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Corporate Wolves THE FAVOUR
Crissy Smith
Dedication
For everyone who accepts others with an open mind and heart, no matter how different they are.
Chapter One
Annabelle Scott nervously ran her hands over her grey knee-length skirt as the elevator took its time taking her up to the top floor.
She’d only gotten the message that her boss wanted to see her minutes ago. Unfortunately her co-worker Justin Black had thought it would be funny to see her rush so she didn’t keep the top man waiting.
She wasn’t nervous about meeting with her boss about work, knowing that she did her job well. Since she’d joined the company over a year ago, the accounting department had run smoothly. Nothing like the mess she’d had to clean up when she’d arrived.
No, she was unsettled over the thought of being in close contact with her boss. Ever since the day she’d interviewed with him, she had been hiding a secret desire for him.
It was not proper in the business world and more unlikely to ever happen. She wasn’t a size two. While her friends had told her she was pretty, she knew she was nothing compared to the drop-dead gorgeous woman Matthew ‘Mac’ McCoy seemed to like on his arm.
Then there was the problem with his right-hand man. While Mac was tall, dark, and handsome, his vice president, Trevor King, was muscular, blond, and blue eyed. The two of them together were potent. And every woman’s wet dream. Every time she ran into one man, he was with the other. Her hormones couldn’t take much more.
The elevator chimed, letting her know that she had reached her destination, and Annabelle flicked her hair from her eyes and took a deep breathe.
Stepping onto the thick tan carpet she felt her heel dig in and tried not to trip. What would her boss think if he saw her sprawled out over the floor? Her lips lifted in a smile at the thought.
“Ms. Scott,” her boss’s secretary greeted as Annabelle walked towards her desk.
“Hi Mary,” she returned. She liked the older woman and had from the moment she met her.
“He’s waiting for you,” Mary told her with a smile.
Glancing at her watch, Annabelle frowned. She wasn’t late yet.
“You’re not late,” the other woman confirmed. “He’s just in a mood today.”
“Okay thanks,” Annabelle responded distractedly. She really didn’t want to see her boss in a bad mood.
Annabelle stopped at the entrance of his office and looked in on him. He sat bent over his computer keyboard, pounding away. Mary was right if the way his fingers flew over the keyboard was any indication he was most definitely not happy. She knocked on the doorframe, not wanting to walk in without permission.
Matt’s head snapped up, and she watched as his golden eyes narrowed. She had never seen that colour before, but it fit him perfectly. Just like everything about him was perfect.
“Ms. Scott, finally.” His deep voice carried to her.
“I’m sorry, sir, but the message did say eleven,” Annabelle reminded him as she stepped inside.
“Yes, I know.” He practically growled at her.
Annabelle bit her lip as she waited for him to talk.
“Sit down,” he ordered, and she scrambled to comply, taking a seat in one of the chairs in front of his desk. It was only then she realised they were not alone. Trevor King, the vice president himself, sat on the couch across the room working on a laptop set up on the coffee table.
His eyes followed her as she shifted to get comfortable. Her skirt rose up her thighs, and embarrassed, she yanked it back, avoiding his penetrating stare by looking at the man who had called her in.
“I asked you in here because I need a favour.” Matt looked over at Trevor. “Weneed a favour” He leant back in his chair.
Her eyes dropped as she watched the button down shirt stretch over his pecs. She had to bite the side of her cheek to keep from moaning. She wondered what he would look like without that shirt on. Bare chest and sweaty.
Feeling a blush rush up her neck to her face Annabelle literally shook the thought from her head. What had he said? “A favour, sir?”
His lips quirked, and she had a moment of fear that he knew where her thoughts had been. He moved forward in his chair one more time. “Yes. I am thinking of taking over another company, and I need someone to go through their records and sort it out for me.”
 “No problem. If you just send the files to my office, I will start on it immediately.” It was Friday, but what she couldn’t finish today, she could take home with her. It wasn’t like she had big plans for the weekend anyway.
Trevor moved to stand beside Matt, and Annabelle avoided looking at him the best she could.
“Well, here’s the thing. I want to keep this quiet. Very quiet. No one but you and Mary know so far.”
She nodded. That wasn’t so strange in the corporate world. If he decided to buy it, word would get around soon enough; if he didn’t, then no harm done. “No problem. I will be discreet.”
His eyes flashed, but it was so quick that she wasn’t sure she saw anything. What had she said?
“I am sure you can be very discreet,” he agreed, and she wasn’t sure if it was her imagination but his voice sounded lower, huskier. “But this is very sensitive. That is where the favour comes into play.”
Annabelle shifted in her seat. She wanted to scream that she would do anything for him, for both of them. The liquid that was pooling inside her panties was witness enough for that.
From the corner of her eye, she saw Trevor’s nostrils flare, and she wondered briefly if he could smell her arousal. No, of course he couldn’t. She waited for Matt to tell her what the favour was, but they just sat staring at her.
“The favour, sir?”
As if in deep thought, Matt blinked several times before he cleared his throat and spoke. “Yes, well, we’ll be leaving for my weekend place where I have plans that I cannot postpone. I have the files with me.”
Annabelle nodded and waited for him to continue.
“We would like you to accompany us and work on the files over the weekend.”
Annabelle was sure shock showed on her face. A weekend away with the two of them? There was no way she would make it through without giving herself away.
“I know it’s last minute, and you probably already had plans, but I’ll make it worth your while,” he promised.
Oh God, she was going to spend the entire weekend with them.
“Like I said I cannot postpone my plans.”
He was probably meeting a woman out there. That realisation was like a cold splash of water. “I’m sure I can work on it from home and get the information together for you.” There was no way she wanted to see him with his lover.
He shook his head. “Impossible. I need to make my decision before Monday.”
Annabelle sighed. She was a grown woman. She should be able to handle the weekend and her
hormones to be able to help her boss out. Even though she had doubts on just how accurate, that was she still agreed. “Sure. I can go with you.”
He flashed her a radiant smile that she felt to her toes. She never thought a woman could climax from just having a man look at her, but she was pretty close.
“Great. I want to leave after work. So why don’t you take a long lunch, pack a weekend bag, and we’ll leave from here?”
Annabelle stood. “Yes, sir. I’ll be ready.” She practically ran from his office, closing the door behind her.
Mac laughed as Annabelle quickly left his office. He could smell her nervousness when she entered, but as she sat in front of him, that wasn’t her scent very long.
Pressing a hand over the erection that made an appearance every time he was close to Annabelle, he closed his eyes and tried to get his body under control.
“She was fucking wet,” Trevor muttered, his voice heavy with need. Mac looked over his shoulder at his friend. “I told you she was the one.”
Trevor adjusted himself. “It’s going to be a long weekend if she doesn’t go for it.”
Mac swivelled his chair to face the other man. “She’ll go for it.” He reached over and grabbed Trevor’s belt, pulling the other man to him. “Now, let’s take care of this.”
With skilled fingers, Mac removed Trevor’s belt, unbuttoned him, and pushed his slacks down. Like always, Trevor wore nothing under his pants.
Griping him by the base of his cock, Mac leant down and licked the drop of pre-cum that had escaped. Trevor moaned and grabbed the back of his head.
“Yes. Suck me deep,” he demanded.
Mac stopped playing and engulfed Trevor’s large cock. Trevor’s hips moved, shoving his shaft in and out of his mouth, and Mac had to reach down and release his own erection.
Both hands now buried in Mac’s hair, Trevor fucked his mouth while Mac pumped his own weeping cock. He stroked himself to the rhythm Trevor set, and soon, his balls tightened and his seed shot out.
Only a moment later, Trevor pushed in deep and released inside his mouth. Mac licked him dry before finally letting him go.
“That was great.” Trevor panted as he leant down and kissed Mac deeply.
Drawing back, Mac winked. “Just think how much better it will be with Annabelle between us as we share her.”
Trevor groaned. “Keep that up and we’ll go again.”
Mac chuckled as he stood to go clean himself. Chapter Two
Annabelle didn’t think three hours had ever passed so slowly in her life. Being with the two men who haunted every dream she had in the small confines of a car was torture.
When Matt slowed and pulled off the highway, she breathed a sigh of relief.
“Almost there,” he told her, looking into the rear view mirror at her.
She smiled and nodded. They’d had good conversation, but every once in a while, it would stall because she was thinking about his mouth and how it would feel on her. Or Trevor’s on hers while Mac licked and sucked on her breasts.
She wanted to ask if they’d be alone or if they would have other company, but she wasn’t sure how to say it without sharing her thoughts. If they had a woman there, than she would just stay in her room the entire time.
