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	This book is M/F/M

	If you don’t know what that means…It means

	one woman…two men. Beatrice is the second most powerful Elemental with in the series, Unfortunately …she cannot control the power by herself, so she needs two Alphas to Help Her.

	In this Universe, Power & Sex are equal, and sex amplifies that power, if the couples have an love-attachment. This is nearly insta-love, as whatever day it is…could be the couple’s last … 

	So, if you are not into two men sharing one woman, this is probably not the book for you! 
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	On Pg. Explicit Graphic Sexual Situations

	
		British/Language written in Text/Slang from all over the world,

		Latina-Afro-Latina and African American Colloquial speech

		 On PG. Attempted Murder…

		On PG. Murder…

		Dark Magick/ Curses…

		Cliffhanger to the Next Book

		Violence

		Lots of Profanity



	please adhere to Advisement.
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	Rated-R Reader Discretions is Advised 18++.

	Be sure to check out the back of the book for pertinent author info, a word glossary, as well as genres as well.
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	Chapter One

	Downtown Los Angeles

	Haberdashery Happenings

	Men’s Magazine
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	I exhaled deeply…
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	as I stared at the paperwork on my desk. I would be here well into the night, and as always no one else seemed to care. I was the tech geek, the chick that no one saw, ever noticed, rarely spoke to, and most often ignored. 

	Basically, I was the nerd, the person you went to if your computer crashed, not to ask to have lunch with you. I’d gone to MIT, then mastered in Amalgamated systems, with my PhD in computer science. There wasn’t shit that I couldn’t do with a computer, however, I wasn’t the hot chick. I couldn’t even remember the last date that I went on, and at 33, I was beginning to think that I would be that old unmarried lady with 89 cats! 

	I exhaled, looked up from my desk, then around the office. I’d taken the job with Manning & St. Night Corp basically because I could. I could have just as easily gone back home to New York, worked for Google or something, and my parents would have been on cloud nine, but I just felt like there was something here in Los Angeles calling my name; even if I didn’t know what that was yet. 

	And Chase Manning, he was basically a God among businessmen, and I’d wanted to work for him for as far back as I could remember, and it didn’t help it that he was ass spanking hot as well. I mean don’t get me wrong, I knew that I could never have a chance with him, but it was delicious simply to just watch him sometimes. 

	He’d even remembered my name once and made as if I actually meant something to his company, despite the fact that people on our floor had looked at him as if he were crazy. I groaned as I watched what I like to call the plastics walk from the office for lunch. They were the pretty superficial LA people, the ones that would stab their granny in the back, just to get ahead. 

	I remembered when I first moved to Los Angeles, it was like I was Dorothy, and I’d just stepped into Oz. Everything was so bright and amazing, and being from New York city, I should have known right away all that glitters isn’t gold. I’d spent most of my money in the first week, then decided instead of renting an apartment, because the real estate here in LA was nearly as bad as NYC, I’d just room with people; hence Nicole, Sandra, and Regina. 

	Never in my life had I ever met three more selfish bitches than them, but I was in dire need of a place to stay, the job here started that week, and they were the only ones willing to rent to someone from New York, with no California background. So, it’s been a year and a half of complete hate on their part, as well as mine. I believe the only reason they haven’t asked me to move yet is because I pay my rent-on time, and I’m never short on my part of the utilities. 

	I bemoaned as I drew the spread sheets to myself, then shook my head as the guys on the fifth floor followed so closely behind the plastics, they could probably tell you what the inside of their uterus’ looked like. 

	I mean I wasn’t hating; life was what it was. 

	I didn’t expect some insane hottie to come in looking for me, because I after all was what I was as well. I didn’t even attempt to live in a fantasy world. C’mon, my name was Beatrice Collins, you couldn’t get any more boring than that. Equally, I have no physical attributes that would garner a second look anyway, so I don’t fool myself as such. 

	I’m five-feet-five inches, have dark brown hair to my waist, my hair is always…in a messy bun, I wear glasses, and although I am fashionably put together; I have never in my life worn a stitch of make-up, because my mother didn’t, and I wouldn’t even begin to know how to apply it. I mean, I guess I could watch some YouTube videos, but I just figured why? 

	I am what I am. 

	I exhaled, retrieved the tech files from my desk, then headed towards the downstairs tech office, when I ran into someone, the papers went flying from my arms, when I immediately bent to pick them up. I saw hands reaching for the papers as well, then looked up pushing my glasses back on.

