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Saroya has always been fascinated by Linc and never
understood his reluctance to be near her. When he makes it clear he’s sexually
interested, she jumps at the chance to join him in bed. But things get more
complicated in the light of day.


Linc has wanted Saroya from the moment he met her, and
throughout her short mating with his brother. His culture might encourage two
males to mate with one woman, but Linc could never share Saroya. Not even with
his brother. When his brother dies, leaving her unmated, Linc intends to claim
her. Before he can win that battle he’ll have to swallow his warrior pride and
win her heart once and for all.
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Prologue


Planet Lumineta, 2235


 


As Linc stared at Saroya’s exposed back, he understood his
dead brother’s love of the dark-haired beauty.


The funeral pyre burned before them and the entire clan. The
firelight played off the sheer shift Saroya wore. Compared to what most of the
females of the clan wore her clothing was more than acceptable but he hated
that the material dipped low, exposing most of her back. The arch of her spine
was delicate and beautiful. He wanted to trace his fingers up the length then
follow with his tongue. Unlike the females of his people, Saroya and the
handful of other women they’d rescued from the dying blue planet were smaller,
more fragile. Not weak, they’d proven that much. Just different in some ways.


Ever since his brother Gage had returned from that fateful
mission with Saroya and ten other foreign females in tow, Linc had cursed the
Goddess that he’d busted his knee up the week before and Gage had met her
first.


If he hadn’t hurt himself during training he’d have been on
that mission. A mission his scholarly brother had only been on to collect data.
And Linc would have seen Saroya first. She’d have been his and only his.
It didn’t matter that his society consisted mainly of male-female-male
joinings. And it didn’t matter that Gage and Saroya had tried to welcome him
into their bed on more than one occasion. None of that shit mattered because he
didn’t share.


He would not share her. With anyone. Not even his own
brother. So he’d always declined their invitations. He couldn’t be sure but she
seemed to think he preferred the opposite sex. That was fine with him. Let her
have her assumptions.


A few wisps of her dark hair had come loose from the clip
she’d secured it with. As he watched her, he noted a small tremble race through
her. His people did not show much emotion but hers were very different as he’d
learned over the past six moon cycles. Though he couldn’t see her face, he knew
she was crying. Linc wanted to reach out and comfort her but he was a warrior.
That wasn’t done.


When she shifted her weight forward, as if she were ready to
throw herself off the cliff and onto the burning pile of her lover’s remains,
he felt his entire fucking world shift. He nearly lost a century of his life.


Lightning fast, Linc lunged at her and wrapped his arm
around her waist in a hard, tight grip. Even if she wanted to leave this life,
this planet, he would not let her. Could not.


She struggled against him, silently crying until he twisted
her around to face him. Barely reaching his chin, she wouldn’t look at him as
she beat his chest a couple times with her fists. Her words were incoherent and
laced with grief. He was pretty sure she called him a heartless bastard too. He
wasn’t sure why, but the words pierced him. Hard. That was his brother slowly
turning to ash down there. He was hurting too, even if he couldn’t show it. And
he hated himself for wanting his dead brother’s mate so badly.


Just as suddenly, she stopped fighting and molded against
him. Her arms wrapped around him and she buried her face against his neck.
Shame burned through him as the rest of the clans present tried not to stare at
the spectacle they made. No one but Saroya and his brother knew that theirs had
not been a true bonding. That only Gage and Saroya had been lovers. But he’d
just been a roommate. Now surely everyone knew that she’d preferred his brother
over him.


Goddess, he needed a drink. Her wet tears streamed down the
back of his neck and onto his shoulder as her slender body pressed to him. To
his absolute fucking horror he felt his cock growing. With her soft body
molded against his it was impossible to control himself. He, a trained warrior
of Lumineta, could not rule his cock.


Thankfully she seemed oblivious because she just held him
tighter. “Get me out of here.” Her voice was shaky and thick with tears against
his neck.


Without pause or apology, he turned and hurried toward one
of the transport platforms. He would do anything she asked, even if it meant
leaving his own brother’s funeral. Gage would understand. Still holding her
tight, he punched in the code to their home. Moments later they stood in their
main living space. The once-bright fire burning in the stone hearth had
dwindled considerably.


As soon as she realized where they were, Saroya shook
herself and stepped away from him. Her electric blue eyes glittered with unshed
tears. They looked like the bright gems found deep in Lumineta’s mountains. As
rare as she was.


“I’m sorry.” Her voice was soft, hoarse.


He frowned, and against his better judgment, he cupped her
cheek. Touching her was like touching fire but at this moment he didn’t care.
He’d just lost his brother and the only female he’d ever cared about stood
before him in pain. “For what?”


She ducked his gaze and stared at the stone floor. Her hands
plucked at the sides of her shift. “For shaming you. I should have controlled
myself.”


He forced her chin upward with his finger. “You have nothing
to be sorry for. I don’t care what anyone thinks.”


As their eyes locked, her blue ones filled with too many
emotions for him to register. Confusion, pain and something he didn’t
understand. Finally she spoke but her voice was strained. “Will you be bringing
someone else into our union after the mourning period?”


“No!” The word came out louder and sooner than he’d
intended. He hadn’t expected the question. Though maybe he should have. With
the higher ratio of males to females, it was standard practice among his people
to bring in another male after six moon cycles. But that wasn’t going to
happen. Even if his leader demanded it. He would not. Not for anyone.


Her brows knitted together. “Then you wish to let me
choose…someone else?” Her voice cracked on the last word as more tears spilled
down her cheeks.


Had she lost her mind? “Why would you ask that?”


Confusion and a trace of hurt clouded her expression.
“You’ve never touched me. Barely look at me. I thought you might want me out of
your house. Maybe I’m not your…preference?”


If he looked at her too much the pain made it difficult to
breathe. “You were my brother’s female and this is your house too.”


Her frown deepened. “According to your culture, I’m yours
too. We’re technically mated…unless you decide you don’t want me.”


He sighed. It had taken most of her females many moon cycles
to get used to his people’s way of life. Some still hadn’t chosen males. Saroya
had taken to their way of life quickly because of her feelings for his brother.
The speed with which she’d embraced their world had made it even harder to keep
his hands off her. But he hadn’t been willing to touch her when it had been so
obvious she loved his brother. It didn’t matter that he’d been within his
rights. Why would she want him, a scarred warrior? He struggled to find the
words without confusing her. “I…don’t share.”


She tucked her bottom lip between her teeth as she digested
his words. “So you do wish for me in your bed?”


“No, yes. I…” Was there a right answer to her
question?


Her eyes flared for a moment, then she shook her head. “I
don’t even know why I’m asking about this now,” she muttered as if she were
speaking to herself.


Before he could think of a response, she turned and strode
from the room. The soft-soled slippers she wore were silent against the cold
floor. Every fiber inside him told him to go after her, to comfort her, but his
legs wouldn’t listen.









Chapter One


Six Moon Cycles Later


 


Saroya stripped her silky black shift off and draped it on
the trunk at the end of her bed. She’d hang it up tomorrow. Without bothering
with the cover, she fell on top of it and stretched out. Blindly, she stared at
the gauzy white canopy draped above her bedposts. She knew Linc would never
enter her chambers without announcing himself. And he’d never do that anyway so
she didn’t bother with clothes either. As far as she knew, he’d never set foot
in her room.


Her heart was heavy and confused. Many moon cycles had
passed and even though she missed Gage and the friendship they’d shared, she
still wanted Linc. Was ashamed she fantasized about him even now. She’d been
terrified when she’d first learned of the Luminet custom of two males to every
female. That’s why she’d aligned herself with Gage so quickly. Only too late
she’d realized that they would give females a choice about who they wanted to
mate with. Gage had been a good mate, and a kind lover, but she hadn’t loved
him. He’d been more of a friend than anything.


Back then she’d been so scared of their culture until she’d
met Linc. Then she’d been nervous but excited. But he’d never touched her. In
the six moon cycles she’d been with his brother and the six moon cycles since
then, he’d never once touched her. And she’d fantasized more than once about
what it would feel like to have those big hands on her body.


Caressing her breasts. Her pussy. Would he be gentle?
Probably not. Everything about him screamed pure male power. To her surprise,
she didn’t want gentle. Where Gage had been sweet and caring, their
relationship had not been particularly passionate. She’d never initiated sex
between them. Had always let him come to her. And she had a feeling he’d known
why.


