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Passions 
 by Jennifer Cole 
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Dedication 
 To my mother, for your unconditional love and understanding; 
 Without your strength and gentle hand, 
 I would not be the independent woman I am today. 
[Back to Table of Contents] 
Chapter 1
Pushing a housekeeping cart along the long corridor, Jana made her way toward the service elevator in the back. After receiving her orders during the orientation meeting that morning, she was to begin the day on the fourth floor.

This wasn't exactly how Jana wanted to start over, but she had desperately needed to get away and figured she could earn a little money while enjoying the Caribbean atmosphere.

The wage they were paying wasn't too bad, and as an added bonus, during her off hours she had full use of the resort's luxurious facilities for the term of her employment. That had been a pretty appealing factor when she applied for the job.

What woman wouldn't be interested in a little pampering? Passions adults-only resort was an exotic, tropical paradise. A constant gentle breeze kept the air a degree less than stifling, and the subtle rustling of the broad leaves of the towering palm trees whispered in the zephyr. The main adobe building housed four floors of extra large guest rooms, with three junior suites each occupying floors five and six. The penthouse suite itself took up the entire seventh floor of the resort, overlooking the lush grounds.
 Inside the resort, the decorations and furnishings were done with the standard island flare, yet had been kept simple, understated. Planter pots filled with plants indigenous to the humid climate offered splashes of color throughout the various structures around the property. The combined fragrances of the native blossoms carried an almost mystical quality.
 It boasted the three largest swimming pools on the island, miles of white sandy beach which complemented the turquoise of the ocean, six restaurants, and a full service spa.
 The entire resort was clothing optional for the guests, and any sexual activity was permitted anywhere on the premises. In fact, it was encouraged.
 Uniforms for the female employees consisted of a white bikini top that barely covered their nipples and a dental-flossthin strip thong bottom. A coral micro-mini skirt completed the ensemble by showing off their 'hoo-ha' whenever the girls bent over. Male employees were bare on top with turquoise and coral armbands wrapped tightly around their upper arms, enhancing their already bulging biceps. Snug fitting coral shorts hugged scrumptious, make-your-mouth-water cheeks, leaving absolutely nothing to an admirer's imagination.
 Arriving on the fourth floor, Jana took out her roster and knocked on the first door of her assignment list. Room 404 was empty, and reeked of recent sexual activity. Chuckling to herself, Jana pulled on a pair of latex gloves and started stripping down the bed.
What have I gotten myself into, she thought with a smile.
 Jana wasn't completely naïve when she'd accepted the position at Passions. At twenty-nine, she had some idea of what to expect at the adults only resort. It still surprised her, though, that she was prepared to take a job so far out of her character just for a fresh start.
 Each guest room was furnished with a king-size bed, dresser, bar fridge, TV and DVD player. The usual stuff one would expect to find in a hotel room. The one unusual piece of furniture in every room was a glass curio cabinet which displayed an extensive assortment of vibrators, dildos, butt plugs, lotions, potions, lubricants, condoms, handcuffs, shackles, blindfolds and whips. There was most definitely a little something to be found to satisfy each and every sexual appetite.
 It was the responsibility of the housekeeping staff to ensure the cabinets were stocked when servicing the guest rooms. As well, there were several sex stores interspersed throughout the resort where guests could purchase adult novelty items they may not already find available in their own rooms.
 "Housekeeping," Jana called as she knocked on the next door of her assignment.
 When she didn't receive an answer she opened the door and walked in. A sharp gasp of surprise mixed with intrigue escaped her when she entered. On the middle of the bed, Jana observed a rubenesque woman straddling a tiny man, reverse-cowboy style. The woman's enormous triple D's bounced wildly as she rode the man beneath her. Narrow hips pumped upward meeting her downward strokes. Unaware their lovemaking held Jana's attention captive, both continued grunting and groaning loudly.
 "Oh, excuse me," Jana blubbered, blushing when the woman glanced over. "I'm so sorry. I thought this room was empty."
 "Hey, that's all right, sweetie. I guess we forgot to put the 'Do Not Disturb' sign on the door knob again." The woman panted heavily, never breaking stride.
 "Want to join in, cutie?" A raspy male voice came from somewhere under the woman.
 Politely, Jana declined, backing out of the room. * * * *

Tristan Nolan and Travis Cadence arrived at the resort, and after checking in were escorted to the penthouse suite. Out on the balcony the two stood overlooking the tropical paradise before them.

Guests were in various stages of undress all over the grounds and beach area. A couple in a swaying hammock under a cluster of palm trees openly engaging in intercourse gained their attention.

This was their third vacation at Passions. The men believed during this trip they would find exactly what they were looking for.
 "Third time's the charm," they joked with each other. Once changed out of their traveling clothes, they set out to explore their sexual playground. The men intended to make the most of their well deserved leave from home and work by going on the hunt for a little something to satisfy their carnal hunger.

[Back to Table of Contents] 
Chapter 2
After Jana completed her housekeeping assignments, the rest of the day was hers to do with as she wished.
 Freshly showered, she dressed in a peach tank top and aquamarine mini skirt, and pulled her long dark hair back in a scrunchie. Following a quick swipe of mascara, she grabbed her sunglasses and left her tiny room.
 Jana was grateful she didn't have to share her room with another staff member. Since leaving the unpleasantness of home for good, she was eager to enjoy some alone time. This would also allow some much needed time for her painful wounds to heal.
 Taking a leisurely stroll through the large botanical gardens on the resort premises, Jana enjoyed the fragrant scents of the island flowers in bloom. The crisp aromas were calming, comforting and brought to Jana's mind visions of a magical place; a mystical realm she had been dreaming of over the past several months. The air was still, bordering on stifling, and her body glistened with sheen of perspiration. Her light-weight clothing clung to her damp skin. Kicking off her sandals, Jana hastened on tiptoes over the hot grains of sand toward the ocean's edge to cool her toes. The crystal clear water soothed the burning as it swirled around her feet and ankles.
 A rumbling in her belly reminded Jana she'd missed lunch.
 Through her wandering, she found herself at one of the resort's many outdoor restaurants and was led to a table overlooking the beach and ocean. After placing her order, Jana turned to observe the many guests enjoying the beach. Most of the inhabitants were butt naked. Under an umbrella she spotted a man performing oral sex on a woman. Blushing, she quickly turned her head away.
 Jana wasn't a prude, she enjoyed sex very much. She just always felt herself as being more conservative. Never before in her limited sexual history had Jana been with a partner who had inspired her to experiment with anything more than the basic missionary position. In addition, she had never considered herself a voyeur. But, everywhere she looked since arriving at the resort, she saw sex.
 Guests engaged in various sexual acts all over the place, all of the time. Watching them didn't make Jana
 uncomfortable, quite the contrary. Although she didn't openly gawk, she found herself quite aroused when she caught a glimpse of the guests engrossed in their coupling.
 This voyeuristic side Jana didn't know she possessed surprised and excited her.
 Earlier, when she'd walked in on the couple in room 406, the sight lit a spark of hidden arousal inside her. Her body had indeed reacted to the visual stimulus of the couple fucking, dampening her panties and stimulating her nipples into tight peaks.
 An employee fraternizing sexually with resort guests was strictly prohibited. A clause written into the contract all employees were expected to sign clearly stated their employment would be terminated if they engaged in any sort of sexual contact with the guests.
 With no hesitation, Jana signed the employment contract. After the humiliation she'd endured over the last few months, the furthest thought from Jana's mind was a relationship, of any kind. Besides, any sexual frustration she encountered could be alleviated by her own hands. It certainly goes without saying, a partner makes love making more fun, but as far as Jana was concerned, a partner meant ... suffering.
 The iced tea she'd ordered was sitting on the table in front of her when she glanced down. With her thoughts wandering, she didn't remember the server bringing it.
 * * * *

Immediately, Travis's eyes focused on a dark haired woman as she entered the restaurant, and was led toward a table beside a glassless window. In an instant he was captivated by her natural beauty. Long, dark wavy hair was pulled up in a ponytail off her shoulders. Brilliant bright blue eyes sparkled with restrained passion. Her bronze colored skin, flawless.

The intense tightening of his balls had Travis gripping the arms of his chair for support. The acute reaction of his body's response to the woman brought a smile of confidence and satisfaction to Travis's lips.

She was the one.
 With hunger, his eyes followed the hypnotic sway of her backside as she had walked across the floor. All the while, they caressed the curves of her large breasts, curvy hips, her round buttocks and tanned legs. Her natural sexual appeal was alluring, innocent. His eyes zeroed in on several drops of perspiration running down the hollow of her throat, disappearing between the swells of her ample cleavage. It took tremendous restraint as Travis fought the urge to run up and lick those lucky droplets from between her perfect breasts. With restlessness, his cock stirred, pressing painfully against the restraint of his pants. He swallowed with great effort.
 From across the table, Tristan became immediately aware of Travis's distraction and glanced over his right shoulder. His mouth went dry and his cock sprang to life. Never before could he remember his body reacting with such urgent need from just a glimpse at a woman.
 It was her. She was the woman they'd been searching for.
 As she sat alone, their eyes were drawn to the movements of her mouth as she conversed with the server. Full, plump lips curled into a warm and inviting, sexy smile. Settling her chin in the palm of her hand she turned her head to look out over the beach.
 The two men shared a curious glance as her cheeks tinted pink, and she smiled before quickly turning away. The beautiful woman picked up her glass, and their balls pulsed as she took the straw between her luscious lips. Her cheeks hollowed slightly as she sucked the sweet, cool beverage into her mouth. As she swallowed, her two unnoticed admirers shifted uncomfortably in their chairs.
[Back to Table of Contents]

Chapter 3
A prickling sensation ran the length of Jana's spine, making the hair on the back of her neck stand on end. The unease of being watched came over her. Setting her glass down, she surveyed the restaurant eyeing the other patrons, trying to determine who might be looking at her. Customers were focused on the company they were with; no one appeared to be paying her any mind.

Across the dining room in a dimly lit corner, Jana spotted two large men at a table. Although she couldn't see them very well through the pale lighting, there was no mistake, they were staring right at her. She swallowed hard, her mouth had gone dry. Her nipples grew painfully erect and moisture flooded the apex of her thighs.

In that instant, and for the first time in her life, Jana became acutely aware of her sexuality. Never before had a look from one man made her panties wet with arousal. But this wasn't just from the look of one man, it was two.

Their seduction-laced smiles made her lower belly spasm as she looked from one man to the other. Jana was mesmerized by what she could see of their stunning, masculine beauty, aroused more than she ever thought was possible.

The server arrived with her order, startling Jana out of her trance. Thanking the girl, she glanced over to the table again, but the two men were gone. Scanning the restaurant with careful scrutiny she couldn't control the shudder of her body as a tremor moved through her.

Though she no longer saw them, she still felt their eyes on her.
 As Jana finished her empanadas, a cool breeze brushed along her left arm as if someone had walked by, albeit she was the only patron in that section of the restaurant. She was taken by surprise as the waft of spicy cologne inundated her senses. Closing her eyes she inhaled the intoxicating male scent. A soft moan caught in her throat, her body reacting as intense desire swarmed her. Her breasts ached, feeling swollen, her nipples pushed painfully against her top and her clit began to tingle. The masculine fragrance teased and aroused her senses, urging her body on its rapid climb to orgasmic release. Jana continued breathing the scent deeply, unable to stop herself from rubbing her hands between her thighs. With heat and desire, she was consumed ... So very, very close...
 "Miss, are you all right?" A concerned voice cut through the dizzying haze swarming her head.
And not a moment too soon, Jana thought wryly. She was on the verge of climax from the enticing scent alone. * * * *

Travis and Tristan delighted in the dark haired woman's surprised expression when she noticed their heated gaze. They could tell by the appearance of her pert nipples pressing against her top they had aroused her as much as she had them. A pretty shade of pink flushed across her face as she stared back at them from across the room.

As the server distracted the dark haired woman, the two men engaged their invisibility cloaking shields which allowed them to observe their abbastanza uno—pretty one— undetected and much more closely.

Under cloak, they watched her glance over at their table again. Disappointment marred her beautiful features when she saw they were gone. Shivering under the heavy weight of their unseen stare, her ample breasts jiggled, teasing the two men even more.
 "Ours," Travis and Tristan thought simultaneously. "Watching her has made my cock so fucking hard, Travis," Tristan thought-spoke to his friend.
 "Mmm, we must get closer to her," Travis answered. Unseen, the two approached her table as she finished her

meal, each sitting in a chair directly across from her. Closing her eyes, she tipped her head uttering a soft moan as she inhaled their spicy, masculine scents. They reveled in her puckered nipples pressing against her tank top as if inviting the two of them to have a taste. Her fragrant, musky female scent swirled in the air around them. Soft full lips parted slightly, her head tipped to one side. Both men watched, rapt, knowing she was cresting, nearing the brink, about to come, for them...
 "Miss, are you all right?" The server was scowled at for her insolence. Then, the two were soon smiling with mild amusement as the dark haired woman attempted to compose herself. Paying her tab, she left the restaurant, a flustered look quite apparent on her face.

Looking around to be sure no one was watching, the two men let down their invisibility shields.
 "I want her," Tristan growled out his need.
 "We shall have her," Travis said in agreement.
[Back to Table of Contents]

Chapter 4
Tristan and Travis were sitting pool side soaking up the Caribbean sun, and drawing blatantly obvious attention of enamored women like moths to a flame.

The two were of equal height and stature, standing six foot six, with a shoulder span of three and a half feet across and their dark, tanned skin, unblemished. Both wore their long, straight black hair tied at the base of their necks. The dark chocolate hue of their eyes could hypnotize a woman with a subtle glance, piercing straight to her soul, yet warm enough to make her melt at the same instant. Their muscular, athletic physiques were truly a gift from the gods, making men envious and women's mouths salivate.

To look at them, one would first assume they were brothers due to their similar appearance. But in fact they were born on the same day, at the same time, of the same year, to two different sets of parents.

The women continued walking by, gawking openly at the two gods lounging beside the pool. Several offered friendly greetings, volunteering to rub them all over with sunscreen. A couple even proposed marriage. Most giggled while just rushing by.

This was nothing new to the gorgeous twosome. Women shamelessly threw themselves at the pair wherever they ventured away from home. The men were humbly polite and clearly uninterested in the showering attention bestowed upon them by this bunch of horny women.
 There was only one woman who ignited their carnal lust, and they had yet to see her today. 
 * * * * Jana had finished her duties far too early the day before, so during the morning staff meeting she'd been given an extra floor to service. She'd cleaned her assigned rooms, finishing up by mid afternoon. On her way back to the service elevator, she was waylaid momentarily by a woman giving a man oral gratification in the hallway.

"Sorry ... we couldn't wait ... to get back ... to our room," the man groaned out as Jana hurried past.
 "No problem at all." Jana tried to sneak another peek at the couple as the elevator doors closed. "Enjoy."
 After stocking the cart for her replacement the following day, Jana made her way out to the largest of the three pools. Still dressed in her uniform, she approached the pool bar for a bottle of water and a fruity umbrella drink and found an empty chaise in the bright sun. The warmth of the sun on her cool skin was welcome after being cooped up inside most of the day.
 Jana glanced around at the resort guests enjoying themselves. The pool looked inviting and now that she was no longer on the clock, she decided to take a swim. Removing her employee name tag, she unzipped her skirt at the back, letting it fall to the ground around her feet. Under the skirt she wore the matching bottoms to her uniform top and as she bent over to retrieve her skirt from the ground, someone catcalled to her. Pretending not to have heard the crude remark, Jana walked to the side of the pool.
 The same tingling sensation she'd experienced the day before returned, and Jana sensed eyes on her. With a casual glance around, no one caught her attention.
 Trying not to give the odd, yet stimulating sensation a second thought, she dove into the pool.
 * * * *

Travis noticed their abbastanza uno on her way to the bar. "Ah, she has arrived." He nodded in Jana's direction, thoughtspeaking to Tristan.

Both men observed her casual interaction with the bartender as he handed her the beverages. Hungry eyes followed her to the chaise she selected, caressing her body thoroughly as she moved. Their mouths watered as she reached behind, undoing her zipper. Two cocks sprung to life as the coral fabric fell to her feet, exposing the tanned twin globes of her buttocks.

With anger they both tensed as a male voice called to her, and Tristan glared with revulsion at a man who was old enough to be her grandfather. Travis smiled as she politely ignored the crude comment and dove into the crystal clear water.

In a flash, the two men were sitting on the edge of the pool when her face emerged from the water. They groaned audibly, noticing the cups of her bikini top had shifted and her large, luscious breasts were now free. Their eyes focused on her pink puckered areolas as her breasts bobbed on top of the water.
 * * * * Rubbing the water from her eyes Jana looked up at the two men before her, their eyes fixed on her chest. She gasped and instantly recognized the two as the handsome men from the restaurant the day before. Following the path of their eyes, she looked down and casually pulled the cups back into place, adjusting herself.

"Ooops. You two got quite an eyeful." Jana giggled and swam away. Then she silently chastised herself for her open flirtation with the two handsome strangers, feeling her cheeks heat despite the cool water.

As Jana climbed the ladder from the pool, she noticed the two hotties now sat on the loungers on either side of hers. Her body began to sizzle as their heated gaze raced over her every voluptuous inch, nearly drying her wet skin.

They both stood as she walked toward her chaise. The spicy, arousing scent she remembered from the night before swirled under her nose, making Jana light headed.

"I'm Travis Cadence."
 "Tristan Nolan."
 Their deep, husky voices seductively caressed her as their

eyes had only moments before. They each extended a hand to her. An electric jolt surged through her as she shook their hands. "Hello. I'm Jana Michaels." Jana's heart was thumping loud in her chest.
 "We would like you to join us for dinner this evening, Miss

Michaels," Travis said.
 Their invitation surprised her, taking her aback. Jana found
 herself very sexually excited. The sudden warmth of arousal
 that came over her as she stood close to the two hunks made
 her head spin with lustful thoughts, and her pussy tingle. Mmm, she was going to be in big trouble if she didn't stay
 away from these two.
 "Oh, I'm sorry," she said, towel drying her hair. "But
 employees are not allowed to socialize with the guests." "But you are not working now, are you?"
 "Well, no." She admitted, then shook her head
 apologetically. "I'm really sorry, it's just not permitted. Thank
 you for the invitation, though."
 With a warm smile, she scooped up her things before
 walking away.
 * * * *

Damn rules , Jana thought as she stood under the spray of the shower back in her room. After spending only two days in this hedonistic paradise, her hormones were running amuck. Everywhere she turned, people where touching, fucking and sucking each other to erotic blissfulness. The smell of sex hung heavy in the air around Passions. There was no getting away from it. Now, after speaking to those two Adonises by the pool, she was in 'horny' overdrive.

Despite the warm water showering over her body, she shivered. The fine hairs covering her skin stood on end. Suddenly, Jana felt as if she were no longer alone in her bathroom. Pulling the see-through curtain aside, she cast a curious glance around the room.
 Indeed she was alone. Catching a glimpse of her face in the mirror, brow furrowed, lips frowning, Jana snickered.
 "You're being ridiculous," she told her reflection.
 The words did little to appease her anxiety. From the tips of her toes to the top of her head, inch by inch, her flesh tingled as if being caressed by unseen eyes. The two handsome strangers from the restaurant and the pool flashed in her mind.
 A powerful shudder coursed through her.
 "Or are you?" Once again she frowned at the mirror.
 A second scan of the bathroom assured her she was by herself. Shaking her head to clear her thoughts, Jana closed the curtain to resume her shower.
 Just the image of the two men in her mind had Jana's body instantly aroused.
 In an attempt to assuage her sudden sexual frustration, she stood under the warm cascading water of the shower, stroking her fingers across the slopes of her breasts. Visualizing the perfection of each man, Jana slid a hand down her belly to cup her mound.
 Though the two were strikingly similar in their physical appearance, Jana could easily see their differences. There was simply no denying it, she was attracted to the two men. To her surprise, the attraction she felt went way beyond the physical. The pull the two men had over her was strong, and Jana felt herself helpless to fight it.
 In Travis Cadence's eyes, she saw power, dominance and passion. A woman bound to him would be loved, cherished, respected. Her care, her needs would always be paramount to him. Jana began to feel envious of the unknown woman who would one day belong to him. Or maybe there was already a woman sharing his life, his bed. Before it had the opportunity to dampen her spirits, Jana pushed that thought from her mind, because for right now, he belonged only to her.
 Of the two friends, it was easy to read that Travis was the most serious by nature.
 Slipping a finger inside her body, Jana moaned aloud as her mind continued to wander.
 Tristan Nolan was equally as alpha as his friend. Behind the power and dominance, his eyes flickered with mischief. A woman loved by him would be treasured, pampered and spoiled beyond her wildest imagination. Tristan's playfulness would most definitely keep his lover on her toes.
 A voice in the back of her mind assured her that separately they would be passionate lovers, but together, they would rock her world.
My world? She shivered at the thought as her body escalated toward climax.
 How would it feel to have one of them make love to her? Or better yet, both of them.
 Her body continued its climb, higher, until her lower belly tightened, her breath grew ragged...
 Jana stiffened in an instant as the smell of spiciness mixed with coconut suntan lotion invaded her nose mere seconds before she'd met release. It was the same mesmerizing scent from the night before.
 How could just thinking about Travis and Tristan conjure up that hypnotic male fragrance?
 She peered through the clear shower curtain in search of an intruder, or maybe two, in her room. Seeing nothing amiss, Jana turned off the water, stepped out of the tub and wrapped a large, fluffy bath towel around herself and strode to the dresser. Standing in front of the dresser, Jana inhaled the aromatic male scent deeply. The effect the pleasant odor had on her, surprised and intrigued her. Tugging on hiphugging red lace panties and matching bra, she went back into the bathroom to blow dry her hair.
 * * * *

" What kind of fucking rule is that?" Tristan thought-spoke to Travis, thoroughly pissed off.
 Through Travis's thorough examination of her approaching body at the pool, he'd spotted fading, but very evident bruises encircling both of her upper arms. Carefully, he'd caged the anger building within him.
What had their woman been through? he wondered to himself.
 "That will not stop us from having her," he assured Tristan.
 The men engaged their cloaking shields and followed Jana through the corridors of the resort to her room. They both stepped inside behind her, before she closed the door. Standing with their backs to the closed door they watched as she removed her wet bathing suit, and then followed her to the bathroom as she stepped into the shower. She had a natural sensuousness the two men found irresistible. Both men were finding it difficult to contain their rapidly growing animalistic hunger for her.
 Something caught Jana's attention and she peeked around the shower curtain. The expression on her face had both men grinning. They speculated she was sensing their presence in the bathroom. Not that Travis and Tristan needed confirmation, they were more than confident in the knowledge that Jana was their woman. The fact that she could sense them while in their shielded forms was a positive sign.
 With a shake of her head, she continued with her shower.
 Tristan rubbed his erection through his shorts as they watched her soap her soft skin.
 "Easy buddy." Travis looked over at him. "You don't want to leave a mess."
 As her own sudsy hands caressed her breasts and pussy, excitement struck them as they watched her through the clear shower curtain. As she touched herself, the two men ached to stroke their strong hands along her soft, supple flesh.
 Unable to control their body's response to her nearness, both men began to release their pheromones. In a matter of seconds the small lavatory was filled with the scent of their need for her.
 A second time, in their unseen forms, they gained her attention.
 To their immense disappointment, Jana exited the shower without finishing herself off. Neither man was dissuaded. They would have another opportunity to enjoy Jana in the throes of passion, and next time, it would be by their hands.
 Back in her bedroom they silenced a groan at the great discomfort in their groin areas as she pulled her panties up over her curvy bottom. When she walked back into the bathroom and they heard her hair dryer, Travis and Tristan let themselves out of her room.
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Chapter 5
The next morning, cloaked under their shields, Travis and Tristan stood outside Jana's door anxiously waiting for her to leave for work. At nine o'clock she emerged from her room dressed casually in navy shorts, a yellow tank top and tennis shoes.

