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      Whitney Mason, Interstellar Brides Processing Center, Miami, Florida

      

      Foreplay was great, but I liked fucking better. A good, hard, make-me-forget-my-name pounding. In my opinion, candlelight, flowers, and whispering sweet nothings were no indication of a man’s God-given talent between the sheets. In fact, those things could be used as a crutch. There was effort there, sure. But there was also money. Tossing cash around didn’t impress me. It wasn’t what got a man in my pants. It was the expectation of a wild ride.

      Jaded? Definitely. But I was jaded about everything—and everyone—these days.

      But what was happening to me right now? Holy fuck.

      Never happened before. Never felt anything like it before. Never imagined it was even possible.

      Right now?

      Bring on the foreplay!

      Hands were on my naked body. Lots of them. Way more than the usual two. They caressed my shoulders, arms, breasts, up my thighs, cupped my pussy. Full-on foreplay. Then there were the whispers. They sure-as-hell weren’t sweet nothings. They were promises.

      I’m going to lick your pussy until you come. Only then will you get my cock.

      That was Voice One.

      These lips. They’ll look gorgeous wrapped around my cock.

      That was Voice Two.

      This ass. I want to show off how you can take me there, so they see how perfect you are.

      That was Voice Three.

      Yes, three voices. Three guys were touching me, warming me up for not just a pounding, but a… God, what was it to be? My mind supplied the answer even though the thought confused me.

      A claiming.

      I had no doubt I was going to lose myself to them. Not just in pleasure, but in body.

      And soul.

      “Please,” I breathed the word, truly begging.

      I gasped, my eyes popping open. I tried to catch my breath, but I had none. They’d pulled it from me just from their touches. Their promises. But they weren’t real. I wasn’t on a soft bed with three men. I was in a sterile room, restrained to a testing chair.

      The Brides Processing Center.

      Shit.

      I blew out a breath to push my hair off my forehead.

      “Are you all right, Miss Mason?”

      It was Warden Egara who spoke. The mild, friendly tester stood from her chair, her tablet in hand.

      I frowned. “I hate begging,” I grumbled.

      She frowned but didn’t say anything.

      “Are all dreams like that?” I asked. The metal that had kept my arms pinned to the testing chair slid back, and I sat up, wiping my face.

      “Steamy?” she asked, a smile turning up the corner of her mouth.

      I nodded.

      “Yes.”

      So, I wasn’t the only one who’d probably begged. A hot dream with three skilled men who knew how to touch me and what to say? Yeah, lots of women begged.

      I was turned on, completely unfulfilled. Cranky, because of it.

      “That’s downright cruel,” I told her.

      She laughed, the sound soft and light. And that pissed me off even more.

      “Some women orgasm from their testing and wake up from that.”

      I narrowed my gaze at her. “Are you trying to make me hate you?”

      I squirmed in the hard chair, tugged at the testing gown. It was a ridiculous hospital-style garment with little Interstellar Brides emblems all over it. Made of some kind of scratchy blend of materials that had me eager to ditch it, although I was naked underneath, which wasn’t a good alternative. I’d made a fool of myself enough, and I should have gotten an orgasm as payment like other women.

      Grrr.

      The warden sat back down at the plain table, her gaze upon her tablet.

      “Your testing was successful.”

      “Really?” I was surprised, and that surprised me. I’d come here to get the hell off of Earth, and this was the easiest way to do it. I wasn’t overly subordinate, so volunteering for the Coalition Fleet wasn’t a smart move. I’d volunteered to be a bride instead. I didn’t trust Earth men, or anyone else, for that matter.

      “Yes, to Viken. You’re very lucky.”

      I raised an eyebrow and waited.

      “While your match is to one specific Viken male, they mate in threes.”

      Three.

      “Meaning three aliens.”

      “Yes.”

      So that was why I had that dream. I’d never ever thought of having sex with more than one guy. Sure, I wasn’t naïve enough to not know people shared, but I hadn’t. The idea wasn’t repulsive to me, I just hadn’t had the opportunity. But after that dream? Bring on the three Vikens. And soon because my pussy was wet and aching.

      “Does this mean I can leave soon?”

      She smiled. “I’m glad you’re eager for your mate.”

      “You said mate, but you also said three of them. Which is it?” I asked, confused.

      “You were matched to one Viken male. Their new custom is to claim a bride as a trio, one from each sector of their planet. It is possible you will only have one mate, but I suspect three.”

      “I dreamed of three,” I admitted.

      She offered a slight shrug, but a spark lit her eyes. “Lucky you. I can’t say with certainty, but I would guess you will have three.”

      Three. Three mates. Holy fuck. Remembering the dream, it didn’t seem all that bad of a concept. “Works for me. I’m eager to get the hell off Earth.”

      She looked down at her tablet. “You’ve volunteered. You’re not a convicted felon choosing an alternate to their punishment.”

      “You don’t recognize me?”

      I wasn’t vain, but I was famous. Sadly.

      She looked up at me, studied me. “Ah.”

      “That’s all you want to say? Ah? My family robbed thousands of people out of their retirement and savings. Destroyed lives. You don’t want to yell at me? Hate me?”

      She looked at me with eyes that held not pity but understanding.

      “From the news reports, you had no involvement in your family’s crimes.”

      I squirmed in the chair. “No. My parents and brother live in New York. I’ve been living in California since college. I’m surprised you don’t know that.”

      “I do, but I wanted to hear it from you.”

      “Then you want to hear the rest of it? That while I was in college and grad school, my family created a pyramid scheme and stole millions from unsuspecting people? That we hadn’t been rich enough from my father’s hedge fund, and they were greedy enough to steal more?”

      She shrugged. “To be honest, Miss Mason, I want to ensure you aren’t fleeing the planet to get away from a crime.”

      I stood then, not caring that my ass was hanging out of the back of the stupid gown.

      “I’m leaving the planet because I can’t get a job. No one will hire me. I’ve lost all my friends. I can’t walk down the street without people either jeering me, or a paparazzi camera shoved in my face. I’m never going to find a guy. My life is ruined all because of my family. I’m innocent, and no one cares. They’re out for blood, and I’m the only blood left that’s not behind bars. Do you have any idea what it’s like to not trust anyone?”

      She studied me for a moment. “Very good.”

      I sighed, a little because she’d gotten me riled up, and a little because I was relieved. She wasn’t going to deny me this new life just because of my miserable family.

      “Do you wish to claim the right of naming your world, Miss Mason? Or do you submit to the processing center’s placement protocols?”

      I thought of the three men and how my body still felt.

      “I accept Viken.”

      “Very good. Let’s begin the placement selection protocol. For the record, state your name.”

      “Whitney Mason.”

      “Are you currently, or have you ever, been married?”

      I laughed at that. “No.”

      “Have you produced biological offspring?”

      I frowned. “Biological offspring?”

      She glanced up at me. “Children. Have you given birth to any biological offspring?”

      “No.”

      “Are you legally responsible for any minors?”

      “No. Why do you ask me that?”

      The warden lifted her gaze and met mine, the look in her eyes said she was the one who asked the questions. “You’d be surprised, Miss Mason. Although I can’t fathom their reasoning, there are women who choose to leave their minor children behind on Earth. The Coalition races are very protective of their mates and children, whether biological or adopted. They do not approve of allowing any parent to abandon a child.”

      That I completely understood. “But what if a woman can’t have children at all? I mean, what if she’s got fertility issues? Does that mean she can’t volunteer?”

      The warden smiled at that question. “No. Of course not. There are many warriors who simply want a mate to share their life. Should a woman not wish to have children or be unable for whatever reason, there is a mate out there perfect for her. If the issue is a medical one, often the more advanced technology of the Coalition can resolve the problem.”

      “Okay, but what if it can’t? What if she just can’t have kids? Or if she had her tubes tied or something. It’s not like they can just grow new fallopian tubes. Or what if she doesn’t want them?”

      She sighed. Weren’t other women who came in to be tested as curious as me?

      “The Interstellar Brides Program is about finding love and happiness. For many—human and alien—that has nothing to do with children, Miss Mason. The system matches you to your perfect mate, Whitney. Not the other way around. The testing doesn’t find a female for a male, but a male for a female.”

      Warden Egara took a breath, then continued. “The match is a good one because the male who is chosen to be yours is the most highly compatible with your needs and desires. The focus is on making the female happy and content. The Coalition figured out, long ago, that females are the heart and soul of a strong community and, for many dominant warriors who long for someone to protect and care for, a contented life.”

      Well, that was a lot of information that I hadn’t counted on, but it did make me feel better. Not that I didn’t want children. Frankly, I hadn’t thought about it that much with all the insanity going on around my family, and politics, racism, climate change, and just the expense of raising a child these days. But maybe, if I met the right man—or alien—I would be inspired.

      “What about the rest of it?”

      “You mean if someone has had a tubal ligation? Will a ReGen pod fix that?”

      I didn’t know what a ReGen pod was, so I just nodded.

      “A tubal isn’t something that’s broken, Whitney. It doesn’t need to be fixed. Also, unless the surgery was recent, and the body not yet recovered, the ReGen pod would’ve considered the site inactive and already healed.”

      That, I guessed, was true.

      “And, before you ask, if you were missing an arm, it wouldn’t grow it back. ReGen pods can’t heal everything. And even things it can heal might not be achievable if delayed too long.”

      Now I was on a roll, so why not go for broke? I was nothing if not curious. One of my biggest weaknesses, my mother had often told me. I never could just mind my own damn business. “What about gay aliens? Alternate lifestyles? What about lesbians? Are there female fighters who want brides?”

      “Are you telling me that you are a lesbian, Miss Mason?”

      I shook my head. “No. But my cousin is. She’s single and just as miserable as I was trying to date these days.”

      Warden Egara lifted her brows, but there was a twinkle in her eye as if she were enjoying the strange turn of the conversation. I would imagine that saying the same thing over and over every day would get a bit boring. Protocol this and protocol that.

      “Yes, we have processed some lesbian brides. For now, the Brides testing is primarily female. However, there are several races which request gay males for matings. I just processed a gay match two days ago. It was my third.”

      “What?” Holy shit, I’d been kidding. Mostly.

      “What if the gay guy is a volunteer fighter, and he just meets another hot alien guy in a bar?”

      She actually laughed, and the happiness on her face transformed her from a severe-looking woman to, well, beautiful. And she wasn’t as old as I’d first thought, either. Probably not even thirty. “Well, they’d have to wait to settle down together until their two years of service was up, but yes, I’m sure that happens as well.” She waggled her eyebrows at me. “Except in space, the bars are normally called canteens.”

      Weird choice of word, but whatever. I had visions of uber-hot, gay aliens getting all up in each other’s business, and it wasn’t helping me cool off. I knew I was a bit of a kinky woman, so what the hell. Hot men were hot men. I didn’t mind watching…

      The warden cleared her throat and got back to the business at hand—sending me into space.

      “I’m going to stop your questioning there and get back to you. I am pleased to tell you that the system has made a successful match and you will be sent to a member planet. As a bride, you might never return to Earth, as all travel will be determined and controlled by your new planet’s laws and customs. You will surrender your citizenship of Earth and become an official citizen of your new world.”

      Tears came to my eyes. I hadn’t cried in months, not since I’d first learned about what my father and brother had done. I’d used my tears up. But now? Knowing I wasn’t coming back to Earth, that I had a fresh start somewhere else? Where I could be me and maybe learn to trust again, to find people who weren’t sociopaths who had zero empathy or morals.

      I blinked them away.

      “Works for me.”

      “There is no coming back, Miss Mason. Per Protocol 6.2.7a, we can’t force you to remain with someone incompatible, regardless of how accurate your test. You will have thirty days to decide if the primary candidate is acceptable. If you are not satisfied with your mate, you will be assigned another mate on that world and transferred. You will have thirty days to accept or reject each candidate until you settle down with a mate from your matched planet.”

      A return policy. “As long as I’m not coming back here, I’m totally fine with that.”

      She stood and held out her arm. “Good. Then if you’ll settle back into the testing chair once again.”

      I glanced at the dentist-chair lookalike. Was I going to get that orgasm I so desperately wanted? I did as she requested, and with a swipe of her finger across her tablet, the restraints were back in place.

      “For your safety,” she explained. Once I settled, she continued. “For the record, Miss Mason, you have been assigned to a mate per testing protocols and will be transported off-planet, never to return to Earth. Do you understand this and accept the match?”

      Why was she confirming this three times? Did other women freak out at this point? Did they not realize why they’d walked through the center’s doors? “Yes.”

      The chair tipped back then, and I looked up and saw the wall behind me open. The testing chair slid, as if on a track, right into the newly revealed space on the other side of the wall. The tiny room was small and glowing with a series of bright blue lights. The chair lurched to a stop, and a robotic arm with a large needle slid silently up to my neck.

      “Don’t be alarmed. It is the NPU that will allow you to process other languages.”

      I winced as the oversized needle pierced my skin, then all I felt was a slight tingling at the injection site. A sense of lethargy and contentment made my body go limp as I was lowered into a bath of warm blue liquid. I was so warm, so numb…

      “Just try to relax, Miss Mason.” Her finger swiped her tablet, and her voice drifted to me as if from far, far away. “Your processing will begin in three… two… one…”
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      Captain Alarr, Trixon Pleasure Resort, Planet Viken

      

      I watched the other two pace and crack their knuckles in anger just outside of Doctor Helion’s view. His face filled my comm screen, and his scowl was ever-present, even from thousands of light-years away. I’d contacted him the moment I’d received word of my match, and we’d been speaking in circles for the past few minutes. Doctor Helion was our commander on this mission and our only I.C. contact. He also had absolutely no sympathy and no respect for the sacred right of a male to protect his mate and family.

      None.

      Fuck.

      “Listen, Helion—” I began, trying to get it through his hard head that I wasn’t going to risk my mate, and she hadn’t even arrived yet. But she would. Soon. My perfect, matched mate would arrive at this remote location by transport today. I didn’t even know her name, yet I was ruthlessly protective. So were Oran and Teig, which was exactly why I’d chosen them to help me care for her.

      “Commander or Doctor, Captain Alarr,” Helion said, cutting me off.

      He was all business, and that usually worked well when we were on a mission, especially like the one the three of us were on now, on our home world of Viken. We’d arrived months ago and were embedded so deeply undercover that it took the arrival of my Interstellar Bride to help us remember that we were supposed to be the good guys.

      “Viken may be in another solar system, but you are still under my command,” Doctor Helion continued. “As are your companions, Oran and Teig.”

      He assumed they were listening. Of course, he did. And he wasn’t wrong. He rarely was.

      “You all belong to me. Sworn in and signed. A bride’s arrival is… untimely, but you have a mission to complete. I don’t care if the goddess herself shows up on Viken, you will do your jobs and report back to me when it’s done.”

      Gritting my teeth, I remained seated, staring down the Prillon warrior on the other side of the comm screen. I only had a few minutes to state my case, to make him understand. Word had arrived that I’d been matched through the testing program less than an hour ago. I’d had to track down Oran and Teig and get to our quarters to make this secret comms call.

      Maintaining the comm connection for much longer would risk revealing ourselves to the enemy, risk them potentially tracking this communication back to Intelligence Core Command, and learning we weren’t just part of the resort’s security force. And then we’d all be dead. Me. Oran. Teig.

      And my mate.

      Our mate. It would be impossible for me to carry out my role in our mission and protect the female alone, so I’d asked them to join me in the new Viken custom of a male from each Viken sector sharing a female, as done by the three kings.

      I was from Sector One. Oran, Sector Two. Teig, Sector Three.

      Neither Oran nor Teig had protested. In fact, they’d agreed instantly, as eager to get a hot, willing female to claim for their own as I. If either one of them had received word they’d been matched through the Bride Testing program instead of me, the roles would have been the same. We were all now mated, just awaiting our female’s arrival.

      “She’s an innocent, Doctor.” Commander simply refused to roll off my tongue in my current state of mind. “A volunteer from the Interstellar Brides Program on Earth. She’s mine. Truly mine. A Prillon like yourself should understand, I cannot allow her to be here, in danger, while we complete this mission.”

      “You must,” he countered, not caring about my arguments. At this moment, he might be Prillon, but he was speaking as a commander. “We have been tracking the illegal shipments of Coalition weapons for months, and we know their transfer is happening on Viken at the Trixon resort. If you blow your cover now, all that work will be lost, and thousands more will die. Do you know how hard it was to find three I.C. operatives from Viken, and from each of the three sectors to ensure you could infiltrate all social groups among the employees and staff? It was damn near impossible. I am not going to start over, and you three are not going to fuck this up over a female.” He sliced his hand through the air. “There are no others. Just you and Oran and Teig. We cannot send an Atlan to replace you and pass him off as a Viken from Sector One. Do not become idiots because your cocks are hard and eager for your bride.”

      He had a point. I glanced at Teig and Oran. We were perfect for this job because we were Viken. We were from the three sectors we were representing in our undercover work. We were qualified to be on the security detail for the high-end pleasure resort known worldwide as the most exclusive, expensive, and pleasurable destination. Viken mates from all over the planet came to Trixon for vacation. A hedonistic trip where every sexual need and fantasy were met, regardless of sector residence. There were instructors to assist in the sensual arts, whether it was Sector One’s need for public sex, or the deep trust and bond found in anal play, Sector Two’s desire for submission and bondage, and Sector Three’s talent for oral pleasure. Anything mates desired, whether it was a single male and female or the newer custom of three males, one from each sector, with one female, no need was unmet.

      And as part of the elite security detail, we ensured the guests’ visits were carefree and memorable. And safe. Above all, safe.

      Now we faced the possibility that we would endanger our own mate. I closed my eyes, unwilling to accept the truth just yet. Helion was right. Fuck him, but he was right. Telling our mate the truth would put her in more danger. Refusing her would put us all at risk. No simple security guard would refuse an Interstellar Bride. Fuck, the three kings had accepted their bride, and their daughter had united the planet for the first time in decades. Helion’s voice had me opening my eyes in resignation.

      “Weapons will continue to make their way into the wrong hands, Captain, and your mate, while important, is not as valuable as the lives of thousands of other innocents. You will complete your mission there at Trixon, or I will see you rot in the brig for the next twenty years for treason. Do you understand me?”

      “Fucking bastard,” Teig whispered the words loudly enough that Oran and I would hear, but Doctor Helion would not. I raised my hand in silent warning. Doctor Helion was already annoyed with me, I did not need to get myself arrested for treason. I would be unable to do anything to protect my new family from a prison cell. A new family I very much desired, despite the fact that I had yet to meet my mate. My cock stirred at the thought of her arrival. Soon.

      She was from Earth. She was mine. She would transport to me within the hour. That was all I needed to know. I knew nothing about her, but I was already feeling possessive and overly protective. Gods help her when I actually had her in my arms. I’d never let her go. Never let her out of our sight. One of us would be with her always. Keeping her safe.

      I looked up at each of my chosen fighters and held Teig’s gaze. His nod was fierce, no hint of his usual playful nature. This was life or death for our female, and we all had to understand and accept the risks.

      With Teig’s agreement, I turned to face Oran. His fair gaze narrowed, his need to control burning from his eyes and turning his light skin a darker shade in contrast to his golden hair. But he, too, knew the risks, and what it would mean if we walked away from either our mate—or our commander. He clenched his fists but nodded. We were in agreement.

      Our mate would arrive. We would keep her safe—and innocent of our mission—until it was over. We would protect her, finish our job, and get the fuck off this planet and back to work.

      “I understand, Doctor.”

      I cleared my throat and knew the fair skin that accompanied the fire-red hair on my head had heated with anger as we spoke. The doctor was not a stupid male. He would take one look at me and know I meant what I said. I was not a new recruit, fresh from the Coalition Academy. Neither were Oran or Teig. We were I.C. operatives recently assigned to the Battlegroup Zeus. From there, we were sent out on missions as ordered. None of those assignments had taken us to Viken, until now.

      I was an I.C. captain with over a decade of fighting experience in this war. This side trip to our home planet to track down some weapons smugglers was temporary. And while we would find the source of the weapons, I would also be mated for life. It was time to remind him of that.

      “While we are here at Trixon, you will ensure that my female and all three of her Viken mates have proper accommodations awaiting our return to Battleship Zeus. As soon as the mission is complete, we will transport back to our battlegroup. And, from now on, only two of us will be assigned to a mission at any one time. We will not leave our mate unprotected.”

      While I kept my gaze on Helion on screen, I saw Teig and Oran nod their heads in agreement.

      Helion waved his hand at me as if I were an idiot or a child. “Of course. As you said, I am Prillon. I understand the need to protect your mate, Captain. Perhaps my faith in you is misplaced if three I.C. assets are so poorly trained they cannot manage to protect one innocent female at a vacation resort.”

      Was he baiting me? “We will protect her at all costs.”

      “Of course, you will, which is why this discussion is over.” The doctor continued, and I held my tongue. “But there are three of you on Viken, and your covers place you as part of the elite security detail. However, your access to the more… sensual areas is limited. Perhaps you can keep your mate safe… and use her to accomplish the mission. A win-win.”

      I had an idea where this was going, and I didn’t like it.

      “You, Captain Alarr, are in the perfect place to welcome a new bride. The training huts of Viken are well known for their sensual arts, especially the vacation resort of Trixon.” He leaned closer and grinned at me the way only a Prillon could, his sharp features not quite able to make his mouth curve in a true smile. He looked like a snarling monster, but I was not about to tell him that.

      “Use her, gentlemen. I know all three of you are listening to me. This is your mission, and the arrival of a new mate is the perfect distraction, the break we need. Being elite security is one thing but being mates with a new bride will allow you access to every hut. Every meeting. Every club. I have no doubt the resort will allow you to partake of the offerings during your personal time. And if Commander Clive is behind this, as I suspect, he will not think twice of you gaining access to these new… areas.”

      Rarely had I wanted to punch a superior officer. This was one of those times. Commander Clive ran security at Trixon. We had absolutely zero proof that he was part of the smuggling operation, but Helion insisted. Said he’d met the man and didn’t like him.

      Instinct.

      Whatever. I preferred proof before I condemned a fellow fighter. Logic.

      And every logical bone in my body was screaming at me to take my mate and run. Unfortunately, that wasn’t an option.

      Helion was still talking. “Pleasure her as you go but use her presence to our advantage and find the ship, find the supplier and plant that tracking beacon on the delivery vessel before it leaves Viken air space.” He leaned back and smiled. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say he had manipulated the Interstellar Brides testing match just so he could use this scenario to his advantage.

      He made it sound so simple. Find the smugglers here, track them to a delivery of weapons and then place a tracking beacon on the delivery vessel so that when it returned to Coalition space, the I.C. could track it down and their suppliers within the Coalition Fleet.

      Simple. Easy. Right? We’d already spent months following the illegal weapons supply to Viken, to this very resort, but we still had no idea who was behind the shipments.

      But we did have a good idea of when the next delivery shuttle would arrive. All we had to do was pleasure our mate, keep her oblivious to our mission, track down the smugglers, sneak into the delivery area, place a tracking beacon on a Coalition shuttle without being detected, and then take our mate to Battleship Zeus to live happily ever after.

      “What a fucking mess.”

      Doctor Helion pretended not to hear my complaint. “Since you have already discovered where they are storing the weapons prior to delivery, you cannot afford to lose track of them now. They must be monitored at all times. After you discover who is running the smuggling operation, and you have placed the trackers inside those crates, and verified that the crates have been loaded onto the delivery vessel, only then may you go back to Battleship Zeus and return to your previous mission, hunting for the Hive stealth ships. I’m sure you will have no trouble ensuring that one of you is able to remain with your mate at all times. But until then, I need you on your home world. On Viken. At Trixon. Doing what you need to do to protect the other Coalition worlds. Keep track of those weapons. We’re too close to give up now. Mate, or no mate.”

      “I don’t like this.”

      “I don’t care. Do your job. Are we clear?” he snapped.

      I refused to bow to him again. He was my commander, but he was also being an asshole, and he knew it. Forcing us to use our mate, to pleasure her under the guise of infiltrating a weapons smuggling operation? The idea of using her like that made me want to punch something. Not someone. Him.

      Her pleasure should be pure, untainted by lies or Doctor Helion’s commands. But that was not to be. Not while we were on Viken. “We will transport with our female to Battleship Zeus when this is over, Doctor. Alarr out.” That was all the response he was going to get from me.

      Disconnecting the comm, I turned to judge the reactions of the two males who would share my mate and help me protect and pleasure her.

      Help me lie to her.

      Teig was dark of hair, the waves a ragged mess that fell just past his chin. He looked like a barbarian, broad-shouldered and heavily muscled, which was fitting as he was from Sector Three, the steel gray band on his arm indicating his allegiance to that sector, as well as advertising to any available females that he loved to feast on the wet heat between their thighs nearly as much as Oran loved to dominate and control his lover.

      Oran was from Sector Two and dressed from head to toe in their standard black. The color was a stark contrast to his pale blond hair, cut regulation short. But it was the steel will that had saved all of our lives more than once in the past that I would count on now. He would protect our mate fiercely.

      I could rely on both males and had many times in the past. This was not our first mission together, but the first time the I.C. had sent us all home to Viken. The homecoming was bittersweet, our time working at Trixon reinforcing to all of us that we had no mate. No female to protect or pleasure. Seeing the other males with their sated mates had made me long for things I had not dared dream of for years.

      Home. Family. Children. A reason to keep fighting. I needed that solace now more than ever. Ten years tracking the Hive had left scars so deep I knew they would never completely heal. And those emotional wounds had begun to ache of late, to wear me down. Never would I admit it to Teig or Oran, but I was breaking into pieces, and I needed our new mate to glue me back together somehow.

      She was a gift. One I wished to treasure, adore, pleasure. Protect. But Helion wanted us to use her. Lie to her. Give her pleasure as a ruse to assist us in our hunt.

      The idea made me burn with fury, and yet I knew I would obey his order. I knew that once I had my mate before me, I would not be able to resist making her come all over my cock. I imagined the cries of pleasure she would make as we brought her body to orgasm over and over again. Relentless, our Seed Power making her beg for more. Always more.

      I shifted my cock inside my dark uniform and glared at the now blank screen. “I can’t believe this.”

      “I am really beginning to hate that Prillon.” Oran paced in front of the door, back rigid, eyes darting in a continuous check of the perimeter and exits of our quarters.

      “He’s just doing his job,” Teig commented. “We do ours, and at the same time, we can give our mate so many orgasms she has no idea we’re here for any reason other than to take care of her. By the time we take her back to Battleship Zeus, she’ll never doubt our devotion. And we’ll keep her out of danger. Tell her this special bonding time was part of our plan. For her. A special, traditional Viken mating that we initiated just to ensure her happiness.” Teig was sprawled in a chair, one leg straight out in front of him and one hanging over the arm, foot swinging as if he hadn’t a care in the world.

      He was the trickster among us. Sweet-tongued with the ladies, but he’d slit an enemy’s throat before one realized his smile didn’t quite reach his dark eyes. He, too, would protect our mate well. And pleasure her with oral skills I did not possess. I was not bothered by the idea, for I would satisfy her in other ways.

      I ran my palms down the dark brown of my Sector One uniform and frowned. “I don’t like this. She’s our mate, not a pawn to be used in Helion’s game.”

      “We’re all pawns, Alarr. And we need to get those weapons out of circulation before there is another massacre.” Teig wasn’t wrong. Just a few months ago, dozens of innocents were slaughtered at an illegal trading station operating just outside of Coalition controlled space. But the weapons the aggressors had used? Ours. Coalition issue. And we’d spent the last few months tracking them to Viken. Once the I.C. had tracked them here, Doctor Helion had pulled us off Battleship Zeus and reassigned us to our home world.

      I understood the logic, but that didn’t mean I wanted to spend long weeks wandering around a sensual paradise alone. With no mate.

      But the time had been well spent. We had a lead on a weapons delivery that was supposed to take place in the next few days.

      Perhaps we could pleasure our mate… and distract her just enough to keep her innocent of all this.

      Viken had a special place in my heart. It was home. But my family was long gone, dead or forgotten. I hadn’t been home in a very long time, the few cousins I had remaining were living their own lives. It was time to get back to work protecting all of the Coalition worlds. Viken felt too small. I felt small when I was here.

      We had a brand-new battleship and a new battlegroup commander waiting for us. Commander Zeus had won the challenge on Prillon Prime easily, besting the others so quickly news of his ruthlessness had spread like wildfire through the Coalition. Battleship commanders were elite, even among the Prillon warriors. Their family names launched into dynasties that lasted hundreds of years.

      Add to the fact that Zeus was only half-Prillon, and his reputation had caught fire like an explosion through the entire Fleet. He was half-Prillon and half-human. From Earth.

