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Chapter One

 

She did it. She really left him. Tears blurred her vision as she maneuvered the Honda along the twisting and turning road. Jessa had no particular destination in mind, but getting as far away as possible from Paul was her first priority. She had been driving for the past three hours, yet her tears continued to flow. Her chest hurt from the wracking sobs, and her eyes felt swollen. She had sworn to herself never again, but like a damn fool she had believed his words, believed that he wouldn’t hurt her again.

“You stupid, foolish girl!” She wiped angrily at her tears and turned the steering wheel sharply to the left. The snow continued its steady assault on the little car. Slick roads and near whiteout conditions made it nearly impossible to keep control of the car. The smart thing for her to do was slow down, or better yet pull off to the shoulder until her emotions calmed, but all she kept seeing was Paul coming after her with the drunken look of rage in his eyes. He would have killed her tonight. That much she was certain of. 

The car fishtailed when she pumped her brakes to take another twisting turn down the mountain. Once she had the vehicle in control she forced her tears to stop. Why in the hell are you crying over him? Take away the facts she had been with him for the past five years and he was the only man she had been with in every sense of the word, Paul Madden was an abusive, alcoholic asshole who liked to use her as a punching bag. She should have left him the first time he raised his hand to her. Hell, she should have kicked his ass to the curb when she found out he cheated on her with her so called best friend. But no, she had to be some kind of masochistic moron. 

“Never again.” Straightening her shoulders, she told herself over and over again that she would never be the docile woman who stood back and let a man walk all over her. She was starting her life over. With no family to fall back on, she was all on her own, but that was something she was looking forward to, especially after the life she had lived with Paul. 

With only three hundred dollars to her name and a handful of clothes thrown haphazardly in a bag, Jessa didn’t know how much of a new life she could have. Leaving had obviously not been planned, and even though she didn’t know what tomorrow would bring, a huge weight had already been lifted off her shoulders. Paul would never again control her. That was for damn sure.

She slammed her hand on the steering wheel over and over again until her palms ached. Opening her mouth, she let out the scream that had been festering inside of her for the past five years. The tires caught a slick strip of black ice and did a complete one-eighty. The air left her lungs as she braced herself for the inevitable crash. The side of the car made impact, and everything went dark.

**** 

Deacon crouched low, the snow blending in with his thick coat of fur. His ears twitched, picking up every little sound. A bird was nestling in a tree, and a rabbit scurried several feet away. He could have gone for the rabbit, but he needed to bring home something more substantial than that. The buck was no more than twenty feet from him, its body tensed and its nose twitching. Yeah, it knew he was stalking it, knew that there was something bigger and faster out there just waiting for the right opportunity. Pressing his body closer to the ground, he felt his whiskers twitch as the scent of blood permeated his senses. As he shifted to his side, a twig snapped beneath his heavy paw, causing the buck to dart off into the woods. His body tensed to go after it, but there was something inside of him that tensed, calling out to him to leave his dinner and find out what caused the thick scent of blood. He inhaled deeply again, and a low growl tore through his chest. A human female was hurt, that much he could decipher. The scent of her blood was sweet in the frigid air, calling out to the primal side of them, the wild animal that was a predator by nature. Moving to the middle of nowhere was supposed to help calm the raging beast inside of him, and as the years passed he found himself seeking solace in his solitary confinement. Deacon found that it didn’t matter how many years went by, or how deep his animal burrowed inside of him, when the scent of fresh blood teased his senses, everything inside of him went on high alert, and his beast roared in triumph. 

His paws ate up the distance as he followed the tangy, metallic scent that saturated the air. If he was stronger like his younger brother, Thayer, he could have kept his beast at bay, but it had been so very long since he had sensed such an intoxicating aroma. Lifting his nose to the air he breathed in deeply. A rumble of need left his chest, and he ran faster, taking a sharp right and then a left. The trees flew past him in a blur of earthy tones, then he was upon her.

The side of the car was bent around a massive elm. Metal and glass littered the ground around the carnage. He crept closer, making sure to keep all angles around him in his senses. The driver side window was broken, and strands of her dark hair billowed out of the wreckage, the wind swaying it back and forth. The smell of blood was so overpowering he hissed in need. Blood and adrenalin pumped through his body, tightening and engorging his muscles as he stalked closer. When he was near enough to see her face everything inside of him stilled. His animal became alert yet calm. A sound behind him had him crouching and ready for the attack. A bird flew into the protective covering of the trees. Turning back toward the woman, he moved closer until strands of her hair brushed along his nose, causing it to twitch. He could smell the faint aroma of green apples drift off of her, and even in his animal form he leaned forward, wanting to drag more of it into his lungs. Rising onto his hind legs, he braced his massive front paws on the door and scanned her body. He could see a large gash on her forehead, the source of the blood that filled the air. Another low rumble left his throat. Something inside of him shifted, calling out to his animal and the need to protect this frail, still woman. He had never felt this way about another person. He had never felt this all-consuming pull to make sure she was protected and safe, to make her his. He didn’t like it, didn’t like the way he felt off-balance because of it. He could have turned around, hunted down that buck and put her behind. He could just turn his back and resume the solitary lifestyle he had grown comfortable with, but he couldn’t. His animal clawed for freedom, roared to take her with him. He shook his big head and dropped back down to all fours. No, he couldn’t leave her. She would no doubt die, and that thought had his gut tightening. He would take her back to his home, let Thayer mend her. His brother was good with shit like that. He was the gentle one, the calm one. He would take care of her, and then she would be sent her on her way. Then he could get back to his life.

He turned and headed into the trees. He had supplies stashed throughout the forest, an extra precaution in case some shit happened and he or Thayer couldn’t make it home. Even with the heavy snowfall he knew where their supplies were. If he was going to shift into his human form and carry her back to his cabin he’d need a change of clothes. He dropped his nose and inhaled deeply. He dug in through the frozen ground using his razor-sharp claws until he spotted the bag that held the lifesaving essentials. Moving back a step, he let the shift overtake him. Bones broke, muscles stretched, and feet and hands formed. The arctic air hit his nude body, and every part of him tensed at the contact. He grabbed the pants, sweater, coat, and socks and shoes and quickly donned them. He didn’t know how long the female had been unconscious, and the sooner he got her back to the warmth of the cabin the sooner his animal would calm the fuck down and quit acting like some possessive asshole. His beast growled, and he smirked. They may be one and the same, but there were times when his animal tried to take supremacy, tried to make the man in him submit. Maybe that was why he was so fucked up in the head, because he felt like there were two beings inside of him, always waging war and fighting for dominance?

The thick, thermal blanket lay amidst the items, and he grabbed it and threw the bag over his shoulder. He quickly made his way back to her, having no problem finding her since his senses were highly acute and the scent of her blood still filled the air, traveling with the wind. A part of him didn’t want to think about what other animal could have found her first. There was no doubt in his mind that if that had been the case she wouldn’t be alive right now. The winter months were hard, especially this high in the mountains. Animals were desperate to find sustenance, and when the metallic scent of life was thick in the air they would fight to the death just for a taste. 

The car came into view, and he threw the driver’s side door open, maybe with a little more force than was necessary since it now hung on its hinges. He grabbed her just as her body started falling to the left. He unlatched her seatbelt and cradled her in his arms. He wrapped the blanket around her, and something inside of him tightened at the feel of her head resting on his chest. She was small compared to him, and wholly feminine. Her underlying fruity scent pierced his senses, overriding the potent aroma of her life-force steadily dripping from the gash on her head. Thayer would be able to fix that as well. His younger brother was a genius where he was a brute. He didn’t have the training and education that Thayer did, but then again he didn’t venture out of their home unless absolutely necessary. Hunting, exercise, and occasionally sex were about as much as he could handle, and even then his skin felt too tight for his body. But it was a necessary evil, because if he didn’t do those three he felt himself get too wild, too confined in his own body. When he got like that he couldn’t control his animal, and things tended to get destroyed.

Deacon made quick work through the woods, knowing time was of the essence. The scent of wood burning and the sight of smoke billowing from the chimney assaulted him just as he broke through the tree line.  The two-story cabin blended in with the surroundings. Deacon and Thayer had built it years ago, a retreat from the outside world that wouldn’t understand them, well, that wouldn’t understand Deacon. Thayer knew how to handle and control his shit. 

He took the front steps two at a time and pushed open the solid wood front door. Thayer was behind his desk, his head bent and a look of concentration on his face. At the sound of Deacon’s arrival he looked up and pushed his glasses up the bridge of his nose. It took him only a second to take in the scene before he stood so fast his chair was pushed back and slammed against the wall.

“What the fuck?” Thayer strode forward, his gaze on the limp female in Deacon’s arms. “What the fuck did you do? What happened?” His brother’s voice wasn’t accusing, but more concerned and frantic. Deacon couldn’t blame him, though. They both knew Deacon could flip the switch with little to no provocation. It was a curse and a blessing at times. A blessing because it had saved their asses on more than one occasion, and a curse because he feared he would harm, or worse, kill someone because of it.

“I didn’t harm her.” Thayer reached for her, and Deacon gladly gave her up. What he didn’t like was the sense of loss he felt when she was no longer in his arms. He needed a drink, like an hour ago. He walked into the kitchen and grabbed the bottle of whiskey. Not bothering with a glass, he unscrewed the cap and brought the tip to his mouth, taking a long, much needed drink from it. The open floor plan of the cabin let him watch as his brother carried her to the couch and laid her on it. Worry ate at him, and he found himself moving toward them, watching as Thayer took the blanket off of her and ran his hands over her body, checking for other injuries.

“From what I can tell it’s only her head that is injured.” His brother looked up at him, a deep scowl on his face.

“What the hell happened?”

Deacon shrugged and brought the bottle to his lips again. “Don’t know. I was out hunting and smelled her blood.” Thayer’s face paled as he looked at him. “Scary shit, yeah?” He knew what Thayer thought, knew that he was surprised as fuck that Deacon hadn’t outright killed her. “I can’t explain why I didn’t attack, but when I saw her my beast calmed, man. Actually fucking purred at the sight of her.” Thayer rubbed a hand over his jaw and sat back. 

“Shit, Deacon. What are we supposed to do with her?”

Deacon sat down and rested the bottle on his thigh. “I don’t know, but I do know I couldn’t leave her there to die. If the animals didn’t get to her the weather would have killed her.” Yeah, there was no fucking way he would have left her. “You know all about the medical shit. Fix her up, and then when she is well again she can go back to her life.”

Thayer looked at him, his expression serious, like the calm before a storm. “What I’m worried about is you controlling your beast while she’s here. If you had that kind of reaction to her in her unconscious state will you be able to handle your shit when she is up and walking around?”

Deacon let his eyes go over to the sleeping female. He heard the worry in his brother’s voice, and he wanted to assure him he could handle himself, but he knew he couldn’t make that kind of promise. On the best of days he was hanging on by a thread, on the worst … well, he didn’t even want to think about the bad days. He took in her raven colored hair that fanned around her like a dark halo. With her eyes closed he didn’t know what color they were, and he found himself aching to find out. The dark, crescent shapes of her lashes were obsidian slashes on her too pale cheeks. Just thinking about her had his skin tightening uncomfortably. The image of her well and leaving had him clenching his hands. Yeah, this shit was royally fucked up, and so was he.






  







Chapter Two

 

Thayer finished wrapping the female’s head and checked her vitals once more. Everything was stable with her, and now it was just a matter of waiting until she woke. She had a few superficial scrapes and cuts, most likely from the glass breaking, but the seatbelt had saved her life. His heart constricted at the thought, and a wave of relief washed through him. He absently rubbed the center of his chest, not knowing where the unexpected emotions came from. 

He had given her five sutures on the laceration on her forehead, which surprisingly had been the only major injury on her. His medical training had come in handy more than once, especially when Deacon ended up injured for one reason or another because he flipped the switch, which happened more often than not. He moved back to his desk and watched Deacon over the rim of his reading glasses. His brother watched the female like she was the tallest glass of water and he was in the Mojave Desert. If he didn’t know what kind of aggression and animalistic tendencies his older brother harbored, he wouldn’t have worried about the girl’s safety, but because he had seen Deacon unhinged more than once, there was  a part of him that couldn’t help but be concerned.

 Deacon had never harmed a female, but Thayer had noticed over the past few years his brother sinking deeper into himself. He was starting to become more animal than man. Being Snow Leopard shifters gave them the power to control both halves: the animal and human. Deacon had never been “normal” in that sense, never able to separate his two selves. With time it became increasingly clear that he was getting worse, especially being so isolated. Thayer knew Deacon’s relationship with their father was most likely the cause of his inner struggle, and if he could have taken it away from his older brother he would have. Their father had been too hard on Deacon, and because of that the man before him was broken in many senses.

“Maybe you should go into town, and get yourself a female for the night. You look like you’re about ready to snap.” 

Deacon brought the now half empty bottle of whiskey to his mouth and took a long pull. When he lifted his eyes they were hard and unyielding. 

“Listen, I’m just trying to make sure you get rid of all that extra energy before the girl wakes up and sees that wild look you got in your eyes. You’re going to scare the shit out of her.”

Deacon stood and paced the length of the living room before taking long strides into the kitchen and setting the bottle down on the island. He braced his hands on the granite top and exhaled loudly. Thayer knew there was too much going on inside of his brother, knew that if he didn’t release all of it the explosion of violence and aggression would be devastating. The only ways that helped relieve all that testosterone were to run, fight, or fuck it out. 

“Yeah, I think you’re probably right.” He ran his hand over the back of his head. “I was about to take down a buck when I caught her scent.” Deacon turned around, his body facing Thayer’s, but his eyes right back on the female. “Yeah, I think I need to blow off some steam.” He slid his eyes to Thayer. “She’ll be okay?”

“She’ll be fine. I gave her some pain meds, so she should sleep through the night.” It took him a few moments to move from his spot, but when he finally shut the front door behind him Thayer found himself relaxing. The tension in the room from Deacon had been thicker than hell, and as soon as he left it was like a monumental weight had been lifted out of the room. He sat there for several moments, his eyes on the small, huddled form beneath the blankets on the couch. There was definitely something about her. Even Thayer felt like a bee to honey in her presence. The scent of her was incredible. It was fresh and clean and had just a hint of apple in it. The aroma called out to him, actually caused his cock to harden. 

He found himself standing and moving toward her. She was so small compared to them. There was no way she was more the five-foot-three and a buck twenty soaking wet. The blankets were pulled up under her chin. The couch may be comfortable, but it certainly wasn’t the best place for someone trying to recuperate. He gripped her behind her knees and behind her shoulders. She weighed hardly anything in his arms, and there was a part of him that grew warm at the knowledge she was in his arms. Shaking his head, he knew his thoughts were ludicrous. He didn’t know this woman, and she was injured. If she knew who and what they really were she wouldn’t want anything to do with them anyway. He needed to keep his distance from her, and he really needed to make sure Deacon did the same. If she had this kind of effect on him, a man who could control the animal inside, he hated to think how Deacon fared. The need to possess her had been written clearly on his brother’s face. Thayer tightened his hold around her at the thought. 

He pushed open the door to the guest bedroom and walked to the bed. After laying her on the mattress and making sure was still covered, he stood above her and watched her chest rise and fall. If she were to wake up right now and see him there was no doubt in his mind that she would think he was a creepy bastard. Even he could see the way he acted was out of character for him and Deacon. Shaking his head he forced himself to turn and leave. He contemplated staying beside her bed to make sure she was okay, that she didn’t wake up confused and frightened. That thought was immediately pushed aside because he knew without a doubt he would scare the shit out of her if she woke up in the middle of the night and saw some strange man in her room. No, they would deal with the situation in the morning when both of their heads were clear.

****

Consciousness came to Jessa like hot water starting to boil. The first thing her brain registered was a dull throb in her head. With her body rising to the surface, that throb grew more pronounced. Everything hurt on her. Even breathing had a low hiss falling from her lips. Opening her eyes, she had to blink several times to have the room come into focus. A window to her left showed darkness. The silvery glow filtered through the glass and left a square of color on the ground. She pushed herself up, wincing as her muscles protested at the movement. Pushing away her pain, she thought back to how she had gotten here, wherever here was. A look around the room offered her no information on where she was. A mirrored dresser sat directly in front of the bed. There were three doors in the room, a bathroom, closet, and the exit she presumed. Two of them were to her left, and the third to her right. She slipped from the bed and gritted her teeth as every muscle and bone in her body bitched her out at the movement. 

When her legs were hanging off the bed she looked down at herself and saw she still wore her jeans and sweater. Images of her screaming and then her car skidding out of control slammed into her mind. The last thing she remembered was seeing a huge tree coming at her. After that the world went dark, and now here she was. Someone had found her, miraculously. She owed them her life. Lifting her hand, she felt the bandage wrapped around her forehead. It was so tender right above her right eye, so much that even the lightest touch of her fingers across the bandage had her gasping.

Even the soles of her feet hurt as she stood and walked toward the door to her right. She glanced around the floor, but didn’t see her shoes anywhere. Griping the handle, she opened the door. Light from a fire caused shadows to dance along the walls. She looked left and then right, but the only thing she could see to her right was a hallway and several closed doors. She turned left toward the firelight. The cold from the hardwood floor seeped through her socks, and she wrapped her arms around her waist. When she rounded the corner she came up short when she saw two very large men standing in front of the fireplace. Their voices were too low for her to make out what they said, but their stances and expressions looked ferocious. As if they sensed her presence their conversation ceased, and they turned and looked at her. 

The sound of her frantic beating heart was the only thing she could hear as she stared at two of the most attractive men she had ever seen. Their bodies were tall and heavily muscled. They looked like fighters, like they could snap a man’s limbs as if they were no more than toothpicks. Both had dark hair and were so similar in appearance there was no doubt they were related. These two men where the ones who rescued her?

“You’re up.” The one speaking was about an inch shorter than the other and wore glasses. He didn’t state it as a question, but more like he was shocked she conscious. She looked around, expecting to see some women sauntering around. Surely men that were as attractive as they were had girlfriends or wives.

“Uhm…” She locked her hands together in front of her, not really knowing what to say. Fortunately, the other man spoke before she had to think of a response.

“How are you feeling?” His eyes flicked to the bandage on her head, and she found herself lifting her fingers to it. She winced and saw him take a step forward before he stopped himself.

“I-I’ve felt better.” She tried to offer a reassuring smile, although she felt like shit run over twice and knew it probably showed on her face. 

“I’m Thayer Uncia, and this is my brother, Deacon.” The brother with the glasses spoke and offered her a warm smile. The one named Deacon took another step forward, but his brother stopped him with a hand on his thick forearm. Deacon sliced his eyes to Thayer, and she saw his jaw flex before he relaxed his posture and looked back at her. 

Both of their hair was dark, but where Deacon had a faux hawk, Thayer’s hair was swept across his forehead in an almost sophisticated manner. They looked the same, but also so very different. Deacon was so tall and muscular that compared to her he resembled a beast. Thayer was equally as impressive, but he didn’t look like he had the brute strength of his brother, more like the physique of a swimmer. 

