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 Chapter One

 "No!" Jada yelled in frustration as the stench of burning toast filled her small kitchen. Rushing to the toaster, she popped the bread out and stared at the blackened bread with disgust. "Dammit!"

 Flinching as the hot toast burnt her fingertips, she played handball with the two pieces and finally threw them down on the counter. Shaking her head, Jada scrunched her face in distaste as she scraped the black off her bread, but she hated waste and refused to throw her battered breakfast away. When she was done, she buttered it before taking a hesitant bite. Quickly brewing a cup of tea, she sipped at the drink to stop the indigestion from the butter she could feel licking its way around her chest before heading over to the small Juliet balcony that was the main feature of her apartment. The feature was the only thing that had sold her on the damned place. It was in the wrong area to be convenient for work. It was surrounded by married couples and families, and her friends all lived miles away from the place. But she'd loved the balcony on first sight, and, like the impulsive idiot she was, that had been that.

 She leaned over the railing and sighed down at the sight of all the happy families enjoying the first day of their weekend. She wasn't jealous, not really, more resigned to the fact that she would never be a part of those happy trios and quartets she saw below in the gardens of her street. Closing her eyes, she took a deep breath, thrust the twinge of pain away and continued to drink her tea and people watch. She had never really fit in on this street and never would unless she had both a man and a baby backing her. To the married mothers, she wasn't an advantageous friend to have because she was both a threat and useless. She'd found out early on that they maintained the belief that every single woman was after their beloved husband, and she couldn't be useful enough to be called upon to baby sit in times of urgency.

 It was a very isolated life she led in this building, one that reminded her of her infertility on what seemed like an hourly basis. But somehow, even though she'd had many an opportunity to move, she liked her apartment. She liked living here, despite the constant reminder of what troubled her most in life, which was why she'd stayed where she was for the past three years.

 Maybe she was just a glutton for punishment?

 Draining her cup of tea, she returned to the kitchen to leave it in the sink and headed to her front door where she'd left the mail from the day before on the entry hall table. Sorting through the usual bills and junk, she quirked a brow in surprise at a thick envelope. She was quick to note that the stationary was very expensive and looked at the handwriting on the front of it. Smiling, she realized who the sender was. She glanced at the rest of the unimportant mail, discarded it on the table, and returned to her balcony to read the unusual letter.

 Jada opened the letter slowly, excited. She never got mail unless it was a bill or junk. And this mail was special, she'd known from the handwriting that it was from her old friend Larissa. She read both the invitation and the cover letter. Shaking her head in exasperation, she couldn't help but smile as she read her friend's informal words which were in direct contrast with the formal, over the top invitation. Larissa lived in la-la land most of the time, cushioned by her father's wealth and love and now her husband's, but she was a lovely woman and a wonderful friend. It had saddened her greatly when Larissa had decided to leave America for good to marry and settle in the land of her ancestors, Scotland. That had been over two years ago and still she missed her.

 With a grin, she scanned the invitation again. A thrill of excitement washed over her as she fingered the lush envelope.

 I, Larissa Montgomery, cordially invite Jada Smith to a masquerade . . . .

 There was something very child-like about Larissa, always playful and teasing. It was a quality that Jada had always enjoyed and now missed very much. Fortunately, getting hitched hadn't changed her friend one little bit. But she hadn't realized until this moment how large a gap Larissa had left in her life. Sure they still spoke on the phone and by email. Only last week they'd been instant messaging each other, but it just wasn't the same.

 She reached for the phone hanging nearby on the wall of her kitchen and then perched her butt on the railing of the balcony and dialed her friend's number.

 "Jada!" Larissa exclaimed, unable to conceal her excitement.

 Jada couldn't help but smile as she replied, "Lari! I just got your invite. What's all this about? Why so formal?" she teased.

 "Well, as you read already, it's a masquerade. That means I have to be formal!" she answered in exasperation at her friends questioning.

 Evidently that was explanation enough. Jada shook her head at her friends reasoning. She'd figured out long ago that some things only made sense to Larissa. "Ah," she acquiesced, "but just how eccentric is this going to be? If I know you, which I do, you didn't tell me everything in your letter. What's really going to be happening at this masquerade you have planned?"

 "I'm hurt," Larissa said, feigning indignation.

 Jada was tempted to roll her eyes. She knew better than to think that she'd wounded Lari. It took a lot more than that to offend her friend.

 "Not falling for it, huh?" she said a few moments later.

 "Nope, come on, spill! I want all the details."

 "You might be shocked if I tell you. I was sort of hoping you'd just come over and then find yourself unable to resist staying. Besides all that, you need a break, honey. You know you do."

 "Oh God, what is it you've got planned now? Is there going to be some sordid group orgy or something?" Jada joked. As the silence down the line registered, she squeaked, "You didn't deny it! Are you really going to have an orgy? Larissa! What the hell? You'd better start talking."

 "It's not an orgy, exactly. Don't forget, darling, I'm married and have a child. It's just a little get together for free time to play."

 It was obvious to Jada that Lari was choosing her words very carefully.

 "We're all consenting adults, Jada, nothing illegal is going to go on. Besides, when was the last time you got laid?" Larissa asked bluntly before answering her own question, "I'll just bet I know when it was. I bet it was two years ago when you left David because you couldn't handle telling him that you can't have children. God, Jada, aren't you going insane? I know your body must be feeling the strain. I sure as hell couldn't wait two weeks for sex, never mind going two damned years without it!"

 Jada heard a muted, 'Thank God for that,' in the background. She assumed Lari's new husband Alexander was listening in on his wife's conversation. With a groan, she mumbled, "Please tell me Alex didn't hear you say I haven't had sex for two years!"

 "Darling, it's not like he didn't already know! Hang on a second." Then, in an aside, she said, "Alex, go away! Be thankful you get what you get and don't make fun of poor Jada."

 Poor Jada heard Alex grumble in the background.

 "Don't worry about Alexander, honey, he feels as bad for you as I do. Take it from someone who has a sex life, you need to come to this party just to cum!"

 Larissa's laughter tinkled down the phone, making Jada want to grind her teeth. "And just what does Alex think about this orgy?"

 "Well, I don't think he's overly perturbed about it, Jada darling, seeing as he's helping me organize the damned thing! We take part together. It's all about variety with some stability."

 The last was said with such relish that Jada couldn't help but laugh at her friend's audacity. Shaking her head, she said, "This isn't the first one of these you've had, is it?"

 Larissa hesitated before she spoke again. "I would have invited you before, but I knew you wouldn't come, so I didn't bother to embarrass you with having to refuse. This is either the sixth or seventh event we've had. We hold them as and when the need calls."

 Jada frowned at the strange phrasing then sighed her acquiescence. "You're right. I do need to get laid. I reckon I'll be there."

 Larissa smiled at the crankiness in her friend's voice and asked gently, "I know you were a size six the last time we met. Have you lost or gained any weight in that time?"

 "Cheeky. I'm still a six. Why do you ask?"

 "Don't worry about it, it's just your costume for the party. But don't ask me about it, I picked it out especially for you. It's a surprise that'll have to wait until you get here."

 "Larissa," Jada warned, "you know I hate having stuff picked out for me. It's not risque, is it? Dammit, why couldn't you let me pick out my own outfits?"

 "Tut tut, I told you not to ask. I had to pick your outfits because I know you, you'd turn up in something that would make a nun look underdressed. Jada, just because you can't have a baby doesn't mean you have to dress like a schoolteacher. You're a sexy, beautiful young woman. None of that is diminished by your infertility. God, there's more usefulness to women than just as baby making machines! Getting back to what I was saying about the costumes, I've picked some appropriate outfits out for you. Some are old costumes of mine, so if you're not overly keen about them then you can swap them. But, don't worry, you know I'd never do anything to hurt you."

 Jada smiled weakly. Larissa knew how to get down to the bone. "I know you wouldn't. Thank you. I'm grateful, I promise. You're sure this is a good idea though?"

 "Of course it is! You'll have a fantastic time, and when you return to the U.S. you'll be feeling replete and sated, exactly how every woman should feel! Now, I have to go, darling, so take care and I'll see you when you get here. Have a safe flight." With that, Larissa quickly hung up.

 Jada was left sitting halfway between the silence of her apartment and the noise of the families below. She got to her feet, feeling both weary and excited, an odd combination of feelings, but it was how she felt. She was excited at the prospect of something forbidden and yet strangely she felt tired when she recalled Larissa's words.

 Her friend was right, she was young, could at times and when she tried, be sexy, yet she repressed the sensual woman because she couldn't let herself go with any of the men she dated. It went against all her principles to have casual sex. To her there was no point to love-making if there was no feeling behind the act. So because she didn't want to get involved in long-term relationships, because they only left her feeling heartbroken when they ended, she didn't involve herself in the short-term flings either. Perhaps this masquerade was just what she needed. She could enjoy sex for sex's sake, no need to place importance upon the feelings behind it. She just had to enjoy herself. But why did she feel like that was easier said than done?

 She put the phone back in its receiver on the wall and headed over to her bedroom. She started to grab some clothes from her closet with the intention of packing her case immediately.

 Perhaps the long dry spell wasn't so bad after all. It meant that she'd dedicated her free time to her work and therefore had a lot of vacation time saved up. She knew that Vic, her boss, would grumble, but would allow her to go. A lot of things had been getting her down at work recently. She'd been feeling the strain of having had no real vacation for the past two and a half years, and even Vic himself had suggested she take a break from the stress. Well, when she talked to him she would tell him that she was finally taking his advice and that she was off to bonny Scotland for a little while.

 * * * *

 With a deep inhalation, Jada allowed the fresh Scottish air to fill her lungs. Even in a congested train station the air was cleaner than the city she'd just left stateside! She looked forward to reaching Larissa's castle where the atmosphere was even purer and more rejuvenating.

 She stood on the train platform, amidst the flurry of exiting passengers, and just relished being in Scotland again. It had been a long time, but it was lovely to be back. Shaking off the happy memories of times when her family had vacationed with Larissa's, she left the station and immediately saw a man holding a card with her name on it. Larissa had sent her an email saying that one of her drivers would pick her up because she had to greet other guests. She'd also casually mentioned a surprise for her again.

 Jada walked over to the man holding the card and smiled. "I'm Jada Smith. Larissa Montgomery sent you, right?"

 "Yes, Miss Smith. My name's McDougall. Welcome to Scotland, and, more importantly, welcome to the Highlands. Did you have a pleasant journey?" McDougall asked, his kindly face wrinkling as he smiled. "I hope you did."

 "Thank you, M-McDougall, I did," she said his name hesitantly, unsure of whether it was his first or second name. Mentally shrugging it off, she answered his question, "My trip was as pleasant as can be expected, I suppose. It's a long flight and a long train ride, but I'm sure it will be worth it." She smiled at him and said conspiratorially, "Mrs. Montgomery said she had a surprise for me. Are you a part of that?"

 McDougall chuckled and said, "Aye, if you'll follow me, miss." He led her over to a Victorian carriage and laughed heartily at her look of delight. "Mrs. Montgomery said you'd appreciate the finery of this old thing. Mr. Montgomery recently discovered it in one of the unused barns. He just had it renovated for use and the Mrs. said that you would enjoy making an entrance in it. May I be so bold as to ask whether she was right, miss?"

 Jada grinned warmly. "Indeed she was, McDougall. Mrs. Montgomery knows me too well I'm afraid." She surveyed the coach and horses again with growing excitement. "Can I get in?"

 "Of course, miss." He held out a hand for her to hold and helped her up to sit in the two-seated carriage. She couldn't hide the smile that shone from her face as the carriage rocked from side to side as the pair of horses shuffled impatiently. Although a terrible rider herself, she loved the animals. As McDougall climbed into the carriage beside her, he settled himself and said, "This is a curricle, miss. This particular one is around two hundred years old we reckon."

 Jada peered out of the carriage and looked at it with fresh eyes. Two hundred years old! It was a two seater and wheeler, and the basic shape of the body was sledge-like, enough space for the passenger and driver and that was it. There was a canopy to protect the occupants from the weather, but little else. She didn't doubt that by the time she arrived at Larissa's, she would look like hell because of the wind whipping at her skin and hair, but it would be worth it, that she also didn't doubt!

 As McDougall cracked the whip and the beautiful chestnut horses rocked in to movement, the curricle easily started on its way.

 Settling back on to the seats, she was aware that the seats were padded comfortably and that the whole thing had to be more luxurious than the original. Having once read somewhere that the cushions had originally been padded with horse hair or straw, she knew immediately that the cushions she sat on were far too cozy for that.

 Jada relaxed and enjoyed the roadside view, smiled when people pointed at them and the sight of a Victorian carriage on very modern roads. Soon she dozed off, jet lag catching up with her very promptly, and was just as quickly woken up by the rocking of the carriage. Coming awake with a jolt, she shouted over the wind, "Is everything okay, McDougall?"

 "No need to worry, miss. It's just a rut in the road. We're nearly there. You should see the castle soon. Sorry to have woken you, but it was unavoidable."

 She smiled her understanding and sat back against the seat once more to enjoy the view of the castle coming into sight. It was an awe-inspiring building. As a child, she'd been very jealous of Larissa, sure that living in a real castle meant that she was a real princess. Smiling at her childish folly, she began to reminisce a little. Their families had vacationed here often and their parents still went on holiday together, but as her father had allowed Larissa full run of the castle, they no longer met here. Now they traveled to other parts of Europe and far flung Asia. It was amazing really how long all of their friendships had lasted.

 The castle didn't sprawl over acres and acres of land. It was very unusual in that it consisted of one tall building, five stories tall to be exact and attached to that was a smaller two story 'house'. The tall building was dotted with little windowed turrets, and small windows littered the walls, relics of the time when they were arrow-holes and crucial to the defense of the building. The castle had been built of a heavy cream stone that had weathered to a rosy and sometimes grayish hue, sporting a slated roof. Moss and lichen decorated the stone, and the 'house' had ivy crawling all over the front facade.

 Just looking at the castle made her smile. Somehow the Montgomeries had managed to retain the old world charm of the place and install all the modern luxuries. Double glazed windows had replaced open air or lead windows, and she recalled that central heating had been added to heat the place and was used in conjunction with the huge open fires. It had been made into a home, and that made it all the more lovely.

 As they drove over the driveway, expectation bubbled through her veins. She couldn't wait to see Larissa and Alex, and her little godson, Conall. It had been far too long since she'd seen them. Conall was almost three now. The last time they'd all seen each other had been at his baptism. It had been far too long.

 She was annoyed with herself that she hadn't taken more vacation time to catch up with her friends. Even for Larissa's wedding at her castle home and Conall's baptism in London, Jada had only visited for the weekend and taken either the Friday or Monday off from work and then dragged herself into the office with horrid jet lag and had just gotten down to business.

 Shaking her head in exasperation and annoyance at herself, she realized that she was more excited about seeing her friends than the party itself. Although she knew that she would enjoy herself, Larissa had stoutly told her that she intended to ensure Jada had sex at least twice. And once Larissa put you on one of her lists, that was it. So she had the prospect of some good sex ahead of her, but that didn't take her butterfly nerves away.

 Maybe she was a prude now, either that or just dull. It had been so long since she'd been to one of Larissa's parties, to any party. Had she stopped remembering how to have fun? God, she hoped not. But the thought didn't ease her nerves. What did help was the knowledge that it was a masquerade. She couldn't make a fool of herself if no one knew who she was. In fact, that settled her stomach instantly. She was free to not be herself. She had the luxury of pretending to be anyone she wanted. To think so was dangerously thrilling, but she knew that that would enable her to enjoy the festivities to the max.

 It was wonderful to be back at the castle, Jada admitted to herself as she jumped from the curricle as it pulled up outside the front entrance of the castle. For some reason it had always felt like a home away from home. Jada mentally reprimanded herself. She should have asked to come visit earlier than this because she immediately felt happier and more relaxed just being here. The last time she'd stayed at the castle was at Larissa's wedding reception, a time that had been both happy and sad for everyone.

 It had been sad because Larissa had left America, her parents had left the castle for good, and moved permanently to another estate with a view to travel around all their properties that dotted about the globe, meaning that it was the end of an era.

 It had been a happy because Larissa was so obviously in love with Alex that no one could wish anything but a long and lovely future for them both.

 It was nice to be here knowing that she was just here to enjoy the festivities. Her emotions weren't tied directly into this event as they had been at the wedding or at the baptism.

 "Jada!" someone shrieked so loudly that it actually echoed through the castle grounds.

 Looking for the source and locating it, she reciprocated and yelled, "Larissa!" before running forward to reach her best friend. They collided laughingly, hugging, and crying all at the same time. "It's fantastic to see you again!"

 "Tell me about it," Larissa said, grinning happily.

 They stood looking at each other for a few seconds, feeling the bonds that tied them together as family and friends, and they embraced again.

 "I just need to get my bag and then I can come join you," Jada said, smiling as Larissa grabbed her arm and linked them together.

 Waving a nonchalant hand, Larissa stopped, turned around, and called out to the driver, "McDougall, would you please take Jada's bag to her room? Thank you so much." Turning back to Jada, she spoke eagerly, "I want to show you around, darling."

 With that, Larissa dragged her forward through the huge wooden door.

 Jada chuckled happily. "It's wonderful to be here. Why has this always felt like my second home?"

 Pretending to think about it, Larissa tapped her chin and then said laughingly, "Hmm, maybe because it is? Oh, wait a minute. Here, you have to wear this, and I have to wear mine, as well." With a strong jerk, she tugged Jada into a small room at the beginning of the hall.

 Jada peered around suspiciously but saw nothing in the gloomy room. She jumped when Larissa practically bounded onto her and dragged something over her face.

 "Larissa? What the hell?" Jada asked, batting her hands like she would a pesky mosquito to push her friend away.

 "It's a masquerade. You have to be masked!!"

 "Why didn't you let me pick my own mask?"

 "Look, I'm your fairy godmother during this vacation, and where your appearance is concerned, I definitely want to be in charge!"

 She couldn't see that much of her friend in the gloom, but Jada was sure Larissa would be looking militant and her legs would be spread, hands on her hips. She couldn't help but smile at the mental image. When she wanted to, Larissa could be extremely domineering.

 "For God's sake, Lari. I'm not totally helpless!"

 Despite her words, both women could hear Jada's acceptance of Larissa's edict.

 "Can we get out of here? It's way too dark!"

 "Sure, come on. I still want to show you around."

 On stepping outside the room, Jada blinked at the bright light and studied her friend's mask intently. It covered nearly all of her face. It was obviously supposed to be a butterfly, but it was like no butterfly she'd ever seen. There was nothing childish about the shape of the creature, totally unlike the usual B-shaped wings. These wings were made of wire metal, swirls decorated them, allowing peeks at the face underneath. Balls of the same metal littered the sweeping curling edges of the swirls and bejeweled droplets fell from the wings. She could see Larissa underneath, but at the same time, it was easy to see where someone wouldn't be able to recognize her. It was a lovely mask and it suited Larissa's temperament and looks perfectly. "What am I if you're a butterfly? A moth?" Jada asked disparagingly. But she grinned at Larissa's look of annoyance.

 "I think you'll find that you look beautiful!"

 "I'm sure!" she replied condescendingly.

 Despite the beauty of the mask, Jada could see the mega-watt glare and allowed herself to be dragged away once more.

 They walked down the hallway, which was swathed with huge red velvet gold-edged banners. In a bizarre way, they looked as though red wax had been dripped over the walls. It looked magnificent, regal, and exciting. The chandeliers above them sparkled merrily. Candles were spread along the wall brackets, adding a Gothic edge to the whole scene. The ancient antiques that were littered about the place shone gently in the candlelight. The castle was very obviously in full party regalia.

 As Larissa pointed out little changes she'd made since having become chatelaine of the castle, Jada smiled at the happiness that colored her every word. She was glad that Larissa was enjoying her new life and home. She had done wonders with her home. It had always been beautiful, but with the added decorations it was even more opulent and lovely.

 The walk to her room shouldn't have taken long. Whenever she'd stayed before, Larissa's family had always given her the same room. She doubted that custom would have changed, so she assumed that Larissa was either taking her on a tour or she was trying to force her to circulate. It was probably the latter which was probably why it worked.

 They passed several men and women along the way. Some were short, some were tall, others were fat, while still more were thin. There was obviously no certain look for those in attendance. Until one particular man passed them, she was very aware that she'd found none of the men attractive behind their masks.

 Jada breathed a sigh of relief that this one man did something for her. He was different than the other men she'd seen, long and rangy with a leashed power that was obvious in every move he made. Blacker than black hair rippled over his skull, thick wavy locks chopped short to control them. Tall with a commanding presence, she felt her body quiver as their gazes clashed. Golden eyes behind his mask shocked her. Her mind argued that it was not possible to have golden eyes. She must not have gotten a good look at them. They had to have been an amber-brown color. The only time she'd seen similar coloring was on a documentary about wolves. Her lips quirked as she realized that his mask was that of a wolf. She'd been so stunned at the coloring of his eyes that she hadn't really taken in the rest of the picture. Unable to resist, she turned to watch him as he continued to walk down the hallway, but he continued on his way and she couldn't get a better look at him.

 She summoned a mental image of the mask, wondering even as she did if he would be wearing the same mask the next time she encountered him. To her surprise, she discovered her mind had very obligingly recorded far more details than she'd realized.

 Obviously, the mask was Japanese in design. Its starkness was shocking. The mask lovingly followed the contours of his face, leaving his lushly shaped mouth and strong shaven jaw bare. It was wolf-shaped in that the mask had a small snout that covered his nose, the eye holes were almond shaped, two small triangles adorned the very brim of the mask and acted as the wolf's ears. It was white, stark and simple, yet the designer had allowed for a thick line of red to decorate the mask. It swirled over the curves of the eyes, bracketed the snout. It looked shockingly like blood, as though the wolf had gone in for the kill, but she shook her head at that analogy. The mask and the man underneath were far too beautiful for that.

 Their gazes locked once more as he turned to look back at her.

 Jada shivered as pleasant darts of sensation rippled over her, pulsing through her pussy and peaking her nipples. She managed to detach herself from his gaze and felt like drooling over his predatory walk, each movement concise with a lethal edge to it. He looked dangerous. He looked sexy, and, God, she wanted him. Those darts of pleasure heated up as he managed to snare her gaze once more. She felt on edge, couldn't help but feel like prey he would love to devour. And, at the moment, she wanted nothing more than to be devoured. She groaned. It woke her from her trance, and she made herself ignore the man, turn, continue walking, and concentrate on what Larissa was saving. A shiver skated through her as the excitement began to wane.

 "Are you cold, darling?" Larissa asked, a look of worry etched on her brow.

 "Just a little. It's a lot warmer back home, you know?"

 "I know." Giving a hearty sigh, Larissa gave her a pointed look then admitted, "It's one of the things I miss. Every other want can be eased. Food can be sent over, you'll visit when you can, and we talk all the time, but the weather!" she said, groaning loudly. "God, I miss the sun sometimes. It always seems to be gray, and when I think I can't stand it one moment longer, the sun shines and lights every dark corner and seems to make everything sparkle. The grass looks greener, the sky bluer, and, straight away, I'm happy again."

 "I'm glad to hear it," Jada said, squeezing her friend's arm. "You deserve to be happy, honey. I'm glad you found Alex and that you love each other and now you have Conall! I couldn't wish for anything more for you."

 "I know, Jada, that's why you're such a wonderful friend. I just wish the same for you. You're thirty, for heaven's sake, yet you act like an elderly spinster. I refuse to let you waste any more of your life, Jada, because that's what you've been doing. I won't stand for it anymore. I can't bear to think of you back in the States, working every hour on the hour only to come home to an empty apartment. It's just not right, and, moreover, it can't be healthy for you. You have to stop feeling inadequate for the rest of your life. You're so much more than a womb, darling. Look at you! You're beautiful!" Larissa forcibly grabbed her by the shoulders and shoved her in front of a mirror along the hall. "You've seen some of the guests. Not everyone can pull off a mask, yet, look at you, you're beautiful with or without it." She quickly pulled the mask away so Jada could see her before and after image.

 "Larissa, I hear what you're saying. It's just a lot easier to say than to put into practice. How can I help but feel the way I do? Men have made me feel this way! I've been serious with three men since college, two of them ended it because of my infertility, and I ended the last before he could, because I just couldn't bear to tell him, I couldn't bear for him to know and then break up with me just like the others did. For me, splitting up is as inevitable as night turning into day. I won't deny that I want to have a partner. I just haven't found the right one yet one who accepts that I can't have kids, and, as you say, darling, I'm only thirty. There's plenty of time to find the perfect guy." Jada gave her friend a smile and then jokingly said, "By the way, I like the mask."

 "And so you should, it's lovely!"

 It really was lovely. The part that covered her face was very simple, like the eye mask she wore to sleep but with holes for sight. The edges were sharp and angular, a simple black satin. Gathered at the side of her head was a large cluster of black, green, and sable colored feathers contained by a pin on which lay a sapphire-colored gem. A long length of black satin ribbon fell from the sapphire pin. The feathers lay along the side of her face in a semi-circular pattern. There was something very art deco and 1920's about it, yet at the same time it reminded her of a Native American headdress.

 She smiled before turning to her friend and kissing her on the cheek. "Thank you for caring, Larissa, and thank you for inviting me. I have to admit I was skeptical of your plans at first, and, although that feeling will probably return later on, at the moment, I'm looking forward to the masquerade!"

 Chapter Two

 "You've got the same room as always. I think we should put a plaque on the door," Larissa said, shrugging as the idea took shape in her mind. "That's not a bad idea actually. I never let any other guest use it." She tapped her fingers against her chin thoughtfully.

 Jada looked at her warily. She knew instinctively her friend was in plotting mode. "Don't be silly. You don't have to put a plaque on the wall. I'm not a VIP, for God's sake!"

 "Hey, don't knock yourself! You are to this family!"

 Jada smiled warmly and reached out to hug her friend once more. "You're crazy, you know that?" she said, sighing. "I can't believe how much I missed you. I've been working way too hard. I haven't had a full free weekend for the past six months. Instead I just kept taking work home with me. I think you're right. I need to get a life," she joked, then said more seriously, "I should have visited sooner. Where's my godson? I just realized you haven't taken me to his nursery! Some godmother I am."

 "We're always here for you, Jada. Never forget that. Conall's with mom and dad. I'm feeling the separation blues already! Anyway, before I get teary-eyed-I swear I'm still hormone loopy two years after Conall's birth-there's a list of rules that you have to agree to, every guest does. It's only informal, but it makes the whole thing flow easier," she said with a smile and a wink. "Don't forget to read down the list. The whole thing is supposed to be a lark so rules shouldn't be that important, but if everyone follows them it's a lot easier to have fun, because we can all relax knowing that we've all got each other's backs. It frees us all from our inhibitions, even me." She winked naughtily. "Your dresses and costumes are in the closet. I'll leave you to look at those yourself. Supper will be served shortly," she said, hurrying out of the room before Jada could even think of anything to say.

 Smirking a little, since a more audacious and free-spirited Larissa was incomprehensible to the imagination, Jada walked around her old room, sighing in pleasure as she realized that nothing had really changed. When she was young, before she'd become friends with Larissa and thought of castles, she had automatically thought of gloomy, cramped stone rooms, not light and airy, spacious chambers. She wouldn't deny that the rooms further up the main tower were darker than this particular bedchamber, or that some were indeed atypical of castles, but even so, the majority were beautifully decorated with huge windows to wide-open views of the Scottish highlands. Staying at this castle was always a treat. There was such an atmosphere here that just staying the night became a real occasion.

 Jumping impulsively on the four poster bed, Jada couldn't stop the chuckle of glee that escaped as she bounced and was enclosed in a golden deluge of down bedding. Despite the cold weather, the windows were open, and, as fresh air blew in gustily, heavy white velvet curtains dragged lazily across the lush burgundy-carpeted floor, thin gossamer voile flew with abandon in the wild breeze. It was a beautiful sight and even more enchanting because the room was filled with the scent of chilly purity.

 Lying on the bed, Jada eyed the matching bed curtains, imagined closing them at night to block out the harsh realities of morning as she enjoyed luxuriating in her lover's attentions. This bed had been crafted with the mind to start dynasties. Well Jada couldn't do that, but she sure as hell could appreciate the practice of baby-making! Smiling with relief, she realized that for the first time in her life she'd managed to bypass any negative thoughts about her infertility! The crippling pain had numbed, and she vowed that no longer would she allow something that was completely out of her control to control her life. With a wanton smile that spoke of the freedom that vow now gave her, Jada stretched out once more on the luxurious gold covers, then bounded from the bed to look for further changes to the suite of rooms. So far only the bed and curtain linen had changed from a deep navy blue to the crisp white and gold accents that now graced the bedchamber, she looked forward to seeing any other alterations Larissa had made since her last visit.

 She stepped into the bathroom and smiled as she saw the huge white cast iron bath with its gilded lion paws that dominated the bathing chamber. With a blush on her cheeks, she remembered climaxing for the very first time in that bath.

 Larissa had always enjoyed shocking her, nothing had changed there. She remembered how at the age of fourteen she'd naughtily divulged in her first experiences of masturbation. She'd then badgered and pestered Jada until she'd given it a go herself. God, the trouble that girl had caused her! Shaking her head with a grin, Jada left the pleasant memories of the slipper tub and walked into the lounge area of the suite.

 Once again, all the soft furnishings were white. It looked romantic and highly feminine. She couldn't hold back the sigh of pleasure that came to her as she looked at it, nor could she refrain from smiling at the sheer beauty of this lovely room. The sofas were plump and heavily cushioned, small pouffes were clustered around here and there. A coffee table sat in the very center of the room, upon which stood a beautiful iron statue of a woman, her body graceful, her face demure, diving into a wave of water that caressed and cushioned her from fall.

 There was an antique cabinet that she knew would house a television set and the rest of the HiFi and media equipment in one corner of the room. Other corners were filled with a hodgepodge of old furniture, small console tables in one, a large ornate floor-length mirror that stood independently from the wall in another. Huge and domineering, it added more light and space to the already bright and airy room. Everything masculine and modern was hidden behind delicate and antique furniture.

 Since her friend had already told her that she never allowed any other guest to use this room, that Larissa claimed this to be her room and had redecorated it purposely for her, it almost moved Jada to tears. That this wonderful beautiful suite had been prepared for her was astounding. She had to admit that she'd been blessed the day she'd met Larissa.

