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Kidnapping Rowe Trainer, co-heir to Chartrell Shipping,
might not have been the smartest thing Val Talson’s ever done, but he wants
answers, fast. He couldn’t have expected the beautiful little bully to be
half-human, nor could he have anticipated that she could turn the tables on him
so easily. She’s powerful, and he’s learned to be wary.


His violent arousal in her presence makes little sense. Lust
he appreciates, but the deeper draw to his rival baffles him. Soon he can’t
think of anything but Rowe. When he finds her again, he gets more than
he bargained for—attraction not only to Rowe, but to her bodyguard as well. Then
add the shock of her Selection—a female Otra’s readiness to mate.


Val doesn’t intend to give in easily. He’ll handle rogue
saboteurs, Rowe’s larger-than-life bodyguard, and the idea that he’s entered
the Testing, the time in a male Otra’s life when he’s ready to bond to his
destined mate. As for Rowe…Val’s more than willing to give her what she
deserves. And then some.
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Chapter One


New Hattan, Earth Year 2110, January


 


The winter weather outside on the misbegotten planet had no
effect on cooling his temper. Earth could never compete with the temperate
clime of Werfal 7, the Otra homeworld. He’d be there right now if it weren’t
for the dickheads screwing with his livelihood—Talson Shipping. A glance around
the cheap, dingy room suggested he really had reached the end of his rope. But
what better place for an interrogation?


The subject of said interrogation squirmed on the bed, her
movements a welcome relief from the stagnant air of decay in the place.
“Asshole. Let me go!”


“Sweetheart, begging and pleading will go a hell of a lot
further than the filth coming out of your mouth.” Valis Talson ‘Or Fal smiled
through his teeth at the woman struggling against her restraints in the middle
of the large bed. The seedy hotel he’d taken her to asked few questions, and
the desk clerk had a remarkable sense of amnesia for the right price. “I’m
surprised Fulton tolerates you all that much. It’s a known fact anything even
resembling low breeding bores him to tears.”


“Look, Talson.” Though her voice was even and slightly
husky, his intriguing captive shot daggers at him through green eyes threaded
with silver—eyes stemming from the intermingling of human and Otra blood.
Unwillingly fascinated, he studied the exotic woman.


The initial intelligence he’d received hadn’t indicated her
humanity. He’d expected Chartrell Shipping’s wondergirl to be one of his kind.
An Otra female—a tall woman with long black hair, golden skin and ink-dark eyes
that turned a molten silver when impassioned. Instead, he’d captured a petite,
exotic half-breed with enough sensuality brimming underneath that bluster of
anger to melt the ugly paint right off the walls.


“You aren’t the authorities, so release my hands before I
feed you to my uncle!”


“It’s Rowe Trainer ‘Or Ryi, right? Can I call you Rowe?” At
her glare, he continued. “Well, Rowe, I’ve had as much as I can take from your
Uncle Fulton and Chartrell Shipping. Your trading policies—if you can call them
that—lack even the slightest degree of legality. You people take theft and
murder to an all new level.”


“What the hell are you talking about?”


He snorted. Nice innocent act. If he hadn’t been so focused
on the rise and fall of her full breasts, he might not have noticed the small
quiver that shook her. But the tremors in her breathing told him she knew more
than she was saying. He needed that information. Four months ago, he and his
older brother Z had nearly fallen prey to thieving pirates at the behest of a
Chartrell saboteur. Only the quick action of his brother’s mate had saved the
ship and its passengers from death and worse.


Glaring down at the stubborn little liar, he wondered when,
or even if, he’d be as blessed as Z. One of four brothers, Val had watched his
youngest brother, and then his oldest, find their iriu—their true loves.
Yet here he was, dealing with another Talson Shipping nightmare, no closer to
romance than he’d been last month, or the month before that, or the month
before that…


Because of this woman and her fucking family, he’d turned
into an unpleasant bastard who hadn’t gotten laid in way too long—at least,
according to his brothers.


He sat next to Rowe on the bed, pleased at her wide-eyed
alarm. Running a hand over the soft skin of her abdomen where her shirt had
ridden up from her jeans, he told himself he only wanted to confuse her, to put
her off balance.


The thought that she felt like veeri silk came out of
nowhere.


“Rowe, I think it’s more than admirable to show loyalty to
family. But don’t you think protecting murderers is going a bit too far?”


“Talson, you jerk, I’m going to—” She gasped when he snaked
his hand farther along her rib cage toward her breasts.


“I think you’re beginning to understand who’s in charge
here, aren’t you?” He inched his hand higher, grazing the underside of those
soft, round globes begging for his attention.


She nodded frantically, looking panicked, and he regretfully
withdrew his hand from beneath her shirt. He wondered what it was about the
woman that made him simultaneously aroused and aggravated.


“Fine.” Rowe swallowed audibly. “You’re in charge.”


“You’re in charge, Valis Talson ‘Or Fal,” he corrected, and
refrained from adding, my humble master. “I want to hear you say my
name.”


“Oh, I want to say your name.” He swore she muttered dickhead
under her breath, and he found himself starting to like her.


He stared at her breasts and considered touching her again.
Unfortunately, his urge had less to do with prodding her and more to do with
fulfilling his desire to feel her soft skin.


She gritted her teeth. “You’re in charge, Valis Talson ‘Or
Fal. Look, I’m telling the truth when I say I want to find out who’s behind
these crimes as badly as you do. We lost one of our most lucrative freighters
two weeks ago due to a pirate attack in the outer rim.”


He paused. He hadn’t heard anything about Chartrell losing a
vessel.


She apparently noted his suspicion, because she added, “I’m
not lying. There was a small blurb about it in The Shipping News. We
paid a lot of money to keep it quiet and buried it. You can access the data
from my chipset.” She nodded toward the small device attached to the strap of
her purse on a nearby chair.


He crossed to the chair and picked it up. He recognized the
latest newsgathering gadget worth a pretty penny and searched to verify her
information, then rejoined her on the bed.


“Damn me.”


“I second that.”


Feisty. Instead of annoying him, she made him want to laugh.
Odd.


He grinned and she blinked at him, her gaze shifting from
his eyes to his mouth.


“So, you were telling the truth. That’s good, sweetheart.
Now maybe you can tell me what you know about Project Overhead.”


She frowned. “Project Overhead? What’s that?”


“Now, now. I thought we were becoming friends.” He ran his
fingers along the band of her jeans over her taut belly, and she sucked in a
breath. So fucking pretty. His heart raced, and to his surprise, his psychei
suddenly flared. The psychic power inherent in all Otra that had made his kind
feared for years on Earth wanted nothing more than to connect with Rowe.


He didn’t like the notion. Not unless body parts were
involved.


Psychei tied the universe together, even if the
humans couldn’t tap into it. The energy connected him to his siblings and
family, to his clan, the ‘Or Fal. Not to some pain-in-the-ass sexpot giving him
trouble.


He glared at her, wondering if she was trying to screw him
over with some weird burst of power he could feel but couldn’t quite identify.
While he could communicate with his kin telepathically, his real gift lay in
telekinesis. Time to use it to his full advantage.


“Tell me what I want to know, sweetheart. Don’t make me bring
out the big guns.” In a subtle warning, he used his mind to shake a picture
hanging on the wall—a tacky rendition of New Hattan in all its pre-Otra glory.


She glanced at the wall then turned a wary gaze back to Val.
“I’m telling you the truth. I don’t know what Project Overlord is.”


“Not Overlord, Overhead.” He scowled. As much as he
wanted to treat her the way her clan had treated his, it wasn’t in his
character. He’d never in his life harmed a woman. The thought alone made him
ill. Yet something about Rowe tempted him to push his own boundaries. He didn’t
have to hurt her to make his point. The thought of tasting her ripe lips
plagued him to no end.


Rowe had the carnal beauty of a woman who knew her way
around a man. Though petite, she possessed a perfect hourglass figure, with
breasts he had a hard time ignoring. She had a jaw-dropping sensuality. Pouty
lips sat under a slender nose. A forest of thick black lashes framed exotic
eyes. Wavy black hair fell to the middle of her back, thick and lustrous, making
him want to fist his hands in it to keep her under his control. He could all
too readily imagine imprisoning her by those silken strands while he sampled
her honeyed mouth.


Shit. I am getting in way too deep with this one.


The first moment he’d seen her, Val had been entranced. And
annoyed. To find that such a lovely package belonged to the Chartrells, a
family rival, seemed a cruel twist of fate. Val had seen too much of the
Chartrells to trust anyone who worked for them. Then to learn that the gorgeous
termagant ordering everyone around in Chartrell Headquarters was none other
than Rowe Trainer ‘Or Ryi, Fulton Chartrell’s niece and co-heir to the company…


“Um, Talson?” She sounded too quiet, too innocent, and it
set him on edge.


“What’s that, sweetheart?”


Her eyes flashed. She really didn’t like his pet names.


“It’s just that I don’t know what you want from me. I work
for Chartrell Shipping, yes. Fulton Chartrell is my uncle, yes. But beyond
that, I can’t help you.”


Val wondered at her sincerity.


She bit her lip, and like a magnet, drew his gaze to her
mouth. “I was wondering, would you undo these restraints, or at least loosen
them? My wrists really hurt.”


He blinked, nonplused that he’d actually tied the poor woman
to the bed. What the hell had he been thinking? He should have simply asked for
her help. She would have told him anything he wanted to know. Chartrell and
their piracy connections, the rumors of insider trading, the schemes to
monopolize the lanes to Werfal 6 and 7. But no, he’d thought imprisoning the
poor woman might net him some answers. She’s right. I am an asshole.


“I’m sorry,” he said gruffly, disturbed by the tears pooling
in her eyes. Pools of sorrow that tugged at his heartstrings made him hurry to
free her. In his haste to undo the bands holding her to the bed frame, he
leaned over her body. Way too close. And forgot everything but the need to
taste her.


For a heartbeat they shared the same breath, and suddenly
his mouth was on hers. He lost all thought, buried in sensation.


* * * * *


First he’d surprised her on the street, alone, without her
usual security. Then he’d kidnapped her and taken her to this God-awful hotel.
Tied up and under his control, Rowe had little recourse but to agree with the
bastard. As he questioned her, she tried to figure him out, wondering how best
to escape.


The Otra-sensitive bonds restraining her wrists had been
designed to prevent an Otra’s psychei from burning them. Tricky Talson.
Though he didn’t need to use them on her. Regular ropes would have done as
well. Her psychei didn’t particularly work on command. She had no real
control over her psychic ability, hence her need to play along with the sexy,
know-it-all Talson.


She’d heard about his family, of course. Who in the space
trade hadn’t? Rhenec Talson ‘Or Fal headed one of the strongest shipping
empires in recent Otra history. He’d taken over seventy-five percent of the
business on the homeworld. Talson Shipping, Chartrell, and several other
smaller Otra companies struggled for control of the interplanetary lanes on
Earth.


Fighting to dig a foothold deeper was a daily struggle. She
never stopped pushing those under her control to think bigger, broader, outside
the box.


The Talsons, on the other hand, seemed to have a lock on the
industry. Four strapping sons, all warriors, like their father—gave them Otra
business. Rhenec had mated with a human after the death of his iriu,
giving him a leg up in most Earthen businesses as well. Considering her uncle,
the head of Chartrell Shipping, was an asshole and her cousin and co-heir a
jerk, she could readily believe they had work to do when it came to public
relations.


It didn’t help that the Talsons had currency, fame, and sex
appeal—if Valis Talson was anything to go by. Good night, but the male
brought out every hormone in her body to stand up and shout. She wanted him to
scoot away, to move far back before she begged him to move closer, so that she
might feel his lips pressed to hers.


As usual, her on-again, off-again ability to manipulate
minds refused to show itself. She had barely enough control to hold onto her
aggravation with the heavy-handed Talson, repressing her sudden overwhelming
lust. Confused and feeling betrayed by her body, she almost asked him to lean
closer, to better inhale that delicious scent of his.


Then a thought struck. Had Talson entered The Testing? If he
had, it would make sense that he appealed to her on such a deep level. The
Testing occurred in a male Otra’s life when he readied to take a mate. Similar
to a female’s Selection, the male would emit pheromones that attracted unmated
females by the dozens.


Attributing a chemical reaction to her attraction, she felt
much better about her inability to escape. Not a frail woman by any means, Rowe
couldn’t help the fact most Otra looked down on her because of her weaker human
blood. And most humans hated her because of her alien nature. Talson probably
thought her worth little more than the dirt under his precious, pure-blooded
feet.


As if fate had taken pity on her, Rowe’s psychei
flared. She leaped at the opportunity. A glance at Talson showed him fixated on
her breasts, so she cleared her throat to regain his attention to her face. “I
was wondering, would you undo these restraints, or at least loosen them? My
wrists really hurt.” Focusing her energy, she willed him to do what she wanted
and called on a few fake tears to spur him along. She would have helped him
if he’d only asked. She was a friend, not a foe. Her psychei pushed
him to believe in her.


He paused, then leaned closer, and she let out a relieved
breath. He’d listened to her, falling prey to her special talent. Finally.


Heeding the purr of her demand, he moved to release her. She
hadn’t counted on her pull being overly sexual, nor had she anticipated the
close proximity of their mouths when he leaned close.


And suddenly they shared the most incredible kiss she’d ever
experienced.


Hell. He was more than good. Pure sex in its most
heady form. His deep black eyes changed, a silver sheen overtaking his pupils
and the whites of his eyes before he shuttered his lids closed. Lips like red
velvet assailed her, stroking, caressing, stimulating nerve endings within her
body she hadn’t known she possessed.


When his tongue invaded, she couldn’t help the sigh that
left her, a muted plea for mercy he didn’t answer. He groaned and deepened the
intimacy, threading his tongue with hers and stroking with an expertise that
would shame a professional courtesan. He licked at the roof of her mouth,
teased her tongue, and then stabbed with a rhythm that simulated just how
amazing sex with him would be.


The heat of his chest warmed her breasts, making her achy
and wet, despite the clothing between them and her attempt to remain in
control. A few strands of his satiny black hair swept her cheek and she sighed,
wanting to run her fingers through the lustrous mane. She reached for him but
could only tug at her bound hands, instantly reminded of why she lay under a
Talson in a place she wouldn’t have dragged her worst enemy.


Painstakingly regaining her focus and ignoring the cascade
of sensation trying to steal back her will, she molded her psychei to
convince Talson to release her.


He groaned her name and reluctantly parted from her lips.
With a ragged breath, he freed her from the wrist restraints tying her to the
bed frame. As he did, she could feel his massive erection pressing against her
belly.


Stars, she wanted that hard cock deep inside her.


Doing her very best to remain still, she waited until he
left her side. He stared with such intensity he seemed to see inside her.
Unnerved, she hurried to stand and ignored her protesting body.


“You’re fucking hot, sweetheart. Sexy and so pretty.” His
eyes blazed, a silver inferno of lust and attraction that made her weak in the
knees.


Swallowing around a dry throat, she forced a smile. “So are
you. Handsome, I mean.” Truth. “Why don’t you lie back, Valis?”


“Val. Only my mother calls me Valis, and that’s when she’s
mad at me.”


At this moment, she couldn’t think of Talson’s mother,
father or family. She couldn’t take her mind off the impressive cock straining
at his trousers. Her mind faltered, and he blinked and frowned.


Hell. “Val, please. I want to make you feel good. Lie
down for me.” Another truth, and one he wanted as well, if the speed at which
he complied told her anything.


He lay back and spread his arms wide. When she placed his
wrists in the fastenings that had held her, he smiled. “I like this. At your
mercy, hmm?”


Her body hummed, and she echoed the sentiment through their
weird mental connection. He sucked in a breath and shifted his hips, drawing
her attention once again to his impressive erection. She’d never in her life
imagined having a man—an Otra—like this under her control. And a Talson? Hell
no. Just the thought of him tied up and hers to play with made her want to
strip naked and do unimaginable things to his incredible body.


Whatever else she could say about Val Talson, the man could
never be called unattractive. He had a muscular frame broader than hers and
stood a good two heads taller. His face, the combination of those killer eyes,
that mouth and stubborn chin put the S in sex. She could all but feel
his strength as he moaned and pulled at the bonds holding his wrists tight.


“Wh-what? I can’t move.” Yet he seemed to shift just fine on
the bed. It took her a moment to realize he meant his telekinesis. The
restraints effectively suppressed his ability to move things with his mind.


Perfect.


Except the escape and snotty response she’d planned faded
under another waft of male hormones. And before Rowe realized it, she’d
straddled his waist on the bed and lowered her mouth for another kiss.









Chapter Two


 


She ripped his shirt apart and traced the muscles bunching
and straining. But she had eyes only for his mouth.


“Yeah. Let me taste you.” He sounded as drugged as she felt.


Rowe kissed him and forgot all about leaving. She nipped and
teased at his tongue, his lips. The male flavor of musk, need and sex flowed
around her like cologne. She’d never in her life wanted anything as much as she
wanted him.


He pulled back, breaking the kiss, and watched her with
silver eyes blazing with hunger. “I want more. Lose your pants. Sit over my
mouth. Let me eat that pussy.”


The harsh request stunned her, because the compulsion to
obey felt vaguely familiar. Yet it didn’t stop her from complying. She quickly
rose and lost her pants and panties, then knelt over Val’s face.