They stared at her for several long minutes, and she felt her cheeks heat with embarrassment. They had just introduced themselves, and here she was checking them out like they needed to be measured for suits. “I’m Jessa Malone.” Thayer smiled at her, and Deacon turned his head, his gaze now on the window, his jaw clenched. Was he upset that she was here? It seemed contradictory given the fact he had asked how she was, but maybe he just wanted to know so she would leave? The way he stood, stiff and brooding, led her to believe that he certainly wasn’t feeling very welcoming with her in his home. 

“Are you in a lot of pain?” She turned her attention to Thayer and saw genuine concern in his expression. 

“I’m sore, but fine, thanks to you … two.” She glanced between him and Deacon, still not knowing what had happened after she crashed into the tree, but knowing these two men had helped her and she owed them her life.

“I can give you something for the pain if you’re too uncomfortable.” She shook her head before he finished. No, she didn’t want anything to numb what she felt. This was the first time she had felt alive in the last five years. The pain wasn’t even the worst she had ever felt.

“No, I’m fine, really.” Her head chose that moment to throb painfully, and she gripped her forehead and gasped in pain. A thick arm wrapped around her waist instantly and helped her over to the couch. When she lifted her head she saw it was Deacon who had helped her. He had been so quick to come to her aid. His eyes were a startling blue, pale and so crystal clear they seemed unreal. His face was made up of hard, square planes and full lips. The whole package was strikingly attractive, and she felt herself leaning in. He was off of the couch in a matter of seconds, mumbling something about going for a run, and then he dissapeared. For several long moments she sat there in silence, her heart pounding and her palms sweating. The couch dipped beside her, and she turned to look at a very concerned Thayer staring down at her. He commanded the space, his shoulders so wide they blocked everything behind him. His eyes were the same blue as his brother’s, the color like liquid silver with a splash of aquamarine. The hue hypnotized her.

She saw his hand lift in her peripheral vision, but she couldn’t tear her gaze away from his. His fingers skimmed along the edge of the bandage, right at her eyebrow line. Chills raced along her arms at the simple touch. What in the hell was wrong with her? First she checked out his brother, and now she couldn’t stop staring into Thayer’s eyes. Maybe she’d hit her head harder than she thought? What was it with these two men, these two strangers who had her drawn to them after only being in their presence for less than ten minutes? 

“Are you hungry? Thirsty?” He pulled his hand away as if she burned him, curling his fingers into his palm and glancing away. He cleared his throat and then stood, walking away from her and into the kitchen. “I’m surprised you’re awake. I gave you pain meds that should have had you sleeping until morning.” She turned on the couch and watched as he went about making her a sandwich from the ingredients he pulled out of the fridge. “Your discomfort probably woke you. That’s not uncommon.” He looked at her and offered her a smile. “Do you remember anything that happened?”

She shook her head even though he didn’t look at her. “All I remember is my car skidding out of control and then slamming into a tree. Then I woke up here.” He lifted his blue eyes. “Are you a doctor?”

“No, but I have training as a paramedic. Living out here makes it almost imperative that you have some sort of medical background.” He brought his thumb to his mouth, sucking off a dollop of mayo. She wasn’t even a fan of mayo like that, but watching his lips wrap around his big thumb sent tingles throughout her whole body. Holy hell. What is happening to me?
As if he sensed where her thoughts were going, the corner of his mouth quirked up.

 “Anyway, yeah, you were out of it. Deacon was out … running when he found your car. You were out cold, so he brought you back here. I gave you five sutures to the laceration on your head and watched your vitals. You’re very lucky you didn’t have any other serious injuries and that Deacon found you when he did. If you had been out there much longer hypothermia would have set in, and any number of wild animals would have scented out the blood from your cut.” He brought the sandwich over to her along with a glass of milk.

“I’m lucky he found me when he did.” She wasn’t particularly hungry, but she couldn’t remember the last time she had eaten anything.  Picking up the sandwich, she took a bite, acutely aware that Thayer watched her. When she had eaten half of it and couldn’t stomach any more, she set it on the plate and sat back. Thayer handed her the milk, and she thanked him before she drank half of that as well. When she lifted her gaze to his and saw him still watching her with that knowing look, she felt the walls caving in.  “I—” Swallowing roughly, she kept his stare as she licked her lips. He focused his eyes on her mouth, and something started humming inside of her. “I think I’d like to go back to bed, if that’s okay?”

“Of course.” His voice was low. It held a sexy bedroom quality that had her thinking up all kinds of naughty things. She quickly got up and made her way back to the room. Her body still screamed at her to take it easy, but she needed to escape from the sensations and emotions that were heavy and thick back in that living room. 

When the safety of those four walls surrounded her, she leaned against the door and closed her eyes. The sight of blood, bruises, and screaming flashed behind her eyes and rang in her ears. Paul’s face took the forefront in her mind, and she snapped her eyes open. She was free from him, free from the verbal, emotional, and physical abuse she suffered at his hands on a daily basis. He would not continue to dictate her life, to control the very air she breathed. She would accept the generosity of these men and then leave. Was she that fucked up in the head that she sought some kind of connection between the first men she came across after leaving Paul? She was a damaged woman who needed to disappear from the world. What she didn’t need was to be attracted to the men who were helping a ruined woman.

She sat on the edge of the bed and breathed out roughly. She could leave right now, but how in the hell could she do that with no car? She couldn’t even walk without limping and tightening her hands into fists because of the pain. She doubted Deacon even grabbed any of her belongings. She had no money, no clothes, and no transportation. Spearing her hands in her hair, she tugged lightly and groaned. Her life just went from bad to really fucked up.






  







Chapter Three

 

Thayer heard her bedroom door shut and sagged against the couch. “Shit.” He rubbed his hand over his jaw, his eyes trained on the darkened hallway she just disappeared down. He didn’t know what the fuck was going on, but he had never felt the kind of connection with a woman as he did with her. Hell, she was hurt and scared, and here he was thinking all kinds of inappropriate things. 

He didn’t know how long he sat there, but Deacon came through the front door, sweat pouring from his body and his breathing labored. They stared at each other for several long moments, and then Deacon strode down the hall and into his room. Thayer was left alone, with only the sound of the crackling fire to keep him company. He thought back to the conversation he had with Deacon right before Jessa walked in.

Jessa. Even her name had his body coiling tight. 

Their hushed argument had been about her. The scent Deacon had thrown off when Thayer had mentioned Jessa had been potent. His older brother was trying to stake a claim on a woman who didn’t know them from Adam, Thayer could sense that much. If she knew exactly what they were, what they were capable of, she would run out of there screaming. It didn’t matter that his brother wanted her, because Thayer wanted her, too. That much was clear in the very short time they spent together. It made absolutely no sense, but Thayer knew what he felt, knew that ignoring it would have been the smart and safe thing to do, but that he couldn’t just disregard it, especially where his brother was concerned. Thayer loved him, would give his life for his brother, but there were times Deacon needed to be protected, even from himself.

The sound of the shower running broke up his thoughts, and he stood. Trying to take his mind off of the situation, he cleaned up the kitchen and then made his way down the hallway toward his room. He stopped in front of her door and found himself closing his eyes and inhaling deeply. The sweet scent of green apples permeated his senses, and he forced a purr of pleasure from escaping. What the hell is wrong with you? You’re standing outside her door like a stalker, like you can’t get enough of her.

Shaking his head at the absurdity of what he felt, he turned and stopped when he saw Deacon standing in his open doorway, a thick towel slung over his arm. For a suspended moment they stared at each other. There was no animosity toward Deacon’s gaze, but there was a deep understanding. Whatever happened within Thayer happened within Deacon as well. It was crazy and unrealistic … and so not going to happen. He would make sure she left before they were able to act on whatever the hell they were feeling. It was safer for everyone that way.

****

The run in the fucking cold-ass weather hadn’t done shit for Deacon or his mood. He wanted to burn off the violent energy that slowly built inside of him over Jessa. Even when he went into town and found a willing female, he had still felt like he was going to snap. He couldn’t stop thinking about her, couldn’t stop picturing her full lips that were just pink enough they called out to him like a siren. 

He watched Thayer break their lethal stare and slip into his room. He could smell the arousal his little brother had for Jessa pouring off him like a fucking tidal wave. For some strange reason he felt no jealousy brewing inside of him. The knowledge that Thayer wanted Jessa as much as he did was almost calming. He had never shared a woman with any man, didn’t have the mentality to even contemplate it, but the thought of sharing her with his little brother, the one person he trusted above all others, just seemed right … natural. He shook his head and cleared his thoughts. Of course there was no way in hell that would be happening. She was a temporary placement in their life, and getting attached to something that would leave soon was moronic. Keeping his distance sounded like a good fucking idea. That thought had his animal clawing for supremacy. The fucker wanted Jessa pretty damn bad, but he didn’t plan on submitting to him. He needed to take control of the man inside. Deacon was no good for her. He was damaged in more ways than one, and he knew he could never have any hope of having a “normal” relationship with any female. The need to control pulsed inside of him. Thayer was another story. His brother was a good male and not scarred on the inside and out. He would have told him to take Jessa, show her the emotions that were clearly written on his face, but Deacon was a selfish bastard and couldn’t form the words to tell him that.

Shutting his bedroom door he shucked off his clothes and slipped into the bathroom. Steam from the scalding water filled the room and slicked his skin in dewy droplets. The sting of the water felt like needles on his flesh, but he welcomed the discomfort. His dick was hard as steel, and he felt like a filthy asshole because of it. When he had seen her standing in the dimly lit hallway, her hair the color of raven wings, spread out around her shoulders and slightly mussed from sleep, he knew if he didn’t take control now he wouldn’t be able to stop himself from claiming her. He closed his eyes and pictured her as he grabbed his cock. His shaft pulsed in his hand, the need to come driving him to drag his palm up and down the length as he pictured her. Her eyes had been the color of whiskey, like warmed amber. Incredibly long lashes framed those sensuous eyes, drawing him in deeper. They towered over most people, the animal within them making their muscle mass bigger and their height immense. Jessa was smaller than most females, though, and therefore he felt like the damn Hulk next to her. All he wanted to do was draw her into his arms and make sure nothing ever harmed her.

Gripping his dick harder, he gritted his teeth as pain and pleasure slammed into him. Pins and needles started in the root of his cock and traveled up his spine. Eyes closed, he pictured Jessa naked and needing him. He would lay her on his bed, her ankles in his hands as he pushed her legs back until they touched her chest. She would be open for him, every part of her on display for his appraisal. Oh, she would be beautiful in every way possible, and he would devour her. His climax shot out of him, hitting the tile and causing him to brace his free hand on the wall to steady himself. Despite the pleasure his orgasm delivered, he was still hard and aching for a certain small female, one just a few doors down from him. He knew she would accept him, had smelled her interest for not only him, but his brother as well. The tangy sweetness of her arousal had hit him squarely in the chest and left him feeling off-balance. She wanted them, both of them. The temptation was strong, but Deacon’s strength surpassed any weakness that would have had him submitting.

He toweled off and slipped in bed naked. For several minutes he stared above him, watching the way the light from the moon moved across the ceiling. The sun would be up in a few short hours, and although he didn’t require much sleep, it had been days since he had gotten any quality rest. The random sex and run in the woods hadn’t tired him out, but maybe taking the edge off in the shower would allow him to close his eyes and sleep for a little while. He let his lids drift shut and forced his body to relax into the mattress. Surprisingly he felt the tendrils of sleep start to filter around the edges of his subconscious. The only problem was the image that wouldn’t leave his mind of Jessa withering beneath him in ecstasy.

****

Jessa woke to the smell of bacon. It was still early by the way the light from the sun bathed the room in a pinkish hue. A look at the clock on the bedside table affirmed her belief. 

Six in the morning.

She pushed herself up and sat on the edge of the bed, every part of her protesting. If possible she was even sorer then she had been last night. Her jeans and sweater felt like sandpaper on her flesh. She made her way to the dresser and opened the drawer. She didn’t expect to find any clothes, but surprise filtered through her to see some white shirts and sweats. She grabbed a shirt and sweats and went into the bathroom. Turning the light on illuminated the rustic looking facilities. The walls were stained pine, the smell of the rich wood refreshing. Thick slabs of tile covered the floor. They weren’t the shiny kind but the ones that were made to look worn. It matched well with the feel of the cabin. A shower was positioned off to the side, and a small tub beside that. 

She undressed, making sure to keep her back to the mirror. She had no desire to see her body, especially knowing how it had looked yesterday right before she left Paul. She wished she had some clean underwear and a bra, though. Maybe one of the guys would take her to her car? She could get her clothes and money and figure out how to get her car working. The sweats were three sizes too big, and the shirt hung to her knees, but they were clean and comfortable, and at this point she didn’t care. She rolled the waistband of the sweats down until they stopped falling off her. He mouth tasted nasty, and when she opened one of the drawers and found an unopened toothbrush and tube of toothpaste she thanked the heavens. For men who liked to live alone they sure had a nice stock of supplies in their guestroom. She washed her face and brushed her teeth and then headed back into the room. She went to the task of straightening up, telling herself it was because she was a guest and not because she felt the need to stall. 

When there was nothing left for her to do in the room she made herself open the door and step into the hallway. The sound of silverware clanking on china and low murmurs filled the space. Thayer and Deacon were sitting at the table, their postures relaxed, and the air around them comfortable. Looking at the two of them in the morning light showed her that they were more similar in appearance then she initially had thought. Both of them turned their intense blue eyes her way, and she found herself picking at the shirt she wore. Was it one of theirs? Would they be mad she went through their things? Their eyes did a once-over of her body, and chills raced along her arms. 

“I-I’m sorry.” She continued to nervously pick at the clothes. “My clothes were dirty and bothering me. I hope you don’t mind, but I found these in the dresser. I also used the toothbrush you had in the bathroom.” Deacon cleared his throat and looked down at his plate. Thayer started rubbing the back of his neck. “I can change.” The way they acted made her uncomfortable.

She turned to leave, but Deacon’s deep voice stopped her. “No. It’s fine, really.” She turned back around and went to the table. “That’s why we have those things in there.” Thayer motioned for her to sit down across from them. Deacon set an empty plate in front of her, and he started piling on eggs, bacon, pancakes, and fresh fruit. She knew her eyes had to be as wide as the plates at the amount of food in front of her. The sound of Thayer chuckling had her lifting her eyes to him and then looking at Deacon who scowled at his brother.

“What’s so funny?” Deacon’s voice was so rough and so very male.

“Dude, she can’t eat that much.” Thayer threw his head back and let out a bark of laughter, which only had Deacon deepening his scowl. 

Deacon turned and looked at her and then down at her plate. “You need more meat on your bones.” He started shoveling food in his mouth but kept his eyes on her. When he swallowed and took a drink of coffee he spoke again. “You’re skin and bones.” 

She knew he hadn’t meant for it to be an insult, but she felt her cheeks heat nonetheless. Paul had always said she was too thick for his liking, that she needed to portion out her servings and eat like a woman, not a grown man. For years she had swallowed his words and taken them to heart, and after a while she started believing him. When he hit her so hard her jaw became dislocated, and when he started bringing home random women, Jess finally saw what her life had become. She had finally had enough. Of course that had been five years too late, but hey, at least she had finally grown a spine and fought back. The image of blood filled her mind again, and she shook her head, trying to rid herself of the image.

“Deacon.” Thayer hissed under his breath, and she looked up at him and smiled.

“No, he’s right. I do need to put some weight on.” She didn’t like how thin her body had become since being with Paul. She used to have a full figure with curves and an actual chest. She was now convinced Paul wanted someone to keep under his thumb, to mold into the perfect little Stepford wife. Deacon made a sound deep in his throat, and she smiled. She was comfortable in the company of these strangers, these men who commanded the attention of a room. That realization scared the shit out of her.

“I took a run this morning to your car and grabbed your bag.” Deacon said after swallowing a mouthful of food. He pointed, and she turned to see her bag and purse sitting on the couch.

“I actually need to know if there is a mechanic who can take a look at my car and get it in running order again.” She looked between the two of them, realizing they were still and silent. “I appreciate everything you two have done. I could never repay you for saving my life, and I’m sure you want to get on with your lives without the inconvenience of me here.” She forced a smile because the strange thing was she didn’t like how she felt when those words left her mouth.

“You’re far from an inconvenience, Jessa.” Thayer spoke low and gently. She wouldn’t break, not again. Never again.


“Your car is pretty fucked up.” She didn’t flinch at the crude nature of his words. 

“Damn, Deacon. Do you have to speak like that?” Thayer all but growled.

Deacon didn’t take his gaze off Jessa, and she felt herself warm under the weight. “Well, do you know anyone that would be able to fix it? I can’t afford much, but I know I can’t stay here. I mean you guys have already helped me out so much. I’d hate to overstay my welcome.”

“There is only one mechanic in town, but I’m pretty sure he went to Florida or some shit like that. He won’t be back until January.” He said it so nonchalantly. “Besides, you are so not overstaying your welcome.”

Heart palpating at the husky timbre of his words, she cleared her throat. Two months seemed a lifetime away. She dropped her head in her hands and closed her eyes. “There isn’t anyone else? Maybe in another town?”

“The next town is over an hour away, and the tow alone would cost a small fortune. As far as I could tell, without really delving under the hood, is that you need a new radiator, seeing as coolant covered the ground.” A long pause followed before Deacon continued. “Those foreign parts cost a pretty penny and can take a while to get shipped in.” She lifted her gaze to his, trying to gauge where he was going by the look on his face. “I could probably tow it back to the cabin with my truck and work on it. I can see about getting the parts at the scrapyard. I know the owner, so I could get a good price on them.” Hope sprang in her chest.

“Ohmigod! That would be great. I mean, if it all works out and it’s no problem for you.” The corner of his lips twitched in amusement, probably because of her full-blown giddy mode. 

“It’s no problem, Jessa.”

God, the way he said her name was like sex. It was like he was fucking her name and enjoying every minute of it. It was like his hands were on her body, his mouth against hers, and his cock buried inside of her. God, her lewd thoughts had her feeling disgust with herself. She forced her voice to be calm and collected, the complete opposite of how she felt. “How long do you think it would take? A few days?  A week maybe?” She didn’t want to impose on them, but she also didn’t want to seem like impatient. They were doing her a huge favor. Maybe she could have one of them take her into town and she could find a cheap motel to hole up in until her car was finished? It would eat away at what little money she had, but she certainly couldn’t stay with them. The sooner she got this taken care of the sooner she could be on her way and put miles between her and Paul, and the whacked arousal she felt for these two men.

Deacon shrugged his big shoulders. “Not sure. I’d have to see exactly what’s wrong with the car and what I’d need to order. Then it depends on if the scrapyard has those parts.” Okay, so he couldn’t give her a time frame, but it was better than nothing.

“You can never know how much this means to me. I’ll just get changed and maybe one of you can take me into town? I can see about checking into a motel until the car is fixed.” She stood and grabbed her bag. Turning back toward them she saw Deacon and Thayer in a staring match. Their jaws were clenched, but neither spoke. God, what if this isn’t okay with Thayer?