Ten minutes after pulling off the highway, they came to a gated community. A security guard waved from a stand as the gates opened. Both men waved back and they drove the vehicle through. Annabelle even managed to send him a smile. A weekend house that was in a gated community? She knew her boss had money but…wow.
“My house is in the back of the territory.” He pointed ahead.
“Territory?” She had never heard it put that way.
“Community.” He shrugged. “Trevor and I grew up here, and everyone is pretty friendly.”
They grew up here? Then that would mean that their family…
Trevor finished her thought for her. “My parents and sister still live here along with other extended family. Mac’s too.”
Annabelle was pretty sure she paled and was glad to be looking out the window so Trevor couldn’t see. It sounded like a pretty big family. Not having a family at all, Annabelle was more nervous about possibly meeting them than her sexual attraction to the men— almost.
“You’ll meet them all tomorrow.”
She swallowed the lump in her throat and nodded. Maybe she could just stay in her bedroom all
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weekend and hide from everyone.
Trevor could feel the unease in Annabelle as he spoke about his family. Brushing it off as meeting-the-parents jitters, he pointed to the house up on the right. “That’s it.”
Annabelle sucked in a breath, and he smiled. They had the house built when he sold his first company and went to work with Mac. It was his pride and joy. He couldn’t wait until they found their mate and spent more time there instead of the city.
Mac pulled in front of the house, and Trevor noticed immediately that his mother had been by. Fresh flowers sprinkled were along the walk that hadn’t been there last month.
Getting out of the car, he turned and opened Annabelle’s door for her. Her mouth had dropped open as she stared up with wide eyes.
“This is it,” Mac told her as he came around her car.
She turned to look at him. “This is your weekend house?”
He shrugged and looked over at Trevor. “It’s ours. Come on and look around.”
Trevor took a deep breath, bringing in the woods, the water, all the sounds and smells he had grown up with teasing his senses. A were-shifter, especially a wolf, needed a pack. It had been hard to move away from his family, but necessary.
He turned back towards Annabelle. She looked beautiful standing in the driveway, the wind pulling strands of her blonde hair from the twist she had it in. His fingers itched to let her hair fall and feel it over his body.
Plenty of time for that, he told himself and tried to will his body under control.
“Behind us is a small creek. The water is too cold now to swim in, but in the summer, it’s wonderful,” Mac interrupted his thoughts.
Trevor looked over at him and received a heated look from Mac, showing him that his lover knew what had been inside his mind.
Annabelle turned, and Trevor felt his cock jump as she licked her lips. “It’s beautiful here.”
“It is. I like getting away from the city. Coming here reminds me of the important things,” Trevor agreed.
She nodded and looked towards the house.
“Let’s show you inside. I’ll come back for our bags.” Trevor placed a hand on the small of her back and felt electricity through his fingertips. She gasped, proving she wasn’t unaffected either.
Unlocking the front door, Trevor was glad his mother had aired out the house. The scent of the outside drifted through the large space.
 “It has three bedrooms, all upstairs. Down here, we have the living room, dining room, kitchen, and a gym.” He didn’t want to stop touching her so he twined his fingers around hers as he showed her around. He felt his heart swell with hope when she didn’t pull her hand from his.
“Feel free to make yourself at home,” Mac said from behind them.
Annabelle looked back at him as she finally pulled her hand from Trevor’s. “Thank you. But if you show me the guest room, I’ll unpack and then go to work.”
Trevor didn’t want her to. He wanted to take her upstairs and spend hours worshipping her body, and he knew Mac did too. But she needed time to get comfortable with them.
After showing Annabelle the bathroom where she could wash up, Trevor left her in the guestroom. Between the two of them, the men grabbed all of the bags in one load. Their briefcases were left on the kitchen table along with Annabelle’s bag, and the men’s weekend bags were dropped in the room they would be sharing. She had a lot of surprises in store for the weekend, Trevor thought, chuckling to himself.
“She shouldn’t be in the guest room,” Mac complained as he unpacked his bag.
Trevor looked over at him. “Hopefully she won’t be there long.”
“We could just tell her. Lay it all out and see how she reacts.”
Trevor walked slowly to his frustrated man and wrapped his arms around him from behind. “And she will run for the nearest town.”
Mac sighed, and Trevor moved his hands down the other man’s chest. “I’ll take care of you until she can join us.”
Mac turned his head and nibbled Trevor’s neck. “Now?”
Trevor would love nothing better than bend Mac over the bed and shove his dick inside, but he knew that Annabelle would start wandering the house. “Soon,” he promised.
Mac groaned, but stepped out of his embrace. “Okay, then let’s go find our girl.”
Annabelle stood with her back to the door, looking out the window down into the lake when Trevor stepped into the guestroom.
Silently, he moved forward and placed her bag on the bed. Once behind her, he once again had to touch her.
Gently he clasped his hands on her shoulders and pressed against her back. “At night you can see the moon shine and the stars from the window. It is a beautiful sight.”
She trembled under his touch before turning. “I can imagine.”
Trevor dropped his eyes to her mouth. He wanted to taste her, to dive in and steal her breath, to know the woman intimately.
Before he realised what he was doing, he was leaning down, his mouth inches from hers.
“Mr. King.” Her soft voice barely penetrated through.
“Trevor. Call me Trevor. And Mr. McCoy is Mac,” he told her as he held her eyes. “Those are our names and I want to hear them from your lips.
“Trevor,” she whispered, the need evident in her voice.
His control snapped, and he covered her mouth with his. She moaned and moved up to her toes, wrapping her arms around his neck. Trevor thrust his tongue inside as his senses were assaulted. She tasted like honey as her mouth moved under his.
He pressed his hands against her back and brought her closer, and he knew she would be able to feel his arousal. His lips left her mouth and travelled down her neck. She moaned again as he licked the sensitive skin.
Mac called for them from downstairs, breaking the mood, and they moved apart. Her well kissed lips pressed together as she pushed the hair away from her face
Trevor ran his fingers over her cheek as she looked anywhere but at him. “Why don’t you change into something more comfortable, and I’ll go down and help Mac with dinner.”
She nodded once and grabbed her bag from the bed before closing herself into the bathroom.
Shaking his head, Trevor headed to the kitchen. He was in the mood for red meat. And Annabelle would need her strength to keep up with him.
When he walked into the kitchen, Mac stood with his arms crossed over his chest. “You kissed her,” he accused.
Trevor took long strides to him. “Only so I could share her taste with you.” He grabbed Mac’s head and thrust his tongue inside his mouth.
Mac rubbed his body against him until Trevor drew away. “Damn, I’m hard,” he told Mac, leaning his forehead against the top of Mac’s head.
Mac chuckled and turned back towards the stove. “Nothing you don’t deserve. And since you got to kiss her first, I get to fuck her first.”
Trevor growled. He didn’t like that idea at all.
Annabelle walked down the stairs with her fingers on her lips. Never had she been kissed like that. Trevor’s mouth had been so powerful, demanding, and erotic that she had almost lost it. If just kissing him had felt like that, what would making love to him feel like?
Not that she was going to, but she could dream. She wasn’t certain who had kissed whom but didn’t think it mattered. He seemed to enjoy it just as much as she had.
But she did feel guilty as she made her way quietly to the kitchen. She had a pretty good idea if it had been Mac who had been up there she would have kissed him.
Stepping into the kitchen, she stopped in her tracks. Mac was bent over the oven giving her the prefect view of his ass. And what an ass it was. She wanted to sink her teeth into it. But instead Trevor was rubbing it and then between Mac’s legs.
She gasped which had both men turning towards her. Annabelle immediately tried to look away although she really wanted to continue to watch them. She hoped they would touch again. The two men together was perhaps the hottest thing she had ever seen. She wasn’t disgusted like she would have thought; instead, she was incredibly turned on.
“Busted,” Trevor said, smiling and wrapping his arm around Mac’s shoulders.
Mac rolled his eyes. “You’ll have to excuse him. He likes shocking people.”
Annabelle nodded—she was certainly shocked. They were gay, and she hadn’t even had a clue. Then another thought struck her. If they were gay, then why had Trevor kissed her? Unless he hadn’t and she had confused fantasy with reality.
She laughed out loud at her last thought. Even she couldn’t have dreamt that kiss.
Trevor lifted an eyebrow, and his lips quirked. “Are you laughing at us?”
She shook her head but had to cover her mouth with her hand as another giggle escaped.
They stalked towards her, and Annabelle got the impression of predators stalking prey. Of course that would make her the prey. Trevor stopped right before his body touched hers while Mac moved behind her.
“I’m not sure if I should be relieved that you’re comfortable enough with us that you’re laughing or insulted.” Trevor’s voice dropped low and she pressed her thighs together.
