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      Violet Nichols, Interstellar Brides Processing Center, Miami

      

      This had to be a dream. But it felt real. So damn real.

      I was blindfolded. Naked. The subtle sound of a man’s groans of pleasure reached me, flooding my core with wet heat. But I didn’t need to be able to see to know that strong hands gripped my hips and I sat on a man’s face as he ate my pussy. My thighs clenched against his ears, his wicked skill so intense that my leg muscles quivered, tightened and relaxed as his tongue slid over me, then pulled, drawing my sensitive clit into his mouth with just the right amount of suction before releasing it over and over again. I moaned when he flicked a very sensitive spot at the top. His hands were big, his fingers long enough to hold my slippery folds open for his tender assault. Again and again he made me tremble, shifting from demanding suction to the gentlest of brushes. For someone so big, he was very careful.

      I couldn’t tell him this, couldn’t do more than beg for more with a sexy moan and desperate whimper, for while he was beneath me, a second man thrust his cock into my mouth. The thick girth of it was smooth and hard as steel against my tongue as I laved him, felt the pulsing line of the vein that ran up the length.

      When he pulled back so that I could circle the rim of the crown with my tongue, I was able to take a deep breath before he stretched my lips wide once again, thrusting deep so he entered my throat. His growl of appreciation and the way his big hand tightened in my hair was all the indication I needed to know I was pleasing him. One of my hands rested against his abdomen, the steel hard abs clearly defined beneath my fingertips as I explored him, touched him like I owned him, like he was mine. When he paused, pulling back, fighting for control, I didn’t allow his retreat, pushing forward, swallowing him down like he was mine to take, mine to pleasure. I slid my hand down, cupped his balls gently and pulled him closer, his growl of warning unheeded. He was all mine, and I wasn’t giving him the chance to escape me, and I knew he didn’t really want to go anywhere but deeper.

      But even that wasn’t all. They weren’t all. This dream? There was more.

      No, he was more. The third man touching me. I was surrounded, yet I felt completely safe. No, more than safe. Needy. Desperate. Like I was about to break into a million pieces—wanted to break—and knew they would catch me. Three men, and they were all mine. One beneath me eating my pussy, one in my mouth fucking my throat and a third—I had his cock in my hand, stroking it from root to tip, feeling the pre-cum seep from it and smear beneath my thumb.

      I’d never felt a cock so long, so thick; my fingers didn’t even wrap around all of it. He wasn’t just kneeling beside me, cock thrust toward me so he could get a hand job. No, he had his hands on me, too. My breast was cupped in his big palm and he was pinching and tugging the nipple. While the others were thorough in their attentions, this one was more demanding, pinching a touch harder than I expected, tugging longer so there was a bite of pain. This only made me feel even more. Better. I was on the brink of pleasure, of my orgasm. God, so close.

      Then he moved his other hand low, cupping my bottom, circling my sensitive opening with his thumb. The shock of that caress jolted me forward with a groan and I came down on the first man’s mouth harder, wanting more. Needing something inside me. My pussy was empty and aching. Hurting. I wanted them all. I wanted them to fill me up, give me their seed, give me their bliss.

      The thought was strange, but I didn’t argue. Somehow, I knew that their cum was like magic, that the touch of it on my flesh, the taste of it in my mouth, would push me over the edge into an orgasm so intense I’d forget to breathe. And I wanted it, wanted them to give me everything and make me feel like I was theirs, just as they were mine.

      And that made my pussy wetter because I was just...about...there. Somehow, the man beneath me knew and he licked, flicked and moved lower, slid his tongue into my pussy, fucking me with it, teasing me with something that wasn’t quite enough.

      I couldn’t talk, but I had other ways to communicate. Wrapping my hand tightly around the third man’s cock, I trapped the second man’s hard length in my mouth with a gentle nudge of my teeth, not enough to hurt, but just enough to let him know I was tired of being teased. Played with. I needed to come, needed it so badly I felt like my heart was going to explode out of my chest.

      “Our mate is making demands.” The words were strained with the same desire I felt, but there was laughter in his voice as well. If I had teeth around my cock, I wasn’t sure I’d be laughing.

      “Perhaps she should be taught who is in control.” The hand on my ass slid lower and the tip of the third man’s thumb slid inside. “And who is not.” Those words were whispered against my ear, the heat of his breath so intense I whimpered as he played with my ass, teasing me, slowly sliding his thumb in and out of my body, making sure I knew he could do more.

      I would have begged if I could, but I could do nothing. I was completely at their mercy and that fact made me wild, mindless.

      Holy hell, I wanted him to do more. I wanted him to fuck me there, fill me with his cock as the other took my pussy and I conquered the third with my mouth. It would be so good. I knew it would be good. I remembered…

      Wait. What? That was impossible. This was just a dream. I’d never been with three men. Never even imagined it. But this was my dream and I could do whatever I wanted. Or whoever. Or three whoevers.

      And in a dream, I could love having three men. I could be sweaty and demanding. Lost to the pleasure, my nipples hard nubs that were so sensitive I could come from those just being played with alone. But my clit being sucked…

      Yeah, that was the hottest fucking thing ever. I’d had a guy eat me out before, but I’d never ridden a man’s face. Never had someone just...know what I needed. Know that a cock deep in my mouth made me hot, made me feel submissive and wildly dirty. But I wasn’t ashamed. There was no guilt, no judgment, no frowning old woman scolding me for being so deliciously wicked. How could I not want to be exactly where I was when all I felt was adored? Worshiped? Gifted with pleasure?

      “Come for us. Come for me and I’ll give you what you really want, love. I’ll fuck this tight ass.” The thumb pressed deeper, just enough to make me arch my back and push down, wanting more, wanting exactly what he promised me. Him. Big. Hard. Deep.

      The fist in my hair pulled me back, forced me to release the cock I’d held captive in my mouth. The man beneath me sucked my clit hard, fast, flicking it faster than before. I was surrounded. Dominated. At their mercy and their pleasure and it made me hot. I loved it and the orgasm rushed over me like an explosion. I screamed my release...finally, my ears tingling, my muscles tensing then going lax. My pussy walls clenching on...nothing.

      “Is that what you needed, mate?” one gravelly deep voice asked. It was the second man, the man whose pre-cum I could taste on my tongue, the tingling heat of that small taste didn’t make sense to me, but I rolled the flavor on my tongue with anticipation. While this was my dream, it wasn’t complete. I didn’t know their names, but I knew they were big, brawny and their muscles had muscles. I knew, somehow, impossibly, that they were mine. And that was enough for me.

      “No,” I said. I couldn’t help the taunting smile that curved my lips. “It’s not enough. I need my mates. I need you inside me.” Oh, I was playing with fire, tempting them, pushing them to lose control. Normally, this would have made me nervous, but this was dream me, and she was unashamed of her needs, her desire. She needed and they would provide. The certainty was a like a drug all its own, filling my body with confidence, with an assurance I’d never felt in the bedroom. Ever.

      “Needy thing. We haven’t even fucked you yet,” the second man said. A hand stroked down the length of my spine. “You need more? Need us to take you? Make you ours forever?”

      My inner walls clenched at the possibility. Oh yes, I wanted that. So much. “Yes.” Yes! I was shouting inside my head, but dream me didn’t seem to hear, or be in a big hurry. The greedy bitch knew she was going to get exactly what she/I wanted.

      “I hope you’re well rested. Your men have need of you and your pussy. Your mouth. Those lush breasts. The perfect pucker of your ass.” The hand cupping my ass shifted so the thumb moved inside me and I gasped. “Every inch of you is ours, or will be before the night is through.”

      Oh my.

      I’d heard of women who could have an orgasm in a dream. I was definitely one of them now. And since it was a dream, I decided I could be multi-orgasmic. Why stop at one? I was too hot, too greedy to stop now.

      “I want it. Everything you can give me.” I hadn’t been fucked in the ass before, never really done much ass play at all, but I wasn’t going to tell these three no. If anyone could get me to submit in such a way, then it would be them.

      “That’s right.” It was the first man and each word was punctuated by a kiss on my clit, as if he were just saying hello. His voice was even deeper, his cadence slower, as if he had all the time in the world...or at least all night, and he was exactly where he wanted to be. “That orgasm was to get you ready for us. Make sure this pussy is nice and soft. Swollen. Wet.”

      The last word was half seduction and half promise and my entire body shuddered in response. I’d just had an orgasm, but my body was wound so tightly I was more than willing to beg again. “Give me those cocks,” I growled. “I want them. Now.”

      “Miss Nichols.”

      No! No. Go away. The annoying female voice interrupted my dream. I tried to lift my hand to swat the person away, but I couldn’t. It was pinned down. How dare she interrupt me and my three men?

      “Miss Nichols,” she repeated.

      My eyes popped open to reveal the clinical, sterile exam room in the bride center. Gray. White tile. My wrists were secured to the strange chair by large cuffs I doubted even an alien warrior could break open. Shit.

      I didn’t want to be here. I wanted to be there. With my three men. Feeling sexy and wild and totally free for the first time in my life. I squeezed my eyes closed, blocking out reality.

      But like everything else so far, it appeared I would have to deal with disappointment. It had been nothing more than a dream. A worthless, meaningless dream taunting me with everything I didn’t dare want and knew I wouldn’t get.

      Trion. That’s where I was going. I had to talk some sense into my sister who was there even now. And since I knew those Trion men were hardcore into dominance, and not into sharing, I wrapped my head around the idea that more likely than not, I’d be transported to that wild planet, tied up and spanked by my new mate in a matter of hours. But three men? That was so not happening on Trion. No matter how fucking amazing it had been. A dream, nothing more.

      God. My skin was drenched in sweat, my pussy still swollen and pulsing from the first orgasm they’d given me. But just like in the dream, I was still worked up. Needy. If I just closed my eyes, I could still feel the lingering touch of my lover’s caress on my back. My hard little clit was sensitive and engorged. My nipples ached from being played with. My jaw muscles were tired from a deep throat fuck.

      Yet it was all illusion. A complete mind-fuck. Those men weren’t here with me. Warden Egara was. Not that she wasn’t attractive, but she was not my type. Not. With a capital N.

      Resigned to the inevitable, I sighed and opened my eyes to find her staring at me with the patience of a damn saint. She had that look that nurses get when they’re waiting for you to deal with whatever bad news they just handed down. See this gigantic needle? Yeah? It needs to go into your spine. It’s going to feel like I’m crushing your spinal chord in a fist. Sorry, sweetie.

      Warden Egara raised a brow. “Are you with me, Miss Nichols?”

      “I bet every woman you wake from their testing hates you as much as I do right about now,” I told her, despising her so much.

      She leaned over me, all crisp uniform, dark brown hair sleek and tidy in a bun, her expression almost stern, but her gray eyes were oddly sad, as if she had the weight of the world on her shoulders. But supervising the matching of brides from Earth to the rest of the universe, maybe she did. Although, my statement had the corner of her mouth tipping up. “Probably.”

      “And it wasn’t three hot, well-hung men I told to give me their cocks, but you. Right? Please tell me I didn’t really say that out loud.”

      Now, she did smile. “Don’t worry, I’ve heard worse.”

      Hah! Not from me, she hadn’t. I was so embarrassed I wanted to dissolve into a puddle and slide out of the chair. I shifted in my seat, as best I could considering it was hard, unforgiving, and my wrists were restrained. “So my testing was completely normal? That was completely normal?”

      She nodded, then stepped back.

      “If that was normal, why pull me out? That’s just mean. A girl needs dreams like that for as long as they last.”

      The warden nodded in what I assumed was understanding—but she’d still pulled me out of the testing dream at the good part—and sat down at the generic table and chair. “Because soon it won’t be a dream. It can be your reality,” she told me. “You’ve been matched, Miss Nichols, with a ninety-seven percent compatibility, which is remarkable.”

      I nodded. “That’s why I’m here. I accept the match. Send me. I’m ready.” Time to get off this planet and reunite with my twin. How dare Mindy leave me here like this? I wanted to cry and scream at her at the same time. Instead, I blinked until I regained control of my emotions and focused on the warden. I stared at her, but I didn’t really see her. My thoughts shifted to Mindy, to the message she’d left me on my cell.

      

      Josh dumped me, the jerk. I SWEAR there are no good men left on Earth. Don’t hate me, but I volunteered to be an Interstellar Bride. I’ve been matched to Trion! Sending this to you so you don’t worry. Gotta run...or transport. Whatever. ‘Beam me up, Scottie!’ I’m getting married to an alien. Ha! I love you, Sissy. I’ll get a message to you when I can. I’m so excited. I’m outta here.

      

      I’d heard of breakup texts before, but this was worse. So much worse. My baby sister—my identical twin sister, younger than me by three minutes—left me a stupid text to tell me she was leaving the fucking planet to be matched to an alien. And she’d gotten Trion. She hadn’t reached out to me before she left her house. No, she’d told me right before she left the fucking planet. A done deal. I knew nothing about Trion except the males there were big, dominant and definitely kinky.

      That worked for me. Because after almost two months of agonizing over the decision, I was going, too. Where Mindy went, I went. We were identical and there was no one closer to me in the world, or universe, than she was. But she wasn’t on Earth any longer. And I was so damn furious at her for ditching me. Still.

      If she’d just told me what she wanted to do, I so would have been there. We could have gone together, been tested and sent to the new planet together. Double wedding. Our hot, alien hunks could have shaken hands and dealt with the fact that where one of us went, we both went. Package deal. Two for one. Always together.

      Except we weren’t. She’d left me behind.

      Being dumped by a boyfriend didn’t hold a candle to being abandoned by my reckless, impulsive, and irresponsible sister. It was my job to look out for her, make sure she stayed out of trouble. I was only a few minutes older, but most days it felt like a few years.

      Today it felt like twenty.

      Mindy had crushed me with this one, and even now, I tried not to cry at the stinging rejection. It was worse than any boyfriend breakup. Worse than when our parents ditched us at our cousin’s house and never came back. Worse than the rejection letter I’d gotten from my dream college. Worse even than the fact that Mindy had refused to apply to college and decided to be a dental hygienist instead.

      I hated teeth. Hated the dentist. I’d wanted to be an architect, but between my less than perfect grade point average and my very average college entrance exam scores, the big universities hadn’t exactly lined up to throw scholarship money my direction. When Mindy had refused to even apply, I’d given in to the inevitable and gone to trade school. Now I did technical drafting for a group of fifty-year-old men with potbellies, whose angry wives and teenage children treated me like I was their personal servant and deliveryman when they showed up at the office.

      Mindy leaving me felt like dying. Part of me was dying, in so much pain I could barely think. The other half of me was so freaking angry I wanted to beat the crap out of her the moment I saw her on Trion. Scream at her. Slap her across the face and demand an explanation. Did she hate me so much?

      Whoever my new alien husband was, he was going to have to deal with the fact that finding my sister was my number one priority. Once I was sure she was okay and I murdered her, then we could get naked. Then I’d let myself live in dreamland for a hot minute and have a couple of—hopefully—mind-blowing orgasms with a sexy alien hunk who was all mine.

      I wasn’t violent. I’d never been violent. Never punched anyone, never been in a fist fight. That was Mindy’s territory. I was the quiet one. The responsible one. Always in control. Always thinking two or three or ten steps ahead. She got us into trouble and I got us out.

      But I was terrified I wouldn’t be able to get her out of this one. Terrified I’d lost her forever. Just damn terrified.

      I didn’t want to be alone. Truly alone. I’d never been alone. And my sister had always needed me. Always. Now? Now, I was just drifting and useless. I felt lost.

      And, of course, she’d left the message while I was in my weekly company meeting, so I couldn’t stop her. I was here being tested eight weeks and two days after Mindy. And I was terrified. I’d finally made the decision, gotten in my car and drove. It was one of the only truly irresponsible things I’d ever done in my life. I hadn’t terminated my lease, sold my stuff, or even cancelled my cell phone plan.

      The world could figure it out after I was gone. Out of here. Reunited with my sister.

      Besides, if I thought about it too much—or any more than I already had—it would feel too permanent, too scary, and I was afraid I’d lose my nerve.

      I would be on Trion soon, now that I’d accepted the match, and could track her down and give her the kick in the ass she deserved. Or painful death by my hands—then I’d hug her to make sure we really were together again. It wasn’t as if our parents ever hugged us, took any responsibility for us. We’d had to take care of each other since forever.

      “Great.” The warden sounded pleased as she swiped her finger over her small tablet. As she did so, she continued, “I don’t always have brides so eager to go. Usually convicted felons do not volunteer so readily.”

      “Yeah, well, I’m no convict, but I definitely am eager. My sister was matched.”

      She glanced up at me briefly. “That’s nice.” Her tone said that factoid was completely irrelevant. As if. “I have a few standard details to go over with you before I can begin preparations for transport.”

      “Go for it,” I prompted, eager to get this show on the road.

      “State your name for the record.”

      “Violet Nichols.”

      “Are you legally married?”

      Yeah, right. “No.”

      “Do you have any biological or legal offspring?”

      “You mean some women leave a kid behind?” I asked, not answering the simple question.

      “This eliminates that possibility,” she replied, although there was probably a story there.

      “No. I don’t have any kids.”

      “You agree to this match of your own free will?”

      I nodded. “Yes, I do. Where do I sign?”

      “Verbal agreement is all that is required, Violet, since everything is recorded and saved. Thank you.”

      I wasn’t too keen to know my steamy dream had been recorded, but the warden had said I wasn’t the only woman to come out of the testing all hot and bothered. I was just another face to them. Another test, another transport. And soon, I’d be on Trion. Earth and this testing center would be far, far away.

      “Great.” I wiggled my bare feet up and down on the hard chair, energized. Maybe it was the hot dream orgasm that had me motivated to go. I’d get my sister back and meet my new, smoking hot alien mate.

      “Wonderful. That is the last of the required questions.” She stepped back and a seam appeared in the wall, lit by faint blue light. A section of the wall slid away and the chair moved sideways into some kind of cocoon chamber. Holy shit. I was going to Trion. Like now. Right now.

      I closed my eyes until something pinched me just behind my ear. I yelped at the sting, but Warden Egara’s voice calmed me. “That’s just your Neural Processing Unit, Violet, so you can speak their language. You’re doing just fine.”

      I pushed out a breath, let my shoulders relax. This was really happening. I was headed to see Mindy. “Just get me that one-way ticket to Trion and I’ll be all set.”

      She frowned. “Trion?”

      I tried to lift my hands, rub my wrists, even though they didn’t hurt. I wanted to fidget, tuck my hair back behind my ear, shift in the hard, pseudo-dentist chair. And that ear pinch wasn’t anything like Novocain. This place, so far, was much better than the dentist. Only sexy man dreams. “Yes, Trion. That’s where I will be sent.”

      The warden blinked at me, then cocked her head to the side. “Why do you believe you were matched to Trion?”

      “My sister is there, so that’s where I’ll be sent, too.” I was absolutely certain of it. We were twins. Identical. Where one went, the other followed. Always.

      “How nice for your sister,” the warden said neutrally, as if she’d offered this bland statement to other siblings before. “But you were not matched to Trion.”

      My jaw went slack and I stared at the woman wide-eyed. “Of course, I was. I’m going to Trion.”

      Slowly, she shook her head. “No, Miss Nichols. You’ve been matched to Viken. A ninety-seven percent match, which is quite remarkable considering you have to be matched to three warriors.”

      Holy shit. Three? Did she just say three warriors?

      No. This was all wrong. Sure, the dream had been hot. Super hot. Amazing. But it wasn’t what I needed. I needed to go to Trion. It was my turn to frown.

      “Viken? Where the hell is Viken? I’ve never heard of that planet.” I yanked at the restraints, suddenly very eager to get the hell out of this chair before Warden Egara pushed some magic button and sent me to the wrong freaking planet. There was no way I was going to Viken. Mindy was on Trion. Trion.

      “Viken is a small planet known for its—”

      I glared at her. “I don’t care about Viken.” Yanking harder, I winced when the restraints cut into my skin. I swung my legs over the side and pulled, twisted, trying to get up. “No. I don’t want to go to Viken.”

      “Why not? Your subconscious testing dictated that it was your best match.”

      I put my hands up in the stop gesture even though my wrists were pinned down. “No way. I refuse.”

      “You’ve already been matched,” she replied. “You accepted the match, verbally and for the record. My hands are tied.”

      Yeah, so were mine. I tugged on the restraints once again.

      “Per protocol, I must send you to the place with the highest probability of a successful match, and that is Viken.”

      I shook my head. This was wrong. So wrong. But they needed brides, right? The brides program had advertisements all over the place. TV. Online. The sides of buses. They were desperate, right? So she’d send me where I wanted to go. She had to. “I’m sorry, Warden. But no. If I’m not going to Trion, I’m going home.”

      “This is unheard of, Miss Nichols.” Her eyes weren’t sad anymore, but the look I saw there was worse. Pity. “You are giving up a chance at true happiness, Violet. I cannot send you to Trion. The matching protocols are very specific. Now that you’ve been matched, my hands are tied. I can’t send you to another planet knowing you’ll be unhappy.”

      Turning, I narrowed my eyes at the woman. “Warden Egara, I’m not going to Viken.” I closed my mouth, gritted my teeth and spit out, “It’s Trion, with my sister, or nothing.”

      “But—”

      “Get me out of here, please. I’m going home.”

      The warden just stared at me for a full minute, obviously thinking about what she was going to do. Didn’t women ever reject their matches? I would assume women said ‘No’ all the time. I mean, cold feet seemed reasonable at a time like this. Right?

      Or was I the idiot here? Turning down a chance at true happiness? But no. There was no happiness without my sister. She was my other half. I didn’t need a man—or three—for that. I needed to know she was safe. Happy. I knew I’d never be happy until I knew she was all right. I swore taking care of her was in my DNA.

      “If you don’t let me get up off this chair, I’m going to start screaming.”

      She walked toward me and held my gaze. “You’re making a mistake, Violet.”

      “No, I’m not. I can’t go to Viken.”

      Her sigh was so deep I swore it rattled my bones, and definitely rattled my nerves. “Very well.”

      The chair slid back into the main room, the weird doors sliding shut, the blue light disappearing. Then, the restraints retracted almost magically and I got up so fast I nearly ran her over, rubbing that sore spot behind my ear that now had a weird, painful lump. It wasn’t a mistake. I’d just have to find another way to get to Trion.

      There had to be another way.
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      Calder, Planet Viken, Viken United, Transport Station #4b

      

      She was coming. My mate. Gods, finally. My heart raced and I took deep breaths to calm my anticipation. Two years. Two fucking years of waiting for her. She’d been out there all this time, unknown to me, unknown to being matched to me. Ninety-seven percent perfect. The other three percent? We’d work it out. As soon as she arrived.

      I stared at the empty transport pad, one in a long line of fifteen at this transport center. It was the largest in Viken United, the busiest as well. Fighters, guards, mates all came in and out of here, arriving from distant planets like my mate from Earth, others to a possible battlegroup. I looked down the line, saw a couple materialize side by side, holding hands. He wore the black uniform and arrow insignia of being from Sector Two, she the usual soft, simple dress of a Viken mate.

      Envy coursed through me, swift and fierce. I wanted to hold my mate’s hand, be with her in every way. Know that she was beside me, safe and mine. Mine.

      I tapped my toe with impatience. I’d been summoned three hours ago with the news I’d finally been matched. How long did it take for her to arrive? I knew Earth to be light years away, but didn’t the transport technicians know that every second I waited was like ripping out my heart? She was mine. It was official. She’d accepted and was coming. Mine.

      Mine!

      “Calder, good to see you.”

      I turned at my name, saw a familiar face. “You as well. It’s Zed, right?” I asked. The tall male nodded, his short hair had a hint of curl and slid over his forehead as he did so.

      “Yes, it’s been a long time. It was the mission to Sector Twenty-seven, I think.”

      I thought back to when we’d met, when we’d fought together. “Three years or so. That was a fucking mess. Glad to be alive after that.” I didn’t want to think about the massacre we’d survived. A battlegroup had been caught by the Hive on all sides. We’d had to band together, squadrons of fighters as well as I.C. for over two weeks. The Hive had killed or integrated so many before the reinforcements finally came. We’d been pinned down and I’d gotten to know the others. Battle did that, created bonds that couldn’t be compared in any other setting.

      His face was grim and I knew he, too, thought back to that time. “I retired six months after that.”

      In his black uniform, it matched my memory of him, indicating he was from Sector Two. The red band around his arm matched the red adorning mine. I wore brown, to represent my sector, but I was part of the royal guard. The red bands only worn by those of us in direct service to the kings. But I hadn’t seen Zed around Viken United. I was part of the queen’s private guard, and completely enamored of the little princess, Allayna. I adored watching the three kings with their mate and daughter, but each day it became harder to bear. The loneliness pressing in on me like a poison. I needed my mate. Needed a family of my own to protect and cherish. Family was the only thing that mattered, and I had none. Until today.

      My mate was due to arrive any moment and I was having a hard time keeping the stern look on my face. “It’s been two years for me since I retired from the Coalition. Stationed here in Viken United as a guard now. The VSS might flare up here and there, but they’re nothing like the Hive, thank fuck.”

      I was content with a quieter life, the simple Viken life. Nature, land. I wasn’t fit for space, the home planet suited me much better. Ground beneath my feet, trees around, thick leaves overhead. Yes, peace. I’d done my time as a fighter and I’d earned the right to a bride. And finally, after waiting so long, my match was here. My mate was coming. I’d have everything I wanted.

      He smiled at that. “Agreed.” He angled his head. “I’m up at the IQC.” The Interstellar Quantum Communications Array was on the far pole of the planet, covered in ice, snow and rock. It was a wasteland only the heartiest animals could survive. And the toughest warriors.

      “Fucking freezing,” I commented. While I liked living in the more urban areas of Viken United, the IQC meant solitude. He wasn’t alone at the outpost, but it was fucking isolated. From his calm and quiet demeanor, he seemed to be content with that.

      He shrugged. “You get used to it.” A slow smile spread across his face. “And it won’t be so bad when I have my mate to keep me warm at night.”

      The idea of sharing my bed with my own mate had my cock stirring. I shifted my stance. “You’re here for your mate?”

      He grinned. “Got word a few hours ago that I’ve been matched.” His chest puffed with the obvious pride that I, too, was feeling. “Can’t wait.”

      I slapped him on the shoulder convivially. “Congratulations. I’m here for my mate, too. Just waiting for her to transport.” I sighed. “Fuck, I’m right there with you. The idea of sharing my bed, my life, with the female meant solely for me has me rock hard.”

      Nodding in understanding, he said, “You know us from Sector Two, we love bondage. I can’t wait to tie my mate to my bed.” He leaned in, although he didn’t seem to care if anyone overheard. It wasn’t a secret what those from each sector liked to do sexually. “I’m not going to let her up until she has at least five orgasms. Hells, even then, I probably won’t let her up.”

      The idea of tying my mate to my bed was appealing, not because I was into restraints, but because I’d know she wasn’t going anywhere. No, I’d rather show her off. I might fuck her in private until we got to know each other, until I got this clawing need sated, but then we’d go outside, the public square where everyone could witness just how beautiful she was when she came all over my cock. How she was all mine. I’d flaunt her perfection and let everyone see my seed marking her, know she was off limits, that my Earth woman was all mine and mine alone.

      I growled at the thought of anyone else touching her. I glanced at the transport pad. Where the fuck was she? Anticipation had me glancing at Zed. “Well, congrats again. Don’t let me keep you from your mate.”

      “Right. Same to you. You better get going. I’d hate for you to miss her arrival.”

      I frowned. “I won’t. She’s coming in here.” I pointed to the raised dais where she would appear. Fucking soon. Any second now.

      “No, my mate’s coming in here. This is transport pad three, right?”

      We both turned to glance at the transport technician standing behind his work station. There was a long line of work stations with a technician at each, fifteen all in a row. “Pad three,” he confirmed.

      “There must be some mistake,” I said.

      “That’s right, there must be some kind of fucking mistake.” We looked to the Viken who all but growled those words. He walked toward us, the entry door to this section of the transport center sliding closed behind him. “My mate is arriving on transport pad three.”

      He wore the gray uniform with the spear insignia of a member of Sector Three. His red arm band identified him as royal guard, but the dark eyes and clenched jaw—along with the equally clenched fists—indicated he was all fighter. I’d seen him before. Queen’s guard. Night shift. I was much more active and alert in the morning, so it was no surprise that we hadn’t spoken. There were dozens of us, and we didn’t share quarters. And since Zed didn’t offer a flicker of recognition, it seemed they weren’t known to each other either.