His lips caressed and pulled at her clit with skill, and she
couldn’t help shuddering above him, loving how good he felt.


A Talson kissing her. Stars, talk about a fantasy. “So
good. Yes, please.”


He licked her folds, nuzzling as he strained to delve his
tongue deeper inside her. Then he sucked on her clit again, nibbling at the
taut bud and sending her nerves racing to orgasm.


But she needed more. Much, much more. A masculine hunger
invaded her mind.


Sensing what he wanted without needing to ask, she lifted
and turned around, facing his feet. His mouth settled back over her sex as she
sought his trousers. She rocked over his lips while working to free his
erection.


Finally freeing him, she caught a glimpse of a thick, ruddy
cock before she sucked it into her mouth.


He bucked up but didn’t stop licking her. If anything, he
sucked her harder. And she tensed, her body coiled to come.


She bobbed over him, taking him deeper to the back of her
throat, her hunger for his cum both out of place and impossible to ignore. To
her relief, it didn’t take long. She wedged a hand between his spread thighs
and cupped his tight balls. He groaned, drew her clit between his teeth and pressed
down.


She sucked in response and came hard. In seconds, warm,
thick seed filled her mouth and she swallowed the sweet essence without a
qualm.


Oversensitive, she pulled up from his mouth but continued to
suck and lick him, amazed at how much he released. More astonishing, she liked
it. Liked him and the way he tasted. She’d never before engaged in oral
sex with a boyfriend unless deeply into the relationship. She could count on
one hand how many times that had been.


Yet when Val ceased coming but remained hard, she wanted to
stimulate him to another climax. But this time she’d ride him, fill up her
empty pussy and let his seed coat her womb…


She blinked and came back to herself, as if coming out of a
naughty dream. Rolling off Talson, she nearly fell off the bed. She put her
clothes back on and tried not to blush, though her cheeks felt hot.


He smiled at her, still groggy. His cock twitched, and she
had her first good look at the huge piece of flesh she’d had in her mouth. Good
Lord, had she really taken that monster between her lips? His slit was wet, so
sexy because his honest need only enhanced his sexuality.


Talson. Sexuality. What the hell did I just do?


Even as she berated herself for somehow falling prey to his
charms, she couldn’t help noticing the strength in his corded arms, in the
breadth of his chest and in the taut power of his abdomen. She had a hard time
catching her breath and backed away. It’s got to be The Testing. There’s no
other explanation for why I’d go down on a man who tied me up not minutes ago.
Oh God. I have to get out of here.


Val’s eyes cleared, and he blinked in confusion, looking at
his wrists, then at her. “What the hell?”


Rowe forced herself to give him a mocking smile. His
confusion seemed genuine, so she’d work with what she had. No way she’d let him
know she’d been less in control of the situation than he was. “Well, sweetheart,
it’s been a real kick. But I have an investigation to conduct and no more time
to play.” She turned to gather her things, dismissing him as she tried to
remind herself that their clans had been rivals for a long time. Best to keep
it that way.


She heard him swear and knew the daze had worn off.


“I don’t know how you did this,” he growled. “But you’re
going to regret—”


“I already regret my lack of security, thank you very much.
Normally you wouldn’t have been able to get within shouting distance of me
without being detained. Don’t worry. I’m going to fix that.”


After shoving all her things back in her bag, she returned
to his side. To reaffirm his helplessness, she ran her hand over his chest and
this time ignored the flood of heat that pooled between her legs.


He froze under her touch, his cock rock hard, his body tense
all over.


Pleased to finally have the upper hand, she chuckled and
withdrew her fingers from his firm flesh. “I think we’re beginning to realize
who’s in charge here, aren’t we?”


The shine in his eyes flared, and she could feel his anger
as a tangible rush of emotion. Unfortunately, it only made him that much more
attractive.


“Oh, sweetheart, I am so going to enjoy making you pay for
this.”


“You started it, sweetheart. So don’t blame me for
playing by your rules. But thanks for filling me in about your supposed
Chartrell saboteur. I’ll look into the matter. Maybe that will help me track
our own problems.”


“You mean cover up your involvement.” He snorted and tugged
at the restraints again. “You Chartrells are all alike.”


“Actually, my name is Trainer. I work for Chartrell
Shipping. I’m not a Chartrell.” Though her father and Fulton had been brothers,
she’d never been one of them. And never would. “There’s a difference, you
know.”


“Not from where I’m standing.”


“Don’t you mean, lying?” she provoked, pleased at his quick
intake of breath. “Now don’t you worry, Val. Since I’m sure they rent this room
by the hour, you’ll have help in no time.” She eyed his impressive erection and
marveled that it had yet to flag. “Maybe if you’re lucky, your rescuer won’t
demand quite so large a reward.”


She ran a finger over his cock and snickered to cover up the
tremor of lust building once more. Not sure she could take another second this
close without mounting him in earnest, she clamped down on her wacky libido and
stepped back.


His fists clenched, and she realized she’d actually bested a
Talson. A little half-breed had scored a huge hit against a revered Otra
pure-blood. Serves him right, the handsome bastard. With a smug grin,
she turned on her heel and made for the door. Before she left, he spoke.


Trust a Talson to need to have the last word.


“Rowe? I’ll be seeing you again, honey. Real soon.”


His husky words, though tinged with anger, held enough
promise to be worrisome. She knew without looking that the gleam in his
inhumanly bright eyes would make her want to run, not walk, out the door.


But Rowe Trainer didn’t run from confrontation. She never
had. So with deliberate slowness, she unlocked the deadbolt on the door, turned
the knob and walked through the doorway. She closed the door behind her and
grinned when she heard him swear long and loud behind her.


He might have had the last word, but she’d definitely won
this round. She could only hope the next time they met, she’d have Quinn close
to guard her. And that they’d be far away from a bed or a horizontal surface.


What the hell had happened to her willpower? To her
self-restraint? Though Otra didn’t suffer from sexual disease, or pregnancy
unless specially prepared, Rowe had been way less than smart with Talson. The
stubborn male wouldn’t let this incident go.


Why that thought excited her, she had no idea. She had her
hands full. She didn’t need the answers he’d wanted. Had he been playing her?
But if so, why let her tie him up and get the upper hand?


His anger salved her ego, but it also worried the hell out
of her. She couldn’t let Talson find her again without protection. She couldn’t
ever afford to look weak at work or at home. A half-human among full-blooded
Otra had to be stronger, better and always appear confident.


Few of her peers supported her presence among them, and none
of her elders liked her anywhere near Chartrell Shipping. But thanks to her
father and his ironclad will, none of them had a say in the company he’d
founded over two hundred years ago.


At the thought, she hastened toward a waiting hovercraft,
paid the transport fee and sat back after programming her destination.


Only as the craft revved in the direction of her apartment
did she let out a sigh of regret. Though he was the enemy, Talson had a body
that could contend with Quinn’s. Yet she’d never looked at her good friend and
bodyguard in the same way she’d seen Talson.


“Val,” she murmured, not liking that she had to think of him
as Talson to distance herself. He’d made her feel so good with his mouth. That
strong tongue, licking her with a sensual skill rumored to exist in Otra warriors.
Her past boyfriends had been human. But she could now put the rumor to rest.
Especially about the size of an aroused warrior’s…sword.


Mentally fanning herself, she increased the speed of the
conveyance and intended to bury this incident forever. Talson might fume, but
as long as she kept close to Quinn, she’d be fine, and no one would be the
wiser of what had really happened between them. No way Talson would ever admit
he’d been bested by a female, and a half-breed at that.


Relieved yet disappointed that she’d never go through
another mess like this again, she sat back and came up with a decent story to
fool Quinn into believing she’d just needed some time to herself to regroup.
Bad enough Talson had captured her before she’d turned the tables on him.


* * * * *


Two weeks later


 


The sudden hand on Rowe’s shoulder startled a small shriek
out of her. As if her uncle’s basement vault wasn’t creepy enough.


“Damn, Rowe, what’s with you lately?” Quinn Larsen ‘Or Ryi,
her security advisor and a giant of a man who scared most Otra when he so much
as twitched, stared at her with concern. “You’re as jumpy as my sister after an
hour with my mother.”


Having met Quinn’s daunting mother, she could truly feel for
his sister. It was no wonder the pair had spent so much of their younger years
with Rowe’s family—back when she’d had any.


“It’s nothing, Quinn. I guess I’m just spooked about the
increasing pirate attacks.” Another attack a few days ago had nearly decimated
the crew aboard a Chartrell shuttle transporting invaluable cargo. Not only had
the cargo carried artifacts from Werfal 6, but it had been transporting her
Uncle Fulton to the New Hattan Antiquities Center as well. Thus her journey
into his basement—searching for evidence of the guilty party among the wreckage
he’d shipped into the vault for safekeeping, pending an investigation.


Still, she had to admit the real reason for her unease had
yet to show himself in the two weeks since she’d tied him to a ratty bedpost in
the Barren district. Waiting for Talson to exact his revenge filled her dreams
with anxiety and a sexual need so intense it bordered on pain.


Quinn gave her another one of those strange looks he’d been
shooting her recently. Studying her like a damn bug, the way the rest of the
world normally did. It bothered the hell out of her. Quinn was practically
family. He’d never treated her as anything less than his equal, uncaring of her
parentage.


“What’s with the looks, Quinn?” she snapped.


He shook his head, but his nostrils flared and his eyes
began to glow. Then he turned away and took a few steps in the opposite
direction. “Nothing,” he muttered. “I just remembered there’s something I need
to attend to in the main office. You’ll be safe enough down here, but ring if
you need me.” He nodded at the buzzer on the wall.


He stalked down the hall to the stairs, and she listened
until she could no longer hear him. Talk about strange. Sure, her anxious
behavior had been suspect. But she had a valid reason for her paranoia. What
bothered Quinn?


Normally the sensible, easygoing man in her life, Quinn
acted more like a brother than a close friend. Not that she couldn’t clearly
see how attractive he was to most women—or in Quinn’s case, women and
men. Tall, dark and handsome was one thing. Add that aura of danger that clung
to him like a second skin and it was no wonder Otra and human alike threw
themselves at him on a daily basis.


Hell, had Rowe been normal and not a hybrid freak with
little libido, she’d probably have thrown herself at him as well.
Unfortunately, sex had never been a priority in her life. She’d tried it a few
times but found it unsatisfactory. A few years ago, what little spark of
sexuality within her had died. Or so she’d thought until she’d met a certain
man with lips that could melt steel and a cock that never quit.


At the memory, her heart raced and her nipples beaded under
her thin blouse, making her doubly glad to be alone in the basement. This
underground space housed all of Uncle Fulton’s precious commodities. Its only
access came via a locked elevator and the guarded stairway Quinn had recently
taken. She could rest easy down here, protected from intrusion.


She swallowed the annoying disappointment that continued to
rise anytime she thought about not seeing Valis Talson. Like I need that
trouble again. I have enough on my plate with Keilor.


She spent the next half hour looking through the evidence
and came up with several surprising ideas. They only added to the unease she’d
had lately. The problems she’d suspected were worse than she’d thought.


And speaking of problems… The elevator signaled its
approach, and her cousin, Fulton’s son, stepped out. Though he’d been adopted
into the clan, his resemblance to her uncle was uncanny. The same narrowed,
untrusting eyes, arrogant nose and thin, displeased lips. He might have been
Fulton Chartrell eighty years ago, considering most Otra weren’t considered
mature until they hit sixty. Despite his youth at forty-one, her overbearing
cousin could hold his own as a walking headache on two legs.


“Keilor,” she said flatly. “What a surprise.”


He grinned like a shark eyeing its next meal, and nodded
with that touch of haughtiness that never failed to annoy her. “Ah, Rowe. I was
hoping to see you today. Working hard, I see.”


Not even bothering to look at anything but her body, he
watched her with a thoroughness that made her more than uncomfortable. He
lingered on her breasts and licked his lips, and she quickly moved away from
him into the shadows.


She coughed to hide her nerves. “Yes, well, I’ve managed to
locate a piece of the detonation device that caused the malfunction in the
shuttle. I’m sure Uncle Fulton will want to see it right away.” She wasn’t sure
what to make of her find. But she couldn’t worry about it now, not with Keilor
so close. She refrained from giving in to the urge to shudder in his presence.


He waved aside her concern and took a step toward the
section of damaged craft gleaming under the overhead light. “Father’s at a
charity function tonight. You know, appearances.” He sneered with disgust. With
Keilor, if there was no money to be made, why bother? “So, what have you
learned about the bomb?”


His quiet intensity told her more than she wanted to know. Shit.
For days now, evidence had continually pointed in his direction as the man
behind his uncle’s attack. But she hadn’t wanted to see it. Keilor Chartrell
could be an ass, a pervert and a sneak. But guilty of attemped patricide? Yet
the dark intent in his gaze convinced her otherwise.


And if he really had attempted to kill his father, might he
not also be involved in the attacks Val had accused Chartrell of having
committed?


Aware her cousin waited on her answer, she forced a sigh and
shrugged. “I wish I could tell you more, but I think the design is Otra in
scope.” He’d know she’d recognize the technology. No way to fake her way around
that. As a technical expert in the engineering department, Rowe knew her way
around ships and their engines. “I’d venture a guess that bomb belonged to the
San clan. The design is a bit crude, but heck, they’re known as the barbarians
of the outer rims. I could see them throwing something like this together.
They’ve never made any bones about how much they hate Uncle Fulton. It fits.”


Though his face gave nothing away, his tension eased. “San,
you say?” He stepped closer to the piece she’d been studying.


Deliberately holding her ground, she watched impassively as
he leaned over the table to study the object. Should he step a fraction closer,
he’d touch her leg. Knowing Keilor’s inherent ability to sense fear, she worked
hard to keep her heartbeat level and her body loose.


She launched into speech to keep him focused on the debris.
“I know the San are pyrokinetics, but they’d need to use a device to throw us
off their scent. I mean, blowing up the shuttle without an incendiary would
immediately throw suspicion on them. The presence of the bomb not only shields
them from suspicion, but by using it, they better contained the blast. As it
was positioned, it would have killed Uncle Fulton if he hadn’t stopped for a
fuel check. The damage showed little impact to the storage areas of the craft.
That’s over a million credits in rare Otra artifacts.”


She almost had herself convinced the San clan had
made the attempt on the shuttle.


Keilor stood to his full height and dusted his hands off on
the front of his slacks. Expensive and designed to impress, the slacks sat well
on his long legs but did absolutely nothing for her. Not that she’d ever
thought of him that way. They were cousins through her aunt’s marriage, not
through blood. Keilor had pestered her for sex since she’d turned twenty, six
years ago, but his interest had always left her cold. Val Talson, on the other
hand…


“Well, well.” Keilor’s eyes turned silver. He took a step
closer.


She immediately retreated and wanted to call herself ten
kinds of fool. His psychei fanned out, brushing against hers, and she
realized she’d intrigued him further by showing her unease.


“What?” She crossed her arms over her chest and waited. She
glanced subtly at the wall by the elevator and wondered if she’d be able to hit
the communications link before he could grab her. Come on, Quinn. Don’t
forget I’m down here.


He took a deep breath and smiled, shooting her a look of
utter male satisfaction. “You’re in Selection.”


“Selection?” She scoffed, trying to ignore the worry
growing inside her, and paced away from her cousin. “I’m no more ready to marry
and have children than a two-year-old.”


“Really?” His voice deepened, and she felt real fear. Like a
true predator, Keilor stalked her. When she moved one way, he countered another
and edged her closer to the corner away from the only exits. “Then why is it I
can sense your readiness?” He closed his eyes and breathed deep. “I can almost
taste your need. Your hormones are bursting with flavor, Rowe. With
temptation.”


She stared, mortified he might be right, especially when he
stepped so close his chest brushed hers. To her horror, her nipples swelled.
Yet the drive to procreate didn’t override her disgust. Physically she
responded, but her psychei didn’t reach out to him the way it had to
Talson.


“You’re crazy.” Please, psychei, don’t fail me now.
A familiar tingle of power surged through her mind, and she wanted to sob with
relief.


“Crazy?”


“You should step back, Keilor.” She kept her cool and
smiled, a gentle mental push swaying Keilor enough that he stepped back. “It’s
too hot down here to stand so close. I have to get back upstairs.”


He shook his head and his lapse gave her enough time to walk
purposefully around him toward the elevator.


He grabbed her arm and yanked her back. “Not yet,
sweetheart.” Funny how the false endearment on his lips made her ill, but Val’s
had made her wet. “I’ve been waiting a long time to have you use it on me,
Rowe.”


Her heart thundered. “What are you talking about?” Let me
go. Let me go.


“I’m ready for you now. For years I’ve wondered just what it
would take to get you to use your psychei on me. It’s incredibly
seductive.”


He pulled her flush against him and ground his cock into her
lower back. “Keeping your talent secret was smart. Works better on the
unsuspecting, hmm? But I know. I’ve always known.”


She couldn’t escape, and her struggle seemed to excite him.
“You’re mistaken. I’m half-human. I don’t have any psychei.”


She tried to elbow him, to pull out of his hold, but he only
gripped her tighter and squeezed her so hard she had trouble breathing.
Suddenly dizzy, she sagged in his arms, aware he’d amped up his psychei
to make her dwell on her terror. The prick.


“I overheard your parents talking about you when you were
younger.” He thrust against her ass with an enthusiasm she couldn’t ignore.
“That’s it. You feel good, Rowe. Real good.”


