanted so 
badly to be free, longed so much to leave this ugly place and never come back. To 
forget about the shame and humiliation she’d suffered and just get on with her life. 
“All right,” she said guardedly. “What do I have to do?” 
Scudder nodded. “Thought you’d be interested. Well, it seems that the girl I had 
lined up to perform for my other site couldn’t make it and since I already have the 
other actors all ready to go—” 
“Actors?” Lissa swallowed. “As in…more than one?” 
“Of course, baby. It’s not much of a gang bang if there’s only one guy.” Scudder 
grinned again. “But don’t worry, I only have two of them. You could take on two at 
once, couldn’t you? I’ve seen you take that double-headed vibe like it was nothing. 
This’ll be a piece of cake.” 
A piece of cake. Right.  Lissa squeezed her eyes shut, her stomach doing a slow 
forward roll. This was what she’d feared all along. That Scudder would force her to 
do a scene for his Forced 
 site. 
“Well?” Scudder sounded impatient. “Come on, baby. Time is money.” 
“How…how rough are they going to be?” Lissa couldn’t believe she was actually 
considering it but if it really meant a way out of all this… 
Scudder shrugged. “That’ll be up to them.” 
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“How do I know this is really the last time?” Lissa demanded. “I want something 
in writing—something that says my uncle’s debt is paid and you’ll leave me and him 
alone from now on.” 
“I thought you might say that.” Scudder snapped his fingers and one of his lackeys 
appeared beside him holding a sheaf of papers. “Here you go, baby. Had it drawn up 
just for you.” 
Lissa took the thick form and scanned through it with growing excitement. 
Everything looked in order. Could it be that Norman Scudder was actually going to let 
her go free? There was only one strange thing about the contract—it was backdated 
by several months. When she pointed it out to Scudder, he shrugged his blubbery 
shoulders. 
“Eh…I’ve been thinkin’ of doing this for a while. I just wanted to find the right 
combination of guys to act with you before I did it.” 
There was something fishy going on but Lissa was too eager to be free of their 
agreement to think about it. Even the idea of having sex with two perfect strangers on 
camera couldn’t deter her. It was a horrible thing she was about to do but she told 
herself that she’d lock it away in a tiny dark corner of her mind and never think about 
it once she got back to her normal life. But what if someone from work sees it? 
whispered a little voice in her head. Even worse, what if Cal and Adam see it? 

Lissa shoved the little voice away. If this was her only chance to escape the 
disgusting clutches of Norman Scudder, she had to take it. And if she had to crawl 
through the slime to get her freedom, so be it. She looked up at Scudder, who waited 
impatiently for her answer. 
“I’ll do it. Where do I sign?” 


* * * * * 
 “We’re in deep shit here, Adam. How does he know what we are? How does he 
know silver can hurt us?” 
“Hell if I know.” Adam restlessly paced the small area inside the cage as his 
bondmate fired questions at him. Somewhere deep in his brain, he knew it was a good 
thing that the other man was calm enough to sit still and think the situation through. 
Adam was finding it difficult to concentrate on anything but the red haze of rage that 
clouded his vision. It was bad enough that this Scudder asshole had locked them up in 
a cage but the fact that he had Lissa too was almost enough to send him over the edge. 
The beast inside him snarled for release, all its protective instincts roused by the threat 
to their female. “That bastard,” he growled. “Can’t believe what he made her do.” 
“He’s a bastard all right. But how much does he know?” Cal was obviously 
thinking out loud, looking for a way out of this mess. It was the way he processed a 
situation while Adam was more prone to action. But in this case there was no action 
to take. 
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Scudder and his gunman/cameraman had left the room, leaving them alone in the 
big office. Adam was fairly sure he could bend the iron bars of their cage enough to 
let them out—but only if he changed to his beast form first. That in itself wasn’t a 
problem. The change from one form to another could be a lengthy process, lasting a 
good ten minutes, but he was an Alpha and could do it in much less time if necessary. 
But changing and breaking out wouldn’t save Lissa, and Adam had begun to believe 
she was in very real danger. Just the fact that Scudder had said they were supposed to 
star in a snuff film made him fearful for her life. But if the fat fuck in the polyester 
pants thought he could make them kill their female, he had another think coming. 
Apparently Cal was thinking along the same lines. “I think he has some idea about 
us but doesn’t really have his facts straight,” he said thoughtfully. “He seems to think 
we’ll go crazy and have to kill someone or something after we change. Do you think 
he could have seen us change and hunt, sometime in the past?” 
“I guess it’s possible. Hell, he’s a human but he knows about us. Any damn thing 
is possible.” Adam frowned at the thought of Norman Scudder watching them change. 
Going from man to beast and back again was a very private process. The only other 
person he’d ever changed in front of was Cal and the idea that Scudder had witnessed 
such an intensely personal part of his life was like knowing the porn king had seen 
him making love or masturbating. 
“So if he thinks we’ll have sex with Lissa and then kill her because we got worked 
up enough to change, we might be able to use it to our advantage,” Cal pointed out. 
“Do you think you could bend those if you changed form?” He nodded at the bars. 
“Pretty sure I could.” Adam grasped two of the bars and tested their strength. 
“Good thing there’s no silver in them.” 
“A damn good thing,” Cal agreed. “So if we just wait until—” 
“And here we are—your costars for the evening.” Norman Scudder’s nasally 
voice interrupted him and both men looked up to see Scudder come through the door 
of his office. Trailing behind him with a grim look on her delicate face was Lissa. Her 
long black hair swirled around her shoulders, which were slumped in what looked like 
resignation. Even dejected and upset, she was beautiful. Adam felt his protective 
instincts surge. 
“Lissa!” He leaned forward, putting an arm through the bars. “Are you okay?” 
She stopped dead when she saw him and Cal, her hand going to her mouth, her big 
blue eyes widening in shock and horror. 
“No…oh no!” She started to back away but Scudder caught her by the arm and 
roughly pushed her forward. 
“Oh yes, baby. I told you I’ve been waiting for just the right guys to do this scene 
with you and here they are.” He pulled out a gun and waved it menacingly at the bars. 
“Get back, big boy. The little lady is comin’ in.” 
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Adam felt the red-hot rage growing in him like a core of molten lava that was 
about to explode. “Leave her alone, you sonofabitch!” 
Scudder grinned at him. “I told you— I’m  not the one who’s gonna hurt her.” 
“Lissa, honey, are you all right?” Cal had risen to stand beside him at the bars, 
looking at their female anxiously. 
But Lissa didn’t answer. She had her head down and silent tears were rolling 
down her flushed cheeks. 
“I said get back!” Scudder suddenly turned the gun from Adam to Lissa. “Get 
back or I shoot.” 
Adam wished like hell he’d already changed and could bend the steel bars apart 
and rip out Scudder’s fat throat. But he knew that wouldn’t help Lissa now. 
Reluctantly he and Adam stepped away from the bars. 
“That’s more like it.” Scudder produced the key to the cage and somehow 
managed to open it while keeping the gun on Lissa the entire time. He roughly shoved 
her inside and she stumbled and would have fallen if Adam hadn’t caught her on one 
side and Cal on the other. 
“Easy, sweetheart,” Cal murmured, stroking her hair. “It’s okay.” 
“No…it’s not.” Lissa shook her head and dashed the tears from her eyes in quick, 
jerky movements. “He thinks…he wants us to…to have sex together.” 
“That’s exactly what I want. And I always get what I want.” Scudder grinned at 
them through the bars of the cage. “Now be good little kiddies and take off your 
clothes.” 
Adam glared at him. “You can’t make us. There’s no way in hell we’re going to 
do this for you.” 
“Oh yes you are.” Scudder leveled the gun at him. “You’ll do what I say or I’ll 
shoot. And I’ll aim for your pretty little girlfriend first.” 
Suddenly Lissa shook off their hands and took a step toward the bars. “This is 
what you had planned all along,” she said, glaring at Scudder. “This is why the 
contract is backdated. Somehow you knew they’d follow me here.” 
Scudder grinned nastily. “Oh, I figured they’d show up sooner or later.” 
“But why?” Lissa shook her head. “I don’t understand.” 
“I have my reasons and they don’t concern you. Right now you need to start 
taking off your clothes and getting ready for some action.” Scudder menacingly 
waved the gun at her. “You’re about to find out there’s a whole lot more to your two 
friends here than meets the eye.” 
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“What…what are you talking about?” Lissa faltered. 
Cal heard the fear in her voice and felt his heart squeeze like a fist. God, now she 
was going to have to find out about them the hard way because there was no way they 
were getting out of here unless Adam changed. And if Adam changed, Cal probably 
wouldn’t be able to help changing too. The pull of the full moon and his Alpha’s beast 
would be too great to deny. 
“I’m talking about the fact that these two are animals—wolves in sheep’s 
clothing, so to speak.” Scudder waved the gun, indicating Cal and Adam. “A fact 
you’re gonna have to find out the hard way, baby.” He laughed. “I figure before the 
night is over we’re gonna have our very own Saint Valentine’s Day massacre right 
here. And I’m gonna get it all on film.” He nodded to where the cameraman was 
setting up in the corner of the room. 
“We won’t do it.” Adam’s voice was certain. “We won’t shame and degrade the 
woman we love just because you want to make some sick porno.” 
“I thought we already went over this.” Scudder pointed the gun at Lissa again. 
“Unless you want me to make hamburger out of sweet little Larissa you’ll do as I 
say.” 
“You’ll have to go through us to get to her.” Adam pushed Lissa behind him and 
Cal stepped behind her, making sure her back was protected. 
“I have no problem going through you. As I said, this gun is loaded with silver. 
And not even a werewolf can heal faster than I can shoot.” 