They followed her close as she made her way through the lobby to the café on the far side, where she'd ordered a cappuccino to go.

"What are you going to do on your day off Jana?" the young girl behind the counter asked her.
 "I'm taking a tour of the city today. You know, check out my new surroundings."
 Jana left the resort out the front door and sat with the group of guests waiting for the tour bus to arrive.
 Travis and Tristan stood away from the group, enjoying Jana's animated interaction with the guests. Still under shield, they boarded the bus with the others, sitting in the very back, keeping an eye on their woman.
 * * * *

The group followed close to the guide, listening attentively to his narrative about the history of the old buildings they were touring.

Jana took in the opulence of the hand crafted wooden furnishings within the rooms. The group had continued with the tour moving on, but Jana was too distracted by the furnishings and didn't notice she was now alone in the old room.

The subtle sensation of a finger grazed along the back of her arm. Jana spun around, but the room was empty save for her. The gentle scent of spicy aftershave assaulted her senses. Closing her eyes, Jana inhaled the familiar inebriating scent from the restaurant and her room, which made her head spin with desire and want. Electricity surged through her. Her nipples grew hard, standing firmly at attention.

A hand touched her cheek, the centre of her breast, caressed her ass, rubbed her thigh, all at the same time. Jana moaned softly, the spicy aroma sending her senses soaring as the hands stroked along the curves of her body with gentle and confident possession.

Once again, Jana found herself teetering on the precipice of climax by that scent, and now she was being touched along with it. Something brushed against her lips and she parted them in offering. Her pussy, now way beyond damp, clenched with eagerness as she inhaled the spiced, masculine fragrance. Her nipples became taut, and her body shivered with anticipation and need.

Mmm, so close...
 "Miss, are you coming?"
 In an instant the touching ceased. Her eyes shot open in

search of the voice.
 Jana licked her tingling lips, tasting ... man.
 Despite the thick heat in the air, she felt a chill and rubbed
 her arms vigorously with trembling hands. 
 Without a word, Jana lowered her head, walking past the tour guide, too embarrassed to make eye contact with him. * * * * Travis and Tristan watched as the group moved on. Taking the opportunity to move in on Jana, Tristan stroked a finger down her arm gaining her attention. Travis slid in front of her and brushed the back of his finger against her cheek. She moaned, tipping her head as Tristan reached around to stroke a fingertip over an erect nipple. Travis's hand cupped and squeezed her ass while Tristan ran a hand down her thigh. Their touch was soft and feather-like so as not to startle her, only to stimulate and arouse her.
 And they did just that. Jana's face flushed with passion as her arousal climbed higher.
 Unable to stop himself, Travis leaned down and brushed his lips against hers. At the same moment, Tristan closed his mouth around her ear, creating a fierce heat that pulsed throughout the three of them. Their stiff erections strained against the restraint of their pants, begging to be released, begging to come in contact with their woman.
 All three of them were so close...
 "Miss, are you coming?"
 When his eyes shot open, Jana was staring dreamily into Travis's face. Her cheeks were flushed with excitement, her breath raspy. He and Tristan held their breath as many seconds ticked by. His eyes dropped and focused on the sensual movement of her mouth as the moist tip of her pink tongue peeked out and licked across her lower lip, tasting him. Her slender throat bobbed as she swallowed. Lowering her head, and with bright rosy cheeks Jana walked with a brisk stride past the tour guide without a sound.
 Tristan and Travis glared with anger at the man.
 How dare he interrupt them!
 When the guide watched Jana whiz past him, his head tipped, his eyes locked on her swaying backside as she joined the rest of the group. As he took a step forward, he was shoved from behind. Startled, the man spun around to find himself alone.
 Travis and Tristan exchanged a gratifying nod and once again joined their abbastanza uno.
 * * * *

After several hours of touring the city, the group exited the bus to spend an hour shopping in the market where the locals peddled their wares. Jana strolled around the stalls and clapboard structures checking out the treasures for sale. She'd picked up a colorful vase, admiring the intricate details of the hand molded pottery. Some people are so talented, she mused.

"Oh, I'm sorry." A male voice took her by surprise. "Excuse me?" She turned facing him.
 "No, excuse me," he said with a friendly smile. "I bumped

into you. I'm sorry."
 "No, you didn't." Jana smiled back shaking her head. "I bumped him," Tristan admitted with a shrug, thoughtspeaking to Travis. "I was too wrapped up in watching Jana. Watching her fingers caress the neck of that vase has made my cock so hard."

Once again, neither man could control their body's reaction to their woman. Their spicy pheromones filled the air. Only the woman destined to be theirs would take notice.

On cue, Jana caught their combined scents on the breeze. Tipping her head back she sniffed the air, inhaling deeply.
 The two men studied her with piqued interest. "She can smell us," Travis thought-spoke to Tristan.
 Jana turned suddenly and was face-to-face with Travis, though she could not see him. Knowing she felt the weight of his stare, he watched as she looked through the crowd around her, searching the many faces. Raising her hand, she reached forward, and a glint of seductive heat gleamed in her eyes.
 Travis swallowed hard, not taking his eyes off her beautiful face.
 Stopping not more than an inch from touching his chest, Jana lowered her hand, flashing a sexy smile before walking on to another booth.
 Standing at a jewelry vendor waiting for the tour bus to come back for the group, the men watched her with admiration as Jana examined a gold chain link bracelet. The bracelet was beautifully crafted, and as she held it over her wrist, a smile turned up the corners of her full lips. The sparkle in Jana's bright blue eyes flickered out when she looked at a tag dangling from the clasp, and quickly set the bracelet back down on the table.
 After looking at several other items on the table, Jana went back, picking up the bracelet a second time. Travis and Tristan frowned at her disappointed expression as she again put it back down on the table and walked to the curb to wait for the bus.
 Back at the resort, the two men followed her closely as she grabbed a sandwich and a soda from the café and went straight to her room for the night.
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Chapter 6
The next morning Travis and Tristan again took up positions outside Jana's door. At seven sharp she came out of her room dressed for work.

Tristan adjusted the growing bulge in the front of his shorts.
 "Didn't you take care of that last night?" Travis teased his friend, through thought.
 "I did. Twice," Tristan admitted with a casual shrug. "I have to sink myself into her soon, Travis. The brief physical contact we've enjoyed is driving me insane. And I can't get her scent out of my mind."
 "I agree. Soon Tristan. Very soon."
 Under shield, they accompanied Jana to the meeting room where the housekeeping staff received their daily room rosters and assignments. After the hour long staff meeting and 'pep talk' her supervisor gave, Jana made her way to the supply room to retrieve her cart. After stocking it with the necessities for the day, Jana ventured down the corridor to the service elevator.
 Once in the elevator Jana caught a scent of the spicy fragrance that made her forget her own name. She sniffed the air trying to get a solid whiff, but was unable to actually pinpoint it.
 As she entered the sixth room of her assignment, the feeling of being watched came over her. Her skin prickled teasingly and she shook her head, trying to shake off the titillating sensation. She'd finished making the bed and was about to plug in the vacuum when the spicy scent assaulted her senses.
 Jana anxiously looked around the empty room. Something brushed against the side of her left boob. She gasped in surprise jumping back a step. Warm breath caressed her ear, and her eyes closed as the erotic sensation sent a jolt straight to her clit. Her lower belly clenched, her nipples tightened. Jana knew what to expect next and was eager with anticipation. The spicy male scent filled the entire room making her pleasurably dizzy.
 Overcome with a hungering lust, she felt fingers strum along her bare back and belly at the same time. She opened her eyes looking down, but saw no hands touching her. * * * *

Tristan and Travis noticed Jana's eyes search in wonder, but did not stop their playful teasing.
 Travis stroked a finger up the inside of her smooth thigh, a soft moan escaped Jana's parted lips. He touched the silky fabric covering her sex, feeling the dampness of her arousal.
 With a light, teasing touch Tristan rubbed circles around Jana's taut nipple through her bikini top. He brought his face to her shoulder blowing his warm breath across her neck.
 Jana shivered. Her breathing became ragged as she ascended, reaching for her peak. Nothing would impede her release this time, they would be sure of it. She was all alone in the room as unseen hands coaxed, urged and silently begged her.
 Her climax hit suddenly and was strong. Tristan and Travis supported her trembling body between theirs as her knees weakened.
 Tipping her head back, nearly bumping Tristan behind her, a sensual groan sounded in her throat as Travis felt moisture drench her panties.
 Jana wasn't alone in her passion. They had both come while watching Jana meet her release.
 Travis lifted his finger to his nose and inhaled her feminine, musky scent on his long, thick digit. "Jesus, I need to taste her."
 It took a few minutes for Jana to catch her breath, and gather her strength. Then somehow she managed to finish cleaning the room.
 * * * *

On their way to their penthouse suite, Travis and Tristan stopped off at the resort manager's office. Knocking once, they entered without waiting for a reply. Franklin Williams leapt from his chair, startled as the two large men entered his office.

"We want Jana Michaels assigned to our suite," Travis stated, crossing his arms over his chest, daring the man to defy him.

Williams cleared his throat. "Is there a problem with the woman who cleans your suite now?"
 "No," Tristan and Travis admitted in unison.
 His eyes narrowed in question. "Well, then I don't understand. If Giselle is doing her job..."
 Travis and Tristan stared in annoyance at the pudgy, beady eyed man in front of them. It was clear to the two men that Franklin Williams was a spineless, insipid twit.
 "Miss Michaels is a new employee, gentlemen," Williams began, shaking his head. "She only just started with us a few days ago, and I'm afraid you'll be disappointed with her inexperience. If you're not happy with Giselle's performance, I'd be more than happy to arrange for another senior staff member to take her place."
 The twosome exchanged a patient smile. "We want Miss Jana Michaels assigned to our suite, Mr. Williams," Travis stated again, politely, and there was no mistaking the authoritative tone in his deep voice.
 Without hesitation, although clearing his throat anxiously, Williams replied, "Of course, gentlemen. I'll see to it that Miss Michaels reports to your suite first thing tomorrow morning."
 As Franklin Williams searched for the phone under a pile of papers on his desk, Tristan and Travis nodded in satisfaction and left the office.
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Chapter 7
The next day when the staff meeting ended, Jana opened her room roster and read: Penthouse Suite, and nothing else. With paper in hand, she approached her supervisor.
 "What does this mean?" she asked with unease. "You are to report to the penthouse suite. And that will be your only assignment until further notice."
 "I don't understand?"
 "Mr. Franklin advised me late yesterday of your new assignment. I don't question, I just assign. He also told me to remind you that sexual contact with guests is prohibited, and will not be tolerated. Is that clear?"
 "Yes, ma'am." Jana shuddered as a sudden chill moved through her. "Crystal clear."
 She read the roster again, but it did not indicate who was registered in the suite. It must be someone pretty important to have rented the largest suite in the resort, Jana thought on her trip in the service elevator.
 When she arrived at the penthouse suite, she knocked on the door.
 "Housekeeping," Jana called, pressing her ear to the door to listen for sounds inside. Knocking a bit louder, she announced herself again. "Housekeeping." Receiving no reply, she swiped her pass card through the slot, tripping the lock and allowing her access. Jana hesitated a moment at the threshold before entering. "Hello. Housekeeping," she called out one last time. Satisfied she was alone, she walked into the enormous suite.
 When she passed the foyer, she found herself standing in the living room/lounge area. Two large, overstuffed sofas in robins egg blue sat in the middle of the spacious room. A dozen accent pillows in pastel shades of pink, yellow, lavender, green and blue were neatly arranged atop the puffy cushions. Two wicker arm chairs were placed on either side of the gas fireplace along the far wall. A glass-top wicker coffee table sat in front of the sofas with matching tables at each end of them. Arrangements of fresh cut island flowers were on nearly every flat surface in the suite. However, the aromatic fragrance of the flowers could not drown out the heavy spicy scent of man which infused the large room.
 Jana's body began to hum with sexual tension as she entered the room. Erect, pert nipples pressed against her bikini top, that scent driving her libido crazy.
 The whole outside wall along the balcony was glass. White gauze sheers hanging from the ceiling to the floor waved from the gentle breeze, blowing in from the open sliding glass door in the middle of the glass wall. To the right side of the door, a wrought iron and glass-top square table sat with a chair on each side. Jana approached the glass wall and pulled the drapery back, looking at the breathtaking view from this height. She peered through a doorway beside the table and found a fully functional kitchen. Moving across to the other side of the room, behind the door, she found a wide hallway with a large bedroom on either side. Each featured a fourposter king-size bed in the middle of the room, and both had their own en suite with four person whirlpool bathtub. The door at the end of the hall held a normal size lavatory.
 Jana walked back to the door and pulled her cart into the foyer, wondering who rented this suite. Maintaining her professionalism, though, she refrained from snooping around. She wasn't a nosy person, anyway.
 Since this was her only assignment, Jana took her time doing an overly thorough job. Aside from the luggage she'd spied in each of the open bedroom closets, it didn't appear as if anyone was staying in the suite. The beds were made as if they hadn't been slept in the night before, and there wasn't a speck of dust on anything. She'd scoured the bathrooms, vacuumed the carpets, cleaned the windows and fluffed the accent pillows on the sofas. Jana managed to busy herself for four hours before she'd run out of things to do.
 Pushing the cart back into the corridor Jana washed the tiled foyer floor on her way out. Glancing around the suite, a soft smile played across her lips as she backed out, closing the door.
 Only when they heard the lock on the door catch did Travis and Tristan drop their invisibility shields. Both men wore silk boxer shorts, smiles, and were sporting rock hard erections. * * * *

Later that afternoon the twosome had found Jana sitting alone in the outdoor restaurant. She sat at the same table as she had the first day they'd seen her, looking out over the beach. They studied her for a brief spell before approaching her table.

"May we join you, Miss Michaels?" Tristan's husky voice took her by surprise.
 Looking up at the two hunks standing beside her table, her sexy, warm smile was inviting. Hunger flickered in their dark eyes as they looked at her, not unlike the other day when her boobs fell out of her bikini top and were bobbing before them in the pool.
 "Mr. Cadence. Mr. Nolan. Yes, of course. Please sit down."
 "Travis and Tristan, is fine, please."
 "Then you will please call me Jana." She cast them a flirtatious grin.
 Tristan raised his hand and waved over a server. He arrived at their table with three champagne flutes and a bottle of Dom Pérignon.
 "You will celebrate with us," Travis commanded, passing her a glass. Their fingers touching as she accepted it made her belly flutter. He offered a glass to Tristan and poured one for himself.
 "What are you two celebrating?" Jana asked with interest.
 "We acquired a beautiful find today." They smiled at her, mischief dancing in their eyes.
 "Ooh, I'm intrigued." She returned their smile before taking a sip from her glass.
 Masculine spice filled the air around her. Maintaining her control was proving difficult as she sat across from the incredibly handsome pair, in combination with smelling that intoxicating male scent.
 "Recently something very rare to us crossed our path." Tristan's voice was deep, husky. "And now that rare treasure is ours."
 The timbre of his voice sent a shiver running through Jana, straight to her pleasure zone.
 "We would like to show you." Travis winked and lifted his glass to his lips.
 Jana's eyes zeroed in on his mouth as his lips parted. His tongue licked across his full lips after swallowing the delicious liquid. Her own tongue slipped over quivering lips as she lifted her eyes to meet his intense, penetrating gaze. An electric pulse coursed through her body, igniting a fire low in her belly. She felt fevered and chilled at the same time. Moisture pooled at her hot center and her fingers trembled around the stem of her glass. She carefully set the glass down on the table before she dropped it.
 "I'd like that," she said, surprised at the breathlessness of her voice.
 "We are confident that you will," the two men chimed in unison.
 After several moments of comfortable silence, Travis requested a second bottle of champagne and reached across the table taking her left hand in his.
 "Come," he said, his voice deep, husky, sensual. "We have reserved a private pergola on the beach where the three of us will enjoy the setting sun."
 Jana's lips parted in a silent gasp. These two gods wanted to watch the sunset with her?
 When she found her voice she stammered, "But it is still early. The sun won't set for a couple of hours yet."
 "Well, would you like to do something else together until then?" Tristan asked, picking up her glass as Travis helped her to her feet. "We could go for a walk. Or take a swim in the ocean. We will do whatever your heart desires, Jana."
 Her belly fluttered and her pulse quickened. They wanted to spend time with her.
 "There isn't anywhere else I'd rather be," she heard herself admit to them.
 The hungry grin they both gave her made her breath catch.
 "To the privacy of the beach it is," Travis said, linking her arm through his. "This way, our love."
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Chapter 8
Jana arrived at the penthouse on time the next morning, and knocked on the door announcing her presence. No one answered. After the third knock, she let herself in to the luxurious suite. Cautiously she walked around checking to see if anyone was there. Once again she found herself alone. Bringing her cart into the foyer, she grabbed her dusting cloth to start working.

As she turned, something black was brought down over her eyes, plunging her into darkness. Startled, Jana sucked in a deep breath and dropped her dusting cloth, reaching her hands up to her face. They didn't make it. Fingers gripped her wrists tightly, pulling them behind her back. Jana wiggled and squirmed, attempting to release her small feminine hands from the firm grasp of the strong, male ones holding her hostage. In her chest, her heart thumped wildly and her breasts heaved with ragged breath.

Her state of panic elevated as Jana felt a solid, masculine chest press against her back and hot breath teased her flesh as a mouth closed around her ear. She squealed with surprise as a second, hard body pressed against her front, squishing her breasts between them.

Just as suddenly as the two warm, male bodies pressed against her feminine form, the scent of spice attacked her senses. Along with feeling lightheaded with sexual need, Jana found comfort in the familiar scent, putting her anxiety and panic somewhat at ease. She gave in to the overwhelming need to be touched by the possessors of that exotic scent.

A wet tongue tickled over her lips, which she parted in search of the mouth it belonged to. Her meek effort was rewarded when a mouth crashed against hers in a wet caressing assault.

One hand held the two of hers firmly in place behind her, while another stroked up her arm, across her shoulder to her neck to where her bikini top was tied. Fingers plucked at the thin straps, releasing the bow.

Jana gasped into the mouth assaulting hers as her top was removed from her body. Through the pounding of rushing blood in her ears, Jana faintly heard the zipper of her skirt being drawn down, seconds before she felt it pool around her feet.

With great reluctance, Jana pulled away from the delicious kiss, groaning. "Stop. We can't do this." She panted, shivering as two hands cupped and massaged her achy, full breasts. While one hand still restrained her, another cupped her sex, a finger stroking between the folds against her hot, needy centre. "Sex is ... strictly prohibited ... between guests ... and employees." By now, Jana was too consumed with desire to stop, her body ached with need. The spicy aroma swarmed her, an aphrodisiac to her already aroused senses.

Her head fell back and she leaned heavily against the hot masculine body behind her. Well defined pectoral muscles flexed against her smooth feminine back. A warm, wet tongue licked, and confident soft lips sucked possessively along her neck and shoulders.

The body in front of her dropped to his knees. Large, warm hands caressed her belly and hips with tender possession, and wandering fingers slowly rolled her panties down the length of her legs to the floor.