      “Your mate?” Zed and I said at the same time.

      “My mate,” he retorted, patting himself on the chest.

      Something was wrong. All three of us turned to the transport technician. He was small of stature, almost a head shorter than all of us, his eyes widening under our intensity. He swallowed visibly with us looming.

      “We have identified a problem and we need you to resolve it,” I said, placing my hand on the top of his work station. I was used to giving orders—not that the others weren’t—but I’d been waiting here longer and I was done with patience and was ready to go Atlan beast because of any kind of problem. I wanted my mate and I wanted her now. “Discover the pad location of each of our mates at once. Are you set to receive three females here in the next few minutes?”

      “I am Axon. Sector Three. I agree with him. Find our mates at once.”

      Zed crossed his arms over his chest but said nothing other than his name.

      The technician gulped, then looked down at his table and got to work. His fingers flew over the flat surface with quick speed. He was skilled at his task, but there was some kind of colossal mistake he’d have to look into with his superiors. It was possible to have two people waiting in error, but three?

      A fucking mess for his team to figure out. Later. After my mate was safely in my bed and beneath me. Maybe Zed did have the right idea about tying her up. She’d be on her stomach, arms stretched over her head as I slid a pillow beneath her hips, lifting her ass up in perfect placement for me to slip my cock into that tight sheath. She’d scream her pleasure before I was done. The seed power would—

      “There is no mistake,” he said, cutting off my dirty thoughts, although when he glanced at us, there was worry in his gaze.

      “Explain,” Zed said, the one word like an ion blast.

      “A mate is arriving on transport pad three for Royal Elite Calder, Royal Elite Zed and Royal Elite Axon.”

      “Three females from different locations can’t transport at the same time, Technician,” I countered, stating the most obvious thing about his job.

      His head bobbed. “Yes, sir. I’m aware of that, sir. But only one female is transporting.” He glanced down at his station, reading the display. “The details say she is coming from Earth and the Bride Processing Center in Miami.”

      Zed and Axon shifted, nodded. I had an uncomfortable feeling all of a sudden. My mate was coming from the location he mentioned. Why, then, were Zed and Axon agreeing?

      The technician glanced between the three of us. “Um, you’ve been summoned here because the bride that is transporting is matched to all three of you.”

      “What?” Zed said, his voice thundering. Heads turned our way.

      “All three of us?” I asked, glancing at the other two. It was obvious this was news to them as well. While the new kings of Viken had begun the trend of uniting the sectors by bringing three warriors together to claim a mate, I had not asked for, nor agreed to that arrangement, and from the looks on both Axon’s and Zed’s faces, neither had they. Family was everything to me. Everything. And these men, while fine warriors, were not my brothers, not even friends. They were competition for the woman destined to be mine.

      “Check again,” Axon said, pointing at the work station.

      The technician shrugged. “I can send a message to Earth, to Warden Egara who runs that facility, and tell her you refuse the match.”

      “No!” We all answered him in unison, and although I was disappointed that the other two males didn’t back down from the challenge and leave my mate to me, I was also pleased that they were warriors of honor, willing to fight for her, as I was. I could not tolerate losing my mate to a warrior I deemed unworthy of her.

      The technician quickly lowered his head and slid his fingers over the display, faster than before. After a minute, he bit his lip. “Well, um, sirs, there has been a change.”

      I relaxed and I saw the others’ bodies settle a bit.

      “She’s not coming. She refused transport.” The technician didn’t look up, clearly afraid of being killed by not one rejected mate, but three. And retired Coalition fighters as well. “The match was made. It clearly states she accepted the match, but she refuses the transport. Warden Egara made a notation that she has declined to be transported to Viken and departed the building.”

      “To go where?” I asked and began to pace. Zed didn’t move a muscle. Axon went over to the wall and punched it, leaving a dent in the ionized metal.

      The technician flinched as he answered me. “To her quarters? I don’t know, sir. I’m um…not familiar with life on Earth.”

      She refused? She didn’t want me? Or us? That was ridiculous. We matched at ninety-seven percent. We were perfect for each other. But how was she perfect for the other two as well?

      My male ego was definitely bruised. And I was angry. Irate. How dare she refuse something as precious as a match?

      “I’m going to go get her,” I said, not realizing my intent before the words came from my mouth. “She’s mine. I will not allow her to reject the match. If she’s not coming to me, I will go to her, prove we are perfect for each other.” I walked up onto the transport pad and crossed my arms. “Technician, set reverse transport coordinates.”

      “You’re not having her,” Axon said, storming up to me and getting in my face. He might have more anger in him, but I was no coward. I stood my ground, ready to fight him if need be.

      “I am. She was matched to me.”

      “She was also matched to me,” he replied. “If you’re going, so am I. She can choose her mate.” He turned, taking position on the transport pad next to me. I ignored Zed, hoping against hope that he would walk away. The Earth woman was mine. My mate. If she had truly been matched to Axon and Zed—which would have to be proven to me by this Interstellar Bride warden on Earth—then I would honor the protocols and allow her to choose.

      But would there really be any choice? Our match was almost perfect. She would have me. Confident, I nodded. He was angry as well, but I was not intimidated nor afraid to accept the challenge his presence would present. I was no young fool without skill. I was battle-hardened, as he was. Fierce. Determined. And very skilled at bringing pleasure to a woman. Our mate would choose me. And if he tried to interfere? I’d rip his head off before he took her from me.

      The transport pad began to hum, the electromagnetic charge making my skin tingle as Zed climbed the platform to stand on my opposite side. “She’s mine, my match. She will have to choose between the three of us. I will not allow you to go without me. The testing says she is matched to all of us. Therefore, I will have my turn in swaying her to me.”

      Axon and I stared at Zed, then after a moment, Axon nodded.

      “It’s ready, sirs. I have clearance from Earth to initiate transport to the Bride Processing Center in Miami. Warden Egara will be waiting to greet you and acclimate you to Earth’s requirements,” the technician called, clearly eager to send us as far away from him as possible.

      “What requirements do you speak of?” I asked.

      He frowned as the energy built, my hair beginning to float around my head. “Earth is a probationary member of the Coalition, sirs. Their world is primitive. No alien species are allowed to mingle with the general population. Warden Egara will explain the necessary precautions when you arrive.”

      Axon turned to me and Zed. “Very well, we go together. But know this, our mate will be punished for rejecting us before she is allowed to experience pleasure. Once her ass is a pretty shade of red, only then will she choose her mate.”

      “Absolutely,” Zed agreed. “We will punish her together.”

      I looked between the two other Vikens. We’d been thrown together in this and were now in a new fight. A fight for a mate. One of us would win her heart, and I was confident it would be me. I would use every skill I had to seduce her. Woo her. Make her fall in love with me. Offer her comfort, protection and pleasure like she’d never known before. She was mine to care for. Mine to protect. Mine to seduce. Mine.

      But Axon was right. She’d know the sting of our palms before the choice was made. Denying the match was unacceptable. Dishonorable. Coalition fighters fought long and hard in the Hive wars for the right to a perfect match. The mates sent to us were the ultimate reward, the ultimate gift. Our brides were treated with the highest respect and honor. Cherished. Adored. Protected.

      Denying her mate without giving him the required thirty days to win her love, her trust? It was an insult to every warrior fighting to keep Earth and every other Coalition world safe.

      If she didn’t want to be a bride, she should not have volunteered. Nor taken the test and accepted the match. Not have teased her new mate with a chance at happiness, a family and hope for a future, if her intent was to then cruelly deny him.

      Me. Deny me.

      Axon was right. Anger simmered just below the agony of her rejection. While she might be from Earth, so was our queen. Queen Leah had been an Interstellar Bride and she loved her mates, the three kings. Respected them. Loved Viken and all of her people.

      This was not about Viken, this was about my mate’s disregard for the strong, honorable warrior who would love her. Regardless of who she chose, our mate would know the ways of her Viken warrior from the start.
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      Violet, Vero Beach, Florida

      

      The condo felt like a mausoleum without my sister in it. Her room looked exactly the same, anime and K-pop posters lining the walls, leopard print bedding and a mess of erotic lingerie strewn about on the floor next to the scrubs she wore to work in the dentist’s office. Those were wild, too, bright green to rosy pink and covered in everything from little rubber ducks to sparkling tooth-fairies waving their tiny magic wands. If I took two steps I would trip over the oversized clogs she wore to work and she had left half-opened mail scattered all over her desk and the floor surrounding the trash can.

      She hadn’t even bothered to pick up her freaking dirty laundry. And she did love her lingerie. She never wore a bra and panty set that wasn’t beautiful, lacy, and perfectly matched.

      My room, by contrast, was organized and clean. My comforter was made from goose down, a pretty shade of green that reversed to a calming cream that reminded me of sand on the beach. The sheets and pillows were a reasonable, functional, white so I could bleach them whenever I wanted to. My shoes were neatly organized in hanging pockets on the back of my bedroom door. My desk was clear, everything put away in the proper drawer. My favorite pen and pencil lined up side-by-side on my desk. And I’d done all my laundry last night, so even my stupid hamper was empty.

      Her room looked like she’d stepped out to run to the grocery store and would be back in ten minutes.

      Mine looked like no one lived there at all. Which was just depressing.

      Mindy lived life and I…organized.

      Maybe I was the crazy one after all. Maybe going off-world to be mated to an alien was the best damn idea she’d ever had.

      And I’d been more than willing to join her. Except I couldn’t. According to that uptight Warden Egara, I hadn’t been compatible with Trion. No. I got three men, not one, on some small planet I’d never heard of. Viken. What the hell was a Viken? What did they look like? Were they purple or blue or have huge horns coming out of their heads? I’d studied up on Trion, googled everything I could. Their men were dominant, into total control in the bedroom—which surprised the hell out of me with my sister’s tendency to be wild and impulsive—and looked like Greek gods on steroids. At least the photos included in the publicity details made them look like sex on a stick. No wonder she’d been so excited in her last text to me.

      But Viken? Three males? What was that all about? And worse, I had no idea what they looked like because I’d been blindfolded in that dream, or processing, or whatever kind of mind-game Warden Egara had played with me. The dream made sense now. Sort of. What part of my subconscious—because I’d never consciously consider it—wanted three men? I knew of threesomes. Who didn’t? But three guys? And me? That was the part of the equation that kept stalling my brain. Me. With three guys. Vikens. Aliens.

      Oh crap.

      And now? I hated to admit it, but I was a coward. I didn’t dare look them up. I didn’t want them to be Greek gods on steroids—because then my mind might start agreeing with my body on the matter of whether or not to go claim my three mates. And if they were hideous with horns? Well, that would totally ruin the fantasy I still had running on a loop in my head, which was, quite frankly, the most exciting thing to happen in my sex life in months. And it had only been a dream, which was even more depressing.

      I wasn’t a prude, but I didn’t do three men at a time either. I liked sex. God, if I was honest, I’d have to say I loved sex. But only if it was good. And finding a man who cared enough to take care of my needs was damn near impossible. At least it felt like it.

      It didn’t matter. Viken wasn’t Trion. And Mindy was on Trion. So it didn’t really matter that my body still tingled every time I thought about that matching dream—which was about every five minutes. The fact that my pussy was still wet and aching and I’d had to masturbate last night just to get myself to sleep? Irrelevant. The dream that had tormented me for hours, being surrounded by three lovers, so close to orgasm but denied again and again? Irrelevant.

      I slammed the door to Mindy’s bedroom closed and scowled at myself in the hallway mirror. “Shut up, Violet. You are not going to Viken, and that’s final.”

      My cell phone buzzed inside the pocket of my robe. Mindy? I yanked it free as quickly as possible to find a text message from an unknown number. Not Mindy. Of course not. She was on Trion.

      

      Miss Nichols, this is Warden Egara. Please do not be alarmed, but your mates have come to Earth to claim you. Per the legal accords signed between Earth and the Interstellar Coalition, they have thirty days to court you before you may officially reject their claim. As you did agree to the match, my hands are tied. Expect company. They are honorable warriors, Violet. They will not harm you. You have my word.

      

      Oh. My. God.

      Like an idiot, I looked down at myself. I’d brushed my teeth after breakfast, but that was about it. I still had on the lace trimmed, pink tank top and matching floral pajama shorts I’d slept in. My hair was a mess, pulled back into a twist just to get it off my neck. My feet were bare on the tile floor and I didn’t have on underwear. My toenails were painted a cheerful neon pink, but I had no make-up on. No jewelry. No perfume.

      None of my usual armor. Nothing. I never went out of the house unless I was completely pulled together. Never.

      But right now, I looked like I’d just crawled out of bed and thrown on my thigh-length, black satin robe over my PJs and sulked around the house like a vampire.

      Because I had. Like, an hour ago. The shades were drawn. It was dark and cool and my personal bat cave this morning. And moping around sipping coffee and nibbling on toast didn’t exactly require a lot of effort—or fashionable clothes. Or shoes.

      Taking a deep breath, I re-read the message, just to make sure I wasn’t losing my mind. I wasn’t. Same words. I texted back.

      When?

      She answered within seconds.

      Now. They did not wish to frighten you.

      Now? As in now, now?

      Is this a joke?

      Her response made my heart skip a beat.

      Open your door, Miss Nichols.

      No way. No freaking way three aliens were standing on my front porch. I had to wonder if this were a dream.

      I set my phone down on the kitchen table as I passed, making my way to the front door, practically tiptoeing the closer I got. More shocked than anything, I opened it wide and stopped breathing altogether.

      “Holy crap.”

      Three huge men stood on the other side of the door dressed like they’d purchased their entire wardrobe at a cheap Florida souvenir shop. Marlins baseball hats, floral Hawaiian style shirts, pastel Bermuda shorts and even flip-flops. They looked ridiculous. They were only missing the camera about their necks and the sunburn. Were they supposed to be dressed to blend in? The outfits might disguise the average human on the beach, but these three? It was obvious, at least to me, they were far from human. They were all at least six-feet six, built like football linebackers, yet were pure muscle. The only place I’d seen anything like them—minus the ridiculous clothing—was a show on TV about Vikings. Big Vikings. These three were not exactly low profile. With the hats? Giants of pure alien muscle.

      Hot, humid air blew into my face from outside the air conditioned cool of my living room and my robe flapped around my legs. I realized I hadn’t bothered to tie it and I was standing there, half naked in front of three aliens. Three strangers who thought they had a right to my body. To my life. My future. My everything. They were my matches. From Viken. Here, in Florida. On my stoop.

      Rage boiled up inside me, replacing my nerves and anxiety with power.

      “Go home, boys. I’m not in the mood.” I slammed the door, or tried to, but the one in front, with glacier blue eyes and a jaw so square a carpenter could use it for measuring corners, lifted his big hand and stopped the door cold.

      “You are magnificent, Violet. I am your mate, Zed, and you will not bar us from your home after we travelled thousands of light years to meet you. That would be dishonorable, mate, and completely unacceptable.” He tilted his head to the side and looked down at me, way down, with a glint in his eyes that let me know he would not be bargained with, no matter what I did or said.

      I should have held on to my anger. Instead, my nipples grew hard and my pussy clenched with heat at the sound of his voice, the tone, the sharp bite. Damn it.

      His gaze drifted over me, taking in the change in my body through the thin material of my tank and I pulled the robe closed to hide my reaction from him. Too late, if his knowing grin was any indication. “You are most definitely mine.”

      The words made me shudder, my knees threatened to buckle and I couldn’t stop staring at his lips. Why wasn’t he purple with fangs and big horns coming out of his head? Not that there was anything wrong with an alien if they were like that, but that was so not my type.

      But him? Them? Damn it. I was in trouble. They were all drop-dead-gorgeous. Better than the poster of the Trion male I’d seen on my way to the bride center.

      But he did have a point. They were here. They had come a long, long way. I’d been raised better than this. And just because I let them in didn’t mean I had to agree to anything they wanted.

      Warden Egara promised they wouldn’t hurt me. From what I’d read about the Interstellar Brides Program, the alien warriors who got mates treated them like precious princesses…if you believed the hype. And since they couldn’t exactly transport me off Earth from my living room, I could let them have their say, explain things about my sister and send them home to get a new bride. Or mate. Or whatever.

      He was right, I owed them this.

      I stepped back and held out my arm to indicate they should come in and take a seat. They filed past me one by one and my entire system went on high alert, the processing center dream coming back to me in full force.

      But now I had faces to add to the fantasy. Hulking muscles and intense gazes to add to the mix. None of which was helping me remain calm. In fact, I was more agitated than I’d ever been. Even more upset than when I listened to my sister’s stupid message.

      These aliens were here for me. They wanted me. They wanted to fuck me and claim me and take me back to their planet. Me!

      I swallowed hard. What had I done?

      I closed the door and leaned my forehead against it for just a second, hoping the cool metal would stop the shaking that had started all over my body. Closing my eyes, I silently counted to ten in an effort to fortify my defenses. My mind was in open revolt, screaming at me to kick them the hell out. But my body? God, it was defying all attempts to maintain control. I could smell them now. Man and musk and something so fucking addictive I almost couldn’t think.

      Which left my heart as the deciding factor, and damn if the wounded organ wasn’t curling up in a ball of hurt inside me demanding I take what these aliens were going to offer. Home. Family. Love. Protection. Sex that would blow my mind and leave me begging for more. I just knew all of that to be true. Warden Egara had said as much when I’d changed my mind.

      “Shit.”

      “Cursing does not become a female as beautiful as you are.” That was the ice-man again, Mr. Blue Eyes. Zed. I didn’t know why, but it felt like he was the one I most had to worry about. The most dominant. The one whose word would be law with no negotiation. But, the others had yet to speak, to do anything but stare at me as if they wanted to toss me over their shoulders and carry me to the nearest horizontal surface.

      “Sorry.” Jeez. Why was I apologizing? But it was true. I never cursed. My sister? She had the vocabulary of a sailor, so I generally let her speak for both of us when that type of language was…required. And why could I understand them? Their mouths were making odd shapes, clearly not English, but I understood them perfectly.

      The pounding in my head localized to the new bump behind my ear and I frowned. The weird technology that huge needle had punched into my skull still hurt. But at least it worked. If they were spewing unintelligible nonsense, I’d be panicking right now.

      At least I knew when I told them to get the hell out, they’d understand every word I said.

      Turning around, I couldn’t stop the huge smile that spread across my face as I took in the scene. Three huge aliens, shoulder to shoulder, still looking like Vikings on vacation, sitting politely in a row on the tiny couch we’d bought at IKEA. They looked like adults in a pre-school sitting on the tiny plastic chairs designed for four-year-olds. Bare knees scrunched up. Arms bunched in front of them so they’d all fit. “Why don’t one of you move to the chair?”

      The armchair wasn’t much better, and any one of the warriors would dwarf the seat, but even that had to be more comfortable than their present predicament.

      “No.” All three of them spoke in unison so I shrugged and took the seat myself, facing them. Self-conscious, I tugged my robe down as close to my knees as I could get it, managing to cover up almost all the skin of my exposed thighs.

      “Why not?”

      “Because one of us would then have a tactical disadvantage in winning your favor.” He inclined his head to me. “I am Calder. Your mate.” The man with dark brown eyes spoke, and his voice was deep, but not hard like Zed’s. Smooth and seductive. My body responded just as it had to Zed’s command, with a rush of heat and added wetness between my thighs, making me squirm.

      No squirming!

      I couldn’t get the processing dream out of my head. Couldn’t stop imagining being between these three warriors. They were serious male specimens. All three of them.

      Leaning back, I crossed my arms over my chest. “Tactical disadvantage? Are you at war?”

      “Yes. A war for your heart, mate.” This was the third man, and his smile was easy, charming. “I am Axon. And I offer you pleasure such as you’ve never imagined.” He was the least intimidating of the three, despite the fact that he was equal in size. His eyes were green, his black brows making the contrast intensely interesting. He was, in a word, gorgeous. Greek god worthy. I imagined him looking up at me from between my legs as he made me come over and over with his skilled tongue.

      Jeez. What the hell was wrong with me? It was like I was an animal in heat, unable to control my most basic urges. I wanted to see them. Really see them.

      “Take off your hats,” I commanded.

      They did so, each holding their ball cap on their lap as I took my time inspecting my Viken mates. The first man, Zed, had light blond hair cut military short. His lips were full, light pink, and curved up at the corner as if he knew exactly what I was thinking, knew why I was squirming. Maybe he did. His eyes were light blue, like lasers. So intense I couldn’t hold his gaze long without looking away.

      The second, Axon, was the Greek god. Black hair just long enough to curl over the collar of his coat and caress the top of his arched brows. Olive skin. Green eyes as dark as pine trees. His smile was friendly, non-threatening. I could imagine him on a beach drinking a margarita without a care in the world. Or in an Armani suit in Los Angeles, dating a supermodel or an actress.

      And the third? Calder. His hair was a deep auburn that made me want to run my hands through it to find out if it was as soft and warm as it looked. His hair was long, past his shoulders, and tied back with a band of some kind at the base of his neck. His lips were thinner, but his gaze was different from the others. He looked at me like I already belonged to him. Like he’d kissed me a thousand times. Like he was mine.

      Holy shit, I was in serious trouble here. All big, dominant—blatantly so—and they all wanted me. Me! I squirmed some more.

      Clearing my throat, I leaned forward again and rested my elbows on my thighs. Focus. Mindy. Trion. I had a plan. I would find a way to get to Trion and find a mate there. How hard could it be?

      These three were gorgeous. Hunks. Perfect. They should have no trouble at all finding another mate willing to…umm...yeah. I could not finish that thought right now because did I really want all that amazingly heated focus on some other woman?

      I swallowed again, licked my suddenly dry lips. “Look, I appreciate the fact that you all came here to meet me. I do. I’m flattered. But Warden Egara should have told you the truth. I can’t go to Viken. I’m sorry. I have to go to Trion.”

      “Why?” Zed asked, his glacier gaze demanding the truth.

      At least they were listening. “Because my sister is there. We’ve never been separated in our entire lives. Not for a single day, until now, until she volunteered eight weeks ago and was matched there. Where she goes, I go. I have to find her and make sure she’s all right. I have to go to Trion to be with her, not Viken. I’m sorry.”

      There. Done. I’d told them the truth. Now they would leave. Which was oddly disappointing, but I’d deal with it.

      Standing, I made my way to the door and wrapped my hand around the handle, ready to send them on their way. They could take their ridiculous clothing back to Viken as souvenirs from their visit.

      Calder stood, took hold of the front of the shirt and tugged, the buttons flying off, pinging against the wall and the tile floor before he shrugged the fabric from his shoulders to dangle from one hand at his side.

      I stopped breathing. Holy crap. Muscles. Scars. Man. Without the ridiculous shirt, he was magnificent. Unlike any tourist I’d ever seen before.

      “I am Calder, your mate. Once you choose me, and the claiming is complete, I give you my word I will take you to Trion to find your sister.” The vow was given without hesitation and I knew he meant it.

      I dropped my hand from the front of my robe and took a step toward him. He could take me to Trion? I didn’t know him, didn’t know what he was like, but Warden Egara said the match was ninety-seven percent. That was pretty damn high, and seemed to me, worth the risk if he could get me to my sister. “I—”

      I didn’t get to finish my sentence as both Zed and Axon stood as well, stripping off their ridiculous Hawaiian shirts, more buttons flying every which way as they did so. If they’d done that at my apartment complex pool, someone walking by would have fallen in the water. This, bare, was the real them. No disguises, nothing to hide behind.

      Once their shirts hit the floor, I literally lost the capacity to think. Three smoking hot men stood before me, half naked, with a look in their eyes that had nothing to do with words and everything to do with sex. Mind blowing, surrounded by men, make me come over and over again, sex. Their shorts hit them a few inches above their knees and were in pastel shades, but I couldn’t have told you what color exactly because all I noticed was the thick bulges of their cocks beneath the cotton. Thick and long, like pipes. Oh. My. God. The aliens were armed with huge cocks. How did they walk around with those things? The bigger—yes, pun intended—question was…would they fit in my pussy?

      This time, when I squirmed, my thighs were wet, my pajama shorts ruined because my pussy was eager to give them all a try.

      And I wanted it. Them. Their cocks. All three of that big, long, thick alien maleness. My pussy was practically screaming for me to strip naked and lay down on the floor, let them do anything and everything they wanted to me. My body wanted the dream, the promise of pleasure I’d been teased with in that processing chair. I’d never even entertained the idea of three lovers before that. But now? It was all I could think about, especially with them standing before me, silently offering me everything.

      When both Zed and Axon spoke up and made the same vow, I was stuck in place. Stunned. Confused. What the hell was going on here? And why were they asking me to choose one of them? Weren’t they all supposed to be mine? Three mates. That’s what Warden Egara had told me. Three. Not a choice between three. Because, seriously, who could choose? Doing so would be cruel and unusual punishment for any woman. I had three huge, half naked warriors offering themselves to me, each of them sexier than any man I’d ever seen before, and they wanted me to choose?

      Not fair.

      “What do you mean, if I choose you?” I asked. “Warden Egara told me all three of you were mine.”

      They looked at me and I quickly took in their expressions, trying to read the situation.

      Zed’s blue eyes held lust. Pure, raw lust.

      Axon looked curious, as if I’d surprised him, his black brows arched.

      But Calder? His brown eyes narrowed, as if he were angry, and his fair skin flushed slightly. Curse of the ginger, showing every emotion with a blush.

      They remained silent.

      I put my hands on my hips. “Somebody better start explaining. I was told I had three mates from Viken. If I agree to go with you, and since I was given three mates, I shouldn’t have to choose. I don’t even know you. How am I supposed to choose one of you over the others? I mean, the match was ninety-seven percent, right? I assume I’ve got the same percentage for all three of you big aliens.”

      I didn’t need three men, but how could I pick? Asking me to choose when I’d known them for all of five minutes hardly seemed fair. Maybe I didn’t need them—having three mates seemed a bit excessive—but my body wanted them. All of them. Just like in my dream. And now, reality.

      Calder cleared his throat. “The custom of taking three mates is new on Viken. None of us went through the process of finding a mate with the intention of following the new custom. We prefer—” His blush deepened.

      Axon finished his sentence. “They don’t want to share.”

      I focused on him. “But you do?”

      He shrugged, the playboy look back in his eyes. “You’re beautiful, Violet.” The inertia that held us all paralyzed broke and he walked toward me slowly, as if afraid I’d bolt. When he got close enough, I had to tilt my head back…way back, to hold his gaze. He lifted his hand to my head and loosened the knot of hair at the base of my skull, using his fingers to comb the long strands forward, over my shoulders. “Hair like black silk.” His fingertips trailed over my jawline. “Skin soft as flower petals.” He leaned down and drew in a slow, deep breath. “You smell sweet and soft and”—his lips settled on the edge of my ear, the heat of his words making me shiver—“and very, very wet, mate. Ready for my cock.”

      The other two leapt forward as he spoke the last word, but Axon held out his hand, warding them off. “She’s mine right now. We had an agreement.”

      Zed and Calder froze in their tracks, but Zed’s eyes made me burn, tracking every single move Axon made. He was watching, and for some reason that made me hot, made me want to tempt him, tease him. To push him to change his mind about sharing…because I’d changed my mind about not wanting three aliens.

      Calder clenched and unclenched his fists at his sides as if he wanted to punch the warrior touching me.

      His possessiveness made my nipples harden. I felt…wanted, desired. Beautiful. And none of them were like an Earth guy, willing to pay for dinner and a movie just to get in my pants. They wanted in my pants all right, I had no doubt. But they wanted me. Desperately. They’d come all the way from Viken for me. They wanted me that badly.

      I didn’t know what the hell was going on, or what to do, but Axon was right. My body was ready for him. For them. After almost two months of freaking the fuck out about my sister leaving, I’d used up all my self-control. Why should I have any? These three were matched to me. Warden Egara had confirmed it with her text. They weren’t creeps from Earth. They had different customs, different ways, ways that involved me dab smack in the middle of them…hopefully.

      I owed it to Earth women everywhere to take exactly what these three were offering. I owed it to myself.

      That was why I turned, went up on my tiptoes and wrapped my arms around his neck. I buried my fingers in his hair and pulled him down for a kiss.
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      Axon, Violet’s living quarters, Vero Beach, Florida, Earth

      

      Gods, she was sweet. And wild. Over a foot shorter, she was climbing me like a Viken desert monkey. Her legs were about my waist, the ankles hooked at the base of my spine before I got her mouth open and my tongue found hers. Fingers tangled in my hair and tugged, the little bite of pain going straight to my cock, swelling it to painful proportions beneath the odd shorts garment I wore.