 She blinked quickly to dispel the sting of tears and with a sigh retreated to the bedroom and the closet, which she knew would rapidly switch the benevolent and loving feelings she now felt for Larissa into something else entirely. With a smile, Jada knew that she didn't even have to open the doors of the closet to know that she wouldn't approve of the garments housed within the huge armoire.

 Hesitantly, she opened the doors, saw the garments, and grimaced. Quickly closing the doors, she decided to ignore the costumes for now. She had to wear them. There was no other choice, so instead, she determined to focus on something else and picked up the rules that Larissa had asked her to read through instead.

 'Welcome all to the masquerade. To ensure the pleasure of each and every guest, try to experience the days ahead following these two simple rules. Wear your mask at all times. Lack of freedoms and inhibitions shadow our day to day life. The masquerade shall end that from this day forward until your day of departure.

 'All pleasures must be freely given. No force should be used unless your partner requests it. The masquerade should be seen as a blank canvas upon which to paint. Do not abuse the medium you're using to express yourself.'

 The two rules were simple and perfectly comprehensible. She'd half expected one of them to be for women to wear no panties or some such nonsense. Wear your mask at all times and don't rape another member of the party were pretty staid in comparison to what her thoughts had conjured up when Larissa had told her there were rules! Underneath the printed text was a small paragraph written in Larissa's handwriting.

 'I can just imagine how horrified you were on opening your closet doors, but delve deeper and see past the colors, you'll find some really beautiful dresses that will suit you perfectly. I would never choose something that I know would make you feel inappropriate or uncomfortable. There are more colors in the rainbow than your usual black and blue, so wear the damned costumes and enjoy them!

 "My name during these festivities is Scarlet, Alex is Rhett, and we all know why! Choose a name for yourself and feel the freedom of being someone else and not Jada Smith for the days ahead. Only Alex and I know who you are and which costumes are yours. Let your inhibitions go for once! I've already told you, I don't care what I have to do to make it happen, but you're going to get laid at least once while you're here in Scotland!'

 Jada grinned as she read Larissa's scrawling script. She knew that she'd been had and by a pro nonetheless. Larissa always had been able to read between Jada's lines. It was amazing how Larissa was so free and relaxed, while she'd always been so uptight and practically survived on stress. Yet despite them being complete opposites, they were the best of friends. They accepted each other's differences with only a soft sigh or a grudging grin and enjoyed them.

 With a groan she turned to the armoire once more and dragged a few of the costumes out into the open. Laying them on the bed, she had to admit that she'd judged the outfits prematurely. There were some exquisite gowns, an array of beautiful cuts, luxurious materials, and wonderful sexy designs.

 As she looked at the bright colors, she decided that they weren't gaudy, they were vibrant and filled with life, much like Larissa. She fingered the expensive cloth used in practically every costume, amazed at how much Larissa was spending on this party. How the other half lived she thought wryly. All six of the dresses she'd found would probably pay her mortgage for the next year and a half! She shook her head in exasperation.

 She decided there and then on a red dress that had immediately caught her eye. She lifted it and held it to her skin, draped it over her arm, and experimentally danced around the chamber with it. The warm rosy red complimented her skin-tone and the cut would equally compliment her figure.

 Removing her mask, Jada quickly emptied her suitcase and placed her clothes in the closet and other bits and pieces in the nightstand. She grabbed her toiletry bag then headed over to the bathroom and got in the tub to cleanse herself of travel grime. It wasn't long before she was feeling much cleaner. Getting out of the tub, she started to roughly dry her body with one of the thick towels. She applied some moisturizer and immediately donned a pair of panties and a matching demi-cup bra.

 Unexpected exhilaration coursed through her veins, pumping her blood until she had to clench her eyes against the sensations bombarding her. Her skin tingled, her insides pulsed. Feeling inordinately sexy, she slithered into the tight dress she had selected, the red silk caressing her every curve, giving her a perfect hour-glass figure. A fish tail flounced at her calves and feet, allowing her to move smoothly and without accident even though the design was very restrictive around the thigh area. A heart-shaped bustier cupped her breasts, forcing them up and plumping them out. She completed her ensemble by stepping into some matching red strappy platforms.

 Jada made a conscious decision then and there not to look in the mirror at all. If she did, she knew that all her worries and inhibitions would come sprinting back, forcing her to lock herself in this room, keeping her from the night ahead. She deserved some excitement, deserved sexual freedom, for God's sake! It didn't matter that all this was new to her. She was determined to release the sensual woman that she'd caged inside her entire life!

 And she was imprisoned, of that she was fully aware. What was it Larissa had said? 'I would have invited you, but I knew you'd refuse.' The words reverberated in Jada's mind. How much fun and pleasure had she missed out on by repressing a side of herself that longed to be free? She didn't want to think about it, not now, because she knew that no matter what happened during the masquerade, this would not be the first and last time she allowed that part of her to fly freely, well, at least she hoped not.

 Grabbing the mask she'd worn earlier once more, she pulled it over her head, fussed with her hair, and hoped to God that she looked all right. She was had decided to wear her hair down, not much could go wrong with that look! Realizing she was hesitating by the door, she mentally pushed herself into action. Opening the door a little more forcefully than she'd intended, she burst out into the hallway. Refusing to look back at the safety of her room, she headed out into an uncertain and exciting evening.

 Jada's suite occupied a corner of the third floor, so by the time she reached the second, she was regretting her choice of footwear. They pinched her toes slightly and sawed a little at her heels, but she refused to admit defeat. For the first time in a long time, she actually felt kind of sexy. Despite the mild discomfort, she felt like she looked decent, and, with any luck, possibly even attractive. She refused to allow a little discomfort to ruin the look, and, with a wry grimace, she remembered something her mother had once told her. 'You have to suffer sometimes if you want to look good.' Having always been far too practical for that, she had discounted that advice, preferring to spend her life in comfort rather than painful fashion. Oh, how she had fallen. If only her mother could look at her now!

 By the time Jada reached the ground floor, she was relieved that she'd be sitting for the next couple of hours and that she could take her damned shoes off. The skin would probably be tender, but, other than that, she didn't think that she would have any blisters or that her feet would swell. Seeing her friend's butterfly mask in the distance, she hurried as fast as she could over to her. Grabbing her by the hands, she furtively whispered, "Thank you for this, Larissa. I won't let you down, I swear."

 "Don't be silly, darling! I won't let you let me down," she said, grinned unrepentantly, then more stoutly she continued, "Anyway, I want you to have some fun. Let your hair down, relax! You look beautiful by the way. I think I should be jealous because that dress suits you more than it ever did me!"

 "I have my doubts about that," Jada said dryly, aware that Larissa's pale blond hair and creamy white skin suited every damned color, even the tones that should have washed her out she managed to make look good.

 "I just want you to know, if some of the men start signaling you or something, don't be freaked out. I wore that dress last time, that's all. They should realize that you aren't me, but we both know that men don't usually pay that much attention to little things like that, don't we?"

 "OK, Larissa," Jada said hesitantly, pausing to think over what she'd said. "If I'm you by association, there isn't anything that I need to know, is there? You're not some dominatrix or something like that, are you?"

 Larissa laughed, the tinkling sound loud yet delicate in the large room. "No, darling, don't be silly. I would never do anything like that," she said with a wink before she walked off, leaving Jada to contemplate whatever the hell it was certain men would think she was in to.

 Knowing full well that Larissa was wild in every other aspect of her life didn't bode well for Jada. It meant that her friend would have a very untypical sex life. While she, the unknowing idiot in the same red dress had had a very, very average sex life! She imagined cringing in horror at the sexual acts men, assuming that they already knew her, knew what she liked, what turned her on, would start whispering in her ear. Shaking her head determinedly, she decided to figuratively grow some balls.

 With a grimace she walked over to the small wet bar and asked for a glass of white wine. After she got her drink, she moved over to a small seating area where she could partake in the evening but mostly could just keep watch over what was happening. She sipped at the drink and was surprised that within a few moments about all of the guests, around fifty men and women, had gathered in the hall. Some seemed to know each other. From that, she had a feeling that a lot of them never changed their mask. She saw lascivious looks pass between couples, hands slap butts, fingers pinch nipples, and feminine paws claw at trouser flies. She was both shocked and surprisingly aroused. There was something very free about it all, no recriminations or punishments for these simple yet effective sexual touches.

 When the butler announced that everyone was present and that dinner was served, Jada stood with yet another grimace, but managed to walk without a limp to the dining hall. Seeing Larissa, she walked over to her.

 Larissa linked Jada's arm in her own and dragged her over to their seats.

 Jada couldn't help but feel uncomfortable in this situation, for no other reason than that she knew absolutely no one else at the party except for Larissa. She was extremely glad of the mask because a flush of discomfort marred her cheeks. She fingered the cutlery and napkins in front of her in agitation. When a servant came by and filled her wine glass, she stopped herself from taking refuge in alcohol. If something was going to happen tonight, she wanted to remember it instead of having the memories lost in a bottle of wine.

 Ignoring her discomfort, Jada focused on Larissa. It was easy to see her friend was in her element. Sparkling with vivaciousness, she was the center of the party and didn't even realize it. Even seated at the head of the table, people from the bottom would walk over to chat with her for a few moments, and small clusters of people gathered around her. It was incredible.

 She glanced over at the man who sat next to her friend. It could only be Alex. She watched him watch his wife. It was incredibly poignant to see both the pride he felt for her and the feelings of lust that that inspired in him. It was a private moment, one she shouldn't have witnessed, but it gave her an insight into her friend's marriage. One that perhaps should have remained secret, but she was nevertheless glad to have seen it. For in that look, Alex's feelings were on display and, had she ever doubted that he loved her friend, from this moment she never would again.

 With a smile, she took a sip of water from another glass in front of her and mentally forced herself to relax, only to tense once more as someone sat down beside her. She didn't have to look at her neighbor to know who it was. Every single hair on her body stood on edge. It was one of those fight or flight feelings that she'd read about in school, but she had absolutely no idea why she felt like that.

 Every muscle tense, she reached for her wine glass, not surprised in the least to see her hand tremble slightly. She was not a coward! She managed to grasp her wine without knocking the other glassware over and immediately raised it to her mouth to take a long sip of the sharp drink. The alcohol didn't stop the internal fight she was having, but it did relax her some. On a long breath, she told herself to calm down, that she was being ridiculous. But that didn't stop the need clamoring at her, no amount of words or trite phrases would stop her body from recognizing this man.

 Stop being ridiculous, she told herself angrily, you're a strong independent woman!

 How could she be having this reaction to someone she'd never even met, to someone she'd only ever seen in passing? Because it was him. Her body knew it, just as her mind screamed a negative. It was the guy she'd passed in the hall, the one whose gaze had captured hers, whose eyes had spoken to her, eyes that had described what he wanted to do with her. Just remembering the sensations his glance had made her feel started the earthquake again. Her breasts peaked under the tight silk dress. Despite the strapless demi-cup, she knew her nipples were hard and on show. How could they not be? She was practically falling out of the bustier, for heaven's sake!

 Feelings of mortification threatened to drown her, but she jerked her chin up shamelessly. She had nothing, absolutely nothing to be ashamed of. So what, she was aroused. The guy next to her didn't have to know that just his presence had caused that! But despite that, she knew that this man was as aware of her as she was of him. Maliciously she hoped he had a hard-on from hell! At least he could cover his erection with the table! Her nipples were peaked under a revealing dress. She had nothing to hide behind! In one of her safe outfits, it wouldn't have been a problem, but in this dress, it was a huge problem. She doubted that anyone but herself and this man had noticed the state of her nipples, but that wasn't the point! How dare he, just by existing, arouse her! She was inordinately annoyed, at both herself and him. Perhaps it was unfair, but she couldn't help it. No man had ever inspired such feelings in her, no one had ever caused her to feel the way she did and it was frightening. It was more than that, it was terrifying.

 Why should his presence both arouse and scare her? Why had her body reacted so violently, reverting back to the primitive instinct of fight or flight? It made no sense, only extreme danger should rouse that instinct. Perhaps being cornered by a pack of wolves in the middle of nowhere, with no one around to ask for help and no weapon to protect yourself, that kind of situation was where you felt that distinctive emotion, not in a dining room at a dining table with over fifty people, not including the staff, surrounding you. She was safe, was in absolutely zero danger. All he'd done was sit down, for heaven's sake! Yet her body still longed to escape.

 Refusing to look at him while she was still so distressed and her less than composed self, she allowed her gaze to flutter about the room, looking for both reassurance from the sheer amount of people at the party and looking for the nearest available exit. When that thought passed through her mind, she jolted in shock. Was she actually contemplating leaving the party to escape this stranger? A stranger who had yet to say two words to her? In horror, she realized that she had been ready to leave, and, with that, determination powered through her. She was more ashamed of the cowardice she was feeling than she was at being present at an orgy.

 Taking another sip of wine, this time not to relax herself but just to enjoy the fruity flavors, she cleared her throat, and, grabbing the roll beside her plate, she attacked it with her fingers and started to shakily spread butter over the bread. She took a quick bite, nearly choked on it, and managed to wash it down with some of her water. Feeling incredibly gauche but unable to help herself, she took another bite, this time managing not to kill herself, and then, in an attempt to defuse the situation, she leaned over to try to talk to Larissa.

 The people once clustered around her friend had now headed back to their seats and she was currently conversing with the her husband who was on her other side. Waiting for the right moment to catch her not in conversation, Jada took a quick look around the dining hall. The tall vaulted ceilings, huge open fireplaces that were large enough for ten men to stand in comfortably, and large heavy wooden table that ran down the center of the room decorated with incongruous delicate china and runners was a sight she had grown used to seeing in her youth and it relaxed her immediately. The castle might not have been hers, but she still knew it well and classed it as a second home. Just being here had always brought a richness to her life that she'd found nowhere else, and, as with any other time, when she took a moment to take stock of her surroundings, to look at the beauty of past and present combined, it took her breath away and disposed of any of her current worries. It always worked and now was no different.

 Shivering despite the two lit fires, she scrubbed a hand over her arm and saw that Larissa had paused a moment. Quickly intervening, she said, "Scarlett." When she received no response she hissed the name again, "Scarlett!" This time she was awarded with Larissa's attention.

 "What?"

 Leaning close to her, Jada muttered, "Who's the man next to me?"

 "Now, darling, you know I can't tell you that!" Larissa teased quietly.

 "Why not?"

 "Because the whole thing has to be anonymous! I can't tell you who is who. That would be unfair, not only to the other guests, but to yourself, as well. You don't know these people, take advantage of that!"

 "Scarlett," Jada said, her jaw clenched in frustration, "is . . . is he OK? You know, like not an axe murderer?"

 Jada gritted her teeth when she saw the smile bloom on Larissa's face.

 "Darling, do you think I would befriend axe murderers and ex-convicts? I can assure you that all my guests are perfectly sane and are legally free to be here! The man beside you is perfectly respectable, even for your high ideals!" she muttered pointedly. "If you find him attractive, which I assume you do because the last time you asked me about a guy was when we were in our sophomore year at high-school when you wanted to know how to get Danny Flint to fancy you, then you've found yourself a prospective partner for the night. It really is as simple as that, hon."

 "I'll kill you for this, Scarlett, you wait! I'll get you back," Jada warned moodily, gracing her friend with another sour look when Larissa just laughed. "I'm terrified here. I almost ran from the damned room when he sat down!"

 Larissa scowled. "What on earth for? There's nothing wrong with him!"

 "How the hell should I know? That's what I'm asking you for!"

 "Well, like I said, he's a nice guy. There's no need to feel like you have to escape him, for God's sake."

 "Did I say that?" Jada whispered impatiently, "No, I think you'll find that I didn't. I said that when he sat down my instincts screamed at me to run away. I just wondered what the hell for. I have no idea why I should react that way. I don't know even know him, haven't even looked at him yet, and yet I recognized him from earlier. That's not normal, Scarlett. I know I'm not usually perceptive but this is just too weird. This is more than perceptive, it's just plain bizarre."

 "And you said you don't know his name?" Larissa asked.

 "No, I don't know his name, obviously, and you won't tell me it either, you bitch, but he's the guy who passed us in the hall earlier on the way to my room."

 "We passed lots of people in the hall," she said dismissively.

 "Yeah, well this one stuck out in my mind! Let me guess, he's wearing a wolf mask, white with red paint on it. Gold eyes, yes gold, not brown, not amber, gold! Plus the best lips you've ever seen in your damned life!" Jada whispered gloomily before she sighed in remembrance. Just thinking about his lips raised more goose flesh on her arms and shoulders.

 With a small tender smile, Larissa whispered softly, "Yes, it's him. He has a white mask and gold eyes. Honey, I have to say that I've never seen any guy affect you like this. I mean you've actually noticed his existence! Even your exes didn't inspire that much in you. Hell, I remember that time we went on a double date and you actually ignored your own date and spent the whole time talking to me and mine! That you know this guy is even here must mean something to you," she teased gently then reached out for her hand and squeezed it reassuringly. "Go for him. Take the plunge. Stop holding back and allow yourself this experience. You deserve it, you know you do, plus I just know you'll have a wonderful time."

 Jada raised shocked eyes to Larissa's. "Please tell me you haven't fucked him!"

 With an amused grin, Larissa whispered, "No, you're in luck, he's yet to feel my poisonous touch!"

 "Thank God for that! I love you like a sister, but no way am I sharing your past or present lovers!" Jada said softly. "Saying that, God only knows how many you haven't slept with here."

 Larissa laughed at the blush on Jada's cheeks as she realized what she'd just said, "Don't worry, love, I'm not offended. Talk to him! Enjoy him and yourself."

 Clenching her eyes shut, Jada vowed to do just that.

 Chapter Three

 Still facing Larissa, Jada raised a hand to her face, feeling the need to ensure that her mask was still there, covering everything it should. She reassured herself with the fact that he wouldn't know her from Eve, that there was a possibility he wasn't even interested in her. But even as she thought the words, she knew that to be a lie, she just had a feeling that he was as aware of her as she was of him. It was as simple and terrifying as that.

 With a deep breath for courage, she turned her head and realized that he must've been looking at her the whole time she'd been whispering with Larissa about him. She felt a flush burn her cheeks crimson, and discomfort invaded her, tensing her limbs and unsettling a flurry of nerves in the pit of her belly.

 "Good evening," he said, his voice thick with the sound of Scotland, making her insides quiver and tremble. She was such a sucker for an accent. His brogue rasped along nerve endings she'd never even known about. She felt like sighing as that husky voice echoed in her mind and transmuted into his cries of pleasure as he climaxed in her ear. She could practically hear his grunts and groans as he pumped into her, his ass flexing as he thrust deep, leaving no inch of her free from his touch. Feeling the buzz of arousal from that thought alone, she knew he'd seen it in her eyes, too, when his own gold orbs burned brightly in response.

 Her eyes flickered over his lips, thick and full. She imagined biting them, marking him as hers. Shocked at her primitive thoughts, she gulped in trepidation then sighed weakly and focused on his eyes once more, saw that he felt the same, that he'd reacted as she had. Suddenly she didn't feel so bad, so crazy. Possessive thoughts about a stranger seemed positively ludicrous, but that was how she felt. She couldn't deny it, not to herself.

 His jaw was tense, perfectly sculpted, a delicious frame for his luscious lips. His mask covered his nose and cheeks, but she could see faint stubble grace his chin. Her eyes flared as they ran over his, the thick dark lashes veiling the golden orbs that burned scandalously into hers. In that moment, she felt supremely feminine next to his heightened masculinity. Never had she felt so sexy, so right, yet so Jada.

 "Good evening," she answered huskily, watching his golden orbs sizzle as her voice washed over him.

 As he tilted his head, she couldn't help but think of that wolf documentary she'd once watched, but her concentration wavered when he asked, "What's your name?"

 She shivered as his Scottish brogue deepened. Instead of concentrating on his question, she focused on her reaction to him. After a minute, she realized he was waiting for an answer. She'd been so caught up examining him, she'd forgotten completely that he'd asked her a question. Thinking quick, she remembered what it was, he'd asked her name.

 "Jada," she blurted out then bit her tongue as reality came to the fore immediately. Why hadn't she chosen an alias like Larissa and Alex had. Dammit! she swore mentally then consoled herself. He would probably believe it to be a false name anyway, seeing as no one else would be stupid enough to reveal their real name. Talk about foot in mouth syndrome! With a small sigh, she recognized that it would be easier for her to answer to her real name. She was so strung up that had anyone used her alias she wouldn't have realized it anyway.

 "Is this your first masquerade, Jada?"

 With a shaky breath, she literally felt her position on terra firma wobble as he said her name. It sounded so damn right coming from his lips!

 Although Larissa had said that they hadn't slept together, perhaps if this wasn't his first, he recognized her dress and subsequently the acts Larissa had engaged in! Mumbling in disgust under her breath, she realized once more she had to tell the truth. She didn't want him to associate Larissa with herself. Dammit! She was so honest and truthful in her ordinary life that it was quite boring, and now she had to stick to the truth again! What was the point in being someone else if you told the damned truth all the time? She stopped herself from grimacing, only just, then admitted, "Yes, this is my first masquerade." What did it matter? She was a terrible liar anyway.

 At her words, the smile literally shone from his face. She felt dazzled from the feral, wolfish grin that stared back at her. Again there was that word, wolfish. Why did he remind her so of a wolf? He inspired animalistic emotions in her that was for damned sure! She should have been frightened, but she wasn't, anything but. Excitement reigned, not fear or nerves. She felt empowered and strong, ready for this equally strong man. It was a wonderful feeling for someone who had spent the majority of their adulthood insecure, sure that she was less of a woman because she couldn't conceive. She craved his touch and his body more than she needed her next breath.

 At his continued silence, she whispered, "Is this your first?"

 "No. I've been to a few."

 With a hesitant hand, she raised it to his mask, stroked the bottom-edge and trailed her fingers over his jaw, closing her eyes at the sensations that felt like butterflies in her stomach. She jumped in shock as a server came and coughed to make her aware of his presence.

 Jada dropped her hand from his face without much ado as mortification replaced the heady empowerment of before. She straightened in her chair and faced forward as the server placed a dish of soup in front of her. She inhaled as she reached for her spoon and took a small sip of the broth.

 God, Caden thought, she was beautiful and her scent was driving him crazy. His cock was hard and literally throbbing with need for this woman. For the first time he resented the masks, resented the anonymity they allowed her. He wanted to know her. Intimately. He wanted to know everything about her, every little detail that, wanted to possess all of her.

 The mask gave him teasing glimpses of her face and the cluster of feathers mingled with her long chestnut hair, which enhanced her loveliness, but he wanted to see her. He wanted it with a passion that should have made him pause because he already knew she was not for him. But although he knew she couldn't be his, his body, his inner beast, screamed that she was. All of his life he'd listened to his instincts, had been raised to live by them, raised to trust them implicitly. All of his life he'd been taught by his parents that they wouldn't let him down the way real emotions could and would. So how could he very well ignore them now? Just one look at her and his entire being screamed at him to claim her, screamed one thing above all of other thoughts. Mine! Other men in the room stared at her, caressed her body with their gaze and he wanted to kick their asses for their insolence. The strength of his feelings spoke of one thing, and it was that very thing he knew he shouldn't even begin to contemplate.

 Grimacing in dismay at the storm of troublesome thoughts running through his head, Caden focused again on the cause of them, the unique woman who had managed to ignite unbelievable feelings in him. Her body made him fight the urge to drool like a newborn pup. The red silk number she wore highlighted her curves, skimmed each and every inch of her delicious body, encasing and displaying her breasts to perfection. His hands itched to curve around them, to play with them, to tease them. Her dress placed them on display, making it easy to see that they were a lush handful, that they were plump and delicious as they were on the verge of practically bouncing their way out of the dress. He wanted to take them in his hands, drizzle lube over the sleek skin, and thrust his cock between them. He longed to feel the silken satin of her skin glide against his cock, burned with the need to see his cum splash over her bountiful breasts, marking her with his scent as they both rubbed it into her breasts.

 He recalled when he'd seen her earlier in the day in one of the castle's hallways. He'd been struck by her scent before he'd even managed to catch a glimpse of her. But that sweet scent, God, something inside of him had recognized her as someone he needed to get to know. Quickly. He didn't know what it was or would be to him, but that scent ratcheted up his need and drove him crazy. Despite the sexual abandon these masquerades inspired and encouraged, he knew instinctively that she wasn't used to that kind of behavior. He could tell it by her body language and, yes, that delicious scent of hers that she was relatively untouched, unlike most of the other women in attendance. For some reason that made him growl, both in anger and in satisfaction. He wanted no other man to have touched her, yet at the same time, recognized that for the injustice it was. He wasn't a virgin, why should he expect her to be? The wolfen side of him, however, didn't care for equality, it demanded that she be his and his alone. When he eventually got his hands on her, he'd have to mark her repeatedly with his scent just to get rid of any sign of any other man she'd ever slept with, otherwise it would drive his beast insane. Caden was sure he'd enjoy himself during the process, but it was more imperative to the well being of his beast. Just thinking of men looking at her, seeing the other men in the room look at her, made him angry, to imagine another man touching her sexually would raise blood lust, something he just couldn't allow, no matter how pleasing the thought.

 When he'd entered the dining hall, he'd purposely searched for her elusive scent among the throng of masqueraders seated at the dining table, knowing that it meant that he could seat himself beside her to study her. And he'd seen her reaction to his presence, like prey to his predator. Jada managed to raise his hackles both figuratively and as a wolfen. That unease caused his body to produce hormones and Jada, who was at the very center of those feelings, received the full blast of those chemicals. He'd seen her fight the need to escape, had known it for what it was and his beast was pleased that she'd managed to stay put, that despite her fear she'd fought her instincts, battled them into submission and had won. This woman was strong, strong enough to handle him. As both man, wolfen, and Alpha, that was extremely vital. She was in no danger from him, but her body and instincts wouldn't be able to recognize that.

 He was also pleased that she'd told him her real name. It had been rather comical when he'd seen the desperate desire in her to bite her own tongue and turn back the time to before she'd disclosed her true name. He'd managed to keep from smiling, but it had been hard. Even wearing a mask that partially covered her face, she was an open book. He had to admit that he liked that about her. Her honesty and lack of guile was refreshing. And with an accent that was as delicious as she was, low and throaty with a pleasing drawl to it, it acted like a cooling tonic to his red-hot senses. The soothing cadence of her voice merely reminded him of her truthfulness, for no lie could pass that tongue without both her body and her voice betraying it.

 Caden had to admit she was a pleasing combination, and he was glad he'd found her before his cousins had, because he had no doubt that she would appeal to the wolfen in them as well. Her glossy brown hair caressed shoulders he longed to kiss. He imagined grabbing a handful of the chestnut locks, tugging her head back to bare her throat, and lathing his tongue over the long graceful arch. Repressing a groan, he thought about dragging his teeth between her neck and shoulder, nipping her, marking her as his and his alone. Her lips were full and a deep inviting pink. They weren't tainted by gloss or paint. They were her natural color. The thought of those luscious pink lips surrounding his cock made that appendage throb anxiously. Every inch of his body longed for her touch. As he studied her, he discovered it was easy to imagine holding her head as she formed a perfect O with those lips and worked his cock with her mouth. In that position she'd be able to look straight into his eyes. Those hazel eyes of hers would flicker and change color as her arousal grew and grew. He thought about climaxing in her mouth, or pulling out and fucking her until she screamed his name. His name. His.

 Perhaps it was the mixture of her goods looks and intoxicating scent that made her appeal to him, but he there was no doubt in his mind that she was fine-tuned to his body, that something about her called to the darker side of his nature, a nature he'd long ago developed an ease to hide from the rest of the world. His wolfen.

 Although Jada didn't pointedly ignore him, she was aware that as she spoke to Larissa, he would occasionally glance at her then continue talking to the woman beside him. Despite herself, jealousy burned deep in her gut as she watched him from the corner of her eye. Both horrified that she could feel so strongly for a complete stranger and anxious as the emotions he stirred in her were immensely powerful, she ate little over the course of the meal. She did justice to her friend, tried everything and complimented Larissa on her choice of dishes, but her heart wasn't really in it. The delicious food settled like ash in her stomach because her body and mind were focused on the man seated beside her.

 God, what was happening to her? How could she be having these feelings? She hadn't even spoken to the man for all that long. As a matter of fact, the woman who was stirring up all her jealous emotions had spoken to him longer than she had. She had no idea why she was feeling the way she did, but she knew one thing for certain, she didn't like it one little bit.

 It was with some relief that the butler announced at the end of the meal that everyone should head over to the ballroom. At his words, there was a mass exodus, and she managed to lose herself in the crowd of people. She didn't want either Larissa or the wolf man to find her. She didn't want him to find her because she wanted to both kick and kiss him. She didn't want Larissa to find her because, although she'd kept up the talk at dinner, the pointed looks had started to piss her off. Just because Larissa wanted her to talk to the guy did not automatically mean that she was going to do it! She was her own woman. She made her own decisions, and whether they were wrong or right, she stood by them.

 She walked around the perimeter of the room rather than diving into the dancing crowd. It wasn't that she couldn't dance. Her mother had insisted on lessons as a child and she'd hated every moment of it. It had been a real pain in the butt for her mother because her instructor had insisted that she had the talent and natural rhythm to dance competitively. But she had put a stop to that then and there. So dancing in front of a group of strangers wasn't exactly on the top of her list of things to do during this break.

 With her head down, she tried to dissect the feelings and emotions the mysterious man at dinner had inspired in her. She didn't even know his name. How could he inspire anything on so short an acquaintance? But he had and that was that. She just had to analyze how she was going to cope with feeling so strongly about a man she didn't even really know.

 Sighing heavily, lost in thought, she didn't see the man in front of her until she practically walked into him. His hands came up to her arms and steadied her. His callused palms slid over her warm skin, sending a cascade of sensation over her body. She looked up and nearly jumped when she realized that this man was wearing a similar wolf mask to the one worn by her dinner companion, but this time the markings weren't in red but gold. He looked fierce and dangerous.

 Frowning slightly, she looked at him more closely. His jaw was just as sculpted yet not as square as her dinner companion's had been, his chin elongating his face. His top lip was slightly thin, but the bottom was very kissable. His hair was a dark blond and cut in a surfer style, gelled, sticking up in various directions. It was a good look, and it suited him. Thankfully, he didn't look like one of those vain pricks who spent ten hours in front of the mirror to achieve perfect hair. She saw that his eyes were a piercing emerald green, and, with just one look into them, the arousal that she'd managed to bank over dinner became a conflagration, setting her body alight.