Her hand strayed between her legs. Maybe it was wrong to
think about Linc while she touched herself but she couldn’t help it. Even
though her mourning period was officially over she’d been emotional and lonely
the past few days. She wanted to feel release and get some sleep.


Spreading her legs, she lightly touched her clit. It pulsed
under her finger. Stroking farther down, she rubbed her slit but didn’t
penetrate. Just touched.


And imagined.


What would it be like for Linc to feel her there? With his
fingers, his tongue…his cock. She’d seen him shirtless before but he’d never
allowed her to see more than that. He’d been on a space mission the past three
moon cycles and even before that he’d been virtually absent in their home. It
was almost as if she lived by herself and she was tired of it. At least she
could use the memory of his broad, muscular chest as a starting point for her
fantasy.


Using her wetness she strayed up to her clit and slowly
circled it with her finger. Her orgasms were never spectacular when she
masturbated but the release would help her sleep. After a few torturous days of
tossing and turning, Goddess knew she needed it.


As she stroked herself, the door flew open. Her eyes widened
as they locked with Linc’s dark, equally surprised gaze. Apparently he was back
from his mission.


His stare tracked over her naked body with slow precision.
He lifted one muscular arm and rubbed a hand over his dark buzz cut but he
didn’t stop staring. He paused at her breasts then continued until he stopped
at the juncture between her legs. His mouth parted slightly. A forbidden shaft
of erotic pleasure speared her. He liked what he saw.


Instead of pulling her hand away, she continued touching
herself in slow, even strokes. When she did, his gaze snapped back to hers. His
expression was full of confusion and heat. Raw, unbridled desire. But just as
quickly, he glanced away and started to shut the door.


“Don’t go.” The whispered words were out before she realized
she’d spoken. She didn’t know if she should feel bad about doing this.
According to his culture, they should already be sharing a bed. A twinge of
guilt lanced through her, but she needed to feel Linc’s strength tonight. She
was tired of being alone.


When he didn’t make a move toward her she knew she’d have to
take the first step. She pushed up and off the bed and strode toward him. Her
movements were unhurried. As he drank in the sight of her, her nipples hardened
under his intense scrutiny. She could tell he wanted her. For the first time
since they’d met, she could see it written on his face. But she was still
taking a chance of his rejection.


When she stood in front of him, she reached up and traced
her fingers over the scar that crossed his eye, over his cheekbone and all the
way down to his square jaw. He always tried to hide that side of his face from
people but she didn’t know why. He was a warrior and should be proud. Even if
he hadn’t been on the mission that had saved her and her people, all Luminet
warriors were brave, if a little intimidating. They looked like throwbacks to a
different time. They dressed similar to the Vikings she’d read about from her
history.


He captured her wrist in a dominating grip and held fast.
“What the devil are you doing?” His voice was unsteady.


She stared into his obsidian eyes and forgot to breathe. The
dark, dangerous vibe he emanated was powerful and incredibly sexual. How many
times had she fantasized about being so close to him? She reached out another
hand and traced it along his jaw. There was a slight rasp of stubble even
though she guessed he’d shaved that morning.


He encircled her other wrist, forcing her to look at him.
“Saroya?”


That deep voice was scorching. It made her already hard
nipples tingle in awareness. “What did you say?” she murmured.


“What. Are. You. Doing?” His voice was clipped yet strained.


She frowned at him and tried to tug her hands free. If she
needed to explain it then obviously he didn’t want her the way she’d thought.
Her cheeks burned in embarrassment. “Let me go.”


Instead, he pulled her until she was flush against him. His
erection was hard and hot against her even through his trousers.


“You think I’ll throw you out now that the mourning period
is over? Even I’m not that much of an animal.” His laugh was harsh and dry.
“Not that you’d have much trouble finding someone to take you in. You must
know that.” He dragged her even harder against him. His cock insistently
stabbed her abdomen.


She didn’t understand why he seemed upset but she slipped
her arms around his neck and savored the feel of his erection and hard body. “I
don’t understand what you’re saying,” she whispered as she focused on his lips.
Just once she’d like to—


“You don’t have to use your body in exchange for my
protection. Something you should know by now.” His voice was filled with
disgust. Abruptly he stepped back and was gone before she could blink.


Her door shut with a quiet click and a slow building fury
grew inside her as she finally digested his words.


After slipping on a robe, she slung the door open and
stalked down to his room. The stone steps were so cold—the whole damn house
always seemed cold—so she picked up her pace. Maybe she should care about her
state of dress but she was so far beyond that.


Without bothering to knock she shoved his door open. He sat
on the edge of the huge bed, his face buried in his hands. He jerked up when he
saw her.


“Did I do something to offend you? Or is it just my presence
in general?” she demanded.


“No.” His voice was hoarse.


“I don’t understand you, Linc. I didn’t think you even
wanted me, then…well, I don’t think you were faking that reaction, were you?”


His jaw hardened. “No.”


“Then why did you push me away?”


“I don’t want you coming to me because you think you need
protection. I know your official mourning period is over and I’m not going to
kick you out. I’d never do that,” he muttered. He rubbed his hand over his buzz
cut and let out a string of curses.


She frowned. “Protection? I want you, Linc. In my
bed. That’s all.”


When he just stared at her, she was suddenly aware of how
naked she actually was. The robe offered so little protection and under his hot
gaze, she might as well be nude. She wrapped her arms around her chest and took
a small step back. Maybe this had been a huge mistake. Before she could take
another step, he’d crossed the room and his hands tightly gripped her hips.


His dark eyes seared hers. “If you let me in your bed, I’m
not leaving.”


She nodded as the heat inside her built again. A deep throb
pulsed between her legs.


“Ever. Do you understand?”


She nodded again because she didn’t trust her voice. This is
what she’d always wanted from him.


“And we’re not bringing anyone else into this bed.” The
possessive note in his voice made her toes curl.


Something primal inside her she’d forgotten existed flared
to life. She could feel years of evolution being stripped away as he devoured
her with his eyes. She’d always wanted to welcome him into the bedroom with her
and Gage, but with Linc staring at her now, she didn’t want anyone else to
touch her. “I understand.”


Linc couldn’t believe Saroya stood in front of him offering
herself and he wasn’t going to pass up this opportunity. Part of him wondered
if she was using him as a way to get over her grief. She’d had time to mourn
but the woman was very guarded sometimes. It might be selfish to take advantage
of her vulnerability but he didn’t care. He just wanted her. Wanted to sink
inside her and lose himself for hours. He was starving for her touch, for the
comfort only she could give.


With trembling hands he reached for her robe and pulled it
open. She tensed for a moment but when he pushed the practically see-through
piece of clothing off her shoulders, she let out a long breath.


Her hard nipples and erratic breathing spoke volumes. She
wanted him. Even if she tried to deny it, she couldn’t.


His cock felt like a heavy club between his legs. Every
instinct he possessed told him to take her fast and hard. To rut like an
animal. The fear of hurting her was the only thing that made him hold back.


Her long, dark hair fell over her shoulders in soft waves.
The locks fell on either side of her breasts, framing her perfection. As he
drank in the sight of her, his hips jerked toward her with insistency. Yeah,
his cock had a mind of its own.


Before he could change his mind, not that there was ever
much fear of that happening, he covered her mouth with his.


His kisses were forceful, demanding, and she returned them
with equal urgency. Her almost frenzied state surprised him. She tasted sweet,
better than he’d fantasized about. Her hands dug into his shoulders and as
their tongues danced, she moaned into his mouth.


The moan was what set him off. Still holding her hips—maybe
out of fear she’d change her mind—he lifted her and carried her to his bed. A
place he’d never thought to see her. So many times he’d thought about seeking
her out but it had always seemed too soon to make a move. Seeing her touching
herself tonight was too much to ignore.


Though he loathed tearing his mouth away from hers, he
deposited her onto the bed. He tried to be gentle but it was hard when he had
her naked and willing in front of him.


She didn’t stay on her back. Sitting up, she grasped his
belt and fumbled with it. He could have stared all day watching her try to rip
his clothes off but that would mean he wouldn’t get to feel her naked body
against his.


As she worked to get it free he grabbed his tunic and peeled
it off. When he did she paused and stared at his chest.


Something inside him swelled as her mouth dropped open
slightly. She stared at him unabashedly and with complete hunger. The pulse
point in her neck increased wildly. When she ran her tongue over her lips, his
cock jumped.