      The small planet had only been a probationary member of the Coalition for a few years, but their influence had spread rapidly. First, the three kings had taken a human female for a mate, then Prime Nial himself and his second, Ander, had claimed a human female in the battle arena on Prillon Prime in front of the entire Coalition of planets, her screams of pleasure broadcast live to every battleship and every world. She’d been more than legendary since. Queen Jessica Deston, the intrepid, passionate female every unmated male in the Coalition dreamed of claiming. Of fucking. Of being worthy to be chosen by such a strong, fierce female.

      One look at Ander, her second, and even the Atlan Warlords dared say nothing of her beauty and fire. But in the canteens, between missions, there was much talk among warriors, fighters, and warlords about the small blue planet known as Earth, and their highly desirable females. Added to their legendary status was the fact that they had successfully mated with many races, Atlan, Prillon, Viken, Trion, Everian… even the contaminated of The Colony did not scare the fierce females.

      One, I’d heard, had killed a Nexus with her bare hands and tamed a Forsian monster for her own… a contaminated Forsian from Rogue 5. The fucker had fangs.

      Another infamous female was Vice Commander Niobe of the Coalition Academy. That female answered only to Prime Nial himself.

      And now, I had a human female for my own. A mate from Earth. A soft, curved, fearless human female to pleasure and protect.

      I would be the envy of every warrior on Battleship Zeus. As would Oran and Teig. She was ours, and we would not give her up.

      We had barely met Zeus before being sent here. But I’d spent enough time with him to know he was an outstanding Prillon warrior, a worthy commander, and every second we wasted tracking down the smugglers on Viken was another day the entire Coalition Fleet was vulnerable to attack. Oreg, Teig, and I had served under a different I.C. commander prior to this mission, a Prillon warrior named Ronan. But we’d heard the good news that Ronan had found his mate and become Commander Karter’s second in Sector 437. After surviving the destruction of Battleship Varsten, he had permanently transferred to the Karter to be with his new family. He’d left the three of us, Sector 438, and the new crew and commander of Battleship Zeus behind. Permanently.

      This left the new commander, Zeus, and his new battlegroup without an I.C. support team. That support was supposed to be the three of us. The Hive stealth ships were still out there. Yes, Commander Ronan had managed to destroy one of them moments before Battleship Karter would have been destroyed, but the I.C. feared there were several more.

      The Hive was nothing if not efficient. If they’d built one, they’d built a dozen. A hundred.

      Gods help us all. We had to get off this planet and back out into space. I already felt like a caged animal, stuck on the ground.

      And now this. A female. A mate. My heart beat faster, my cock stirred. A feeling of satisfaction swelled in my chest.

      Fuck.

      How was I going to protect her when I had to sneak around at all hours of the day and night? When I had to make hunting down a weapons dealer a higher priority than claiming her? I was the worst mate, undeserving of a female. Undeserving of any female, but especially a female from Earth.

      Oran crossed his arms, feet planted like he was preparing to take a hit. “We have no choice, Alarr. She’s coming. She’s ours. We will protect her. Pleasure her regardless of the orders from Helion.”

      “Are you reading my mind?” I asked.

      “No. We’re all thinking the same thing. This situation is not what we wanted.” He pulled an arrow from the quiver across his back. “But we will find out who is using Viken as a stopover for their stolen weapons. And we will claim our mate. There are three of us. We will keep her safe, catch the bastard selling illegal weapons, and get the fuck off this planet.”

      “The sooner, the better,” Teig agreed.

      Grinning now, I took in the males I had chosen to join me in welcoming our mate to the family. Good fighters. Skilled. Honorable.

      Family.

      I nodded in agreement. The plan wasn’t ideal, but we had no choice. Our mate’s transport was imminent. We were still undercover. We had a mate to protect and a mission to complete. There were three of us. We could do both. “Let’s go. She arrives within minutes.”

      Teig let out a whoop, and I couldn’t stop the grin on my face from transforming to a full smile in anticipation. What would she look like? Would she be bold or quiet? Wild or reserved? Curved and soft or lean and strong of body?

      Did I care?

      No. She was mine. My perfect match and I couldn’t wait to claim her.
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      Whitney, Trixon Resort Transport Room, Planet Viken

      

      The wrenching pain of transport faded, and I blinked, trying to gain my bearings. I wasn’t a triathlete. I didn’t run stairs for fun or wrench and twist my body through space to travel to other worlds.

      Until today.

      Pushing up with my arms, I lifted my torso off the ground to look around. Perhaps it was best that I was lying on a cold, hard platform of some kind. Soft, silken fabric wrapped around me, and I looked down to find myself covered to my ankles in a shimmering gown that looked like dark chocolate candy against my mocha-colored skin. I could feel I had no bra or panties beneath, but when I glanced up and locked gazes with the three males devouring me with their eyes, I doubted I would need them.

      Holy crap. They weren’t just any males. They were Viken and were as different as light and darkness. One stepped forward, his deep auburn hair pulled back and tied at the base of his neck. He looked like a Viking warrior of old, his fair skin, soft brown eyes, and red hair reminding me of the hot warriors I’d seen on a cable show I watched last year. But his uniform was pure outer space, Star Trek-style shit. Dark brown, a band of some kind around his arm and a space gun at his hip.

      Yes, a space gun. Toto, we’re not in Kansas anymore.

      He walked toward me and took a knee, holding out his hand. “I am Alarr, your mate.”

      His hand was steady. Mine was not. I shook like a leaf as I pushed off the floor and accepted his help to rise. His touch was warm. Strong. I imagined those long, thick fingers working me over, and I shivered. I’d been on the planet for ten seconds, and I was already thinking about sex.

      He smiled at me. “I am pleased to see you in the color of my sector. You are very beautiful, mate.”

      “Get our mate a cloak. Now.” I turned at the sharp command and saw a fierce-looking male with military short blond hair and eyes that saw right through me. His look made me shiver again, my nipples hardened, and my pussy clenched with remembered pleasure.

      It had not been him in the dream, but someone similar, a male whose voice demanded compliance. Dominance. And while I was on the other side of the universe, I’d woken up from my testing no more than thirty minutes earlier, the sounds and feelings from the it still flowing hot and wild in my blood. And that voice. Shit. He was hot.

      I met his gaze and shivered again. No. Cold. Like ice. Ice that burned.

      Warden Egara knew exactly what she was doing to us brides, didn’t she? Get us hot and bothered with the processing dream, then ship us off to hot, virile alien warriors with lust in their eyes and cocks as hard as rocks.

      Both Alarr and the blond male were not even trying to hide their interest. Nor the way their cocks bulged beneath their pants. And as much as the intensity from the blond male made my pussy clench, I was grateful to have Alarr’s hand in mine, his calm, staid assurance that things with the ice man wouldn’t go too far.

      I’d never been pushed out of my comfort zone when it came to sex. But I knew that was going to change, and the thought both thrilled and terrified me.

      What the hell had I done? Given up my life on Earth, walked away from my apartment on the coast, the beach, the sand. Walked away from a family who’d ruined everything. Taken a chance. Started over.

      Started over. Remember that. No rules. No history. Just me.

      And them. My mates. All three of them.

      Alarr led me to stand before the second male, his eyes were like blue ice, his focus on me, but it was Alarr who spoke. “Mate, this is Oran, your second mate. He, too, will protect you and see to your pleasure.”

      Oran took my hand and bent low, placed a kiss on the inside of my wrist, a kiss that sent a ripple of awareness up and down my spine. Heat, not cold, spread from the small place he touched. “Hello, mate.”

      He lifted his gaze, taking me in inch by inch. He lingered on my round hips, my full breasts where the fabric clung like a second skin. When his gaze reached my lips, I swayed toward him, unable to resist the invitation I saw in his eyes.

      Holy shit. These guys were fire. Pure fire. I was in big, big trouble. And that testing dream? It had been like a warm-up porn flick.

      He pulled me into his arms and placed a soft, tender kiss on the corner of my mouth. “I must go, mate. I have to report for patrol. Alarr and Teig will take care of you until I return.”

      Oddly disappointed that I wasn’t going to get all three of them now, like right fucking now, I turned my head slightly and kissed him on the lips. Softly. Quickly. “Can’t you call in sick?”

      Shameless. I was totally and completely out of my damn mind, and I didn’t care. I should have just nodded, taken a little time to adjust to… everything, but I ached. I was seriously horny for three hot aliens.

      I was bold, but I wasn’t usually so brazen about my sexuality, especially with someone I’d just met. I knew that the normally soft brown of my cheeks would have a red undertone with those words, but I didn’t care. I was tired of being afraid all the time, of not asking for what I wanted. That was the old me. The Earth me. Watching my family unravel, my father and brother go to jail, had made me hyper-aware of the passing of time. I only had one life. One. I was tired of being afraid to live it.

      And I wasn’t on Earth any longer. I could be the new me. Only me. Not Whitney Mason of the notorious Mason family. But Whitney, mate of Alarr. And two others.

      Oran stepped back and shook his head. “If you mean to request that I lie about having an illness to spend time with you?” His gaze shifted to meet Alarr’s, and the heat left his eyes, replaced with something I imagined his prey might see were he on a hunt. His gaze was empty, without mercy, and I didn’t want to be whatever he was patrolling for. But when his gaze rested on me, the heat returned along with something else. Tenderness. Surprise. Perhaps pleasure that I had made my desire for him known? “I cannot. I must go, but I vow, mate, that I will more than make up for your loss of pleasure later. Alarr and Teig will see to your every desire.”

      With that, he turned on his heel and walked away, leaving me struggling to breathe as Alarr’s hand came to rest on the small of my back. Heat burned through me as I processed the fact that the fine predatory fighter was mine. Alarr was mine. Oran was mine. Mine. Mine. Mine.

      But that was only two, and damn it to hell, now that I’d had that dream, I wanted three. All three. Dedicated to me. Touching me. Taking care of me. My family had been a mess my whole life. Liars. Con men. Thieves. Not to be trusted. I always—always—had to take care of myself. It would be so amazing and wonderful to be able to trust someone else. Three someones…

      Searching for my third mate, I turned at Alarr’s bidding and met the gaze of a dark god. His hair was longer than Oran’s and fell to just past his chin, the dark curls and black eyes intense but not with the ruthless control like Oran’s. This male’s gaze was all about pleasure. If I’d met him in a bar back home, I’d assume he was the player to slay all other players. Everything about him screamed sex. Pleasure. More sex. Sweaty sex. Bent over the barstool sex. On the pool table sex. In the shower sex. Up against the wall sex.

      His grin widened as he studied the rise and fall of my chest and the dark, pebbled nipples peeking at him from under the silken fabric.

      Someone brought him a dark, black cloak of some kind, and he took it without taking his gaze from me. This was the cloak Oran had ordered when I shivered. What he failed to realize was that I was not shivering from the temperature in the room.

      Alarr stepped away just enough for the dark-haired god to place the cloak around my shoulders. His touch lingered on my neck and I sighed at the gentleness. Standing between the two males, I had the first taste of what my future would be like caught between them, Alarr’s heat at my back, this male’s hands on my neck, his lips so close I could practically taste them.

      “You are Teig?” I asked. Oran said Alarr and Teig would take care of me while he was away. Hopefully, this sex-god was also mine. He was too busy staring to respond right away, his gaze locked on mine until I squirmed.

      “Yes, my lady. I am yours.” His fingers traced the line of my collarbones as Alarr stepped up and pressed his hips to my ass, his chest to my back. I was surrounded by hot, sexy male.

      “Okay.” Brilliant, but hey, it was the truth. Okay. Hell yes. Way more than okay.

      His smile made my heart melt a little. “What is your name?”

      What? Alarr’s hand was on my hip, fire traveling up my side to rattle my brain.

      Behind me, Alarr chuckled, the vibration of sound moving through my chest like a kitten’s purr. Pure bliss. “Our female is in need, Teig. Too overwhelmed by us to give her name.”

      Teig didn’t tear his gaze from mine. Held me locked in place as he lifted a fingertip to my full lips. “Your name, love? Tell me, and I’ll kiss you.”

      Like a pet being offered a reward, I told him, eager for his mouth on mine. “Whitney. My name is—”

      Teig’s lips crushed mine as Alarr’s hands wrapped around me to cup my full breasts. My ass rubbed against a long, hard cock as Alarr lowered his head to nibble on the side of my neck.

      Oh. My. God. I was hot and lost and wild and achy and… what was my name? There were two mouths on me. Four hands. Two cocks pressed against me.

      I was dying, trying to breathe, and this was only two of them. I tore my lips from Teig’s—God that male could kiss—and tried to regain my senses. I was not going to fuck two men in a transport room in front of whoever had brought me the cloak. They probably had cameras in here. Other workers. I wasn’t a prude, but still. “Not here. I don’t want to do this here.”

      Teig pulled back from the kiss as Alarr’s hands lowered from my breasts to rest on the curve of my hips once again. Not much of a reprieve, since his touch was still fire on my flesh, but I could think. A little.

      “She wishes to continue,” Teig murmured.

      Only a man could miss the point of my sentence. “Don’t you have a house or something?” I asked.

      Teig inclined his head at me like I was a queen. “Of course.” His gaze moved over my shoulder to Alarr. “You may have to convince your mate to indulge your need for a public claiming.”

      “Public? What?” The thought made my heart pound in equal parts horror at the idea… and excitement. I’d never considered three guys before, but the testing dream had proven to me that it would be hot, that it pushed some sex button I didn’t even know I had. But public sex?

      I wasn’t supposed to have sex in public. I wasn’t supposed to do a lot of things. But standing here with my mates, imagining Oran joining us? Being “bad” suddenly didn’t seem wrong. There was bad, like my family. Then there was naughty, like fucking three hot strangers. And in public? If these two could make me forget my name by just kissing me, I’d probably forget what planet I was on if they got me naked.

      My gran would roll over in her grave, but gran was dead. My bad father and brother were light-years away, rotting in jail. My mother was living with her sister and crying herself to sleep every night, making excuses for the men in our lives that I was unwilling to make. They were all dead to me. And I was alive. Very, very alive.

      “Come, mate. We will show you to our home here.”

      Alarr lifted me from behind, cradling me like a small child in his arms as we walked outside and through a strange village. With his arms around me, everything was in place. The strangest sense of contentment flowed through me. He was my match. He’d said as much. And the steady nature of his touch, the calm strength I felt from him made me feel bold. Safe. If these three males were mine, then Alarr was the glue holding us together. Already, he was my anchor.

      Perhaps he made the other two feel the same way? I didn’t know what kind of dynamic the three males had between them, but I would learn. I’d seen drunk men fight over women on Earth. Bar fights. Fights all the way back to elementary school.

      This was completely different. Both Alarr and Teig seemed content to be near me. To share the responsibility of caring for me. I had one brother, and he was almost ten years my senior. I’d grown up alone in a huge house, always longing for the chaos and excitement of a large family. I wanted children. Lots of children. Maybe half a dozen, but only if I had help. I wasn’t raising a son with no father. I’d seen too much of that. Too damn much.

      But three fathers? If the baby popped out with red hair like Alarr, would Teig be upset? And how did Viken DNA work with human? I had black hair. Dark eyes. My skin was like melted milk chocolate with a dash of cream. On Earth, if I had a red-head or blond man’s baby, that baby was going to look like me. But here? I had no idea, and they didn’t appear to care. They’d said nothing about my skin color, my hair. Nothing.

      They looked at me and accepted me. Touched me. Wanted me.

      They’d already told me I was beautiful.

      Good lord. No wonder I was putty in Alarr’s hands. I’d never been treated like... like nothing about me was unusual. Or suspect. Or less. I’d been labeled my whole life by one thing or another. Female. Black. Rich. Artsy. Rebellious. A flake when I quit prep school. A sell-out when I had white friends. A free spirit when I moved to California. My father had even called me a traitor when I’d refused to vote in the last election. Labels. Fucking labels.

      And now? Now I was no one. My body was practically floating with the heady freedom I found in that. Actually, feeling light-headed and overwhelmed, I clung to Alarr as he carried me along the path, Teig two steps ahead, clearing our way.

      I had no idea where I was other than on Viken, but this didn’t seem like a town. There were no stores or houses or roads. It was all manicured flower beds with exotic blooms I’d never seen before, gorgeous buildings with soft silks and sheer fabrics blowing in a light breeze. The pathways were lighted by glowing stones carved into the shapes of the actual flowers that scented the warm air. Everything was beautiful. Soft. Erotic.

      It felt like an exclusive honeymoon resort on a tropical island like Fiji or the Maldives.

      And wasn’t I on my honeymoon? Kind of? I was married now, matched. Mated to three Viken males from another world.

      I leaned into Alarr’s arms and relaxed. Warden Egara never mentioned the possibility of a match being an asshole. It wouldn’t be a match then, would it, since I didn’t want an asshole. What woman would? I had to trust in the match, in the testing and that Alarr was honorable where my father was not. That he was trustworthy, that he would keep me safe while I learned about my new planet.

      This was my home now, right? He was my home. Oran and Teig, too. And from everything I’d heard, these alien warriors never lied, never cheated. They were as honorable and noble as it was possible to be. Warden Egara wouldn’t have steered me wrong.

      I could trust my new mates. I smiled to myself, relaxing. Finally, I could trust someone. Fall in love. Give them everything. I’d already given up my world, my planet. Everything I knew. For Alarr and Teig and Oran. My mates.

      Breathing in Alarr’s masculine scent, I smiled, the first genuine, huge, from-the-depths-of-my-heart smile I’d had on my face in years. I was free.

      When he carried me over the threshold into a small bungalow suite decorated with more sheer, golden fabrics, glowing rocks, and a bed covered in ivory and big enough for four people, I sighed.

      Oh, yes. This was me now. The new me. No more Earth bullshit. No Wall Street, con men or politics. I didn’t fucking care who got elected president or what corporation went bankrupt. No more being judged by my cousins because I went to private school or grew up in a penthouse in Manhattan. No more Walter Mason’s daughter. No more paparazzi. No more lies. No more history. It was all gone now. All of it.

      And it was perfect.
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      Captain Teig, Trixon Pleasure Resort, Personal Quarters, Planet Viken

      

      Whitney.

      Whitney.

      The female before us was perfect. Exotic. Entrancing. I didn’t envy Oran, having to meet her and then leave. It was downright cruel. If his cock throbbed anything like mine, he was going to be miserable to work with. I pitied anyone who breached security protocols, for he would not go easy on them.

      But I didn’t think of Oran for long, not with our mate before us. Oran could have her. Later.

      Alarr set her on her feet, and I looked her over. Again. I wondered if I’d ever get enough of just staring at her. Taking in her height, taller than many Viken females. She was not lithe, with distinct curves and toned muscles. While Alarr had carried her with ease, she would not be mistaken for a child. Not with those plump breasts and round ass. My mouth watered at the sight of hard nipples poking against the soft fabric of her traditional Viken dress, and I wondered what she would taste like when I fucked her with my tongue.

      Her dark skin glowed in the soft room lighting as if warmed from within. Where Alarr was fair, I was dark, but Whitney was beautifully darker still. The four of us were all so different in appearance; Alarr with his long red hair, Oran with his short blond spikes, I with my black hair and midnight eyes, and Whitney… perfection in the gown, the deep woodsy color of Sector One matching her skin so well, the black cloak on her shoulders, making her a temptress.

      She was beautiful. Unique. Mine. No, ours. That was what she was. She’d barely arrived on the planet, and I knew it as truth. I’d barely touched her, Alarr at her back as I’d taken her lips. I’d never had such sweet bliss on my tongue. But now we had her—in private as she’d desired—to explore. To please.

      I wanted to drive my tongue into her pussy and suck her clit into my mouth. I clenched my teeth, need driving me as I allowed Alarr to set the pace. I was not feeling reasonable at the moment. Our mate was exotic. Beautiful. I wanted to taste her skin. Her kiss. Her pussy. I wanted to lick and suck every inch of her, then fuck her mouth with my hard cock. I wanted to stroke her soft throat as she swallowed me down.

      “Teig.” Alarr’s stern tone snapped me out of my daze, and I moved to remove the cloak from Whitney’s shoulders as I should have done the moment we were inside.

      “We are alone, mate,” Alarr said. “Shall we continue? Do you wish to learn pleasure at the hands of your two mates just as we desire to learn of you? Or are you tired? Do you seek rest?”

      He moved toward the bed and began to turn the covers down, but she grabbed his arm, stopped him.

      “Don’t you dare. You can’t think I could sleep now, all… achy and needy.”

      Holy ion pistols, she was bold as could be. My cock punched against my uniform pants.

      Alarr grinned. “Your pussy aches?”

      She bit her plump lip, nodded, suddenly looking shy. At the same time, she rubbed her thighs together, no doubt she was getting wetter by the second.

      “What do you know about the sectors of Viken?” I asked.

      She looked to me. Frowned. “You want to have a lesson about Viken? Now?”

      Oran would have liked to hear the sass in her voice, then bend her over the bed and spank it out of her.

      “Alarr is from Sector One. Alarr will want to show you off to everyone else at Trixon. He will proudly make you scream your pleasure as they watch,” I told her.

      She glanced at Alarr, eyes widening. I leaned in.

      “As they watch him fuck your ass.”

      She sucked in her breath as Alarr crossed his arms over his chest. Nodding.

      “Oran is from Sector Two. He will tie you to that bed and pleasure you until you beg. He will demand complete submission. He will control your body, deny you pleasure until you beg. He will read your response to him like a master and drive you to the edge of control and beyond. Should you disobey, he will spank you until your ass is reddened with his handprint, and your nipples are sensitive from being clamped.”

      “Oh,” she whispered.

      I dropped to my knees before her, took hold of the hem of her dress and slid it upwards, my palms caressing her legs from ankle to knee, then thigh to hip. I looked up at her, held her gaze, then dropped mine to her pussy.

      Pre-cum spurted from my cock as I took in the little thatch of dark curls at the apex of her thighs, like an arrow that pointed to her core. A center that was bare, slick, and glistening with her arousal.

      I inhaled, breathing in her scent, all spicy and sweet. My mouth watered to get a taste of her. To make her come from my tongue alone.

      I could feel a slight tremor in her body, the heat of her against my palms. “I am from Sector Three.” Leaning forward, I nuzzled my nose at her very center, lifted my chin, and licked up her slit in one long slide of my tongue.

      She gasped, her hands lifting to tangle in my hair.

      “A mate from my sector loves pussy. To smell it. Lick it. Finger it. Fuck it. But most of all, to eat it. Widen your stance, mate, and give me the taste I crave.”

      I grinned when I saw her eyes glaze over, felt her hands tug in an attempt to pull my head back into the apex of her thighs.

      I was correct, her flavor burst on my tongue. Wild, hot. Sweet.

      “What… what sector are we in?” she asked.

      “Ah, mate, it doesn’t matter,” Alarr explained, nuzzling her neck. “This is Trixon, a pleasure resort. A place where new mates can discover every carnal secret and desire. Nothing is unbidden. A female’s pleasure rules here. Whatever her need, it will be met.”

      “It can all be achieved here. In this bed, in the outdoor areas throughout the resort, in a pleasure hut.”

      I was done talking. I’d rather show her than explain. My hands slid around her thighs to cup her ass and hold her close.

      Licking along her slit again, I felt the little pearl of her clit against my tongue. Circled it.

      Her knees buckled, and I held her up. Lifting her, I pivoted and lowered her to the bed, pushing her thighs apart so I could lay on my stomach between them. I dove back in, learning every inch of her pussy. I sucked one labia into my mouth, tugged, then the other, parting her. I lifted my head enough to get a look at her. Dark folds with a pink center. My palms were slick with the arousal that coated her thighs. My chin was covered. She was so wet, ridiculously aroused. “Imagine, Alarr, if she’s like this now, what she will be like when she has the Seed Power upon her?”

      I glanced over my shoulder, watching as Alarr finished stripping bare. His cock was erect, pointed straight at our mate. He gripped the base, stroking from root to tip, pre-cum seeping from the slit and over his fingers.

      Whitney came up on her elbows, watching Alarr, transfixed. She looked sexily rumpled. One strap of her dress hung down her arm, the swell of her breast exposed, even a hint of her dark nipple peeking out. Those luscious peaks rose and fell with her ragged breathing. The long skirt was bunched up around her waist.

      He stepped close, put a knee on the bed. “Let’s find out.”

      “Not yet,” I told him. “She’ll come from my attentions alone.”

      “What?” she asked.

      “You’ll come for Teig, won’t you?” Alarr murmured.

      “If he does that thing with his tongue again, definitely.”

      A slow grin spread across my face. “That’s just a start,” I vowed, then went to work.

      “Oh my God,” she cried, her back arching as I stiffened my tongue, fucked her with it. Her inner walls fluttered around it, and my cock ached to feel that tight grip.

      I wanted to spend hours here, worshipping her pussy, but if Alarr felt half as desperate as I, then I couldn’t let him suffer. I moved my attention to her clit as I slipped a finger inside her. Fuck, the tight, wet heat of her!

      I knew the second I found that hard little spot that would set her off, for she practically flew off the bed. Alarr settled her, stroking her as he pushed her dress down, so she was bare except for the gauzy fabric bunched about her waist.

      I watched as he leaned down, took a taut peak into his mouth, suckled.

      It was time. I wanted to hear her scream as I pushed her over. I wanted to feel her pussy milking my finger as it would soon milk our cocks. I wanted her sweet honey to cover my face, so I could smell as well as taste her for the rest of the day.

      Her fingers tangled in my hair and tugged. Yanked, even as I pushed her over the brink and into her first Viken orgasm.

      A moan turned into a breathy gasp as her muscles went taut, a sheen of sweat blooming on her skin.

      When she began to settle, I kissed her clit, then lifted my head, slipped my finger from her, licked it.

      “Now, Alarr.”

      Reaching down, he gripped his cock, smeared a drop of pre-cum onto his thumb, then circled it over one taut nipple.

      We watched for her reaction, for the Seed Power to seep into her skin, to envelop her in a haze of pleasure she’d never imagined. With Viken females, our seed was a minor stimulant, a way to increase our mate’s pleasure.

      With females from Earth, the Seed Power reacted as a much more powerful influence on their system. We’d had to read about this newly discovered fact when we’d all been tested.

      A female from Earth would become addicted, her body craving the Seed Power like a drug. If denied, or gone too long without her mates, her body would be in pain. Aching. Miserable.

      But when used in pleasure?

      I grinned as she panted, moaning as Alarr rubbed more pre-cum on her opposite nipple. I joined him, collecting my own drop of seed and spreading her open to rub the drop of fluid onto her clit.

      “Oh!” she gasped, then came again, a scream coming from her. She might have had sex with Earth men, found pleasure from my tongue, but I knew she’d never felt anything like an orgasm wrung from the potent effects of her mates’ cum.

      Her skin glistened. Her dark eyes were dazed, then held tightly closed as her mouth opened, her full lips parting in the perfect shape to slide over my hard cock. As much as I loved claiming her pussy with my tongue, I craved her mouth sucking me deep, swallowing my seed, letting me fill her up and make her mine.

      She writhed and twisted. She begged. I would never tire of seeing her this way. Not if I lived forever.
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      Whitney

      

      “What was that?” I asked, my voice raspy from the scream that had torn through me.

      Holy fuck, it was an orgasm without any build-up, my pussy empty. It hit me like lightning. Fast. Hard. Without warning.

      That had never happened before.

      Teig moved from between my thighs to settle a hand beside my head and hover, his head beside Alarr’s. They were all I could see—along with their smug smiles and how my arousal coated Teig’s face. I should have been mortified by my obvious show of desire for complete strangers, but I didn’t give a shit.

      I’d just had an amazing orgasm from his ridiculous oral skills, and another one… somehow. I could still feel the aftershocks, the walls of my pussy randomly firing. That… zing.

      “That, mate, was Seed Power,” Alarr explained.

      My mind was slow-moving like I was walking through a thick fog. “Can you do that power thing again?”

      Alarr’s dark eyes twinkled with happiness. Yes, twinkled. He was very pleased with himself because he’d somehow made me come by covering my nipples with… with what? His cum?

      “Oh, yes. Right now, in fact,” he said, confident. “Is it too much for you?”

      I frowned. “What?”

      “The pleasure. Is it too intense?”

      Was that even possible? Too much pleasure? “No.”

      He nodded, then nudged Teig out of the way with a shoulder bump. “Let me know if it ever becomes too much. We don’t want to hurt you.”

      Hurt? From feeling too good? Impossible.

      Teig dropped to his side, propped himself up on his elbow as Alarr settled over me. Kissing me.

      This wasn’t a first date at the door warm-up kind of kiss. This was possession. While Teig’s mouth had been on my pussy and Alarr’s was on my lips, I could tell the difference between them. Teig was almost leisurely in his actions as if he had all day. Alarr took what he wanted because he’d been waiting. As if I was the sustenance he’d needed, and he was taking as much as he could.