 She didn't know why, but somehow she felt that the two men were related. They didn't really look alike. Their coloring was different, but she just had a sense, a feeling that they were. She didn't think they were brothers but cousins maybe? Perhaps she was just giving in to her overactive imagination, placing too much weight on the similarity of the masks, but she didn't think so. They had to be related, and, the more she thought about it, the more certain she was.

 His body was lean, but she could see the hidden power behind each movement. She imagined that his evening jacket and pants were deceptive and that underneath them his body would was corded with muscle. She could be wrong, but she sincerely hoped not.

 "May I have this dance?" he asked politely.

 Oh God! He was another Scot! She chastised herself mentally. Why was she surprised? She was in Scotland after all. She was bound to meet lots of them. But she couldn't ignore the way his Scottish brogue made her feel.

 "Yes, you may," she said, smiling warmly. His voice had instantly made her forget that she hated dancing and she took the hand he offered to her. They said little as they walked to the dance floor. When they faced each other, she had to admit to feeling a little discomforted. Was every man that Larissa had invited to this party so sexy? Was it something in the water? Perhaps a quick immigration to Scotland should be at the top of her to do list!

 When he took her hand in his and placed the other low on her hip, Jada moved closer to him, leaving a slight space in between them. His free hand rested in the middle of her back and, as if by magic, their bodies in tune, they swayed to the music together. Her cheek soon pressed against his muscled chest as his hand slid over her back, up to her shoulders, stroking and caressing wherever he touched. Their dancing wasn't overly energetic, they just drifted along to the music, but each and every movement ratcheted her body's need up, her arousal apparent by her stiff nipples which dug into his chest, his arousal apparent as it pressed into her hip. It wasn't threatening or worrying. It all seemed perfectly natural.

 As the song ended, he leaned his head down and whispered into her ear, "Would you like a drink?"

 "Please," she answered quietly, allowing him to walk her from the dance floor to the wet bar. Glancing at all the bottles on show, she saw that they were all alcoholic and knew that was with the intention of further loosening up everyone's inhibitions. She wasn't that big a drinker and would have preferred some soda water, but she thought the bartender would have laughed at her had she requested that. So, although she didn't really want anything strong, instead wanted to remember what actually happened tonight, wanted to be in full control, she asked for a white wine spritzer. Surely they couldn't deny her that. There wasn't a lot, but there was some alcohol in it after all!

 When her gold wolf handed her her beverage, she took a sip with relief. Her mouth had gone bone dry from excitement, nerves, and the extreme warmth of the room generated from the crush of bodies. Her body felt red-hot. Need burned a path through her being. She knew that both wolves had brought her to this point, a point she'd never reached before, one she'd never even known existed.

 She tried to distract herself with the wine she'd gotten. It was refreshing, although a little stronger than she was used to. There wasn't much of a spritz. She could imagine Larissa telling all the wait staff before the party started that if a woman in a red dress and a feather mask asked for a drink be sure that you give her the strongest alcoholic drink possible! But, what the hell, this was a party. With a grimace, she took another sip and felt the buzz of alcohol addle her brain slightly. She knew that she'd have to drink it slowly if she didn't want to pass out on the floor! That would be a great end to the night. But going slow on her drink was easier thought than done because she was thirsty. She was constantly trying to remind herself that she'd have to drink in moderation, even though it was starting to be a pain in the ass. Why couldn't they have something that actually quenched her thirst instead of making her thirstier?

 The gold wolf led her over to a small seating area. It was empty as the rest of the merry goers were dancing and taking advantage of the music. She took a seat and sighed in relief as she unobtrusively kicked her shoes off, but she had the feeling the gold wolf knew what she'd done, as a small smile touched his lips as he looked at her. The silence should have been uncomfortable, but it wasn't. They sat looking at each other for a few moments, studying the other's face and mask. It was like they needed to burn each other's image into their retinas.

 "Your name?"

 "Jada," she answered huskily.

 "Although extremely beautiful and very you, you're not supposed to give out your real name, Jada," the wolf warned easily.

 A flush burned her cheeks, but she answered, "I never intended to, but earlier it just popped out. I'd be no good with an alias anyway. I'd never remember it," she said, shrugging. "It's easier this way."

 "Hmm." He was silent for a few moments, then said her name again, obviously relishing the sounds on his tongue, "Jada, why are you here?"

 She started slightly and looked up. "What, at the masquerade?"

 His slow nod was her only reply.

 "I should ask you the same thing!"

 The wolf smiled. "You may ask, but my answer holds no interest to me."

 With a tart look, Jada replied, "My friend invited me."

 "Did you realize that the masquerade was a front for darker pleasures?"

 She was tempted to roll her eyes but muttered instead, "An orgy, you mean? Yes, I knew that."

 "You see, that's what puzzles me. You, my dear, do not look like someone who frequents orgies."

 "I suppose I should take that as a compliment. I'm not, but there's a first time for everything, isn't there?"

 "You're right, there is . . . ," he said, hesitating before making the effort to change the subject. "Do you live in America or have you immigrated to my native land?"

 She smiled at his quaint way of asking how available she was. "No, I live in America-the land of the free," she joked then sighed wearily. "I only live there because of my job. My friend moved over here a few years ago. We're like family. It's been hard adjusting to life there without her. I think I would have moved had it not been for my work."

 "It's wonderful that regardless of the thousands of miles that separate you, you still remain best friends. It's a credit to both you and your friend." He smiled warmly. "Is this your first time at the castle?"

 "No." She shook her head with a secret smile. "This place is like my second home. I've been coming here for more years than I can remember. Is it your first time here?"

 He gave her a pointed look that told her he knew what question she was really asking, but he replied nevertheless. "No, neither my first visit nor my first masquerade. Does that upset you?"

 She was a little shocked by his question, and she looked it. "Of course not! Why should it?"

 "We both know that what's happening between us won't end at first light tomorrow . . . ." Before he could continue, a man walked over to them and stood beside Jada.

 She jolted in shock as she realized it was the red wolf, the man from earlier. "Would you like to dance, Jada?"

 She looked helplessly between the two wolves and smiled gratefully as the gold wolf nodded his head slightly as if to say it was okay for her to dance with this other man. As she stood and retrieved her shoes, she didn't see the look that passed between the two men.

 The music was faster now, the DJ obviously taking advantage of lowered inhibitions. Salsa music was blurting from the speakers. Tugging her to him, the red wolf immediately started them both in the basic salsa rhythm.

 She practically fainted in shock that this powerfully masculine man could salsa dance! At that moment in time, she silently thanked her mother for making her attend those horrific dance lessons when she was young! They danced well together and, although she was a little rusty, alright very rusty, she managed to keep up with him, and, as the dance ended, she laughed a little at the fun she'd just had.

 "I never took you for a salsa dancer," she joked.

 "Ah, never judge a book by his cover, Jada," he winked at her, his golden eyes sparkling, then noticing her breathless state, asked, "Would you like to dance again, after you have had something to drink, that is?"

 She nodded, and they walked over to the seating area where the second wolf sat watching them. He passed her her drink and got to his feet. Standing between these two tall men was rather intimidating. She quickly gulped her drink, forgetting her earlier promise to take it slowly and drink in moderation and watched the two men stare daggers at each other. Never had she seen anything so frightening as what passed between the two wolves, not a blow was struck or a move made, they fought silently, and, although she thought the red wolf won, the gold wolf took her hand and led her back to the dance floor.

 The ensuing hours were some of the best she'd ever had. She danced with each man in turn, returning to the seating area only to be taken back on to the dance floor by one of her wolves. Her glass was never empty, and she knew that she'd drunk far too much, could feel it in her slow coordination and dizzy head, but she didn't care. In its own way, the alcohol made her a better dancer. She was freer with her movements and more confident. The result was that she felt sexy.

 On slower dances, where they were pressed together, she'd feel their hard cocks pressing into her, feel the strength emanating from their lean corded bodies, and she in turn would feel inordinately sexy and female because of that. She was woman to their man and never had she thrilled so much at the basic yet important differences between the sexes.

 Another advantage to the alcohol was the pain in her feet had disappeared. Apparently white wine spritzers acted as anesthesia to pinched toes and achy feet. It was something she'd have to note down for future use! Eventually though, fatigue dogged her step. She was still partially jet lagged, had only napped here and there, so she was surprised that she'd managed to stay awake for so long, but when she thought about the adrenaline that coursed throughout her body, adrenaline triggered by her two partners, it wasn't really a surprise.

 "I'm sorry to break up the fun, wolves, but I'm tired. I need to sleep." With a quick glance around the rest of the room, she noticed that a lot of other couples felt the same and had headed off to different sections of the castle. She doubted that they'd be doing what she wanted to do though, which was sleep!

 "Of course, Jada," the gold wolf said smoothly. "Can we escort you to your room?"

 Tilting her head in consideration, Jada knew that if she said yes, they would expect her to let them into her bedroom, not just leave them outside the door! Was that a bad thing though? It was why she was here and she wanted them, more than she wanted her next breath. With a foggy mind, she tried to analyze what the problem was, why wasn't she shouting, Yes, God, yes, take me, take me now! Inwardly sighing, she realized that it was because this just wasn't like her. She didn't just meet someone and then go to bed with them. Never mind two of them! She didn't even know their names, hadn't even asked them! She knew nothing about them really, but what really freaked her out was that, although her mind said no, you don't know these two guys, you don't fuck men you know nothing about, her body screamed, 'These men are mine', and that was the problem. But for the first time in her life, she was going to listen to her body!

 "Yes," she said a little defiantly, then on a deep breath, "you can." She stood up on shaky feet then bent down and removed her shoes, hooked them on to her fingers, and walked over to them. Without her shoes, they towered over her even more and perhaps that should have intimidated her, but it didn't. It sent a pulse of longing to all her extremities, making her tingle all over.

 The red wolf smiled. "You were tiny before, now look at you."

 With a mock glare, she put her hands on her hips.

 Both men grinned at her, and she winked and walked ahead of them, keeping her back straight and purposely swaying her hips. They soon caught up with her, and, as they reached the staircase that would take them to her room, the red wolf moved ahead and swooped down, catching her in his arms and lifting her high against his chest. Perhaps she should have complained, but instead she snuggled into his hold and hooked her arms around his neck. Huskily, she whispered, "Third floor, end of the corridor."

 The trip to her room wasn't particularly smooth, but each second in his arms inflamed her passions and increased her longing. She had no idea what would happen over the course of the night, but she had a pretty good idea of what she wanted, of what her body needed. She pressed kisses into his neck, nibbled at the skin. His taste ignited her need. She began to crave him, crave his touch and his kisses. At the press of her mouth, his pace increased, and soon they were outside her door. Rather than open it, however, both wolves stopped. Their silence made her look up and at them. She asked quietly, her nerves starting to worm their way inside her mind, doubt settling in. "Is something wrong?"

 "Of course not, Jada. However, are you sure that you wish this night to continue? Do not fear that you cannot say no, because you can and we will still search you out tomorrow."

 She hesitated then because it felt so right with her face curled into his neck and whispered, "I'm sure." She felt his head move against her and heard her door open. The cold air that exited her room made her shiver. She'd left the windows open earlier, and the chill had permeated the entire room.

 The red wolf walked into her chamber, and, as he reached the bed, he gently placed her on the duvet and waited for her to release her arms from around his neck.

 Locking his arms on the bed, he leaned above her for a second or two, then lowered himself and placed a gentle kiss on her lips.

 She eagerly parted her mouth, touched her tongue to his lips, and smoothed it over the curve of his mouth.

 As their mouths played, his hands smoothed down over her shoulders and down further to cup her breasts. They didn't stay there long. Instead they slid over the silk to caress the curve of her waist and hip.

 When his hand ran over her belly and then her pussy, it made her shiver with need. With gentle hands, she pushed against his chest until he stopped. Turning her back on him, she presented the zipper that she'd struggled with earlier.

 The sound of it being released was loud in the quiet room. Her courage nearly failed her as silence reigned for a few moments. Soon she was being lifted from the bed and made to stand on her feet. The dress crumpled about her waist, revealing her demi-cup bra and stomach.

 The red wolf's hands curled around her waist, and, suddenly, he burst into action, pulling the dress down over her hips and thighs, allowing it to puddle on the ground. Both men groaned as her body was revealed to them.

 She frowned as she noticed the red wolf stand back, but she understood why when the gold wolf came forward, completely naked, except for his mask. A small groan escaped her mouth as she took in the pure beauty of this man, his body hard and muscled, long and lean. A six pack graced his belly, not overly defined, but one that came naturally, not after grueling hours in the gym. His limbs were graceful and strong. Banked power rested there, and the thought made her sizzle. His cock was larger than normal, more thick than overly long, and her pussy clenched at the thought of it pushing its way inside of her.

 He strolled over to her, confident in his body, and rested his hands on her waist for a second. Placing a soft kiss on her lips, he gentled her, his hands smoothed upwards and released the catch on her bra. Then, as his mouth teased hers, he tugged her panties over her hips and pulled them down so that they too sank to the floor. His hands curved over her arms, stroked up and down then over her shoulders. Stepping away, he allowed her strapless bra to fall between their bodies and soon his hands cupped her breasts. The rough skin of his palm touched her tender nipples, making her hips arch into his. His hands were obviously on a journey of discovery as they didn't rest there for long. They moved down to her butt, this time to cup her cheeks and press her belly into him, his cock cushioned by the softness of her flesh. He ground her against his hardness for a second or two then, clasping her to him, walked forwards until the bed hit the backs of her thighs and he tumbled with her on to the center of it.

 A little unsure of his next move, she groaned in shock when he parted her legs, lifted them high and apart and lowered his head to her pussy. Her entire body began to tremble as ,without a word of warning, his tongue plunged into her aching slit. She moaned, swinging her head from side to side. His tongue fluttered inside her, drawing her juices forth as he supped from her. His moans of pleasure echoed in the room and vibrated against her tender skin, making her hips buck against him as she sought more.

 His hands clamped down on her hips, stilling her.

 She groaned in anguish as his mouth moved to pinch her clit between his lips. Rubbing it between such a soft area made her crazy. He teased her with his lips when what she really wanted was his tongue or teeth. Her prayers were soon answered. His flitted his tongue over her clit, drawing a shocked cry from her throat.

 He lathed it at length in a leisurely manner.

 When his teeth nipped her clit, a long low groan escaped her. She could feel her juices flow freely from her cunt, felt him lap them up. It heated her blood to know that her scent now covered his face. Totally absorbed with what the gold wolf was doing to her, she had forgotten the other man, who watched with covetous eyes and a hard cock. She soon remembered him, however, when the bed jostled and shook. It jolted her slightly from her pleasure-dazed thoughts. Feeling the press of his mouth against hers, she hungrily ate from his lips, she sighed into his mouth as the sensations increased her need. When his lips disentangled from hers, her lips formed a pout. Her mouth hungered for him.

 Climbing atop her, he grasped her head and tilted it upwards so that his cock brushed her mouth.

 Eagerly she opened it, accepting him inside of her. Working the glans with her lips, she rimmed the sensitive skin with her tongue. Raising her hands to cup his ass, she used it to press him closer. His cock was longer than the gold wolf's, but not as thick, making it easier to suck, but she knew because of his size that she wouldn't be able to engulf him entirely in her mouth. The thought disappointed her, but she did her best to suckle most of him inside her mouth anyway.

 She felt him jerk as his cum shot deep down her throat. Eagerly swallowing every drop, she continued to suck and swallow him.

 He wanted to stay in her mouth but his cock, now super-sensitive to her every ministration, wouldn't allow him. He pulled away from her.

 Veiling her eyes, she looked at him, studied his gorgeous frame and knew how lucky she was to have caught the attention of these two men. Jolted from her thoughts by a particularly wonderful touch from the gold wolf's mouth, she cried out in pleasure, her back and hips arching suddenly as rivers of sensation plunged their way through her body, leaving no area untouched. Her climax was unexpected but wonderful. She felt her cunt contract emptily and knew what she wanted, the gold wolf's cock.

 "Please, please," she begged.

 The man had obviously understood what she was begging for. He stood and dragged her towards the edge of the bed so that her hips were angled and her legs lay flush against him.

 The feel of his cock against her pussy sent shivers over her flesh. His thick cock head rested against her slit. She wanted to feel it thrust inside her even as she feared the thickness, feared that it might hurt.

 As he entered her, she began to climax, her pussy squeezing every inch he conquered, trying to push him out rather than welcoming him in. She could see beads of sweat cover his forehead, saw the moment his control snapped. With one powerful lunge, he thrust his way deep into her core. She screamed as he impaled her on his hard cock. She felt scorched by his touch. Her nerve endings sizzled as her orgasm, rather than fading away, was fed by this vicious entry. Her body sang from the rough handling, her cunt eagerly clutching him and welcoming his deep thrusts.

 The angle of his penetration made her tremble. His cock managed to hit every single inch of nerve-riddled skin, igniting sensations that her pussy had only ever dreamed of. He sawed his way in and out, and soon she felt the splash of his cum shot against the welcoming mouth of her slit. Knowing that they'd both marked her made her feel faint, along with the orgasm that rippled its way like a tidal wave over her body, pushed her over the edge, into darkness.

 Chapter Four

 A twitching foot was the only sign that proved Caden wasn't asleep. The rest of his body remained lifeless, apparently still in the throes of sleep, but for the last hour and a half he'd been awake and thinking.

 As soon as she'd passed out, Caden had literally yanked Jada away from Lucas and rolled her atop him, like a living breathing blanket. A few moments later, she'd stirred, curled herself on to him and fallen into a deep sleep. Lucas had glared at him, obviously resenting the way he'd taken charge of the situation, but Caden had just stared back, calling his wolf to the fore, and Lucas had lowered his head in submission, climbed on to the bed, and settled in for the night next to them.

 Caden had slept for a little while, but the feel of Jada's lush body against his had woken him. His cock had stirred. He'd subdued it, had settled for smoothing a hand up and down her back. Just touching her was special, a gift. He readily admitted he'd never felt like this before, about anyone. Friend or family. He didn't know who she was or what she would be to him, but he knew that he'd never be the same man again.

 She'd moved little over the course of the night. Her body lay partially over his, her right side on the bed and her left leg lifted over his thighs, clasped him to her. He was surrounded by her essence, and it felt damned good. The scent of his cousin was on her, but for some reason it didn't anger his wolfen, and for that he was relieved. It wasn't the first time they'd shared a woman, but as he'd already admitted, he'd never felt this way before. He had thought that sharing Jada would have angered his beast, but obviously it hadn't. It was strange how she called to both of them. He didn't really want to think about what that meant.

 Feeling her stir gently against him, he pressed a kiss to her hair and whispered, "Hello sleepyhead." The words were tender and as he heard them, he shook his head in wonder. Caden O'Connell, wolf-pack Alpha, tender? Never. But, it seemed time was changing him, that or this woman. He had a feeling it was the latter.

 "Hmm," she mumbled.

 He felt her smile against his chest and reveled in it.

 His hand continued to stroke her back, but this time, his hand slid over the curve of her ass and played with her slit. His fingers teased and played until eventually she pressed her head against his chest and mumbled, "What do you call yourself doing?"

 He laughed softly. "What does it feel like?"

 She sighed, the breath washing over his skin. "It feels nice," she admitted, spreading her legs a little more to allow him to explore further.

 Smiling, he complied with her wishes and felt the exact moment she realized his finger had penetrated her. Her loud moan woke Lucas. He tilted his head to see what his cousin would do.

 With sleepy eyes, Lucas rolled on to his side, rested his head on his hand, and watched Jada undulate against Caden's body. His cock was hard, but then so was Caden's. It seemed this woman stirred similar emotions in both of them. What was interesting was that neither of their inner beasts seemed to mind that.

 After a particularly violent groan, Jada demanded throatily, "Touch me!"

 Caden grinned at her imperious command but complied with her wishes. He wanted to do nothing more than touch her! He was under no illusion. She wanted him to stop playing with her sensitive slit. It had been a rotten thing to do, really, as he knew that touching her there merely ignited the need and didn't quench it. His fingers smoothed over the silken hair of her mound, spread her outer labia, rubbed her clit. He was rewarded immediately with a sigh of pleasure from Jada. His cock felt like iron, but he was content to ignore it for the moment, enjoying seeing Jada take pleasure in his touch.

 His fingers slid into her pussy, gathered some of her juices and spread it over her clit. He alternated between smoothing his fingers over the little nub and pinching it with two fingers.

 The alternating movements stirred her and drove her wild. She started to ride his digits, closing her eyes as she sought pleasure and demanded nothing less than that.

 He slid his hand down so that his fingers penetrated her and the heel of his hand rubbed her clit.

 With a few wild hip movements she came with a long loud moan, her cunt squeezing the tips of his fingers for all it was worth.

 As a little moisture burst from deep inside of her, he had to hold back the need to howl his pleasure.

 Lucas' cock was already hard, but when the scent of Jada's orgasm filled the room, his dick shot to full mast, pre-cum leaking copiously from the slit on his glans. He had no idea why this woman affected him so, but she did.

 Earlier on in the evening, his nose had directed him to a luscious scent. As a Wolfen, he'd grown used to scents of all kinds, bad and good, but this one had been unique. It was something he'd never scented before. That newness had made him walk over to the woman who'd been muttering to herself as she walked around the very edges of the room, obviously not wanting to mingle with the rest of the guests. He'd been intrigued by her. When he'd asked her to dance, when he'd held her close on the dance floor, his cock had reacted to her nearness. For the first time since he'd been a randy teenager, Lucas had blushed in embarrassment. His discomfort had eased when he'd scented her arousal and had felt her hard little nipples dig into his chest, but feeling like a callow youth had made him slightly irritable. What was it about her that could make him feel like that?

 As he'd spoken to her, he'd seen her honesty, seen her feel slightly awkward at his attentions, had even seen her fumble with her shoes, and, despite himself, he'd been charmed. Everything about her had intrigued him. But when she'd told him that this masquerade was her first, worry for her had sprouted from out of nowhere. Just one look at her was enough to see that she wasn't like the other women at the party. There was something innocent about her. Why her friend had invited her here to this sex party was beyond him. It had angered him somewhat that she'd placed Jada in a situation that she was ill-equipped to handle. He'd actually had to bite back harsh words and change the subject.

 As his alpha had walked over and requested a dance, Lucas hadn't been overly perturbed. His wolf hadn't risen to the surface. He wasn't jealous of Caden, but he instinctively knew that had it been another man, Jada wouldn't have left his side. He wouldn't have allowed it. The look he'd shared with his cousin had spoken of their mutual confusion over their reaction to this woman. And they were most definitely confused. There was something in her that called to the beasts within them and that had become even clearer over the course of the night.

 Now, watching her climax from Caden's touch, he smiled and sat up on his knees. Crawling across the bed, he moved behind her and clasped her close to him, feeling her sigh in relief as he supported the dead weight of her body. His hands roamed over her front, eventually settling on her breasts. Cupping them, he squeezed them gently, pinching the nipples and grinning at Caden as she moaned. Both of them were pleased at her recovery speed.

 Lucas lifted her and rearranged her so that her ass faced Caden.

 Her eyes opened in confusion.

 "Fuck him," Lucas whispered.

 Her eyes fluttered open, revealing her hazel orbs, and her hands pressed against Caden's thighs for support.

 Caden reached underneath her, grabbing his cock in one hand and placing it at the entrance to her body. Her entire body shuddered as Lucas used her hips to press her down slowly, allowing her body to absorb Caden's cock. She sat impaled on his Alpha, her body obviously reeling from the sensations hitting her. He knew that Caden was ready to cum, just as he was, so he did something he'd never done before, and had it not been for this woman, he probably never would have either!

 Pushing his weight against her so that she flopped backwards on to Caden's chest, Lucas lowered his head to her pussy. He wasn't overly comfortable being so close to his cousin's cock, but he knew she'd enjoy this and that was all that counted. Pushing his discomfort away, he flicked his tongue against her clit. At her mewl of pleasure and Caden's grunt, he assumed she'd clamped down hard on his cock. Flicking the tip of his tongue directly over her clit, he knew that the mass of sensations bombarding her would be too much. He knew her cunt would be quivering around Caden, driving him mad, driving them both near to climax. Sucking the nub between his teeth, he bit down gently, then harder. With a scream, she came. Seconds later he heard Caden's growl as he too climaxed.

 His cock still hard, he grabbed it in his hand and quickly jacked himself off, clenching his fist around the glans and directing the spray of his cum over her tits. Groaning as he saw the pearly white liquid adorn her magnificent breasts, he smiled as his and her scents intermingled.

 * * * *

 Groaning at the sounds of birdsong, Jada tossed and turned on the bed, covered her head with the pillow and eventually gave up as the sound wouldn't be muted.

 Something awe-inspiring had happened. She just didn't know what. Everything about the night should have terrified her, so why had she rejoiced in their presence, delighted in their touch?

 God, what a night. Her body felt a little sore, unused to such heavy, hard core sex, but it had been worth it. Just thinking about what they'd done to her made her blush. She remembered the feel of the one man's tongue flicking over her clit at the same time as she was full of the other man's cock. She'd never felt anything like that before. Her senses felt frazzled from overload. It was such a wonderful, unbelievable feeling, and she knew that it all was because of those men. Those two men had done something to her, had made her become someone else. Perhaps they had brought the real Jada to life?

 That thought wasn't very comforting.

 Sitting up with a grimace, she squinted into the light and saw why the sound was so damned loud. There was a little bird perched on the open window! She hissed at it, and her alarm clock spread its wings and flew off. Stretching a little, she yawned loudly and looked down at the bed where she realized for the first time that she was alone. Frowning slightly, she scrubbed a hand over her face, making contact with the skin on her forehead instead of her mask. It immediately made her think of the two men. She saw that her mask was on the bedside table. She wondered when she'd taken it off and when the men had gone. She hoped it wouldn't be the last she saw of them, but there was nothing she could do about it if it was.

 She rolled off the bed and reached for her toiletry bag on the bedside table. Popping a few pain-killers into her mouth, she swallowed them dry and hoped they'd ease her hangover. That would teach her to drink too much! She stretched again, only just noticing her nudity. A small smile graced her lips. For the first time in her life she didn't hurry to find a covering. She rejoiced in her nakedness, and she knew she had those two men to thank for that.

 With a smile still firmly on her lips, she noticed that a sheet of paper had been slid under the door. Getting out of bed, she retrieved it and read from the letter. It was the itinerary, apparently a day of horseback riding, soccer, and dancing awaited her. She tried not to grimace at the thought of riding a horse. Was it her fault that the damned things didn't like her? No, it wasn't, but she knew that Larissa wouldn't allow her to cry off. She noted the time, smiling with relief as she realized there was time enough for a long soak in the bath.

 Heading into the bathroom, Jada turned the taps on and adjusted the temperature to her liking. As she waited for the tub to fill, she walked back into the bedroom and looked in the closet for something to wear. She didn't doubt that Larissa would have an outfit planned for her. She just had to ascertain which outfit was for today! She peered through the dresses and noticed a more subdued outfit. With raised brows, Jada pulled it from the armoire and studied it intently. It was a bizarre design, but she thought it was a riding habit, something women would have worn hundreds of years ago.

 She wanted to roll her eyes at Larissa's idea of a suitable outfit. What was wrong with jeans and a shirt, for crying out loud? Jada threw the outfit on the bed and stalked back into the bathroom. On seeing that the bath was full, she climbed into the hot water and sighed in relief as the heat eased taut and strained muscles. She relaxed into the water and couldn't stop herself from reminiscing about the night before. She chuckled as a red flush covered her entire body. The night had been red-hot, and, although she was suffering a little from the after-effects of having imbibed too much alcohol, she could remember ever vivid detail of what had occurred the night before.

 She should be shocked and appalled by her scandalous behavior, but she wasn't. Instead, she was thrilled. God, what would Larissa say when she told her she'd taken part in a threesome? A chuckle of glee escaped her at the thought of Larissa's face. She would wait to tell her when she had a camera with her, that was for damned sure! A shocked Larissa was a rarity indeed!

 Jada hadn't really thought about having sex with both of them. She hadn't really expected both of them to come into her room, but she was mighty glad they had! Sex had never felt so damned right, so perfect, even the naughtiest of acts hadn't seemed sordid or wrong. What had transpired during the night had been wonderful. She thought that every woman should experience sex like that at least once in their life, just to know how beautiful and wonderful it could really be.

 It was stupid but the thought of having turned down Larissa's invitation and never having met these two wonderful men actually made her eyes water. Shaking her head, she scolded herself for her ridiculous thought and made herself think of the day ahead.

 After scrubbing her body clean and tending to sore areas, she dried herself off and walked back into the bedroom to put on a pair of panties and a bra. Applying moisturizer to her face, she added a touch of eyeliner and lip gloss then walked over to the outfit that Larissa had chosen for her. Sighing impatiently, she dragged it off the hanger to get a better look at it. She shook her head and grabbed the damned thing, throwing it over her head, hoping that it would settle appropriately once it was on her. After fidgeting with it for a few moments, she looked down at herself and was surprised. It was just a dress really, loose around the hips and legs, as was the fashion back then, but it sculpted her breasts and pushed them together. Bizarrely, it didn't really look that out of place. She sent a mental apology to her friend. She would have to learn to trust Larissa's fashion judgment.

 She yanked on the riding boots that she found at the bottom of the closet and winced as they rubbed her heels. They were a little sore from the night before. Pulling them off again was difficult. Going through her bag she found a pair of socks and pulled them on before stepping into the boots again. She sighed in relief as the discomfort disappeared.

 She grabbed a mask and studied it for a second. She didn't relish the thought of riding with the feathered mask. On further inspection, she noticed that the feathers were detachable. The pin that held them together also attached them to the black satin mask. She released the catch and placed the feathers carefully on the night stand. Walking over to the mirror, she pulled the mask on, fiddled with her hair, and checked her appearance to make sure she looked okay. Satisfied, she headed to the door and readied herself for the day ahead.

 Sailing down the stairs at a break-neck speed, Jada felt incredibly light-hearted and child-like. Laughing with sheer exuberance, she reached the first floor and ran to the butler, who stood at the front door, obviously waiting to instruct stragglers. She smiled at him then continued to run towards the stables. It had never been her favorite place, but Larissa had always loved it. She had spent many an hour chatting to her friend while she brushed one of her beloved horses.

