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Everyone in Havermouth has breaking points.

Heath, Cameron and Rhett have spent their lives believing they understood what it meant to lead.

Then the Moon Goddess chose Aislen Carter.

Their human mate has already shattered everything they thought they knew about love, duty, and the future they were raised to inherit. As the Triquetra struggle to become the men she deserves, the weight of generations of tradition, impossible expectations, and old prejudices threatens to tear them apart.

Because in Havermouth, fate doesn't promise happily ever after.

And sometimes, by the time you learn how to love someone...

it's already too late.

*Companion novel to The Town That Ate Good Girls (Book One) and The Town That Made Monsters (Book Two)*
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This novel contains:


Emotional abuse 


Psychological abuse (including gaslighting and coercive control) 


Sexual assault 


Attempted rape / rape 


Dubious consent 


Physical violence 


Domestic violence 


Stalking 


Bullying 


Victim blaming 


Sexual harassment 


Captivity / restraint 


School shooting 


Pregnancy loss 


Trauma and PTSD themes 





Sexual Content


Explicit sexual content 


Reverse Harem / Why Choose romance 


M/F and M/M intimacy 


Group sexual situations 


BDSM elements
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  Chapter One
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The Triquetra searched the school, before meeting back at the lockers. 
Rhett was furious. “She’s fucking snuck off again. Turn that fucking remote back on, Heath!”
Heath had already done so, thinking that it would motivate her to reveal herself if she was hiding. “Let’s go get our slut from her house,” he checked his phone for the time. “Her parents should still be at work. Do either of you have her phone number?” He added, realizing that he didn’t.
They both shook their heads. 
“Does she even have a phone?” Cameron wondered. 
“She’s a girl, of course she’ll have a phone,” Rhett replied, rolling his eyes. He threw his arm over Cameron’s shoulder to take the sting from it. 
“We’ll have to fix that,” Heath decided. “Come on, let’s go. We’ll grab the bitch, and you guys can park at my place. We’ll walk to the party.” 
His parents wouldn’t question Rhett and Cameron staying the night if they’d been to a party. It would be nice to fuck his mates in his bed for a change, he thought. He’d be tempted to sneak Aislen in as well, but Charlie would object if he saw her in the morning, and there was no need to put Aislen through that.
At Aislen’s place, they knocked and waited, before working their way around the house, peering into the windows, looking for some sign that she was home and hiding from them. When they met at the back door, Cameron took his pocketknife out. “Break in?” He inspected the lock on the back door. “Won’t be hard to do.”
“House feels empty,” Rhett looked at Heath. 
“I agree,” Heath sighed. His anger was becoming layered with fear and worry. If Aislen wasn’t at school, and wasn’t at home, where was she? “The graveyard?” He felt relief at the idea. “She likes to go there and read, right?”
“Right,” Rhett’s expression cleared. “Let’s go check.”
Their path took them past Nathan Lowes’ and the party was already underway with students, still in their uniforms, walking up the street, those over eighteen openly carrying booze, while the under eighteens did it more discretely. The music pumped out into the street. 
The graveyard was empty. 
“Fuck!” Cameron was frustrated. 
Rhett lit a cigarette and then grimaced as his phone began to ring. He pulled a face. “Erica.” But he answered it, putting it to his ear and exhaling smoke. “Yeah?”
“Hi, Rhett,” the she-wolf’s voice was overly bright, and Heath could hear music in the background. “We’ve just arrived at the party, and were wondering if the Triquetra will be coming soon?”
Rhett slid a resentful glare at Heath. “Yeah, we’ll be there soon.” He hung up while she was mid-sentence. 
Heath sighed heavily. “At least try not to be rude, Rhett. These girls come from good families.”
“It’s bullshit,” Rhett replied. “It’s all bullshit. How about I train Aislen, while you play good host to the annoying she-wolves?”
“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” Heath replied carefully. 
“Because she likes me more than you,” Rhett retorted, irritated enough to say his thoughts without caring that they would hurt Cameron and Heath. “You’re worried that it will be too easy for me to get her to behave because she actually wants to be with me.”
“Don’t be an arsehole, Rhett,” Heath put his arm around Cameron’s shoulders, having seen his mate flinch. That Rhett spoke the truth didn’t make the punch in the guts easier for either him or Cameron. “We need her to accept all three of us. You need her to do that too, if you think about it. What’s it going to do to our Triquetra if our female mate is playing favourites?”
Rhett was silent for a moment and then reached out to take Cameron’s hand. “I’m sorry,” he said softly with an awkward half shrug. “It gets to my head sometimes, all this, and fucks me up. I shouldn’t say things like that.”
“It’s true though,” Cameron replied unhappily. “It’s true.”
“Yeah, but she’s coming around, right? You said that yesterday, your one-on-one fuck with her was good, right? We’ll just try to do that sort of thing more often, get her used to fucking us all together, but also by ourselves.” Rhett said encouragingly. “She’ll work out that she loves you, Cam.”
“She will,” Heath agreed, and squeezed Cameron’s shoulders. “But we need to find the little bitch first,” he added grimly. “Let’s go to this party for a couple of hours, and then we’ll try her house again. She has to go home sometime.”
“Maybe she’s there, at the party,” Cameron brightened up a little. “We didn’t check.”
“Good point. And Rhett…” Heath lifted his eyebrows at his dark-haired mate. “Try to be charming to the Debutantes.”
They arrived at the party as the afternoon sky darkened into twilight, and wove their way through, greeting those that they knew, searching for Aislen, to no avail, before letting themselves be drawn by the Debutantes into the living room. As they sat down, a human turned the TV onto porn, his friends cheering and high fiving him. 
“Because you watch, when you can’t do, because no girl will touch you,” Patience rolled her eyes in disdain. 
Rhett laughed, sounding surprised. “Arseholes,” he agreed as he handed her back her drink, his tone implying that the Triquetra didn’t obsessively watch porn, which had Heath snicker into his beer. Liar. He felt that tug on the edge of his awareness and turned his head at the same time as Rhett and Cameron, searching through the throngs of drunken teenagers for Aislen. 
Heath rose to his feet, frowning. He knew that she was there, but he couldn’t see her. Rhett and Cameron followed him to the front door, looking out into the front garden and the porch. The night was beginning to chill, and those that lingered outside were seeking to enter the house, pushing past them. 