      She pulled back for a second, looked me in the eyes. Hers were a dark brown, almost black and held heat, desire, but also a hint of surprise and even a little fear. Her face was round with high cheekbones. Pale skin, a pointed chin. But it was her lips that drew me in. I knew how they felt against mine. Full and plump, I ached to have them wrapped around my cock.

      Our mate didn’t climb males as a habit. I didn’t know this for fact, but deep down, I knew. She was behaving like a new Viken mate who’d had a strong dose of seed power. Bold, uninhibited and eager.

      Worked for me.

      “More,” she breathed against my mouth, then kissed me again.

      I growled, my hands sliding from her back and down to her ass, cupping the lush globes in my palms. She was so small, yet soft and curvy. Handfuls of perfection I could hold onto and didn’t have to worry about hurting or breaking. She would handle my aggressiveness, my cock. I knew all this just from a kiss.

      She tasted like the sweetest Viken wine. Like dessert. When I breathed in, something floral or fruity filled my nostrils. My brain could hardly process thought, my cock taking over, and it wondered how she tasted and what her scent was elsewhere. Turning, I walked to the small couch we’d sat on, lowered myself so she was sitting on it and I was on my knees were before her. The floor was of large smooth stone squares and they were cool beneath my bare knees.

      Earth had an unusual climate. Hot and wet. Humid, Warden Egara had said, as if a wet towel was tossed over me. Yet within Violet’s living quarters it was cold, not the least bit damp. Like the controlled environment found on a battleship.

      Yet as I pushed her thighs wide, slid my hands down to her ankles and spread them wide, I could feel the heat radiating from her. She wasn’t chilled. She was hot for it. For me.

      I knew Zed and Calder were behind me, their eyes on Violet. Calder, from Sector One, was the one who liked to show off his mate, but I wasn’t jealous. Not now. Not since I was the one who moved her tiny little shorts to the side to bare her pussy. I was the one who lowered his head and licked up that sweet honey, tasted her. Made her arch her back and cry out my name.

      My name.

      Her hands were in my hair again, tugging, pulling me closer. She wanted it. Wanted what I would give her. The fabric of her small shorts—the same Earth garment Warden Egara had made a junior program operator go out and purchase for us to blend in, but Violet’s were tiny, extremely soft, and very damp from her arousal. They also frustrated me because I could not see all of her pussy with the fabric in my way.

      Hooking my fingers around the oddly stretchy edge, I lifted my head enough to tug them down her hip. Thankfully, she helped me work them off her body until they were a tiny heap on the floor and she was back in the same position as before—with me between her luscious thighs. I glanced up at her, saw her dark eyes were hooded, her lips parted, and through her thin shirt, her nipples hard peaks. My mate was right there with me in this.

      “You are delicious, your flavor is on my tongue. The best taste ever. I want more.”

      Gripping her ass, I tilted her toward me, flattened my tongue and lapped her in one long strong stroke from ass to clit. “Tell me, mate, have you fucked before?”

      She nodded, bit her lip.

      I repeated the motion, watched as her eyes fell closed, her hips jerked in my grip.

      I had no regard for her answer, other than determining how careful I must be in bringing her pleasure. She’d had a life before her match and that life brought us to this moment. Virgin or not made no difference as the actions of her past made her who she was and made her perfect for me.

      But I knew one thing…

      “Whoever he was had to have been a terrible lover, otherwise you’d be riding his face right now.” With the tip of my nose, I brushed over her clit. She gasped. “Believe this, mate, I will keep you well satisfied. You will look no further.”

      “No further than your mates in this room,” Calder said, coming to stand at my right. “Look at you, spread open and eager.”

      I expected him to grab my shoulder and yank me away from our mate’s pussy, but he didn’t. He dropped down onto the couch next to her. Not ready to share, I lowered my head again, my one and only goal to make her come. Shifting my hand, I slipped a finger into her pussy, found it dripping, slick and tight. She gasped, her hands tightening even further against my scalp.

      As I worked her, Calder spoke. “You don’t know this, but Axon is from Sector Three where eating pussy is revered.”

      I lifted my head up long enough to add, “I could stay right here between your thighs for hours.” Grinning, I was sure she could see her pussy juices all over my mouth and chin. I even licked my lips to let her see how much I loved it.

      She whimpered as I curled my finger over that slightly spongy spot inside her, the place that made her gasp, that made her thighs tighten about my ears, that made her cry out my name.

      “Do you know why my cock is hard?” Calder asked, although he didn’t really expect her to answer since she was on the brink of coming. “Because as a member of Sector One, I like to watch. To see you writhing and all but begging for more of Axon’s fingers in that sweet pussy. And eventually, it will be my turn and I will show Axon and Zed how beautifully you ride my cock, how your ass will stretch and open for me, how I’ll fill you there so deep.”

      Her inner walls clenched at his words. So filthy, yet perfectly Sector One.

      Zed sat on our mate’s other side. Looking up, but not stopping my ministrations, I watched as he leaned in, spoke directly into her ear. “I like control, Violet. I will make you beg and deny you. I will make you come when you don’t think you can. As my mate, your body is my temple and I will worship every inch of you. Your pleasure will be mine. Come now. Come all over Axon’s face or I will make him stop so I can spank your ass for not obeying.”

      Violet’s back arched, her body creamed as she came. Her inner walls rippled around my finger as I continued to flick her clit, that hard nub that was the source of her pleasure.

      I smiled against her soft flesh, felt powerful that I could pleasure her so well. I only stopped when her hand fell away.

      “More,” she said, turning as best she could with me between her thighs, tugging at the fastening of Zed’s shorts.

      I tightened my grip on her ass, held her in place. “Mine,” I growled, my cock spurting pre-cum in the stupid shorts. I wanted in that pussy. Now. And I didn’t want to share.

      Zed’s hand stilled hers. Their eyes met. “Greedy, mate?”

      She all but purred and smiled, the look of a woman well pleasured. At my doing.

      “With three of you? Hell, yes.”

      I hovered over her pussy, breathed in her scent as I watched her. And Zed. Calder was quiet, but his knuckles slid up and down her bare arm almost reverently.

      “You are not in charge here, mate.” Zed angled his head toward me. “Axon fucked you with his mouth, yet you came from my words. My command.”

      He lifted his hand, cupped her chin. “You should be spanked, just as I said, for rejecting us. For denying yourself this. Us.”

      Her eyes looked down even while he held her chin firmly in place. So submissive. Just as Zed wanted. I found it hot, watching the way she responded to him, and he’d barely touched her while I had her taste on my tongue, her sticky cum all over my hand.

      “Mate,” Zed snapped.

      Her eyes flew to his.

      “Better. Your ass should be a bright red from all three of us spanking it. You were a bad girl rejecting us and coming to Viken.”

      She bit her lip, whimpered again.

      Without looking at me, Zed said, “Is her pussy dripping from my words?”

      “Sopping,” I told him.

      “As I thought. Our mate wants to be spanked. Hmm,” he considered. “Perhaps it isn’t much of a punishment after all. Perhaps orgasm denial will be a better deterrent to remember who your mates are.”

      Her eyes flared wide. “What? No!”

      “What do you need, mate?” he asked.

      “More,” she responded immediately, this time her hand slipping beneath Zed’s shorts and I could see the way her small hand had grabbed his cock.

      My fingers tightened on her ass, angry to see she was grabbing Zed’s cock when I was the one who’d given her an orgasm.

      Without standing, Zed undid the shorts and tugged them down enough for his cock to pop free.

      “You want my cock?” he asked.

      “Three alien hotties in my living room? I want all of you.”

      After Zed groaned, he said, “Thank Axon for eating your pussy.”

      “Thank you.”

      He released her chin and put her hand over his on his cock, then guided her to slide up and down just how he liked to be stroked.

      Her dark eyes met mine.

      Gods, she was beautiful. Cheeks flushed from her orgasm, eyes still doused in arousal, full lips flushed. That one orgasm was not enough for her. She wanted more.

      “Oh my god,” she said, her eyes closing, her head tipping back on the couch as if drugged.

      She was. Zed’s pre-cum must have coated her palm, seeped into her skin. The first hit of seed power was strong.

      Knowing this, I curled my finger still sunk into her pussy. Once, twice, and she came.

      As she did, Calder lifted up her shirt so it bunched beneath her arms to bare her breasts. He took hold of one, cupped it, pinched the nipple as Zed did the other.

      Her juices flooded my palm as she continued to come. For all of us. I hated sharing her, but seeing her like this, because of all of us, helped.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Violet

      

      I had no idea it was possible to die from an orgasm. The pleasure was almost too much. Having all three of their hands on me pushed me to almost blacking out. Axon’s mouth should be registered as a lethal weapon. And his fingers went to my g-spot as if he’d had a roadmap. I was such a slut for jumping him, practically humping his waist, kissing him like I was a sailor on shore leave. It sooo wasn’t me.

      But it was. It so was. Especially since he bared my pussy and worshipped it until I came. And Calder’s talk about watching…was I an exhibitionist? With three alien lovers, the answer was definitely yes. I didn’t mind that Zed and Calder had watched me as I practically rode Axon’s face. And when Calder had talked dirty to me, told me about their different kinks, I’d felt myself get wetter. And then even wetter when Zed got all bossy and dominant.

      And a spanking? Yes, please!

      But somehow, all at once, it was as if I had a hit of some serious drug. The pleasure that swamped me was unlike anything I’d ever felt before. My skin tingled. My pussy ached and literally dripped. My clit throbbed. Even my ass, which had never experienced any sexy times, clenched and felt empty. My nipples tightened to almost painful points and when Axon did some magical swirl or press on my g-spot, I died. My muscles went taut, my breath caught, then I screamed.

      Finally, finally, I caught my breath, came down from it, but only a little.

      Need coursed through me. Desire so potent I could almost taste it. It was as if I were in heat.

      “What. Was. That?” I asked, grinning. I opened my eyes, saw the three of them staring at me as if I were part of an all-you-can-eat buffet. Axon slipped his finger from me, lifted it to his lips and licked it clean.

      “What you get from your mates,” Zed growled. My hand was still firmly wrapped around his cock but I’d completely forgotten to continue to stroke it as I came. “You want more?”

      I licked my lips, nodded.

      “Then ride my cock.”

      I glanced down at the hot, hard-as-steel cock in my hand. I couldn’t wrap my fingers around the shaft and when I slid up the length, I watched as the vein pulsed. Bumping the broad crown, I licked my lips and wondered what he tasted like.

      “I decide where my cock goes, mate, and I want it in your pussy.”

      My gaze flicked to Zed’s. While he was calm, I could see the tick in his strong jaw. His cheeks were flushed; I knew he was restraining himself. I didn’t want that. I wanted all that dominance, all that intensity focused on me…while I rode his cock. With what I held in my hand on offer, I wasn’t going to argue.

      Sitting up, I became annoyed with my pajama top and tugged it over my head, let it drop to…wherever. I didn’t care where it went. I moved to straddle Zed’s waist, then shimmied my hips so that he was aligned. His hands settled on my hips and worked me down onto him. I was so wet it was a quick slide.

      I gasped, shimmied some more as my thighs met his. He was so big I was clenching, rippling trying to adjust to being…stretched. Filled.

      His eyes flared.

      Mine fell closed. There was that heat again, that burst of need. I started to move. I couldn’t hold back. Opening my eyes, I put my hands on his shoulders, lifted and lowered myself on him. Fucked him. It wasn’t enough. I stared at his gorgeous face, realized I was matched to him…that he was mine and I really was riding his cock. Leaning in, I kissed him, our tongues mimicking what his cock was doing.

      I might’ve been the one on top, but he took over, his hands lifting and lowering me as he wanted, circling my hips, fast. Slow. Hard. Deep. My breasts bounced, swayed.

      “Look at her. Fucking perfect,” Calder said.

      “I know. Wait until you taste her.”

      I heard movement, but I was too lost to care about what they were doing. That was, until I felt a finger on my back entrance.

      My eyes flew open and I pulled back from Zed’s kiss with a gasp. Looking over my shoulder, there was Calder. One knee was on the couch beside my calf and he had his hand…there. His finger picked up my arousal, circled it over my untried hole. I clenched down and Zed groaned.

      “She’s mine,” Zed said. “But whatever the fuck you did, Calder, do it again.”

      Calder chuckled. “Gladly, as long as this hole is just for me. Mate, have you ever had your ass fucked?” His finger circled, then pressed, trying to get past my resistance.

      I shook my head, my hair sliding over my bare shoulders.

      His lips settled on my shoulder and he kissed me there, gently. His tongue flicked out, tasted my heated skin. “You taste so good,” Calder murmured.

      “Her pussy’s even better,” Axon added.

      Zed’s hand came back to my chin, turned my face to his. “Calder may play with your ass, but you will look at me as I fuck you. I will watch your face as you come.”

      He lifted and lowered me in a steady rhythm, all while Calder carefully pressed, then slipped into my bottom. It was so good, so hot, so…much, but not enough.

      I shook my head, my frustration growing at the intensity of it. “I can’t…I need…”

      “What?” Zed asked, his breath becoming ragged.

      “I can’t come without playing with my clit.”

      Zed huffed and I heard Calder laugh once again. “Mate. I swear you will come without that,” he replied through gritted teeth. “Now.”

      His fingers dug into my hips as he thrust once, twice and held himself deep. I felt him thicken, then the hot spurt of his seed. His shout was loud, almost shook the walls as he came. And then it happened, another hit of something spread through my system like wildfire, starting inside my pussy and soaking into my body. Heat. Lust. Desire. I wasn’t myself, I was his. He was mine. My pussy was stretched wide, taking him. Claiming him. All of him.

      I exploded seconds after he did. Without my clit being played with. Sweat bloomed on my skin as I rode out the pleasure. Calder’s finger in my bottom nudged deeper, retreated, a slight fucking motion, but he’d set nerve endings I hadn’t known existed afire. I’d never felt like this when I’d come, a specific feel as I played with my clit, or even Axon’s mouth working it.

      “Oh god,” I moaned, my fingernails digging into Zed’s shoulders. “More. It’s too good. I don’t want it to stop.”

      I was all bliss, no bones, being lifted and shifted. Bodies moved as I gave over to them. Whatever they wanted to do to me and whomever wanted to do it. I didn’t care as long as it was them. It was like the dream, but better.

      So, so, so much better.

      “You’re not done, mate,” Calder said, coming down on top of me. I was laying on the couch, Calder settled on one knee and his forearms, his other leg down, his foot on the floor.

      There was no foreplay before his cock slipped into my pussy. Hell, Axon’s mouth and Zed’s cock had done that. I was so slick from his seed, dripping, that Calder slid right in. He kissed me, gently, sweetly as he fucked me.

      I wrapped my legs about his waist to get as close to him as possible, and used my heels to dig into his ass, to prod him to fuck me faster. More. I needed more.

      “Slow, mate. Zed may fuck you hard, may dominate your body, but I wish to savor your pussy…this first time. While you are hot and eager and have the seed power coursing through your veins, you are not prepared for where I want to put my cock. Soon.”

      He rode me at a slow, even pace, his balls slapping against my ass, reminding me where his finger had been. “I will prepare you thoroughly and only when you are begging to have your ass fucked will I take you there.”

      I looked up at him, saw his dark eyes. The truth behind his words. He did want to claim my ass and intended to do so. I whimpered at the thought, not because it would be too much, but because I wanted it now. I wanted everything, no matter how dark, how dirty, how wild.

      Wasn’t fucking three men wild enough?

      When Calder leaned down, took my nipple in his mouth, I knew the answer was no.

      “Don’t wear her out too much,” Axon said. I opened my eyes, saw him looming over the couch. He was naked, stripped of all the Earth clothes they’d donned when he arrived, his cock in hand. He was casually stroking it, and I watched as a bead of pre-cum slipped from the tip, slid down to his fingers.

      I licked my lips, wanting to taste that drop of fluid.

      Calder’s hand cupped the back of my neck and I shifted my eyes back to him. “Mine, mate. You will focus on me as I fuck you, as I make you scream.” He pulled back, thrust deep. Our bodies touched, slick with sweat. The scent of sex was heavy in the air. The weight of him pressing me into the couch felt…heavenly. I felt feminine and small, protected. And if something got past him to me, there were two other huge aliens to keep me safe.

      I didn’t dare look away. While Zed was the bossy one and Axon seemed to be almost playful, Calder was earnest.

      He fucked differently than Zed, no less skilled, but in his own way. I wasn’t going to last. I’d had enough orgasms that I shouldn’t be able to come again, but I did. It came upon me as a surprise, bursting forth as his seed did. Together. He kissed me through the pleasure, swallowing my scream, taking it into him.

      Stroking my damp hair back from my face, he smiled down at me. “You are everything I imagined.”

      He slipped out of me then, a torrent of seed with him. I was sore and tender, well satisfied, yet not done. I wasn’t. Need still simmered. He stood and I saw Axon. His cock was an angry red and hard, pre-cum a steady stream sliding down his cock now. His balls were large and heavy, the need in him filled there, all but overflowing.

      I licked my lips. Yes. I wanted that. Now. Scrambling to the floor, I settled on my knees before him. He was so tall his cock was right there. Before he could say a word, I leaned forward onto hands and knees and licked up the head of his cock and cleaned off that pre-cum. His tangy flavor burst on my tongue and I groaned at the pleasure that went with it. Hot and fierce. More spurted out and covered my lips. I sat back on my heels and licked it off.

      “You want my cock, mate?” Axon asked. His feet were planted apart, his stance rigid. I glanced up at him through my lashes, took in his perfect physique. Well muscled and perfectly formed. So big. Everywhere.

      “Yes.”

      “You like fucking all three of us, don’t you?” he asked, sounding almost surprised I’d find three men at once hot. His head was cocked to the side as if he couldn’t understand why. I squirmed, ready to come again. My pussy was empty and I was so needy. I didn’t understand it; I was insatiable.

      “Your cock is right in front of my face and you want to talk?” I asked. “Come here. Sit. Let me have what I want.”

      His jaw clenched.

      “She must be punished for that sass,” Zed said.

      Axon flicked his gaze to him, nodded once. A hand came down on my ass and I moaned. The sting of it, the heat of it made me even hotter. I could feel Zed’s and Calder’s seed as it slipped from me and knowing they were both mine made me crazy. Reckless. Fearless.

      I’d never felt so powerful or sexy in my life. I wrapped my hand around Axon’s cock and wasn’t above begging, but it wasn’t necessary. It would make him hot. Make him happy. I wanted him to lose his mind inside my body like the other two had. “Please, Axon. Give it to me. I want it. Want to suck you down, taste you, make you come.”

      He groaned and gripped my hair in his hand, angled my face up to his. “I may not want to dominate you like Zed, mate, but I will not be sassed. I asked you a question.”

      I didn’t dare roll my eyes at Axon’s words. What had he asked me? Think! “Yes, I like being fucked by all three of you,” I admitted. “What woman wouldn’t?”

      “Your sister, for one. You said she is on Trion. I guarantee her mate will not allow another to even look at her. She will be marked with nipple rings and chains as his and his alone.”

      “Chains?” I asked. Mindy was in chains?

      “Not as you think, mate,” Zed said. “They adorn their mates with jewelry. Thin golden chains and gemstones that proclaim their value to their mates. She might like being adorned, but you are the one who likes to be restrained.”

      “What do you want, Violet of Earth?” Axon asked.

      I swallowed, stared at his cock, thought of Zed’s and Calder’s. “I don’t want to choose. I want all three of you.”

      “Do you want to suck my cock?”

      “Yes.”

      He stepped forward and fed me his cock. I opened wide for him, licked him, sucked and stroked him, my hands going to his thighs, felt the hard play of muscle.

      “What else?” he asked as he pulled back, slid in, carefully fucking my mouth. “Zed playing with your pussy?”

      I moaned and Zed complied, dropping to the floor beside me, his hand going low over my abdomen to settle between my thighs. My body jerked forward as fingers slid deep.

      “Calder playing with your ass?”

      I glanced up at Axon who was watching me take his cock as deep as I could. Zed fingered my pussy, but Calder didn’t move.

      The very idea of having him play with my ass made my pussy spasm and tighten around Zed’s fingers. He groaned this time, but spoke to Calder. “Her pussy clamps down on my fingers like a vice when he mentions you filling her ass. Do it, Calder. For her. We’ll figure out the rest later. Do not deny her now, before our claim is made.”

      I moaned again as Calder settled behind me, his kiss grazing my shoulder and upper back with such tenderness my heart hurt. He didn’t want this, didn’t want to share, but he was doing it for me. Because I needed them. All three of them. In just this short time, I couldn’t imagine choosing one over the other.

      Calder’s hand slid down my back and found my back entrance, carefully yet quickly sliding right in. Out. Teasing me. Filling me.

      Zed’s fingers scissored inside my pussy, stretching me open as his thumb rubbed my clit with their seed, the tingling power of it keeping me on the edge. Again.

      I’d already had more orgasms than ever before. Impossibly, my body seemed primed for more. More. More.

      “Now I will fuck your mouth as they finger fuck your pussy and ass.”

      Yes. Yes!

      They all moved, fucking me, filling me, making me the center of their existence. I gave up control and told my brain to shut up and feel.

      Heat. Bodies. Kisses. Men. Pleasure. Why had I refused this?

      No wonder Warden Egara had looked at me like I was being an idiot. Who would want just one man on Trion, with boob jewelry and stupid gold chains, when I could have three smoking hot aliens all focused on giving me pleasure? It felt selfish. Too good to be true. But god help me, I couldn’t resist. Couldn’t say no. Didn’t want to.

      I was right where I wanted to be.

      I rode their fingers, clenching pussy, mouth and ass around my mates as tightly as I could, driving myself higher. Tighter. I wasn’t going to fight with my body another second, I chased the orgasm like a racehorse near the finish line, riding hard and fast.

      Axon came quickly and I swallowed his seed, so much of it as I came, gasping and crying in utter bliss as the heat of his seed rushed through me like a drug. I had made the connection now. There was something in their seed that made me hot. Made my body go into instant overdrive. Bliss. I wanted more. Knew I would always want more.

      When my body stopped the spasms, I groaned, exhausted but happy. Replete.

      “Come with us, mate,” Zed said it, the tone soft. A question, not a demand. “Give us thirty days to win your heart.”

      I would have collapsed onto the floor but Axon was on his knees now, pulling me into his arms making me feel safe. But he wasn’t the only one. Zed’s warmth wrapped around my stomach, hand resting on my hip in a blatant sign of ownership that I found oddly reassuring. Calder’s huge palm stroked up and down my back, soothing and comforting me so well my entire body melted.

      One? Just one of them was going to be mine?

      No. I wanted all three of them. They might think they were winning me over, but in my heart I knew I could never turn my back on them now. Not if they would help me find my sister. I could have my cake and eat it too, and I was not going to give that up. They were mine. All three of them. I would just have to take the next thirty days and convince them. Insane, since I was shoving the door in their face a short time ago.

      “Thirty days.” I agreed, but they were in for a surprise. I would not choose.

      As much as the realization shocked me, I wasn’t one to lie to myself.

      I wanted them all.
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      Zed, Interstellar Brides Processing Center, Earth

      

      Our mate was exhausted. Violet’s bright eyes were shining with unshed tears and she trembled as we made our way onto the transport pad inside the Interstellar Brides processing center on Earth. Warden Egara was a disciplined woman and I instantly approved. However, I couldn’t shake the feeling that what she really needed was a strong mate to rely on, someone who could break her wide open and make her burn.

      As Violet had burned for us a few hours ago.

      Perhaps we had pushed our mate too far. I did not know, but I could not back down. Not now that my cock knew the feel of her sweet pussy. She was mine, and the urge to protect and nurture her was so strong I had to fight back trembling of my own. I felt like an animal, out of control and operating not on cold logic, but instinct. Need.

      “Are you ready, Violet? We will transport to Viken United, to the home of the three kings. Their mate, Queen Leah, is from Earth as well. I’m sure she will be very excited to meet you.” Axon held her gently, one hand at the small of her back, the other supporting her elbow. Apparently, he, too, had noticed our mate’s bravado hid shaking limbs and sated body.

      “Okay.”

      Calder and Axon both served on the queen’s guard. I’d come to this claiming from the frozen lands in the north, guarding Viken’s communications system from the separatists who wished to withdraw from the Interstellar Coalition and go back to the old ways with tribal war. Three sectors of the planet controlled by three factions all fighting each other instead of the unity that was being forged now. The three kings, separated at birth to live in each of the sectors, were reunited with the arrival of their mate. Queen Leah had quickly become pregnant and now Princess Allayna was the one to truly unite the planet. She had no sector. She was Viken and only Viken. While little more than a baby, she was the future, unless the VSS had their way.

      But that wasn’t the only threat. Many wanted to bury their heads in the sand and pretend the Hive did not exist, even with volunteers going to join the Coalition and returning as we had, knowing the truth, the danger that was out there. The destruction that was possible.

      There were too many warriors like me who had seen the Hive first hand. Fought them. Understood the true level of horror their conquest would bring upon our people. We were not alone in the galaxy, and members of the VSS, the Viken Sector Separatists’ movement, were trapped in the old ways. Old thinking.

      As I was, perhaps, in my own way. I didn’t wish for violence, but I did wish for Violet to be mine and mine alone. It worried me now that this wouldn’t be the case, that she might claim one of the others.

      Axon and Violet looked down at me from the transport platform and I walked up to stand beside my mate. When her small hand slipped into mine for comfort, my body responded with heat. And pain. The ache was bittersweet.

      I’d waited so long for a mate, and now there was a chance I could lose her to one of the warriors standing with me.

      “Promise you will take me to see my sister.” Violet’s gaze held mine, but she looked away to pin both Axon and Calder with the same demanding glare. “Promise me. All three of you.”

      “You have my word, mate,” I vowed, leaning down to kiss the top of her head. She squeezed my hand and leaned into me, just for a moment, but it was enough, and I reveled in that small sign of her acceptance. Her need for me.

      Axon affirmed his promise as well, but Calder remained silent. And was not on the transport pad. We all stared at him as he stood near the doorway, but it was Warden Egara who spoke.

      “Is there a problem, Calder?” Her arms were crossed over her chest and she raised one dark brow.

      “Yes.” He spoke to the warden, but his gaze was locked with Violet’s. “My mate worries about her sister. They had never been separated until she was matched. And I cannot uphold my vow to her if I do not know where her sister resides on Trion. It is a large planet and I do not enjoy games.”

      The warden’s foot began tapping on the tile floor, but there was an upward curve to the corner of her mouth that said she was far from angry. “What do you propose, Elite Guard? If you are asking for information on the location of a bride, that would be against protocol, as you are not a member of her family.”

      He turned to face her. “I disagree. I am her brother by law.”

      The warden did not back down. “Not yet. Miss Nichols, that is, Miss Violet Nichols, has thirty days to determine which of you, or all of you, is her mate. And since you are the one most insistent that she ruin a perfectly good mating and choose between the three of you, you are absolutely not part of Miss Nichol’s family. You are selfish, Calder. Only thinking of your needs, not hers.”

      Calder’s fair skin flushed bright red and I knew the small Earth female had pushed him too far. Beside me, Violet gasped but Axon’s gaze hardened—and he wasn’t glaring at Warden Egara, but at Calder. Apparently, Axon agreed with the warden’s assessment. He’d stated clearly in Violet’s apartment that he was not opposed to the idea of sharing a mate.

      I was greedy and understood Calder’s desire to keep her for himself. But our first encounter with her had shaken me to my core. I’d discovered a deep satisfaction and pleasure at directing the others to touch her, to make her come. Watching her body pulse, her eyes glaze with desire, listening to her soft whimpering and cries of release had nearly driven me crazy with need. With lust.

      I’d loved it. Loved watching her squirm and beg and come all over Calder’s cock. And mine. I’d been hard as a rock when Axon laid her down and made her come with his mouth. The way he filled her mouth with his seed and she’d swallowed it all down. I loved the way her back arched when my cock was buried deep and Calder played with her ass. Everything. Oddly, I hadn’t felt possessive of just her, but of all three of them.

      As if they were mine as well.

      My family.

      Mine to protect.

      The sensation was uncomfortable. I was not and never had fallen in love with a man. Never desired to touch or kiss one. But this was different. We weren’t fucking each other, we were fucking Violet. This wasn’t about us…it was about her.

      Our mate was a passionate lover. Generous. Open.

      Our mate.

      I realized I’d begun thinking of her that way since we’d shared her today. Ours.