Nausea overwhelmed her.


He continued, his voice caressing, soft, while he held her
with crushing strength. “Even humans have a limited psychic ability. Obviously
your Otra father had it, but it seems your human mother had a touch of it as
well. It’s a miracle really. Despite your inferior genetic structure, you’re
remarkably attractive both psychically and physically. Traits that should serve
us well in our coming years together.”


He reached around her to the front of her slacks and hovered
over the button holding them closed, increasing her dread. “Oh, that’s good,”
he rasped and shivered, no doubt awash in her emotions.


She tried to decide how the hell to disentangle herself from
the crazy bastard. Another slight shift of her hips proved his strength
immovable. She couldn’t budge from her position against him.


Any attempt at freedom would have to come by outwitting him.


“Very clever, cousin.” She relaxed and startled him into
loosening his hold. Then she turned around with a smile on her face. Placing
her palms against his chest, she felt his heart pounding and decided to use his
arousal to her advantage. “You can sense my Selection, hmm? Finally, a man who
passed the test.”


“Test?” His husky voice made her want to cringe. Keilor
wanted her. Even if she hadn’t been raised to consider him family, she wouldn’t
have wanted him. The dickhead thought it was okay to use force to get what he
wanted.


Not surprisingly, her thoughts went to Val. Though he’d tied
her up, she’d never felt unsafe that he might hurt her, only that he’d sense
how much she wanted him and seduce the truth out of her.


Not wanting to alarm Keilor, she stroked his chest and used
her anger to camouflage her fear. “I may be half-human, but I’m all woman. I
know what I want in a mate. I want a strong, dominant lover. One who can’t be
tricked or denied out of what he desires.”


She leaned close and nipped at his bottom lip. His eyes
practically exploded with light. So intent on claiming her, Keilor failed to
note the change in her stance.






Chapter Three


 


When her knee connected with his balls, Keilor’s eyes grew
comically large. His almost silent mew of distress pleased her to no end.


“How many times do you have to hear no before you
leave me alone? Go pick up a woman that wants you, you sorry ass.” She turned
and ran to the stairwell, not daring to wait for the elevator.


She screamed when she ran into a hard body.


“Whoa, easy there.” Quinn held her steady. “Rowe?” A glance
over her shoulder had his mouth tightening with displeasure. He tugged her
behind him. “Why don’t you wait for me upstairs in the security center?”


“No, Quinn. I need to leave now. And I want you with me.” Not
only for protection from Keilor, but from a pissed-off Talson as well. No
telling where the Otra is hiding in wait for me. She wouldn’t tell Quinn
that. She had no intention of letting Quinn know about Val yet, not when her
friend wanted Keilor’s blood. She could only imagine Quinn’s reaction if she
told him Val had only weeks ago captured her and tied her to a bed. He’d kill
him, and for some strange reason, the thought of Val in harm’s way bothered the
hell out of her.


Probably because she wanted to be the one to take him down.
Thoughts of taking him down, of tying him up again and fucking him until
neither of them could walk stole every thought from her mind.


Quinn opened his mouth to protest and froze. He blinked,
shook his head, and rasped, “Shit. You’re right. Let’s go.”


Dragging her up the stairs at a speed that stole her breath,
he hauled her through the main doors of Chartrell Headquarters to his personal
conveyance, a nondescript two-door hovercraft. They sped away as he overrode
the automatic settings and held the steering column with a white-knuckled grip.
His expression could best be called grim, and he refused to look at her while
he drove.


She felt terrible. “I’m so sorry, Quinn. This is going to
put you in a bad position with Keilor and I—”


“Not one word. Not one fucking word.”


Stunned, she blinked at the stranger sitting next to her.
The quiet, controlled Quinn Larsen had vanished, replaced by a dark, compelling
man with a face and body to die for. Suddenly, she saw in him what all his
other lovers had seen, and her body responded in kind.


“Hell, not now,” he groaned, clutching the column so tight
she thought he might break it. “Focus, Rowe. Think about Keilor. Think about
your uncle. Think about my mother. That ought to kill any emotion related to
sex.”


She chuckled, her mind all over the place. But her tension
eased at thoughts of Breanne Larsen ‘Or Ryi. The woman was an absolute shrew.
How she had produced two loving children remained a mystery. Focused on the
haughty woman, she forced back her natural inclination to sexually assault
Quinn.


Oh hell, had she entered Selection?


Her home came into view, and her mind again jumped to
another emotion. Relief, because home was hers. A safe and cozy place to
nest…and to fuck the suitable male at her side. She hungered. Even though Quinn
wasn’t Val, he had that something she needed. With his help, she’d be able to
reproduce, to perpetuate the species and fulfill her body’s most basic needs.


“Quinn,” she whispered, holding herself tight so she
wouldn’t reach out and grab him. He smelled so damn good. “I can’t
think.”


He jerked the craft to a halt in front of her building.
“Pack a bag of whatever will keep you for a few weeks. I need to stash you
someplace safe while I deal with Keilor.” He rushed from the hovercraft,
rounded to her side and jerked her out of the vehicle. He tossed her over his
shoulder and carried her as if she weighed nothing. Once in front of her
apartment, he set her down and pulled a phaser out of one of his many cargo
pockets. “Unlock it and wait here. Don’t move.”


She used her thumb on the keypad and waited while he entered
and scoped out her place. The sexual need vanished as quickly as it had come. Thank
God.


To his credit, Quinn returned a minute later. Once she
entered, he closed the door shut behind her and waited for the automatic lock
to click, then stood as far from her as possible before she left the room to
pack a bag.


She returned, carrying it. “I’m so sorry, Quinn. I don’t
know what’s going on with me, but I think we’re okay now. I’ve never been in
Selection before, but I know they say it’s hard for males to handle. I’m not a
hundred percent Otra, so I don’t know what effect—”


One look at Quinn turned her thoughts to mush, and once
again her body demanded satisfaction.


A strange, almost swimming sensation pushed her into his
stiff arms. Her body felt foreign, not her own, and prickled with need. Quinn
was part of what she needed, not the whole. But she’d start with him.
Right now. Except she couldn’t reach his mouth for the kiss she desperately
needed.


When he refused to bend, she slid her hands under the hem of
his skin-tight security shirt. A glance down his body showed him rock hard and
huge. She couldn’t wait to try him on.


He groaned and started to shake. “Dammit, Rowe. I’m trying—”


She cut off his protest with a pinch to his nipple, and like
a switch that had been thrown, Quinn immediately responded.


“Fuck,” he snarled and kissed the breath out of her.


As tall as Keilor and broader across the chest, Quinn packed
a wallop as his tongue seized control of her mouth. He ripped her blouse down
the front and pulled down her bra, exposing her flushed breasts. Then he took
one nipple in his hot mouth.


“Quinn.” She groaned and thrust her hands into his
short, thick black hair. Stars, what was happening to her? As he caressed and
stimulated her into a mindless ball of pleasure, crazy thoughts swirled in her
mind. Images of Val and Quinn taking her together—two men, one woman, unending
pleasure. But through it all, Val remained first and foremost in her desire.


Quinn redirected his attention to her other breast, kneading
and preparing it for his mouth. She squirmed, wanting him between her thighs.
He had to come, to prepare her womb so Val could— “Quinn, yes. Oh yes.”
Everything blurred, and she found herself naked. His fingers sought the wet
heat of her, his thick digits thrusting in and out with greater speed.


“You’re so fucking wet.” His voice harsh and thick with
hunger, he sounded feral as he finger-fucked her toward climax. “I want you so
much, Rowe. I can’t think. I can’t breathe without inhaling your sweet scent.
But it’s not… You’re not meant to be mine. I shouldn’t be able to do this, but
I feel…”


His thumb found her clit and he circled the hard nub until
she wanted to scream. The hunger grew and grew—and suddenly vanished.


“Not yet,” she cried.


One minute Quinn clutched her in his arms, his mouth on her
breast, his hand between her folds. The next, he simply disappeared. Then
another man was there. His mouth on hers, his fingers inside her. She tried to
see him, to understand the awful emptiness that had just moments before yawned
closed. Instead she came hard, the rapture obliterating all else as her vision
grayed.


“Oh, no. You’re mine, sweetheart. All mine,” a familiar
voice promised before she finally passed out.


* * * * *


After tying her up and placing her in her bedroom in the
middle of her bed, Val rejoined his brother in her living room. He couldn’t
believe he’d brought Rowe to climax in front of Romy. But when he’d seen the
male—Quinn—touching her, tasting what was his, he’d lost control.


Shoving Quinn aside had been his only thought. Then Romy had
incapacitated the big fucker while Val kissed Rowe again.


He shifted on his feet, his cock aching, his senses swimming
with the scent of his iriu. And surprisingly, the fragrant perfume of
the male lying so still on the floor. He had a bad, bad feeling about his
fixation on Quinn Larsen ‘Or Ryi.


“Please, Romy. Tell me that man isn’t my eda. Tell me
it’s you, instead.”


Val stared at his younger brother, pleading to hear what he
knew his brother couldn’t say. Bad enough Val had to mate a woman he didn’t
trust, one who’d actually bested him in their last skirmish. He didn’t know her
and couldn’t stand her uncle yet could feel in his bones she belonged to him.
Her damn Selection made it impossible for him to walk away. To make matters
worse, according to Romy, he’d entered The Testing as well.


Fuck a duck sideways. He was screwed.


Now it appeared he had to accept a strange male as his eda—a
psychically chosen male to help complete the bonding ritual. Edas and irius
were destined, mates and friends who would last a lifetime. It was all about
harmonized energy. And now it looked like Val had not only Rowe, but another
Chartrell associate to deal with. He could almost hear his mated brothers
laughing at him, especially given all the crap he’d handed Roarke and Z when
they’d joined their females.


“I wish I could say I’m your man, but I’m not, and you know
it.” Romy shook his head, humor curling his lips at the completely unfunny
situation in which Val found himself. “You saw his tongue down her throat and
his hands in her—well, in her. She’s in Selection, you’re in The
Testing, and still you didn’t kill him. You know she’s yours, and he’s a part
of it. I don’t have to be precognitive to know that those two are part of your
future. Hell, their psycheis are already bonded. Feel it.”


Val swore and paced, intentionally lending to the heavy
discomfort of his erection. Physical pain to add to his emotional stress. He
couldn’t stop thinking about Rowe. How captivating she’d looked naked. So small
yet rounded in all the right places. Those breasts…


A glance at Romy caused him to scowl.


Despite being Otra, from a culture that cherished sex in all
its forms—with multiple partners of either gender—and whose ability to
procreate necessitated two males to impregnate the female, Val couldn’t help
the raging jealousy heating his blood. Jealousy because Romy stood too
close to the male by Val’s feet, and because his brother had seen Rowe as well.


He thrust a hand through his hair. “Damn Testing.”


Romy snickered, and it took Val’s considerable restraint not
to belt his younger brother in the mouth. None of this felt familiar, even
though Val had performed as Z’s eda only a few months ago. There had
been a flash or two of jealousy on Z’s part, but that was after they had
started the joining. After Val had washed Adri’s womb with his cum and his
psychic energy so that she might grow fertile for his brother.


A loving, emotional bonding experience.


He’d expected that someday he might have the same. He hadn’t
anticipated he’d find his mate so soon, that she’d be his enemy, or that the
male to help him settle her would be a complete stranger. One with huge-ass
muscles that had an odd effect on Val’s cock.


“What the fuck?” He growled and continued to pace, wishing
like hell he wasn’t so hungry. He throbbed, needing release. Yet both the woman
and the man he’d yanked off her were now unconscious. He’d felt her bliss and
her psychei entwining with his own even while Quinn had touched her.
She’d merged with Val on the psychic level two weeks ago.


Two long, sexually frustrating fucking weeks ago.


“I sense something different about your arrangement.” Romy
cast a wary glance over the asshole still lying on the ground.


Val itched to prop the male up, to make him more
comfortable, while his gaze lingered over the hardened skin beneath Quinn’s
tight-fitting uniform that left little to the imagination. “I don’t get it,
Romy. I’m feeling something weird about this guy.”


“Something more than weird, I’d say,” Romy murmured with a
nod at the front of Val’s pants.


Unlike humans, Otra had little issue with sexuality. Same
gender or different, multiple partners, as long as those involved were willing,
they didn’t much care. So long as the sex didn’t mature into a mating with
humans, most Otra tolerated more than humans ever did. Val’s family was a lot
more liberal when it came to love. His father had mated a human after Val’s
mother passed. And his youngest brother had recently mated a human as well. The
family loved her. But Jamie wasn’t part of a corporation bent on annihilating
Talson Shipping.


He admitted to himself that what he’d learned about Rowe
didn’t fit with what he knew about Chartrell Shipping’s less-than-ethical
practices. But he would have rather waited to get to know her before being tied
to her for a lifetime. And this startling attraction to a male… This one was
different. Perhaps because of Rowe?


The object of his thoughts stirred, the deep groan one that
made Val think of sex, heat and the need to assert dominance. Against a big
fucker like Quinn, he’d have his work cut out for him.


“What the hell am I doing here, Romy? Why Rowe Chartrell of
all people?”


“Actually, her name is Rowe Trainer.” That Romy knew
about the woman didn’t surprise him. His brother knew things about people and
places he shouldn’t possibly know. The suspicion that Romy had much more power
than he let on once again proved true. “Her father was Otra, of the ‘Or Ryi clan.
Her mother was human, where she gets the Trainer name. Her father was friends
with a Chartrell a few hundred years ago and named the company after him. Then
he met and fell in love with her mother, a human. They were together for many
years before she conceived.”


Human and Otra procreation was a rare thing. More so if the
child possessed psychei, which Rowe obviously did. He still wanted to
know how she’d tied him up on the bed two weeks ago, though he couldn’t be too
angry, not after she’d treated him to that sweet pussy and a killer blowjob.


Romy sighed. “She’s half-human, yeah, but she’s a lot more
powerful than she looks. Have a care with her. But don’t be too careful.” Romy
grinned, and his eyes lit up with a silvery sheen. “With a body like hers, you’ll
have half a dozen kids, at least. And I’m not your eda. What a rip-off.”


A surge of ownership wrapped around Val and refused to let
go. Quinn didn’t bother him as much as Romy currently did. His psychei
flashed, and his emotions fluctuated from desire to rage to joy and back again.
“I’m so fucked.”


“Right you are.” Romy’s eyes returned to Otra black. “Now
it’s time for me to go. Damn, Val. I thought you’d hold out at least. Instead,
it’s another of us down. I’m not liking my odds. At this rate, I’ll be mated by
June.”


“Hell, I’m hoping to see you get yours by May at least.” Shit.
This was really happening. An iriu. He glanced again at Quinn—his eda.


“I’ll be sure to pass the good news if Z hasn’t already had
a vision and told Mom and Dad. Best of luck, Val. I have a feeling you’re going
to need it.”


Val watched his brother leave, nervous, agitated and
sexually frustrated. He wouldn’t have made it to Rowe as soon as he had if his
brother hadn’t had a vision of his own and carted Val’s ass to her apartment in
his personal shuttle. But he couldn’t help being glad his brother had gone. He
didn’t want to share this time with anyone but his eda and iriu.
Territorial feelings entwined with the building lust in his body, and he rubbed
at his aching cock, wishing he could let this mess go and focus on his
investigation and nothing else.


He still didn’t understand how his inquiry had degenerated
into him entering The Testing. He was a year younger than Z and not at all
ready to find himself a mate. His brother had been having weird dreams of his
destined iriu for months before he’d actually met her. Val slept
soundlessly through the night. No dreams, and no nightmare futures planned out
for him.


Quinn moaned, and Val decided to finally get some answers.
He leaned down and hauled the guy over his shoulder, staggering under the
weight. Only his telekinesis saved him from falling on his ass. He quickly
carried Quinn into another room, what looked like the spare bedroom. Once
there, he stripped Quinn down, searching for weapons, then looked around for
something to restrain him.


Val did his best to ignore Quinn’s body while he tied his
wrists together over his head and knotted them with an electrical cord to a
spindle in the bed frame. Probably won’t hold him, but it’ll do for now.


Sprawled out on the bed, still groggy, Quinn was an
intimidating picture of brawn and power. His psychei swelled and faded
in time with his heartbeat, a rhythm that increased as Quinn regained
consciousness. Like all Otra, he had no body hair, only the short hair on his
head and his sculpted eyebrows.


Val couldn’t help noting the clear definition of muscle that
hinted Quinn was much more than an idle threat. He already knew Quinn acted as
Rowe’s bodyguard. But did he occupy her bed as well?


Another groan, and then Quinn slowly opened his eyes. He
visibly tensed when he tugged at the bonds around his wrists. A glance down his
body clued him in to his vulnerability. The sheer rage on his face had Val
steel-hard in a heartbeat.


Quinn yanked at his wrists and Val kept him firmly in place
with a thought. No matter how hard Quinn pulled, he couldn’t budge from the
force holding him down.


He finally stilled, and Val felt him reach out and inquire
with his psychei.


“Damn telekinetic.” Quinn blinked several times. He shook
his head. “I know you.” He narrowed his eyes. “Wait a minute. You’re a Talson.
Not Roarke. One of the brothers who work offworld.”


“Val.” The blunt introduction felt surprisingly intimate,
and Val inhaled Quinn’s scent again, dying to know why this male turned him on.