The Debutantes watched them in bewildered dismay. Heath met Patience’s eyes as he turned, but didn’t even try to offer an explanation—he couldn’t think of one, and finding Aislen had greater priority than explaining to the she-wolves why the Triquetra needed to find her.
If Aislen wasn’t outside, she had to be inside, Heath reasoned, hidden amongst all the teenagers partying. He gestured to Cameron and Rhett with his head, and they threaded their way through the jam-packed hallway, pausing by the kitchen, and then a series of bedrooms and bathrooms, until they reached the master bedroom. 
Inside the bedroom, Lucy Smythe was making out with Nathan Lowe, and Guy Barnham was on top of… The rage reddened Heath’s vision. He snarled and seized Guy, throwing him from her. “Get the fuck away from her!”
Aislen lifted onto her elbows, her expression bewildered and frightened, her pupils pinned and her gaze unfocused. Her shirt was half unbuttoned, and her skirt had ridden up, showing her underwear and no chastity belt. She was fucked up, drunk or stoned, and that outraged him. 
While the Triquetra had been searching frantically for her, fearing for her, she’d been getting herself fucking intoxicated with Guy Barnham and his loser friends. Heath didn’t even want to think about how she’d gotten the chastity belt off, and what she might have done since its removal… 
The other human couple stared at Heath, wide-eyed, frozen in the middle of heavy petting and wondering if the Triquetra was going to spare them their rage.
“I’m sorry, man, I didn’t know!” Guy Barnham whimpered from the floor. “I thought you guys were done with her! I didn’t realize!”
“Get the fuck out of here!” Heath growled at him, and the three humans pressed past Rhett and Cameron in the door to the bedroom as Heath glared down at Aislen. “You cannot whore around. If you get yourself raped, or worse, it is not our responsibility!” He spat at her, knowing that he made no sense, but his anger shaking through him, stealing his coherency. 
How fucking dare she, he thought. She was their mate. They were fighting the pack for her, fighting amongst themselves over her, and she was sneaking off and hooking up with humans. 
“I’m… I’m sorry,” she managed to stammer. 
“You didn’t keep the chastity belt on, and you didn’t meet me after school. I’m going to have to punish you. We,” he corrected, realizing that he hadn’t included Rhett and Cameron. “We are going to have to punish you. To show you the correct way to behave, and not to disobey your alpha.” Fuck, he grimaced over the slip of the tongue – he was still half stoned from lunch, and after downing a couple of beers in quick succession since arriving at the party, was also half drunk. 
It was precisely that sort of mistake that his father and Abigail would leap on as justification for taking Aislen away from his Triquetra, he scolded himself. “Bring her,” he said to Cameron and Rhett as he turned to the door. 
He did not look back to check if they did, trusting that his mates would do as he asked. As they made their way back through the hallway, the other students parted the way for them, pushing back against the walls, and pretending not to notice as Cameron and Rhett carried Aislen, kicking and screaming, through. When someone did meet his eyes, Heath shrugged and mimed drinking, which sent them into peals of laughter, mocking the drunk girl. 
The haze of anger was so intense that he could taste a metallic back-bite on his tongue, like blood, and his mind whirled in a craze of scenarios that would result from Aislen’s behaviour. How many people had seen her with Guy? What had they seen? What had she been thinking!
All was not lost, he thought as he stepped onto the porch and scanned the front yard. There was a couple of werewolves making out on the swinging chair on the porch, and a group in the shadows smoking a joint, the mist from their breath mixing with the smoke as they shifted their weight, trying to keep warm in the night chill. He would make sure that everyone knew that Aislen was the Triquetra’s whore in a way that would ensure that no other male, human or werewolf, would touch her again. 
He signalled Rhett and Cameron, and they threw her down onto the lawn. She landed heavily in her intoxication, sprawling into the grass, face first. Rhett squatted at her head, capturing her wrists, and pulling them out before her to prevent her from getting her elbows under her and pushing up. Cameron put his hand over her mouth as she threw back her head preparing to scream again.
Heath dragged her underwear down as he freed his cock from his fly and thrusted into her, causing her to grunt in surprised pain and humiliation. Fucking her was awkward, because he didn’t want his trousers to slip down and expose his arse to anyone watching. He didn’t want to add to the humiliation of the situation. 
He was struggling to come, his werewolf instincts objecting to the exposure and vulnerability of fucking his mate on the grass in front of others. He focused on remembering the afternoon on the ugly floral couch with his mates, how sexy Cameron had looked sprawled along its length, the smell of Rhett’s sun-warmed hair, and the timber of his moans as Cameron sucked him off.
He groaned as he came and pulled out, tucking his cock, still wet, back in his trousers and tugging Aislen’s skirt down before rising, not wanting to give any voyeurs more of a show than was necessary to prove his point. 
Aislen sobbed in a breath and rolled onto her back, causing Rhett to transfer his grip on her wrists. 
Cameron released his fly. 
“You don’t have to,” Heath murmured, putting his hand on Cameron’s shoulder, stalling him. 
“My mate too,” Cameron breathed. “She needs to not fucking do this again, and they need to know that she’s ours.” Heath understood with heavy relief as he squeezed Cameron’s shoulder and nodded before releasing him. 
Rhett looked up at Heath, his hair casting shadows like fingers over the pale of his skin and the moonlight glinting on his lip ring as he worried it with his teeth. 
“Your mother will die,” Aislen growled out between her teeth to Cameron as he fucked her, and Heath felt his hair stand on end, reacting to the savagery in her voice. “She will die, miserably, alone, with no one to hear her screams. She will drown, slowly, on her own spit and vomit, while you eat pizza, and your father checks the fences. You will go to bed, and not know that she is still gasping out her last breaths, frothing down her chin.”
Cameron jerked, and his body tensed, his breath exploding from him.
“As you sigh your way into sleep, she will die. There would have been time to save her, she would have begged in her mind, in the last moments of her life, for you or your father to save her, and will die knowing that you had not, that you had failed her when she needed it most,” her voice became gentle and sad, her face crumpling into tears.
“You really are a fucking bitch,” Rhett was appalled by her words. “What will you say to me, I wonder?”
She shook her head, weeping. “Please…”
The cut of red and blue lights across the lawn had them all jerking their heads towards the road.