 As she neared the stables, she noticed that a lot of people were already saddled up and about to set off. Peering into the distance, she noticed that some of the guests had already headed out and were pretty far away at that. Seeing Larissa with one of the horses, she walked over to her and kissed her on the cheek in greeting.

 "I was waiting for you to show up. How was last night?" Larissa asked, her eyebrows bobbing up and down comically.

 "My lips are sealed," Jada said dramatically and smirked as a look of impatience settled on Larissa's pretty features.

 "Come on, spill! I saw you head off with two guys last night, you slut, you!" Larissa teased mercilessly.

 "Ha, so says you! If I'm a slut, then what the hell does that make you?"

 They both laughed at each other, and Larissa smacked her on the arm in punishment.

 "Come on, tell me! I'm dying to know, have been since I saw you go off with them. Did you have fun? They didn't hurt you, did they?" Larissa stood up straight all of a sudden and looked at her friend seriously. "Did they treat you right?"

 Hugging her close, Jada whispered, "Of course, they did! It was wonderful, Lari, fantastic. I've never experienced anything like that before in my life."

 "I'm so glad! Did they stay all night?"

 "We had sex a couple of times throughout the night, but they'd gone when I woke up."

 "My God, I could cry, I'm so proud of you! I'd begun to think you were a frigid little tease. I'm so glad you came to this masquerade, hon. It will do you the world of good. Already I can tell a difference. You're blooming! It's wonderful to see!"

 "Thanks, babe. How was your night?"

 Larissa sighed lustily. "Perfect. I finally persuaded Alex to let me and our partner suck his cock. He was a little, well, a lot uncomfortable at first, but he enjoyed it. I don't think he'll let anything else happen between him and a guy again, but it was hot to see."

 "God, Alex must love you! He's the straightest guy on the planet. You have him by the balls, don't you Lari?" She shook her head teasingly and laughed aloud at Larissa's smirk.

 "He loves it, but I never push him unless I know he'll enjoy himself. That would be unfair. Anyway, he pushes me, too! Fair's fair!"

 "Yeah right!" Jada joked. Changing the subject, she asked, "You have a horse for my limited skills, don't you?"

 "Of course I do! Do you think I'm crazy?"

 "I won't answer that! But I'm damned glad you have one for me. When I saw what you wanted me to wear today, I thought I was going to be unhappy, but it's very pretty."

 Larissa answered seriously. "Easily accessible, as well." She flared her eyes suggestively. "You'll thank me for it later." Then,leaving Jada spluttering in surprise, she walked into one of the stalls and walked out with a docile-looking horse. "Remember that time, when you dropped the reins and Betsy dragged you through puddle after puddle after puddle, and Daddy had to grab you from the saddle to stop you from falling on your butt? Well, Daffodil here is more docile, older, and sweeter than Betsy, so hopefully you won't have too much of a problem with her! She isn't fast, thank God, but you should be able to handle her."

 "Fantastic! I don't want to go fast. I wouldn't even bother riding, but I already know that you would bully me to do it regardless," Jada said.

 "Damn right I'd get you on a horse! Look, Alex is over there with my mount. Will you be alright by yourself? I think he needs a little 'us' time. He's probably freaking out that he's turned gay overnight!" she teased.

 Jada knew if she'd asked Larissa to stay with her, her friend would have done so. She smiled warmly at her friend. "Of course, you go and reassure him. Larissa," she warned softly, "be careful with him. Don't press him too hard. You don't want to lose him, because you'll never find another like him, okay? I'm only telling you because I love you and you're my best friend."

 "I know, hon." Larissa winked and leaned into Jada for a hug. "I was only teasing. He'll be fine, I swear."

 Jada nodded and pushed Larissa away towards her husband. "Go! I'll be fine." She watched her friend walk away with a smile, which turned to a grimace when she studied Daffodil. She led the old mare over to a mounting block and somehow managed to get on the horse without falling off and causing herself too much damage. She grimaced as muscles she'd used the night before protested, but as she walked the horse on, they eased slightly, and she settled more easily on the saddle.

 Daffodil trotted slowly out of the stables and down the long drive. The pace was slow and quite relaxing. The fresh air was bracing and the scenery was so beautiful it made her eyes water, she was sure it was just allergies. She led Daffodil away from the drive and on to one of the fields. Hearing giggles of laughter and moans of pleasure, she shook her head in wonder. Had Larissa slipped everyone something their dinner last night? It was cold out here. Why the hell anyone would want to have sex in this weather was beyond her!

 As she rode on, the sounds of another rider approaching became apparent. She didn't think anything of it and so didn't turn around. When the other rider became level with her hors, she turned her head to greet the rider and nearly jumped in shock as she saw that it was another wolf, this time with black markings on his mask. She didn't say anything, just studied him intently, looking for signs that he was similar to the two men she'd spent the night with. As she looked, she saw them. He had predatory presence and seemed to be in complete control and too damned much like the mask he wore for her comfort!

 His dark brown hair shone with reddish glints. It was longer than the other wolves, the wavy locks curled into his nape. It suited him, framed his face and jaw. His blackish-brown eyes were focused intently on her. His look disturbed her. She could tell that she was at the very center of his attention. His eyes reminded her of molasses. Glossy and densely colored, they seemed to penetrate her clothes, searing her breasts and pussy. Shuddering slightly, she introduced herself, discovering with a twinge of discomfort that her voice was husky. "My name's Jada."

 "It's a pleasure to meet you, Jada."

 He was most definitely similar. Only two other men's voices affected her like the black wolf's did, and she'd slept with them the night before. She wondered why they all chose to wear the similar masks. Shrugging the question off, she noticed that, like the other two, he didn't offer his own name.

 "Likewise," she said abruptly.

 "Do you enjoy riding?" he asked, his voice thick and husky.

 "Of course, I do," she said. When she realized the innuendo he had probably been implying, her cheeks went up in flames. She had a feeling he'd taken her innocent comment completely the wrong way.

 "Glad to hear it," he teased.

 The look in his eyes scorched her to her very core. Having only just moments ago mentally scolded people who were fucking out in the open, Jada suddenly understood why they'd brave the cold to experience the kind of pleasures he was offering.

 Her thoughts and eyes focused on him, she didn't see the hare scuttle out from a hedgerow, didn't see it jump in the path of her horse. She only realized something was wrong when her horse reared into the air, and she had to clutch on to the saddle and reins as though her life depended on it. Her once timid and slow horse raced off to God knows where, leaving her glued to its back and frozen in fear. She didn't hear the black wolf ride alongside her. She had gone deaf. Her eyes were blind to her surroundings. Her brain was focused on the fact that she was going to die.

 A voice penetrated the fog that had surrounded her mind, and she heard the black wolf yell, "Give me your hand, woman!"

 She shook her head in fear. How could she give him her hand? If she did, she'd fall off the horse for sure. She clenched the reins even tighter in her fists and refused to look at him or give him her hand. Fortune was against her. Her horse soon came across a rocky crevice and she knew that if she didn't release the rein and accept the wolf's help, she'd fall for sure. Alone the horse would make the jump, but with her weight on its back, they'd both stumble and the horse would more than likely break a leg and she, her neck!

 This time, without any hesitation, she released the reins and her hand was immediately grabbed. The wolf, with incalculable strength, dragged her from her saddle and on to his, hauling her succinctly on to his lap. He quickly stopped his horse and, hugging her tightly to him, pressed a kiss into her hair. "God, lass, you gave me a fright."

 She whimpered against his chest, couldn't help the small sound, and suddenly she felt tears cascading over her cheeks. Her heart was beating so fast. She felt panicked. She couldn't catch her breath, and, as the tears fell, it became even more difficult to breathe.

 The wolf nudged her chin with his hand. Lifting her face to his, he gently kissed the wet tracks on her cheeks and slowly pressed little kisses along her jaw line and finally on her mouth. Softly at first, he kissed her, laving her bottom lip with his tongue. She opened her mouth to catch her breath and suddenly his tongue was tangling with hers and she was participating fully!

 His hands gripped her waist tightly. Soon one lifted to squeeze her breast. She moaned into his mouth, feeling his urgency, feeling her own. She squirmed on his lap, inadvertently brushing his hard cock. With a growl, he took her mouth more fiercely, firing up her blood, making lust sing through her veins.

 Vaguely she felt the horse move, and when she opened her eyes she noticed they were in a small copse of trees. Her eyes flared as she realized his intentions. His hands moved to her hips, and, with a jolt of shock, she felt herself being lifted and turned in his hold.

 Burrowing under her skirt, his hands soon touched her legs and glided over the inner curve of her calves and thighs. Her breath halted in her throat as his fingers neared her pussy. She released a sigh when the tips stroked her through her panties. It was a soft touch, but that very delicacy put her right on edge. Her muscles tensed in expectation. Her body readied itself to be touched by this strong man.

 Adrenaline already coursed through her veins thanks to her earlier escapade, but now, it returned with a surge, shortening her breath and freezing her in place. As his fingers gently traced the edge of her panties, her breath hitched, and when they dug underneath and pressed them aside, she felt like weeping. There was an expectant promise in the air, and she wasn't disappointed when he finally did touch her. A sob broke free from her throat as he stroked her clit. His hand moving gently over the tender area, he walked his fingers further down, and she cried out as he thrust two, then three digits into her welcoming cunt. She could already feel juices escape from her body. It should have embarrassed her, but seeing the heat in his eyes, she knew that her readiness turned him on.

 It was hard doing this on a saddle, but somehow she managed to spread her legs and clasp him to her at the same time. As his fingers hooked inside her, she hissed in pleasure, and, despite herself, her back arched. When he pulled away from her, she moaned her loss. When she opened her eyes she noticed his hungry gaze was locked on her heaving bosom. His hands were engaged elsewhere, and, hearing his hiss of relief, she realized he'd released his cock from what must have been a very uncomfortable prison.

 His hands burrowed once more under her skirt, and, dragging her to him, he lifted the skirt away, baring her legs and pussy to the open air.

 She shivered slightly, but the angle of her body allowed her to watch as his cock neared her cunt. She watched as he pressed against her. Her body eagerly accepted his hardness. Her hips rippled and twitched as he forged a path into her, and they sat in awe as her cunt swallowed all of him, leaving no inch free. She knew it was the angle that allowed her to accept all of him, but feeling that cock so deep inside her made her quiver in longing.

 She couldn't believe this was happening. First she'd had sex with the other two wolves, complete strangers, and now she was having sex with another stranger in a wolf mask. She didn't know what was coming over her, but whatever it was, she knew the fault lay at these three men's door. And she was glad it did.

 Phelan O'Connell stared at this magnificent woman watching the beautiful sight of their joining and couldn't hold back a sigh of wonder. Ever since he'd seen her horse rear and race off, his heart had been racing, and his beast had taken control. Thankfully, no one had been around and she'd been too distraught to notice, but at the threat surrounding this woman, his wolf had come to the fore, and he'd partially shifted. He'd felt the change in his face but had had no choice but to allow it control. His concentration had been focused on his woman, on saving her life and, now, as he possessed her, his beast had retreated, but only so far. It still drove him to fuck her now, at possibly one of the worst moments in history, atop a horse after she'd nearly fallen off her own damned beast and almost killed herself! But his beast would allow no less.

 Her scent was glorious. He wanted to bathe in it, surround himself in her essence, and he knew that he would. It was written in the stars. He didn't care that she wasn't wolf. She was his, and he would have her.

 Pressing his knees into the horse's sides, he started the animal at a slow trot, the movement thrust him in and out of her pussy without having to move. Her eyes opened wide at the sensation, and he could see the wonder in them. He rocked his hips gently, not wanting to disturb the horse, only wanting to thrust a little harder against her. His hand slid over her mound and pinched her clit between forefinger and thumb. He rubbed it against the hood, and soon she was squirming on his lap.

 Suddenly the horse started to move faster and before he could rein it in, her cry of discovery echoed through the air. Her eyes burst open, filled with unseeing stars as her climax rattled through her ravaged body.

 Her pussy clamped down on him. Thrusting against those tight muscles at a faster pace, he soon felt rivulets of sweat pouring down his face. Watching his mate, for that was what she was, come down to earth, pleasure lining her face, her breasts heaving, her body undulating, he couldn't hold back his own orgasm. With a feral growl, he emptied his seed into her waiting, welcoming womb.

 Chapter Five

 Tugging Jada's lax body against his, Phelan O'Connell sighed as her luscious form molded against his hard frame and her delicious essence surrounded him. She was asleep, had practically started to doze immediately after having climaxed. He couldn't stop the smile that graced his lips when he thought about the saying that men always fell asleep after sex, but apparently, that was not always the case. In this instance, it was fortunate that he himself had managed to stay awake! He still penetrated her. Her lower body was naked to the world and they were both precariously perched atop a horse! Someone had to deal with the harsh realities of the real world. He grinned, perfectly content to take charge of this situation.

 Pulling out of her with a grimace, he promised himself it wouldn't be long before he was back inside her. It seemed as though he wasn't the only one disappointed with his exit. Making a moue of displeasure, Jada rolled her hips against his, nearly dislodging herself from the horse but somehow managing to rock herself against his softening cock which was soon rock hard again in her presence. He pressed her tighter against his chest, felt the soft soughing breaths through his shirt and closed his eyes at the closeness, at the intimacy.

 Pulling the horse to a standstill with the reins, he disentangled her body from his and quickly jumped from the saddle and zipped up his fly, somehow managing to hold her in place as he did so. With both feet on the ground, he swung her high into his arms, walked over to one of the nearby trees and, sliding down against the trunk, managed to sit down with Jada still ensconced in his hold. Congratulating himself at that feat of ingenuity, he settled himself against the hard tree trunk and hugged her to him. Her head was pressed against his shoulder, her mouth nearly touched the skin of his throat. Her soft breath washed over him, and Phelan knew that he'd never been happier than he was at that very moment.

 He cocked his head to the side to study her sleeping face. Noticing that her breathing had deepened, Phelan raised a hesitant hand to her mask and pulled it gently away from her face. Ensuring all the while that she slept, he looked at her beautiful visage and felt his beast stir as both man and animal realized that this was the face of their mate, the woman who would bear their children and stand by their sides for the rest of their lives. It wasn't the first time he'd realized it that afternoon, but seeing the honey colored skin, the chestnut brown hair curled over her soft cheeks, rich dark lashes resting against high cheekbones, ruby red lips pouted in sleep, Phelan felt the knowledge sink deep into his bones, and his soul rejoiced.

 He'd been a happy bachelor, happy to be single, fuck whatever willing woman came his way and attend parties such as this one to spice up an otherwise boring couple of weeks. Only now, with his woman lying peacefully in his arms, so trusting and defenseless in sleep, did he recognize what all other wolves had realized time after time and throughout history. He was nothing without his mate. Phelan felt as though a missing piece to his soul had been found, and, now, like a jigsaw puzzle, he was complete. It was an incredible feeling. If he hadn't have felt it himself and had someone told him about it, he would have thought it a joke. He wouldn't have taken it seriously. After all, how could one woman, who he'd known for only a short space of time, become so important to him in a matter of moments? It didn't make sense, but then the mate bond wasn't supposed to. It just was, and, now, feeling the completion of his soul, he couldn't be happier that she was here and with him.

 Pulling the mask back on her face, he nuzzled her cheek and breathed deeply of her scent. With a frown, he took another sniff and groaned. He could smell traces of his cousins' scents. He didn't like to contemplate what that meant. If all three of them had slept with her, could she be their mate as well? Tightening his hold, he felt her squirm uncomfortably, but he couldn't help it. Although his beast wasn't perturbed by the thought of sharing with the two men, who were like his brothers, he, as a man, was! He didn't want to share her. She was his. Pressing a kiss to her forehead, he rocked them both slightly and closed his eyes against the unwelcome thoughts bombarding him, but they refused to go away. Just as moments ago his soul had recognized that she was his mate, that same part of him spoke something else. She wasn't just his mate. He was to share her with Caden and Lucas.

 For the first time in many years, Phelan felt tears sting his eyes, so hurt was he by this realization. He knew that it was the man not the beast who didn't want to share, for his beast readily accepted their scents, which meant that it wasn't an issue. Had he been enraged and shifted uncontrollably, then it would have shown his response to the thought of sharing her with other wolves. Phelan rejected his hurt. It was ridiculous to feel disappointed. Fate wouldn't have chosen this woman to complete the O'Connell cousins if she hadn't been able to handle them, if she hadn't been able to love them all. It would take some getting used to, that he knew, but then nothing in life that was worth fighting for came easily. Jada was definitely worth fighting for. He'd known that from the moment he'd set eyes on her, and now, in his arms, sleeping after having mated, he felt that belief take hold in his heart.

 Wearily, he closed his eyes and, tilting his head against hers, relaxed against the tree and waited for sleep to come. With his mate in his arms, Phelan knew that this would be the best nap of his life.

 * * * *

 Feeling the hard muscular thighs under her bottom, Jada quickly realized that she'd fallen asleep in the black wolf's arms. Unable to help herself, she nestled her head against his throat and wondered sleepily why sleeping in this man's arms felt so damned right. It felt just as good as being with the other two wolves and that thought, rather than freaking her out, settled something in her soul and engulfed her whole body in a wave of peace that washed past worries and insecurities away, only to leave a stronger and more empowered Jada behind.

 His arms were tight around her, and, snuggled into his hold, she smiled. It felt wonderful to be so close to a man, to be invited into his personal space and accepted, because no man could hold a woman so close unless he wanted her to be there. In all her other relationships, she'd never felt comfortable enough to be so close to her partners. She had to take full blame for that, though. She had never wanted to get close to any man because they would eventually discover her infertility and subsequently end the relationship, and she was always left reeling and heartbroken. Because of her built-in defenses, she'd ruined all chances at real intimacy and had experienced it for the first time in the arms of these three wolves.

 What did that say about her as a person? That at thirty with three supposedly meaningful relationships under her belt, she'd felt true intimacy with three strangers. It either meant that she just hadn't met the right guys and that, God help her, only these three men could inveigle their way into her defenses, or it meant that she had allowed her medical history to have too much import in the running of her life. Perhaps it was a little of both, but she knew that there was something different about the wolves. She didn't know why, but she thought her body did.

 As ridiculous as it sounded, after sex with her other boyfriends, she'd turned on her side and fallen asleep on her side of the bed. She had never wanted to spoon or wake up in their arms. She'd never been a cuddler, had never wanted to be so close to her partner after such an elemental and profound act. Yet with these three strangers, her body persistently and continuously allowed them into her personal zone. She fell asleep on them, with them still inside her, relied on them to protect and care for her afterwards. Around them, she acted like a completely different woman, and, although it didn't concern her, it did make her wonder, why these three men? Why not just one of them?

 As staid and sexually repressed as she was, she was aware that some members of society did live in polyamorous relationships, but her? Jada Smith living in sin with three men? She didn't think so. Her entire body stiffened as she realized what she'd just thought. Who said anything about this sexual relationship lasting after the masquerade? Making a conscious decision to relax, she reassured herself that she expected nothing to come from this orgy, that it had just been an aberration. She wanted and expected nothing from these men, apart from good sex that was.

 Why did that not make her feel any better?

 She sighed and opened her eyes to look at the wolf in whose arms she lay. He was as beautiful as the other two. God, she really had lucked out at this party. Separately, each of them was a true hunk, would have looked A OK in Hollywood, but she'd been fortunate to experience each and every one of them! Talk about being blessed!

 His mask, like the others, covered the majority of his face. A slight stubble graced his chin, and she wanted nothing more than to have stubble burn over each and every centimeter of her body! His hair, although not long, was a lot longer than either of the other two wolves. It was long enough to curl behind his ears, but it didn't reach his neck. It suited him, made him look seriously masculine, and, in her mind's eye, she pictured him licking her pussy and her fingers working his hair and grabbing it in frustration as he teased her and drove her insane with his tongue. The thought made her shiver, and, with a start, she realized that as her mind had been processing those last thoughts, he'd awoken and his eyes were burning into hers.

 His voice husky, he asked quietly, "Sleep well?"

 Feeling suddenly shy, she nodded. "Sorry I fell asleep on you, both figuratively and literally." She ducked her head in embarrassment and sighed as his fingers reached up to chuck her under the chin and raise her face to his. As his lips pressed themselves against hers, the tenderness behind that small kiss made her want to weep.

 "Don't apologize, lass. Do I look unhappy or upset with you because my love-making wore you out?" he teased, making her smile up at him.

 "No, you look like the cat that ate the canary!"

 "Aye, well that's true." He winked then sighed sorrowfully. "Must be time to head back. The others are probably wondering where we are, especially if I'm not back for the football. Are you going to cheer me on?"

 Jada smiled and leaned up to press another kiss to his cheek, allowed him to move his head to the side so he could access her mouth with his own. Sighing against his lips, she whispered, "Of course I will. Do you want me to drool, as well?"

 He chuckled against her mouth and said, "Aye, lass, that I do." Lifting her from his lap and placing her gently on the ground, he jumped to his feet and reached for her hands to help her up.

 "Why thank you, kind sir," she said huskily in a mock southern belle accent.

 "You, my lady, you are very welcome," he said.

 She knew he was joking but serious at the same time. She stared on in surprise as he issued a loud whistle, and the horse they'd ridden on earlier trotted towards them, obviously having heard his signal.

 He grinned at her, placed his foot in the stirrup, and jumped on to the saddle. Walking the horse over to her, he reached for her hands and tugged her on to the saddle, seating her in front of him.

 "How the hell did you do that?"

 "Ah, now that would be telling! Let's just say that I came to an understanding with animals a long time ago."

 She didn't reply. She was content to lean against his chest and enjoy the ride back to the castle. With a little scowl she realized that she hadn't searched for Daffodil after she'd gone walk-about. Feeling a little guilty, because instead of looking after the terrified horse, she'd been too busy enjoying this man's body, she shrugged it off, hoping against hope that Daffodil would have returned to the stables.

 The journey to the castle didn't take all that long. Very soon they neared the stables and the black wolf jumped off first and, very gentlemanly, reached for her and helped her gently to her feet.

 She smiled her thanks. "I'll cheer you on at the match." With a small smile, she spun on her heel and walked back to the castle. Although she'd enjoyed her little interlude with the man, she didn't particularly like the feel of his seed covering her inner thighs! Before she did anything else, she was going to have another bath to freshen up!

 Walking through the castle doors, she jumped as she heard Larissa screech, "Where the hell have you been! Daffodil came back ages ago, minus one rider! You! Are you OK? What the hell happened?"

 Shushing her friend, she answered calmly. "I'm fine. Don't worry. My knight in shining armor saved my ass. A rabbit jumped out of one of the hedges and frightened us both to death. Daffodil raced off, and this guy pulled me from the saddle on to his. It was lucky he was there actually. We were headed towards this crevice, and I knew that if Daffodil made the jump with me on her back, we'd both fall. He saved me from a broken leg or two!" she finished cheerfully and tapped her hand on Larissa's back.

 "Thank God, you're OK. When they told me Daffodil had come back alone, I was worried sick! I thought I'd wait an hour for you to come back, because I know what you're like with horses, and if you didn't come back, then we'd send out a search party. You missed lunch, but there's going to be cakes at the soccer match. You ready to go?"

 "Not just yet. I'll be along in a little while. I just need to freshen up. My brush with death made me a little sweaty!" she joked, kissed her friend on the cheek, and then ran off to her room.

 Quickly jumping into the bath, Jada scrubbed herself clean and dried herself off. She grabbed a pair of black chinos and matched it with a tight-fitting white shirt. Dragging some comfortable ballet pumps on that caused her no pain, she was ready for the match and ran down the stairs and into the hall. She asked the butler for directions to the match and soon walked over to the small clusters of deck chairs and little coffee tables that littered the edge of the playing field. Spotting Larissa, she headed towards her and started looking around for the three men who'd been dominating her thoughts so recently.

 Spying them just as she reached Larissa, she sat down and sighed in admiration. All the men were wearing kilts and nothing else. Her three wolves were easily the best looking men on the pitch though, their bodies muscled and strong, every inch of their skin extremely lickable! She noticed how well they worked together, passing the ball to each other in tight conformation, easily taking possession and making it difficult for the other team.

 Jada had no idea how the game actually worked. She just watched the three wolves and enjoyed the delicious view. Tearing her gaze away from them, she smiled at Larissa. "I'm starving. What have we got to eat?"

 Larissa rolled her eyes. "Sex does burn off a lot of calories, doesn't it?"

 "Hmm," Jada answered noncommittally, hiding a smile at her friend's sigh of annoyance.

 "There's cherry cake, shortbread, carrot cake, apple scones, and Dundee cake. Also, because Martha knew you were coming, she made you some butterscotch and chocolate fudge."

 "Seriously?" Jada said, sighing happily. "God, I love that woman! I swear she should have been my mother! Saying that, though, I'd probably be three hundred pounds if I was her daughter. My waistline always takes a hit when I stay here." She grinned. "I'll have a little of everything, methinks." So saying, she leaned forward and grabbed a plate from the coffee table. Taking a slice of the cherry, carrot, and Dundee cake, she piled a scone and a few shortbread biscuits on the side.

 Larissa laughed. "There's plenty to go around. You can pace yourself, you know!"

 "I know, but I always feel better when my plate is loaded." Taking a bite of the cherry cake, she sighed in pleasure as the moist cherry concoction hit her taste buds. Next she took a bite of the carrot cake and as the sweet carrot and cinnamon melted in her mouth, she gave a long groan. "I love Martha. Can I steal her from you?"

 "No, she's my cook. I need her!" Larissa joked. "Wait till you taste the Dundee cake. I already had three slices."

 Taking a bite of the rich fruit cake, Jada moaned. "That's sinful. How the hell does she do it? Every damned time, as well! It just gets better and better." Finishing that piece, she bit into some shortbread and sighed again. "You did this on purpose, didn't you? Cake torture to get all the gossip out of me!"

 Larissa giggled. "Don't be silly! I have far more effective ways for that. Anyway, I already know. I can see three men in extremely similar masks that you can barely take your eyes away from. Not saying that I blame you. They're very yummy. If you hadn't already sneaked them away, I would have asked them to join Alex and me." She sighed mournfully. "The things I do for my best friend."

 Jada whacked her on the arm. "Do you dope everyone with sexual stimulants at this party? Wherever I go, I hear moans and groans. It's either your fault or it's something in the water!"

 "I think you'll find it's the water, darling." Larissa winked.

 Jada wasn't so convinced, but she didn't say anything else as she bit into her scone and enjoyed the sight of her three wolves tackling some other guy for the ball.

 Cheering loudly as the wolves' side won 3-2, she clapped her hands and then pulling Larissa from her deckchair, linked arms with her, and together they walked back to the castle. They said little over the course of the return trip and separated to go to their rooms and change for dinner. Already having bathed earlier on, she just looked in the closet and picked out a dress to change into later. Setting her outfit on the bed, she grabbed the matching shoes and, leaving them beside the bed, left her room and went back down the stairs. She headed for her favorite sitting room, the library. She loved the atmosphere, loved that it was jam-packed with books and that she could just sit there and enjoy the silence.

 She grinned when she noted that it was empty, and, choosing the window-seat, she sat down, lifted her legs up, and leaned her head against her bent knees. Staring out of the window, she studied the beauty of the green fields, the chilly air merely adding a crispness to the entire scene. Hearing the door to the library open, her head popped up, and she looked at the door. It took a lot to not jump up out of her seat. In fact, it drained nearly all of her control to just sit there and watch him, allow him to make the first move.

 "Hello Jada."

 She nodded and replied, "Hello."

 "Do you mind if I sit with you?"

 "No, of course not."

 "It's a beautiful room, isn't it?"

 "Yes." She sighed, her eyes warm as she looked around the library, touched on the roaring fire and the old-world charm of the books. "I love it here. It's one of my favorite rooms. You never told me your name," she said, changing the subject abruptly. "I can't keep on thinking of you as red wolf now, can I?"

 He smiled. "Caden."

 "Your name's Caden?"

 He nodded slowly, tilted his head at her and asked, "Do you regret last night?"

 "No," she answered vehemently. "Not at all! Why, do you?"

 "No," he said calmly. "You just seem a little uncomfortable, that's all."

 "Well, if I am, it's not because of last night!" Jada said tartly then sighed. "Sorry, I'm not very good with people."

 Caden laughed. "Well, you were good with me last night. I have no complaints." Leaning forward, he brushed a hand against her flushed cheek and whispered, "No need to be embarrassed, lass."

 She smiled hesitantly and rubbed her face into his palm, the intimacy unexpected but right nevertheless. She sighed. "I have to get ready for dinner."

 "Want to meet here when you're ready?"

 She nodded and smiled, pressed a kiss into his palm and stood up. Looking at him, she whispered. "See you later." Then, walking from the room, she quickly hurried back to her bedchamber to ready herself for the night ahead.

 For this occasion, she'd chosen a black number. It was short, would probably hit her above the knees, and had a black lace overdress that covered it entirely that flared into a train at the center of her lower back. She struggled into it with some difficulty. It was very tight and clung to every curve, but she knew it would make her look very Jackie O, and she wanted to look classy tonight. Elegance would give her an extra confidence, and she had the feeling that she'd need it with the three men she'd slept with.

 Caden. She whispered the name, rolling it around her mouth, tasting it on her tongue. She smiled and looked into the mirror to check her appearance. Satisfied with the look, she decided to leave the feathers off the mask. The black satin suited the simplicity of the dress and with that decision made, she left the room and headed back to the library. Walking through the door, she smiled when she saw him standing in front of the fire in evening dress. Closing the door behind her, she said, "Penny for your thoughts?"

 "They're worth much more than that, a luaidh." He smiled somberly. "You look beautiful."

 It should have been trite, but it wasn't, tears threatened as the depth of meaning behind that cliche hit her heart. "Thank you."

 He walked over to her, raised her hand to his lips, and pressed a delicate kiss to her inner wrist. "Come, I'm sure dinner's about to be served." They walked out of the library and headed to the dining room where they managed to take the last pair of seats. The night seemed magical somehow and all because this wonderful man called her beautiful. Shaking her head in self-derision, she shook out her napkin and took a bite of the starter, a small portion of roasted grouse with blood pudding and griddled vegetables. It was a heavy starter, but it was quite delicious. She concentrated on eating the dish, for she was quite hungry, having eaten no breakfast or lunch and only a little the night before at dinner.