“I’m not laughing at you,” she told him, shaking head. “I just never would have guessed. It came as a surprise.
“Oh, we have much more than that to surprise you with.” He moved and pressed into her, crushing her against the body at her back.
He kissed her again, and after only a second, she kissed him back. Then she felt another pair of lips at the back of her neck. Oh God. She had both of them. Two hot men who were touching her.
“Do you like that?” Trevor asked against her lips. “Both of us touching you?
Of course she did! But these were her bosses. She couldn’t be doing this with them. She felt Mac press his erection against her bottom and had to bite her lip to keep from moaning.
“Do you?” Trevor asked again, his eyes flashing as he demanded she answer.
“Yes,” she whispered, afraid to admit it out loud.
Mac growled from behind her before she was spun around, his mouth suddenly covering hers.
Where Trevor had demanded, Mac coaxed her response. She found herself leaning into him until strong hands gripped her hips from behind.
“Mac. Trevor.” She panted their names as she tore his mouth away.
It was Mac who answered. “Hmm?”
“You have to stop kissing me.” She couldn’t take much more before she was screaming for one or both to take her.
He stilled and looked into her eyes. “Why? I know you want me. You want Trevor. Your body tells us that and more.”
“I…it’s not right.”
Again, she was spun around, but this time she was facing Trevor, and he didn’t look happy. “What’s not right?”
Putting her hand on his chest, she tried to put distance between them. She didn’t budge him an inch. “You’re my bosses.”
Relief flooded his face as she said it.
“So?” Trevor said as he sent her another heated look.
“So I have to work for both of you after this weekend. It would… complicate things.”
“Complicate things?” he repeated.
She nodded.
He surprised her by lightly kissing her before he released her. Mac kissed her cheek and started back to the oven. Annabelle blinked at them, confused.
“This isn’t casual,” Trevor told her, taking her arm and leading her to the table. “Have a seat and I’ll get you some wine.
Mac watched as Annabelle sipped her glass of wine from his position in the kitchen. She had changed into a T-shirt and a loose pair of cotton pants. He knew deep down that she belonged with him and Trevor. All they had to do was convince her.
“So you two are partners?” she asked as Trevor walked across the kitchen to the fridge and handed him a beer.
Mac frowned as he checked the steaks and potatoes, unsure how to explain it.
Trevor’s laugh echoed through the room. “All the questions you could ask and that’s the one you come
up with?”
Mac looked back over at Annabelle as she blushed so he elbowed Trevor in the ribs.
“Oh honey I wasn’t laughing at you.” Trevor set his beer on the counter and walked towards her. As he sat in the chair next to her, Mac relaxed. Trevor would know what to say to her.
“Yes, we are partners, but we are looking for someone else. A woman who will complete us.”
Annabelle looked from Trevor to him, and Mac nodded in agreement.
“You want me to complete you?” she asked, and Mac didn’t like the panic that showed on her face.
“It’s a little more complicated than just a sexual relationship,” Mac informed her, wanting to tell her the truth. He caught Trevor’s eyes, but his lover shook his head. Mac sighed, but winked at Annabelle. “Which we will explain later because dinner’s ready.”
Mac set the plates down in front of her and Trevor before going back and getting his own and both men’s beer. Trevor topped off her glass of wine then they sat around the table together.
As they ate, she kept looking from one to the other. Mac wanted to say something to put her at ease, but he didn’t know what would and what would upset her more.
While he thrived in the corporate world, he was content to let Trevor handle the things at home. It was one of the things that made them the perfect team.
When Trevor started a casual conversation with her about the company, Mac listened while he ate, closing his eyes at the sound of their voices as they mixed. When he opened his eyes Trevor was staring at him.
“You okay?” Trevor asked, looking at him with a funny look on his face.
Mac picked up his beer and tilted towards him in a salute. “Perfect.”
Annabelle pushed her plate away. “I’ll clean up before we start to work.”
“Work?” Trevor asked looking completely confused.
Mac kicked him under the table.
“Yes. The files you wanted me to look at.” Her eyes narrowed as she glanced between them. “There are files to look at?”
Trevor leant back in his chair and laced his fingers behind his head. “Okay, you caught us. We lied.”
Her mouth dropped open. “You lied!”
Mac could see this conversation going down hill fast. “We needed to get you out of the city…” he tried to explain.
She jumped out of her chair, and it fell back onto the floor. “Get me out of the city and what… seduce
me?”
He didn’t answer right away. Because that had been exactly their plan. That and they had to be here for tomorrow’s full moon. “Kind of.”
Her face flushed red. “Kind of? You lied to me.”
Trevor stood and started to come around the table.
“Oh no, you don’t.” She pointed a finger at him. “You just stay over there.”
“Annabelle, that’s not the only reason.” Mac stood also.
“How would I know that?” Her voice rose, surprising him. He had never known her to raise it before.
“I’m telling you…”
She fisted her hands at her sides. “How do I know you’re not lying again?” With that she turned on her heel and stomped out of the room.
Trevor whistled at her exit. “Boy, do we have a spitfire.”
Mac glared at him and started to go after her.
“No, let her cool off,” Trevor told him softly.
Mac could hear the worry in Trevor’s voice but that didn’t stop the anger he felt. They had waited so long to claim Annabelle. And he was scared to death of losing her. He couldn’t tell Trevor that though.
“That was stupid,” Mac complained and grabbed the dirty dishes off the table. Dumping them in hot water, he felt Trevor move up behind him.
“Well, we did lie to her. Give her time and she’ll settle down.”
“What if she doesn’t?” Mac shared his fear. “We’ve waited for so long. What if she decides she doesn’t want us?”
Trevor’s talented hands moved to his shoulders and started to rub out the tension. “Not going to happen. Just give it time.”
Mac leant against the other man. “I’m tired of waiting. I knew she was the one the day I interviewed her.”
“Come on.” Trevor grabbed his hand and pulled him to the back door.
“Where are we going?”
“We’ll take a quick run and relax you. It will give her time to cool down also.” Trevor opened the back door and pushed him out.
Reluctantly, Mac followed him down the deck steps. “A quick run, then I want to talk to her.”
Chapter Three
Annabelle heard the back door slam and cringed. She tiptoed to the window and watched as Trevor and Mac walked quickly from the house towards the lake.
She wondered if they were going for a swim.
She should go down and talk to them. Make them understand that as much as she wanted to spend the weekend learning every inch of both of their bodies, it just wasn’t possible.
Mac should see that she didn’t belong with them; he was a rich powerful man who could have any woman he wanted. Trevor, too. They had everything, including each other, while she had nothing to offer.
They might enjoy her body for a while but sooner or later would get tired of her. She was sure she couldn’t live through having her heart broken again. Having anyone else leave her. No, it was just better that they not start anything. Then later, there would be no regret.
Moving away from the window, she pulled the covers down and lay on the soft, inviting bed. While she was alone in the big bed, they would probably be sleeping together tonight. The image of them touching each other had her rolling onto her back and pushing the covers down. Just the thought of the two of them together, kissing, touching, made her ache. Every fantasy she’d ever had paled to the sight of the two of them actually together.
She could imagine Trevor on top. He seemed like the more dominate of the two. Closing her eyes, she brought up the picture of the two of them locked together, moving in tandem.
Her pussy throbbed, and she reached down to rub her clit through her pants. Needing more, she quickly took off her bottoms and panties and spread her legs wide.
If she had taken them up on their offer, how would they have made love to her? She could almost feel their hands on her as she began to play with herself. Her fingers sliding through her wet folds as she thought about Trevor or Mac’s fingers replacing hers.
Annabelle pushed her fingers inside, trying to relieve the pressure her fantasies had caused. Moving them in and out, she felt her body tighten and strained to find that sweet release.
But when her body spasmed and she came, it was empty and unfulfilling. Groaning, she pulled the covers over her head. It was going to be a long weekend.
Annabelle stared at the clock on the bedside table. Three hours, and she hadn’t been able to sleep. She was certain that the men had returned and were just down the hall. They probably slept naked. Oh! Why had she thought that? She was just torturing herself.
Rubbing her fists over her eyes, she knew she wasn’t going to get any sleep being this close to them. She rose, pulled her pants back on, and grabbed the cotton robe she’d packed.
She moved through the dark house as quietly as she could. She didn’t turn on any lights, afraid to wake anyone up, and made her way to the kitchen where the light was still on.
The moon was bright even without being full that it seemed to call to her, and she stepped out onto the back porch. She hadn’t gotten to see the creek up close.