      His body was hot, his skin soft, but the hard muscle beneath was an indication of his strength and power. And his cock… thick and long pressing into my thigh. I’d seen it and wondered how it would fit.

      I wrapped my arms around him, stroked his hair, his neck, felt the play of muscles in his back, the taut globes of his ass.

      “Please,” I whispered against his lips.

      He pushed up, settled a hand on my hip, and rolled me over onto my stomach, kissing along my shoulder, then brushing my hair out of the way to continue along my spine.

      His hand cupped my bottom, stroked it.

      “You’re gorgeous, mate.”

      I didn’t think so. My ass was definitely big. And cellulite? That stuff had moved in years ago, and no matter how I exercised, it wasn’t being evicted.

      I must have made a funny sound, which he took for denial.

      “If Oran were here, this ass would be heated by his palm.”

      I turned my head to look up at Alarr. “He’d spank me?”

      Alarr’s hand patted my bottom, then pulled one side away, opening me up. “And put a plug in here. For punishment.”

      I gasped when the tip of his finger touched that untried opening.

      “But I would do it for pleasure,” he added.

      I stiffened, my butt tensing. “For pleasure?”

      “Mine at seeing you stretched open, yours because it will feel so good.”

      I wasn’t sure about that, but the idea made my still short-circuiting pussy perk up with interest. Or rather, clamp down. Feel empty. Aching. Lonely.

      I moaned, and Alarr didn’t say more, just wrapped his arm about my waist, lifted me up onto my knees. “Ah, my favorite position. Teig, get that dress off of her. I want our mate bare as I fuck her.”

      “My pleasure,” Teig said, shifting so he could pull a knife from a sheath at his waist. “Don’t move, mate.” With a deft motion, he sliced the dress at my waist, rending the fabric so it fell to the bed. He pulled the fabric away, dropping it to the floor.
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      Alarr

      

      I stared, transfixed by this female who was mine. Ass up, head down, Whitney rested on her forearms, her breasts lush and heavy with her taut nipples brushing the bed.

      And her pussy… all pink and wet, swollen from Teig’s mouth. Her entrance winked at me… both of them.

      I would claim that ass, would sink every inch of my cock nice and deep. Not now, but soon. She’d have to be prepared, so lost in how we made her feel that it would be easy the first time.

      I cupped her core with my palm, felt the heat of her, then slid two fingers inside. They gained entrance easily. She was wet. Swollen. Hot to the touch. Her gorgeous dark skin a stark contrast to my pale hand. I watched my touch slide over her ass, in and out of her pussy, like a male hypnotized. Never had I imagined a female so perfect. So round and soft and responsive.

      She was mine. My perfect match. And as grateful as I was to Teig and Oran for protecting her, caring for her, claiming her, she was mine. I would be hers, her rock, her protector, her world. I would be the bedrock of our family. I would fuck her first, claim her greedy pussy, her pleasure.

      “You’re mine, Whitney. Mine.”

      Pushing her pussy wide, I worked my cock into her wet heat an inch at a time. In and out, I moved slowly as I watched her stretch open for me, watched my cock disappear.

      She clawed at the bedding, her soft whimper of pleasure driving me out of my mind. I was on the edge at once. I was beyond ready to come inside her, my balls aching to be emptied, my cock so hard it hurt. The only relief I’d find would be spilling deep inside her wet heat, filling her with my seed, listening to her scream.

      Only when I was balls deep, my thighs pressed into the back of hers, did I still. Fuck, she felt so good. Her inner walls clenching and squeezing to get used to me. Her fingers gripped and released the bedding as she rocked against me, fucking me. Taking me like she’d die if I didn’t move. Her need made my body tense, the instinct to respond, to give her what she demanded, riding me hard. I grit my teeth with a growl, holding back.

      “Good, mate?” It was so good I could come just like this.

      My pre-cum dripped from me, coated her insides, and I waited for it to take effect.

      Her body arched off the bed, and she rubbed her nipples back and forth across the bedding. Teig reached beneath her and cupped one breast in his hand. Playing her body as I fucked her slowly, rubbing my pre-cum all over the inner walls of her core. Her mouth fell open, her head dropped, and she moaned. Teig wasted no time and pulled her lips to his, claiming her mouth.

      A hot wave of her heated arousal coated my cock, my thighs. And that was just her reaction to a small amount of pre-cum.

      I began to move, gripping her hips to shift her as I wanted, I circled where we were joined with my thumb, coating her tight tissue in her juices. I brought that to her ass, to the hole I would claim as mine. I’d fill her with my cock later, breach that sweet ass during the formal claiming. Once this mission was over, I would have her know the pleasure found in anal play.

      Her body was pliant enough that it barely resisted my intrusion for a moment before I slipped my thumb inside.

      “Alarr!” she cried. Oh, yes, I could imagine the sound of my name on her lips as I worked my thick cock inside her tight ass…

      Teig grinned and lifted her shoulders onto his chest so he could kiss her and play with her body at the same time. I watched their tongues duel, knew when Teig pleased her for her pussy would spasm around my cock, clamping down on me like a fist.

      I was going to come. Caution be damned. Alternating in and out motions of my cock and thumb, I took her body hard, the way I needed to. Teig reached beneath her, and I knew the second he found her clit, for her inner walls moved in waves, her moans swallowed by Teig’s mouth.

      She came, beautifully lost in her pleasure as I felt it. I followed, filling her with my seed, marking her as mine.

      She didn’t stop coming for long minutes, her pleasure didn’t waver with the Seed Power soaking into her system. Her orgasm seemed never-ending. I pulled out, tipped her onto her side as she writhed and moaned, Teig holding her, keeping her grounded, stroking her back and ass, whispering how beautiful she was.

      Thank the gods I was not alone to care for her. I could barely think, barely see for the strength of the orgasm I’d just had. My balls were empty, for now. It was all in Whitney, slipping from her, coating her, seeping into her with the newfound connection shared between mates.

      Seed Power.

      I dropped to the bed, and Teig had to push me out of the way so he could settle her on her back and get between her thighs. With his hands on either side of her head, he watched her. Her eyes were closed, her mouth open, her breath ragged, as if she’d run a mile.

      “Do you want more, mate?” Teig whispered. He wouldn’t fuck her unless she wanted it. The Seed Power and several orgasms may be too much for her. Two cocks might be too much for her, at least this first time. Soon, she’d be satisfying the three of us at once.

      But we’d take it slow. Earth humans were not designed for the bonding chemicals in our bodies, and we didn’t want to break her.

      “It doesn’t stop,” she said. “Will it ever stop?”

      “Not with three mates,” Teig told her.

      Her laughter filled our hut, and I didn’t know her well enough to determine if the laughter was pleased or mortified.

      The sound turned to a moan as I stroked her shoulders, Teig gently running his hands up and down her stomach, her thighs. We were offering comfort, nothing more, not unless she…

      “More, please. I need more!” She gripped Teig’s uniform and yanked him down.

      He laughed, kissing her.

      He didn’t strip, didn’t waste time when our mate was so needy. He opened his pants, nudged her knees wide, and fucked her.

      “Yes!” she cried, her thighs going to his hips, holding him deep.

      “Oh, fuck, you’re perfect,” Teig said. He began to fuck her then, her cries of satisfaction spurring him on, making my cock hard again.

      I was pleased, not just with how incredible she was, how perfect the match, but that my life—our lives—were now irrevocably changed. This was our new norm. A mate to keep satisfied. To protect and cherish. To fuck until we were all mindless and sated. I had a home now. A real family. A mate to build our lives around. I had a reason to keep fighting, something real and precious to live for.

      Whitney.

      But as I watched Teig claim her, make her come again and then fill her with his seed, I realized the moment wasn’t perfect. Oran wasn’t here. He was off working the mission.

      Whitney’s cries went silent as Teig held himself still, buried deep, searching for the will and strength to pull his cock from the heaven of her body. I knew that battle, and the temptation to stay buried deep was strong.

      He lifted his head, and our gazes met. “She’s unconscious, Alarr. Did we go too far?” The concern in his voice was real, and I carefully studied our mate.

      She looked relaxed. Serene. Her breathing was steady, her soft skin glowing. The grin on her face made the ache in my chest ease. She was content. Sated. “She looks well-pleased. We will watch over her. Let her sleep.”

      Teig grunted and pulled his cock free to strip off his clothes and lie down on the bed behind her. “Gods, Alarr. Her taste is addictive. I want her again.” He ran his hand over her large breast, the curve of her waist, her round ass. She was soft and lush. Feminine. Perfect.

      “As do I, but she is human. You know what the matching protocol says. Our Seed Power will have a strong effect on her body. We must tend to her, take her often, but not give her too much at once.”

      “Not even if she begs?” Teig chuckled, settling down and pulling her back to his chest. He wrapped his arm around her waist, staking his claim on our female.

      His grin was contagious, and I realized he was as pleased with her as I. “We protect her, Teig. Even from herself.”

      “Gods be damned, Alarr, you are always spoiling my fun,” Teig complained, but I knew his words were in jest. He would never endanger our mate, nor would Oran.

      I joined them, moving close to our mate and pulling the soft sheet up to cover all three of us. She sighed and reached for me, settling one leg on mine and wrapping her arm around my waist.

      “She knows us already, even in sleep.” Teig sounded as if the fact were a miracle. Perhaps it was. Her actions made my heart ache in a way I’d never felt before as I laced my fingers with hers and placed her hand over the aching organ.

      “She is beautiful. Perfect. We must get her out of here as quickly as possible. We can’t protect her here.”

      “Agreed.” And for once, Teig had no sarcastic comment to add.

      I listened to her steady breathing as Teig, too, surrendered to sleep. Oran was out there now, searching for more information on the weapons we’d discovered a few short hours ago. We’d documented the find and uploaded the vid feed to I.C. command. Helion should be pleased we were making progress. But even though we knew where the weapons were being stored, we had no idea who had placed them there.

      We had the weapons but no suspect. Not yet. Which meant one of us had to be on surveillance every moment of every day until someone came to move them.

      As for Whitney, she’d rest and recover, and we’d watch over her. But we couldn’t take her as a trio, as her three mates at once, until the weapons smugglers were identified. Until we were done with the mission and back on Battleship Zeus.

      The thought made me more determined than ever to get this mission over and done. I’d lie, cheat, steal, and bribe my way to the truth. Anything. I’d do anything to protect my mate. Anything at all.

      When it came to Whitney, I had no honor, no race, no outside loyalty. Not anymore. Nothing mattered but protecting her.
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      Whitney

      

      I woke with strong arms wrapped around my waist and Teig’s firm heat along my back. Under my cheek, Alarr’s heart beat a slow, steady rhythm that was more soothing than any spa music back home. The sound made my limbs languid, and every sore and aching place in my body feel more alive than ever in the past.

      Skin on skin, we were all naked, the warmth from my mates, making the soft sheet covering me more for psychological comfort than necessity. I doubted a warm, sleepy kitten felt this good, and I smiled to myself as I took my time to stir, absorbing the moment. These were my mates now. This was how I would wake every morning for the rest of my life.

      This was my life.

      Opening my eyes, I blinked and discovered Oran sitting in a chair across the room, fully clothed, watching us with a possessive gleam in his eyes I was already coming to recognize. I’d seen it as Alarr and Teig looked at me. I’d only met Oran briefly, but his desire for me was obvious.

      “Good morning, Whitney.”

      His voice, that rumble… how could I want that voice whispering dirty things to me, too? How had I become so greedy to want—perhaps need—three mates? I’d been content to leave Earth for just one, but now… nothing less than Alarr, Teig, and Oran combined would do.

      “Good morning.” Moving to lift my head, I smiled at Alarr’s grumble of protest and the tightening of Teig’s arm around my waist. Oran rose, apparently not amused. Jealousy at their possessiveness? While we’d been fucking and sleeping without him, Oran been doing his job. And now, they didn’t want to give me up.

      “The queen is here to meet our female, and you two have been summoned by the three kings,” Oran snapped. His patience was obviously over. “Get moving.”

      What?

      “The queen? What queen?” I asked, trying to extract myself from Alarr and Teig. They grumbled but moved off the bed. I didn’t know which way to look, to the right and Alarr’s taut—naked—ass or to the left and Teig’s. They were just as glorious from the back as they were from the front.

      The ass views were great, but a queen? Maybe I was dreaming. He did not just say…

      “Queen Leah,” Oran said with a nod. “The three kings are with her.” He looked from Alarr, who tugged on some pants, to me. “She arrived an hour ago, Whitney. She’s from Earth, like you. Matched and mated, like you. As soon as she received word of your transport to Viken, she insisted on meeting you.”

      “All three kings are here?” Alarr asked, his tone of voice making me shiver with dread. Why I had no idea, but there seemed to be more to the conversation than I understood. Perhaps it would simply take time for me to learn the nuances of their communication. The only way Alarr, Teig, and I had really spent any time speaking since I’d gotten here was with our bodies.

      Hard cocks were great communicators for what the guys wanted. But this wasn’t about sex. Alarr was getting dressed, not staying naked. The NPU Warden Egara had injected before transport was great. I understood everything, but still, there were always non-verbal looks. Slang. Hidden meaning in everything that was said. It didn’t matter what language was being spoken, I wasn’t from Viken.

      “Yes.” He held Alarr’s gaze. “King Drogan and I will stay with our mates while the others have requested a meeting with you two.”

      Teig groaned. “Tell me the kings don’t know Helion.”

      I frowned, studying them. Was Hell on Viken called Helion instead? Were these kings mean and planned to send my mates there? If so, why?

      Alarr was now fully dressed. I knelt on the bed, the sheet covering me as I took in their conversation as best I could. I was sure I looked a mess, my hair a wild tangle from… yeah, the dried cum sticking to the inside of my thighs was a blatant reminder.

      “They do.” Oran walked toward me, leaned over, and ran his fingertips along my cheek and lips. “You are glowing, mate. I assume Alarr and Teig took care of you last night?”

      I blushed. Again. This one got under my skin in a big way. Did he have no manners? Making me look him in the eye and talk about having sex with other males?

      “Answer me, mate. Did you feel their Seed Power? I have heard it is powerful with just one mate, but with three, it will be remarkably intense.”

      “She passed out,” Alarr shared.

      Oh. My. God. I looked to Alarr, giving him a murderous glare, but he only grinned.

      “So, they pleasured you well.” Oran studied me. “Or did they leave you hungry for more? Did you beg for release?” His gaze held me captive as Alarr and Teig stilled, apparently waiting for my response. Did they doubt how much they’d pleased me?

      “I…” Shit. What was I supposed to say? “I don’t remember if I begged or not.”

      Oran stood to his full height, his head lifting as he burst into laughter. “Very good, then. When I make you beg later, I promise you will remember every moment.” When his laughter faded, Alarr leaned down and placed a kiss on top of my head, his touch soft as if we’d woken like this a thousand times before, and he was saying goodbye for the day.

      Oran looked at Teig, who was still naked, arms crossed over his chest. How did men have conversations with their cocks hanging out? And hard, because wow, Teig was definitely hard.

      “You always take the longest to get ready, pretty boy. Move.” Oran snapped his fingers. Man, he was bossy. God, the other two had been pretty dominant, but Oran? My pussy clenched with anticipation at what he planned to do with me when he made me beg.

      Oh shit. My nipples pebbled.

      “The kings are waiting. While they brought their mate here to meet Whitney, they plan to avail themselves of the resort’s amenities. They can’t do that until the queen has completed her task.”

      “Fuck, Oran. You’re serious.” Teig grumbled as he made his way to the bathing room, where I heard the sounds of water similar to the shower in my apartment. “The kings will not want to wait long.”

      Wait long for what? And was he taking a shower? I hadn’t even had time to investigate the plumbing around here. I hoped they had hot water and scented soaps. Oil for my hair. Shit. I had no idea what I’d be dealing with for personal grooming. I’d just wanted to get off Earth. I never really thought of whether they had a Target or a department store makeup counter. Did they even have makeup? Did women use product in their hair, on their faces? Did they moisturize? Deep oil treatment? Manicures? Did they have perfume? Oh, God, please say the females on Viken shaved. I groomed down there, and obviously, Teig and Alarr had seen it, Teig very closely. They hadn’t commented, but maybe because I was from Earth and they thought me different?

      I should have been paying attention yesterday, looking for other females, instead of snuggling into Alarr’s big, brawny muscles when he carried me here.

      “I don’t have any clothes.” The protest left my lips before I thought to stop it. “Teig cut my only dress off of me last night.”

      Oran flicked his gaze toward the bathroom but said nothing.

      I was not going to meet the queen of their planet in a rumpled, cut up dress! How many safety pins would it need to stay together? And then, of course, the queen would know what we’d done. A cut dress? God, it had been hot, but now, in the daylight and in front of the woman that ran the freaking planet? Embarrassing!

      And, I was not going outside of this house/building/structure… whatever it was called here, without a shower.

      Not happening.

      A woman had to have standards. I didn’t care if this Queen Leah was from Hollywood or a Kansas farm, I was not facing her smelling like hours of hot, sweaty sex, and Viken seed.

      Oran’s attention was back on me, his gaze more intense than lasers. “Don’t worry, mate. I took note of your curves and brought you something appropriate to wear.” He walked to the table and lifted a beautifully decorated dress, soft, gauzy fabric covered in lace and decorated with several of the sweetly scented flowers we’d passed yesterday.

      “You brought me something?” I sat, pulling the sheet up higher to cover my bare breasts. Oran was intense, and even though I’d had my mind blown by my other two mates last night, Oran had not touched me beyond the briefest of contact. Not yet. Being naked in front of him felt... like foreplay.

      “We will always see to your needs, Whitney.” He brought the dress over, laid it on the bed, then turned to kiss me on the lips, his touch so gentle it was barely there, then gone, like a whisper of heat in a cold breeze. “Now, instead of letting me tug that sheet down and taste every inch of you, get ready, and I will take you to meet the queen.”
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      Queen Leah was not what I was expecting. While she had red hair like Alarr, she was not what I imagined from a royal. All I could envision was Queen Elizabeth with her white helmet of hair and her handbag. Leah was not ninety years old. Not even forty. Hell, she looked so good I had to wonder if she was even thirty. Maybe it was all the Seed Power? Whatever, she looked damned good.

      And I wasn’t nervous or wowed by her. I didn’t feel like I needed to curtsey. Was it because she was from Earth? Maybe because even after just one day of relying on the NPU to translate everything for me, hearing her speak in my language—our language—was comforting? Maybe it was just because she was a woman, from home, and I was in freaking outer space?

      Whatever the reason, I liked her instantly.

      And, like me, she had three mates which definitely made us BFFs. Except her guys were twins—no—triplets. Identical triplets.

      Good lord. It was like a romance novel or a porno, where a well-endowed chick got three identical hotties to do all kinds of naughty stuff with her, spurting their cum all over her body and then she’d fake scream how it got her off. But in real life on Viken, she probably did get off. That Seed Power stuff was crazy.

      “How do you tell them apart?” I giggled. I couldn’t help it because I’d just thought of the queen’s mates in a porno. That wasn’t something I was going to share.

      I had three mates, one of whom was staring at me with his intense blue eyes from across the room, where the queen had banished both Oran and the king who’d stayed to watch over her. Drogan, she’d said.

      These alien males took protecting their women to a whole new level.

      But then, maybe I simply didn’t understand the dangers out here in space, on this new world. Or maybe, it was an alien thing. Instinctive.

      Whatever the reason, I liked the way Oran watched me. His gaze followed my every move, noticed everything I did—just like when I’d first transported, and he’d seen me shiver, ordering someone to bring me a cloak. I pulled that same black cloak around me now, the thin, cream-colored gown I wore beneath wafting around my ankles as fresh air from the windows blew into the room. Viken wasn’t cold, but the clothing wasn’t all that warm. The two dresses I’d donned were something I’d wear on Earth in July when the temperatures were scorching. The air here was slightly humid, a soft breeze consistently blowing, like the trade winds in Hawaii. I would acclimate because I loved the dress Oran had brought me, wanted to wear it.

      It fit well, my full breasts lifted and on display. The waist was fitted, almost like a corset, but the bottom was made up of layers and layers of the softest material I’d ever felt. Softer than silk. The cream color made my dark skin look luminescent. I felt beautiful. Truly beautiful.

      I wasn’t sure yet whether the lack of undergarments was a cultural norm, or if Oran just liked knowing I was bare beneath the gown. He’d brought me soaps and oil for my hair, waited patiently as I showered and readied myself in the bathroom. The bathing room, they called it.

      He’d been with me for just a few moments, but he noticed everything.

      Alarr made me feel safe. Secure. He felt like home. Not home as in New York City, but a place I’d always longed for. Teig made me feel playful, like I needed to let go and have some fun.

      But Oran and his ice-blue eyes? He made me feel like a siren. A dirty-minded, needy, sexual goddess who wasn’t wearing any panties. And he’d only kissed me.

      Queen Leah was talking, telling me about her daughter, and how she’d met the three kings. How each of them was from a different sector, just like my three mates, and that their mating had united the planet.

      Wow, that was a lot of pressure, their mating being the thing that brought peace to an entire world.

      She had to think of every Viken. All I could think about was what Oran would do to me later when this meeting was over.

      He watched me now like he needed to study every move I made. It was intense, and his attention made me hot. God, Oran was hot.

      “Whitney?”

      “Hmmm?” Oran’s head was turned as he spoke to King Drogan, and I studied his lips. Oran’s, not Drogan’s. They were firm. How would they feel on my—

      “Earth to Whitney.” Queen Leah laughed out loud as she waved her hand back and forth in front of my face, and I finally dragged my attention from Oran to focus on her.

      “God, I’m so sorry, Queen Leah. I’m a mess right now.”

      Leah’s smile was full of feminine understanding. “A mess? In lust, more like it.”

      I felt my cheeks heat, but I didn’t tell her she was wrong. Lying to the queen probably wasn’t good.

      “You can call me Leah. There are only a few Earth girls here, and we all stick together.”

      That was nice. First name basis with the queen of a planet. And she seemed really, really nice. “Thanks. It’ll be great to have friends from home.”

      She reached over and placed her hand on my knee. “Exactly. And don’t feel bad. You arrived last night, correct?”

      I nodded. “Yes.”

      Her eyes glazed over, and a small smile tugged at her lips. “Their Seed Power is something else, isn’t it? Totally blew my mind. I had no control. None.” She leaned in, whispered, “For weeks.”

      That got my attention. So, this burning, out of control, need to fuck would fade? “It goes away?”

      “Not completely, no. But it does get a bit less intense once your body gets used to it. When I arrived, they had no idea that human biology would be so sensitive to their... you know.” She blushed, her fair skin turning a cute shade of pink.

      “Oh, yeah. I know.” We smiled at each other in mutual understanding, and I swallowed past the relief that I wouldn’t be a crazed addict forever. Not that wanting my mates was bad, but I felt out of control at the moment. I hated being out of control. Hated that even when I wasn’t with them, all I could think about was getting Alarr and Teig to take me again. And I hadn’t even had Oran yet. Or his Seed Power. Like I needed to be more desperate for sex than I already felt.

      And I hadn’t had all three of them together. Yet.

      “So, Whitney, I’m guessing this was more than you expected. It’s so intense with three of them.” She must be a mind reader. She leaned back with a sigh, and her gaze wandered to her own mate. King Tor and King Lev were in another room meeting with Alarr and Teig on some kind of official guard business, which left King Drogan and Oran watching over us. “But then, you know that, don’t you?”

      “Being with all three of them at once?” I shook my head. “No. Not yet. I was with Alarr and Teig last night.” My gaze moved over Oran’s short blond hair, his thick shoulders. Oran. I wondered what he tasted like.

      “What?” I felt the queen’s shock, and I turned to look at her. “Where was your third mate?”

      “Oran?” My attention jumped between the queen and the mate we were discussing, and I felt the insane need to defend him. “He had to go on patrol.”

      “You mean, Oran went to work after you transported? They are claiming you in the new custom of three, right?”

      I nodded again.

      She leaned forward so the guys couldn’t hear. “But they didn’t take you together, all three of them, in a formal claiming?”

      “No. I didn’t know there was a formal claiming.” I knew my confusion was all over my face, and my raised voice brought forward two of the nearest guards who were supervising us in addition to King Drogan and Oran.

      Apparently, three kings for mates wasn’t enough of a protection detail. Leah also had additional security. Armed security. The weapons at their sides something I’d never seen before, their space guns much larger and more menacing than the small weapons I’d seen my mates wear. I narrowed my eyes at the nearest guard, who appeared to be drawing his weapon.

      “Put that away, please.” Queen Leah waved her hand at the guard, and he stepped back, but the scowl on his face was still firmly in place, and he was now watching me almost as intensely as Oran had been moments ago. He glanced to King Drogan, who nodded. Only then did the guy stand down.

      Wow.

      “Your guards are jumpy. And what’s with those guns? They look like they could take down an elephant.”

      She sighed and leaned back, straightening the folds of her own multi-colored skirt around her. The gown was an interesting collage of black, dark brown and steel gray. I had only been here one day, but I already knew the three colors represented the three sectors. That she wore all three together told me there was a lot more I needed to know about the politics on this planet. Not that the color combination didn’t work. It was artfully done. But not something I would want to wear. I liked the soft pool of cream covering me like frosting.

      Frosting for Oran to lick off me as soon as the queen and I were finished…

      Jeez. I needed to get a grip. The queen was talking, so I focused on her. Hard.

      “There have been multiple attacks on my life since my arrival on the planet. Many on Viken were not thrilled when my mates decided on peace. And when our daughter arrived?” Her frown was not sad, but fierce, like a mother bear protecting her cub. “They have tried to kill Allayna more than once. So, my mates petitioned Prime Nial to allow the guards at Viken United—that’s our capital—to carry Coalition Fleet issued weapons.”

      “I’m so sorry. Is your daughter all right?” The thought of militants or rebels trying to kill a baby girl made me want to call Oran over and thank him for watching over me so closely. So, maybe they weren’t overly protective after all. Maybe this place was a bit dangerous.

      The idea made my pussy clench as I imagined Oran fighting off a legion of bad guys and then lifting my dress, shoving my ass up against the wall and making me come all over his hard…

      Leah waved her hand once more. “She’s fine, little sprite. I think she actually loves all the extra attention. She has every guard on the island wrapped around her little finger, not to mention her three fathers. She so much as frowns, and they’re all stumbling over one another to please her.”

      I couldn’t help but smile at the image, thankful for the distraction.

      “She will rule Viken one day?”

      Nodding, Leah continued. “Yes. She is the one true heir destined to unite the planet once more. You see, she’s not from one sector. She’s the only one on the planet with DNA from all three sectors. Remember, my mates are identical triplets. Their DNA is the same.” Leah’s gaze turned dark again as she inspected the large weapon strapped to another guard near the door. “And those ion cannons aren’t designed to kill elephants, but they’ll take down a shuttle or a small military craft with one hit.”

      “Shit.” That was a lot of firepower to be carrying around in what amounted to a tea parlor.

      “Exactly. Which is why they are illegal outside of the Coalition War. It’s like in the US where assault weapons in the wrong hands can be used in bad ways.”

      She didn’t have to explain the mass shootings back on Earth to me. They’d only gotten worse since she left the planet.

      “My mates were very insistent, which is why they were given special permission from Prime Nial himself to use them to protect our daughter and me.”

      That was a sobering thought. Maybe I did need three mates to protect me. Maybe Viken wasn’t the peaceful utopia I’d dreamed of. Sure, this pleasure resort—as the guys had called it—looked safe enough, but outside?

      The queen cleared her throat. “Forget about all that and explain to me why your three mates have not claimed you together. That is highly unusual.” She leaned her head to the side, tilted at an odd angle as she whispered so low that only I would hear her once again. “Did you deny them, then? They can be a bit intense, so I would understand if you wanted to work your way up to three slowly.”

      That would have made me laugh out loud if I hadn’t suddenly been wondering why Oran had chosen to work last night. He was a guard, as were Alarr and Teig. Surely in a place of this size, there had to have been someone to cover his shift for him last night.

      “No, that wasn’t it.”

      “Hmmm.” Her raised brow and curious gaze moved to my mate and stayed there. “Interesting. I wondered why my mates gave in to my request to come here so easily.”

      “What do you mean?”

      Her gaze shifted from the king back to me, and she leaned forward, motioning with her finger for me to do the same so she could whisper. “They are always trying to protect me, but I have my own network of females all over the capital city.”

      “I don’t understand.”

      “There have been a lot of illegal weapons turning up in areas outside of Coalition control. They tracked the smugglers to Viken. With your mate working last night, and their meeting with the kings, I am beginning to think they have tracked the illegal weapons to this area. Maybe even this resort.”