	“Sorry, was a bit preoccupied.” He said, and I realized it was my fricken boss, Chase Manning.

	“Oh my Gods sir, I am so sorry! I should have been watching where I was going.” I yelped as I scrambled up, when he chuckled handing me back the papers.

	“Yer good, no damage. And wonderful job yer doing Beatrice as well.” He smiled, I nodded, when he walked off. I took a deep breath, then wanted to smack myself mentally, because I would so fan girl over Chase Manning anytime anywhere. 

	And that was twice he’d used my name, and the plastics swore that he remembered no one’s…name; unless they were a part of his inner circle. I looked towards his offices then. I’d never been inside of them, but from the rumor mill, they were amazing, and only the higher ups on the 6th floor were privy to them. 

	I was surprised that he was even here, because as far as I knew, he spent most of his time on the 6th floor. I looked around, and the other half of said plastics were glaring at me. 

	I groaned, because sometimes I hated this fucking job, even with the perks. I mean I’d been here for a year and a half, and already my salary had been tripled. I could finally move out of the bitch house, but it just seemed like I was here 24/7, so I didn’t have the time, and unlike NYC, California didn’t have apartment brokers, unless you were selling yours. I exhaled deeply as George and Thelma glared at me.

	“Beatrice, I need my computer fixed now! What the hell are you doing?” Lola from Fashion Faux cried impatiently, and I suddenly wished that I could send her through that fricken computer.

	 


I Literally Hate…

	these People

	with the exception of my bosses
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	I worked…

	[image: Image] through lunch basically, running around the office like a chicken with its head cut off. I would swear, sometimes they crashed their computers on purpose. I hated them, and they hated me. I groaned, then worked through, and by the time 5pm rolled around, I had managed to finish my work on time today. 

	I just wanted to go home, veg, eat copious amounts of ice cream and drink bottles of wine because it was the weekend; but as my phone chirped, I knew my bestie Carina would never allow me to. I groaned for a second time, swiped the text, then groaned for a third time. I loved Carina, it’s just that sometimes she didn’t use her brain, and it made both her and Kelly appear as if they were no better than the plastics I worked with sometimes. 
I turned off my computer, the desk light, then eased into my coat.

	“Good night Beatrice, hope you have a pleasant weekend.” Mr. Manning said, and I gaped at him for several moments, then nodded to his chuckle. I didn’t know the guy he was with, but he was just as delicious. 

	Chase Manning, stood at the very least six-three, dark brown hair, the most amazing fucking green eyes, the five ó clock shadow was a serious panty dropper, and his body was on planet fitness. 

	I swallowed hard, his smile widened, when I looked at the man with him, and did my best to keep my mouth closed! Blonde cropped on the sides, longer on the top, not as tall, but at least six-one, the most amazing blue eyes, and his face held a small smirk. 

	And fuck if my hot little cunt wasn’t salivating over the both of them. I swallowed hard, then nodded for a second time.

	“Good night sirs.” I returned, when the other guy winked as they both walked towards the elevators.

	“Damn.” I moaned, because they were both fine as fuck.

	What I wouldn’t give to be sandwiched between the both of those fine ass motherfuckers! 

	I hurried to the elevators on the opposite side, then checked my phone once more. Carina wanted to hit up Carnival’s, but I wasn’t feeling it. Basically, we would go, Kelly would tag along, and I would pretty much spend most of the night just listening to dumb ass guy after dumb ass guy try to spit his spchell to get one of them to go home with him; then they would notice me as an afterthought when Kelly or Carina used me as their excuse.

	I hated that shit. 

	One, because I wasn’t a charity case, and two, because it fucking sucked to have people pretty much state in your face that you were lacking. I mean the job was one thing, I knew my shit, so I didn’t care what the fuck they said there, but on a personal level, that was painful; whether Kelly and Carina realized it or not. I jerked the double doors open, then rushed towards the parking lot.

	 


We bloody need her…
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	“What… 
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	do you imagine?” Chase asked Julian, when he nodded.

	“I would bloody state perfection. I am so for that mate.” Julian laughed as he and Chase walked the other way towards the side parking lot.

	“Tis what I imagined too. In four centuries, I have not felt the like, and when I’m next to her, I would vow she’s me mate, Jules. Half the time I can barely form a bloody sentence, so I merely stand there like a bleeding cunt, then she sends me that smile, and I vow I loose me plot, bruv!” Chase fussed grinning, when Julian laughed.