He’d served as Z’s eda but hadn’t felt an inkling of
lust for his brother, thank God. Nor had he ever heard of a sexual relationship
between eda and the male partner before.


“What the hell are you doing here?” Quinn’s eyes flared
silver, and Val locked his mind down tight. But as they stared at one another,
something happened between them, an exchange of psychic power, a sense of
recognition. A healthy case of lust.


Quinn’s cock rose strong and proud, so thick. Val had the
unbidden urge to lean down and taste him.


Quinn shifted his hips, clearly uncomfortable. “You’re here
for her, I can taste it.” Horrified awareness dawned. “Fuck me. You can’t be
Rowe’s iriu.” He quickly looked around, worry darkening his gaze to an
iron gray. “Where is she?”


“Rowe’s safe, she’s sleeping peacefully in her bedroom.”
Tied up the way she’d been not too long ago. Once again his body lit with
carnal fire. The material constraining his cock and balls literally hurt, and
he stripped out of his clothes without much thought behind what might happen
next, only concentrating on easing himself.


“Shit. What are you doing?” Quinn’s husky voice wasn’t lost
on Val.


“You’re Quinn Larsen ‘Or Ryi, Chartrell Shipping’s security
advisor, right?” Val stood with his arms crossed, his muscles no longer aching
for a fight, but for something much more pleasurable.


Quinn’s gaze locked onto Val’s erection for several seconds
before shooting back up to his face. For the life of him, Val couldn’t read the
man.


“Correct. In addition to being Chartrell’s security advisor,
I’m also Rowe’s personal bodyguard when needed.”


“Doing a bang-up job there, Quinn.”


“Fuck you. The woman’s in Selection. I was lucky to get her
somewhere safe before I lost it.”


He had the right of it. A female Otra’s Selection could be
overpowering, her hormones demanding satisfaction before lessening. And if a
prior bond before her heat existed, then the connection was that much more
intense.


“Selection, yeah. I figured that out when I saw your tongue
down her throat.”


Quinn flushed. “Hell. I grew up with that girl. It wasn’t
like… I didn’t mean to… Fuck.” He shot Val another considering look. “You don’t
seem too upset with me about that. You should be trying to rip my head off.” He
closed his eyes and swore again in their native tongue. “I’m your eda?”


“Must be.” Val didn’t know when he’d begun to enjoy himself,
but making Quinn uneasy amused him. Especially because he wasn’t the only one
affected. Quinn’s cock thickened, and his slit filled. “I’ve never heard of a
three-way bond, though.”


“It won’t be.” Quinn clenched his fists, and Val had to
strengthen his mental restraints to keep the male down. “I’ve known Rowe since
she and my younger sister turned six. I’ve always thought of her as another
annoying sibling, or at least I did until she came of age. Hell. You’ve seen
her body.”


Val’s concentration splintered when the desire in his body
flared to astounding proportions. “I’ve seen more than that. I tasted that
sweet pussy two weeks ago when she and I had a little talk about your company’s
attempts on our ships.”


“What?”


“She claimed no knowledge of the incidents.” He frowned.
“And in retrospect, I’m starting to believe her. I was close to tracking down
more information on Keilor, her cousin, and then this.” He pointed to his cock.
“I can’t think of anything but how good she tasted. How perfect it was with her
lips wrapped ‘round me.”


Quinn’s face flushed. “You and Rowe?” He closed his eyes and
muttered something under his breath. Then he opened his eyes, and Val wasn’t
surprised to see them completely silver. “No wonder the woman’s been so
unnerved lately. She’s as jumpy as a scalded cat. Because of you.”


“Because of me.” The satisfaction her unrest afforded made
him hungry to have her again. He needed ease. A glance at Quinn showed the male
in the same state.


“Look, Talson—”


“Val.”


“Val.” Quinn took a deep breath then let it out. “I fucking
hurt. You’re doing this to me. We’re connected, so I know how much you want
Rowe.”


“But why this—with you?” Val gripped himself tight and
couldn’t stop himself from pumping his cock while Quinn watched. “Because I
sure as hell never wanted a man before. But I want you. In you,” he
growled, the image making him angry, hungry and frustrated.


Quinn grinned, surprising him. “Well. This might be
more fun than I’d thought.”






Chapter Four


 


Val had the feeling Quinn knew more than he’d said. “What
aren’t you telling me?”


Quinn raised his chin and beckoned Val over. “Come here and
I’ll share.”


Val frowned but leaned closer to hear Quinn’s whispered
words.


“My psychei’s a little different than yours.” He
licked the shell of Val’s ear, and Val’s entire system went haywire.


He jerked back to see Quinn’s sly satisfaction. “What the
fuck did you just do?” A spark of fire lit his body, ending at his balls. The
sensation was like a giant roll of pleasure exploding inside him, and Val was a
breath from coming.


“It may not be telekinesis, but it has its uses.”


“I— What?” Val’s psychei pushed out in defense,
battling the seductive lure of Quinn’s energy.


“It’s called temptation, Val. Rowe controls minds. I control
bodies, but I need touch. Let me touch you again.”


Quinn wanted to fuck him. Val could feel it.


Oh yeah. I want to do a lot to you, Quinn said. The
mental pathway between them opened as if it had always existed. And then I
want to take it to Rowe, to lap up that sweet cunt while you fuck her ass.


Dammit. How are you doing this? Val could communicate
telepathically with his family and his brothers’ new mates. But typically other
Otra had to be invited to join the private mental pathways between and among
clans. Yet Quinn stepped in as if he belonged there.


Val didn’t like the notion and knew he needed to reassert
control. Rowe was his, and if Quinn wanted any part of it, eda or
not, he’d bow to Val. Here and now.


Fuck. That’s hot. You’re strong, Val. A lot stronger than
I thought. Quinn arched up as Val tightened his mental hold all over
Quinn’s body. He intentionally stroked along Quinn’s cock, gripping tight
enough to cause a bite of pain. Apparently the big guy liked it, because his
breathing grew rougher, faster.


And Val wanted more.


He’d never done a guy, never thought to. But he had to show
Quinn the pecking order, that Quinn belonged on the bottom. “Spread your legs.”
Excitement spurred him, the need to control this larger, aggressive male. The
female belongs to me. My iriu. And my eda needs to know his
place.


“Doing this for Rowe and you,” Quinn whispered and spread
his legs, his cock flush against his belly, thick and hard. “Just this once.”


Val couldn’t think. He didn’t figure on the technical
aspects of the taking. He only knew he needed to come, to spread his scent and
his seed over the male. So that when Quinn fucked Rowe, it would be as an
extension of Val, with no threat to claim Rowe as his own.


He gripped himself and positioned his cock head at Quinn’s
hole, using his mind to tilt Quinn’s hips and spread his legs wide for better
angle of penetration. Then he pushed. Lights flashed behind his lids as the
pleasure overwhelmed him. He’d nearly seated himself fully before he stopped,
shocked.


Panting, he said, “Shit. You’re hot. And slick. How’s that
possible?” He felt bad he hadn’t thought to lube up. He hadn’t thought about
anything when he’d thrust forward.


“I’m not like the others,” Quinn teased, his voice rough,
his cock like iron between them. “More, Val. I need to feel it deep— Ah!”


Val surged, unable to keep still. It felt odd, awkward yet
arousing to feel Quinn’s balls against his belly with each push. “So tight.
Need you…to know this…” He punctuated his thrusts with words, ramming harder
and faster, the need to control and contain his psychei manipulating
everything. “She’s mine. My fucking iriu. And you’re mine until I
say we’re through.”


Quinn grunted with each shove, his face contorted in
pleasured agony as Val fucked him. The male’s power grew, threading through
Val’s as their energy entwined, recognizing and accepting one another, until
both men could feel the truth in the other. The affection Quinn had for Rowe
mixed with the sheer need Val had for his mate. The confusion, the tension, the
uncertainty faded as if it had never existed. Val rocked into Quinn in a
frenzy, his balls throbbing, his cock near to bursting.


Quinn yanked hard at his arms, his muscles bulging with each
tug. Yet he couldn’t get free, worked over by a warrior in his own right. “Oh
fuck. Yes, fuck me. Oh yeah, Val. Grind me, man. Harder.” Quinn swore and
arched into Val. And then he shouted.


Warmth slid between them, Quinn’s climax making their
bellies slick. The friction undid him, as did the release of Quinn’s
aggression. The Otra’s willing submission flooded Val’s energy like a spark to
tinder, and Val came hard on a yell, pouring his energy and cum into Quinn. He
shook from the force of it.


Moments became minutes as they remained joined. Their
breathing calmed, but parts of them remained tense. Val started. “Oh fuck.
You’re still hard. I’m still hard.” He flexed and pulled out, no longer
desiring Quinn, but someone softer, smaller. Prettier.


“There you go.” Quinn sighed and thrust his hips up,
brushing his cock along Val. “If you weren’t her iriu, I’d fuck you
until you couldn’t walk.” The electric promise in his eyes made Val edgy all
over again. “I like men. A lot. You’re lucky you’re not my iriu,” Quinn
teased, seeming not at all upset about this turn of events. “I’d fuck you
blind. You’re sexy. But then, so is Rowe.”


Val blinked, shocked at all that had happened. But mention
of Rowe had his blood humming and his psychei searching. To his
disappointment, she had yet to wake.


“She’s sleeping.” Quinn nodded. “Selection is going to be
hard on her. The human half of her needs to conserve her strength. Because once
we come inside her, once we really get started, she’s going to tap you like you
can’t believe.”


Val eased his hold off Quinn’s arms. The minute he did,
Quinn burned through the cord holding his wrists tied in an instant. The large
man sat up and dragged Val with him into the bathroom.


“Hey.”


“Shut up.” Quinn turned on the warmth of solar rays and cleansed
them both, paying close attention to Val’s erection.


Val wondered. “How do you know about Rowe and her Selection?
If she’s half-human, her time can’t be predictable.”


“My mother’s a healer. She’s made a study of Rowe and others
like her, Otra with mixed blood. Seriously, Rowe is like my sister in every
aspect except this. The sexual need is very new.” Quinn frowned. “I think maybe
she feels comfortable with me, so she drew me into her bonding. Because it’s
not like you and I had any ties before today. My being your eda had to
come through her.”


Most eda and iriu males were bound together
through friendship or association. It was a rare thing for strangers to grow
close during a mating. Yet Val could feel his affection for Quinn growing.
Through Quinn, Rowe would be made fertile, able to carry Val’s children…


“Shit.” Val closed his eyes and slumped against the shower
wall, glad at least that the area was big enough to accommodate him, Quinn, and
a few more grown men. Rowe obviously liked her luxuries. “I almost feel like I
know you now. But Rowe… Who the hell is she? Why can I want her this much when
I don’t even know her? Fuck. At least Z had a dream girl. Mine might be the
death of me.”


“Huh?”


Val opened his eyes to explain his brother’s bonding and found
himself looking down at the top of Quinn’s head. “I, ah, Quinn?”


Then Quinn put his mouth over Val’s cock, and Val forgot
everything he meant to say.


* * * * *


Hours later, they sat together eating a huge meal at Rowe’s
table. Val didn’t like that Rowe had yet to wake, but Quinn said to let her
sleep. To his surprise, Val trusted Quinn. On a deeper level, he knew the male
wanted only the best for Rowe. Whereas before Val had been annoyed and
frustrated, his intimacies with Quinn alleviated some of his suspicion and
worry over the pairing.


“You good now? Between coming and the nap after, I mean?”


Val flushed. “Fuck off.”


“I intend to all over again.” The wicked smile Quinn shot
him made Val laugh.


“Okay. You wore me out. But not enough that I can’t satisfy
my mate.” He looked forward to it, despite his doubts.


“There are a few things you need to know.”


“Only a few?”


“Listen, Talson, Rowe has a few problems that are going to
make life difficult for a while.”


“Oh?”


“Yeah.” Quinn grimaced and shoved his plate aside. “His name
is Keilor Chartrell ‘Or Ryi.”


Val’s nerves tingled. “Explain.”


“Keilor is Fulton’s adopted son, though the resemblance
between them is uncanny. You want my take, Fulton fucked around on the side and
adopted his own bastard, though that’s never been proven.”


“But it would make sense.”


“Yeah. Thing is, for as long as Rowe’s been a part of the
Chartrell family, she’s never really been one of them. The ‘Or Ryi clan
families tend to be dickheads,” he said bluntly. “Prejudiced pricks against anyone
not from purebred lines. Hell, they barely like me and I can name a few clan
kings as kin.”


Val didn’t like what he was hearing. “She’s been alone for
the past ten years, when her parents died, right?”


Quinn nodded.


“So who raised her?”


“Her aunt and uncle. Good people, but they subscribe to the
whole ‘humans are nothing but peons’ mentality. They tend to ignore that she
has any human inside her. I know it hurts her, even though she won’t say
anything about it. On top of that, she’s been fending off Keilor for years.”


“Fending off how?” Val’s eyes narrowed.


When Quinn described how he’d found Rowe this morning, Val’s
temper exploded. He felt the overwhelming need to protect, to care for Rowe,
and it consumed him.


“She thinks of them as related, but trust me, he doesn’t. At
all. And another thing. I’ve been helping Rowe with her investigation into
her uncle’s recent attack. We think Keilor was behind it, as well as the
attacks on Talson Shipping. I’d bet everything I own he’s been the force
aligning the pirate attacks on both Talson and Chartrell Shipping.”


“You have proof?”


“I think Rowe does. I’ve spent more time watching after her
than dealing with the investigation.”


Thoughts of Rowe in trouble, threatened by her cousin, not
accepted by her family, made Val ache to protect her. He had to be with her
right now.


“Easy.” Joined psychically, Quinn felt a measure of what Val
did.


“I need to see her.” To touch her. Val strode from the
kitchen into the bedroom, where Rowe lay peacefully on the bed, her naked flesh
blushing under the pale glow of a nearby light.


Val ran his fingers over her cheeks, her nose, her chin. He
grazed her lips, wanting to feel them against his mouth again. Images of him
and her sweltered, until he realized the fantasies of them making love came not
from his mind, but from hers.


He blinked. “I think she’s dreaming.”


“I think she’s ready.” Quinn grinned and tugged down the
loose trousers he’d donned earlier.


“Why am I not surprised to see you hard again?” Val
appreciated Quinn’s size, but now the lust he felt rested solely for his iriu.
With Rowe, if the damn woman would wake up.


He rubbed his cock under his jeans and hurriedly undressed.
His psychei suddenly flared, and he knew without a doubt Rowe was
waking. “Everything else can wait until we finish this.”


Quinn nodded, and his eyes turned silver, the pupils and
whites obscured by bright gray. “This is going to be so much fun. You have no
idea how annoyed she’s going to be about all this. She’s not that fond of you
Talsons, you know.”


“Yeah? Cause it didn’t seem that way to me the last time I
had her in bed.” The conversation made him feel closer to Quinn, males
commiserating over a troublesome female. But the pulsing in his blood, the
pounding need in his cock was slowly driving all thought from his mind.


“You’ll find out later. Damn, I’m hard.” Quinn took a step
closer to Rowe and caressed her hair. An affectionate gesture, and one that
eased Val’s protective instincts. Quinn had looked after Rowe for years. Now it
was Val’s turn.


Quinn turned to stare into Val’s eyes and in a low voice
promised, “By the ‘Or Ryi, know that I’ll treat her as if she were my own.”


The clan oath was unnecessary, but a promising glimpse into
the future. Considering that Quinn had known Rowe far longer than Val had and
clearly cared for the woman, Val would have taken him at his word. But the ring
of truth pulsing in Quinn’s psychei showed his oath to not only be more
than trustworthy, but unbreakable.


“Then let’s claim my iriu.” Val smiled, and Quinn
gave him a hearty slap on the back as they readied to bond Val and Rowe
together.


 


Rowe moaned and woke with a fire burning in her blood. Her
breasts ached, her clit throbbed and her body itched for completion, waiting
for the right man to fill her.


Selection. She gasped, suddenly aware of her nudity
as she arched into the cool air biting at her already hard nipples.


“Lovely,” a male voice murmured.


She blinked up at Val Talson ‘Or Fal and Quinn, staring down
at her like starving men. Her body reacted to their warmth, the tingling
between her thighs growing stronger.


“You are so beautiful,” Quinn murmured, staring at her
breasts.


She should have felt embarrassed. But desire for the men
looking at her eliminated any self-doubt. “It’s the Selection,” she offered,
wishing she had the strength to refuse her body’s demands.


“And The Testing,” Val murmured, stroking his thick
erection.


She shook off any lingering sleep. Val Talson had to be the
most beautiful man she’d ever seen. That thick black hair that brushed his
shoulders, those bright silver eyes, the hard planes of his face. And Stars,
but his body looked like male perfection. Though slightly smaller than Quinn,
whom she’d always considered a giant, Val still towered over her. All muscle
and sinew, with a cock that would spear her in two.


She couldn’t look away from it until she heard Val laugh.
And then she remembered how much he annoyed her.


What he’d said penetrated, and her eyes widened. “The
Testing?” She glanced at Quinn, stunned that she hadn’t paid attention to his
lack of clothing until now. Shit. He looked more than ready to play. To him,
she said, “So Val’s my mate, and you’re the helper?” Iriu and eda.
She couldn’t say the words. Just thinking them made her heart hammer, because
they implied permanence.


Quinn nodded.


