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Chapter One

 

Adam Wydner would have recognized Jezermiah Cameron, a.k.a. Jesse Calhoun, self-elected mayor of Chinook, even without the detailed information he had been given to locate her. Purple eyes were as rare in 2150 as fuel-injected engines. Even from this distance of twenty-five feet, her eyes were clear and bright against a mass of the blackest hair he had ever seen on such a fair-skinned woman. She was an unusual mix in every way, down to the fragile build that graced her tall frame.

He focused in on her, blocking out all other stimuli.

She was ordering around a group of muscle-bound males who looked intent on doing damage to anyone who crossed her. And yet, the merest of breezes looked sufficient to whisk her away. Although that was impossible, since she was the wind. The wind to her two sisters’ fire and water. All believed to be level five psychics.

Until now he hadn’t understood why he was called out of retirement for this mission.

Now, in his mind, there was no question.

She was his.

The conviction wrapped around him and settled within his soul like a long awaited homecoming. He couldn’t take his eyes off her. The slender column of her throat disappeared under a flannel chambray shirt that looked two sizes too big for her, and the heavy work pants she wore did nothing to hide the delicate curve of her hips. He could feel her intensity.

As he sat in his parked skimmer watching her, he concentrated his gaze on the graceful hollow where throat met collarbone, wishing he could press his lips to the translucent skin. He watched her fidget. While she issued instructions, her slim fingers stroked her neck, and she gave a furtive glance around before returning her attention to her men.

It pleased him that she could sense him. That is, she sensed something. She wouldn’t yet know that she belonged to him.

And he suspected that convincing her would be considerably harder than the mission itself. His groin stirred at the suggestion of how he would accomplish that.

At first he had hoped to be assigned to kidnap the one who was fire, which sent his imagination into overdrive with images of what her name might imply. But looking now at the oldest of the sisters made him change his mind. The heat simmering within him as he studied her would prove enough for them both.

As he continued to watch her, he invaded her mind, planting a thought. You will come to me.

He paused a moment longer before he started his skimmer and drove past the row of vehicles lined along the wooden planked sidewalk until he came to the end. He pulled into the last space and cut the power. The sleek vehicle hummed to stillness.

As usual, when he stepped out he felt embraced in a time warp. After the successful global rebellion fifty years ago, few towns had escaped unscathed and this small town in Alaska was no exception. But while the major cities had been completely destroyed, other more isolated regions like this had enough intact to start up again.

Satellite dishes stood tall in the distance, but the hard-packed mud street he walked on held only traces of the smooth white stone for which Alaskan streets had been famous. With a plentitude of oil at its disposal, the fiberglass-kinetic material was developed by Alaska in 2100 and had been imported worldwide.

The planked sidewalks and log storefronts that now graced Main Street made the town look like a two-hundred-year-old western starring John Wayne and was a necessary result of a sector that cherished its autonomy. The newly self-proclaimed nation of Alaska had no intention of being dependent on anything it couldn’t produce or mine itself, like brick or stone, but it had plenty of trees.

And water and space—even oil, if things got really desperate. Which was the problem. The newly formed League of World Government Sectors needed Alaska to join them. They needed its resources to help rebuild the rest of the North American continent. And if Alaska stubbornly refused to do so, it might encourage other rebellious sectors to follow suit.

To be fair, Alaska wasn’t the only government looking to take a break from a unified anything.

He half-agreed with them. He understood their caution. Which is why he had wondered why Shannon Riedel, the Psychic Sensory Investigations Agency Director, wanted only him and no others on this mission to determine Jezermiah’s intentions and her level of psychic abilities. When his long-term friend and mentor had insisted that he held the key to Jezermiah’s cooperation, he had trusted her too much to question. Whatever the reason, she would reveal it in time.

The tall, lithe goddess was now standing with her hands on her small hips and ordering a group of her lackeys to haul every bench they could find into the meeting hall as the streets and sidewalks continued to teem with people.

She grabbed a tangle of her long thick hair with one hand and was threading it through a cloth tie as Adam approached the door to the hall. He would hardly draw attention today since strangers from all over gathered for the first meeting to discuss California’s water needs and how Alaska could benefit by trading its water for food.

His boots clicked along the wooden sidewalk. He lowered the wide brim of his black hat, planning to slip right past her, when she turned suddenly and faced him dead on. For the briefest of seconds her eyes flared and then turned impassive again. She gave a generic nod of acknowledgement, about to face her men, when she fixed her gaze on him again.

There was no way she could have recognized him from anywhere. Unless, of course, it was true that she was a psychic of the highest level. His blood warmed at the thought of colliding with a beauty so powerful. As powerful as him.

“Who are you?” She blinked her thick lashes and seemed startled by her own question.

Had she felt him transferring his desire to her? He withdrew the transfer lest she grow wary of him.

“That is,” she shifted her weight, “are you here representing some special interest group? You look familiar.”

She had a husky voice so at odds with her feminine stature. But one that fit with her tough stance.

If he lied, she would know it. He carefully blocked any thoughts of his purpose or the lustful ideas running rampant in his system.

“We have never met, ma’am.” He tipped his hat. “My name’s Adam Wydner.” He stepped forward and extended his hand.

She nodded. “Jesse Calhoun.”

As soon as he got within a foot of her, the aura surrounding her nearly knocked him flat. His body was like a magnet drawn to its polar opposite. Her scent filled him with a rich mixture of female musk and lilac. The urge to touch her was powerful. He stuffed down his reaction lest she sense it, reeling himself with the strong sensation.

Damned if he didn’t feel an erection stirring in his coarse denim pants as he gazed down into her face. If he didn’t rein in his lust for her it was bound to be noticed.