“A werewolf? Cal? Adam? What is he talking about?” Lissa was trembling 
between them and to Cal’s sensitive nose, she smelled frightened. 
“Let us talk about it,” Cal told Scudder. He put an arm around Lissa and his other 
hand on Adam’s shoulder, trying to calm his Alpha. “We need a little time.” 
“Fine.” Scudder gave them a dark look. “Talk about it. But you have five minutes 
to start getting naked or we’re going to see exactly how much damage a silver bullet 
does to your mangy hides.” He turned and went to the corner where the cameraman 
was setting up, leaving the three of them huddled in the cage together. 
Adam turned to face them, his eyes a dangerous gold. “I don’t know why you did 
that,” he snarled. “There’s nothing to talk about.” 
“Yes there is,” Cal insisted. “Seriously, Adam, we need some time to explain to 
Lissa before the change.” 
“What change? What are you talking about? Why was Scudder talking about 
werewolves? And what’s wrong with your eyes?” Lissa sounded almost panicked 
now. 
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“We’ll tell you. I promise, Lissa, we’re gonna explain everything.” Cal nuzzled 
her cheek. “It’s all gonna be okay.” 
“How?” Tears rolled silently down her cheeks. “How are we going to get out of 
this? We’re going to have to…to do what he wants and we don’t even know if he’ll 
let us go afterward.” 
“I’m pretty sure he has no intention of that.” Adam gave Cal a grim look. “I say 
we both change while Scudder’s distracted. You bend the bars while I shield Lissa. 
Then take her and run like hell. That way at least two of us get out of here alive.” 
“No way.” Cal shook his head. “Even if I’m strong enough, we’re not leaving you. 
We all go together.” Though it warmed his heart that his bondmate was willing to 
sacrifice himself, he knew there had to be another way. 
“Well then, how—” Adam began but Lissa cut him off. 
“Oh my god. All this talk about changing and your eyes…” She looked between 
Adam and Cal. “You really are werewolves, aren’t you? Scudder wasn’t lying.” 
Cal sighed. “No he wasn’t, sweetheart. And believe me, we wanted to tell you 
earlier but there never seemed to be a right time.” 
“Is he telling the truth?” Lissa’s voice trembled. “Are you…are you really going 
to change and rip me to pieces?” 
“Never!” Adam promised. At the same time Cal shook his head. 
“Absolutely not. Listen…” He drew Lissa closer and Adam came forward as well, 
until she was sandwiched protectively between them. “Only part of what Scudder said 
was true. We are weres and we do change on full-moon nights. And most of the time 
we hunt afterward but never humans—just deer and rabbits and game like that.” He 
looked into her large, frightened eyes. “We’re going to have to change tonight, Lissa, 
in order to get out of here. So I need you to trust me and trust Adam. Remember that 
we would never hurt you under any circumstances.” 
“He’s right, honey.” Adam cupped her cheek and bent down to kiss her flushed 
cheeks. “We love you. We’ll kill or die to protect you but we’ll never hurt you.” 
“All…all right.” Lissa sounded a little calmer now. Cal wasn’t sure if she really 
believed what she was hearing or if she was simply in shock. He wished like hell that 
they had more time to talk but it was too late now. Scudder was already beginning to 
look in their direction and finger his gun. As he watched their captor, a plan began to 
form in his mind. It was a long shot and Adam wouldn’t like it but there was no way 
they were getting out of here using brute force alone. 
“Okay,” he said in a low voice, making sure he was between Lissa and Scudder’s 
line of vision. “We need to start taking off our clothes before that sonofabitch gets 
trigger happy.” 
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“What?” Adam frowned. “Look, there’s no way we’re doing this. We love Lissa, 
we’re not going to fuck her on film for this bastard’s enjoyment.” 
“We might have to,” Cal said grimly. “Listen, I have a plan but it won’t work 
unless Scudder thinks he’s right about us. We have to let him think we really are 
animals, that we can’t resist following our instincts.” 
“I don’t care what your plan involves, I’m not going to do that to her,” Adam 
insisted. “I won’t—” 
“Oh yes you will,” Lissa interrupted him. Lifting her chin defiantly, she looked up 
at them. “I don’t understand why Scudder wants this from us but we’re a lot more 
likely to get out of here alive if he thinks we’re giving it to him. I’ve seen him—he’s 
absolutely ruthless but he’ll relax once he gets his way. So if we have to…have to do 
some things together…” She swallowed. “Then that’s what we’ll do.” 
Cal impulsively kissed her on the lips, savoring her sweetness. Pulling back after a 
moment, he said, “Lissa, you’re the bravest girl I’ve ever met. I love you.” 
“I love you too.” Adam bent to kiss her as well, taking her soft, sweet mouth in an 
even deeper kiss than Cal had. Then he looked up. “All right, bondmate, what’s the 
plan?” 
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Chapter Four 
Lissa couldn’t believe she was doing this. For the second time that night she was 
taking off her clothes, only this time she was doing it in order to have sex with her 
two best friends. Her two best friends who were also werewolves. Okay, she couldn’t 
think too hard about that or she would lose her nerve. She still didn’t know if she 
really believed it, despite the fact that Adam and Cal had confirmed Scudder’s 
accusations. Their beautiful, inhumanly golden eyes had convinced her more than 
their words but still, it was hard to believe that the two men she was closest to in the 
world were actually mythical creatures. Or what she would have considered mythical 
creatures could be real…up until now. 
Keeping her eyes down, she concentrated on wiggling out of her skirt and 
unbuttoning her shirt, trying not to see the deliciously muscular male bodies that Cal 
and Adam were revealing as they stripped as well. She’d always thought they would 
look good naked but she’d never dreamed she would actually find out. Both of them 
were amazingly muscular with washboard stomachs and well-defined biceps. Adam 
had a little bit of curly black hair between the flat copper disks of his nipples but Cal 
was completely smooth. Lissa’s fingers itched to stroke all the deliciously exposed 
male flesh on display but at the same time she felt shy about her own nudity. When 
her clothes were in a neat pile in one corner of the cage she stood with one arm 
around her breasts and the other hand modestly cupping her sex. 
“Hey, Lissa, you okay?” Cal’s soft, deep voice brought her head up and she saw 
that both he and Adam were looking at her with concern. Their eyes were still that 
deep, beautiful gold that was somehow frightening. 
“I…” She nodded, biting her lip. “I’m just…just nervous, I guess.” 
“You don’t have to be nervous with us.” Adam put a warm hand on her bare 
shoulder. “You know that, don’t you?” 
“I just…” Lissa looked down. “I guess I just never thought we’d be doing this. I 
mean, I sort of thought about it once or twice but…” she trailed off, embarrassed 
about what she’d revealed. 
“We thought about it too, sweetheart.” Cal gave her a lazy smile that made 
butterflies dance in her stomach. 
“Cal’s right. We have thought about it…a lot,” Adam admitted softly. “We’ve 
wanted you between us from the first moment we met you. But Lissa, I want you to 
know Cal and I will try not to take things too far. We’ll only do what we have to do in 
order to distract Scudder. And you know your part, right?” 
“Uh-huh.” Lissa nodded. She was trying not to notice how close they were all 
standing now or how very naked she felt. Adam’s broad chest was only inches from 
her left side and Cal was completely nude on her other side. Both men had long, thick 
cocks that put the dildos and vibrators Scudder had forced her to use to shame and 
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Lissa couldn’t help wondering what they would feel like inside her…if things went 
that far. Despite Adam’s promise that they would only do what was necessary, she 
was afraid. She knew Scudder and the way he loved to “direct the action” and she 
very much doubted he would let them do whatever they wanted. 
“Okay then, we should be fine.” Cal nodded. “If that’s all—” 
“No, wait.” Lissa had been shielding her body with her arms but she suddenly 
didn’t feel the need to hide from them anymore. She stood up straighter and put a 
tentative hand on Cal’s shoulder. “That’s not all,” she said, looking up to meet both 
sets of golden eyes looking down into hers. 
“What is it, honey?” Adam asked gently. 
Lissa licked her lips, trying to think how she could say what she needed to say. 
“It’s just…when Scudder brought me in here tonight, I thought I was going to have to 
have sex with two complete strangers.” She shook her head, trying to hold back the 
tears that prickled behind her eyelids. “I…I didn’t want to but I didn’t see any other 
way to get away from him. To get free.” 
“Oh Lissa, we’re so sorry.” Adam put an arm around her, drawing her close, and 
Cal added his embrace to his friend’s, sandwiching her between them. For a moment 
Lissa felt awkward again. Her bare breasts were rubbing against Adam’s broad chest 
and she could feel both his and Cal’s long, hard shafts pressing against her thighs and 
belly. It’s just Cal and Adam,  she reminded herself. They care about me and want to 
take care of me.  Feeling more at ease, she relaxed into the warmth of their embrace, 
snuggling against both men and taking comfort from their nearness. 
“I’m just so glad you’re here,” she whispered, looking at both of them. “Not that 
I’m really happy any of us is here. What I mean is…” 
“We know what you mean,” Cal murmured into her hair. “Adam and I would 
rather be here with you, facing any kind of danger, than know you were facing it 
alone.” 
“Or with two other guys,” Adam added darkly. “Has he ever made you do 
anything like this before, Lissa?” 
Lissa felt her cheeks heat in mortification. “No, never. Mostly I just had to, uh, 
pose for his webcast every Friday night.” She felt tears rising in her eyes and tried to 
blink them back. “I hated it.” 
“Of course you did,” Cal whispered soothingly. “But you’ll never have to do it 
again.” 
“You sure as hell won’t.” Adam was frowning. “As soon as we get out of here I’m 
going to make sure nobody has to do this kind of thing for Scudder anymore.” His 
eyes flickered, turning a deeper gold than Cal’s for a moment. Lissa wondered if that 
was some kind of indication of his mood. If the growl in his voice was any indication, 
it must be. 