      My blood cooled as the implications of that sank in. I looked to Oran whose intense eyes were focused on something the king was saying. He did not look amused or happy. He looked… like a special operations soldier in the middle of a mission. Shit. “You think my mates are trying to capture these arms dealers?”

      When I asked Leah that question, Oran turned to look at me at once, as if he’d been listening and was shocked at what he had overheard. Could he hear our conversation?

      Queen Leah leaned back, and I did the same, her body language a clear signal that we’d been too close for too long. She smiled at me and adjusted her skirt, even though it didn’t need it. “I don’t know, Whitney. But be careful. Whoever is doing it, they’re very smart and very dangerous. I overheard Lev talking with my other mates earlier. They seem to believe the bad guys are on the inside. Maybe even part of the security team at this resort.”

      “An inside job?”

      She nodded. “Maybe even the commander, but they aren’t sure yet. Some guy named Clive.”

      Shit. “Okay. I’ll be careful.” I forced a smile on my face, more than ready to move on to a new topic that didn’t include my mates not claiming me the way they should have or the idea of arms dealers running around my new paradise. All of it made me uneasy, and the fact that Oran had chosen work over this formal claiming made me wonder if I were lacking somehow. I wouldn’t have thought so after what Alarr, Teig and I did the night before. But after years of feeling less than perfect, and now having talked with the queen?

      Did Oran really want me? Or was he using work as an excuse?

      No. Not going there.

      I cleared my throat. “So, how old is Allayna?”

      Leah’s eyes lit up, and she pulled a small tablet from a delicate satchel on the floor. “I have pictures. I don’t want to be one of those bragging moms, but she’s so darn cute.”

      Of course, she was.

      Success. Leah forgot all about my mates’ seemingly unusual sexual behavior and focused the rest of our visit on telling me about her family, about the history of Viken, and of the wild adventure she’d had being claimed by all three of her mates within minutes of her arrival.

      She’d been blindfolded so she wouldn’t know which one of them touched her.

      The idea sounded all kinds of kinky and fun to me.

      With all three of my mates. Not two. Not one. Three.

      Maybe the three of them weren’t as set on being a family as I’d assumed. Maybe they weren’t into getting naked and getting it on with me all together? I hadn’t asked, just taken them at their word in the transport room. What did I know about Viken claiming? And after that? Well, there hadn’t been much talking going on.

      But the dream I’d had in the testing matched what the queen said.

      Something wasn’t right. I’d fix that today, starting with Oran.

      As if on cue, King Drogan and Oran came over. We spent a few minutes exchanging pleasantries before the king looked at his queen with a growl. The kind Teig made when he’d pushed my thighs apart and licked my pussy for the first time.

      “Enough, mate,” King Drogan said. “It is time to take you to a few of the huts and make use of this brief reprieve. Tor and Lev await our arrival. They have plans.”

      If I’d thought the queen had blushed before, she looked, well, overheated now. And eager. She smiled at me in apology. “We are friends now, Whitney. You are welcome to come to Viken United anytime. Okay?”

      “Thank you.” It felt good to have a friend, and I could tell by her tone that she meant it.

      The king looked at me. “You will be welcomed with open arms, Whitney. Should you have need, we will answer. I will alert the palace guards and put protocols in place for your protection. One comm call, and you will have immediate assistance and direct transport approval.”

      “We can protect our mate, King Drogan,” Oran said, his voice icy. He’d been insulted.

      King Drogan looked at Oran, dipped his head in respect. “Of course. Do you then refuse my assistance should there be a need?”

      The king had trapped my mate. I found it amusing, for denying the king meant denying my safety. “No, my king. I meant no disrespect.”

      The king, obviously annoyed, turned his gaze to me. “You are Leah’s friend. Your presence on Viken has made her very happy. If she is happy, we are happy.”

      I assumed he meant all three of her mates.

      “You are welcome at the palace at any time, Whitney,” Leah added. “You don’t need to call first.”

      “Thank you,” I murmured.

      King Drogan nodded and turned to my new friend, who winked at me when the king growled again. “Now, female, or I’ll allow Lev to bind you in place until you beg us to stop making you come.”

      Oh, the look on her face. There wasn’t an ounce of guilt or repentance there. “With leather, my king? Or silk?”

      Laughing now, he scooped her into his arms and carried her from the room, the guards, and their huge and scary ion cannons going with them. They didn’t even blink at the blatant display of affection.

      “And now, mate, it is my turn to pleasure you.”

      Oran whispered the words against my ear, and my nipples pebbled beneath my gown. I knew exactly how Leah felt, as I’d been agonizingly aware of Oran’s presence at my side for the last few minutes. But the doubts lingered as I watched King Drogan carry my new friend away, the sound of a swat to the ass accompanied by a gasp from Leah.

      The king would not be pleasuring his queen alone. The other two kings were waiting for them, and she’d have a red handprint on her bottom when they stripped her bare.

      Kings.

      If they could take time off from ruling an entire planet to accompany their mate to another continent and meet a new human bride the day after her arrival, and stay at the resort for a vacation—meaning lots of three on one sex—surely my mates could manage to get one night off together. Right?

      Oran waited, and the look in his eyes was not disinterested.

      Perhaps simple guards needed to ask for time off in advance. Maybe that was all there was to this, and I had no reason to doubt. Maybe kings had certain privileges the rest of the fighters on this world didn’t get. I swallowed my doubts and took Oran’s hand as he led me to my next adventure.

      I would have all three of them together. I just had to be patient and trust my new mates. They would take care of me. They wanted me. Their cocks didn’t lie. But their words, their actions, they had no reason to lie. Right?
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      Whitney

      

      Oran escorted me down a series of twisting paths lined with flowerbeds, their sweet scent much stronger now than they had been last night. We took breakfast beneath a canopy of sheer peach and soft yellow streams of fabric lifting and falling in the quiet breeze like dancing butterflies. The structure overlooked a small pond where blue swan-looking birds floated like mystical creatures from another world.

      It was romantic. And magical. I felt like a princess with a gallant knight courting me in a fairy tale. The experience was surreal, and as far from last night’s hardcore, erotic fucking as I could possibly get.

      The peaceful setting and Oran’s attention soothed something inside me that I hadn’t realized was agitated. New world. New mates. My body out of control. I’d been on a rollercoaster with no chance to get off.

      Teig and Alarr had reported to work, at least that’s what Oran told me. Alarr would join us in a couple of hours. Teig would not appear until tomorrow morning. With my mates all accounted for, I didn’t have to worry where they were or who they were with. And right now, with Oran, I felt like I could breathe. His presence was powerful and protective. I didn’t have to worry about anything, think about anything. If my glass was empty, he signaled the staff to fill it with more of the sweet-tasting water. If I looked around for something to spread on my bread, he took my hand and asked what I wanted, then got it for me.

      The attention should have felt smothering, at least that’s what my bad-ass, I-can-take-care-of-myself mind told me. But the fact of the matter was, I loved it. Loved how he tended to me, how he cared. The way he noticed everything and the way everything I did or said mattered to him.

      He was intoxicating. The intensity of his attention was addictive. This was how I’d felt in bed last night with Teig and Alarr. But that had been about sex, about them mastering my body. Pleasure. This?

      This was about me. What I liked. What I thought. What I wanted. Oran had placed an odd oval disk on the table when we sat down. When I asked what it was, he informed me that it would record our conversation for Alarr and Teig so that they might know me as well. Even though they had to work, they didn’t want to miss a single moment of time with me and would watch the recording later.

      Oran then proceeded to ask me hundreds of questions. About home. About my life. My family. School. Earth. He wanted to know everything, and I answered honestly. I had no reason to hold back the truth. That kind of bullshit was for another life. My old life.

      Within minutes I forgot the recorder was there and lost myself in the rapt attention of a god with ice-blue eyes and the focus of a patient and skilled predator. The more he focused on me the more tension began to build in my body. An ache grew inside me, and I began to squirm. My pussy throbbed. My nipples hardened. As we talked, the… issue grew until I couldn’t take it anymore.

      I wanted to run… and I wanted him to catch me. I wanted him to kiss me. To touch me. To thrust into me… oh God.

      He grinned, his hand holding mine, his thumb over the pulse now racing in my wrist. “The Seed Power is making demands, Whitney.”

      “Yes.” Why lie? I wanted to throw him down on this table and ride him like a cowgirl from Texas. Better yet, he could throw me down and…

      He stood. “Come with me. I will take care of you now.”

      “I thought you have been taking care of me,” I said. He’d been taking care of me for the last two hours, at least. Counting my time with the queen, maybe three.

      “I’ve been selfish, mate. Learning about you.” He pocketed the recording device and held out his hand, which I accepted. The touch made me gasp. He pulled me to his side, my arm in his as he led me back the way we had come, away from the pond and the blue birds and paradise. I felt his heat through our clothing, wanted to run my hands over him, to stop him, and climb him like a monkey.

      “That’s far from selfish. But this Seed Power… it’s making me selfish.”

      He lifted our entwined hands to his mouth and placed a kiss on my skin, the soft contact made me shiver and my nipples ache. I even moaned. My body was burning up, and it was getting worse by the minute. I needed sex. Hard, wild, sweaty sex.

      “Learning about you satisfied my needs, not yours. Your body requires tending, mate. The Seed Power will not relinquish its hold, and I am selfish to deny you pleasure just so I can speak with you. We three will have years to learn you. But right now, talking is not what you need.”

      Well. I wasn’t sure about that. I liked the talking. But he was right about one thing, my body was ready for more. A lot more, and if I didn’t get it soon, I thought I might go insane with lust.

      Minutes later, he held open the door of a small hut-shaped building, and I stepped inside. The room was shadowed, slivers of natural light coming in through a few slatted windows. For the most part, the room’s lighting came from lanterns that looked as if they contained candles. The scents of exotic oils, similar to almond oil, made me wonder for a moment if we were in a spa about to get a massage or something.

      Then I heard the soft cries of pleasure coming from behind a curtain. The voice was female, and she was obviously enjoying herself.

      She moaned again, and I heard the soft rumble of several male voices.

      A throaty cry followed. Whoever she was, she was enjoying herself.

      I craved to sound like that.

      “This way, mate.” Oran led me to the opposite side of the structure to a screened-off area I hadn’t seen upon entering. Rows of woven tree limbs made up the walls, like a hut on a tropical island. A curtain similar to the one behind which I’d heard another woman’s cries hung along a bar in one corner, waiting to be pulled closed.

      If Oran made me cry out, everyone in the hut would hear me. And as he removed his uniform top, exposing a wide expanse of sculpted muscle and hot male, I knew that was exactly what he was going to do.

      I wanted. I wanted him to make me scream so everyone at the resort knew how much he was satisfying me.

      But now. Now.

      He undressed slowly, and I wanted to tug and rip the clothes from him. As he removed each piece of his uniform, his demeanor changed, as if he were transforming into someone else.

      He stopped, standing before me in nothing but black pants. His chest, arms, and feet were bare. When he pulled the curtain closed and turned to face me, I stopped breathing. The eyes staring at me were not cold, exactly, but they were not warm either. He was in control now, and every line of his body, the hard gleam in his gaze, demanded I surrender to his command.

      Yes, please.

      “Oran,” I begged.

      Yes, I begged because he was just so handsome, so virile. I needed.

      “Hold still, Whitney, and do not move until you are given permission.”

      I didn’t answer, and apparently, he didn’t expect me to because he stepped close and tugged at a ribbon that ran across one shoulder of my dress. His lips lingered on my skin as he stood behind me. The shoulder piece of the gown fell away to reveal one breast, and before I could gasp, his hand covered my skin, cupping my body as if he’d held me a hundred times before. With ownership. Possession.

      Without a word, he moved to my opposite shoulder and repeated the process, this time kissing my neck and leaving my bare breast exposed to the air. His fingers pulled at the nipple as his kiss moved down my spine toward the center of my back. I shivered at the caress, the heat. His fingers moved over my back and shoulder as if he were exploring a master sculpture before tugging at one final ribbon that I’d admired in the mirror earlier, a large silken crisscross of shimmering material that weaved between my shoulder blades.

      The dress was feminine and beautiful, and I’d adored it as I’d slid the soft material over my sensitive skin. Just the dress. There didn’t seem to be a large supply of panties on the planet. I hadn’t noticed any of the other females wearing a bra either, so I hadn’t worried about it too much.

      I had no idea the gift was a trap, that the gown would be used to seduce me later. Just three ribbons, a handful of kisses, and the smooth fabric slid from my body like liquid silk to pool at my feet. I was naked, my back pressed to Oran’s bare chest as his free hand slid down my thigh, up over my ass to settle at my waist. His touch didn’t linger but repeated the path as if he couldn’t stop moving. Couldn’t resist touching me.

      I shifted, trying to get him to touch me more, everywhere. Specifically, my pussy and more specifically on my clit, for if he touched me there, I’d come. But I felt that that wouldn’t be enough. I needed his cock, needed his cum. God, that Seed Power was like the most addictive drug.

      I craved.

      I liked the idea that he found my round ass and soft thighs irresistible. Maybe I was fooling myself since he’d worked last night instead of spending it with me, but I was going with option B. Irresistible. Totally. That was me.

      “You planned that.” The soft words were an accusation and a plea in one.

      He walked around me twice, three times, looking his fill. His grin was pure masculine satisfaction. “Of course.”

      And here I’d been walking around in this dress, the dress he’d given me, and not realized I was three quick moves away from naked.

      “That is not all I planned.”

      Another shiver.

      “No?” I teased him. I couldn’t help myself. This was fun, my pussy ached, and I couldn’t wait to see what he would do next.

      “No.” He held out his hands, palms up. “Will you gift me with your trust, Whitney? If you do, I promise you will experience extreme pleasure.”

      I was going to pass out, my heart racing so fast. “Yes.”

      “If, at any time, you wish me to stop what I am doing, if you feel overwhelmed or need me to slow down, simply say the word and I will halt at once.”

      “What word?” So, this was like a safe word thing. I’d heard of that. And it did make me feel better. I remembered what Teig had said, that Oran was from Sector Two and that he would tie me to a bed and pleasure me until I begged. That he’d spank me and clamp my nipples. Perhaps I needed a safe word.

      “You tell me, mate. What word would you never, ever scream in passion?”

      That made me grin as I tried to think of something not sexy while standing naked in front of a bare-chested, smoking hot alien with a hard-on so big it almost tented his uniform pants. Think Whitney. Think.

      “Coconut.”

      “What?” He looked confused, even as he moved forward, backing me toward the odd table I’d seen when we came in. Like a massage table, but taller. And fluffier. And it looked like it had movable parts.

      “Coconut,” I repeated. “It’s a fruit. Well, I think it’s a fruit. Or is it a nut? Whatever. It’s on Earth. I hate it. Hate the smell. Hate the texture. The taste. My father and brother loved all things coconut, from frosting to piña coladas. Yuck.” I didn’t care for it. Candy. Cooking oil. Lotion and shampoo. Just drown me in vomit already if I had to smear that shit on my skin.

      Since he’d never heard of it, it was another thing I was content to leave light-years away on Earth.

      “Coconut then.” He still held out his hands as the back of my ass hit the table, and I came to an abrupt halt. “I am going to pleasure you now, Whitney. I am from Sector Two, and taking control of my mate’s pleasure is one of our greatest skills.”

      Oh shit. Teig hadn’t been joking. “Okay.”

      He tilted his head. “Yes?”

      I took a deep breath and placed my hands in his. I really wished Alarr was here. Why that thought popped into my mind, I had no idea, but something about that man—alien—just made me feel like everything was safe. Oran wouldn’t hurt me, I knew, but I was off-balance. He was going to push me. But Alarr wasn’t here, just Oran. And his massive bare chest. His dark pants and bulging cock. An intense ice-like control staring at me through his eyes. “Yes.”

      Coconut. Coconut. Coconut. I chanted the word in my mind so I wouldn’t forget as he wrapped his hands around my waist and lifted me to sit on the edge of the table as if I weighed no more than a feather. Which was a joke. I had a nice big ass and nice big breasts, and I made no apologies for either.

      “You’re mine, now, mate.” He reached beneath the table and pulled a blindfold from somewhere. Held it up so it dangled between us. “May I?”

      Queen Leah’s story of being taken by her three mates while blindfolded popped into my head, and I nodded in agreement before he’d finished asking the question. Hell, yeah.

      The world disappeared until all I felt was the soft table beneath me, the movement of his fingers as he tied the cloth at the back of my head.

      The table’s surface felt like smooth linen over goose down beneath my ass. Oran’s masculine scent filled my head with lust, and I knew the Seed Power was rising up inside me like a hungry shark, starved for more.

      He finished securing the blindfold and gently lowered me onto the table so that I lay on my back, his palms slid up my arms to my wrists, lifting them up over my head. I gasped as something warm and very solid wrapped around my wrists, securing me in place. I was bound like some kind of pagan offering to the gods.

      Except the only god here was him.

      From the far side of the hut, I heard the other female sob, actually sob, begging for release. The sound moved over my skin like an electric current, and I knew my nipples pebbled into hard, dark peaks even as my pussy clenched. Next to me, Oran whispered in my ear.

      “Do you like what you hear, mate?”

      “What is this place?” I asked, squirming.

      “A pleasure hut. Besides the private quarters, there are also various huts with specialized aspects of sensual desires. This one, specifically, is for restraining a mate,” he hummed. “It pleases me to see you like this. Bound and at my mercy.”

      “I thought Alarr liked public displays,” I said, licking my lips.

      “No one can see you and how lovely you look. But hearing you? I suspect many guests heard you last night with Alarr and Teig even though you were in private quarters.”

      I didn’t know for sure if that were true, but I did scream, and more than once.

      The woman cried out again.

      “Soon, you too will be begging,” he vowed.

      With that his mouth closed around my nipple, sucking me hard and deep as one hand settled gently over my exposed throat. There was no pressure, no squeezing, or threat. But the knowledge was there that I was completely at his mercy, under his control. His to do with as he wished and that felt dangerous and very, very exciting.

      He moved to lavish attention on my opposite breast as his hand moved lower, spreading my pussy lips wide, circling my clit, but not fucking me with his fingers.

      When had I ever thought I liked foreplay? This was torture.

      “God, do it. Please.” Yup, I begged.

      “Do what, mate?”

      I squirmed as best I could, getting frustrated with his blatant torture. I craved the Seed Power thing, and he was denying me, making me beg. Well, if he wanted me to tell him what I wanted, I was going to tell him. Shy me was dead, left on a little blue planet far, far away.

      “Fuck me. Stick your fingers inside me. Anything.” I whispered words I’d never have dared say to a man on Earth, because this wasn’t Earth, and I wasn’t Whitney Mason, daughter of a Wall Street broker. I was Whitney, mate to three Viken males. Female sex goddess extraordinaire in a special hut on a resort dedicated to pleasure. To sex. Lots and lots of sex.

      How had I gotten so lucky that my mates worked here? We could stay here forever. Live here. Visit these pleasure houses any time we felt like it. But he had to do something, or I just might die.

      “Anything.” He suckled harder, his hand dipping lower, moving past my pussy to the tight entrance of my…

      “Ahh!” I squirmed as he moved back up and dipped his finger inside my pussy just enough to get the thick digit wet, then moved it again to slip the tip inside my ass.

      I felt his breath fan my skin. “Alarr is not with us now, but he needs to take you here.” The tip of his finger moved in and out of my ass slowly. “Plunge his cock deep as I fill your pussy with my cock, and Teig fills your mouth.” As he spoke, he pushed his thumb inside my wet core and pulled, stretching my aching pussy toward my ass, pulling me open.

      My pelvic muscles clamped down on his finger, and my pussy closed around… nothing. He was gone, but he’d stopped talking, his lips moving over my breasts like he’d been starved for the taste of me. Sucking. Licking. Exploring.

      He worked his way down my side, lingering at the dip of my hip and thigh, moving slowly from the top of my thigh to the inside, pulling my leg wide as he moved down my body.

      Until something warm and thick clamped around my ankle.

      Holy fuck.

      “You are mine, mate. Mine to command. Do you wish for your freedom? Simply say the word.”

      Freedom? He slipped his finger back inside my ass, then out. Teasing me. My wrists were bound, and now he was restraining my legs, too? I was going to melt into a pool of dark chocolate and wet pussy if he didn’t hurry.

      “No.” Don’t stop. That’s what I was thinking, but I couldn’t speak as he took my other ankle and clamped another restraint around it.

      “I am going to open you up, mate. I want to see that nice, wet pussy. You will hide nothing from me.” As he spoke, he pushed my ankles up and to the side, bending my knees so that they came up toward my shoulders. My back curved, lifting my hips toward the ceiling, placing my pussy open and on display. I didn’t need to be able to see to know that I was exposed like I’d never been before. Ever. I couldn’t move, couldn’t close my legs, couldn’t twist or turn or clench hard enough to close my ass cheeks. I was his to do with what he willed.

      As the air cooled my heated flesh, I heard him move again seconds before something cold closed around my nipple. He placed some kind of clamp around first one, then the other. They were cold. Hard. It hurt… and it didn’t.

      I gasped, writhing as the biting pain morphed into heat as if there was a current that connected my nipples directly to my clit.

      “I’m not done, mate. You are beautiful like this. So fucking beautiful.” His words calmed me, and I managed not to jump when I felt something cold and wet slide around the virginal entrance of my ass. “Alarr needs you to be ready for him, mate. He told you he’d fuck your ass, didn’t he?”

      I nodded, one of the only parts of me that could move.

      “You are going to take this inside your ass, and then I am going to fuck you until you scream my name.”

      I was panting as he slowly, methodically worked a long, cold plug of some kind into my ass. It stretched me wider than his finger, went deeper, too. I’d never done anything like this before, but then, I’d never been tied up, blindfolded, and about to fuck an alien I’d met less than a day ago.

      I’d never begged before my arrival on this planet, either. Alarr and Teig had taken care of that.

      Cold stretched me as Oran worked my ass. In. Out. Slowly. I panted as his movement caused stinging tingles to spread, then sighed when they passed to a burning pleasure. He’d move then, deeper. Filling my ass. Fucking me slowly. I gasped at his intrusion, breathed through the slow, steady building of heat. The forbidden nature of his teasing made my head thrash as everything he was doing, extremely naughty things, made me feel out of control. Sexy.

      Free. I had no control. I couldn’t deter him unless I wanted to stop everything. And I didn’t. I wanted to stay on this ride until the end. I wanted to scream. I wanted his cum all over my skin. Inside me. Making me burn up for more. I wanted him grunting and fucking me hard and fast. Harder. I wanted him to lose control because he found me so fucking beautiful, he couldn’t stop himself. I wanted him to crack wide open and lose control. I wanted that power.

      When I was full, stuffed, the slight sting and pop of his exploration passing, he removed the clamps and my nipples flooded with heat. No, that wasn’t the right word. They were on fire. Sweet, hot fucking fire.

      “Oran!” I cried, wanting his mouth on them to soothe the sting, the rush of blood into the distended tips.

      I could feel him standing between my legs, and then he closed his mouth over my clit. I bucked up off the table, and he chuckled. “I am not the master that Teig may be, but I will not give up mastery of your pussy without a fight.”

      He worked my pussy with his mouth and fingers, tugging on the plug as well, fucking me with it. No. Toying with me. It never moved more than an inch. In and out, but it lit up nerves I never even knew I had as he sucked me like a machine. Hard. Fast. Slow. Soft. His patience was annoying. Time passed. Minutes? Hours? I had no idea, but I was covered in sweat, panting.

      He rubbed his pre-cum on my clit. That had to be what he was doing, because every time I felt that slight additional wetness, my body tingled, then burned. Seed Power. It was a drug. I was overdosing.

      Dying.

      He must have opened his pants and I envisioned him, standing tall and virile between my captured legs, cock thick and long, pre-cum weeping from the slit. And it was all for me. All because of me.

      He was going to kill me. I needed to work on some cardio for the next time. Lots of cardi—

      “Oh!” His cock plunged deep. One. Hard. Thrust. And I screamed. Just like that, my entire body exploded all over his cock, my pussy clamped down on him like a fist, rippling and pulsing over and over.

      I came and came. And came. And came.

      Strong hands grabbed my hips and pulled me closer so that his cock struck deep. Hard. His firm length made the plug in my ass feel twice as big. Huge.

      I was full. Too full. Not full enough. I wanted Alarr’s heat at my back as Oran fucked me like this. I wanted Alarr’s cock in my ass, not this stupid piece of metal—or whatever it was. It felt good, but the thought of riding Alarr’s cock deep in my virgin hole as Oran fucked me?

      My back came off the table as the image formed in my mind. I couldn’t stop thinking about taking them both as Oran fucked me, kept fucking me, moving in and out of me like a machine while the thick anal plug stretched me open. Wider. Oran’s pre-cum coated the inside of my pussy, his Seed Power building in my body like I was just a pot of water set to boil, cranked up to high, and left to scorch.

      The craving grew, and I knew, in my mind, that it was the Seed Power, not me. I knew, on some level, that this wasn’t normal, that the mindless, raging need I had for him to come all over me, give me his seed, fill me up, spread it on my skin, own me…

      Too much. It was too much.

      Tears pooled in my eyes behind the blindfold, and the word—my safe word—was on the tip of my tongue. It was too intense, too much. Too—

      And then a warm hand settled on my shoulder. Alarr’s voice whispered in my ear. “Let go, mate. I am here.”

      “You’re late.” Oran shoved hard. Deep. And I moaned, Alarr’s touch plus the hard, hard fucking almost making me come again. More.

      Alarr. My body relaxed into the pleasure in a way I hadn’t been able to before. “Yes, Alarr. Please.”

      “I was detained by King Lev.” His hands worked their way over my sensitive breasts, stroked my abdomen, came back up to my throat before starting the journey again.

      Oran growled at him, the sound not at all pleased. “This was not part of the plan.”

      “What plan?” I licked my dry lips. That word made me blink behind the blindfold, my wild lust cooled by that one word.

      Alarr bent over me, his mouth claiming mine in a kiss that wiped all thought from my head. “She is thinking, Oran. You are slacking in your job if she is not mindless to pleasure.” He spoke to Oran, but then he whispered in my ear. “I want this mouth around my cock, mate.”

      His fingertip tapped my lower lip.

      The image formed, Alarr fucking my mouth while Oran took my pussy. The plug filling my ass as they both coated me with seed. The Seed Power soaking into my body, making me lose my damn mind even more. Last night, with Alarr and Teig, I’d passed out. I had no doubt it would probably happen again.

      “Yes.”

      Oran returned to fucking me, filling me, pumping into my body as Alarr’s hot cock settled on my lips.

      I turned my head and didn’t hesitate, taking him deep, sucking him hard. I wanted what I wanted. My mates. Their seed. All over me. Inside me. On my skin. On my lips.

      Oran touched my clit with the lightest of touches, and I exploded like a rocket, mindless. Out of control. I knew I made noise, and I didn’t care what poor, unsuspecting woman was walking into the hut right now with her mates.

      My screams were muffled by a thick cock. My mouth watered for more of Alarr’s taste, for the seed I knew would be coming soon.

      My release triggered both Oran and Alarr to come, and their seed hit me like a tidal wave. Like a drug. Like an explosion of sunlight and whiskey inside my bloodstream and I screamed even more around Alarr’s thick cock as I tried my best to swallow all of his seed down, my body thrashing on the table as Oran held my hips still and pushed deep. So fucking deep.

      Their Seed Power moved through me, inside me. It made me melt. Made my pussy weep. Made my entire body spasm with pleasure as I took them in. Claimed them for my own. Oran’s seed was different than the others, and I somehow knew that now I would yearn for him as well. Need him. His touch. His pleasure.

      He was mine. They were all mine. It was crazy how I could sense the difference. If I thought about how it worked… I couldn’t. I succumbed to the pleasure.

      And as I floated down from whatever dimension I’d been on when I came, I was more determined than ever to take them the way Queen Leah had spoken of. All three. Together. They would not deny me what was mine. And they were all mine. All three of them.

      Oran and Alarr pulled out, then worked together to free me from the restraints, both males placing soft, gentle kisses all over my sensitive skin as they did so. The blindfold was removed, and I blinked. Oran brought me my dress and slipped it over my head. He tied one shoulder as Alarr did the other, each male cupping a breast and kissing the sides of my neck in unison.

      This had to be heaven. There was no other explanation for this kind of pleasure. And if it was Hell? Well, damn me, I had no interest in leaving.

      Alarr lifted me onto his lap as we watched Oran get dressed, then I was carried back to our private cabin, or hut, or whatever the place was called.

      Home. It was called home now.

      Oran stripped again and headed for the shower as Alarr ordered food and drink. He listened to the recording with me on his lap, asking questions as we went if he felt he needed clarification on an answer.