	“One way to test that out mate, she’s going somewhere called Carnival’s tonight. I say we show up, and the twin of us will know.” Julian grinned, and Chase laughed as they both walked towards the elevators on the other side of the office floor.

	“And if she is, mate?” Julian asked, when Chase exhaled.

	“We love her.” Chase shrugged, and Julian threw his head back laughing as the elevator arrived.

	 


No…

	I swear I don’t want to!
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	When…

	[image: Image] I reached my apartment they were both waiting as I walked in. Nicky rolled her eyes at me, and I swear I hated this bitch! 

	It was always something with her.

	“Did you see the gas bill?” She snapped, her blue eyes glaring. It was like she thought just because she spent her life hoeing on this director or that film critiques couch, she wasn’t responsible for paying bills.

	“Yes, and?” I sent back glaring just as hard.

	“Why should I--” She began that fucking spchell again, when I held my hand up, because I was sick of her and it. I couldn’t wait to get the fuck out of there and would finally take some time this week to find myself someplace else.

	“You eat, you fucking cook Nicky, so the bill is communicable.” I countered, when she huffed up.

	“I’m never even fucking here, if anyone should be paying the bulk of this bill it’s you! You are always here, never go anywhere, it’s not like you date or have a man to; but you use the majority of the lights and gas?” She wailed, Sandy exhaled, but Gina laughed out right.

	“This bitch here.” Carina said taking a step forward, when I seized her hand and caused her to pause.

	“Believe me, she isn’t worth it.” I muttered, as I had contemplated it several times now. I may be mousey as they called me, but I grew up in Hunts Point, before my parents moved to Washington Heights, so believe me, I could have brought it hood many plenty of times.

	But I didn’t, for the reason that I believed it was what she expected since I was Black, and both her and Sandy were white.

	“Come, so I can bitch you two out for trying to make me go to Carnival’s.” I said pulling both Kelly and Carina from the room, when they both glared at them. 

	Once we were in my room, Kelly snatched me around to face her.

	“What the fuck was that? How long have they treated you this way?” Kelly cried, when I smiled at the anger in her blue eyes.

	“Yes?” Carina snapped, when I exhaled noisily.

	“They are what they are, so I’ll begin my search this week for something else.” I countered.

	“Good, now Carnival’s?” Kelly grinned, and I sighed shaking my head, because I so wasn’t feeling it.

	“No, I am so not going.” I moaned as I walked into the bathroom off my room. I still thought they hoodwinked me, because to have this room, I had to pay an extra 100 bucks, but they claimed that the guy who rented it from them agreed, and they’d just kept it that way. And for the fact that a year and a half ago I knew no one, had no place else to go, I’d agreed. 

	“Why?” Carina fussed snapping me out of my thoughts, and I glared at her. Both Kelly and Carina were beautiful. Carina with her mochaccino nearly fucking perfect flawless skin and hair to her butt; and Kelly with her blond, blue eyed all-American girl look. I was Hawaiian and Black just like Carina. 

	The difference was that I was tiny compared to them at my 5’3 inches, nearly always wore my hair in a messy bun on top of my head, never wanted to wear contacts, and my brown eyes were dull, nothing like Carina’s amazingly black slanted ones. I was the plane jane of the bunch, and I was sick of it being pointed out by the slights men unintentionally gave me when comparing me to them!

	“No.” I said once more, when they both groaned.

	“Fine, we’ll make this our last time at Carnival, and we swear from here on out, we do what you want for the next two months!” Kelly promised, I looked at them both for several moments, narrowed my eyes at them as they nodded, then exhaled noisily.

	I’d met them both at a party given by one of Mr. Chase’s clients. I wasn’t really feeling going to some corporate party, but then it came down on the wire that it was mandatory that all employees attend. I was miserable the entire time, because the people there were some of the Hollywood elite, and I just knew I didn’t fit in with them. 

	I noticed two of the server girls watching me, and when they walked over, we started chatting, and I was surprised that I’d finally found some people on my level; just regular people attempting to live a happy life, not giving two shits about this life that most of the people I work with would sell they’re granny to live. 