Not sure what to make about her life changing before her
eyes, she couldn’t help the sigh of pleasure that left her as she watched both
men draw closer, until they were all but on the bed with her.


“By the clans.” She couldn’t tear her gaze from Val’s cock.
Jutting high off his taut sac, his shaft was thick, the flesh a golden brown
and veined, his crown a darkening plum that glinted with moisture. He rubbed
the clear liquid from his slit over the head, and she licked her lips at the
thought of that cock rammed inside her.


Her thoughts felt decidedly naughty…and masculine. She’d
undoubtedly picked up on his feelings. Instead of the smug victory she might
have felt from Val, she sensed tenderness, an affection he shouldn’t possibly
have for a woman he considered his enemy. A woman who only two weeks ago had
tied him to a bed.


A new image assailed her, that of her tied up while
Val took her. His cock in her pussy, then her mouth, driving into her with the
most beautiful look of arousal on his face. Then she flashed to another
scene—his head between her legs as he consumed her, loving how sweet, how right
she tasted. What felt suspiciously like love started to blossom between them…


Between her own arousal and the needy acceptance she craved
dangled before her, she didn’t think she could hold out for long.


“Well, iriu?”


Iriu. He’d said it. True love. His mate. “Wh-what did
you call me?”


Quinn snorted, but a glare from Val silenced him. Val
shifted his gaze to hers again, and his expression softened. “You know. You
feel it. Despite our differences, our energies align. We’re meant to be, Rowe.”


She didn’t know how she felt about that. She’d always wanted
to be loved for herself, and now she had a man saying what she wanted to hear,
but for all the wrong reasons. “So because fate decided we belong, because our
bodies and energies are right, we’re a done deal?” What about true love,
caring, an affection that came from truly knowing one another?


Was she destined to never have that utter belonging she’d
always wanted?


A look passed between the men, which annoyed her. She should
have been able to pick up on what they said, but Val deliberately shielded her.
As she’d suspected, this wouldn’t be a true joining, just a way for her to
procreate.


Val scowled. “You’re going to be stubborn. A real pain in my
ass.”


“How romantic.”


Quinn snorted with laughter. But Val’s smile surprised her,
the genuine joy on his face awesome to behold. “That’s me. The king of romance.
Guess that makes you perfect to be my queen.” Val sat on the bed on one side
while Quinn sat on the other. “First we join. No question, you’re mine,
sweetheart. The knowing, the real love, will come. Just give it a chance.”


“I—” She couldn’t deny him. Not when she could read the
sincerity there. That he wanted to try loving her made her want to relent. He
dangled a lure that someone like her, someone who’d never belonged, would
hunger for like nothing else.


Quinn stroked her belly, calming and arousing her at the
same time. “He’s right, Rowe. Let him in. He won’t hurt you.”


That Quinn liked him startled her into accepting. Quinn
didn’t think any man had ever been good enough for her. The few boyfriends
she’d had had never passed muster with Quinn, not that she’d cared that much
when they’d left. And Quinn was loyal to the Chartrells. For him to take a
liking to Val spoke highly of Talson.


“I-I guess I could try.”


“Oh, you’re going to do more than that.” Val smiled, his
grin wicked with sexual intent. “It was touch and go, but I decided to let you
make the first move.”


“Very funny, Talson.”


“Call him Val,” Quinn urged, sliding his hands over her
belly, her breasts, and lingering on her hard nipples. He ignored her moans and
pinched them, and she melted the bonds holding her arms to the bed with a
thought. The ashes settled along the sheets, like whispers of a new beginning.


Quinn continued, his voice thick, his hands hot yet gentle.
The pricks of pain to her nipples sent pleasure dancing through her body.
“Val’s going to be fucking that sweet pussy of yours really soon, Rowe. And you
don’t want to piss off a man that can leave you in sexual agony for hours.”


Quinn’s laugh mixed with Val’s, and a sudden welling of
emotion burned in her belly. What the hell is that?


Before she could ask either of them about her sudden empathy,
Val leaned over her and kissed Quinn on the mouth. She gaped, stunned at how
turned-on the kiss made her.


Val pulled back. “Thanks, Quinn. I owe you.”


“Yeah, you do.” Quinn winked at her. “But I wouldn’t miss
this for the world. Not my little Rowe.”


“She’s not yours anymore,” Val growled, and she was taken
aback at the savagery of his emotion.


“No. You’re right. She’s yours, so treat her right,” Quinn
warned. Then he kissed Val, and she swore he used his tongue.


Val groaned and pulled away. “Cut it out or I’ll fuck the
fight out of you again.”


Again? “Oh my God. What the hell did I miss while I
was asleep?” Val and Quinn? Having sex? To her astonishment, she didn’t feel
the least bit weird about her friend being here, seeing her naked. Nor did she
feel any jealousy about Quinn and Val. Instead, their reaction to each other
and her made her hot. Needy. Hungry for sex. Right. Now.


Val’s gaze snapped to hers and glowed with lust, and a clear
show of affection that surprised her. “Right now, hmm? Sure thing, sweetheart.”


Funny how the endearment no longer annoyed her. Not when it
sounded so genuine. And what the hell? He was reading her thoughts?


“You’re open to me, yes. Now it’s time to fuck you until you
scream. I told you I’d be seeing you again, didn’t I?” His gaze lingered on the
moisture between her thighs. “And boy, am I seeing you.”


“Stop teasing,” she said in a breathless voice. Is that
me? “I’m on fire, here.” She squirmed against the soft bed sheets under
her, aware of the excitement that flared on both Quinn’s and Val’s faces.


It was time.






Chapter Five


 


“Val, take her mouth. First your energy, then your seed,”
Quinn said as he moved to the end of the bed and spread her legs wide. The feel
of his hands on her thighs sent waves of arousal through her body, her skin
sensitive and hungry for touch.


“I know what to do, Quinn.” Val sounded annoyed, yet she
heard a thread of humor as well. “It wasn’t too long ago I helped out my
brother just the way you’re helping me.” His gaze turned to her. “But this is
beyond anything I ever experienced. Rowe, you belong with me.” He leaned down
to kiss her, and her breath caught in her throat.


When he leaned up, she sighed. “You feel good.” She had a
hard time focusing, awash in pleasure.


Though she watched Val, she felt Quinn’s palms graze the
skin of her legs, and she shivered. His touch felt so damn good. The calluses
on his palms were a delicious friction against her flesh, and when he pressed
his thumbs between her folds to open her, she bucked uncontrollably.


Then Val held her down with his wicked mind.


“Shh, that’s it, sweetheart.” Val teased her, rubbing his
thumb along her lower lip while Quinn ran his fingers along the seam of her
sex.


“Oh yeah,” Quinn rasped. “Fuck her mouth, Val. Shove that
fat cock between her lips and give her what she needs.”


“You don’t have to tell me twice.” Val’s gruff reply had her
blinking up at him, and she couldn’t help noticing once again how incredibly
handsome he was as he knelt above her. “You’re going to have to swallow me, Rowe.
You know about The Testing, right?”


His words were harsh but tender, and though he gripped
himself with excitement, she could see how carefully he approached her. He
straddled her neck, his erection straining above her.


“Put yourself in my mouth,” she whispered, knowing an
overwhelming urge to taste him. Val’s lust, her own, and Quinn’s mingled until
she could no longer tell who felt what.


Val shook as he braced his upper body against the wall and
positioned his cock at her lips. He grazed his cock head against her mouth, the
brush of his warm flesh urging her to do more. “Rowe,” he groaned and pushed
again.


This time she let him slip between her lips.


“That is so fucking hot,” Quinn said, his voice hoarse. Then
his finger speared her pussy, and she opened her mouth to cry out. Val’s cock
surged deeper.


She greedily accepted Val, enjoying the familiar taste of
his thick cock, loving the way he stroked deeper inside her mouth. Rowe didn’t
have a whole lot of experience with oral sex, but as Val pressed, she easily
fit his girth. The gag reflex she would have expected lay dormant as he reached
the back of her throat and stilled.


Quinn added a second finger, widening her channel. And then
she felt his mouth over her clit, the pressure so incredibly good she nearly
came. Sudden heat swelled and she sucked harder on Val, unbearably excited and
aroused at two men taking her at once. Masculine arousal layered the room in
lust. Foreign images and feelings of carnal need engulfed her, and she knew an
incredible sense of satisfaction at the rightness of this joining.


She moaned, the sound humming along Val’s shaft.


“Fuck. I’m going to move, Rowe. I have to move,” he
rumbled and slowly withdrew.


Quinn licked her while his magic fingers plunged in and out
of her. She stopped clenching the bed sheets and reached out to palm Val’s ass.
She pulled him back, taking more of his cock again. In and out, slower, then
faster, as Quinn increased the stimulation to her clit.


He stroked her thighs, massaging her and teasing until she
was half-crazed for penetration. Quinn’s mouth, Val’s taste, and echoes of
their shared passion more than made her want to climax.


“Not yet, Rowe,” Val chided in a broken voice, his heavy
breathing all too telling. “I feel your need, but you can’t come, sweetheart.
Not until Quinn comes first. Trust me, it’ll feel ten times better when he
does.”


“And it won’t take much longer.” Quinn moaned. “You taste so
sweet, Rowe. I’m trying to open you up, but if I don’t get inside you soon, I
might come anyway.”


Val swore and shoved harder. “Fuck, Rowe. Let us come first,
then you. Easy. Stars, that mouth. I want to fill you in the worst way.”


She’d been stroking the underside of his shaft in a spot
that seemed to cry out for attention. Just under the crown, the spot, when
rubbed, sent blood pounding through his cock. She did it again, then raked her
teeth lightly along his shaft. Val and Quinn groaned, and she knew they both
felt what she did, their bodies and minds one.


“Oh, Rowe, that’s it, baby.” Val’s thrusts increased, and
she could feel his sac against her chin, could feel the strength in his ass as
he flexed and pistoned. Such power, such energy. His psychei begged
for release.


“Don’t wait, Val. Give it to her right now. Do it,” Quinn
ordered.


Val shuddered and came, his hot cum filling her mouth.


Energy slammed into her, a rush of power that started to
connect her and Val together. She swallowed his generous seed, amazed at her
desire that continued to build. Just when she thought she couldn’t take any
more, another flash of energy filled her mind, heart and soul.


Quinn removed his fingers and mouth, and then a larger,
thicker presence entered her body.


Val had yet to decrease in size. Though he’d come, he
remained hard and continued to thrust in and out of her mouth. “Take him, iriu,
so you can take all of me. Yes, Rowe. Oh fuck, yes.” Val groaned as Quinn slid
all the way inside her, his girth stretching and burning, adding to the
pleasure until she thought she might die of it.


Quinn crammed himself into her, ramming harder and faster,
just as Val increased his pace in sharp jolts. Quinn gasped and stilled, and
his energy crashed into her, into Val. The three of them caught up in a storm
of desire and feeling as Otra psychei bridged the gap and connected Rowe
to Val. His climax stirred Rowe and Val to theirs, and she seized around Quinn
and sucked hard, pulling Val’s seed once again down her throat.


She swallowed him all, loving his loss of control. The
extreme pleasure stole her will to do more than feel, and as she floated in the
haze of bliss, she felt the men withdraw and switch places.


Quinn lay next to them while Val took his place between her
legs. And as she stared up into his brilliant gaze, she knew her journey had
only just begun.


* * * * *


Hours later, heat and a tight, pulsing grip made him so hard Val had to fight
not to spill himself the instant he sank deep into his iriu’s snug
pussy. Fuck, but Rowe had the power to truly undermine every ounce of
discipline he had. Like an untried Otra, he wanted to push once, twice, then
come hard. And this after a marathon orgy of sex and more sex.


But the pleasure, the sheer joy in the joining with Rowe,
not to mention Quinn, made him ache to prolong the moment. Quinn’s psychei
had laid the foundation for his future, and Val wanted to make this night
unforgettable for the woman he was coming to love, as unbelievable as he knew
the emotion to be.


Thrusting deep, he stared into Rowe’s ecstatic expression,
glanced at Quinn’s agonized bliss, and felt his energy seep into Rowe. He
rammed harder, Quinn’s energy stimulating his own.


“Rowe, baby. I’m sorry. I can’t slow down. Not with you, not
yet.” Not until he’d finished planting his marker, not until he could know she
was truly his.


“Val, please,” she begged, meeting his plunging cock as he
rubbed against her clit. “I need to come.”


Quinn lay next to her and leaned over her breasts. He sucked
a nipple into his mouth and lowered his hand over Val’s hand, alternately
rubbing Rowe’s clit and grazing Val’s cock, slick with her cream.


Val couldn’t take much more. The sexual energy flowing in
and around the three of them was impossible to resist, and he’d nearly reached
his limit. Three hours of exhausting, overwhelming sex had finally drained him.
“Almost, baby. Yes, Rowe, that’s it,” he encouraged as she arched up against
him and clamped down on his cock. “Milk it, sweetheart. Take what’s yours.”


He used his psychei to caress Quinn and Rowe,
heightening the man’s raging erection while Rowe teetered on the verge of
orgasm. “That’s me inside you, pushing my cock deep inside your pussy. Take me,
sweetheart. Let your iriu fill your sweet cunt.”


She tightened around him, and the sensual anguish on her
face told him how close she was, how much she needed to climax. Feminine hunger
pulsed within him, and Quinn’s throaty moan told him the man felt it as well.
Though he’d just come again down Rowe’s throat, Quinn looked ready to explode
once more. He removed his hand from her clit and stroked himself, rubbing
faster and harder while licking and sucking her nipples.


“Val, I need you, iriu, please,” Rowe begged, and the
honeyed sound of iriu on her lips triggered his climax.


“Now, Rowe, now!”


He released into her, his pleasure magnified as her vaginal
walls clenched him tight, squeezing the semen from his cock. He cried out as he
came, hearing Rowe sing with him, her passion a thing of beauty. As they
physically bonded, their energies entwined with each other, sliding along the
pathway created through Quinn’s psychic bridge. The finality of their bond
snapped into place, and he knew real peace, that he’d finally found his future,
and she was here.


Images and thoughts crowded Val’s mind, fantasies of him and
Rowe in new and interesting positions making him take note, even as the rapture
of the moment stole his breath. She overwhelmed him with her heart. Such
generosity of spirit, such a need to love and be loved. He could see the whole
of her, joined as they were, and he’d never seen anything to match the wonder
of his iriu.


He closed his eyes and stilled, his heart pounding, his cock
still throbbing as Rowe drained him of his seed. He’d never come so hard or for
so long before and could only attribute the magic to his joining.


“Val, my God,” she gasped, her breasts heaving with
exhaustion. “I can feel you in me. I mean, all of you.”


He smiled and ran his hand over her belly, softly stroking
the place that would someday swell with his child. “I know. Who knew a
Chartrell could be so damn sweet?”


She laughed and groaned, clutching Quinn’s head to her
breast. The big man finally released her and lay back. They watched him come
over his hand and belly, and Val felt his cock twitch, but nothing more. He’d
exhausted himself.


Quinn sighed and closed his eyes. “Too much sexual energy
from you two,” he rasped. “Sorry, but that’s the last of it for tonight.”


“Don’t be sorry,” Rowe said with a smile and kissed his
cheek. “We can feel your pleasure.” Val shifted but didn’t pull out of her, and
her eyes widened. “You’re still hard, iriu.”


“It’s fading, don’t worry. See, Quinn? You were wrong. She’s
not pissed at all that she’s linked to a Talson,” Val murmured. She felt like
heaven, liquid silk. “She knows she’s incredibly lucky to have me.”


“Please. I think you have that backward.”


Val snickered and withdrew from her. He needed rest. And he
knew Rowe felt the same.


“Hell. I’m out of here. You two need some alone time, and I
need to make sure Keilor’s behaving.” Quinn rolled out of bed and staggered on
his feet.


“Not tonight. Damn. Quinn?” Val sat up.


Quinn waved him back. “Take care of her. I’m fine. Just
drained a bit.” He smiled. “But I’d do it all over again. Rowe, I didn’t know
what I’d been missing these many years.”


Val frowned. “Look, Quinn, I—”


“I’m just teasing.” Quinn walked slowly for the door. “I’m
going home to rest. I’ll be in to work tomorrow and I’ll report back. I’ll see
you two in a few days, okay? Stay here, and stay safe.”


He left the bedroom before Val could remind him that he
didn’t take orders from Quinn.


“I don’t feel Quinn so much anymore.” Rowe sighed. “So we’re
done now?”


“He and you are. Yeah.” A surge of jealousy hit Val hard.
“You don’t want him back, do you?”


“No. But I can’t deny being between you two was sexy.”


He relaxed. “As much as I’d like to say something obnoxious
here, I won’t,” he teased. “But he’s right to give us some time together. We
have a lot to talk about.” He paused, wondering if he should bring it up or
not, then decided to mention it. “You could be carrying our child right now.”


She flushed, her embarrassment adorable. “Oh.”


They lay in silence until they heard the front door open and
close.


Val gathered her to him, still amazed at how much smaller
she was. “Rowe, I realize we barely know each other, that we weren’t exactly on
great terms before all this, and we just had mind-bending sex that we’re going
to do it all over again. But I want you to know it’s real. All of it.” He
opened up his mind to her. No matter how confusing or scary or weird it
seems, it’s true. You’re mine, iriu. And I’m yours.