He needed inside her. Now. Without wasting any more time he
covered her mouth with his once again. She let out a surprised yelp as he
pinned her to the bed and it only made him hotter. As he covered her body with
his, he shimmied out of his trousers.


Once his cock rubbed against her bare mound he growled. The
sound was primal and tore from him unexpectedly. The feel of her soft pussy
folds against him was too much.


He, who was known for his stamina, wasn’t going to last long
before he came.


Saroya arched her back, rubbing her soft breasts over his
chest. The feel of her hard nipples made him ache all over. His cock throbbed
between his legs. If he didn’t get in her, he feared he’d come on her stomach.


That thought brought up horror inside him. A tiny voice in
his head told him to give her foreplay but he couldn’t. Something primal in him
worried she’d change her mind. Tell him this was all a mistake.


With a low growl, Linc grabbed her hips and plunged inside
her. She was wet and very willing but so fucking tight.


Saroya’s eyes widened and she expelled a small gasp as he
filled her. Her inner walls expanded and molded around him. For a moment her
breathing was shallow and erratic.


Instead of pulling out and slamming back into her as his
body demanded, he held very still. Shit. Had he fucked up or what. He
should have tested her slickness. Played with her pussy until she was ready.
What kind of animal was he?


Her legs widened around him and for an agonizing moment he
thought she was going to push him away. Instead, she wrapped her legs around
his waist and rolled her hips. She moaned softly as he pushed into her again.


Linc lost it.


The harder he moved in her, the louder she cried out. His
brain threatened to short circuit at those damn sounds.


After covering her mouth again, his tongue danced and
intertwined with hers in a way he’d only dreamed about. There was nothing soft
or delicate about the way she returned his kisses.


As he moved in and out of her, she dug her fingers into his
back and held fast. With each pump into her, his ball sac pulled up tighter.
The feel of her pussy gripping him, holding him, was too much. She milked him
harder and harder until he couldn’t restrain himself any longer.


Holding back a cry, he emptied himself into Saroya. Spilling
his seed into her filled him with a pleasure he didn’t understand.


But there was one thing he knew. She hadn’t come with him.
Breathing raggedly, he lifted his head from her shoulder and stared into her
blue eyes.


At least his cock was still hard inside her. Considering how
he felt, it would never soften again. “I’m sorry,” he whispered. In all his
fantasies, making her climax had been his number-one goal.


Her smile was soft, understanding, and it pissed him off.
She should be reaming him out for treating her so roughly and not taking care
of her first. He’d never felt like more of a barbarian than he did in that
moment. But he intended to make it up to her.


Staying deep inside her, he reached between them and ran his
thumb around her clit. When he did, her eyes glazed over slightly.


“Tell me what you like,” he murmured.


“This. I like this.” Her eyes were closed and her voice
unsteady.


As he teased and tweaked her clit, he began moving inside
her again. This time his movements were slow, steady, and by the feel of her
contracting pussy, exactly what she wanted.


Her inner walls tightened with each flick over her sensitive
bundle of nerves. Watching the pleasure play across her face made him ache. He
could watch her until she came but he desperately wanted to kiss all of her.


Keeping his movements even, he leaned down and grasped one
of her pink nipples between his teeth.


She jerked at the tugging action. Worried he’d hurt her, he
stopped. When he saw the erotic expression on her face, all his concern
disappeared.


“Don’t stop. I like that.” Her words were barely a whisper.


Switching breasts, he kissed and licked her other nipple
before tugging on it. Her entire body reacted to the caresses. Her back arched
and her vagina tightened around him in rapid contractions.


The little vixen was definitely sensitive there. He
continued his assault of teasing her nipples then blowing on the moist,
hardened buds while he strummed her clit.


He could feel how close she was. Her body was tense and
primed and ready to come. Somehow he knew she was holding back, though he
didn’t know why.


Shifting forward, he leaned close to her ear. When he did,
she wrapped both her arms around him.


“Come for me,” he whispered and simultaneously pinched her
clit. Not hard, but with enough pressure to push her over the edge.


“Linc.” She moaned his name as her pussy tightened around
his cock. She milked him as her climax tore through her with no restraint. When
she moaned his name again he thrust harder and faster.


He hadn’t thought it possible but another orgasm roared
through him. Not as powerful as before but with startling intensity.


As they both rode through the waves of their climax, he
finally collapsed on top of her. Using his elbows to prop himself up, he
hovered above her.


Saroya’s bright blue eyes were wide with almost wonderment.
As if she couldn’t believe what they’d just done. His throat seized at the
thought that she might regret it.


Carefully he eased out of her even though it was the last
thing he wanted to do. They were both sticky and he knew she’d want to clean up
but for now he just wanted to be close to her. He stretched out next to her and
placed a hand on her flat abdomen. For only a moment her muscles clenched then
relaxed under his touch. She hadn’t said anything or made a move to leave and
her breathing was still erratic and shaky. The silence wasn’t uncomfortable but
he still wanted to hear her voice.


In the short amount of time she’d lived with them she hadn’t
slept in his brother’s room. He hated that he’d noticed or cared. But he had.
She’d always returned to her room on the nights they were…together. Something
he shouldn’t be thinking about. It would only torture him.


“Stay with me tonight.” The words were out before he could
stop himself.


She rolled on her side to face him and smiled. Reaching out,
she placed her hand on his chest and stroked her fingers over his taut skin.
“Okay.”


That word was all he needed to hear. They weren’t done for
the night. Not by a long shot. He’d wanted to get her in this position for too
long and he wasn’t going to waste the opportunity. By the time the night was
through he planned to kiss, taste and touch every inch of her.






Chapter Two


 


Saroya stretched her arms above her head before opening her
eyes. As she glanced around the room she realized Linc was gone. She reached
out and touched his side of the bed. If she had to guess she’d say he’d left a
while ago because it wasn’t warm.


She’d known he had training today but she’d expected him to
wake her up to say goodbye or…something. After the night they’d shared she’d
thought things would be different between them. A hollow ache settled in her
chest.


Shoving aside her hurt, she got out of bed. Dwelling on it
wouldn’t do her any good. The instant her feet touched the stone floor she
realized how stiff she was. Her entire body was sore.


A good sore, but she’d be feeling Linc all over her the
entire day. He’d been a machine last night. She didn’t even remember falling
asleep. They’d rested after the first time but he’d been insatiable.


Hungry and lusty and exactly what she’d needed. No man had
ever touched her the way he had. The last time he’d taken her from behind and
he’d actually nibbled and lightly bit her neck. Like he was claiming her. The
action had pushed her into another orgasm. Thinking about it, she reached up
and lightly rubbed the tender spot.


He might not have talked a lot, but considering how talented
he was with his mouth and hands, he didn’t have to. That didn’t explain why he
hadn’t woken her to say goodbye this morning.


She hated that she cared but she did. The way he’d held her
and taken her, she’d never experienced such a heated coupling. A shiver rolled
through her and she forced herself to move toward the shower. Instead of taking
one in his room she returned to hers and quickly got ready.


Even though she was tired, she still had to teach today. Her
students were at that perfect age where none of the boys had gone to Samio
training yet. When they turned ten all males were sent to what basically
amounted to warrior training.


While she’d come to love Lum[bookmark: stopped]ineta, it
was a planet full of warriors and it had taken some getting used to. She’d seen
enough war and violence during her twenty-eight years on her home planet to
last four lifetimes. Her people had destroyed almost all their natural
resources and if it hadn’t been for the Luminet warriors on a scouting mission,
she and her band of friends would have died.


Thankfully the Luminet warriors treated all people with
respect and didn’t go out of their way to start wars. But they protected their
unique planet with twelve moons and their limited number of females with a
vengeance.


After showering and dressing she didn’t bother using the
transport platform. Her studio and classrooms were behind the house in one
giant building. Something Linc had actually had built for her. Gage had told
her later that it had been his brother’s idea to let her teach art to the
younger members of their clan and he’d convinced their leader to give her
permission. She even had a few students from one of the mountain clans sign up
this moon cycle.


The moment she entered her classroom, she smiled. Seeing the
ten students in her first class already waiting in front of their easels
instantly brightened her dark mood. If she’d stayed home, she’d have definitely
gone mad.


The day went by in a blur. One class blended into the next
until she found herself rinsing out her brushes alone and dreaming of putting
her feet up and letting Linc have it for leaving this morning the way he had.
The more she thought about the way he’d practically sneaked out, the angrier
she got.