      The idea of having two strong warriors helping me to ensure her happiness and pleasure, her safety? Suddenly, I could imagine that scenario. For the first time in my life, I understood the lack of jealousy I’d witnessed time and again among the three kings and the other sets of Vikens who shared their own mates.

      Up north at the IQC, a friend from Sector Two, Evon, shared his mate with two other warriors, Liam and Rager. And like Violet, their mate, Bella, was also from Earth.

      I’d watched them for months now. Watched and envied them the look I saw in Bella’s eyes any time her mates entered the room.

      Trust. Love. Acceptance. Desire. There was no question she was well satisfied. Loved. Cherished. And it was because she had three mates to care for her.

      No woman had ever looked at me like that, until today.

      Until Violet.

      And if refusing to share meant letting her go? Well, Calder was going to be in for a rude awakening. If I had to make a pact with Axon, I would.

      I would not give her up. Nor would I allow him to continue his argument with the warden. “What are you doing, Calder?”

      The warrior turned to me and held out his hand, refusing to answer. Instead, he walked to Violet and knelt at her feet. “Violet, mate, I understand the importance of family. I know how deep the ache of loss can be. Let me help ease your mind.”

      Violet’s hand in mine squeezed tight and I held my silence, waiting to see where this would go. “What do you mean? I can talk to Mindy? Here? Now?”

      From his place before her, Calder twisted so he could address the warden. “On my mate’s behalf, I formally request to make contact with Trion and the bride, Mindy Nichols, to ensure her safety and well-being before we transport to Viken.”

      The warden looked from Calder to Violet. “Is this what you want, Miss Nichols? As her family member, only you can make the request.”

      Violet pulled away from both of us, stepped down from the raised platform and walked to stand before the warden as Calder climbed to his feet. Seeing how excited Violet was at Calder’s request, Axon slapped him on the back in thanks. I remained silent, but nodded my head in acknowledgement that Calder had done well to make our mate happy. This would give her what she wanted now, even before we left for Viken. She would have no doubt that our intentions were honorable, that we would always put her first. Whatever happened on Viken was between the four of us, no ulterior motive.

      And I wondered why I had not thought to ensure her happiness in this regard?

      Was I too cold? Too removed from what it meant to love and be loved? Had I been too long without family? Without hope? Had I become as frozen within as the icy mountains that surrounded the IQC?

      “Yes, of course I want that. I want to talk with Mindy.”

      “Very well.” Warden Egara looked at the three of us in turn, then at Violet. “Come, Miss Nichols. We will make contact with Trion and await news. It may take a few minutes, or even hours, to reach her. She could be traveling or far from a comm.”

      “I’ll wait,” Violet insisted, rubbing her hands together. “As long as it takes.”

      “Very well.” The warden turned to the comm screen and entered a set of data into the controls that I could not see. When I cleared my throat, she lifted her head to address all three of us. “She can speak with her now, but I will send Mindy’s exact coordinates to the queen of Viken. Once your mate has chosen from among you, the queen will provide the coordinates on Trion for a visit.”

      “Understood. Thank you.” Axon bowed slightly at the waist in thanks, but I couldn’t move, suddenly frozen with fear at the idea that with this maneuver, Calder may have won our mate’s heart. There was no question she was well pleased and hopeful, based on the look on her face.

      We did not wait hours, in fact only seconds, as the screen cleared to reveal the image of a woman who looked almost exactly like Violet, yet…not. I could see the slightest of differences—the way she held herself, the length of her hair, a small scar on her forehead.

      “Violet? Oh my god, is it really you?” The female on the other side of comm screamed with complete abandon. Her hair was down in a soft halo around her bare shoulders. Her body was adorned in soft silks, the mating chains of her mate clearly visible dangling between her hard nipples beneath the thin fabric. Her smile was bright. Her gaze hid nothing. Mindy was uninhibited. Wild.

      “Mindy?” Violet stepped closer to the display. “Yes, it’s me. Are you all right? I’ve been worried sick.”

      The other female laughed as if she didn’t have a care in the world. No remorse. No guilt. No worry for Violet or what she’d put her sister through. I wanted to take Mindy over my lap and spank her until her ass was red for the stiffness and pain I saw in my mate’s tense shoulders and clenched jaw. Tears gathered in Violet’s eyes, but she swallowed, hard, denying the anguish. Refusing to feel them. Refusing to let them fall.

      I saw the difference between them at once. Violet’s sister was soft, giving and emotional. She obviously lived in the moment, had little self-control and would feel safe and protected with a warrior mate to care for her. A perfect female for the overly possessive, dominant men of Trion. And based on the thin chain visible between her nipples, she had been claimed. She would not reject her mate, but if she had, she would have remained on Trion with another until she was satisfied. She was not returning to Earth as Violet had wanted.

      “I’m sorry, Violet, but I had to go. After Josh dumped me, I just couldn’t deal. I’m so happy here. Goran is amazing.” She rolled her eyes and grinned as if delirious. “I think I love him, Violet. I’ve only been here a couple of days, but he’s just…amazing. This place is just amazing. We’ve gone to this amazing outpost. It’s like the desert but it has two suns and… god, Violet. You should be a bride. It’s the best thing ever.”

      “A couple of days?” Violet listened to the verbal vomit of her identical twin, and she took a deep breath, narrowed her eyes and stiffened her spine. Her fists clenched and her cheeks colored—and not from arousal. I’d only known her a few short hours, but it was obvious she was mad. Angry. She’d been adamant that she get to her sister, to see her, talk to her, ensure she was all right. But now that she had, it was a good thing they were light years apart.
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      Violet, Interstellar Brides Processing Center, Earth

      

      “Mindy, shut up.” My words were like a whip, but I didn’t care. I was so mad. So mad I could barely see straight, couldn’t even think clearly. How dare she talk about this ridiculous outpost and getting-it-on in an oasis with her man and how happy she was? I was waiting for little chipmunks and birds to flit and fly around her like in a Disney movie.

      Mindy’s mouth fell open, then closed with a click of her teeth.

      “What did we always say about telling each other where we are going?” I asked, getting back on target.

      Mindy sniffed, but kept her gaze on mine. God, it was so good to be able to see her, to know she was fine. And now that I knew that, I wanted to slap her silly. I wasn’t violent by nature, but I was so furious at my twin I was having trouble breathing.

      “I left you a text.”

      It was my turn for my mouth to fall open. “I’ve been freaking out since I got it. A text is if you’re at the store and want to ask me if we need more milk. A text is to let me know you’re going to a friend’s house and won’t be home until late. Hell, a text is to let me know the name and address of the guy you picked up at a bar.”

      Mindy leaned forward, as if we were alone. Little did she know who was on my side of this conversation with me. “Violet, shh. He might hear.”

      “What? That you weren’t a virgin? I’m sure he’s discovered that for himself by now.”

      Mindy had always been…free with her sexuality. With offering her body to men. I had no problem with her doing so, as long as she was safe about it. Women could have sex with no strings attached, just like guys. To go home with someone for a night and never talk to them again. There was nothing wrong with it and I’d never judged my sister for it. But I wasn’t like her. I was a relationship kind of woman. I couldn’t have meaningless sex. I’d had boyfriends. Short term relationships, but they’d been exclusive and had meant something.

      Until now. Now, I rivaled anything that Mindy had ever done. I’d just let three strangers—three alien strangers—into my apartment and had sex with them within minutes. And it hadn’t just been sex. It had been fucking. Hot, dirty, wild fucking.

      But Axon, Zed and Calder were different. They were matched to me and that alone was a strong pull. I’d known they were mine somehow, knew they wouldn’t hurt me and would give me exactly what I wanted. No, needed.

      My pussy ached from being stretched around Zed and Calder’s big cocks. My jaw was sore from opening wide enough to take Axon deep. And my ass was a little tender from Calder’s play. Even now, standing here in the processing center, I wanted more.

      My clit pulsed with the need for release. My nipples hardened, sensitive against my bra. I was addicted and it was time for my next fix.

      Was Mindy like this with her mate? I saw her outfit, what there was of it. A gauzy dress that was sheer. It left nothing to the imagination and even across the universe, I could see her nipples, rings pierced through them and the chain that the men had mentioned.

      I was curious to hear about that, about her mate, but this wasn’t the time.

      I was too mad at her to have girl talk. She needed a verbal smack down and I was going to give it to her.

      “There are no secrets between Goran and me,” she countered.

      I put my hands on my hips. “Did you tell him you volunteered and left your only family a text instead of saying good bye?”

      She flushed.

      “Did you tell him I mean that little to you?”

      Tears clogged my throat at the hurt that welled up again.

      Mindy’s face softened. “You mean the world to me!”

      “Then why did you treat me like shit?” I countered. “I’ve been worried sick for weeks, Mindy. Eight weeks!”

      She frowned. “I’ve only been here for two days. I don’t understand.”

      The warden cleared her throat a few feet away. “Time on Trion is slightly different than here on Earth. And Viken. I’m sorry, ladies, but the best I’ve been able to calculate, based on the brides I’ve sent to Trion in the past, is that one day on Trion is equivalent to somewhere between four and five weeks on Earth.”

      “What?” Was I yelling? Or was the scream just in my head?

      Mindy, in my twin’s typical reaction, waved her hand in front of her face and brushed away what she didn’t consider worth her consideration. Space-time continuum, Star Trek kind of bullshit, evidently fit in that category. “Look, Violet. This isn’t about you, it’s about me. After Josh dumped me, I needed a change. There wasn’t anything left there for me.”

      I stepped back as if punched and I ran into a solid body. Big, tall, warm. A hand settled on my shoulder, comforting me. “Nothing left here? So, I’m nothing?”

      “Who is that?” Mindy asked, wide eyed, pointing.

      I didn’t know which mate it was, so I glanced over my shoulder.

      “Calder.” I wasn’t going to tell her more. She hadn’t earned any explanations from me after what she’d just admitted.

      Mindy held up a hand. “Wait. Wait! How are you talking to me? There aren’t any comms in Vero Beach.” I could see her brain working. “You’re at the Brides Processing Center. Why?”

      “To talk to you.”

      She shook her head, her dark hair sliding over her mostly bare shoulders.

      “No. They wouldn’t have just let you walk in there and ask to talk to me. What’s going on?”

      I let out a deep breath. “Mindy, I’ve been crazy with worry. You left almost two months ago and I haven’t heard a word.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “Are you?” I wondered. “You don’t sound sorry to me. I haven’t slept in weeks, and you’ve been playing house with an alien.”

      “I’m not playing anything. I’m falling in love with him. And god, he’s so good in bed. I think I had four orgasms the first couple of hours and—”

      “Shut up. Just shut the fuck up.” I wasn’t one to swear, but now was sooooo the time for it. “I can’t believe you right now.”

      She sighed and titled her head in that way she had when she was going to placate me and use the twin bond against me. It always worked. I always forgave her for whatever crazy shenanigans she pulled. But this? This was too much.

      “I’m sorry. I should have told you in person. But I wouldn’t have been able to go through with it, to go and get tested. I needed to go, to find my mate. I was tired of losers like Josh and I just didn’t want to wait for the next loser and then the next. I wanted him, the One for me. I wouldn’t have been able to say goodbye. It was too hard.”

      Tears welled in her eyes and slid down her cheeks. What she said was true, all of it. She’d dated a string of losers. She might have had some good orgasms, but that had been it. No connection. No love. A bunch of assholes. There may have been some decent guys in there, but they hadn’t been the one for her.

      I knew now that the test was really good and if she’d been matched to a mate with as much compatibility as I had with Axon, Zed and Calder, then she was probably really, really happy.

      “I would have gone with you,” I told her.

      She sniffed. “Really? Violet, you’re perfect. Your life is perfect. We might be twins, but you’ve been taking care of me for years. I’m a total fuckup in comparison to you.”

      I shook my head. “I don’t like hearing you talk about yourself that way.”

      “I don’t either.” A deep voice boomed through the display and Mindy’s eyes widened. At first, she looked a little panicked, then she smiled. Brilliantly.

      “Master, please, I very much would like you to meet my sister.”

      A big man came into view, stood slightly behind Mindy. He wore armor covered by flowing robes that made him look like he belonged to a medieval desert tribe. The sword on his hip look deadly, but it was the weapon on the other hip I knew was the true threat. Some kind of gun, but all silver. An alien gun. He looked ready for war, which made me nervous.

      But Mindy was beaming up at him like he was her everything. I’d never seen her look at anyone like that, and something inside me forgave her, just a little. I’d never seen her that happy. This guy, my sister’s master, was tall, dark and handsome, his hair long enough to brush his shoulders, whiskers on his jaw. He looked like a… a pirate or a sultan. The way he had his hand wrapped around Mindy’s waist, high up so that her breasts rested on his forearm, was blatant indication of possession. Had she really called him Master?

      “Yes, I would like that, but I warned you what would happen if you spoke negatively of yourself again, didn’t I?”

      Mindy looked contrite and slightly ashamed. But I knew my sister. She wasn’t afraid. The look in her eyes was…eager? Had this man brought her to heel? “You said you’d punish me.”

      “That’s right. After I meet your sister, your ass will be a fiery red before I fuck you.”

      He sounded quite a bit like Zed and I had to wonder if all hotties from space were this dominant. But I knew—since she was my identical twin—that Mindy needed a mate who wouldn’t let her walk all over him. And based on the way her breath caught and her eyes glazed over, it seemed she had exactly what she needed.

      “Yes, Master.” Mindy’s cheeks flushed hot, perhaps a mix of worry at being spanked and eagerness at being fucked. I actually knew the feeling.

      She cleared her throat. “Violet, this is General Goran of Trion, my mate.” She smiled brilliantly and glanced up at him. She looked happy. Thrilled. In love. The term Master indicated the depth of his dominance and she seemed to thrive in his care.

      I was happy for her, ached for that happiness and wanted it for myself.

      “Hello, sister of my mate.” He studied me through the display and I felt Calder’s hand squeeze my shoulder. “It is remarkable, you look just like Mindy. But there are some differences.”

      What could I say? It’s nice to meet you? Did you see the Marlins game last night? He wasn’t from Earth and the only thing we had in common was Mindy. Hell, they weren’t even on Earth. I was having a conversation with them light years away. They were on Trion.

      And suddenly I knew exactly what I wanted to say to this man who had taken my place. “You better take good care of my sister, or I’ll come for you myself.”

      He chuckled at the threat, not the least intimidated. “I see you share your sister’s fire.” He raised his gaze from me to Calder. “You will enjoy taming this one, warrior.”

      The entire exchange made me mad. I couldn’t be angry at Mindy, not anymore. But I was still upset, and my rage had a new outlet. “I’m serious, General. If you hurt my sister, I will kill you myself.”

      Warden Egara gasped. “Miss Nichols, you are threatening a—”

      She didn’t get to finish. Goran raised his hand and even the warden responded to the dominance in him, stopping mid-sentence. “I welcome you to Trion, sister. Mindy is mine and I assure you, I will care for her, protect her and love her as a worthy male should. You will have no need for violence.” He grinned then, and I saw exactly why my sister was looking at him like he was the center of her universe. He was stunning when he smiled. “And I admire your wild spirit, Violet. It is something you share with your sister. Her passion and loyalty are just two of many reasons that I love her.”

      Mindy blushed, clearly pleased with his declaration. I had to admit, not many men I knew would just say they loved a woman flat out like that. And especially not in front of strange warriors he didn’t know.

      My sigh was loud. “Mindy. I don’t know what to say.”

      “Violet, would you really have let me go?”

      I looked away for the first time, so mad at her for leaving, I hadn’t thought about how I would have reacted if she’d told me beforehand. Would I have even let her out of the apartment? I’d have laughed at the idea of volunteering, told Mindy she was insane, that she should just wait for the right guy to come along. But now, seeing her so blatantly happy with a Trion alien, I had to wonder if I would have kept her from what she really wanted. No, needed.

      “I would have locked you in the apartment, gotten you drunk on your favorite wine and plied you with ice cream until you promised not to leave me.”

      She grinned. “Exactly.” Her gaze darted to Calder, but her hand was wrapped around her own mate’s wrist and I was fairly certain she was completely unaware of the way her fingertips caressed his arm.

      “But you have a mate of your own, a Viken, I believe,” Goran said, his eyes falling to the hand on my shoulder, to Calder.

      Mindy’s eyes widened. “What?” she screeched. “That’s why you’re at the processing center, because you’ve been matched, too? Wait.” She held up her hand, her usual gesture for taking a moment to think. “Why is your mate there?”

      Zed and Axon stepped beside me so they were pressed against me on three sides.

      Mindy’s mouth fell open all the way as she just stared. And stared.

      “Calder is not her only mate,” Axon said, his voice clear. “I am her mate, Axon of Viken.”

      “As am I.” Zed inclined his chin at the alien warrior. “Royal Elite of Viken. I am Zed. Violet is my mate.”

      Mindy screeched and lifted her arms over her head as if she were a referee indicating a touchdown. I was used to this action, but her mate stared at her wide-eyed and my mates startled beside me.

      “Three mates? You go, girl! You have to tell me all about it. I mean, they’re in Florida! And three! Vikens. Wow, I’ve heard really…kinky things about them. Have you…I mean are you—”

      “Mate, calm yourself,” Goran said with a dark tone, although I could see the way the corner of his mouth tipped up.

      “Yes, Viken. Yes, three. They are here because I needed…couldn’t leave until I talked to you.” I wasn’t going to tell her that I refused the match. Not with them beside me and especially with Warden Egara in the room, who’d been right all along. I’d have really missed out. I glanced at the woman, but while she was looking my way, she didn’t have an I told you so expression at all. She just seemed pleased. “But now I’m going to Viken, as soon as we’re done talking.”

      “So you’ve been claimed!” Mindy clapped her hands together gleefully.

      I shook my head. I wasn’t going to say it involved fucking all three of them at the same time. It would be too embarrassing.

      “She has thirty days to make a formal decision,” Zed said. “In that time, she will learn about her mates and her new planet.”

      “That is the law, my brothers.” Goran nodded in approval and Mindy settled back into his embrace like she’d been with him for years. “As she is now my sister, you should know that she is formally under my protection.”

      I frowned. What? Five minutes ago, he didn’t even know I existed.

      Calder’s hand clamped on my shoulder. “I assure you, General Goran, she will be well cared for. We will keep her safe. We have thirty days and will use it wisely.”

      “We will be with her at all times,” Zed added.

      “We will be in her at all times,” Axon clarified, which made Goran laugh and Mindy blush. Her gaze met mine and the Holy Shit, Big Sister look she gave me was full of happiness for me and contentment for herself.

      I flushed so hotly I thought I might combust. Their possessive words were embarrassing, but also made me ridiculously hot. What Earth guy could be so blatantly bold and…interested?

      Mindy just smiled and waggled her eyebrows.

      “Very good. We leave in a few hours for the High Council meeting at Outpost Two where I will introduce my new mate to the others. Do not worry about your sister, Violet, I will keep her safe. And when the meeting is done, I will hunt those who threatened her.” Goran leaned in, nuzzled Mindy’s neck. “And we welcome you to our home. Warriors, please come to Trion for a visit when my sister-kin is claimed and completely yours. You will be welcomed with open arms.”

      Goran spoke to all three of my mates, not me. But I knew nothing about space, had no idea how to even get to Trion, so it made sense. I had a feeling since I was leaving Earth, I’d have to get used to dominant males guiding me.

      “Come visit us, Violet,” Mindy all but begged. “Please, come.”

      “She will,” Zed replied, his voice dark like it had been in my apartment when he was deep inside me. “I guarantee it.”

      I looked up at him, stunned by his double entendre.

      “Or we can come visit you. Can we, Master? I’d love to visit my sister.”

      Goran looked down at her and I saw the one thing that made me relax completely. Love. Devotion. Complete and total possession.

      I’d only ever seen that look on a man’s face in a movie. “I must hunt the rebels first. Destroy those who threaten you. When they are taken care of, we will check in with your sister, gara.”

      Zed tensed next to me and I slid my hand into his in an automatic response. “What rebels? I will not bring my mate to Trion if she will be in danger.”

      Goran looked up from my sister’s face and his gaze hardened instantly. “They threatened my mate. They will be dealt with.”

      The words made my heart race. Next to me Zed actually relaxed, which I didn’t understand at all. Someone threatened Mindy? And that made Zed calmer? What was I missing? “Understood, brother. Good hunting.”

      The Trion nodded his head as some kind of silent understanding passed between them.

      I looked up at Zed to figure out what the hell had just happened, but he wasn’t looking at me. He nodded at Warden Egara. “Say goodbye, Violet.”

      “Bye, Mindy. See you soon.”

      “Bye, Violet. I love—”

      The transmission ended.

      I stepped away from Calder, from all three of them, and spun on my heel, my arms crossed. “I don’t understand what just happened. Mindy is in danger. We need to go to Trion.”

      Zed raised a brow, but his eyes were ice cold. “She is in no danger, Violet.”

      Frustrated, I lowered my hands to my hips and glared at all three of them. “How can you say that? Goran just said someone threatened her!”

      “Exactly, mate.” Axon grinned. “What do you think we would do if anyone threatened you?”

      The question gave me pause. “I have no idea.” I didn’t. I’d only known them for a few hours.

      Calder, who had been silent for most of the exchange, was the one to respond. “Anyone who threatens you dies a painful death, mate.”

      “What?” Had he just said what I thought he had? Were the laws so different out in space? Because here, on Earth, killing someone for saying something stupid was called murder. And the threat alone could mean jail time. “You can’t just kill people for saying something stupid. Don’t you have jails on Viken?”

      Zed’s entire body went predator still. “A mate is sacred, Violet.”

      But…that was just…. I turned to Axon, expecting him to be the reasonable one in this crazy conversation. “Axon?”

      His green eyes were hard and serious. Too serious. “Any threat will be eliminated. It is not up for debate, Violet. You are ours to protect.”

      “What if someone just wanted to beat me up? Or punch me in the gut? Kick my shins? People do stupid things all the time.”

      Zed’s voice was ice. Emotionless. “Anyone who hurts you dies, Violet. It is our way. The way on Trion, as well.”

      The emotional roller coaster was too much, and my knees trembled. Whatever adrenaline rush I’d gotten from talking to my sister was leaving my system. The crash was going to be brutal. Worse, my mental walls were slipping away like sand dunes in a windstorm, leaving me bare. I felt the tears well up in my eyes. Their vow to protect me was crazy. Possessive. Intense.

      And I believed them. Their offer of protection made me feel safer than I ever had in my life…and more exposed. Vulnerable. I didn’t understand the war going on inside me.

      I glanced over at Warden Egara, whose eyes were brimming with unshed tears. I walked to her on shaky legs and grabbed her in a bear hug. She resisted, at first, but relented, holding me tightly. “They are yours, Violet. Treasure them. Love them. Do not take them for granted.”

      I pulled back and looked in her eyes. “You were a bride, weren’t you?”

      She nodded, just enough.

      “What happened?”

      She looked away and stepped out of the hug, once more the prim and proper warden. “The Hive took them both.” She stepped up to the transport control desk. “Your transport window is closing. I suggest you go now.”

      “Violet.” Zed said my name, not a question, a demand that I join him on the transport pad.

      “I’m coming,” I said, looking back over my shoulder at the warden, wondering what horrible thing had happened to her mates. She’d said mates, not mate, so she’d had more than one. And lost them.

      Before I took another step, Calder swept me up into his arms, cradling me against his chest like precious cargo. “You’re not coming yet, mate, but you will. You will come. Over and over again. On my cock, on my mouth, on my fingers,” Calder said, leaning in, his voice low and next to my ear. Hopefully, Warden Egara didn’t hear.

      “You will come with us to Viken. Right now.” Axon took my hand as Calder carried me up to the raised platform for transport.

      Zed reached across Calder’s chest to take my other hand so I connected all three of us.

      “Good luck, Violet,” Warden Egara said. “You are in good hands.” She worked the controls for transport. The room hummed, louder and louder still. Hair rose on my arms. “Your transport will begin in three…two…one.”
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      Calder, Private Quarters, Viken United

      

      Duty didn’t stop because of a new mate, especially since—unlike normal protocols where a mate would arrive on Viken—we’d had to go to Earth to retrieve Violet. While we hadn’t been gone more than twelve hours, we should’ve fucked, claimed and acclimated our bride in that window of time. Left her full of our seed, sated and in the happy throes of seed power.

      Instead, we’d gone across the universe. Because of this, I’d been placed back on active duty within an hour of our return. Instead of sinking into Violet’s sweet pussy, I’d had to don my uniform and watch over the queen and our new princess. It was an honor I took seriously, but for the first time, my desire to be elsewhere made me antsy and a touch irritable.

      When the queen had immediately begun to ask questions about my new mate, I realized how little I knew about Violet, which only made me frustrated as well, and not just sexually.

      I knew Violet cared about her twin; it was obvious from the comm conversation. Her devotion to family—no matter how small it was—made me desire her more, not less, which only proved our match even further. Her protective traits with her sister were blatantly Sector One. I would happily transport her to Trion once a month if that was what she needed to be happy. No longer on Earth, it was simple to do so.

      But other than that bond, I knew nothing, and that plagued me.

      The queen had tossed questions like ion grenades, one after the other. What was Violet’s favorite food? What kind of music did she like? What did she do for work on Earth? What had she studied? How old was she? Where was she born? Where had she lived?

      I’d known the last, and described her apartment and home town as well as I was able. But I’d spent most of my time with the queen feeling ashamed that I’d fucked my mate, made her come, but I’d done so in selfish haste to bind her to me with my seed power and my intense need for her.

      Now, Violet was here on Viken. Axon and Zed were watching over her as she slept. I was weary from the transport, but I’d done it before, and not just going to Earth. My body was used to it, as were Axon and Zed. Violet was not. She had been asleep in my arms when we’d arrived and had remained so even after I carried her to Axon’s quarters—not mine since I’d had to work. We’d requested a doctor to ensure the transport had not caused her any harm, but we’d been assured she just needed to sleep it off.

      I was grateful to know Violet was safe and protected, cared for and watched over in my absence, not left alone in my quarters on a new planet as would have happened if I were her only mate. But what had the two warriors learned about her while I was on duty? Had they touched her? Brought her pleasure? Made her come? Made her scream their names? I assumed the answer was yes because the seed power would be strong for her with three mates. Triple the intensity.

      And now, with my service for the day complete, I slipped on a pair of light pants after my shower. I realized that, perhaps, I would need to reconsider private quarters. To be with Violet as much as possible, I would need to share with Axon and Zed, to know she was just outside the bathing room, not on a different level of the Elite Guard quarters. We could request a large space in the mated quarters instead.

      Just knowing Zed had remained in Axon’s quarters with him while I worked—he had no quarters here, but at the far away IQC—I worried they’d made some kind of alliance to try to win Violet for themselves.

      Two against one. The odds were not in my favor. But I was a warrior, and part of me relished the challenge.

      The other part couldn’t get over the glazed look of pure animal heat in Violet’s eyes in her quarters on Earth when she’d been riding Zed’s cock and I’d played with her ass.

      She’d been in the right position to take both of us. I could have slid behind her and filled her ass as Zed fucked her pussy and Axon took her mouth. All three of us at once, a true claiming. Permanent. Forever.

      But her body hadn’t been, and still wasn’t, ready for that…yet. Doing so wouldn’t have been fair to her. She’d been in the thrall of our seed power for the first time, her body going up in flames. So passionate and responsive. So giving. She would have allowed us to complete the formal claiming because of her desperate and clawing need, all three of us fucking her at once, but her choices would have been gone. She may have said yes, but it wouldn’t have been with her consent freely given.

      That wasn’t right and wasn’t what I wanted. I wanted her for myself. Mother of my children. Curled up warm and safe in my bed every night. I’d never even imagined sharing a female with other warriors.

      So why couldn’t I get the image of her between us out of my head? Why was I walking around with a hard cock at the idea of sharing her body with two strangers?

      I had to get over there, to Axon’s quarters, at once. Who knew what they were doing to her right now? My cock swelled in my pants at the possibilities and I wanted to join in.

      Searching for the shirt I’d tossed aside, I heard a tentative knock on the door, so quiet I almost brushed the sound aside as imagination.

      There. I heard it again.

      I made my way to the door, opened it. Stopped breathing.

      “Violet.”

      “Hi.” Her hair was down, a soft glide of silk over her shoulders. Her lips were full and lush, her cheeks high with color, her eyes bright with nerves. She was wearing the traditional gown of a Viken bride, not the formal grey, black or brown of the sectors, but a warm red that clung to every curve. The dress fell to her ankles, and the small red slippers on her feet were adorable. Sexy. I wanted to lay her out on my bed, start at her feet and kiss every ounce of clothing off her body before taking her.