She seemed hesitant to take his hand. She licked her lips and took a little breath. Then, business-like again, she extended her hand. “Mr. Wydner,” she said with a curt nod.

When their fingers touched, his body lit like a torch.

He forced himself not to squeeze her small hand in a fierce grip, willing himself instead to break the contact. But he couldn’t seem to do it. He was sure his expression showed no sign of his inner turmoil, but his pulse was beating at a frantic pace and he could feel the head of his cock sliding down his thigh. It was as though she had cast a spell on him even though he knew better. He should have been prepared after all these years. It was bound to happen that fate would one day deliver his soul mate.

He forced a smile and slid his fingers along her palm in an effort to let go of her, but it didn’t come easy. A small gust of wind kicked up through the wooden slats beneath their feet, stirring up dust. Was she warning him off? He mentally berated himself—she was a psychic, not a witch. If she chose to use her power over wind, she could do better than that.

He finally broke contact. She looked a little stunned and stepped back as soon as he released her. Her bodyguards formed a protective circle around her.

Barely two seconds in her presence and he had almost blown his cover. Pretending that he hadn’t noticed the cavalry forming, he gave a nod. “Well, ma’am, I’ll just grab a space in there before it gets too crowded.”

His quick exit saved him from answering her other question about whether he represented a special interest group. If she guessed he was here for the PSI Agency she’d bolt. It had taken them years to find her. It had taken him a lifetime.

 

 

 

Chapter Two

 

Jesse sat off to the side of the stage, listening to the engineer she had just introduced explain the plans for the proposed pipeline. She gave a small sigh of relief that the meeting was proceeding smoothly.

After she had recapped California’s proposal to purchase water from Alaska, she had fielded questions about user fees, royalties, and who would pay for the pipeline bringing the water.

Chinook sat in the heart of the largest lake system in Alaska, so if the proposal went through, it would be a major supplier to California. The impact on the small isolated town would be impossible to predict, but still every contingency needed to be addressed and considered.

The food that California couldn’t grow without water was sought by Alaskans. Although fish and game were plentiful, Alaskan’s needed a year round supply of grains and vegetables. Jesse couldn’t help but think of her sister Rayne struggling in California.

She wished she could see her and her youngest sister, Carmella, too. The last she knew Carmella was in Ohio. Carmella had been only ten and Rayne twelve when, for their own safety, their grandmother Maile had separated them, keeping each of their destinations secret from each other.

As the engineer explained where the proposed pipeline would go, she thought about the last time she had seen her small family. Jesse barely remembered her mother since she had died giving birth to Carmella, but her grandmother had taught Jesse everything she knew. The one who warned her about her psychic gifts and her unusual power over the wind. Jesse had seen evidence of it here in Chinook. Like a gentle breeze that stirred the long grass, Jesse, with the mildest of comments could cause an entire group of citizens to change direction, no matter what the controversy. When she was younger, she credited it to her confident demeanor or an uncanny conviction in her voice, but now she knew it for what it was. A legacy left to her by her evil great-grandfather.

Whether a gentle breeze that naturally turned people in her direction or a fierce wind that could destroy everything in its wake, Jesse wanted no part of her paranormal power over the wind. She finally understood what her grandmother tried to counsel her about. She just wished she understood better her grandmother’s other counsel for her to be careful with whom she fell in love. Jesse missed her and had regretted her last words to her.

Her grandmother had been heart-broken over separating the girls and sending them away. Even at that time, Jesse had understood that her grandmother feared for them due to another wave of paranoia seizing the region. The climate for psychics was once again becoming dangerous.

Still, Jesse had always been the one to look out for her younger sisters, repeating the warning of her grandmother to hide their powers, even from their grandfather. She argued with her grandmother that day, telling her that she was old and her powers were weakening, but that she and her sisters were strong. They knew how to be careful and it was wrong of their grandmother to separate them. When her grandmother refused to listen, Jesse railed at her, saying that she hated her.

It was the last thing she remembered, besides the image of Carmella crying and Rayne comforting both Carmella and their grandmother.

Jesse had been fifteen at the time and had run away rather than be sent to some compound where she would be protected for the rest of her life. No one was going to cage her in. She had been careful, reinventing herself continually until years later when she finally found a place where she could blend in. It was another piece of advice her grandmother had often recommended they do when they grew up. She settled into the isolated town of Chinook. It had been perfect.

For many years after their separation, she and her sisters had contacted each other on that anniversary, chaining a communication. But it had been a very long time since they had risked it again. When bands of renegade psychics had been discovered trying to take over new governments, the climate for psychics had become more hostile. The quest by the PSI agents to root out any others had stepped up and rumors circulated that any high level psychics were being hunted and killed. She and her sisters had to suspend use of their powers until it was safer.

Although it saddened Jesse to have no contact at all with her sisters, she had no trouble putting aside her powers. She had no interest in being a level five psychic. The knowledge of her gifts had brought her sorrow all her life. And the legacy of her great-grandfather, Tyre Leyton, was one that she abhorred. Every female in her line had suffered as a result of his evil machinations.

All the female descendants of Tyre Leyton had been born with gifts. None of their mates were psychic or held powers of any kind. Nonetheless, Jesse believed that the worst possible thing she could do was to breed with a psychic, especially one as powerful as herself.

What if she created the next Tyre Leyton? The thought sent a shiver down her spine.

In Chinook, Jezermiah had always been just Jesse. She never did anything that would cause her neighbors to think she had special powers of any kind. She intended to keep it that way.

She felt a sudden sense of unease.

The strange sensation that had traveled along her neck earlier returned, but now it was sliding over her breasts like a warm caress. Her nipples tightened. She drew in a sharp breath and sat straighter as though she was caught doing something naughty. Then a sexual heat flared in her belly and moved down between her legs. A rush of moisture flooded her.