The cool night air sent a shiver down her spine but at the same time was refreshing. Her bare feet sunk into the thick grass as she made her way to where she’d seen the men disappear to earlier.
She kept walking until her foot hit something. She stopped and looked down in shock when she realised she had almost stumbled on a pair of men’s jeans.
Well, she’d had her chance and turned it down. Depressed at the thought, she headed to the water. The rocks where sharp, so she only took a few steps before taking off her robe and laying it down so she could sit on it. Drawing her knees up to her chest, she wrapped her arms around them as she relaxed.
Looking out into the calm, water, she wondered what it would be like to grow up in a place like this.
Other than the guard, she hadn’t seen anyone else. What would it be like to have this kind of privacy? To not hear every fight your neighbours had? She had never thought of living outside of the city she’d grown up in.
Maybe she should think about it now. No matter how she had wanted this trip not to change things, it had. She couldn’t continue to work for Mac and Trevor. She’d get through the weekend, then on Monday would give her two week’s notice. She was highly qualified and had good references but that didn’t mean another job would be easy to find.
Resting her chin on her knee, she sighed. Hearing a noise to her left, she lifted her head and looked over and saw the two biggest dogs she’d ever seen in her life. No, not dogs. They looked more like wolves.
But there couldn’t be wolves out here.
Annabelle stayed completely still as the wolf-looking dogs approached slowly. They were huge, and she had a pretty good idea that if they attacked her no one would hear her screams.
She licked her dry lips and held up a hand. “Nice dogs. Good dogs,” she murmured.
The bigger black one growled at her. Annabelle pulled her hand back but the smaller grey dog snapped at the other one. Annabelle watched as the one that had growled shook his entire body then, with one last look at her, ran off.
She was only a little relieved because the other remained and was looking at her.
“Stay,” she told it, hoping her voice didn’t reveal her fear. She’d heard one time that dogs could sense when you were afraid of them.
The dog sat, and Annabelle let out the breath she had been holding. She shifted to move, but the animal growled.
That wasn’t good.
Annabelle sat still as it lay on his belly, still looking at her, its head cocked to one side. She almost laughed. It looked like he was trying to figure her out.
When he started to crawl forward, she panicked. “No. Stay,” she demanded.
He licked his lips and stood on all fours once again. Then the air started to shimmer around him.
Annabelle watched, as the dog seemed to change in front of her. She blinked several times as the animal’s body twisted and started to take the features of a man.
She scrambled back and off her robe as the thing rolled on the ground. Then, when she was about to make a run for the house, she saw Mac the six-foot-two man standing where the dog had been.
Not caring if she was losing her mind, she did the only thing she could think of. She screamed.
Mac moved quickly to her. She tried to move, but the sharp rocks cut into her feet and she slipped. He almost tripped over her as she fell. His hard naked body covered hers while his hand covered her mouth.
“Shh, baby, it’s me.”
She shook her head in denial.
“It is. It will be okay, Annabelle, I won’t hurt you.” He looked into her eyes. “Now I’m going to take my hand from your mouth. Please don’t scream again.”
Annabelle’s body shook, and she tried to push him away when he removed his hand. “Get off me! Get off me!”
“Annabelle, calm down!”
Not knowing what else to do with his stronger body holding her down, she screamed again.
Instead of his hand, he used his mouth to cover her screams.
Annabelle knew his kiss. Even with everything that she had seen, her body recognised his. She started to respond to him when it should have been impossible. Before she knew what was happening, she was closing her eyes and kissing him back. Maybe she was still asleep. Yes, that was it. She was just dreaming.
But if she was dreaming, she wouldn’t feel the pain of the ground digging into the soft skin, would she?
Mac started to pull away, and she found herself lifting her lips to follow. He took a deep breath before resting his forehead on hers.
“Annabelle.” His unique eyes were glowing in the night. “I…I have to get you off these rocks.”
Her body was lifted as he stood and was carried away from the water towards the house. Reality started to push the fog his kisses caused in her mind. He had been…
She started to kick her legs, and his hold loosened. Then she bent down and bit into his shoulder as hard as she could.
“Ow! Damn!” He dropped her legs to the ground.
Annabelle wiggled away and tried to run. But a sharp pain in her foot had her tripping and she ended up on her butt, looking up at him.
He stood over her, rubbing his shoulder. “Now was that really necessary?” he asked clearly not happy. Annabelle nodded, causing him to throw his arms up in the air. “I give up.”
She didn’t know who he was talking to, but she took his moment of distraction and tried to make a run for it again. She didn’t even get all the way to her feet before he grabbed her arm. He pulled, and she tumbled over his shoulder as he bent and lifted her.
“I just want you to remember we were going to do this differently,” he told her and once again started towards the house.
“Do what? What are you going to do to me?” Her voice came out in a squeak.
Mac stopped for a moment. She thought he was going to put her down, but instead he hitched her higher on his shoulder. Then she heard another voice.
“Everything okay?”
“Yeah.” Mac answered. “I guess we have to tell her a little differently than we thought.”
Annabelle used her fist on the back on his thigh. “Tell me what! That you’re a dog?”
He half-turned, and she could see another pair of bare feet, jeans, and a bare broad chest. With the blood rushing to her head from being up side down, she narrowed her eyes as Trevor bent down.
“Now did we really look like dogs?” he asked, and she could hear his amusement.
“Yes,” she hissed, kicking her legs. They hadn’t, but damn, she was losing her mind thinking they were wolves. Werewolves.
Trevor laughed and straightened. “We’re going to have our hands full, that’s for sure.”
Annabelle’s foot connected with Mac’s thigh, and he grunted.
“Careful,” Trevor said as Mac caught her heel in his hand. “You don’t want to damage something we might want to play with later.”
Suddenly, she was moved from Mac’s shoulder to Trevor’s. Annabelle started to kick both legs and hit him with her fists, not amused.
“Stop it!” Trevor demanded.
She didn’t have time to get another good kick in before his hand came down and swatted her butt.
“Ow!” she complained and tried to kick him again.
He swatted her again. “Stop kicking me.”
The sting of his hand had her stop fighting.
“Better,” he praised, rubbing the spot he’d spanked.
Lowering her head, she noticed how close his own fine ass was. She opened her mouth, closed her eyes, and bit down, hard.
“Shit!” He yowled and almost dropped her.
Mac barked out a laugh as Trevor shifted her to his front and held her legs with one arm while the other tightened around her back.
“Stop laughing or you’re next,” she threatened Mac.
It only made Mac laugh harder and Trevor growled. “Your mouth is going to be too busy for biting,” Trevor promised.
Annabelle crossed her arms over her chest. Trevor looked down at her and she glared at him.
“Now behave so we can get in the house. Any minute now, the entire community will be out wondering what is going on,” he told her.
Annabelle didn’t respond. Trevor started walking and Mac followed to his side. She let him carry her to the house and in the back door. As soon as he put her on the counter, she tried to scramble away.
“You’re testing my patience now. Just sit still and let Mac look at your feet,” Trevor ordered and wrapped his arms around her.
Mac turned on the water and tested it before grabbing her feet. The warm water was a relief against her abused flesh, and she began to relax against Trevor’s hold.
Picking up the hand soap from the back of the sink, Mac lathered his hands then began to wash her feet. Once cleaned, he removed a couple small rocks before turning the water off. He looked down at her before sharing a look with Trevor.
“What are we going to do now?” Mac finally asked.
“Well, I guess we’ll have to have that talk you’ve been wanting,” Trevor drawled.
Annabelle looked from one to the other. “I’m sitting right here.”
They didn’t pay any attention to her.
“All right.” Mac sighed. “I didn’t want to do it this way but what choice do we have?”
Trevor picked her back up. “Let’s do this somewhere more comfortable.”
“Do what?” Annabelle tried to push against Trevor’s body.
“We’re not going to hurt you,” Mac told her from behind Trevor.
“Yeah, sure, says the man that can turn onto a wolf.” Annabelle used sarcasm since it seemed to be the only weapon she had. Her mind kept screaming ‘werewolf while her body wanted to cuddle into Trevor’s heat.
She could feel Trevor’s chest rumble against her as he chuckled. “So you admit we look like wolves and not dogs.”
Chapter Four
Trevor carried Annabelle into the room he shared with Mac and watched her eyes widen as she took in the large bed that took up most of the room. He set her gently on it, and she scrambled away to the head of the bed, putting distance between them. Mac sat on the foot of the bed, and Trevor took position standing behind him. He squeezed Mac’s shoulder in support.
He gave Mac encouragement to talk with Annabelle while he fought to keep his emotions under control. The wolf inside him recognised Annabelle as his mate. He wanted to claim her, to make her his and Mac’s, much the same way he’d done with Mac.