      This was what I wanted. Violet. All to myself. I stared at her beauty. Stunned.

      “Umm, sorry. Should I come back later?”

      Axon, who I hadn’t even noticed, growled. Shit, I’d made her doubt.

      I blinked, then smiled, held out my hand.

      “No. Of course not.” I grabbed her and pulled her body to mine before I could stop myself, lifted her so we were eye to eye. “Stay.”

      She grinned and wrapped her arms around my neck. Bliss. Perfection. Everything I’d always wanted. “Okay. I just—you didn’t invite me in.”

      I swung her away from the still open door, glanced at Axon.

      “Zed transported to IQC to finalize his transfer. He will be back in a few hours, and I must begin my duty to the queen,” Axon said.

      He didn’t look happy about it—I understood the feeling—but I only nodded.

      “Mate, I will see you soon,” he said, eyes on Violet, eyes on the way her arms were about my neck. I preened having her in my hold, knowing it was my turn to be with her, that she was happy for it. She wanted to be with me as I did her.

      “Yes, soon,” Violet repeated, looking to Axon and giving him a smile. I wanted them all for me, but I was becoming resolved to share, at least that.

      With satisfaction, the door slid closed. We would not be disturbed. And she was here. With me.

      Two against one? Ha! I wanted to howl with victory. She was here. With me. Alone.

      Content, I held her gently, not rushing her. I knew if I kissed her, even once, I wouldn’t want to stop. “Hello, mate. I am honored to have you in my home.”

      “Thanks.” She smiled and twisted her neck so she could look around the room from the vantage point I gave her. Her feet still dangled off the floor, but her face was nearly even with mine. I watched as she took in the traditional brown of my furnishings, the cream color of my bed, the image on the wall of my family: my parents and two brothers, now long dead—my parents to age and my brothers to the war.

      I’d been alone in this space so many times that having her here healed something in me I hadn’t realized was so badly broken.

      Emotions flooded me and I buried my face in the side of her neck, holding her tightly, thanking the gods that she was mine. For years, I’d held everything back. Kept myself under strict control, refusing to hope. But she was like the key in the lock. That was the miracle of a mate. She was breaking me open and there was no way to stop her.

      I didn’t want to. I wanted to share everything with her.

      Everything.

      “Calder? Are you all right?” Violet’s question was a whisper. Intimate. Between lovers. My heart, already melting inside my chest, felt like it stopped beating. The pain was incredible, but welcome.

      “Yes, love. With you here, I am perfect.” Moving one hand to her ass, I lifted her body into close contact with my rock-hard erection. “I want you. But if I kiss you, I won’t be able to stop.”

      Her gentle laughter was soothing to my soul, and like a stroke of her hand on my hard length. “Anything you need, mate. You’ve taken such good care of me.”

      I had done nothing to earn such words from her. Not yet. Confused, I looked down into her upturned face. “I have done nothing worthy of such gratitude.”

      Her smile lit up the room. “You were the one who let me talk to my sister, who forced Warden Egara to do so. I needed that. I really did. I’m so happy now. So much better knowing that she’s okay. I can’t even tell you how much that meant to me.” Tears gathered in her eyes and she lifted her face toward mine. “Kiss me, Calder. Kiss me. Love me. Let me make you happy, too.”

      Every honorable intention I’d had evaporated with her words, but I still paused.

      “You are well? Rested from transport? Not sore from whatever pleasure Zed and Axon gave you while I was working?”

      She shook her head slightly. “They did nothing with me.”

      What?

      “I slept until thirty minutes ago. Zed was already gone and Axon had me bathe and dress in this pretty gown. But he refused to touch me since he had to go work. He was afraid he’d never leave once he had me naked and in bed.”

      She blushed at the last.

      As for Axon, I knew the feeling. I was holding off now for the same reason, for once I stripped her of the Viken garb and she was bare to me, I would not be able to stop until she was well sated, well pleasured and my seed filled her. Mouth, pussy, ass, whatever she wanted.

      “You have not been tended to since Earth? No reprieve?” I asked, stunned. How had she managed to suppress her need from the seed power for so long? But with her almost feverish, bright cheeks and eyes hazed with desire, she seemed to be at the end of her control.

      She shook her head. “No. I ache, Calder. I don’t understand it, but I am so—”

      “You need to be fucked, mate?” I asked, my voice now almost a snarl. Knowing I could soothe the ache her mates had put upon her with our seed, I felt powerful. Virile. Violet needed me and I would see to her. It was my job, my right, my privilege.

      “Yes,” she whispered and I had her back against the wall, her dress hiked up over her hips, my mouth devouring hers before she could finish that one syllable.

      She wasn’t timid, my mate, wrapping her legs around my waist, her hands fisted in my hair, holding me to her, demanding more. Needing it.

      I slid my palm up her soft thigh, thrilled to find she wore nothing beneath the dress. Axon was a wise man, ensuring after her bath she was bare and her pussy easily accessible. I cupped her ass, played with the entrance I most wanted.

      Her back arched off the wall, pressing her bottom into me. “Yes. Do it. Take me there. I want it to be you.”

      With a groan at words I’d longed to hear from a mate, I carried her to the table in my small eating area. I never used it for more than reading or work, choosing to take all my meals in the communal cafeteria. It was the closest first horizontal surface I could find and within easy access of the drawer that contained the lubricant I would need to slide into her tight passage and ensure her pleasure.

      When I set her on her feet to grab the bottle, she shocked me by toeing off her slippers and stripping the gown off over her head and tossing it onto the floor. She was naked, every perfect inch of her on display. From the eager eyes, vivid smile, tight nipples, dark curls between her thighs and the slick hint of her pussy between her parted legs, she was stunning.

      “Where do you want me? Here?” Her grin was wicked as she turned away from me and bent over to lay down on the table. Her ass was presented to me like a gift, her breasts pressed flat to the hard surface. Her hair spilled half down her back and onto the table like a waterfall of silk. And her body curved like a goddess, the round lobes of her ass toward me, feet on the floor.

      My cock throbbed, pre-cum seeping from the tip.

      My voice was barely more than a growl. “Spread those legs, mate. I want to see that wet pussy.”

      She complied at once, eager, widening her stance, placing the pink lips of her glistening pussy on display below her virgin ass.

      This was the dream. A caring, beautiful, submissive mate. I ran my hand up and down her spine, over her hips, traced her curves. Unable to resist another moment, I slid two fingers inside her wet heat, savored her soft moan of pleasure. Reaching out, I pressed the button to make the window by the table transparent. The view was of the palace grounds, lush and green, verdant mountains in the distance. But people were about and while no one paid one specific window on the building housing the guards any attention, it was possible for someone to see her.

      The idea excited me, pleased me. “Look out, see everyone going about their day. They just have to look this way to see you, to see how beautiful you are.”

      She whimpered, but didn’t move, made no attempt to cover herself. In fact, I felt her drip all over my fingers.

      The ring for the door interrupted me, a voice following. “Calder, it is Axon. Give me entry.”

      Violet pushed up onto her hands, her breasts lifting from the table as she looked toward the closed door. With a hand on her back, I kept her in place. “Do not move, mate. Show Axon how needy you are, how you’re letting anyone in Viken United see you.”

      I sounded like Zed, dominant in tone, but it pleased me to show off my mate. For everyone to see how wet I made her pussy, how needy she was for my cock. How I would pleasure her. They’d hear her screams and know she was well taken care of.

      I crossed to the door, opened it.

      Axon came in, but didn’t spare me a glance, his eyes only on Violet. “Fuck,” he hissed, palming his cock. “I couldn’t make it to my post. Violet comes first.” Walking over to her, he slid his hand in her hair, brushed it back from her face. “I see you are in need. Is Calder taking good care of you?”

      She nodded, leaned into his touch.

      “Sit over there and watch, Axon. See your mate take my cock in her ass for the first time. Watch how she comes.”

      Axon’s eyes flared with heat, not because I was to fuck her, but that our mate was about to be fucked. I might be from Sector One and like to watch and be watched, but Axon was not shy about fucking. If our mate was to be satisfied, he’d step back and allow it. At least from me and Zed. I knew none of us would allow another to even think such dirty thoughts about our mate.

      Axon grabbed the chair that was tucked beneath the table, stepped back into the main room and sat down with a clear view. His legs were stretched out in front of him and his hand was on his cock, rubbing it through his pants. Eyes were focused directly on Violet’s pussy.

      “You’re wet for him, for being watched, aren’t you, mate?” he asked.

      “Yes, please, Calder,” she whimpered.

      “She begs so sweetly, doesn’t she, Axon?” I asked, thrilled to share her beauty with him.

      I stroked her clit as I said the last word, admired the sight of her body bowing under my touch.

      “Yes.” She shuddered as she spoke and I rewarded her, reaching into my pants and rubbing the tip of my cock, collecting several drops of pre-cum onto my fingertip.

      Still fucking her with my fingers, rubbing her clit, I spread the substance on her virgin hole, and counted. Anxious. Eager. Waiting.

      One second, then two.

      Her whimper preceded the hard spasm of her pussy around my fingers. She came, her body pulsing as the binding substance in my seed spread through her system, making her mine. Making her hungry for me. My touch. My cock. My seed. While it would not make my entrance any easier into that tight hole, it would ensure her desire for it.

      “Calder.” My name. That was all she said. All she needed to say as she pressed against my finger. Dribbling the lube from the bottle, I caught some and slid it inside her ass as her orgasm faded to aftershocks, working more and more into her as she writhed and thrashed on my table, ensuring my way would be easy for her.

      “I’m going to fuck you here, mate. Axon will be watching.”

      “Yes. Please. Hurry.” Her ass clamped down on my finger and I groaned, imagining that same action around my hard length. So tight. So hot.

      “There is no hurrying this. I will not hurt you.”

      She wiggled, squirming in protest when I removed my hands from her body to apply more lubricant. “I don’t care.”

      My hand landed on her rounded bottom with a distinct slapping sound and she jolted forward. Shocked. Good. “I do. No harm will come to you. Ever. Do you understand?”

      Her hands slid forward, palms down on the table, and she curved her small fingers over the edge, holding on. Bracing herself. “I don’t care. Fuck me, Calder. I want it now. I want you now.”

      I spanked her again. And again. Even before the pink color could bloom on her flesh she was moaning, but not with pain. Her pussy was dripping wet and coating her thighs. “Zed was correct. You like this, don’t you? Do you want me to spank you, mate? Make your flesh burn?”

      She shook her head back and forth, her hair flying in a wild mess around her shoulders. “I don’t know. I just…I need you. God. Please.”

      Her legs trembled. Her voice was part whispered confession and part demand. Her fingers curled and released the table top in a hypnotic rhythm she was using to calm herself.

      But I didn’t want her calm. I wanted her out of control.

      I raised the bottle of lubricant to her ass once again, ignoring her whimpers of pleasure as I filled her virgin hole with even more of the substance. I was going to fuck her like she wanted me to and I would not hurt her. She would be slick and while I would open her up, there would be no pain.

      When I knew she was ready, I stepped out of my clothes and threw them aside. “Are you ready for me, mate?”

      “Yes.” She tilted her hips, pushing her ass higher into the air. But I wasn’t going to fuck her there, not yet.

      Collecting more pre-cum from my cock, I slipped my hand beneath her and spread the substance on and around her clit. She jerked beneath me, her whimpers turning to groans.

      “Open your eyes, look outside and see all the people. Is anyone looking at you? Hearing your cries of pleasure?”

      I didn’t waste time, sliding my cock into her wet pussy in one long, smooth stroke, plunging deep. Hitting her womb. Spreading her open with my hands on her ass, making sure she took every hard inch.

      I pulled out. Pumped into her again. She shattered, her cries making my heart race as I watched her lose control.

      She was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen and I could never give her up. Never walk away. She was mine.

      When her pussy stopped pulsing, I pulled back and slid two slick fingers into her ass. Three. She gasped, pressing back, pushing my touch deeper as I opened her up even more.

      I withdrew and placed my cock at her entrance and pressed forward so she would feel the tip begin to breach her virgin hole. Carefully, slowly. “Last chance to say no, love. Tell me no, and I’ll wait.”

      Shaking her head, she said, “I don’t want to wait.” She straightened her legs, gained leverage to impale herself on me, but I pressed her to the table with a firm hand on her lower back.

      “We do this my way.”

      When she nodded, her legs relaxing, I used my free hand to spank her ass for her defiance and lack of patience. Her opening pulsed in response, opening a bit, drawing me in.

      The mushroom shaped head of my cock pushed past the opening with a silent pop and we both moaned as I pressed her down.

      I took my time, sweat beading my brow, my body tight as a bowstring as I worked my way into her. When her body finally relaxed enough to let me slowly sink into her all the way, an orgasm threatened to take me, my cock pulsing in the early stages of release.

      I gritted my teeth, holding back. But her body jerked and she lifted her feet from the floor, wrapping them around my thighs to hold me to her as her interior walls pulsed and spasmed with another orgasm. My seed power at work. Making her come. Filling her body with need. Lust. Desire. For me.

      Only me.

      But that wasn’t true. She had seed from Zed and Axon in her body as well from our time on Earth. Their claim. Their pleasure.

      The thought dimmed my own for but a moment as her building wail of need brought my complete attention back to her. Her ass clamped down on my cock as her pleasure built and I lost control, pumping in and out slowly, just once before my body exploded inside her.

      My seed sent her over the edge again, her scream music to my ears, making me want to pound my chest with primal satisfaction. I had pleased my mate. Given her pleasure. Made her mine. As my seed pumped into her, filling her, marking her, I should have felt absolute pleasure.

      Instead, I was torn in two. She was mine. But this gift wasn’t mine alone. Her skin, her soft cries, the sweet scent of her wet pussy or the generous nature of her loving wasn’t mine alone. She gave it to others. To Zed and Axon.

      I felt greedy. Possessive. Selfish.

      And I couldn’t give her up.

      Yet when I pulled free of her body in a slow withdrawal, Axon stepped up, pants loose, cock out. “My turn.”

      “Axon, my pussy. Fill my pussy,” Violet moaned. “I need you, too.”

      And when I stepped back, settled in the chair with my cock still hard, I knew I didn’t have to give her up. Axon carefully rolled her onto her back and her legs hooked around his waist as he slid right into her dripping pussy. I just had to let her have what she needed. And it was more than me. It wasn’t that I wasn’t enough, but that she was everything.
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      Violet, The Queen’s Private Solar, Viken United

      

      “I’m so glad you are here. While Bella is also an Interstellar Bride matched from Earth, she lives with her mates at the IQC and I don’t see her often.”

      Leah was all smiles, so excited to meet me—and told me when in private to call her just by her first name, forgoing the formality of her title. Queen. Yes, a fricking queen! While I doubted her three mates kept her isolated from other women, based on what she said, meeting someone from Earth was clearly a rarity. And she wasn’t just anyone on Viken. Again, she was the queen. The woman who’d given birth to the child who would rule the country without bias to any sector.

      This I’d learned from Axon as he’d escorted me to the palace, giving me some background so I, thankfully, didn’t sound like an idiot.

      “It’s quite a bit to get used to,” I admitted to Leah.

      After Calder and Axon had fucked me, and quite thoroughly, they’d helped me clean up, but refused me a shower. By the virile and well-satisfied look in their eyes, they seemed to like knowing I was marked with their seed.

      And that seed? Potent shit.

      I wasn’t talking about babies, but—

      “Oh my god,” I blurted.

      Leah stilled, looked alarmed. Guards stationed at the doorway took a step closer. I lifted my hand. “Sorry, everything’s fine. I just realized something.”

      Leah’s brow went up and she waited. Yeah, she was definitely the queen.

      I leaned in. “I didn’t think about getting pregnant,” I whispered.

      She smiled. “It took me all of five minutes.”

      My mouth fell open and my hands went to my flat stomach. “I’m on the pill.”

      “Not anymore you’re not.” She saw that I was panicking—I was because three mates were enough of a life change alone, at least for now—and put a hand on my biceps. “Just go to the med center and they’ll give you an injection, just like at home.” She cleared her throat and blushed. “I mean, on Earth.” She looked left and then right. “Don’t tell anyone I said that.”

      I frowned. “What? To go get birth control?”

      “No, that I said Earth was home. It’s not. I’m settled here on Viken, but you make me forget. And my butt pays the price.”

      I sputtered, then laughed. “You get spanked, too?”

      We stared at each other, then laughed until tears ran down our cheeks.

      “Come on, I’ll give you a tour.” She hooked her arm through mine and led me out of the room and down a wide hallway. Guards followed behind us, but at a discreet distance. Was this what Axon and Calder did? If so, I wouldn’t mind either of them following me now, knowing they were near. Although, I didn’t want them overhearing me talking about…girl stuff. I wasn’t sure if they’d understand, at least not yet. I didn’t know them all too well.

      “Did you…did you have a hard time getting to know your mates? I mean, three of them and they’re so…eager,” I admitted.

      “All retired Coalition fighters have earned the right to a mate, therefore when a match through the testing program is found, they are very eager.”

      “But mine didn’t test together for me. It’s not like they were friends or anything.”

      A guard opened a door for us and we walked out onto a balcony that stretched the entire length of the palace. The view was exceptional, all of Viken United could be seen—or at least I assumed so.

      That had my mind thinking to the window I’d looked out as Calder fucked me, where there had been a possibility of someone seeing. That had made me hot—no, hotter—and I’d come so hard. Even now, just thinking about it, the idea of being pushed against this balcony and fucked from behind with people down below being able to see, to know what we were doing, had my pussy wet. I squirmed as I put my hands on the thick railing.

      “My mates are brothers, triplets, yet they had never even met before I was matched to them. It was not an easy transition. And to answer your question, no. It wasn’t a hard time, but it did take time. Be patient.”

      I looked out at the buildings, the varied architecture, how it was designed to blend into nature, to become part of it.

      “But we…we have sex. Lots of sex. I mean, they came for me at my apartment in Florida and I had sex with them on my couch, right then and there.”

      I flushed remembering.

      “Let go of your Earth shame. It’s not the same. There’s absolutely no comparison between these mates of ours and guys from Earth. They are very sexual and show their affection for you through that. And they’re good.” She winked at me. “Based on the way you’re all flushed, I assume yours are as well. And that the seed power is overpowering.”

      I bit my lip. “Tell me about it.”

      She did, frankly telling me how it was extra potent for those with three mates, and especially for those from other planets like Earth, who weren’t born genetically predisposed to it. Like eating raw seafood in a third world country. I’d get sick, but those who lived there would feel no effect. “Don’t worry, it will level out. You’ll always want your mates, be eager and ready for them, but it won’t be because of the seed power. That’s just to…well, break the ice.”

      “Okay. Thanks.”

      “Now, tell me about you. What did you do on Earth? I was a basically an orphan, then a student, and then I was swept off my feet by a rich, charming real estate developer.”

      “What happened? How did you end up here?”

      Leah sighed, and the sadness in her eyes was old and well examined. Not raw. She’d overcome whatever challenges she had faced and was happy now. “Turned out his money was drug money, he had nasty business associates, and as soon as we were engaged, decided I made a good punching bag.”

      “Oh, my god. I’m so sorry.”

      She laughed. “I’m not. Look where it got me. I’m a queen, I have a beautiful daughter and three amazing warriors who love and protect me.” She leaned forward and looked me in the eye, all serious now. “Life is hard. And beautiful. And messy. And painful. And perfect. I wouldn’t change a thing. Would you?”

      I didn’t know what to say to that. I wasn’t sure about anything right now, so I went back to a safer topic. “I wanted to be an architect but didn’t pull the grades to get a scholarship. So I went to trade school instead. I work for an architectural firm, doing a lot of CAD work, drawing up plans on the computer.”

      Leah looked surprised, then pleased. “Oh, well, you’re in for a treat. What do you think of the architecture of Viken United?” She raised her arm and held it out, indicating everything beyond the railing.

      I looked out at the vista before me, taking my time inspecting the buildings. The palace itself was an odd mixture of Tudor style towers and stone mountings with Baroque style cores, the arcs and moldings very theatrical, reminiscent of ancient Rome. We were inside the walls of Viken United, where the three kings and the representatives from the three worked together to rule the planet. The protective walls surrounding the small city were solid and bare, very science fiction looking to me, and in complete contrast to the stunning buildings within. “It’s beautiful here. I love the style, the variety of design.”

      “I love seeing my mate happy.”

      We both spun about at the sound of Zed’s voice. He bowed to Leah and grinned at me. With him were three big, identical males. Different haircuts, different demeanors, but they were brothers. It didn’t take being an identical sibling to know one. These had to be the three kings. Identical triplets. Leah’s mates.

      Introductions were made and I tried my best to bow, although it was new to me. They were young, my age, and it was weird. But, I was the odd-one-out and didn’t want to embarrass Zed.

      “I’m sure your mate wishes your attentions. Thank you for visiting with me,” Leah said, grinning.

      I blushed because I knew what she was thinking. Zed wanted me and she wasn’t going to be the one to keep us apart.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Zed

      

      It was good to see Violet smiling, laughing even, with the queen. With another female from her world. I knew they would become fast friends; Queen Leah was a kind woman, yet also quite…spunky. Fiery. Their temperaments were similar and I had no doubt all six of us, the males who were mated to the two Earth women, would age before our times because of what they could get up to.

      Their first meeting, and only an hour or so at that, wasn’t enough time to come up with too much to land Violet over my knee for a spanking. Which she would like. Too much.

      An hour away from her three mates was enough for now. Axon, Calder and I were well aware of her eagerness for fucking because of the seed power. While I knew the first second I saw her when she opened the door to her quarters on Earth that she’d be a passionate lover, her need went far beyond that. For now.

      I knew the seed power was strong, helped bind new mates, forge a connection based on the need to be together. Naked. Close. The male actually inside his mate.

      It dimmed after the official claiming, but until recent times, it had only been one male. For Violet, like Queen Leah, she had three of us to fill her with our seed. Therefore, she needed extra tending, extra attention…and fucking. None of us were complaining that she was so frantic for our cocks. Our fingers, our mouths.

      And the fact that I was thinking ‘our’ and not ‘my’ made me realize the concept of three mates was a good thing. It was my turn to shadow her, watch her, protect her and tend to her every need.

      And based on the way her cheeks were flushed and her nipples were hard beneath the soft dress, her needs were soon to be of the sexual variety.

      Bowing to the queen, I held out my hand. Violet took it immediately and I led her away, tucking her hand in the crook of my elbow as I did so.

      “You had a pleasant time?” I asked.

      “Yes, she’s quite nice.”

      “I heard you speak of your study and work in the field of architecture.”

      “Yes, it was my profession on Earth.”

      I glanced down at her, noticed that she was proud of her work, just as I had been with my time in the Coalition, my time in the IQC and now, relocated here to Viken United.

      “Then when you are adjusted and settled, we will look into continuing that here.”

      She slowed, looked up at me wide-eyed. “Really?”

      I tilted my head, frowned. “Why would you not?”

      “Leah does not work and she has a child. I would assume another sometime soon.”

      Yes, based on the way her four parents doted on her, I had to assume Princess Alayna would have a brother or sister in the future.

      “Queen Leah is not you. Yet, she works. She is not idle. Her profession is leading her people, raising the princess to be the future queen.”

      “True, but...”

      I tilted up her chin, waited until her eyes met mine. “What is it?”

      She licked her lips which had my cock swelling. “She said she became pregnant immediately. I, well, I want children, but not immediately.”

      Ah. We’d fucked her, thoroughly. The chance of a baby was great. Many mates on Viken delayed a family until the time of their choice. Others allowed nature to take its course, and with seed power, a pregnancy would come quickly.

      “I was on birth control on Earth, but now I’m not. My packet of pills is literally light years away.”

      She was worried. I heard it in her voice, saw it in the tension in her body. She wasn’t ready. Which meant I wasn’t either. Besides, I had to share her now with Axon and Calder. A baby would only make my position even worse.

      I began to walk then, picking up the pace. “Where are we going?” she asked, walking quickly to keep up with me. I slowed, just a little.

      “To the med center for birth control. It is your choice.”

      “But why are we walking so fast?” she asked, a touch breathless.

      “Because as soon as they are done”—I glanced down at her as we made our way out of the palace—“I will be pulling you into a dark corner, a quiet hallway or somewhere I can fuck you.”

      It took five minutes once we met with the doctor. A quick scan with a wand and she had made certain Violet was not pregnant, then provided her with an injection that ensured she would not become that way anytime soon. We’d been advised it could be reversed at any time, but until then, the doctor had eased Violet’s mind.

      That was why, when the doctor left the room, I held Violet’s hand, kept her from following. She looked over her shoulder at me, eyebrow raised.

      “Lift your dress. Show me that pussy.”

      Her eyes darted about, although it was obvious we were alone in the room, the door closed. “Here?”

      I gave the slightest of nods and crossed my arms.

      She swallowed. “Someone might walk in.”

      She was nervous, but she was also aroused. Color bloomed in her cheeks and her dress couldn’t hide her tight nipples.

      “They could, but I have a feeling the doctor knows not to disturb us.”

      She gasped. “They’ll think we’re—”

      I held up my hand, stopped her arguing.

      “You aren’t in charge here. I am.” I stepped close, cupped her jaw. “I would do nothing to put you in danger, to make you truly fearful or uncomfortable. But I will push your boundaries, test and see what makes you hot. If you aren’t into this, if it truly scares you, I will stop immediately.”

      “Really?”

      “Mate, what have I done to make you think me a brute?”

      She thought for a moment. “Nothing. But what will the doctors and technicians think?”

      “That I’m one lucky warrior for having you as my mate.”

      Her eyes softened and she smiled, even lifted up on her tiptoes and gave me a tender kiss. I wrapped my arms about her, felt her softness against my hard edges. Her lips parted and I settled in, tangled my tongue with hers. I might be dominant, but not all the time. I could easily lose myself in her, get lost in her touch, her taste, her scent. Everything.

      Pulling back, I touched my forehead to hers. “Ah, mate, what you do to me.”

      She smiled, her lips swollen and slick. It was time to grab hold of my control once again. I stepped back, crossed my arms again. Arched a brow and ensured my voice was deep.

      “Lift your dress, Violet, and show me that pretty pussy.”

      I waited as she worked through it in her head. I winked so she knew while I was serious, this was also play. It didn’t take long for her to join in the fun. Mere seconds.

      Her fingers tangled in the flowing fabric, slowly worked it higher and higher until it bunched at her waist. When her pussy was visible, I stepped closer. “Why don’t I see your mates’ seed slipping from you? Didn’t Axon and Calder give you what you needed?”

      She gasped. “I was not going to have wild, monkey sex and meet the queen looking like a hot mess.” She seemed genuinely upset at the idea, which suited me fine. I didn’t understand everything she’d just said, but I knew what wild sex was. As for the monkeys, I could guess, and the thought made me crazed.

      “Did they fuck you, mate? Tell me what they did to you.” Scooping her up, I walked backward until she was pressed into the wall. Cupping her ass, I lifted her up and she put her legs about my waist. I only pulled back enough to free myself and within one breath and the next, I was in her. Deep. Bottoming out.

      “Zed,” she breathed, her little pants of breath fanning my neck.

      “Tell me.” I tugged her earlobe between my teeth, gently, but enough to make her shiver.

      “Axon watched.” Her pussy walls clenched down on my cock as she remembered her time with the others, her body responding, becoming soft and pliant. Whatever they had done to her had made her want more.

      “Watched? And what did Calder to you, my sweet? Did he fuck your ass? Did he make you come?”

      “Yes.”

      I pulled out and thrust deep, ran my palm around her soft ass and slipped two fingers inside her there. She moaned and threw her head back, her eyes closed. And I was on the brink of coming. Just like that. From one thrust. “Did you like it? Did you scream? Did you say his name?”

      “I don’t know. I can’t remember.” Her words were barely more than a whisper. Her head thrashed side to side, so I buried my free hand in the long silken strands and held her still as I pumped into her, playing with her ass, taking her mouth with a hard, dominant kiss as I did so. She was with me now. Mine. And everything she’d had with the others was mine, too. She was going to give it to me. Admit every feeling, tell me what she needed. Take my seed and scream my name.

      Mine.

      She was slick, coated in her arousal, and deep inside, the others’ seed. Hot and tight, she was perfect.

      “Zed.”

      I thrust in and out with both my cock and my fingers, filling her up, holding back as the pre-cum coated the inner walls of her pussy, made her blood run hot. Desperate. She was moaning now. Melting. Her small hands dug at my back, my hair, begging me without words to go harder. Faster. To make her come.