" Open your legs for me." Jana heard a sultry, deep voice in her mind and obeyed, sliding her feet apart.
 The hand holding her wrists released her and joined the other in massaging and teasing her breasts. Her own hands found what they too sought, and she wrapped her fingers around a heavy, thick cock. She hadn't handled many, but this was by far the largest in length and girth that she'd ever had the pleasure of handling. Strong hands slid up Jana's thighs to the throbbing area in between. Exploring fingers spread her outer lips open, exposing her swollen pink bud inside.
 * * * *

" Her pussy is so wet. I have to taste her," Travis thought to Tristan, as he studied her pulsating nub for a moment before sliding his tongue over it. Gently, he suckled the bud between his lips.
 "Oh yes, yes," Jana groaned. Travis continued to pluck and lap at Jana's engorged clit, rolling it around in his mouth, while Tristan continued to caress her breasts.
 * * * * Jana's body was on stimulation overload. Mindlessly she rubbed herself against the hungry mouth feasting upon her pussy, while expert fingertips squeezed and
 tugged her nipples to a pleasure-pain burn. Jana wasn't certain how much more gratifying torment her body could endure before she blew apart at the seams.
 When the feasting warm, wet mouth suddenly abandoned her, she couldn't control her whimper of protest.
 Gentle hands urged her to the ground, on to her hands and knees. With eager anticipation, she readily complied. * * * *

The men looked with wild hunger at the moaning, writhing woman on the floor before them.
 Their woman.
 Tristan knelt in front of Jana, brushing the smooth head of his cock along her parted lips. She opened her mouth, eagerly accepting his length.
 "I can't get enough of eating her pussy." Travis knelt behind her, and spread her cheeks wide before plunging his tongue up inside her passage once again.
 Jana groaned around Tristan's cock in her mouth, sucking it feverishly, eagerly, hungrily.
 "She's going to suck the come right out of me!" Tristan groaned in thought.
 With his need about to drive him over the edge, Travis then knelt behind Jana and nudged the tip of his throbbing erection against her slick opening, and with a forceful, swift thrust, impaled her with his shaft. "She's so tight. Oh yeah!"
 Jana gasped around the cock in her mouth, as Travis's huge staff shoved into her from behind.
 The three quickly found their natural rhythm.
 Jana's channel started to convulse around Travis's cock, threatening to finish him off. He pumped himself into her with hard commanding strokes, demanding her release around him.
 Tristan's cock slipped from between Jana's lips.
 "I'm going to come," she announced hoarsely before taking him into her mouth again.
 Tristan looked down, watching her mouth bringing him off, the sight taking him over the edge. His cock jerked his release and she swallowed down his salty offering.
 Travis tensed as he exploded in Jana's tight pussy, shooting his seed deep within her.
 With a shudder, Tristan fell onto his backside, Jana in his lap and Travis collapsed against her back.
 * * * *

Several minutes passed before Jana began to stir. Her breath was still raspy, her heart rate erratic. Removing the blindfold covering her eyes, she sat up, finding herself all alone and naked, quivering on the ceramic tile floor in the foyer.

The two men were gone.
 Her eyes thoroughly scanned the room.
 Had she heard the door close? She didn't think so. The two men had simply vanished into thin air.

On wobbly legs, Jana stood, leaning on her cart for support.
 Did she dream what had just happened? Had she just imagined four strong hands, two delicious mouths and two hard cocks caressing her, teasing her, pleasuring her?
 Reaching between her thighs, she felt that her pussy had been bathed in semen.
 Casting a glance around the foyer and into the living room area, Jana steadied herself, and then made her way to the bathroom to clean up.
 * * * *

Once they heard the water in the bathroom, Travis and Tristan let out an audible release of air and strained to get their breathing under control. Under their invisibility shields, the men could not be seen, but they could be felt and their voices heard.

Having been blessed with the gift of telepathy the two men were able to thought-speak to one another, whether they were under shield or not. Most frequently, and for convenience, they chose telepathy when communicating with one another, only using their voices to talk with those unlike themselves.

Before their powerfully hypnotic pheromones had diluted in Jana's senses, the two moved away from her. They were pained by the look of confusion, followed by disappointment that flickered on her beautiful face when she scanned the room, not finding them.

They watched as she stood slowly, and wavered. Both men reached for Jana as she leaned on the housekeeping cart for support, but refrained from touching her as she steadied herself.

It was too soon to reveal who they were.
 Their hearts were pounding in their chests as Jana reached between her legs, and Travis's cock perked up again when he saw his come glistening on her fingers.
 As they watched her, a tiny smile formed in the corners of Jana's swollen lips as she walked on shaky legs toward the bathroom.
 "This is only the beginning, il nostro amore—our love," Travis thought. "Only the beginning."
[Back to Table of Contents]

Chapter 9
Franklin Williams, the resort manager sat in a little room off to the side of his office. There were no windows in the small room, and shelves with rows upon rows of televisions and VCRs lined the back wall. When the secret knock came to the door, Justin Mathers, Williams's assistant, came in to find him sitting in front of a computer.

"Come across anything good, Frankie?" Justin asked, standing behind him.
 "It's all good. Some is just worth a hell of a lot more than others," Williams replied without lifting his head. "I copied last night's action from the dykes in 307 for you. They worked each other over pretty good with a double ended dildo. I know how much you like that sort of thing."
 The two sat watching the various televisions screens as they displayed the resort guests. Before the resort had opened they'd secretly installed micro-cameras and other recording devices in the guest rooms, bathrooms, corridors, restaurants, anywhere the guests were likely to 'play.' This was, after all, an adult-only resort, and since the rules for the guests expressing themselves sexually were so relaxed, the two decided what the guests didn't know wouldn't hurt them.
 Besides, it wasn't as if the guests were all that concerned with being watched anyway; some of them fucked wherever and whomever they wanted, whenever they wanted. So what if Williams and Mathers video-taped the guests so they could enjoy the homemade movies whenever they chose. And what was wrong with perhaps making a little money on the side? * * * *

When she'd mustered some strength and finished her duties in the penthouse, Jana returned to her room, showered and dressed in a two piece bathing suit to spend the afternoon by the pool. Raul, one of the poolside servers brought her over a bottle of water while she settled in a lounge chair to soak up the rays of the Caribbean sunshine.

Curiously, Jana looked the guests over with a greater degree of purpose, in hopes of spotting her mystery lovers. Lovers. She smiled to herself. Jana had a couple of lovers in the past, but had never before taken two at the same time.

Although she had aroused herself again just by thinking about the delicious experience she'd enjoyed that morning, she also felt a little bit naughty. She didn't feel dirty, she'd not done anything wrong, but this just wasn't conventional. Engaging in ménage activities was uncharted territory for Jana. Yet, it had been an exhilarating encounter.

One she hoped to experience again; but only with her mystery lovers.
 After working herself up into a sexual frenzy with all her naughty thinking, Jana jumped into the pool in an effort to cool the burning between her legs. She was seated on the steps in the pool observing the many guests, when she spotted Tristan and Travis.
 After setting their towels and drinks on the table under the umbrella beside her chaise, they joined her in the pool, sitting on either side of her.
 "How are you, Jana?" Travis asked in a deep voice laden with seduction.
 "Have you done, mmm, anything exciting today?" Tristan said huskily, leaning into her.
 Jana gasped and felt heat fill her cheeks. "I've, uh ... started a ... a new assignment."
 "Mmm, and do you like it?" Tristan purred against her ear, his thigh brushing hers.
 "I ... uh ... yes." She struggled to catch her breath as she thought of herself being taken by her two mystery lovers just a couple of hours earlier. Now, being so close to these two delicious, perfect male specimens, made her body want and need again.
 Their masculine scents were enticing, teasing, arousing. The vaguely familiar fragrance reminded her of...
 "You will join us for dinner this evening," Travis said. * * * *

He knew by the expression on Jana's face, she understood he was not about to take no for an answer this time.
 The hint of trepidation in her eyes at their invitation didn't deter him in the least. As he met her cautious gaze, Travis was reminded of the bruises that had been inflicted on her arms. He took a moment to replay what he had just said. Had he come on too strong? It wasn't like he'd given Jana a choice. Was the tone of his words harsh? Did he trigger a horrible memory for her?
 Though they had yet to learn the details of how those ugly marks came to mar Jana's soft flesh, the thought of someone, a man no doubt, touching their woman in that manner, angered him.
 Together he and Tristan vowed to protect their woman, keep her safe. Those weren't just words to him. It was his solemn promise to her. Within their arms, Jana would only know love. Never again would she feel fear.
 They had tasted her, and they intended to have her completely.
 She would not deny them their craving, their need. * * * *

After agreeing to meet her two suitors in the lobby, Jana excused herself to freshen up for dinner. She'd showered and dressed in a yellow floral strapless sundress which subtly accentuated her feminine curves. Opting to leave her dark hair down, she swiped a thin layer of mascara through her long lashes and dabbed a shimmering peach gloss along her full lips.

Tristan and Travis were already in the lobby when she arrived. Jana blushed with embarrassment that she had kept them.

"I'm sorry. I hope you haven't been waiting long." She offered an apologetic smile.
 "We've just arrived," Travis replied. Eyeing her up and down thoroughly, he added, "Mmm, you look fantastic this evening." They each took a hand, placing a gentle kiss on the backs of them. "Come, our ride is here."
 Travis settled his palm against the small of Jana's back, making her gasp softly at the intense heat radiating from his touch. Tristan smiled down at her, taking her arm in his, sending a shiver straight to her core. They escorted her out to an awaiting white stretch limousine.
 After an intimate dinner, dining on succulent lobster 'surf' and mouth watering steak 'turf' and quenching their thirst with champagne, the trio arrived back at the resort.
 Jana was unsure if it was the two glasses of champagne she'd consumed during dinner making her a little light headed, or perhaps it was the stimulating company she was keeping that evening. The two handsome hunks certainly knew how to make a woman feel cherished and special.
 After the dreadful experience she'd endured over the past six months, Jana wasn't so sure she was worthy of the men's affections, no matter how genuine and sincere they seemed to be. She'd spent the last couple of months living in fear, and being told repeatedly she was worthless and didn't deserve happiness.
 Jana shivered, attempting to shake off the unpleasant thoughts plaguing her incredible evening.
 The sound of the waves crashing upon the shore could be heard in the lobby of the resort, easily tempting the threesome into a long walk along the sandy, dark, deserted beach.
 Jana was not the least bit nervous being alone in the dark with the two handsome strangers. In fact, Tristan and Travis no longer seemed like strangers at all. Being in their presence was comforting, and there was something so familiar about them.
 She just couldn't quite put her finger on what exactly it was.
 * * * *

Justin Mathers, the resort's assistant manager, observed the trio as they came back into the lobby after their moonlight stroll along the beach.

With growing curiosity, he watched from a corner table in the café as they disappeared down the hallway toward the employee accommodations. A couple of minutes later, the two gentlemen appeared once again, heading toward the elevator.

"Well, isn't that interesting," he muttered to himself. [Back to Table of Contents] 
Chapter 10
Jana's tummy tightened with excitement as she stood outside the penthouse suite the following morning. Her body tingled with anticipation at what may be waiting for her on the other side of the door. She knocked, announcing her presence and after not receiving a response, used her swipe card to let herself in. After a careful and thorough inspection of the suite, she determined she was alone, and her shoulders slumped with disappointment.

Jana pulled her cart into the foyer, making sure to close the door tightly once inside. She took out her dusting cloth as she had the day before, expecting the blindfold ... that did not come. Turning, she surveyed the room with a narrow brow before beginning her dusting.

To her curious amazement, the suite still looked as if no one had been in it. The beds were made, there was no garbage in any of the receptacles, and the condom supply and sex toy cabinet hadn't even been touched. Everything was exactly how she had left it the day before.

Jana found herself standing at the glass wall looking out over the lagoon. The occupants had a spectacular view from this height.

Without warning, hands grabbed her wrists and the blindfold was brought over her eyes.
 She gasped, this time with aroused excitement rather than fear.
 One male body pressed against her back, another, against her front. Hands were all over her, caressing her breasts, her belly, her thighs and her ass. Their hands were everywhere, stroking, teasing and pleasuring.
 Her uniform was quickly discarded and she felt two solid erections poking her. One against the cleft of her backside, and one nudged between her quivering thighs. Lips and tongues licked and suckled along her throat, the back of her neck, her shoulders. Her body was on fire, trembling under their confident, possessive handling.
 A hand delved between her thighs and a finger stroked along her damp cleft. The hand on her hip slid further forward and down to join the hand on her mound. Fingers from two different hands parted her folds, finding her swollen clit, stroking it.
 Jana's breath quickened, her legs grew weak. A thick finger entered her with a slow stroke, while others rubbed and gently pinched her sensitive bud between two fingers.
 The hand holding hers behind her back released her, and joined the two already between her parted legs. Her lips were spread wider by two hands, as two more fingers joined the first thrusting into her, and another hand plucked at the pebbled nipples in the centers of her breasts. She was struggling for breath as the first waves of climax washed over her. Her cunt clenched around the fingers pumping in and out of her, and then dripped with her explosive release.
 The hands resumed caressing her fevered body. Her senses where inundated with a spicy aphrodisiacal scent mixed with her musky fragrance, making her head spin with intense desire. She had come hard and wanted more; more of them.
 Jana wrapped her left arm around, grabbing the backside of the man behind her and stroked her other hand lovingly across the chest of the man standing before her.
 A strong hand took hold of hers, and led her through the room, urging her to sit when her legs brushed against the soft edge of the sofa. A hand eased her back, pulling her legs forward until her buttocks were hanging over the edge. Hands lifted her feet off the floor, positioning them on either side of her hips, and pushed on her bent knees, spreading her thighs further apart, exposing her slick opening to the gaze of the two men she knew knelt before her.
 A light fingertip stroked over the tattoo just to the right of her pubic hair.
 In vivid detail Jana recalled the dream five years earlier which sent her into a tattoo parlor to have the strange symbol permanently inked on her body. It was there to forever remind her of something, but even to that very day, the exact reason eluded her.
 The intricate design was similar to that of an ancient warrior tribe, and from the first moment the artist's needle pierced her skin, Jana felt a sense of security she'd never felt before. As strange as it sounded, even to her, it was as if the swirls and foreign scripture belonged to a higher power, one that vowed to always watch over her, protect her, and keep her safe.
 No matter the adversity she found herself facing, Jana drew strength from the piece of art that had long since become a part of her.
 Soft, yet firm lips pressed against the spot the caressing finger had abandoned to stroke her elsewhere.
 She shivered at the contact. Jana panted hard, deliriously aroused, mindlessly moaning, clutching the cushions on the sofa and holding on for dear life.
 With a gasp, she jumped as a finger stroked the length of her opening and then tweaked her swollen clit, causing her pussy to spasm before their hungry stare. Seemingly pleased by her body's reaction, the fingers pinched her sensitive nub again, and again. Jana groaned aloud when a mouth latched on to her clit, sucking it hungrily with a warm, wet caress. The mouth pulled away, replaced by another. A warm tongue flicked at her swollen flesh, rolling over her sensitive nub again and again, before taking her into his hot mouth.
 When that mouth released her throbbing, aching clit the first one took over again, licking gently, soothingly and thoroughly. The two took turns, continuing their pleasurable torment until Jana thought she would pass out from pleasure overload.
 "Oh, god, I'm going to come," she cried out. Two tongues assaulted her centre simultaneously, lapping and suckling and tongue fucking her to an explosive ecstasy. She exploded against the two feasting mouths, tangling her fingers in the silky hair of the two heads nestled between her splayed thighs.
 As the waves of her release subsided, her legs were eased down and her feet set on the floor as she lay trembling on the sofa.
 The sofa dipped and the smooth head of a cock brushed across her parted lips. She reached for the cock in front of her, wrapping her hand around its girth, stroking slowly as she opened her mouth. Eagerly Jana licked, savoring the tasty drop of pre-cum off the tip. The shaft jerked in her hand as she closed her mouth around it, sucking until the tip touched the back of her throat. She moaned.
 Hands pushed her legs open as a warm, masculine body settled between her thighs. The fat head of a second cock slid up and down against her sex, collecting her cream. Jana drew harder on the shaft in her mouth as the one between her legs impaled her with one possessive thrust.
 Three gasps filled the air in the suite.
 Travis and Tristan exchanged a worried glance, then looked at Jana wide-eyed. She was so focused on her own ministrations she didn't appear to have heard them.
 "Careful, buddy," Travis thought to his friend.
 "Her pussy feels so good," Tristan ground out. "It's going to be hard to be silent."
 Travis reached over, cupping Jana's large breasts in each of his hands. Tristan leaned forward, sucking a taut pink nipple into his mouth, savoring the taste of her flesh. Sliding his hand over Jana's belly, and using his thumb, he rubbed Jana's clit with firm circular strokes.
 Her face flushed as she reached for her pinnacle, and their thrusting in and out of her mouth and pussy became harder, demanding, until she crested.
 Travis exploded, shooting his come down her throat, as she swallowed hungrily, taking all he offered.
 Tristan's cock jerked, releasing his hot liquid deeply inside Jana's convulsing, tight channel.
 As the waves of their climaxes grew less intense, Travis and Tristan moved away from her, watching her from the other sofa. Her breasts heaved from her labored breathing, her legs shook gently. Her mouth was open, and bottom lip quivering.
 * * * *

Feeling cool at the loss of their body heat, Jana suddenly realized the two men no longer touched her. She snatched off the blindfold, her eyes searching the room.

When she'd gathered her strength, she stood, walked over to the glass wall, and bent to collect her uniform. Feeling their eyes on her every move, she knew they watched her. But from where?

Turning back to stare at the sofa, Jana cocked her head as she studied the area where she had just been thoroughly ravished.

"I know I didn't imagine the two of you, or what we just did." Her voice was raspy and her eyes surveyed the room again. With a smile on her swollen lips she added, "Where in the hell did you go?" She cast a speculative glance up at the ceiling, before walking to the bathroom.

[Back to Table of Contents] 
Chapter 11
Travis and Tristan were seated in one of the restaurants within the resort when they spotted Jana waiting to be seated. Waving their waiter over, Tristan informed him that Jana would be joining them. The brief look of uncertainty on her face when the waiter pointed over to them made them chuckle.

Both men speculated their woman was conflicted where her emotions and feelings toward them were concerned. Tristan and Travis were aware of the resort's policy regarding guest-staff relations, and knew this weighed heavily in Jana's mind. The two friends were not about to allow something as trivial as the resort's policy to stand in the way of their destiny. Nothing would come between them and their woman.

Their first sexual encounter together the morning before, Jana hadn't demanded they stop their exploration. Only did she reiterate to them the company's 'hands off' rule. But there was no mistaking it, Jana Michaels was the woman they'd been searching for. Her body responded with eagerness to their touch; it was as if she was made just for them. They now knew she was.

The gods had blessed them. They'd found their mate. From the first moment Travis and Tristan laid eyes on their Jana, they sensed she struggled with an internal battle. The future was theirs, an eternity lay before them. Together, Tristan and Travis vowed to help their mate deal with whatever battles plagued her.
 They were mated now, a family, and together they could take on the world.
 Jana shrugged and followed the waiter to their table where both men stood as she approached.
 Travis held a chair out for her, and Tristan held her hand as she sat.
 "Good evening, Jana," Travis said, leaning close. "You look lovely tonight." His lips curled in a grin as a shiver moved through her.
 A pale pink sundress hugged her luscious form, dipping in the front, revealing delicious cleavage.
 A noticeable bulge formed in Travis's well fitting pants. The playful smile Jana shot him as he sat down only added to his pleasurable discomfort.
 * * * *

Tristan and Travis asked that she again join them for dinner and drinks. Well, not really asked. They'd insisted. Jana knew she really shouldn't dine with the gorgeous pair a second time, especially on the resort property. It would just attract unnecessary speculation.

She was finding herself extremely attracted to the two handsome hunks, and did not need their casual flirting getting carried away. Her continued employment depended on her being a good employee by staying away from the guests sexually. Yet she found she was unable to say 'no' to these two. By the minute, Jana's desperate need to be near the two men increased at an alarming rate.