“What you saw tonight—Trevor and I in our other form—was something we wanted to tell you about gradually.”
Annabelle had her knees up and her arms wrapped around them as she leaned against the headboard. “How is it possible?”
“We have special genes that allow us to shift our shape. While we can turn into a wolf, there are other people who can turn into different animals,” Mac explained.
Trevor wasn’t surprised by her reaction. It wasn’t every day one found out about them. He prayed silently that she would accept them.
Annabelle’s mouth dropped open. “Other animals?” she repeated.
“Yes. I know it’s a lot to take in, but this is why we return here for every full moon. So we can run in our other form without worrying about being discovered.”
“So everyone here—” She waved her hand around wildly. “They can turn into wolves too.”
“They can or they are mated to someone who can.”
“Mated?” Her voice shook as she spoke.
Trevor walked to the side of the bed. “A mate that completes us. You are our mate.”
She shook her head in denial. “I can’t turn into a wolf.”
“You don’t have to, but with you by our side, the wolf inside us calms. We need you to be able to control him.” Mac spoke softly.
“Why me? You could have anyone!”
“You were given to us. Our gift. We’ve waited a long time for you.” Mac sat up on his knees. “I knew for the minute I met you that you were the one.”
“That was over a year ago,” she commented with doubt.
“We had to put things in motion. To make sure you could accept us in your life. We’ve waited and watched until we thought you were ready.” Mac started to move closer to her, and Trevor was glad she didn’t move away.
“You think I’m ready now?” Her voice came out in a whisper.
Trevor took a seat at her side. “We know you are. Tomorrow night is the full moon. With your agreement, we want to claim you as ours.”
“What does that mean? Claim me?” she asked, turning her attention to him.
“It’s like a marriage of sorts. You would belong to us. We would belong to you. But we can’t claim you if you’re not willing.” Trevor didn’t know how to explain it better.
“Annabelle,” Mac was now in front of her, “let us show you.”
“Are you going to bite me, make me turn into one of you?”
Mac shook his head, and Trevor had to hold in a laugh.
“No.” Mac placed his hands on her knees and looked over to Trevor. He nodded his agreement, knowing Mac was asking permission to start.
“All we want to do right now is make love to you,” Mac told her. “When we bite, you won’t turn into one of us. It will only seal the bond we will have.”
 “So you do want to bite me?”
“Maybe a little,” Trevor teased, trying to lighten the mood.
She let out a shaky laugh like he hoped.
“Let us touch you, love you, show you how great it can be together.” Mac was now kneeling between her legs, having taken them and spread her open.
She nodded, and Trevor felt a huge weight lift from his chest. Mac kissed her first, holding her head in place while his mouth brushed over hers. Trevor adjusted the erection straining against his jeans as he watched the two of them together.
He and Mac had shared women in the past, but tonight was a step to sealing their fate, forever.
Annabelle kissed Mac back as he held her gently. He nipped her bottom lip, then soothed it with his tongue. His kiss grew in intensity as it went on as Annabelle responded with excitement.
When he drew away from her, she blinked up through lust filled eyes. Confusion clouded her mind about what she had seen, but it didn’t keep her from wanting them. Mac looked down at her with such passion in his eyes she felt like she would go up in flames.
From the corner of her eye, she saw Trevor move closer. Mac shifted to the side to give him room. Annabelle lifted her fingers to Trevor’s lips. Trevor nipped her fingers, surprising a laugh from her. Then he slammed his mouth down on hers. Lightning flashed through her body, and he took everything she had to offer and more.
A set of hands cupped her full, heavy breasts while another set moved up her legs. This was what she had been waiting for, dreaming about, wanting. Both men with their hands on her.
Trevor broke the kiss, panting. It was his hands that were cupping her. “Take this off! Let me feel you.”
Annabelle didn’t have to be told twice. She pulled her shirt over her head and watched as Trevor licked his lips.
“Yes.” He groaned before bending and licking one of her hard nipples.
Annabelle moaned and her hands went to the back of his head.
Trevor lifted his head. “We’re just getting started,” he promised.
She nodded her willingness. He smiled and placed a quick kiss against her lips.
“Then just lay back and enjoy.” He took her hands and moved them over her head. “Let the games begin,” he murmured then went back to her body.
His mouth lavished on her breast sucking in a nipple before flicking it with his tongue. Mac moved his body up hers and followed suit with the other breast. Annabelle arched into their mouths as she trembled
in delight. They gave her body all the attention it demanded until Annabelle could only close her eyes and drift in the intense pleasure.
Mac’s hands were softer and gentler than Trevor’s were. Just like their kisses, they were different from one another, but matched. Each giving her what she craved. Hands started to pull her pants down, and she opened her eyes to see.
Trevor leaned over her with something in his hand. “Shh…trust us,” he told her and ran the silk over her breasts, up her neck, to her face.
She knew what he had planned when he started to tie it around her eyes. “Trevor?”
“It’s okay. We want you to enjoy this. It will add to your pleasure.”
Her throat dry, Annabelle nodded.
Trevor kissed the tip of her nose before moving away. She had to guess that it was Mac kissing and nibbling the flesh of her stomach, moving down to where she wanted him most.
A weight beside her head told her that Trevor had come back, then her hands were lifted from the pillow.
“Just relax,” Trevor coaxed as something hard and cold wrapped around her wrist.
It wasn’t until she heard the click that she realised he had just handcuffed her. The other wrist was picked up and the same was done. Annabelle yanked on them but they were secured to the bed.
“Don’t break those, darling, they’re Mac’s favourite pair,” Trevor teased.
Annabelle had never been handcuffed before, or blindfolded for that matter, but even the small amount of nerves disappeared as she felt four hands on her body. Opening her thighs wider and lifting her bottom up.
“Such a pretty pussy,” Trevor commented from wherever he had moved.
“I can’t wait to taste it,” Mac agreed.
Annabelle was ready to scream for him to taste her, but instead of a mouth, she felt only one long finger rub the wetness of her folds. Teasing, moving up and down, but never penetrating. Circling her clit with a light pressure not enough to satisfy her hungry.
“Please stop teasing me!” she pleaded.
She heard their chuckles.
“Well, you heard the lady,” Trevor said before a mouth touched her, and she could feel the soft lap of a tongue run between her.
“Yes!” she cried as the tongue stiffened and stabbed inside. She moved her hips, trying to take it in deeper.
 “Oh God!” Mac moaned. “She tastes wonderful. Hot, spicy cream.”
“Let me see,” Trevor demanded before Annabelle felt his tongue invade her pussy. Harder and deeper than Mac’s had been. Then it, too, was gone.
“Please,” she begged.
That started a game of Guess Whose Tongue. Mac and Trevor took turns tasting her until she couldn’t tell whose mouth was on her at what time.
Fingers entered along with those talented tongues, and she rode them fast and furious. Right before she exploded, a mouth moved up to her clit, sucked deeply, then bit down gently.
She screamed as fluid escaped from her body, her pussy convulsed, and her orgasm rushed through her body.
“We’re not done,” Trevor told Annabelle as he untied the blindfold then removed the cuffs.
They had taken positions on either side of her, and Trevor rubbed her wrists as he released her hands. She looked from him to Mac with a satisfied, but wicked grin.
“If we’re not finished, then you both are wearing too many clothes,” she told them with excitement sparkling in her eyes.
He grinned at Mac as the other man started to tear his clothes off. Annabelle moved to her knees to help him. Once Mac’s clothes were off, they turned to Trevor.
“Your turn,” Mac told him as he reached over.
They all knelt in the middle of the bed until each one was naked. Then Annabelle ran her hands over Trevor’s chest running her fingers over his sensitive flesh before turning and doing the same to Mac.
While she was busy, Trevor moved behind her and pulled her into his lap. The hard evidence of his desire nestled between her ass checks. He rubbed against her, and she responded with a moan.
Trevor’s cock jumped at the sound. Mac moved farther between her legs, sandwiching her between them. As Trevor sat back on his heels with her on his lap, Mac wrapped her legs around his waist as he moved closer to Trevor’s lap. Trevor’s cock throbbed in anticipation as Mac paused at Annabelle’s entrance and waited.
“Mac’s going to fuck you now, honey. Hard and fast,” he whispered in her ear.
She moaned and arched her back.
“Hang on,” he told her and nodded to Mac.
With his legs outside Trevor’s but against him, Mac held her hips as he plunged inside. The motion rocked Trevor back as he held Annabelle for Mac’s strokes.