      Oran came from the bathing room, fully dressed, and wrapped his shirt—the one I assumed he’d been wearing before—around my shoulders, his scent clinging to the fabric. I breathed deep, and my pussy clenched as if remembering. “Don’t forget me while I’m gone.”

      As if.

      Gone? I frowned. “Where are you going?”

      “I am meeting with King Drogan this evening.”

      “Oh.” Well, I’d imagined taking a quick shower, slipping into… nothing… and making all three of my mates formally claim me tonight. What we’d done so far had been amazing, but it hadn’t been with all of them.

      I was tired of waiting. I was not a wait-and-see kind of woman. I knew what I wanted, and if they were going to piss around about it, I would make it happen myself.

      “When will you be back?” I looked up at Alarr and knew I blushed. Again. “I wanted to be with all three of you tonight.”

      Alarr lifted his gaze from mine and looked at Oran over my shoulder. Some kind of silent message passed between them, one that made Alarr’s thighs tense beneath me and his pulse change pace. Not a lot, but enough. I noticed because my ear was pressed to his chest, and the soothing rhythm had kept me content as a kitten for the last half hour.

      Alarr cleared his throat. “All three of us must meet with the king. I must go as well. I am sorry. I know the Seed Power will be upon you again soon, but our time in the pleasure hut should keep you sated until our return. There is food and drink for you, and there is a comm screen on the wall across the room. I will show you how to use it before I leave.”

      “Where are you going? I thought the king was with the other two and their mate?” I asked. “And what about Teig?” Surely, I would have one of my men tonight? I’d only been here since yesterday. Were they going to leave me alone all damn night? I did not like the sound of that.

      “Teig is on patrol. I am sorry, Whitney.” Alarr leaned down and kissed me on the temple. “We must work tonight. But tomorrow we will take care of you. I give you my word.”

      “Tomorrow?” I asked, stunned. “You promise? I want you. All three of you.”

      Oran came over and leaned down, kissing me on the lips. “Yes, mate. We will give you what you need. I promise.”

      Well, what freaking choice did I have?

      They left me alone, so I took a nice long bath—after trying to figure out how to turn the water on—and then slipped back into Oran’s shirt for pajamas. I didn’t want to watch their comm screen—which was basically like alien television—naked. And I liked the scent of him on the clothes.

      I’d settled in, feet tucked beneath me when I felt an even smaller disk in Oran’s pocket.

      Grinning, I pulled it out and I recognized it as similar to the one he’d used to record our conversation earlier. I barely remembered most of what we’d talked about, but I would re-watch that again later. This disk was new to me, and theirs. I wondered what was on it. I imagined all the events humans loved to record… weddings, sporting events, graduations, birthday parties.

      Grinning now, I set it on the table and studied it. It was exactly like the other one, except less than half the size.

      Sneaky. And easy to lose. Back home, I never would have found the damn thing in the bottomless pit of my purse. Which was why it had probably remained buried and forgotten in the depths of Oran’s pocket.

      I pressed on the section I knew would make it play, just as Alarr had done to the larger disk still on the table. I couldn’t wait to get a glimpse into their lives, their real lives, before me.

      Except is wasn’t a birthday party or anything adorable. It was my mates. Teig, Oran, and Alarr. They were talking to someone I didn’t recognize, someone who looked mean. He was scarred and ugly. Not because of his face, but because of his eyes. I knew that look. I’d seen enough gangsters and drug dealers to know that look.

      He was bad news. But that wasn’t what made my heart feel like someone had driven a dagger through it. No, that was the huge, very illegal, Coalition weapons my mates were exchanging with the ugly alien. For money of some kind. They were making a trade.

      What the fuck?

      What was this disk? Why was it in Oran’s pocket? Had he made this recording like he’d done with me? Had someone else done it and he’d found it? Was someone trying to blackmail my mates? Was this where Oran had been last night? Obtaining this disk? Did he kill whoever had recorded it?

      Fingers shaking, I turned the disk over and inspected it as best I could. I didn’t see any dried blood, but that didn’t mean anything. Queen Leah had told me that they’d tracked illegal weapons to Viken. To this area. And maybe even to this resort.

      Had they tracked it to my mates? Had I somehow jumped out of the frying pan and into the fire? On Earth, I’d left behind liars and thieves who liked to break the law. I’d lived with them my entire life.

      Fuck me if I could live that way for the rest of it. I was not a bad person. Why did this happen to me again? Was there something wrong with me in the head? Did I have some kind of mental weakness that matched me up to bad people?

      I should have just married one of those Wall Street bankers or a goddamned drug lord on Earth if this was what I was going to be dealing with. That would have been one asshole, but here on Viken, I had three. Now, I was in outer space, and I couldn’t go home. It was too late to go back. I couldn’t go back.

      But it wasn’t too late to correct this mistake.

      My mind recalled the odd looks my mates had given each other when they were talking about patrol. Or work. Or meetings with the three kings.

      I’d thought I was missing some kind of silent signal, and I’d been right about that. It just hadn’t been the kind of signal I’d been naïvely thinking it was. No, the disk in my hand was proof my mates were on the wrong side of the law.

      They’d tricked me, kept me… what, under Seed Power, so I would be too blissed out to discover the truth? They were like my dad and brother, hiding their evil in plain sight. From the outside, my human family hadn’t looked bad, but once the veneer was rubbed off, once the truth had come to light and they were wearing orange jumpsuits and had bars around them, they were just bad.

      And my mates? Fuck. They weren’t security guards for the pleasure resort… they were arms dealers. They were the illegal gun runners Leah had spoken about. My mates were the very criminals the three kings were hunting.

      And liars.

      They were fucking liars.
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      Whitney

      

      I had to know the truth. The disk had revealed plenty. On Earth, I’d been the stupid ostrich and stuck my head in the sand, not believing what had been right in front of me. I’d heard the stories, the news reports, even the police. I’d been questioned within an inch of my life to see if I’d had any knowledge of what my father and brother had done. Yet, I’d still doubted the cops, the FBI. I had been in hardcore denial because I hadn’t wanted to know the truth.

      How could the people I loved be so bad? How could they have no empathy, no feeling for others? How did they live with themselves? How could I even be in the same family with heartless criminals who’d stolen so much from so many?

      It had taken me a while to come to terms with reality. The truth, which was that people lied. That people I cared about—and who I’d thought cared about me—lied. People were devious, uncaring. They’d had an agenda that involved me, that used me. Many, many times, my father had used me as a pawn, a front. When the FBI had shown up with a list of names, I’d cried for days after I realized that my father had used my friends from school to gain access to their families’ fortunes. Every birthday party and special occasion had been about getting my friends to invite their parents so my father and brother could scam them out of more money.

      I’d been popular at school. I was always charming. I smiled when I didn’t feel like it. I put on an excellent show no matter how bad I felt. My mother had taught me that. Hell, she’d insisted. No daughter of hers was going to be perceived as weak. My eighteenth birthday I’d had the flu, had to run up to my room to vomit too many times to count. She’d frowned, handed me mouthwash, and told me to get my ass back to the party so my family, little did I know, could bilk the guests.

      I’d thought those days were over. I’d thought I finally had people—mates—who cared about me. Me. Not the Mason name, or making more money, or using me to lure my rich friends into investing in companies that didn’t even exist.

      I’d been the dupe once.

      I wouldn’t do it again.

      All the signs were there. Even light-years away, it was the same fucking MO.

      Lies. Secrets. One of them was always off doing something. Alarr, Oran, and Teig had all been attentive. Protective. Thoughtful. Generous. But that didn’t mean they were genuinely kind. It didn’t mean they cared. It meant they had something to hide. Their cocks didn’t need to be in love with me to get hard. They’d fucked me into submission. Literally. It had never been a formal claiming like Leah had told me about. No wonder they’d made excuses not to take me together. It had all been just fucking. Pleasure for them, distraction for me.

      And the disk, the images it displayed… I had to know the truth. I had to see their faces as they told it to me. I needed to hear the words from them, see it with my own eyes.

      I wouldn’t bury my head this time. As Warden Egara had told me, I had thirty days. I sighed with relief. If Alarr, Oran and Teig were as corrupt as I now believed, I had to know it for a fact. To know with complete certainty. Right now. I didn’t care that my hair was a mess. I didn’t care that I had no underwear. I didn’t care that Oran’s shirt was the only thing I really had to wear. Okay, I cared about that, because it only reminded me of their devious cruelty.

      My father and brother had fucked me over. But they hadn’t fucked me to fuck me over.

      What Alarr, Oran and Teig did… were still doing, was worse. So much worse. The disk in my hand was like a dagger in my chest. I could barely breathe. Everything was too tight. Too wracked with pain to function. I knew I was walking like a marionette with a diabolical puppet master yanking the strings without thought or order. It didn’t matter. I was my mother’s daughter. I could do this. I would face this head-on.

      I left the hut, head held high, and with a small smile on my face. My father had written the book on hiding illegal shit in plain sight. Once I got the truth, I would go to one of the transport centers and head to Viken United, to Queen Leah, and give her the disk. I had to get out of here before my mates found out what I knew.

      I slowed down, the smile on my face so fierce it made my cheeks burn, but I held it. To everyone who saw me, I was nothing more than a well-satisfied mate out for a stroll. Being sneaky and hiding behind bushes would only draw attention.

      I cut across the main area where the various fuck huts were—yeah, that’s what they were, where mates went to get it on in various ways—to one of the eating areas. There, I walked past the open kitchens toward what looked like a more functional, less decorated area. I had no idea where I was going, but if they were trading weapons, it wasn’t where any of the guests were. They wouldn’t be out in the main areas. Snakes hid under rocks.

      Even though it was late in the evening, the staff were working. Pots and pans clattered. The scent of the delicious food my mates had fed me filled the air.

      I couldn’t think of eating now. I was nauseated at the truth I knew was coming. I felt it in my gut.

      The pathway lights disappeared, yet the path continued. I followed it as it meandered into the thick jungle. Here, the foliage wasn’t groomed but lush and loomed overhead.

      Ahead, I heard voices. Slowing, I stepped off the trail and moved into the wilds of Viken, hoping the thick leaves would hide me well enough. I knew of the S-Gen machines but wasn’t skilled enough to make anything with one yet. How did one order up black pants, turtleneck, and watch cap in plus size?

      Ahead and to the left, I made out the exterior of the transport building. I recognized it from my arrival.

      God, had it only been yesterday? It felt like a week, I’d been on a rollercoaster ever since my arrival.

      Voices came from up ahead. Male voices. Shit. I didn’t want to get caught. They’d probably call one of my mates to come get me. I had no idea who to trust and who not to. How many of the security team were in on the weapons trade? Half? More? No one could run an operation like that alone. There had to be layers of command, just like a gang or drug lord would have. Moving deeper into the foliage, I moved slow as cold molasses, careful not to make a single sound, grateful that my skin was dark, and Oran’s shirt was a deep black. I would be a shadow, if that. Invisible.

      I moved closer. Close enough to recognize a voice. Oran. “There’s enough here to destroy every support ship in a Battlegroup.”

      Pressing against the thick trunk of a tree, I peeked around it. He stood in front of a large crate, the lid leaning against the side of it. The crate was like the one I’d seen in the images on the disk. In his hand was a weapon just like the ones worn by the queen’s security detail. She’d spoken of the additional guards she needed because of those who didn’t like the royal family, but the threat to her came from Vikens upset about Viken problems.

      Oran spoke of the Coalition Fleet. I’d read that their military forces were organized into Battlegroups run by different Prillon commanders. The Coalition was the reason I was here. They had the Interstellar Brides Program and also recruited soldiers from all the participating planets. Together, they fought the Hive. The warriors in those Battlegroups were protecting Earth and all the other planets.

      It might have been Oran’s voice I heard, but he wasn’t alone. With him were Teig and Alarr. All three of them were here. Working together. Which made sense. They couldn’t have a mate and keep their illegal gun runs a secret from each other. They all had to know, so when one of them made excuses for not claiming their mate…

      My throat swelled closed and tears burned my eyes, but I refused to sob or raise a hand to wipe the acid from my cheeks. Let it burn. Let it fucking burn and remind me why I had to get to that transport station and turn them in. They were bad guys. Good in bed, but that was all. I’d only known them for one damn day. I’d forget them in another. I would. I was strong. Stronger than their lies. Their goddamn lies.

      “And that’s only one shipment. Twenty crates. The large cannons are in the back,” Teig said, going to the second crate.

      Beyond that, I saw others. He grabbed a weapon off the top and held it up. “Fuck. This is more than we planned for, Alarr. How are we going to move them?”

      “We have to find a way. Once these are off-planet, they’ll be put to use immediately.” Alarr’s voice was deep and full of certainty as if he knew exactly how the weapons would be used. He probably did.

      “And no one is the wiser. No one imagines a pleasure resort on Viken would be where the weapons are coming from. The perfect cover.” Oran. That dark, commanding voice. All three of them were in deep.

      “These will be on the ship by morning, and there will be hundreds of dead Coalition fighters within days.” Teig’s seductive voice made the death of hundreds of soldiers sound… refined. A given.

      My body chilled, yet my palms were damp. These guys were bad. All three of them were really, really bad. They made my father and brother look like Boy Scouts. The Mason boys had stolen people’s savings and livelihoods, but they’d never killed anyone. My father was too big of a coward for that.

      Alarr, Teig, and Oran were murderers. These weapons they held, that they planned to send somewhere, were going to kill innocent people. People who volunteered to fight to protect Earth. Protect all of the planets.

      I pulled back, leaned against the rough bark of the tree, closed my eyes. They were evil, and they’d touched me. Intimately. They’d used my body, my pleasure, as a weapon, taming me into a blind submission so I’d cluelessly live alongside them. I’d be their front, their plausible deniability.

      A mate who was well fucked and kept happy surely couldn’t be mated to three Vikens who were traitors? It wasn’t possible.

      But it was. They’d lied. Lied with their words. With their actions. No wonder they had never fucked me together. They didn’t want to claim me like a true mating. I was just a cover for them.

      My heart ached at how I’d been so ruthlessly used. My pussy ached, remembering just how they’d done it. And that Seed Power. God, it was like a drug, and they’d wielded it so I’d be oblivious. Lost.

      The things they’d said. The dirty words. The way they touched me with gentle caresses and the most carnal of touches. The first time, Teig had put his mouth on me. Alarr had played with my ass. Oran had tied me up, made me beg, fucked me with a plug in my ass. Alarr had returned, his touch comforting, making me feel safe as I’d sucked his cock and swallowed his seed like I was starving for it. God, I’d devoured him, and that made me want to vomit now.

      God, I’d begged!

      A rush of tears slid down my cheeks as I listened to them. Held my breath when I heard Teig say my name.

      “Helion was right. Whitney was the perfect front. We were able to get into areas of the resort because of her. Fucking her was the best cover.”

      Playful Teig. Or so I’d thought.

      “Her screams of pleasure were the perfect alibi.” Alarr sighed as if he regretted the time spent with me. “Now, we’ll have to tell her something she’ll believe so she won’t fight us when we take her from Viken.”

      I was just an alibi? I clenched my thighs together, remembering how they’d made me gasp, made me cry out. God, they’d made me scream, and it had felt so good to let go, to trust. Everyone in the resort had to have heard me. And no mate touched herself, screamed when she made herself come all alone. Not here.

      “Yes. We must hurry and return to her. The Seed Power is keeping her pliant. I’m sure she is feeling the need for us… for more.” Oran spoke calmly as I heard them place the weapons back inside the crates and replace the lids. “It is dangerous to leave her alone for so long.”

      “It was necessary,” Alarr added. I heard true command in his voice. He was the leader here, and his word appeared to be law, for the other two agreed at once. The testing had matched me to him.

      “True.”

      “Keeping her screaming inside the hut today while I ran recon was perfect. The plan worked. I don’t know what you two are upset about.” Teig’s lack of concern scalded my lungs like I was breathing sulfur.

      So even while Alarr and Oran had been fucking me, making me beg and scream, it had all been part of an orchestrated plan.

      I’d heard enough. Carefully, I ducked through the foliage at once and fled. I couldn’t return to them. Not now. Not ever. It didn’t matter how much this fucking hurt or how much my body craved them because of the Seed Power. God, I couldn’t stomach the idea of them getting near me.

      They’d lied. How had I come across the galaxy to be with three mates who lied? Who deceived? Who were murderers?

      The testing was bad. God, why would it match me to traitors? It had to know I couldn’t condone being tricked. Yet, I’d been tricked even worse than I had on Earth.

      Maybe it knew, maybe I was destined to have nothing but fucked up relationships in my life.

      I found the path, wiped my cheeks, and tipped my head high. In the distance, I could see the pathway lights, but that wasn’t where I was going.

      With my father and brother, I hadn’t known. I hadn’t had a choice in their deception. I’d been lied to, yes, but I’d been ignorant. Now, I knew what the guys were doing. I had no choice. They were going down.

      Wrapping my hand around the disk in Oran’s shirt pocket, I kept to the shadows until the three males—I couldn’t think of them as my mates, not anymore—the three Viken males walked in the direction of their private quarters. Where, in a few minutes, they would find me gone.

      The moment they disappeared I took off at a sprint for the transport station. The doors slid open silently, and a startled technician looked up. Beside him stood someone in a uniform with lots of decorations. His uniform was steel gray, as was his beard. I didn’t understand what the different types of uniforms meant. Alarr, Oran, and Teig all had different colored outfits, not the same as this guy’s. He looked like someone who was in charge. Thank God.

      “I need to transport to Viken United immediately.” I took a deep breath, then another to calm down.

      The older officer stepped away from the tech and looked me over from head to toe, taking in my tear-streaked face and heaving chest. Maybe I wasn’t holding up as well as I had convinced myself, but my mother wasn’t here to shame me, so I held my chin high and stared him down.

      “Are you all right, my lady?” he asked. “Where are your mates?”

      “They’re—it doesn’t matter. My name is Whitney Mason. I’m from Earth. King Drogan said there would be instructions in the transport system about me, that I could go to Viken United at any time.”

      He lifted a brow but said nothing until he turned to the startled technician who was having trouble keeping his composure. “Check the system for a royal security clearance for Whitney Mason from Earth.”

      I heaved air into my lungs as the young man’s fingers raced over the screens before him, then nodded. “She’s correct, sir. Automatic send. Full transport clearance.”

      The older male turned and looked at me. “Very interesting.”

      “Can I go now? Please? I need to leave right now.”

      “Of course.” The officer reached for my hand and led me up onto the platform as if he were afraid I would fall if I tried to get up there on my own. It was only two steps, but he might have been right. My knees were so shaky I could barely stand, the adrenaline in my body at war with the Seed Power, making me feel like I wanted to scratch my own skin off. I needed my mates. Those bastards. I needed them.

      “Thank you.”

      His smile turned sour. “Aren’t you mated to Alarr, Oran, and Teig?”

      Shit. What should I say? Yes? No? “Excuse me? I need to leave now.” I still clenched the disk in my fist. When his gaze focused there, I wished I’d left it in my pocket.

      As if he had x-ray vision, he said, “I’ll take that, my dear.”

      I tried to step back, but his grip held firm. “What? No.”

      There was no smile now, and he twisted my wrist so it was palm up, and my shoulder was about to come out of the socket. I yelped in pain as the disk clattered onto the platform. He shoved me to the floor, then bent over and picked up the disk, pressed play. There, before his eyes and mine, the entire scene with Oran, Teig and Alarr played out. The weapons as clear as day.

      “So, they are the ones I’ve been looking for.” His gaze fell to me, where I glared up at him. “And you belong to them.”

      I shook my head. “No. I refuse the match.”

      He laughed, the sound cruel. What the hell was wrong with this planet? Warden Egara had some serious explaining to do.

      I turned and looked at the technician who stood at the controls. “Please. Just transport me to Viken United.”

      He shook his head, and although his look wasn’t as callous as the older man’s, there was no sympathy there either. “I’m sorry.”

      I frowned. “What? Why not? You have the orders from the king himself.”

      “Lock her up,” the older guy said. “You know where to take her.” With that, the officer put the disk in his pocket, and the young technician came toward me with a small space gun in his hand.

      What the hell was going on?

      “Lock me up? Why? I didn’t do anything. It was my mates. I just got here.”

      This was like a flashback to Earth, to the police thinking I was part of my family’s scheme.

      The technician blasted me with the gun, and I figured out it was some kind of stun gun because I was instantly frozen in place. It wasn’t like a Taser where I was shocked—thankfully, because that had always looked painful as hell, and I’d always figured I’d probably pee myself if it were ever done to me—but I couldn’t move. Couldn’t do anything but watch as he drew closer, feel as his rough hands lifted me off the ground. After that, everything went black.
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      Oran

      

      “Where is she?” Our temporary home was empty, with no sign of Whitney. Every instinct had been screaming at me that something was wrong ever since we’d been at the weapons stash planting tracking beacons in each of the crates. They operated on a specific, very small frequency that only the I.C. could track.

      This part of the mission was now complete, thank fuck. Once those crates—and those attached beacons—took off into deep space and the weapons were sold, the I.C. could track each and every delivery… and take out the criminals and killers buying them.

      Still, we had to complete the fucking mission. We knew where the weapons were being held, but not by whom. We also had no idea who might show up to take them away.

      Whoever appeared to load them up and sell them were Helion’s problem, not ours. But we did need to be there. We had to find out who was running this operation on the ground. Which member of the Viken world had become a traitor. And he had to be stopped.

      We’d found the weapons cache, but there had been too many crates, too many weapons and not enough time to plant all the beacons. We’d had no choice but to leave Whitney for a little while or lose this perfect window of opportunity to finish that part of the job. To scramble and get it done. But my skin had been crawling with dread, with worry for our mate the entire time we’d left her alone. I’d ignored the feeling of foreboding, done my duty, and resisted the urge to run back to her, check on her, make sure she was safe. I’d done my fucking job for the I.C. instead of caring for my mate, and now she was gone.

      Teig, being Teig, tried to keep us all calm. “She probably got hungry and went down to the dining area.”

      “No.” Alarr’s frown echoed my own sentiments as he turned to find the cream-colored dress we’d removed from her earlier still crumpled on the floor, forgotten. “Something is wrong.”

      Where was she? And what was she wearing? We hadn’t taken the time to help her master the S-Gen machine, so her only option would have been… “By the gods, this is my fault.”

      Teig and Alarr both turned to look at me, but it was Alarr who spoke. “What are you referring to?”

      I ran my hand over the short spikes of my hair and wished it was long enough to pull. Hard. What a fucking idiot. “She was wearing my shirt.”

      Alarr’s eyes darkened. “Our mate is walking around wearing nothing but your shirt?”

      I groaned. As bad as that idea was, my next statement was going to make both Alarr and Teig extremely unhappy. “My I.C. recording disk was in the pocket.”

      Alarr’s head snapped around to look at the table where the disk he’d been watching with our mate earlier still innocently rested. “No.”

      “What? One of you tell me what the fuck is going on.” Teig had lost his composure after all. He began to pace.

      Much as I would enjoy toying with him for once, when it came to our female, I was all business. “The disk in my shirt pocket contained the recording of our meeting with the low-level thugs we encountered the other night.” We’d recorded that meeting, hoping the minions would lead us to their master. But they’d been much craftier than we’d expected, and we had yet to discover who the mastermind was behind the smuggling ring. Helion suspected Commander Clive, but Alarr refused to move on the male without proof. Clive was Viken. A respected fighter in the war. We couldn’t afford to go after him without solid proof. I’d recorded the meeting with the minions and uploaded the information to Helion, but the disk? Fuck. It had been in my pocket, in the shirt I’d wrapped around Whitney.

      Alarr swore under his breath.

      “Are you a complete fool? Why would you give that to her?” Teig demanded.

      That was the most important question. I wasn’t going to admit that I’d forgotten all about the disk because I’d been completely entranced by our mate earlier today. That watching her surrender to me in the hut had driven me mad with lust and need and more emotion than I’d felt in years. That being around her caused me to focus on her to the exclusion of all else.

      I hadn’t meant for her to discover the recording, that disk was one small part the evidence we’d given to Helion so he could track down the remaining scum once our primary mission of tagging the shipment was complete. I had been distracted by the smooth length of her legs, the wet heat of her body. The way she’d chosen an alien fruit to be her safe word and trusted me to honor it even before Alarr’s arrival. I’d been enchanted. Distracted. And I’d ruined everything.

      “What have I done? If she watched that, she thinks we’re the arms dealers.”

      Teig’s face shifted from frustration to horror.

      “How would she know what to think?” Alarr asked. “We protected her. Told her nothing. She doesn’t even know there is an issue on Viken.”

      I sighed, knowing that right now, our mate was in pain, and her suffering was due to my carelessness. I glanced down at the glossy wood floor. “She does.”

      “How?” Teig asked.

      “Because when we met with Queen Leah, the queen told our mate that the kings were working to hunt down some illegal arms dealers on Viken selling Coalition weapons.”

      “Fuck.” Teig lifted his hand to his chest as if he couldn’t breathe. “We should have told her the truth from the beginning. Damn Helion and his orders.”

      “It gets worse,” I continued, dying a little inside with every word I shared. “The queen specifically told Whitney that they’d tracked the dealers to this resort and that they suspected someone in the security detail.”

      “So, our female believes that we not only lied to her, but that we are vile criminals responsible for dealing death and destruction for profit.” Alarr dropped into a crouch, and I understood as I, too, felt too anxious to sit. Anxious? Perhaps that was not the correct word. Sick.

      “Where would she have gone?” Teig asked, looking around as if she might be hiding behind a curtain or beneath the bed.

      I had an idea, and I didn’t like it. “The queen and even King Drogan, told her she was welcome at Viken United without question. The king programmed an emergency access code for her to transport to Viken United from anywhere on the planet at any time. If she feared she was in danger, that her fucking mates were gun runners, she wouldn’t stay here at Trixon. She would have gone straight to transport.”

      Alarr stood abruptly. “Straight to Commander Clive.”

      Commander Clive was the head of transport security for the resort and technically, our boss here. The low-level thugs we’d tracked—and met in a ruse to purchase some of the weapons we’d just placed tracking beacons on—reported directly back to him.

      “If she went to transport and spoke with him about going to Viken United, and why, she’d show him the recording…” Teig began.

      “Which she would.” I was sure of it. Our mate had courage to spare, as she’d proven when submitting to me in that hut on nothing more than faith. She’d trusted me and fuck, I’d let her down horribly. “She’s honorable, Alarr. She would feel that it was her duty to turn us in to the highest authority here, regardless of her personal feelings.” And I wondered what those were, now that she thought we’d betrayed her. Lied to her. That we were males without honor.

      I thought of the eagerness I’d seen in her gaze as I had stripped her of the gown in the hut. Of the way her eyes had sparkled with laughter when we’d eaten near the water. Of how her gaze darkened with desire and need and trust.

      Alarr shook his head. “Even if she did not do so, she obviously left here upset, wearing nothing but Oran’s shirt. That, alone, would be enough for Clive to suspect something was wrong, to ask questions. What female left Trixon alone and in just her mate’s shirt? He wouldn’t just allow her transport, even to the queen.”

      “She’s in danger. We have to go after her.” I’d rip this resort to pieces if I had to. Whitney was ours. No one would hurt her, frighten her, or keep her from us. I’d kill them if they tried. Yet, we’d somehow managed to do all of those things ourselves.

      Teig held out a hand to stop me on my way to the door. “Not so fast. What are we going to do? If Clive has her, which is an assumption at best, what would he do with her? And what if he doesn’t? What if she actually did speak to an entry-level transport tech, and he transported her to Viken United?”

      Teig wasn’t looking at me. He was looking at Alarr. We both turned to Alarr, our commandeering officer. Although we were all technically equal in rank, he’d gotten us out of worse situations than this one. Teig was the charmer. I was the brute force. Alarr? He was the thinker. The cautious one. He was also the one matched to Whitney. We all had our roles to play, and this was his. It would be his decision on how to get us out of the shit we’d gotten into.

      Alarr paced, and my mind worked on the problem at hand. I began to think out loud. “If Clive has her, we have to move on the weapons now. We can’t wait. That recording is proof that we aren’t who we claimed to be. Clive is not a fool. He will assume we are tracking him for the I.C. or for the kings. Either way, he now knows we were sent here to take him down. He knows Whitney is our mate. He’ll use her as bait to lure us into a trap.”

      Alarr wasn’t looking at either of us, but I knew he’d heard every word.

      “True.” He turned and lifted his gaze. I recognized the resolve in his eyes. He’d come to a decision, and it was time to move. Thank the gods, because if I had to wait one more minute to go after our female, I was going to lose my damn mind. “But if she did make it to Viken United, she’s safe. Angry at us and scared, but safe. If she didn’t make it to Viken United, Clive has her. We can’t make assumptions that she escaped. Instead, we should assume the worst, that Clive has her. We must take care of that bastard and finish this fucking mission.”