  
  Chapter Two
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Heath signalled to Rhett, who hauled Aislen up off the grass, and towards the cars. Cameron hesitated for a moment, caught between his mates. 
“Go. I got this,” Heath told him as the party realized the cops were there and suddenly exploded outwards, through doors, through windows, the neighbouring gardens and street filling with fleeing teenagers, while the police officers stood in the garden gate looking around them in resignation. 
Both police officers were werewolf and their eyes fixed on Heath with oily sheen. 
“Mr. Gale,” the more senior of the two sighed. “Want to brief us? We’ve been called out on a noise complaint.”
Heath shrugged, and put his hands in his pockets, rocking on his heels casually. “A study group taking a break, Constable. Played our music too loudly for the neighbours. We’ll all head off now, and they’ll have nothing to complain about. There’s no reason to go inside.”
“Mr. Gale,” the man raised his eyebrows. “If we leave without checking the house and this study group continues…”
“I understand,” Heath assured him. “I’ll take care of it.” He waited until they were in the car before walking up to the house, finding the door locked. “Open the fucking door, you morons,” he called out. “It’s me.”
“Heath,” Nathan Lowe opened the door, wide-eyed and sweating. “What…?”
“I told them it’s a study group break and we played the music too loud for the neighbours,” Heath told him. “Party is over. Kick everyone out. If you start up again, they’ll come inside and bust you all, and I’m not sticking around, so that’s not my problem.”
Rohan, Lillian, and the Debutantes slid between him and Nathan. Over Nathan’s shoulder, Heath saw Guy Barnham and Shaun Bascall, their arms full of bongs, pause on their way to the kitchen, looking at the open door in alarm and then sneering as they saw Heath there. 
“You three,” Heath refocused on Nathan. “Are playing a dangerous fucking game. I don’t know what Shaun did to piss Rhett off, but he’d happily flatten Shaun’s face again in a heartbeat if I didn’t prevent him from doing so, and I’m not stupid enough to believe for a single moment that Guy accidentally got Aislen stoned and drunk and into a bedroom with him. That was an absolute fuck you directed at the Triquetra. I’ve never had a problem with you Nathan. Don’t make me have one now, do you understand? Or you’ll end up looking just as pretty as Shaun does.”
“Heath…” Nathan glanced over his shoulder to see who was within hearing distance and braced himself as Guy and Shaun returned to the hallway and stood glowering at Heath. “Don’t come to my house again,” Nathan said darkly. “Don’t any of you three fuckers come anywhere near us, nor anyone that hangs with us. Stay away from Lauren, Alice, June, and any of the girls that we hang with, they’re under our protection. Do you understand? I don’t know how the fuck you guys have the police in your pockets, this whole fucking town in your pockets, really, and I don’t care. But if you three, or any of your crowd of hangers on, fuck with anyone that we look after, we will make you suffer for it.”
Heath raised his eyebrows. “Big words, Nathan, from someone who has no way of backing them up. But don’t worry, we’re not interested in any of your fucking sluts. Why would we when we have Aislen?” This was directed to Guy, with a sneer. “She’s easily the hottest girl in the town, why would we slum it with the plain janes when we’ve got a fucking beauty queen to fuck? As to the rest of our friends, we’re not responsible for them. Take it up with whoever you have a problem with. I recommend that you wear a fucking mouthguard when you do, unless you want to share Shaun’s shiny smile.”
He turned on his heel and strode out of the garden, pausing to assess which direction Rhett and Cameron would have gone, before deciding to head towards the train line. The police had parked in the other direction, so Rhett would have headed away from the police car, rather than towards it.
He scanned the gardens and scrubs as he followed the street, until he came to the underpass and saw a shadow detached itself, the light catching in dark-red hair. He grinned and strode down, the shadows gradually revealing Rhett with Aislen pinned against the wall. His dark-haired mate had hooked Aislen’s thigh against his hip with one hand while he ground his cock into her, panting out the last throes of an orgasm. 
“Well,” Heath said to his mates darkly. “This is going to fuck everything up. Let’s walk back to my house, to give things here a chance to calm down. Cameron, you take Aislen home, I think you’re probably the most sober of us.”
“Yeah, I can drive,” Cameron ran his hands through his hair, stressing out. “Heath…”
“We’ll talk about it after,” Heath wrapped his arms around him in a tight embrace. “Don’t worry. I’ve got it under control.” It was a lie. He had never felt less in control. Rhett released Aislen, and she sagged against the underpass wall, her hair covering her face, but not the fact that her shoulders shook as she cried. He sighed heavily as he shook his head. “Let’s get her home and get some sleep.”
“Come on, Aislen,” Cameron caught her hand and drew her along behind him, following the path back up to the street level. 
Rhett lit a smoke before falling into step with Heath, letting Cameron and Aislen get ahead of them. “What are you thinking?” Rhett asked under his breath. 