She squirmed in her seat on the stage, trying to shake off the peculiar sensual tremors as her eyes skimmed the audience below her.

Her gaze halted when it settled on the man she had seen earlier. He was leaning against a back corner wall, his long legs crossed in front of him in a casual stance that did nothing to erase the dangerous look of him.

She mentally corrected herself. It wasn’t his look that had signaled danger to her, although the hard angular lines of his face and rough shadowed jaw didn’t help. And his eyes were mesmerizing. Black, intense, as though he could hypnotize a person who was lulled into staring into his eyes longer than it was safe.

Rather, it was an impression she received, a hunch. All level fives had the gift without having to call it up. It was just there, surfacing at unexpected times. With this man it was triggered by his scent when he had moved close to her. A rich masculine scent to his skin that had alerted her, called up her senses, and sent knowledge she didn’t know she possessed. The knowledge that this man was a danger to her. It wasn’t clear, yet, in what way.

She could call up her powers to discover what he was up to. Touch his thoughts, even plant an opposing idea in his mind, but she refused to do that.

She would not use any of the powers gifted to her by her evil great-grandfather. She would find out this man’s intentions the same way everyone else did—through logic and intelligence.

She gave a mental shrug and tried to turn her attention back to the engineer, but like a magnet drawn to its opposite, her eyes couldn’t pull away from him. Yet, this time he was too far away for its cause to be the aura that had surrounded him and that had captured her on the front porch.

She frowned. And then without warning, the sexual heat that teased her turned to a molten fire that swelled her sex. The feeling was so powerful she bit her lip to keep from crying out.

She couldn’t see his eyes, hidden beneath the wide brim of his hat, but even from this distance she could see his jaw move and see the strong chords of muscle that ran along his throat flex with tension.

She narrowed her gaze, trying to detect if he was staring at her and purposely trying to make her uncomfortable. A woman didn’t have to be psychic or telepathic to feel when a man was undressing her with his eyes. And if that was the only danger he posed it was a relief. She could certainly handle him.

While she simmered, he crossed his arms over his broad chest. Then, to her annoyance, he tipped up the brim of his hat and stared openly, his gaze unflinching. She raised a brow, but he didn’t so much as blink.

Arrogant bastard. What was his game anyway? A small trickle of sweat pooled between her breasts.

Whatever it was, she wasn’t playing.

And he wasn’t worth brooding over.

Except that when he stared at her, she wasn’t uncomfortable exactly…she was aroused.

 

 

 

Chapter Three

 

Adam slipped out of the meeting before it was over. He had seen enough.

If she was living as a psychic or even exercising undue influence over the population of Chinook, he couldn’t see it. In fact, other than her classic beauty, she blended in as well as anyone.

He wouldn’t find out anything more hanging around here. Not until he isolated her in the Agency’s protective environment would he know.

He would spend the rest of the day reviewing his plans to kidnap her.

 

* * * * *

Adam slipped into her bedroom later that night, glad that he decided to kidnap her while she slept, because it gave him the advantage of having her half-naked when he did.

He gazed down at her sprawled figure lying across the bed, tummy down and long limbs tangled in the sheets. Her luscious bottom was barely covered by a delicate scrap of ivory lace and the T-shirt she wore was hiked up past her waist.

All he could see of her face under the tumble of dark waves were full lips relaxed by sleep, glistening with moisture in the moonlight, and a light flush coloring high cheekbones. Every cell in his body reacted. In the space of a breath, he was hard…throbbing hard.

He ran a hand through his hair and grimaced. How was he going to make it through the next several days of interrogation while sporting a constant erection?

Maybe he needed to resolve that conflict first.

But even as he thought it, he doubted she’d cooperate.

He eased down beside her, wanting to wake her before he administered the Bellaveter. It was a powerful yet harmless drug. When she came to, he wanted her to remember the preceding moments so it would lessen the shock of her kidnapping.

He lifted a thick curl off her cheek and stroked lightly along her jaw line. She frowned, her small straight nose crinkling until she gave a soft sigh and then relaxed again.

He suspected she slept deeply and wondered what collective thoughts she was picking up during these unguarded moments, what thoughts from those Akashic records that stored every thought that has ever occurred on the astral plane.

He could plant a thought in her mind now. Whisper in his perfected hypnotic tone that he was her completion. That only together could they be whole.

But he wouldn’t. He wanted her to recognize him through her female senses first. He wanted her to feel the powerful pull of her sex that drew her to him in the same way he felt it.

He ached now, groaning at the fullness that stretched the fabric of his pants and the seam that cut into his balls.

He pulled out the small plastic package and ripped gently. “Wake up,” he murmured, close to her ear, holding the opened packet. He allowed her to breathe in the herbs from the scented cloth, but held it far enough from her nose that it would take effect slowly.

Her huge purple eyes opened wide. “What…” She lifted her head and gave a puzzled frown, then rolled over in slow motion. But while her actions grew more slumberous her eyes sharpened. “Why…are…”

“Shhh…” He lifted an errant curl that stuck to the moist skin of her cheek. “You’re coming with me, honey.”

Panic filled her eyes, but while he knew her sight and hearing would be the last of her senses to weaken, the Bellaveter was already paralyzing her physical responses. She gave a slow shake of her head. Her hand came up off the bed and then dropped.

“I won’t hurt you, Jezermiah.” Terror filled her eyes when he called her by her given name. “Trust me,” he urged as he continued to run a lazy finger along her cheek. She looked as though she wanted to murder him. Although her facial expression hadn’t changed, her violet eyes torched into flames. He touched the tip of her chin, tilting her face up, tempted to kiss those full, relaxed lips. Her eyes flared, but she was powerless to react.