      “And hope she’s unhappy but safely under the protection of the royal guard.” I agreed but doubted what I’d said. Alarr was right, we had to assume the worst. If Clive did have our female, I would never forgive myself for leaving her here and running to Viken United to check on her. Our mate had accepted me. Trusted me. Given me her body and taken my seed. Mine, Teig’s and Alarr’s. She owned me now, body and soul. They belonged to her, and I had no desire to have them back in my possession. Without Whitney, I was nothing but a lost soul with no home.

      Alarr walked to the comm screen as Teig and I waited. The head of the royal guards appeared on the screen. He was dark, from the black of his uniform to the black hair on his head. Short, like mine, I recognized the arrow insignia on his arm. He was from Sector Two, like me, his dark eyes all business. He would be a dominant. A true protector. Without thinking, I could breathe again. This was a male who knew how to get things done. “Viken United. Transport Ops. This is Captain Gunnar.”

      “This is Captain Alarr at the Trixon resort. Did my mate, Whitney Mason of Earth, safely transport to Viken United?”

      The royal guard smiled, the bright white of his teeth a stark contrast to his skin, which was a darker shade of brown than our beautiful mate’s. “Ah, so you are the lucky ones. We heard a newly arrived Earth female was mated to Viken. Our mate is eager to meet yours. She, too, is from Earth, our Sophia. Congratulations on an excellent match. Earth females are a treasure. Bold and beautiful.” He chuckled a bit, clearly not paying attention to the scowl of impatience on Alarr’s face. “So sweetly submissive and a joy to pleasure. You are blessed, Captain.”

      “I am. But please answer my question. Did Whitney safely transport to Viken United within the last two hours?”

      Gunnar lifted a brow, apparently becoming aware of Alarr’s mood. “I will look at the transport logs. Is there a problem, Captain?”

      “I fucking hope not,” I muttered the words under my breath, but Gunnar heard me. Of course, he did. We were trained to notice everything. Every hesitation. Every movement. The slightest detail could be used to heighten a female’s pleasure, to discover her true desires, her darkest needs. I’d just begun to know Whitney, and I needed more. I needed her complete surrender, her trust. Her love. I needed her to love me. And wasn’t that a fucking tragedy now.

      “I see.” His gaze held mine for the barest moment, but I knew he understood. His hands moved over screens we could not see, and his expression darkened. “There was an emergency transport initiated, then canceled, approximately nineteen minutes ago.”

      My blood turned to ice. “Cancelled by whom?” I asked.

      “Commander Clive of Trixon security.” Gunnar looked up. “He has the highest-level clearance. I’m sure your mate is safe in his hands.”

      Teig bellowed, his passionate nature getting the best of him. He was already moving toward the door, grabbing a chair and flinging it out of his way. “Let’s go kill that bastard and get our mate.”

      I grunted in agreement but moved to a drawer where I kept my personal belongings. I pulled out my bow and arrows and blades before following him to the door. Ion cannons and blasters were fine, but eventually, the blaster strapped to my side would run out of charge. I would go through an army, if necessary, to get to Whitney. Ten armies. And a blade would keep killing as long as I needed.

      I heard Alarr’s voice rumbling as he continued to speak with Gunnar over the comm call. Teig and I paced outside in the darkness, impatient. Ready to hunt.

      “I’m going to gut that bastard,” Teig promised.

      Fury boiled through my blood, but not at Clive, at us. “We were fools. We should have trusted Whitney with the truth.”

      “I agree.” Alarr’s voice echoed through the darkness before he appeared.

      “What did Gunnar say? What is the situation on Viken United?” Teig asked Alarr.

      “Gunnar spoke to King Drogan about our situation. The IQC is tracking an unmarked ship heading our way from deep space. It will arrive within the hour,” Alarr said.

      “And?” I asked. The Interstellar Quantum Communications array was on Viken’s pole, and the poor bastards who had to protect it were all former Coalition Fleet, hard as nails, and most likely half-frozen most days. There was nothing up there but ice, snow, and few females to warm their beds at night, or males to warm theirs.

      “The Coalition is not going to interfere. The ship will be allowed to land. We have to make sure the tracking beacons are loaded onto the ship before it heads back out into space,” Alarr confirmed. Which meant staying back and biding our time while the crates were loaded, allowing our mate to suffer at the hands of Clive until the weapons were safely on board.

      “Who gave that order? Helion?” Teig asked.

      “No. King Drogan. He wants to make sure Viken is absolved of all responsibility for the trading post massacre.”

      “At the expense of our mate?” I was not pleased with what I was hearing.

      “At any expense,” Alarr confirmed. “Prime Nial is pressuring both Helion and the kings to take care of the problem. The fact that they are using Coalition Fleet weapons is causing diplomatic problems for him on other worlds, worlds that don’t like to cooperate on a good day.”

      “Like Xerima?” I asked. Those blue bastards were volatile and unpredictable under normal circumstances.

      “And Rogue 5. Our alliances there are stretched thin, as Helion likes to remind us.” Alarr spoke the truth. The Coalition had a fragile alliance with two of the five legions on the Hyperion moon known as Rogue 5, but the legions were outside of Coalition control and operated more like warring clans than a civilized government. Their leaders ruled with absolute power, like monarchs of old.

      “So, they’ve decided to risk Whitney? We know Clive has her,” I said. “What if he tries to take her off-world as well? Or get rid of her?”

      Teig rubbed his jaw. “He wouldn’t kill her, not here at least. He’s too damn greedy for that.”

      Fuck. Teig was right. He wouldn’t kill her. He’d do worse. Sell her. Earth females were in high demand, and there were factions on Rogue 5 and in other places that would have no qualms in taking her off his hands and selling her to the highest bidder.

      Teig turned to Alarr. “How’s your eye? Sharp and ready for another target?”

      Alarr grinned, the closest to diabolical I ever saw him. “Excellent, as always.”

      He was our sniper and a damn good one. If he had a shot to take, no matter the distance or the pressure he was under, he’d make the kill. Alarr was deadly from the bird’s eye view. And with his voice in our ear, Teig and I were customarily on the ground taking care of the rest.

      “We know where the weapons are. We know the only place they can move them and keep them out of sight,” Alarr said. He tipped his head to get us moving. “Go. Get in position. I’ll take cover on the northern hill overlooking the weapon stash. Wait for my signal.”

      Teig rolled his shoulders. “You going to take the kill shot on Clive?”

      Alarr shook his head. “Not until the crates and their tracking beacons are loaded, and the smugglers have left Viken space.”

      I disagreed with that fucking plan. “If Whitney is in imminent danger, or he tries to put her on that ship, take him out.”

      Teig turned to Alarr. “We can’t let him hurt her.”

      Alarr was all business now, and there was no mercy in his eyes. “Agreed. Let’s go.”
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      Teig, One Hour Later

      

      The weapons were nearly loaded, their transfer complete. I knew Oran was somewhere nearby. Like me, he’d melted into the shadows and was waiting for either Clive to appear with Whitney, or for Alarr’s voice in our comm to tell us to move.

      I shifted, tensing new muscles and relaxing others, giving my body a chance to even out since I’d been unmoving for so long. I knew how to wait. I’d turned hunting our prey into a fucking art. It was the reason I was assigned to the I.C. mission with Alarr and Oran on Battleship Zeus. It took patience to map every quadrant of space, to hunt every frequency and radio wave for hidden Hive signals. It didn’t matter if there were ten thousand pieces to a puzzle, I would inspect each and every one.

      And that had been for the Fleet, for the war, to protect my planet and my people. I’d enjoyed the hunt and let my success feed my ego and my arrogance.

      But this? This was personal. Watching the Cerberus Legion smugglers from Rogue 5—with their snarling faces and dark red armbands worn like a mark of pride—load up the weapons was the hardest thing I’d ever done.

      I closed my eyes and fought back the image of them lying on the ground in rivers of blood.

      “Steady Teig. It’s nearly time.” Alarr’s voice whispered through my comms at the perfect moment. How he knew I was riding the edge was something I had never questioned. He knew. He always did. And he always pulled me back before I did something stupid.

      I would charge into a group of ten Cerberus soldiers alone. These weren’t honorable warriors. They fought dirty. Unless Alarr took half of them out, and Oran joined the fight, I’d be dead less than a minute into that attack. I was good, but not that good.

      Alarr and Oran knew me better than any others, and they understood that my smile, my cavalier attitude, hid a darkness deeper than either of them carried. I needed Whitney to anchor me to something besides fighting and killing. Before, I’d had Alarr and Oran. Even though they were like brothers to me, now that I’d tasted the contentment and peace a mate could bring, I couldn’t go back and face my darkness alone. I needed her. I was in love with her already. I loved her soft skin, her full breasts. Gods, but those full lips made me hunger to feel them pressed to mine or wrapped around my cock. Everything about her was dark and exotic and full of passion. Inside, I was bleak and cold. Empty.

      We had to find her. Save her. Free her. And once we did, I wasn’t sure I’d ever find the strength to leave her side again.

      “They’re not closing the doors.” Oran’s clipped words brought me back to the present. All of the weapons were loaded. The area was clear, and eight of the ten Cerberus scum had disappeared back inside the ship. Two more stood at attention at the base of the boarding ramp. They were huge, probably Hyperion and Prillon by ancestral breed, and covered in intricate tattoos. They were at least a foot taller than we were, and if they got their hands on us, we wouldn’t only have to worry about their weapons and brute strength, but their fucking fangs.

      Fuck.

      They stood as still as statues for several agonizing minutes. What were they waiting for?

      “Heads up. Position six.” Alarr’s warning had me twisting my head to see the direction he indicated. What I saw made my heart stop beating. Whitney was blindfolded and barefoot, her eyes covered with a large black piece of cloth and her hands bound before her with a coarse rope attached to a long lead. She was being pulled like a pet on a leash, none too gently, by Commander Clive himself. Straight toward the ship. She stumbled, but righted herself, even without being able to see or use her hands.

      “Take the shot, Alarr,” I ordered.

      “Can’t. He’s got Whitney directly in my line of sight.”

      “Fuck.” Oran’s curse was followed by a grunt, and I knew he’d abandoned his position and was on the move. “I’ll take Clive out. Teig, you get Whitney out of there.”

      “Whitney’s mine,” I confirmed. “Affirmative. Say go.”

      I moved slowly, working my way through the shadows of the trees as Commander Clive brought our mate closer and closer to the brutes waiting at the base of the ship. I had to wonder if he’d already sold her to them. If she got on that ship…

      “Hurry. They’re too close.” The Cerberus soldiers were watching Clive and Whitney’s approach, their gazes lingering on our female too long for my liking. “Oran.” One word of warning. If he didn’t make a move, I was going to…

      “Now!”

      The Cerberus soldiers dropped less than a second apart, and I thanked the gods Alarr was still a god himself with the ion rifle. The one still alive somehow, yelled at his crew to close the door and take off. The other was dead, his blank gaze staring up at me from where he’d fallen to the ground.

      Commander Clive ran for the ship—and, I assumed, his escape—pulling Whitney behind him like a rag doll until she stumbled and lost her footing. She went down in a heap as Oran burst out of nowhere, knife in hand, and buried the blade deep in Clive’s spine.

      I’d seen Oran make that particular move before but seeing Clive’s face go from rage to terror to shock within a few seconds was extremely satisfying, and I relished it even as I ran to cover Whitney with my body.

      When I reached her, she screamed, “No, get off me!” She thrashed, fought with all her might, but I held her down.

      She was soft beneath me, lush. Afraid. Shaking. “Hush, love. It’s Teig. I’ve got you.”

      I meant every word. Love. Yes. I loved her. And I had her in my arms. I would never let her go again. Never stop protecting her with my body.

      She stopped screaming but did not relax in my hold, even as I pulled her close and inspected her wounds. The sonic boom of the departing ship’s rapid exit from Viken atmosphere assured me the Cerberus soldiers were gone. As for Clive, with the knife buried low in his back, he wouldn’t be going anywhere unless Doctor Helion decided to take mercy on him once the I.C. team arrived.

      I wouldn’t make any bets in Clive’s favor on that account. He was responsible for the deaths of many innocent civilians. As much of a hard bastard as Helion was, he did have a code of honor, and the mass killing of innocents broke that code. Besides, a ReGen pod could fix some things, but not everything. Especially not evil.

      “Get this thing off my eyes,” Whitney demanded, twisting her head about to try to get it off herself.

      I worked the dark fabric free as gently as I could. When it was off, she blinked, then looked down at her bindings, not at me. Nor Alarr, who was coming down out of the woods. Nor Oran, who knelt over Clive’s cursing form, making sure he didn’t get any ideas about trying to shoot us with his still-functioning hands.

      “Untie me, please. Now.”

      I placed her hands in my lap to undo her bonds, but she pulled them back and tucked her feet beneath her, avoiding contact as I worked her wrists free. “You’re safe now, love. I promise. We are all here. All three of us. We won’t allow anything to happen to you.”

      I glanced up at her as she nodded, trying to catch her breath.

      “Okay.” She agreed, but her voice was… strange. I looked up at Alarr, who stood over us now, but he looked confused as well. Why was she not crying or clinging to one of us? She had to have been terrified. The gods only knew what Clive had said or done to her. Perhaps she was acting this way because she was human? From Earth? Human females had a reputation for being stubborn and strong among the warriors of the Coalition Fleet. Perhaps this was what they had been speaking of?

      I untied her, and she immediately rose from the ground, refusing the hand I held out in offer of assistance.

      Alarr looked at me. “The containment team will be here within minutes. The I.C. is tracking the ship.”

      “Good.” Oran stood over Clive, one boot firmly on our enemy’s back to hold him down. His gaze went to our mate, raked over her to find any kind of wound. “Whitney, are you all right? Did he hurt you?”

      Whitney raised her gaze at last and looked at Oran. “I’m fine.” She took a step backward, toward the row of buildings behind us.

      Alarr reached for her hand, but she retreated yet again. “I am sorry, mate. You should not have had to endure this. We failed to protect you.” He put his hand to his heart. “I vow it will not happen again.”

      She shook her head, her hands taking turns rubbing the opposite wrist. She was shaking, the adrenaline from what happened coursing through her veins. “I’m fine. Really.” A bright light shined down on us from above, and she glanced up, as Alarr and Oran did, to see the I.C. ship coming to land where the Cerberus smuggler’s vessel had been minutes before. I didn’t need to see the I.C. ship. I’d seen hundreds of them. I kept my gaze trained on my mate, who acted oddly.

      Whitney stepped back as the ship settled, and the loading ramp lowered to the ground. I turned at last, at the sound of Helion’s voice. “Excellent job. I knew having a mate here would be the final thing we needed to complete this mission.”

      Fuck. Me. Inwardly, I groaned.

      “What?” Whitney’s voice made me turn to her, but the horror on her face had me turning to Helion to beg him to explain.

      “No. It wasn’t like that, Whitney,” I said. “On my honor, you were matched to Alarr.” I watched Helion approach the injured Commander Clive with a smile on his face that had nothing to do with humor. “Doctor, please tell her.”

      Helion held up his hand, a clear order for me to stop talking. Me, as well as Alarr and Oran, for both males had opened their mouths, presumably to argue my point. Our point.

      “Commander Clive. So good to finally meet you.” Helion moved silent as a ghost, the huge Prillon warrior was an imposing and ruthless figure. He wasn’t in a Coalition Fleet uniform. Instead, he wore the dark green of a doctor, but I knew he was so much more dangerous than the healer’s uniform he wore when he faced the rest of the universe. He was a demon in disguise. A killer in a healer’s cloak. He was, without doubt, the most dangerous male I’d ever met. And our new prisoner had his full and undivided attention. “You have caused Prime Nial and the I.C. a lot of problems.”

      “Just let me get to a ReGen pod,” Clive gasped, his face contorted in pain. “I’ll tell you everything. I swear.”

      Helion crouched down in front of Commander Clive’s face. “Oh, I know you will.” His gaze traveled down Clive’s spine to the knife blade still protruding from his back. “Do you require the return of your blade, Captain Oran?”

      “No.” By the look on Oran’s face, he never wanted to see the dagger again.

      “Good.” He stood and faced Alarr. “Good work, Captains. You will report to I.C. Core Command for a debriefing immediately.”

      “We can’t, sir. I’m sorry. We must attend to our mate.” Alarr dared to defy him, and I knew by the tone of his voice I needed to be ready to go to battle beside him. I moved to stand behind Alarr, as did Oran. We’d told him in that last comms call that once the mission was complete, we would take our mate to Battleship Zeus. Together.

      Doctor Helion raised both of his pointed eyebrows in a look of shocked surprise. “What mate? I don’t see a female clamoring for your attention.”

      What the fuck was he talking about? Whitney was right—

      She was gone. A quick scan of the area and I saw a flash of her bare legs as she ran toward the transport room.

      Alarr took off at a run. “Whitney, wait!” he bellowed.

      Doctor Helion raised his hand, and an I.C. operative stepped in front of Alarr and pointed a blaster at him. “Don’t make me shoot you, Captain.”

      Alarr rounded on Helion with rage in his eyes. “You will let me pass,” he growled.

      Helion shook his head. “You will accompany me to I.C. Core Command and give your reports. Once that is complete, you can chase your cocks back to that female. She’ll be safe on Viken United.” He glanced down at a comm on his wrist. “Ah, see, there she goes now. Straight to the arms of Queen Leah, no doubt, to tell her all about you three and how hard her life is.”

      I waited for the top of Alarr’s head to blow off, he was that angry. So was I. I wanted to rip the bastard limb from limb like an Atlan in beast mode.

      “Fuck you,” Oran yelled. “You really are nothing but an asshole.” His fist crashed into Helion’s face as Alarr rushed the I.C. fighter in front of him. I tried to rush to Oran’s aid, but a blast of agony hit me square in the hip, dropping me to the ground like a stone.

      I knew what a stun blast felt like, had taken one in training, and several during battle, and that had been more than a warning.

      More weapons fire sounded around me, and soon, Alarr and Oran were laid out next to me on the ground in front of the I.C. ship, paralyzed for the next several hours.

      Doctor Helion stood above us, staring down his sharp, Prillon nose. “As I said, Captains, you will accompany me to I.C. Core Command, and then you may go after your female. Her pussy will still be wet and eager, I assure you.” He chuckled. “Unless, of course, you were not good lovers. In which case, she might have three new mates taking care of her needs by the time you get back to her.”

      Alarr growled. The fury in his gaze a living, breathing thing. Oran’s anger smoldered, like an ember waiting for a hint of an opportunity to light. Me? I was dying inside. Whitney thought we’d used her for the mission, that we weren’t her true mates, that everything, from her arrival to now, had been part of Doctor Helion’s plan. A complete lie.

      Perhaps Helion was right. Perhaps she deserved better.
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      Whitney, Viken United

      

      I’d thought I was all out of tears on Earth, but I’d been wrong. Once I arrived at the palace and Leah stood in front of me, I started crying. Ugly sobs with snot. I knew it wasn’t pretty, and I hadn’t cared. Neither had Leah, for she’d hugged me, then somehow got me to a room of my own. She’d settled me into bed, set the lights to low, and told me she’d contact Warden Egara and update her on what happened and that I was rejecting the match. I’d assumed I’d have to do it, but a queen of an entire planet probably got special dispensation for stuff like this. I was left to be miserable in peace.

      I threw the covers over my head and let it all out. The happiness I’d thought I’d finally found. The fact that it hadn’t been real. How I’d felt when I’d thought Alarr, Oran and Teig were arms dealers. How I’d felt when I’d discovered they weren’t. At least the match hadn’t paired me with pure evil.

      That made no difference. Okay, maybe a little, but still.

      They’d deceived me. Lied. Used me as a pawn for their jobs. Fucked me to keep their cover. They could have told me the truth. I would have understood. I’d have found them brave. Valiant. And that would have been ridiculously hot. Three heroes as mates? Totally worked for me.

      What kind of hero used a woman? What kind of hero used his mate?

      I couldn’t live with them any longer, couldn’t handle the possibility of being used again. I couldn’t trust them.

      And that was why I cried. And cried. Cried for wondering if there was someone out there who I could love unconditionally, who would want me for me, and only me. Not for some other reason. Not to lure people to invest their money. And not to gain access to sex parties in a pleasure resort so they could hunt for weapons.

      I thought of my time with Oran in that hut, of how he’d tied me down and I’d allowed myself to trust him. Of the way I’d begun to panic, then been in bliss simply because Alarr had soothed me, and I’d known he was there. I’d felt safe. Wanted. Protected.

      And it had all been an act. Every single time they touched me… Alarr, Oran, Teig. All three of them, but never all together.

      I’d thought they were perfect, and they were far from it. I wasn’t expecting perfection. Still, I’d thought I had finally found a healthy, solid relationship since Warden Egara said I had such a high match percentage.

      Stupid alien computers. What the hell did they know? Apparently, not much.

      “Wake up, Whitney.”

      The voice pulled me from a sleep I hadn’t even realized I’d succumbed to.

      “Come on, wake up, sleepyhead.” That was followed by a nudge on the arm.

      I sniffled, stirred. Blinked.

      Leah loomed over me and smiled. “I’ve let you rest and wallow. Now it’s time to shower and talk. I’ve got ice cream.”

      I sat up with those words. “Ice cream?”

      She laughed. “I thought that would perk you up.”

      I slipped from the bed and I felt awful. My body ached and my head throbbed. My face felt swollen from crying.

      I was content being led to the bathing room, having the water in the shower tube set for me, clean clothes left on a counter.

      “I’ll leave you on your own, but whatever you do, don’t look in the mirror.”

      Leah left, the door sliding closed behind her. Of course, I looked at my reflection. Of course, I squealed at the sight. Shit. My hair stood up in seven different directions. My face was splotchy. I looked droopy and dejected. Miserable.

      I took a deep breath, realized Alarr, Teig and Oran had made me this way. It was their fault I looked like roadkill. I hated them all over again for it.

      I would not let them continue to fuck with me. Being like this was giving in, proving they’d hurt me.

      No fucking way. I was Whitney Mason from Earth. No man was going to keep me down.

      I took my shower, washed my funk away along with any of the guys’ lingering seed on my pussy and thighs. Like the shampoo commercial, I washed them right out of my hair… my body, my mind.

      I was done.

      Afterward, I dressed and left the bathing room. Leah was on the couch, watching something on the vid screen on the wall. I hadn’t paid the room any attention when I’d arrived, but now I took it all in.

      Fancy, but not like Buckingham Palace stuffy. The furnishings were elegant, the décor something that didn’t exactly match what I knew of Leah, but it also was Viken casual. It had a sort of outdoor vibe that made it homey while still giving off the air of royalty.

      The bed was along one wall with two floor-to-ceiling windows flanking it. Outdoors, all I saw was green. Trees, leaves… peaceful, a dark ocean crashed against the shore far below us. I’d thought Viken United was a big city, but at least from what I could see, it was a huge fortress surrounded by nature.

      The room was large with a sitting area with two couches, a coffee table—or whatever it was called on Viken since I had yet to see a cup of coffee—before a vid screen, a fancy TV.

      The screen went blank, and Leah hopped up. “Good! Time for ice cream.”

      I had no idea how to work the S-Gen on the wall, so I plopped down on the couch, tucked my feet beneath me. She’d left me a green gown, the style similar to the others I’d worn. Viken dress for ladies. I didn’t mind it with the softest of materials, the pretty cut, the flowy style. Thankfully, the weather was mild, or it had been at the pleasure resort, and the room’s temperature was just right.

      “What’s your favorite flavor?” She glanced over her shoulder expectantly.

      “Mint chocolate chip.”

      She fist-pumped the air, then fiddled with the machine. “Excellent choice.”

      She returned with two bowls, spoons, and all. Mine was filled with the familiar pale green treat, little specks of chocolate dotting the three scoops.

      My mouth watered at the sight, and I didn’t hesitate to take a bite.

      “Yum,” I replied, closing my eyes and reveling in the familiar taste from Earth.

      “I’ve got Butter Pecan. That’s my favorite. God, I love the S-Gen machine.” She sounded as if she were talking about one of her mates, not a computer thingy that could generate whatever the user wanted, from clothes to ice cream.

      She didn’t say anything until I was on my last scoop, and I was slowing down. “So… you want a new mate.”

      I flicked my gaze to her. “Yes, ma’am.”

      “What they did was pretty shitty.”

      “Yes, ma’am,” I repeated. I wasn’t sad any longer. Now, I was mad. A little resigned, but mad. My heart hurt for what they’d done to me, but I wasn’t going to let it get me down any longer.

      “You want one mate or three?” It was a serious question, but it was accompanied by the waggling of her eyebrows and a wicked grin. “Because once you’ve had three, it’s hard to go back.”

      I dropped my spoon in the bowl. “I never had three,” I admitted.

      She paused. Stared. “Even after we talked?”

      She was the one who’d made me see that things weren’t right in my match.

      “Nope. One of them was always off doing whatever.”

      “Guys are so stupid,” she muttered.

      I wasn’t going to disagree with her.

      “They never claimed me as you mentioned,” I told her. “I was just a convenient pawn in their scheme.”

      “But their scheme was to find the bad guys. They weren’t actually the bad guys as you’d first assumed.”

      I shrugged. “They still lied. They still deceived me. Used me because that Prillon asshole ordered them to.”

      Leah sighed, her shoulders drooped and her gaze filled with pity. I’d seen that look one too many times back on Earth and it made my new hurt feel all the more raw.

      “Remember when we spoke at Trixon? I told you my guys were working on hunting down illegal arms smugglers.”

      True. She had. “Yes. I remember.” Who could forget being surrounded by space guns capable of destroying small ships?

      “Well, I didn’t realize that your mates were the ones the I.C. sent to Viken to do just that.”

      “So, your mates lied to you, too?” I asked.

      The pity was gone now, replaced by anger. “No. I didn’t ask. I don’t want to know everything, Whitney. I have a baby girl to raise and only so many hours in the day. They don’t tell me everything because I don’t want to know each time a crazy man breaks into the palace to try to kill me or Allayna. I don’t want to know about every assassination or criminal on the planet. I’d go crazy.” She leaned forward and placed her hand on my knee. “They didn’t tell you because they were protecting you. Just like my mates didn’t tell me.”

      My head was shaking before she’d even finished the sentence. “No. You made the choice to be left out of the loop. That’s not the same. They didn’t ask me, didn’t give me the choice. I’m their mate. They should have told me the truth, and because they didn’t, I ended up running straight to the crime boss himself, shot with one of those stun guns and dragged to a spaceship to be sold as a slave. That’s not protecting me.”

      “The kings disagree. They’ve asked me to try to help you understand. They don’t want you to be hurting like this.”

      Tough. It was done. If Leah chose to insulate herself, and I completely understood that, she was the queen. But just because Leah chose to ignore some things didn’t mean I shouldn’t be given the choice. “I thought the mates in outer space were different, you know? Place their mate above everything else? First priority and all that.”

      I’d never been anyone’s first anything. My older brother was the magical first-born son. My only serious boyfriend in high school had told me—after we’d been a thing for four months—that he only went out with me because he’d already dated every girl on the cheer squad, and I completed the set. When I went to college in northern California and left the Mason money and notoriety behind in New York? Dating was hard. But then who was I kidding? Dating was always hard. Which brought me back to my present dilemma.

      “A guy on Earth did you wrong, am I right?” Leah asked. “Is that why this is so difficult for you to forgive?”

      “You mean, did I get burned by a shitty ex-boyfriend on Earth?”

      She nodded.

      “No. Not really. It’s worse than that.” I leaned forward, set the bowl down. “Girlfriend, let me tell you the story of the Mason family. Prepare yourself, it’s not like a Norman Rockwell painting.”

      I settled into the couch, told her of the Mason Ponzi scheme that rocked the US East Coast’s old money families. Leah had been gone from Earth long enough not to have known about it, so I didn’t leave any detail out. She understood what my family had done because she was also an American and knew how things worked.

      By the time I was done, her face had gone from shock, with her mouth hanging open, to having her eyes narrowed and grim determination on her face.

      “Well, that sucks big hairy balls,” she said when I finally finished, ending with volunteering at the Brides Testing center.

      I had to laugh. “You could put it that way. Now you see why I can’t go back to Alarr, Teig and Oran. I don’t trust them. They’re no different than my family—using me to get what they want—and I can’t accept that. Ever again.”

      She tilted her head. “I can see that. Okay, I talked with Warden Egara earlier. Since you’ve rejected Alarr, then the testing matches you to another Viken male. You will have thirty days with him—and the other two mates he chooses to join you both—to accept or reject your new match.”