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“Adam…” Cal put a hand on his arm. “Survival first, vengeance later. All right?” 
“Yes, all right.” Adam ran a hand over his short dark hair, calming visibly. 
“Thanks, Cal. You’re a good Beta. I just get so worked up…” 
“Of course you do.” Cal smiled at him and patted his muscular shoulder. “Lissa is 
special to us both and you’re a very protective Alpha.” 
The terms they were using seemed strange to Lissa but she couldn’t help being 
interested in the interplay between her two favorite men. She’d seen the way Cal 
agreed to Adam’s decisions sometimes and also the way Adam listened to Cal and 
seemed to respect his judgment but she’d never dreamed there was more than simple 
friendship behind their actions. Now she saw that the relationship between them was 
much richer and more complex than she’d ever imagined. But before she could 
analyze it further, Adam was talking to her again. 
“Remember one thing, Lissa. No matter what happens, Cal and I will protect you. 
You just have to trust us, no matter what.” 
“I trust you.” Lissa hoped the tremor in her voice wasn’t noticeable. Suddenly she 
wanted to do something bold, something to show them both how she really felt. 
Pressing closer to Adam, she rubbed her bare breasts and hard nipples against his 
chest. At the same time she arched her back to rub the soft curve of her ass against 
Cal’s thick shaft. “Kiss me,” she whispered to both of them. “Don’t wait for Scudder 
to come over and point the gun at us again. Let’s just try to forget about him.” 
“He’s already forgotten,” Cal breathed in her ear. “God, Lissa, you feel so good 
between us!” 
“You don’t know how long we’ve wanted you like this,” Adam murmured in 
agreement before bending to take her mouth in a breathless kiss. 
Dimly Lissa was aware of Scudder saying something about them starting before 
the camera was ready but she put it out of her mind and focused on the feeling of 
being held between the two hard, masculine bodies in back and front of her. As Adam 
kissed her mouth and Cal reached around to cup her breasts, she couldn’t help 
remembering the conversation they’d had when they thought she was asleep. About 
all the things they wanted to do to her. Would they do those things now? 
As if in answer to her question, she felt Cal trailing kisses down her back. His 
mouth moved in a slow, hot pattern, making her moan softly into Adam’s mouth. 
Adam growled in approval and kissed her harder, sucking her tongue possessively. 
She could feel the hot, hard length of his cock branding her belly and suddenly she 
wanted it inside her no matter what the circumstances were. But before she could 
break the kiss and let him know, she felt Cal’s mouth travel even lower. 
He’d already licked and sucked a tingling trail over her lower back and the 
rounded curve of her ass but somehow Lissa was still taken by surprise when she felt 
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his large, warm hands spreading her legs from behind. She stiffened against Adam, 
unsure what to think. Where exactly was Cal planning on kissing her next? 
Sensing her anxiety, Adam broke their kiss and whispered softly in her ear, “It’s 
all right, Lissa. Just let Cal in.” 
“But what…why…?” Lissa felt tongue-tied and uncertain but Adam seemed to 
understand what she needed to know. 
“Cal’s the Beta in our pair,” he murmured into her ear. “It’s his job to get you 
ready to have my cock inside you. So you need to open up for him and let him taste 
you, let him make you wet and hot enough to take me deep in your pussy.” 
Lissa bit her lip, trying not to feel embarrassed. Trying to remember that they 
were only doing this until they could put Cal’s plan into action. Surely she could open 
herself enough to go with the flow until then, couldn’t she? “I’ll try,” she whispered 
to Adam. “But…can you help me?” 
“Of course, honey.” He kissed her softly again and then she felt his big, warm 
hands traveling down her body to cup the rounded curves of her buttocks. Lifting 
gently, he spread her open, supporting some of her weight so she was free to arch her 
back and give Cal access to the area between her thighs. 
She heard Cal murmur approvingly and then he was opening her even wider and 
pressing his face against her cleft. He spread the puffy lips of her pussy with his 
fingers and Lissa gasped and moaned when she felt him sucking gently at the swollen 
bud of her clit. 
“God, Lissa, you’re so beautiful when you moan like that,” Adam murmured, his 
golden eyes half-lidded with lust. “Tell me what he’s doing right now that’s getting 
you all hot and bothered.” 
“He’s…” Lissa pressed her mouth to his ear, too shy to say it aloud. “He’s licking 
me…sucking my pussy…my clit. It feels…oh God, it feels so good.” 
“Of course it does,” Adam growled approvingly. “Tell me, Lissa, do you like it 
when Cal licks your pussy? Is he making you wet?” 
Lissa felt the heat of a blush climbing her cheeks but she couldn’t deny the truth. 
“I…yes. Yes, he is,” she admitted. “His mouth on me feels so good…so right.” 
“That’s because it is right,” Adam assured her, kissing the side of her neck. “This 
is where you need to be, between Cal and me, naked and open for both of us.” He 
kissed her again. “What else is he doing? Has he put his tongue or fingers inside you 
yet?” 
As if in answer to his words, she felt Cal enter her with his tongue, lapping the 
entrance to her cunt eagerly. As he stroked into her she could feel his fingertips 
circling her clit, pushing her closer and closer to the edge. 
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“God yes,” she groaned softly as the pleasure built to an overwhelming arc. 
“He’s…he’s got his tongue inside me right now. Oh Adam, I think I might…think I’m 
going to come.” 
“Good, Lissa, come for us. Just open yourself up and let Cal make you come.” His 
golden eyes blazed and he tightened his grip on her, spreading her even wider for 
Cal’s mouth. 
With a low moan, Lissa felt herself tilting over the edge as a sweeping pleasure 
unlike anything she’d ever felt overtook her. This was far, far different from the 
joyless orgasms she had while using Scudder’s damn sex toys and playing to the 
camera for his webcast. It was deeper, longer and fuller, rolling over her like a warm 
ocean wave that left her breathless and panting, weak with pleasure. 
“Good girl,” she heard Adam murmur in her ear. “Let yourself go, Lissa. Give it 
up and come.” 
She shuddered against him helplessly, giving in to the delicious sensations of 
Cal’s mouth as he had ordered, wondering what could possibly be next. 
“Hey, enough of that action.” Scudder’s nasal voice shattered the moment for 
Lissa, making her remember that they were locked in a cage in a life-and-death 
situation, not a nice comfy hotel room where they could all explore their feelings for 
each other safely. 
“What the hell do you want?” Adam growled. “We’re doing what you said to do.” 
He released her and Cal stopped licking and sucking and stood again, protecting her 
back. 
Scudder frowned. “Don’t think I don’t know what you’re trying to do. You think 
by concentrating on the girl you can keep from losing it yourselves and changing. 
Well, it’s not gonna work.” He gestured at Lissa with the gun. “On your knees, baby, 
and start sucking. Let’s get these two excited and see what happens.” 
“Wanna be inside you, honey,” Adam murmured in her ear. “But I think this is as 
good a time as any to try Cal’s plan.” 
“He’s right,” Cal breathed softly from behind her. “Do what Scudder wants and 
the minute he’s distracted…” 
“I understand.” Lissa nodded and kissed Adam once more on the lips. Then she 
turned her head and kissed Cal, tasting her own juices on his lips. He hungrily kissed 
her back and she wished they had more time but there was none. Reluctantly she 
broke the kiss. “Whatever happens, I love you both.” As she said the words, she knew 
they were true. Cal and Adam had both come to mean so much to her. She wished 
they had more time and a better setting to express their feelings, wished the two men 
could explain their relationship better and how she fit into it, but they didn’t have time 
for that now. They just had to trust each other and try to get out of this alive. 
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Chapter Five 
Adam tensed as he watched Lissa drop gracefully to her knees before them. The 
hard metal of the cage floor had to be cold against her bare legs but she made no 
protest or sign of discomfort as she prepared to do as Scudder had ordered. 
Reaching up, she took Adam’s throbbing shaft in her soft little hand, making him 
bite back a groan. Scudder might have a lot of his facts skewed but he was right about 
one thing—intense excitement or emotional turmoil did bring on the change during a 
full-moon night and he was experiencing plenty of both. 
Adam knew he would have to concentrate on not changing too soon. He had to 
wait until all of Scudder’s attention was focused on Lissa and Cal and then change as 
quickly and quietly as he could. If he could bend the bars before Scudder realized 
what had happened, they had a chance to get out and overpower him before he knew 
what hit him. What’s going to hit him is about two hundred twenty pounds of angry 
were,  Adam thought grimly. And if I have anything to do with it, he’s not getting up 
again. 

He felt soft warmth at the tip of his cock and looked down to see that Lissa was 
sucking him tentatively. The uncertainty in her eyes as well as the pleasure of her hot, 
wet mouth around his shaft made him want her even more. God, but she was 
beautiful, kneeling before him like that, with her long black hair running down her 
back like a waterfall and her deep blue eyes turned up to him. 
He suddenly, fiercely wished that they were all back at his and Cal’s apartment so 
that he and his bondmate could take their time exploring her lovely body. Cal had 
barely given her one orgasm, which wasn’t nearly enough. Adam wanted to taste her 
pussy too, wanted to feel her tremble under his tongue as she cried and moaned and 
came. He wanted to suck her nipples and kiss every inch of her creamy skin. Wanted 
to pin her between himself and Cal and thrust deep inside her while Cal did the same. 
He knew he wouldn’t be satisfied until he and his bondmate filled her with their cum, 
tying her to them forever and making her part of their Triad. 
The hot images of Lissa lying naked in bed between them, as well as the soft 
pressure of her mouth on his cock, was bringing on an orgasm. Grimly he set his teeth 
to resist it. If he came now he would certainly change and their only chance for escape 
would be gone. 