      She whimpered and I watched her face, amazed that such a beautiful, giving woman was mine. Would be mine forever if the others would pull their heads out of their asses. She belonged to all of us. Needed all of us. And as much as I thought I’d want her for my own, seeing her fuck the others, knowing they pleased her, knowing she needed them as much as she needed me, made me content. Happy.

      Her whimpers turned to moans, her fingernails digging deep into my shoulders, even through my uniform. I reveled in the pain, the proof of her desire. “Do you need more, mate?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      My restraint snapped at that one word. Sir. Sweet and submissive, she had no idea her power over me.

      I pumped hard and fast, claiming her mouth, thrusting my tongue deep as I filled her up. My cum pumped into her hot pussy and I swallowed down her scream as her body tensed and shuddered, out of control. My seed power would bind her to me, make her want more.

      By the gods, I hope she wanted more, because I was never going to get enough.

      Both spent, I held her there, against the wall, my cock buried deep as we both fought for air.

      “I don’t want to choose, Zed.” She whispered the confession with her lips pressed against my neck, her arms around me, her fingertips wrapped around the back of my head in a sensual glide I could mistake for nothing less than a caress. The feminine touch made me shiver, a weight growing in my chest I’d never experienced before.

      That weight hurt, but it was a pain I knew I never wanted to live without. It was love. It had to be.

      “I know, love. We’ll figure it out.”

      Her salty tears ripped the new wound in my chest wide open and she nearly broke me with her trust. She was laying her heart on a silver platter, and the idiot, Calder, was too fucking stupid to take it, to understand its worth.

      As I pulled my body free and tucked my cock back into my pants, I vowed to beat the living hell out of the stubborn warrior if that’s what it took. Axon wouldn’t be a problem. He understood, even before I did, what it would mean for the four of us to become a family.

      I’d been arrogant and selfish when I’d been matched to her. As she let the tears fall, exposing how badly we had broken her, I realized it wasn’t about us, it was about her.

      She’d been matched to all three of us.

      If one had been perfect for her, one would have been what the bride protocols gave her.

      I helped her adjust her dress, quietly thrilled that it was my seed coating her thighs, my scent on her skin. And my strength she turned to as she curled up in my arms and let me hold her. Her tears soaked my skin through the uniform shirt, but I welcomed them as a badge of honor, of trust.

      She was mine, and I wasn’t giving her up.

      And if she needed both Axon and Calder as well, then I was going to make sure she had them. One way or another. The only thing that mattered to me was her happiness.

      Long minutes passed as I held her cradled in my arms, content to keep her there, away from the noise and bustle outside.

      When a knock sounded at the door, my first instinct was to ignore it, but Violet stiffened in my hold and I knew the magical moment was broken.
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      Violet

      

      “Yes?”

      The door slid open and one of the medical personnel bowed at the waist. “I’m sorry to interrupt, sir. Ma’am.”

      The nurse, or whatever she was, seemed perfectly nice. She was quite a bit taller than I was. Thicker shoulders. She had on a green medical uniform, but the arm band she wore was red, just like the guys.

      If she had any idea of what we’d been doing in the exam room, she gave no indication. This was good because one minute I was afraid I would die of pleasure as Zed fucked me up against the wall, then I was a crying, sobbing mess. I wasn’t exactly sure what was up either. I was exhausted, sated, confused, sore, pleased. Everything. My body wrung out from stress over Mindy, transport, and more orgasms in the last few hours than I’d had in the last year. My entire body was sore, well-loved, and alive. I felt alive, really alive, for the first time in years.

      And my mates were going to make me give them up. Make me choose between them. And the thought was like a knife twisting in my gut.

      “I have an urgent comm coming in from the IQC from Trion for Violet Nichols, mate of Zed, Axon and Calder, Elite Guards to the Royal Family. It’s an emergency comm.”

      Zed tugged my hand, pulled me out of the room and into the main med unit area. There were displays and screens, monitors and data I didn’t understand. There were rooms like the one we had just exited forming in a circle around the central area, but I had no idea how many were occupied.

      Trion? Emergency? “Mindy? Something’s wrong with Mindy?” My heart leapt in my throat and was glad to be guided. All my shallow personal concerns were forgotten. Mindy was more important than my transition to a new world, to three men who seemed to want to do anything for me. Yes, petty thoughts.

      God. What was the matter with Mindy?

      “Patching through now,” the nurse said, going to one of the control panels. I had no idea where I’d even find a comm—but at least I knew what it was since I’d seen and used one at the Brides Program center in Miami.

      Zed stared at a wall and I followed his direction.

      She moved her hands over one of the controls and one of the screens that had been filled with patient information went blank for about five seconds.

      And then my sister’s mate, General Goran, appeared on the screen. Unlike the last time I saw him, where he was happy and full of love for his mate, he now looked like a broken man. Exhausted. Covered in dirt and blood. Behind him was a room that looked like it had been destroyed by an explosion.

      “My sister, my deepest apologies, but I have bad news.”

      “Where is she? Where is Mindy? Is she all right?” I spat the questions rapid fire, not really giving him time to respond. He raised his hands, palms out, to slow me down.

      “My beloved was injured, but will recover soon. She is in a ReGen pod, healing.”

      I glanced at Zed. “A pod? What is that?” Images of Mindy in some kind of alien coffin filled my head and I started shaking.

      “It’s a healing device we use to speed healing.” Zed’s voice was grave. Too soft. Apologetic.

      “Speed healing from what?” I turned to my twin’s mate. “What happened to Mindy?”

      Goran’s eyes went dark, not sexy dark, or emotional, but deadly, a predator’s heartless, merciless gaze. “An assassin struck moments before High Councilor Tark called the meeting to order.”

      My blood pounded inside my head, so loudly I could barely hear what he was saying. “An assassin? Why would anyone want to kill my sister?”

      “Because she is mine. And I am the general in charge of the High Councilor’s armies. Attacking my mate was an attempt to discredit me among the other leaders, to make Tark look weak and unable to protect his people.” Goran had the good sense to look uneasy. If I could have, I would have jumped through the screen and strangled him myself.

      “So?” I was on the verge of screaming, but my voice was deceptively soft. If I started yelling at him, I’d never stop. I was hanging on by a thread. “They should have killed his mate, then. Not yours.”

      Goran’s sigh made my entire body feel like it weighed a thousand pounds. “The High Councilor’s mate, Eva, will be giving birth to their son and heir any day.”

      “So my sister was at your meeting? Why? As a replacement? For what? Is she part of the council? I don’t understand.”

      “I am proud of my mate, Violet. Your sister is beautiful and strong, loyal and submissive. Her acceptance of me, in front of the others, sends a strong message to the council and to my enemies.”

      Now I was going to scream. I felt it building inside me, until Zed’s heavy hand settled at the back of my neck. His touch was like ice on a fire, calming me. Letting me breathe. Reminding me that I wasn’t alone, that I never had to be alone again. “You were showing off and Mindy got caught in the crossfire.”

      Goran bowed his head to me, his pain real and so strong I could literally feel it coming through the screen. “Her presence was a calculated display of strength, of the High Councilor’s faith in me. And I failed. The assassin got past our guards, past all of the security, and attacked my mate in front of my eyes as I watched, helpless to stop him. I will never forgive myself, and I will not stop hunting until I destroy the one who caused Mindy this pain.”

      “So, he got away? He took a shot at my sister and he got away?”

      “Yes.”

      “I thought you said she would be safe. You promised me.” My voice dropped dangerously low and I wanted to hate him for getting Mindy hurt, but I couldn’t, not when it was so obvious that he was in even worse shape than I about the situation. No sense kicking him when he was already down.

      “She is safe,” Goran countered. “We were betrayed by someone on the inside. Do not worry, my sister, I vow to find the traitor and make him pay.”

      Yeah. I’d heard that before. Seemed to me Goran was better at making promises than keeping them. He’d promised no harm would come to Mindy, but she was in some kind of pod. Healing, but hurt. He shouldn’t have let that happen in the first place!

      “Nobody fucks with my twin,” I hissed. Zed’s eyes widened as I said that, hands on my hips. “No man, woman, or alien hurts her and gets away with it.”

      “I will take care of it, my sister,” Goran agreed.

      I was not going to get into the complexity of the alpha male ego right now, even if I wanted to reach through the comms display and strangle him. Take care of it? Yeah, right. Like he’d taken care of things up to this point.

      “All due respect, General, but you are one man. I have three mates who will help me take the Trion bastard out. Whoever he is. We’re coming there to help you find him. If he hurt Mindy, I want him dead.”

      “Oh, no.” Zed’s hand sliced through the air with finality as Goran shook his head.

      “Absolutely not,” Goran replied.

      “Fuck, no,” added Zed. “You are not going to such a dangerous area. It is my job—as well as Axon’s and Calder’s—to keep you safe. The easiest way to do that is to keep you here and allow Mindy’s mate to take care of things, as he should.”

      “Fine. You alpha males can all be as stubborn as you want to. But I’m not a prisoner or a slave. I’m going. If I have to, I’ll go alone,” I countered, narrowing my eyes and threatening Zed.

      The nurse was smart enough to remain quiet behind us.

      “Fuck, no,” Zed said again. “You will not leave my side. Neither Axon nor Calder would allow you to go. They will agree with me, that your safety is our first concern.”

      “Goran said Mindy is safe. If he says that, it must be true.” I’d turned back to the comm and narrowed my eyes at Goran, all but daring him to contradict me, because that would mean Mindy really was in danger. “Well, General, is she safe or not?”

      “Mindy is safe,” Goran clarified. “But there is still a traitor to find. To execute.”

      “Then I will go to Mindy. My twin. She’s hurt and I’m coming to be with her. I will see for myself she is getting better and I will remain with her while she recuperates.” I put my hands on my hips. “And my mates will do what needs to be done to help you find the traitor. If I am your sister, then Mindy is theirs. We have the right to come help.”

      “There is no recuperation time, mate. She will be fully healed after her time in the ReGen pod.” Zed was pleading with me now, but I ignored every word. My sister needed me. That was the end of the conversation as far as I was concerned. I’d contact Warden Egara, the high council of the galactic, interstellar, coalition, super-duper-important-alien-warrior-gods if I had to. I was getting off this rock one way or another.

      “Then I will remain safe with her as you help Goran hunt down the person who hurt her.” I glared, letting my sister’s master know just how furious I was with him for letting it happen in the first place.

      Zed said nothing, studying me. I held his gaze, letting him see what my twin meant to me. I was not budging on this.

      “This is how it works, Zed. My sister, my family, is hurt. I will go to her. I will agree to let you and Goran get the bad guy while we sit around being safe. A compromise. You must compromise as well and let me go to her. She got hurt. She’s going to be scared. We are there for each other. Always. Do you understand that?”

      He still remained silent.

      “I will go with you or without you.”

      Sure, he could easily overpower me, but if he did that, he’d win this battle, but not the war. This match, our marriage or whatever, was bigger than just this one event. If he betrayed me now, over this, I’d never forgive him. If something happened to Mindy, and I wasn’t there, I’d never forgive any of them. Life was full of moments, good and bad. If we were going to work this thing out and be a family, if they wanted me to trust them, to depend on them, my mates would have to stand with me when it was really important. Mindy was my identical twin, literally, my other half. This mattered. A lot.

      “Send transport coordinates,” Zed said finally, his thumb rubbing the side of my neck gently as he spoke. “We will be there as soon as I notify the others.”

      Goran bowed slightly. “Very well. Mindy has sixteen hours left in the ReGen pod. Once she wakes, perhaps your presence will bring her comfort as she remains quiet. While I know the ReGen pod will complete her healing, she will remain in bed for a few days until I am sure she is in full health. And with your mates at your side, I will feel confident that she will remain safe.”

      “Thank you. We’ll be there as soon as we can.”

      The screen went blank and I turned into Zed’s embrace, allowed his strength and heat to warm me. God, it felt good to have someone to lean on, to help me look after my twin. I’d been doing everything on my own for so long, I was afraid to trust that this was real. That he was real. That I wasn’t alone. For the first time. Ever.

      Zed’s deep voice rumbled through my ear where it pressed to his chest. “Axon and Calder will not be pleased.”

      Looking up at him, I lifted my hands to his cheeks and let my heart shine out of my gaze. I wanted him to know what this meant to me. What he meant to me. “Thank you, Zed. I love her.”

      “I know, love. We wish to give you everything you desire. From orgasms to family, but you will remain safe. That is my only stipulation.”

      “What is it about space guys? All bossy and protective. Goran’s from a different planet and he’s the same way with Mindy.”

      He took my hands from my face, kissed one open palm, then the other.

      “You are my mate. It is my job, my privilege to ensure you are happy, healthy and safe. Now, let’s go to the transport room before I change my mind.”

      It looked like I was heading to Trion after all.
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      Axon, Med Center, Outpost Two, Trion

      

      The kings warned me that having an Earth mate would not be easy. I thought it was because they were so different, their customs unusual. The transition from Earth to Viken for Violet would be so great that it might be a bit rocky for her. Too strange. Too much. And with three mates, it made her shift to being a Viken bride even more difficult.

      But they hadn’t meant those transitioning issues. No, they meant real problems.

      Instead of transporting to her mates, Sophia, also matched from Earth, had been sent to a remote outpost where an attempt on her life had been made. The fools had mistaken her for Queen Leah. Her mates—Gunnar, Erik and Rolf—had had to hunt for her in the forests of Viken for hours, panicked and helpless to defend her. And they had yet to even meet her. The idea of waiting for a mate to transport only to discover the coordinates had been redirected would have given me a heart ailment.

      Bella, the other Earth mate who’d been matched to three Vikens, had been kidnapped by a mates’ sister as an attempt by the VSS to infiltrate the IQC and destroy the planet’s direct line of communication with the rest of the Coalition Fleet. They had nearly succeeded in transporting Bella to a distant slave station outside of Coalition control, an act which would have destroyed her and the three warriors lucky enough to love her.

      I’d shrugged those off, laughed at the insanity behind those tales. Yes, tales. But I’d been so very wrong. Only now did I fully understand what those warriors had suffered to protect the one female destined to be theirs.

      Right now, I wasn’t spending my time fucking my mate for hours on end. Nor laboring with the effort to move into mated quarters. Or showing her Viken United, getting to know her and letting her see her new planet in all its beauty.

      I wasn’t buried balls deep in her pussy or showering her with attention and devotion, covering every naked inch of her perfect body with my lips or my hands.

      No.

      We were on fucking Trion because her sister had been hurt. We were in the med unit in a critical care room with a row of ReGen pods. My arm was around Violet’s shoulders offering her comfort as best I could. Calder was on our left, leaning against the wall like he was holding up the building. Zed stood on our right like a granite statue, his gaze taking in every detail of the room, the people, and the situation. We were exposed here. Vulnerable. None of us had been to Trion before and the details that Zed had shared about some enemy who’d made an attempt on Mindy’s life meant we couldn’t guarantee our safety. The three of us were well trained to defend ourselves, but I didn’t like that Violet was here, that we’d brought her somewhere with a threat to her life.

      But our mate was safely standing between us. We were holding it together, but I recognized the restless tension in the other two warriors because I felt it myself. The sensation would only go away once we were back on Viken. No, back on Viken in our new mate quarters with Violet naked and beneath her three mates, preferably with all three of our cocks deep in her at the same time, claiming her as ours.

      We stared at a nearly identical copy of our mate in the ReGen pod. Her coloring was off, almost gray from blood loss and pain, and even in the healing unit, it was not helping any of us to calm down. Least of all our mate. She broke from my hold and paced next to Mindy’s prone form beneath the metal and glass like a caged beast. Up and back. Head to feet. Back again. And again. And again.

      While Zed had received word directly from Goran while he’d been in the med center with Violet, he’d contacted us immediately with the news and the plan to transport to Trion. I wasn’t excited about this trip, the danger, the fact that Violet’s sister had been injured. In fact, I wanted to spend a good amount of time interrogating General Goran about how he’d allowed this to happen. By the look on Calder’s face, he felt the same.

      But Calder appreciated the need for family more than myself or Zed. Coming from Sector One, it was almost crucial for him. But his family was all dead and it was as if he’d lost a limb. A mate—Violet—was the start of a new family for him. For all of us. And by extension, we now had Mindy as well. And grudgingly, even General Goran.

      I would give Violet anything, even bring her to Trion as we’d promised, but not when there was even a hint of danger. But, fuck. Her sister had been hurt and I couldn’t blame her desperate need to be with her. I didn’t like it. Zed didn’t like it. Even Calder was tense. Viken. We just had to be fucking patient until we could get her back there.

      It wasn’t as if I had a problem with Trion. It was a fine planet. Fine people. I’d fought with many a brilliant Coalition fighter from here, knew of it from their conversation, from universe geography lessons in school as a child, but it was nothing like I imagined.

      It wasn’t green like Viken. Sand was everywhere. A desert climate, the structures in this outpost were made of a heavy canvas, temporary dwellings to move as needed. The technology within—transport and medicine—were the same as ours. Perhaps it was the only thing the same. The customs here were extreme. Goran was a high official, the color of his robes indicated it. But his mate was naked within the pod, only a haze to the lower portion of the glass that covered her body offered her modesty, but I could discern the dark line of the chains affixed to nipple rings resting against her pale body.

      Goran’s status as Mindy’s mate was blatant. His stance over her in the comm with them was one of dominance and hers of submission. It wasn’t incorrect, just…different. Zed’s need to dominate Violet was similar and that was what he liked in bed, but the male-dominated society here—in and out of the bedroom—was a shift to my thinking.

      Obviously, it was what Mindy had subliminally wanted to be matched through the testing program. Based on the comm when we were on Earth, she was happy. The mating complete and successful. And now, the way Goran was barely maintaining his control as he waited for word on the reconnaissance, he was taken by Mindy. Completely hers. His need for her controlled every one of his actions. He wanted her whole and well and safe more than any of us, although I wouldn’t say that to Violet.

      I wanted her safe as well, and as for Violet, as far from here as possible.

      And that wouldn’t happen until the timer on the ReGen pod ended, the machine completing all the healing it had been programmed to make, and Mindy herself proved she was well. Until then, Violet would continue to worry, to doubt she would recover. She was unfamiliar with a ReGen pod and didn’t believe the doctor when she said Mindy would be fine. All she had to do was lay there, unconscious and she would heal. Violet had shared how Earth doctors cut patients open, used scalpels and other tools to heal, then having to sew a body closed, like a seam in a shirt. Primitive. It was a wonder Violet and Mindy had survived this long on such a basic planet as Earth.

      Watching the timer was like watching a food service machine prepare a meal.

      Violet put her palm on the glass. “The injuries the doctor mentioned”—she shuddered then took a deep breath—“would have killed Mindy on Earth. Nothing could have repaired the organs which were so badly damaged. But here, it seems her wounds were considered minor.”

      “Nothing is minor when it comes to my mate,” Goran said on a sharp growl. His hands were clenched into fists, his body rigid. If it were Violet beneath the pod’s clear lid, I would be just as tense.

      In fact, it was odd to see Mindy within. She looked so similar to her sister it was eerie. Like the kings of Viken who were identical except for the cut of their hair and their demeanor. Raised in the three different Viken sectors, the kings’ personalities definitely matched each.

      But now, with Mindy’s eyes closed in a healing stasis, it could have been Violet. And that made me shudder. No fucking way would she come to harm.

      “General.” A man called from the doorway.

      Goran’s head came up, his steps swift as he approached the messenger.

      “We have word from High Councilor Tark. The request for a recess had been denied. With such danger, and Tark’s mate expecting their child imminently, he demands your presence.”

      Goran’s jaw clenched, his shoulders rolled back as if he were ready to implode. “Very well. But inform the High Councilor that we will be unable to use Mindy as we had planned. She is still in the ReGen pod and requires several more hours of healing.”

      “That will not please the other councilors. Her absence will make us appear weak before the others.”

      “Fark the council,” Goran snapped. “Tell him I refuse to place my mate in additional danger just to draw out a traitor—even if she were awake. I will not use her as bait. Not again.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      Goran turned back to us and approached the healing pod.

      I paid him no attention, my eyes solely on Violet. I did not like the sharpness of her gaze, or the odd tilt of her head.

      “What do you mean, use her as bait?” she asked Goran.

      The poor man’s shoulders slumped and he leaned down, running his hand over the translucent cover enclosing the woman he obviously adored. “The women convinced us to allow Mindy to expose herself, to draw out the traitor.”

      “What women?” Zed asked.

      “Mine. And Tark’s. The High Councilor’s mate is also from Earth, a beautiful female named Eva. Earth females are stubborn, as I’m sure you have realized.” While he was speaking to Violet, he glanced at me, then Calder and Zed as he said the last. “Mindy and Eva conspired and then convinced us to allow it. In my hubris, I believed I could keep her safe, that the traitor would strike at me or Tark and not at one of our mates.”

      “You were wrong.” Violet’s challenge went unanswered by her new brother, which was a good thing, because Calder was dangerously quiet, staring at Mindy beneath the healing pod’s cover, most likely imaging it was our Violet bleeding and injured. In pain.

      No fucking way would he have allowed the action that put Mindy beneath the glass.

      Goran raised his gaze to Violet and they stared at one another over the woman they both loved. “I was wrong. The attack was swift and organized. The assassin was in and out in the space of a few seconds. No one even saw him.”

      Zed cleared his throat. “What does this assassin gain by striking down a helpless female?”

      Violet’s shoulders stiffened at the word helpless, but she swallowed hard and waited for Goran’s answer. It was true, here on Trion, women were quite helpless, dependent upon their dominant mate. It was what they wanted, content to let their male lead. Yet looking at Goran, while he held the control, Mindy was the one with the power. The power to reduce him to the simplest male, completely at her mercy.

      “The councilors, especially High Councilor Tark, have always displayed their dominance and worth by the quality of female who chooses to serve him, to kneel at his feet and openly display her submission to her master to everyone who sees them. The more valuable the female, the greater the trust and respect she bestows upon her mate. With Eva unable to attend because of the late stages of her pregnancy, and political unrest between the councilors, Tark would have been at a disadvantage with me there to support him without Mindy kneeling before me. The balance of power on Trion is very delicate, moored in politics and tradition that dates back thousands of years.”

      “So, my helpless sister on her knees in front of a bunch of councilors gives you and this Tark guy more power?”

      Goran nodded. “Yes.”

      “This is insane.” Violet threw up her hands and blinked. Hard. “I don’t understand.”

      “Mindy is rare and beautiful. An Interstellar Bride. Revered and respected above all others. As is Eva. Only three warriors on the council hold such a gift, me included. Councilor Roark is powerful, and Tark’s ally. His Earth mate is Natalie. Tark himself is the High Councilor of all Trion and has Eva. I am sworn to him, his second. I have been his for years. To have three such valuable females in one councilor’s alliance gives him much power and respect across the entire planet. With power comes stability. Control. Especially with Natalie giving Roark a son and Eva to soon give Tark a child. There are those who would love to take what is ours. Or destroy them.”

      “You mean kill my sister. Kill Eva, too. Natalie.”

      “Yes. There were several attempts to murder Natalie and their son, as well. There are many councilors who still follow the old ways, like the bastard Bertok, who demands that we return to the ancient traditions of sharing a female in the councilors’ tent, of beating our females into submission instead of training her through endless pleasure. He was greatly angered when Tark’s mate arrived, when Tark refused to take Eva for the first time in front of the others. When he would not beat her or give her to Bertok to use as he wished.”

      Violet frowned. “That’s disgusting.”

      I agreed. While Calder liked to show off his mate, let others see him fuck her, to let them see her pleasure, it was out of pride. This…this debasing was nothing like it. Calder would never give Violet to another besides her mates. He would not see her hurt or harmed just to prove his strength. None of us would.

      “Is it?” Goran countered, studying Violet. “It was our way, years ago, to share a female. Is it not the Viken way as well? Did you not appear here today with three mates devoted to you?”

      “That’s different. They’re not mine. Not all of them. They’re kind of on loan until I choose which one I want to keep.”

      My breath caught as I listened to her. They’re not mine.

      “And you wish to choose between them?”

      “No.”

      Thank fark, as Goran would say. She didn’t wish to choose, but felt she had to. This would change. We’d prove it to her. It would be all three of us for her, as all our subconscious minds wanted.

      “They would walk away, rather than share your love?” Goran’s eyebrows rose in shock and he avoided looking at any of us, her mates, staring directly into Violet’s eyes. “Then your mates are fools. I would share Mindy with a dozen warriors if that was what she needed to be safe and happy.”

      “A dozen?” Violet didn’t hide her irritation now. Her fists were clenched at her sides and Calder’s relaxed repose against the wall was gone as he stepped forward, ready to intervene if Violet physically attacked the general. Well, intervene, or beat the hell out of the man. I wasn’t sure which. “This planet sucks. Mindy is going to get better, and then I’m taking her home. With me. Where no crazy old man wants to fuck her in front of the council because it makes him feel more powerful, or demands to watch you beat her.”

      Goran’s eyes narrowed. “What Bertok wants and what I will allow are two different things entirely. Mindy is mine. She surrendered herself to my care when she accepted the match. When she arrived here and accepted my cock into her willing body. I do not beat my mate. Sometimes, she begs for a bite of pain. Sometimes she needs things only I can provide. I care for her and place her life and well-being above my own. Never insult me in that manner again. You love your sister, as I do, and so I will forgive your outburst this once. Do not make the same mistake again. No one will take her from me and live. Do not threaten me, female.” He took a step closer to Violet, but while he was angry, I knew by his tirade he would not harm my mate. He was angry at Mindy being hurt and this speech was for his own peace of mind as much as to explain his stance to his new sister-in-law. “Do not threaten what is mine.”

      “Or what?” Violet asked, placing her hands on her hips. “You’re going to beat me, too? Try it. Try it and see what it gets you.”

      Oh, fuck. Zed moved now. Violet shook with rage and things were going from bad to worse. Calder was too protective of Violet to see reason, and Zed was too cold and calculating to pull back. Goran had just threatened our mate.

      I walked forward and pulled Violet away from the ReGen pod, wrapped my arms around her from behind, tucked her in close. She struggled for a few seconds…not trying to get away from me. More like a vent for her rage. I held her until she stopped moving, until she calmed down a little. Thank the gods Zed and Calder stilled as well.

      “Why don’t we all just calm down? We’re on the same side, Violet,” I said, murmuring in her ear. “Goran is Mindy’s mate. He loves her. He’s upset that she’s hurt and furious with himself for allowing it. He would never hurt your sister. Breathe.”

      Violet shuddered, but she allowed me to hold her as a long silence filled the room. She felt so good in my arms. Warm, pliant, yet she was strung taut as a bow.

      Shaken and obviously worried, Goran used his communicator to order two guards into the room as well as two more to take up position outside in the corridor. When they were in place, he placed a kiss on the cover above Mindy’s eerily familiar face. “I’ll be back, love. I promise.”

      Violet wrapped her hands around my wrists, her grip so tight I was about to ask what was wrong, but she spoke. “Wait, Goran. I’m going with you.”

      “No.”

      “No.”

      Zed and Calder spoke in unison as Goran stared at her with a confused expression on his face. “Why? Your sister is here. She will heal. You should be here for her when she wakes up, just as you wished.”

      Violet shook her head and shoved my arms away. “No. I’m going with you. Whoever tried to kill Mindy is still out there. As soon as she’s awake, she’ll be in danger again. Take me with you. I will take her place at the council meeting. I’ll pretend to be Mindy. The assassin thinks he killed her, or at least injured her, right? If Mindy is by your side, healthy and whole, it will upset him. Surprise him. Lure him out of hiding with less time to plan. He’ll make a mistake. Mindy’s plan had worked. He made a move. He tried to kill her. He’ll do it again and again until he succeeds. And then they’ll go after Eva, and Natalie. Any other Interstellar Bride who comes to Trion. I can’t leave Mindy here knowing she’s well yet still in danger, and you won’t let me take her with me back to Viken. So, we have to catch the assassin. We can’t let him win. We need to finish this, or she’ll never be safe. Never.”

      “Violet—” I was searching for words, for a way to reason with her, but she spun around in my hold.

      “No. My twin is in danger. I’m doing this. No one else can do it. We’re identical. No one can tell the difference and here on Trion, no one even knows I exist. I’ll put on Mindy’s clothes, stare at Goran like he’s the love of my life, make the entire council think I’m his mate. If the assassin really needs her dead, he’ll come after me, and all four of you will be there to stop him.”