The thought occurred to him that he might not find her this vulnerable for some time.

Unable to resist, he gave in to the impulse.

He drew close to her and ran his nose along her cheek, inhaling her delicious scent. Then he ran his tongue along her lower lip for a small taste of her. The rush of blood that pounded through him with the contact jolted him.

He drew back and frowned, just as her thick lashes closed, feathering pale cheeks. Though he was unwilling to break the pleasurable contact, he was annoyed by how little control he had around her. If he wanted to keep the upper hand, and he definitely needed to, he had better curb his appetite for her.

Was it the pheromones she emitted? He knew they had to be strong. It explained why the males at the meeting today had hovered around her like studs circling a mare in heat.

For the first time he wondered what he would do if he discovered that she was a threat. Would he have the strength to turn her in?

But the idea was impossible. How could his eternal mate be evil? And there was no question in his soul that she was his mate.

He knew it with every fiber of his being. That she was a psychic was also without question. It was only the level of her powers that he needed to determine.

A dark thought edged into his mind. What if his attraction to her was purely physical and so strong due to her pheromones that he was confusing his sexual need for her with his spiritual need to become as one with her soul?

But in his thirty-six years he had always trusted his psychic ability and never before had he recognized anyone as his soul mate. Why should he doubt it now?

Except that he had also never felt such a strong sexual pull before either.

He slipped an arm under her shoulders and the other under her knees and lifted her easily off the bed. The contact of his forearms sliding beneath her satiny thighs was torture, but he ignored it and carried her out of the bedroom and toward the backyard where his skimmer waited.

After settling her comfortably on the lamb’s wool blanket spread out in the skimmer’s back, he started to drape a silk sheet over all that bare skin that shimmered like pearls in the moonlight, but then stopped. He shouldn’t look at her while she lay unconscious and unable to protest. But he did. Her tits were small and high, beautifully shaped with large nipples that darkened the lavender T-shirt.

He guessed her nipples were not pale like the rest of her skin but ruby-red dark. His cock swelled at the thought of taking a taut nipple into his mouth and rolling his tongue along the sensitive tip.

He cursed at the bite of pain his zipper caused. His arousal was becoming unmanageable, even annoying.

He could end it by simply reaching into his pants. Looking at her spread out before him, it would take only a few smooth strokes to get him off.

His eyes dropped to the small triangle of lace between her legs.

A small mound of curly hair darkened the lace and then he groaned when he realized it disappeared. It was clear her sex lips were smooth. She was damp and the full fleshy folds were clearly outlined against the silky fabric between her thighs. The thought of his tongue tracing along the hairless swell of her sex had his cock throbbing.

This was stupid. This paralysis of lust. He closed the door of the skimmer and, turning his back on her, unzipped his fly. He would not visually rape her when he jerked off, assaulting her with his eyes and his thoughts while she lay unresponsive, but he definitely needed to relieve himself.

He frowned when he took out his cock and the cool moist air drifted over his heated flesh. It looked like some aberration of his body, sticking straight out like a flagpole from his fly, the skin red and smooth compared to the dark rough skin of the rest of his body. Like most men, he wondered how women could even take the ugly beast seriously. He would have laughed if he weren’t so strangled with lust.

Maybe it was true that men were led by their cocks.

But even as he thought it, he knew it wasn’t true. It was the lovely creature he had just drugged and kidnapped that had captured him and now ruled his hungry responses.

He didn’t have to look at her. Every detail of her was already etched on his brain. He leaned against the skimmer’s door and wet the tips of two fingers. Then he slid the moisture along the thick purpled vein that ran his length and imagined her tongue slipping along his hot skin, fluttering lightly and then with more pressure before she took the angry head into her mouth and poked her tongue into his slit, tasting his cum.

He groaned aloud and pictured sifting his long fingers into her silky hair as he guided her mouth around his shaft, urging her to take him deep and suck hard.

He mimicked the motion, fisting his cock and squeezing.

But it was picturing her smooth sex lips, flushed and swollen, his tongue licking up her juices and feeling the hot silky skin against his lips that did him in. He pumped, feeling the pressure build in his balls and his cock swell until his cum eased out the tip.

With a deep groan he gave himself over to the pleasure.

His cock exploded like a rifle going off. He groaned, watching jets of cum shoot out in front of him, the sensations making his knees weak and causing a sweat to break out over his body. He flattened sweaty palms against cool metal, bracing himself and savoring the pleasure.

When the contractions subsided, he expected his tension to ebb and blessed relief to wash over him.

Only it never happened.

His cock went to half-mast, but his tension remained.

He was nowhere near satisfied.

He glared down at the evidence of his frustration and stuffed himself back in his pants. If she knew how much power she had over him, it would jeopardize his mission.

His exceptional psychic power would do him no good against his lust for her. He needed either to satisfy it first or hide it from her.

How in the hell would he do either?

He had better come up with some plan, because of critical importance was first ascertaining her intentions. He couldn’t forget that she was a descendant from the most malevolent and powerful psychic ever recorded.

 

 

 

Chapter Four

 

Jesse awoke to the sound of an engine purring and the smell of male, an earthy scent that sent heat pooling in her groin. She tried to lift her eyelids but they wouldn’t budge. Her body felt equally powerless, like a dead weight.

She sensed that whatever vehicle transported her, it was descending.

And then a rush of memory returned.

The powerfully built man from the meeting was towering over her, his dark hair framing his unshaven face in thick waves.

She remembered his lips touching hers, his tongue gliding over her mouth, the incredible heat that ignited her body.

Her eyes popped wide with the next memory.

Shortly before she had passed out, he had called her Jezermiah.