Luckily Scudder appeared to be getting bored. “This is takin’ too long,” he 
complained, pacing restlessly beside the cameraman. “You, Lissa, suck the other one 
and hurry up about it.” 
Obediently Lissa turned her attention from Adam to Cal. Even though he knew it 
was for the best, Adam couldn’t help clenching his fists in frustration and sexual need. 
Someday soon he was going to finish what they had started, he promised himself. But 
for now he began slowly edging behind Cal as Lissa put on a show of sucking the 
other man’s cock deep into her mouth. 
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Cal was putting on quite a show himself and not all of it was faked. He moaned 
and buried his hands in Lissa’s long black hair, thrusting gently between her lips, 
fucking her mouth as she eagerly sucked his shaft down her throat. 
The sight made Adam’s cock harder than ever—it stood straight up against his 
belly and pulsed like a second heartbeat. He knew humans couldn’t understand how 
he could find such pleasure in seeing the woman he loved with a man other than 
himself, but the fact was that Cal was an extension of him, as he was an extension of 
Cal. There was no jealousy among the members of a bonded pair. It was like being 
jealous of a reflection of yourself—pointless. So the sight of his best friend and 
bondmate being pleasured by the woman they both cared so much for only heightened 
his own pleasure. 
It also heightened his need to change and as soon as he was standing completely 
behind Cal and mostly blocked from Scudder’s view by Cal’s body, Adam let the 
beast out of its cage. 
Black fur the same color as his hair flowed over him like a river current, covering 
his skin in a matter of seconds. At the same time his fingers shortened and sprouted 
long, wicked claws and his teeth turned into deadly razor-sharp fangs. His nose 
lengthened to become a muzzle and he crouched slightly lower as his knees 
reconfigured themselves to bend the other way. 
It was an intensely painful process that might have taken a lesser were up to half 
an hour to complete. Adam did it in under a minute and without a sound, crouching in 
the tiny blind spot created by his bondmate’s body as Cal continued to put on a show 
any porn actor would be proud of. 
As soon as the change was complete Adam turned his attention to the bars. They 
were only a few feet from the back of the cage and his reach was much longer in beast 
form. Gripping two parallel bars, one in each hand, he strained to open a way to 
freedom, praying that he would be able to make a way out and take Scudder down 
before it was too late. 
Cal felt his Alpha change and had to fight the pull of Adam’s stronger beast to 
keep from changing too. The only thing that kept him human was the knowledge that 
it was vital to give his bondmate every extra minute of surprise. 
Kneeling at his feet and still sucking his cock deep into her hot mouth, Lissa was 
also feeding his need to change. As much as he wanted to surge between her lips and 
pump his cum down her willing throat, Cal knew he had to resist. Adam was behind 
them now, working on the two-inch-thick steel bars. They would have been beyond 
most weres, even most Alphas, Cal knew, but he had faith in his bondmate. Adam 
was immensely strong and his determination knew no bounds where the people he 
loved were concerned. He would make a way through the bars or die trying. In which 
case they would all die, Cal thought grimly. But he didn’t allow himself to dwell on 
such morbid thoughts. Instead he concentrated on keeping control of himself while 
outwardly he pretended to lose it. 
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“God yes, sweetheart,” he groaned, feeding his thick cock inch by inch into 
Lissa’s sweet, soft mouth. “You feel so good around me. So hot and wet. You make 
me wanna come so hard!” 
Lissa played her part well too. She pressed forward, accepting him eagerly, 
sucking his sensitive cock head and swirling her tongue around his shaft until Cal 
really did feel ready to explode. God, why couldn’t this have happened under other 
circumstances? He wished that he and Adam had taken a chance earlier and told her 
about themselves instead of waiting until they were forced to tell. Under the 
circumstances, she’d accepted their shocking revelation about their true natures with 
relative ease. 
Of course, how much was acceptance and how much was simple shock they had 
yet to find out. Cal just hoped that seeing them change with so little prior warning 
wouldn’t freak her out too much. It would be horribly ironic to get out of this situation 
with all three of them alive only to lose the vital third part of their Triad because Lissa 
couldn’t handle the truth of what he and Adam really were. 
Weres had a crude type of telepathy while in their beast forms and though he 
hadn’t yet changed, Cal could feel his bondmate’s intense concentration and then a 
surge of triumph from Adam. Got it! 

Good for you, Adam!  Cal felt a similar surge within himself, along with a sense of 
pride for his Alpha. The entire thing, from Adam’s change to his success with the 
steel bars, had taken barely a minute. Timing was critical because Scudder would 
realize sooner or later that Adam wasn’t in his line of vision anymore. And if he 
started looking, there was no way he wouldn’t see a huge black were beast crouching 
behind Cal. 
Just a little more,  Adam was thinking and then Cal heard a low, metallic squeal as 
the bars bent outward. It was probably only audible to him and Adam with their 
enhanced were hearing but Cal moaned louder anyway to cover it up. He just hoped 
that his bondmate would make the opening between the bars wide enough to get out 
of before his act became a reality. Lissa’s hot mouth on his shaft felt so good it was 
becoming almost impossible to hold back his own change. 
Scudder seemed to be eating it up. He and the cameraman were both fixated on 
the act Cal and Lissa were putting on. In fact, the bastard didn’t even seem to have 
noticed that Adam had dropped out of sight, which was exactly what Cal had been 
hoping. It was foolish to trust your life to the strength of a cage, especially if the cage 
in question held two angry weres willing to do anything to protect their female. A fact 
Scudder was about to find out the hard way. 
Cal hoped. 
Lissa’s jaw was beginning to ache but she knew she had to keep it up. Then again 
it wasn’t as if she weren’t enjoying herself. Cal’s hands were buried in her hair, 
urging her on as he fucked gently between her lips, and his low moans as she took 
him down her throat made her feel hot and wet all over again. She loved pleasuring 
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him the way he had pleasured her, loved the feeling of power it gave her to bring him 
to the edge. 
Dimly she wondered what was happening with Adam. He’d sort of slunk out of 
sight when she and Cal started their performance and now she really couldn’t see him. 
Of course, Cal’s muscular torso pretty much took up her entire line of vision so it 
wasn’t surprising that nothing else was visible. 
“God, sweetheart! Yes, so good!” Cal moaned. 
Lissa sensed, by the urgency of his groans and the way he was thrusting more 
rapidly between her lips, that he was getting ready to come and she hoped that Adam 
was getting the job done. Although how anyone could bend two-inch-thick steel bars 
was beyond her. It was almost as unbelievable as Scudder having the damn cage in his 
office in the first place. It made her wonder exactly how long he’d been planning this 
and if her uncle’s gambling losses were completely coincidental after all. 
Suddenly she felt Cal tense. He groaned, his fingers tightening in her hair, and 
then her mouth was flooded with his thick, salty cum. He thrust twice more, the tip of 
his cock still spurting, before drawing out from between her lips. Lissa swallowed 
hard, trying not to choke—she couldn’t believe the amount of cum he’d produced. 
But the next minute choking was the last thing on her mind. 
Because Cal was changing. 
She’d been bracing her hands on his muscular thighs as she sucked him but now 
the sparse scattering of wiry hair beneath her palms had become a pelt. It was dark 
blond, the same color as the hair that grew on Cal’s head, but there was nothing 
human about it. Where had it come from? When had it grown? And what else was 
happening to Cal? 
Looking up, she saw his body shifting…reconfiguring. His face grew longer, his 
teeth sharper and his ears moved up to the top of his head all within the space of a few 
seconds. The wild, inhuman golden eyes looked perfectly at home in his new face—
the face of a beast. 
Oh my God, they were telling the truth—they really are werewolves!  She had 
believed what they’d told her with her mind but now the truth hit her in the gut like a 
lead fist. There really was such a thing as werewolves and the men she’d come to care 
for and love actually were  weres. It was too weird to be believed but the evidence was 
staring her right in the face. 
With a low cry, Lissa fell backward and tried to scramble away from the thing 
suddenly towering over her. It had long, sharp claws that seemed to reach for her and 
its teeth looked like knives to her terrified eyes. She forgot that the beast was Cal, 
forgot that he and Adam had promised never to hurt her. A primal terror enveloped 
her, wiping her mind free of anything but the need to escape. Behind her she heard an 
inhuman roar and then Scudder was shouting something. 
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“What the fuck? Shoot it! Shoot the goddamn fucking thin—” His words were cut 
off by a gunshot that made her ears ring and Lissa felt something whiz past her 
shoulder, so close it left a narrow, burning path in its wake. Its speed made her think 
of an angry bumblebee and for a moment she wondered if she’d been stung. 
Turning, she saw that there was another beast, even bigger than the blond one Cal 
had become. The cameraman lay limp on the floor at its feet and the camera was in 
broken shards, scattered all over the plush red carpet of Scudder’s office. 
Scudder was screaming and thrashing as he tried to get free. The huge black beast 
had its furry arms around him and was squeezing hard but somehow he’d managed to 
retain his gun. As Lissa watched he pointed the muzzle right at her and pulled the 
trigger again. 
Everything felt like it was moving in slow motion and Lissa had time to realize 
the gun was pointed straight at her heart. This time there would be no stinging 
sensation, there would be only the sudden impact of metal against flesh and then 
darkness. She wanted a moment to brace herself but there was no time. No time… 
Suddenly a shaggy blond shape pushed her out of the way. The black beast behind 
Scudder gave an inhuman howl and then the other beast collapsed on top of her. 
Lissa had a moment of panic and then the immense weight bore her down. The 
back of her head connected solidly with the metal floor of the cage and everything 
went black. 


* * * * * 
 When she awoke she was lying someplace warm and soft and somehow familiar. 
A bed? Yes, but not her bed—the sheets didn’t smell right. Instead of the faint 
perfume of fabric softener they had a warm, spicy scent that was somehow familiar. 