“That Shaun Bascall, Guy Barnham, and Nathan Lowe are sneaky fucks, that’s what I’m thinking,” Heath said through his teeth. “I don’t know how they got their hands on Aislen tonight, but it wasn’t by accident that Guy got her drunk and stoned and dragged her into that bedroom. He knows damned well that she’s ours and he was going to fuck her on purpose to one-up us. He’s not bright enough to come up with that on his own, though, someone put him up to it.”
“Fucking Shaun,” Rhett pulled a face. “I’ll knock his fucking teeth down his throat again.”
“Just leave it, Rhett, there’s going to be enough backlash from tonight without a vendetta with a bunch of idiots like them going on as well.”
“We handled it, though,” Rhett frowned. “That’s what that whole thing on the lawn was about, right? Marking our territory and proving that we have her under control.”
“Yeah,” Heath was dubious. “And I hope that it worked, but I don’t think they’re going to make it that easy on us.”
“Fuck,” Rhett muttered. 
“So, just let the whole Shaun thing go. I told Nathan that we wouldn’t fuck with them if they didn’t fuck with us. So, leave them alone. No more human girls, no more fights. Just focus on us and Aislen. Fuck,” he added as the lights were still on in his house. “What’s the bet that Charlie already fucking knows,” he predicted grimly. 
“I’ll take Aislen home,” Cameron said, stopping near his Ute. “Do you want to go to my house tonight, rather than crash here? I’m probably okay to drive home.”
“Nah, it’s not worth the risk,” Heath replied. “We’ll just go to my room through the side door and leave before Charlie wakes in the morning.”
“Okay,” Cameron opened the passenger side door of his car and lifted Aislen in, leaning over to buckle her in. “Don’t vomit in my Ute,” he said to her as he closed the door. “She’s fucked,” he announced to Heath and Rhett as he rounded the bonnet to the driver’s door. “Crashing hard. I’ll be back in ten.”
He swung himself into the seat and started the engine. 
Rhett lit a cigarette. “We might as well wait for him here,” he said to Heath. “And go in at the same time.”
Heath nodded and they both leaned against a tree. “Give me a drag of that,” Heath reached out for the cigarette. “The thing that I don’t get,” he confessed around blowing out smoke, feeling that he could talk to Rhett on a more even basis about his concerns in Cameron’s absence. “Is what switch flipped in her fucking head between leaving me at lunch and finding her with Guy. What happened to the fucking chastity belt and vibrator? Why would she wear it for most of the day and then…” 
He stilled, his mind finding the answer. Fucking hell, he ground his teeth and took another drag of the cigarette, forgetting that he only wanted one as he brewed on it. 
Rhett lit another cigarette. “I know what you’re thinking,” he said quietly. 
“You didn’t go to art,” Heath said it aloud. 
Rhett sighed heavily. “Heath…” They both looked up as Cameron’s Ute pulled up down the street. 
“Let’s leave it for now,” Heath told Rhett as he used the toe of his shoe to mash the cigarette butt into the ground. “Let’s just hope she’s learned her fucking lesson. We can’t afford another mistake like today. Come on, let’s go get some sleep.” 
They entered through the side door, and as they made their way to Heath’s bedroom, he saw Charlie’s silhouette at the end of the hall, backlit by the lights from the living room and kitchen. Heath paused, with Rhett and Cameron at his back. “Dad,” he said cautiously. “We’re just back from a party. We’re all fucking drunk. Rhett and Cameron are crashing here, as neither are in a condition to go home.”
Charlie weighed his options and then shook his head disapprovingly, before returning to the living room. 
“Fuck,” Rhett breathed out. “And I thought Phillip was scary. Seeing him appear at the end of the hallway like that, I just about shat myself.”
“He’s a coward,” Heath replied grimly as they entered his bedroom, his father’s words about Heath being his heir, whether he wanted to be or not, echoing in his ears. He knew that Charlie had been saying that they not only shared their looks, but their tempers, and the truth in that statement hurt. “And an arsehole. If I ever behave like him, you two had better…”
“Slap you?” Rhett suggested with a grin, his eyes reflecting his wolf in the dark of the room as his night sight kicked in. 
“Sure, why not, everyone else seems to be,” Heath laughed as he locked the door behind them. “Fuck.” He toed off his shoes and peeled off his uniform. “I’m so tired, I don’t think I have the energy for a fuck. It’s probably too risky, anyway, with Charlie on the prowl.”
“That’s okay,” Cameron threw his uniform over a chair. “I don’t think any of us are in the mood for it anyway.”
“Speak for yourself,” Rhett grinned. “I’m always in the mood.”
Heath crawled into the bed and closed his eyes. “Wake me in the morning, and I’ll take you for a ride.” He felt the mattress compress to either side as his mates joined him. Cameron rolled immediately into him, while Rhett faced away, his back pressed against Heath’s side. The dark-haired alpha seeking comfort from proximity was a sign of how fucked up things were, Heath thought heavily as he stroked his fingers through Cameron’s hair. 
“I love you both,” he whispered into the darkness of his closed eyes. “Sleep well.”