 The room was loud with noise and music. People chattered and laughed, yet she and Caden were quiet, both seemingly absorbed in their meal. They were nonetheless hyper-aware of each other.

 For their main meal they had a fish stew that Martha called Finnan Haddie. It was a hearty dish and warmed a person right through, the flavor of the haddock strangely delicate yet pungent at the same time. As dessert was served, she happened to look down the table and her gaze clashed with the black wolf. Feeling a blush redden her cheeks, she smiled hesitantly and nodded in greeting. She saw Caden react to her greeting, his head spinning to look at the black wolf, who gave a cocky nod of the head. She frowned but said nothing, focused on the chocolate, orange, and whiskey mousse, which she immediately recognized. It seemed as though Martha was producing her favorite dishes for her, and, knowing Martha, she probably was! The cook had always had a soft spot for her.

 She drank little over the course of dinner, fully aware that the night before she'd consumed far too much alcohol. She wanted to have all her wits about her. She didn't know what was going to happen over the next few hours. She'd slept with all three men now. Would all three of them expect to have sex with her tonight? If she had her wits about her, then she'd be able to be in control of the situation and so she made the conscious decision to drink only water.

 Having eaten the last bite of her mousse, she stood and walked to the ballroom, aware that Caden followed her. She headed towards the seating area they'd taken over the night before and sat down on one of the seats. It was hard to believe that last night had been twenty four hours ago. It seemed like a lifetime.

 Caden sat down opposite her. They both sat in silence and watched one another broodingly. Within five minutes the other two wolves had joined them. The gold wolf sat beside Caden, and the black wolf sat beside her. He reached for her hand and placed their joined hands on his lap. She stared down at the sight and sighed. How could she deny the pleasure these men gave her? The simple answer was, she couldn't, but that didn't mean she was easy! She was tired and wasn't prepared for a twosome never mind a foursome!

 Looking up at the black wolf, she asked, "Name?" Her eyes dared him to give an alias.

 "Phelan."

 She looked at the gold wolf and waited for him to answer the question.

 "Lucas."

 She nodded then her gaze traced Caden's features. "You're related, aren't you?"

 "Yes, we're cousins."

 "I thought so." Her reply was faint. She said nothing else, her gaze darting from one man to another and then to look around the ballroom where couples had started to dance in earnest. There wasn't an urgency like there had been the night before. Apparently some of their baser instincts had been appeased and now they could enjoy the entertainment more fully tonight. Smirking at the thought, she sighed as she looked at the men again and saw they were all looking at her.

 "Would you like a drink, Jada?" Lucas asked quietly.

 "Thank you, Lucas, but no. I'm not thirsty." She smiled at him gratefully, saw his shoulders relax at her smile, and frowned a little. They were all on eggshells around her, why? "Is everything alright?" she asked hesitantly.

 Phelan answered, "Everything is fine as long as you have no regrets."

 "I already told Caden I have no regrets, and I have the feeling that I'm not the only thing you've shared," she said pointedly without malice.

 Lucas smiled. "You'd be right in thinking that."

 Her thoughts once more turned to the night ahead. Her body and mind were tired. She wanted to sleep more than anything, but a part of her wanted at least one of them with her. She wouldn't deny that, but how could she tell them that she didn't want to fuck them, just wanted to sleep with them? They'd expect more from her surely. This masquerade was all about sex. No doubt she'd be the only guest here that wouldn't be having sex tonight. That thought didn't exactly ease her mind because if they weren't having sex with her, then they'd find another willing partner. She didn't like the pattern her thoughts were taking, so, standing abruptly, she said, "I'm tired. I'm going to bed. Alone." She walked off and immediately regretted leaving without one of them. It was amazing how quickly a person became used to sleeping with someone. Her body longed for contact with their hard flesh, and she knew that, without one of them with her, she wouldn't sleep so well.

 "What are we going to do about this, Caden?" Phelan asked somberly.

 "Claim her, nothing else we can do."

 "All three of us?" Lucas questioned.

 "Of course, she's our mate. We'll just have to share her. If your beast is anything like mine, then it shouldn't be a problem. I've scented both of you on her body and my beast hasn't reacted at all, so it's obviously meant to be. I won't lie and say I'm happy about this, because I'm not. She's my mate. I prefer not to share what's mine, but fate has spoken differently, and I have no choice. Let me say this, though, I am still alpha in this mating," he warned easily.

 "Do you think I'm any happier about this than you? I scented her this morning, realized who she was to me, and to you two, and the thought of having to share her damn near killed me. You aren't the only one with a grudge against fate, Caden. Anyway, she might not be willing to be claimed, as you so put it. By one of us,? Maybe. But by all three? No way. Even in our culture, so large a mate group is rare. In her culture it's deemed unnatural and obscene! It's not going to be as easy as you say," Phelan replied heatedly.

 "What do you want me to say, Phelan? That we'll let her go? Allow her to return to America? Leave her mates? There is no other option available to us. She is our mate. It's as simple as that. Yes, the mate group is large, but at least she'll have more protection with three of us there to guard her. Times have changed, but a wolf's mate is still precious. She'll be safer with us three. She'll just have to be persuaded to our way of thinking. I'm not disputing how hard it's going to be. Jada is a tough nut to crack and obviously riddled with defenses. The only way you can actually tell what's going on in her mind is through her scent! Her body language gives nothing away, even to me. She's strong enough to have three mates, that I know. And three mates she'll have," Caden answered stoutly.

 "How the hell are we going to tell her what we are?" Lucas asked quietly. "She's the only human here. Other males have scented that. Jada's getting more and more attention, so we'll have to watch out for her."

 "I don't know. We'll have to deal with telling her as and when necessary. The more often we couple with her, the stronger our scents will be penetrated into her own essence. That will keep the others at bay. I'm not willing to make a formal announcement yet, obviously, but they should be able to scent the alpha in her essence. If they don't leave her well alone because of that, then I'll class that as a challenge. Warn any you think will chase her that I will fight them for her," he replied, eyes flashing, alpha coming to the fore.

 "Are we really going to do this?" Phelan asked, blowing out a breath.

 "Of course we are, unless you're willing to lay down your claim on her?" Lucas asked pointedly.

 Phelan narrowed his eyes angrily and sat up in agitation. Acting quickly, Caden banged his hand down on the sofa. "Enough of this!" He stood. "If I hear of any fights tonight, I won't be pleased."

 "Why? Where are you going now? She wanted to sleep alone!" Lucas said wryly.

 "She doesn't know what she wants. Surely you can see that! Didn't you smell the regret weeping from her pores when she left? Tonight is for me and her. We'll talk more of sharing in the future, but tonight she's mine to claim." He left the other two staring angrily at his back and stalked out of the ballroom.

 "This is going to be difficult," Lucas told Phelan.

 "Aye, it is. But I'm sure it will be worth it. She's a special woman." He shrugged. "We share most things in life. It's no real surprise that we're to share a mate. Doesn't mean to say that I'm happy about it!" The two men exchanged a hard look, then stood and headed over to the bar. A few drams of whiskey would make the night pass a lot more pleasantly!

 * * * *

 Tossing and turning in her bed, Jada sighed into her pillow, once more regretting the absence of her wolves. She sat up in the center of the huge bed and stared around the moonlit room. The windows were open once more. Fresh cold air entered the room in large gusts and remembering this morning, how bright it had been, she quickly untied the curtains around the four poster and hid herself within their enveloping folds. It was pitch black within the bed once she'd done that. She sighed and hoped that it would mean she'd sleep longer if she ever managed to fall asleep at all!

 Rubbing a hand to her forehead, she closed her eyes and, making a conscious decision, slowly traced it over her face, down her chest and over her nightshirt until she reached the very bottom edge. Fiddling with it for a second, she sighed and parted her legs. Tenderly she began to rub the soft skin at the center of her core, fingers fluttered over her clit and down to her entrance, she stroked the length of her pussy and rotated her hips in pleasure whenever she hit a good spot. So involved was she in her ministrations, she didn't hear the door open and close, nor did she hear the man undressing in her room.

 Had it been another man, she would have squealed in shock as his head parted the curtains, but she merely sighed when she saw him and his mask.

 His gaze was obviously focused on the hand between her legs. "Don't stop, lass." His voice was husky and loaded with lust and blindly, she followed his request.

 Chapter Six

 Sighing softly, Jada continued to touch herself, her breath hitching as he avidly watched her fingers delve deeply between her parted legs. She wasn't overly comfortable with him watching, knew that she wouldn't be able to climax. Her body far too tense to experience that kind of pleasure whilst he was there, witnessing something she'd only ever done in private before now. So instead, she decided to make a show for him, one she knew he'd be more than willing to watch.

 Climbing on the bed, he sat to her side, his hand stroking up and down her leg tenderly with his gaze glued to her pussy. Spreading her legs a little further apart, she tilted her hips and frigged her clit rapidly; despite his presence, her body reacted to the direct touch and surprisingly, she started to pant as his fingers joined hers, one long digit pressing against the entrance to her body, slowly pushing until her hungry pussy absorbed him, sucked him in deep. Crying out, Jada's legs parted further, what had been a show, had suddenly, shockingly become very real. Sensation rippled through her body, as they both worked together to pleasure her. Her unease and discomfort had slowly faded away, her focus had shifted and was now spotlighted on climaxing.

 Awkwardly reaching down the bed for his other hand, her moist fingertips pressed against his own, spreading her juices over his hand. Astonishingly comfortable with this intimacy, Jada dragged their clasped hands up and over her body and placed them between her legs, she cupped him into a fist and rasped his knuckles over the swollen nubbin. Crying out in surprise, she placed pressure on his hand and rode his fist for a moment or two. She directed his fingers on to her clit, controlling his movements with a fever born out of need and as the slippery digits slid over her flesh, rubbing that hyper-sensitive ball of nerves, she stopped breathing for a moment, her body tense and waiting for the explosion to come, and come it did. Shouting out in delight, she released his hand and allowed him to touch her throughout her climax, her body as taut as a bow, whilst indescribable, naughty pleasure seemed to ransack its way through her vital organs.

 Raising a hand to her eyes, she clenched them tightly shut and begged for calm as her body shivered and trembled. When his long finger dragged against tender sensitive flesh, a whimper escaped her mouth, as that same finger pushed back in and hooked slightly to torment already quivering nerve-endings, a sobbing cry permeated the isolated enclosure. Back bowing, her over-sensitive body reacted to his touch like a moth to flame. Her body felt like dry tinder and his fingers were the match. Together they set her senses alight and although she found it difficult to handle, it was something she was certainly willing to get used to.

 Silence reigned for a few moments as Caden allowed her body to come down from the heights it had reached. The intimate joining kept them grounded and connected, his hand pressed against her most secret place, his finger a welcome intruder. The whole situation felt surreal. Reaching down for his hand, Jada pulled him out of her body, then with slumberous eyes, brought his drenched finger to her mouth. His eyes flared and with a dangerous look, he dragged the tip of said finger around the outline of her pouting lips. Leaning down he traced the same curve with his tongue and as her own came out to play, they wrestled for control, Caden easily winning as her ready and willing flesh longed for his touch, for his domination.

 A whisper of sound was her only clue before she felt the flat of his hand tap down against the tender skin of her pussy, mewling in displeasure, she clapped her legs together, locking him between them. He laughed slightly, then nuzzling his face against her jaw, he whispered, "Don't want to play?" Not waiting for her answer, he pressed down, penetrating her with a finger. "Do you know how wet you are, lass?" Sighing softly, his breath washed over her neck and he continued, "Sopping wet." He plunged roughly in and out, playing until soft squelching sounds could be heard. "Hear that? Do you have any idea of how fucking sexy that is?" She shook her head, glad he couldn't see the blush covering her cheeks.

 With a rough growl, he pulled his finger away from her, then wrapping an arm about her waist, he hoisted her up into a sitting position. Her body lax and trembling, she rested against him trustingly, as he adjusted their positions to wherever he wanted them to be. As he sat back against the pillows at the head of the bed, he reached for her once more and released her when her back lay flat high against his chest. He hooked her legs around his and bent his knees so that she was spread wide open. Caden's hand returned to her pussy. Coating his fingers in her juices, he played with her for countless moments, feeling the tension start to rise in her boneless body, as her hips swayed and her back arched gently against him. With a gentle caress, his hand left her and walked its way downwards. His moist fingers began to play with the rosette of her ass. Spreading her copious juices along that forbidden area, he easily penetrated her. Just a little, to make her aware of his presence. Grabbing his cock in his fist, he rubbed it along the length of her pussy. Spreading the pussy lips with his hardness, Caden felt his way to the entrance of her body and thrust inside her with a controlled breath.

 Jada waited for Caden to move, to start to touch her, fuck her. But he didn't, he just kept his cock tucked inside her, his finger penetrating her butt. She tilted her hips, hoping to make him move, rolled them when that didn't work. Her own hand sneaked down to touch herself, but he slapped her on the butt and said, "You want it, lass, you're going to have work for it."

 A blush tinged her cheeks, but she knew that he meant what he said. With a rough groan she sat up, it was easier said than done, her back felt lax and weak. She wanted to just lay against him and let him pleasure her. Instead she leaned her body weight on her hands, and using the strength from her arms, she moved her lower body. As she worked her hips, felt his cock slide in and out of her along the finger in her behind, shivers of pleasure trembled along her spine. It was hard to concentrate as her need built, and eventually she moved feverishly, happy with just an inch of a thrust, needing more but knowing she'd never get it. Her body craved the long fast plunge followed by a short thrust that only he could give her. She craved it like cracked, dry terrain needed water. It strummed up her need until eventually she was sobbing against him, working herself into a state of such frustrated desire that had she been watched, Jada would never have recognized herself.

 When he spun them awkwardly around on to their knees, she literally stopped breathing in preparation for that one thrust that would rock along the length of her cunt. When he teased her, rocked a little back and forth, she screamed, "Caden! Dammit!" and pushed her butt back against him, inadvertently pulling him out of her. She groaned deep when he moved back in, then her prayers were finally answered. His cock slammed in and out, fast. Within seconds her sobs of need became replaced with sobs of pleasure, as that fat cock worked its magic on her body and a climax rocked her world.

 * * * *

 Grouchy. That was how she felt this morning. Tired. Achy. Her entire body protested the heavy exercise it had been getting and her head was protesting, too! She had a headache to end all headaches and it was because she hadn't slept the whole night through. Blinking her eyes at the solid blackness that surrounded her, she nevertheless heard the birdsong outside her window and could hear the guests moving about the castle. Jada really didn't know how they did it, how they could sleep so little and wake up so god damned early the next day.

 Groaning, she turned on to her side, grimaced as her body moaned at the new position. Jada knew that Caden wasn't there and that really pissed her off. When he had barged his way in the night before, couldn't he have stayed the whole damned night? Would that have been so damned hard? It made her feel cheap and easy and she didn't relish feeling that way! It didn't matter that around those three men, she behaved that way. They didn't have to add to it by abandoning her the morning after. They weren't complaining when she abandoned all of her principles and fucked three strange guys, but when she woke up, they were nowhere to be seen. Narrowing her eyes in anger, she tried to tell herself that she was being ridiculous, that it shouldn't matter whether they left her or not, but no matter how many times she told herself that, Jada knew that it did, that it was important. What they thought of her was important. How could they make her feel so high and so low within seconds? It didn't matter that they weren't even aware that they had this sort of control over her. She did, she knew, and she didn't like it.

 Having always managed to remain untouched by her relationships, always staying one step behind to prevent herself from getting hurt, Jada didn't appreciate the way these three men had inveigled their way into her thoughts and feelings. She wasn't used to caring about what men thought of her. All that mattered was what she thought. Her infertility had always held her back from making a true commitment to her long-term boyfriends. She'd never told any of them that she'd loved them, because that would have left her open to too much hurt. In truth she'd never allowed herself to love them at all. Sure she'd grown to care for them, wanted them to be happy and healthy, but love? No, she'd never allowed herself to fall in love because she'd instinctively known that it would all end in tears.

 Life really could be a bitch. There were women who searched and searched all their lives for one decent man to fall in love with, to marry and have a family with, yet they found no-good cheating bastards who fucked them, left them disillusioned and with a baby to raise, sans Daddy. Yet she, who couldn't have a family, found herself dating guys who intrinsically did. Who wanted to get married and settle down, wanted a family and the house in the suburbs with a yard out back for the little ones to play in. She always managed to get those guys and so had had to harden her heart, because she'd known that whatever time they'd shared together was finite. There was an end, didn't matter if it was tomorrow or three months in the future, the relationship wouldn't last. So, she'd taken pleasure in being dated, wined and dined by handsome charming men who were great company. She shared her body and received and gave pleasure, nothing on the scale of what she had experienced with Caden, Phelan and Lucas, but she'd never had reason to complain. She'd basically taken what was given and waited for the moment it all ended, as it always had.

 Jada didn't appreciate the fact that she was starting to feel way too much for three guys who were here for fun and sex. Her heart, once so protected and guarded, had started to open to these men and it scared her, because it would all end in tears, her tears and she didn't want that. Couldn't bear it. How could one person change so drastically within such a short space of time? How could years and years worth of defenses crumble so easily? She didn't know, wished she did, because there was no way this could end in her favor, and she'd need to know how to reconstruct those weakened barriers so that something like this could never happen again.

 It had all started so fantastically. She'd felt so damned good in their presence, all woman, and that had been pretty powerful for someone who had never felt one hundred percent female in all of her adulthood. That they could make her feel so wonderful had blinded her to the dangers, had kept her from seeing just how far she had to fall.

 Despite herself, Jada began to cry. She couldn't say they were purifying tears, tears that cleansed and soothed away the hurt, because they weren't. Nothing would or could do that. But it eased the ache that burned behind her eyes and for that she was grateful.

 Now that she was coming to terms with her feelings for them, would it be best to stay away from them from now on? Perhaps so. If she didn't see them, then she couldn't fall any further for them. God, she felt so stupid. Like an inept teenager, falling for her first crush, sobbing nightly into her pillow because he didn't even see her, never mind acknowledge her existence. Shaking her head, Jada couldn't deny that they had known of her existence, hell they'd livened up her life for the last two days, made her feel things she'd never imagined and so she had to be grateful for the experience. But in the interests of self-preservation, she had to stay away from them. Which was easier said than done, considering that she had never approached them. They'd approached her.

 Sitting up with a cringe-God her inner thighs were so damned sore!-Jada crawled out of bed and accidentally miscalculated how far away from the edge she was, and so fell flat on her back on the carpeted floor. The dull thud as her body jerked against the hard surface wasn't pleasant to the ears and neither was the feeling! She couldn't help but laugh, though, shaking her head she climbed creakily to her feet and walked over to the bathroom to run the taps. Setting the temperature to as high as she could stand it, Jada plunked her aching behind into the hot water, shivering as the heat hit sore spots and worked it's magic.

 Relaxing into the back of the tub, Jada tried to change the subject her thoughts automatically led her to, but it was impossible. Last night had been amazing. Never had she craved another man so much. Never had she felt so needy, so close to the edge that she'd felt as though she were dying. Somehow he had ratcheted up her need so high that she'd begged and sobbed, pleaded for him to help her. With a small gurgle of laughter, Jada submerged her head under water and shook her hair out as she remembered the all-consuming pleasure that had fired throughout her body when she'd climaxed. God, even the orgasms she'd experienced here, whilst fantastic, were nothing in comparison to last night. She had felt so animalistic, so primal in her lust, her need, that it had taken her over, and when that need had been quenched, she'd been drowned by pleasure. Hearing his roar and feeling the splash of his cum deep inside had ended the evening with a bang. There was something so satisfying in feeling the pressure of his climax throb against the tight walls of her pussy.

 Sighing in pleasure, she quickly rallied herself, washed, then dried up and was scrubbing her hair as she walked back into her bedroom. Frowning at the sheet of paper that had been tucked underneath her door, she dropped down to the floor and reached for it. The letter was another itinerary. A Highland Festival was being held nearby and they were going to attend it for the next couple of days. Shrugging her shoulders, Jada realized that this could be the perfect opportunity to escape the three men. She could involve herself in the activities taking place at the festival and figuratively run away from them if she saw them coming towards her.

 Jada headed to the closet and pulled out a pair of skinny jeans, a black T-shirt that she combined with a bulky Aran knit sweater. She dragged out the old pair of Wellington boots that she'd noticed the other day. She'd had them since she was fifteen and they'd stayed here all that time! Then reached for a cagoule, because she could count on one hand the amount of totally rain-free days she'd had in Scotland. Yesterday they'd been lucky. It had rained at night, but she doubted if their luck would hold out!

 Fully dressed, Jada sighed and knew that she would have much preferred to stay at the castle and occupy the library whilst everyone else enjoyed the festival. But she also knew that Larissa would have dragged her there regardless, so heading out of her room, she went and started to search for the rest of the party.

 The castle's drive was was filled with myriad cars, not one non-luxury version amongst them, it was a car lovers paradise. From unsuitable Ferraris to BMWs, she even thought she'd seen a Lamborghini, but she could have been mistaken. The whole thing was quite comical actually, these modern day vehicles set against the medieval castle, such a contrast. Smiling, she walked amongst the people in search of Larissa and nearly jumped out of her skin, when a rough brogue murmured behind her, "Jada, would you please ride with us?"

 Clenching her eyes tightly shut, because there was nothing more that she longed to do, she spun around and with a bright smile pasted on to her lips, said, "Hi …. Lucas, sorry I can't. My friend will be waiting for me."

 She watched his eyes narrow and his head tilt. "No worries, she will know that you've taken a lift with someone else. Please, Jada, come with me." His voice was deep and it washed over all her still-aching body like a soothing lotion. He held out a hand and despite herself, despite everything she'd said and told herself, despite knowing how hurt she was going to be when the masquerade was over, she took it and with the feel of that callused palm rubbing against her own, a shiver shot down her spine and pleasure radiated from each and every one of her pores.

 He walked her over to a shining car. Her eyes opened wide when she recognized the lady flying on the bonnet, a Rolls Royce! A new one at that! Hell, how much were these boys worth? She knew that Larissa was wealthy. Hell she would have had to be blind to have not seen that, but as she looked around the drive, she realized that this party was very exclusive, exclusive to the very, very wealthy! Jada was Larissa's only non-millionaire friend. She'd won a scholarship to the same high school that Larissa had attended and they'd been firm friends ever since. Jada had always been very aware of their different backgrounds, but never so much as at this very moment! Larissa held sex parties for gazillionaires!

 Shaking her head at the thought, Jada watched as Lucas opened the door for her and, holding her hand, helped her seat herself in the luxurious car. Blowing out her breath at the opulence packed into such a small area, she couldn't help but feel unbearably clumsy, so kept her arms tucked to her side, terrified that she'd break something in the hideously expensive car! When Phelan opened the car door and sat down beside her, he chuckled at her, then whispered, "Don't worry, if you break something, we can afford to get it fixed, lass." He was surprisingly observant and had easily guessed what was concerning her.

 "Are you sure?"

 Laughing a little louder, he said, "Aye. Don't you worry your pretty little head." He leaned closer. "Where's my greeting?"

 Hesitantly she placed a hand between them and scooted along so that she was closer to him. Pressing a soft kiss to his lips, she allowed him to deepen the embrace, touched her tongue to his.

 Cupping her face between his hands, he looked deep into her eyes and said quietly, "That's better. Always greet me that way, Jada." His words were laced with emotion, but she was too scared to analyze what emotion it was. She didn't want to lie to herself by believing she'd heard .... ove in his voice, when it was really lust. With a soft smile, she moved away from him and sat back a little more comfortably in her seat.

 Clearing his throat, he asked, "Would you like something to drink?"

 Her eyebrows shot up and she croaked, "You've got a fridge in here?"

 His chuckle was answer enough.

 "Do you have orange juice?"

 He leaned forward, opened a small compartment that she hadn't seen before now and rummaged around, obviously finding the bottle because he withdrew his hand and reached for a glass to empty the bottle's contents into it. She accepted the glass with a shaky smile and sipped the fruit drink. She should have felt uncomfortable with the way he was watching her, but what else about this weekend was normal? She didn't feel any discomfort, in fact she reveled in the sultry gaze that was focused purely on her. Jada didn't meet his eyes, but small thrills of happiness exploded over her body when she realized that maybe things weren't as hopeless as she'd thought this morning.

 She jumped when the front doors opened and Caden and Lucas climbed in. Neither man said a word, just started the engine and waited to drive out of the long queue. Silence, of a different kind, reigned within the small constraints of the car. She sipped her drink and continued to look out of the window, focusing on sights she hadn't seen in years. They spoke little during the journey. Words weren't necessary. There was a surprising level of comfort to be found in just being with them and incessant chatter would have spoiled that.

 As the car pulled up at the festival ground, she looked around and only just realized that all three of them were wearing kilts. With a quirked eyebrow she looked at the other guests, who were just starting to exit their cars, and noticed that all the men wore them, too. Lucas jumped out of the car and opened her door for her. Tucking her hand into the crook of his elbow, he walked to the back of the car, waited for Caden to depress the lock and tugged a picnic basket out. Carrying it in one arm, he walked her over to the spot that the party had obviously taken over and, after pressing a long kiss to her mouth and dumping the basket on the ground by her feet, he left her with a wink. She stood on shaky ground, watching as all three men walked over to a guy, obviously fond of his own self-importance, who carried a clipboard, and entered themselves into whatever competition was taking place that day.

 Shaking her head, she bent down and started to unpack the picnic basket, which was filled with all kinds of food, from sandwiches to cakes and thermos flasks. Seeing Larissa, she walked over to her and sat beside her on the ground. Larissa smiled a question at her and Jada answered in kind. They said nothing as they tucked into a sandwich and watched the men.

 The games started quickly. Within moments some events were crowded by men obviously waiting to compete. She saw her three wolves and couldn't help but be impressed by their aura of command and strength. Hoarsely, she asked, "What's the first event?"

 "Caber Toss. Basically, it's a huge long pole, weighs a hell of a lot, too. The competitor has to lift it and put it on their shoulder. They've then got to run with it, and toss it fully, so it flies end over end, if you see what I mean. They get points on how accurate they are, on how far over the pole is tossed. You'll see what I mean," Larissa answered easily.

 Jada nodded and watched as two men lifted the pole, which must have measured 20 feet long. They then rested it against the competitor, who, spreading his legs, bent down and placed his hands around the pole. She could see him trying to harness the cumbersome pole, as he stood and tried to steady himself. Then moving back and forwards for balance with the huge stick in his hands, he tossed it into the air. She watched it fly end over end and land on the ground. The audience cried perfect noon, so she assumed he'd done it right.

 "Damn, perfect toss!" Larissa muttered angrily.

 Jada chuckled. "Got high hopes for Alex have you, babe?"

 "Whenever he wins, the sex is explosive, so of course I've got high hopes!" Larissa gave an evil grin as Jada shook her head.

 "You're incorrigible!" They sat in silence as the other men competed. No one had managed to perfect the toss as the other guy had yet. Unconsciously sucking in a breath, she noticed that it was Caden's turn. She watched the muscles in his arms play, saw the strength and determination on his face and couldn't help but shiver in pleasure when she thought that this man had been in her bed for the last two nights. He didn't give a perfect toss, neither did Lucas who competed next. Phelan on the other hand, did. She grinned when he jumped up and pumped the air in glee.

 Phelan and the other guy who had completed a perfect toss, stood forward and obviously had to take the toss again to see who had won. Phelan went first and managed to do it again, the other guy wasn't so lucky. On seeing that he'd won this event, he blew her a kiss. It was then that she realized they were all competing for her.

 Clearing her throat, she asked, "What's the next event?"

 "Weight throw. They've got a 28 and a 56 pound weight. They have to throw it as far as they can. It's a little like discus. They get three attempts and see that wooden board, over there? That's called a trig. They're not allowed to step on it or move past it. If they do, the throw doesn't count."

 "Right," Jada said and watched the men move over to the next event. She couldn't help but notice how gorgeous her men were, their bodies not necessarily the brawniest or the heaviest, but God, they were beautiful. How could she hide from them? She couldn't, that was the damned answer!

 Lucas stepped up first this time, behind the trig he lifted the weight and swung it back and forth a few times, then standing firmly on the ground, he spun his body around and his weight moved with the momentum, on the third spin he released the weight with a loud grunt.

 "Damn, that was a good throw!" Larissa said, a little awe in her voice. "Hell, I bet that's won him this event." Her prediction was correct, despite the other equally-strong competitors Lucas's first throw traveled the farthest. He too blew her a kiss and as Larissa cocked a brow at her, Jada smacked her on the arm to silence her friend. "Next event is the last one for today, Weight Toss. The guy has to toss a 56 pound weight over a bar one-handed."

 Jada watched as the men gathered around the next piece of equipment. There was a big H stand in the middle of the field. One of the competitors walked over to it and turned so that his back was facing the H-stand. Bending down, he swung the weight back and forth, then on a shout, stood up straight and released the weight. It flew upwards and over the bar. This game lasted quite a while, as the height of the bar increased each time and the men, who managed to not knock it over could compete again. Soon it was down to three, one of the locals, Caden, and Alex. Ordinarily she would have rooted for Alex, but she couldn't stop herself from hoping that Caden would win. It was close, but he managed to do it. Although he'd knocked the bar with the stone, it had stayed put and the weight had cleared. Larissa had scowled at her in displeasure, but Jada had shrugged her shoulders. It wasn't her damned fault that those three men were perfect hunks and athletes to boot! Feeling his gaze on her, Jada met Caden's and watched as he too blew her a kiss.

 Grabbing a sandwich, she shoved it in her mouth to hide her embarrassment and saw the three of them smack hands in a high five. Jada smiled behind her food as every woman in her vicinity sighed at the three of them. Sweat stained their shirts, legs bare to the cold air, every inch of them powerful and strong, was it any wonder every single member of the female race sighed over them?

 She stood and separated herself from the majority of the crowd from the party, walked over to one of the quieter picnic blankets. Grabbing some food along the way, she settled herself on the ground and waited for them to find her. Because find her they would and soon did. She lay with her legs crossed at the ankle and the weight of her torso rested on her elbows. She didn't acknowledge them, but they didn't need her to. All three of them sat around the food she'd brought them, chatting amongst themselves about the events they'd just taken part in, eating and drinking as they spoke. She smiled as she watched them devour every bite and asked, "Want some more food?" Their heads spun around to face her and although she knew they'd been conscious of her every move-only God knew how she was aware of that fact!-they looked at her like they were surprised she'd spoken.