	I groaned yes, they both squealed, when I walked back into my bedroom. I guess I should be grateful, though; because they both included me in everything they did, so at least they gave a shit about me I thought as I walked back into the bathroom. I pulled the bun up tighter, changed into a simple black skirt and green tank, walked into my room, kicked off the pumps for some flats, snatched out my green sweater from the closet, then walked out of the room with them. Both knew not to say shit about the way I was dressed. 

	They were forcing me to go, so I was definitely going comfortable.

	I wouldn’t meet anyone special anyway. 

	They tugged me from the apartment then, my roommates glaring at us.

	 


Carnivals…
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	20minutes…

	[image: Image] later it was as it always was. At that very moment, two want to be surfer dudes were trying to put their shit down, and the one on the right kept glaring at me every time I rolled my eyes at something he said. I inhaled, then walked off towards the back of the bar towards the pool tables.

	“Fancy meeting ye here?” Someone said, when I turned to look up at Mr. Manning.

	“Oh shit, hey!” I cried before I realized it, when I just knew my face turned red. “I mean good evening, sir.” I corrected, when he laughed.

	“You do realize that I’m merely a few years your senior, the sir is so not at all necessary.” He chuckled, when I grinned as he motioned to the que stick.

	“Oh, I don’t really play. I was just wasting time. I’m the third wheel.” I said looking towards Kelly and Carina, as they both laughed as two new guys sat down at their table, the surfers obviously losing out.

	“Friends?” Mr. Manning asked, when I exhaled nosily.

	“Yep, the beautiful ones.” I muttered, then turned for the triangle to rack the balls. I was hoping since he didn’t respond, he hadn’t heard me.

	“You remember my mate Julian, right?” He said, and I looked up at that same amazing looking man.

	“Oh sure, from the office.” I returned as I placed the racked balls in the center of the table. We chatted for a while and they had me seriously laughing at their London days. I noticed that several women in the bar kept looking our way, frowned, but both would simply pull me back into the conversation, and I would be laughing once more. I was surprised when Kelly walked up to the table and said it was 1am, and they were ready to go.

	“Oh okay, Kelly, this is my boss Mr. Manning.” I said and she smiled. I frowned as Carina and the two guys walked up to the table then. 

	Looked like I was about to catch an Uber. 

	This was another reason I hated going anywhere with them. They never considered that I would be single, and just fucking left by myself. I opened my mouth, but Mr. Manning beat me to it.

	“We can give you a lift home, Beatrice if you want?” He asked, when I smiled.

	“Really, I so wouldn’t want to put you out.” I countered, and he waved it off.

	“Certainly, and it’s no problem at all.” He said, Kelly and Carina smiled, kissed my cheek, then walked off with the two guys. I frowned, because that was the last time, I was going out with them I promised myself. 

	I hung with my boss for about another hour, when they indicated that they were ready to go. I also wondered if they were lovers, because they kept whispering something to each other whenever I looked off from them. Mr. Manning guided me from the bar, and when his hand touched the small of my back, something so strong shot up my spine, that I gasped out loud, not meaning too. I gaped up at him,  he gaped as well for several moments, when a smile I’d never seen graced his features.

	“Something wrong dear?” He asked, when I shook my head no as I reached for the limo door, but the driver was suddenly there opening the door for me. I eased in, then noticed that they both sat on the same side, facing me.

	“So, my love, what is it you do for our company? Julian St. Night.” Mr. Julian asked, and I swear I drew a blank, as I just stared at him. He moved across to my side, I looked up at him, his beautiful blue eyes seeming to spin. Before I could react, he kissed me, and I moaned into it. 

	I gasped, then looked down, since  Mr. Chase went between my thighs, and as his lips caressed my inner thigh, I couldn’t help the moan. I wasn’t sure if I were dreaming, but I nearly screamed with pleasure as Mr. Julian bit my neck and wave after wave of pleasure shot through my body. He caressed my breast, pinching my nipple, when I gave myself up to the pleasure as Mr. Chase drew my skirt up, removed my panties, then drew my clit into his mouth.

	“You taste amazing Beatrice, sweet, and so innocent.” Mr. Julian whispered into my ear, and I couldn’t help the scream as I shot into the orgasm Mr. Chase caused as he continued to suck on my clit.

	“My turn.” Mr. Julian whispered, they switched positions, and I moaned once more as Mr. Chase kissed me deeply as Mr. Julian sucked my already sensitive clit into his mouth, sliding his fingers inside me.