  
  Chapter Three
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Heath’s alarm woke him. 
“Ah, fuck,” Rhett complained. “Kill it.”
Cameron, on the other hand, snaked his hand over Heath’s side and down his stomach while pressing his lips to the back of Heath’s shoulder. “Good morning.”
Heath groaned, but surrendered to the seduction ruefully. “You and your morning sex. Don’t try to kiss me with your morning breath. I can smell it from here. Beer and cigarette smoke, so gross.”
“I’ll borrow your toothbrush,” Cameron was unrepentant. “But morning breath is awesome. I love it. You only get to smell someone else’s morning breath when you’re fucking them, and that’s about as intimate and personal as you can get with someone else.”
“How about you suck me off with that disgusting mouth instead, while I wank Rhett off, and then he can fuck you?” Heath laughed, but was touched by Cameron’s sentimentality. He didn’t find Cameron’s morning breath offensive, he admitted to himself, but he did worry about his own. 
“How you go from sleep to sex, I don’t know,” Rhett grumbled. “I need at least five minutes of consciousness and some sweet talking to get in the mood.”
“We know,” Heath gripped Rhett’s cock as he rolled onto his back, and Cameron disappeared under the covers, wriggling down between Heath’s legs. “Oh, god,” he closed his eyes as Cameron cupped his balls and dragged his tongue over the tip of Heath’s cock. “Rhett might complain, but we all know he’s a grumpy bitch. This is my favourite part of waking with you, Cam.”
“What’s your favourite part of waking with me?” Rhett was jealous, rolling onto his back and closing his hand over Heath’s so that they stroked his cock together. “Or are you holding it?” He added, with a sly sneer and a flick of his eyelashes. 
“Well, it’s definitely not your bad temper,” Heath turned his head and pressed a kiss to Rhett’s cheek to take the sting from the words. “Ah, yeah,” he sighed the words as Cameron sucked him back into his throat. “Fuck, he has a good mouth on him in the morning.”
“Typical fucking farmer,” Rhett reached down and grabbed a handful of Cameron’s hair beneath the covers. “Up before dawn in more than one way.”
“Oh god,” Heath’s eyes closed as he surrendered to the head job. “So good.”
“Don’t forget what you’re doing with your hands,” Rhett nudged him while tightening his grip over Heath’s hand on his cock. “I’m just wanking myself off using you at the moment.”
“Fuck, Rhett,” Heath laughed. “You are a bitch.”
“Yep,” Rhett sucked on Heath’s cheek bone in a savage kiss. “Now wank me off. I have to get home, shower, and get the fuck out of there in case Phillip’s still hanging around.”
Heath tried to divide his attention between his own cock and Rhett’s, with mixed success, but Rhett groaned and came moments after Heath did, so he decided that he’d had some success. 
“My turn,” Cameron slid in between them, wedging himself a space. “Come on, give me…” Rhett laughed and slid down, causing Cameron to moan deep in his throat as the dark-haired alpha kissed his way down to his cock. “Oh, yeah…”
Heath laughed as he leaned over and kissed Cameron, tasting past the bitter of his own cum, the heavy sleep-flavour, to the neutral water-rain of Cameron. He tweaked Cameron’s nipples between his thumb and finger, squeezing as hard as he could until Cameron whimpered under his grip, his fingers digging into Heath’s back, clutching him tightly. 
“That’s right, you masochistic slut,” Heath murmured into Cameron’s mouth. “Is Rhett using his teeth? I bet you that he is, and sucking as hard as he can until you’re not sure if you’re hurting or about to come.”
“Oh god,” Cameron sobbed out.
“Yeah, that’s right, let him take you,” Heath sank his fingers into Cameron’s hair and dragged his face up. “Let him hurt you, or I will…” Cameron shuddered and came, and Heath leaned over and kissed him tenderly. “There you go,” he whispered. “Was that good?”
“Fuck,” Cameron pressed his face into Heath. “I’m fucked up.”
“Nah,” Rhett laughed as he resurfaced and wrapped his arms around Cameron, pressing his lips to the back of Cameron’s neck. “I think you’re the least fucked up of the three of us, honestly. So, you like your sex with a side of pain? No big deal. So, do I sometimes, and fucking Heath likes to give it, so what does that say about him? It’s just… It’s just us, Cam, and there’s nothing wrong with that.”
Heath reached over Cameron to stroke his fingers through Rhett’s hair, tenderly, his heart aching with his love for his mates, with Rhett’s love for Cameron to reassure their mate that his sexual proclivities were just fine with them. "Rhett’s right,” Heath met Rhett’s eyes with warmth as he pressed his lips to Cameron’s forehead. “We love your kinks, Cam. We want to know all your kinks, the filthiest, dirtiest, nastiest kinks, and we want to do them with you. Okay?”
“Okay,” Cameron sighed out against his chest. “Okay.”
Heath saw Cameron and Rhett off as dawn greyed the sky, on his way to the gym. He took his school uniform with him, and a protein shake, and worked out for an hour before showering in the gym bathroom and dressing for the day. 