The sudden silence felt like a huge chasm, until she
tentatively responded. Are you sure? Is this even possible for me?


He sensed her need for acceptance at odds with the
exhaustion and fear that nothing tonight really mattered. Sex, some Otra
nonsense. Just another ploy to show her how undeserving she was. He’d leave in
the morning, and then…


He needed to stop that line of thought right now and sent
her, Sweetheart. I’m not leaving you. Ever.


“Val?”


“Shh. It’s been a long day. Sleep, Rowe. I’m right here.
I’ll be here tomorrow.” He grinned against her forehead and kissed her. “No
matter how much you might want me gone, you’re stuck with me. Now and forever.”


* * * * *


Now and forever.


When Rowe woke the next morning, she couldn’t get those
words out of her head. Val Talson ‘Or Ryi, a leader in her company’s rival
firm, and one of the most sought-after Otra bachelors on Werfal 7, thought he’d
bonded to her. He called her iriu, a name of value and deep emotional
meaning to Otra, both pure-blood and mixed.


In the aftermath of the incredible fantasy that had occurred
yesterday, all her doubts and worries returned. Her cousin, the piracy in her
company. Her issues with self-worth notwithstanding, she didn’t know Val. How
could she have allowed him to do those things to her? She blushed. How could
she have let Quinn?


She snuck out of his arms and used the facilities before
returning to study him.


In sleep, he seemed more relaxed but no less dangerous than
he had the first time she’d been in his power.


Iriu, come back to bed. I need you here. His drowsy
words shouldn’t have had the ability to melt her resolve, but they did. Without
meaning to, she slid back under the covers and into his arms. In seconds she
fell back into a dreamless sleep, comforted by the strong man by her side.


When she next woke, it was to the soft caress of a hand over
her hair. Val stroked her, and the knowledge he’d watched her sleep disturbed
her. Hell, she hoped she hadn’t been drooling.


He grinned, and she hastily closed down the connection
between them.


“Aw, honey. Don’t be like that. I like hearing you in me.”


“I’ll bet. As much as you like being in me.” The hard
presence of his desire brushed against her hip. She just had to go shooting her
mouth off.


“Rowe, I can honestly say that nothing in my life compares to
being inside you.” His expression sobered. “Not just my cock, but all of me.
The essence of who I am is bonded to you now. Just like yours is to me.” He
leaned down to kiss her, and the surge of desire brought her to full
wakefulness.


“Wh-what do you mean, exactly?” She panicked at thoughts of
being so exposed. Her entire life had been spent enduring life as an outsider,
never quite fitting in. But at least she’d had shields around her, an ability
to fight off the taunts and jeers from others behind a strong, mental wall.


“I know how you feel about yourself,” Val said quietly. “And
it’s stupid.”


“Excuse me?” Who the hell was he to judge? He was calling
her stupid?


“You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. You’re
smart, a whirlwind dictator at work, from what I’ve heard, and your brain never
stops. Why should you give a fuck what any asshole with ‘pure’ Otra blood
thinks about you?”


She blinked, not having expected that. No man except her
father had ever said anything so nice to her before. Not even Quinn. Though he
clearly supported her, he wasn’t big on words.


“I’m not lying. Look and see.”


She stepped into his mind and saw how much he admired her,
how much he wanted the chance to get to know her from the inside out. To Val,
she was more than a sexy body, but a true mate befitting a powerful Otra—him.
“Not shy about yourself, are you?” she teased to cover her fight not to cry.


She’d never expected her interactions with a Talson to be so
positive, let alone loving.


Loving.


She felt it between them, that impossible, intangible
emotion she’d been seeking all her life. No. He couldn’t feel that way for her.
They’d just met. It had to be the weird energy between them.


“No, sweetheart. It’s you. I’ve seen inside you. And yeah, I
fell like a ton of bricks. I think I might—” He stopped himself, but she could
have sworn he’d been ready to add love you. Before she could say
anything, he put two fingers over her lips. “Not a word. I don’t want to hear
anything but ‘Yes, Master. Anything you say, Master.’”


She blinked. “What?”


Val laughed and rolled her over his body, using her like a
blanket. “You should see the look on your face. I thought Quinn was joking
about your control issues. But those reports I have on you don’t lie. You
really are a dictator, aren’t you?”


“Only at work,” she said in her defense. “If I wasn’t
strong, they’d run all over me. Most of the employees at Chartrell Shipping are
Otra, and they don’t like humans much.”


Val hugged her, and she couldn’t miss his erection. “It’s
getting better the more we interact with Earth. But if you’re worried about my
views on humans, don’t be. In fact, my youngest brother just married a human.
Jamie’s great. She doesn’t take his crap and is an integral part of the
business at Port Watch out West.”


She’d heard rumors that one of the Talsons planned to marry
a human. “I’ve heard it said your brother— Roarke, right?”


He nodded.


“They say he’s human. Not a relation to the Otra at all
except through marriage to one. Is that true?”


“Not at all. When my birth mother died, my father found new
life with a very special woman. Shea—my mother—is a hundred percent human,
which makes Roarke half. He’s a full-out snot, but we love him.”


Her heart raced. Could she really have found someone who
could tolerate her background?


Val eased his hands over her back, stroking to soothe, not
arouse. But her body responded just the same. “Rowe, I promise. I’ll never look
at you as less than me because of who you are inside. You’re special. You’re
mine.” He kissed her, a meeting of more than mouths and tongues, but spirit and
heart. “I mean, you have such good taste in men.”


She smiled and pulled back to look at him.


“And I love your eyes. They’re so sexy. That green and
silver that flashes at me tells me how much you like what I do to you.”


“Tease.” She wriggled against him and watched his eyes
brighten with heat. “But if I recall correctly, we both have good taste in
men,” she said, thinking of Quinn. To her astonishment, he blushed. “Oh my God.
Val Talson. You’re turning red!”


“Quiet, woman.”


“You really had sex with Quinn.” Her mind boggled at the
images she wished she could see.


“You really want to know?” he asked.


Her nipples chafed against his chest. Her breasts swelled
and her clit ached. Wet need slicked between her thighs. “Hell, yeah. I love
Quinn. He’s my friend, but I’m not blind. He’s sexy as hell. To see you two
going at it? Show me.”


Knowing Val was uncomfortable only increased her desire to
know. And then he showed her.


The images were beyond words. Val pushing his cock into
Quinn’s ass. Watching and feeling what Val felt as he fucked Quinn was such a
turn-on that she didn’t protest at all when Val pushed his cock inside her and
forced her to sit up over him. She rode him as she watched him fuck Quinn, then
sensed and saw Quinn take Val in the shower, deep-throating him until Val came
all over again.


His finger found her clit and she exploded, taking him with
her over the edge. It was then she realized he’d shoved a finger up her ass,
giving her a taste of what Quinn must have felt.


“I’m going to fill you there too. Until you’re swimming in
me.”


She tried to catch her breath. “I don’t know about that.”


“I do.” The authority in his voice should have alarmed her.
Instead it aroused her all over again, and Val smiled. “Oh, I like that. My iriu
likes to be told what to do, hmm? Oh, sweetheart, the games we’re going to
play.” The things he showed her excited her all over again. And as he fucked
her into a stupor once more, she found herself falling from like into something
more for him. Into something that teetered suspiciously on the verge of love.






Chapter Six


 


“Give me the remote.”


He had to be kidding. Rowe raised a brow but clung to the
remote control. “I need to see what the market is doing.”


“Yeah, but that channel isn’t accurate. Try fourteen.”


Yet another request that sounded more like a demand. Quinn
had left them alone four days ago. In that time, they’d gotten to know one
another pretty well. Rowe liked to be in charge. So did Val. It seemed this
small skirmish for the remote control had pushed Val into showing his true
colors. He’d been so damn charming, handsome and accommodating since they’d
bonded that she worried she’d married a saint.


Good to know he was anything but.


“My house, my rules, Talson.”


His frown shouldn’t have aroused her, but for some reason
she found his anger fascinating. “In case it’s escaped your notice, sweetheart,
you’re a Talson too.” As soon as he said it, a sly grin appeared. “I can see
we’re going to have to deal with this tendency you have to disobey me.”


She dropped the remote, no longer interested in the channel.
“Excuse me?” She knew she sounded frosty, but she didn’t care. “Obey, my ass.”


“Oh, veyu, I intend to get to that real soon.”


Momentarily distracted by the Otra term of endearment, she
didn’t understand what he meant until he took off his shirt. “Val?”


“I’ve been patient, but I think it’s time we had another
chat. And this one’s going to end with my cock up that sweet ass. Then you’ll
know you belong to me.” He scooped her into his arms before she could protest.


All the kicking and punching she tried did little to
dissuade him. The man was built like a brick wall. He dumped her on the bed and
forced her down by sheer will.


“How come your telekinesis still works on me, but my ability
to manipulate you doesn’t work?” So unfair.


“Not sure, but I’m not questioning a good thing.” He smiled,
and the joy seemed to light him from the inside out. “While I have you down,
let’s talk about your cousin again.”


She groaned. Val pestered her for information about Keilor
too often for her peace of mind. “I told you everything.”


“Not everything.” He stripped down to nothing, and she had a
hard time looking away from his body. So beautiful. And all mine,
the selfish part of herself stated in no uncertain terms.


The satisfaction on his face unnerved her. “Yes, sweetheart.
I’m all yours.” His annoyance faded, though his tenacity remained. “Now about
Keilor. Did he ever abuse you? I need to know.”


She squirmed, wishing she could have this conversation on
equal footing. Bad enough the man towered over her when they both were
standing. But lying under him made her feel…well, submissive.


His eyes darkened. “Rowe?”


“No. Not the way I think you mean. He always watched me.
Growing up we spent time together. Our fathers were brothers in the same
business. Until the day my parents died, I’d spend Saturday dinners with Uncle
Fulton, Keilor and Aunt Twaye. I hated it. My mother did too, and we’d play
silly little games to amuse ourselves while Dad and Uncle Fulton talked business.
I don’t really think Dad liked him much either, come to think of it. But he had
a duty to the ‘Or Ryi, so he liked to say.”


Thinking about her parents made her heart ache. Then Val was
there, kissing her, taking away the pain until only a lingering nostalgia
remained.


“I’m sorry. I can feel how much they meant to you. I wish I
could have known them.”


She blinked up at him, nonplussed at his sincerity. “Um,
yeah. It’s funny, but I think they would have liked you a lot.” Her father
certainly would have. Arman ‘Or Ryi prized intelligence and fortitude, both of
which Val had. But her mother would have liked the way he looked at Rowe. As
much as she hadn’t asked for a mate, she couldn’t have hoped for someone better
than Val Talson—at least, the Val he’d shown her so far. On the surface, he was
full of charm. But she wondered about the real him.


He shook his head. “So many trust issues.” The naughty grin
on his face worried her.


“Val?”


“We need to work on that, veyu.”


“Why do you call me that?”


“Beloved?” He smiled and kissed her, his lips lingering long
enough to stir her into a new, burning desire. As if made just for him, anytime
he drew too close, her body softened, became pliant. Arousal, need and
affection embraced her in an all-out flame. She would have dragged him down to
her if she’d had control of her body. But thanks to his telekinesis, she could
barely move.


“Yeah, beloved,” she growled. “Why that?”


“Because that’s what you are to me.” His eyes narrowed.
“You’re wearing too many clothes.” After he had her naked, he returned to their
previous conversation. “So what are your plans to take down your cousin?”


How could the man think when she wanted nothing more than
him inside her? She cleared her throat and tried to focus on something other
than sex. “My cousin, right. For some reason, he wants me, so I’m going to use
that to trap him. He’s not stupid. He routinely checks for listening devices,
and he has an associate who shields for him.” Telepathically. As strong as Otra
were with telepathy, Keilor used a shielder to keep him out of jail. She had a
feeling he was guilty of more than the crimes she suspected. “I’ll meet Keilor
in his office while wearing a recorder. But I’ll convince him I’m not wearing a
listening device and get the information we need. If I meet him at work, it
won’t look as suspicious. Besides, there, if something happens to me, others
will know.”


It sounded like a good plan to her.


“Will your gift work on him? How reliable is it?”


Trust Val to come to the crux of her problems. The one tiny
detail that might make her plan fall apart. “My gift is reliable.” Under his
rapt gaze, she found it hard to lie. “Mostly.”


He shook his head. “You should never lie to your iriu.”


“Now hold on, Val. I told the truth.” She could feel her
body readying for him, could feel her pussy creaming, needing him inside her.
Just a few days of mind-numbing sex and the man had addicted her.


But it was the mean look in his eyes that melted her. That
harsh stare promised punishment, and to her shock, the thought of Val
disciplining her aroused her to no end. Though they’d made love the last few
days, he’d been gentle though demanding. No slaps, nothing rough. She liked his
intensity, but it had felt as if something were missing.


“I need something from you.” His husky voice drew her
attention to his expression. But to her frustration, she couldn’t read him.


“What?” She blinked up at him, surprised when he straddled
her face.


“You know what I need, veyu.” His sly grin told her
he more than enjoyed her helplessness. “I need your submission.”


Just the word grated. “No.” Yet he had her, and he knew it.
Hell, they both did.


“No?” Val pinched her nipple. The bite stung. She opened her
mouth to protest and he shoved himself between her lips. “That’s it. Suck on
me. Careful you don’t gag, sweetheart. Because I’m going to fuck your mouth
until I’m ready to pull out. Me, not you. Because I’m in charge.” His thick
voice turned her on more than anything, and she sucked and licked, rough
against his cock.


“That’s good. Real good. Fuck, yes.” He fucked her mouth, in
and out, with short strokes. This wasn’t making love, this was a taking. A
possessing.


And she reveled in it. Val couldn’t feign this type of need.
To know she’d made him this way pleased her beyond words.


He pulled out before she could make him come though, and she
moaned, lonely without him.


“You little witch. Trying to take back control, hmm?” His
breathing was fast, his eyes so bright they hurt to look at. And he’d never
looked more appealing.


Without giving her a chance to answer, he moved between her
legs and nipped her clit. Then he sucked and startled a climax out of her.


“Greedy,” he murmured between sucks. His tongue stroked in
and out of her, and she quivered, over-sensitized and empty. She needed to come
with him inside her, to feel him fill her with his cum. “But that’s okay.
You’ll just have to come again. I need to be nice and slick. So when I split
that ass, it’s an easy ride.” He looked up at her and winked, able to feel her
nervousness.


He didn’t speak again. Fingering her, he spread her cream
over her labia and back, toward her hole. He played with her, licking and
stroking his way past her inhibitions.


Until she moaned and pleaded as he sank more and more of his
little finger into her ass. The stretching felt good, the small start of pain
an added pleasure that called for more.


“I need you in me,” she admitted.


“And you’re going to get me, sweetheart. But not until we
come to some sort of agreement.” Val pulled his finger out and mounted her.
Then he angled his cock at her pussy and thrust.


“Stars, yes.” She swore as he stuffed her full, his
body so big and hard in hers.


Sweat beaded his brow, and the gleam of lust and affection
in his eyes enhanced the energy between them. He was so hot, so sexy. And all
hers.


“I could come so easily in you. That tight cunt is mine,
isn’t it?” The crudity wasn’t lost on her, nor was the resulting arousal it
created.


“Yes,” she moaned as he fucked her harder.


“And that ass, you’re going to give it to me, aren’t you?
I’m not going to take what’s mine. Because I already own it. You’re going to
offer it to me, because I have control here and now, don’t I?”


She didn’t answer right away, and Val used his psychei
to tilt her head so that he could look into her eyes.


An instinctive need to obey hit her hard. The acceptance she
both craved and feared—because it could be too easily taken away from
her—danced close. “Val.”


“Say it, dammit. Tell me who’s in control right now.”


She wanted to deny him, but she couldn’t. Everything inside
her called out for him. Val completed her. His energy comforted, shielded,
controlled. With him, she could surrender and revel in the fact he wouldn’t let
her fall. Just once, she wanted to know she didn’t have to be strong to be
safe.


“Give it to me, veyu. It’s what we both need,” he
said in a guttural voice.


“You’re in charge. I yield to you,” she whispered, taken
with the desperate hunger she could feel in his psychei. His utter need
for her.


He pulled out and inched lower, putting the tip of his cock
at her ass. “That’s it. Good girl. Now open to me. All of you.” He entered her
mind first, pushing more of himself in her than he had before. Though they
coexisted on the psychic plane, this physical intrusion added a new dimension
to their bonding. And before she realized it, he’d shoved half his cock up her
ass.


“Oh fuck. You’re so good, iriu. So tight.” He
clenched his jaw as he pushed the rest of himself inside her.


A fullness competed with the emptiness in her pussy. The
strange sense of being a part of him yet not grabbed on and wouldn’t let go. He
used his mind to pressure her clit, and she bucked under the sensation.


He slid out and pushed back in again, the burn enhancing her
desire. It felt good and bad, until she couldn’t tell the difference between
sensations. She only knew their togetherness, the feeling of belonging.


Tears filled her eyes.


“Yes, Rowe. That’s it. Let it out. Yeah, give it to me. Give
me what you’re still holding onto. I’m here, veyu. Always here for you,”
he rasped as he fucked her.


The orgasm crashed over her before she was ready, and the
catharsis of so much pleasure in her abandon was overwhelming. She felt herself
falter, devoured by Val’s pleasure as he came inside her, his cock pulsing
within the tight confines of her ass.