They turned in her direction, and both of their brows knitted. Thayer spoke. “Why would you need to stay in a motel?”

“Uhm—” No one moved, and the air shifted. “I just figured I’d stay there until my car is fixed.”

“You staying in town doesn’t make any sense. We have the guest room that is yours for however long you need it.” Their gazes were penetrating, so penetrating that she shifted on her feet and looked down at the ground.

“Besides, I’d like to monitor you and make sure everything else heals correctly.”

Thayer made sense, but she still felt like an intruder. She started tugging at her shirt, trying to hide the bruises she knew they couldn’t possibly see. Tears pricked her eyes at the kindness these two strangers were showing her. She hadn’t felt like this in years, and it was a little unnerving. Lifting her eyes to them, they both stood suddenly and took a step toward her before stopping themselves.

“Fuck.” Deacon’s curse rang through the room. “Was it something I said? Was I being an ass?” He ran a hand over the back of his head. “Shit, I’m sorry. Jessa. I’m not good with words, and I tend to put my foot in my mouth a lot.” 

The concern in his voice had her smiling and needing to reassure him that he didn’t do anything wrong. “You didn’t say anything wrong, Deacon.”

“Are you in pain? I can give you something if you are.” Thayer turned and went to the cupboard.

“I’m not in pain.” It certainly wasn’t anything she couldn’t handle. She had felt a lot worse. “It’s just…” She looked between the two of them and tightened her hands in her shirt. “You’re just so nice to me, a woman you don’t even know. You guys saved my life and are now offering to fix my car and let me stay at your home. I don’t know what I’d do if not for you two.” A blush crept up her neck, and she looked away, suddenly feeling very exposed. “I’m not used to that kind of kindness.” She smiled and murmured, “Thank you.” Before she was the one that put her foot in her mouth, she darted back into her room, away from their knowing eyes and the unfamiliar understanding and tenderness they offered her.






  







Chapter Four

 

“Deacon. What. The. Fuck?” Thayer kept his voice low, but Deacon heard the irritation laced in the words nonetheless. He pulled his eyes from where Jessa had been standing and looked at his brother. 

“She’s running from something, little brother.” He had seen it in her eyes, that fear and pain that she tried so hard to hide. Her scars ran deep from whoever hurt her. That knowledge had his hands tightening at his sides and a rumble growing in his chest. “She’s been hurt.” He sliced his eyes to Thayer and saw on his brother’s face that he had seen it, too.

“Yeah, I know, and all I want to do to put her in a bubble and guard the hell out of it, but Deacon, this is bad, very bad.” He started pacing, an act Thayer didn’t do unless he was in turmoil. “It’s clear we both feel something for her, but it’s dangerous for her to be here when our emotions are running so rampant. I can feel my animal trying to break through.” Thayer dropped his voice another octave. “Deacon, it wants to claim her.” Fear laced his brother’s voice for the first time ever. Deacon couldn’t remember a time when Thayer had let his guard down, had actually revealed the raw, uninhibited emotions that he showed right now. 

Deacon took a step back and crossed his arms over his chest. In all honesty he knew having her stay with him was a bad idea. The scent of her alone drove him crazy with lust. Since he had first laid eyes on her his dick had been hard, the arousal so strong it squeezed his brain until he thought he’d go mad with the need to take her.

“This is bad, brother, really fucking bad.” Thayer, always the logical one.


“I know this wasn’t the wisest move, but tell me how in the hell she was going to leave with no transportation. You know damn well everything I said to be the truth.” Scrubbing his hand across his face he took a deep, steadying breath. “Besides, the thought of her leaving makes me want to hurt someone.” It wasn’t rational or sane, but he knew what he felt, and if Thayer felt a sliver of the same emotions, then they were both fucked. “I want to mate her.” Thayer stopped pacing, the look on his face unyielding. “And I know you want to do the same.”

A string of curse words left his lips, and Deacon couldn’t help the amusement that filtered through him. His little brother was never the one to talk like a sailor, but it seemed a tiny female was enough to undo him … both of them.

“What if—” Thayer dropped his big body in one of the chairs.
“What if shit goes down, Deacon? What if you can’t control yourself around her? What if I can’t?”


Not going to fucking happen. Deacon ran a hand over the back of his neck and exhaled.

“I would never hurt her. My animal would never hurt her.” He gripped a chunk of his hair at the nape of his neck. “It’s my beast that is demanding I take her, Thayer. It’s taking everything inside of me to rein it in.” Deacon pulled up the chair next to him, and the two of them sat in silence.

“I want her, Deacon.” Need coated Thayer’s voice and filled the air. “I mean, I really want her. I’ve never wanted a female like this, especially after just meeting them.” Thayer cast a hopeful glance at him. “Do you really think she’s ours? Is it even possible for both of us to mate the same female?”

Deacon really didn’t know the logistics of that. Their parents didn’t discuss any of that with them, deciding instead that their children needed to learn the hard way about how the world really worked. Painful memories accosted him, but he pushed them back. He was good at pushing them back. At least Thayer hadn’t been on the receiving end of their fathers “lessons”, well, not like Deacon had been. With him being the oldest he had to man-up and take the brunt the shit thrown their way. He had a fucked-up childhood, but he wouldn’t have changed it. His brother had been spared the horror he had seen, and nothing else mattered.

“I don’t know how that shit works, but it looks like we don’t have a choice. It looks like fate chose for us.” Deacon had never believed in fate or destiny, but after laying eyes on Jessa there were a lot of things he was reconsidering. 

“We can’t keep her here forever, Deacon. You’ll fix her car, and then she’ll want to leave.” They heard her in the bedroom, and both of them turned in that direction. She didn’t come out, and Thayer continued. “Sooner or later she’s going to see us shift, and then how are we going to explain that? She’ll run away from us so fast and hard we’ll never be able to find her.” 

A low growl left Deacon at the thought of her leaving. “I’m not going to let her go, not when she makes the restless energy and my beast calm.” His voice was calm, but even he heard the determination in his voice. “We are just going to make her want to stay, no matter what.”

****

“You sure you’re feeling all right?”

Jessa smiled and looked over her shoulder at Thayer. That was the third time in the past hour he had asked her. “I’m fine, really.” He looked at her sheepishly, and she chuckled.

“I’m sorry. I’m probably driving you crazy asking you every five minutes.”

She turned away from the window. “No, you’re not.” She smiled. “I’ve never had anyone want to make sure I was okay as much as you do.” Her body heated at his close proximity. Her nipples pebbled, and moisture gathered between her thighs. The look he gave her left nothing to the imagination on what he wanted. His emotions were written clearly on his face, and she wondered if hers were as well. Could he see that in just twenty-four hours she ached to have him touch her, to have his brother do the same? Was she that fucked-up in the head that she wanted the first men she came across? For the second time since meeting Thayer and Deacon she thought this, and for the second time she felt shame for them. 

Tearing her eyes from his she looked out the window just as Deacon’s truck drove up the driveway with her smashed in Honda trailing behind. She had wanted to go with him, to at least make herself useful, but when he had scowled at her she had dropped the subject. 

Since they told her she could stay at their place while he fixed her car, she tried to think of ways to lessen the burden of her stay.. She insisted on making meals and cleaning up. The look they had given her made it clear they didn’t have a problem with that. Their almost childlike expression of pleasure over that had her smiling. It was a small price to pay for their kindness.

The massive truck stopped parallel to the cabin, and her heart sank at the sight of her little Honda. The driver’s side was completely smashed in, and the window broken. The windshield was cracked throughout the length of it. Thayer’s warm breath was by her ear, and when he whistled at the sight she didn’t have the strength to be irritated. The hairs on her arms stood up at the feel of his close proximity.

“Looks like that tree came out of nowhere, huh?” His voice teased, and she closed her eyes at the way it made her feel. She really needed to get control of herself. She turned her head, not really knowing how to respond, but feeling the need to defend her poor car. His face was so close to hers, and the feel of his breath, minty and warm, brushing along her face, had the urge to close her eyes and lean closer riding her strong. Of course she didn’t do that, not because she didn’t want to, because God help her she sooo wanted to, but because she did have a little self-respect.  She licked her lips and saw the way his eyes dipped down to watch the act. She used that moment to take in his masculine features. Hard planes, a straight nose, and full lips had him looking like he should grace the cover of a GQ magazine.

“I’ve had that car for ten years. It’s seen me through a lot of crap.” Her voice was a mere whisper, but he wasn’t paying her any attention. His eyes were still trained on her lips, and when he started leaning forward she closed her eyes. Heart beating wildly, she waited for the inevitable contact of his mouth on hers. His breath got closer, so very close she could feel as well as hear the fast tempo puff along her lips. 

“You smell so good, Jessa. So good I want to devour you.”

She sucked in air at his softly spoken words. If any other man had told her that line she might have laughed, but hearing Thayer say it, his voice so deep, his body so big, made it sound so primal. Her mouth opened to respond, but words failed her. Right when she thought he would finally kiss her the front door opened. They pulled apart so fast she hit her head on the window and gasped in pain. 

“Oh, shit.” Thayer cradled her head, his fingers massaging the back of her scalp. “I’m sorry.”

She started laughing and pushed his hands away. “It’s fine. I’m fine.” They both turned and looked at Deacon who stood in the doorway, a strange look on his face. They both stood, and the air in the room became increasingly tight, threatening to strangle the life right out of her. She couldn’t help it, her eyes slide down the wide expanse of his chest, the muscles straining and defined against the material. The jeans he wore fitted perfectly against long legs. His thighs were so thick and strong, like sturdy tree trunks. Air sawed in and out of her at the sight of the very obvious bulge pressing against the fly of his pants. Dragging her eyes back up his body, she watched as his lids lowered halfway and his chin dipped down. The look he gave her resembled carnality. Where Thayer was all sweet and softly spoken words, making her feel warm and comforted, Deacon was the badass brother—all raw sex appeal that would tear her world apart. They were on the opposite ends of the spectrum, but put together, side-by-side, they were the ultimate man. They were the epitome of raw masulinity.

Straightening her shoulders and getting her libido in check, she forced herself to speak normally, without a hint of the tremendous arousal swimming inside of her. “So, what’s the damage?” Deacon continued to watch her with a look that said he wanted to fuck the shit out of her. It turned her on and had her legs shaking from the force of her arousal.

“Deacon.” Thayer’s deep, controlled voice didn’t penetrate the wall of lust that pulsated outward from his brother. “Get yourself under control.”

 It sounded like Thayer spoke through his teeth, but that pulsating sensation coming from Deacon had already reached her. It sucked her in, drawing her deeper into the animalistic vibe these men were throwing off. It came at her from both angles, making her pussy so wet her panties were soaked. Her nipples pressed against her shirt, straining, throbbing to feel their mouths latched on, suckling deep. A gasp left her when she inhaled, feeling the tight buds move against the material and causing a shot of electricity to go straight to her clit. This wasn’t normal, wasn’t rational. She acted like a hormonal teenager. She was drunk on lust, and would no doubt have the hangover from hell when it was all said and done. 

She felt Thayer grab her arm and pull her back. She hadn’t realized she had taken a step toward Deacon. He didn’t move from his spot, just watched her like some predator, stalking his prey and waiting for the perfect time to attack. Foggy lust filled her head, and she turned and looked at Thayer. He had taken his glasses off, and the blue and silver of his eyes seemed to swirl together, hypnotizing her until she felt like they pulled her in two different directions. 

“Jessa.” Thayer said her name in a way almost pained, but she couldn’t pull herself out of his mesmerizing stare. 

There was an intoxicating scent filling the room, spicy, masculine, and intoxicating. She shook her head and pushed past them, running to her room and shutting the door behind her. A sob tore through her chest. What is wrong with you? What is wrong with you? Whatiswrongwithyou!? She screamed inside her head and felt hot tears slide down her cheeks. She was so screwed up. Humiliation crashed into her like a semi at the fact she had just run out of there, pushing her way past them and running to her room like a child. God, what they must think. She had practically jumped them right then and there. How in the hell was she supposed to face them after the little show she just put on? 






  







Chapter Five

 

Thayer stalked toward Deacon and pressed his index finger in his chest. “Can you not control yourself?” The words left him on a low growl. He didn’t want to yell, but his voice steadily rose. He had seen the animal behind the blue depths of Deacon’s eyes. It would have been only minutes until Deacon had let his beast free. Deacon stared at Jessa’s door. The tension rolling off of Deacon was so strong it would have thrown Thayer back like a ragdoll. 

For several long moments Deacon did nothing but stand there and stare down the hallway. After what seemed like years he finally tore his eyes away and stalked toward the front door. Through the living room window Thayer watched as Deacon’s clothes ripped from his body, and he shifted into a massive white, black, and grey Snow Leopard. His tail, thick and the length of his entire body, whipped back and forth in his agitation. He turned his pale blue eyes toward Thayer for a split second before he took off into the thick forest. 

Thayer blew out a breath at how close the situation had turned from heated to deadly. He found himself walking toward Jessa’s room, knowing it was a bad idea but not able to help himself. He placed both hands on the frame and hung his head. Her scent permeated through the wood, and he felt his shaft thicken. Her arousal, a cloying aroma that had his arms and legs tightening, had his leopard purring in desire. He forced himself to knock instead of what he really wanted to do—tear the door down and claim her. There wasn’t any sound from the other side, but he could hear her heart beating wildly and could smell her lust thicken the air.

“Jessa.” Her name was but a whisper from his lips, and moments later the door swung open. She stood before him, her chest rising and falling with the force of her breathing, her breasts pressing against her shirt. The sight tantalized him and he had to curl his fingers around the frame of the door to stop himself from reaching out and cupping the luscious looking mounds. He heard her swallow and watched the slender column of her throat work. What in the hell are you doing, Thayer?

He was sick of thinking, sick of trying to be the rational one when all he wanted to do was let himself be free and feel. In just two small steps he found himself in front of her. Closing his eyes, he inhaled deeply and heard the fierce growl that left his lips.

“Thayer?” Her voice was low and aroused. Snapping his eyes open he saw how her pupils dilated and her eyes widened. Yeah, she could see what he wanted, could most likely feel it in the air.

He slanted his mouth on hers and moved his hands behind the heavy fall of her hair to cup her nape. Pulling her toward him he used his hand on her neck to tilt her head and deepen the kiss. He opened his mouth and let his tongue slide over her bottom lip. Her taste exploded on his taste buds, and he felt his chest vibrate with the force of his groan. Her hands gripped his shirt, pulling him closer as she opened her mouth for him. Sliding his tongue into the warm, wet, and flavorful cavern of her mouth, he started walking her backward toward the bed. Their tongues slid together erotically. His cock hardened and became insistent, and he knew she had to feel it digging into her belly. When he started using his upper body to lead her back on the bed, her little hands were pushing at his chest. Breaking the kiss, he panted and stared down at her. Desire clouded her face, and he couldn’t understand why she would stop him. He wanted this; they both did.

“I need you, Jessa.” He dipped his head and ran his lips across hers. “It doesn’t make any sense, but I’m done trying to fight it. I want you, and if I’m not mistaken you want me, too.” This was insane, but it felt so good to have her in his arms and to finally taste her. It was fast and hectic, but everything felt like it fell right into place. Even if she said she didn’t want him he knew it would be a lie. Her arousal smelt like a blooming flower opening to the sun. It was bright and had every one of his senses standing alert. She relaxed against him and opened her mouth for his tongue. He rested one hand on her lower back while the other gripped her waist, The soft, mewling noises coming from her had him grinding his erection into her. A gasp fell from her mouth, and he swallowed it. He moved his tongue in her mouth, tasting every hollow, every corner, and drawing her essence into him until it saturated his soul. Breaking the kiss, he dipped his head into the hollow of her throat. Inhaling deeply, he groaned at her scent and drew it deeper into his lungs.

Running his tongue up her throat, he kissed her pulse point and smiled when he felt her shiver. He wanted his scent on her, in her, and covering her so that any male that came close to her would know she belonged to him—his mate.. Keeping his lips on the side of her neck, he dragged his hand down to her hip and gripped the material of her shirt, slowly dragging it up. Her hips lifted and moved against his, but as soon as his fingers touched the bare flesh of her belly her body went rigid and she backpedaled away from him. Eyes wide with something akin to fear, she huffed in air.

“Jessa, what’s wrong? Did I scare you, sweetheart?” Sitting up, he had to shift to adjust the throb of his cock in his pants. The metallic scent of her fear had his pulse increasing. “Jessa, please, what’s wrong?” He reached a hand out to her, but she started shaking her head and then jumped off the bed. He noticed her tugging at the edge of her shirt. Rage grew inside of him, so bright it clouded his vision, and had his whole body strung tight. Someone had hurt her, and she was scared to death because of it.

“Jessa, sweetheart, talk to me.” Shaking her head wildly, her mouth moved, but nothing came out. Thayer sounded desperate.

“No, no, no, no. I can’t do this. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.” She rushed out of the room, and he went after her. 

“Did I hurt you?” His chest constricted as he saw her hair billowing out behind her and heard the sound of her feet padding across the floor.

“No, it’s me not you. It’s always me.” Her voice sounded tight, and he smelled the clean scent of her tears that came from her. She headed toward the front door. It was obvious her thoughts weren’t clear. She wore a pair of jeans and a thin, long-sleeved shirt. She would freeze to death.

Just as she reached the door Deacon came through it. She skidded to a stop. His somewhat relaxed face turned to stone. He flicked his eyes in Thayer’s direction, and a deep, animalistic growl came from him.

“What the fuck is going on?” 

Thayer saw her body flinch and took a step toward her, but Deacon had her wrapped in his arms. Tiny hands balled into fists rested against Deacon’s chest. His brother’s lethal stare was on him.

“Thayer, you better tell me what the fuck is going on. I can smell you all over her, and she’s crying.”

Spearing his hands in his hair, Thayer started pacing back and forth. He should have gone with his gut instincts when they screamed at him that this was a bad idea.  He stopped pacing and stared at her small, huddled form. Whoever had hurt her was going to pay. 

****

“N-No, i-it wasn’t h-his fault.” Dammit, she couldn’t stop stuttering. She pressed her face in Deacon’s shirt, her tears soaking the fabric. It had felt so good having Thayer touch and kiss her. Everything had felt incredible, that is until she had felt his fingers slide against her belly. Her past had reared its ugly head, and she knew she couldn’t do this. If he saw what her body looked like, how the ugly purple and black bruises covered her flesh. No doubt he would have been appalled and disgusted. She didn’t want to see that look on his face, and so she had done what she did best. She ran away.

She felt like a fool, but for the life of her she couldn’t pull away from Deacon’s body. His hands ran up and down her back, soothing her and making her tears lessen. At first she had tried to push away, but Deacon was a strong man and refused to let her go. Right now she didn’t want him to anyway. She felt Thayer move behind her and relaxed further. What was it about these men that had her on edge, but also had her feeling more comfortable then she had felt around anyone else?