A sharp knock at her door startled her. When she turned, she
found Aeron, another warrior, taking a tentative step into the room. The tall,
muscular blond was a little bigger than Linc, maybe six foot seven, though
somehow more approachable. He definitely had that warrior thing going on but
his young son was in her class and she genuinely liked him.


“Hi, Aeron. Finn left a while ago,” she said, referring to
his son. On Lumineta there wasn’t much crime and children traveled through the
transport pods or shuttles freely. She turned off the water valve and wiped her
hands on her paint-stained apron.


“I know. I came to see you.” His dark eyes were unreadable
and his face impassive.


“Ah, okay. Want to walk me home?”


He nodded stiffly, as if being there was uncomfortable for
him then moved back so she could pass him. Once outside a cool breeze rolled
over them. Where they lived it was lush and warm year round and the wind was
always welcome.


When he still hadn’t spoken, she glanced at him. “Are you
going to say what you came to say or make me play the question game?”


He cleared his throat. “Are you okay? I know your mourning
period is officially over.”


She didn’t know him well enough to discuss her feelings with
him. “Is that why you came to see me? To check on me?”


He shook his head as they reached the back door of the
house. Clearing his throat again, he looked suddenly nervous. “You’re friends
with Brianna, yes?”


Saroya nodded, suddenly understanding where he was headed.
“Yes.”


“My brother and I are looking to take a mate and—”


“She’s not interested?” She already knew what he was going
to say before he said it.


He nodded. “Yes. We’ve both tried to visit her, court her,
but she refuses both of us. She doesn’t act like she’s interested in anyone
else either. I don’t know what to do to convince her we are serious about her.”


“I don’t doubt she knows you’re serious. That might be the
problem.”


He frowned at her.


“You and your brother want a mate but you also have a son. I
don’t know but she might not want to be just a substitute for your deceased
mate or even a mother, or…it’s possible she doesn’t want to be with two
warriors.”


“Why wouldn’t she?” He stared at her incredulously.


Saroya sighed. Not all of the women who’d been saved from
her planet had adjusted to the cultural differences and Aeron didn’t seem to
understand that. She tried to take a different approach. “Have you thought
about starting off casual first?”


His scowl deepened. “Casual? I don’t want anything
casual with her. And she would never be a substitute.” His words had more force
than she expected.


Saroya bit back a smile because she knew he wouldn’t
appreciate it. Many Luminet males were similar in that manner. When they wanted
something, they went after it with single-minded determination. She’d seen more
than one of her friends succumb to the charms of Luminet warriors. Even though
she’d been happy for her friends she’d always felt a sadness that Linc had
never wanted her. Until last night anyway. She shook those thoughts away and
focused on the man in front of her. “What I’m trying to say is be more subtle
in your approach with her.”


He stared at her in confusion, as if the word was foreign.
“Subtle?”


“Yes. Subtle.”


“Huh.” He slowly nodded. “Okay, subtle. Thank you.”


“You’re welcome. Do you need to use the transport platform
inside?” She motioned with her hand toward the back door.


He shook his head. “No, I took a shuttle.” Surprising her,
he reached out and cupped her cheek.


She nearly jerked back until she realized what he was doing.


“You’ve got a couple smudges of paint,” he muttered as he
swiped his thumb across her cheekbone.


The touch was completely nonsexual but for some reason she
felt odd having anyone but Linc touch her. Which was crazy considering they’d
just made love for the first time last night.


“Thanks. I—” Before she could finish Linc appeared from
around the side of the house and came at them fast.


He slammed Aeron against the giant wood door and held his
arm against his throat. “Touch her again and lose your hand, warrior.” The
words were said low but she still heard them.


“Linc! He was just wiping paint off my face.” She rushed to
them and tried to tug on his arm. The man was completely immovable. Like hard
steel.


Aeron’s face was turning red from the pressure of Linc’s arm
but he didn’t fight back. He nodded once and Linc let him go.


“What is wrong with you, Linc?” She tugged his arm again but
he refused to look at her. He still glared daggers at Aeron who hadn’t moved
from his position by the door.


“He’s right, Saroya. I shouldn’t have touched you.” He held
up his hands in a gesture of surrender and raised his eyebrows.


Linc nodded and let him pass.


“Thank you for the advice, Saroya,” he said as he strode
around the side of the house.


Finally Linc looked at her and immediately his expression
softened. The look took her off guard. “Are you okay?”


She frowned. “Of course I’m okay. What’s wrong with you? I
thought Aeron was your friend.”


His eyes flashed with something dark and predatory. “That
doesn’t matter. He should not have come to see you without me here and he
should not have touched you.”


So many moon cycles later and she was still getting used to
their customs. “That’s the dumbest thing I’ve heard. And you have a lot of
nerve getting mad anyway.”


He faltered for a moment. “What do you mean?”


She rolled her eyes to cover the hurt that once again
bubbled back up. All day she’d been keeping it at bay but seeing him in the
flesh made the hurt reappear. “You sneak away this morning without even waking
me up. After the night we shared…I expected more than that.” She felt foolish
admitting it out loud but he’d hurt her feelings and she wanted him to know.


“I didn’t want to wake you up.”


She glared at him. “That’s it?”


His dark eyebrows rose. “What else do you want?”


His nonanswer infuriated her. Brushing past him, she tugged
open the heavy wood door to their kitchen. She’d planned to make them an
evening meal but changed her mind. Instead she grabbed an open bottle of red villana,
a glass and didn’t glance at him as she headed for her room. She wasn’t going
to stand around and argue with him when he’d just acted like a jackass to Aeron
then refused to apologize to her. She knew she wasn’t crazy for expecting more
from him.


Once in her room she balled up her dirty apron and tossed it
onto the floor. She couldn’t believe he hadn’t even acted a little sorry. “I
didn’t want to wake you up,” she muttered in disgust, mimicking him. What a
stupid, totally male answer.


“I didn’t.” She spun around at his deep voice. She nearly
dropped the bottle and glass but managed to hold on to them.


“How did you…” She shook her head. The man was very stealthy
so she didn’t bother finishing. “Don’t sneak up on me.” She placed the bottle
and glass on her nightstand and turned to face him. Instinctively she crossed
her arms over her chest. She hadn’t heard him enter her chambers and he looked
so out of place in the feminine room. Soft, seascape paintings adorned all her
sage-colored walls and her furniture was small, white and feminine. The bed was
big and fluffy but with the canopy decorating it, it was definitely female.


He looked around her room curiously for a moment before he
returned that hot, dark gaze to hers. “I was afraid if I woke you up this
morning I wouldn’t be able to keep my hands off you. Last night I was…rough. I
didn’t want you to think I was some sort of animal. You’re right though. I
should have said goodbye.”


The sincerity of his words softened her anger until it
melted away. He was very different from his brother. Something she knew. She
couldn’t and shouldn’t compare them either. Nodding, she kept her gaze on him.
“Okay.”


Immediately the tension in his shoulders fled as he relaxed.
“Are you hungry?”


For him. She didn’t say it aloud but he must have read the
look in her eyes. All day she’d tried to keep him out of her head but seeing
him now made her knees weak. Shame filled her that she wasn’t mourning Gage
more but with Linc so close it was easy to lean on him.


“It’s been a while and my brother would have wanted you to
be happy,” he said, as if he understood her fears.


She narrowed her gaze. “How do you know?”


“Because he told me on more than one occasion. We
were…different in many ways, but what he felt for you was real. He always said
that if anything happened to him, he wanted me to take care of you.”


A sudden, sickening thought filled her. “Is that why—”


He shook his head sharply, cutting her off. “Don’t even go
there, Saroya.”


The way he said her name made her nipples tingle and the
juncture between her thighs ache. There was a predatory gleam in his dark eyes
that put her on edge. Like he was ready to pounce. She suddenly felt like he
was a hunter and she was his prey. The need to fill the silence between them
was overwhelming. “I’d planned to make some skause if you’re hungry.”


Skause was similar to what her people would have
considered stew. Of course before her people had been rescued from their dying
planet, meat hadn’t been an option. She’d had some as a child but as the wars
had grown worse, the food supplies had dwindled. On Lumineta, there was an
overabundance and tonight she was thankful she could make stew with the proper
ingredients.


He nodded, never taking his gaze from hers. Nervous, she
wiped her damp palms on her dark shift and glanced at a point over his
shoulder. “I should probably get started.”


“I’ll help you.” He plucked the glass and bottle she’d
deposited earlier and followed her to the kitchen. Having him so near was nerve
racking.