He arched his head back as he pumped a few more times, then
stilled. When he looked down at her again, those special eyes saw more than she
wanted him to see.


“Stars, but I love everything about you. Especially how much
you love me.” He grinned, that cocky arrogance such a part of him. “I don’t
deserve it, but I’m going to take it. You’ll see, my iriu. I won’t let
you down. Feel me.” He sent another rush of energy into her mind to wake her
from her orgasmic daze. “I’m yours. I’ll never let you go.”


She gave herself up to him, content that at least for now,
he’d keep her and guard her. Submission fit her with him, and she let him tend
to her, as was his right.


* * * * *


Three days later, Val swore at the stubborn woman clinging
to an outdated sense of authority. “Hell. No.”


Quinn had finally rejoined them and watched them argue with
a huge-ass grin on his face.


“It’s not fucking funny,” he seethed at the Otra.


“Oh, it is.” Quinn accepted the food Rowe passed him with a
nod and thanks. “She bosses me around constantly. I just didn’t think you’d let
her get away with it.”


“I’m not,” he snapped. But as he watched his mate scurry
around her apartment, he didn’t know what to think. He’d let his business fall
to the side while he figured out how to deal with Rowe. Meanwhile, she’d been
secretly commanding her office while he’d been trying to get her to relax with
him all week. He’d thought his daily naps were due to the extreme energy he’d
utilized during their new bonding, but apparently, his mate still had the
ability to control him with her mind.


The little liar had been hiding it from him. “I’m sorry,
Val. But when you refused the calls from my office, I thought it was time to
show you I can handle myself.”


That she could didn’t bother him. Proud to have a strong
mate, he liked her power. But having it directed against him grated. “Fine. Yet
you’ll notice how I’ve been ignoring my responsibilities in the face of
our joining.” He paced, annoyed all over again when Quinn didn’t even bother to
hide his amusement. “I’ve ignored my work while seeing to you. But feel free to
treat me as nothing more than an inconvenience in your life.”


She blinked at him and stopped moving. “Is that what you
think? That I don’t value you?”


“Well, why should you? Chartrell Shipping is powerful. As soon
as you deal with Keilor, you’ll be back to making a lot of currency with
nothing standing in your way. I’m a great lay, I’ll admit.” He ignored Quinn’s
interest. “But that’s apparently all I am to you.” Why the hell did this woman
turn him inside out? Instead of loving the fact she responded to him sexually
and gave him whatever he wanted, he needed more.


“Oh, Val.” Rowe’s endearing smile warmed his heart. “You’re
feeling unloved, aren’t you?”


He hated having this discussion in front of Quinn, but the
damn male refused to leave until he and Rowe came to a decision about Keilor.
Her cousin had apparently made a few threats they could no longer afford to
ignore.


“I’m not feeling unloved.” His face felt hot.


“Good. Because you’re not.” Now he watched as she blushed.


What she said astounded him. For the past few days, she’d
been sexually close but mentally distant. Knowing this bond would take time,
he’d let her have her space. Truth be told, having someone aware of his
thoughts 24/7 didn’t sit easily with him either. But Rowe mattered. He didn’t
want her to think, for any reason, that he didn’t want her.


“It’s about time you admitted it.” Quinn polished off the
last of his steak and sat back with a groan. “Now if you two lovebirds are
done, we have to figure out how to deal with Keilor. He’s flat-out accused you
of treason against the company, Rowe. You have to deal with him before it gets
any more serious.”


“No shit, Quinn.” She turned her displeasure on her guard,
finally leaving Val alone. “Why do you think I’ve been keeping tabs on work? I
need to know who I can trust and who I can’t. I don’t think Fulton’s on the up
and up either. Though he didn’t plan on dying, he had a hand in Keilor’s bomb
attempt. From what I’ve gathered, the two of them planned to steal the
artifacts and sell them to collectors worldwide. They were supposed to make it
look like the ship blew up with the cargo, but the cargo would have been
offloaded, and Fulton off the ship, before it exploded.”


“Hold on.” Val’s heart raced. Love? She’d finally admitted
she loved him…like that? “You drop a bomb on me and go right back to
discussing work?” He didn’t know what to think. The woman was steadily driving
him insane. But if she could handle their relationship with calm, so could he.
“Fine. Let’s fix your problems at work once and for all. Then you can explain
just where the hell you think we fit in your life.”


He couldn’t wait to take out his frustrations on her ass
again. A good reaming would do Rowe a world of good. He couldn’t believe what a
difference disciplining his little dictator made.


She needed to know he cared, and by punishing her, he showed
he loved her. It didn’t make much sense to him, but he’d sensed the truth, much
as she tried to hide it from him. If he needed to be a little rougher with her
to show her how much he cared, he’d do it. But this nonsense about her cousin
needed to come to an end. And not by putting her in front of the asshole.


“This idea about confronting him face-to-face? It’s not
gonna happen.” No way in hell.


But Rowe had other ideas. When she realized he wouldn’t
budge, she tried another tactic. “What if I promise not to go in alone?” We
can go together, iriu.


Quinn watched the two of them. “Explain that one.”


She fidgeted.


Val sighed. “What she means is she’s bargaining with her
mind. She’s closed herself off to me the last few days.” He admired her savvy,
but no. “Veyu, in case it’s escaped your notice, I could have pried into
that chaotic ball you call a brain at any time.” She glared, and he grinned. In
this one instance, her humanity made it harder for her to see into his
thoughts, though he kept himself open to her. Her, he could read like an open
book. But he didn’t want to annoy her by prying unless invited. “I respect your
need for privacy. But I won’t let you jeopardize yourself, not for anything.”


“What if I’m not asking, Valis?”


That nasty tone only served to get him harder than he was.
And of course, Quinn noticed.


“Hmm. Rowe? A word?” Quinn beckoned her closer, then
whispered something that had her smiling wide.


“Oh hell. What ideas are you giving her now?”


“I just said I fully supported her. And with you and me both
in her mind while she confronts Keilor, he won’t know what’s coming.”


Val frowned, startled to feel a hint of jealousy. The pair
stood too close to each other, and he didn’t like it. “You’re still connected
that deep that you can stay in her mind?” Though he had helped his brother Z
and Adri bond, he no longer had access to their joined minds. Not that he’d
tried to connect.


“I’ve always been connected to Rowe,” Quinn explained. “I
told you, we’re like family. Not brother and sister,” he amended and stared at
her breasts. “But close. And I’m still open to you if you bother to look.”


Val opened his psychei and saw Quinn, clear as day.
“Hell.”


Quinn smirked. “No getting rid of me that easily. But what
you don’t know is I’m not just good looking, strong and smart, I have
another ability that’s even better.”


Val let out a breath and muttered to Rowe, “And you call me
arrogant.”


Rowe snickered. “Listen to him. My plan will work.”


The thought of his precious mate in danger didn’t sit well.
“Rowe…” Then Quinn was there, in his face, his hands on either side of Val’s
head.


“Remember what I did before, Val?”


“Wh-what?”


Quinn kissed him. A harsh embrace that burned through him in
seconds. To Val’s shock, Quinn thrust his tongue inside and stroked, with his psychei
as well. Val grew hard and came immediately in a brutal, draining orgasm.


“That is so sexy. You have to do it again, without all the
clothes.” Rowe’s voice sounded from a distance.


“Y-You… Dammit, Quinn.” Val shook his head, not sure when
Rowe had tucked herself under his arm and Quinn had stepped away.


“See? Imagine Rowe with the ability to drain Keilor’s
reasoning.”


“Not like that,” Rowe hurried to forestall Val’s obvious
objection. “I think Quinn was having a bit of fun with you, not that I minded.”
She turned to Quinn. “But you should have asked.”


“Sorry. But he had it coming.”


“He sure did.” She shoved a hand under Val’s pants and
grasped his slick cock. She rubbed him for a few seconds, stimulating him anew,
before letting him go. She wiped her hand on his belly and sighed. “That was
really sexy. Promise you’ll let me watch next time when you’re both naked.”


“Next time?” Val wished he didn’t sound so hoarse, but shit,
he had a hard time catching his breath.


“Definitely next time.” She sounded emphatic, and he
couldn’t think of anything but sex with his iriu and Quinn.


Her psychei brushed his, open to him again. “Quinn
can muddy anyone’s mind with sex. He’s potent, but he has to physically touch
the person. If he’s in my mind, along with you, when I confront Keilor, I can
use all our gifts to nail him. But we have to get him on record or there won’t
be a legal way to get him and my uncle off Chartrell Shipping’s council. I need
to clean house, and I can’t if they remain in power.”


“I get it, I do.” He tried to ignore the throbbing in his
cock, still not liking how Quinn had overwhelmed him with a kiss. Talk about
powerful psychei. “But I don’t like you in danger. Why don’t you just
let me and Quinn handle this?” The wrong thing to say by the rage on her face.


“Why?” Her eyes narrowed. “Because you’re both Otra and me,
the ‘little human’, can’t take it?”


“Half-human,” he corrected, and should have kept his mouth
shut.


“Damn it. I thought you were different. That we were past
this.” She turned on her heel, but not before he saw the glint of tears in her
eyes.


“Rowe, stop.” He held her in his mental grip before she
could take another step away from him. Then he brought her closer and held her
still, his hands on her shoulders. “I love you. I can’t handle the thought of
you in danger, okay? I don’t care if it’s from Fulton, Keilor or an
out-of-control hovercraft bearing down on you out in town. I just can’t think
of you being in danger without losing my mind.”At her silence, he blew out a
tired breath. “What?”


“So the danger thing isn’t an excuse to keep me away?”


“Away from what? It’s your company, iriu. I just want
this mess cleared up so we can get on with our lives. The plain truth of the
matter is that you’re softer and prettier than me. You’re not as strong,
physically. A fact, baby. Deal with it. Even you admitted you’re not in full
control of your psychei all the time.”


Her eyes looked liquid. “You’re so nice to me.”


He didn’t understand her lightning-fast change in mood. He’d
spoken nothing but the truth since this stupid conversation had started. “I
am?”


“You care if I get hurt. This isn’t a power play about
keeping me away from the business. You really don’t like the idea of me in
trouble.”


Annoyed, he gave her a quick, hard kiss. “Isn’t that what I
just said?”


Quinn cleared his throat. “Excuse me. But, Val, you’re not
hearing her.”


“Obviously. And what the hell are you still doing here?
You’ve eaten everything we had left in the storage cycler. Shouldn’t you be
going now?”


Quinn shrugged. “I’m a growing boy. Like some others I could
mention,” he added slyly, his gaze on the embarrassing wet spot on Val’s
trousers. “All I’m saying is that Rowe’s been struggling to be taken seriously
in the company from day one.”


“I told him that already,” Rowe interrupted.


They’d shared their histories during their time together.
Val knew all about her troubles trying to fit in, to show she belonged with the
only family she had left.


Quinn continued, “Yeah, but you two don’t seem to speak as
well out loud. I feel like a friggin’ translator.”


Val and Rowe shared a look. Glad to know you’re finally
understanding why I find him so annoying, he sent her.


Annoying, but sexy. You came hard, Val. To Quinn, she
said, “You’re on board, right?”


He nodded.


“Val?”


He didn’t like it, but he knew she wanted to handle her
cousin and uncle her way. And it was her company. “Yeah, okay. But we’re going
to be right there with you.” He tapped her head. “And outside the office too.
We won’t let Keilor know we’re near, but I’ll be damned if I let you go see him
without being close enough to help. Not take over, I said help, if you
need it.”


She nodded and turned to Quinn. “And about that other thing.
As soon as we take care of Keilor, we’ll make it happen.”


Val stared from his mate to his eda with suspicion.
He just knew their “other thing” had to do with him. “What?”


Her secret smile made him twitch. And made him hard. “I’ll
tell you later.”


“See? I told you she’s bossy.” Quinn stretched. “She’s a
bully, plain and simple. A perfect fit for your arrogant ass. And on that note,
time for me to go.”


“I’ll give you bossy, Quinn.” Rowe frowned at her friend as
she eased into Val’s embrace. “Admit it, Val. You need a tough mate. An
easygoing woman would bore you to tears.”


“I feel like crying right now,” he muttered then turned to
Quinn. “I’ll see you first thing in the morning. Pick us up here.”


“Sure thing, boss.” Quinn flipped him a one-finger salute
then left them alone together.


Val turned back to his iriu and smiled. His entire
focus on Rowe, he played through several fantasies that had been torturing him
since the first moment he’d met her. “One thing’s for sure. You’ll never bore
me. I love you, Rowe.”


“I love you too.” She grinned up at him, her heart in her
eyes, and he wondered how he’d gotten so lucky. “Oh yeah,” she breathed,
clearly reading the images he sent her. “I like the one where you’re tied up,
too. It was all I could do not to jump you that day I had you tied up in the
Barrens.”


He sucked in a breath as her hand wrapped around his cock,
and he groaned when she leaned close and nuzzled his nipple through his shirt.


“Told you I’d find you.” He tried to sound tough but moaned
when she had her way with him.


Dear Lord, she was a bully. And he loved it.






Chapter Seven


 


Rowe tapped her fingers against her biceps, her arms crossed
over her chest to keep from strangling the large Otra men on either side of
her. So much for inconspicuous.


“Relax, Rowe,” Quinn mumbled under his breath. “We won’t let
anything happen to you.”


I cannot believe I let Val and you talk me into this
stupid change of plan. Keilor will never believe any of it.


He will, or he’ll answer to me. At her irritation,
Val corrected, I mean, to you. Val didn’t so much as blink next to her.
He wore a Chartrell Shipping uniform, complete with a cap to shadow his
features. In his hands he carried a bulky package for Keilor’s secretary, one
that had an invoice error, which would take a bit of time to straighten out.
His excuse to hang around while Rowe did her “thing”.


Just remember to keep calm, Quinn said. Keilor can
sense even the slightest hint of fear.


She didn’t look at him. You’re not helping.


The minute the elevator’s subtle chime sounded, she
unclenched her arms, straightened her knee-length skirt and cropped matching
midnight-blue jacket, and walked purposefully toward Keilor’s office. Val
peeled off to head to the secretary’s desk and stood behind a woman already
there waiting.


“Rowe.” Keilor’s secretary smiled at her in welcome. “He’s
waiting for you. Go on in.” The woman gave Quinn a less-than-subtle once-over,
which he promptly ignored, and she and Quinn entered Keilor’s massive office.


He stood with his back to them, speaking in a low voice to
the micro-communicator clipped to his collar. Studying the breadth of his
shoulders, the long lines of his legs, she felt a moment’s pride that she’d
once defeated the large man.


God. So much has happened in so little time.


Recalling her brief bout with her cousin, she knew well how
a short span of time could seem an eternity. Like her bonding with Val. The
potency of their lovemaking hadn’t faded, but the urgency to consummate had
lessened.


Though the sex was still indescribable, she still couldn’t
believe she’d taken on both Val and Quinn at the same time. Flushed, she
restrained the urge to fan herself and heard Quinn cough.


“Penny for your thoughts,” he murmured, and her face grew
hotter because he’d caught her train of thought. Too bad she didn’t have the
poker face her iriu possessed. She had a hard time reading him if their psychei
remained closed off from one another. Though always connected, the separation
between them to shield private thoughts kept her sane.


Keilor finally turned and gave her his full attention. “Ah,
Rowe, I’ve been worried about you.” He exerted a substantial amount of probing psychei
in her direction.


The combination of hers, Val’s and Quinn’s energy shielded
her well.


With a frown, Keilor took a seat and perched his chin over
steepled fingers. “I do hope we can put that unfortunate incident in the
basement behind us. I’m more than ready to apologize for my behavior. But you
have to know it was your Selection that affected me.”


She nodded slowly. “Quinn reaffirmed my fault in what
happened after we left the building.”


Keilor’s eyes narrowed. “Oh?”


A wealth of meaning lay in that one word. This was the
tricky part, the part of their amended plan that smacked of more pure, male
ego. But it was the only way Val had consented to let her handle Keilor, her
way. “Yes, well…” She paused and blushed, the tinge of her cheeks not at all
feigned. Beside her, Quinn remained unmoving, expressionless. “After Quinn and
I, ah, came together, he left. I had asked him not to report my condition to
you.” She lowered her eyes. “It’s embarrassing.”


Keilor nodded, his tension easing. He knew how hard
Selection could be on males of their species.


Then she dropped the next bomb. “Unfortunately, when Quinn
left, Valis Talson ‘Or Fal showed up at my apartment.”


Keilor stared in shock.


“There’s more,” Quinn added in a rusty voice. He
deliberately kept his posture rigid, his eyes straight ahead. Proud, yet
subservient to the heir apparent of Chartrell House. “I learned too late the
bastard fucked her. Hard.”


As much as it irked her to be talked around, she
could see the right in Val’s plan. She’d intended to confront Keilor
point-blank. But Val had pointed out that engaging his temper would help put
the male off balance.


Keilor sat down, tension radiating along his frame. He
gritted his teeth, his fists clenching and unclenching on top of the desk.
“That piece of filth touched what’s mine. You, Quinn, I can forgive. The
Selection is all-consuming. But you have good, quality ‘Or Ryi blood. But a
Talson. The hated ‘Or Fal.” He shook his head and glared at Rowe.


She did her best to act meek, though she wanted to shove her
foot up her stuck-up cousin’s ass. “I would ask Quinn to give us leave to speak
privately.”