As he straightened his collar and tie in the masculine tones of the bathroom, under the harsh glare of the neon lights, he frowned at himself, tilting his face from side to side, seeing his father reflected back at him. Was it possible, he wondered, to hate your own face because it reminded you of someone that you loathed?
He gripped the sink, leaning in to scrutinize himself. He needed to change his hair, he decided. The length was just too similar to Charlie’s. Shorter. He nodded, satisfied with the solution.
He drove to Aislen’s with a sense of determination. He’d get a new haircut and train their smart-mouthed mate into the perfect she-wolf. They’d renovate the river house and all live together, sleep together, and wake together. They’d argue over whose job it was to buy milk that day, and who had eaten the last of the ice cream… 
He could picture it so clearly. Aislen and Cameron in the kitchen, joking as they cooked, Rhett setting the table, all looking up and smiling, laughing, as he entered at the end of the day. Perhaps there would be a baby in a highchair, smearing mash onto its face in its efforts at feeding itself, perhaps another child would be setting out a train-maze through the living room…
It was what he was supposed to want, what he was supposed to be working towards… But why did it seem so fake? So unachievable?
He pulled up in Aislen’s driveway. Neither of her parent’s cars were there, nor was she waiting at the door. He got out and walked around to the front passenger side door, opening it, ready for her, looking expectantly towards the front door. 
It did not open. 
“Hmm,” he hummed his annoyance into the back of his throat, nearly a growl. He closed the car door and walked up to the house. He rang the doorbell, his lips pulled back from his teeth, and shaking his head in annoyance. Not again, he thought, she had to stop pulling this shit with the Triquetra.
He waited a pause and rang again. “I’ll break in if I have to,” he muttered under his breath. 
He sensed that she was behind the door, just as the day before the Triquetra had known that the house was empty. “Go away,” she said through the door, her voice muffled and miserable. “I’m sick.”
He sighed. It wasn’t surprising. She’d been fucked the night before and humans didn’t have the constitution of werewolves. “Open the door.”
There was a pause and she opened it. He dragged his eyes over her. She was pale, her eyes shadowed, and there was a bruise shadowing her chin. As he stepped into the shabby hallway of the tiny cottage, he inhaled and grimaced. She smelled worse than morning breath—of smoke, alcohol, and sickness. 
“You stink,” he told her, displeased. “And you’re a fucking mess. Go have a shower and do something with yourself. I’ll make you breakfast. Where is your schoolbag?” He’d clean her up, feed her, and hopefully get them both to class by second lesson, he decided. 
“Oh fuck, I don’t know,” she pressed her hands to her face in despair.
“Was there anything important in it?” He assessed the potential damage.
“My art book.”
“It will turn up.” He suppressed the urge to roll his eyes. Rhett guarded his art book as if it were made of solid gold. If Aislen was the same, it probably held more value to her than anything else that she owned, just as Rhett viewed his. “If not, we will stop by the house and ask them to locate it,” he said, in grudging acceptance of its importance to her.
“I might have left it at the park,” she said, distractedly.
“We’ll check the park on our way to school. Go have a shower,” he told her as he eased past her towards the rear of the house. It was dismal, he thought as he looked around him, the cottage’s last renovation had been in an era where avocado and peach had been popular, and the kitchen area reflected that trend heavily. Even the furniture seemed to have been op-shopped, the chairs and table a retro Formica setting that matched the era of the kitchen perfectly.
He wasn’t sure if the people who had chosen the furniture had perfect taste, or terrible taste. It was either ironic styling working with what they had, or it was coincidence. Either way, the effect was that the back of the house seemed to be caught in a time-warp. He almost expected to see an aproned and curler-haired woman in heels and a house dress manning the stove, he thought as he began to open the doors to the cupboards. 
He heard the bathroom door close, and the shower start a moment later. Aislen had surrendered to getting ready for the day, he thought smugly as he located the bread and put the kettle on to boil. He put a couple of slices into the toaster for her, and a piece in for himself, before making them both coffee.
He buttered her toast and ate his own, alternating between looking at the time and reading his way through the newspaper left on the benchtop, finishing the coffee before she surfaced from the bathroom. 