“What happened? Who hurt you?” Deacon said at the crown of her hair. Her head rested against his heart, and the sound of it beating could have lulled her to sleep … could have if she wasn’t about to jump out of her skin. Thayer’s hand landed on the small of her back, and she felt the weight and heat of it seep into her. “Tell us, Jessa.” The rumble of Deacon’s voice let her know he wouldn’t take no for an answer. Admitting her private life to these two men didn’t sound like a good time, but she had already acted like a fool in front of Thayer and knew they deserved to know why she acted like a freak. 

Pushing away from them, she moved over to the couch and sat down. They followed right behind her, situating themselves on the leather chairs in front of the couch. Their gazes were penetrating, and she felt like a specimen under a microscope.

“Tell us, Jessa.” Deacon said as he placed his elbows on his knees and leaned forward. Thayer was in much of the same position. His tone was hard, yet coaxing.

“It’s okay, sweetheart. Just tell us. You’re safe.”

It didn’t make sense that she believed them. It wasn’t like she knew them, but deep down inside she knew that these two men could be trusted above all else. Everything seemed crazy and weird, but it was her reality. Everything seemed to be running in fast forward. Although it had just been twenty-four hours ago that she had run from Paul, it felt like a lifetime ago. 

She took a deep breath and spilled the dirtiest and most shameful part of her life to them. “I started dating him when I turned seventeen. He was my first and only boyfriend, my high school sweetheart. Everything was fine, perfect even. He said all the right things, and was always there for me, especially when both of my parents died the summer I graduated.” She took a deep breath as painful memories washed through her. “Paul helped me get through it, helped me get my life sorted out so I could live again. My parents were all I had, and so after they died Paul became my only family.”

“Jesus, Jessa. I’m so sorry.” She smiled at Thayer but refused to cry. Deacon held a stoic expression, but she could feel his comfort and understanding in his unspoken words. Here we go. “The abuse started a year after that. First it started as insults and little jabs at my weight. It then escalated to the pushing and hitting.” The room grew uncomfortably silent, but she pushed forward. “I was a fool for staying with him, but I didn’t have anyone else and feared being alone. He apologized every time, telling me it would never happen again, but of course it did. I know not all men were like that, but I’m a ruined girl, and who wants something that’s broken?” She couldn’t look at them as she delved into the darkest part of her soul and put it out in the open. Once again she asked herself why she was telling them any of this. All she wanted to do was put the past behind her, yet she spilled her life just because they had asked, no, told her to tell them.  Fortunately, they didn’t say anything, just let her get it out. In all honesty telling someone what had happened had a sense of relief washing through her. 

“I told myself I wouldn’t stay another day, but then he would apologize, bring me flowers and chocolates, and grovel like his life depended on it. I was so dependent on him that I believed every fucking lie he spewed.” The tears she had tried desperately to hold in were threatening to break through. “He brought home random women like I meant nothing, like I meant nothing. I told him I planned on leaving, more than once, but he wouldn’t let me go. He knew I had no one, and he liked knowing I was dependent on him. For five years I let him do this to me. I let myself be his doormat. I decided to finally leave, but that night he had come home drunk and thought it would be a good time to use me as his personal punching bag.” Deacon moved beside her and she curled into his body. She turned her head and looked at Thayer. She hated seeing the sympathy on his face.

“It’s okay, baby. It’s okay.” Deacon’s deeply whispered words sounded gruff with emotion against her hair.

“It’s not okay.” Tears fell down her cheeks, and she squeezed her eyes shut tightly. “It’s not okay because I don’t know if I killed him before I ran.”






  







Chapter Six

 

The very air stilled at Jessa’s words. Deacon held her tightly, not about to let her go. He could smell and feel the turmoil inside of her. When she had admitted what he and Thayer had already suspected, he had seen red. His body had shaken so hard he feared he wouldn’t be able to stop his leopard from emerging. He wanted to taste blood on his tongue, wanted to feel this asshole’s bones crunch beneath his jaw. Whoever this Paul was he was about to know what pain really felt like. The fact that he might already be dead helped to calm his beast, but feeling Jessa shake against his chest had him wanting to take her pain away.

“I didn’t think I would make it out. He had hit me so many times I thought I would die that night. He always hit me where my clothes would keep the bruises covered.” Deacon growled low and heard Thayer do the same. His brother was on the verge of shifting as well. Someone had hurt her, their mate, and if that fucker wasn’t dead he would wish he was by the time they got done with him.

“He was so angry when I told him I had enough, that I didn’t want him anymore. After he finished using me as his punching bag, he left me on the floor while he went to get another beer.” She started to laugh, but he could hear the desperation in the sound. “I grabbed the first thing that I saw, which happened to be the fireplace poker. He heard me coming and charged after me, but I swung hard and felt the iron hit his body. He dropped lifelessly to the ground. Blood pooled around him so quickly that I got scared and ran.” She pulled away and looked between him and Thayer. “And you know the rest.”

The silence in the room grew thick, and so were the tension and rage. He could feel his brother’s anger as strongly as he could feel his own. It felt like standing on the tallest mountain, the wind whipping at your body and threatening to take you over the edge. It took every ounce of strength Deacon possessed to not go hunt down that bastard and make sure he was dead. Pulling Jessa away from his chest was hard as hell, but he needed her to know that things were different now, that they didn’t care about her past in the way she feared. Her big brown eyes were wet from her tears. Her dark lashes were spikey as she stared up at him. In just one day this tiny woman had completely turned his world upside down. He had no doubt their mate was this one, fragile woman, the female that could tame his beast and bring him to his knees.

“Come on, baby. I think you’d enjoy a soak in the tub.” He rose to stand and kept his arm wrapped around her waist. Thayer stood before them, a pained look on his face. He handed their mate off to his brother and went to her room to start a bath. While the water ran he braced his hands on the counter and looked at himself in the mirror. His animal moved the surface, pacing for one chance to touch what it knew was his. His blue eyes flashed at the thought, as if his leopard reaffirmed what Deacon already knew. He didn’t know why he was like this, so much more rugged and unstable than his brother. If he could think rationally, be one with what he truly was, then maybe he would have been able to let her go. As it stood, there was no fucking way he planned on letting Jessa go. Even when he fixed her car he knew he couldn’t watch her walk away. He’d find her no matter where she went. There was no place she could hide from him. He didn’t doubt Thayer’s feelings for her, but his brother and the animal that he housed inside of him had boundaries, meshed together so it became one being. It was always a fucking struggle with Deacon’s beast. 

Hanging his head between his shoulders he let the sound of the water filling the tub calm him. Even through the sound of rushing water he could hear Jessa, smell her scent that had him gritting his teeth. They would have to tread gently with her. Her past was one of pain and fear. He knew she couldn’t possibly feel the same emotions they did for her. Hell, she didn’t even know who or what they were. Humans didn’t allow their minds to delve into the possibility that everything was straight or black and white. A whole world of grey existed. He turned and shut off the water and left the bathroom. Thayer had his arm around Jessa’s small shoulders and led her toward him. She held a tall glass of wine in her hand, and he was thankful to see her tears had dried.

He let Thayer take her into the bathroom but stayed in the doorway. She sat on the lid of the toilet, her shoulders slumping forward. She looked so defeated. He would have to make sure to put her at ease, however long that took. She would grow to trust them, come to understand that not all men were sadistic fuckers intent on hurting women. He wanted her, desperately, and he knew Thayer did, too, but they had all the time in the world. Right now she needed to get to know them, the men, so then maybe one day she could come to understand what they truly were. 

Watching his brother lean down and kiss her on the forehead brought warmth to his chest. This felt right and perfect. Jessa looked into Thayer’s face and smiled, and then turned her gaze toward him. Her smile was grateful, but under that he sensed a spark of life. She thought she was broken, but she wasn’t. The pieces of her life could be put back together, and he and Thayer would make sure she became whole again.

****

Two days had passed since Jessa had confessed her life filled with dirty secrets to Thayer and Deacon. The fact they hadn’t judged her had her feeling unfamiliar emotions. For the past seventy-two hours they had been gentle with her, letting her get to know them and their lives. Thayer told her all about his education, about how he trained in the medical field, but had a degree in architecture. He was intelligent and attractive. She found out he was thirty, younger than Deacon by five years. Even though she was only twenty-two and they were quite a bit older than her, it didn’t feel strange. Deacon shared information about himself, but she picked up that he wasn’t as forthcoming as Thayer. He was a carpenter, unofficially, and she learned he and Thayer had built the cabin, although Thayer admitted Deacon had done most of the building.

They had given her a tour of the interior and exterior of the cabin. The cabin itself wasn’t overly large. It had three bedrooms, two and a half baths, and the most gorgeous sunroom she had ever seen, although this time of year didn’t allow for much sun to be enjoyed. Everything was so rustic, but it also held a touch of modern comfort. As far as she could tell neither worked, but she wasn’t nosey enough to ask them how they supported themselves, although clearly they had money.

They had just finished lunch, and she watched Deacon work on her car through the picture window in living room. A two-car garage sat cattycorner with the cabin, and although it had to be freezing he had the garage doors open. She could hear the steady thump of a bass from the music he listed to. She turned and looked at Thayer, who hunched over his desk and worked on blueprints for an expansion on the cabin. She wanted to ask why they needed to add more to the cabin when it was just he two of them, but she figured there wasn’t much else to do out in the middle of nowhere.

“I’m just going to go out there and see how it’s going with the car.” Thayer lifted his head and pushed his glasses up the bridge of his nose. He looked like a sexy as sin professor, and all she could think about was having him bend her over his desk and spanking her with his ruler. A shiver worked through her at the thought. Being in a constant state of arousal around the two of them had her nerves on edge and her body on fire. She swore at times they could tell just by looking at her. Could it be that obvious? She saw Thayer inhale deeper and thought she heard him growl, like actually growl low in his throat, but the sound disappeared as soon as it started.

“Yeah, okay. It’s pretty cold out there, so make sure to bundle up.” He took his glasses off and rubbed his hand over his eyes. She noticed more frequently that Deacon and Thayer seemed stressed and on edge. She worried it was because she had decided to stay with them, but when she expressed her concerns and told them again she would be more than happy to stay at a motel, they had shut that idea down before it had fully left her mouth. She smiled just thinking about how they told her they liked her there, liked her cooking and that she did their laundry. Of course the hint of lavender oil she added to their clothing during the wash didn’t happen to be their favorite addition. Apparently men didn’t like smelling like flowers, although she had to admit that fresh scent worked very nicely with the spicy, masculine fragrance that always seemed to cling to them. It reminded her of the uninhibited wilderness that surrounded them.

She nodded and grabbed her coat, hat, and gloves. The biting cold slapped her in the face as soon as she stepped onto the porch. The door shut behind her, and she quickly made her way to the garage. The snow covered ground crunched beneath her boots as she all but sprinted toward the safety of the garage. The music seemed overly loud, the bass deep. Deacon hunched over the hood of her car in nothing but a pair of jeans, thick biker boots, and a light jacket. How in the hell he wasn’t freezing was beyond her. She could see his big hands working on the guts of her car, but had no clue what he was actually doing. Grease covered his tanned hands. She continued to watch him expertly work. 

He lifted his head and pierced her with his ice blue eyes. Neither one of them said anything, but it wouldn’t have mattered anyway because the music seemed too loud for them to hear each other. He moved out from under the hood and walked over to where a black pad hung on the wall. Turning the dial the music instantly lowered. He faced her and started cleaning off his hands with one of the shop rags.

“So,” she looked at her car again, “how is it going?” She swept her hand over the car like he actually wouldn’t know what she meant. He didn’t respond and didn’t move from where he leaned. The wide expanse of chest was visible through the opening of his jacket, and she couldn’t help but appreciate the view. His hard, muscular pecs were visible, his tiny male nipples evident through the shirt. The jacket did nothing to hide his powerful, bulging biceps. For the millionth time since being in their presence her pussy got wet, and a tingling started in her belly. Her arousal continued to burn slowly inside of her, but in moments such as this it reared its head. It was like her body screamed at her to let this man have her, to let his powerful body slide between hers. 

She noticed the way his breathing changed, and she swore his eyes flashed fire at her. Was her arousal that obvious? She opened her mouth to bring the focus back on her car, but Deacon pushed off the counter and strode towards her. Jessa couldn’t move as she watched him stop in front of her. He was just so big that his entire body took up her eyesight. With the slow, steady pump of music all around her, the scent of him filling her lungs, and the masculine sexuality he threw off, she was helpless to stop what he did next.

He gripped her behind her neck and pulled her forward until her body slammed against his. Her breasts pressed against the hard planes of his chest, and the air gushed out of her at the feel of his rock hard planes against her softness. For several long minutes all he did was search her face. Neither said anything, but she knew he could see the need clearly on her face. It felt like her body would explode if he didn’t touch more of her.

“You are so fucking beautiful.” His words were spoken softly, and she couldn’t deny that having him give her the compliment along with the profanity drive her need higher. Deacon was rough around the edges, brutal in his strength, and didn’t apologize over these traits. She found it just as attractive as Thayer’s gentleness. 

He lifted his hand and ran his finger along her cheek. The scent of motor oil filled her senses, and she closed her eyes and leaned into his touch. The growl that came from him had her opening her eyes and staring up at him. 

“I tried to give you time, baby. I don’t want to rush you, but you have to know how much I want you.” He started to lower his head to hers until his lips were a hairsbreadth away. “Your scent invades my senses, and your closeness drives me up the fucking wall.” His warm breath slid along her face. “Will you let me taste you, baby?” She felt herself nod even though she knew without a doubt this was probably a very bad idea.  “Yeah.” The way he said it sounded gravelly and self-assured, and if she hadn’t wanted it just as bad she might have pushed away just to prove a point. “That’s right, baby. You want this, too.” Yeah, she did, but she couldn’t find the words to voice it. Fortunately, his lips crashed against hers, taking her mouth in a bruising kiss that didn’t let her think of anything aside from the fact he wanted her with a desperation that rivaled her own.






  







Chapter Seven

 

Her mouth was hot and sweeter than anything he had ever eaten. He swept his tongue into the wet cavern and stroked it along hers, eliciting a moan from her. Sliding his hands over her back, he gripped her ass and brought her closer to his erection. His cock jerked at the feel of her softness. Her hands slid up his chest and wound their way around his neck. She was as close to him as two people could get, yet it wasn’t enough. He walked them backward until they reached the counter of his workstation. Tightening his hold on her, he lifted her easily and set her ass on the counter. Her legs opened, and he stepped between them, feeling the heat of her pussy at the perfect level of his dick. Grinding himself into her, he grunted, and she gasped.

“You want me between your legs, baby?” He kissed and nipped along her jaw and smiled against her neck as she tilted her neck to give him better access.

“Hmmm.” A gasp left her when he ran his tongue along her throat. Could she feel the slight roughness of his tongue, courtesy of the animal inside of him?

“Baby, I want you so fucking bad.” He ground himself against her again. He wanted her so damn bad. Her nails dug into the back of his neck, and he relished the sting it caused. He ran his tongue the rest of the way up her neck and to her mouth. He let his hands slide over her waist to the front of her jeans. He gave her a minute to stop him, but she didn’t. In fact, she lifted her hips closer. A growl left him as he flicked her button undone. He pulled away slightly and reached behind her, turning on the heater, blowing hot air over them. He closed the garage doors and then went back to kissing her. Gripping the edge of her jeans he started pulling them down her legs. She lifted to help, and then kicked them off. Their kiss and movements became more desperate. He tore her jacket off of her, and she did the same with his. 

“God, what are we doing, Deacon?” She murmured against his lips while her fingers undid the button and fly of his jeans.

“We’re going to fuck.” He could have said it a little more eloquently, but why sugarcoat what they were going to do in his grimy garage? Besides, it didn’t matter what he called it. He needed to claim his mate, and they both were going to enjoy the hell out of it.

He slipped his hands beneath their bodies and pulled her panties to the side. The smell of her wetness filled his nose. Fucking ambrosia. Sliding his fingers through her slit, he gathered her cream and brought his fingers to his mouth. “Look at me, Jessa.” Her throat worked as she swallowed. He brought his soaked fingers to his lips and sucked them into his mouth. Her eyes widened, and her lips parted. “Mmmm, baby.” When he’d cleaned her juices off  his fingers, he took her mouth again. He speared his tongue in her mouth so that she could taste herself on him. Breaking the kiss, he gripped her panties and ripped them from her body. The sound of fabric rendering mixed with the heavy beat of music.

“Oh, God.” Her head fell back, and her eyes slid shut when his fingers found her pussy again. He slid his middle finger into her pussy and thumbed her clit.

“Fuck, you’re tight.” He dragged his teeth back down her neck to where it met with her shoulder. Sinking his teeth into the supple flesh, he pumped his finger in and out of her, loving how her tight pussy gripped his digit, sucking it back in. “My girl’s greedy for me.”

“Yes.” Gasping for air, she lifted her head, speared her hand in his hair, and jerked her to him. 

He kept working his finger in and out of her, his thumb pressing tight circles on her clit. Her mouth devoured his, her tongue stroking his. Her little teeth pulled his bottom lip in his mouth, her tongue sliding over it. He quickly pushed his jeans down, but before he could pull his cock out of his boxer briefs, her hands were there, pushing his out of the way and gripping him. He let out a hiss when her hand wrapped around his cock.

“God, you’re so big.” He would have smiled at the surprise in her voice, but he was already too far gone with his arousal. Taking hold of her ass again, he pulled her to the edge of the counter so that she was forced to let go of him and wrap her hands around his shoulders for stabilization. 

“Put your heels on the counter, baby.” The fact she did what he said without any hesitation, submitting to him and his animal, had his skin tightening with victory. He took a step back, his hands on his knees, and pushed her thighs apart. A gasp left her, but he kept his gaze on her pink pussy on display. Her wetness glistened under the overhead lights, her clit engorged as it stuck out from the hood at the top of her mound. He wanted to taste her so fucking bad.

Dropping onto his haunches, he let his hands slide down her inner thighs until his thumbs brushed against her labia. He spread her open and saw the darker pink of her inner lips. Latching his mouth on her, he closed his eyes and grunted at the taste of her. The flavor, sweet and musky, filled his taste buds, and he grew addicted. He ate her out until she came against his lips. Her hands in his hair tugged at the strands, pulling his closer as she ground herself on him. He couldn’t take it anymore. He needed to be inside of her. Standing, he took himself in hand and placed it at her entrance.

“W-wait. Condom,” she gasped out. Her hand was on his forearm, and he cursed internally. 

He didn’t want any barrier between him and his mate. He was clean, could smell that she was, too, and not fertile, so every instinct inside of him told him to take her and mark her. He wanted his cum in her so that she smelled like him. He also knew he didn’t want to scare her. He grabbed a condom out of his jeans, the ones he had when he needed to let off steam and energy with a random female. Donning it quickly, he didn’t go slow and easy. He couldn’t. When he placed the tip of his dick at her entrance once again, he gripped her waist and sank into her. Wet, hot, tightness immediately engulfed him, and he buried himself to the hilt. 