      “I feel like I’m online dating. Swipe right for your new arranged marriage.”

      She shrugged. “The testing got it right with my guys.” She leaned forward, patting my hand. “Warden Egara will make it right, I know it. This is a very unusual situation, Whitney. I know you’ll be happy here. Give Viken a chance.”

      “I did.” I remembered the efficient woman from the testing center. It wasn’t her fault Alarr wasn’t the one for me. “And I thought she had it right the first time,” I grumbled, feeling the disappointment. I really did like Alarr, Teig and Oran. But what I liked, had it been real? I would never know.

      “You know,” she said, then paused, clearly thinking. “They tricked you. Used you. I’m not going to disagree with you that they played you wrong. But you have to admit, they were terrible at it.”

      “Terrible at what? Sex?” I laughed. They were far from terrible, and that was the problem.

      “Not sex, silly.” She smiled. “I’m sure they were very skilled lovers. My point is, you figured out their whole undercover thing within a day.”

      “Yeah, so?” I asked.

      “They’d been there for months working undercover. While they duped other people, they didn’t get past you. They suck at being bad guys. They are horrible at deception.”

      I nodded. “True, but that doesn’t matter.”

      “You’re not getting my point.”

      I stared at her expectantly. This had better be good because she was right. I didn’t get it. None of it. There was no reason for them not to tell me the truth. None. Zero.

      “Only genuinely bad people are good at deception and lies. The fact that all three of them were horrible at it means they’re actually pretty good guys. They’re honorable. Honorable people don’t like to trick and deceive and lie to someone they care about. They can’t do it well.”

      I bit my lip, considered. “Like little kids. With some, it’s obvious they’ve broken a vase and tried to hide the pieces. With others, they can blame it on the cat without blinking.”

      She pointed to me. “Exactly. Alarr, Teig and Oran are the guys who’ve broken the vase and can’t get away with it. They are good guys. They wouldn’t be part of the I.C. if they weren’t. They wouldn’t be in meetings with my mates if they were anything less than the best of the best in the Coalition.”

      “That doesn’t mean they’re right for me. I can’t do lies, Leah. I just can’t.”

      “Not even if they do it to protect you?”

      “No. That’s the same excuse my father used, and it’s bullshit.” I took a deep breath and spoke the truth, the real, solid truth I’d been holding deep inside. “And they didn’t come after me, Leah. Didn’t even try to make it right.”

      “I know, honey. And that’s why Warden Egara’s going to have your next best match transported here today, whenever you’re ready. I just have to let her know, and she’ll hit the button. Your new mate and his chosen second and third have been notified, and they’re ready to meet you.”

      I frowned. “I thought the women transported to their mates.”

      She stood, rolled her shoulders back. “A perk of being the queen. And a perk for you being besties with Queen Leah of Viken. She’ll break bride protocol for me. Let’s head to the transport room, we’ll contact the warden and get you your new mate. Mates.”

      Oh God, the idea of a new match, of three new Vikens for me… my palms got damp, and my heart practically beat out of my chest. I had been eager for the first match, but now… I was nervous. I thought of Alarr, Teig and Oran, how perfect they’d been.

      But not perfect enough.

      Maybe I didn’t need perfect after all. Maybe I just needed good men who would be honest with me. I could live with a lot if I knew I was always respected and told the truth. I could live without Alarr, Oran and Teig. I saw their faces in my mind and wondered if I was lying to myself.

      “Let’s go,” I said, standing, smoothing down my dress. “You’re right. I’m ready to meet the next round of bachelors. Maybe these three will get the rose.”

      Leah laughed as she led me out of the room. She might be the queen of Viken, but she knew her American television shows.

      An hour later, Leah and I stood at the base of the transport platform. The hair on my arms rose as vibrations came through the soles of my slippered feet. Warden Egara had responded swiftly to Leah’s second comm call and to my second-best match. She’d even organized his transport—and two other Vikens he’d arranged to claim me with him—directly to Viken United to meet me.

      I thought of the bed I’d cried myself to sleep in on the other side of the palace. I’d be in that bed with them later. All three of them and I’d get that claiming Leah had told me had been so incredible.

      I licked my lips, suddenly panicking. I was far from eager. I wanted to be claimed by three virile, eager males. Viken males, ‘cause they were definitely my thing. But there were only three I really wanted. Alarr, Teig and Oran. And wasn’t I just a big idiot for needing three Viken liars?

      My pussy ached, and my nipples hardened at the thought of what they’d done with me, flashes of our time together exploding inside my head and catching my body on fire.

      “Oh shit,” I whispered. Maybe it was the idea of three new matches that were making me all hot and bothered. No. It had to be the Seed Power from Alarr, Teig and Oran that lingered. Was my body craving the males I’d rejected? Or would any alien sperm donor do the trick?

      Crude, Whitney. I could hear my grandmother’s voice scolding me, and I had to agree. It was crude and beneath me to think that way. I would not give in. I would keep my dignity no matter how badly this Seed Power was making my pussy ache and my body overheat.

      Still. How did this work? Was I just craving Viken cock, or specifically theirs?

      When the humming stopped, three hulking males appeared as if by magic on the platform.

      “Oh shit,” I whispered again, looking them over. They were big. They were gorgeous. And I had no interest. None. My body was on fire, eager for a lover’s touch, but not theirs.

      They looked to me, but quickly saw Leah and bowed low from the waist.

      She looked my way. “I shall leave you. They should be bowing to you instead.” She winked and tried to walk out of the transport room before they even rose back to their full heights. She stopped when they moved toward me, and I was glad she hadn’t left me alone with them.

      They came down the steps to stand before me. To look at me with interest, eagerness and lust. Big, hulking, hot Vikens each in different uniforms of black, brown, and gray.

      All huge, gorgeous, and ready to be mine.

      “Greetings, Whitney. I am Kayson, your new mate.” He walked to stand directly before me and bent to one knee like he was about to propose with a three-carat solitaire. Instead, he took my hand and I let him, even though his touch felt… odd. Unfamiliar. It lacked the zing I’d gotten when Alarr’s hand had held mine.

      “Hello.” It was all I get out. Hell, I had no idea what to say. Did he know he was second place, the runner up? Did he know everything? Did he know that over the last twenty-four hours, I’d been wild and sweaty and screaming around three other Viken males’ cocks? What was he going to think about that? About me? Jeez, what a mess.

      He held my gaze for a moment, his warm amber eyes and golden-brown hair completely different than that of my three mates. The difference helped.

      Looking over his shoulder, he held my hand and nodded at the other two to come forward. “These, too, are your mates. Geros and Mal.”

      They dropped to one knee as well, keeping their heads bowed.

      The difference between this meeting and the one with Alarr was glaring in my mind. Alarr had touched me. Crowded into my space. Made me shiver and want instantly. Oran had noticed everything, ordering me a cloak when I’d barely shivered. And Teig? That kiss had made me forget to be afraid.

      But this? It was like they were bowing to a princess, like I was brittle, made of glass, and about to break. But then, maybe I was.

      “Told you they should bow to you.” Queen Leah spoke from behind me, and I jumped, startled. I’d forgotten she was still here.

      Kayson moved his thumb over the back of my hand in a soothing gesture but remained kneeling before me. “I have been told of your prior mate’s deception, Whitney. Of his betrayal. I vow to you now never to lie to you, never to deceive you. We vow to place you, your safety, your happiness and your pleasure first in all things from now until the day we die.”

      Fuck-fuckity-fuck. Intense. He knew exactly what to say, what my issues were. Was that because Warden Egara had told him what was going on? Or was he just that way? The way I’d imagined the alien males were supposed to be? Honorable? Devoted? Possessive? And he wasn’t bad to look at. In fact, they were all hot as hell. If I hadn’t met Alarr, Oran and Teig first, I had no doubt I would have been blissfully happy with Kayson and the other two.

      Now? I wasn’t sure. But I wasn’t ready to give up on this new life. I didn’t want to go back to Earth, not that it was an option. I didn’t want to fail. I couldn’t go home. This was my home now. And these males were my new mates.

      I looked at Leah. “I’m not ready for this.”

      My new mate rose and used two fingers to gently turn my head toward him. I had to look up, way up, even farther than when I’d been standing before Alarr.

      “We are content to wait for the claiming until you are ready, mate. Whatever you need, we will provide. We are yours.”

      Oh God. What was I going to do now?

      He was beautiful. Perfect. They all were.

      Yet I didn’t want him or the other two. Not at all.

      Leah’s hand came down on my shoulder. “Give yourself some time, Whitney. It’s okay.” She squeezed me and released her hold. “Well, I guess it’s time for some talking and getting to know each other. Follow me to the gardens, people. I’ll order brunch.”

      Kayson placed his hand on the small of my back and escorted me as I followed our queen, my other two mates falling in behind us. I was with the queen and her guards, my three new mates. My best friend here was queen of the planet. I was surrounded by a fortress and more guards than I’d ever seen in one place. I was protected and safe.

      And every time I blinked, I imagined that Alarr had been the one to arrive on that transport pad, kneel before me and beg for forgiveness. I imagined Oran and Teig on their knees behind him, vowing never to lie to me again. I imagined the hand on my back belonged to Alarr, that he was here, loving me, living up to the dream of him I’d been carrying in my heart.

      And I hated him more.
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      Alarr, Viken United, Transport Room

      

      When we stepped down from the transport pad within the palace walls on Viken United, we were met not with the kings’ guards as I’d expected, but by the three kings themselves. Identical triplets, their different colored uniforms and lengths of hair made them easy to identify—each from one of the sectors. As they came through the sliding door, the disapproving glares on their faces were identical as well. Oran, Teig and I paused in our motion to step down from the transport pad and bowed at the waist. The kings did not look well pleased to see us, and I had a good idea that whatever our mate had told Queen Leah had not been in our favor. Not that we deserved any.

      After the formality of showing respect was complete, I stood and met the gaze of King Drogan, the only one of the three who had personally met Whitney while at the Trixon resort. “I’m surprised there isn’t a security squad ready and waiting to lead us to the brig for what we’ve done to our mate.”

      King Tor arched a brow. “I heard about Commander Helion locking you three up in the I.C. brig. It sounds as if you have already spent more than enough time in a cage. Your time away does not punish you three, but your absence has been difficult on your mate.”

      “Unfortunately, our absence was unavoidable. However, we gave Doctor Helion what he needed. The mission debriefing is complete, and you should have his report within a few days. Our part in this mission is over. We are free to collect our mate. And Whitney is our mate. We have come to take her back to Battleship Zeus with us.” I wanted no doubt as to our purpose in coming here. We were here for Whitney, and we had no intention of leaving Viken United without her.

      King Tor, with his intense gaze and equally forceful demeanor, stepped forward. “She is no longer your mate. She contacted the Interstellar Brides Program on Earth and formally rejected the match to you, Captain Alarr.”

      I clenched my hands into fists, ready to punch him in the face for uttering those words alone, but he didn’t stop speaking, and his next words were like a dagger in my heart.

      “Another has already arrived to claim her.”

      I looked to Oran and Teig, both looked as distressed as I felt. Helion had wasted precious time. If we’d been able to chase after her when we’d wanted, we’d have had the opportunity to explain. To apologize.

      Slowly, I shook my head, my focus not wavering. “She was matched to me first. She is mine. We have treated her falsely, and we will apologize. We will make things right, and we will finally claim her as we should have upon her initial arrival.”

      King Drogan laughed, crossed his arms over his chest. “You’ll need to do more than apologize. Groveling will be in order.”

      “Begging, too,” King Lev added. “If your female is anything like Queen Leah, prepare yourselves to work for her forgiveness. Mates from Earth are passionate, as you know. Unfortunately, that passion translates with equal force outside of bed play.”

      “You will beg. Grovel. Plead. And even that may not be enough,” King Tor tossed in, his irritation with us now obvious. “You have wronged a female from Earth. Trust us when we say forgiveness will not come easily. And you now have three new mates as well to compete with for her affection.”

      I took a step toward King Tor, but he didn’t move, not concerned about my stance or any threat I might present to him. In reality, I was not a threat to him. I was a male who’d lost his mate due to a set of circumstances beyond my control. I wanted a chance to fix what I’d wronged, but it would not be easy. Gods, practically impossible. Based on the king’s words, Whitney and I were no longer officially matched. I had no claim to her, no right to pursue her. To touch her. Pleasure her. Protect her. According to protocol, she was no longer mine. But being official—following orders and rules—is what had led us into this mess to begin with.

      If Helion hadn’t ordered us to maintain cover, to remain silent, to use Whitney to the mission’s gain, we would not be in this predicament. We would be in bed with her, claiming her. No, she would have already been claimed. She would not doubt our love and devotion. We’d be constantly pleasing her. Making her the happiest of females on the planet. In the entire fucking universe.

      No. No. It wasn’t all Helion’s fault. It was ours as well. We could have defied him, told Whitney the truth of our endeavors at Trixon. Knowing her, based upon the short time we’d spent together, it was clear to me now that she would have understood. “Perhaps we should have told her the truth, but her safety was our top priority, and the less she knew, the safer she was.”

      “We understand your reasoning, Captain.” King Drogan tilted his head to the side. “It will be up to you to convince Whitney.”

      I noticed at once that he did not refer to her as my mate, but by her given name, and that drove home exactly how permanent Whitney’s decision would be regarding her future.

      Surely, she would understand that we’d been keeping her safe. Except she had not always been safe, because we hadn’t trusted her with the truth. I should have known, as my matched mate, we were perfect for each other, and that meant she would be a confidante. Trustworthy.

      Instead, our lies had led her into the arms of the enemy, and nearly caused her to be taken by smugglers from the criminal Cerberus legion of Rogue 5. The thought made my blood run cold with dread and shame.

      “Who are these new males? They may be her mates through the testing, but they were not the first match chosen,” Oran said. He angled his head toward me. “Alarr is Whitney’s priority match. The perfect match. She is ours, even if they attempt to convince her otherwise.”

      “It is not about who came first,” King Drogan reminded.

      All I could think of with those words was that Whitney must always come first. We’d fucked that up royally.

      “The choice is hers. This is about Whitney’s future. Her happiness. You three do not understand the depths of what you have done to hurt her,” King Lev added.

      “We lied to her. We used her as a front for our undercover mission,” Teig explained, although the kings already knew that.

      “You did more than that, I’m afraid.” King Drogan said before nodding to King Lev. “Show them.”

      Show us what? The kings were more than familiar with the gun smuggling that had been happening and with our mission to end it. Viken was their planet. Even Doctor Helion would not run a months’ long operation on a peaceful civilian planet without communicating with the three kings. Especially, as those three kings had all grown up immediately following the Sector Wars. Separated at birth, they’d survived. Thrived. Each growing powerful in his own right and ruling his sector before Queen Leah arrived to unite them—and unite our planet. They were neither foolish nor rash, and their current tone filled me with dread and made my skin chill.

      King Tor walked toward the transport tech. “Leave us, please.”

      The male bowed and left without saying a word. King Tor worked the room’s control board as if he’d been a tech himself at one time. After a moment, he tipped his chin toward the comm screen on the wall, which had filled with images.

      “What did Whitney tell you about her life on Earth?” he asked, turning his head to look to the three of us.

      “Not much,” I admitted. “We were… busy.”

      We were newly mated Vikens, three males to one female. I didn’t need to define busy for him.

      “Then watch these comms from Earth. Learn about Whitney’s personal history. Face the truth.”

      One after the other, we stood, mesmerized, by the primitive feed from Earth. Males and females spoke to the screen, footage of males in restraints, of Whitney and her family in odd Earth clothing. Their names had been written on the display. Short descriptions ran across the bottom of the screen, repeating the narrator’s words.

      Another, then another, appeared to have been broadcast over the course of two years’ time. Slowly, I began to understand what I was seeing. Whitney’s father and brother had cheated innocent people out of their hard-earned money. Earth currency was different than that of Viken, but I understood the concept. They were swindlers. Thieves.

      Whitney had been questioned because most of the victims had been associated with her. Her father and brother had used her, and her connections at some type of learning institution, to lure people of wealth into his scheme.

      Her own father and brother had lied to her. Used her to perpetuate a crime. Forced her to endure public humiliation and shame.

      It did not matter that she had been found innocent. An entire country was angry at her, and at her family, for what they’d done. Many of the broadcasters hated her simply because of her blood relation to two amoral human males who had lied to her and used her, two males she loved and trusted. Males who were supposed to love and protect her.

      “By the gods, we were fools,” Oran said when King Tor ended the comm screen connection.

      “Her father? Her brother? And they did it all right under her nose,” Teig added.

      Their gazes turned to me.

      “We did that to her,” I said, hating myself even more. “We were following orders, but we still lied to our mate. We were tricking her all the while she was innocent and clueless.”

      “Worse than that,” Oran added. “We used her, like her father did.”

      “That’s right,” King Drogan said. “She came to you in good faith, determined to start a new life, to allow herself to love you.”

      I was going to be sick.

      “We asked Leah to speak with her, to try to explain.” King Lev cleared his throat. “But Whitney refuses to see reason. She is hurting, in large part due to all that busy work you were doing.”

      I let my head drop. I stared at the sleek metal floor. “Fuck.”

      “Exactly,” King Tor said.

      We’d wronged Whitney in so many ways. Used her mind, her body… and her heart against her. We’d lied. Deceived. Used. Yes, we’d been following orders, but that did not lessen Whitney’s pain. We should have trusted her, as she had trusted us. From the first day, the first moment. Trusted the match. She would not be matched to me if she were anything less than honorable. Courageous. Worthy in every way to be mine.

      I took a deep breath, let it out. “I would allow you shoot us all now for our stupidity, but we must at least apologize to her first.”

      I glanced to Oran and Teig, who nodded in agreement.

      “Shooting you would be the easy way out,” King Tor said. “You are honorable Vikens. I’ve known you for years, all three of you. You are also newly mated, which means you’ve been thinking not with your brains, but with your cocks. Your hearts.”

      “That’s right,” King Drogan added. “You were protecting her from the danger of your mission. We understand, as would any male in the Coalition. But you were not mated to a Coalition fighter. Your mate was Whitney, and she does not see events that way. Hers is the only viewpoint that should be important to you now.”

      King Tor agreed. “Your mate is all that matters. How she feels. How she thinks. How she loves.”

      I couldn’t have agreed more. That was why we were trying to see her. “Take us to her.”

      “We cannot. A Viken female scorned is a she-devil. An Earth woman scorned?” King Tor said, shaking his head slowly. “You may wish we shot you dead right now.”

      “Perhaps Leah’s Earth god will help them,” King Lev grumbled, and I wasn’t sure if the words were spoken in jest or in earnest.

      I knew they were right. We’d gone on many missions, for the Coalition and for the I.C. We’d trained, we’d practiced. We’d fought. Survived. Those trials had meant nothing compared to this.

      We were in for a fight with Whitney. A fight for our match, for our future. For love.

      This was one battle we would not lose, for the only heart that was worth protecting was Whitney’s. We’d see it whole, whether that included us or not.

      I looked at each king in turn, making my intention clear. “Take us to our mate.”

      Again King Tor shook his head in denial but it was King Drogan who spoke. “She will be informed of your arrival but she is currently in the garden with her new mates.”

      “What?” Oran walked toward the door, but a line of royal guards filled the space. We would stay here, or we would have to fight our way out.

      That option was suicide, and would not get Whitney back.

      King Lev stepped up to stand by his brothers and the three males were formidable when shoulder to shoulder. “You will not leave this room. She must choose to come to you.”
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      Whitney

      

      The gardens around the palace were lovely. The food was delicious, of what I ate of it. The three mates who sat with me were handsome and attentive. Leah had been the chaperone, the one to make conversation and ask questions. Without her, I’d have sat there like a lump.

      When she rose to leave, Kayson, Geros and Mal stood and bowed to their queen, I grabbed her hand.

      “Where are you going?” I asked desperately, as if these guys were here to kill me, not make me blissfully happy.

      “My kings need me,” she replied. Her shrewd gaze flicked to the guys. “You don’t.”

      Before I could tell her that I did, I really, really did, she turned and fled.

      Damn her!

      Why was I petrified to be left alone with three sexy alien hotties? Why did I want her to stay here and hold my hand forever and ever? I was not the brave, fierce woman I’d been when I sat in the testing chair with Warden Egara back on Earth. I’d been daring that day. Fearless. Determined to put my past behind me and start over.

      Now? Now, I was being an idiot.

      A lovesick idiot.

      Kayson, Geros and Mal took their seats once again. I couldn’t look at them. Not because I was truly afraid, as if they’d harm me physically. I was afraid to get to know them, to like them. To want them. Because I didn’t want them. I wanted someone else—three someone elses—and I had no doubt that desire was written all over my face. More like neon lights blinking on a damn billboard.

      “You love them, don’t you?” Kayson asked. “Your three previous mates.”

      Oh shit, maybe the sign was brighter even than a billboard.

      I looked up into his eyes, saw they were kind. Thoughtful. Worried.

      I burst into tears. Gentle hands lifted me, settled me on a lap. Arms wrapped around me, pressing my head against a warm, comforting chest. I felt the steady beat of a heart, the calm rise and fall of breathing. The clean scent of strong male.

      And that’s all. I accepted his comfort, but I did not melt into his embrace. I did not inhale his scent as if it were the very oxygen I needed to survive another moment. He felt like a friend, nothing more. But right now, I needed a friend, one who wasn’t happily mated to three hot alien kings. One who was as lonely and miserable as I was. Someone who understood—maybe a little—what I was going through.

      They said things to me, three different voices speaking, but I didn’t know what they uttered. It was the tone, the soft cadence, that lulled me. I wasn’t afraid. I was comforted. Sheltered. Protected, although the danger I faced originated from within, from my own heart.

      Finally, the tears lessened, then stopped. I eventually cried myself out, although I had no idea how long it had taken.

      “I’m sorry,” I said, wiping my face.

      Geros held out a glass of water, and I took a sip, thanking him as the cool drink soothed my scratchy throat.

      “I am impressed by you, Whitney from Earth,” Kayson said. I looked up, realized it was his lap I was upon. God, he was so attractive, so… perfect. For someone else.

      “Because I cried all over your uniform?” I felt my cheeks heat at how I’d behaved.

      He tipped my chin up so I couldn’t look away. “For giving your heart to your mates so quickly, so openly. Trust can only be given if someone possesses two traits, the courage to take a chance on knowing someone might hurt you, and the confidence to know you’re strong enough to survive if they do.”

      I snorted at that. I didn’t feel particularly courageous or strong at the moment. “I trusted my mates. I ignored my instincts and trusted all three of them. And look where that got me.”

      “Tell us what happened.” Geros gently took the drink from my hand. “Tell us everything.”

      My eyes widened, and I looked between the three of them. “You want to know about my relationship problems with other men?”

      “We want you to be happy,” Mal replied. “Tell us and allow us to assist you. We already know you are not ours. The testing may have matched you to Kayson, but your heart belongs to the others.”

      He was right, and I had to look away. “I’m sorry.”

      “Don’t be,” Kayson said. “We long for a mate who possesses the same passion and devotion you exhibit. Perhaps, we will now request a female from Earth.”

      “I don’t understand. I rejected them and now belong to you. At least according to the Interstellar Brides Program.”

      Kayson slowly shook his head. “We want your heart, Whitney. The testing match may have forced us together, but unless your heart is free to love us, our match will not make you happy.”

      “I’m—”

      “Do not say the word again,” Geros added. “You have no reason to be sorry. Tell us what happened.”

      These three were good guys. Really good guys. They looked at me with earnestness, with a focus that told me I was the center of their world in this moment. And so, I told them. All of it. Not all of it, but I had a feeling they could fill in the blanks—the very naughty, sexy, hot, sweaty, make-me-beg-for-more blanks.

      “So, your mates work for the I.C.”

      I nodded at Geros’ statement. “That’s what Queen Leah told me after I transported here.”

      “I am impressed. You have only been on Viken a few days. Do you know what the I.C. is? What those who serve do for the Fleet?”

      I shrugged. “I think so. They’re like spies? Like the CIA on Earth.”

      “I do not know this CIA, but the I.C. is not so simple as that. Some serve to gather intelligence. Many are assigned dangerous missions in the field, penetrating enemy lines, rescuing hostages or dignitaries. They are placed in danger and are highly skilled, highly trusted. You do not request to serve in the I.C., those who serve are recruited because they are the best at what they do. Because they are deadly, dangerous and highly skilled. They take risks no others will take. They are sent into the most dangerous and deadly places. They protect the entire Fleet, as well as gather intelligence. If they are spies, they are warrior spies.”

      Light was beginning to dawn. “Holy shit. They’re like Spec Ops.”

      “I do not know this term. But that they all three are thus honored tells us much about your mates.”

      “They’re not my mates,” I reminded. “Not anymore.”

      Kayson shook his head. “You can lie to yourself if you prefer, but we know the truth as well as you do. Your mates are those who have your heart.”

      I realized I was sitting upon his lap still. I was in love with three other men, and I was in his arms chatting like I’d known him for years. God, what a weirdo I was! I climbed off his lap and paced before them, the lavish spread of food forgotten.

      “They lied to me,” I reminded them.

      “If they were on Earth and part of this… CIA you mention,” Mal began. “Would they need to lie to protect you?”

      I thought of the CIA, of the movies that depicted all their covert operations. I thought of the SEALs who went off to war and couldn’t tell their family where they’d gone, only that it was some country ending in -stan or that there was sand.

      “Probably.”

      “And why is that?” Mal asked.

      “Because they’re not allowed to and because if I knew, it might be dangerous for both them and for me.”

      The three males remained silent but watched me closely as I thought aloud.

      “But they… they used me,” I repeated. “They had sex with me to keep me distracted. I even heard one of them say my presence had been useful to gain access to more places in the resort.” That was just embarrassing, so I looked away.

      “I am sure they were distracted, too,” Kayson said, and I looked to him. There was banked heat in his eyes, for which I was grateful. He made me feel pretty, made me feel… worthy. “You are incredibly beautiful, Whitney. I highly doubt they had sex with you out of duty. It would be impossible to touch you and not feel genuine desire.”

      Ego boost much?

      “Yes, having a mate like you, I would not be eager to participate in any mission, whether it was for the I.C. or not,” Geros added. “I would hate to be torn from your side, especially when we were newly matched.”

      Geros’s comment had me thinking. Could that be possible? Had my mates truly not wanted to leave me? Had they dreaded their work when they’d rather have remained with me?

      “But they never took me as a trio, at the same time. Leah… Queen Leah told me that was required for a true claiming.”

      Kayson nodded. “That is correct. Perhaps they didn’t claim you together because they hadn’t completed their mission. Perhaps taking you as one would require all three males to be distracted and vulnerable at the same time. Perhaps, dear Whitney, it simply was not safe to leave you unprotected while they claimed you.”

      “They left me alone the night I found the disk.”

      “And what happened that night? When you were alone and unprotected?”

      I’d found the disk, made some terrible assumptions and run straight into the jaws of the enemy. “I found the disk and tried to transport to Viken United.”

      “Yes, Whitney. But where were they? What was so important that they took the risk.”

      Oh, shit. My mouth fell open. “They were there, when Clive dragged me toward that ship, they were already there.”

      “Trying to defeat the enemy and complete their mission once and for all. That was the only way they could make sure you were finally safe. If you had stayed in your hut, what would have happened?”

      I had to think about that one for about five seconds. I would have snuggled into bed, fallen asleep and woken up none the wiser. Then they would have returned to me, claimed me, and moved on. I never would have known anything was wrong. “God, why do you have to make so much sense?”

      Kayson’s mouth tipped up, and he offered a slight shrug of his broad shoulders. “It is easier to see someone else’s issues more often than your own.” Perhaps. “Were they expecting you?”

      “You mean was the match a surprise for them?” I asked, frowning.

      “Yes. When I was notified I’d been matched, I was on the far side of the planet. I had little time to get to the nearest transport station, let alone contact Mal and Geros.”

      I thought of Alarr with Oran and Teig in the middle of their I.C. mission at Trixon suddenly receiving word Alarr been matched. They would have had no warning. I’d sat in the chair in the processing center, and a few minutes later? Whoosh. Transport. Across the galaxy. Gone. “I really don’t know. I walked into the testing building as a volunteer. I’d planned the trip. Knew I was going. After the testing was over, I was quickly matched and transported. But I’d been prepared for it to happen.”

      “From the male’s perspective, the experience is very different,” Kayson offered.

      I sat down in the chair I’d vacated. No kidding. I hadn’t even thought about the fact that my arrival would have been a total shock to them. Completely unplanned for. A surprise.