She struggled to move but remained frozen. Directly above her was the ceiling of a high tech skimmer. She recognized the fancy light panels, music skids, and laser search system. Her peripheral vision finally locked onto a sweep of broad shoulders encased in a black cotton shirt. His hair fell over the back of his collar.

The gravitational pull grew stronger. The skimmer had to be in some kind of rocket ship that was descending to earth. At least she hoped it was earth.

The pressure in her ears mounted and her limbs tingled. Sensory touch returned to her body.

The craft stopped and the engine went still.

Silence for a beat until on its heels came the whine of gears. A ghostlike silence returned.

Her neck prickled with sensation and she could wriggle her toes, but she didn’t dare move until she knew what was happening. She closed her eyes and waited.

A warm breeze glided over her skin, letting her know a door to the ship had opened, but still the silence was deafening, no sounds of life from any direction.

The soft rustle of fabric signaled that he had either turned in his seat or left it. She could feel his eyes on her. And he wasn’t simply looking her way. His eyes were penetrating her, sliding over her skin in a purely sensual way. She felt him move closer, his strength and size robbing her of air. The incredible smell of him that sent her senses spinning filled her and made her sex quiver. She could feel a blush stain her cheeks. This man held a power over her that was unnatural.

She had to think. Do something.

If he was a PSI agent, she could well be facing her death.

“Jezermiah?” he murmured close to her ear, his warm breath washing over her.

The deep pitch of his voice startled her, but she didn’t flinch. She could picture those full lips close to her skin.

It was now or never.

A swift right hook with her elbow caught him hard in the jaw and sent him reeling. His head cracked against the chrome gears.

“What the—”

Before he could make a lunge for her, she scurried to her feet and scrambled out the skimmer door with the sound of his muttered curses trailing behind. She made a run for the rocket’s ramp and in minutes she was outside. But it took only a quick glance around to know that it wouldn’t matter in which direction she ran. Damn! She ran anyway.

When she couldn’t hear him behind her, she stopped and looked back. He was sitting there, legs dangling over the side of the rocket’s ramp like he had all the time in the world. He twirled a toothpick between those sensuous lips, his jaw flexing with the motion.

Damn! She locked her hands onto her hips. Damn! What now? She glanced around at the endless prairie facing her from all directions. Not a mountain or tree in site. Absolute nothingness. If ever she was tempted to use her power over the wind it was now. But unless it was a matter of life or death she wouldn’t. So far, she was still alive.

Her head snapped back to his. She could feel him laughing. Fury boiling over, she shot daggers at him with her gaze. He’d be sorry he ever took her. Maybe she would batter him with a hurricane, or whip him up in a small tornado. She half wondered if she could actually do that, having only experimented so far with gentle gusts of wind. She shot him an angry glare.

But when he stared back, a jolt of pure pleasure shocked and inflamed her, sending her off balance. She struggled to stave off the sensual heat building, sure now that he held some mysterious power over her. The temptation to exercise her psychic powers was almost too hard to resist, but caution won out.

She shook off the sexual heat filling her and stared back at him.

Metal winking in the distance behind the rocket caught her attention. She moved to the right and behind the ship a large compound came into view. A string of one-story adobe buildings with trees spotting its perimeter. She thought she saw the sun glinting off a water’s surface.

She sharpened her focus. It was a pool. A large in-ground swimming pool surrounded by a wide patio.

She drew in a breath.

What was going on here?

It hardly looked like a military encampment, but why else would he bring her here? She glanced again at the endless prairie. What choice did she have? At least maybe she’d find a vehicle to steal.

She gave a last look at his relaxed pose along the ramp and then made a mad dash, arcing wide around the rocket and heading straight for the compound.

When she glanced back, he was nowhere in sight.

Within minutes, she was out of breath and quietly circling the compound. It was eerily silent. She approached a large carved double door. Would it be too much to ask that it be open? When she turned the brass knob, the heavy door swung ajar, and she stepped tentatively into a high-ceilinged tile foyer. Huge potted plants and peach and turquoise walls were bathed in sunlight by a large domed skylight. She could hear the gentle trickle of water gliding over stone.

She blinked in awe and stepped in farther.

A movement caught her eye. She tensed. Two hummingbirds flew out of a tree, one chasing the other and warbling in excitement.

She let out a breath, mentally berating herself for wasting time. She had to find a weapon fast and a vehicle to steal if she was going to escape. Escape how and to where she wasn’t sure, but he was bound to come after her and she needed to be ready.

 

 

 

Chapter Five

 

Adam rubbed his tender jaw and smiled thinking about the image she made as she ran from him, her sweet backside barely covered by that scrap of lace and her limbs smooth, silky, and naked.

He had let her run. There was nowhere for her to go.

In the meantime he went back into the ship and started the skimmer. He drove toward the Rubic’s, the luxurious complex of buildings designed to provide an atmosphere for maximum security and interrogation. It was here that he would eventually hypnotize her and test for brain activity in her right templar lobe.

Then he would question her about her family connections and determine where her loyalties lay.

He pulled into the underground garage and took the steps to the ground level.

After that he took his time as he entered the large sunlit kitchen, waiting for her to come to him. It wouldn’t be long before she realized there was no real escape.

He filled the rice cooker and started it and then snapped on the stove. While he waited for it to reach optimal temperature he took a pound of salmon out of the preserver, rinsed it, and then dribbled a delicate buttered lemon dill sauce on top. Then he turned his attention to the vegetables, placing them on the smooth kondela chopping block.

As he chopped and sliced vegetables in perfect diagonals he pictured her wandering the complex, surprised by its opulence and warmth, examining the plush meeting rooms for clues, and puzzling over the individual bedrooms. Outside, tennis courts and pools dotted the back landscape and a large weight room, racquetball court, and hot tubs took up most of the underground level.