Annabelle gripped Mac’s shoulders as he pounded in and out of her. Each time Mac thrust inside her, she would slam back against Trevor, keeping his cock trapped and rubbing against him. He pushed up and held Annabelle by her legs so Mac could enter deeply. Rubbing against her, he matched his strokes to Mac’s.
Annabelle started to shake in his arms as she threw her head back and cried out her release. Mac stiffened and groaned as he found his own completion.
When Mac withdrew from a limp Annabelle, Trevor pushed and had Mac landing on his back with Annabelle sprawled over him.
Trevor picked her up by her hips and entered her with one hard thrust. Her body tightened around him welcoming and hot. It only took a half of dozen strokes when he felt his balls draw up and he shot his seed deep inside her.
* * * *
Mac watched the rise and fall of Annabelle’s chest as she slept. She lay between him and Trevor curled up in a tight ball. She looked peaceful in sleep, and he knew she would forever have a place in their bed. Scooting closer, he leaned over and kissed her softly.
She moaned and rubbed her face on the pillow.
“Hey, baby.” He placed kisses down her cheek to her neck.
She moaned again and moved to lie on her back, giving him better access. Sucking her delicate skin into his mouth, he marked her skin. He smiled as her eyes opened.
“Good morning,” she said, rubbing her eyes.
“Good morning,” he answered.
She looked over at Trevor who was still lightly snoring to her other side.
“He snores,” she complained.
Mac laughed and nuzzled her neck. “You weren’t complaining while you slept like a rock,” he teased.
She reached up and ran her fingers through his hair. “I didn’t notice then.”
“Want to wake him?” Mac suggested, an idea coming to mind.
Her eyes sparkled, and she licked her lips. “We could do that.”
Mac moved and allowed her to crawl between Trevor’s thighs.
“Just suck him, sweetheart, no matter what,” Mac told her, grabbing the lube from the nightstand
drawer.
“Mmm, no problem,” she practically purred.
Mac nodded, and she bent down and licked the head of Trevor’s morning woody. Trevor’s legs moved but he didn’t wake.
“That’s it, honey, suck him down deep,” Mac encouraged.
With her on her hands and knees, her ass up in the air, she engulfed Trevor’s cock while wiggling her hips. Mac couldn’t help running his fingers through her slick sex, glad to see she was already wet.
While she moved her head up and down, taking Trevor in, Mac opened the well used bottle of lube and slicked up his fingers. Bending down beside her, he pushed Trevor’s legs farther apart and circled the puckered hole. Mac made sure his finger was well lubed before he started to push the digit in. Trevor’s body jumped, and Mac knew he was awake.
“A man could get used to waking like this,” Trevor told them in a husky voice.
Mac looked up at him and winked. “Only when you’re a good boy.”
Trevor wrapped his arms around his legs and pulled them up to his chest, giving Mac more room to work. “Then I plan to be very good. Oh God!” He groaned. “Annabelle baby, that is so good.”
Annabelle hummed but didn’t stop her attention to Trevor’s cock. Mac wrapped his free hand in her hair to feel connected with her while he inserted a second finger and scissored the digits inside Trevor.
Trevor’s hips bucked, and he moaned as his body tightened around Mac’s fingers and Annabelle swallowed his seed. Once she licked him clean she lifted her head and smiled at Mac.
“I think we did good,” she whispered, and he once again felt deep love for her.
Trevor sat up and grabbed each of them, bringing them up to his chest. He kissed Annabelle deeply before turning and doing the same with Mac.
Mac sucked on Trevor’s tongue as it invaded his mouth. When Trevor pulled back from him, they both saw Annabelle staring at them.
“That is so hot. I would have never believed watching two men kiss could be so arousing,” Annabelle whispered as she raised her fingers to trace Mac’s lips.
Mac’s heart pounded as he heard her words of acceptance. For generations, wolves have been very sexual creatures. Never had gender been an issue for them. Mating bonds happened, and when they did, it could be with any gender and number of people.
His sister was mated to three men. The four lived just across the lake. Sarah was expecting her first child, and her three mates were currently in protection mode. Sarah getting pregnant had enhanced Mac’s own need for his female mate. He’d always been happy with Trevor, but had known they were missing a piece.
Trevor cupped his cheek, and Mac turned his head to meet his serious gaze. “Penny for your thoughts,”
Trevor murmured.
“This is it. We’re complete.” Mac told him.
Trevor granted him a boyish smile before kissing him. “Yes, we are.”
Annabelle was still watching them, and Mac pushed the hair back from her face. She leaned into his touch as he bent his head to kiss her. Trevor rolled out from under them as Mac pushed Annabelle back and settled between her legs.
“Let’s take care of us now,” he told her and rubbed his cock over her wet swollen folds.
“Oh yes, please,” she answered, arching her back.
Mac looked over his shoulder to where Trevor had moved and grinned.
Trevor smiled back and nodded. “Don’t keep our girl waiting or I might have to take your place.”
Mac gave him a mock growl before turning his attention back to Annabelle. He kissed her gently before thrusting inside in one deep stroke. Her body tightened around him even as she cried out. Mac moved in and out of her snug pussy, picking up his speed with each solid stroke.
He wasn’t surprised when he felt Trevor’s fingers, cold and lubed, against his ass check. He felt the pressure when Trevor pushed against his opening before his finger slipped inside. Annabelle chose that moment to squeeze him with her inner muscles and he almost lost control.
Mac clenched his teeth in effort to make sure Annabelle found pleasure first. He deepened each thrust as he held her legs close to her chest. Trevor’s fingers worked magic inside him, causing every nerve in his body to scream. Mac grunted with every stroke as Annabelle accepted him inside her body and Trevor teased him.
He lost it when the head of Trevor’s cock pushed through the outer rings of his anus. His body drew tight as Annabelle exploded and milked him and Trevor slipped in root deep. Annabelle screamed her own release as each stroke from Trevor pushed Mac deeper. Trevor rode him hard until Mac achieved completion, his yowl echoed in the room.
Chapter Five
Annabelle looked around the crowded yard in awe. She recognised numerous members of the company gathered around eating hamburgers and laughing with friends. Mac’s secretary being one of them.
The older woman had smiled and waved at her when Annabelle had arrived with Trevor and Mac at Trevor's parent’s house.
“You okay?” Mac asked her as he tightened his arm around her waist.
“All of these people can change into wolves?” she asked, not sure she really wanted to know. How could she never have suspected any of this?
“Most of them, yes. The others are their mates,” Mac told her.
Annabelle continued to look across the lawn until she caught Trevor’s eye. He smiled, but she didn’t miss the flash of lust in his eyes. Annabelle’s body responded even after the morning activities and the repeat in the shower. Watching Trevor pound into Mac as they both stood under the water spray, Annabelle couldn’t help but touch herself. Trevor had turned his head and commanded her to take Mac in her mouth.
She’d been happy to comply, and after she had sucked him dry, they had turned those beautiful mouths on her. Just thinking about it made her panties wet, and she shifted to try to relieve the pressure building.
Mac pulled her closer to him and chuckled in her ear. “Damn, baby. Whatever you’re thinking is making you hot.”
Annabelle felt her mouth drop open as looked at him. “How do you know that?”
He kissed the side of her head before answering. “As your mate, I can smell it. So can Trevor.”
Annabelle looked over and saw Trevor making his way to them with long, determined strides. Before he could reach them, a pregnant woman stepped into Annabelle’s eye line.
“Hi. You must be Annabelle.”
She looked over the pretty blonde and smiled. “Yes.”
“Annabelle, this is my sister Sarah,” Mac introduced the two women.
“Oh!” Surprised, she looked at Mac for just a moment before giving her attention back to the woman. “It’s so nice to meet you.”
The woman sighed in pleasure then wrapped her arms around Annabelle in a comfortable hug. Annabelle hugged her back.
“You have no idea how glad I am to meet you.” Sarah told her. “That Mac and Trevor found their mate.”
Trevor had reached them and overheard what she had said. “As are we.” He hugged the other woman before placing a soft kiss on Annabelle’s lips. “These are Sarah’s mates,” he said, gesturing to the three men standing only a few feet away.
Annabelle looked at the three men then back at Trevor. “All of them?”
Sarah laughed, but was the one who answered, “Yep, all three.”
Annabelle found herself smiling as the woman looked lovingly at her men.
“Lucky you,” Annabelle commented not knowing what else to say.
Everyone, but Trevor laughed. He growled and stole her from Mac’s embrace. “The two of us are enough for you,” he told her before his mouth slammed down on hers.
Annabelle gave herself over to him as her body flared to life. She heard someone clear their throat, but it wasn’t until Trevor pulled away she realised that they were still out in the open surrounded by tons of people.