There was another scent too, something delicate and floral—roses? Her seeking hand 
stroked out across the sheets and found a small, velvety object. When she brought it to 
her nose the floral smell intensified. A rose petal?  she thought groggily. Feeling 
around with one hand, she found another and another. The thought that she was lying 
in a strange bed strewn with rose petals roused her sleepy mind and she began to 
think. 
Why was she in bed? And whose bed was she in? Lissa forced herself to open her 
eyes but the room she was in was very dimly lit and it was hard to see. Was it night? 
Was she all right? 
She shifted experimentally to find out. There was a slight stinging sensation on the 
skin of her upper left arm but someone had thoughtfully bandaged it and it didn’t 
seem serious. There was also an ache behind her eyes and the back of her head was 
tender to touch but other than that everything was fine. 
As her eyes adjusted to the light she realized she wasn’t alone in the room. Two 
large masculine figures were sitting at the end of the bed she was lying in and one 
appeared to be holding the other. 
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“Easy,” she heard a deep, familiar voice say. “I know it hurts but you’re going to 
make it.” 
“Hurts is a fucking understatement,” a second voice growled. “Like somebody 
stuck a knife in me and keeps twisting it.” 
Lissa’s head cleared and she realized the two men were Adam and Cal. Was one 
of them hurt? She had a sudden memory of everything that had happened, the blond 
beast coming for her, the black beast roaring, except… except they weren’t beasts, 
they were Adam and Cal all along. And Cal really did try to save me. He took a bullet 
for me! Is he all right? 

“I think you’ve gotten rid of most of the silver now,” Adam’s deep voice said. 
“Let me heal it.” 
Cal shrugged lopsidedly—the bullet must have gotten him in the arm. “I’m fine.” 
“You’re not fine until I heal it. Will you hold still or do I have to hold you down?” 
“Going all Alpha on me now?” Cal’s voice was half amused, half angry. 
“If I have to.” Adam was implacable. “Now lie back and let me heal you.” 
Cal sighed but relaxed back onto the bed without further complaint. He was 
naked, his smooth tan skin on display in the dimly lit room. High on one side of his 
chest was a wound the size of a penny that looked fresh and painful. A bullet wound? 
From earlier?  Lissa wondered. It seemed plausible but she wasn’t sure. 
Cal was lying sideways across the mattress, his lower legs hanging over the side. 
If it hadn’t been such a huge bed he would have been touching Lissa where she lay 
under the sheets and covers. As it was, his head nearly brushed her feet. She wanted 
to curl up to give him more room but if she did that the two men would know she was 
awake. And for some reason Lissa wasn’t ready for that yet. She wanted to watch 
awhile longer, to listen and see if she could learn something the same way she’d 
listened the night she fell asleep between them. 
“That’s better,” Adam growled softly. He was also naked but unharmed, she was 
relieved to see. Despite the seriousness of the situation, both men were semi-erect. 
Lissa lay snug in her cocoon of covers, watching their muscular bodies and feeling 
like a voyeur. But they were so beautiful she couldn’t look away. 
Moving swiftly, Adam straddled Cal’s body and bent his head to the wound. He 
murmured something in his deep voice and Lissa just barely caught it. 
“As your Alpha, I heal you. As your friend, I care for you. As your bondmate, I 
love you.” 
Then, bracketing Cal’s body with his own, he began to lap gently at the wound on 
his friend’s chest. The head of his cock brushed casually against Cal’s half-hard shaft 
but he didn’t seem to mind. Cal apparently wasn’t bothered by the intimate contact 
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either. He’d seemed tense when Adam first started but then he gave in to the other 
man’s gentle treatment. Sighing, he reached up to wrap his arms around Adam’s back, 
pulling him down so that their muscular chests met and the slightly larger man was 
resting completely on top of him. 
For Lissa, the sight was unexpectedly erotic. She’d never thought of either man as 
gay and she still didn’t. It was more like they were comfortable with each other in an 
almost animalistic way. As Adam lapped tenderly at Cal’s wounded chest their shafts 
rubbed blatantly together. Both were harder now but Lissa didn’t think that the 
“healing” was an excuse for the casual sexual contact. It was just a part of the process 
and neither Cal nor Adam seemed to think twice about it. 
At last Adam raised his head and studied the wound critically. “I think it’s better 
but we’ll keep an eye on it. Good thing your collarbone stopped it or it would have 
punched one helluva hole in your back.” 
“Yeah.” Cal sighed. “Guess we have to be grateful Scudder was stingy with his 
silver. If he’d made those bullets any bigger I might be dead right now.” 
“Don’t talk like that.” Adam frowned down at him. “You’re not dead and you’re 
not going to die.” 
“Maybe not, but what’s the point?” Cal’s voice was low and unhappy. 
Lissa was surprised to hear him sound so defeated and depressed. Cal was the 
happy-go-lucky one in what she was beginning to see was his partnership with Adam. 
What could possibly make him sound so down? Apparently Adam agreed with her. 
“What do you mean, what’s the point?” he growled, giving Cal a sharp little nip 
just beneath the angle of his jaw. “The point is we came out of a bad situation alive. 
Even more important, we got Lissa out too. She’s safe here with us now. That alone 
ought to make you feel like life is worth living.” 
Cal sighed again. “You didn’t see the look in her eyes after I changed, Adam. She 
was scared to death— terrified. Scudder was standing there pointing a gun at her but it 
was me  she was trying to get away from.” 
“Seeing a were change for the first time is always traumatic for humans,” Adam 
said pragmatically. “Lissa was just surprised, that’s all.” 
“She was horrified.” Cal pushed against the other man’s chest and Adam rolled to 
one side, letting him sit up. “I’m telling you, Adam, I wouldn’t be a bit surprised if 
she never wants to see us again once she wakes up. And you and I both know she’s 
the only female for us. If we lose her…” 
“You haven’t lost me.” Lissa couldn’t stand to hear the despair in his voice 
anymore. She sat up in bed and realized as the sheets puddled around her waist that 
she was naked too. It felt odd to be sitting there bare-breasted with the two men 
looking at her and for a moment she had the urge to cover herself. Then she forced 
herself to remember that they’d been doing much more than looking earlier that 
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evening. Or whenever they’d been in the cage together—for all Lissa knew she’d 
been out of commission for a week. Regardless, she decided not to try to shield 
herself with her arms. Instead she sat there staring at them, feeling her nipples harden 
in the chilly air. 
“Lissa, honey?” Adam looked at her uncertainly. “Are you feeling okay?” 
She nodded firmly, wincing a little at the pain in her head. “Not too bad. 
Considering I would have been dead if Cal hadn’t stopped that bullet for me.” 
“So…” Cal looked at her uncertainly. “You remember? Everything?” 
“Everything,” Lissa said firmly. “And I’m not horrified by you, Cal. Adam is 
right, I was just frightened. Unprepared.” 
“I know we kind of told you the truth about us suddenly.” Adam sounded 
apologetic. “That was my fault. Cal wanted to approach you much sooner but I vetoed 
the idea.” 
“Damn stiff-necked Alpha,” Cal muttered, but he was grinning when he said it. 
“Impetuous Beta.” Adam nudged the other man with his shoulder and Cal nudged 
back, still grinning. 
“In fact I was hoping to lead up to telling you about us tonight, after our 
Valentine’s dinner.” Cal nodded at the bed. “That’s why all the rose petals.” 
“Is it…” Lissa put a hand to her head. “Is it really still Valentine’s Day? I wasn’t 
sure how long I’d been out.” 
Adam shrugged. “Well, it’s more like the wee hours in the morning after 
Valentine’s Day but I guess it still counts.” 
Lissa wasn’t sure what else to say. “So, rose petals, huh?” She scooped up a 
handful of them from where they lay on the pale blue and white coverlet and let them 
slip through her fingers in a crimson profusion. “What’s the point of those?” 
Cal’s eyes were hot. “Haven’t you ever heard of making love on a bed of roses, 
Lissa? That’s what Adam and I were hoping to do with you.” 
“Oh? Both of you?” Her pulse was racing but she tried to keep her tone light and 
inquisitive. 
“Yes, both of us.” Adam’s deep voice was soft as he moved to sit beside her. 
“Lissa, you’ve seen what we are—this is part of it. Cal and I, we need to share.” 
“He’s right. One female, two males. That’s the way it is for our people—for The 
Pack. The way it’s always been.” Cal moved smoothly to bracket her other side. 
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Lissa didn’t know what to say—her mouth was dry and her tongue felt tied in 
knots. She couldn’t help seeing that the wound on Cal’s chest was completely healed 
and she jumped at the prospect of a new topic of conversation. One that wasn’t quite 
so embarrassing and intriguing. 
“You’re not hurt anymore.” She reached out tentative fingers to touch the place 
where the bullet hole had been. 
Cal smiled and caught her fingers in his, kissing their tips. “Nope. Adam healed 
me. We can do that for each other.” He brushed his free hand over the gauze bandage 
high on her arm. “We could do it for you too, if you’d let us.” 
“How?” Lissa looked from one to the other uncertainly. As she had been before, 
she was reminded of how very big they were and how naked she felt. Again she had 
the urge to cover her breasts and suppressed it. 
Adam’s answer was immediate. “By bonding with us—becoming part of our 
Triad.” 
Lissa frowned and shook her head. “Triad? What does that even mean? And what 
would I have to do to…to bond with you?” 
“A Triad is similar to a marriage only there are three people instead of two,” Cal 
explained. “Two males form a bonding pair and go out looking for their female.” He 
kissed Lissa’s fingertips again before releasing her hand. “You’re our female, Lissa. 
You complete us. That is…if you want to.” 