If he had to hole up here for weeks, he would get the truth out of her. It would be no hardship. And the Agency had given him no deadline for his return.

He felt himself relax for the first time in months.

 

* * * * *

Jesse was spittin’ mad.

The only way out of here was in his skimmer and she needed a number code to activate it. When she found it in the garage she expected it to be triggered by his touch or a laser scan of his iris. If that were the case, she could have simply knocked him out, dragged him into it, started the damned thing, and then dumped him. The prairie had to lead somewhere. The earth was still round.

But she found it was activated with an old fashioned number pad. She’d have to torture him to get the code out of him.

She wanted to kick and maim something, badly.

This place was useless. More like a vacation spa. No means of communication to the outside world and no weapons of any kind. At least none that she could find.

Not that she’d really kill him. But he wouldn’t know that.

After she had fully explored the compound, she settled on the only means of torture left in order for her to get the code out of him. With her plan in mind and the few tools necessary for the job, she followed the delicate smells coming from the west wing.

When she peeked into the kitchen, he was completely absorbed in pouring what looked like olive oil into a sauté pan. His sleeves were rolled up his muscled forearms and his big body towered over the stove, reinforcing her conviction that she couldn’t physically overpower him despite her many defensive skills. He leaned closer, studied the oil, and then poured a drop more. He opened his black shirt at the neck and a few buttons down his chest. A light sheen of sweat dampened his wide forehead.

The same dark hair that covered his arms peppered his chest. She could almost smell him from where she stood. She blocked out the memory and watched as he adjusted the heat under the skillet several times before he looked satisfied.

A perfectionist.

He tossed in a small heap of vegetables and frowned. Then he adjusted the heat again and stirred with great concentration.

A control freak, too.

But, freak or not, the smells coming from the room were making her mouth water.

She took a quick scan of the inside and saw nothing untoward. Apparently his only immediate plans were to eat and she was starved. Her own plans could wait. She dropped her small bag of tools outside the door.

When she pushed through the swinging doors, he glanced up as though expecting her and let his heated gaze travel over her body. She had had enough sense to throw on some clothes. She would have preferred a pair of pants, but the only ones she found were far too large, so she settled for one of the less seductive sundresses she found in one of the closets.

His lips tipped up at one corner and without saying a word, he turned his attention back to his cooking.

It more than irritated her that the possibility she might attack him caused him no worry.

He glanced up from his stirring. “Hungry?”

Her eyes snapped to his. “You mean in addition to being furious, drugged, and held captive?”

He lifted a shoulder. “No, I was just wondering about your appetite.”

Her mouth twisted. And a comedian, too.

She stormed in. But she didn’t approach him. Not that she was afraid exactly, although she sensed danger being near him. It was just wise to keep her distance.

She took in the contents of the room. While the small sitting room was graced with comfortable chairs, the kitchen was all sleek lines of chrome and stainless steel. Marbled countertop, granite floor. No expense spared.

Whoever he was, he was important. And she was in trouble. She had no doubt now that he worked for the PSI Agency and that he suspected her identity.

But she had covered her tracks expertly. And there was no way he could force the truth out of her. Besides, she would have that code from him and be long gone before he could try.

First, she was going to eat.

“Care to join me?”

He carried two steaming dishes and laid them on the dining table that was set for two.

She regarded him suspiciously, taking her plate and moving clear down to the other end.

His eyes lit with amusement as she settled herself. What did he expect? That in between his kidnapping her and her torturing him they’d share a pleasant meal?

She glared at him.

He raised a long necked bottle. “Wine?”

“Are we celebrating something?” she spat.

He gave a husky laugh that made her breasts tingle.

“That would certainly be my wish.” His lids lowered. “But I’m afraid I’m merely offering refreshment.”

She ignored him and stabbed into her food. The fish flaked into tender pieces. When she took a bite, she couldn’t suppress a groan of delight. It was seasoned to perfection. Even the feel of it sliding down her throat was irresistible. It seemed that within minutes her plate was half empty and her pangs of hunger replaced with delicious satisfaction.

When she looked up he was studying her with naked hunger.

She startled and the look vanished, replaced by a relaxed gaze. But the blood pumping to her sex told her she hadn’t imagined it.

She took a little breath and finished quickly, anxious to get out of there.

“You’re Tyre Leyton’s great-granddaughter.”

Her hand stopped mid-air. She looked up, determined to weather this. She couldn’t deny knowing of him. Any history student would know he had been the leader of the last group of psychic overlords. They had used their paranormal ability to dominate the globe and control resources for their own greedy use.

Leyton himself, as the head, had centralized the world government, basing its headquarters in North America, and lived in splendor while the rest of the world’s nations had to use profits from their GNP’s to pay for such necessities as water. When he knew he and his army were about to lose to the rebels, he had ordered that the infrastructure of the entire North American continent be systematically destroyed. What had once been a prosperous unified global economy was brought to ruin during Tyre Leyton’s reign.

No one hated him more than Jesse.

“So.” She placed her fork down with care. “That’s why you kidnapped me.” She leaned back in the chair and folded her hands in her lap. “Well, I’m relieved. I thought perhaps you might be some renegade psychic trying to overthrow our small, soon to be prosperous, town. It’s no secret that the pipeline will make Chinook valuable. A psychic gaining control of a small territory such as ours could lead to controlling the natural resources for which Alaska is noted.” She pierced him with her gaze. “You are psychic, are you not?”

“Yes.”

She was surprised by his quick admission.

“You haven’t answered my question,” he said.

She leaned in. “I didn’t hear a question. It sounded like a statement.” She flattened her palms on the table. “A false statement.”