“Let the girl breathe,” a new voice joined in, and Annabelle turned in the direction it came from.
Trevor let out a loud cry and raced over and grabbed the other man. In a display of strength, he picked the man up and hugged him.
Confused, Annabelle searched Mac’s face, but the huge smile told her that the new man was no danger to her mate. Mate? Annabelle shook her head at her thinking. She was starting to sound like the people who surrounded her.
Trevor put the man down but kept his arm around his shoulder as the two walked back towards their group.
“Annabelle, this is my brother Shawn,” he introduced with pride in his voice.
She could see the resemblance now that they stood side by side. “Nice to meet you,” she told him politely.
His smile was genuine as he came closer. “And nice to meet you, little sister.” He kissed her cheek then her lips.
Trevor growled, but his brother ignored him. He then leaned over and placed a soft kiss on Mac’s lips. “Great to see you too.”
“That’s enough,” Trevor demanded.
Mac laughed and pushed the man away playfully. “Stop getting your brother riled up!”
Shawn only shrugged before he looked at Sarah.
“Don’t even think about it,” she told him but leaned over and kissed his cheek. “I have enough problems with these three’s over protectiveness.”
 “We are not overprotective,” one of the men answered and crossed his arms over his chest.
Sarah only waved her hand in front of her dismissively. “Of course not, honey,” She agreed but turned and winked at Annabelle.
* * * *
Trevor stretched his arms over his head and looked around the large, round table. His mates sat on either side of him. His mates sat on either side of him. His brother was next to Mac, and Sarah was next to Annabelle, her mates on her other side.
This was what he had been waiting for his entire life. His family inside the pack. Growing up in such openness and love had been wonderful, but he had needed his mates.
He ran one hand down Annabelle’s back as she bent forward, talking to Mac’s sister. He felt her shiver and knew it was with excitement. He was just leaning closer to her when he heard Mac.
“So you are staying in town?”
Trevor looked over in time to see his brother nod.
Shawn took a pull of his beer before elaborating. “It’s time for me to settle down. I’ve been gone for too many years working at protecting everyone else.” His gaze shifted, and he met Trevor’s eyes. “It time for me to claim my own mates.”
Even though he shouldn’t have been, Trevor was surprised. It was a very natural instinct to mate, but Shawn had always fought it. His brother admitting the need only showed how strong the mating bond was.
“Do you have any idea who your mates are?” Trevor couldn’t help but to ask.
His brother frowned and looked away. “I might.”
Trevor reached over and grabbed his hand. He understood what Shawn was going through. It hadn’t been too long ago that he realised Mac was his match. “It’s not always easy but it will be right.”
Shawn squeezed his hand. “Thank you. I’m sure it will be fine.” He tried to smile but Trevor noticed it didn’t reach his eyes. He promised himself to talk to his brother in more depth when they were alone.
“Are you looking for a job?” Mac interrupted.
Trevor laughed as he moved back once again. His man was always looking for the best. And after several years in the military then with his own security company, Shawn was the best.
“I’m not sure what I’m going to do. I could move my company out here, but I don’t see a big need for it. This is the safest place I know of,” Shawn admitted.
 “Well, I may have some ideas about that.” Mac scooted forward onto the edge of his chair and Trevor knew it would be a while before he was finished trying to talk Shawn into going to work for him. He shifted and went back to trying to seduce Annabelle into a quick meet in the house.
* * * *
“Are you sure you’re going to be okay?” Mac asked, pulling his shirt over his head.
Annabelle watched as the muscles on his arms stretched and licked her lips. She had walked into the thick wooded area with Mac and Trevor where they prepared to change into their other forms and run.
“I’m sure,” she told him as she looked away from his gorgeous body. Unfortunately, she looked over at Trevor, who already had his shirt off and was working his jeans down his hips. She bit her lip to hold in a moan.
Trevor looked up and caught her watching him. “Keep looking at us like that and we will forget about the run and go back inside.”
Annabelle laughed and took a step back. “No way! Sarah told me how cranky wolves get when they can’t run free under the moon.” Mac’s sister had shared a lot with her during the day. Annabelle didn’t think she had ever been as close to another female as she felt with Sarah. Theirs had been an instant bond between the women. Sarah had told her it was because of the bond they shared with Mac. They were now family.
“Just make sure to stay here and wait,” Mac said, coming up from behind and placing his hands on her shoulders. “The others know you’re here so no one else will come into this area.”
Annabelle nodded. She watched as both men finished undressing. Each gave her a kiss before standing in front of her. Annabelle couldn’t keep her eyes from travelling over their naked and aroused bodies.
“Just enjoy your run,” she told them.
Trevor dropped to the ground first, and Mac followed suit quickly. The air around her seemed to shimmer then it began.
Slowly the forms of her two men altered. Arms and legs were covered with fur, their bodies contorted, and they rolled as they shifted.
She watched until the transformation was complete, then two wolves stood in front of her. The smaller one, which she knew was Mac, slowly walked towards her and brushed against her leg.
She couldn’t help but to jump when his fur came into contact with her skin. But he waited patiently until she reached down and ran her hand through the thick pelt that now covered his body.
“Beautiful,” she murmured.
Trevor came up to her other hand, and before she knew it, she was rubbing both men down. Trevor nipped at her, and she released them.
“Okay. Go run and hurry back to me.” She laughed.
The wolves stared at her then took off running. Annabelle clasped her hands together as she watched the unbelievable.
She moved to sit against the trunk of a large tree and settled in to wait. Her eyes drifted closed sleepily as she thought about everything that had happened in only a day’s time.
Annabelle could feel the tongue run over her collarbone and up her neck. She tilted her head to the side to give him better access.
It wasn’t until she felt the rough patch against her skin that she opened her eyes and found herself face to face with a wolf.
“Oh!” Laughing, she pushed the big black wolf away. “Change back to a human first!”
The wolf gave a full body shake then walked a few steps and stopped beside the other wolf.
If wolves could look amused, they were. Well, she could play games to.
Annabelle stood but stayed by the tree. “Okay, if you don’t want to change back…” She reached down to the hem of her shirt and pulled it over her head. “Just remember you can’t touch me until you change forms.”
She unsnapped her shorts and wiggled her hips as she pulled them down. The black wolf took a step towards her, but she shook a finger at him. “No!”
He stopped and Annabelle finished moving her shorts down her legs. She kicked her flip-flops off and stood only in her bra and panties.
Mac tilted his head to the side to study her.
“No? Still not changing back?” she taunted, running her hands up her stomach to cup her breasts. Her nipples were already hard, and she pinched and pulled on them.
“Feels good,” she told them as she caressed herself through the silk fabric.
Trevor threw his head back and howled. Annabelle jumped back then Mac was howling with him. The air moved, and she knew they were about to shift.
Annabelle smiled to herself as they started to turn and ran her fingers over the damp crotch of her panties. Knowing she was only moments from incredible pleasure made her body feel heavy and needy. She slipped her fingers between her and the barrier of her panties. She was already wet when she started to tease her folds.
The guys had almost finished the transformation when she pushed one digit inside. Annabelle moaned as she added a second, imaging them being fingers of one of her men.
 “She has a problem with touching herself.” Trevor’s husky voice invaded her thoughts.
Annabelle’s eyes popped open and she realised she hadn’t even known she’d closed them.
“Maybe we should teach her a lesson,” Mac said, agreeing with Trevor.
Annabelle licked her lips, inviting them to join her. Trevor grunted and was on her before she could remove her fingers. His arms closed around her as his mouth took possession of hers. Annabelle’s arms were trapped so she could only lean into him as she lost all her senses.
She barely felt the second pair of hands unclasp her bra before moving down to her hips. Annabelle moaned into Trevor’s mouth. Mac yanked her panties down while Trevor picked her up off her feet. Once they were removed, she wrapped her legs around Trevor’s waist and pressed intimately against him.
Trevor finally broke the kiss and looked deeply into her eyes. “You are our mate, Annabelle. Tonight we will seal it," he told her.
Words failed her so she only nodded.
“You have to agree. You have to say yes,” Trevor told her.
Annabelle could see the emotions in his eyes and knew he was worried. Mac was pressed against her back, and he nuzzled her neck.
“Say yes. Please say yes,” he practically begged.
Annabelle’s voice trembled. “Yes. Of course, yes.”
Mac rested his head against her back. “Thank God.” Then he leaned over and kissed Trevor. “She said yes.”
Trevor looked relieved. “Thank you, baby. You won’t ever regret it.”
As he walked, carrying her to a soft patch of grass, Annabelle knew he was right. She would never regret loving these two men.
So they could turn into animals. In the big picture, it seemed like such a small thing compared to living without them.