 "Nay, we're good, thanks lass," Caden replied, then frowned as Phelan moved closer to her and bent over her to place a kiss on Jada's hungry lips. His hand smoothed down her shoulder and quickly cupped her breast, it settled on her belly, the warmth fed her hunger for him and for a few seconds more, their tongues played and teased. His mouth broke away from hers and looking at each other, Jada couldn't help the suggestion that flared in her eyes. Phelan clenched his own shut and whispered, "Minx." She grinned up at him and leaned close to press another kiss on to his lips.

 "Enough!" Caden growled roughly.

 Jada's head spun around to face him. Glaring at him, she jumped up. "Who the hell said you could boss me around?"

 "Lass, we're in public, the whole damned world can see us. Phelan's got a hard on. I've got one and I'm damned sure Lucas does, too. So unless you're willing to have sex out here in the open air and with the whole crowd from the Highland Festival cheering us on as witnesses, then you'll stop it now!"

 "If I wanted to fuck Phelan then I would, Caden, make no mistake about that. But you're right. I don't want the crowd watching us, so I will stop. But just because I let you walk in and out of my bedroom, Caden, don't think you can start telling me what to do!" She jumped to her feet and stalked over to Larissa, who was consoling Alex by practically devouring him with her mouth. Rolling her eyes, she headed over to the Rolls Royce, spun around and glared at the three men lounging on the blanket, when the alarm beeped and the doors unlocked to let her in. Unbelievably pissed off, she climbed on to the luxurious seat, curled up on her side and willed herself to sleep. Maybe then she wouldn't feel so damned grouchy!

 * * * *

 Jada awoke to the feel of lips pressing against her neck and jaw, sighing throatily she tilted her head to allow the lips further access and smiled slowly when she heard him chuckle. "Lucas?" she asked, then opened her eyes and peered up at him. "Where are we?"

 "Back at the castle, dearling. It's time to get ready for dinner," he whispered against her mouth.

 "Okay." She sighed, allowing him to kiss her further, enjoying his ministrations. When he eased away and helped her sit up, she shook her head slightly. "I feel better after that nap. I'm still a bit jet-lagged thanks to you and your cousins!" She gave a mock-glare and grinned at him. Standing up with a groan, she said, "I'll see you later then."

 Walking away from Lucas, she quickly headed upstairs to dress for dinner, choosing a dark velvet blue dress that clung to her butt and breasts, but was short and stopped mid-thigh. This dress also had a train that covered the backs of her legs, yet showed the rest of the world her shape. She dressed quickly, intending to eat as soon as she could and then return to bed so that she could finish the rest of her nap in comfort and not scrunched up in the backseat of a car. The Rolls may have been luxury personified, but a feather bed it was not! Only checking the mirror to ensure that everything was where it should be, she quickly ran downstairs, pleased to see that most people were already sat at the table and she seated herself beside Phelan, who'd reserved a seat for her. She kissed him in greeting then devoured the dishes as they were served. A carrot and orange soup, followed by Roast Beef served with roasted vegetables and gravy, then rhubarb pie with lashings of fresh cream. She groaned in completion as she ate the last bite and as the rest of the party stood and walked to the ballroom, she nudged Phelan in the side when he laughed at her, then leaning close to whisper to him. "I'm sorry, babe, but I'm going back to bed. I can't keep my eyes open."

 She didn't allow him to answer, just gave him another kiss and ran back to her room. Quickly stripping off the gown, she climbed into the bed nude, uncaring about her nightshirt. She just wanted to sleep! Jada knew that she was wasting a night here, a night that she'd never get back, but she was sick of feeling like a drowned bedraggled rat because she hadn't slept well!

 It didn't take her long to fall asleep. As soon as her head hit the pillow, that was that. She didn't hear the loud music, nor the vibrations from the bass that ricocheted throughout the castle's foundations, she just slept and when a man crept into her room, stripped of his clothes and climbed into bed beside her, she didn't even raise her head in query. She just snuggled into his hold and spooned against him, when he pressed the length of his body against hers.

 A few hours later, when the castle was silent, but the moon was still high in the night sky, she awoke to the feeling of fingers delving into her pussy. She separated her legs and hooked it over his thigh, allowing him to touch her more, pleasure her more. When his hand stopped and pulled away, she opened her eyes blearily and somehow she knew that it was Lucas playing with her, Lucas who was now kneeling down at the bottom of the bed, spreading her legs, settling himself in front of her cunt, devouring her with his gaze. "Lucas?"

 "Aye, love?" his voice was absent-minded, not really concentrating on her words, too busy looking at her. When she didn't reply, he pressed his mouth to her clit. "The taste of your pussy has been driving me insane," he whispered, flicking his tongue along her clit, down to her entrance, he groaned as her juices melted into his mouth. Teasing her for God knows how long, he left no part of her untouched, spreading flames of need and lust wherever he went. Nibbling on her clit, he stopped when she cried out, nearing her climax. He pressed a tender kiss to the needy nubbin, then climbed his way up her body and settled his hips between her open thighs. Nuzzling his face against hers, she could feel the moistness of his skin. Her juices covered his mouth and as he pressed his tongue between her lips and she tasted herself, she gave a moan of need. Cupping his face between her palms she kissed him eagerly, hungrily. Raising his hips, he guided his cock to her body's entrance, slowly penetrating her, rubbing every nerve end with his wide dick. She moaned in pleasure against his mouth, but he didn't slow or speed up, just kept to the same gentle pace, touching her everywhere, leaving no part unbranded by him. His thrusts never changed, yet despite her frustrations, she understood why. He was cherishing her, being tender, giving her love, not just fucking her. As that thought hit her mind and all the connotations that came with it, a gentle climax set fire to her nerves, burnt its enervating path along areas of her body that had never been touched, areas that had longed for and had never found love.

 Sighing softly against his mouth, for he continued to kiss her throughout, she felt humbled by this extraordinary feeling. It wasn't lust or desire. It really was love and the thought brought tears to her eyes.

 Chapter Seven

 Falling asleep next to Lucas's hard warm body was a wonderful sensation. Waking up next to him was even better. Feeling that muscled torso, the hard rasp of his chest hair and the peaked nubbins of his nipples pressed gently against the soft skin of her back was really quite thrilling. His hair-fuzzed arm was wrapped tightly around her waist and rested against the soft swell of her breasts. It caged her into his personal space and enfolded her into his body. Such a difference from yesterday morning, when she'd awakened to feelings of intense insecurity and concern about the future, despair over how she'd opened herself up to heartbreak. It seemed rather amazing that Lucas's presence could quench those negative emotions, how that arm welding her to his body took all the fears away, because he wanted her there. He clamped her to his side, wanted her in his space. Her feelings of neediness fell away. The tenderness he showed her now and last night was shockingly effective. She reacted to it like the person starved of affection she was. It didn't matter that it was of her own doing. For this moment in time, she reveled in his touch.

 A sigh fell from his lips as she nestled against him. He rubbed his hips into the gentle rise of her behind. She felt the hard pressure of his cock as he too awakened slowly. Pulling her impossibly closer, he nuzzled his face against her jaw. "Morning, eudail," he murmured.

 "What's that mean?" she asked, turning into his hold to face him, ignoring his greeting.

 "Darling," he answered easily, tucking her into his arms so that her head was nestled beneath his jaw. He pressed a kiss on to her hair. "Well, you are, aren't you?"

 Bright pink now, she mumbled, "If you want me to be, I am." That was a good sign, right?

 His head moved back a notch to lift her chin and so she could meet his gaze. "I do." His voice was deep and filled with meaning. Any lingering doubt fell away at the assurance in his voice. She couldn't help but take heart from his statement and knew that despite everything, even a broken heart, to feel this way about Lucas and about Phelan and Caden was a once in a lifetime thing. How could she turn away from that? The answer was, she couldn't. If she never opened herself up to the extreme lows in love, then how could she experience the highs and this must be one of those amazing highs! The buzz burned behind her eyes as she contemplated the emotions ricocheting inside her mind.

 "I'm glad," she whispered against his throat, settling with a simple and true answer, then pressed an open-mouthed kiss to his Adam's Apple, laving it with the flat of her tongue, feeling the hard bristles of his beard against that tender organ. She probably had stubble rash all over her mouth, but hell, it was worth it! She dotted kisses over and around his chin, neck and chest. Wherever she could reach, Jada kissed. Her small display of affection deeply affected Lucas, who clasped a hand to her head and rolled on to his back, encouraging her, whilst reveling in her touch, in the tender show of love she was giving to him and only him.

 Licking the nubbin of his nipple with the very tip of her tongue, she flicked her tongue all over the bronze disc. It soon crinkled and hardened and, placing it between her teeth, she bit down gently, teasing him and playing with him. She did the same with his other nipple, not leaving them alone until both were hard and erect. Drawing herself up so that she rested on bent knees, Jada traced her palms over his rock-solid torso, sighing as she did so. Touching his body was like setting up a direct link from eyes to brain and brain to pussy, which grew moist as she smoothed her hands over his tough body.

 She relished the discovery of softer areas, like the patch of skin between the ridges of his six pack, or the silk like flesh on the sides of his body, near his underarms. Fiery molten paths of lava burned their way throughout her body, sending unbearable bursts of excitement to her already charged brain. She felt like a starving woman at a feast. Her mouth worked lower and lower, down the trail of intriguing hair that dusted the center of his belly and straight on to his erection. Pressing kisses along the line of his cock, she felt him shudder at that simple touch and instantaneously she wanted to gobble him up, suckle him until he exploded in her ready mouth. If a few kisses made him shudder, then what the hell would he feel when she sucked him dry?

 With a silent groan, she clenched her eyes shut. It was hard to concentrate on him, when her thoughts turned her on so badly. These last few days, she'd grown lazy. Extremely so. The three men had focused almost entirely on her, pleasing her, ensuring she climaxed and enjoyed good, hot sex. It was difficult to hold back and concentrate on him and despite herself, she felt unbearably selfish. This man had made love to her three times, on each occasion giving her pleasure orally, selflessly ensuring that she received the ultimate satisfaction. How had she managed to find not one, not two, but three men whose main aim in the bedroom was to please her? Hell, some women didn't even get one, but she had three! It didn't matter that the whole point of an orgy was to have sex and enjoy carnal pleasures, she was sure that some men here weren't as vigilant as her three in ensuring their partner's gratification. A lot of the women were probably here because they weren't satisfied by their man. So on consideration, waiting five minutes to cum wasn't that big a deal!

 With a mental chuckle, she approached the task at hand the way she always did when there was an important assignment to be completed at work-with preparation and planning. Trailing her longest fingernail down the center of his dick, over the rounded bulbous head and along the thick central vein on the underside, she smiled as his head shot up and pleasure bled into his eyes. His head had been against the pillow, but now he rested on his elbows, watching her watch him.

 Pressing her tongue into the small hole in the middle of his glans, she flicked it rapidly for a moment, then placed a lot of pressure against it, quickly moving away to lave the head. Tasting the salty liquid of his seed against her tongue made her shudder and return, eagerly supping at the suddenly weeping slit.

 "You like the taste of my cum, Jada?" his voice was thick with brogue, so thick that it was hard to understand. His words were slurred like he was drunk and when she didn't answer, just delicately licked a little more away, his head reared back, stretching the corded tendons at this throat.

 A grin of deviousness graced her lips as she grabbed his balls in one palm and contrasted the delicate lapping with a pretty hard tug and squeeze. His breathing was coming quicker now, his eyes clenched as though in pain. Rolling the two together in her palm, she simultaneously squeezed and rolled then popped the glans back into her mouth, pressing on the sensitive rim of skin between mushroomed head and shaft with her lips. Apparently that was enough teasing, because he jumped up suddenly, shocking her into releasing his dick. Green turbulent eyes stared down at her as he stood on the floor, dragged her closer to the edge and grabbed her head, pushing it down to level with his groin.

 Perhaps she should have been repulsed at the force in his touch, but she wasn't. Instead she was at a level of never-before-reached excitement. Those moody eyes had warned her not to disobey. That he could snap from languishing lover, pleased at her touch to forceful domineering tyrant was a complete turn on. Her mouth popped open, but she instinctively wrapped a hand around the base of his cock so that he couldn't choke her-a coughing fit was not appropriate at this time!-the length of his dick was pressed into her mouth. His hips started to rock back and forth, not slowly either, at a relatively fast pace. A thrill of lust shot through her as she realized he was fucking her mouth. The thought made her burn. Her fingers trickled down to her pussy. Unable to help herself, she began to touch herself in time to his thrusts. Just placing her fingers against herself was enough, the pressure of his thrusts was enough to rock her body.

 "Look at me," he growled, this was a side she'd never seen to Lucas before. Granted she hadn't known him all that long. Three days didn't make her the best person to analyze his character, but in comparison to Caden and Phelan, she'd believed him to be the least intense of the three. This completely disproved her theory and she wasn't overly upset at the discovery!

 Her gaze jerked up to his. Something in hers made his own flash and suddenly something changed. Only God knew what, but all of a sudden she felt an electric charge run down the length of her spine. The small hairs at the nape of her neck that covered her arms and legs stood on end. Goose flesh rippled over her. It was such an intense feeling that an unexpected climax imploded inside her. Shuddering with the depth of sensation, she struggled to remain alert. A darkness bled from behind her eyes, closeting and imprisoning her in the ricocheting pleasure that never seemed to end. No matter how hard she tried, she could feel the blackness take her over, cushioning her from that never ending climax.

 She awoke a few moments later to the sensation of Lucas kissing her face, murmuring apologies and begging her to wake up. His body was practically atop hers, his face directly above hers, the small silver chain he wore around his neck dragged against her throat. The cold metal sent a shudder rippling along her flesh. Eyelids fluttering, she hesitantly opened them, unsure of what the hell had just happened. The first thing she noticed was the depth of remorse Lucas felt. She didn't know what for, but it was obvious that he felt guilty because of it! "What happened?" she asked, blinking slightly in confusion.

 "I-I ... I'm not sure, you fainted." His eyes were soft in concern, but she could tell he was hiding something. She decided not to prod. For the moment.

 "I've fainted before in your presence, I recall," she joked gently, a small smile quirking her lips.

 "Aye." It was all he said, but something was really upsetting him. She didn't know how she knew, but she could just tell.

 Raising a hand to his face, she stroked his jaw softly. "I'm alright, promise." She smiled at him.

 He lowered his head and pressed a gentle kiss to her lips. His upper lip tugged at her plump bottom one, but he made no attempt to further the kiss-just kept his lips touched to hers, linking them in this simple non-sexual way. She watched him close his eyes and clench them tightly as though holding something in. She frowned but once more said nothing, just let him move away and tug her to her feet. Looking down at her bare body, she grinned when she saw the pearly drops of his seed adorn the flesh of her stomach and chest. With the tip of her index finger, she spooned some up and placed it in her mouth, then winked naughtily. "That was a pretty intense moment."

 At his darkening eyes, she smiled, glanced at the clock on the nightstand beside the bed and shrieked. "Oh my God, I'm in time for breakfast! First time in, what four days? Quick, we have to get ready!"

 He chuckled when she hustled him into the bathroom and leaned down to give her another kiss. "I have to get my kilt for the Highland Festival," he mumbled against her lips.

 "Damn, rain-check the bath? If you hadn't gathered, breakfast is my favorite meal of the day and Martha, the chef here, really likes me so she makes all my favorite dishes when I'm here." She grinned naughtily.

 He winked and smiled. "We've plenty of time to take baths together, lass."

 She returned his smile but turned away. She didn't like to be reminded about the length of the remainder of her stay. Even if something did come from this, a long distance relationship of some sort perhaps, Jada didn't want to be reminded that she wouldn't see him or them every day.

 "See you at breakfast, gaol." He left her to bathe and ready herself for the day.

 She quickly filled the bath and soaped herself up. She smelled of sex and although that was quite a heady perfume, she preferred to smell of soap when eating breakfast! Purposely not thinking about what had just happened between Lucas and her, both in the bedroom and bathroom, Jada cleaned and dried herself hurriedly, ransacked her wardrobe for something fabulously simple and decided on a very unassuming shirt that did fantastic things to her tits, pushed them together, pulled them up, gave her a fab cleavage and made her feel like a million dollars! It was a simple plaid design, thick navy blue and scarlet red in a brushed cotton. Larissa called it her cowgirl top and she knew that she only wore it to tease a guy. She paired it with a tight pair of black jeans, tucked the bottoms into her wellies and, scrubbing a hand through her hair, decided to go for the natural look. Her hair was tumbled and tousled, her face bare from make-up, but she looked good. In fact, she looked like a woman who had just had an orgasm!

 With a quirky grin, Jada strolled out of her room and headed to the dining hall. She saw Larissa give her shirt a pointed look and just chuckled at her, giving her a wink that confirmed everything Larissa was thinking. She headed to the food table, where the breakfast dishes lay waiting for her to gorge on. Grabbing a plate, she took two potato scones, added the square Lorne sausage, some black pudding and scrambled eggs to her plate. She seated herself quickly and tucked into her meal. The richness of the blood sausage combined with the soft potato cake was a match made in heaven. She stuffed herself because she couldn't help it then returned to the table to grab a cup of tea and some of the more continental items that Martha added to the breakfast table. There were the traditional croissants and other pastries, but there was something for the yanks alone, the cinnamon rolls. Quickly placing two on to her plate, she returned heavy handed to her table to see that the three men were already seated and had plates of food in front of them. It gave her a warm sense of completion to see that they'd taken seats at her table and wanted to share their breakfast with her.

 Sitting down, she smiled a greeting, took a sip of tea and ignored them after that, focusing all her attention on the fat, carb, and calorie laden rolls of heaven that she was about to eat. Taking a bite, she sighed deeply and groaned as the soft yet pungent cinnamon hit her tongue. She squirmed happily in her seat then looked up to see all three men watching her in amusement and ... lust. Their mouths were smiling but their eyes told the real story. She was secretly pleased but merely raised an eyebrow, as if to say, 'So what?'

 Phelan, who was closest to her, leaned close and laved her left cheek with his tongue. "You had icing on your cheek," he commented when she looked at him oddly. Shaking her head, she took another bite as they, keeping an eye on her, discussed the events taking place at the festival. Apparently, the last two events were the Stone Put and the Scottish Hammer. Shrugging her shoulders, she took a sip of tea. "What's the Stone Put?" she asked.

 Lucas gave her a soft smile. "It's a little like shot put but there are two games within this one event. The open stone is the first with a 17 pound stone, then the Braemar stone with a 25 pound stone. The first event is exactly like shot put, but with a stone. The second event, you have to stand behind a slat of wood, so no run up. More about strength and technique than speed," he said.

 She nodded in understanding. "What about the other one? The hammer?" she asked.

 This time, Caden replied. "Competitors have to throw a 'hammer', which is basically a metal ball attached to a rattan cane. After lifting it, you then have to whirl the hammer overhead, gain sufficient momentum to release it so it lands at a good distance. There are two different weights with this event, too, sixteen and twenty-two pounders."

 "Are the winners announced today?"

 "Aye."

 "Who's on course to winning?"

 "Each of us, lass," Phelan teased.

 She rolled her eyes then focused once more on her breakfast, consuming the delicious buns with relish. "Do you still have my cagoule in the car?"

 "Aye, we left it there yesterday for you."

 She nodded in thanks and took a sip of her tea quickly when she noticed that the other people in the hall were starting to pack up and were obviously on their way to the games. The three men stood up and waited for her to finish, then escorted her to their car. It was rather amusing to be so surrounded by three walls of man-meat. They were like bodyguards protecting the queen on all sides. Smiling inside, she said nothing, just watched Phelan open the door to the Rolls for her. When she climbed in, Jada noticed that Lucas was beside her. "Why does Caden always drive?"

 The man himself grunted. "Because it's my car!"

 "Ah, soft spot, I see!" she teased, smiling at Phelan as he turned around to wink at her.

 "Well it is!" he added defensively. "I'm not going to let these two amadan drive my car!"

 She chuckled and tongue-in-cheek stirred the mud. "Are Lucas and Phelan bad drivers then?" Watching as Caden drove away from the castle gates, she noticed he didn't answer. She looked at Lucas. "Are you?"

 "Nay, Caden has more experience though, used to race cars as a young lad. Can be a bit anal about his motors," Phelan said easily, ignoring the glare the driver tossed his way.

 It was amazing how easy it was to converse with these three men, wonderfully refreshing and in a way, enlightening. She didn't have to talk to fill the silence, but she could joke and pass comments without being judged. What was also incredible was that she saw past the masks, somehow saw beneath them and in the strangest way, they'd become a part of them. Even when she saw them without a mask, because she had no doubt that there would be a time when she did, Jada knew that the masks would always be special. Because of them, she'd opened up for the first time in her life and for that, she was immensely grateful.

 As with yesterday the drive passed quickly and in relative silence. They all jumped out of the car on arrival and Lucas retrieved her cagoule from somewhere, placed it around her shoulders and wrapped an arm around her waist, hugging her close to him. "Where're you sitting, Jada?"

 "With Larissa." Over a foot taller than her lousy 5''4, he could see a lot more than she could, so walking forward with him wrapped around her, albeit unexpectedly, was an additional pleasure.

 "Are you alright, gaol? After this morning …." He sounded so concerned that she reached for his hand and squeezed it.

 "Of course I am, Lucas. Stop worrying, I feel fantastic!" He nodded once, but kept his hand tight about hers. That this immensely masculine man was worried about her made her heart pitter-patter in her chest. She pasted the knowledge into her brain, pasted the feeling of this man, who she cared about so much, reciprocating those feelings. With a happy sigh, she nestled against his side. "Aren't you cold?"

 "Nay, used to it. Soon gets warm during the games anyway." On reaching Larissa, he left her with a kiss and another nod, this time in greeting to her friend. Plopping down on the ground beside her, she watched him walk away with a sigh. God, his butt was perfection on two legs!

 "Stop drooling. Enjoy breakfast?"

 "Which one? The potato scones and cinnamon rolls? Or the climax that pushed me into a dead faint?" she teased naughtily.

 "You bitch! You fainted?" Larissa asked, astonishment evident in her voice.

 "Yup," she sighed, "It was heaven."

 "I'm jealous. I've never fainted!"

 "Gonna make you more jealous, this is the second time," Jada retorted with glee. "I can't believe I've actually done something before you have!" She laughed heartily at the look of annoyance on Larissa's face-she hated to be beaten. "Do you think I should warn Alex that you're on the warpath? You want a fainting orgasm or no sex for a month?"

 Larissa grinned and shook her head. "I'd cave in before he did! So that wouldn't work. What did he do? I'm assuming it's golden boy that just walked away?"

 "Yup, I was sucking his cock. He told me to look at him and something happened. This weird charge flashed through my body and I climaxed, but it wouldn't go away, you know like it does? Just kept sort of bouncing around inside, gaining momentum until I passed out." She shrugged her shoulders complacently.

 Larissa's narrowed brows told a different story. "What kind of charge?"

 "I don't know." She hesitated. "As strange as it sounds, it was like it came from his eyes. They flashed when I looked at him, but I'm just being stupid. Probably looking into his eyes was the final straw for me. I was ready to hump his leg!" she joked. Noticing that the Stone Put was ready to start, Jada shifted attention from her friend to the event, so she didn't see the look of concern on Larissa's face. "Phelan says one of them is on course to win."

 "Yeah." Larissa paused for a second then cleared her throat. "All hangs on the scores here."

 Both women sat in silence as the first competitor stood and walked over to the stone he had to toss. Placing the stone against his neck, with his elbow crooked, he hopped on to one foot, leaving the other leg limp and ready to jump on. Taking a leap back, he spun around three times and released the stone. The crowd clapped and cheered accordingly as each competitor threw their turn, a smaller cluster of people cheering harder for someone they obviously were close to. As her three men each tossed their stone, she clapped hard for them, wishing them luck, wanting them all to win. There was something so sexy about this competition, something so primitive about it that it was a turn on. Watching them in their kilts, different to the other men's here since they belonged to the same family, their bodies trained and strong, handling the events with aplomb and great ease, she felt a thrill go through her. Yes indeed, there was something sexy about the whole thing.

 The Braemar event came up next. The same man stepped up for the first throw. This time, he walked up to the trig, or the starting block, and kicked his toe against it. Lifting his arms in the air, the right one holding the stone, he bent his arms then fit the stone to his neck, tweaking the position slightly by flexing his arms once more. Kicking his right leg out, he leapt upwards a little, pushed against the trig and flung the stone forwards into the air.

 Jada could easily see the difference between the two sets within the one event. Although they were essentially the same event, the difference in technique was huge. One used speed, the other strength-both major components and measured more effectively in two separate games rather than the one.

 Sighing as her men walked up to the trig, Jada couldn't help but think that there was no better way to spend a late morning than sitting with her best friend and admiring her men.

 She was on edge as the games progressed and the competition for winner tighter. Lucas had just picked up the hammer. This was the heavier of the two and the fate of the winner all really balanced on this throw. If he could beat Phelan's throw, then he would beat Caden in the overall score. On the other hand, if Phelan could win this event, then he would beat Lucas and Caden. It was any of the three's game at the moment. He had to throw the hammer over two hundred and seventy two feet to win, which according to Larissa was a pretty impossible distance to reach. This was the third of his three throws.

 She watched him dig the blades on his boots into the ground. She'd wondered what the hell the men were doing squirming about on the ground at first, looking like dogs wiping their butts on the ground for a moment or two! Then Larissa had informed her that because the momentum of the hammer could cause them to fall over, the competitors were allowed to wear blades in their shoes to keep them stationary. He was about ten inches away from the trig and with his back to the field when he picked up the hammer, swung it in front of him for a second, then rested it on the grass in front of the trig. Heaving it up in a similar swing to a golf club, just in the opposite direction, he swung it over his head, once, twice then released it with a loud grunt.

 "It's going to be close. Looks like it almost measures up to Phelan's best throw," Larissa muttered.

 The crowd watched as the attendants conferred and the commentator was given the slip of paper with the measurement on. "271.88 feet. Phelan O'Connell wins this event by just under a foot." Jada watched as Phelan grinned and walked over to Lucas, smacked him on the back, and gave him a bear hug. He did the same with Caden. She knew the moment he stopped focusing on the win and searched her out in the crowd. On seeing her, he moved away from his cousins and headed over to her. He didn't run, but his pace was fast and urgent, causing some of the other people to turn and stare at his strident walk. When he reached her, he hauled her to her feet and kissed her roughly. She could literally feel the triumph surging through his limbs, feel the ensuing lust as his hard cock pressed into her thigh. She responded to his kiss, unable to help herself. It felt like a long time since she'd last touched him, since she'd run her fingers through his hair, kissed his lips, touched his skin. She smiled against his mouth and whispered, "Congratulations, Phelan."

 He grinned, pressed his cock harder against her and said, "I'll expect my winnings later."

 She chuckled and shook her head, "I can't be a feminist around you, can I? Winnings?"

 His grin turned sheepish, but his eyes sparkled and she knew that although he'd taken the hit, it wasn't going to stop him from thinking of her as bounty. "Nay, you can't. Be yourself, Jada. That's all I want."

 Leaning on her toes, she kissed him on the lips once more. "Do you want some food? And not me!" she added when she saw the glint in his eye.

 "Nay, I'll wait for my dinner." He grinned as he tapped her on the butt and she spun around to glare at him. "Did you wear that shirt to torment me, luaidh?"

 "Well if it's working, then I'm glad I did," she retorted haughtily and plopped down beside Larissa once more. She sat in the Lotus position, but as Phelan sat beside her and dragged her on to his lap, Jada couldn't stop the blush that worked its way over her cheeks. "Phelan, what the hell are you doing? People are looking?" she hissed.

 "Jada, what does it look like I'm doing? I want you to sit close to me. I've missed you, mo gradh," he said, nuzzling his face against her jaw. What was it with these men and nuzzling her? It didn't exactly piss her off, how could it? But there was something very odd about it. Whenever they did it, they were drawing comfort from her presence. It wasn't just an affectionate touch. There was deep meaning behind it. What was even stranger was that she'd started to do it herself!

 She said nothing, just sat in his lap, ignored Larissa's raised brows and the question in her eyes, ignored the glares that were pointed at both Phelan and her from Caden and Lucas, just tried to act as though nothing unusual was happening. Easier said than done!

 * * * *

 Having been steered from field to car, car to castle, and now castle to bedroom by Phelan, Jada found that she was pretty sick of being driven like a damned car. Halfway down the corridor to her door, she spun around angrily. "What makes you think I'm so easy that you can just walk in and expect sex, huh?"

 Totally taken aback by her attack, obviously thinking about what he wanted to happen within the next few hours, he stumbled slightly and looked at her in confusion. "I'm sorry, luaidh, pardon?"

 "I said," she gritted her teeth, "What gives you the right to steer me about like I'm a damned puppet? In fact, go away! I may decide that I would like to share my bed with you later on, but that will happen later on and not now! Dammit Phelan, I'm not some easy tart, you know! I may be here at this damned party and wearing this damned mask, but it doesn't mean that you can just expect me to lay flat on my back because you want some ... some …." She paused, searching for the right phrase, she settled with, "Triumph sex!" Glaring at him, she stomped off and slammed her door shut.

 Practically growling in anger, she stripped of her clothes, shivering a little as it had been pretty cold on the field and until Phelan, damn him, had sat her on his knee, she'd been freezing practically the entire time. That cold had now settled into her bones and she was determined to sink into the tub and forget about Phelan.

 What a damned nerve! Talk about thinking she was easy! Hell, it didn't matter that she practically rolled over when they came through her door, it mattered that he thought he could just move her about like a doll so that she would do whatever he wanted!

 Sinking into the now-filled bath, she practically vibrated with anger. Small waves rippled the surface of the water from her constant movement. They were treating her like a damned prize! He'd even had the nerve to call her his winnings! This was the twenty-first century, not the sixteenth! She was her own woman, not some damned trophy.

 With a deep sigh, she tried to relax. Perhaps she was over-reacting, but it didn't feel as though she was. Telling herself to calm down and stop being silly, she lay back more fully in the bath and closed her eyes.

 Ten minutes later they popped open when she heard someone in her room. Sitting up, she placed a hand to her breasts and covered herself downstairs with the other hand just in time for Phelan to walk in. Glaring at him, she removed her hands and lay back in the bath. "What the hell are you doing here?"