In the past he’d rarely shown up at home in time for the
evening meal and sometimes she hadn’t seen Linc for days at a time. Gage had
always told her he was a workaholic but now she wondered. “Did you not have to
work late today?” she asked as she pulled out a big pot from one of the lower
cabinets.


His eyebrows drew together as he poured her a glass. “No.
I’ll probably return home every day at this time.”


“Oh.” She frowned and pulled out the slab of meat she’d left
out to thaw earlier that morning. After grabbing a knife, she started cubing it
when he placed a glass of villana on the counter next to her.


“Do you have a problem with the time I’m coming home?” There
was a trace of something in his voice she couldn’t put her finger on. He sounded
almost unsure of himself.


She paused to look at him. “No. You just never did in the
past. I’ve barely seen you home for the evening meal in the past twelve moon
cycles.”


There was a long pause, but finally he spoke. “That will be
changing now.” His voice had gotten deeper, more sensual.


“You don’t have to change your work schedule because of me.”


For a moment he looked confused, then his face turned to an
unreadable mask. “When I’m not on missions, I am one of the senior trainers at
the Samio.”


She frowned at the obvious statement. “I know.”


“I make my own schedule and have for a long time.” The words
hung heavy in the air.


When his meaning sank in she wasn’t sure what to do with it.
If he made his own schedule he’d been choosing to work late. That meant he’d
likely been avoiding her on purpose. The knowledge hurt her in a way she didn’t
understand. Even though he hadn’t been around much they’d shared a few moments
over the past few moon cycles that had been special to her. She didn’t respond
because she didn’t know what to say. Turning away from him, she swallowed hard
and tossed the meat into the pot.


As she started to wash her hands, she felt Linc come up
behind her before she heard him.


His big hands settled lightly on her hips and he brushed her
hair to the side before nuzzling her ear. “Did I say something to upset you?”


She shook her head because she didn’t trust her voice. What
was there to say anyway?


“Don’t lie to me,” he murmured before capturing her earlobe
between his teeth. When he tugged on it, her knees weakened.


Somehow she found her voice. “You really make your own
schedule?”


“Yes.” His voice skittered over her skin and she had to grip
the sink for support.


“Then why did you usually come home so late before? Is it
because…you didn’t want to see me?” She wasn’t sure why she was asking now, but
she needed to know.


Behind her, Linc stiffened and drew back. Instead of
answering he pulled away. Immediately she missed his warmth.


“I’ll chop up the vegetables for you,” he said with no
inflection in his voice.


She gritted her teeth but didn’t pursue the subject. She
didn’t plan to let it drop but she didn’t have the energy right now to get an
answer. If he admitted she was the reason he’d stayed away in the past she
didn’t know that her heart could take that.


Everything about Linc was so closed off sometimes. Until
last night she’d had no idea he was even interested in her. After the many
times they’d made love she had no doubt he was attracted. But attraction was
different than caring for her. Now she wasn’t so sure if going to bed with him
had been a mistake.


Linc hated the hurt look on Saroya’s face and he wasn’t sure
how to wipe it away. She’d turned away from him again as she stirred vegetables
and broth into the pot but he could read the tense lines of her body. The shift
she wore today was low cut in the back, revealing soft, smooth skin he wanted
to kiss and cover with his hands. That wasn’t going to happen any time soon if
he didn’t get his head out of his ass.


He wanted to answer her truthfully but feared it would hurt
her more. He had avoided her since she’d moved in with them. Working
late had been the only way to avoid awkward interactions. Seeing her and Gage
together had torn him apart inside and he wasn’t a masochist. His brother had once
asked him about his late hours, but he’d brushed him off. Maybe he should have
been more honest. But if he had, it wouldn’t have changed anything. Saroya and
Gage would have still been sleeping together.


“How was your day?” The question came out strained,
something she no doubt noticed.


With her back still to him, she shrugged, the action jerky.
“Fine. I had a full class schedule.”


“The clan is very grateful for what you’re doing.”


She glanced over her shoulder, an expression of surprise on
her pretty face. “Really?”


He nodded. “Orn thinks it’s good for the children.” Their
clan leader was an older warrior and he’d very slowly embraced the arts and
literature the women from the blue planet had brought with them. Linc had
eventually convinced him to let Saroya open an art school. Seeing her face when
she’d first stepped into her new studio had been worth all the groveling to his
leader.


The evening meal went by too quickly. Linc knew she was
still upset with him and he didn’t know how to make it right. Talking to her
was more difficult than he’d counted on. He wished they could just be naked in
his bed and not worry about words. Talking was overrated anyway. After they ate
he helped her clean up then she disappeared to her room.


After a few hours passed and he waited in his bed alone, his
annoyance and lust grew. Last night he’d told her he wouldn’t be leaving her
bed and he’d meant it.






Chapter Three


 


Saroya curled up on her bed and blindly watched the video
screen on her wall. No rain and sunny skies for tomorrow. Not that she
particularly cared. All she could think about was Linc. He’d basically admitted
he’d been avoiding her all this time and she didn’t understand why. After the
evening meal she’d felt awkward and tongue-tied and he hadn’t helped in the conversation
department any so she’d left, showered, and climbed into bed.


She’d thought about going to his bedroom but wasn’t sure if
he’d welcome her. And she was too annoyed with him anyway even if her body
craved his touch. Sighing, she clicked off the vid screen then used voice
command to dim the lights in her room.


As she lay back against her pillow, her door creaked open.
Immediately she pushed up. Her breath caught in her throat.


Linc stood in the doorway, his broad frame filling it almost
completely. From the light in the hallway and the streams of moonlight coming
through her windows, she could see he wasn’t wearing a tunic. Just loose
trousers that looked like his training pants. When he silently stepped farther
into the room, the anger on his face was evident.


She wasn’t scared he’d hurt her, but a sudden burst of alarm
surged through her. “What are you doing?”


“I think I should be asking you the same thing,” he growled
softly.


“Excuse me?” She pulled her sheet higher over her breasts.
She usually slept naked but now that Linc had taken to entering her room
without knocking she might change the practice.


“I told you once you let me into your bed I wouldn’t be
leaving it.” He strode toward the other side of the bed, then to her surprise
he slipped in next to her. Lying on his back, he closed his eyes and had the
nerve to look completely at ease. As if he had every right to be there.


Her gaze strayed to his bare chest. All those muscular lines
and striations just begged to be touched, kissed, but he was crazy if he
thought she’d be sleeping with him tonight.


Of course, he looked like he had every intention of just sleeping.
It shouldn’t annoy her, but it did. Very much so.


“What do you think you’re doing?” she demanded.


“What does it look like?” He didn’t open his eyes, which
infuriated her.


She gritted her teeth. “You can’t just…get into my bed like
this.”


A ghost of a smile played across his face. “I already have,”
he murmured.


Saroya threw off the sheet and started to get out of bed.
Before her feet touched the ground his hand snaked around her waist and pulled
her back. In seconds he had her pinned under him.


And he was rock hard all over. His covered cock rubbed
against her folds as he settled on top of her. Caging her in with his hands on
either side of her head, he stared down at her intently.


His dark eyes seemed fathomless in the dim light. “We either
sleep in your bed or mine, but we sleep together.”


“But why? You basically admitted you’ve been avoiding me the
past six moon cycles. Longer even! What am I even supposed to say to that? You
haven’t wanted to be around me and now all of a sudden you’re changing your
schedule. I don’t understand you, Linc. After last night I know you want me,
but—”


“I avoided you because if I didn’t I knew I wouldn’t keep my
hands off you!” The abrupt declaration stunned her.


A dozen questions rolled around in her head but only one
formed on her lips. “Why did you stop yourself?” she whispered.


His jaw clenched tightly. She didn’t think he’d answer but
finally he spoke. “The thought of seeing another man touch you stopped me.”


“But in your culture—”


“Fuck my culture.” His voice was ragged and tired.


The possessive note in his declaration wasn’t something she
was accustomed to but she found she liked it. A lot. Luminet men were
protective of their women but sharing a woman between two men was so normal.
The fact that Linc refused to do so, even with his own brother, touched
something primal deep inside her.


Tentatively she reached up to run her hands up his chest and
around his neck. Like a spring releasing, all the tension in his body
disappeared when she touched him.


His mouth sought hers without hesitation and when their
tongues collided she could barely remember what they’d been talking about. He
kissed her as if she were the only woman alive. The hunger that flowed from him
was almost frightening. But it didn’t scare her.