Ah hell, this was just dinner after all, nothing more. Aside from some innocent flirting on the part of all three, the two men hadn't made a move on her. If anything, she'd been the one who'd unintentionally flashed them her tits in the swimming pool.
 * * * * Justin Mathers stood in the doorway, scanning the sparsely populated restaurant and spotted a cozy trio sitting in an intimately lit corner of the dining room. He studied them for a few moments before stalking towards their table.
 "Good evening, folks. How is your dinner?" Mathers gave Jana an evil glare.
 "Is there something we can do for you, Mr. Mathers?"
 Travis asked with blatant annoyance at the interruption,
 wiping his mouth with his napkin.
 Taken aback by his brusqueness, Mathers stammered as
 he made eye contact with Travis. "Ah, no, no Mr. Cadence, I
 just like to check with our guests to be sure they're having a
 good time, that's all. Are you gentlemen enjoying your stay
 with us?"
 "Yes, we are," Tristan replied, casting a suggestive grin at
 Jana, making her blush from her chest all the way up to the
 tips of her ears.
 Mathers seethed at their exchange.
 "Well, my apologies for interrupting. I'll leave you to your
 dinner," he said through gritted teeth. "Don't be out too late,
 Jana. You're working tomorrow, are you not? You know gentlemen, she is an employee here." He looked between the
 two men before settling an angry stare on Jana.
 The tone in Mathers's voice had Jana near jumping out of
 her skin. She snapped her head up, making eye contact with
 the assistant manager. Sheer terror crossed Jana's face,
 stealing her cheerful smile. The look of fear that darkened her
 brilliant blue eyes had both men seeing red.
 "Of course, Mr. Mathers." Her voice wavered. "Yes, sir." In an instant, Travis and Tristan became enraged. "Mr. Mathers." Travis stood up, forcing Justin to take a
 step back. Stepping forward, he closed the short distance
 between them. The two men stood so close, one would have
 a difficult time sliding a single sheet of paper between them.
 "Mr. Nolan and I invited Miss Michaels to join us for dinner
 this evening." Travis exuded dominance over the smarmy
 man in front of him. "Do you have a problem with that?" Mathers stammered weakly. "Uh, no, no sir. I do apologize
 for my intrusion. Enjoy your evening, gentlemen, Miss
 Michaels." With that he skulked off with his tail between his
 legs.
 "Pompous ass," Tristan commented as Travis returned to
 his seat.
 * * * *

Justin's nerves were rattled. Grabbing two beers from the bar, he went straight to Franklin's office. Locking the door behind him, he knocked on the side room door and entered.
 Franklin was reviewing some of the recorded videos of the resort guests. "What do you know about Cadence and Nolan in the penthouse suite?" Justin bit out.
 Franklin glanced over at him, brow raised in question, but turned back to the many television screens. "They've been here a couple of times. They drop a shit load of money and don't cause any trouble."
 "You ever watch their videos? Two guys like that must get more than their fair share of pussy. I've seen the broads around here drooling at their feet."
 "I've never found anything. It's like they're just here on vacation, and not the least bit interested in getting their rocks off."
 "Are they gay?" Justin asked.
 "Not that I've seen," Franklin blurted in irritation.
 Justin finished his beer and started on the one he'd brought for Franklin. Franklin was far too engrossed in his precious videos to pay much attention to anything else. Justin continued to watch the screen from behind Williams, his feet propped up on the desk. Something on the screen suddenly caught his attention.
 "Whoa," Justin crowed and leaned forward in his chair pointing at the screen. "Why is she on the penthouse floor?"
 "What?"
 "Her. Jana Michaels, the new girl. Why is she on the penthouse level?"
 "Cadence and Nolan requested her to clean their suite. Why?"
 "Is there something wrong the senior woman who was initially assigned to that suite?"
 Franklin shook his head.
 "Then why would they request her? Is she providing services they weren't already receiving?" Justin's accusing tone was harsh.
 "That's stupid, Justin, even for you. She knows the rules. She's not dumb enough to break them. The girl needs the money."
 "Yeah? Well, I've seen the three of them together more than once. Maybe they're paying her for 'extras,' Frankie."
 "Justin," Franklin said in warning.
 Christ, he had a cushy thing going here at Passions and didn't need the hassle of butting in if an employee was fucking a guest. He didn't really care. It wasn't the first time Franklin had looked the other way. Hell, he himself had met a full-figured little blonde a year ago, who spent her entire week's vacation staring up at the ceiling in her room while he'd screwed her brains out. He'd taken his own homemade movie home with him so Justin wouldn't accidentally come across it.
 "There's something fishy going on with the three of them, Frankie. They're a little too cozy together. Find something from their room, now."
 Franklin took a few minutes to flip through his notes and after finding what he was looking for, popped in the corresponding video tape.
 They watched Jana getting off the service elevator and approach the door to Penthouse Suite One. They saw her knock and hesitate briefly before using her pass key to gain entry. The next camera angle showed her in the foyer of the suite casually looking around the enormous, luxurious suite. Franklin used fast forward on the remote, skipping through Jana performing her housekeeping duties.
 As she closed the door behind her on the way out, Franklin pressed 'stop.' "Satisfied? She cleaned their fucking suite. Oh yeah, that was really hot stuff, all right," he finished dryly.
 Justin stormed from the room in a huff.
Franklin shrugged and went back to his movies.
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Chapter 12
Jana planned to spend her day off lounging on the beach. Clad in a two-piece bathing suit and wrap-around beach skirt, she placed her sunglasses on, grabbed a towel and tanning lotion, and left her little room.

The scent of spice and man filled the corridor outside Jana's room. On cue, her clit began to pulse and her nipples grew hard. She smiled as she scanned the hallway. She was completely alone in the corridor, but she sure as hell didn't feel alone.
 Her body became very warm at the thought. 
 * * * * Under their invisibility cloaks, Tristan and Travis followed Jana down to the beach and when she found a secluded spot, they settled themselves in the chairs on either side of her.

When she settled, relaxed and her eyes closed, Travis reached over and stroked the back of his fingers along the soft skin of her left thigh. Her lips curled up as he dragged his fingers back up the inside between her legs, grazing over her covered sex.
 "Ahh." Jana sighed through parted lips. Tristan slid a finger into the cup of her bathing suit top, over the swell of her breast, feathering across the erect nipple.

Jana opened her eyes and looked to either side of her, unaware she was staring into each one of their handsome faces. "Why have you stopped?" she quietly questioned the air around her when their teasing movements ceased.
 Both men looked at each other, then back to her. " Can she see us?" Tristan thought-spoke to Travis, a puzzled look crossed his face.
 "I ... don't think so," Travis answered, a little unsure he actually believed himself.
 Jana outstretched her arms to either side of her, but her hands didn't come into contact with them. A sassy smile played on her lips as she lowered her hands and closed her eyes once again.
 "That was close." Tristan looked at Travis.
 Travis bent over, blowing a warm caressing breath against Jana's ear.
 Her body reacted.
 She shivered.
 The alluring scent of her arousal swirled under his nose.
 Her breath quickened.
 "We'll be back," he thought to her.
 Perplexed, the men walked away, leaving her alone on the beach.
 An hour later they approached Jana in their unshielded forms.
 Her eyes opened and she shot each of them a flirtatious grin. "Good afternoon, guys." She accepted the bottle of water Tristan offered her.
 "Christ, I can smell her desire, Travis. I want to sink my cock into her, now."
 "Take it easy, buddy. We have lots of time."

Jana smiled mischievously ... in invitation?
 The men exchanged a look of question before sitting down and then the three enjoyed the sound of the waves, and the gentle breeze.
 * * * *

Tristan and Travis bombarded her with numerous personal questions, wanting to know everything about her, and Jana openly answered all of their queries. Sure, she wasn't proud of a few intimate tidbits of her past, but she had nothing to hide. They seemed interested in her and she was more than comfortable telling them.

Before she knew it, Jana had divulged her entire life's history. She told them she was an only child and that her parents had died as a result of an accident shortly after she was born. There'd been no family to take her in, so she'd grown up in the foster care system. Things had not been easy throughout her young life, and although there were many roadblocks over the years, she'd always accepted the curve balls life threw her way. What doesn't kill you makes you stronger wasn't just an adage. The expression held very true in Jana's life. She admitted to Travis and Tristan she'd fled a very abusive, albeit very brief relationship, coming to the islands for a fresh start.

Two weeks before arriving to the island, Jana awoke alone in a hospital bed, after having been badly beaten by her livein boyfriend. When she was discharged, she went to their shared apartment while Shaun had been at work, and packed as much of her personal belongings as she could into three tattered suitcases. For weeks she'd been stashing money, preparing for the day when she would finally be ready to leave. That day had come and she'd jumped in a taxi heading to the airport, and boarded the first plane to the Caribbean.

There were several occasions when she'd tried to leave before. But Shaun always found her, making life more hellish when he got her home. For the first time in six months Jana felt safe and was leaving her past exactly where it belonged, in the past. She didn't have to worry, because Shaun would never find her among the islands.

As she spoke, her flesh goose pimpled and with absent thought, rubbed her hands over the fading bruises marring her arms.
 * * * * Rage boiled in Travis, inching closer to the surface. The thought of someone putting their hands on Jana violently, in anger or any reason other than love, infuriated him to the point of wanting to hunt the sorry son-of-a-bitch down and kill him.

Tristan sensed the anger radiating off his friend. Learning Jana had been abused outraged him as well, but hearing her say she'd taken control back by walking away, despite the personal costs, made him admire her strength even more.

Jana continued to tell them since she needed money she decided to take a job at the resort, expressing it had been the perfect opportunity to make a new life for herself. Whatever it was, and wherever it took her, she was going to embrace her new life with enthusiasm and open arms.

Travis and Tristan exchanged a contented glance and wide smile.
 "She is the one, Tristan."
 "Indeed she is, friend."
 The sound of guttural grunting distracted the trio from their discussion. The trio glanced over to see a woman performing fellatio on one man while a second stood off to one side, stroking himself, watching.
 A shy grin curled her lips, a blush tinted her cheeks as Jana turned away first.
 "Does seeing that make you uncomfortable?" Travis asked, nodding in the direction of the trio.
 In their world, sexuality was celebrated. Sex wasn't a taboo act to be kept hidden behind closed doors. That's not to say everyone in their world wandered around fucking everything in sight, quite the contrary. It was perfectly natural to express one's sexuality and love for their mate, openly, when the mood struck.
 "Not at all." Jana's eyes sparkled as they met his. Her restrained arousal was quite evident. "It's certainly everywhere you look. I knew what to expect when I applied for and accepted this job. But I do think the rule regarding relations between guests and employees is unjust."
 "Oh?" They smiled in question.
 "Whose business is it what goes on between consenting adults? Don't you agree?" she asked, her voice low, husky. "It's like a big 'free for all fuck fest' around here anyway." With a languid, seductive stretch, Jana stood. "Can I bring either of you back something from the bar? I'd like a Mai Tai."
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Chapter 13
Jana was disappointed when she had just about finished cleaning the suite the next morning and nothing had yet happened.

As she eyed the whirlpool tub in the one of the bathrooms, she thought it would be nice and relaxing to sit in it for a while. She looked around. This was her fourth day assigned to the suite and she had yet to run into its occupants. She had deduced by the shoes she'd seen the room was occupied by two men who maintained separate rooms. Jana assumed they were probably young, virile and off getting their action in the rooms of ready, willing and eager women. Or by the pool, or on the beach, everywhere else except in this room.

As she was finished with her duties in the suite, she decided to enjoy the whirlpool tub and clean it again when she was finished. Jana double checked that the suite door was locked and strolled back to the bathroom. Stepping down into the deep tub, Jana settled herself while the water rose around her. When the holes for the jets were covered, she turned on the motor. Sighing, she lay back in the tub while the jets worked their magic.
 "Mmm, this is heaven," she cooed, wiggling her backside into a comfy position. 
 * * * * Under cloak, Tristan and Travis watched with curiosity. As she turned on the water and shed her uniform, their cocks grew rock hard, eagerly displaying their appreciation for her beautiful body.

" I cannot stand it. I'm getting in there with her," Tristan thought-spoke to Travis, who was already standing behind Jana pulling the blindfold over her eyes.
 * * * * "What took you two so long?" Jana giggled as the room went dark around her, and two firm male bodies settled on either side of her. Their hands were already roaming and caressing her body. Full lips pressed against hers. A delicious tongue dipped into her open mouth, exploring her deep, tasting her.

Jana ran her wet hands over one sculpted firm chest, pinching taut nipples between her fingers. Lowering her mouth she flicked her tongue across one firm peak then the other, tracing lazy circles around a nipple before gently biting down on it. Fingers fisted in her hair, holding her head in place. She felt the solid, warm masculine body tense and could have sworn she heard him moan his pleasure.

Strong hands cupped her breasts, kneading, fingertips feathering across tight, hard buds. Her body was on fire, she felt herself quickly losing control. Tender kisses and love bites were placed along her neck and throat. Jana reached an arm around her back, hugging the hard masculine body to her. A hand stroked the heat of her centre. One thick finger delved through her creaminess, followed by a second.

Jana went in search of something to fill her own hands, and quickly found what she sought. She gripped a rock hard erection in each hand, stroking them with possession. They belonged to her, at least for the time being. Sliding her hands lower, she cupped their sacs in her hands, rolling the weight of their testicles around in her palms, squeezing firmly, carefully.

The mouths and hands continued tormenting and teasing her. The arousing scent of masculine spice filled the air in the large bathroom, and Jana inhaled deeply. The scent pushed her further, up and over the edge until she could hold off no longer. She stroked the two cocks with firmer, faster strokes, and broke away from the delicious mouth against hers.
 "I'm coming. I'm coming," she panted. Dropping her head forward to rest on the strong shoulder in front, Jana bucked her hips against the fingers inside her pussy, all the while pumping the two hard shafts in her hands. Together they jerked within her grasp, spurting their seed at the same time.

As Jana came out of her pleasurably cloudy daze, she felt their hands position her away from their bodies and she was left quivering against the side of the tub as the aftershocks of her release racked over her.
 * * * * Travis and Tristan delighted in observing Jana in postcoital bliss. It aroused them as much as when they gave her pleasure and watched her passion take her over. They both very much wanted to make love to her without the blindfold, to be able to see heat flicker in her beautiful eyes when they made her come for them.

The need to make love to Jana in their unshielded form was becoming too much for Tristan and Travis to bear. They needed for her to see the pleasure she brought them while sharing herself with the two of them.

At the moment, the two found themselves in a rather precarious situation. If they were to leave the tub now they would leave wet foot prints on the tile floor. Jana may notice them. If they were to stand on a towel on the floor, the dripping of their wet bodies would show on the fabric.
 What if she reached for them? It was still too soon for Travis and Tristan to reveal themselves to her. They weren't certain she was ready.
 As Jana sluggishly pulled off the blindfold, the men tensed, frozen in place in the tub, still on either side of her. After glancing around the spacious bathroom, Jana leaned over and pulled the plug. She reached for a towel, stepped out of the tub and dried herself off.
 Once dressed, she left the bathroom, coming back a few minutes later with cleanser. She cleaned the tub before leaving the suite.
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Chapter 14
Justin Mathers stood under a palm tree staring at the two young women staying in room 307, who were rubbing each other's breasts in a corner of the swimming pool. His hands were stuffed in the pockets of his pants, stroking himself. He had enjoyed watching them on tape with their dildo and desperately wanted to be invited to view a live performance.

Though he attempted to ignore the beeping of his pager, whoever it is was damn persistent. Pulling his hands from his pockets he looked down at the display screen. 'Office—Frank".

"This better be fucking good," he grumbled, once more looking longingly at the women in the pool.
 He stormed into the small room without knocking. "What is it?"
 "I found something interesting," Franklin announced.
 "What's that?"
 "Well, Justin, I was mildly intrigued at your curiosity over Michaels, Cadence and Nolan. So I checked out the video from the next day she was there. Here's what I found." Franklin pushed play on the remote he held in his hand.
 They watched Jana enter the room as she had the previous day. Then suddenly she stumbled away from the cart and pushed her hands behind her back. They heard her moan as her bikini top slid from her around her neck and fell to the floor of its own accord. Her skirt followed. They watched the action that the overhead camera had recorded.
 She started moving her hands behind her, grabbing, reaching.
 "What is she doing?" Justin inched closer to the screen.
 Franklin shrugged. "Couldn't tell you, but it gets better."
 They saw her go to the floor on her hands and knees. Her legs spread wide, her body rocking back and forth.
 "She looks like she's getting fucked." Justin smiled widely.
 They heard her say she was coming, before she dropped to the floor, shaking as though she had just been screwed very well.
 Franklin pressed stop and looked over at Justin who was grinning ear to ear, and nodding.
 "She's a weird one. Is there any more?"
 "I haven't had a chance to look yet. Do you know how much fucking footage we tape around here in a day? Our buyer in Europe is screaming for these videos. I've got to get some of this stuff shipped to him before he sends his goons here looking for it."
 "Fine, but don't be too long. There's something funny going on with the three of them and I'm going to find out what it is."
 * * * *

Justin found Jana alone in the café after dinner, flipping through a magazine. He sat at a table across the room, where he still had a direct visual line on her. She sipped her coffee, not having noticed him studying her. Guests came and went from the café but not once did she lift her head to take notice. Gabriella, the counter girl, carried a pot of coffee over to Jana's table and refilled her mug. Jana smiled up at her, thanked her, and went back to her magazine.

Tristan and Travis sat on a bench in the lobby watching Mathers stare at their Jana.
 "What do you think he is up to?" Tristan thought to Travis as he gave a casual nod toward the café.
 "I do not know. But I don't like him."
 In silence, they watched as Mathers checked his pager, then got up and left the café.
 "Do you want me to follow him?" Tristan asked.
 "No. He's of no concern to us. Let us go join our woman."
 As they rose and walked toward the café, Jana stood to leave. Travis and Tristan engaged their shields and followed her to her room, gaining entry before she closed the door. * * * *

After tending to her needs and brushing her teeth, Jana pulled the blankets back on her bed and turned the bedside lamp off, plunging her room into complete darkness. As she slid toward the middle of the double bed, she felt it dip on either side and the spicy scent of her men filled her tiny room. The seductive aromatic fragrance made her head spin and her body hum with sexual life.

" We need you, il nostro amore," she heard spoken softly in her mind.
 "I need you both, too," she whispered in the darkness as a hungry mouth claimed hers.
 Powerful legs urged her thighs apart where narrow hips settled in between, as if that was where they were always meant to be. The wide head of a shaft, slowly took possession of her body.
 Jana groaned her need against the mouth claiming hers. Her body was on fire, sexually and emotionally content at being filled by one of them; and with pure and innocent excitement that they had both come to her.
 * * * *

Into the wee hours of the morning, Travis and Tristan took turns making love to Jana, unhurriedly, treasuring her, savoring her, until the three were finally sated.

"I love you both," Jana whispered, through a sexually satisfied haze, as she drifted off to sleep.
 "And we love you, our beautiful mate," Travis responded aloud stroking the back of his finger along her flushed cheek. * * * *

"What do you want now?" Justin scowled entering the secret room in Williams' office.
 "Well, if you enjoyed Miss Michaels's last performance, you're gonna love this one." Franklin grinned as he pointed a remote at a television and pressed play.
 The two of them studied the screen watching Jana with her imaginary lover.
 "What's with the blindfold?" Justin asked.
 Franklin shrugged.
 Her hand extended, as if she were being led toward the couch. The next camera angle displayed Jana spread eagle on the sofa in the throes of ecstasy. Her hands grasped at something between her legs, but she never touched herself.
 "Now what the hell is she doing?" Justin asked, tipping his head sideways.
 Jana had one hand raised in the air in front of her face, sliding it back and forth.
 "Looks to me like, she's giving head. And the way she's spread, she could be receiving too," Franklin joked.
 "I know what it looks like asshole," Justin spat out. "But I just don't get it. She's 'getting' off ... but not 'getting' off. She's alone in that room and she hasn't even fucking touched herself."
 "So she's a freak. I don't care as long as it makes me some money." Franklin cocked his head as he watched the screen.
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Chapter 15
When Jana closed the door to her room as she left for work, she turned and smacked right into Justin Mathers.
 "Oh, I'm so sorry, Mr. Mathers." She took a step back. "My mind is elsewhere, I wasn't paying attention."
 "Yeah, I'll bet." The phony smile he cast her way gave Jana unpleasant chills. "You're assigned to the Laundry Room today. Have a good one."
 Jana's jaw dropped at his arrogant abruptness. She would work wherever she was assigned, but Tristan was right, the man was a pompous ass.
 Disappointment flooded Jana as she made her way to the basement laundry room.
 Well, maybe a day away from the penthouse won't be such a bad thing, Jana thought.
 Ha, who was she kidding? She already felt an empty, hollow loss at not feeling the tender touch of her mystery lovers. Lovers. The thought of the strapping, deliciously scented, delectably tasty twosome, made Jana's pussy weep with a serious need.
 What is happening to me? Jana wondered.
 In just a few short days, she'd turned into a wanton, sexual being she didn't recognize. Though she had yet to see the two men who had brought her to incredible, sexual heights, the thought of not being able to feel their touch that day was almost too much for Jana to bear. Never in her life could Jana recall ever needing, no craving, the touch of a man, as she did her two mystery lovers.
 In an instant Jana felt as if a knife had been thrust through her heart.
 In the taxi while en route to the airport a week earlier, Jana had vowed she would never again permit her vulnerability to be exposed. Never again would she offer her self control to any man, to be taken advantage of. From the moment she'd stepped onto the airplane, she promised her mind, spirit and soul that she would always come first. Always.
 As she rode in the elevator to the basement of the resort, Jana came to a startling revelation. Without realizing it, she had freely given up control to her mystery lovers. And it had been so easy.
 Was she that weak a woman?
 It had seemed quite natural to allow them to dominate her, to take her. She'd welcomed their touch. Now she craved it. With a growing, fierce desperation, she needed them.
 The possession with which they touched her, the manner in which they made love with her, Jana knew her mystery lovers wanted her just as much as she wanted them. She simply knew. Being with them felt so right.
 The voice of her subconscious screamed the identity of her lovers wasn't all that big a mystery if she would simply listen. Your heart will not lie to you. No matter how hopeful or wishful her thinking, the thought of her lovers actually being Travis and Tristan was just too good to be true.
 Or was it?
 The magnetic pull the trio shared seemed unexplainable. No matter how hard she struggled with these new, foreign emotions, tried to reason out her feelings, Jana could not come up with a logical explanation. It was as if Fate had destined the three of them to come together, and there was no reason to question their motives.
 Now that the three of them had become one, they would be unstoppable.
 But was this truly her destiny?
 No, Jana couldn't allow herself to believe that. It seemed inconceivable to her.
 Were there mystical forces at work, toying with her fragile state?
 That would certainly be the most logical explanation.
 Was she meant to spend her life with these two men?
 Two men. Not one man, but two men.
 Or was it that Fate was simply playing a cruel joke on her? Allowing her a glimpse of what true love could be like, and then when she was hooked, totally immersed in the fantasy realm of what life with her mystery lovers could be, Fate would come along and kick the chair out from under her, sending her crashing into a pit of humiliation once again.
 "We would never allow that to happen, il nostro amore," Jana heard in her mind.
 Jana closed her eyes and inhaled the faint scent of spiciness that suddenly filled the small space. As if those few words meant everything, her body relaxed and a delightful sexual stimulation began to warm her. It was as if her lovers had reached out to her, calming her fears.
 Thoughts of the past few days played as a movie through her mind. One by one, the memories flashed behind her eyelids, causing her pulse to quicken. The sensation of her lovers' hands upon her fevered body made Jana open her eyes. A quick glance around reminded her she was alone. The memories by themselves had brought her body to life; her breasts ached for their touch, her pussy wept for them to take turns filling her with their cocks.
 The intimacy she had shared with her mystery lovers was consuming Jana, body, mind and soul.
 What would happen at the end of their holiday? The thought stopped Jana short. Would they simply walk away? Leave her and move on with their lives, without giving her a second thought? Was that why they were keeping their identities hidden from her? Was the love making they shared simply a fling, another notch on their bedposts?
 Despite her fears and insecurities, Jana didn't truly believe that. She felt the attraction in each man's touch, the gentleness, the love with which they explored and caressed her body. Neither man had fucked her, they had each made love to her, with her.
 Jana was allowing her thoughts to race out of control. She still hadn't even laid eyes on the two men, and yet, something assured her she didn't need to see their faces to know who they were, and what they could offer her.
 Since this was her fresh start, Jana decided she wouldn't allow herself to fret about what may be completely out of her control. The experience she was enjoying with her mystery lovers, she intended to savor, each and every delectable detail, until the last possible moment.
 Right now, she had a job to do.
 With a gentle shake as she composed herself, Jana stepped off the service elevator into the stifling heat of a sauna. It was a good thing her 'uniform' was barely there, because it was gonna be a hot one in the laundry room. Once she familiarized herself with the day's task, Jana filled the industrial size washers and dryers and began folding the piles of dried sheets and towels from the day before.
 * * * *

By ten that morning when Jana hadn't arrived to clean their suite, Travis and Tristan went looking for her, thinking perhaps they had done something to offend her. Neither one of them could come up with a single thought as to how they may have offended their mate. They both felt the building of their relationship was progressing better than either had first thought.