“Deacon.” The way she said his name, all breathy, had him rearing his hips back and slamming back into her.  She braced her hands behind her, and he started really fucking her. Harder and faster until sweat stated to trickle down his back and he felt his beast purring and snapping for more. Always more.


“That’s it, baby.” The workbench slammed against the wall as he rocked in and out of her. “Squeeze that pussy around my cock.” Mine!


Air sawed in and out of him. Curling his fingers around her waist, he stared at where their bodies were joined. The sight of his shaft moving in and out of her was the most erotic thing he had ever seen. Her pussy lips surrounded him, and her wetness coated his length. “Mine, Jessa.
You.
Are. Mine.” Their eyes clashed together, and hers widened slightly. 

The feeling of her inner walls quaking around him told of her imminent orgasm. He started rubbing her clit and pumped faster. She cried out as she came around him. Throwing his head back he let his climax rise to the surface. Roaring out in ecstasy he didn’t know if the loud rumble echoed inside his head or if it had come out of his mouth, but the pleasure that coursed through him and into her had him not caring. 

“Deacon…” Her long, drawn out cry had him lifting his head and watching her orgasm again. She was so beautiful and uninhibited when she came, and her emotions were written on her face like a painting.

He slowed his pace and then pulled out. He pulled her to him and wrapped his arms around her slender shoulders. Their combined breathing seemed so much louder than the music blaring and the sound of the heater running. “You okay?” He felt her nod against his chest and kissed her atop the head.

“That was … intense.”

He chuckled and nodded. “Yeah, it was.” Kissing her one last time, he pulled away and helped her off the bench. 

“What now?” Her voice seemed small, and he hated that. He pulled her to him again and rubbed his hands up and down her back.

“We go get something to eat.” Pulling her away, he smiled down at her and lifted her chin with his finger until she looked him in the eye. “You’re safe here, Jessa. Always.”


****

Thayer knew they had fucked. The scent of it had been thick when they walked in the door. A blush had stolen over Jessa’s cheeks, and a satisfied grin covered Deacon’s face. To say he wasn’t jealous would have been a lie, but his jealousy stemmed from the fact Deacon had tasted her first, not that he had actually had her. He watched her slip into her room after she said she needed to clean up before dinner. Slicing his eyes to his brother, he watched Deacon’s grin grow as he leaned against the counter and crossed his arms over his chest.

“Deacon, I thought we were going to go slow with her?” The grin left Deacon’s face at Thayer’s words.

“I know, and that was the plan, but Thayer…” He inhaled deeply. “I’ve been having a hard time controlling myself around her. I’ve been going on three, four runs a day since she got here.”

“Why didn’t you go into town?” Just the thought of being with a woman had Thayer feeling revolted. The look on Deacon’s face said he felt the same way.

“Thayer, I couldn’t even get it hard for any other female at this point.” 

Yeah, Thayer knew he was the same way. His thoughts were consumed with images of Jessa. Her sweet scent invaded his senses until he couldn’t concentrate. His constant state of arousal was a new experience for him. “Sooner or later she’s going to find out what we are, Deacon. I don’t know about you, but I’m not looking forward to the look on her face when she freaks out.” Deacon didn’t have a chance to respond because Jessa came out of her room. She stopped and looked between the two of them.

“Everything okay?” Her cheeks were a ruddy color, but Thayer knew it wasn’t from the cold, but from having sex with Deacon. Clenching his hands at his sides, he forced himself to calm his racing heart as the image of Jessa bared to him in all aspects flooded his mind.

“It’s fine, sweetheart.” He walked over and took her hand in his. She smelled like his brother, a scent Thayer was familiar with. It was one that reminded him of home and happiness. Maybe others would think his closeness with his brother a bit strange, but growing up it had only been the two of them. Deacon had suffered a lot of hardships just to make sure Thayer had stayed safe. Of course, his brother thought he  didn’t know the dark secrets that surrounded him, that he didn’t know what their father had done to Deacon in the name of “toughening him up.” Their father’s sick sense of how to raise a child went to the point of depravity. Because of that Deacon had been formed into the male he was now. After the days of seeing how Deacon interacted with Jessa, there was no doubt in Thayer’s mind that his brother would lay down his own life for their little human mate. 

They never had direction or instruction when it came to the issue of mates. Of course they had heard others speaking about it, telling tales of the older males finding their mates and claiming them, and letting their animals have a taste. Some of what they heard seemed barbaric, but then again the males speaking of such things had been wilder in nature. Thayer never thought he would find any sort happiness, that a female would be his to have. They had lived in isolation for so long, with only minimal amount of interaction with others. If Deacon hadn’t needed Thayer to ground him, to help keep his beast at bay, he would have been out exploring the world. There were a lot of things he had planned for his life, but family came first, and Deacon was the only family he had left.

“You hungry, sweetheart?” She nodded and let him lead her to the kitchen. He had started dinner while she had been out in the garage. When she sat at the table he grabbed the wine that had been chilling in the fridge and poured her a glass. He didn’t know if they could convince her to stay once they fixed her car, but Thayer knew he would do anything in his power to have her stay with them, because in just the short time she had been with them, he couldn’t imagine a life without her.






  







Chapter Eight

 

Several more days passed, and Jessa found herself actually becoming disappointed at the thought of her car being fixed. Of course that was a ridiculous thing to think given the fact she needed to get away from her life, not stay holed up with two gorgeous men. The fact that they had accepted her so freely, even after everything she had told them, blew her mind. How anyone could still want a damaged woman, one who had possibly killed her ex, baffled her. 

She had gone to bed an hour ago, but all she could think about was the raw, uninhibited sex she had with Deacon. It had been one of the most exhilarating experiences of her life. What she also couldn’t stop thinking about was feeling Thayer’s hands on her. Even when she had been wrapped around Deacon and he had been thrusting inside of her, thoughts and images of Thayer had played through her mind. How screwed up was that? The fact she wanted both men, brothers, too, seemed taboo and wrong on some level. She hadn’t been with Deacon since their time in the garage, and she found her body in a constant state of arousal. Just watching them sit on the couch, their feet propped up on the coffee table, their arms slung over the back of the couch turned her on. Even their plain tees and loose sweats made her wet. Like right now, that image of their bulging muscles pressing against the thin material of their shirts, had warmth spreading through her. The fire had cast light and shadow across their bodies, making them seem like seductive angels or erotic demons. 

Closing her eyes, Jessa remembered when Deacon had called her his. The way he said it, so sure that she would accept, and so possessive had frightened her, but not because she feared his words. Fear had swum in her blood because she knew in her soul that him proclaiming that was not just a statement, but a promise.

She lay on her back and looked at the ceiling. Who’s to say Deacon wanted more from her than that one time? Although she swore she could feel the sexual tension between all three of them. Did Deacon tell Thayer he had sex with her? And if he did how would Thayer react? She covered her face with her hands and groaned. Ugh, they probably think I’m some kind of floozy. Who in the hell says floozy anymore?

Pushing those thoughts from her mid, she thought back to the mess she was actually in. Although they had electricity in the cabin, they didn’t own a television. Desperation to find out if she had killed him filled her mind constantly. Their radio hadn’t revealed any information, or if there was a manhunt out of her for the murderer of her ex. She supposed that was a good thing. Maybe she hadn’t killed him. If she had wouldn’t there have been something said on the news? The more time she spent with them, hiding away, the higher her chance of being caught. She wasn’t worried about the authorities. What haunted her dreams were of Paul being alive and coming after her. The idea that maybe she had killed him filled her with almost relief, because she knew if she didn’t he would hunt her down like an animal. A shiver worked through her, and she brought the blankets to her chin.

Footsteps sounded down the hall and then stopped right in front of her door. She stared at it and felt her heart start to quicken when the doorknob turned. Licking her lips at the thought of Deacon or Thayer coming to her, she pushed herself up on her elbows just as the door opened. The dark figure that stood in the doorway was silhouetted by the light behind him. 

He didn’t speak as he walked in and shut the door behind him. Her eyes adjusted once more to the darkness, and adrenalin pounded through her veins when she saw Thayer standing before her. The moonlight streaming through the window cast a silvery glow across his body. His chest rose and fell steadily, not like the frantic rhythm of hers. Could he see the want in her eyes? Even in the darkness she could feel their combined heat and arousal fill the room.. She had been wet before, just thinking about them, but having Thayer stand in front of her sent goose-bumps over her skin and had a gush of moisture leaving her. 

He moved closer until he stood at the edge of the bed. This was it. She could either send him away or welcome him into her bed. But did he know she had been with Deacon? He needed to know if he didn’t.

“I slept with Deacon.” The words blurted out of her mouth, and she was thankful for the covering of darkness to hide the heat that stole her cheeks.

“I know.” His low response didn’t hold the disgust she thought she’d hear. “Do you want me, Jessa?”

She swallowed roughly and nodded. “Yes.” She pulled the covers away from her and watched with bated breath as he lifted his arms behind him and gripped his shirt, pulling it over his head from behind. The sight was sexy as hell. “You’re okay with that. With this?” Obviously if he was still here, but she wanted to hear him say it. She had never done anything like this. Paul had been the first and only man she had been with, but now here she found herself sleeping with brothers. 

He didn’t respond, but the fiery look in his eyes told her he wasn’t against the idea. He slipped in beside her, his hard, big body emitting enough heat that she wouldn’t even need the blankets anymore. His lips descended on hers, and his tongue slipped against the seam of her mouth. She opened for him, greedy for his flavor coating her tongue.

“I’m okay with everything, Jessa.” His said against her lips. His hands gripped her shoulders, bringing her closer to him, molding her breasts to his chest. The temperature in the room increased until she found herself sweating, but it was the good kind. It had her picturing them naked, their bodies moving together, their mouths fused.

“Deacon’s okay with everything.” How had he known that was her next question?

“You can read minds now?” She felt his smile against her mouth, but he didn’t answer her. They kissed for so long she had to move her legs together to ease the ache that settled between them. She wanted him like she needed her next breath of air. Before she could plead with him for more, his fingers on her shoulders tightened, and he pushed her away. Confusion settled within her, but only for a moment. With her back to his chest, he brushed her hair off her shoulders and kissed the akin exposed.  Her eyes fluttered closed at the sensations coursing through her. This wasn’t like being with Deacon, not at all. She admitted that being taken in a dirty garage with the worktable banging against the wall had been intense and hot, but she also loved this softer side, the one Thayer showed her.

His hand moved to her front and spanned the width of her belly. “Just so you know, Deacon and I don’t share women. This is our first time doing this, too.” The sincerity in his words touched her deep. She nodded and then smiled. She only wore a tee-shirt, one of the ones she had found in the dresser. They were so long and big it covered her completely.  His lips continued to caress the tender, sensitive back of her neck, but she wanted more, needed more.

“Thayer.”

“It’s all right, sweetheart.” He ran his tongue around her pulse point. “I’m going to take good care of you. This is going to be nice and slow.”

She liked nice and slow. His fingers slid down her belly and stopped at her thigh, right where the edge of her shirt met her bare flesh. Inching the material up ever-so-slowly, she gasped as the pads of his fingers grazed her inner thigh. The touch was soft, but she felt it like it  left fire along her skin. Her shirt rode up her body until it bunched at her throat. Then he slipped it off of her. She was so very thankful for the darkness, thankful that he wouldn’t be able to see her fading bruises. They had been on her belly and back, the smaller ones all but gone, but the bigger ones still visible against her pale flesh. She forced herself to look at them when she bathed, forced herself to remember that she  fought to have a better life. It didn’t matter what happened from now on. As long as she kept her strength and moved forward, her life would be better.

He tossed the shirt to the floor and then his fingers were running along her arm. She didn’t wear a bra and ached for his big hands to engulf her breasts. His mouth found her shoulder, and then he skimmed his lips down her arm. His other hand cupped one of her breasts, and she tilted her head back and hissed. “Yes.” The feel of his thumb and forefinger tweaking the tip sent shards of pleasure straight to her core. Her legs opened, and as if he sensed it he moved his hands between her thighs and under her panties. At the first touch of his thumb to her clit she cried out, long and hard. It was just a small touch, but after standing on the edge of arousal for the past several days it felt like the most glorious thing in the world.

He flicked her clit over and over again, and when she was on the verge of coming he stopped and moved down her cleft to the opening of her body. All the while he kept teasing her skin with his mouth, tongue, and teeth. It was a sensory overload of ecstasy. Teasing the opening of her pussy, he pushed the very tip of his erection inside of her and then retreated. Again he did this, causing her to rock her hips into his touch. A groan left her when he evaded her attempts of penetration, but his deep, satisfied chuckle sent warmth through her. 

“It’s okay, Jessa. I’m not going to make you suffer.” He pushed his finger into her, and a mewl of desire left her mouth. Pumping his finger in and out of her, he bit down on her neck. The sting of pain had her moving against his hand, her body having a mind of its own as she fucked herself on him. “Yeah, you like my hands on you, don’t you, sweetheart?” 

She turned her head and connected her lips with his. The kiss turned from soft to ravenous in seconds. She wanted to turn in his arms, but he used his big body to push her forward until she was on her belly. For several long moments all he did was brush his hand up and down her back. His mouth replaced his hands, and he kissed every square inch of space that he revealed. The act touched her, and her heart swelled in her chest. He curved his fingers into her hip and brought her side flush with his chest. A low rumble vibrated from his throat and worked its way into her core. His hand ripped her panties away as if they were the thinnest tissue. He moved away from her in the next instant, but before she could complain and beg him to come back, he had his hands around her waist and her ass in the air. 

Jessa buried her face in the sheets when she felt him open her legs and then bury his face in her pussy. The first swipe of his tongue along her folds had her clawing at the mattress, her pleas muffled. His big palms had her ass spread, and her pussy on full display for his tantalizing mouth. He licked and nibbled her until she thrust back against his face. His mouth found her clit, and he sucked long and hard. Her orgasm was so close to the surface, but when he flattened his tongue and ran it down to her pussy hole and kept moving until it touched her anus she came, hard. Never had she through a tongue skating over the puckered flush would be so pleasurable, but the blissful sensations coursing through her left her unhinged. She would have collapsed onto the bed if not for Thayer’s vise-like grip holding her up. He lowered her body to the mattress and then covered her back with his chest.

“Look at me.” His breath teased her ear. Turning her head to the side, she was caught in the way his blue eyes seemed to glow the darkness. “Do you want me inside of you?” The words seemed so easy and straightforward, but the way he said them made it seem erotic and raw.

“Yes.” Her answer was just as low and husky as his question had been.

“That’s good, Jessa, sooo good, because I need to be inside of you.” His mouth claimed hers, and she heard the sound of a wrapper being opened.  Of course Thayer always thought ahead. Spreading her thighs wide to accommodate his hips and thighs, she felt the hot, hard length of him slide against her slit. She was wet, so incredibly wet that the tip of him slid right into her channel. He groaned, and she gasped. He sank all the way in until she felt the brush of his balls hit her flesh. 

He moved out and then pushed back in. It was agonizingly slow. What she wanted was for him to move inside of her harder, faster. The tentative touch of his forehead in the middle of her back had her arching up. Her ass lifted, and he sank an inch deeper.

“Sweetheart, I want to be gentle with you. You deserve gentle.”

He stopped sliding into her, and she gritted her teeth. She loved that he felt that way, that he saw her as something precious, but she was over the edge already and needed him to scratch the itch he had been causing inside of her for days now. “Thayer, I love that you think that, but what I need from you is to move inside of me now.” 

He chuckled, and the sound had her inner muscles clenching around him. Something snapped inside of him, like a wild animal now took the place of the sweet and soft-spoken Thayer. He held onto her waist tight and started pounding into her. The sounds he made were untamed and uninhibited. It was a rugged sound that matched their surroundings. He worked his hips against her. She swore she could feel every inch of his thickness pulse inside of her.

His hands moved down to cup her ass. He kneaded the cheeks, spreading them slightly as he continued to drag his cock in and out of her. Another orgasm coursed through f her and she cried out. Hot tears slipped out the corners of her eyes as sparks of light burst behind her eyelids. Thayer tensed behind her, his words and praises filling the air and causing aftershocks to spear her clit. He slammed into her once more and stilled, his groan of completion muted against her back. Hot, humid breath slipped along her spine, and she welcomed the feeling of being this close to someone. The intimacy stole her breath and had her dizzy with emotions. It was the same feeling she had after her encounter with Deacon.

The heavy weight of his body on hers had the air rushing out of her, and the sensation comforted her. He rolled off of her, but immediately pulled her against his body. With her back to his chest and his thick, heavy arm draped across her middle, Jessa found the veil of sleep slowly taking over.

“Jessa?” His fingers ran circles around her belly button.

“Hmm?” She couldn’t manage more with the pleasurable exhaustion that started to take control.

“What will you do when your car is fixed?” His words were low, his voice deep and haggard.

The thought had crossed her mind more than once, especially since her feelings for them were growing at an astronomical rate. There was no doubt that she needed to leave, to escape her past and create a new future, but a voice inside of her that whispered she should stay with them. What would her life be if she revealed this to the Uncia brothers? Would they welcome it? Maybe this was all they wanted, a piece of ass to pass the time, and when they fixed her car would she be on her way? The thought had her chest hurting, but she refused to let it consume her. She couldn’t let her emotions cloud her judgment, or voice how she felt and make an ass out of herself. How could she expect them to want a woman they didn’t know? Sure they were helping her out, but the end result was for her to be on her way.

“Keep moving. I need to put my past behind me.” He tensed behind her, but he didn’t say anything in return. She didn’t know how long she lay there, staying out the window at the trees that were caressed by the moonlight. Sleep eventually took her into the dark, and when she woke the next morning she was alone.






  







Chapter Nine

 

Deacon leaned back on the recliner as he drank his cup of coffee. He had been up most of the night, not because he knew Thayer had slipped into Jessa’s room, but because the energy coursing through him made him twitchy. Ever since he had felt the sweet surrender of Jessa’s body that was all he could think about. He imagined taking her a thousand different ways, but the end of his fantasies were always the same: her between him and Thayer as they watched over her. He watched Thayer leaving her room before the sun had even risen. There had been the satisfied glow coming from his body, the same one Deacon had experienced himself. He couldn’t even describe the feelings of claiming his mate. It surrounded him, consumed him, and made everything right in the world. For the first time in his life he didn’t feel the craziness that swirled within him take hold. She calmed him like no other could, not even Thayer. 

His brother stepped into the living room and sat on the couch. Although he could smell the sweet scent of Jessa all over him, a troubled look masked what should have been an expression of bliss.

“She still plans on leaving, Deacon.”

This was no surprise to him, not after she had told them about the abuse she suffered at the hands of the man she was supposed to be able to trust. Deacon had hoped they could have convinced her otherwise, but their little mate had a strong head on her shoulders and had determination in her blood.

“Then I guess we’ll just have to make her want to stay more then she wants to leave.”

Thayer chuckled humorlessly. He watched as his little brother rubbed his eyes right before he let out a long sigh. “I can’t let her go, Deacon, not when I’ve finally had her.”

He could sympathize with his brother completely. Even before he had tasted the sweetness that came from her, Deacon knew he couldn’t let her go. 