It turned her on and got her wetter than any man had ever
done. All Linc had to do was look at her and she turned to mush. No one had
ever done that to her. She widened her thighs as his kiss deepened. The feel of
his cock rubbing against her as his tongue delved into her mouth was darkly
erotic.


One of his hands cupped the back of her head and the other
gently kneaded her breast. Each time he tweaked her nipple, her vagina ached.
As if the two pleasure points were connected.


He pulled back slightly and nibbled on her jaw, up to her
ear. Even though he’d shaved that morning, he already had stubble growing back.
The gentle brushing against her skin sent shivers rolling over her. “I want to
taste you,” he murmured.


The words heated her entire body. She’d imagined what it
would feel like to have his tongue stroking her pussy but had been too nervous
to ask. Last night had been unexpected but she definitely wanted all he had to
offer.


He blazed a trail of heated kisses down her body until he
knelt in between her spread thighs. Her abdomen clenched as she watched him.


Linc looked up at her for a brief moment and the raw need on
his face took her breath away.


He bent down and the first tentative swipe of his tongue had
her fisting the sheet beneath her and arching her back.


That was all the encouragement Linc needed. After the way
he’d used her body last night, he wanted to take care of her tonight. Show her
how much she meant to him. He might not be able to express himself in words but
he could show her with his mouth and hands. He’d waited so long to do this.


Running his hands down her inner thighs, he gently held them
open as he licked the length of her pussy lips. She let out a little moan that
made his cock ache. Which was why he’d kept his trousers on.


Once he’d made the decision to come to her bedroom he’d
known he’d have to stay semi-dressed if he wanted to give her foreplay. If his
cock touched her bare skin, it would be over for him.


She tasted sweeter than he’d imagined. Delving his tongue
between her soft folds, he savored the feel and flavor of her. Even though they
were very similar in appearance and both humanoids, his people had subtle
differences from hers. His were taller, generally bigger, and had an ability to
elongate their tongues.


When he slightly extended it inside her, she grabbed his
head and writhed against his face. As she threaded her fingers through his
hair, he couldn’t deny the primal satisfaction that roared through him.


Saroya moved against his face, uncaring how little control
she showed. What Linc was doing to her should be illegal. The feel of his
tongue delving inside her was enough to make her combust.


Holding on to him, she tried to ground herself, but found it
impossible. Linc made her lose herself in a way no one ever had. She wanted to
just let go and let him dominate her. And now that she’d experienced all he had
to offer, the thought of being with anyone else was impossible. Since coming to
Lumineta she’d adapted. Or she thought she had. Now she knew she’d never share
Linc with anyone and she loved that he wouldn’t share her.


Slowing his strokes, he shifted higher and began circling
her clit in a steady, rhythmic pattern. The pressure was light yet perfect. As
if he knew exactly the right amount of stimulation she needed.


“Linc,” she breathed out his name.


His fingers on her inner thighs tightened and he lightly
increased his teasing. When his tongue swirled inside her once again, she lost
it. The ecstasy that had been building crested as she went into a freefall.


Her orgasm slammed into her with wild abandon. All her
muscles tightened as it ripped through her until she was panting and lying
practically boneless against the bed.


Linc looked up at her and a small smile played across his
face. “Do you know what you taste like?”


The unexpected question made her blush. Her face heated up
but she didn’t respond. He didn’t seem to expect a response though. He climbed
up her body and covered her mouth in a heated claiming.


It seemed so intimate considering what he’d just been doing.
Before she had time to dwell on it, his big palms slid down her sides and
gripped her hips.


He pulled his head back a fraction. “Turn over,” he
murmured.


She loved the note of command in his voice. It sent shivers
of pleasure racing through her. She’d barely attempted to move before he’d
flipped her on her knees. The man had such raw strength, it stunned her.


One of his hands slid down her spine in a slow, sensuous
move until he ran it across her behind. She looked over her shoulder at him
only to find him staring at her body worshipfully.


Her pussy clenched at the sight. Part of her wondered if she
should feel guilt in embracing Linc like this but it was hard to do so when
she’d never loved his brother. What they’d shared had been sweet and easy.


There was nothing sweet or soft about Linc. His dark gaze
met hers and the dim light from the hallway bounced off his expression,
highlighting his scar. Staring at her now, he looked one hundred percent the
warrior.


And he wanted to claim her. The knowledge made her pussy
ache even more. She wanted him to fill her completely.


As if he read her mind, he plunged into her in a long, hard
thrust. Her head fell forward at the intrusion. Her inner walls expanded around
his cock. She savored his thickness and length.


When he took her this way, he hit her so deeply she knew it
wouldn’t be long until she came again. Digging her fingers into the bed, she
couldn’t hold back the groans that tore from her.


“Do you know how long I’ve fantasized about this?” His
unexpected words rolled over her like a warm caress. His hands tightened on her
hips and his thrusts increased.


Each time he slammed into her she cried out. Her vagina was
already sensitized from her first orgasm and this only intensified her
experience.


“You’re mine, Saroya,” he growled low in his throat.


Her body certainly agreed.


“Say it,” he murmured behind her, his words a command.


When she didn’t respond fast enough, he stilled inside her.
He palmed her stomach and pulled her upright against him. His muscular chest
was rigid against her back. She tried to think straight but his cock felt so
deep in her in this position, it was difficult.


“Say you’re mine, Saroya.” His voice rumbled close to her
ear and his hot breath on her neck sent shivers skittering over her skin. She was
his.


“I’m yours, Linc.” It was like her words set off an
explosion.


He took her rough and hard as he pummeled into her and she
gladly welcomed him. As a sharper, more intense climax curled through her, he
shouted out her name. The guttural sound mixed with her own cry of ecstasy.


Linc emptied himself into her and even when she was sure
he’d finished, his hips still rocked against hers until finally they collapsed
against the bed. After she caught her breath, she rolled over so that she faced
him.


Idly, she traced her finger along the lines of chest.


“I love it when you touch me,” he murmured.


She smiled at his words. “The feeling is mutual.”


He didn’t return her smile. Just stared at her with that
intensity that sometimes made her nervous.


“What?” Self-consciously she tucked a few strands of hair
behind her ear.


With a tight jaw, he shook his head. She didn’t care that he
didn’t want to talk so she scooted closer and wrapped her arm around his waist.
When she did, he mirrored the action and pulled her tight.


He was hard again but he didn’t make a move to do anything
about it. Just gently stroked his hand down her spine.


“Did you ever think about coming to my bedroom before?” he
asked.


The sudden question sucked all the air out of the room.


Her eyes widened, but she slowly nodded. “Sort of. I mean, I
fantasized about it, but I never would have done it. I didn’t think you even
really liked me until recently.”


He snorted lightly. “I liked you all right,” he murmured
before kissing her again, this time softer.


Saroya slid closer into his embrace and all coherent thought
fled. All Linc had to do was touch her, and she was a goner.






Chapter Four


 


Saroya walked out of her bedroom, freshly showered. She’d
dried her hair so she slipped on a clean, comfortable green shift. After she’d
come home from her classes she’d assumed Linc would be home not long after.
She’d tried contacting him at the Samio but he’d been unavailable. All day.


As she passed through the living room the transport platform
blinked and beeped asking for permission to allow someone access inside their
home. When she read her friend Brianna’s name on the screen, she pressed
accept.


Seconds later her redheaded friend stood in the middle of
the transport platform. And she looked pissed. Her dark eyes blazed. “Thanks
for letting me come over. Do you have any villana?”


Saroya nodded, trying not to smile. “Bad day?”


“You could say that. Aeron had the nerve to show up at my
office today. He cornered me in front of everyone and asked me to lunch.”


She lifted an eyebrow. “And?”


“Can I get a glass of villana first?” she muttered,
suddenly losing all her steam.


While Saroya poured them two glasses, she motioned to the
back porch. “Let’s talk outside.” Unlike her friend she lived on the outskirts
of the city and they had land for miles surrounding them.


Brianna sat ramrod straight on one of the padded chairs,
looking tense and uncomfortable.


Saroya handed her a glass as she sat next to her. It was
clear tonight and instead of just one moon, they could see three of their
twelve. “So what happened?”


With the bright illumination, it was easy to see her
friend’s face redden. “I sort of slept with him.”