At first sight, Travis and Tristan knew Jana was the only woman for them, though they'd also suspected they would have their work cut out for them in convincing Jana that she was indeed their mate. Their one and only. The only woman they would ever love.

As confident as both men were, since finding their woman, Travis and Tristan had discussed their fears ad nauseam. Though they refused to take 'no' for an answer, the men wanted Jana to realize on her own that a life with the two of them was where she was meant to be. She was now theirs, just as they were hers, and she would be with them, forever. But it was Travis and Tristan's wish not to force their mate into a life with them. She had to make the decision all on her own.

Sexually they were compatible beyond either man's wildest imagination, and both men knew once they revealed their unshielded forms to their Jana, their love would only grow stronger.

On a deep, spiritual level she'd reached each man, completing them, and they each in turn now possessed a piece of Jana's soul. The emotional connection the three shared had become so intense it was as if their three separate entities were now one.

One mind, one spirit, one soul.
 They were now one.
 The unconditional love and acceptance the two men felt in

Jana's gentle touch was all Tristan and Travis needed to know that the attraction between them was beyond mutual. She gave herself to the two of them openly, willingly, giving and taking with equal vigor.

There was no doubt in either man's mind, Jana Michaels was their destiny.
 But would their mate be receptive to their supernatural abilities? Or would their differences send her fleeing?
 Would Jana be accepting of the two of them, once she learned what they were, what they could do?
 Travis and Tristan knew their wandering thoughts were unfounded. They had each made love with their mate, and had felt first hand Jana's body's response to their touch. Instinct told them Jana would love them and accept them, because she was their mate, their destiny.
 Past experience had taught the two friends that testing the Fates was futile. The Fates were all knowing, and there was no sensible reason or need to question their will.
 All that mattered was Travis and Tristan find their mate. The Fates would see to it that the trio would have everything they ever needed to overcome any and all adversities they may face.
 In the corridor outside their room, Travis and Tristan ran into Jana's replacement.
 "Where is Jana, this morning?" Tristan asked the maid.
 The older woman shrugged, mumbling in her native tongue.
 After dismissing her from servicing their room that day, the two men walked away in annoyance.
 They came across another maid on the fourth floor, and when they inquired as to Jana's whereabouts, she informed them she hadn't seen her, and Jana had not been present during the staff meeting that morning.
 After searching every floor of the resort and questioning several more employees, the men were no further ahead.
 Eventually the duo found themselves seated at the bar, by the largest pool. A few minutes later, Jana appeared, looking disheveled. Their hearts soared when they finally saw her. She was soaked with sweat and her beautiful long hair was wrapped in a messy bun on the top of her head, loose strands pasted to her face and neck.
 * * * *
 Jana asked the bartender for a bottle of water and after unscrewing the cap, drank half the bottle down. Glancing around, she spotted the gorgeous twosome, Tristan and Travis, seated on the other side of the bar. She offered them a friendly wave before tipping up the bottle and finished her water. Tossing the empty bottle in the trash, she requested a second.
 "Hi, guys. It's a beautiful day, isn't it?" Jana's body had reacted instantly to the sight of the two handsome men watching her. A pleasant tingling sensation rippled through her body, straight her clit, making her panties damp.
 The intense look of concern marring each of their gorgeous faces caused a shiver to race up the length of her spine.
 How was it that two complete strangers could have such an effect on her body?
 Despite the heat, Jana suddenly felt chilled.
 * * * *

"Where have you been all morning?" Travis growled. He felt relieved she was now with them where she belonged, but was less than pleased to see her so disheveled, exhausted. His emotions where their mate was concerned had taken over and he'd almost slipped-up, asking Jana why she had not come to their suite. As far as they were concerned, Jana still had no idea that it was the two of them who occupied the suite she was servicing.

"Uh," she stammered with surprise. "I've been assigned to the laundry room today. I guess someone was sick or something." She shrugged as she opened the second bottle, and then took a mouthful of water. "Well, I've got to get back downstairs. I have two hours to go and then that pool is mine." Jana smiled flipping her thumb over at the pool.
 * * * * 
 "We will see you then." Tristan smiled back. 
 Jana's breath caught and her eyes sparkled with interest. Her natural innocence intrigued Travis and Tristan. "Seeing you, gentlemen, has truly been the highlight of my
 day," she said in a husky tone.
 Tristan and Travis read the sincerity in her statement, and
 a confident grin curled each of their lips.
 "I assure you, Jana, we aim to make it even better,"
 Tristan told her.
 Jana's voluptuous body trembled before them.
 The sight of her sexy smile had each man near coming in
 their shorts.
 "Until then," she said, just above a whisper, before turning
 to walk back toward the building.
 "Until then," Travis and Tristan replied in unison. * * * *

Franklin Williams was coming out of his secret room when a knock came to his office door. Before he could utter a response, the door swung open, slamming against the wall as the caller stormed in.

"Mr. Cadence. Mr. Nolan. Ah, what can I do for you?" Franklin asked, closing the door quickly. The anger on Travis Cadence's face made Franklin nervous.

What did they want now?
 "Miss Michaels is working in the laundry room today. I thought we made ourselves clear that she was to remain assigned to our suite for the duration of our vacation here." Cadence's voice, though even, was raised.
 As if on cue, Justin Mathers strolled in, smirking at the tension in the office. "Well, what do we have here?" he asked smugly.
 Looking back to Franklin, Cadence snarled, "If she is not reinstated to our suite tomorrow, we will personally see to it our organization terminates their contributions to this resort. That is substantial revenue for this establishment, is it not, Mr. Williams?"
 Justin, apparently feeling rather brave, took a step towards Mr. Cadence. Mr. Nolan also took a step forward, towering over Justin.
 "I want to speak to whoever assigned Miss Michaels to the laundry room. Immediately," Cadence demanded as Franklin stood cowering behind his desk.
 Franklin didn't do conflict well, and something told him his little shit of an assistant was the reason for Cadence and Nolan paying him this visit. He shot an angry glare in Justin's direction.
 "I changed her assignment," Justin stated with defiance, attempting to stare down the two huge men standing in front of him.
 "Do you wish to keep your job here, Mr. Mathers?" Cadence asked with confidence, glaring down at the scrawny man.
 The color drained from Justin's face.
 "Do not fuck with us, gentlemen. Do I make myself clear?" Cadence asked with pleasant authority, looking between Franklin and Mathers.
 "Yes, Mr. Cadence," Franklin replied.
 The two men turned and strolled confidently from Franklin's office.
 "Why in the hell did you just give in to him?" Justin snapped.
 "Because his organization dumps a shit load of money into this resort, Justin, that's why. They've asked for a maid. What's this big fucking deal? Do you want to bang the Michaels broad?"
 "Fuck you, Frankie!" Justin snarled. "There's something going on with the three of them."
 "Let it go, kid. They'll be gone at the end of the month. Believe me when I tell you, they aren't the most demanding clients from their organization. Until the other day, I'd never even spoke to them. Stop riling them up, Justin. I mean it."
 Without a word, Justin stormed from the office before Franklin could tell him that he had another video of Jana in the penthouse to watch.
 Deciding to give Justin some time to cool off, Franklin shrugged and walked back into his secret room.
 * * * *
 Travis and Tristan were sitting by the pool when Jana finally emerged from the building. They could see the perspiration trickling down all over her body. She looked sexy as hell, and their cocks sprung to attention, showing their adoration by the time she'd approached them.
 Without a word, and wearing a sexy smile, she dropped her skirt, let down her hair and dove right into the pool. When she came up out of the water and turned, both men had dived in and were swimming towards her.
 "This is so refreshing. I'm so hot," Jana said, fanning herself.
 "Yes you are, Jana." Tristan's husky voice made her lower belly clench.
 Jana blushed and swam for the ladder. These two were wreaking havoc on her hormones. They looked at her with hunger, as if they would devour her whole given the opportunity. Her nipples pressed painfully against her bikini top as they looked her over.
 * * * *

The trio sat and conversed by the pool for the remainder of the afternoon. Travis and Tristan answered her many questions about them and their families, glossing over answers regarding their home.

Tristan and Travis knew Jana was the mate they'd been yearning for, searching for, waiting for, but still, they were uncertain at how she would react to finding out they were from another realm of the universe. From a place of indescribable beauty where people were born with magical, extraordinary abilities that humans could not wrap their minds around and just didn't understand.

In their world, women were extremely rare and it was not uncommon for two males to form a bi-union, and when they found their female mate the three would bond as a family unit.

Travis and Tristan were anxious to share with Jana the ways of their world, but still felt they needed to bide their time. The perfect opportunity would come, soon, and then they would reveal everything to her.

They had faith their mate would understand, and would accept them. She had to. The Fates wouldn't have brought the three of them together otherwise.

After sharing dinner together, Jana excused herself and returned to her room. Her shift in the sauna-laundry room had left her exhausted.
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Chapter 16
The next morning Jana let herself into the penthouse suite with nervous excitement. She hadn't been there in two days and was ecstatic when Mr. Williams had re-assigned her to the penthouse.

Jana went about her duties within the suite and when she spotted the blindfold on the coffee table, her pussy instantly creamed. A soft moan vibrated inside her chest and she rubbed the swells of her breasts, thinking of what was to come if she had the nerve to pull the cover over her own eyes.

The familiar spicy fragrance already swirled around the suite. A grin curled her lips as Jana's eyes scanned the room for her lovers.

"I know you're here," she whispered.
 Her body was on fire and chilled at the same time. She was sizzling with anticipation, needy with want.

Glancing around the spacious room, she could feel their eyes on her, stroking her, caressing her, just like she knew their hands would.

Unable to control her escalating excitement, Jana shivered. Reaching for the scrunchie holding her hair back from her face, she pulled it and shook her head gently, releasing her dark locks.
 Still wearing a sexy, knowing grin, Jana again she scanned the room.
 Jana reached behind and pulled the ties of her uniform top, tossing it aside, her breasts jiggled as she released them. She swayed her curvy hips from side to side while unzipping her skirt and dropping it to her feet, using one foot to kick it aside.
 "I feel your eyes on me," she purred, running her hands over her large breasts, feathering her fingertips across her straining nipples. "Caressing me."
 Their masculine scents in the air aroused her. Her body hummed with fiery need as she stroked her hands along her curves.
 "Mmm, I need you, both of you. I can't think of anything else except being with you," Jana confessed in a voice laden with desire as she rolled her panties down her tanned legs, discarding them aside. "I need you both inside me. I. Want. You."
 Leaning over Jana picked up the blindfold, and slid it down over her own eyes.
 "Please," she said simply, begging them.
 Her one word plea was all the encouragement needed. Their hands were all over her. Caressing, touching, and making her body ache with need. Two hot, possessive mouths kissed, licked, nibbled. Writhing between the two firm and very naked male bodies, Jana grabbed at them with desperation.
 Panting, heavy with labored breath, Jana burst out, "Stop!"
 Their mouths halted. Their hands frozen in place, but they did not release her. She felt their firm bodies stiffen at her sudden outburst.
 "I want to see you while we make love. I need to see that I pleasure you as thoroughly as you pleasure me." As she reached for the blindfold, their hands remained where they were.
 Jana lifted the cover from her eyes and saw no one before her. A gasp of surprise slipped past her lips. She stood alone in the suite, yet could feel their hands on her. The sounds of raspy breath carried to her ears; the warmth of their breath tickled her heated skin. Their spicy scents taunted her.
 Jana still had her left arm wrapped around the body behind her and could feel his taut muscles tense beneath her hand, but looking over her shoulder, she could not see him. Dropping the blindfold to the floor, she stroked her right hand across the chest of the invisible figure before her.
How could this be? she wondered in awe. She could feel their flesh, their muscles, hear them breathing.
 Jana's pulse quickened.
 The two men remained still. Jana narrowed her eyes and cast an impish grin between the two unseen bodies.
 Releasing her grip on the warm, firm body behind her, Jana brought her left hand to join her right at exploring the unseen form holding her. With a gentle, exploratory touch she slid her hands up a solid, well defined chest and across broad shoulders. When her hand stroked up his throat she felt him swallow with unease. A deep masculine groan reverberated through her aroused body. Wrapping a hand around his neck she felt a leather thong holding his long hair back. With a swift tug on the tie, she released his soft, silky locks. Without hesitation Jana pulled his mouth to hers and slipped her tongue between his full lips, tasting him. His flavor was like nothing Jana had ever sampled before. The combination of power, dominance and confidence curled her toes.
 Breathless, she pulled away, struggling for air.
 Still the two men stood paralyzed and remained invisible.
 Jana then turned her head, staying in the embrace of the man in front, and reached over her left shoulder to again touch the body pressed against her back. Pressing her lips to the mouth of the man behind her, she kissed him deep. His taste was equally hypnotic, bringing Jana's already stimulated senses to a fevered pitch. She couldn't remember ever tasting a man so delectable. In a gentle caress, she ran her hand across the thick muscles of his shoulder, behind his neck and also released his hair. As he shook the locks loose, his long hair tickled her skin as it settled. The heat of his erection nudged the cleft of her ass, her nipples hardened beneath his stilled hands.
 "I know you are real and not ghosts," she said in a raspy voice. "Although, at first I thought you might be. I can sense your eyes on me when you watch me."
 "For how long?" she heard in her mind.
 "All along," she confessed. "From that very first time, in the restaurant. The signs were all there, I just had to read them."
 Though they still held her, and she them, the air around the trio ceased to move. It was as if time stood still.
 "I feel your hands on me right now," Jana reminded them.
 Several seconds ticked past with no one speaking or moving.
 "I feel you," she whispered.
 "What do we do, Travis?"
 "Don't speak to each other through thought. I know who you are. Now, show me I am right, and then we will continue," she stated quietly. "Please. I need you."
 Several moments passed before Jana heard a deep, sultry voice in her mind, "Who are we?"
 A broad smile curled her lips as she cupped the cheek of the man in front of her. "You are Travis." Glancing over her shoulder and reaching around to grab a handful of luscious, firm ass cheek, she continued, "And you are Tristan." In a low seductive tone she moaned, "Now, show me."
 Long moments ticked by and Jana grew impatient. Swaying her hips, she rubbed her backside against the length of cock nudging between the cheeks, while her pussy made tender contact with the shaft in front.
 Both men groaned low as Jana purred in contentment between them.
 "Are you certain?" she heard in her head.
 * * * *

An impish grin played on her face, and her bright blue eyes darkened with pent up desire, waiting to be unleashed. The two men heard one single word in each of their minds, "Yes."

They dropped their invisibility shields and stood before their Jana.
 With no hesitation, Jana leaned into Travis, kissing him fiercely, massaging Tristan's buttocks behind her. The men resumed caressing her, stroking their hands with possession along her fevered, trembling body.
 Before her, Travis dropped to his knees and using his thumbs spread the folds of her sex and closed his mouth over her.
 A throaty groan worked its way from deep within Jana's chest, and her knees threatened to give out from under her. Fearing she may collapse from the erotic overload, Jana leaned against Tristan for support. From behind, his large, strong hands cupped her breasts, kneading them as his lips nipped at her ear lobe. The heat of his tongue tasting the flesh of her neck had Jana moaning out in contentment.
 Her body trembled with need.
 Releasing the firm left cheek of Tristan's buttocks, Jana caressed her hand to wrap her fingers around his solid length, stroking him between their bodies until he groaned aloud.
 "Yes." Jana sighed in delight. "I want to hear you. The two of you have been far too quiet in the past."
 Supporting Jana in his embrace, Tristan sat on the sofa, bringing Jana down with him. She sat on his lap, her back snug against his heaving chest. His hands continued to caress her breasts, his fingertips plucked and tugged on her straining nipples.
 Atop Tristan, Jana moaned and squirmed. She was unable to get enough of his affections.
 On the plush carpeted floor before her, Travis pushed Jana's legs further apart and draped them over Tristan's open thighs.
 "You taste so good, our Jana," Travis growled, and leaned over to flick his tongue across her clit. As Jana cried out at the exquisite sensation of his mouth teasing her, Travis speared her channel with two thick fingers.
 Reaching down, Jana fisted her fingers in Travis's long, dark hair as his mouth and fingers worked her to orgasm.
 "Oh, God," she groaned. "I ... I..."
 Travis's mouth abandoned her clit and Jana whimpered in protest.
 "It's all right, baby," Tristan assured her. "We will never leave you unfulfilled." Before the last word left his lips, Tristan's fingers joined Travis's in their pleasuring assault.
 Jana couldn't hold back under their ministrations, and she cried out as her body exploded.
 "That's it, baby," Tristan groaned huskily in her right ear. "Come all over our fingers."
 The three of them watched the fingers moving in and out of Jana's pussy until she screamed out her release. As she sat trembling on Tristan's lap, they withdrew their fingers coated in her cream, and each licked and sucked their fingers clean, savoring her essence. Their dark eyes glassed over with desire, and the sight of Travis and Tristan enjoying her flavor made Jana peak again.
 Travis's eyes centered in on her swollen, wet slit as it contracted under his gaze.
 Before her body cooled Jana rolled over in Tristan's arms and lowered herself to the floor between his powerful thighs. The need to taste his thick, firm flesh stoked the carnal fire burning deep within her. Wrapping her fingers around his girth, Jana stroked him slowly, teasingly.
 "That's nice, baby," Tristan's voice praised her.
 Jana glanced up to find him smiling, watching her.
 "You like that?" she asked, pulling on his shaft.
 "Mmm, oh yeah," Tristan growled.
 "Well, do you like this?" Jana asked. Still holding his gaze, she dipped her head. Leaning in, she took him into her mouth, humming around the broad head before pulling back to flick her tongue across the wide smooth tip.
 "Fuck," Tristan groaned. Reaching for her, his fingers fisted in her dark hair.
 Drawing him into her mouth again, he moaned, bucking his hips up, forcing himself deeper into her warm cavern.
 From behind, Jana felt Travis straighten up onto his knees, and move around to her right side. He caressed a loving hand across her back and shoulders, and then pulled her long dark hair away from her face to watch Tristan's cock disappear between her full, pink lips.
 "Do you have any idea how sexy you are, baby?" Travis asked in a deep, husky voice.
 While her left hand caressed the length of Tristan's cock so she could take him into her mouth, Jana reached over and took Tristan in her right hand and stroked along his length, smearing a drop of pre-come over the end with the pad of her thumb.
 Cupping Tristan's balls in the palm of her hand, Jana released his cock with a playful popping sound. Leaning over, she drew Travis into her mouth and eagerly sucked his shaft in until it tickled the back of her throat. The musky scent of him made her head spin, and her pussy wet. Her nipples grew erect, almost to the point of being painful.
 The three moaned aloud together as Jana continued to playfully torment her lovers. She couldn't get enough of touching them, tasting them, feeling them, loving them, and being loved by them.
 Several minutes passed as Jana alternated from savoring one delicious cock, and then the other. The sound of Tristan's raspy voice caught her attention, and with his cock still in her mouth, she glanced up at him.
 "Jesus, baby," he growled. "You're going to make me come."
 Jana hummed around the head of his shaft.
 Placing his hands on her shoulders, Tristan gently urged her to stop her oral pleasure. "Mmm baby, I need to sink myself inside you. Now," he said, and rose from the sofa.
 "Let's get a little more comfortable," Travis announced softly as he dropped a pillow on the floor and sat his ass on it in front of Jana. "Come have yourself another taste, baby," he said with a grin as he spread his legs in offering.
 Behind her, Tristan settled himself, caressing her buttocks, and pushed her over on her hands and knees. A sexy giggle escaped Jana as she dipped her head to lave Travis's thick member with her tongue. Tristan used his fingers and spread her cheeks, revealing the opening of her wet channel to him. He rubbed the tip of his shaft up and down her slit, collecting her moisture on the head before thrusting himself to the hilt inside her.
 "Mine," she heard Tristan growl as he seated fully in her depths.
 Jana gasped around Travis's cock, sliding in and out of her mouth. Never in her life had Jana ever enjoyed such an exhilarating sexual experience. She had no idea the intimacy of the moment could be as gratifying, if not more so, than the actual physical act itself.
 Tristan and Travis's words, their touch, the compassion and respect they showered her with overwhelmed her.
Could it always be like this? she wondered, prayed, and hoped.
 * * * *

Tristan hissed as he withdrew slowly from her heated depths and then plunged into her again. Over and over he drove himself in and out of Jana's channel until he felt her pussy grip him tight as she came around him.

The way Jana's body responded to his touch fed his carnal desires and drove his need for her higher. He knew, for as long as he lived, he would never get enough of this woman.

Jana's body trembled and she gasped for breathe as the climax claimed her. Her hair was tousled from Travis's fingers tangling in her dark locks. Her fevered skin shimmered with beads of perspiration.

The sated look in her bright blue eyes as she glanced at him over her shoulder was Tristan's undoing. With the control of a teenager during his first sexual encounter, Tristan's balls tightened without warning and he emptied himself inside the warm, welcoming depths of Jana's body.
 * * * *

Travis growled when Jana looked up at him as the waves of her orgasm subsided. Her eyes were filled with heated passion.