Trevor laid her down and covered her body with his. “We both have to take you.”
Annabelle knew what he was saying. And she wanted it. With all her heart, she ached to belong to these two men. “I want that.”
“We also have to bite you, to take your blood, to seal the bond,” Trevor continued to explain.
“Yes. Whatever it takes.”
Trevor dipped his head. Annabelle kissed him with everything she had to show him that this was what she wanted. He moved away then Mac was there. Annabelle held onto the back of his head as she thrust
her tongue inside his mouth.
He nipped her bottom lip as they separated. Trevor was back beside her and showed her a bottle of lube. “Let us prepare you, baby. Let us make you feel so good.”
“Please.”
Trevor helped her sit up and roll over. Annabelle positioned herself on all fours as Trevor’s fingers brushed over her weeping pussy. She was already ready for them. She pushed against his hand, and he chuckled.
“Hold on,” he ordered.
“Now. I want you both now,” she complained.
“Keep her busy,” Trevor instructed.
Mac moved in front of her and gripped her hair, showing her just how he planned to distract her. The feel of Mac’s cock pushing in her mouth was enough to keep her thoughts away from Trevor’s fingers.
As Mac pushed himself inside and slid in and out of her mouth, Annabelle closed her eyes. His strong, spicy flavour was his alone and was almost branded in her memory.Mine . The two men were hers.
Mac’s hand tightened, and she tilted her head back to take him deeper in her throat. He groaned and his hips whipped faster.
“Don’t you dare come.” Trevor’s voice invaded the fog her mind was in.
It was only then she realised that she was moving her hips, slamming back against his hand as his fingers moved inside her pussy.
“Hurry!” Mac panted out.
Trevor only grunted in response and moved his fingers from her sex to her back entrance. She felt him circle her puckered hole before he started to push inside. She moaned around Mac’s cock at the slight sting then pleasure. Once his finger was seated deep inside, he moved it around, and Annabelle’s hips bucked. She pressed back against him, wanting more.
Trevor didn’t disappoint as he continued to prepare her with two fingers then three. Mac had slowed his own movements, drawing out each time he pushed between her lips.
“Ready baby?” Trevor asked, kissing the small of her back. Unable to talk, she moaned in response.
“Mac.”
Mac pulled out of her mouth with a wet sloppy pop. He lay down under her, and Annabelle shifted so she could straddle his waist. He gripped her hips and held her as she slowly pushed down and he slid through her slick folds. They both moaned when she was seated.
“Not going to last,” Mac panted.
Annabelle rocked her hips, lifted off, then slammed down. Trevor moved his hand to her lower back and pushed her down to rest against Mac’s chest before he covered her.
Gently he started to invade her virgin ass. His fingers had helped prepare her, but the thickness of his cock was different. Her body tensed.
“Relax baby,” he whispered against her ear.
She nodded, trying to do that, and he moved in another inch. Her breath caught in her throat, and she almost told him to stop. Then Mac’s mouth was on hers, kissing her, pulling her into a deep erotic dance, and she forgot everything else.
Trevor’s hands tightened on her hips, and she pulled away from Mac when Trevor pushed harder and fully entered her.
It felt wonderful. Being filled by her two men. Like a dance, they both started to move, and she cried out as her body tightened.
“You fill so good. So tight.” Trevor spoke softly.
Annabelle arched her back as they continued to thrust in and out. Her body screamed for release, and she whimpered in need for completion. Mac slammed up, and Annabelle fell over the edge and cried out into the night as her orgasm ripped through her body.
Two mouths went to opposite sides of her throat, and she felt the sharp punctures as teeth bit into her skin.
Another orgasm flowed, and Annabelle saw spots dance before her eyes as she heard the echoes of her men reaching their own releases.
* * * *
Annabelle rubbed her face against her pillow before opening her eyes. She popped her head up, seeing that she was once again in a bed. She was lying between Trevor and Mac, and both men were watching her.
“How’d we get in here?”
Trevor pulled her on top of his naked but fully awake body. “We carried you in last night.”
Annabelle wiggled her hips, moving down and straddled his legs. “Last night?”
“You were very tired,” Mac told her, against her back.
“Well, I had reason to be.” She wrapped her hand around Trevor’s morning erection. “You boys aren’t too tired, are you?”
Mac responded by pressing his hard cock against her inviting pussy. “What do you think?”
Annabelle laughed and pumped Trevor, pulling a moan from him.
“We don’t have a lot of time to play games this morning if we are going to get back to the city,” Mac told her as he started to slide inside.
Annabelle pushed back. “We’re leaving?”
“We need to move your things into our house before we all have to go to work Monday,” Trevor said as his hips jerked up.
“Move my stuff?”
“You’re our mate. We want you with us all the time. You had to expect this,” Trevor told her his tone serious.
“I never thought that far ahead,” she managed to tell them. How they expected her to think about anything while they loved her body she couldn’t imagine. Even though the subject was important, all she really wanted was to feel them.
Mac plunged inside, and Annabelle’s body tightened.
“But okay, enough playing.” She would agree to anything as long as they kept touching her. Although she knew if she said that she would get herself into trouble later on. Both Trevor and Mac would probably use any excuse later to touch her, make love to her, just to get their way. She should really care about that. But she didn’t. She was happy.
Both men laughed while she arched and took Mac deeper.
“What about me?” Trevor complained.
Annabelle licked her lips teasingly “Oh just be patient.”
Trevor growled and scooted back, leaving her on her hands and knees in front of him. The new position allowed Mac to push deeper inside.
Trevor wrapped his hands in her hair and pushed her face down. She knew what he wanted and was more than willing to comply. In fact, sucking Trevor might have become one of her favourite past times.
She engulfed his cock as he lifted his hips.
Trevor fucked her mouth in time with Mac. When she cried out and tipped over the edge, they both fell with her.
Epilogue
Annabelle buttoned her pinstriped jacket while looking in the full-length mirror that was on the back of the bathroom door she now shared with Trevor and Mac.
The house in the city was large and beautiful, and she’d immediately felt right at home there. It was done in casual but tasteful décor, and she loved every bit of it.
Both men had spent all afternoon the day before helping her pack what she needed for the week and making arrangements for the rest of her stuff. They hadn’t been happy when they had first seen her tiny apartment, but she reminded them that she would not be returning. Mac had asked her several times what she had been spending her money on if it hadn’t been for a decent place. She just smiled and kept her secret for now. They would find out about her savings account soon. She planned to spoil her men rotten.
“Are you almost ready, honey?”
Annabelle looked over as Mac walked up behind her.
“What if someone finds out that I am living with you and Trevor?” Annabelle asked, still fumbling with her buttons.
Mac turned her, brushing her fingers aside and taking care of the task for her. “You forget that half of the staff already knows.”
Annabelle immediately felt better. Mac was right. She had seen several members of the staff at the barbeque over the weekend. They knew about her relationship with Trevor and Mac, and she knew their secret too.
“I guess I’m just a little nervous,” she admitted.
Mac finished with her jacket and kissed her cheek. “We both love you, Annabelle. That is the only thing that matters.”
Annabelle smiled as she reached out and straightened Mac’s tie. “I love you too. This is just happening so fast.”
“What’s going on in here?” Trevor demanded from the doorway.
Mac grinned at her before turning to him. “Just reassuring our girl that we love her and everything is going to be fine at work.”
Trevor stepped into the bathroom and crowded both of them. “He’s right. We do love you and everything is perfect.”
Annabelle couldn’t argue with them. When they surrounded her, everything was perfect. “Okay. I’m ready.”
Annabelle tried to move around them, but Trevor stopped her with a hand on her elbow.
“I need to ask a favour though.”
Annabelle licked her lips, teasing him. “Another one?”
Both men laughed at her joke and the sound echoing in the bathroom had her body coming to life.
Trevor pushed up against her. “Promise us that you will have lunch with Mac and me in his office today.”
Annabelle had a pretty good idea what they would be eating. Oh, she wanted to agree right away, but she thought they deserved to be teased a little. She knew exactly how both men would react. “I’ll have to see how busy I am.”
Trevor growled and pulled her tighter against him, his erection pushing against her hip. “We’re not leaving until you promise.”
She looked over at Mac for help, but he stood close giving her the same needy look.
Annabelle sighed. “All right, I guess I can meet you for lunch,” She barely kept her grin hidden. Oh yeah, she knew her men.
Trevor kissed her neck and pulled her out of the room. “Like you were ever going to say no.”
She laughed and tossed her hair over her shoulder. “Just remember you owe me two now.” And she could think of a lot of yummy ways to have them repay her.
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