 He sighed. "I'm sorry. You're right, luaidh. I was wrong to treat you so cavalierly. My only excuse is that I have longed to touch you again. However my cousins also needed you." He shrugged. "I can only apologize and hope you accept that."

 "I may have overreacted slightly, Phelan, but the way you treated me, it was like I had no say in the matter. You were the boss, that's that. Jada's wants didn't matter."

 "I'm sorry, lass. I never wanted you to feel that way. I never intended for you to feel that way." He sat down on the side of the tub. "I'd hoped that you would want me as much as I want you."

 "I'm not saying I don't," Jada replied bluntly. "I just don't like being handled."

 "Now, I know not to handle you, don't I?" he said positively.

 "Want a bath?" she asked sourly.

 "If you're in it, then aye."

 She looked at him and thrust out her chin as if to say, 'You know damned well that's what I meant.' He quickly removed his kilt and shirt. She watched with hooded eyes as he stripped before her. It was surprising how similar they all were yet so different. She knew that they were three different people, but because of their frames and the masks, they all came together as one in her mind. She huddled up to give him space, already knowing that he would drag her into his lap for comfort this time. The bath was big but not big enough for two of them and one as big as he! Jada settled along his body, relaxed into his slippery hold and damned herself for feeling better in his arms. When said arms wrapped around her waist a few moments later and his cock began prodding her hip, she knew that quiet time had disappeared.

 He was subtle, though. Jada would concede that. His hands drifted over her stomach, splashing the water gently against her breasts, which he'd cup, perhaps tweak the nipple here and there. His touch was undemanding, seemingly meaningless, touching for the sake of touching as it were, but she knew his intentions. Just as she knew other things about all three of them that she'd never known about any of her other boyfriends before, even after months of knowing each other and eventually living together!

 In a bizarre way, he was gentling her to his touch, preparing her for more. It made her smile because he was handling her and either he didn't realize the meaning behind his actions, or he genuinely didn't realize. Sighing as his hand curved around her hips and he gently rotated his hips against her own, those snaking fingers trickled down between her legs. Only for a second, but it was enough to start her blood heating. Tenderly parting her legs, he splashed water against her pussy. The short slaps of water against her intimate area was rather unusual and not displeasing. She preferred it when he used his fingers on her though, the digits parting the lips to stroke inside, curling around her clit to tickle or pinch. The soft soothing touches started to inflame her. What had been embers was now ready to flame brightly and he knew it.

 The oil in the water made any contact between the two slippery. The delicious friction was splendid and exciting. His fingers delved deeper to the rosette of her ass. Sucking in a breath when his oily finger pressed against the bud, she accepted him. She felt him rubbing the tight area from the inside out, the digit inside constantly moved, penetrating her further, spreading her a little more. The other fingers rubbed the nerve-packed areas in the surrounds. After a while, he pressed a second finger inside, then a third and finally a fourth. A huge amount of time passed between each penetration. He touched her constantly, sparked nerve-endings to life that had never seen the light of day before now.

 By that final finger penetration, she was literally shaking with need. She'd had no idea that being touched there would be so wonderful. His fingers would scissor inside of her. At first it had been uncomfortable, but as time passed on shivers of need would snake surprisingly up her spine. When he finally pulled out, she moaned hungrily, actually looking forward to what would happen next, his cock instead of fingers this time.

 She wasn't wrong, but never had she been so glad to be right! It was hard, she wouldn't deny that, it was awkward in the bath, a little uncomfortable in the tight constraints. But somehow because of the location, it was in other regards a lot easier. They had the flow of the water to support them, it created a wonderful intimacy, the warmth was sensual and being so close in the bath and experiencing this for the first time was truly beautiful. There was nothing sordid about it. He'd started as he was finishing, gently, tenderly, lovingly.

 When his cock pressed deep inside her, hitting an area of nerves that sent a shock wave through her body, she cried out uncontrollably. He penetrated her pussy with his two thumbs, pressed down against his cock, pushing deep then retreating to rub her clit. Her body was a mass with sensations. She knew that she was on the pinnacle, on the knife-edge, ready to climax. She just needed him to thrust, just once and she knew she'd be there.

 His fingers focused on her clit and as she relaxed around him, became more comfortable and at ease, he started what she'd longed him to do. Pulling out slightly by lifting her up he used her weight against her to drop her down onto his dick. The sensation of impalement was shocking. By the third thrust her excitement levels had notched up a gear, that impalement now turned her on. When he dropped her on to his cock, then unexpectedly twisted her down and against his hips, pushing him deeper inside her, she gave a choked cry as the mass of feelings combined and sent her soaring into the wonderfully magical sky.

 Chapter Eight

 With a tender and admittedly sentimental sigh, Jada smiled softly as she watched Phelan sleep. He and his cousins were three of the most beautiful men she had ever seen in her life. Each had their own unique coloring and although she'd grown used to the masks and they'd allowed her to open up, she couldn't wait to see them without the wolf masks adorning their faces. Irregardless of the damned masks, she knew they were beautiful, like she knew night from day. They had an aura of uniqueness and strength about them. Nature wouldn't dare present them with a homely face.

 Watching him sleep was unbearably moving. It was so intimate and although they'd had sex and he'd fucked her in one of the most intimate areas imaginable, this added a depth to their relationship, one that pleased her immensely. This time was special and she knew that, could feel the bonds of the emotions he and his cousins inspired in her wrap their way around her heart like a clinging vine. Two days ago, this would have petrified her. But now, it was a foregone conclusion, she was in far too deep to pull out and even if she ended up hurt, it was worth it. The feelings that coursed through her veins made life worth living, made it beautiful. To never have experienced the extreme high of love, for she admitted that it was love, was too unbearable to contemplate. She sincerely hoped that they didn't hurt her, but if they did, then at least she'd had a richer and well-rounded life because of it.

 Scratching at her cheek, she grimaced ruefully. She couldn't wait to take her own damned mask off! It felt as though it was glued to her face since she hadn't had a chance to remove it, being with them as constantly as she had been. Hell, she wasn't complaining, but the mask was itchy. She could only imagine how they felt. At least hers was made of satin. Theirs was made of plastic! But if it meant she could spend time with them, then for her it was worthwhile having an itchy face! The beauty of being with them individually and together was that she learned so much about them.

 Yes, she saw how they were when she and one of the men were together. But the truth really came out when all three were together. Watching them was really special. She could see that although they gave each other hell they would walk on broken glass for each other. She thought that Caden was in charge. It was just a feeling she got. Perhaps he was the eldest. She wasn't sure. But he had more authority and he used it. He didn't abuse it, didn't lord it over them, but it was evident in the looks that passed between the three of them. In their own way, each of them was filled with authority, which was why it was amazing that they could stand each other! They all had forceful personalities. Even if they softened around her, with their cousins they didn't. She would have thought too many chefs in the kitchen would cause problems in their relationship, but obviously not. This showed her that they had patience and were tolerant, also that family was important to them.

 The more she learned about them, the more special they became to her. Perhaps Phelan yesterday had pissed her off, but he'd apologized, something she wouldn't have believed yesterday, believing him to be too cocky and self-assured to even admit to any wrongdoing. This was something she was glad to have learned, something that opened his personality and character and showed her something important. Lucas's caring and concern for her yesterday morning had been touching. That this big strong tough guy had been so worried because he'd pleasured her too much was just so cute! Looking at him, with his surfer looks, she would have believed him to be a love-her-and-leave-her kind of guy, running out of the bedroom as he was pulling his pants up and quickly heading out the door! But she was wrong. His concern had been thrilling and very lovely. Caden was a different matter. He was more closed to her, a lot quieter, and they hadn't really spent that much time talking. But the feelings and emotions that burned behind his eyes spoke volumes to her, and she knew that he was aware of that. He didn't project them unknowingly, it was purposefully done and whenever their gazes clashed, chilling thrills washed over her skin because she could physically feel the possessive, yet tender, lustful yet loving emotions that his eyes promised.

 Smiling as Phelan mumbled in his sleep, she refocused on him. He was so masculine, so tough and sexy as he slept, his muscled body relaxed in rest yet so close to hers. They were sleeping in an intimate position, facing each other, the fronts of their bodies touching, their heads sharing the same pillow. They were so close that he had an arm slung casually over her waist, keeping her close to him. She'd awakened with Phelan and Lucas and each had stayed near to her throughout the night, which was unusual to say the least. Jada had always stuck to her side of the bed, more so than any of the men she'd slept with. However she knew that men liked their own space, that they didn't like to sleep cuddled and huddled up beside their partner. She couldn't deny that these two men brought out latent emotions in her. It scared her a little but she thought that it was the same for them. They were all in their mid thirties and at a sex party, which didn't exactly advertise their tendencies to attach themselves emotionally to women, did it? Especially all three of them at the same time! No, she knew that meeting her had shocked them just as it had her. That ordinarily just like her, they kept to their own sides of the bed and only joined in the center when it was time for sex.

 It amazed her how close they had all grown and within such a short space of time. That this was her last day in Scotland, with her return flight scheduled for tomorrow afternoon, deeply upset her. The thought of waking up in two days time without the presence of one of these three wonderful men beside her in bed hurt something deep inside her soul. Even if they agreed to meet up again, because surely the feelings they had for her would inspire a desire to meet in the future, she would still be upset. Having to return to her pretty yet empty apartment, on her pretty yet family filled street, made tears form in the corner of her eyes. She didn't want this short break to end, didn't want it to finish what she'd discovered with them. Never had she felt so aware of herself as a woman, never so sure in her sexuality. They inspired something in her that was new and blossoming. She knew that it would only flourish with time and wasn't sure how to handle that. She couldn't make demands on them. She wasn't sure if they would make any on her. They were forceful and domineering, but was that because of this situation? Because they wanted to bed her? Would they want to be around her more and maybe on a permanent basis? She didn't know the answers to those questions, but she refused to let doubt worm its way inside her mind. She would stay strong and wait for them to make the first move because it was up to them. Being with them had changed her immensely, but not so intrinsically that she could raise this topic in discussion.

 Phelan's eyes fluttered open. He gave a sleepy smile when he noticed she was watching him. His arm tugged her closer against him and he pressed a gentle kiss to her mouth, settling himself by resting his forehead against her head. It was a curiously tender moment and one that made her tear up again. Jada was glad that he couldn't see her face. Ever since she'd met these three, tears had never been too far away, she was getting sick and tired of crying! Talk about a complete turnaround, from completely controlled to weepy emotion laden woman! What the hell had they done to her?

 A totally horrible thought intruded upon her. If they did want to see her again, then she'd have to tell them that she couldn't have children. Clenching her eyes shut against that awful intruding thought, she pressed herself further into his hold, happy when he cuddled her tighter as though sensing her unhappiness. He stroked a hand down her back. The non-sexual touch was wonderful, but combined with his morning erection pressing against her, it was a lovely combination. That he could focus on her and not on touching her up for some morning sex spoke volumes and she really appreciated it.

 If she wanted this to continue, even as a long distance thing, she would have to tell them, because if things eventually grew serious, they would have to be aware of her infertility.

 She pictured herself opening her door the day after tomorrow, walking into that empty apartment, into a life that was totally work obsessed and the focal point of her being. She had friends, from work and some old ones from school, but her best friend was here. Her life was totally devoid of anything real, anything worthwhile and thinking about leaving Scotland to return to such a shell of an existence made her feel barren. In more than ways than one.

 It would be like suffering from shell-shock, going from a life of sensory overload to a desert wasteland of touch. Held in Phelan's strong arms, she didn't know, couldn't even begin to contemplate how she was going to cope with the transition. From being surrounded by people to complete solitude seemed too huge to even think about.

 "What are you thinking about, luaidh?" His voice was rough, his accent pronounced and scratched pleasantly against her ear drums. Why did he, they, have to be so perfect?

 "The day after tomorrow," she replied bluntly, her voice quiet.

 "Ah." He tucked her into his hold. "No point thinking about the future, mo gradh. You never know what's around the corner," he advised sagely.

 She frowned against his chest. What did he mean by that? She said nothing, as was her wont, but thoughts spun crazily around her emotion-frazzled brain. Was he implying that something was going to happen between all four of them? Something that maybe she hadn't considered?

 Blowing out a breath, she nestled against him. "You didn't wait to collect your medal yesterday, did you?" she asked.

 Phelan laughed. "Nay, you were far more important than any presentation, gaol."

 "Hmm, I'd gathered that!" Jada said sarcastically.

 "Noticed, had you?" he chortled quietly. "Had I not won, you would have shared the night with one of the others. We competed for a night in your arms. Risking a slap to the face, you were our prize. The reason we competed in the first place! Does that anger you?"

 "It probably should," Jada admitted with a sigh. "Maybe I'm not the feminist I thought I was," she teased, then added, "I need a bath. I'm sore."

 He chuckled. "I love your bluntness. Turn over, I'll give you a nice massage, if you want ...." His voice deepened conspiratorially and she nodded against his chest. Disentangling himself from her, he jumped from the bed and strode into the bathroom. She watched him walk away, saw the muscles in his thighs work, saw his spectacular butt move in sync. When he returned with the bottle of oil in his hand, her eyes hooded but focused lazily on his erection. Yum. "Lay on your belly," he ordered and watched her comply before he climbed on to the bed cover, drizzling the oil over her back and down the center of her legs. She shuddered as rivulets separated from that river and broke off to trickle along her inner thighs and calves. Firstly he rubbed the excess away by rubbing it into her skin, then he began his massage at her thighs.

 "Ow!" she shrieked, pushing away from the bed as he worked a knot that had gathered at the top of her left inner thigh. She squirmed away from his hold and groaned as he clamped his hands around her and worked at the knot until it loosened beneath his touch. After that she couldn't relax. His intention was obvious, he wanted to rid her body of any tension but it hurt her in the damned process.

 During those following minutes, she thought she'd never suffered so much in her life. His preparing her for anal sex had been easier and less painful than this. The grateful side of her brain told her to stop whining, because Jada knew that as soon as she stood up, had he not massaged her, she would have had to limp every-damned-where! The positions these three men had put her in would have made a contortionist groan! Take last night, Phelan had spread her legs impossibly wide and had hooked them over the bathtub! To gain access to her butt, he'd had to slide her legs up the tub, until she'd felt as though her knees would knock her ears! He'd pushed them into a more comfortable position after penetrating her, but he'd prepared her for quite a long time. Was it any wonder her thighs were screaming in agony? It was a hell of a good thing she practiced yoga! She didn't know how they'd have coped had she not been so flexible!

 His thumbs pressed down the tense cheeks of her butt, causing her to hiss unhappily and complain. "Can't I have a nice massage?"

 He chuckled, unconcerned and not offended. "I could lass, but it wouldn't help you at all."

 She sighed wearily, then shrieked as he massaged oil down the crack of her butt and rubbed it into the rosette of her ass. "Phelan!" she chided angrily, but he ignored her and continued to touch her there. It was a non-sexual touch, but still, she didn't want that bit being massaged! Jada groaned exasperatedly then shrieked again and spun around to glare at him when he smacked her on the butt and declared satisfactorily, "There, done!"

 She jumped off the bed with an ease of movement that she mentally thanked him for. Although not perfect, she was in good working order. "Thank you, luaidh," she said, copying his endearment as best she could and smiled as his eyes darkened. "It's too late for lunch, but do you want to go for a walk or something?" God, could she sound more juvenile?

 He must have thought so, too, because she could hear the laughter in his voice. "Aye, I'd like that, mo gradh."

 "Okay, I'll see you later, then." She dismissed him and headed into the bathroom.

 * * * *

 "She's pregnant." The announcement was loud in the living room of the O'Connell's suite of rooms. Phelan shrugged as both his cousins looked at him as though he were crazy. "She is. I scented the bairn this morning."

 "You're sure?" Lucas asked, obviously not too upset at the thought.

 "Aye, sure as I'll ever be. She was crying, as well, tried to hide it, but I could tell. Jada doesn't strike me as a weeper," he said bluntly.

 "Me neither." Caden looked thoughtful then asked the question on each of their minds. "Wonder whose bairn it is?" He tapped his fingers against the arm of his seat and narrowed his eyes. "If it's a multiple birth we could each be a paternal father. Not uncommon with matings of this type. Especially when we've all had sex within a short space of time with her. Didn't think she'd get pregnant this quick. Humans are always on contraception, aren't they? Jada's too controlled not to be safe."

 Lucas frowned. "You're right. I wonder why she's not on the pill."

 Phelan laughed. "Must think she can't get pregnant! Time of the month and all that. I wonder how many pregnant women thought that?"

 "You may have hit on something there, Phelan, in your usual inconsiderate way, of course," Caden said shortly, shaking his head at his cousin's insensitivity. "If Jada thought there was even a chance of conception, be it at a good or bad time of the month, she would have used contraception. I never thought about using a condom with her. Her scent just drove it clear out of my mind. Don't think my beast would have allowed me without kicking up a fuss. But that means that she doesn't sleep around, which we already knew, fuck she's tight." He paused, his eyes glazing for a second. "She must think she can't have children. Christ," he muttered. "She believes she's infertile and she's the mate of three wolfen. How the fuck are we going to explain all this to her? She'll think we're fucking insane!"

 "How did we get into this mess?" Lucas asked quietly. "We should have just taken off the damned masks on the first night. We knew she was different, should have told her it all then, before she got pregnant! What a state of affairs."

 "We have to tell her soon, early today if possible. When she was crying, I asked her what she was thinking about. She said the day after tomorrow-her return to the States. She obviously doesn't want to go, maybe doesn't want to leave us. We have to tell her, can't be good for the bairn if she's weeping all the time! It's not good for her either, but the bairn puts a little more urgency on this."

 "The bairn does nothing. I don't want her to even catch that flight without one of us seated beside her and with the sole intention of packing everything up to ship over here! She's staying. I'm not losing my mate because we've fucked up this situation. Mo chreach!" he cussed angrily and smacked a hand against the chair. A small splintering sound could be heard in the silence of the room.

 "Calm down, Caden. Getting angry won't help. None of us want to lose our mate, but it's her choice!" Lucas replied quietly.

 "It's not her fucking choice. I will not live without my mate, Lucas," Caden warned, his golden eyes shifting to those of his wolf.

 "Alright, Alpha," Lucas said, trying to appease, but there was snap in his voice, "we just have to phrase it differently to Jada. If we turn up with a fait accompli, she'll just return to the US anyway! Tact and subtlety is necessary here. The babe might sway her mind a little. I can't imagine Jada wanting to be a single mother, so that's in our favor. But she's a modern woman with a career in America. We must tread with care."

 Caden tilted his head, his beast very much in presence. "I need to run," he growled. "She should be at the homestead, Beta," he told Lucas quietly, "Protected. Our bairn is in her womb. It's not secure here." As he spoke, the hair on his head rippled, shifting from shining black hair to a long coarse fur. That he was unable to control that small shift spoke of his unease.

 "Alpha, she's fine. The others know she's ours. They won't hurt her. They know the consequences. We'll get her to the homestead soon, a few days won't hurt. The bairn is safe as long as she is and nothing will happen to her here. It's her friend's house. Larissa is aware that Jada is our mate. I spoke to her about it only yesterday. Jada is safe."

 Caden's eyes clenched shut, his nails shifted and transformed into long claws, which ripped at the cloth on the arms of his seat. "She'd better be," he growled roughly.

 Phelan, who'd watched the scene with interest, intervened. "Jada wants to go for a walk. Alpha, you shouldn't go." When Caden growled, Phelan lowered his eyes, submitting to the Alpha. "It may be wise for Lucas to go. He's used to being diplomatic. Perhaps he can soften her up to the idea of her living with all three of us."

 Lucas answered calmly, fully aware of the flashing eyes that glared at him. "Phelan's right. Your beast is in control. That won't change by being around our pregnant mate. Do you want to frighten her?"

 "Nay." Caden thrust his jaw out angrily. "Watch her. Ensure her safety, Beta."

 "Of course." Lucas bowed his head and stood up to take his leave.

 As the door shut behind him, Caden's head spun around to face Phelan. "I hope you treated her carefully, Gamma."

 "Aye, Alpha." Phelan cocked his head to the side. "Fear not, I would rather you rip out my throat in a challenge than harm one hair on my mate's head. She's prepared for all three of us now." It had been risky to tell him that, but Phelan knew that he'd had to tell Caden what had happened the night before.

 The meaning behind that sunk in and a flash of approval tinged Caden's face. "Good. That's the way it should be."

 * * * *

 With a tired stretch, Jada stood in front of her closet and chose a dress for the night's dancing. She couldn't believe it was the final night with her three men. Just the thought made her feel queasy, but it also meant that she wanted to look damned hot! A girl could feel sexy and sick at the same time, right? She damn well hoped so!

 Grimacing, she dragged a green dress off the rail and shoved it over her head. It was tight and clung to her body. She was too tired to really take in her appearance, but she thought she looked good. The three of them would like it. That was all that counted.

 Rummaging through her bag for a clip, she hastily grabbed her hair and twisted it, attaching the twist to her head with the clip. Taking a peek in the mirror, she was relieved to see that it looked sexy in a 'you've just been tumbled' sort of way. Flicking a hand, she headed for the door and started the walk to the dining hall. Looking around in shock, she noticed that instead of the one long table that ran down the center of the room, there were over twenty smaller tables, each seating a minimum of two and a maximum of four. She glanced around the room and saw the table where Lucas, Caden, and Phelan all lounged casually. Heading over to that table, she smiled as they stood for her and Caden pulled out the seat beside him. Taking it with a quick grin, she took a sip of the water one of them had poured for her. "Why the change of scenery, I wonder?" she asked.

 Caden answered. "I requested it."

 Her head spun around in shock. "What?"

 "I asked Larissa to seat us this way, I don't want to share you with the others," Caden replied easily, ignoring Lucas' glare of reproach.

 Jada's eyes opened wide in surprise, "And Larissa complied? That's unlike her!"

 "Of course."

 It was said so simply that it was obviously something he'd taken for granted. "What the hell do you mean 'of course'? It's Larissa's castle. You're not her boss!"

 Lucas cleared his throat, replying diplomatically. "What Caden means is that he pulled in a favor. Larissa didn't mind." He smiled. "You look beautiful tonight."

 "Thank you, Lucas, I'm glad you think so," she answered warmly, a little flustered. As a diversion it worked magically, but the thought didn't stray altogether. Her best friend never complied with anyone's wishes unless she had to. Larissa was far too mule-headed and stubborn to just change her plans overnight for one lone guest. What the hell did Caden have on her? Was she in some sort of trouble with him? She chided herself at the thought. What kind of trouble could she be in with Caden? It wasn't as though he was a cop or anything!

 "Lucas isn't the only one," Phelan murmured, eying the emerald green dress she wore with pleasure and possession in his eyes. A lace insert covered her breasts from view, but they were on sight nevertheless. The material clung to everything her body possessed, spotlighting a body made for all three of them to fuck.

 She grinned mischievously at them all and took another sip of water, moving back uneasily when two waiters served the starters. She took a look at the dish in front of her and grimaced as that queasiness returned full blast. Her stomach churned a little as she eyed the plate filled with food. With a sigh, she realized it was one of those meals that Martha would have made for her, what with it being her final night here in Scotland. Just thinking of the woman made her feel intensely guilty. She hadn't been to visit her in the kitchen! Had been so hung up on these three guys instead, she hadn't even thought about it. She would have to make time to see her before she left tomorrow. She'd never forgive herself for not visiting with the old woman who looked upon her as family.

 Lifting her fork, she played with the small salad for a moment, tried for Martha's sake to eat a little, even pressed a slice of tomato into her mouth, quickly swallowed it and regretted it. She managed not to make a fool of herself by throwing up into her dinner plate, but it was a close thing. She sat back and gave the men an uneasy smile. "I'm not hungry."

 Phelan frowned. "You ate no breakfast nor lunch, Jada. You must eat something! It's not good for the ...." He broke of abruptly then said quickly, "It's not good for you to have eaten nothing all day! At least have some of the quail. The protein is good for you."

 "I can't. I feel a little queasy," she admitted, knowing that had she continued to fob them off with trite platitudes, they would have demanded to know the real reason for her lack of hunger.

 They all nodded in understanding and on reflection said surprisingly little. Only Caden said anything at all. "Would you like a cup of tea to settle your stomach?"

 Jada refused with thanks, but her eyebrows quirked in surprise at their lack of comments. The topic of conversation soon changed and she joined in, eager to focus on something else rather than the food in front of her! Conversing with these men was a wonderfully freeing experience. She could be herself, no airs and graces were necessary, no need to pump up their egos or soften her words. They took her as she was and she loved them for it. There, she'd said it- well, mentally! The more she thought it, the easier it became to even contemplate.

 The meal passed quickly, too quickly. She wanted to cry at how unfair it was. Why did the time she had left with these three wonderful men have to pass so fast?

 Music sounded up in the ballroom as the guests finished their desserts and although she tapped her feet to the beat, Jada knew that she didn't have the energy to dance or any real desire to work up a sweat in the crowded ballroom. When Caden stood and pulled out her chair, taking her arm as he stood, she asked quietly, "Can we walk in the gardens?"

 "Of course," he conceded with a smile, as they neared the front door, he removed his jacket and placed it around her shoulders. Caden walked next to her. Phelan and Lucas walked behind and to the side of her. She was flanked on all sides by them once more and Jada realized with a sigh that there was nowhere else she'd rather be for all time.

 "Let's walk around the back. I prefer the kitchen garden. All the herbs and vegetables that are grown there perfume the air." She sighed wistfully. Within a few moments, they'd walked around the perimeter of the castle and had reached the kitchen garden. Little was said, but she picked her way to the mint plant and crushed a leaf between her fingers. The pungent smell seeped into the air. She smiled a little as she lifted her fingers to her nose.

 "Jada, we have to talk." Caden's voice broke into the quiet night air.

 "We do?" she asked hesitantly.

 "Of course, we do!" he replied impatiently. "I-we have never asked you how you feel about us, but I like to think that we haven't had to. I believe you feel the same way as we do. I know you have a career in America, but we-we would like to ask if you would be willing to try staying with us for a while ...." His voice trailed off, although she could see he wanted to say something else.

 Compressing her lips, she pressed down hard as she realized that she had to tell them about her infertility now, before they got any deeper. It was only kind, both to them and herself, to tell them now. She said nothing, head still turned to the mint plant, eyes clenched shut. When Caden grabbed her by the shoulders and spun her around to face him, he sighed as he took one look at her sad face.

 "Jada, what's wrong?" he asked softly. "Is this such a surprise?" When she shook her head, he smiled quizzically and questioned, "Well then, what's upsetting you?"

 She opened her eyes, looked at the feeling in his. They burned meaningfully at her, telling their own story. No word of love had been mentioned, but his eyes told her how he felt. With a broken sob, she realized that she couldn't tell him, couldn't tell them. How could she? To see that look of intense love change to one of disappointment, for any growing closeness between them to fade, for him-them to start distancing themselves from her. She couldn't stand it. Her heart wouldn't take it. Pulling herself out of his grasp, she lifted her skirt and ran to a copse of trees that littered the back garden of the castle. She heard him say, "Leave her be." The other two had obviously started to run after her and for his order to be obeyed made her sigh in relief. No way could she outrun those two, not in these heels!

 She slowed down as she neared the trees, but continued to walk into the tightly clustered mini-forest. Her eyes were fogged with tears. She looked around and headed to the tree with the thickest trunk. Leaning against it in misery, she slid to the ground, head bowed.

 All the pep talks over the past had been for naught. There was no way in hell she could bear seeing the disillusionment darken those expressive golden eyes when she told him the truth. It would kill her, rather she left now, never seeing any of them again, living for eternity with a broken heart than tell them that she couldn't bear their children. There were so many promises in his eyes, pledges of a future together, assurances of a happy life .... She couldn't stand to see those declarations turn to ash in an instant. Her heart couldn't stand it. Her mind wouldn't be able to bear it. To find not one but three men who wanted her, wanted to be with her for life, yet she had to say no, reject them. Mother Nature really had played a cruel joke on her. She was meant to bear their babies, could feel it written in her genetic code. Her body screamed in longing for their seed to have planted in her womb, for their joinings to have borne fruit. But she was barren, would never feel their child kick against her stomach, would never hold their baby in her arms, never feel the pull of milk being suckled from her breast. With a sob of misery, she buried her head in her hands and prayed to forget them, to forget this pain. Survival demanded she ask no less.

 * * * *

 "Well, that went well," Lucas muttered, sighing wearily.

 "Enough, Lucas. She'll come around. She wants it like we do. Jada's receptive, just unsure that's all. Telling her of the bairn will help. She's far too traditional to raise the child alone!"

 Phelan snorted. "Traditional women don't contemplate living in a menage a quatre!"

 "Don't be tiresome, Phelan," Caden grunted, "You know perfectly well what I mean!"

 "How do we tell her of the bairn without telling her what we are?" Lucas asked.

 "We can't. I'd prefer to tell them separately, but fate has forced our hand."

 "Damn," Lucas muttered.

 "Yeah." Caden grinned sourly. "My thoughts exactly. This isn't going to be easy. She's fighting herself, not us. That never bodes well, but there can be no alternative to her coming with us tomorrow, cousins. She will be with us. My beast expects no less," he warned, looking pointedly at his brethren.

 "Mine either," Phelan admitted, watching Lucas nod in agreement.

 When a scream sounded loud from the small copse of woods Jada had run to, all three men's heads snapped up and they quickly sprinted to the trees. Scenting the air, Caden snapped in confusion, "Wildcat?"

 The other men muttered, "Yeah." Lucas and Phelan shifted, Caden followed and ran behind them, scenting Jada's position within the cluster of trees. Finding her sobbing against the tree made Caden's heart turn over. "Jada!" Her head snapped up, she lifted her arms for him. He quickly jogged over to her and dropped to the ground hauling her into his arms. "What happened?"

 "There was a … a bobcat? I think it was a bobcat. It was some kind of big cat. It-it sniffed at me. I know they don't usually attack, but he came really close and I thought he was going to bite me. They don't go near humans unless they're rabid, I know. I freaked." She lifted her head and met his gaze. "Thank you." Turning her head to look for the other two, she noticed two wolves. Stiffening in his arms, she began to shake as they sniffed at the ground near her, obviously looking for the cat to chase for food. She didn't understand why they weren't sniffing Caden and her. Weren't they a lot easier to attack and eat?