" You are so damn sexy, baby," Travis thought to her. Then he heard her soft, seductive voice in his own mind, and his cock danced before her in excitement.

" More. Please, I need more of you both," Jana thought to her lovers as they waited patiently for her to ready herself for them again.

" And more you shall have." Jana heard their deep voices in her mind and watched them exchange a heated, hungry glance.

Jana was perfect. She was the perfect complement to their family union and come hell or high water, the two men vowed to protect her with their lives, and cherish her as a loved woman, a mate, should be cherished.

"My turn to shove my cock inside you, baby," Travis said with a grin.
 Jana gasped and wiggled her backside.
 The men changed places and Travis pushed himself into Jana with a possessive thrust.
 "Mine," he growled low.
 "Look at what you do to me." Tristan chuckled. On his knees before Jana, he stroked his cock, and then brushed the head across her parted full lips.
 "Yes, baby," he groaned. "Take me."
 Jana closed her lips around the cock Tristan offered her, sucking him with fervor.
 Her pussy dripped with her first release, and the wet, slapping sound their bodies made where they were joined together filled the room as Travis continued to pound himself into her core.
 With a sexy moan, Jana came. Her intimate muscles fluttered and pulsed, and then clamped tight around Travis's cock at the same moment. As Jana and Tristan groaned out their pleasure in unison, Travis tensed and unloaded himself into her convulsing passage.
 The trio collapsed from exhaustion in a damp heap of tangled limbs on the floor beside the sofa.
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Chapter 17 
 "You summoned me," Justin bellowed as he blew into Franklin's office.
 "Yeah. You stormed out of here yesterday like a sissy
 throwing a hissy-fit before I could tell you I found another
 tape of the Michaels broad."
 "And?"
 "Make yourself comfortable. She gets herself off in the
 bath tub." Franklin shrugged with disinterest and pressed play
 on the remote he held in his hand.
 Mathers and Williams watched the recorded scene play out
 on the television screen.
 Jana searched the suite and double checked the lock on
 the door. The camera in the bathroom showed her turning the
 water on in the tub and slowly removing her clothes. She
 stepped up, and then down into the tub settling against the
 curved seat.
 "This is heaven," they heard her say softly, wiggling in the
 tub. The screen snowed briefly and when it came back into
 focus they heard her ask, "What took you two so long?" "What is that supposed to mean? And hey, where did the
 blindfold come from?"
 Franklin yawned. "I don't know. I told you she's a freak." They watched the whole tape and when she was finished
 splashing around, they observed her trembling against the
 side of tub.
 "I don't get it. She gets herself so revved up and gets off
 just thinking about it? And wiggling around a bit?" Justin got
 up and paced the small room. "What have you got for today?" "Today's not over yet and I've got a hell of a lot more to
 go through before I get to today's stuff."
 "Get on it, Franklin. Now," Justin growled out on his way to
 the door. "I'll be back in an hour."
 * * * *

Jana, Travis and Tristan spent the rest of the afternoon and evening making love.
 The two men loved her in the living room, out on the balcony, in each of their bedrooms, in the shower and the whirlpool tub.
 The trio ignored several knocks at the suite door until their Room Service arrived.
 After filling her belly, and with tremendous reluctance, Jana left their suite for some much needed rest. She'd tried to nod off twice when they took a brief reprieve from their lovemaking, but Travis and Tristan would have no part of it.
 Now that they had claimed her, they intended to love her and satisfy her until all three of them were completely and most thoroughly sated.
 With reluctance they agreed to let her leave them when she stated she didn't want to be caught in their room, or she would lose her job.
 There was still so much the men needed to share with their mate, and the time would come. For now, they were content to make love to her, as there would be plenty of opportunity to explain things to her once they took her home.
 If keeping her housekeeping position for the time being was important for their mate, then how could they deny her independence? They knew from the discussions they'd shared, that her independence and ability to make her own choices was most important to Jana.
 Neither man would ever take away her independence.
 They were one now, a family, yet each person's individuality was important to the development of their lifelong relationship. They were going to spend forever together, and each member of their family would be an equal contributor.
 Though it near killed them to allow her to leave their security and their bed, Travis and Tristan respected Jana's request for discretion and tamped their discontent when she left their suite. They had a lifetime ahead of them, and one night away from them was certainly permissible. Come morning, Travis and Tristan would insist Jana tender her resignation and move into their suite.
 Tomorrow was going to be the first day of the rest of their lives. Travis and Tristan were anxious to begin their lives with their mate. Their time at Passions would soon come to an end and they would be heading back to their home, and taking their mate with them.
 When Jana had gone, the two men could think of nothing else but their love for her.
 Their family was now complete.
 They were now complete.
 * * * *

Franklin found the video recorded in the penthouse that morning, and was cueing up the tape as Justin entered their secret room. Once they were both seated, Franklin pushed play on the remote control.

Jana entered the suite and went about her duties. Franklin and Justin watched as she shed her clothing in a seductive little striptease. They listened to her mumble softly and touch her breasts, glancing around the room. She moaned with pleasure placing a blindfold over her eyes. They watched in utter fascination as she became very aroused before their eyes, near delirious with intense desire.

"Stop," she said suddenly. And the two of them listened for several moments to her one-sided conversation.
 "She's a fucking freak." Franklin yawned again.
 Justin scoffed at him.
 "Show me," she said and a broad smile spread across her face.
 Jana's hand was cupped in front of her and her other arm was wrapped around her back, as if hugging someone close.
 Then, materializing from thin air, Cadence and Nolan appeared in Jana's grasp. She was sandwiched between them, embraced in their arms.
 Williams and Mathers's mouths gaped wide. Their eyes near bulged from their sockets. Several silent moments passed between the two men, the only sound in the tiny room were the passionate moans, groans and grunts from Michaels, Nolan and Cadence, as they unknowingly performed for the resort managers.
 "Did you fucking see that?" Justin leapt from his chair knocking it over. Grabbing the remote from Franklin, he rewound and replayed the scene several times where Travis and Tristan appeared from out of thin air.
 Then after watching the three of them spending the afternoon making love all over the suite, Justin finally stopped the tape when Michaels left. A smile of utter satisfaction was burned on his face.
 "I wouldn't have believed it if I hadn't seen it. Those two just appeared! They were fucking invisible. Just think of what we could do with this information Frankie. We can make millions exposing them! No, no billions!" Justin paced the floor with selfish determination, heavy beads of sweat popping out above his brow. Suddenly, his face lit up greedily, malevolent. "You said they belong to some sort of organization, some group, didn't you? Find those videos, Frankie. There's got to be more of them. Just think of it, we're going to be rich!" Justin slinked from the small room and left Williams's outer office.
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Chapter 18
Jana woke the next morning, glad she had the day off. She groaned as she swung her legs over the edge of her bed. Her body burned from the pleasurable punishment it had endured the day before. Thinking about the hours she'd spent making love with Travis and Tristan brought a smile to her face.

Jana had fallen hard for her unseen lovers as well as being attracted to Travis and Tristan as casual acquaintances. But now knowing they were two in the same, she had to admit to herself without question that she was in fact in love with both of them. They were a pair, a team and to take one was to take two. And she wanted them both.

Although the sex was the best sex she'd ever experienced, her love and need for them went much deeper than just physical gratification.

She couldn't wait to see them.
 The activities the day before had triggered many questions to plague her thoughts. Jana wondered if, once the men's vacation was over, they would still be interested in keeping contact with her.
 Was there a chance they could possibly want a relationship with her? Jana stopped herself for a moment. She admitted to herself that she'd fallen for both men, but did they feel the same way? And did she want to jump right into a relationship with two virtual strangers? Was she ready to move on?
 With a broad smile, she answered her own questions. Yes, she was in love, and yes, she believed with her whole heart that her love was reciprocated. The gentleness, respect and consideration Tristan and Travis showed her was enough to convince Jana that as well as being cherished by both men, she would be safe. She knew with every fiber of her being that neither man would ever hurt her. Finally, she admitted that as unconventional as loving two men was, she would love them both, equally, forever. She belonged to them, and they to her.
 The Fates were finally smiling down on her.
 Jana got up from the bed, stretching her stiff muscles and spotted an envelope that had been slipped under her door. She giggled and thought of her men sliding a love note under her door for when she awoke, thinking of them.
 Jana opened the envelope and unfolded a letter.
Miss Michaels,
 This letter is to inform you your employment at Passions Resort is hereby terminated, effective immediately. Enclosed with this letter you will find your wages paid to yesterday. You have twenty-four hours to vacate your room.
 Signed, Justin Mathers
 Her bottom lip began to quiver of its own volition.
 Terminated?
 She'd been told she was doing a good job. There had no complaints from guests. The other employees liked her, and she them. Her tiny world started to spiral out of control.
 Taking time for a quick shower, Jana dressed and made her way to Williams's office. Standing outside the door, she took a deep breath and knocked. There was no answer. She knocked a little louder. There was still nothing. Reaching for the knob, Jana found the door unlocked. Pushing the door open and entering, Jana found the office empty.
 In temporary defeat, Jana walked out of the office, closing the door behind her.
 Stopping in the café to buy herself a coffee, she spotted Justin Mathers walking though the lobby.
 "Excuse me, Mr. Mathers," Jana called out, running after him.
 Mathers stopped abruptly at the sound of her voice and visibly stiffened.
 "I found this in my room this morning." Jana held out the envelope that had been slipped under her door. "Why are you firing me? I've been doing a good job." Though she made every attempt to control her emotions, anger elevated her voice.
 "Simple," he stated flatly and shrugged. His eyes were cold as they held hers. "You fucked a guest. I mean 'guests.' And that's grounds for immediate dismissal."
 Jana stared at him for a handful of seconds, her mouth hanging open in dismay.
 "Do you have any evidence of this alleged indiscretion?" Jana challenged, but knew her guilty conscience would be evident in her eyes. She'd known sleeping with Travis and Tristan could get her fired if she were caught, but dammit she'd wanted them and did not regret being with them.
 Despite losing her job, she would not allow slimy Justin Mathers to turn what the three of them had shared into something sleazy.
 "Oh yeah, I've got proof. The secret is out." He sneered and walked away from her.
 He had proof?
 At her sides, Jana's hands clenched and unclenched into tight fists. Inside she was seething. In anger she marched to the open elevator and depressed the button to the penthouse floor.
 There were only the three of them who knew they had done the deed, and she sure as hell hadn't told anyone.
 When the elevator stopped and the door slid open, Jana stormed up the corridor.
 Outside the penthouse, she banged open handed on the door until pain shot through her forearms and the door finally opened. Tristan stood before her, rubbing the sleep from his eyes.
 Breath caught in Jana's throat. He looked incredibly sexy first thing in the morning. Jana reminded her suddenly aroused libido that she was there for answers, not for a roll in the hay.
 The nerve of Tristan being so damned sexy!
 "You back for more, baby? That's great because I definitely can not get enough of you." He reached to touch her, but stopped short when he saw her eyes sparkle with rage.
 "Were you in on it? Are you two paid to spy for them?" Roughly, Jana shoved Tristan back through the foyer, her voice raised, unshed tears in her eyes. "Answer me, damn you! 'Hey, let's fuck the hard-up maid and get her fired!' You sick bastards, how dare you play with me like that!"
 "What's going on out here?" Travis appeared in the doorway of the hall, a towel wrapped low on his hips, his hair and skin damp from his shower. "Jana, baby, what's the matter?"
Shit! Travis was walking sex!
 "You two told him!" she hollered, and the two men exchanged a mutual look of confusion. "And now I've lost my job! This was the new life I wanted, I needed, and now you've ripped it out from under me!" Unable to hold her tears back any longer, she allowed them to flow.
 "What are you talking about?" Tristan asked, reaching for her. "Who did we tell what to?" He shook his head, somewhat confused by his own question.
 "Jana, calm down, honey." Travis placed a tender hand on her shoulder. "Tell us what happened, please," he said calmly.
 "Mathers said 'I fucked a guest!' No make that 'guests' and pulled a Donald Trump on me! He says he has proof! 'The secret is out' he said," she growled, attempting her best Justin Mathers impersonation. "Only the three of us know we've fucked and if I didn't tell..." She glared at them with raised brows and pursed lips. Her face flushed, her cheeks a deep rosy hue, her body shook uncontrollably with raw anger.
 Travis and Tristan frowned, fuming angrily themselves at the crude choice of terminology she used to express what they'd shared.
 Travis blew out a frustrated breath and spoke first. "Neither one of us have said anything to anyone. We want you, Jana. Have we not made that clear to you? We want to be with you. This is fine if you've lost this job." He waved it off as if her being fired were no big deal. "It doesn't matter to us if you work. In fact, when we go home you won't have to. Well, not unless you really want to."
 "Excuse me? Wait just a minute, pal." Jana took a step forward and jabbed a shaky index finger into the centre of Travis's solid chest. "Who says I'm going anywhere with the two of you?"
 "You don't want to be with us?" Tristan asked dejected.
 Jana refused to respond, but she didn't miss the hurt behind his dark eyes. She felt terrible for hurting his feelings. "I liked this job. I needed this job. Now what am I going to do? Why would you guys say anything? Why would you do this to me?"
 Crumpling the letter from Mathers that she was still holding, Jana threw it at Travis. He grasped at it as it struck his chest. Opening it, he read it before handing it to Tristan. Gathering Jana in his arms, Travis pulled her against him, into his comforting embrace.
 Tristan approached Jana from behind, rubbing his hands along her sides and hips, and placed a kiss on the top of her head. "It'll be all right, baby," he said.
 Jana sniffed back her sobs against Travis's bare chest, and while relishing in his soothing embrace she inhaled his spicy, natural scent, and her body responded right on cue.
 "Oh, no you don't," Jana snapped. Their spicy muskiness enveloped her senses and Jana felt herself slipping under the blissful seduction of their combined mesmeric scents to a euphorically, erotic state that only they could take her to. "Your sexual mojo isn't going to work on me this time." Jana wiggled herself free from between the two hard, masculine bodies holding her. "I won't let you two get me all hot and bothered and seduce me back into your bed."
 The hurt in her eyes when she looked up made their hearts plummet to the pits of their stomachs. Tristan reached for Jana as she spun on her heel and hurried toward the door. "Honey, please..."
 "I came here to start a new life!" Tears streaked her flushed cheeks when she looked back at them, her hand settled on the handle of the door. Her bottom lip quivered as she tried to maintain her control. "I didn't ask for any of this. I wasn't even looking. But you two made me fall in love with you ... How could you do this to me?" Jana slammed the suite door, leaving the two befuddled men inside.
 * * * *

Jana rode the elevator back down to the main floor and when the doors slid open, she ran straight to her room. Once inside she stood with her back against the door, her breathing ragged and harsh. Her body shook from anger and sadness. Her heart breaking from hurt. Her stomach was nauseated from skipping breakfast, and the physical exertion.
 She was on emotional fucking overload. Giving in, she threw herself on top of her bed, and allowed her emotions to take control. She sobbed.
 Travis and Tristan had awakened a side of Jana she'd never known existed. The two virile men had started a fire within her that only they could ignite and control, and yet not extinguish.
 A hungering need consumed her that they alone aroused and completely controlled.
 It was not just a sexual need she felt for them. No, this was much bigger than just sex. When she was not with them, she felt incomplete, no longer whole.
 Right now, as pissed off as she was with the two of them, she ached to be held within their warm, comforting embrace. She needed to hear their soft, soothing voices consoling her, assuring her everything was going to be all right.
 She needed them. She wanted them.
 It terrified her that after what they'd shared, combined with the unexplainable connection between them, that she may not be able to go on living without them.
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Chapter 19
Wasting no time at all tugging on shorts and t-shirts, Travis and Tristan bolted out the door into the hallway.
 Jana was gone.
 What in the hell had happened?
 "Her thoughts are scrambled," Tristan thought. "I can't reach her through thought." His low growl filled the corridor. In frustration he ran his fingers through his hair and met Travis's gaze.
 "I'll take the stairs," Travis thought back. "You wait for the elevator. We'll meet in the lobby."
 Tristan nodded.
 For hours the men searched for Jana. Together they turned the entire resort upside down and still had not been able to locate their mate. There was no answer when they knocked on her door, and several attempts to reach out to her telepathically had been futile. Jana's thoughts were in confusion, raw emotions were interfering with Travis and Tristan's ability to make mental contact with her.
 "I am dying inside," Tristan confessed.
 Travis sighed in exhaustion and stuffed his hands into the pockets of his shorts. "She cannot be far," he thought. "Once Jana calms down, her mind will open to us once again and we will find her."
 After checking her room for the umpteenth time that day, Travis and Tristan decided to conduct another perimeter search. Twenty minutes later they found their mate seated at a corner table in the outdoor restaurant where they'd first seen her.
 They observed her for several moments before going to her. Jana's usual bright blue eyes were now dark, sad and puffy, and her cheeks were flushed from the tears she had shed. Her dark hair was pulled back and pinned up, leaving her shoulders bare, with loose wisps framing the soft features of her face. She was beautiful, sexy and the woman the two men had been searching for, waiting for. They needed her, wanted her, desiring no other woman but her.
 They had never come across a woman before that they felt such a strong spiritual connection with, who intrigued them intellectually and satisfied them sexually, the way Jana did. Since the first day they had spotted her sitting in that very restaurant, they had thought of nothing else but being with her.
 The link the three shared was strong after mating, and their bond would continue to strengthen as they shared their lives together. Travis and Tristan had felt Jana's unconditional love for them every time they'd made love with her. Her aura called to them on a level much higher than just physical lust. The connection the three of them shared surprised Travis and Tristan. They had physically felt Jana's hurt and anger earlier that day, as if it were their very own. Her pain tore at their insides.
 They were crushed, feeling her humiliation as she struggled with the emotions battling within her. She had given herself to them willingly, openly, eagerly. Now, their mate felt as though she had been betrayed by them. "She needs us," Travis said.
 "Then as her mates, it is our responsibility and pleasure to comfort her," Tristan replied, and began to walk toward Jana. * * * *

Sniffling back another sob, Jana stared out over the beach. It was well after the dinner hour and despite it being early evening, the beach area and restaurants were sparsely occupied.

What happened? she wondered. Things seemed to have been going to so well. She was enjoying her work and her coworkers. As far as Jana was concerned her new beginning was off to a great start.

More importantly, although she wasn't looking for it, she'd found love.
 Or had she?
 It wouldn't be the first time she'd jumped into something with both feet expecting wonderful things to come her way, only to be left feeling humiliated and betrayed, and in one instance, fighting for her life.
 Deep down Jana honestly believed Tristan and Travis were different.
 They were different; she knew they were. That's why she was having such difficulty coming to terms with their betrayal.
 But they said they hadn't betrayed her. Could she trust their words? Her heart assured her she could. Her instincts, and more importantly her heart, told Jana that Travis and Tristan would never intentionally cause her pain.
 Yet, there was a time Shaun had once promised to never hurt her, and look where that got her. She'd been beaten within an inch of her life, humiliated inside, and her self esteem destroyed beyond repair. Perhaps he'd been right all along. Maybe she really wasn't worthy of love.
 Especially not the love of Travis and Tristan.
 She was so confused, and despite being so distraught, and upset, she desperately needed them.
 Jana caught the spicy scent of Tristan and Travis's pheromones swirling in the air around her, but refused to look over at them. Knowing they approached her table, Jana struggled with getting up and rushing into their waiting arms. Instead she remained where she sat and decided to hold her ground.
 Through adversity she'd become a strong woman, and dammit she didn't want to now be perceived as a weak, fragile pain in the ass. As much as she wanted to be with Travis and Tristan, to be one with them, she was not about to give up the independence she'd fought so hard to rebuild.
 She needed to sort out her confusion.
 "What do you two want?" she asked. Her throat was hoarse from her afternoon crying jag.
 * * * *

Travis's eyes narrowed when he spotted the tattered luggage as he sat beside Jana. She would not be allowed the opportunity to leave them, they'd waited too long for her. The future was theirs to explore and enjoy together.

Tristan had sat himself across from her.
 With great effort and control, both refrained from openly touching her; she seemed too lost, so deep in thought, and the last thing they wanted to do was startle her or cause her any further pain.

"Where are you going?" he asked with angst, and unable to restrain himself any longer Travis placed his hand on her bare thigh under the table.
 * * * * Jana closed her eyes, absorbing the heat of Travis's tender touch, but still refused to make eye contact with either man. She was terrified that if she glanced his way, her self control would shatter and she would burst into tears. Her heart ached and her mind raced with mixed emotions. "I'm flying out tonight to another island. Maybe I can find work at another resort."

"You can't just leave us, Jana," Tristan cooed from across the table, taking her hands in his. Absently, the pad of his thumb caressed the back of her hand.

"Well, I can't stay here," she said quietly. "I'm not staying here. It's just too painful. I'll just have to find a new life somewhere else. It's waiting for me out there, I'll find it."

"Are you all right, Jana?" Jana glanced over to see a server standing beside her table, a bewildered look on his face.
 "I'm fine." She smiled up at him.
 "You're talking to yourself, quite loudly." He looked down at her, concern furrowing his bushy brows.
 Jana glanced to Travis and across to Tristan. The three of them exchanged looks of confusion. "You can see us, Jana?" Tristan asked.
 "Yes, of course, I can." She glared between Tristan and Travis with annoyance.
 "Well, sure you can talk to yourself," the waiter replied. "But the guests are starting to stare."
 Jana surveyed the restaurant; she had indeed drawn attention to herself.
 "We are under our invisibility shields honey, no one can see us," Travis's deep, husky voice sounded in her head.
 She realized then, their words had been spoken in her mind all along, and she had been speaking aloud. "Wow. You two just can't get enough of humiliating me can you?" she spat out at them, and blinked back the tears stinging her eyes.
 "You are so hurt, our love, we approached under shield because we weren't sure you would speak to us otherwise. We knew you could hear our telepathic communication, but neither of us realized you would be able to see us while under our shields," Tristan admitted with surprise.
 * * * *

Their bond was strong now, and Jana could indeed 'see' them while they were under their cloaking shields, as well as hear them through thought.