“It shouldn’t be this hard.” Thayer relaxed his body against the cushions and stared at the vaulted ceiling. 

“Everything worth anything makes you work for it.” 

Thayer dropped his eyes to his and smirked. “Since when did you become so theological?” 

Deacon smirked in returned and shrugged his shoulders. “I guess living with you has rubbed off on me.” He finished his coffee and stood. He stopped in front of the window above the sink and stared out at the wilderness. “I’m going to tell her about growing up, Thayer.” He spoke low but knew his brother heard him nonetheless. 

“Do you think that’s such a good idea? I mean, I agree she has to know the truth, but don’t you think it’s too early?”

Deacon curled his fingers around the lip of the sink. “If we want her here with us, she needs to know why I’m like the way I am.” He turned and looked at Thayer, who leaned against the island. “Her not being in this house, in my life, is not an option.”

Thayer exhaled and cast his glance in the direction of Jessa’s door. “I know. I just want to be careful with her. I don’t want her running, Deacon.”

He agreed with his brother, but he wouldn’t let her run. “I’m going to take her into town, show her around. I want her to be comfortable here, to see the kind of life we live. I don’t want to be isolated anymore, Thayer. I want to have a life, with her.” It wasn’t just about sharing his mate with his brother, but about the three of them becoming one unit. It was about their triad forming a new family, a family that wasn’t filled with pain and sadness. “All I want is to feel whole in my own skin, and she makes me feel that way, Thayer.”

“I know, Deacon. She makes me feel the same way.”

The sound of the floor creaking had both of them turning and seeing Jessa standing there staring at them with wide, surprised eyes. He had no doubt that she heard everything. The question was, what would she do with that information?

****

The truck bounced around on the uneven, snow packed ground. The scent of green apples filled the cab of the truck, and for what seemed like hundredth time Deacon found himself looking over at her. When he asked her if she wanted to go into town he had seen the bright light enter her eyes. No doubt she had a bit of cabin fever. Although he wouldn’t mind having her in bed with him all day, she needed interaction with others. He knew all too well the effects of isolation.

“So, where are we going?” She looked over at him and smiled. Even with her knitted hat bunched low on her forehead and her jacket that was thicker than her, his cock still grew hard at the sight of her.

“Thought I’d show you around town, maybe drive by the more popular attraction.” He kept his eyes on the road. “Steal South isn’t that big of a town, but we do have a major grocery store, so that has to account for something.” He turned and smiled at her. She turned and looked out the passenger side window. Silence descended over them, but it was comfortable.

“I’d like to get a paper, please.” Her voice seemed distant, and he knew where her thoughts were. Deacon knew from experience that horrors like she had seen wouldn’t be erased.  They might never go way, but with time they would fade, and with the love that he and Thayer could show her, she might be able to understand that there was more to life then what she had experienced.

“Yeah, sure.” Tightening his hand on the steering wheel, he thought about the conversation he needed to have with her. “I’d like to talk with you, too.” When he looked at her he noticed she already had her gaze on him.

“Yeah, okay.”

Silence came over the cab again, and so he turned the radio on. An old country song played, and although he wasn’t a fan of that genre, the fact the song was about loving a woman that didn’t know who he really was seemed to fit the situation perfectly.

The small town of Steal South came into view. He navigated his truck through the small streets, pointing out the main focal points of the town, the grocery store, hardware store, mechanic shop, and so forth. She seemed genuinely interested, but her voice grew excited when she saw one of those chain coffee stores. 

“I take it you like your coffee?” He pulled into a parking spot in front of the building and turned off the engine. Her grin widened as she turned and looked at him.

“You have no idea. There isn’t anything wrong with the coffee you guys make at the house, but I like mine a little fancy.” She hopped out of the cab before he could even open the door for her. The coffee shop was packed when they walked in, and the little bell above the door jangled to notify every one of their arrival. A long line formed in front of the register, and he made his way toward it, Jessa’s hand in his. 

The smell of coffee beans, vanilla, and pastries filled the air. Deacon’s attention was on Jessa when the customers in front of them stepped away. When he lifted his gaze his eyes clashed with black ones. Rosie stared at him with a hint of surprise. Her lips, painted a bright shade of red, were slightly opened, as if she wanted to say something to him. The last time he had seen her was when he had found Jessa. He had forced himself to go into town and find a female to unleash all his energy. They had shared a few intimate encounters over the past few months, but this last time she had shown an interest in more than just sharing a couple of hours of pleasure. He had vowed to cut off his sexual relationship then. Even if Jessa hadn’t come into the picture, Deacon didn’t do long term. But now that he had Jessa, the very idea of having any kind of sexual relationship with another female felt abhorrent. 

Tightening his hand on Jessa’s, he took a step forward. He didn’t miss the way Rosie’s eyes dropped down. A frown marred her overly made-up face at the sight of their entwined hands.

“Large coffee, black, and…” he turned toward Jessa and saw her watching Rosie. She looked at him and then back at Rosie again, and he swore he could see the wheels in her mind working. 

“Can I have a large cappuccino with nutmeg and cinnamon, please?” She smiled, and Deacon could tell it was genuine. 

“Give us two cinnamon rolls, too.” He handed Rosie the money. She watched him for far longer than what he thought was polite. They stepped to the side, and Deacon placed his body slightly in front of Jessa’s. It wasn’t that he saw Rosie as a threat to Jessa, but a spurned lover might not take kindly to the new girl in town. His intention had been to find a quiet spot in the coffee shop to talk to her, but with it being overly crowded and Rosie working there, Deacon didn’t want to stay. How bad was it that he hadn’t even known an ex-lover worked there? 

They climbed in the truck, and he threw the newspaper he had grabbed on the seat between them. He cranked the engine but didn’t pull out. The car was still relatively warm, but he idled there and drank his coffee.

“I take it that’s an old flame?” She teased him, and he turned to look at her. He didn’t want to lie, but he really didn’t want to talk about Rosie. “I’m sorry, that’s none of my business.” She turned away and brought the cup to her mouth. He watched her lips form around the lid, and his heart hammered hard. The sight was so innocent, but to him it felt like a hot poker in his groin.

“That’s Rosie. She’s—” He hated this, hated confessing the things he did with other females even if nothing between him and Jessa had happened yet. It just felt wrong to him, to his animal. “Yeah, she’s an old flame.” Jessa didn’t say anything after that, but her expression didn’t show anything either.

He went to shift his truck into gear when her hand landed on his arm. “Hey, I’m not sure why you feel so uncomfortable telling me about that. We have all done things in our past we might not be proud of.” She laughed lightly. “Hell, I should be the poster child for what your life can end up like if you make bad decisions.” She dropped her hand from him and started fidgeting with her jacket. “Listen, I’m not sure what’s happening between the three of us.” She looked at him through her lashes. “But what I do know is that I’ve never felt such a connection with any other person that I have with you and Thayer. It steals my breath.” The way she showed him her heart so openly stole his breath. “If my life has taught me anything, it’s that you have to trust your gut. I should have believed my instincts when they were shouting at me to leave Paul, but my fear of the unknown kept me with him.”

“I believe in fate, and I know that it was no accident that you found me where you did. If I hadn’t left Paul, I wouldn’t have crashed into that tree. You wouldn’t have saved my life, and I wouldn’t have met two of the most caring, compassionate, and wonderful men in the world. It’s only been days and hours since meeting you two, but you’ve stolen my heart.” His words had him pulling her toward him and latching his mouth onto hers. She hadn’t said she would stay, but the way she bared herself to him had hope springing in his chest that maybe she would stay with them. 

Their mouths crushed together, their tongues dueling. Arousal spiked his blood, causing the feeling of intoxication to sweep through him. The fog of desire started to overtake him, and he found his hands sliding to her chest. Her bulky coat was in his way, but when he went to unzip it her hands landed on his, stopping him.

“I really don’t want to give the coffee shop patrons a show.” She smiled against his mouth, and he chuckled. He had never laughed so much, had never felt so much happiness. And it was all because of this sweet, tiny female sitting beside him.

He kissed her once more and put the truck in reverse. Even though he would love to sit here and continue to talk about how she felt, he needed to reveal some of his own dark secrets. 






  







Chapter Ten

 

They sat in silence, their view that of the Steal South lake. Snow steadily fell around them as they sat in the warm confines of the truck. Their coffees had since been finished, and the radio was on low. The silence was comfortable, and Jessa enjoyed looking out the windshield and staring at the frozen lake. Large pine trees surrounded the lake in a crescent shape, their green braches dusted white from Mother Nature. She knew Deacon wanted to talk to her, but she wouldn’t push him.

“We moved to Steal South about seven years ago.” Her heart hammered in her chest as he started talking. She didn’t know what he would say, but she knew it couldn’t be good. The seriousness in his voice when he said they needed to speak had her conjuring up all kinds of horrible scenarios. Maybe he was married, or had children? Maybe he ran from the law? If so they were more alike than she could have ever imagined.

“We used to live in Alaska, in Anchorage. It was Thayer and I and our parents. Growing up was pretty hard. My father had been a military man, and so he brought his rigid rules home with him. Our father had a wicked anger problem. He always seemed to find the bad in everything and everyone. Being the oldest, I took the brunt of his wrath.” Silence filled the cab of the truck for several long minutes. Jessa didn’t want to say anything and risk Deacon closing up on her.

“I’m glad he hit me and not Thayer.” Her breath hitched at his softly spoken words. “I asked him one time, when I was older, why he did what he did to me. His response was that a male of worth could take pain and turn it to strength.” He grimaced before continuing. “Thayer was always the smart one, the male that could solve any problem and fix the outcome. Maybe that was why our father went easy on him, because he didn’t see him as strong.”

“I’m so sorry, Deacon.” She reached out and twined her fingers through his. “Wasn’t your mom there? Couldn’t she help you? Stand up to your father?” His hand tightened on hers before he spoke again. “My mother acted like a lot of females in our … group.” The way he spoke of women, calling them female seemed a bit strange, but she assumed it must be the way they spoke where he came from. “She was docile and submissive. My father kept her under his thumb, dictating her life the way he did ours.” He turned and looked at her, and it was the first time she saw the blistered look of defeat cross his face. “He would lock me in the closet to ‘toughen me up.’ He would beat me until my back bled to rid me of weakness. There were times he tried to go after Thayer, but I begged him to beat me instead. I would instigate problems so his focus wouldn’t go to Thayer. I wanted his wrath directed solely on me.”  

Tears swam in her eyes at what he said. How could any parent hurt their own child? And would a mother sit back and watch it happen? She wanted to pull him into her and wrap her arms around his big body. Jessa wanted to tell him everything would be okay, that he wasn’t weak or scarred. Although all of those things were on the tip of her tongue, nothing came out. Deacon was a strong man physically. Now that he explained what happened, about his traumatic childhood, she could slowly understand why he acted the way he did. The roughness during sex, the animalistic way he held himself. She had just met him. But those things had been clear as day. It made sense now, especially with his destroyed childhood. He had been forced to grow up in the most brutal and painful of ways.

“God, Deacon.” Tears flowed freely down her cheeks, but instead of her comforting Deacon, he pulled her into his chest and murmured into her hair. “What happened to your parents?” She wanted to cause pain to his father, the same kind he had dealt a young Deacon.

“Thayer left home right after high school. He went to college and made something of himself. He didn’t know about the abuse, but even if he did, there wasn’t anything he could have done. Our father was a large man and incredibly strong given his age.” He inhaled deeply against her hair. “The year I turned twenty-five is the year they died in a car accident. The abuse had ended well before then. I was larger than my father, and when he tried to lay a hand on me I made it clear he would never do it again. I was finished with him. That was the last conversation I had with him before he died.” His hands moved methodically over her back in a soothing manner. “I can’t even tell you the relief I felt when I got the news he died. But with that relief came the guilt. Despite the abuse from my father and the ignorance from my mother, I felt the desolation that had woven its way into my life seem to dwindle. It was still there, but I thought maybe I could beat it.”

“Deacon—”

“Let me finish, baby.” She lifted her head, and he cupped her face, brushing away her tears with his thumbs. “I can be uncontrollable at the best of times. I’m filled with a lot of rage, and most days it’s hard for me to deal with it. That’s why I built the cabin away from others. If I didn’t have Thayer here to ground me, to keep me stable…” His thumbs brushed along her cheekbones, his gaze steady as he spoke. “I’d go crazy.” He brushed his lips against hers. “I would never hurt you, though. Ever.” He said it with steely determination. She didn’t doubt his words for one minute. “Since you came into my life I’ve felt calmness settle into my body, my soul.” His lips met hers in a heart-wrenching kiss. “I want you. Thayer wants you.” His eyes penetrated hers. “Do you understand what I’m saying?” She thought she did, but she shook her head instead. “We want you with us, Jessa. We want you to be with both of us, to be ours.” Mouth gone dry, she searched his face for the truth in his words. “Tell me you want that, Jessa.”

God, maybe she was stupid for even playing with the idea in her head, but she so wanted that. This thing between them was fast and crazy, and maybe a bad idea, but she so wanted that, from both of them. “Yes, Deacon, I want that.” He crushed his mouth to hers, and their tongues slid along one another. The kiss was hard and demanding and filled with so much passion. The only thing missing was Thayer. She wanted his brother there, wanted his hands on her, stroking her body the same way.

“Let’s go, Deacon.” He kissed her for another along moment, and then he pulled away, breathing hard. The desire was written on his face, and she felt it down to her toes. “I want the three of us to be together.” She meant that in more ways than one, and by the way his eyes flashed, Jessa knew he understood her.

They drove back to the cabin, their hands clasped together the whole time. She no longer sat in the passenger seat, but instead sat beside him in the center. With her head on his shoulder and the serene nature surrounding her, she finally let herself see a future she knew she deserved. 

The cabin came into view, and anticipation and nervousness pulsed through her. Knowing Thayer was just beyond those walls had the lust that simmered inside of her rising like a tsunami. She could hear the tires crunching on the snow, and the noise sounded so incredibly loud, or maybe wasn’t coming from outside at all. Maybe the sound came from her pounding heart? When the truck turned off she didn’t wait for the silence to descend around her. What she wanted to do, what she imagined in her mind, seemed dirty, but she knew it was far from the truth. She had never wanted to do something so wanton, so brave.

Walking hand-in-hand, she let Deacon led the way. The house filled with silence when they entered. She let go of Deacon’s hand and shut the door behind her. Was she making the right decision? Deacon looked at her over his shoulder, his smile full of emotions that clenched something deep inside of her.

“You okay?”

Mouth dry and head lightheaded, she reciprocated the smile and felt herself melt under his stare.

“Hey, guys. Your trip was good?” The sound of Thayer’s voice had her pulse racing like a freight train. She leaned to the side and looked over Deacon’s massive shoulders. Thayer stood in the hallway, a pair of dark lounge pants slung low on his hips. His bare chest glistened with water, and his bicep bulged as he lifted it to towel off his hair. When he removed the towel his normally sophisticated strands of dark hair were messy, reminding her of rolling around in the bed, their naked bodies sweaty and their breathing ragged.

Not letting her fear of the unknown change her mind, she moved past Deacon, running her hand down his arm and to his hand, before she strode to Thayer. The surprised look on his face when she stopped in front of him had her smiling. She didn’t miss how his eyes flicked over her head to his brother. When he brought his eyes back to hers they flared in his arousal. She slipped out of her jacket and removed her hat, throwing both of them aside. She toed off her boots, and even though she was still fully dressed, she felt completely bared. The heat of Deacon behind her seeped into her body and warmed her instantly. She imagined herself standing on the surface of the sun, her arousal just as scorching as she ignited in flames. Both brothers were throwing off enough heat that she started to sweat.

“Jessa—” She stopped his words by reaching up and gripping the back of his neck and pulling his mouth down to hers. At first he seemed unsure of her actions, but when she swiped her tongue along his bottom lip, and then the top, he groaned, and something snapped inside of him. He pulled her roughly to him and devoured her mouth. He smelled so good, like fresh soap and that spicy aroma that naturally clung to him. A moan tumbled from her mouth, and she clutched at him like her life depended on it.

He broke their kiss and trailed his mouth along her jaw. Sucking in air, she let her head fall back and absorbed the path of fire Thayer left in his wake. She felt Deacon’s hands on her ass, gripping and massaging the cheeks. His erection probed her lower back whereas Thayer’s pressed against her belly.

“Are you sure about this, sweetheart?” Thayer sounded as breathless as she felt. She couldn’t find the words, so instead she just nodded. They had to d know and understand her answer would always be yes. 

She let her hands slide down his chest, feeling the damp skin stretched over hard muscle. His small, male nipples moved under her palm. She let her head fall forward onto his chest and couldn’t contain herself from slipping her tongue out and running along his taut flesh. His pec flexed beneath her wandering mouth, and she felt his cock jerk between them. Deacon’s hands moved slowly up her ass, over her back, and finally pushed her hair away so he could latch his mouth onto the side of her throat. Thayer lifted her head up with his finger under her chin and kissed her passionately. Having one brother at her lips and the other at her neck caused dual sensations to move through her. Tearing her mouth away, she licked her lips and stared into his eyes. She reached behind her and gripped Deacon’s side, pulling him closer to her until he grunted as his erection pressed even harder into her.

“Let’s go to the bedroom.” 






  







Chapter Eleven

 

Jessa didn’t wait for their response, just slipped out from between them and headed into her room, but before she could slip inside Deacon had her twirled around and pressed against his chest. He kissed her hard and long, and when he stepped away to take his place beside Thayer, she felt a sensory overload looking at both of them. She had never thought men could be beautiful, but they were, in every conceivable way.

They took a step forward in unison, and she took one back. This dance of movement continued until she found herself in the bedroom and felt the edge of the bed meet her legs. Her heart felt as if it would burst from her chest. Deacon had taken off his coat and boots, but it was still too many clothes. She had never been so wanton before, and she felt like she could faint from her nerves. Gripping the edge of her shirt, she peeled it over her head. She didn’t wait for them to tell her what they wanted, because she knew what she wanted, and what she wanted was both of them. Her pants were the next article of clothing to go, and soon she was in nothing but her plain bra and panties. She had never felt as exposed as she felt at that moment. She watched them rake their eyes up and down her body. It seemed silly, really, since she had slept with both of them, but the way they looked at her, as if they couldn’t get enough of the way she looked, as if they were barley restraining themselves from pouncing on her. These two virile men desired her, and that knowledge had her intoxicated. 

“Take your clothes off.” She looked between the two of them and watched a slow smile creep over Thayer’s face. Deacon’s lips twitched with suppressed amusement, and she wondered if it was because she sounded ridiculous taking the dominant road? Whatever they thought, they managed to keep it to themselves as they undressed. The sight of their hard, chiseled bodies coming into view had her mouth drying. They were like nothing she had ever seen before. Is it even physically possible for a man to look like that?