      We’d learned—first on Earth and then on Viken when the message of her sister’s injuries had come through—just how stubborn Violet could be. When it came to her twin sister, she was not just a rock, she was a mountain of stone. Yes, the kings had been correct in their statement. Earth females were difficult. Trying. Sexy as fuck and so damned frustrating.

      I looked from Calder, whose expression was unreadable, to Zed, whose eyes were filled with cold calculation, and I knew. We were going to do this, whether we liked it or not. This had to end. Mindy had to be safe or Violet would never be content. She’d always worry, for that was who she was. Who she’d always be. I saw a moment of clarity how she would be with our children. Fierce, loyal, devoted. No one would harm them, ever. And now, Violet needed to protect her sister—and as her mates, we needed to protect Violet.

      Zed would speak for us. He’d taken the role of command in our new and fragile family and I wasn’t sure I could get the words out. The words that allowed Violet to be put in harm’s way.

      “Very well, but we will be in the room, Violet.” He looked at Goran. “Give us clothing so we’ll look like the rest of your guards. She might pretend to be your mate, but Violet doesn’t leave our sight.”
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      Violet, Planet Trion, Sector Two, High Council Meeting

      

      Pretending to be my sister should have been easy. Hell, we’d been swapping places to trick our teachers since kindergarten. It was a bit of a game. She’d take my English tests and I’d take her finals in math. If a cute boy was in my class and I wanted him to ask me out, I’d swap with her and she would flirt like crazy for a few days until I got what I wanted. A date.

      It had never bothered me that Mindy was the flirt and I was the introvert. That I had to work my ass off for an A-minus and she’d get the same grade without cracking a book. We shared everything. Nothing mattered more than the two of us against the world.

      Until now.

      I hated kneeling in the sand with my head bowed and a collar around my neck.

      I really fucking hated being staked to the ground like some kind of dog on a golden leash leaning against Goran’s leg.

      The dress I had on was barely more than a translucent window sheer that showed everything. Every. Single. Thing. Including the fake piercings they’d finally glued to my nipples at Goran’s insistence. When the woman sent to prepare me to be my sister tried to pierce my nipples for the general’s adornment, Zed took one look at her, told her to get the fuck out, and she ran.

      I had to admit I was grateful about that. I would have done it—it couldn’t hurt that much, right?—but I really didn’t want to. I had never been into piercing things, or tattoos. Never. I hated pain, and I really, really hated needles. The only thing I wanted on my nipples was one of my mates’ mouths.

      The attendant had returned, timid and fearful, with Goran. After ten minutes of arguing while being topless—which was a little awkward—I had gold and jewels glued to the girls with a delicate golden chain dangling between them. The tips of my nipples were completely bare and on display, poking out of the gown through two slits in the diaphanous red material. It was obscene, especially with the liberal application of the oil, almond scented, coating my skin. Zed had been the one to apply it, to ensure I was liberally covered. Of course, this only made me hot and wet for him, eager for his hands to touch me other places, which had only been foreplay. I knew what could come next and wanted it.

      Perhaps it was that contact, that simmering need I had for him, that helped me look like a siren. Or one of those female demons who drove men crazy and fucked them to death.

      A succubus? Something like that.

      I could barely look at my mates because I was, well, horny for them. And I knew they didn’t like this. Not one bit. Zed looked furious, his jaw clenched so tight I worried he would crack his teeth. He was closest to me, on my right, near the entrance of the tent.

      Calder was red. His cock rock hard and on display, the thick bulge beneath his robe clearly visible from across the tent. It was his…thing to display me, to show me off. He liked what he saw and didn’t mind that others saw me like this. He was proud of me, but it wasn’t me on display, but fake-Mindy. And for that reason, he hated it. I wasn’t mostly naked—and in a very debasing, objectifying way—because Calder wanted to share my beauty with others. No, I was this way because I was reduced to a body. A body to prove Goran’s power. And that was completely the opposite of Calder’s stance.

      He was the farthest away, opposite me, watching Goran like he was going to cut off the man’s hands. Goran was being very respectful, his big, warm palm somewhat comforting on top of my shoulder. But Calder had murder in his eyes. And jealousy.

      He wanted to be the one up there at my side and he was obviously enjoying the show…and hating himself for it. Or hating me.

      I didn’t want to think too much about that. He was still set on making me choose between them, on walking away if he couldn’t have me to himself. I wanted him, but I wanted Zed and Axon, too. I wanted all three of them. But Calder had other ideas. The idea of losing him broke my heart into pieces, but I didn’t want to think about that. Not right now.

      Not with Axon openly admiring me like I was the most beautiful creature in existence. His gaze made me feel beautiful. Perfect. And I couldn’t help the urge to reward him, so I rolled my shoulders back which lifted my breasts and thrust them out for his inspection. Pretending to stretch up and cling to Goran’s leg, I ignored my sister’s mate and only used him for balance as I teased the one who did belong to me. Axon. He was the one who would stay by my side no matter what the other two decided.

      He was, in truth, the only one who was truly mine.

      “Councilors, shall we begin?” That was High Councilor Tark. He was a big man. Brutally handsome with dark hair and eyes. He was what a Greek god should look like. I could see the appeal for the woman from Earth, Eva. She’d been hidden away after the attack on Mindy, which was a shame, since I really would have loved to meet one of Mindy’s new friends. And another woman from Earth would be really nice to talk to.

      But she was pregnant and I would not have a baby put in danger.

      The room went quiet and I looked up as Goran spoke, as he’d instructed me to do. He’d given me a list of ways a Trion mate behaved. I was supposed to look at him like he was the stars and the moon. The love of my life. The man I was so devoted to I would allow him to stake me to the ground like a pet, practically naked and in a room full of complete strangers.

      Yeah, right.

      But I did it. For Mindy. I titled my head back and stared up at Goran like he was mine, like the need simmering in me was for him and him alone. I stared at his lips and thought of the way Zed’s strong touch made me feel safe, of the way Axon’s charm and gentleness always soothed away my worry, of the way Calder’s wild passion made me want to beg for more. Made me want more.

      I didn’t look for my mates. Hell, I didn’t even listen to what Goran or any of the other men were saying. Several serving women walked the edge of the circle, pouring wine or water, serving small bites of food as the men held their meeting.

      I wasn’t hungry or thirsty. I had one job to do—convince whoever had tried to kill my sister that I was Mindy, alive and well and totally, utterly and completely in love with the dominant and powerful General Goran. Unless someone knew of my existence, knew that Mindy was an identical twin, they would be deceived. This might be space, where technology far exceeded what was on Earth, but as far as I knew, duplicating a person was still beyond anyone’s abilities.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Zed

      

      I didn’t give a shit about the political machinations of Trion. It had nothing to do with me, nothing to do with anything except trade negotiations between sectors, of the challenges of the drovers, whatever the fuck they were. After about five minutes of the debate between the group of men, I paid them no attention. I was focused solely and completely on Violet.

      On her hair arranged back in a simple tail that fell over her shoulder. Goran had stroked the silky strands, even once tugging on them so Violet was forced to look up at him. He smiled at her, the look of a mate well pleased, and she smiled in return. Only then did his gaze return to the men before him.

      I knew she was faking. That smile was solely for me. For Calder and Axon.

      Then there was her clothing. Clothing was meant to cover a body, to offer modesty and warmth. What Violet wore did neither. It was as light as air, thin and gauzy which was perfect for the desert heat. But it was completely sheer. I could see everything…and so could everyone else who’s eyes settled upon her. And I knew every male’s gaze had been fixed on her from the moment she’d entered the tent a step behind Goran.

      The gown flowed to the ground and was cinched by a narrow strip of leather at her waist, but her breasts were fully visible. So was her pussy. She’d had a trimmed thatch of dark hair covering it. Before. Now, she was bare and her pussy lips were discernible. But it was her nipples that jutted forth, both of them protruding through cut-outs in the dress, the fake rings prominent. Swinging beneath the fabric was a thin chain and some gold disks. I’d learned they were Goran’s familial seals, proof that Violet—no, Mindy—had been mated and claimed. They were permanent adornments for Goran’s mate, but for Violet, a temporary display.

      For once she was back on Viken, I’d show her how I liked her nipples, bare and hard. And in my mouth.

      I was hard as a rock. I had been ever since I’d poured a liberal quantity of oil in my palms and spread it over every perfect inch of her body. Neck and shoulders, back and breasts, belly and even down her delectable thighs. She glowed beneath the lighting in the room. Slick and tempting. I knew her pussy was wet. I ensured that before I finished my ministrations. While she knelt before Goran and looked up at him with the need I’d stoked, I knew it was because of me. For me.

      If she had to be adoring and desperate for Goran, then I’d help her fulfill that. I didn’t want the fucker to be the one to bring that look to her face. No. He didn’t want it either. They might look identical, but his mate, the one who responded to his touch, his command, was healing still.

      Violet was mine. Ours.

      I fucking hated her like this. Exposed. Sharing her with Calder and Axon was one thing. Letting these males from Trion ogle her was another. And the asshole Bertok…fuck. I didn’t need to have him pointed out to me.

      He was old as fuck and as lecherous as they came. Other males had admired Violet, I could easily see their cocks at attention through their robes at the vision she made, but it was Bertok who studied her with evil intent. His pale blue gaze roved over her as he licked his lips. I had to wonder if he had a mate and if she were still alive. The poor woman, if she were.

      When this was over, I’d soothe the ache I’d stoked in Violet. I could see her hard nipples—so could everyone else in the fucking tent—and knew from her slight squirming that the seed power was upon her, that she was in need of more. It had been half a day since I’d fucked her in the med unit on Viken. Far too long for a new mate to last before she needed more. And for Violet, with three mates fucking her, her need would be intense.

      It was something Goran would not understand, only believing her to be an incredible actress. I knew she needed that dress lifted, her thighs spread and my mouth on her. I’d taste the sweetness of her pussy, get my mouth and chin coated in it. My fingers buried deep in the source, work it from her so I had to lap it up until she came, again and again.

      I would make her beg. Order the others to pleasure her as I watched those eyes, those emotional eyes, tell me what she needed. Her body was my temple, and I would make sure she was properly worshipped. Over and over until she was too destroyed by us for more. Goran’s gold and adornments were nothing. Empty marks of ownership. Did he understand that to truly own a woman, he needed her heart? Her surrender? Her absolute trust? Or were the chains and disks just outward pride to show everyone who she belonged to? It was something Calder would understand more than I.

      I thought of the tormented look in Goran’s eyes as he leaned over Mindy’s ReGen pod, his hair in disarray, deep lines of pain around his eyes and mouth.

      Yes. He knew. He understood. Mindy was truly his…and he’d failed her. But she would heal. She would be whole and his again.

      Still, I would not make the same mistake or go through the same anguish.

      Violet was beautiful and playing her part very well indeed. The trust and need shining from her eyes absolute, but not for Goran. For me. For her mates. We were all here, and she was trusting us to keep her safe, not stare at her feminine curves or get lost in fantasies of bending her over, spanking her ass and fucking her until she screamed her release.

      With regret but renewed purpose, I tore my gaze from her. I would not look again. I had a job to do, an assassin to kill.

      Violet would not join Mindy in a ReGen pod. No, my mate trusted me to take care of her. She would not be injured. Not one drop of her blood would spill.

      Anyone who touched her would die.
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      Calder

      

      I was going to kill that old man.

      Bertok was his name. He was ancient, wrinkled but still strong. Goran told us the eldest councilor was at least ninety years old.

      He looked twice that. And the pure hatred in his eyes as he looked at High Councilor Tark had my attention. The elder made no attempt to hide his disgust. Which, in my opinion, made him a prime suspect in the previous attacks on Mindy.

      But then, the enemy standing in the open was rarely the one to strike a killing blow.

      I knew nothing of Trion politics. I knew Mindy belonged to Goran and in a way to Violet, and that Violet belonged to me.

      Well, not yet. But soon. We had several weeks yet to seduce her, win her heart. Since meeting Violet, I had developed a respect for her other suitors, Axon and Zed. Both warriors stood at attention on the edges of the tent, as I did. Both could not help but stare at the beautiful vision of our mate on display.

      Everything about this situation reminded me of home. Her adoring gaze, her complete surrender before others. Back on Viken, in my village, a mate would behave this way as a declaration of her mate’s value, his true worth. She would allow him to fuck her in the public square, scream her release proudly, for all to witness.

      This was not so different. They may fuck in private, but her offerings were blatantly displayed. But the lecherous look from Bertok was not welcome.

      On Viken, in Sector One, such a display was sacred. Respected.

      Bertok’s bright blue eyes blazed with violence and lust when he looked at Violet. I’d seen that look before, the look of a sadist, of a man who enjoyed causing pain.

      “It’s a surprise to see your mate here, General,” Bertok commented loudly for all to hear. “We had heard some disturbing news about an attack that took her life. I see that is not the case.”

      Violet’s head swung toward the old man and the soft, loving gleam in her eye faded to cold calculation. The difference was stark, and, I was sure, noticed by everyone in the room.

      She’d been told not to speak, to trust her mate, General Goran, or High Councilor Tark to speak for her. To defend her honor. But I could see the rage boiling within her. She believed this old man was a threat to her sister, and as of yet, I could not disagree.

      “The threat was vastly overstated, Councilor Bertok,” Goran replied evenly. His hand stroked over Violet’s hair in a possessive and gentling gesture. “Although I thank you for your concern. As you can see, my mate is safe, content and well pleased.” Goran leaned back on his pillowed seat as if he didn’t have a care in the world. The look on his face full of pure arrogance. It appeared Violet was not the only skilled actor in the tent.

      On Goran’s right sat the High Councilor of Trion, a large, muscled warrior by the name of Tark. Our introduction lasted only a few seconds, but I knew he loved a woman from Earth as well, a woman like Violet. He was, according to Goran, one of the general’s oldest and most trusted friends. The look on his face was not so pleased. “I am interested to know, Councilor Bertok, who gave you this false information about the general’s mate, as rumors have also circulated about my mate, the beautiful Eva, who is, even now, heavy with my child.”

      Bertok bowed slightly. “High Councilor, you must forgive me. The speed with which false lies spread through the planet is breathtaking, indeed. I meant no disrespect, as my sons heard these rumors from the soldiers and their mates. I am afraid I cannot give you a definitive answer.”

      Liar. The old man was lying.

      Bertok’s shifty blue eyes had drifted from Goran to Tark and back several times before he answered. A quick glance at Violet assured me she had returned her attention to Goran, to leaning against his thigh, her head resting there as if he were her home. A serving maid filled Goran’s cup with wine and reached for Violet’s as I returned my attention to Bertok. He looked at the councilor named Roark, the only other male in the room with a mate from Earth.

      “And you, Councilor Roark?” Bertok asked. “Where is your mate, the beautiful Natalie?”

      Roark raised his brows but did not take the bait. “My mate and my son are safe and well in my home, Councilor Bertok. Thank you for your concern. And how is your mate? I hear she is heavy with child.”

      If his mate was with child, then she had to be decades younger. I pitied the poor female who suffered his touch.

      “She is dead, as you well know. Lost to a Drover raid.”

      Roark leaned forward with a head nod of respect—I assumed for the dead mate, not Bertok. “My condolences. I can send warriors to the mountains if you require help. Is this not the fourth mate you’ve lost in such a manner?”

      His tone implied that he believed nothing the old man had said, and that Bertok’s mates had died of something else entirely. Looking at the bastard, I could only imagine the horror belonging to him would bring any female. Knowing the truth about him made his lustful glances at Violet difficult to endure.

      I wanted to kill him. I could only imagine the depths of Goran’s rage knowing his mate was healing in a ReGen pod.

      Violet’s hand wrapped around Goran’s lower leg, as if she were petting him. Soothing him. Loving him. I could not look at Violet touching the other male for another moment. Not with that gown making me ache to fuck her. Not knowing she looked at not just me with that love and trust shining from her eyes, but at Axon and Zed as well.

      I was a selfish bastard. I knew it. I wrestled with the idea of sharing her. Fucking her with the others—all of us bringing her pleasure—was not a chore. In fact, the thought of her giving up all control to the three of us made my cock jerk in my Trion robes, even now.

      She was passionate and fearless, our Violet. But part of me lingered on the old dream, the dream of a life and home in Sector One, not on the island city of Viken United. Of claiming her for my own. Giving her my seed, my children. Watching her run after our young ones as they ran through the trees on their way to school.

      It was an old dream, one I’d carried since I was a child and my own mother followed us to school, laughing and singing as we ran wild through the woods. She’d been so beautiful, so full of joy. Serene and calming on the entire family. On my father, whose moods were wild and unpredictable when he came back from the Hive war.

      My mother was the balm that had saved us all. But looking at Violet, I realized she was nothing like my mother. Violet was wild and passionate. Courageous and demanding. She was reserved and disciplined on the exterior, but beneath her cold façade churned a storm of emotion and lust. Need. Love. While she sat before us all almost placidly, she was not calm, she was a female warrior, quick to anger and quick to love. She was fire to my mother’s water. Opposites. Nothing at all like the mate I’d thought I wanted.

      And I needed her anyway.

      Bertok rose to his feet, which caused a whirlwind of reaction as the other councilors, Goran included, jumped to their feet in answer to the odd challenge. Bertok was old. Not too old to fight, but too old to best any other warrior in the room.

      So why stand? Why issue a challenge at all?

      With a mental shrug, I watched Goran for a signal. He remained calm, so I settled back on my heels to see how this played out. The only thing I hated more than politics were the fucking Hive themselves and that spoke volumes.

      Only Tark remained seated, the disgust and boredom on his face truly enraging the old man – and making me grin.

      Bertok was shaking with fury. “You sit there having claimed your Interstellar Brides and judge me. You left us all, chasing a distant threat on far off worlds. You betrayed your people. You do not deserve respect or leadership of Trion.”

      “Are you challenging me, Bertok?” That was Tark, and he was on his feet now as well, everyone else seemed to shrink back half a step to allow the dominant male in the room the space he needed to fight. He was large, the sword swinging from his hip chipped and well oiled, the gleam of the edge proof of the sharpness of his blade. He would be a challenge for anyone in the room, myself and Zed included.

      For Violet, I would battle him, but I was not sure who the victor of that encounter would be.

      Bertok, on the other hand, knew exactly who would lose in the challenge he issued. “Don’t be a fool, Tark. Of course not. I am simply stating the obvious. The drover threat has not been eliminated and I have lost another female. Another unborn son. I demand justice.”

      With those words, everyone relaxed. Everyone but Axon, who bolted through the room. Everyone but Violet, whose piercing scream made my entire body flood with pain. And Zed. He was already there, tackling the serving woman who had just given Violet a goblet of wine.

      After placing the chalice on the low table beside Violet and Goran, she pulled a jeweled dagger from her gown and attempted to plunge the blade into Violet’s exposed throat.

      Axon wrapped his body around Violet. Staked as she was to the ground at Goran’s feet, she could not move, could not run, so Axon used his body as a shield, covering her as Zed held the attacker in place, arm upraised, dagger a ruthless point aimed directly at our mate. “Here is your assassin, Goran.”

      Goran turned to the woman as Roark and Tark took up positions at his back, in case any of the other councilors or their guards tried to attack Goran from behind.

      Me? I couldn’t see my mate, or Zed, or hear the conversation happening behind the huge, enraged Trion warriors facing the rest of the tent with swords drawn and don’t-fuck-with-me expressions on their faces. They had formed a circle around the leaders, an extra barrier of protection.

      It had happened so fast. A split second. We’d assumed the attacker a male, but the sole serving woman had been beneath our watchful gazes, which she had anticipated. Because of this, without Zed’s and Axon’s quick response, Violet would have been hurt. Possibly dead with a dagger protruding from her throat as her life’s blood soaked red into the white sand.

      Tark raised his sword and pointed at Bertok. “Is this your doing, old man? I will have your head if she is yours.”

      Bertok paled and sat abruptly on the mat covering the hard ground, as if his knees collapsed. A coward. That’s what he was. A whining, sniveling coward.

      “Never,” he swore. “A mate is sacred, High Councilor. Even in the wildlands, we honor that truth.” Neither Tark nor Roark looked convinced, but until the assassin was questioned, there was nothing else to be done but make sure Violet didn’t get hurt. Especially now that everyone in the tent rode the sharp edge of violence waiting to erupt.

      I’d learned my lesson, too late, but I’d learned. I ignored the byplay between Tark and Bertok to focus on everyone else in the room, scanning every soldier and servant, every councilor and guard, my wandering attention taking in and assessing everyone for a threat. Just because one had been identified didn’t mean there weren’t others.

      I trusted Axon and Zed to keep Violet safe and realized, as my gaze locked with Axon’s and he gave me a brief nod, that they were trusting me to watch their backs. I realized in that moment that we were truly a family, warriors and brothers now, devoted to loving and protecting one woman. Our mate.

      Ours.

      Viken United or my woodland home in Sector One? I no longer cared. Violet was my home now. And having Zed and Axon to care for her with me, pleasure her and keep her happy, lessened the burden on me. When I couldn’t be there for her, I had confidence that they would. She loved them. And she loved me. I saw that love in her eyes, in the way she surrendered her body to our touch. She needed all of us, and I would deny her nothing. Not anymore. I’d been selfish and stupid, but the thought of losing her broke me in ways I’d never imagined possible.

      She was ours. And I did not care what color our daughter’s hair might be. Or which father’s eyes shined with laughter and joy as I tossed her in the air and kissed her tiny head. I had two more warriors to protect our family, to love them.

      All we had to do was get Violet alone and convince her to let us make her ours forever.

      But looking at her, I realized I didn’t want to wait until we were back on Viken.

      I wanted us to claim her here. Now.

      This time, nothing or no one would stand in our way.
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      Calder, The Mirana Oasis, Outpost Two, Trion

      

      I wanted to strip naked and leap into the cool water of the oasis more than anything. Well, almost anything. I wanted Violet more. And I wanted her now. The need to be buried deep in her pussy, to share her with Axon and Zed as we claimed her together…the true official Viken claiming, was so great my balls ached. My heart ached, too, with the need to show her how much she meant to me, to all three of us.

      She was our family, our world. The center of our very happiness. I felt I could even think that for Zed and Axon as well because…we all agreed. I’d just had to get my head out of my ass and be thankful she had those two in her life as well. She was safe and whole, completely unharmed from the serving woman’s attack, because of them.

      Mindy was out of the ReGen pod and well. Bertok had returned to his wilderness home, wherever the fuck that was. While he hadn’t been the assassin, seeing the back of him only eased my mind. The serving woman was in the outpost’s jail, under close watch. She’d be interrogated for her actions, confirmed she worked alone. For now, Outpost Two was safe once again.

      Our attention could focus once again on Violet. Nothing else. Not danger, not a sick sister, not even our jobs as royal guards. Just Violet. And she was still in the filmy Trion dress. Her body was still slick with oil. Her body was visible and her nipples still thrust through the holes in the fabric. She was sex incarnate. Decadent and sexy. Lush and nubile as intended. I was proud that she was my mate. Proud that the males in the room had lust in their eyes for her, that they would have fucked her if they’d been allowed, if she hadn’t belonged to another. Me. Axon. Zed.

      Yet she wasn’t from Trion and she wasn’t Goran’s. They’d been lusting after a false woman, at who they thought was Mindy. A Trion mate completely satisfied in her submission, in the satisfaction given to her by Goran.

      But she wasn’t Mindy. She didn’t belong in the garb. In the rings and chains that adorned her. She belonged simple and pure. Basic and naked. Just Violet. Only her skin, slick with her natural sweat, wet with her sweet nectar. Eager solely for our cocks.

      I’d watched her as she’d knelt before Goran. A gorgeous submissive. Perfect in that role. Loving and adoring to her false-mate. But I’d known that squirm, recognized the true reason for her nipples being hard, for the lust in her eyes. She wanted our cocks. Wanted the oil used to prepare that ass, to make that perfect hole ready for my cock. Axon’s sliding past her lips and deep into her throat. For Zed’s mouth on her pussy or his cock deep in her pussy.

      Zed.

      He’d worked her up with the application of oil that had been required. Glistening mates was a thing on Trion. He’d played with her pussy as he’d parted her thighs and shaved her bare. And we’d watched. Fuck, did we watch. It had been easy for him to ensure she was well into her role as devoted mate. So while she’d adoringly and eagerly looked up at Goran, it had all been for us.

      Axon had reminded me of the seed power, of her need that would grow by the minute. In the fear, the anger and even the determination of seeing the perpetrators brought to justice, we’d all disregarded our mate’s growing need to be fucked again.

      And when the fucking attack came and the insanity that followed, it had been pushed far down beneath our concerns for her safety.

      But now, here…in this little hidden oasis so like Viken, she would be soothed. She would be fucked. And she would be claimed. We could wait no longer.

      “This place is incredible. No wonder Mindy had been so excited to come here!” Violet exclaimed as we walked down a narrow, sandy path through the thick foliage.

      It was beautiful. We quickly became enclosed in extensive green trees, lush leaves, like what was familiar and found on Viken. Colors of the rainbow—deep reds, purples and browns—surrounded us. Even overhead, the sky was muted by a thick canopy of nature. The trail opened up and Violet gasped as Axon moved to the side. She stopped and stared.

      A deep pool of water was before us with craggy rocks. It fed from some kind of natural spring, the sound of trickling water mixed with the rustle of leaves. The ground beneath our feet was dark brown moss and loam, soft and rich. Moist, just like the air. It was as if we’d left the arid outpost behind us and walked into our own little world.

      And we were alone. Goran had assured us Mirana was ours for the rest of the day. Guards had even led us to the path—I doubted if we’d be able to find it otherwise—and remained outside, guarding our privacy and our lives. Once I was balls deep in my mate, I would not be aware of my surroundings, of keeping her safe.

      “It’s beautiful,” Violet murmured, studying the water. She went to the edge, knelt down so the dress pooled about her bent legs, and dipped her fingers in. Her eyes widened and a smile spread on her face. “It’s warm!”

      “Then we shall swim,” Zed said, tugging off his Trion clothing.

      Both Axon and I toed off our shoes. The idea of having Violet wet and slippery had us all eager.

      Violet needed no persuading as she stripped off her dress. “I’ve never gone skinny dipping before.”

      Once bare, all three of us stopped and stared at her. I had my shirt dangling from my fingers, forgotten. Her skin almost shimmered with the oil, each and every curve highlighted. Her breasts still had the rings and chains, which had Goran’s coins swinging and bumping into her belly.

      This was how every male in that tent had wanted to see her. But she was ours and ours alone.

      She was just so beautiful, it still awed me that she was mine. Ours. We had not touched her the way we wanted since we arrived on Trion. Two days. Two long days since we’d shared her, touched her, reminded her that she was ours. As Goran would say, fark. Too long for our mate to be without more of our seed.

      My cock was instantly hard at the luscious sight of her. No, harder. Yet she was adorned like a Trion mate and she was not one. She was not Mindy.

      “Do you need assistance in removing the rings from your nipples?” Zed asked, pointing to the now unnecessary features.

      Violet looked down as if she’d forgotten they were there. She cupped a breast, carefully worked the ring. The glue that affixed them was strong, but with a moment’s work, she was able to pry it free.

      I groaned at the sight of her cupping herself, touching herself. The now unadorned nipple was hard, the tender flesh reddened from the glue and working the ring free. She carefully removed the gold from the other, let the chain drop to a small pile on the lush ground.

      “Fuck, yes,” I breathed. This was how I liked her. She was natural and gorgeous, perfect to my Viken sensibilities. It was impossible to miss Zed’s and Axon’s cocks, how they, too, were rock hard for her through the Trion robes they wore.

      “I do not know what skinny dipping means,” I replied. “But if it’s having you naked and in that warm pool of water, then I haven’t tried it either. But we will share this first together.”

      We watched as she walked into the water, the slope gentle as the water went up to her waist. In one smooth motion, she dove forward and went under the water, coming up with a gasp of air and a smile. Her dark hair was sleek and long, dripping down her back. Her breasts bobbed in the water, the pink nipples hard and visible just beneath the surface.

      Oh yes, I was all for skinny dipping.

      Ditching the remainder of my Trion robes, I followed her in, the water as warm as she said. I dipped beneath the surface as well, opened my eyes and saw Violet’s legs, the folds of her pussy. Swimming for her, I grabbed her and lifted her into my arms as I breached the surface. Her skin was slick still from the oil, the water beading.

      She gripped my shoulders and laughed.

      “Ah, mate, I love to see you smile. Your happiness means that I am happy.”

      Splashes came from behind us and in seconds, Axon and Zed joined us. We stood so we surrounded her. Violet was in the middle, just where she belonged.