His eyes blazed into hers, trying to read her thoughts. She blocked them, an automatic response over which she had little control. It was one gift for which she was grateful.

His eyes narrowed. “There is no point denying it. What I need to determine is what you plan to do about it. Your inherited powers over the wind in such a vast, open, unobstructed country as Alaska could be enormous. You seem to have an expert understanding of what a powerful psychic could do by getting control of Chinook.”

“So do you. Which means you must work for the PSI Agency.”

“Right again.”

His forthrightness puzzled her. “Well, you’re wasting your time. While I’m sure your mission is worthy, you’ve got the wrong person.”

“We’ve been looking for all three of you. For some time now.”

Her throat constricted at the mention of her sisters. She blinked over at him, willing her heart to steady its beat. “Who?”

“Your sisters were located in Ohio and California.”

She wanted to leap across the table and choke him. It was only knowing that by doing so she would confirm what he knew, that kept her seated. She could not let him know who she was.

“Three of them. Well, good for you. I hope you find them, because no more despicable a creature existed than Tyre Leyton. Course,” she gave a shrug, “I’m not sure they should pay for the sins of the father and all that, but I’m sure the Agency knows what it’s doing.”

“That’s what we intend to determine. There is little doubt that you are all level five psychics—”

She blew out a breath. “And how would you know that?”

“It would make sense, wouldn’t it?”

“Not necessarily. If I remember my history, Tyre Leyton himself prohibited two psychics of equal power mating for fear they might procreate one more powerful than himself. And each generation after Leyton showed no psychic abilities whatsoever.”

“Or, they chose not to exercise their abilities.”

She balled up her napkin and threw it down. “That’s the trouble with you psychics. You know everything.” She shot up from the table. “If you were really smart, you’d make sure you didn’t mate with another psychic, and then we wouldn’t have to worry about any of you producing another Tyre Leyton.”

He rose slowly from his chair. “Does that worry you?”

“What?”

He came at her with slow deliberate steps.

She backed up. “Why should it worry me? I’m no psychic.” She licked her lips and glanced around for some escape. She had no reason to think he was going to kiss her, but she knew that he would.

His eyes dropped to her breasts. “You’re trembling. Terrified that you’ll produce the seed of your great-grandfather.”

“Shut up!” she screamed. “He is not my great-grandfather.” Her back thumped the wall. Before she could take a breath, he braced his hands beside her head, trapping her.

He leaned down, a whisper away, and murmured against her lips. “You don’t know what would happen if two powerful psychics mated, but I have an idea.” He tipped her chin up. “Pure pleasure.”

She had no will to fight him. Too late she realized that she had let his low melodic voice hypnotize her. But when his lips settled over hers, rational thought fled. Only the hot burn in her belly mattered. And his lips were pure pleasure. Hot and smooth and wet.

He clamped her waist, pulling her against him as his tongue slid over her lips, teasing her mouth open. His erection, thick and hot between her thighs and pushing against her, made her gasp. Hot sensation sluiced through her belly, clear down to her toes. His tongue gained entrance, slipping along hers as he slid his arousal against her softness. A small helpless cry escaped her as need exploded in her sex and throbbed.

She was so pathetically weak. How could she do this? While her mind fought him, her body pressed forward, seeking him. Before she knew what was happening his hands slipped under her sundress and palmed her thighs, spreading her. Her breath caught. When she squirmed, his fingers slipped beneath her panties and explored. She strangled a moan when he slipped a finger up into her heat.

“You’re soaked,” he groaned. “You feel so silky, Jez.” His thumb teased her clit, sending lightning licks of fire everywhere.

But the sweep of pleasure that shook her was not enough to block out him calling her by her grandmother’s pet name.

She thrashed wildly, punching at him and fighting with all she had, worried that they’d gotten to her grandmother, too.

He stumbled back.

“That’s what this is about,” she railed. She looked around for anything that would serve as a weapon as she sidestepped him.

He was breathing heavily and his arousal filled his pants. She dragged her eyes away. He was so large in every way that she’d have to keep her wits about her if she was to escape him.

“You don’t work for the Agency.”

“I don’t?” He blinked.

It all became clear. She was more worried now than ever. And what about her sisters? Had they fallen victim to handsome renegade psychics, too?

He dropped himself into a chair and raked both hands through his hair. “Look, it’s hard to explain exactly what comes over me when I’m near you but…” His voice trailed off and he gave a laugh.

“I have to say,” she began, stalling for time, “you may have been a good choice as far as looks go, but you’re kind of stupid.” She spotted a heavy brass lamp in the sitting room and inched her way toward it.

He frowned. “How’s that?”

“If you wanted to seduce me, you didn’t have to kidnap me, you could—”

“Seduce you?” he growled. Then he stood. “Look, while I admit I find you distracting, my primary mission—”

“’Course, there is no way of knowing if your people’s theory is even true, is there?”

“My people?”

She was within grabbing range of the lamp. All she’d need was for him to turn away from her, or to find a way to distract him. Damn, she was stupid. Of course she could distract him. He had just admitted as much.

“I mean, while I find you attractive,” she continued in a husky purr, “there really is no guarantee that my mating with a powerful psychic would produce offspring of an even higher level.”

He tipped his head. “That’s what you think my mission is?” He got up from his chair and started toward her. “You think I’m a renegade psychic who planned to rape you?”

“I think it’s pretty clear that you’d hardly need to force me.” She unbuttoned her dress and let if fall to the floor.

Like a bug trapped in a light beam he stopped, still as stone, except for his eyes that roved over her body. She definitely had his attention.