Quinn mentally encouraged her. Go easy, Rowe. And if you
need me and Val, shout.


I will, she said to Quinn, and waited.


Keilor nodded, and Quinn made a show of leaving with obvious
reluctance.


Keilor’s gaze sizzled as he stared at Rowe’s face and body.
“Quinn’s loyal to you, and to me. An esteemed quality in my bride’s future
protector.” His assessment turned to rage. “Tell me he lied. Tell me a Talson
didn’t fuck you. That low-born scum touching what’s mine.”


All the years of being told she was less than nothing. That
her mother was a whore, her father a stupid wastrel not worthy of the clan ‘Or
Ryi. Keilor’s snide comments, his superior attitude. She’d been waiting for
this day for a very long time.


Rowe approached his desk and leaned over it, her smile cold.
“Actually, Keilor, I fucked Val with more pleasure than you can possibly
imagine. I took him in my mouth, between my legs, and in my ass. I licked his
cock, swallowed his cum, and accepted his vow of protection. Willingly. I
wanted a man, not a sniveling worm.” She shot Keilor a disgusted glance,
stepped back, and crossed her arms over her chest with unveiled satisfaction.


The explosion she’d been expecting occurred as Keilor
flooded the room with enough psychei to give everyone on the top floor a
headache. Through sheer will and stubbornness, she pulled on her iriu’s
and Quinn’s power and held her wall tight.


Are you okay? What the hell is going on in there? Val
shouted, not having expected the assault.


I’m good. Just a little payback from my obnoxious cousin.
Don’t worry. I’m in control. So she hoped. Keilor had an odd edge to his psychei,
what she’d always thought of as a mean streak, but now came to understand as a
touch of madness. Keilor was unbalanced. And very, very powerful.


A tendril of his power snaked along her shield, a band of
fear searching for a crack to penetrate.


Keilor stood and rounded his desk. “You little whore.” Rage
crackled along the psychic plane and made his eyes white, filled with energy.
“I waited years to make you mine, to give your psychei time to
mature. Talson is nothing. Less than nothing. With your psychei bonded
to mine, we’ll complete Project Overhead and own the entire Otra/Earth
commercial line. I’m not about to waste that potential on a Talson,” he
sneered.


Ah, Project Overhead. Information she could sense Val
tucking away. “Please. What can you give me that he can’t? Talson offered
power, wealth and the best sex of my life. You would hurt me and get off on it.
You think I don’t know that?”


He regarded her with more savvy intelligence than she’d credited
him having. “Rowe, I’m sorry. I don’t know what’s come over me. It’s just…” A
sheen of tears glistened in his eyes. “I’ve always loved you. We Otra view our
familial ties differently than the humans. I worried you wouldn’t be able to
see beyond your human frailties. If you can’t consider us as lovers, at least
think of us as business partners.


“Consider what your status would mean for your future
children, Rowe. No more abuse or taint because of your poor mother’s humanity.”


A new tactic. “Meaning what? And what are you talking about
with Project Overhead? Otra/Earth commercial line? In case it’s escaped your
notice, we’re getting our asses handed to us by the pirates polluting
commercial space.”


Power, wealth and the best sex of your life? Is that all?
Val’s anger underscored his amusement. What about my huge cock? Why not tell
him about that?


She’d known Val wouldn’t be happy with her plan, but she
needed to do this her way. Don’t think you can boss me around, Talson. This
fight is as much mine as it’s yours.


When you come out of that office, we’re going to talk,
Rowe. For a long time.


His sensual menace aroused her. Hell, everything about Val
aroused her.


She took a step forward and reached for Keilor’s hand.


His eyes narrowed in suspicion. Before using her own ability
to manipulate him, which he clearly was on guard for, she called on Quinn’s psychei.


Keilor blinked at her and his entire body shivered.
“Wh-what…?” She glanced down to see him rock hard in an instant. Then she hit
him with her ability. “Take down your shields and disable your scramblers. Open
up to me, Keilor, then forget all about it. You can trust me.”


He did so without a peep, and she couldn’t believe it could
be this easy.


It wasn’t. The minute he disabled his jammers and relieved
the Otra shielding for him a few doors down, his psychei burst with
suppressed rage. “For a smart woman, you are one stupid bitch.”


The b-word. Definitely not a good move on his part. Anger
flowed through her like water.


“Oh? Enlighten me, cousin.”


“Who the hell do you think is running the attacks on Talson
shipping? Who do you think stole millions out of our last haul and nearly
killed my father? Not the ‘San clan,” he said in falsetto, ripping at the
collar of his shirt. “I did it, Rowe. Me. Keilor Chartrell ‘Or Ryi. I
possess a network no one in all of Earth or the Otra colonies can match. I’m
slowly capturing the freight. But with you by my side, I’ll take their minds
and souls as well.


“Unfortunately, the only other Otra I’ve ever met that had
your talent is your father. And he bonded with a human. A fucking human.” He
shook his head, his eyes full of zealous hate. “The only worthwhile
contribution your pathetic mother made in this life is you. A lacking little
half-breed. Despite your poor genes, I’m affording you the rare opportunity—the
rare honor—of becoming my iriu. I can give you a bloodline. Power
and wealth from the Talsons? They have no idea what true power is.” His stare
turned from heated to calm, and she wondered at his mood swing. “I can give you
all that, and more.


“You’ll accept me one way or the other, Rowe. I’m only going
through the motions of civility to make you more comfortable. In a few days,
everyone and everything you care about will die. Quinn, as useful as I suspect
he might have been, is too close to you. His sister as well. Your aunt and
uncle. And of course, your new fuck partner.


“Talson Shipping will suffer a tremendous setback when their
fourth freighter explodes with Valis inside.”


She stared at Keilor, amazed at his thoroughness.


He shrugged. “Choose me or don’t, but I’ll have you in the
end.”


The thought of being in his control at all shook her—and
gave him the opening he needed.


Even as she chided herself for giving in to even a second of
fear, he slipped beneath her shield and overtook her mind. Terror swarmed and
froze her to the spot.


Keilor smiled. “Oh yes. A rough, hard ass-fuck should put
you in your place nicely. My pretty little iriu.” He unsnapped his
trousers and took himself out.


The man was large and had a multitude of piercings along his
shaft. The pain that must have caused scared her, because she could tell Keilor
felt nothing but good at the thought of instilling harm, either to himself or
to others. What scared her more was her inability to move past the fear. She
couldn’t yell, couldn’t move, and started to hyperventilate. Keilor wouldn’t
stop with her. He’d kill Quinn and he’d destroy Val, no question.


Then he stepped closer.


* * * * *


“I’m sorry, sir. But this doesn’t make any sense.” The
secretary conferred on the vid phone with someone at shipping central—Romy,
who’d patched into her call—as his brother did more to confuse her, stalling
for time. Val sensed Rowe’s satisfaction and contented himself to wait. It was
killing him to let her in there without protection. From all he’d learned, her
cousin was a powerful Otra with more psychei than seemed healthy. He
ruled by fear, not respect, and didn’t make friends so much as servants of
those who worked for him.


Quinn remained seated in the waiting area behind him. Val
didn’t like her with her cousin by herself, but they’d expected it. She’d
demanded to be in charge of this, and he knew he couldn’t stop her, not if he
wanted a future with her by his side.


Rowe needed to know he believed in her, that he respected her
ability to take care of herself. She had to know he loved her—


A rush of power surged through the office, taking everyone
to their knees. Val held his head, aware of the throbbing, the fear, the
inability to function. And he knew Rowe needed him. Now.


Buoyed by the sense something had gone wrong, he crawled to
Keilor’s door and tried to open it. When his body started to shut down, he
mentally reached out for Rowe, searching for her psychei and found it
buried in Keilor’s unnatural grip.


Quinn, help me, he yelled. Let me use your mind,
your power. We have to get to Rowe.


Immediate energy filled him, an unhesitating sharing that
added to Val’s building strength. He used his mind to shove Keilor’s door open.


The slamming of the door against the wall broke the sudden
stillness. For just a moment, Keilor’s concentration lapsed. But a moment was
apparently all Rowe needed. Val stared in shock as his petite iriu
yanked his and Quinn’s power, added it to her own, and slammed into Keilor with
it.


Her cousin stammered as she advanced on him, his exposed
cock no longer a threat, but a joke. Rowe yanked him down by his collar and
whispered something in his ear, then stepped back with a cruel smile on her
face.


Whatever she said did the trick, because Keilor shrieked and
backpedaled like a scared little boy. His erection died, leaving him limp,
embarrassed and unimpressive.


“No. You can’t do this to me,” he cried.


Rowe nodded. “Can and did, asshole.” She strode to his desk
and pressed a buzzer. “Security. I need you in here now.” She glanced over at
Val, finally, and he swore she sighed a breath of release. But she didn’t show
a thing on her face. Not even when Quinn stumbled into the room looking pale.


“Where the hell have you been?” she asked him. “Get this
criminal out of here. I want his confession broadcast to every member of
Chartrell Shipping. And I want Otra law called in for the debriefing as well.
He and good old Uncle Fulton are done here.”


Keilor didn’t just look defeated, he looked hunted. Val rose
to his feet, still unsteady, and wondered what the hell his mate had done to
the monster who’d caused such damage just a few minutes earlier.


He didn’t say a word, though. He waited for her outside in
the waiting area, content that she was safe, healthy and humming with victory. When
we get home…


I’ll tell you all about it, mate, she answered.
Thanks for not taking over.


I would have if you’d let me. But no way in hell do I
want you threatening me with whatever you did to your cousin. Man looks
bone-deep terrified. You sure are mean, veyu. I like that. A lot.


He could feel her blush and rested back against the chair
where he sat, satisfied all was as it should be. Finally. But his iriu
owed him for causing such worry. He could have lost her, for all that she’d
saved herself. He had a right to some payback. And he knew exactly how to exact
his revenge.


* * * * *


Hours later, back in Rowe’s
apartment, Val palmed her ass, relishing the sight of his iriu on
her hands and knees, bound and helpless before him.


“Honey, we’ve barely begun and you’re begging. Have a little
dignity.”


She glared at him over her shoulder, her eyes promising
retribution. But the love burning in her psychei glowed like the sun.


“That’s right, sweetheart,” he crooned as he thrust inside
her, gratified by her long, drawn-out moan. “That’s just how I like you, quiet
and obedient.”


“You son of a—”


“Now, now. Naughty behavior, Rowe.” He pulled out and
spanked her hard, leaving a red mark on her ass. She cried out her indignation,
but said nothing more. “That’s right. You earned this when you put yourself in
harm’s way. I told you I didn’t want you in danger.” He rubbed the sting of his
slap away and noted how she leaned in to his touch.


He used his psychei to rub her clit and was rewarded
with a roll of her hips and the cream that flowed over his fingers. Wet and
more than ready, she’d been primed and teased for the past hour. He’d brought
her close but not all the way to climax, wanting her to feel desperate—a subtle
punishment for scaring him so badly when she’d fought Keilor.


But now Val needed to end her discipline. He wanted to see
her come, to feel it rush through him as they shared climax.


He pulled out of her and tossed her onto her back,
delighting in the bonds holding her wrists apart. The ties were long enough to
allow him play, but not too long to let her escape the bed.


She regarded him with Otra-bright eyes striated with green,
and the love that shone for him and him alone made everything in the world
right. He knelt between her legs, delighted in her shaking limbs. “I’m going to
eat you, veyu. I want you to come over my mouth, so I can taste how
sweet you are. My lovely little Rowe.” He tilted her hips and stared at her
soft pink folds. Beautiful.


Val, please.


He loved when she spoke to him on their private pathway.
Their psychei merged, entwined. One bond, two souls. He plunged two
fingers inside her as he sucked her clit, aroused anew by her scent. He could
spend a lifetime licking her and never get through.


“So good,” she rasped. She was so open, so receptive to
everything he did and wanted to do to her.


“But it’s going to be better.” He shared an image of him
jetting deep inside her, and she spasmed around his fingers, coming hard.


He licked her up, devouring her pleasure. That’s it, take
it, sweetheart. Oh yeah.


She continued to shiver, her body drawing his fingers
deeper, needing more. Needing him.


Hard and aching, Val covered her and spread her thighs wide.
He angled himself for penetration and shoved deep inside her. The slick passage
welcomed him, her gloving heat too much to ignore. He pumped three times and
came, his orgasm so powerful his brain seized as he filled her, mind, body and
soul.


So fucking good. His orgasm felt excessive, even to
him, and he wondered at the fury of it. As if his body knew, he sensed her
fertility. A ripe womb, ready and willing to be filled with life. At the
thought, he recognized a sense of anticipation, of the future. His love by his
side.


“I can’t wait either,” she murmured. “But I’d like to
remember making a baby without my wrists tied to the bed.”


He laughed and hugged her, then withdrew from her and
removed her restraints. “But, sweetheart, what’s a little lovemaking without
your hands tied?”


She crawled into his arms. “Hmm. I’ll have to think about
that. I have a recurring fantasy in which I tie you up and watch Quinn
have his way with you in my new office.”


“The one in New Hattan, or on Werfal 7?” He’d contacted his
family after they’d returned to her home. “My parents can’t wait to meet you.
Unfortunately, I have a feeling my brothers can’t wait to throw a few
I-told-you-so’s my way.”


“Well, I look forward to meeting your family. Especially
Adri.”


Val blinked down at her. He felt the jealousy she hurried to
suppress. “Rowe, you shouldn’t be worried about Adri. I mean, yeah, we were
intimate. But my brother was there the whole time. It was so much more than
sex. Like with Quinn.”


At mention of the giant, Val felt a question in his brain.


Rowe lowered her shields. “I can’t help it. I’m trying to be
better about it, but dammit. You’re mine now. Feeling for Quinn the way I do, I
see a whole new side to Selection and The Testing. I just need to adjust to the
fact that Adri’s so pretty.”


“But you’re prettier than she is.” He let her see the truth
he felt. “Better now?”


She laughed. “Am I petty if I say yes?”


“Not at all. I can still tolerate Quinn, but only because
you obviously prefer stamina and finesse to brawn.” He liked the guy a lot more
than he’d ever thought he would. Quinn had courage, and he’d had Rowe’s back.
Val would always call the man friend.


“I heard that.”


Val hadn’t sensed the Otra’s approach. He scowled at his
half-dressed eda entering the bedroom, and his libido woke once more.
“What the hell are you doing here?”


“You’re welcome for saving your ass earlier.” Quinn huffed
as he dropped his trousers and stood before them without a stitch of clothing,
and with a huge hard-on.


“Thanks.” Val did his best not to smile. He had a feeling he
knew what all the whispering between his mate and Quinn had been about before.
“Now what’s this?”


Rowe captured him with her psychei, because he hadn’t
been prepared to defend himself.


“Just relax, sweetheart. Don’t move a muscle.” She teased
him with kisses down his body and Quinn joined them in bed.


“Shit.”


She chuckled. “You know I love you. But it’s my turn to
play. Quinn thinks you’ll like what he has planned. And I know I want to
see it.”


He groaned. “Getting me back, eh?”


“Actually, I’m planning on getting you back,” Quinn
said. “And trust me, you’re gonna come like a rocket.”


Rowe laughed as Quinn rolled Val onto his side and moved
behind him on the bed. She sat up and stared down at them.


Val could feel Quinn’s thick cock pressed against the seam
of his ass. And Stars, but he wanted to feel more. Wanted to feel breached as
he came deep in his iriu. Loving her while getting taken. Sounded good
to him, though he wasn’t sure he wanted to admit it. Then he didn’t have to,
because he knew she’d read him.


Her eyes sparkled with joy. “Thanks for this, Quinn. It’s
been haunting me that I missed you two together. You’re both the stars of my
new fantasies.”


Val flushed and hoped he didn’t come in two seconds like he
had last time. Oh shit. Would Quinn really fuck him? Would he like it?
More, would Rowe?


Rowe gripped his erection. Quinn reached around him and put
his hand over hers, squeezing another moan out of him.


“Relax, iriu. My love is unconditional. And, well, I
want to see you two go at it. I missed that before.” Rowe kissed him again,
this time with a gentleness that made his heart turn over in his chest. “Loving
you, Val, makes me whole.”


“Yeah.” Female satisfaction, lust and love conquered his
heart, and though he couldn’t move from Quinn’s embrace, he caressed her with
his energy. “Snaring you was the smartest thing I’ve ever done. I guess I
finally realized who’s in charge around here.”


Quinn chuckled and ground against him. “Rowe is.”


“You got that right.” Val smiled. The happiness in her heart
brought tears to his eyes. He tried in vain to blink them away.


Answering tears made Rowe’s eyes glassy.


Surrounded by his iriu and eda, Val couldn’t
have been more pleased. “Don’t think these tears are for you, Quinn. I’m crying
because I’m afraid of what my mate has in store for me. Rumor has it she’s got
a mean streak.”


She brushed the moisture from his cheek while Quinn’s mouth
trailed down his neck.


He sucked in a breath when Quinn nipped him, then tucked the
head of his cock into Val’s anus. Rowe kissed him hard, and Quinn teased him,
not penetrating, but hinting at more with slow jabs.


“Christ. You two are killing me.” But I’ll never love you
more, he sent her.


“Wimp.” Rowe kissed his throat and pinched his nipples.


“Bully.”


I love you.
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