He raised his eyebrows as he surveyed her. It was amazing what a difference a shower made, he thought. She looked fucking amazing. He tried to assess the difference. Something in how she wore the school uniform was sexier than usual, and her eyes looked bigger, her lips fuller…
“You look surprisingly good,” he told her. “Except the hair is shit.” She’d scraped it back into a bun. He pulled it out and fluffed it around her face. “Much better.”
“Skirt is too short, shirt is too tight, hair is a fucking mess, and I’ve had to apply makeup with a fucking trowel because you guys fucking raped me outside that house last night, and I fucking face planted into the lawn!” She snapped at him irritably. 
He recoiled and lifted the empty coffee cup to his lips to cover his reaction. “Excuse me? We did not rape you,” he told her firmly, clenching his teeth. Fuck. Trust Aislen fucking Carter to prove how precisely the same as every other fucking human girl she was, just as he needed her to behave more like a she-wolf, he thought angrily. 
“You fucking well did,” she stared at him, as if he had grown horns. 
He needed to quash this rebellion, he thought frantically. He needed to crush it, smash it down, before it escalated. "You are a terrible morning person, but accusing us of raping you is going too far. That is not what happened. You got drunk and stoned. We rescued you,” he put the emphasis on rescued. “From a would-be rapist. We had sex, as we do. The police came. Rhett and Cameron, mindful of your reputation, took you to the underpass while I stayed to smooth things over.” 
He’d swear to that series of events to his death if he had to, he thought. It was the same excuses that he planned to use when Abigail or August inevitably next hauled the Triquetra up to explain what the fuck was going on. 
“That’s just…” There was a flicker of self-doubt that crossed her face. Under the shower, the makeup, the sexy clothing, she was still feeling the effects of a heavy night under the influence, and he could see her reviewing her memories, and that doubt taking seed. “That’s just not… It’s just not right. You used the sex to punish me for taking off the chastity belt,” she was on the verge of tears, her bottom lip trembling so that she caught it between her teeth, trying to control it. 
He had a choice, he thought. He had a choice between his Triquetra and his female mate. He chose his Triquetra. “I have no idea what you’re talking about. What chastity belt?” He told her with a cool, calm, and vicious sense of power, knowing that his answer would add to her confusion, send her into a tailspin, make her doubt her own memories and mind. 
He saw all of it pass over her face. 
“The one…” She said, her voice hoarse and uncertain. “The one that you made me wear yesterday.”
He lifted his eyebrow archly, with an absolute malicious intention. “Drink your coffee and eat your toast. You must have had a very vivid dream, Aislen. Ask yourself, with my sexual appetite, why would I put a chastity belt on you? Does that actually sound like something that I would do?”
He wasn’t sure if he was thrilled or bewildered when he saw the shock on her face, followed by confusion. He couldn’t quite believe that it had worked so easily, that she had believed his lies so quickly.
“I…” Her face crumpled, and a tear slid down her cheek. “You did rape me. You did before, at the river house, and I…  Cameron raped me and you… you tricked me…”
“Honestly, Aislen,” he had to cut that train of thought off before she ran with it. He could just imagine the chaos that the pack could make of the Triquetra’s whore claiming they had raped her. “That’s fucking low. We had sex, the four of us. Group sex. If you are ashamed or embarrassed, then that is your problem, but trying to make it out to have been rape, that you were in any way unwilling, is bullshit.”
“I…” She fought against her confusion.
“Your lies could get Rhett, Cameron, and I into a lot of trouble. They could ruin our reputation. Do you want to do that to us? Do you hate us that much?” He demanded harshly, pushing hard, sensing weakness.
She shook her head, her eyes wide, and tears streaking down her cheeks. “No… no.”
“Then be honest with yourself, Aislen,” success flashed through him, a vicious buzz like the hit of a drug, sizzling through his nerves, delivering a hit of adrenaline. “You like being fucked by us,” he watched the words hit, each like a blow. “You like it when we have group sex. You come harder than you’ve ever come in your life when we’re all fucking you.”
“I do,” she whispered, shell shocked, her pupils pinned. 
He stared at her, his heart racing in his chest, the raw triumph of success fighting against an uneasy sickness that roiled in his stomach and pinched around his heart. He felt the burn of tears and fought them back. No weakness, he told himself severely. His Triquetra could not afford for their lead alpha to show any weakness. 
“That is all there is to be said on the matter. Come on, we will be late,” he folded the newspaper, smoothing the crease, seeking order in the physical world, while his emotions seethed within him. “Eat your toast before you get into my car. I don’t want crumbs on the carpet.”