 "Caden," she whispered forcefully. "There are two wolves there, look at them."

 "It's alright Jada. They won't attack you. They're making sure the wildcat's gone from the trees."

 "How the hell do you know that?" she whispered in a hiss.

 "Phelan, Lucas," he called out.

 Jada watched fearfully as the wolves stepped closer to them and before her very eyes, a charge of electricity not dissimilar to what she'd experienced in Lucas's arms the other morning, shot over their bodies. She could literally feel her body start to pump adrenaline as the two wolves transformed themselves into her two lovers. She froze for a second, contemplated the space where the two beasts had stood and looked at the two men she'd fucked, before she could even think, before a scream left her mouth, she ran. Ran blindly from the copse of woods back to the castle, uncaring of whether they followed her or not.

 Chapter Nine

 The sudden burst of adrenaline had caused a mini panic attack. She couldn't breathe, her heart beat too fast, her head spun and that queasiness returned at full force. She ran as fast as she could, trying to be careful in her heels but to no avail, she cried out as she fell to the ground, her knees brushing the rough grass. She could feel a graze on one of her knees, felt the sting of some dirt in the wound, but quickly jumped uncaring to her feet and continued back to the castle. She had to slow down some as she reached the gravel driveway. Her heels caught in the stones and she stumbled a little until she walked to the stone steps and once more increased her pace. Her breath came in pants as she ran through the hall, uncaring if any of the guests witnessed her tumbled appearance or saw the panic creasing her face. Hurrying up the stairs, she quickly sprinted to her room and banged the door shut, locking it for the first time in days to the outside world.

 What the hell had just happened, Jada asked herself? Had she momentarily turned insane? Had she really seen Phelan and Lucas turn from wolves into men? Leaning her hands against the foot of the bed, she bowed her head in consideration. Her breathing and heart rate had slowed, but it was still far too fast, making her feel a little dizzy. Clutching the sides of the bed, she stumbled around to the open side, toed her shoes off and lay flat on the mattress. A gasp of sound filled the room as she tried to control her breathing, holding it for a second in an attempt to slow her heartbeat. She succeeded to some extent. Feeling a little less terrible physically, Jada stared blankly at the ceiling of the four poster bed. Was she crazy? Had she dreamed that whole episode? Surely she had. Men couldn't turn into wolves. Werewolves didn't exist. They were fabled legends, mythological creatures who had never existed outside of the minds of frightened peasants and they'd passed the horror stories on to their offspring. Of course, they didn't exist. Logic told her they couldn't, so what the hell had just happened then?

 She shuddered when she remembered that electrical charge that had sparked the air. The only time she'd felt something even remotely similar outside of her time here in Scotland was once on a fishing trip with her Dad. A nasty storm had brewed out of nowhere. That charge of expectancy had zipped into the air, as though warning unsuspecting humans to get their act together, for the storm was coming and quickly!

 Glancing out of the window, she looked at the silent and calm sky. No storm was brewing here. No rain fell for once. There was a little breeze, but she could tell that that charge of power hadn't come from the weather. It had been produced by those two men, changing from ... wolves into men.

 Her breathing started to quicken as her thoughts actually turned to the fact that her eyes hadn't lied, that they had actually seen what she thought she had. That meant that werewolves existed .... With a gusty breath, Jada quickly scrambled under the covers and like a frightened child, pulled the blankets over her head and tried to hide from her thoughts.

 What did all this mean? She was in love with three ... werewolves? And they loved her back? She quickly turned on to her side, wrapped herself into the fetal position and like a crazy patient, rocked herself into a calmer state of mind.

 They hadn't attacked her. That was something, wasn't it? Caden had held her in his arms, had comforted her from her fright with the wildcat. Just because they were what they were didn't mean they'd become the animals they'd turned into. That was some consolation at least. They hadn't attacked her. Blowing out her breath, she tried to instill a sense of calm into her mind. It was easier said than done, but she thought just thinking about the implications of what she'd seen today would send her loopy. She rather liked her sanity, so chose not to think about the wolves anymore.

 With a weary sigh, she closed her eyes and prayed for the soothing nothingness of sleep.

 A small sound disturbed her from her rest, hearing the click of the door open, she sat up like a shot to watch whoever came in through the door. She relaxed a tad when she saw Larissa's blond head peep around the edge of the door and look for her. Larissa entered and relocked the door, crossed over to the bed and, seeing that Jada was awake, hurried to give her a hug. "Are you alright, darling?"

 Despite her efforts to calm herself, Jada's bottom lip trembled. "Larissa, it was awful," she wailed. "I think I'm going crazy. I saw something that doesn't exist. I- I haven't eaten all day, but I mean low blood sugar can't cause hallucinations, can it?"

 "No, darling. Low blood sugar can, I imagine, make you feel a little faint or dizzy even, but wouldn't cause hallucinations." She hesitated. "What did you think you saw?"

 "I-I … Larissa. I can't tell you. You'll think I'm mad. I swear I'm not," she said hurriedly, starting to panic. "I know I'm not, but-but what happened …. It can't have really happened. I must have ... mis-seen, or something. It's not possible. I'm not drunk either," she said stiltedly "I've only had water all evening! I felt too sick to even contemplate drinking something stronger!"

 "Jada," Larissa said sternly, giving her a slight shake. "What did you see?"

 "Phelan and Lucas, the wolf masks." She paused and swallowed convulsively. "Wolves, I always thought they were like their masks. God I was more right than I ever thought possible."

 "Jada!"

 "Caden was asking me to stay with them, not return to America. Larissa, I could see in his eyes, that he," she gulped, "loves me. I knew I had to tell him that I can't have kids, but his eyes, God, Larissa, they were beautiful. All my hopes and dreams were right there in front of me. I wanted so much to grab this chance, be happy, love these three men, be with them. But I knew I couldn't give them everything. They deserve a family, Larissa. I can't give them that, so, so I-I ran.

 "You know that group of trees at the back of the house? I ran there. I didn't look where I was going, just sort of collapsed against a tree and I sat there, bawling my eyes out and I feel this snuffling against my leg. I look up and there's a god damned big cat there! C-Caden called it a wildcat. I know they run away from humans normally, only come close and attack if they're rabid. It scared the shit out of me. I screamed and it ran away.

 "Then Caden came running, he came to me, grabbed me and hugged me. I just happened to look up and there are two huge wolves sniffing at the ground. Next thing I know, Caden's calling them over and they ...." She dropped her voice to a whisper. "Phelan and Lucas. The wolves turned into them." Bowing her head, she kept her eyes averted from her friend's. Larissa tugged her close and began stroking her hair. The soothing feeling calmed her a little, but she tensed at her friend's words.

 "Jada, Caden told me what happened. He says I can talk to you freely." She hesitated a moment.

 "What do you mean he says you can talk freely? What is it with him and you?" Jada pulled away from her. "He said earlier that he requested you change the table plans so that they could be alone with me. What is he to you?"

 "He's my Alpha," Larissa said in a whisper.

 "He's your what?"

 "My Alpha. Phelan, Lucas, Caden, Alex, me, we're all wolf. Caden leads us. He's called the Alpha. It's his status."

 Jada simply stared at her dearest friend for many moments, trying to wrap her mind around what she was telling her. Although she more than half suspected, at first, that it was Larissa's idea of a joke, albeit a poor one considering how upset she was, she realized after a few moments that Larissa was completely serious and she hadn't misunderstood. Pushing away, she slipped off the bed, wrapped her arms around herself to try to chase the chill, and paced to the window. "What I saw is real then?" she asked in a whisper.

 "Y-Yes, we can shift from wolf back into this form."

 Jada stared at her, trying to tamp the sense of betrayal that welled in her.

 "Darling, I couldn't tell you. You understand that, don't you? My parents were so worried, when they learned how close as friends we were, how we shared everything. I-I had to swear to never tell you. People knowing, i-it puts us in danger. Even friends knowing is forbidden."

 Jada had never heard Larissa sound so unsure of herself. It eased some of her sense of betrayal to realize that Larissa was afraid of losing her friendship. "I understand."

 "Caden asked me to explain to you. He didn't think you'd speak to him. Was he right?"

 Jada's response was a stiff nod.

 Larissa sighed with a mixture of impatience and resignation. "You're their mate, Jada."

 "Mate?" Jada laughed harshly. "As in friend? Or I'll die when they die kind of mate?"

 "You're body, soul, and mind is made for them, darling. You know how you say Alex and I are perfect for one another. It's because we're mates. Wolf only marry our mates and we only marry for human appearances. Y-you'll find it difficult to live without them, Jada." She hesitated, then continued haltingly, "It will kill them to not be with you."

 "Kill them?" Jada choked and spun around to face her friend.

 Larissa nodded slightly. "Once a wolf finds their mate, they're complete. If that mate is taken away, the wolf can take control, takes over the human and becomes feral. J-Jada, Caden is already very upset. His lieutenants aren't that much better, but Caden, as the Alpha, needs his mate."

 "Why?"

 "The Alpha has a lot of responsibilities. When he finds his mate, she can provide a-a softness that he'll find nowhere else. I suppose it's his only succor. He can get it from no other person. Before he finds her, he can cope. The only succor he's known is from his mother. But afterwards, it stabilizes him. I'm not saying he's crazy," she added hastily, "It's just that your presence can soothe him as nothing else can and the beast side of him needs that. Needs it desperately. He'll be okay for now, because you're here, where he is. He can't touch you, but he knows you're here. He knows you're safe from any harm, that you're being looked after. Any type of risk to you will drive him to distraction, your safety, care and protection is his priority now, even above the pack. It all boils down to the fact that you're more than his love, you're his life, his future," she finished softly.

 Jada didn't comment on Larissa's last sentence. It made her chest tight. It gave rise to a yearning she didn't want to face at the moment. "If humans aren't to know about werewolves, then how can I be his mate? How can I be all of their mates?" Dragging in a deep, calming breath, Jada realized that she was very proud of herself. She was handling this with great aplomb. She hadn't run screaming from her friend!

 "Werewolves have no say over who their mate is. Mother Nature chooses the correct person that matches you body, heart, and soul. To her human or werewolf doesn't matter. She knows us, knows our hearts and who we belong to. As to your other question, multiple mates aren't uncommon, especially between human and werewolf mates. Alphas, who have human mates, usually find that they have to share their mate. Mother Nature deemed it necessary for two werewolves to protect a human mate, to assure the security since the human doesn't have the defenses of a mature, adult werewolf. Matings of your size ... are unusual," she added honestly. "Usually it's two men and one woman."

 "Does it always happen this fast?"

 "Yes," Larissa replied instantly.

 Jada nodded, feeling a little better after her friend's explanations. Why did she feel as though she hadn't been told everything? Maybe she knew her friend far too well?

 When Larissa looked away, Jada knew she'd been correct in her assumption. She could tell just from her manner that there was something else. "Werewolves have very strong control of their senses, Jada. Even in human form, we can see, hear, and smell ten thousand times better than an ordinary human." She stopped, swallowing a little convulsively as if she was bracing herself for a fresh storm. "Jada, you're pregnant."

 Shock rolled over Jada. Her eyes flared wide open. "What?"

 "I-I can smell the baby. Your scent …. It's different." Larissa shrugged uneasily.

 "Larissa, I cannot have children. I can't be pregnant."

 "You can't get pregnant to a human male. Wolf male?" She shrugged. "They're different. Maybe it's because you were always meant to be a wolf mate? Mother Nature works in mysterious ways, but all I can say is that you are …. Regardless of what you believed to be true before, your mates have most definitely given you a baby."

 Jada clasped a hand to her stomach, looked intently at her friend, and whispered, "I'm really pregnant?"

 Larissa nodded. "You really are."

 Hope warred with disbelief. Her mind was so chaotic that she couldn't grasp half the thoughts scrambling around. "I can't be!"

 "You are. If Caden was suffering before, knowing you're pregnant will make it a thousand times worse! His natural instinct is to protect. Now that you're nurturing his baby, that natural instinct increases tenfold. It's normal, but as you're human …." She stopped and shook her head. "He'll need to be with you constantly, Jada. Just to know that you're alright."

 "Sounds like fun," she whispered sarcastically.

 "It is actually. You don't get tired of each other like in human relationships, Jada. The mate bond flourishes and grows as you spend time together. It's a beautiful process. You're the sister I never had, Jada. I couldn't wish anything better for you. It's truly a beautiful, wondrous gift that you hold in your hands, darling. You can't throw it away and even if you begin to contemplate that, out of fear or pigheadedness or whatever, you can't. You have to come to terms with this as your future, because I know you can't handle having those three wonderful men's deaths on your conscience. Because that is what will happen if you run from them and they turn feral. Feral wolves are hunted. No matter their status, they're hunted and killed. They're too dangerous to let free. Know that, Jada. It's a hard truth. I know this isn't easy to accept … any of it, but if you care for them at all, you need to understand just how much they need you and what it will mean to them if you run away like you always have before," Larissa finished softly. She studied Jada for several moments and then moved back to the door, unlocked it, and left Jada to her thoughts.

 * * * *

 Only God knew how, but Jada had managed to sleep an entire twenty-four hours. She only realized that she'd slept so long because she'd checked her cell-phone and noticed the date. She'd missed her flight. It was a trivial thought, but one that freed her somehow, somehow released her from schedules and time constraints.

 She awoke with a feeling of calmness permeating her body. It was the strangest thing. Here she was in the middle of the greatest upheaval she'd ever dealt with and yet she felt calm and rested. Relaxed even.

 Placing a palm against her belly, she tried to feel for signs of life. How could she be pregnant? The doctors had told her that she might as well have been born without a womb, because no baby would grow there. She could remember the day she'd learned that news, two weeks after her fourteenth birthday, when she'd suffered with some extremely painful periods. What a wonderful belated birthday present!

 Larissa seemed so damned sure. But how could trained doctors be wrong and her friend, a somewhat ditzy blond who thought herself a werewolf, be right? She couldn't be right. But God, every part of Jada longed for it to be so, longed for a baby to be forming and growing in her womb. What was it Larissa had said? That yes, she probably was barren to a human male, but to a werewolf, she wasn't.

 A spurt of laughter escaped her lips. She realized that the fact that she was even contemplating the existence of werewolves or wolf or whatever the hell they were called was ludicrous. But contemplate them she was, seen them she had. So if that was ludicrous enough to laugh, then why couldn't she be pregnant?

 Hearing a tap on the door, Jada leaned up on her elbows. "Come in!" On seeing Martha's head pop around the corner of the door, she smiled and sat up. "Martha! It's so wonderful to see you! Thank you for all the lovely food! I'm sorry I haven't been to see you earlier, to thank you. It's been a little wild." She grimaced as soon as the words left her mouth.

 Martha smiled and answered in her sweet Scottish brogue. "Och, dinnae worry about it, lass. I understand. You're the Alpha's mate, aren't ye?" She cackled lewdly. "I dinnae blame ye fer bein a wee bit preoccupied."

 "Et tu, Martha?" Jada cried. "You're a wolf, as well! Is everyone here a wolf?"

 The older woman looked shame-faced, but scolded. "Eat yer toast." She settled the tray she'd brought in on Jada's lap, refusing to talk until she at least ate a slice. "Darlin' of course we're wolf. Ye dinnae think Larissa's Papi is gonnae have a house filled with human servants, do ye? The family would ne'er be allowed to run free! All the guests are wolf, too."

 It was bizarre to be talking about it as if it was the most natural and normal thing in the world when she still hadn't completely accepted what she'd learned. "I'm Phelan and Lucas's mate, as well, you know?" At the old woman's nod, she hesitated, but she needed to know. She needed all the reassurance she could get that she wasn't …. That her mind hadn't 'turned' because she wanted so badly for it to be true. "Larissa says I'm pregnant, says that I smell different. Do I?"

 Martha smiled. "Aye, yer pregnant, lassie. Can I feel?" When Jada nodded, she spread her gnarled hand out and rested it on Jada's flat belly. A slow smile spread on the older woman's face. "Three bairns, lass. One fer each man. Tis good that is! Wouldnae be good fer one man no' to have a bairn, whilst one has two! I can feel the Alpha's bairn, as well. Boy, another Alpha! His Mami will be so pleased!" She cackled again, this time joyfully. "Congratulations, Jada, ma dear! I bet yer so happy!"

 "Three babies, Martha? You're sure?" She grabbed the woman's hand. "Promise me, Martha, they're there, aren't they? Don't lie to me. My heart can't take it ...." Her voice broke.

 A tired hand reached for Jada's hair. Tucking a strand behind her ear, the older woman whispered, "Aye, I promise. I knae those stupid doctors told ye that you couldnae have bairns, lass. But the Alpha and his lieutenants are pretty potent." She winked lewdly. "Yer pregnant with the next Alpha, lass. Och, the pack will be so happy! A pack is ne'er as secure as it is when there's an Alpha, his mate, their heir, and his lieutenants. I'll leave ye to yer tea and toast. Rest well now lass. Yer caring fer our future." Pressing a soft kiss to Jada's forehead, she patted her hand and once more Jada was left to her thoughts.

 She'd never doubted Larissa before, not when it was over something that really counted. It was a strange sensation, but she realized that she hadn't truly believed her friend until she'd seen the sparkle of joy in old Martha's eyes. Now, she felt pregnant, could feel the burning little lives as her children developed inside her and not for the first time this holiday, she cried. This time, though, it was tears of happiness that rolled over the curve of her cheeks, tears of great joy.

 She spent the rest of the day in her room, snuggled into bed, a hand pressed against her belly. A part of her didn't want to move, didn't want to risk these little lives that had been entrusted to her care. She wanted to stay cocooned in this lovely warm room, in a cushioned bed, safe and sound, no fear of danger from any quarter.

 At around five o'clock a knock tapped at her door. "Come in," she called and jerked upwards into a sitting position when she saw Caden walk through the door. Sans mask. With a gasp, she traced his features with loving, yes loving, eyes and once more tears began to fall. These babies sure played havoc with her emotions! He was as beautiful as she'd thought he would be, strong nose, proud forehead-his face tough and lean, but so masculine he was a heartthrob. With a missed beat, her heart restarted when she thought possessively, my heartthrob.

 "Can I come in, Jada?" Despite his beauty, she could see the two days separation had affected him, more so than she'd thought possible. He was a little white, his face drawn and his golden eyes tired, the skin a little pinched as though he hadn't slept.

 She nodded and patted the space beside her. He moved toward her and sat beside her, perched on the edge of the bed. She leaned forward and laid a hand against the side of his face, shocked at his perfection. She could see his eyes flare in reaction to her touch. They closed as he reveled in it, nuzzling his face into her hand lovingly. She sighed brokenly and watched those golden eyes burn. "Did Martha tell you?"

 "Aye, she confirmed your pregnancy."

 "Did she tell you anything else?"

 "Nay, said it was your role as Mami."

 "I'm glad, she didn't." She reached for his hand and placed it against her belly. "Three babies, one boy- an Alpha, your son." She saw the pride in his eyes as he digested that tidbit of information. He reached for her, then stopped himself. She wished he hadn't. Her body longed to feel his pressed against hers.

 "You're not going to leave me? Are you Jada?" he asked uncertainly.

 "Do you love me?"

 He closed his eyes. "More than my life," Caden replied starkly. "It's been two days, and Lucas told me to leave you alone for another day, but my beast .... I couldn't. I had to see you, feel you, something, anything. Please, don't go to America, not with the bairns, as well, I ...." His voice cracked. "I couldn't stand it."

 "I love you, too, Caden." His bowed head jerked up. His gaze clashed with hers, scanning her eyes for the truth of her statement.

 "God, mo gradh, I love you. I swear I'll be a good mate. I know I'm Alpha, that I've duties. But you come before the pack," he told her seriously, then his voice lightened and he teased. "Just don't tell them that." He shuffled closer to her, leaned down to press a kiss to her lips. It was long and sweet, filled with love and every single emotion he felt for her was transmitted through that wondrous joining. He sighed heavily when he broke the kiss. "My beast, he's calm now. I've felt on edge all day. He's been ready to take control. Thank you, my mate."

 She smiled slightly, a little uneasy about the request. "Would you shift for me?"

 His eyes widened a little, but he smiled appreciatively and stood, that strange charge of power buzzed through the room and where the man had once stood, now sat a panting wolf. She'd thought that at first she would be scared, but those eyes, even as a wolf they told their story. Told her he loved her, that he would die for her and their babies. She gulped emotionally and whispered, "I love you, Caden."

 After he'd shifted, she'd jumped from the bed and reached for a pair of jeans and a shirt. She wanted to see Phelan and Lucas now, needed to see them, to know that she was alright with their beasts. Caden hadn't been a problem, but the other night, she'd seen them as predators. If she felt the same way now, then she'd have to learn to adapt, to change her opinion, but she hoped that nothing so major would be necessary.

 Caden seemed to understand what she was doing. He stayed in wolf form. It didn't freak her out. It was strange, but it still felt like Caden even though he didn't look like Caden anymore. When she opened her door and he followed her, Jada jolted to a half and gasped in shock when she met up Phelan and Lucas pacing the corridor just outside her room and nearly walked into one of them. At her gasp, Caden growled threateningly, obviously perceiving a threat, but on seeing his lieutenants, he stopped and butted his head softly against her leg in apology.

 The other two men stopped their pacing, just stood still and stared at her, their gazes moving over her hungrily. It seemed as though Lucas and Phelan were feeling as low as Caden had been. "Come in," she invited huskily, her gaze devouring their mask-less faces. Lucas looked exactly the way she'd imagined, like a bronzed surfer God, his green eyes large in his tanned, lean face. The blond hair shaggy, curtaining his face to perfection. She thought about his child in her womb and hoped that it was a little girl, with his lovely blond hair and sparkling green eyes.

 Phelan looked a little differently than she'd imagined him. He hadn't shaved and a beard had formed. His hawkish nose and dark brown/black eyes gave him an air of middle-eastern mysticism, which was ridiculous considering he was a born and bred Scotsman! But he was powerfully attractive, a strength belied his features, gave him a harder edge and a sexier more dangerous look.

 She led the two men to her sitting room, Caden at her heels. Taking a seat, she dragged in a deep breath. "I'm not leaving. I'm staying," she said, wanting to put them out of their misery straight away. It worked, they blew out deep breaths in relief and stared hungrily at her.

 "Thank God," Lucas whispered, his sentiments joined with Phelan's.

 "You love us, don't you, luaidh?" Phelan asked uncertainly.

 "I do," she said, nodding. His eyes closed thankfully and Lucas's burned into hers, his thanks in his eyes.

 "We love you, Jada," Phelan replied earnestly.

 She smiled knowingly. Somewhere within these last few hours a confidence had blossomed in her soul, a confidence forged with the help of these three wonderful men. She hadn't needed to hear his words to know he and Lucas loved her, she'd already known, but it warmed her to her soul to hear the words.

 She slowly removed her mask, which until Caden had removed his, had stayed there forgotten, and grinned at the surprise and flashes of lust on their faces. Even Caden's, which had been the funniest thing she'd seen in her life.

 For these three and herself, the best was yet to come.

 * * * *

 "I can't believe you didn't tell me that my beautiful babies would shift two weeks into their life!" Jada's words were said without heat, but still contained the residual anger she'd felt when she'd gone to pick up her gorgeous baby girl and had seen a white-haired sleepy wolf-pup resting in her crib. She'd screamed and screamed, which had frightened the pup, who'd started howling. Her howling had frightened her brothers, who had joined in with the noise and Caden, who's heart never settled where his family was concerned, had rushed into the cacophony of sound, danger written on his face, a ready-to-defend stance firming his muscles and panic in his eyes that had perversely warmed her heart. She loved those descriptive eyes that told her without words how important she was to him.

 She didn't have to see or hear the sigh of relief that escaped his mouth to know he'd been prepared to defend her and the children. It was written all over his face, which was quickly swapped with annoyance at all the noise. "What on Earth's the matter?" he'd snapped.

 "My little girl's a puppy dog," she'd wailed.

 Caden had sniffed haughtily. "Wolf-pup!" he'd growled.

 "You knew about this!" she'd screeched.

 "Of course, I did! It's what happens." He'd frowned at her in confusion when she'd come at him, slapping his arms and chest with her hands, hitting him in real anger for the terror that had invaded had soul when she'd seen the pup resting where her little girl had been.

 "You bastard! Why the hell did none of you tell me?"

 "Jada! Stop it! It never occurred to us to tell you. It's no problem. They'll switch back and forth. It's what we do. They'll spend most of the next few weeks as a pup. It's safer that way. They're stronger as pups. They switch back when Mother Nature says they're ready!" He'd leaned down into the crib and lifted the small pup into his hands. Bringing the girl to his face, he'd nuzzled her for a second, then tenderly had walked close to Jada and allowing no space between their chests had pressed his daughter against her mother. "She needs her Mami. Reassure her. You frightened her!" he rebuked softly.

 "It's your fault," she'd said in a happy, sing-song voice, when she felt anything but, trying to reassure her baby that Mummy was alright and loved her. Cuddling her baby to her chest, she'd whispered, "I can't believe this!"

 Even now a few months later, she couldn't believe it, watching her babies roll around on the ground outside their home, their little furry bodies squirming around in the heather. "This is so surreal," she told Phelan, who sat with her, watching the pups. It was easy to see which pup belonged to which father, although each man classed all three as their own. The black haired pup was Caden's, the white haired girl Lucas' and the brown-black haired pup was Phelan's. She sighed in pleasure as she watched the babies she had never thought she would have and she grinned at her mate. Jumping to her feet, she walked over to them and lifted the two boys into her hands, letting Phelan carry Aila, and threw over her shoulder, "It's playtime for the grown-ups now!" She shrieked as he chased her back into the homestead, their home that made Larissa's castle look medium in size. Although it was home, she was glad she didn't have to clean the damned place!

 They'd returned the pups to their nursery and as soon as the door was shut, Phelan began kissing her, eating hungrily at her mouth, tearing at her lips with his teeth, their tongues dueling, passion raging. He quickly ripped the shirt from her torso, cupped her bare breasts in his hands, breasts that had grown larger and were still heavy with milk, lowering his head to lave a nipple. She moaned as even tender handling was enough to thrust her right on the edge, clasping his head to her breast, reveling in his touch. His hands had clutched at her skirt, dragging it up to her hips. Gently nudging a leg between her own, he spread them and, grasping her thighs, he lifted her up against the wall and buried his face in her breasts.

Feeling his hand fumble against his fly, she groaned hungrily when that hand bumped her pussy. His cock sprung free from its prison. Guiding it between her sopping wet folds, he allowed her weight to impale her on to him. Groaning in excitement, she clasped him with her legs and whimpered as he walked down the hall with her stuffed full of his dick.

 She was almost ready to explode when she reached their bedroom and Phelan dropped her gently on to the bed. She saw Lucas already there, reading a book on the bed and heard Caden speaking on the phone in his adjoining office. Her groan caught Lucas' attention. His head jolting upwards, his hands immediately flew to his fly and quickly he stripped himself free from clothes.

 Caden's, "What's all this? I thought you were with the bairns?" Caden demanded..

 It wrung a low moan from her. Her hooded eyes clashed with amused ones. She glared at him, wanting him, lusting after him but nevertheless wanting to stick her tongue out at him, too! He began to strip also, releasing that glorious body into her line of sight.

 Watching him walk over to the nightstand, she saw him shiver as he poured lubricant over his already hard cock. Tossing the tube to Lucas, he approached them and lay down on the bed beside them. Phelan lifted her up and with brute strength, kept her high up against his body, yet somehow managed to spread her ass cheeks for Caden's cock to probe between.

 A shiver rushed over her as his fingers worked there first, spreading the lube that coated his hand on to the pucker of her ass. When his cock pressed against that impossibly tight hole, as she always did, she thought, how the hell is he going to fit? But somehow he did and the pressure of both cocks filling her tight, pushing against the other, hitting every little nerve-ending from entrance to deep back in her cunt and ass, made her whimper hungrily. She loved it like this. They had to do all the hard work. She had only to hold still and enjoy what they did to her.

 With a few rocking thrusts, Jada was nearing the very edge of sanity. It seemed to be so close, yet so fucking far away. Suddenly they spun over, so that Phelan was on top and she saw why, Lucas was kneeling beside them, his cock already weeping. Leaning on shaking elbows, she opened her mouth hungrily to accept him. He grasped the base of his dick, because they both knew he had a tendency to thrust a little too eagerly and they all liked her breathing! She welcomed him into her mouth with a long suckle. A long low groan escaped his mouth. She then allowed him to thrust because her precarious position wouldn't let her do much else for him! Phelan and Lucas grunted as they pushed hard into her, and she moaned around the fat cock that was lodged in her mouth.

 Her eyes clenched tightly shut when Caden grunted and spread her ass cheeks wider and clutched them in his hands, using them as leverage to rock into her harder and faster. Both men settled on a rhythm that rubbed their cocks together, which made her groan. The thin skin between them felt scorching hot, burning as those nerves were branded by burning hot cock. Phelan started to quicken his pace, his climax obviously nearing. Her breath hitched when she felt that splash of cum deep inside of her, felt the aftershocks as both Lucas and Caden seemed to cum at the same time, leaving her behind. Swallowing Lucas's seed, she pulled away from him. Her pleading eyes clashed with Phelan's, who acted in true knight in shining armor fashion.

 Phelan and Caden timed it right, when they pulled out at the same moment, sending a shard of shattering pleasure through her used lower body. Her body began undulating on the bed, need coursing its way over her aching flesh, every part of her needed to climax. Even her skin!

 When Phelan dropped to his knees and began to lap at her clit, her hips shot up from the bed, that tender unexpected touch a shock. Lucas and Caden turned to her breasts, licking and nuzzling the sensitive nipples, making her cry out as the triple assault worked faster than the foursome she'd just participated in. When one of them sucked hard and she felt the release of milk. Despite her embarrassment, a blast of pleasure assailed her, one that sunk her underwater and made her drown in the sea of sensation she was currently swimming in.

 All three erogenous zones worked together to send her to the stars and her final thought before she allowed that pleasure to take her, was that she had this forever.

 These men were hers forever.

 How lucky was she? The luckiest woman alive!

 The End

About this Title

 This eBook was created using ReaderWorks™Publisher, produced by OverDrive, Inc.

 For more information on ReaderWorks, visit us on the Web at "www.readerworks.com"

ABC Amber LIT Converter http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html