This surprised Travis and Tristan. They knew the mental link the three of them shared would strengthen, yet neither man realized their mate would be able to see them while they were cloaked. In all the history of their people, they had never known a human mate to possess the ability to view those under shield.

Their mate was more extraordinary than either man first realized.
 In their world, their mate would be celebrated.
 "Are you sure you're okay?" the server asked again.
 "Yeah, I'm fine. In fact, I've got to go. I have a plane to catch." Jana stood, handing the waiter money to pay for her iced tea, and then bent over to grab her luggage. "Thanks for everything. Take care." She looked to the waiter, and then to the two unseen men now standing beside him.
 "After her," Travis thought to Tristan as Jana hurried from the restaurant.
 Jana was half way across the lobby when Tristan and Travis caught up with her. Tristan grabbed the handles of the suitcases she was dragging behind her, while Travis wrapped an arm around her waist, pulling her against him.
 "What are you doing?" she snarled low, wriggling and squirming against his firm grasp. "Let me go!"
 "Never," they growled together, making Jana's body tremble in Travis's arms.
 If it wasn't for the scent of her arousal wafting under his nose, Travis would have thought she trembled from fear.
 "I have a taxi to catch," she whimpered in frustration. "I don't want to miss my flight."
 "You are coming with us up to our suite," Travis growled in her ear. "You are our mate, and we will not let you go without a fight."
 Travis heard her sharp intake of breath at his words, and tightened his grip around her as they hurried toward the elevator.
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Chapter 20
The trio rode in silence up to the penthouse of the resort. Only once inside their suite, did Travis loosen his grip on Jana. She twisted roughly, breaking away from him. His brows narrowed in irritation as he watched her sulk to the sofa, plunking herself down. He could feel her anger and discontent as she absently played with her hands in her lap, still refusing to look at him.
 Tristan came from the kitchen carrying a bottle of wine in one hand and three glasses in the other. After popping the cork, he poured the deep burgundy liquid into the glasses and offered one to Jana.
 "Thank you," she said, her anger ebbing as she accepted the glass. The fragrant fruity aroma tickled her senses as she swirled the contents of the glass. "What's this for?"
 "We're celebrating." Tristan winked at her, a sexy smile played on his lips.
 "What's to celebrate? I've lost my job, my life is a mess..." Jana felt her tension ease, as she stared into Tristan's dark chocolate eyes.
 There was no mistaking; he looked at her with hunger, his eyes heavy with desire.
 Travis sat down beside her on the sofa and stroked a gentle finger along her bare shoulder. Tipping her head, Jana brushed her cheek against the back of his hand. It would be so damned easy to succumb to their persuasions. She loved them and wanted them, and needed them to love her completely.
 "We're celebrating your new life, honey," Travis said softly against her ear. "Your fresh start."
 Their masculine scents swirled under Jana's nose, stoking the embers of her arousal.
 Tristan sat on the coffee table in front of her, looking into her eyes; his hand began caressing her thigh above her knee.
 Jana's pussy grew wet and her nipples painfully erect.
 "We were crazy with worry when we could not find you today," Travis told her. "Do not alarm us like that again, il nostro amore." His gentle reprimand whispered over the sensitive skin of her neck.
 Unable, and unwilling to stop herself, Jana was completely consumed by Travis and Tristan's sensual touching. Their spicy scents continued to tease her senses. Giving in to her intense desire, Jana turned her face to meet Travis and traced the seam of his mouth with the tip of her tongue, tasting his own unique flavor mixed with the sweetness of the wine.
 Travis slipped his tongue past her open lips to mate with hers. As she moaned against him, he tenderly drew her tongue into his mouth.
 Tristan took the glass from her trembling fingers setting it on the table. Leaning forward he slid his hands up the length of her tanned legs, pushing her skirt higher up her thighs. Cupping her buttocks, he pulled Jana to the edge of the sofa cushion. With her skirt now up around her waist, he rolled her pink lace panties over her curvy hips, down her thighs, and tossed them aside.
 Travis had worked her tank top up, breaking their deep kiss for a brief moment as he peeled it over her head. He tugged the tie holding her hair up, releasing her locks to cascade over her shoulders. With deft fingers he unclipped the clasp on the front of her bra. Once her breasts were free from their lacy restraint, he cupped her in his hand. Massaging the fleshy globe in his palm, the tips of his fingers tugged at the puckered tip in the centre. His tongue continued to probe her mouth, stirring the ignited heat within her belly.
 Jana groaned against Travis's hungry mouth, her burning body now completely in Travis and Tristan's control.
 With smooth eagerness, Tristan lifted Jana's right leg over Travis's and pushed the left further, settling himself between her splayed thighs. Taking his time, he stroked a blunt fingertip along the length of her wet opening, before slowly pushing the thick digit inside her. He pumped it slowly in and out of her until she moaned and wiggled herself against his hand. Jana gasped when the heat of his mouth settled over her, his tongue rolling over her clit before he closed his lips around the nub and sucked on it gently.
 Reaching between her legs, Jana laced her fingers in Tristan's silky dark hair, pulling him closer to her where she needed him most.
 Still engaged in her oral exploration with Travis, Jana tugged at his t-shirt with her free hand, and then unfastened the button and zipper to his shorts as he pulled the shirt over his head. With an eager hand, she reached into his shorts to wrap her fingers around his thick, hard cock. Using slow, firm, loving strokes, Jana pulled a guttural groan from deep within him.
 In the blink of an eye, his shorts and boxers joined the growing pile of clothing on the floor. With effort, Jana broke away from his wicked kiss and leaned over to flick her wet tongue tip over his sensitive nipples. Gently sucking one peak into her mouth, Travis hissed as she scraped her teeth along his stiff flesh.
 For a brief moment, Tristan struggled to remove his clothes, all the while continuing his lavish oral assault on Jana's pussy. His lips sipped and plucked on the throbbing nub making Jana dig her fingernails into his broad shoulders. Wriggling her backside, she grasped his head with both hands, keeping his pleasuring, hot, wet mouth against her mound.
 Jana thought she would die from the pleasure overload he brought her.
 "Oh, Tristan," she panted, looking down at him. "Please don't stop. Don't stop."
 Jana gripped Travis's cock once again, earning her a deep throaty groan. Leaning over, she flicked the tip of her tongue across the fat mushroom-shaped head, catching a salty droplet leaking from the slit. On a contented sigh, Jana closed her mouth around him, drawing him down her throat. As she pulled back, almost releasing his shaft, Travis growled low. Glancing up she hesitated, holding his gaze before she took all of him again. Her teasing torment was slow and possessive, causing Travis to buck his hips up to meet her lips.
 "Jesus," Travis groaned, never taking his eyes off hers. * * * *

A second thick finger was slipped inside Jana's slick passage and Tristan thrust with deliberate, confident strokes. He could smell her musky scent grow heavier and knew she was close. He drew on her swollen clit with hunger, pumping his fingers in and out of her soaked cunt.

Without warning her body stiffened and her channel gripped at his fingers as she reached her pinnacle and cried out her release.

As the waves of her climax wavered, Tristan glanced up at Jana from between her trembling legs. In her hand she held Travis's cock, and her chest heaved as she worked to catch her breath.

Travis leaned back on the sofa while Tristan helped Jana to straddle his powerful thighs. Jana still held onto his cock, and once settled, she aligned him with her body and slowly lowered herself onto him, moaning aloud as she took every inch of him.

"Oh, God, yes." She sighed.
 Before Jana could raise herself for another stroke on Travis's cock, Tristan placed a hand between her shoulders

blades, and urged her to lie against Travis's chest. On the sofa behind her, he knelt. While stroking himself, he collected the cream from her folds wrapped around Travis's cock, and ran his fingers up between her butt cheeks to the puckered, pink rosette hidden there. Using care, Tristan pushed his slick digit past the tight muscles of the opening into the channel of her ass. He pumped a single finger into her slowly several times before adding a second.
 The intrusion caused her body to tense. "Relax, honey," Travis encouraged softly. "Let us both love you."
 A moment later Tristan felt her anal muscles relax around his fingers and he continued to prepare her for his taking.
 Wanting Jana to be comfortable and prepared for his claiming, Tristan leaned over her to whisper in her ear.
 "I'm going to slide my cock inside you baby, right here," he told her, and wiggled his fingers.
 Jana moaned, but didn't protest.
 "I won't lie to you baby, you're going to feel discomfort at first," he said to warn her. "But I promise, after a moment you are going to feel so good with both Travis and I inside your body. You'll experience such intense pleasure with both of us loving you."
 "Yes," she whimpered in need. "Please."
 Tristan withdrew his fingers from her body, and then nudged the smooth head of his cock against her snug opening. With a gentle push, his tip slipped inside.
 A gasp escaped Jana's parted lips and Travis took the invitation to fasten his mouth to hers. He succeeded in his distraction. Jana melted against him as she accepted Tristan's intrusion inside her backside.
 Jana was now truly theirs. Theirs to love and cherish, forever.
 With gentle persistence Tristan continued to feed his length into Jana until he was embedded inside her completely.
 Once both were fully seated in the warm depths of their mate, the two men made eye contact with each other and simultaneously, they slowly withdrew themselves from the tight passages of Jana's body. She cried out in protest as they nearly exited her, leaving just the wide heads inside her openings. Again they thrust, this time with a little more force, with more need, more urgency.
 Over and over Jana chanted out their names as she bucked back against Tristan, and down against Travis. Again and again she met their pleasuring thrusts, taking them deeper.
 * * * *

A fullness she'd never experienced before overwhelmed Jana. Her body burned as Travis and Tristan continued to stoke the fierce fire they'd started in her. She trembled as their possession to claim her body, mind and soul, consumed her.

"God, you feel so good baby," Travis's voice cut through the haze in her mind. "You're so tight, so hot. So very sexy," he whispered against her ear. His hot breath on her skin made her shiver between them. "Come for us, baby," he ordered with confidence.

Travis stroked his hands down Jana's damp back and grabbed her buttocks, massaging and spreading her further for their taking.

Tristan's warm, strong hand cupped Jana's right breast, kneading it, plucking at the firm peak in the centre.
 "Oh, Travis, yes, Tristan please don't stop!" Jana managed to stammer out between their claiming trusts. "I'm going to come, ooh, I can't stop!" With that her body stiffened. Tightly she gripped Travis's strong, protective arms as her climax rocked her. Jana came hard, both her lower holes spasmed around the two cocks impaling her.
 Never in her life had Jana ever felt anything as exquisite as what she now felt between Tristan and Travis. This was what love was supposed to be. She felt loved, cherished. Her body demanded more, and right then, Jana knew she would never get her fill of her two lovers.
 "That's it, baby, oh yeah!" both men groaned, pumping themselves into her with possession, making Jana climb once again.
 Crying out as she exploded a second time, her body continued to milk their cocks.
 All three of their bodies were slick with sweat, slapping together as one. At the same moment, Tristan and Travis tensed as their bodies met release, both spilling their seed deep inside Jana. They continued plunging into her core, until they had pumped every last drop of their liquid into her. * * * *

Exhausted, Tristan collapsed against Jana's back, crushing her between himself and Travis. Both of them resumed caressing her body lovingly. After several minutes the trio was still panting heavy, and Jana began squirming under Tristan's weight atop her. Shifting, he withdrew his still semihard erection from the velvety depths of her ass and settled his back against the arm of the sofa.

Unable to take his eyes off her, Tristan watched as she gingerly lifted herself off Travis's shaft and slumped with exhaustion atop his chest. Her body was drenched with perspiration, a mixture of hers and theirs. Her lips were swollen from Travis devouring her mouth. Her long dark hair framed her soft features, with stray strands clinging to her damp shoulders, and cheeks.

"You are so beautiful, Jana," Tristan said, rubbing the bottom of her foot that lay across his lap.
 "Mmm, I think the two of you are beautiful, too," she purred, stroking her hand along Travis's chest. "I'm going to take a shower. Then I want to do that again."
 "Of course, il nostro amore, it is our pleasure to please you." Travis placed a kiss against her forehead, while he fondled her left puckered nipple between his fingers.
 Tristan tipped his head back and ran his fingers through his hair, releasing a sigh of contentment. He couldn't remember when he'd ever felt so complete. He and his partner had claimed their mate, and the future was awaiting them. Cocking his head as he stared up at the ceiling, Tristan blinked several times.
 * * * *

Travis caught his friend's averted attention and he too glanced up. His eyes, as Tristan's, were drawn to a tiny hole, the size of a dime in the ceiling directly above them.
 "What do you think that is?" Travis thought-spoke to Tristan.
 "What do you think what is?" Jana asked as she sat up,
 stretching. Glancing up, she tried to figure out what held the
 men's attention.
 Travis stood up and walked over to snag a chair from
 around the kitchen table. Setting it in the middle of the coffee
 table he climbed onto it. Looking into the hole, Travis could
 see a glass bulb covering a lens and a small red light
 indicating a recording device was activated. "We are being
 watched."
 * * * *

"What?" Jana screeched as she reached for a throw pillow to cover her nakedness. As their love making just moments before replayed in her mind, her cheeks heated as if they were on fire. Someone had just gotten a great view of her being doubly penetrated.

"There is a camera installed in the ceiling," Tristan answered before she repeated the question. "That sick bastard has been watching us. This is how Mathers knows we've made love with you."

Enraged that their privacy had been invaded, Jana grabbed her clothes and dressed as Tristan and Travis pulled on their shorts. Both had barely zipped the zippers and neither bothered to fasten the buttons, leaving the trail of dark tight curls to their treasures below poking out the top. They caught the hungry stare she gave them as they looked up.

"Hmm, you are as insatiable as we are, our little minx." Tristan chuckled, wagging his brows. "Come, first we must look for more devices, and then..." He swatted her derrière as she walked by him.

The three searched the entire suite from top to bottom, finding each room equipped with at least one camera. The bedrooms had devices in the ceilings and one in each of the surrounding walls, all positioned directly at the beds.

The slimy assistant manager certainly had every possible angle covered and had gotten quite a show watching the threesome.

Tristan walked toward the door, and after opening it, took a casual stroll up the hallway. There he found recording devices interspersed down the corridor, in the walls and along the ceiling. When he came back into the room he announced his findings. "I'm betting this entire resort is wired. He must be watching everyone, everywhere." He stood there quietly, in deep thought.

"That's really sick," Jana scoffed. "I know some guests screw themselves silly all over this resort and couldn't care less who sees, but if people are in the privacy of their own rooms, that means they don't want to be watched." Her body trembled as she spoke. "We've been violated. Oh jeez, the thought makes my skin crawl." Another chill raced the length of her spine. "I knew the man was a scum bag."

They stood silent in the living room for several moments before Jana's voice broke the silence, "Oh shit!" She brought her hands up to cover her mouth.

Travis and Tristan jumped at her sudden outburst. "What?" they both asked.
 Jana placed her hand just under her nose in a hopeful attempt at blocking the camera from sight and sound as she whispered, "He's seen you."
 "Yeah, honey, we know he's seen us. All three of us," Tristan replied.
 "No," she said shaking her head and closed the short distance between them. "Not just 'seen' you. If he's been watching us having sex, then he saw the two of you ... you know, 'materialize' out of thin air yesterday morning." She wiggled her fingers in the air mimicking a misting action. "He's 'seen' what the two of you can do."
 * * * *
 "Damn," Travis growled. Their people were very careful around those unlike them, to keep their gifts and extraordinary abilities hidden. The organization was a pseudonym company used by their government to arrange for their people to vacation among humans. This was a popular method for their males to find female mates. The organization would spend exorbitant amounts of money to guarantee their people's privacy while vacationing at human resorts. Passions was not the only resort the organization used, but it was the most popular among their people.

Theirs were a highly passionate and sexual race, and the relaxed atmosphere at Passions Resort allowed their people to explore and search for a mate freely, without the possibility of their differences being discovered.
 * * * * Travis stuck his hand in the pocket of his shorts and pulled out something that Jana thought resembled a cellphone. He flipped it open and depressed a button. A few seconds later a voice came from the device.

"Hey Travis, how's the vacation?" the voice chuckled on the other end. "Did you and Tristan find who you were looking for?"

Both of them glanced in her direction, desire flickered in the deep brown of their eyes. "Yeah, Rico, we did. But we've also come across a little something extra."

"Oh no, she doesn't have a dick does she? I got caught like that once. I really hate it when that happens."
 Jana snickered and felt her cheeks heat.
 "No, she is all woman." Travis looked at her and heat flared in his eyes, making her nipples hard again. Then his voice then became authoritative, stern. "Listen Rico, I need to know who has visited this resort and when. I need you to go back to when our people first started coming here. And I need it an hour ago, buddy."
 "Ah come on, Travis, that's almost two years' worth of records. We send guys there all the time." A heavy sigh sounded over the unit. "That's a hell of a lot of work. I'm the only one in the communications tower for another hour," the voice grumbled on the other end. "Why do you need it, and what's in it for me?"
 "Just send us the information and I won't have to put my foot in your ass when I get home." Travis fell silent for a moment. "We've come across micro-cameras and other recording devices in our suite, Rico. We've reason to believe the entire resort is bugged."
 After several long moments the voice came back on in a much more serious tone, "We're on it guys. I'll download the information to your communicator within the hour."
 Travis closed the look-a-like cellphone and placed it back in his pocket.
 * * * *

"What is that thing and who did you just call?" Jana asked, her bright blue eyes and sensual voice full of innocent curiosity.

Travis sighed, looking her straight in the eye trying to gauge her thoughts. He still wasn't certain Jana was ready to hear everything about them. Yet, they couldn't put her off any longer. She already knew they could cloak themselves with invisibility and communicate telepathically. Also, since mating, she could see them and hear them while under their invisibility shields.

What did they have to lose by coming clean?
 Her; their mate.
 After exchanging a nervous glance with each other, the

two men shrugged, they'd waited long enough.
 "It's a communicator. We use it to stay in contact with our
 home," Tristan answered. "We use it to speak with our
 communications unit so they are aware of our whereabouts and know we're okay. It has computer capabilities, not unlike PCs, laptops or blackberries. It's just smaller and can do so much more. Rico, the man Travis was just speaking to, is the head of our communications unit, and can download files and reports to us while we're away. We also use it to engage the
 transporter."
 "Transporter?" Jana raised an eyebrow. "Like 'beam me up
 Scotty' kind of transporter?"
 "Yeah, something like that." Tristan laughed.
 They both knew what was coming next, but were still
 unprepared.
 "Well, where, where are you ... from?" With wide-eyed
 enthusiasm, Jana's glanced between them.
 Both detected a hint of hesitation in her question. "Not from here," Travis said plainly, with a shake of his
 head. "We will discuss this later, baby. All right?"
 Jana nodded her head in agreement, no doubt feeling as
 baffled as she looked.
 They would satisfy all her questions and concerns after
 they dealt with their immediate threat.
 "Good. Let's go. We must search the entire resort
 premises. We have to find and destroy the evidence
 surrounding us and our people," Travis commanded. "And I'm
 afraid we must act fast."
 The trio sat down to devise a plan of attack.
 * * * *

Williams was sitting in his secret room with his tool in his hand, stroking himself to a couple on one of the television screens who were fucking each other senseless on the beach when Justin burst in.

Startled, Williams jumped up from his chair. His dress pants fell to the floor as he spun around, pecker still in hand, to meet Justin's scrunched up face.

"Oh, Christ, Frankie, put that thing away, would you? Or at least have the common sense to lock the damn door," Justin barked out in disgust as Williams grabbed at his pants pooled around his ankles.

"Don't you know how to knock, you little fucker?" Franklin growled as he tucked himself away and zipped his pants. "What do you want? I'm busy."

"Oh, yeah, I can see that," Justin scoffed, nodding to the bulge in Franklin's pants. "Listen, I know this guy at the cop shop who knows a guy who's interested in having a look at our video of those invisible men."

"Are you a fucking moron? You called the cops? Our little operation here isn't legal, Justin. How happy do you think the guests will be to find out they've been video taped without their knowledge or consent?" Williams began pacing the small room, running his hands through his thinning hair. "Not only have we recorded them, but we've been selling their sexcapades overseas for big dollars, Justin. Jesus, what have you done?"

"Nah, this guy's cool, okay? It's no big deal. He does want a piece of our profits, though. I told him we'd cut him in, you know, for his help. You have my word he's not gonna tell anybody, Frankie."

As Justin stuffed his hands in his pants pockets, he wasn't entirely confident with his last statement.
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Chapter 21
With Travis and Tristan under their invisibility shields, the trio set out to search the resort. Since they all had the ability to communicate telepathically they split up to cover more ground.

Tristan went straight to the basement and Travis to the top floor, while Jana started in the lobby trying to locate Williams or Mathers. Jana intended to call Justin Mathers on his evidence by demanding to see proof of his allegation.

Jana arrived outside of Franklin Williams's office and knocked on the closed door. When no answer came, she tried the handle. The room was unlocked so she walked in, greeted by emptiness and eerie silence. A subtle buzzing sound piqued her curiosity, but she couldn't quite figure out where it came from.

In the air Jana could smell Justin Mathers's cheap cologne, assuming he had been in the room recently, but wasn't now. Pursing her lips, her brow wrinkled as she studied the office for a few minutes. She wondered if Travis and Tristan were having better luck than her.

Exiting the office, Jana wandered the corridors, trying the handles of all the doors. It was nearing midnight, or she would have attempted to use her swipe card to check out the guest rooms lining either side of the halls.

None of the three were certain what exactly it was they were looking for, but they did agree they were looking for some sort of central command centre which would house the surveillance equipment.