  
  Chapter Four
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“Smells good,” Jules commented as he entered the kitchen. “One of your mum’s recipes?” 
“Yeah, with a bit of a Cameron twist,” Cameron’s grin was wicked as he pulled the tray out of the oven. “These ones are mum’s recipe,” he gestured to the first tray as he gingerly transferred scones from the second tray into a Tupperware container. “And these ones are using the special butter,” he winked at his dad. “So, take it easy on these ones if you’re operating heavy machinery.”
Jules laughed. “Ah, fuck. If your mother knew what was in the special butter, she’d have both of our heads.”
“And that’s why we’ll never tell her,” Cameron winked. “I had better go or I’ll be fucking late and Heath will tell me off,” he stuffed the container into his bag. “Have a good day, dad, and don’t eat all the scones.”
He sang along with the radio as he drove to school, trying to maintain the cheer he’d felt all morning. The night had been a bit fucked up, but the morning sex had been fantastic, and he’d gotten home early enough to complete his chores and bake two batches of scones. With the special butter, it would sweeten Rhett up, and it would make showing the Debutantes around more pleasant with Rhett more mellow and tolerant. 
Fuck, maybe he’d give some to Aislen, he added to himself with a grin. She needed some mellowing. His smile dropped off his lips as he recalled why she needed mellowing. “Don’t be angry, Cam,” he reminded himself, remembering her tear-stained face as he’d dropped her home. “She’s learned her lesson.”
What she’d said about his mum echoed in his ears and caused a tight uneasiness in his chest whenever he thought about it. “Stupid,” he murmured what he knew Heath would say if he spoke to his mate about it. “It’s stupid, Cam. She was just angry and saying things that she knew would upset you. That’s all.” But, fuck, even the idea of pizza made him nauseated.
Heath’s car wasn’t in the car park, but Rhett’s was, so, rather than be alone with his thoughts, Cameron set off to find his mate, heading to the back of the oval when he couldn’t find him at the lockers. Sure enough, Rhett was hiding behind a tree and smoking. 
“I passed the Debutantes with Lillian and Diana on my way here,” Cameron told Rhett in greeting. “They didn’t see me. Here,” he offered the Tupperware container to Rhett. “This will help.”
Rhett picked out a scone with a grin. “Your dad’s special butter?”
“Mine and my dad’s,” Cameron corrected. “I helped him to make this batch.”
“Man,” Rhett laughed, shaking his head. “Only your family, Cam, would have a family recipe for making herbal butter. Can we swap dads?”
“Nah, I like mine,” Cameron replied. “Heath’s not here yet?”
“Mhm,” Rhett stuffed his mouth full of scone, and Cameron gave him the side-eye. The dark-haired alpha was avoiding meeting his gaze.
“What?” Cameron asked suspiciously. 
“Nuddin,” Rhett’s mouth was still full. 
“Don’t crap me, Rhett,” Cameron waited, his eyes narrowed as Rhett finished chewing and swallowed. 
“Fine,” Rhett rolled his eyes and shrugged. “Heath thinks that Aislen went off with Guy last night because I wasn’t at art class. He’s probably giving her a talking to or a sound fucking to remind her who’s boss.”
Cameron chewed on his scone as he leaned back on the tree, digesting his jealousy along with the pastry. Don’t be angry, he repeated to himself, neither of them can help it. It just wasn’t fair though, the little devil on his shoulder insisted, that Aislen wanted Rhett so much while spitting awful things about Cam’s mother. What was it about Rhett that Aislen preferred? 
“My dad said something the other day,” he admitted as much to himself as to his dark-haired mate. “And I’ve been feeling shitty ever since.”
“Oh?” Rhett raised an eyebrow. The bell went but neither pushed off the tree to go to class. 
“He asked me if I was fucking Aislen in a way that made me feel ashamed.”
Rhett frowned. “I don’t get it.”
“I just…” Cameron wasn’t sure what to say. He shrugged awkwardly. “I guess, I was sort of… Last night was fucked," he sighed it out. “Finding her in the room with Guy, and then fucking her on the lawn like that. I know we had to make it clear that she’s ours, and that’s done now. But I didn’t like it.”
“No,” Rhett put his arm around Cameron’s shoulder and squeezed him against him. He brushed his lips across Cameron’s forehead, a risky move as, while there was no one around them, they couldn’t predict whether someone would come within eyesight. “None of us liked it, Cam. Let’s hope that’s the end of that.”
“Yeah,” Cameron sighed. 
“Come on, we should go to class.”
As they approached their class, Heath called out to them, and they turned to wait for him to catch up. 
“All good?” Rhett asked him. “You’re late.”
Heath took a double take. “Your eyes are bloodshot as all hell, Rhett. You’re fucking off your face.”
“Cam’s fault,” Rhett’s smirk was lazy. “Brought in scones made with the Edison special butter.”
“Ah, fuck,” Heath caught Cameron’s chin, forcing him to meet his eyes. “You, too. You can’t go to class like this. The teacher will know in a heartbeat.”
“Yay, we’re having a fuck ditch,” Rhett snickered. 
“We are ditching too many classes at the moment,” Heath replied as they turned away from the classroom. 
“What does it matter anyway?” Rhett nudged him. “You and Cam are guaranteed your university placements.”
“Doesn’t mean that we shouldn’t earn them,” Heath replied. “Have you been looking for apprenticeships?”
“Yeah,” Rhett opened the bathroom door, and they began to flick open the stall doors to make sure that they were alone, before going into the largest stall and locking the door behind them. “There’s a place in Redbank where I thought I’d drop by soon with my art book.”
“Hmm,” Heath stroked his fingers over Cameron’s neck as he moved up behind him. Cameron leaned his head to the side. His body felt heavy and relaxed, warmed through by the scone. Heath sucked on his neck above the collar while he freed Cameron’s shirt from his waistband. “Put your hands on the wall,” he breathed into Cameron’s ear. 
Cameron set his palms onto the textured wall and leaned into them as Heath slid his trousers down to bunch at his ankles. There were phone numbers, curse words, and naughty rhymes in permanent marker on the paint in front of him, as well as the Triquetra’s triangle with Rhett’s distinct drawing style. 
Heath moaned under his breath as he stroked up, cupping Cameron’s arse between thumb and index fingers, before clasping Cameron’s hips. “Legs apart.”
“Fuck, Heath,” Cameron realized that Heath was planning on fucking him. “At school?”
“Yeah, why not?” Heath laughed out. “I have lube in my bag.”
“I’m not going to ask why,” Rhett drawled with a grin. 
“Thought I might need it with Aislen yesterday,” Heath explained. “But all she had to do was imagine that you were fucking her and that egg vibrator slid right in.” He made it sound like he was joking, but there was a sharp undercurrent to the words. Cameron swallowed back his bitter tasting jealousy. “It’s not the only thing that’s going to slide right in,” Heath’s lips teased Cameron’s earlobe and Cameron moaned as Heath applied the cold lube to his arse. 
“Heath… What if someone comes in?”
“They’re not going to,” Heath cupped his cock. “Just shhh, little slut, and let me have you,” he purred, his lips against Cameron’s ear as he stepped into him. Cameron blew out his breath as Heath penetrated, pushing him into the hold of his palms on the wall. “Good boy.”
Cameron laughed under his breath. “Do you want me to roll over and beg?”
“Beg, for sure,” Heath replied as he ground up into him. “It might be a bit hard for you to roll over while I’m balls deep in your arse.” He gripped the top of the wall as traction, thrusting hard and fast, in short jerks of his hips, so that Cameron had to work to stop collapsing forward. 
“Fuck, that’s hot,” Rhett approved as he used a permanent market to draw another Triquetra triangle on the wall. Beneath it he wrote the word ‘WHORE’ in capitals, and ‘Do Not
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