“I think our little mate likes what she sees, Thayer.” Jessa found her brows knitting at the sound of Deacon’s strange way he phrased that. Mate? Thayer snapped his head toward Deacon, and she saw some kind of silent communication pass between the two of them. Pushing it aside, she went back to admiring them. Their attention was back on her, and she found herself feeling her excitement mount as Thayer stepped forward. His nude body brushed along her, and his hot erection pressed between them. Both of them were so big that she felt small, frail even, compared to them. He lifted his hands and framed her face. The way he searched her face, as if memorizing her, touched something deep down inside of her. Her eyes fluttered closed when he brushed his lips across her forehead, then her eyelids, and finally on the tip of her nose.

“You are so beautiful.” His warm, minty breath bathed her face, and she sank into him. Hands coasted over shoulders, and she knew they were Deacon’s because Thayer still held her face. While Deacon explored her body Thayer brushed his lips back and forth on hers. They didn’t use tongue, and there was no hurry. It was a lazy caress of mouths that held more passion than any open-mouthed kiss she had ever had. 

“You smell like apples, sweet and juicy green apples.” Deacon’s words were whispered by her ear. “We love apples, baby.” His hands moved down to her back, his fingers trailing down her spine until they reached the lace edge of her panties. In one swift move he tore the fabric from her body, and she felt the tattered remains flutter to her feet. He removed her bra next with nimble and expert fingers. Now she stood between two hard bodies, their erections rubbing along her flesh and heating her to the point she feared she’d melt.

They laid her down on the bed, one brother behind her and the other in front. Hands were on her, and she didn’t know whose they belonged to, but it really didn’t matter. She got lost in the sea of pleasure, and she didn’t want to be rescued. Hands speared into the folds of her pussy, stroking and teasing her until she was wet and needy and so ready for them. The idea of taking both men was a little unnerving, but the realization that they could all be connected on the most fundamental and primal way had her arching her back and silently pleading for more. She kept her eyes closed and just let them play her body like she was made specifically for them. Had she ever felt anything as grand as the feel of their hands and mouths on her? No, never.

“You’re so soft and sweet between us.” At that point that she couldn’t tell who spoke. Words, touches, feelings all blended together until they were a kaleidoscope of emotions and sensations. Her pussy was soaked, and her clit throbbed. Her nipples felt hard and sensitive as they moved along Thayer’s chest. Deacon’s shaft against the crease of her ass had her moving her hips, working the fleshy mounds of her bottom along his rigid length.

“No, Thayer, she’s hot and fucking wet.” Deacon growled in her ear. “I think she wants us to show her how it can be between us.” He nipped her ear, and she shivered. “Isn’t that right, baby? You want me and Thayer to show you how it is?”

God, that is all I want. “Yes, yes, that’s what I want.” She arched her neck at the feel of Thayer’s mouth surrounding her nipple. He sucked long, sucked hard, would have brought her to her knees if she hadn’t already been lying down. He alternated between her breasts, forcing her to lean slightly back and into Deacon’s waiting arms. Deacon gently bit at little parts on her body while his brother dragged his teeth on the sensitive flesh at the tip of her breasts. 

“Please, please, I can’t take it anymore.”

Deacon growled against her before saying, “You’ll take all we have to give because that’s how you want it.” His tongue left a scorching trail of liquid fire around the shell of her ear. “I love hearing you beg. It makes me harder than I’ve ever been.” The dominance laced in his words didn’t frighten her or bring up memories of her time with Paul. The dominance that came off of Deacon was nothing like the sadistic control that filled Paul. The difference was tangible. She felt safe with Thayer and Deacon, felt like they would watch over her and make sure no one would hurt her. They wouldn’t cause her pain to hear her scream in agony because they derived pleasure from it.

Deacon massaged her ass and slipped his fingers between her thighs. The first touch of his thick fingers slipping between her cleft and gathering her moisture had her hissing in pleasure. He moved them back and forth, and teasing her opening before moving to the puckered hole of her bottom. She tensed when she felt him spread her moisture around that virgin part of her, but he whispered how good she was doing, how her strength made him proud. Their voices of encouragement had her hesitation leaving and her lust rising.

“W-will it hurt?” She gasped the last word out when Thayer slipped two fingers into her sopping cunt at the same time Deacon gently inserted his equally lubed fingers into her ass. They synchronized those digits inside of her until she withered between them, seeking more yet trying to escape because it felt too good.

“We would never hurt you, sweetheart.” Thayer whispered along her breasts. She speared her hands in his hair, and curled her fingers into his scalp. 

She felt the warmth of Deacon’s body leave her for a moment. The sound of a lid opening pierced the fog of arousal swirling in her head. Cool liquid touched her overheated skin as he worked his lubed finger over her anus. Thayer hissed when she tightened her nails on his head, and she started to mutter her apology, but his mouth claimed hers in the next second. One of them lifted her leg and draped it over Thayer’s waist and exposed her pussy. A wrapper being opened somewhere close to her broke the hazy fog of arousal, and then the thick tip of Thayer’s cock pressed to her greedy body. Breaking the kiss, she panted for air as he worked himself inside of her. He was just so big, so thick, that the stretch and burn of her muscles trying to accommodate his penetration was enough to make her lightheaded. 

A hand caressed her cheek and urged her to turn her head to the side, away from Thayer’s face. She forced her eyes open and came face-to-face with Deacon’s equally impressive cock. The tip was flushed red, and a drop of pre-cum beaded at the tip. The way he gripped the root and ran his palm up and down the length had her mouth watering for a taste of him. Arching her neck, she opened her mouth and ran her tongue along the bulbous tip. The explosion of flavor slammed into her taste buds. He was sweet and salty, and so very male. Latching her mouth around the crested tip, she sucked on him. He grunted, and his hips shifted forward an inch, forcing his erection a little deeper into her mouth. He was far too long and thick for her to take completely, but what she couldn’t reach with her mouth she stroked with her hand now gripping him. Small bursts of cum burst into her mouth, and she happily swallowed it. His hips started rocking back and forth, pushing him a little deeper until she felt his tip hit the back of her throat. Moaning around him, she felt her world spinning out of control as Thayer pushed the last of his dick inside of her. His teeth scraped up and down her neck, leaving pleasure/pain in its path. Hollowing out her cheeks, she sucked on Deacon until he breathed roughly and unevenly. Thayer’s humid breath coated her neck as he moved, pushing all of his cock inside of her until she felt filled in every way possible.

She wanted to taste Deacon’s seed fill her mouth, and she thought he would do just that, but he pulled out unexpectedly and slid back behind her. His mouth met hers, his tongue sliding into her mouth. There wasn’t any doubt he could taste himself on her tongue, and that thought turned her on more. While he made love to her lips his hand gripped her ass cheek and spread it. The feel of his shaft start to press against the tight hole had her tensing.

“Shh, baby. Relax for me. Bear down, and let me in.” She did as he asked, and the tip slid past the tight ring of muscle. With care, Deacon pushed into her. Thayer had since stopped thrusting and gave her body time to adjust to the second act of penetration.  When Deacon sat fully embedded, she breathed against his mouth. Never had she felt so full or connected as she did right now. They started to move. One pulled out while the other pushed in. They took care of her, made she sure knew what they were doing, what they wanted. They made sure it felt good for her, that she wasn’t in any pain. 

There were no words to describe the pleasure she felt. She gripped Thayer’s shoulders and dueled tongues with Deacon, and she felt herself climb higher. With her eyes closed she couldn’t tell who started rubbing circles sound her clit. That was all she needed to be set off. She flew higher than she ever had flown. Never had she felt something as powerful has having both of them inside of her. Their paces increased, and she exploded around them again. Her muscles tightened, and they cursed in unison. With a veil of ecstasy covering her, she thought she heard them roar out as they came. Mine echoed off the walls as they shouted out in their own orgasms. Opening her eyes, she looked into Deacon’s eyes. The icy blue flashed brightly before her. It looked otherworldly in its intensity, and when she looked at Thayer she saw the same fierceness reflected at her.

“You’re ours, Jessa.” Thayer kissed her hard and broke away. He was still thrusting in her, but they were slow, lazy.

“We won’t let you go, baby.” Deacon growled the words as he sank into her once more. Both brothers stilled inside of her, their erratic breathing matching hers. They had sounded so feral and animalistic, and she couldn’t help but picture a set of wild animals stalking nature on their hunt for their next conquest. She felt like their prey, and that they had their sights set on her.






  







Chapter Twelve

 

 “Yeah?” Paul pushed the woman currently draped over his chest away and sat on the side of the bed. Balancing his cell phone between his shoulder and neck, he rubbed the sleep from his eyes. He gritted his teeth as his head pounded from the sudden movement. Clasping his temple as it throbbed in pain, the image of fierce Jessa charging him brought a grin to his face. So the little bitch had finally grown a spine? He couldn’t deny he found it extremely arousing. 

“Um, is this the man who put the ad in the paper? The one looking for the missing woman?” The girl on the phone sounded young and a little unsure. It was just the way Paul liked them.

“Who’s asking?” The woman beside him groaned, and he pushed off the bed and stalked into the bathroom for some privacy. He had a hard-on, but not because of the naked woman lying on his bed. His was hard because the thought of actually finding Jessa after weeks of searching for her might finally come to an end.

“I—” She cleared her throat, and he forced himself not to snap that she get the fuck on with it. He wasn’t a man known for his patience, and this one really tested his. “My name is Rosie.” She hesitated before she spoke again. “The girl in the paper looks a lot like the one I saw in the coffee shop I work at. She lives with a man. He has a cabin there that he shares with his brother.”

Paul stared at himself in the mirror. Even after weeks of healing and the stitches being removed, it still looked like someone hit him with a fucking fireplace poker. So that little slut was shacking up with two guys? Well, looks like he’d just have to go and take his property back. If Jessa thought he would let her walk out of his life and hide away with some assholes, she must not remember his belt very well.

“How sure are you that the woman in the paper is the same one you saw?” He made sure to place a missing person’s ad in the local and a few of the surrounding cities’ newspapers. He didn’t doubt that someone was bound to recognize her. Besides, Jessa had been a homebody the whole time he had known her. She hadn’t gone far. That much was certain.

“I’m pretty sure, or I wouldn’t have called you.”

His reflection showed his flash of teeth at her smart ass comment. “You think you could show me where this cabin is?”

“I mean, why are you searching for her?”

Forcing himself to remain calm, he said, “She’s my wife, and I have reason to believe she has been kidnapped, possibly even hurt.” Her sigh of defeat let him know she believed his full of shit lie.

“Yeah, I can show you where it is.” A long pause succeeded his words, but before his irritation came through in his voice she spoke. “The reward you offered … is it really that much?”

He grinned wider. “Yeah, as long as she is safe and unharmed.” They scheduled a time to meet up, and he ended the call. Staring at himself in the mirror, he felt his cock grow harder knowing Jessa was within his reach. Her anger was like an aphrodisiac, and he wanted more of it. She hits him; he hits her. Their relationship could be so much more potent. He would punish her for the shit she pulled on him before she ran, but it would make them grow closer in the end.

He gripped his cock and stroked it a few times. What he really wanted to do was have Jessa here to slap around, maybe tie up until she begged him for mercy. A moan from his bedroom had him grinning wider. He may not have who he wanted, but he had a willing female in his bed, and one who was about to understand the kind of submission he really liked.

****

Jessa sat and watched the fire crackle along the logs. The newspaper was strewn across the ground, and so far what she had been looking for wasn’t there. Nothing was mentioned about a manhunt for her, and no mentioning of the FBI searching for a woman who killed her ex-boyfriend. After almost two weeks of looking through the paper, she started to feel a little bit of dread and relief. A part of her didn’t want to have the knowledge that she actually took a life hanging over her head. But there was another part of her that knew if Paul wasn’t dead then she was as good as dead. She tried telling herself that there was no way Paul would ever find her. Deacon and Thayer’s cabin sat in the middle of nowhere, surrounded by the thick layer of trees and miles from civilization. 

‘How you doing, baby?” She lifted her had from where it rested in her hand and smiled at Deacon. He wore a pair of faded jeans and a black Henley. His dark boots were worn and scuffed, adding the whole “bad boy” look authenticity. She pushed herself onto her knees and lifted her hand. Running her fingers through his dark faux hawk, she felt her arousal grow.

A low growl left him, and she found she positively loved that sound. “You’re insatiable.” He started lowering his head until his mouth came close to hers and she felt his breath tease her lips. “Wasn’t two orgasms enough?” She closed her eyes at the remembrance of what the three of them had done just an hour prior in the shower.

She didn’t question anymore the primal way he acted. It didn’t matter that she felt something wild inside of them, lurking and waiting to be released. Before their mouths could connect, Deacon pushed away. She opened her eyes to see the smug look on her face.

“Why do you tease her, Deacon?” Thayer came walking in, his blue eyes set right on hers. He bent down and cupped her cheek. His lips found hers, and he didn’t tease her as he thrust his tongue in her mouth. When he pulled away she felt drugged. “How can you deny her anything when she looks so delectable?”

Deacon chuckled, and she looked around Thayer’s shoulders to glare at him. “I like teasing her and seeing a rise come out.” His voice dropped to a deep growl. “It makes me hard to know she wants me as bad as she does. And when I deny her, it makes her that much wetter.” He inhaled deeply, and she found butterflies flying around in her belly at the sight.

She stopped wondering about the strange things they did and said. The way they inhaled, like they could smell her arousal, didn’t make her confused any longer. All she found was a deep-seated need. She also found it highly arousing at the way they spoke about her, calling her mate, and claiming she was theirs. It seemed so primitive and barbaric, but she found it comforting all the same.

Deacon’s smile started off small, but grew, as if he knew where her thoughts had gone. “You want to go into town with us, baby?” She watched as they grabbed their coats. It was strange how quickly she became comfortable around them. They had a routine, and it felt like it had always been the three of them. It didn’t make sense logically, but after years of living in the dark, she finally saw the light, and she wasn’t about to let it go.

Deacon admitted that the only thing mechanically wrong with her car had been the radiator, and he had gotten the part for that within a few days of her being with them. He had admitted to dragging his ass on getting it fixed, and she couldn’t help but feel her heart swell because of it. They had wanted her here from the very beginning, and she realized, deep down, she had wanted to be with them also.  Nearly three weeks after he found her and she felt like she belonged, like she had a home. A heady feeling brought her to the brink of tears on more than one occasion. 

“No, I think I’ll stay here and cook some dinner. You guys won’t be too long, will you?” She pushed herself up.

“Why, you gonna miss us?” Deacon’s cocky tone had her fighting her smile.

Snorting, which was so not ladylike, she walked past him to start dinner. Before she was clear of his path he snagged her around the waist and pulled her into his body. His arm snaked around her waist, and he dipped her back. He held her off balance, but she knew his strength was immense.

“Don’t let me fall.” She said breathlessly as she stared into his eyes. She still saw some of that edginess behind his eyes. It was a presence inside of him that reached out, wrapped around him, and threatened to take him under. He still left for his runs, and when he returned, sweaty and exhausted, she showered with him, and the three of them went to bed. It was on those nights that Deacon clung to her, made love to her like an animal. He was rough, but in the good way, like he had been in the garage. 

“I’ll never let you go, Jessa.”

She knew his words held more than one meaning. He kissed her deeply, giving her everything. It was just as good as Thayer’s, and made her toes curl. He pulled away and helped her now weak body stand upright.

“We won’t be long, baby. Just going to get a few supplies.” She turned to head into the kitchen and squealed when Deacon tapped her on the ass. His and Thayer’s chuckled followed them as they left the cabin.

An hour later the chicken simmered on the stove, the mashed potatoes were mashed, and the green beans were taking a boiling bath. She was back in front of the fire on her belly, scanning the headline news. Nothing stood out to her, but when she skimmed over the personals her heart stopped. Leaning in to make sure her eyes weren’t deceiving her, Jessa stared at herself. The picture was several years old. That had been during a time when she actually believed the lies he spewed. Her hands shook as she gripped the edge of the paper and lifted it. 

Family seeking any information on the whereabouts of Jessa Taylor Malone. Jessa suffers from mental illness and can be unstable. She may be confused as to who she is. The family offers 5k for any information that leads to her reunion with her loved ones. Jessa may be confused and agitated. Five-foot-three and weighting one hundred and ten pounds, she has long dark hair and brown eyes.

She re-read the ad over and over again until every word became ingrained in her head. She wasn’t surprised that Paul searched for her, but surprise filled her that he offered five thousand dollars for information on her whereabouts. If she hadn’t skimmed over the personal section for all those weeks she might have seen it. She had been so focused and sure that she would see headline news on her being a murder suspect that she had never contemplated the lengths he would go to. 

Tears filled her eyes, and she blinked them away. Paul’s cell number was listed at the end of the ad. Those ten digits made her tears flow harder and faster. 

The paper crumbled in her hand, and she threw the ball in the fire. Black smoke billowed from the burning trash, and she laughed sardonically at the image. That was the story of her life: black and burning until there was nothing left. Part of her whispered that Paul wouldn’t be able to find her at the cabin, but the louder side of her said it was possible, especially when Paul was determined. The fact he claimed she had a mental illness and others should be wary of her had a hysterical laugh leaving her. The bastard was a sociopath, and she vowed he would never have control of her life again. 

She needed to speak with Thayer and Deacon, needed to tell them what was going on, to warn them. If she left now she could make it into town before she missed them. Yes, she needed to leave now because who knew how soon Paul would come for her. Leaving them was not an option, not when she loved them. She stopped in her tracks and squeezed her eyes shut. She loved them, so much it hurt at times. She had no doubt in her mind the Uncia brothers could handle themselves, but Paul was the very devil himself and wouldn’t stop, no matter what. That was why she needed to tell them the storm that was about to descend upon them all.

She raced to the door and grabbed her coat, purse, and the keys to her car. Memories of her night spent between Thayer and Deacon washed through her mind. She let herself think about those times, about the soft moans, whispered words, and pleasure that brought her to the brink of heaven. A fat tear slowly slid down her cheek and collected in the corner of her mouth. All she wanted was for things to be simple, but of course life didn’t work that way. Hard, body consuming sobs wracked her. 

After she put her coat and boots on she gripped the door handle and felt the cold seep into her body. She threw the door open and came face-to-face with the epitome of evil. Paul stood on the other side, his smile wide, his eyes filled with all kinds of crazy.

“Well, well, well, if it isn’t my little whore.” He flicked his eyes behind her, and a scowl took up his expression. “I heard you’ve been shaking up with not one, but two men?” He cocked an eyebrow at her. “If you wanted two cocks I could have made that possible. Maybe shared you with some of my buddies?” The way he said it left no doubt in her mind that the thought of him watching her with his friends excited him.

The sound of her blood rushing through her body was deafening as it filled her ears. Her car sat in the garage. If she could make it there she could lock the turns and try to make a run for it. What she knew with certainty was if Paul got her in his car, she would not be able to escape. He would make sure that never happened again.

“Now, are you going to come home with me like a good girl, or do I have to drag you drag you kicking and screaming?” His grin had chills racing up her spine. “Because I’ll tell you what, Jessa, the idea of you screaming turns me on.” He held his hand out for her, and she eyed it. Just the thought of touching him repulsed her. She could see his SUV parked close to the garage. Slinging her bag over her shoulder, she slipped one of her hands into her coat pocket and felt her keys. She swallowed and placed her other hand in his. It took everything inside of her to keep the bile down.