      “We are eligible to test for a bride after two years of service in the Coalition. It can then take months or even years for a bride to be matched to one of us. I’ve heard some males were in the thick of battle with the Hive when they received notice. Others were sleeping in their bed. Others were serving on battleships across the universe, far away from their home world. I was tested thirteen months ago. I’d all but forgotten I’d even done it. Then—”

      “You were notified out of the blue about me,” I finished.

      “That’s right. So, your matched mate, the first one, was not only most likely surprised to be matched, but in the middle of an undercover mission for I.C.”

      “Kayson, why are you defending them?” I asked. “You don’t even know them.”

      “Because you love them, Whitney. And no matter how angry you might be at the moment, you still want to be with them.”

      God, he made it so simple.

      “They were wrong for deceiving you, but you must consider their situation, the mission they had to complete.” Geros had his arms crossed, but his stance was relaxed. “You must consider what was at stake.”

      “I would do anything to keep you safe,” Mal added. His gaze narrowed when I turned toward him, the harsh lines of his face unforgiving and unapologetic. “I would lie to you, Whitney. I would cheat, steal or kill to ensure your safety. I am sure your true mates are no less devoted.”

      Kayson nodded. “A mate is the most precious thing. We would all do anything, including tricking and deceiving you, to ensure you were not harmed in any way. Ever.”

      “You’re saying they were being honorable when they lied to me?” I asked, for the first time doubting my earlier actions.

      “Very. Their first priority was protecting you, even though they knew their actions could hurt you emotionally,” Geros said. “Physically, you were safe. It was the best they could do if they were under orders from the I.C. not to reveal the truth to you.”

      “Were you honorable in return?” Kayson asked.

      I frowned. “I didn’t deceive them.”

      “No, but you discovered the truth and fled,” Kayson continued. “You ran away, didn’t allow them to explain. You were mated, you made a lifelong commitment, and you broke that bond the first time things got difficult.”

      “The first time?” I asked, getting angry again. “The first time? This wasn’t the first time a guy lied to me. My father was worse than my mates. He hurt more people than just me. He hurt thousands of people. Destroyed their lives.” I tossed my hands up in the air, unable to contain the anger rising within me. Old scars ran deep, and they ran hot. It didn’t take much to set me off on that topic.

      “You are putting the sins of your father upon your mates,” Mal said.

      I spun about, my dress swirling around my ankles. Glared. Thought about what he was saying. Shit.

      “And because your mates lied to you, regardless of the reason, you still rejected them,” Kayson added. “You would give up a chance at happiness, your perfect match, because you cannot let go of the hurt inflicted upon you by your father? That is not fair to your mates.”

      I pursed my lips together because I had no response. He was right. Every word he said was making a lot of sense. Shit. I’d really messed things up.

      “You are lucky you are not truly ours,” Geros said. “I would have you over my knee faster than you could say punishment.”

      I set my hand on my chest. “Me? Why am I to be spanked? I’ve done nothing wrong!”

      Kayson stood, came over to me. “You should have told them the truth of your past. Shared with them. Did you?”

      I shook my head. “There wasn’t time.” Which wasn’t completely true. I’d spent a long while talking to Oran, but I hadn’t told him everything.

      “After you learned of their actions, you should have made them understand why their actions hurt you so much.”

      Geros and Mal stood as well. “You might be on Viken, but you have not let go of your ties to Earth. Sever them, Whitney, so you can move on.”

      What the hell was he talking about? I’d volunteered. I’d been tested. I’d left Earth. Given up everything there for a life on Viken. But had I? Were these guys right? Was I still so mad at my father that it tainted everything else? Had I destroyed a relationship with Alarr, Oran and Teig because I thought they were devious like my father?

      I hated my father. My brother was just like him. They’d ruined me. And now, it was pretty fucking clear they still had their grips on me. They were winning, even from a jail cell.

      “God, I’m a whiny bitch, aren’t I?” I asked, my shoulders drooping. “I’ve been blaming everyone else for my problems. Just like my father.”

      Kayson shook his head. “No, you are honorable, Whitney. Good. I doubt you are much like him. But you must let him go.”

      “How?” I asked.

      “Confront him. End it and move on.”

      “How?” I repeated. “I’m like, ten light-years away.”

      All three males smiled. “It seems being friends with the queen has many perks. I’m sure she can arrange a comm call to another planet easily enough.”

      He had spoken true. Half an hour later, I sat in Queen Leah’s office in front of a large comm screen staring at my father. What I saw shocked me. Gone was the strong, invincible leader of our family. The self-made multimillionaire. The Wall Street wizard. Before me was a haggard old man with gray hair, too little meat on his bones, and a defeated look in his eyes.

      I’d been allowing him to hold my heart hostage all this time. No more.

      “Hello, Father.”

      “Whitney, baby? Is that really you?” He leaned forward and squinted through a pair of scratched glasses, the drab prison uniform not doing much to help the grayish tinge of his skin. He looked… weak. Broken. Pathetic, really.

      “Yes, Dad. It’s me.”

      “Where are you? How are you doing?”

      “I’m good. I’m good. I’m on another planet. I left Earth and volunteered in the Interstellar Brides Program. I went to a planet called Viken.” I told him the truth in a matter of fact tone. I didn’t expect him to care, not really. But then, my father never did what I expected him to do.

      He burst into tears. “Are you happy, baby? That’s all I care about. Did you find a good man to take care of you?”

      “Three of them. And yes.” They were good, honorable men. Or males. Whatever. “They’re good ones, Dad. I’m happy. I’m not coming home. Tell mom I love her.”

      He was too busy wiping his eyes to hear what I’d said, or he didn’t care enough to be scandalized by the number of mates I had. “Your brother is a mess, baby. A mess. Are you going to call him, too?”

      I thought about my brother, about all the years we’d spent barely being civil to one another. We’d never been close, and I realized that despite the fact that we were blood, I didn’t love him. Not really. I loved the idea of having a big brother, someone to protect me. I loved the idea of him. But my brother? He was an asshole. Pure and simple.

      “No. I’m not going to talk to him. I just wanted to let you know that I’m all right. I’m happy.”

      “Good. I’m so glad.” He wiped away another tear. “I’ll tell your mother. I promise you that.”

      “Thanks. I have to go now.”

      He nodded and blew me a kiss. “Be happy, baby. Live your life. Forget all about me and this mess.”

      With that, I ended the comm and stared at the now blank screen. I felt a thousand pounds lighter. And just like that, I was done. Finished. Free. I let the idea of a perfect family die. I let go of the idea I’d carried of what my father should have been like, what my older brother was supposed to mean to me. How much I was supposed to love him.

      And the truth was a revelation. I owed him nothing. I owed my father nothing. My mother? Nothing.

      They were blood. They’d given me life. But they’d done nothing since to earn my love. My loyalty. My trust. I’d been raised in a web of lies, and I was not a spider, I was not like the rest of my family. I was different.

      And so were my mates. I realized that now. Just because they’d lied to me, did not make them like my father. I needed a new perspective, which was difficult when the spider’s web was the only life I knew.

      Queen Leah appeared at the door and cleared her throat. “Houston, we have a problem.”

      That got my attention and confused looks from the three Viken males in the room. “What is it?” I asked.

      She grinned at me. “Ready or not, there are three Viken males in the transport room threatening to tear this place apart to find you.”

      “Holy shit.” My heart raced like a rollercoaster. Alarr. Oran. Teig. They’d come for me after all. “They’re here?”

      “Oh, yeah. And they are not being very cooperative. My guys are trying to hold them off to give you—” she looked pointedly at Kayson, Geros and Mal— “time to disappear.”

      I thought Kayson would be angry, but he threw his head back and laughed. “Point taken, my queen.” He walked to me, bent low, and placed a chaste kiss on my forehead. “Should you have need, I will be close by until we know you are settled and taken care of.”

      Geros growled from behind him. “Properly, this time.”

      Mal bowed low. “A pleasure, my lady. I assume it is wrong of me to hope your mates fail and you realize your heart will break each moment you are far from my side.”

      Leah chuckled. “I wouldn’t hold my breath if I were you.” She looked at me and winked. “Your mates are hot… but don’t tell my guys I said so.”

      “We are hot as well,” Mal insisted.

      I smiled at him. “Yes, you are. But you’ll have to get the next Earth girl who comes this way. I’m already taken.”

      Kayson bowed slightly and indicted with his palm up that I should accompany Leah and leave them behind. I did so, but turned back at the door to look over the three males who could have been mine. “Thank you.”

      “It was our pleasure.” Kayson’s gaze was soft but disappointed. I understood, but I couldn’t give them my heart. It wasn’t mine to offer. Not anymore.

      As I hurried beside Leah toward the transport room, I heard Alarr’s booming voice.

      “My king, this is not acceptable. Where is she? You will not keep me from my mate!”

      My body responded as I’d known it would. Heat pumped through my veins. My pussy grew wet, and I was having trouble getting air into my too hot lungs. Lust. Love. Desire. Need. Trust—yes, trust. It was all a tangle as I shoved my way through the corridor filled with royal guards to throw myself at Alarr.

      He caught me and spun me around. He tried to talk, but I kissed him.

      “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have run away.”

      He crushed me to him as Oran and Teig crowded around us. I was surrounded by my three mates, exactly where I wanted to be.

      “I do not wish to remain here a moment longer.” Oran’s hand touched my cheek. “We are stationed on Battleship Zeus. Our private quarters are prepared. Will you accompany us, Whitney?”

      I looked from him to Teig, who appeared as wicked and delightfully naughty as always, to Alarr, my rock. His arms had not loosened their hold, and I hoped they never would.

      “You are no longer mine, Whitney. It is your choice. But should you come with us, I vow we will never lie to you again. We understand what our lies cost you now, and I will never forgive myself for hurting you.”

      He was so tall. So strong. So Alarr. My anchor was back, and I felt free. Courageous. Strong.

      Strong enough to trust.

      “Yes. I’ll go with you. Only if you promise to make it official this time.” I kissed him on the lips quickly so I would not lose my mind or my control in front of all these witnesses. “I am yours, mates. I vow to trust you, never to judge you without asking questions. Never to run from you.”

      “Ever, female. Or I will tie you up and make you beg for days.” Oran was joking, I thought, but wasn’t exactly sure. My body didn’t care, his words made my nipples pebble and my core grow damp and needy.

      “Promise?” I whispered.

      Alarr growled and looked over my head at the transport tech. “Transport us to Battleship Zeus. Now.”

      The transport room buzzed with energy, and I knew in mere moments, I’d be somewhere else. Anywhere else. It didn’t matter where I went, as long as I was with my mates.

      “Bye, Whitney! Call me!” Leah yelled the instructions over the noise of the room as my mates wrapped around me and the transport took us.
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      Whitney, Battleship Zeus, Personal Quarters

      

      “I want to see the ship,” I said, looking around the living space.

      We’d transported to the Battleship Zeus, which I’d been told was named after the commanding officer, a huge Prillon who my mates really respected. We’d arrived, they’d made sure I wasn’t weary from the third transport in three days, then led me directly here.

      I’d seen a transport room, which was far from exciting, a series of hallways, which all looked the same except for the color of a stripe on the wall, and inside their new quarters. Alarr had said their individual quarters had been traded for this larger space for mated fighters. I didn’t know of any other race besides Viken who mated in threes, therefore I had to assume this was the biggest room they had.

      It was like an apartment on Earth with a living room and dining area in one. The kitchen was replaced with an S-Gen built into the wall, and the views of Central Park I was familiar with were replaced by space. Black, never-ending space filled with an infinite number of stars. Just to the left, if I craned my neck to see it, was a planet. An honest to god planet with three moons and rings like Saturn. Except it was green, the most beautiful shade of green I’d ever seen. It was beautiful. Cold. Very foreign.

      Yet I wasn’t alone in this vast universe, on this strange ship, my new home. God, Whitney Mason from Earth, was living with three aliens on a spaceship.

      How insane was that?

      Insane as I might be, I spun on my heel, and there they were, my three aliens.

      I couldn’t help but grin. They were so different, yet I loved them all.

      Alarr, with his arms crossed over his chest, an intensity about him but with an equal need to please.

      Teig, with his rogue smile and patient demeanor.

      Oran, with his possessive streak as wide as the battleship.

      One dark playboy, one fair dominant, one red-haired alpha leader who kept us all connected.

      A gray uniform, a brown uniform, and a black one.

      So different.

      I walked over to them, ran my hand across one chest to the next, then the next.

      They didn’t move, didn’t speak, barely breathed.

      Waiting.

      For me.

      I still wore the dress from Viken. While their uniforms indicated their home planet, my dress was a more blatant sign of the mates I belonged to. We’d passed several people between the transport room and here, but I was the only one dressed as if I were headed to a garden party, not battle.

      It wasn’t cold on the ship, but it didn’t have the soft, humid air of Viken either. I would not last in such a light garment. And underwear would probably be a good thing.

      But the way they were looking at me, I felt as if I were lucky to be wearing the dress at all. Or unlucky?

      The playful thought made me smile. It felt good, that smile. I was all in with these males, my mates. For better or worse, thick or thin, sickness or health. I’d jumped off the cliff and trusted them to catch me.

      Their gazes became more heated by the moment. Their stares, which had only been affixed upon mine until now, began to rove over my body. I heated—why had I just thought the ship was chilly?—and my nipples hardened. My pussy clenched with eager anticipation.

      “We have wronged you, mate,” Alarr said. “We have yet to claim you fully. If you allow us, we will rectify that now.”

      So stilted. So stiff. I stifled a smile because he was serious. We’d talked through the hot mess that had been the beginning of our match. We were past that now. To me, we’d left all of that behind on Viken. We would start over. Here. Together.

      He wouldn’t have spoken as he did unless he were worried I would decline, that if he approached me now without the utmost seriousness, I might flee again.

      No, I was done running. Unless it was into their arms.

      “You mean the three of you plan to fuck me at the same time, one of you in my ass, one of you in my pussy and the other in my mouth?”

      I wasn’t a prude, but I’d never said such dirty talk in my life. It was up to me to get this show on the road. They were wary. Cautious. Waiting for my consent. They were too honorable to do anything without it. There would be no deceit. No trickery or lying.

      We would all know that this was real, that it was the four of us together because we wanted to be one, a family.

      Alarr’s eyes widened. Teig’s brows winged up. Oran’s mouth dropped open.

      I laughed. I had a feeling I was the only person in the universe to stun my Viken fighters.

      “Oh, yes.”

      One blink, then another, and that was all it took.

      They snapped out of whatever surprised stupor I’d put them in, and it was all over for me.

      I’d been in charge, but now… gone.

      Alarr stepped up to me, cupped my cheek. Oran and Teig moved to stand on either side of me so I was surrounded. Their hands settled on my back, my hip.

      “That is correct, mate. Do you know whose cock will be in each of those places?” Alarr asked.

      I licked my lips at the deep, urgent tone of his voice—and the hard bulge of his cock teasing my abdomen with slight contact.

      “Um… well, you’ll be in my ass. Oran will be in my pussy and Teig in my mouth.”

      Teig leaned down, kissed my bare shoulder. “That’s right. We won’t just be inside you mate, we’re going to claim your body, every inch of you.”

      “Claim you,” Oran added. “And when the Seed Power of three mates is coursing through your body, the pleasure may be too much. Just try to stay conscious.”

      Teig’s fingers slid one strap of my dress off my shoulder. Oran did the other, and the garment slid down my torso to settle at my waist. My breasts were bare.

      Alarr leaned forward, took a nipple into his mouth. I gasped, arching my back. Oran and Teig held me still as Alarr feasted. If each of them had a sector-based kink to fuck a different hole, then my breasts were like Switzerland, neutral territory, and welcoming to all.

      Alarr finally—eventually—lifted his head, and Oran took his turn licking and laving my nipples, cupping my breasts and testing their weight. Plumping them. Then it was Teig’s turn, gently biting and tugging as Oran held my hands immobile behind me, his whispered command to hold still making me moan with the need to move as Alarr claimed one breast with his mouth and Teig the other.

      I was lost, and they were just playing with my nipples.

      “We missed you, mate,” Teig admitted, kissing across my collarbone to my neck, then nibbling behind my ear. “Is the Seed Power still upon you? Are you aching? Have we left you in pain?”

      I shook my head, blinked my eyes open. “Not… not now. It’s better.”

      Oran tsked. “Better? No, not better. Your mates have been negligent. We shall rectify that now.”

      Alarr and Oran stepped back, allowing Teig to lift me up and carry me into the bedroom and lay me down upon the largest bed I’d ever seen. I had to assume it was because there were four of us. I hadn’t noticed any other rooms when we’d entered the quarters, so it appeared we would be sharing, just like on Viken.

      Or, they’d be sharing me, not at all like on Viken. All three of them. Together.

      Starting right now.

      Teig winked at me, his hands sliding from my hips and down my legs, taking the filmy dress with them until I was naked.

      Three males loomed. In unison, they unbuckled their pants, reached in and stroked their cocks. Only for a second, for they leaned forward and brushed slick thumbs over my skin. Alarr over a nipple, Teig down my thigh, and Oran over my bottom lip.

      I licked the tip of his thumb, tasted his salty essence. Then… bam.

      Like a hit of meth or cocaine, I felt the rush, the heat of their Seed Power as it seeped into me.

      My back arched, my feet pressed into the bed. My eyes fell closed as I moaned.

      And came.

      Yes, I had an orgasm as their pre-cum made me writhe wantonly before them.

      And they’d barely touched me.

      I heard the rustling of clothes, felt the dip of the bed in several places.

      As I recovered, their hands were upon me again, touching me, caressing, stroking. Six hands made me hot. I didn’t know who was touching me where. I didn’t care. It didn’t matter.

      That was the point. They were all working together to claim me. It didn’t matter if Teig’s fingers were in my pussy or if Alarr’s were tugging at my nipple. The three of them combined were driving me out of my mind.

      “Please,” I begged.

      “Our mate is eager to be claimed,” Oran said.

      Alarr might be their leader out of the bedroom, but Oran was within. He commanded, and I got wet. Well, wetter.

      “We must ensure she is ready.”

      My eyes fluttered open at that. “Ready? I’m beyond ready.”

      “Do you decide when you are fucked?” Oran slipped one finger inside my pussy. Two.

      I groaned. More. I needed…

      Three.

      I bucked under his touch, but he shook his head. “Alarr, hold her down.”

      My hair slid over the bed as my head moved from side to side, Alarr’s heavy arm covering my hips, holding me down. I couldn’t move, couldn’t tilt my hips, or roll to the side. And I loved it. Loved knowing that Oran could do what he pleased with me now. Loved knowing that Oran might order Alarr to fill my ass, even as his fingers played deep in my core.

      My mind raced with possibilities, each one making me hotter and more eager than before.

      “Please.” I was gone. Totally gone.

      Oran was just getting started. “Teig, suck that nipple into your mouth. Rub your seed on the other. I want to feel her pussy clench around my fingers.”

      Teig did as commanded, and I didn’t recognize the sound of my own voice as the sensation from my nipples shot straight through my body to my clit like dual bolts of lightning.

      “Do you decide when we fuck you, love?”

      “No,” I whispered.

      Oran pulled his fingers nearly out of my body, then slowly pressed back in, going deeper, rubbing the tip of my womb with his fingertip, the sensation strange and erotic and so…

      “No, sir,” Oran commanded. “Whitney, do as I say, and you will be rewarded.”

      My pussy clenched down like a fist at his words, and he groaned.

      “Yes, sir. Please. Sir. Master. Lover. Mate.” I would call him anything he wanted. Anything at all. I’d read hot romance novels. I’d watched porn. I knew what kinds of words the dominant men liked on Earth. I threw them at him with ease. Meant every one.

      “I cannot wait, Oran. You will have to play your games later.” Alarr moved, tugged on my hip, and rolled me so I was up on my hands and knees.

      Oran didn’t argue, simply fell onto his back where I had been resting, then grabbed me and lifted me as if I were a feather so that I straddled him. His cock was nestled against my pussy. I was so wet I slid over the hard flesh. When more of his pre-cum coated my skin, I moaned, writhed. I wanted him in me.

      Now.

      Oran grinned as I looked down upon him. He knew what he was doing, torturing me, but he was rock hard. He couldn’t be too comfortable himself.

      He pulled me in for a kiss, our bodies pressed together. With one rock of his hips, the broad crown of his cock slipped into my pussy.

      I gasped against his lips, then using my knees for traction, pushed back, and took him deep.

      I tossed my head back and gasped at the feel of him, opening me, stretching me. God, he was so big.

      And I was going to have Alarr inside me, too? I clenched down, making Oran groan.

      “You have my cock, it is time for Alarr to prepare you,” Oran said, his voice rough because he held himself still inside me.

      I gasped when Alarr’s fingers circled over my back entrance. I hadn’t seen him find some lube, but his digits were slick, easing his entrance. His finger slipped into me easily, yet I groaned. While they’d played there before, it was still startling, the feel of the intrusion so different with Oran’s cock inside me as I rode him. New.

      But this wasn’t play, this was preparation. Oran cupped the back of my neck and held me fused to him, his knees widening, spreading me open for Alarr’s attentions.

      I cried out when Alarr added another finger, scissoring them to open me up even more. I knew Alarr’s cock was as big as Oran’s, but my pussy was used to such size.

      My ass? It was getting there.

      “Her screams will be heard all the way down in engineering,” Teig said, moving so he knelt beside our heads, his cock was right there, just inches from me.

      Turning, I saw the creamy pearl of pre-cum at the slit and I leaned forward, licked it.

      From the single drop, I came again, clenching down on Oran’s cock and Alarr’s fingers. But Alarr wasn’t deterred by the rhythmic tightening of my inner muscles, instead using the wave of desire to advance his fingers so they were fully within me. And not just two, but three. I felt full. So full. So… incredible.

      “Yes, her pleasure should be just for us,” Alarr agreed. “How about taking Teig’s cock in your mouth to keep you quiet, mate?”

      Teig shifted his hips forward even more, and I opened wide, taking him deep. The feel of him on my tongue was heaven. And he slowly, carefully began to fuck my mouth, his Seed Power making my tongue and throat tingle with heat and hunger and the need for more. More. More.

      I gasped at Alarr’s retreat from my ass, suddenly feeling empty there. But it was only for a moment, for I felt his cock pressing against me, intent to gain entrance. He was so slick, the space lube doing an incredible job of making his entrance to that virgin hole easier.

      He popped past the tight ring that had been prepared by his fingers, then slowly began to fill me up, sliding deep, then deeper. Then deeper still.

      Oh my God, I thought. I couldn’t say that because my mouth was full of Teig’s cock.

      I was full everywhere. Oran and Alarr began to move, fucking me in alternate motions. So full. Holy shit, I was literally crammed full of cock.

      But their ragged sound of breathing and an occasional growl or tightened grip made me realize I was affecting them just as much as they were me.

      “You belong to us, mate,” Alarr said, his hips pumping into me. Bumping into my upturned bottom.

      “All of us,” Oran added. “See how we are connected as one? It is because of you. You make us whole.”

      Teig stroked my hair as he slipped a touch deeper, the head of his cock at the entrance to my throat. “You give us pleasure, and it is time to give it to you in return.”

      “Give it over, mate,” Alarr commanded.

      “Let go,” Oran added.

      “Take the claim. When you awake, we will be here. We will always be here,” Teig said.

      Awake? I didn’t have time or the brainpower to question that because I was being pushed over the edge. My orgasm was upon me. My clit was rubbed against Oran’s pelvis. My G-spot was raked over with the crown of his cock. My ass, God, the nerve endings there flared from Alarr’s actions and sent me spiraling. And the thick feel of Teig’s cock in my mouth, knowing I was satisfying all of them, that they were giving me what I’d craved since the first moment I saw them… it was too much.

      This was what Leah had mentioned. The feelings of pleasure were so intense. But the knowledge that I was loved, wanted, shared, it finished me.

      I was exactly where I wanted to be. I came on a groan, a shiver.

      I felt their cocks thicken, then the thick burst of hot seed filled me. Pussy, mouth, and ass.

      The Seed Power washed over me. A triple assault, just like the guys themselves.

      And I did as Oran had expected. I passed out. The last thing I thought before the swirling blackness of the most intense pleasure carried me off was that my mates would be here when I awakened.

      And forever after.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        Ready for more? Read The Rebel and the Rogue next!

      

        

      
        Zenos, from the Astra Legion of Rogue 5, is on a mission to find an antidote to the deadly venom flowing through his body. Without the antidote, one bite during mating will kill a hybrid Forsian’s chosen female. Zenos must acquire the serum at any cost, for like his Atlan cousins, his mating instinct will eventually consume him. The last thing he needs is a distraction, but one look at the defiant female bounty hunter and he can’t deny his body what she’s offering—a few wild hours of pleasure.

      

        

      
        Ivy Birkeland’s entire ReCon unit was annihilated as a result of Quell, a mind-altering drug the pirates of Rogue 5 are known to distribute. A rebel to her core, her heart still broke when she was forced to walk away from her life as a Coalition fighter. Now she hunts a bounty that will allow her to catch the criminals selling Quell and avenge her dead friends. Free of the Coalition Fleet’s strict regulations, she makes a deal with an unknown Rogue 5 operative to gain access to his home planet and travels to Transport Station Zenith to meet him.

      

        

      
        When Ivy’s smoking hot, one-night-stand turns out to be her Rogue 5 contact, every carefully-laid plan she’s made goes to hell. Because when a rebel and a rogue are forced to work together, sparks will fly. They don’t need the criminals to kill them, they just might finish each other…if they don’t fall in love first.

      

        

      
        Click here to get The Rebel and the Rogue now!
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      Want more? I’ve got hidden bonus content on my web site exclusively for those on my mailing list.

      If you are already on my email list, you don't need to do a thing! Simply scroll to the bottom of my newsletter emails and click on the super-secret link. 

      Not a member? What are you waiting for? In addition to ALL of my bonus content (great new stuff will be added regularly) you will be the first to hear about my newest release the second it hits the stores—AND you will get a free book as a special welcome gift.

      Sign up now! http://freescifiromance.com
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      YOUR mate is out there. Take the test today and discover your perfect match. Are you ready for a sexy alien mate (or two)?

      
        
        VOLUNTEER NOW!

        interstellarbridesprogram.com
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        Grace Goodwin’s books are now available  as audiobooks…everywhere.
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        Interested in joining my Sci-Fi Squad? Meet new like-minded sci-fi romance fanatics and chat with Grace! Get excerpts, cover reveals and sneak peeks before anyone else. Be part of a private Facebook group that shares pictures and fun news! Join here:

        https://www.facebook.com/groups/scifisquad/
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        Want to talk about Grace Goodwin books with others? Join the SPOILER ROOM and spoil away! Your GG BFFs are waiting! (And so is Grace) Join here:
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            [image: ]
          
        

      
    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Get A Free Book!

          

          Join my mailing list to be the first to know of new releases, free books, special prices and other author giveaways.

        

      

    

    
      
        
        http://freescifiromance.com

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: http://freescifiromance.com]
          
        

      
    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by Grace Goodwin

          

        

      

    

    
      Interstellar Brides® Program: The Beasts

      Bachelor Beast

      

      Interstellar Brides® Program

      Assigned a Mate

      Mated to the Warriors

      Claimed by Her Mates

      Taken by Her Mates

      Mated to the Beast

      Mastered by Her Mates

      Tamed by the Beast

      Mated to the Vikens

      Her Mate’s Secret Baby

      Mating Fever

      Her Viken Mates

      Fighting For Their Mate

      Her Rogue Mates

      Claimed By The Vikens

      The Commanders’ Mate

      Matched and Mated

      Hunted

      Viken Command

      The Rebel and the Rogue

      

      Interstellar Brides® Program: The Colony

      Surrender to the Cyborgs

      Mated to the Cyborgs

      Cyborg Seduction

      Her Cyborg Beast

      Cyborg Fever

      Rogue Cyborg

      Cyborg’s Secret Baby

      Her Cyborg Warriors

      The Colony Boxed Set 1

      

      Interstellar Brides® Program: The Virgins

      The Alien’s Mate

      His Virgin Mate

      Claiming His Virgin

      His Virgin Bride

      His Virgin Princess

      The Virgins - Complete Boxed Set

      

      Interstellar Brides® Program: Ascension Saga

      Ascension Saga, book 1

      Ascension Saga, book 2

      Ascension Saga, book 3

      Trinity: Ascension Saga - Volume 1

      Ascension Saga, book 4

      Ascension Saga, book 5

      Ascension Saga, book 6

      Faith: Ascension Saga - Volume 2

      Ascension Saga, book 7

      Ascension Saga, book 8

      Ascension Saga, book 9

      Destiny: Ascension Saga - Volume 3

      

      Other Books

      Their Conquered Bride

      Wild Wolf Claiming: A Howl’s Romance

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About Grace
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EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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