She definitely hadn’t been expecting that. For the past
twelve moon cycles Brianna had been adamant about not giving in to the Luminet
way of life and especially staying away from Aeron. “Sort of?”


“Okay, there was no sort of.” She covered her face with her
hands for a moment then looked back at her. “I’m so embarrassed. I called the
office and canceled all my appointments because lunch was not long enough
to…well, you know. That man is a machine.”


“So why are you upset? I can’t imagine it was bad, was it?
That man has been after you for a long time.” Since practically the moment
they’d landed on Lumineta.


“Well, now he seems to think that I’m going to mate with him
and Hauk.” She took a long swig of her drink.


“Ah, and you have no intention of doing that?”


Brianna shook her head. “No way. I mean, I know you mated
with Linc and Gage but I can’t wrap my head around the whole thing.”


Saroya swallowed hard. No one, not even her best friend,
knew the truth about her relationship with Linc and Gage. Technically she’d
always been mated to the two of them but until very recently she and Linc
hadn’t officially consummated things. But she wasn’t about to touch that
subject now. “So what did you tell him?”


“It all happened so fast. I was enjoying being with him.
Then he started talking about the bonding process and how if I wasn’t
comfortable with Hauk at first they could work out a system and alternate
nights. Like I’m some piece of meat! I can’t believe he just assumed I’d mate
with them. I was still enjoying my post-coital bliss and he starts making all
these ludicrous plans. I told him what I thought of his asshole plan and then I
told him never to contact me again.”


Saroya looked at her over her glass but stayed silent.


“I’ve never seen him so angry, but he didn’t say a word. He
just left and now I feel like shit.” Brianna finished her villana then
held her glass out.


Smiling, Saroya poured her another one. She’d brought the
bottle outside because she’d known it was going to be one of those nights. “So
you don’t want to mate with him and his brother?”


“Today was incredible but…I had enough trouble keeping up
with Aeron. I don’t think I could handle both of them. Besides, I’m not cut out
to be…” She trailed off and shook her head. “Forget it. Thanks for letting me
come over. I really needed to see you, but enough about me. What’s going on
with you?”


For the next couple hours they talked and caught up on each
other’s lives but Saroya couldn’t help but wonder where Linc was. And she hated
that feeling. Things between them had always been awkward but she’d never
worried or wondered about him. Well, not too much. He’d always been in the back
of her head but now she felt crazy thinking about where he was and why he
hadn’t contacted her all day.


After Brianna left Saroya couldn’t even think about sleeping
so she went back to her studio. Painting was the only thing that kept her sane
when she got upset. When Linc got home tonight they were definitely going to
talk. She wasn’t sure what kind of relationship he thought they were going to
have, but this wasn’t it.


* * * * *


Saroya opened her eyes to find Linc staring down at her. She
blinked a couple times trying to figure out what was going on and realized he
was carrying her through their house. “What are you doing?” she murmured.


“You must have fallen asleep in your studio.” His expression
and voice were soft.


She started to snuggle against his chest when she remembered
how mad she was at him. Jerking in his arms she struggled against his hold.


Linc tried to manage her but she didn’t let him. She kept
wiggling around until finally he set her down. “Saroya, what the devil are you
doing?”


When her feet touched the cold stone floor of the hallway,
she took a step back from him. “Why didn’t you call all day?”


His breathing was ragged and for the first time she realized
he didn’t have his tunic on. Her gaze traveled over his bare, muscular chest
and she hated the way her stomach muscles clenched in hunger. Why was he half
naked? For a moment her eyes glazed over until he spoke, breaking her lustful
gaze.


“We had an induction ceremony and it ran late.” He said it
so matter-of-fact, and for a brief moment she doubted herself.


But she knew she wasn’t overreacting. He’d been keeping
himself distant from her even though they’d already crossed an invisible
boundary. “So you don’t think you should have contacted me so I wouldn’t
worry?”


“I’m not used to this whole being mated thing,” he finally
muttered.


She narrowed her gaze at him. Linc wasn’t stupid and from
what she knew of him, he wasn’t insensitive. “Don’t hand me that. What is going
on with you? It’s like you’re purposefully keeping me at arm’s length.”


He scrubbed a hand over his buzz cut. Finally he met her
gaze with his searing dark eyes. “When I came home tonight I thought you’d
left. I couldn’t find you anywhere and just barely remembered to check the
studio. I thought you’d…left me,” he repeated in a ragged voice.


She wanted to reach out and comfort him but held back
because she wasn’t sure where he was going with his line of thought. “Why did
you think that?”


He shrugged, the action jerky. “I don’t know. I keep
thinking that if I let you into my life you’ll be taken from me. Or you’ll
leave. I’m not like my brother and—”


“I didn’t love Gage,” she blurted before she could stop
herself.


Linc stared at her in surprise. “What?”


Her face heated at the admission, feeling as if she’d shamed
Gage’s memory, but it was true. “When they rescued us, we didn’t understand
your culture at first. I thought we’d be forced into mating with any two
males so I…aligned myself with Gage because he was nonthreatening. I knew he’d
never hurt me. Only too late I realized we had a choice but by then I’d already
agreed to mate with him…and you.” She hated admitting that out loud, especially
to Linc, but she knew she needed to. “He assured me you would treat me with
respect but I was still scared until I met you.”


“What about after you met me?” His expression was almost
unreadable.


“I was excited but you never touched me.” He’d told her that
he didn’t share but he’d never expanded or explained.


In that moment, Linc’s face softened. “I was afraid if I did
I’d do something I’d regret. I’ve never felt territorial until I met you and
seeing you two together was difficult. It’s why I stayed away from the house,
even after Gage died.”


His words put a lump in her throat but she worked past it.
“I’m not going anywhere, but you have to let me into your life and treat me
like a mate, not a roommate.” Her voice was low but full of authority.


A shudder snaked through him at her words. When he’d come
home tonight and found the house empty, he’d felt his entire world shift. Being
able to touch and kiss her the way he’d fantasized about the past few days felt
surreal. He’d half convinced himself it was all a dream. It shouldn’t please
him to learn she hadn’t loved Gage but it did on his most primal level. “I
don’t want you as my roommate, Saroya. I just want you to be mine.” He
swallowed hard. “And only mine.”


Her blue eyes darkened and he knew he’d said the right
thing. When she smiled softly, he knew things would be okay between them. It
would take time for him to get used to the idea that she wasn’t going anywhere,
but he’d work past his own bullshit if it meant keeping her in his bed and his
life.


“Why are you half naked?” she asked quietly.


Her question surprised him. “I’d planned to check on you
before showering but then I couldn’t find you.”


“So you haven’t showered yet?” Her voice dropped an octave,
taking on a sensuous quality.


His throat thick, he shook his head.


The smile disappeared from her face as she bent down and
lifted her shift over her head. She wore nothing underneath. The sight of her
pink nipples and soft thatch of dark hair between her legs had his entire body
tensing. Before he could completely enjoy the soft lines and curves of her body
she turned on her heel and headed toward his room.


Watching the way her bare ass swayed made his cock swell to
the point of pain. Trailing after her, he followed as she continued toward his
bathroom.


The large room was all stone and tile and mirrors. It was
cold but with her there, the room was on fire. He felt as if he’d combust any
second just staring at her.


She turned the water on with voice command then stepped into
the stone enclave. Unlike in her washroom there was no door to pull back. Just
a wall of stone and glass blocking off the tiled shower area.


Saroya stepped under the streaming jets and let the water
cascade over her lithe body. With her bright gaze on him, she lathered shower
gel in her hands and began rubbing it over her arms then chest. He was frozen
to the spot as he watched her slow, seductive movements.


Watching her hands moving over her soft breasts and taut,
pink nipples made his entire body tense. He wanted to jump her so bad he ached,
but held back. Days before when he’d walked in on her touching herself it had
been the most erotic thing he’d experienced. Seeing her now felt somehow
forbidden even though she was completely aware of his presence.


As she cupped one of her breasts and began slowly teasing
her nipple with her thumb his cock jutted forward. Like a guided missile, it
wanted inside her tight sheath.


Quickly he shucked his trousers and let them fall
soundlessly to the floor. With even, purposeful movements he stalked toward
her.


It was almost imperceptible but Saroya shuddered as he came
at her. He loved that he drew that reaction from her. The heat and need he saw
in her eyes was so raw and real it floored him. She’d always been so quiet
around him before. Not now. Now she let him know exactly what was on her mind.
The knowledge relieved him because on her most primal level, she trusted him.