In the basement, Tristan spent two hours searching the boiler room, laundry room, electrical room and pump rooms for the pools, looking for anything suspicious or
 uncharacteristically out of place. He came up empty handed.
 "How are the two of you making out?" Tristan thought to Jana and Travis.
 "I've found nothing in the lobby or on floors two and
 three," Jana thought back.
 "I also have come up with nothing. Everything checks out
 fine from the penthouse floor down," Travis thought to the
 two of them. "I'll meet you both in the lobby."
 Jana was the first to arrive in the lobby, and just in time to
 see Justin Mathers walking out the front door. At a safe
 distance, she followed as he made his way to his car. He
 jumped in, engaged the ignition and drove away.
 Jana hoped he was gone for the night.
 Coming back through the lobby Jana spotted Travis and
 Tristan looking for her.
 "Mathers has left for the night, maybe. I hope. I watched
 him drive off," Jana mind-spoke when she came back in the
 lobby, spying Travis and Tristan. "And Williams wasn't in his
 office when I checked it earlier."
 "We need to search that office. Maybe there is something
 in there," Tristan thought. "We've searched this whole fucking
 resort and have found nothing. That recording equipment has
 to be somewhere in this building."

" I'll get us in that office," she thought to them. Jana walked over to the check-in desk and spoke to the on-duty clerk. "Hi, Mona. I'm looking for Mr. Williams or Mr. Mathers. Are either of them still here?"

"No, bot' leave, say dey won't be back til morning," Mona answered in her thick island accent.
 "Oh, damn. Mr. Williams was going to leave something for me. Any chance he left it with you?" Jana asked, batting her eyes innocently.
 "Nice touch, baby," Travis teased in her mind.
 "No, he leave me nutin' but a trobin' headache," Mona told her as she rubbed her temples.
 "Do you think it would it be okay if I had a look in his office? Maybe he just left it sitting on his desk for me."
 "Go 'head. Fill your sandals, sweetie. We not expectin' anyone t'night. I go talk to Raul in the bar."
 "Thank you, Mona. Good night."
 Still under their invisibility shields, Travis and Tristan escorted Jana to the door of Williams' office. Before making entry, they turned to scan the lobby for unwanted spectators. With the coast clear, Jana turned the handle of the door and pushed it open. The office was just as she'd seen it earlier, except now there were a couple of cardboard boxes on the floor in the far corner. She closed the door and locked it behind them.
 "Those weren't there earlier," she commented, pointing toward the boxes.
 The men searched the office for recording devices before dropping their shields.
 "This appears to be the only room in this place that isn't wired up," Travis announced.
 Tristan walked over to the boxes and looked them over. "They're going to Europe, whatever they are."
 Jana had already begun looking through the paperwork. Mountains of it sat on Williams's desk, and she rifled through the drawers. Nothing suspect caught her attention.
 Tristan checked behind the pictures on the walls in hopes of finding a wall safe or hidden shelves.
 Travis studied the three closed doors on each of the remaining walls. "What's behind those doors?"
 Both Tristan and Jana shrugged, watching in silence as he turned the handle to the first door.
 Jana held her breath as Travis pushed the door open. Reaching inside, he flicked on the light switch. "Bathroom." He sighed.
 Jana exhaled, blowing the breath past her lips.
 Tristan walked to the second door and glanced over at Jana and Travis before opening it. Turning on the fluorescent overhead light, he found a storage room of sorts with cardboard boxes stacked four feet high around the outside walls. A small table sat in the middle of the room with blank shipping labels and rolls of packing tape on top.
 Travis was already at the third door when they heard voices in the corridor outside the office door. Whoever was on the other side had stopped directly in front of the closed door. They were speaking in their native tongue and Jana couldn't understand a single word they were saying.
 "It's nothing," Tristan thought to the others. "They aren't coming in here. They're a couple of employees royally pissed with management. They're just out there bitching."
 "You know what they're saying?" Jana whispered.
 With modest reserve, he shrugged. "Travis and I fluently understand and speak over a dozen different languages."
 "Really?" Jana stated with excited admiration. "Will you teach me a new language?"
 "We will teach you and show you whatever your heart desires, our beautiful mate," Travis told her, and stroked a gentle finger down her cheek.
 Jana shivered at his sensual contact.
 Travis tried the knob to the final door. It was locked. He glanced in question at Jana and Tristan. "Well, this is interesting. This is the first locked door we've encountered in our search of this place, besides the guest rooms."
 That was true. Guests were so caught up in the relaxed sexual atmosphere, the doors around the resorts were never locked in the event that guests wanted to steal away in a broom closet to act out a fantasy of sorts. Perhaps they thought they were getting away with something a little risqué.
 Little did they know.
 Jana began to rummage through Williams's messy desk drawers and found a paperclip. Unfolding it, she walked to the door and crouched down in front of it.
 The men looked to her suspiciously as she attempted to pick the lock.
 "What?" She shrugged innocently. "Oh sure, like the two of you have never done anything shady before."
 After fiddling for several minutes, the click of the lock opening echoed in the office.
 With a turn of the handle, Jana gasped as she pushed the door open.
 An eerie glow from dozens and dozens of television screens along the back wall lit up the small room. There was a soft hum within the room as VCRs busily recorded the unsuspecting resort guests.
 "Looks like we found it," Jana whispered in disbelief at what she was seeing.
 They gaped wide-eyed into the room with absolute astonishment. Before them displayed on the television screens, were hotel guests engaging in a variety of acts of coupling. Cameras installed throughout the resort were recording every nook and cranny of the vast property. No one's privacy was respected.
 Tristan knelt down and ripped open one of the boxes beside the door that was labeled for Europe. It was full of recorded video tapes. Grabbing one, he brushed past Jana, entering the room and pressed stop on one of the VCRs. Ejecting the tape inside, he popped in the one he held and pushed play. The homemade porn flick recorded on the resort property filled the screen.
 "Christ, I'll bet they're selling these things," he said.
 Jana, who had been frozen in place at the door, rushed into the room and started looking through the papers littering the desk.
 Tristan and Travis went into the storage room across from the one with the recording equipment, and examined the boxes, checking the labels and markings.
 While he was searching the upper floors of the resort, Travis's contact back home had downloaded the information he'd requested to his communicator.
 It took nearly half an hour, but Jana managed to hack into Williams's computer and locate his database which correlated the rooms, with dates, to the video tapes in the boxes.
 Locating the video tapes from their trysts was a little more difficult. Those videos were not in boxes with the others. After turning Williams's office upside down, all the tapes of Jana, Tristan and Travis had been located, including the recordings of the other members from their organization during their visits. They then spent another hour destroying all the tapes surrounding Travis and Tristan's gifted race.
 Jana then took great care in altering the manager's database and computer hard drive removing all traces of guests within the organization. Proclaiming herself a selftaught computer whiz, she felt confident there would be no chance of anyone figuring out the database and computer had been tampered with.
 Jana felt horrible that they couldn't destroy everything they'd found. She understood the evidence was necessary in order for Williams and Mathers to pay for what they had done, but truly felt for those guests whose videos would be viewed by the authorities.
 The most important thing was that the members of the organization, and the gifts they possessed, remained a secret.
 After the trio had finished in the small room, Tristan ventured back to the basement to the electrical room. He cut the power to the manager's office, disabling all the recording devices throughout Passions tropical paradise.
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Chapter 22
Jana was awakened by persistent yet gentle nuzzling and warm breath against her neck.
 "It's time to get up, beautiful." Tristan's husky voice brought her from the erotic visions of her slumber. "We don't want to miss the fireworks."
 After they'd finished in the manager's office, Travis and Tristan had spent several hours before the dawn making love to Jana. Showing her how much they loved her, wanted her, desired her, and needed her.
 The trio shared a delicious breakfast from room service, and after taking a luxurious x-rated bubble bath together, the three made their way down to the main floor of the resort.
 Nothing appeared to be amiss in the lobby when the trio stepped off the elevator.
 Valets were busily parking private vehicles while staff unloaded luggage from transport buses and taxis.
 A crew of scantily clad women and men stood inside the lobby offering the new arrivals complimentary beverages and information regarding the variety of activities and services available throughout Passions.
 The check-in desk was abuzz with excited, horny new guests registering and eager to start their sexually erotic vacations.
 From their front-row center seat in the lobby, Jana, Tristan and Travis prepared for the action.
 Together, they watched as a familiar man walked through the front entrance of the resort.
 "Franklin Williams?" a tall man dressed in a dark suit asked as he approached the resort's manager.
 After a moment of hesitation, Franklin nodded cordially. "Yes, I'm Franklin Williams."
 A group of a dozen or so large men, all dressed in dark suits, surrounded Williams. "Excellent. Come with us, sir."
 "Wait just a minute," Williams began to protest as the largest of the men gripped his arm. "I demand to know what the hell this is about." His voice raised, drawing attention from the guests and staff in the area.
 The first man leaned into Williams and in a quieter tone replied, "Our search warrant revealed some rather questionable practices going on in this resort, sir. We'd like to discuss with you a little matter surrounding the illegally recorded materials of resort guests that we uncovered in your office. Would you like to have your attorney present during questioning, Mr. Williams?"
 Franklin Williams snapped his mouth shut and began tripping over his own two feet.
 "I'm going to get us some coffee," Travis said, standing up. "Would either of you like something else?"
 Tristan slid his arm around Jana's shoulders and pulled in close. "I've got everything I need right here," he answered, placing a kiss against her temple.
 Snuggling in closer to his warmth and the security of his embrace, Jana giggled. "I'm still too full from breakfast. Just coffee for me would be great."
 Travis leaned down and pressed his lips to hers, growling low in the back of his throat. "I'll be right back."
 An anonymous phone call just before daybreak brought the entire island police force down on Passions Resort.
 As Travis worked his way through the small gathering of people, Justin Mathers entered the building, wearing his usual smug grin. As their paths crossed, Mathers smile broadened for just a fraction of a second. Travis had returned his smarmy smirk with a knowing grin of his own, just as a group of suits approached Mathers from every angle.
 "Justin Mathers?" one man asked, wrapping his fingers around Mathers's left bicep.
 Looking down at the hand holding his arm, Justin Mathers winced and tried to pull free.
 "Come this way, sir," the man stated, and the group started to move toward the offices in the back of the lobby.
 "Just a minute," Mathers began. "What the hell..."
 "We'll discuss this in the office where we'll have a little more privacy, Mr. Mathers," the man said. "You do know what 'privacy' is, do you not, sir?"
 Mathers's head shot up and he again made eye contact with Travis. The color drained from his face as Travis offered him a half smile and a nod.
 "But ... but..." Mathers squealed and began struggling to get free.
 "Get him out of here before he makes a scene," the man ordered the other suits.
 Travis returned to Jana and Tristan, and the threesome sat, casually chatting and enjoying the people coming and going.
 Within the hour the lobby had cleared out of guests and only a few members of the staff remained.
 A sudden commotion from the direction of the private office in the back carried out to the lobby.
 Several employees lowered their heads as Franklin Williams and Justin Mathers were escorted from the manager's office in handcuffs. Williams's head was hung low in shame and embarrassment as he shuffled his feet along the ceramic tile floor. Mathers, on the other hand, was belligerent, argumentative and fighting against the two uniformed police officers who were restraining him with little effort.
 While carrying on with his tangent, Mathers's wide angry eyes settled on Tristan and Travis, who were still seated on a bench in the lobby on either side of Jana. The three were engaged in a light, fun conversation and laughing softly.
 Though the trio appeared to be oblivious to the large group of men making their exit from the building, Travis and Tristan had been aware of every word spoken, every footstep taken and each and every person's position in the open space of the lobby.
 There was no way in hell Williams and Mathers were going to get away with what they'd done. By remaining in the lobby to watch the takedown unfold, they were also showing their mate that they would always protect her and keep her safe. They wanted Jana to see for herself that the two resort managers were being hauled away, and would be brought to justice for their unlawful activities.
 Never again would their mate be humiliated and taken advantage of. Jana was theirs to protect and cherish, and Travis and Tristan vowed to love her until their dying breaths. Unbeknownst to their beautiful mate, the three of them would be together for several centuries to come; and the men intended to spend each and every day reminding Jana just how deeply they loved and needed her.
 "That's them, right over there!" Justin shouted with excitement. "Those two men can disappear and reappear, right out of thin air!"
 The officers and suits surrounding Mathers burst into laughter, and were practically dragging him towards the door.
 "No, stop! They can do it! I swear it! I've seen them!" Justin screamed out. "We have a video tape of them just appearing out of thin air! We have a tape, don't we, Frankie? Tell them we have tape!"
 "Shut up, Justin," Williams said sullenly.
 "Ask them!" Mathers shouted, near hysterical.
 A plain clothed detective looked at Justin Mathers with disgust. Shaking his head, he walked over to the still oblivious threesome, sitting quietly on the bench in the lobby.
 "Excuse me, folks," the man said when he reached them.
 "Yes, sir," Tristan replied, and all three of them smiled up at the man. "May we be of some assistance?"
 "I'm really sorry to interrupt you, but without making an even bigger scene trying to get that guy out of here..." he stated as he thumbed over his shoulder toward Justin Mathers.
 Mathers was watching expectantly and nodding his head so frantically, Jana thought his neck might actually snap, sending his head rolling across the tiled floor.
 "I can't believe I'm doing this." The detective chuckled, shaking his head. With a grin, he continued. "Do you mind if I ask you gentlemen if you can make yourselves invisible, you know, like 'magic?'" The detective's voice was laced with amusement.
 The trio exchanged glances of surprise with one another. Then looking back up at the man and smiling wide, Travis answered, "Absolutely, detective. Can't everyone?"
 The detective laughed out loud. "Yeah, that's what I thought. Again, please accept my apologies for interrupting. An officer will take a brief statement from each of you. We want to speak with every guest, and then you'll be free to enjoy your holiday. You folks have a nice day."
 "Good day to you, detective," Travis replied.
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Chapter 23
Their statements offered very little help to the detectives investigating Williams and Mathers's video porn business. According to the check-in records, Jana, Travis and Tristan had registered at the resort the morning of the bust and therefore, there was no video evidence of them.

In addition to deleting all evidence of the organization, Jana had erased all record of her employment at the resort. No matter what Justin Mathers or Franklin Williams had to say, the authorities would never find that Jana Michael had ever been employed at Passions Resort.

Although Williams and Mathers had been secretly videotaping guests for two years, they had only begun selling the videos one month prior to their arrests. The two of them would be behind bars for a very long time.

"Well, I'm sorry to have to say this, but our vacation is over," Tristan announced as he dropped a duffle bag on the floor beside the sofa. "It's time for us to get back to reality."

The moment of truth had arrived. Jana dropped her head to hide the tears welling up in her eyes.
 The three of them had spent the last week barely seeing the light of day outside of their suite. She was head over heels, and loved Tristan and Travis with desperation, one she just didn't understand. What she did understand was that she never wanted to be apart from them; she wasn't certain that she could go on drawing breath without them.
 Despite being assured by both men that they loved her and wanted to be with her, Jana's battered self-esteem refused to take Travis and Tristan's words to heart.
 When they made love with her, she could feel their genuine affection towards her as if they all shared the same emotions, the same feelings. It was as if they truly were one when they were together. Yet still she struggled.
 Could she give herself to them, her whole self, body, mind and soul?
Yes, a soft voice in the back of her mind answered.
 Despite hearing the words of 'forever' spoken from Travis and Tristan's own mouths, Jana's bruised ego was terrified of being hurt again. She was tired of being hurt. Love shouldn't hurt, she always told herself.
 Was she ready to open herself up to a man again? Or to two men, as it were?
Yes, the voice repeated.
 Would the cost be too great?
No, the voice assured her. Travis and Tristan have never hurt you and they never will.
 Despite everything the three of them had shared over the past two weeks, Jana just couldn't allow herself the happy thoughts of building a life with Travis and Tristan, of having a future with them, because she honestly didn't believe it was going to happen.
Why will you deny yourself? the voice asked. You have so much love to give; and they have much love to return.
 Travis and Tristan seemed just too good to be true.
 It had been so long since something positive and good had come her way, that Jana could no longer recognize the signs.
But do they truly want me, the whole me? Jana asked the voice in her mind.
 When the voice didn't answer, Jana struggled for breath and bit back a sob. Her body trembled as she tried to maintain her self-control. "I've had a really wonderful time with you both. I..." her voice wavered as Travis's hand came to rest upon her shoulder.
 "Are you ready?" he asked softly. "We really have to be going."
 "Yes, of course. I'm sorry. I don't want to make you late," Jana mumbled under her breath. As she stood and collected her tattered luggage, she glanced up at Travis and Tristan's handsome faces and a single tear rolled down her cheek. "I'm really going to miss the two of you. Take care of yourselves. I hope you think of me sometimes when you get home and back to your lives." She would never forget them, or what they'd shown her about herself, in and out of the sack.
 "Are you going somewhere?" Tristan asked with a grin. "Without the two of us?"
 Jana choked back a sob and swallowed the huge lump in her throat. "I..."
 * * * *

With growing amusement, the two men looked at her. After all they had shared over the past two weeks, it pained the two men that their mate was still battling her insecurities.
 Well, Travis and Tristan were far from discouraged. They had a lifetime to show their mate how much she meant to them. Knowing what they did about Jana's past, the men knew they had their work cut out for them. With their love and support, in time their mate would come to realize just how extraordinary she was, and how fully she completed each of them.
 Travis reached into a duffle bag and pulled out a small, slim box with a gold ribbon tied around it, and handed it to Jana. Through teary eyes she looked at them as she accepted the box from him.
 Opening it, their mate found the gold chain link bracelet she had admired in the market a week or so earlier. Speechless, she plucked it from the box and looked up in question at the two men.
 From between her trembling fingers, Tristan removed the delicate chain and fastened it around her right wrist.
 "This is for you," he said, placing a kiss on the back of her hand. "It is to remind you of our time here. Of our meeting and coming together."
 "I can't accept this," Jana blurted out, shaking her head. "It's far too expensive. And I don't deserve such nice..."
 "Yes, you do deserve to be showered with beautiful trinkets," he said in a gentle, but firm tone, leaving no room for discussion. "This is only the beginning."
 As she admired the bracelet adorning her wrist, Travis and Tristan each then took a small velvet box from their pants pockets. As they both got down on one knee they opened them, each revealing identical gold bands encrusted with diamonds.
 Jana gasped, and her eyes grew wide. As she drew her hands up to cover her mouth, her knees gave out from under her and she fell back onto the comfy sofa.
 "And these," Travis said as he took hold of her right hand, while Tristan took her left. "Are a symbol of our love for you, and of our future together." They each placed the ring they held on the fourth finger of her shaking hands.
 "We have been searching five long years for you, Jana," Tristan said.
 "M-me?" she stammered.
 "Now that we have found you, we will not let you go. Tristan and I are your new life, and you are ours," Travis declared. "We are bonded now. You will come home with us."
 Several silent moments passed while Jana sat speechless. "How do you know? How can you be so certain that we are meant to be?"
 It pained them that Jana was still unwilling to allow herself the excitement of happiness.
 The two men exchanged a glance before standing up and dropping their pants. With a half turn they each revealed their right ass cheeks to her.
 "I have that same tattoo on my hip!" she blurted out. "You have my same tattoo on your butts!"
 "No, nostro bello—our beautiful one. You bear our mark on you. It is our family crest. Travis and I designed it five years ago, when we formed our union," Tristan told her.
 "After Tristan and I bonded, we began to search for our mate," Travis spoke up. "You."
 "I dreamt about this mark, and of a beautiful, magical place," Jana said with a smile, placing her hand over the area where the small tattoo decorated her hip. "I didn't know why I dreamt it, or what it meant." She shrugged. "I thought of it for a couple of weeks before I drew it out from memory. It just felt right tattooing it on my body. I knew the design meant something, I just didn't know what at the time." Her beautiful smile widened. "But I guess I do now."
 Jana stood before Travis and Tristan and kissed them both soundly on their mouths. "Let's go home, my mates."
 With an approving nod, Tristan and Travis gathered up their luggage.
 After a moment, Travis turned to Jana, he himself in deep contemplation. "Honey," he said, gaining her attention.
 "Hmm?" she replied with a sexy smile.
 "Do you want to know anything about where we're going?" he asked.
 Jana shook her head. Without hesitation, she answered, "No. I'm going to love wherever we're going. So long as the three of us are together, that's all that matters to me."
 "Then let's go," Tristan said.
 As they both embraced her, Jana buried her face against Travis's chest and her eyes squeezed tight. The warmth from Tristan's body pressed against her from behind.
 Both men held onto Jana with possession, passion and immense love.
 Through the rush of the blood pounding in her ears, Jana faintly heard Travis speak into his communicator.
 A tingling sensation coursed through her body, as a high pitched buzzing sounded in her ears. Her belly fluttered. Jana was thankful Travis and Tristan were supporting her when her legs gave out as a wave of nausea washed over her making her even more light-headed. Between her lovers, her body trembled from excitement and nervousness.
 This was the first day of the rest of her life. She was anxious, overwhelmed and couldn't wait to see what life had in store for her. For all of them.
 Transport seemed to take minutes rather that the seconds it actually took.
 In an instant her belly settled, and the buzzing in her ears disappeared. As if knowing all was well, her body relaxed and her heart rate returned to normal.
 With her eyes still closed, Jana inhaled a deep breath. The air was clean, fresh and carried a floral scent which reminded her of her dreams.
 "Welcome home, our beautiful mate," Travis whispered against the top of her head.
 "And to our new life," Tristan added softly in her ear.
 Lifting her head, Jana opened her eyes and glanced in awe at the beautiful splendor before of them.
 The Caribbean Islands had nothing on the mystical paradise that now lay at her feet.
 A wide smile spread across her face.
 Jana pulled Travis and Tristan to her, as her searching eyes continued to take in the comforting and familiar surroundings which had filled her dreams every night for the past several months.
 She was home.
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