Lissa’s heart jumped inside her chest but despite all her fantasies she was still 
somewhat blindsided by his request. “So this…Triad…is a long-term commitment?” 
she asked uncertainly. 
Adam nodded. “In most cases, yes. Sometimes Triads break up. It happened with 
my parents when one of my fathers died.” Sorrow momentarily filled his pale green 
eyes. “But in most cases all three members stay together for the rest of their lives. So 
you see, Lissa, we’re not interested in just a roll in the hay. We need you with us 
forever. I’m sorry if that’s scary but if we’re going to get everything out into the open, 
I have to be honest.” 
Lissa bit her lower lip, thinking. There was no doubt she was attracted to them—
both of them—but to tie herself to Cal and Adam for life…could she really do that? 
There was one question she really needed to ask before she made up her mind. 
“Speaking of, uh, rolls in the hay.” She cleared her throat and looked down at her 
hands, which were twisted together in the sheets. “How exactly would that, uh, go?” 
“The sex, you mean?” Adam’s deep voice was soft and seductive. “We’d take 
things slowly at first, I promise you that.” 
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“Yes but…but…would you both have to…at the same time?” Lissa could feel her 
cheeks burning but she couldn’t help asking—she had to know before she could make 
a decision. 
“Would we both have to be inside you at the same time? Is that what you mean?” 
Cal asked softly. 
Lissa nodded, not trusting herself to speak. God, how embarrassing! She looked 
down at her hands, not able to meet their eyes. Despite all her fantasies and the things 
Scudder had forced her to do on his horrible webcasts she was still basically a very 
shy person. And the thought of having both of their long, thick cocks penetrating her 
at once, well…it was kind of scary. Especially since they put the double-headed dildo 
to shame. 
“To answer your question, yes, we would,” Adam said. “But Lissa…” He lifted 
her chin gently, forcing her to look at him. “I promise we’d work up to it slowly. And 
Cal and I would never hurt you—we love you.” 
“I love you too. Both of you.” Lissa looked back and forth between them, her 
heart swelling with emotion. “It’s just…just kind of scary, that’s all. I mean, I’ve been 
through a lot lately and I was so afraid you two would find out about the…the things 
Scudder made me do. So ashamed… I thought you’d be disgusted and hate me if you 
knew.” 
“Never.” Cal put an arm around her and drew her close while Adam stroked her 
back. “You don’t have to feel that way, Lissa. We could never hate you.” 
“And you never have to worry about Scudder again either.” Adam looked grim. 
“We put him out of commission—permanently.” 
Lissa put a hand to her mouth. “You…you killed him?” 
Cal nodded. “Not before we got some information out of him though. Seems he 
was filming some kind of back-to-nature porno in the woods and happened to catch 
Adam and me changing on a full-moon night. He got interested and started thinking 
he could make a new kind of film.” 
“A paranormal snuff film,” Adam continued in a low voice. “He had the idea that 
the minute we changed we’d tear you apart.” 
“I, uh, kind of thought that myself at first,” Lissa admitted. “It wasn’t until I woke 
up that I realized you were actually trying to save me, not attack me, Cal. I’m sorry.” 
Cal looked serious. “We’re the ones who ought to be sorry, Lissa. It seems that 
Scudder lured your uncle into that poker game on purpose. He used your uncle to get 
to you and used you to get to us.” He shook his head. “The twisted fucker.” 
“Hey, none of this was anyone’s fault. Anyone but Scudder’s, anyway. And he’s 
dead.” Lissa lifted her head and gave them both a trembling smile. “I’m glad you 
killed him. He got what was coming to him.” 
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Adam stroked her hair back from her forehead tenderly. “I’d kill him again if I 
could, after what he did to you.” 
Lissa shook her head. “It’s all right. It’s over now. And we’re together.” She 
looked shyly at both of them. “Only, uh, not quite as together as you two would like 
us to be, I guess.” 
“It’s your choice, Lissa,” Adam said softly. “Cal and I want you but we won’t 
force you. We’d be no better than Scudder if we did.” 
Cal leaned closer and nuzzled her neck. “We just want to love you,” he breathed. 
“Want to make you feel good.” 
Lissa took a deep breath. They were both so big and so close to her. She felt 
surrounded but not in a bad way. In fact, her nipples were already tight with desire 
and the lips of her pussy felt puffy and swollen at the idea of letting them do what 
they wanted. But to join with them forever? Forever was a long time. A damn long 
time and it was a scary decision to make. 
“I want to,” she said at last. “I guess I’m just…scared.” 
“Of course you are.” Adam leaned over and kissed her lightly on the mouth. “How 
about this—let Cal and me heal you to start. I think we already have enough of a bond 
to do that. And if you decide you like it, well, we can go farther. What do you think?” 
“What…what would healing me entail?” Lissa asked uncertainly. 
“Touching you. Tasting you.” Cal’s eyes were half-lidded with desire. “And 
Adam would probably have to be inside you since he’s the Alpha.” 
Lissa frowned in confusion. “What does being the Alpha have to do with it?” 
“The Alpha has first right in the female’s pussy,” Adam explained. 
“And the Beta—that’s me—gets him ready to enter her,” Cal added. “And gets 
her ready to be entered, of course. That’s what I was doing before, in the cage. 
Getting you wet enough so that Adam’s cock could easily slide into your pussy the 
first time.” 
Lissa vividly remembered the hot sensation of his mouth between her thighs and 
blushed. “And…and after that?” 
“You have to come at least once with Adam buried to the hilt inside you,” Cal 
said softly. “That should heal you. And then…” 
“Then if you want to go through with the bonding we can change positions,” 
Adam continued. “It doesn’t matter which of us is in your pussy and which is deep in 
your ass as long as we both fill you with our cum.” 
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Lissa shifted restlessly. Just hearing them describe the bonding ritual they wanted 
to perform with her was making her pussy feel swollen and hot. She wondered if it 
could really hurt to at least let them heal the cut on her arm. 
“Maybe…” She cleared her throat. “Maybe we could try what you said and you 
could heal me first.” 
“It would be our pleasure.” Adam’s deep, rumbling voice was filled with need and 
she could tell by the hot look in Cal’s eyes that he was feeling the same. 
“And your pleasure as well,” he murmured, smiling at her. “We’ll see to that, 
Lissa. I promise you.” 
Lissa believed him. The way both men were looking at her, touching her, made 
her feel that they wanted nothing else in the world but to make her come. It was a 
heady feeling to have two such powerful males focused so intently on her pleasure. A 
feeling Lissa was sure she could get used to. 
She thought they would get under the covers with her but Cal insisted on her 
coming out from under them to join them instead. Feeling self-conscious, even though 
they had seen her naked before, Lissa crawled from beneath the warm sheets, 
shivering as the chilly air hit her skin. 
There wasn’t much time to be cold because before she knew it, both men were 
pressed against her, stroking her skin with large, warm hands, caressing her body in 
long, gentle strokes that made her moan. Then Cal bent to take her right nipple in his 
hot mouth and Adam took the left. Lissa gasped as they licked and sucked, sending 
sparks of pure pleasure to the hot cleft of her cunt. 
Two thick shafts pressed against her thighs, one on either side, and she wondered 
if they were going to skip all the preparation they had seemed to think so necessary 
and just enter her at once. To her surprise the thought wasn’t nearly as frightening as 
it had been earlier. She was feeling so warm and loved that she just wanted the 
delicious sensation of having the two big male bodies pressed against hers go on and 
on and never stop. 
But instead of getting right to the bonding, both men drew back for a moment and 
changed position. When Lissa looked up she saw that Adam was leaning against the 
headboard of the bed, his legs spread, his thick cock rock-hard in obvious 
anticipation. 
Lying on her side, she watched as Cal knelt beside him. “Are you ready to be 
prepared?” he asked formally, as though speaking a part of a ritual. 
Adam nodded. “I am.” 
Cal nodded back and bent his head. He laid a hot, open-mouthed kiss on the plum-
shaped head of Adam’s cock and then, as Lissa watched, took the entire shaft between 
his lips. 
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As he worked Adam’s cock slowly in and out of his mouth Adam threw back his 
head and closed his eyes. There was a look of blissful pleasure on his face and he 
rested one hand absently in the rumpled waves of Cal’s hair, caressing the nape of the 
other man’s neck. 
Lissa wasn’t sure what to think. This seemed to go beyond animal comfort with 
each other’s bodies and yet it was still deeply erotic to watch. It was obvious that Cal 
enjoyed servicing his friend… his Alpha,  she reminded herself. And just as obvious 
that Adam had no problem taking pleasure in the feel of his Beta’s mouth on his cock. 
She felt mesmerized by the sight of Adam’s long, thick shaft gliding in and out of 
Cal’s eager mouth but finally she managed to tear her eyes away. When she looked up 
she realized that Adam was watching her watch him. 
“Everything all right?” he asked softly, still caressing Cal’s hair. “You look 
shocked, Lissa.” 
“Well…” She cleared her throat. “I am. A little, anyway, I guess. I just thought… 
I never thought you two were…you know…” 
Cal raised his head, letting the glistening shaft slide from between his lips. “Gay?” 
he asked, amusement in his voice. 
“Well…yes.” Lissa felt uncomfortable but Cal and Adam didn’t look at all 
bothered. 
“We’re not,” Cal said, still sounding amused. “I mean, we take the edge off for 
each other once in a while. We’ve been together five years—that’s a long time to be 
searching for just the right female. Searching for you, Lissa.” 
“But the pleasure of another male’s mouth is nothing compared with the pleasure 
of the right female’s pussy,” Adam finished for him. His eyes grew heavy-lidded with 
lust as he looked at her. “I can’t wait to be inside you, Lissa. Cal is just getting me 
ready. It’s part of the ritual—part of his duty as Beta.” 