      With her in my arms, her feet were off the ground, but all three of us could stand. The bottom of the pool was soft with moss beneath my feet. Sliding my hands down from her waist to her ass, I cupped her and she wrapped her legs around my waist. My cock nestled between us, pressing into our bellies, thick and long. I knew my pre-cum seeped from the tip and coated her skin, but in the water, the power of it was diluted and all she did was whimper, then moan.

      Zed and Axon looked to each other, then me. Nodded.

      Fark yes.

      We would take her here. The first time. We would not stop fucking her until we were all sated and I didn’t think it would be for hours. And hours.

      The dust of the outpost was washed away. The sweat from the heat of the two suns was gone. The world outside of the oasis did not exist. All that was important was right here in my arms.

      Zed and Axon each took one of her hands and helped her lay back so she floated on the water’s surface between us. While she lay resplendent and wet, they supported behind her shoulders. Their other hands were free to roam. And they did roam. To her breasts, her belly.

      I had two hands free and I reached between us, slid over her slick folds and slid two fingers into her.

      “Calder!” she cried, her chin tipping up toward the two suns and her eyes falling closed.

      “You’re so tight, so wet,” I murmured. She was so warm, her inner walls rippling and coaxing my fingers deeper. “It’s been a long time, mate. Do you need your men to fuck you?”

      “Yes, god yes.”

      I would not wait a second longer to give her what she needed. Shifting my hips, I aligned my cock at her entrance and slid deep. The water swirled around us, making my usually hard thrusts slow and languid. She was hotter than the water, my cock coated in her own heat. I knew the second my pre-cum coated her walls, for she stiffened, her legs clamping down about me. Her nipples went tighter and her back bowed. She came. Yes, she’d needed that. What she’d been through, she needed to forget, to just feel. To know her mates would surround her, protect her. Love her. To always give her exactly what she needed.

      Fuck, she was a sight. And I’d barely moved within her yet, and now I just held myself still, deep, so fucking deep, and felt her ripple around me and coat me in her cream.

      “Look, Zed. Axon. Look how our mate takes a cock. How she is spread out between the three of us. All of us on her. Giving her what she needs. One cock isn’t enough, is it, Violet Nichols of Earth?”

      At the use of her full name, she opened her eyes, looked to me and up at Axon and Zed.

      She shook her head, her dark hair swirling in the water about her shoulders. “No.”

      “You need all three of your mates. You need me, Zed and Axon.”

      It wasn’t a question, but a statement. I’d been wrong, but I knew now.

      “Yes,” she repeated.

      She licked her lips and Zed growled deep in his chest.

      My hips shifted of their own volition, the need to move within her so great. My balls ached to be emptied, to fill her with all that seed I’d saved up since I’d fucked her over the table in my quarters on Viken. The extra few millimeters within her was pure heaven.

      “If you want all three of us, then so it shall be. We will not fight for you, for you belong to all of us. Sharing you does not give us parts of you. We each get all of you. We get everything we ever imagined.”

      “Yes,” she whispered.

      She didn’t need to be coaxed into agreement. She was as sure as the three of us about this. About what would come next.

      “Then it is time,” I continued. “My cock might be inside you ready to fuck, but this is the moment to complete the mating union. Do you accept all three of us as your matched mates?”

      I pulled all the way out. Violet whimpered and scrambled to sit up. Zed and Axon helped her so she was once again in my arms, her legs still about me, but my cock was once again pressed between us. I’d given her the seed power that her body had craved, but I wanted her response from a head clear of the need that it produced.

      Water sluiced down her back, her nipples hard points against my chest. “I want your cock in me again,” she whimpered.

      I smiled at her. “All right. I’ll give you my cock. But it will be in your ass, nice and deep. Zed will fill your pussy and Axon will slide into this pretty mouth.”

      She wiggled, rubbing her pussy over the head of my cock.

      “Yes, please,” she murmured, leaning in and licking the water from my neck.

      I glanced over her shoulder at Zed and Axon. “Now.”

      They moved from the water and I turned to follow, not loosening my hold on our mate until I was able to lay her down in the soft moss, resplendent before us. This was the moment. I would share her with her other two mates, make her ours. Forever. We would become the family I’d longed for and in the future, have it grow by having as many children as she wanted to give us. Until then, we would fuck and fuck. Practice for when she wished the birth control to be removed from her system and the seed was able to take root. Be fertile.

      I was happy. I was whole…and all because of Violet.
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      Zed

      

      Look at her. Gorgeous. She was a natural submissive…sometimes. I smiled, realizing she would never completely submit, and I was fine with that. I didn’t want her like Mindy wished to be. I didn’t want her staked to the ground at my feet, my domination over her so obvious and complete. I loved Violet just the way she was. Feisty, wild, smart, passionate, brave, courageous and sexy as fuck. She was everything I ever wanted in a mate… and more. Here, alone with her other two mates, she could submit as she wished. But I wanted her spirit. I needed it as much as her submission.

      “You accept our claim on you? Here? Now? All three of us?” I asked.

      Violet’s eager eyes shifted to mine. There, I saw love, arousal and acceptance. Not because she had to, but because she wanted to. Calder had given her a hint of seed power, although I expected the water to have kept it from being overwhelming. Enough to curb her need, but not blind her thoughts. The answer I wanted had to come from Violet, free and clear.

      It had only been a short few days ago that she’d wanted to shut the door to her quarters on Earth in our faces. Now, we’d been through so much together. Earth, Viken, Trion. Taking her sister’s place—which she’d never do again if she didn’t want her ass spanked such a fiery red she couldn’t sit down for a week—and now, with us here in this haven.

      She began to sit up, but I lifted my hand. She stilled.

      “Stay just like that. Show your three mates everything as you say the words.”

      She licked her lips, although her whole body was still damp from the water. Beads of it slid down her belly, along her thighs, over her breasts from her hair. Lower, she was wet for an entirely different reason.

      “I accept your claim. You, Zed. Axon and Calder, too.” She looked at each of us in turn. “I want to be your mate, your bride. Forever.”

      I dropped to my knees beside her, the soft velvety loam a cushion. Tipping down, I kissed her, gently, sweetly. Axon, who’d been quiet all this time, settled between her parted thighs. He, too, kissed her, but much lower. I swallowed her gasp of pleasure wrung from her by Axon licking, laving and fucking her pussy with his tongue.

      “You’re dripping wet, mate,” Axon said, his voice deep, from between her thighs.

      When she cried out, I lifted my head, looked in her dark eyes. “What is Axon doing to you?”

      “He’s…he’s licking me,” she moaned.

      “What else?” Calder asked, settling opposite me.

      Her head turned toward him.

      “He has two fingers—”

      “Three,” Axon clarified.

      “—inside me. He’s found…oh god, he’s found my g-spot and I’m going to cooooomme!”

      Her back arched and her eyes fell closed. I watched as her skin flushed. First her cheeks, then it moved down her neck and onto her chest. It spread to her breasts even, matching the pretty shade of her tight nipples. I loved them bare, free from any adornment.

      When she was sated, her breathing still coming in hot little pants, she lay replete, wilted and the corner of her mouth tipped up. A very satisfied expression. Yet her eyes were still closed. Axon sat back on his heels.

      “More,” she breathed. “I am so ready for more.”

      I flicked my gaze to Calder’s. “Do you have the supplies Goran gave us?”

      His reply was a grin and quick nod, moving to his pile of clothes to grab it.

      “You’re not ready to take all of us yet, mate.”

      She looked to me. “I am.”

      I arched a brow. “Do you want a spanking for being contrary or do you want me to fuck you?”

      “First off, you know I like it when you spank me.” She bit her lip for a moment, as if thinking. “But you know I want you inside me more.”

      “Excellent answer.”

      Gripping her hips, I spun her about as I settled onto my back, her on top of me. Instinctively, she brought her knees to either side of my hips, straddling my waist.

      “Zed!” she cried, the quick movement startling her.

      “You’re all soft and wet because of that orgasm, aren’t you?”

      She nodded.

      “Then you’ll take my cock easily.”

      Hands still on her hips, I lifted her up, settled her on me and pulled her down, slow, but insistent, until she sat once again on my thighs. This time, I was buried to the hilt.

      I hissed and Violet’s hands settled on my chest as she groaned.

      “Good girl. You might be wet for my cock, but you’re not ready for Calder’s.”

      He moved behind her and I spread my legs wide to give him room.

      “Goran gave us a little gift as thanks.”

      Calder held the small glass vial around her body so she could see it. “Oil to prepare your ass for my cock.”

      As Calder removed the stopper and drizzled some onto the tips of his fingers, Violet looked at me and asked, “Goran’s thank you present was lube?”

      The scent of almonds merged with the earthy scent of loam and trees.

      Her fingers curled against my chest as Calder touched her back entrance. “Oh god,” she breathed.

      I lifted my hips, fucked into her. “Like that?”

      She bit her lip, nodded.

      “More, Calder,” I told him.

      He added more of the scented oil to his fingers, then returned to his preparations. I couldn’t see what he was doing, instead watching the play of emotions, of sensations, crossing Violet’s face.

      I couldn’t hold still any longer. It had been deep inside her too long already. And so I began to work her, lifting her up, pressing her down as I thrust into her. The slap of skin on skin made it almost feral. But when I felt Calder’s fingers through the thin membrane of flesh that separated them from my cock, it made Violet feel fucking tighter.

      “Don’t forget me, mate,” Axon said, moving around so he knelt up beside Violet. As soon as she leaned forward, she would be able to take him into her lush mouth.

      She was so gorgeous, her breasts bouncing as I fucked her, sweat blooming on her skin. Her eyes were focused on Axon’s cock, thick and long as a drop of pre-cum seeped from the slit.

      She licked her lips a moment before she leaned forward, licked up that pearly drop. Her eyes fell closed and she moaned. I felt her pussy clench my cock as she came.

      “Fuck, she’s tight,” Calder breathed while she gave herself over to the seed power. “And ready. She’s taken me before. Beautifully.”

      I felt his fingers slip from her and fucked her through her orgasm as Calder coated his cock in the glistening oil.

      “Good girl, now take it deep, mate,” Axon said.

      He hooked his palm behind her head, guiding her where he wanted her. I watched as she opened her mouth wide and Axon’s cock disappeared, inch by thick inch.

      “Fuck,” he growled.

      She moaned when Calder pressed at her back entrance. I felt the pressure of it and I knew the second he popped past that tight ring of muscle he’d prepared.

      More sounds came from her as we slowly fucked her in tandem, allowing her time to adjust to being so full, and to getting Calder’s cock buried all the way.

      His hands curled around her body and cupped her breasts as I met his gaze over her shoulder. He nodded once and started to pull back.

      “You’ve got all three of us in you. You are ours, mate. Ours,” I growled. We were one.

      [image: ]
* * *

      Violet

      

      Oh. My. God. I never imagined it to be like this. When they’d first mentioned the claiming at my apartment in Florida, it had sounded a little like a wild porn flick. Three guys, three cocks, three holes.

      But it wasn’t like that. Well, it was. I had Zed buried to the hilt in my pussy, Calder stretching my ass so full and Axon in my mouth, my tongue feeling the throbbing pulse of it as it grew thicker with each slick swipe. I knew the seed power was helping, almost like a quick fix of heroin to a vein, but it was more. It was these three men who made it perfect.

      They kept saying over and over again that I was theirs. Mine. Mine. They’d repeated those words often enough. Between the words and their actions, I believed them. Completely. But while I belonged to them, all three of them belonged to me. MINE!

      Yes, I had three hot, smart, brave, fierce males all for myself. I was the one who’d brought them together, who made us a little mini family of our own. And now, I was the one who connected us, who brought us all pleasure. They were showing me their love for me through this intimacy and by accepting them at the same time, I proved they were equal in my eyes, that I wanted them evenly. Together.

      Not one of them was less.

      I tasted the pre-cum on my tongue a second before the seed power hit. It made my pussy clench, my ass tighten and my nipples harden. I was eager for them, for this. I could do nothing but breathe, moan, give over to the pleasure, the feel of all of them inside of me.

      I was so full with Calder and Zed in me at the same time. Double penetration was…tight. But the oil, that smelled strongly of almonds, made the entry easy. And having his fingers open and stretch me beforehand—and even being fucked there once already—I knew what to expect. How to push back and relax. To let him in. It was tight and it burned, but now, with Zed filling my pussy at the same time, it was…indescribable.

      I couldn’t tell them how I felt with words, for Axon was thick and deep in my mouth. His hand gripped the base of his cock, ensuring he didn’t go in too far. I’d had him touch the back of my throat before, but perhaps he was being cautious because I had two other cocks in me.

      Still, I was able to suck and lick, lave and stroke the hot flesh. Spurt after spurt of pre-cum coated my mouth and I knew from that, and the way his fingers tangled in my hair, that I was pleasing him.

      Calder’s hands on my breasts supported my upper body. Zed held my hips. I couldn’t move, not to take them deeper, to shift my hips to ask for more. I could only feel.

      And I did. The hot slide of Zed’s cock in my pussy, my cream coating him and making him brush over my g-spot with that broad crown every time he slid back. Calder’s cock hit the never endings at my opening as he moved, his broad head stretching the area taut as he retreated, then lit everything up as he slid back in.

      I moaned, clawed, whimpered, the need to come building and building until it was a continuous orgasm. The seed on my tongue ensured it. But it was when Zed groaned and came, spurting hotly into me that I lost my mind. I was blind to the pleasure. Calder soon followed, for I was milking their cocks with my muscles, all but begging their balls to shoot me full of even more cum.

      Axon pulled from my mouth long enough for me to scream at the pleasure. My muscles were stiff, taut and I was so glad they were supporting me. I was just feeling. Nothing else, floating, crying, savoring.

      Axon’s hand cupped my jaw and I instinctively opened. Instead of feeding me all of his cock, he slipped just the tip into my mouth, rested it on my tongue. I felt it jerk once, then the pulse of his seed landed on my tongue, coating it. I couldn’t even swallow, just collected it until finally he was empty.

      Only then did he pull out. I closed my lips, swallowed and another burst of heat shot through me. I couldn’t scream this time, only whimpered.

      I was lowered onto Zed’s chest as I continued to come. Tears leaked from my eyes, my body dripped with sweat.

      “It’s too much,” I gasped.

      Calder pulled from me slowly and carefully, then I was lifted off of Zed and cradled in strong arms. Hands caressed me, stroked my sensitive skin. They crooned and whispered to me. Praise, love, tenderness. It was too much. The pleasure, the safety, the affection. The fact that only a few days ago I hadn’t even known they existed, that I’d refused them. That if they hadn’t been so stubborn and eager for me, that I may not have ever met them. Known this kind of pleasure, this kind of love. And not from one mate, but three. Three!

      Feeling this way from all three of them pushed me to the brink, then over.

      The last thing I remember before being tucked between them and falling asleep, content, was hearing, “We love you.” I knew then I was right where I wanted to be. It didn’t matter what planet we were on. Earth, Viken, Trion or any others in the galaxy. Home was with my mates. They’d claimed me once and for all.
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      Axon, Goran & Mindy’s Temporary Residence, Trion, Outpost Two

      

      “It is kind of the kings to allow us to remain these extra days,” I said, walking into the temporary living area of Goran’s and Mindy’s luxurious tent. The larger structure had been placed next to that of High Councilor Tark. The annual meeting of councilors was, this year, at Outpost Two on the Southern Continent. We were within a day’s ride of Councilor Roark’s home, the largest city on Trion, a magnificent place called Xalia City.

      But this would not be Mindy’s home. Once the meeting was over, all of the councilors would return to the territories they ruled. Tark and General Goran would go back to the Northern Continent, closer to Outpost Nine, and the wildlands that the old bastard Bertok still ruled.

      As second in command to High Councilor Tark, Goran’s permanent residence was near Tark’s main governing buildings. And luxurious. He had promised, during the initial comms call between Mindy and Violet, that his mate would want for nothing. And based on Mindy’s descriptions, and the images Goran shared with Violet and the three of us, he was correct. Mindy would be very well protected and have every comfort once the general took his new mate home. As would Violet, if we could get her out of here and back on Viken, where she belonged. In the castle, next to Queen Leah, pampered and protected and ours.

      Actually, the ours was the only part of that I cared about. I didn’t care where we lived. I’d left my home in Sector Three so long ago, I barely remembered the sight or smell of it. I’d been at Viken United since returning from the Hive wars, but even that had been an empty building of stone and duty until Violet came into our life.

      Zed was new to the Viken capital, just arrived from the IQC in the cold north just a few hours before transporting to Earth to track down our mate.

      And Calder? Well, he’d been stubborn, for a time. But Violet’s love and submissive nature, the way she loved all of us? Even he could not deny her.

      We were officially a family, the claiming done—and thanks to my conversation with King Drogan, the king who had been raised in my sector—our mating had officially been recorded on Viken.

      Nothing could take Violet from us now. But there was such sadness in her eyes when she looked at her sister. Such longing. And for the last two hours, all the two had discussed was how to deal with the time difference between Viken and Trion.

      Mindy would age a single day, Violet five weeks. Mindy two years and our Violet fifty.

      They both cried, their arms wrapped around each other in shared pain.

      “The three kings have agreed to grant us this extra time with our mate. Due to the difference in the passing of time, they were quite generous.”

      “That’s good, right?” Violet asked. She loosened her hold on Mindy and both women wiped tears from their eyes.

      “Yes, love. It’s very good.” They’d been this way for hours. Since the moment Mindy woke from the ReGen pod and the two screamed, making a squeal of excitement I’d never heard. The laughter had faded to tears, and back to laughter again.

      Females, I’d decided, didn’t make any sense. But they didn’t need to. The sight of their tears had made me ache for both of them, and a radical idea had taken hold in my mind. One I’d run by High Councilor Tark—who’d given his permission—and then King Drogan. An idea he’d also agreed to consider…if the arrangement was what we needed to keep our mate happy. “I spoke to King Drogan. Our mating is officially recorded.”

      I couldn’t stop the smile from spreading across my lips, doubly so when Violet leaped to her feet and ran to me, throwing herself at me, her lips on mine and her arms around my neck.

      Everyone turned to watch the spectacle. I knew both Calder and Zed would be pleased, as I was. But as I lifted my head from my beautiful mate, I saw the question in their eyes. I had discussed my idea with them prior to contacting the king, but we agreed not to offer Violet the option unless we knew we could keep our word.

      I gave a slight nod and Zed smiled. Calder blinked slowly, his gaze wandering from Violet’s joy, where she remained pressed against me, to the identical twin, so like our mate, where Mindy pressed to Goran’s side, wiping away tears through her smile.

      I had talked to King Drogan in private. If he had been upset by our long leave, I didn’t want Violet to know. It wasn’t her fault the time difference between the two planets was so significant.

      “It’s only been two days,” Mindy said.

      I escorted my mate to the sofa and sat at the end opposite Calder. Calder reached out and pulled our mate down to us so that she sat sideways across the long couch, her back tucked into Calder’s side. I grabbed her feet, lifted them up and sat down, placing them in my lap.

      “Yes, but two days here on Trion is fifteen weeks on Viken,” Calder said.

      Her dark eyes widened. “I know, but I don’t want to think about it. It’s so weird.”

      “It’s physics,” Mindy said. “Like that movie we saw a few years ago, Interstellar. Remember? Ten minutes for the people on the planet was like twenty-five years for that guy up on the ship.”

      “That movie was weird, too. And that’s impossible, right?”

      “It’s science.”

      Violet sighed. “My least favorite subject.”

      Mindy laughed. “Exactly.”

      I began to rub Violet’s bare foot, pressing my thumb into her arch. The other hand slid up her calf, letting the long Trion dress slide up with it. Calder was the one who liked to show off his mate. I just wanted a slight hint of what was beneath. The diaphanous fabric hid little—it was obvious that our mate didn’t have the nipple ring adornments or the thin chain and disks signifying she was mated to a Trion warrior—I could see the hint of her pink nipples through the gown.

      We’d fully claimed her the night before. After the time we took her together, we slept, then each spent time alone fucking her. I’d been first, leading her back into the warm water to wash, but only made it to the soft bank where I settled between her parted thighs and fucked her. Slow and gentle, her cries of pleasure woke the others. They’d remained on the bank, watching.

      Zed had led her into the foliage after a small meal that Goran had supplied and we’d heard her scream her release, barely muffled by the thick trees. Later, after the suns had set, Calder had rolled her onto her belly, worked the almond scented oil into her flesh from shoulders to toes and when she was relaxed and almost asleep again, worked it into her opened ass before slowly and sweetly fucking her there.

      Zed and I had watched, stroking our cocks at the sight of our mate taking Calder so well, then come all over her, our seed spurting onto her glistening skin. The seed power had her passing out and Calder had carried her to the water to wash her once more, but she’d never roused.

      Now, she was between Zed and I, lazy and well sated. Calder sat in a chair across from us, his eyes solely on our mate.

      “Queen Leah is pregnant.”

      “Really?” Violet asked, a smile spreading on her face. “I knew it would happen soon. They are so doting to that little girl. She needs a brother to run after her and pull her hair.”

      “What about you, Violet? You mothered me enough, you’d make a perfect mother,” Mindy replied.

      Goran sat in a comfortable chair beside Calder, but Mindy was at his feet, her legs tucked beneath her. She was between his knees, her arm wrapped around his lower leg, her cheek on his pants-clad thigh. Her gown was a dark red, but the nipple rings, chains and disks were plainly visible. While the sight was erotic, it did nothing for me. I loved Violet’s breasts and wanted no others. I didn’t need rings or jewels, sexual toys or other aids to pleasure our mate.

      Identical DNA only made the females look the same. Their personalities and wants were so different. While Violet liked Zed’s dominant nature and, in response, became more submissive, she would never sink into the role as Mindy did. And Mindy, while very outlandish and verbally impetuous, couldn’t handle a relaxed mate like myself, or even Calder, to a degree. She couldn’t handle three mates, three demands.

      And that was why Mindy was matched to Goran here on Trion and Violet would be returning with us to Viken in a few hours.

      “Someday, I’d like to have children,” Violet said. “With three mates, I’m busy enough for now, even without a baby.”

      Mindy smiled and glanced from me to Zed to Calder. “Yes, I can see how much you like their attention. You’re barely awake. Did you enjoy the oasis?”

      “Mindy,” Goran warned gently.

      She looked up at her mate. “What? She does look rather worn out. I would assume she’d be pregnant by now with three lovers.”

      “Do not force me to spank you here in front of your sister and her mates,” Goran warned.

      “I only speak the truth,” she countered.

      I looked to Violet, to see if she was upset by her sister’s rash words. While she was blushing, her eyes were moving in the circular motion I recognized as her sign of mild annoyance.

      Mindy seemed to have noticed it as well, although she hadn’t even looked at her sister. “Violet, don’t you dare. I can feel you rolling your eyes at me.”

      Violet burst out laughing, the sound breaking the intensity of the moment between Mindy and her mate. “I’d hardly call spanking a punishment. It’s more like…” Violet’s eyes darted to Zed’s and something dark and needy passed between them. “Foreplay. You should come up with something better, Goran. Spanking her might make her worse.”

      It was Mindy’s turn to laugh. “Sometimes, dear sister, you should keep your opinions to yourself.” She turned around to look at Violet, and Goran allowed the movement, his hand stroking his mate’s hair, an amused expression on his face. Indeed, we were all seeing a side of our females we had never seen before. And their interaction was…intriguing. “Don’t forget, I know all of your secrets, too. Do I need to mention a certain chocolate dessert? And where I found it?”

      “You wouldn’t.” Violet bolted upright on the sofa, her eyes bursting with both humor and horror.

      Mindy raised her brows, taunting her sister, and I found myself obsessed with finding out what our mate liked to do with a chocolate dessert.

      “Sister-kin, I would very much like to know this story.” That was Zed, and his eyes blazed with the same lust for our female that I was sure shined in my own gaze.

      “Mindy, no—” Violet was begging. And blushing. If my mate loved sweet desserts, I could find some very creative ways to feed all four of us. Use my tongue to taste her…everywhere…as we explored this odd craving.

      Now I had to discover her secrets.

      Goran tugged gently on Mindy’s hair and she turned shining eyes up to look at him. They were so in tune that one small shake of Goran’s head and Mindy sighed. “Please?”

      “No. It is not your secret to share.”

      “But—”

      “Since spanking is not an option—” His humor filled gaze darted to Violet before settling onto his mate’s face with a look of complete devotion. I knew the feeling. “Do you wish me to retrieve the stimspheres, gara?”

      I had no idea what a stimsphere was, but Mindy’s eyes widened and she quickly shook her head. “No, Master.”

      Goran gently stroked Mindy’s hair. “Good girl.”

      Violet pulled her feet toward her body and sat up. “Perhaps we should talk, just us girls, before we leave.”

      Mindy bounced with excitement. “Please, Master. May we go and speak together in private? I’d like to spend time with her, like it used to be, without four bossy men.”

      I bit my lip to stifle a smile. Mindy was an imp and the way Goran’s mouth tipped up at the corner, he would not stifle her too much. He loved her as she was.

      He held out his hand to help her rise. “Of course, gara.”

      Side by side, the twins were truly identical. But I would know Violet anywhere. She was mine. She was marked with my seed, my love embedded in her heart.

      The ladies locked their arms together, joined at the elbow, smiling…until they realized their time together would be spent saying good-bye.

      Violet’s tears ripped me in half and I glanced from Zed to Calder, a question in my eyes. Both of them nodded and I cleared my throat to get Violet’s attention before they could exit the room.

      “Violet, love, the three kings and Queen Leah had a message for you.”

      Violet spun on her heel, dragging her giggling sister with her. “For me?”

      “Yes, love. For you, because the decision will be yours.”

      “What decision?”

      With one more look at Calder, who was the most attached to our home world, I was relieved when he nodded, a look of anticipation in his eyes as he tore his gaze from mine and back to Violet. Zed hadn’t moved, his gaze locked on our mate, not wanting to miss one moment of what he knew was to come.

      “I have spoken with High Councilor Tark as well as King Drogan. If it is your wish, your mates will be transferred to the command of the High Councilor and we will live out our days here, on Trion, with your sister and her mate.”

      “What?” Violet paled, her knees going weak as Mindy struggled to keep her upright.

      “You’ve upset her.” Zed was on his feet, pulling Violet into his arms as Mindy stepped back to give them room. She was nervous and unsure, her hand wrapped around her own throat in obvious upset until Goran came to her side. One touch of her mate and she calmed, leaning into him. Content. Safe.

      Happy.

      Violet was not so easy to read.

      She was sobbing. Hard, gut-wrenching sobs that Zed was helpless to stop. She sobbed like her heart had been ripped from her body, as if our words had destroyed her very soul.

      Calder was on his knees before her and I joined my family, wrapping my arms around both Violet and Zed, connecting us, as Calder wrapped his arms around her thighs. We surrounded her. Comforted her. She was ours. “Violet, love. Don’t. Please don’t. We will leave at once. We will return to Viken as we planned. The choice is yours. We do not need to remain here. Please don’t. You are breaking my heart.”

      Leaning in the two inches that separated our mouths, she kissed me. “No. I love you. I love you all, but I don’t want to live on Viken. I want to live here, with Mindy, and with you. I don’t want to be torn in half. I want our children to laugh and play together, to grow up together. I can’t believe…”

      She was sobbing again, and Mindy joined her, jumping up and down, her hands clasped in front of her lips as tears streaked her cheeks. “Violet. Oh, my god. You can stay?” She turned to Goran, a look of disbelief on her face. “She can really stay?”

      Goran nodded. “Tark spoke to me about it a few hours ago. Yes, they’re skilled warriors. They will be welcomed into our ranks. Tark never refuses trained warriors he can trust.”

      Violet kissed me again. Then Zed. When he was breathless, she leaned down and kissed Calder until he tried to pull her down onto the floor beside him, lost in her taste. Her touch.

      She stood up and laughed, wiped tears from her eyes, and pushed him away. Pushed all of us away. “I love you, my mates.”

      “We will discuss this in detail when we are alone. And this dessert your sister mentioned.” Zed’s tone would allow no argument, but by the smile on Violet’s face, we all knew what she would choose.

      I grinned as she tore Mindy from Goran’s embrace and the two women resumed their trek out of the room for their private conversation, leaving the four bossy men behind.

      I watched them leave, a feeling of peace and complete contentment filling me. I watched her walk away. I hungered for my mate.

      And I wondered if they would discuss chocolate dessert. I wasn’t worried. We’d get the truth of it from her, even if we had to spank her gorgeous ass to do it.
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