When he neared her, splashes of the hot water ricocheted off
her, spraying him, but he was barely aware of the sensation. All he could focus
on was Saroya.


She reached for him but he grabbed her wrists and held them
above her head as he backed her up against the wall. As her back made contact
with the tile she instantly arched it. The motion pushed her breasts out and he
couldn’t resist bending and taking one in his mouth.


As he ran his tongue over her slick, wet skin she groaned.
The sound reverberated around the small enclosure, driving him crazy. Moving
against her, his cock rubbed over her lower abdomen. He wanted to slam into her
but first he wanted to tease her. Enjoy their time together.


She lifted one of her legs and wrapped it around him. The
action opened her thighs wider. When her folds rubbed against his hard length
he moaned against her nipple.


He let her arms go and Saroya dug her fingers into his
shoulders, gripping him hard. “Fuck me, Linc.”


Coming from her, the abrupt words made his head snap back.
The fire in her eyes was enough to set him off. Without responding he plunged
deep into her.


When he did, her mouth parted and almost instantaneously she
pushed up and wrapped her other leg around his waist. The action let him sink
deeper inside her.


Her inner walls molded around him with a frightening
familiarity. Getting used to her, to this, could kill him. But he didn’t care.
He had to take the chance on them. Hell, she was already under his skin in a
way no one else ever would be. The woman had gotten past all his defenses with
her quiet grace.


Water sprayed both of them but his body blocked most of it.
Not that it mattered. Drops of water dotted her entire lean body and her long,
dark hair was slicked back. A few wet locks fell over her chest, framing each
breast. The sound of the water rushing around them added to the privacy of this
moment. For how he felt, they were the only two people on the planet right now.


She stared at him but her fingers tightened on his
shoulders. She’d been wet but still tight. Probably not completely ready for
him. Her chest moved up and down as she breathed erratically. Somehow he kept
himself still inside her when all he wanted to do was slam into her again and
again.


Holding her hips, he kept her firmly against the wall as he
bent to take her other nipple between his teeth.


As he flicked his tongue over it, her head fell forward and
she pulled his earlobe between her teeth. “You don’t have to be so gentle,
Linc.”


Taking him by surprise, she nipped his neck and scraped her
teeth over him. His hips jerked in reaction and in response her inner walls
tightened around him. If she kept this up he wouldn’t last long.


Saroya didn’t want gentle right now. She wanted Linc to lose
control. Around her, the man always seemed to have a tight control on himself
until they got naked. And she loved that she could make him let go.


He was holding her up with his strength and weight and she
wanted to take advantage and explore his body. He’d been abrupt when he thrust
inside her but it was exactly what she needed. Having him stretch and fill her
got her wetter instantly.


When she ran the pads of her thumbs over his flat brown
nipples, he shuddered. The action was slight but she didn’t miss it. Using her
nails this time, she flicked the tiny buds. They were already hard under her
attention and this time his entire body jolted at the contact.


Meeting his gaze, she trembled as his eyes darkened. He was
going to give her what she asked for. With his big hands he held her hips
tightly. She kept her legs wrapped around him and without warning, he pulled
out and slammed back into her.


The motion was abrupt and shaky, as if he were trying to
control himself but failing. He didn’t make an attempt to kiss her. Just kept
his gaze on her while he repeated the action.


When he thrust inside her again she couldn’t hold back the
cry that escaped. In this position he filled her completely. If he kept
slamming into her she knew it wouldn’t be long until she came.


Each time he filled her, he hit that perfect spot deep
inside her, pushing her closer to climax.


“You’re so fucking perfect, Saroya.” His voice sounded
gravelly and rough. He didn’t stop his thrusts as he spoke.


The muscles in his arms flexed as he held her up while still
pushing into her.


“So tight,” he continued.


“Ah,” she cried out as her inner walls began tightening
around him. It wouldn’t be long now.


“I used to think about you while I used my fist,” he
muttered, the words barely audible.


As she rolled her hips against his she cried out again. “Oh
Goddess!”


“You’re on my mind all the damn time, woman.” How he could
talk while he was wildly thrusting was beyond her. She could barely remember
her own name.


Closing her eyes, she let her head fall back against the
tile as an orgasm ripped through her. The pleasure pulsed from between her legs
to all her nerve endings with abandon.


When he reached between them and tweaked her clit, she
totally lost it. The intensity of her climax rose inside her until she felt as
if she’d fall apart. The sensations surging through her made her body tingle
until she was only aware of him.


His cock was thick and hard and all hers. As she came down
from her high she opened her eyes to find him staring at her. His expression
was heated but still hard to read.


As he moved them away from the wall he didn’t say a word.
Instead, he sat on the built-in bench while still buried deep inside her. In
that moment she understood what he wanted because she craved it too.


Her knees pressed on the stone bench as her legs settled
around his thighs but it didn’t hurt. Just the feel of his cock took away any
discomfort. Rising up on her knees, she savored the way his thick length
dragged against her inner walls.


When she sat back on him, he hissed out a breath. In this
position he was giving her all the control and power. Something that surprised
her. She loved that he allowed himself to be vulnerable with her. Would give
her this control.


The warm water splashed over her now, creating a waterfall
over their bodies. The added sensation was wildly erotic.


She continued slowly moving up and down and savoring the way
his body tensed with each stroke. The man was rock hard and pulsing inside her
but she enjoyed dragging this out. Teasing him.


When she slowed her movements even more, Linc lost his
patience and took over. His neck muscles corded and his arms tensed. He grabbed
her hips and slammed up into her. The hard action sent delicious shivers
coursing through her.


She tried to brace her hands on the wall behind him but it
was useless. The tile was too slick. As he continued thrusting in jerky,
uncontrolled strokes, she could only hold on to him for support. She should
have known he wouldn’t let her stay in charge for long.


“Saroya,” he growled her name, his voice low and intense.


That sound alone made her go weak. Everything about this
warrior did. After tonight she knew there would never be anyone else for her.
Even the thought was insane.


Almost immediately he began climaxing. His grip on her
tightened and his thrusts increased. With a loud shout he emptied himself
inside her. After what felt like an eternity, they both stilled and Linc
pressed his forehead against the middle of her chest.


His breath was hot and when he pressed his lips against her
skin softly, reverently, she shuddered. He could go from rough and hard to
sweet and gentle in seconds. His hands moved from her hips and slid up her
back. Gently, he shifted her and pulled her so that she was sitting across his
lap.


The way he cradled her against his hard body was dominant
and protective at the same time. When he buried his head against her neck, she
melted and wrapped her arms around him.


“I started to contact you at least a dozen times today,”
Linc said quietly.


She stroked her fingers through the damp strands of his
hair. “Why didn’t you?”


“I didn’t want to seem needy.”


She smiled at the blunt, honest answer. “That’s not needy. I
need to know you care.”


He snorted softly. “I care all right. I was half in love
with you that first week we met. After that, it was all downhill for me,” he
murmured.


Surprised, she stiffened slightly and his grip increased as
he looked up at her. “I don’t expect you to say anything right now, but I need
you to know how I feel. I fucked up trying to keep my distance from you and
that’s something that’s going to change. I’ll be home so often you’ll get sick
of me.”


Saroya smiled at the last statement. “That’s not possible.”
She felt as if she’d been living in a cold tomb for the past six moon cycles.
Now that she and Linc had finally connected everything had changed overnight.
If she was honest, she didn’t even mind the thought of fighting with him. At
least then they were communicating. “You know I—”


He covered her mouth with his hand. “Don’t feel you have to
say it.”


She licked him and when he still didn’t move, she used her
teeth. When he withdrew his hand she didn’t waste time. “I’ve wanted you from
the moment we met. When I found out you had my studio built for me—”


“You knew that was me?”


She nodded. “Yes. And quit interrupting. When I found out
what you’d done, you stole a little piece of my heart. After these last few
days…I love you too, Linc. We still have a lot to learn about each other but I
know what I feel.”


He grinned and the action completely transformed his face.
No longer was he the hard warrior but a man who could make her melt with one
smile. When she lightly shivered, Linc used voice command to turn the water
off, then scooped her up as he stood. “You need food because tonight is not
over. Not by a long shot.”


Wordlessly she smiled as he began toweling her off and got
distracted. When his hands moved over her breasts, his breath hitched and he
paused to cup them. Teasingly, he rubbed his thumb over one of her nipples and
let out a small groan. Her smile widened. Looked like food would have to wait.
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