“Really?” Lissa thought she was beginning to understand. No doubt their 
relationship wouldn’t be comprehensible to many outside their own people but it 
seemed to work beautifully for them. And she was beginning to think it might work 
for her too. Watching the two men she loved touch and pleasure each other was 
making her pussy so wet she was sure the insides of her thighs were coated with her 
juices. 
“Really,” Cal said, answering her question. “And I don’t mind it if that’s what’s 
worrying you. Although it’s not nearly as enjoyable as eating your sweet little pussy.” 
“Oh.” Lissa’s heart began to pound against her ribs and she tried to still her 
breathing. 
“As a matter of fact…” Cal was moving toward her now, crawling sinuously 
across the bed on his hands and knees. “It’s your turn, sweetheart.” 
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“It…it is?” Lissa looked from one to the other of them uncertainly. 
“It is.” Adam nodded his head firmly. “Come here and sit between my legs, 
Lissa.” 
Lissa did as she was told, resting between Adam’s open legs and feeling the hot 
shaft of his cock brand her lower back. “All right?” she asked, looking over her 
shoulder at Adam.” 
“Better than all right. Perfect.” He stroked her hair gently, just as he had been 
stroking Cal’s a moment before. “Now spread your legs and let Cal taste you, honey. 
Let him open your pussy and go down on your sweet little cunt until you’re ready to 
feel my cock sliding inside you.” 
His hot words made her mouth go dry with sudden lust. Unable to help herself, 
Lissa did as Adam ordered, relaxing against his body as Cal crawled between her legs. 
She moaned softly as he spread her thighs but she had no desire to try to stop him as 
he bent and pressed a sweet, hot kiss to her swollen outer cunt lips. 
“Beautiful,” she heard him murmur against her hot folds. “So much easier to get 
to you like this, Lissa. So much easier to see your pussy.” He spread her gently with 
his thumbs and lapped delicately at her sensitive clit, making Lissa moan again. 
Behind her, she could hear Adam make a low, approving noise deep in his throat. 
“Perfect,” he said softly when she looked at him. “So perfect to watch you open 
yourself for him, to see him spread your sweet cunt to lick and kiss and taste.” 
“I don’t…don’t understand,” Lissa panted as Cal continued to tease the pink pearl 
of her clit with the tip of his tongue. “You…any other man would be jealous if he saw 
his best friend, uh, pleasuring the woman he loved.” 
“That’s the way it is among humans, sure.” Adam shrugged. “But The Pack is 
different. Watching Cal going down on you arouses me because it means I’m going to 
be sliding my cock deep inside you as soon as he’s finished. And watching me fuck 
you will be hot for him because he knows as soon as you come on my cock it’ll be his 
turn to make love to you.” 
It was a beautiful if bewildering relationship but Lissa didn’t have time to analyze 
it just then because she could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge. Cal’s 
talented tongue was teasing her wickedly, circling her throbbing clit one moment and 
then plunging deep inside her hot depths to tongue-fuck her the next. But just as she 
was about to come, he pulled back and nodded at Adam. 
“She’s ready. She’s right on the edge.” 
Lissa was. So much on the edge she felt like she might scream. “Please…” she 
reached out to Cal pleadingly. “Cal, I was so close.” 
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“I know, sweetheart,” he said gently. “But you need to come with Adam buried to 
the hilt in your pussy in order to heal. Don’t worry…” He smiled at her. “I’m not 
done with you yet. Just have to get you in position first.” 
The position he was talking about was something Lissa believed was called 
“reverse cowgirl”. She was already sitting in the right position with her back to 
Adam’s front. All she had to do was straddle his lean, muscular hips and raise herself 
up so that she was poised with the entrance to her pussy right over his cock. Then, 
with Adam supporting her hips, she lowered onto his cock. Cal helped by holding the 
other man’s cock steady so that Lissa’s hands were free to brace on Adam’s muscular 
forearms. 
“Easy, honey,” Adam murmured in her ear as she lowered herself. “Don’t take me 
in all at once. Let Cal help you open up and go slow so you don’t hurt yourself.” 
Lissa did as he asked, moaning softly as Cal rubbed the head of Adam’s cock over 
her open pussy before slowly inserting it into her slippery cunt. She was glad for his 
help as soon as the first thick inch breached her entrance because Adam’s cock was 
definitely the biggest thing she’d ever had inside her. 
“Take it slow, sweetheart,” Cal cautioned her as she lowered herself onto his 
partner’s thick shaft. “Let Adam take his time to slide inside you.” 
Lissa tried to obey his directions but it was hard when her knees felt like water. 
She couldn’t believe how hot it was to finally have one of them inside her. Despite the 
stretching sensation as Adam’s thick shaft penetrated her, she couldn’t help wanting 
more…so much more. At last she felt him bottom out inside her and knew that he 
could go no farther. With a sigh of relief she relaxed back against his broad chest, 
leaning her head on his shoulder as she got used to the fullness inside her. 
“God, honey, you’re so beautiful,” Adam breathed in her ear, reaching around to 
cup her breasts in his large, warm hands. “So fucking gorgeous with my cock all the 
way inside you.” He moved his hips as he talked, beginning a long, slow rhythm that 
was more grinding than thrusting as his cock slid in and out of her, just a few inches 
each time. 
“God!” Lissa moaned helplessly. It felt so incredibly good to have Adam filling 
and fucking her. So right, but she just needed a little more stimulation to reach the 
peak. Slipping her hand between her legs, she started to touch herself only to have her 
fingers brushed away. 
“That’s my job.” Cal was looking up at her with hot-eyed lust. “Just lie back 
against Adam and let him fuck you, Lissa. And while he does, I’ll finish what I 
started.” 
Lissa wasn’t sure exactly what he meant until he knelt in front of her once more 
and began lapping at her filled pussy. God!  Lissa bit her lip as the pleasure built 
inside her. She’d never been eaten and fucked at the same time before and the sight of 
it was almost as hot as the feelings she was getting from Adam’s cock and Cal’s 
mouth. 
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She couldn’t believe how erotic it was to see Cal’s tongue darting over her filled 
pussy while Adam stroked into her. He sucked her clit and then licked lower, lapping 
gently at the place where Adam was stretching her to the limit. Adam helped him out 
by lifting Lissa by the hips and raising her until only half his cock was buried inside 
her. For a long moment Cal’s tongue bathed not only Lissa’s wet, open cunt but 
Adam’s thick, glistening shaft, making them both moan. 
“Does it feel good, Lissa?” Adam murmured in her ear. “Does it feel good to have 
my cock buried inside your sweet cunt, fucking you while Cal licks your pussy?” 
“Uh-huh.” Pleasure had rendered Lissa mostly incoherent. She could feel her 
orgasm coming, about to roll over her like a deep, warm wave and she welcomed it 
eagerly. 
As if reading her thoughts, Adam let her go and she slid back into her original 
position while Cal sucked her clit into his mouth again. The feeling of being 
completely full and having her pussy licked at the same time was too much for her. 
With a low gasp, Lissa felt herself slide over the edge and start coming. 
“Good girl, that’s right,” she heard Adam murmur in her ear. “Come hard for us. 
Come all over my cock while Cal licks your sweet pussy. Need to feel you come 
around me, Lissa.” 
Lissa didn’t disappoint him. She felt her inner muscles clench and contract around 
the thick shaft buried to the root inside her and yet to her surprise Adam didn’t join 
her in the release. Instead he continued to caress her breasts and pinch her nipples 
while he whispered soft, hot words into her ear. 
At last, feeling completely wrung out, Lissa stopped coming. She couldn’t believe 
what she’d just done with the men she loved but it felt right…incredibly right. In fact, 
the only thing that could feel more right was to have Cal buried inside her at the same 
time as Adam. 
Wait a minute,  she told herself. Is this really the best idea? Are you really going to 
let them bond you to them forever?  Yes, she realized. Yes, she was. For as long as 
she’d known them she’d cared about them, wanted them, loved them. She just hadn’t 
been able to choose between them. But now Cal and Adam were telling her she didn’t 
have to choose. Telling her she could have both of them for the rest of her life. 
“Look at this.” Cal unwound the gauze bandage from around her upper arm. 
“Looks like that did the trick. You’re healed, Lissa.” 
Lissa looked down at her arm and saw that he was right—the stinging bullet graze 
that had been there when she woke up in their bed was gone, not even leaving a scar. 
“That…that’s amazing,” she managed to say but at the same time her eyes were 
drawn downward to where Adam’s cock was still buried in her pussy. The sight made 
her feel wanton and hot and eager to repeat the experience, including Cal this time. 
Apparently Adam and Cal were thinking along the same lines. 
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“God, Lissa, you look so fucking hot, filled with Adam’s cock that way,” Cal 
murmured. “How does it feel?” 
“Amazing,” Lissa admitted. “But…it could be better.” 
“How?” Adam asked in her ear. “Do you want to try a different position?” 
“You could say that.” Lissa gave them a small, naughty smile. “I’d like to try it 
with Cal inside me…inside my pussy this time. And Adam…” She turned her head to 
look at him more fully. “I want you behind me.” She was probably crazy, offering to 
take them both at once, considering that Cal looked to be at least as thick as Adam, 
but somehow it just felt right to do it. 
It seemed to take a moment for her words to sink in and then she felt Adam tense 
behind her. “You mean it, Lissa?” he asked softly. “You’re really ready to bond with 
us?” 
“I think so.” She smiled at him tentatively. “As long as you take things slow. I’ve 
never had anything as big as your, uh, as you back there.” 
“I understand, honey.” Adam kissed her cheek. “And I promise we’ll go as slow 
as you need to.” 
“We’ll make sure you enjoy yourself,” Cal said, nodding agreement. Then he 
looked at Adam. “How should we do it?” 
“I think it’s better if you lie back on the bed and let Lissa straddle you. That way I 
can have room to work.” 