	“Shite, she does.” Mr. Julian moaned against me, when I panted with the pleasure of his mouth, and Mr. Chase’s hand pinching my nipples.

	Mr. Chase suddenly jerked the tank down, and I cried out once more as he sucked my nipple into his mouth, just as Mr. Julian sucked my clit into his, I felt a prick, when I shot into another orgasm screaming.

	“Gods, you are amazing.” Mr. Chase said, I gaped up at him as the limo pulled to a stop, when I drew my tank down, my face turning scarlet. 

	Did that really just happen? 

	I hoped to Gods it did, since I loved every fucking second of it. Two insanely hot men just tongued fucked me into two orgasms, in less than twenty-minutes!

	“Mr. Manning will see you on the morrow, and I hope to as well.” His friend Mr. St. Night said, I stared at him confused for several moments, nodded, when Mr. Manning helped me from the limo.

	“I shall see you on the morrow Beatrice, and you mustn’t always work so hard.” He said, I frowned nodding, then walked to my door. 

	How the hell did I end up getting a ride from Mr. Manning? 

	The last thing I remembered was heading home from work, then heading to the bar with Kelly and Carina. I exhaled, shook it off, then walked into my apartment lobby.

	 


She belongs to us
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	“Did… 
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	I not tell you mate, and the power! There is an almost purity there, and I want to bleeding corrupt her like no other fucking woman in four centuries!” Chase groaned, the amber bleeding into his eyes as he laughed.

	“Fuck mate, I swore I imagined you hatching shit up, but the way her blood sung through my body, I would swear there was something else there too. Like maybe some succubus traits that are dormant. And how long do you plan on the bloody Mr. Chase, bullshit. You nearly make me piss myself every time I hear it!” Julian said laughing, when Chase shoved him.

	“Tis what the bleeding lot started, and I can’t seem to get rid of it. But I seriously need to fuck her mate, I kid you not.” Chase groaned.

	“Brilliant, but do you imagine tis kipper for me to glamour her, mate. Tis a bit, wonky if you ask me?” Julian groaned frowning, when Chase returned it. 

	“Tis her Gaffer I am mate, what do you imagine. Not to mention the gossip. Just the once more, then we’ll tell her.” Chase said exhaling deeply.

	“And if she goes ballistic, bruv?” Julian grimaced, when Chase did as well running his hand through his hair.

	“I don’t imagine she will. There is a side to Beatrice that she hides, I just need to bring it out. I know she’ll be okay with this.” Chase sent back, when it was Julian’s turn to exhale deeply.

	“Then why not just ask her, mate?” Julian countered, continuing to scowl, as they exited the limo and walked towards the penthouse elevator. Julian drew up short, then turned to stare at his best mate as he realized why. 

	“Shit bruv, yer sick wit it, then?” Julian gaped, when Chase frowned even deeper as they stepped into the elevator.

	“Bollocks, yes I am. There is just something about her, I haven’t seen in centuries. And I would bet sterling, tis me mate call she forced out when I touched her as we walked to the motor.” Chase stated quietly.

	“And yer willing to share that with me, mate?” Julian gawked, when Chase nodded.

	“Have we not always, no matter that yer vamp and I’m were?” Chase countered.

	“Yes, but tis a bit different mate, equally 100-years.” Julian sent back as they exited the elevator into their living room on the penthouse floor.

	“Nae, tis the same as always. Was that not the case with Teresa, she being yer Sangre?” Chase asked, when Julian grinned slightly. Teresa had been the love of Julian’s life, and his Sangre, but she loved the both of them. They knew neither could ever leave her, so they shared her to her delight.

	“And you imagine tis the same?” Julian countered smiling slightly, when Chase nodded.

	“I imagine it could be the same once more, you simply need to trust me.” Chase said, when Julian exhaled nodding, pointed to the dawn, then headed off towards his room.

	Chase smiled as he walked off to his room as well. He would win her over, she belonged with and to the both of them. 

	Chase inhaled deeply as he shed his clothes, then couldn’t seem to wait until Monday when he would see her again. He eased down into his bed, then sighed again as she came before his mind’s eye. 

	So that was what she looked like with that amazing hair of hers down. He’d wanted to run his fingers through its wavy masses, to see if it was truly as thick as it looked. And her breast, heavy, swollen beautiful masses, with dark  nipples that he loved tasting. He felt his cock harden, then closed his eyes willing himself to sleep, promising that hot little cunt of hers would be his.
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