“Good girl, Jessa.” His hand tightened on hers to the point that pain shot up her arm. “It’s lucky your little bastards aren’t here, sweet thing.” The way he grinned looked like a starving wolf in the darkness. “We’re going to deal with the little stunt you pulled before you left. He raised his hand, and she flinched. His laugh was low and deadly. He brushed the pale hair away from his forehead, and she could see the nasty looking damage the fire poker delivered. “You’re going to get punished for this, darlin’.” He pulled her forward so hard she stumbled and slipped on the slick ground. It was hard to keep up with him, and when he opened the passenger door and shoved her in, she knew she couldn’t let this happen.

She didn’t fight him as he pushed her onto the seat, but she was ready to bolt as soon as he started walking around the front of the car. The garage was behind them, and she had her keys in her hand. When he started to make his way around the car she knew this was her only chance. Adrenalin and endorphins pumping a mile a minute, Jessa threw open the door and ran to the garage. She knew he kept the side door open, and if she could get to it she could lock it once inside. The bag hanging off her shoulder fell to the ground in her haste to escape. Her breath sawed in and out of her, and she pumped her arms, trying to eat up the distance in the on the slippery ground. The sound of Paul’s curse and then the heavy fall of footsteps behind her filled her ears. Lungs burning, she ran because her life depended on it. 

The spotlight over the garage showed her the way, but when she rounded the side the darkness cloaked it like the dead. She ripped open the side-door and slammed it shut behind her. Hands shaking uncontrollably, she turned the lock just as Paul threw his body against the door. A scream left her as she watched the frame rattle. Sprinting to the car, she fumbled with her car keys, before slipping inside and shoving them in the ignition. She could hear Paul slamming his body against the door. He called her every name in the book, and promised her he would beat her until she turned black and blue once he caught her. His words weren’t just a threat; they were a promise. The car purred to life, and she sent up a silent prayer of thanks. 

“Shit!” She stared at the closed garage door and then whipped her head to the right. The door practically bowed forward as Paul continued to muscle his way inside. She had to give Deacon and Thayer credit, because their craftsmanship was sturdy and strong. The garage door opener was on the wall right by the freaking door that Paul tried to get through. She knew she wasted valuable time, so pulling up her courage she darted out of the car and ran toward the opener. She knew she would have to be quick, because once Paul knew what she was doing he’d attack with a vengeance.

She reached out and slammed her hand on the opener, but just as she turned to make a mad dash for the car the door burst open, and Paul grabbed a chunk of her hair. She screamed and reached back as he tugged hard enough to have fierce pain slamming into her skull and her body flying backward. Her ass landed on the cement ground, and a burning agony climbed up her spine. Tears of pain, fear, and frustration pricked her eyes as she stared up at Paul. A dark look crossed his face, a look she had seen so many times. It was the expression right before he hit her. Bracing herself for the blow, she saw his hand swing toward her right before it connected with her cheek. Her ear rang, and floaters flashed before her eyes. She felt her lip split open, and then the tangy, metallic taste of blood filling her mouth.

“That was just a sample of what I’m going to do to you.”

Before he could say anything else, or move for that matter, two bright headlights filled the driveway. She felt the floodgates open up as she cried hard and powerfully. Deacon and Thayer were back.






  







Chapter Thirteen

 

“What. The. Fuck?” Deacon slammed the truck into park, but Thayer had already jumped out of the cab and taken off at a dead run to the garage. Deacon tore after his brother. He felt his animal clawing and roaring to be free. The sight of Jess on the ground with some male’s hands on her had his blood pounding. The smell of her blood filled the air, and he saw her split lip and the nasty bruise starting to form on the side of her face. He couldn’t stop it from happening. His bones broke, and his muscles contorted. He kept his eyes on Jessa as the shift took over him. Her eyes grew wide, and the tangy scent of her fear bathed the night. 

Thayer was still in human form, but Deacon could tell his brother was on the verge. The scent of fear rolling off the man when he got a look at him in his snow leopard form would have had him grinning, if he could have. He had a feeling the man trying to place claim on what was theirs was Paul. Deacon wanted blood, a lot of his fucking blood. Thayer reached them first and lunged at the man. Fists flew in a flurry of movement, and although he wanted in on the action, he knew he had to get Jessa away from the violence. He moved toward her, slow and steady, but her fear of him grew. She kept casting glances at Thayer. Deacon made a low sound in his throat, and she whimpered in response. He had meant to try to ease her, but he cursed himself for frightening her even more. She scrambled back and then turned and bolted. 

Fuck!

He looked at Thayer, who continued to beating the shit out of the guy. Blood poured from his mouth and nose and mouth, and his eyes were rolling back in his head. Deacon could see the flash of white behind his brother’s eyes, and knew he was precariously close to shifting.  At this point he didn’t give a shit if the Thayer tore the asshole limb-from-limb. What he was more concerned about was Jessa running into the woods. 

Deacon sprinted toward the tree-line. Lifting his head, he inhaled deeply, caught her scent, and took off in that direction. 

****

It felt like fire burned in Jessa’s lungs. She pumped her arms and legs as she ducked and dodged low hanging tree limbs. The snow was thick, and it was like making her way through mud, but she didn’t allow that to slow her down. 

Did she really see what she thought she saw? Shaking her head, she narrowly dodged a branch. She stumbled on the ground and clawed at the snow to right herself. She couldn’t hear anything aside from her beating heart and the air leaving her lungs. It sounded loud in the eerie darkness of the forest. 

Had that really been Deacon, as a leopard? God, she’d lost her freaking mind, but it had been real. She had seen his body contort from a man to an animal. Even though it sounded so absurd, she knew what she saw, and it had been horrifying. Even the low growl he had directed toward her had been so fearsome. One of the men she had grown to love was not really a man at all. And when she had looked at Thayer, who had been destroying Paul, she had seen the same supernatural flash of color that seemed to glow in his eyes. She didn’t believe in the paranormal, but she trusted her eyes and her instincts, and what she had seen had been something out of a nightmare.

Her foot caught on a strip of ice, and she fell forward. Palms smacking on the hard, cold ground, she cried out. She froze when she heard the heavy panting of an animal very, very close, and directly behind her. She didn’t move, didn’t even breathe as she tried to make herself as small as possible. Praying had never been something she did, but she closed her eyes and prayed to whoever would listen to help her get out of this. Hot, humid breath was practically on her neck, and a small sound left her. She had always heard animals could sense fear, and if that was true then he had to be able to bathe in it. The fear of a bite from a beast that large had her whole body tense.

 With her eyes still closed she pictured Deacon shifting right in front of her eyes. His already big body had morphed into the biggest fucking cat she had ever seen. White fur so sleek and thick had rippled across once smooth, tanned flesh. Black spots popped out along the pristine fur, looking like spilled ink. His body had been huge, more like a small horse than a normal leopard. The sight of his teeth, so sharp they could easily rip her flesh from her bones, flashed through her mind. He was frightening and intense, and when he stalked toward her with his pale blue eyes, ones that she had looked into while he made love to her, she knew everything she had ever known about the world was false. 

The sound of purring had her opening her eyes and panting in fear. He was so close she could feel the intense body heat pouring off of him. The sound vibrated through her whole body, and the soft, coarse hair on his body brushed her cheek. Another sound left her, and she curled her hands into the snow. She opened her eyes and saw his massive body step into her line of sight. The wind stilled, the snow stopped falling, and her heart ceased beating. The blue eyes that stared back at her had dizziness washing through her. 

“No, this isn’t real.” She shook her head and blinked away her tears. “It can’t be.”

The massive beast purred loudly, and she cried harder. He moved closer and butted his head gently against her shoulder. Her vision blurred from her tears, but she couldn’t take her eyes off of Deacon, or the leopard, or whatever the hell he was.

“Deacon…” His came fell from her lips on a whisper, and the animal in front of her made a low sound in its throat. He suddenly dropped onto his belly, his long, thick front legs in front of him, and his paws bigger than any she had ever seen stretched out before him. He watched her, and the deep, rhythmic purring started again. He lowered his head to where her hand rested and licked the top. The feel of his tongue sliding across the top of her hand sent shivers through her. It was rough, like sandpaper, but the way he moved it over her skin was gentle. Her eyes drifted closed on their own accord, and then she felt the warm, wet, roughness of his tongue sliding up the side of her face.

Her heart still beat frantically, but she felt warmth wash through her. Opening her eyes, she lifted her hand to his huge head. As if he sensed what she was going to do he lowered his head and rested it on the ground. Curling her fingers into her palm, she felt sweat start to bead on the underside of her hand as fear filled her veins. She wanted to run, far and wide, but she knew enough about wild animals that doing so would only set off their instinct to hunt. Her hand moved forward, as if her body wanted this even though she knew the danger. He moved his head closer to her until her fingers brushed along the back of his ear. The feel of the downy fur that covered him was a pleasant feeling, but inside she still screamed this was suicide on her part. A wild animal stood before her, a killer. But this was also Deacon, the man she had fallen in love with. 

“How is this even possible?” She talked to herself, but the animal whined low, and she snapped her eyes to his. The blue seemed to glow in the darkness, reminding her of some otherworldly creature. “Am I dreaming?” She could have laughed at herself for talking to him, but it was like her heart and brain were on autopilot and trying to make sense of what was going on because she had just seen the man she loved turn into a leopard.

Moving her hand down his neck, she could feel the corded muscles beneath his fur. The black spots stood out against the white snow. His tail, thick and long, gently swayed back and forth. The sound of footfalls behind her had Deacon tensing and jumping up. He used his body to push her back until she was on her belly. Though his head was low, teeth bared, and low growls were coming from his chest, she realized he wasn’t about to kill her. He protected her. Lifting his head after a moment, he sniffed the air and straightened his body. He saw Thayer stepping through the brush and walking slowly toward them. 

“Jesus, Jessa. Are you okay, sweetheart?” The snow under Thayer’s boots sounded like glass breaking. Deacon’s lithe body moved to the side, but kept close enough to her that his body brushed along hers and his heat kept her warm from the frigid temperature. He dropped down on his haunches and looked at her with concern in his eyes. 

Blood covered his white shirt that peeked out from his coat, and she also noticed a smattering across his cheek. Hand covering her mouth because she felt bile rise in her throat, she couldn’t believe the gentle giant that she loved as well looked the way he did. Blood was macabre on his cheek, and all she could think about was him launching himself at Paul like a beast consumed him. She swallowed at that thought. 

“Are y—” God, she couldn’t even say it. “Are you one also?” Snapping her eyes toward Deacon, she saw his piercing blue eyes locked on hers.

“Come on, sweetheart. Let’s get you inside where it’s warm, and then we can talk about everything.” She let him help her stand, but as soon as she was on her feet she pushed away. They stood side-by-side, a man and an animal. Could Thayer shift into one of those … things as well? 

“You don’t have anything to fear from us. We would never hurt you, Jessa.” Thayer held his hand out for her to take. His voice coaxed her, like he saw her as some spooked critter scurrying around in the woods. She supposed, in a way, that was just what she was.

All of this seemed ludicrous, but she knew they would never hurt her. Even if this whole situation didn’t make sense, it was real. Deacon was a damn animal shifter, and her proof stood right in front of her. “Did you kill Paul?” Everything around her stopped as she waited for Thayer’s answer. A low growl came from Deacon, and his ears flattened on his head. She took a step back.

“Deacon, chill the fuck out. You’re scaring her.” Thayer breathed out roughly and looked back at her. Deacon made another whining noise and sat on his hind legs. “Jessa, please come back to the house with us. You’ll freeze to death out here.” Shaking her head, she took another step back.

“I need to know what the hell is going on.”

Deacon huffed out and stood on all fours. He slowly made his way back toward her, his eyes bright, and the sound of his purring loud. Jessa didn’t move as his body brushed against hers. He placed himself at her side and leaned into her. The animal beside her was so massive that his weight made her spread her legs wider so she didn’t fall. He moved beside her to keep her warm. A little bit of her fear left her at that realization.

“No, Paul isn’t dead, but I was damn close to ending his miserable life.” Thayer’s eyes flicked over her face, and his jaw hardened.

“What the hell is going on?” She whispered at the same time she looked down at Deacon. Lifting his massive head, he nuzzled his wet nose against her hand.

“We wanted to ease you into this, to what we are.” Dropping his head, Thayer sighed. “We were born to a small community of shifters. It was all we knew for a long time. We didn’t have a loving family, as Deacon told you.” Pain filled his voice, and she wanted to go to him, but she stayed in place. She needed to hear what he had to say. 

“There is a lot more out there in this world than you would believe. Yes, I can shift into a snow leopard like Deacon, but, sweetheart, we would never hurt you.” He moved toward her until she could have reached her hand out and touched him. “You are the only thing that has ever meant anything to us. All I ask is that you trust us.” The vibration of Deacon purring beside her and of Thayer touching her cheek, had the emotions she felt for them rising to the surface. Her fear, anger, and frustration were buried under the weight of her love for them.

“None of this makes sense, but I know I love you two, and I know you wouldn’t hurt me.” She leaned into Thayer’s touch and placed her hand atop Deacon’s head. “I’m ready to hear whatever you have to say, and keep my mind open.” Thayer pulled her into a tight hug, and she closed her eyes and rested her head on his chest. The scent of him reminded her of their surroundings: fresh, clean, and uninhibited. A smile formed on her lips at the feel of a tongue licking every one of her fingers. This was either the most fucked-up dream she had ever had, or the world she thought she knew had just stepped into the realm of bizarre. They made their way back to the cabin in relative silence. The only sound that penetrated her thoughts was the sound of their feet moving over the ground. 

The property came into focus, and she saw Paul lying unconscious on the garage floor. His hands and feet were secured with zip ties, but she knew he wouldn’t have been able do any more damage because his face looked like ground hamburger. A shiver worked through her at the sight, and Thayer wrapped his arm around her shoulder and led her away from the carnage.

Once inside she kept her eyes on Deacon. He was still in his snow leopard form, and with the lights surrounding him, she couldn’t help but appreciate the beauty of him. All lean, hard muscle, monstrous fangs and claws, and a tail that looked dangerous enough to knock someone on their ass, made up only a part of this supernatural animal. Their eyes held, and she felt the hair on her arms start to rise with the increase of electricity in the air. The air became charged, and she gasped in awe and a little bit of fear as Deacon’s body started to contort back into his human form. Thayer stepped behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist, holding her close to his body.

“It’s okay. This is our world, and who we are.” Letting his words sink in, she leaned into his embrace. “We want you with us, Jessa. That is all we have ever wanted.”

Deacon stood in front of her, his nude, human body still as incredible as it had been every other time before. Thayer stepped away from her, and she sensed him moving into another room. Maybe to give them privacy? Licking her lips, she suddenly became so nervous. She should have been running in the other direction, but instead she found herself wanting to understand who and what they were. In the next instant he stood in front of her. She inhaled the woodsy scent that came off of him. All she could see was the animal that was part of him, lurking just below the surface.

“I would never hurt you, baby.” He cupped each side of her face and lowered his head to hers. Their foreheads touched, and she breathed in the same air as he did.

“I know that.” And she truly did, but how did someone accept something that seemed so unbelievable? To think there were people out there in the world that could shift into animals was so beyond her scope of imagination, but here she was, caught up in the lives of two men who meant more to her than anything else on earth. They had become her family when she had been alone in the world. Hurt and scared, they had taken her in and mended not only her life and health, but her heart as well. She could actually picture a life outside of the last five years. 

The life she now envisioned was filled with Thayer and Deacon.

“I don’t know how our lives will be, or if I could fully understand what you two are, but I do know that I love you guys, and want to try.” Deacon snapped his head back as if she had slapped him. For several long minutes they did nothing but stare at each other. Jessa could still feel the electricity pulsing through the air. 

“God, Jessa.” Deacon closed his eyes, and when he opened them again she saw the white flash of primal color behind him. “You have no idea how happy that makes me to hear you say that.”

“We love you, too, sweetheart, so much.” Thayer walked back into the living room and tossed a pair of sweats at Deacon. He grinned before slipping them on and wrapping his arms around her again.

“Damn, this feels good.” Deacon murmured against her hair. The sound and feel of him inhaling deeply made her feel so comforted. “I love you so much, baby.” 

“Hey, let me have a turn with our girl.” Our girl. A teasing note laced Thayer’s voice. She was pulled from Deacon and pressed against the hard planes of Thayer’s chest. She was thankful that he had changed his shirt. 

Maybe this life wasn’t “normal”, but it sure as hell wasn’t fucked up like her past life had been. She could handle a couple of leopards as her men as long as Thayer and Deacon loved her in return.

Yeah, she could handle whatever life threw at her, as long as she could walk side-by-side with these two men.






  







 

Epilogue

 

The following spring

The sun shone high in the sky, the weather was perfect, and Jessa was scared out of her mind. She held the loose bouquet of wildflowers in her hand and stared at the archway Thayer had designed and Deacon had built. It overlooked a small meadow filled with purple, white, and yellow flowers. It had been months since the incident with Paul, and now he was spending years behind bars. The fact he tried to kidnap her, the evidence of his abuse that night, and her medical reports throughout the years had been enough to make sure he would never hurt anyone else..

Rosie had ended up stepping forward and confessing that it had been she who answered the ad, but that if she had known Paul’s real motives she would have never been a part of it. She also admitted that her main goal behind contacting Paul was to get Jessa out of the picture because she had grown to care for Deacon. The ad had been misleading, but then again Paul was the master of manipulators. They hadn’t heard from Rosie since. 

After that night they had spoken long and hard about the whole shifting situation. Jessa didn’t know if she would ever be used the idea that they could turn into animals, even when they did do it in front of her. What she did know, without a doubt, was that the two men she was about to connect her life with loved her in return. After years of never finding her place in life, she finally felt like she belonged somewhere. Sure, it wasn’t the most conventional relationship, but what she had with Paul hadn’t been either. At least with Deacon and Thayer she knew there would never be pain. They always went above and beyond to make her comfortable, to make sure she knew just how precious she was to them. How could any woman turn away from that?

The ceremony was small, with only the three of them and an official to make it legal. By law she could only marry one Uncia brother, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t have a ceremony where she promised herself for life to both of them. 

She smoothed her sweaty, shaky hands down the modest ivory gown she wore. The lace was thin yet form fitting, and when the wind picked up it caressed her body and had her remembering the nights they embraced her in their arms. Her heart stuttered to life as she watched her two men step in front of the archway. They wore dark slacks and white dress shirts. They looked relaxed and casual, but the heat she saw in their eyes was felt deep down inside of her. Yeah, this was right on every conceivable level. 

Her men stood before her, both looking sharp and their gazes filled with love. Legally she would marry Deacon, but a slip of paper didn’t mean she loved one brother more than the other. Taking that first step, she let her smile wash over her as she walked toward her future and the two men that were now a part of it.

 

The End
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