Lissa liked the sound of that. Carefully, and with Cal’s help, she slid off Adam’s 
still-rigid cock. Then Cal lay back on the bed and guided her down onto his shaft. 
Adam helped by reaching between her legs and spreading her pussy lips, murmuring 
encouragement as she took his bondmate’s thick cock deep into her cunt. 
As Cal bottomed out inside her, she moaned breathlessly, feeling as though she 
would come all over again. But it was clear that he and Adam weren’t ready for her to 
let go just yet. 
“Easy, honey,” Adam murmured in her ear from where he was kneeling behind 
her. “Just take it easy and lean forward for me so I can get into that sweet little ass.” 
Lissa bit her lip and did as he commanded, leaning over so that her full breasts 
were hanging like ripe fruit in Cal’s face. Eagerly he reached up and palmed them, 
pulling her farther down so that he could lick and suck her nipples. Lissa writhed 
against him as he took as much of each breast into his mouth as he could before 
releasing them to lap hungrily at her sensitive buds. God, it felt so good, so right, she 
didn’t know if she could stand much more… 
Just then she felt something cool and tingly being spread over her rosebud and 
then Adam was entering her with two long fingers. Lissa moaned at the feel of him 
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preparing her, getting her ready to open for him, to let him fuck her. Then his fingers 
disappeared to be replaced by the blunt head of his cock. 
“All right now,” he whispered in her ear as he began to push forward slowly. “Just 
try to open up and take me, Lissa. I know it’s hard because your pussy is already so 
filled with Cal’s cock but just do your best to relax and let me fuck you.” 
Lissa did as he said, supporting herself against Cal as she spread her legs and tried 
to be open enough to take Adam. He entered her slowly at first, breaching the tight 
ring of muscle that guarded her rosebud with just the head of his cock and then 
waiting a moment for her to get used to the new intrusion. 
Lissa bit her lip as she felt him pierce her back entrance, wondering if she was 
really going to be able to take him. For the first time, she was almost glad for her 
Friday night webcasts, otherwise she never would have dreamed of putting anything 
inside herself there. At least this way she was somewhat prepared. 
After waiting a moment, Adam began pushing forward once more, sliding into her 
puckered rosebud slowly, inch by thick inch as Lissa held her breath, waiting to feel 
him enter her completely. 
The look on her face must have been more pain than pleasure because Cal cupped 
her cheek and looked into her eyes with concern. “You all right, Lissa?” he 
murmured, caressing her face. 
Lissa managed to nod, though she wasn’t sure if she was telling the truth. “I’m 
okay. It’s just…so big. I’m not used to having anything that big in me…there.” 
His eyes softened. “I know, sweetheart. Adam’s a thick sonofabitch and he’s hard 
to take. It wasn’t easy for me either.” 
Lissa looked at him uncertainly. “You mean you let him…” 
Cal laughed. “Let him, nothing. It was part of our pair-bonding ritual. The Alpha 
fucks the Beta and believe me, I was sore for a week afterward.” He smiled and 
stroked her cheek. “I think he’s being a lot easier on you than he was on me.” 
“I…I guess,” Lissa gasped as another thick inch entered her. It felt like Adam was 
already so deep inside her—how much farther did he have to go? 
“But I can promise you,” Cal continued, obviously trying to take her mind off the 
stretching pain in her rosebud, “that it’ll never be this hard again.” 
“No?” Lissa frowned. “But…why not?” 
“Because you’ll be bonded to us. After the bonding is complete and we both fill 
you with cum, your body will accommodate Adam and me much more easily.” His 
pale green eyes were hooded with lust. “We’ll be able to slide into your hot little 
pussy or ass anytime you need us to, honey. And you will need us a lot—at least in 
the first year.” 
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“What happens in the first year?” Lissa wasn’t sure she wanted to know. 
Cal shrugged awkwardly. “It’s the time when our bond with you, and you with us, 
is strengthened. You’ll need to feel us in you, filling you up with cum, a lot to be 
satisfied. So I want you to know, anytime you need it, just come get one of us or both 
of us and we’ll give you what you need.” 
As he finished speaking Lissa finally felt Adam’s trim hips flush against her ass. 
She moaned breathlessly as he pressed inside her, letting her know he was there and 
that he loved filling her. “God, honey,” he breathed in her ear. “You’re so damn tight 
I can hardly stand it.” 
“Feels good though,” Cal said, smiling. “Feels right to be inside you, Lissa. And 
to have Adam’s cock rubbing against mine deep in your body.” 
“Exactly right,” Adam agreed hoarsely. “The only thing that could feel better…” 
“Is fucking,” Cal finished for him. He looked up into Lissa’s eyes. “Ready, 
sweetheart?” 
Lissa took a deep breath. She’d never felt so full before, or so incredibly sexual. 
Here she was, completely naked and sandwiched between two hot men with Cal’s 
cock filling her pussy and Adam’s cock stretching her ass. It was a sensation unlike 
anything she’d ever imagined and she was eager for more of it. Eager to have the two 
thick shafts moving inside her, eager to feel both men fill her up with their cum, 
bonding the three of them together forever. 
“I’m ready,” she whispered, talking to both of them. “Just please…take it slow.” 
“As slow as you want, honey,” Adam promised her. 
“We’re gonna make this just right for you,” Cal murmured. 
And then the two men began to move. 
Lissa bit back a moan as they both pulled almost all the way out and then surged 
back into her in long, slow thrusts that made her tremble with pleasure. God it felt 
incredible to have them taking her like this, to be so open to the men she loved, so 
willing to let them do what they wanted, what all three of them needed. 
“That’s right, sweetheart,” Adam breathed in her ear as they moved within her. 
“Just open yourself up. Just relax and let us fuck you.” 
“You’re so beautiful, sweetheart,” Cal murmured in her other ear. “I’m never 
gonna forget this moment. Never forget the very first time you opened to us. Love 
you so much.” 
“I love you too,” Lissa gasped. “Both of you.” 
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“We love you too, honey,” Adam assured her softly. They cradled her in their 
arms, holding her close, making her feel loved and protected while they moved within 
her. Lissa thought that as long as she lived she would never forget the hot, delicious 
sensation of giving herself to two men at once—not strangers as she had once feared 
when Scudder offered her his deal but lovers and friends and partners for life. 
She didn’t know how long it took to reach the peak. It seemed forever and no time 
at all until she felt the warm wave of orgasm begin to wash over her. She moaned 
softly, shuddering and crying as the pleasure overtook her and felt Adam and Cal 
speed up their delicious rhythm inside her pussy and ass. 
“That’s right, Lissa,” she heard Adam say as he stroked into her. “Let it go. Let us 
feel you come.” 
“Adam’s right—let yourself come,” Cal murmured. “Your orgasm will bind us 
together as much as ours will. Come for us now and let us fill you up.” 
Lissa gave herself to the orgasm completely, letting the pleasure sweep through 
her like a rising flood. As she felt her inner muscles clench on the two thick shafts 
impaling her she moaned even louder while Cal and Adam pumped in perfect 
harmony, filling her with their cocks. 
Finally she heard Cal gasp and Adam utter a low groan and they were coming as 
well. Twin jets of hot cum spurted into her still-spasming pussy and ass, filling her to 
the brim and then coating her inner thighs with a warm, deliciously sticky mess. Lissa 
was surprised at first—surely most men didn’t come so much, did they? Then she 
remembered Cal saying she would need their cum to feel bonded to them. Maybe that 
was the reason. But whatever it was, she loved it. Loved the feel of both men 
pumping inside her, loved the feel of two shafts spurting hot cum deep in her pussy 
and ass, loved the two hard, masculine bodies bracketing her own smaller form, 
making her feel loved and cherished and protected. 
In that moment Lissa felt a connection she couldn’t explain. It was like a warm 
blanket that surrounded all three of them, holding them together from now until 
forever. It was beautiful and perfect and right and extremely comforting. Never again 
would she have to be alone. Never again would she have to fear for her safety as she 
had for so long during her arrangement with Scudder. Adam and Cal would care for 
her, protect her and love her for the rest of all their lives as Lissa would love and care 
for them. 
“God! That was amazing.” Adam was breathing hard in her ear but he sounded 
happier than Lissa had ever heard him. 
“More than amazing,” Cal agreed. There was a warm smile on his face that made 
Lissa want to smile too. 
“Need to lie down.” Maneuvering carefully, Adam managed to move them all to 
their sides, without dislodging himself or Cal from inside her. They lay snuggled in a 
warm, contented heap on the rose-petal-strewn bed and Lissa wiggled happily, still 
enjoying the sensation of having two men in her at once. Cal was right, she observed. 
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Now that she was bonded to them—truly bonded—there was no more stretching pain. 
Instead it was all delicious pleasure. As hard as it was to believe, she could tell that in 
a few minutes she was going to want them again—no, need them again—so there was 
no point in getting disengaged. But in the meantime she could lie there and feel the 
utter contentment that came from giving herself to the men she loved. 
“Perfect,” Cal whispered in her ear. “Happy Valentine’s Day, Lissa,” 
“Yeah, happy hearts and flowers day,” Adam agreed. “Sorry we didn’t get you 
anything. Well, other than ourselves.” 
Lissa laughed softly. “Believe me, that’s more than enough. I love you both, so 
much.” 
“And we love you, Lissa,” Adam murmured. 
“So much,” Cal said softly. “This day has been a long time coming but it’s been 
totally worth waiting for.” 
Lissa had to agree with him. It might technically be Valentine’s Day but to her it 
was like Christmas and her birthday all rolled up together. The gift of their love was 
the best she would ever receive and she couldn’t imagine a sweeter way to celebrate 
than by giving herself to the men who cared for her and loving them for the rest of 
their lives together. 
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