“While your theory is flawed, I’m relieved you’re not from the Agency. I’m sure they are hunting you, too. And while the idea of you fucking me is more than appealing,” she said, lifting her T-shirt over her head and tossing it behind her, “I’m not likely to produce any offspring since you should have figured I’d be using birth control.”

His mouth dropped and his eyes riveted on her nipples. They swelled and tightened to hard points. She groaned inwardly. The hot flush that crept up his neck made her shiver.

She hooked her fingers in the elastic of her panties and watched his face as she slid them off her hips. His gaze locked on the small dark thatch about to be uncovered. When she slid the lace down her thighs, she purposely bent forward, hiding her secrets from him, her breasts hanging like small pendulums before her. He craned his neck. She pivoted, giving him a view of her bottom and heard him groan.

She stepped out of her panties and straightened. He started for her, but she took a half step back before he could loom up in front of her. She needed to get him on his knees.

She spread her sex lips with two fingers and looked him straight in the eye. “Do you want to taste me first?”

He made a gurgling sound in his throat and dropped to his knees.

She picked up the brass lamp but then sighed when his tongue slid over her sex. He groaned, slipping his tongue up into her heat, clutching her thighs and spreading her wider. Her knees buckled. She had to get hold of herself before the pleasure swept her under. His thumbs slid over her clit.

She cracked the lamp over his head.

 

 

 

Chapter Six

 

When Adam came to he was sure he had been dreaming.

The last thing he remembered were Jezermiah’s sweet pink lips, plump and glistening with arousal, and his tongue gliding over the silky hairless folds, tasting her and slipping up into her heat. He thought he would come by just tasting her. He grew hard as the tantalizing memory filled him.

Until his head started pounding. When his vision cleared, he saw that he was still in the kitchen area.

When he tried to move, he soon realized he was tied to a chair. Yanking hard on his restraints proved useless, and while his wrists were tied behind his back, each ankle was strapped to a chair leg. His chest was anchored to the chair’s back.

He twisted around, but couldn’t see her. Lifting up, he took the chair with him so that he was hopping in a circle. When he made a full ninety-degree turn he saw her. She was sitting on the couch, fully dressed, long legs crossed and swinging.

“It’s about time you came to.”

“I probably have a concussion,” he growled. “That’s the second time you’ve bashed my skull in less than two hours.”

“Three hours. You’ve been out for a full sixty minutes,” she quipped.

Despite her tone, he sensed a pang of guilt. He could sense a lot about her emotions that he bet she hid well from others.

“Untie me.”

“Just as soon as you tell me the code that starts the skimmer.”

“Forget it.”

“Then I’ll have to kill you.”

He snorted. “With what?”

She jumped up. “With any number of things. How about a fork jammed into your eyeballs?”

He winced.

“A butcher knife would do fine for slicing off your balls.”

He closed his eyes to that image.

“Or…” She stepped up close to him. “I could choke you with this rope.” She wrapped it around her wrist and jerked.

But he wasn’t paying attention. He was staring at her crotch as she stood before him. Now he didn’t have to imagine. He knew what she looked like, what she smelled like, and how she tasted underneath those panties. He drew in a steadying breath.

If he was going to get himself out of this jam, he had to start thinking with the head that was above his waist.

He tipped his head up and looked at her. “So, which one is it going to be?”

She leaned down close. “Choking you.” She gritted her teeth. “That would give me the most satisfaction.”

He shrugged. “Suit yourself.”

Before he could catch his breath, he felt the rough threads of a noose slipping around his neck.

“It’s not going to work,” he told her as she threw one end over a ceiling beam.

She gave it a tug and his head snapped up. “Tell me the code!”

When he didn’t answer, she pulled it tighter, but it wasn’t anywhere close to hurting him. For all her toughness, he knew she didn’t have it in her.

“Look,” he said, trying to reason with her. “Let’s clear up a few things. I am a level five psychic, but I’m not a renegade. I’m a retired Commander with the PSI Agency and I’m convinced you’re Jezermiah Cameron. My mission is to determine your level of psychic ability and your intentions during this reunification.”

“Why should I believe you? And why should I care? Either way, you’ve kidnapped me and held me hostage. I just want to be left alone. I’ve hurt no one and have no intentions of causing anyone any trouble. Except you, if you don’t let me out of here. Now tell me the code.”

“Do you really believe if you mate with a psychic as powerful as yourself you’ll create another Tyre Leyton?”

“I never said that.”

“You thought it.”

“You can’t read my thoughts.”

“All level fives can—”

“But I—”

He gave her an amused smile. “But you what? Blocked my thoughts?”

“No—”

“You know, you might just get the code out of me by using your abilities. You may be more powerful than I am.”

“I’m not who you think I am.” She walked over to the stove and secured the rope to its leg. “Besides, I’d rather torture you.”

That, he believed.

She pulled on the rope and yanked gently. “All I have to do is stand on my tip toes, grab this rope, and let my weight drop and I could choke you.”

“But you won’t.”

She glowered at him. “Why wouldn’t I?”

“Because,” he said, his voice gentle. “I don’t believe you have it in you.”

“That’s quite a gamble you’re taking.” Her eyes met his, clear and steady.

“It’s no gamble, Jezermiah. I know you. I’ve known you for a long time. It’s just only now that we’ve met.”

She drew in a soft breath. “What are you talking about?”

“We’re fated. You and I.”

She straightened, her expression clouded. “Fated for what?”

“To be together.”

She blinked and then shook her head. “Fated!” She gave a snort. “I’ve allowed you to do it again. The way you hypnotize me so easily should prove that I’m no level five psychic.”

“This isn’t psychic energy, Jez, it’s—”

“Stop it!” She clenched her small fists. “I just want…” She turned her back on him. “I just want to go home.” Her head bent. “But now I have no home, since you’ve hunted me down.”

“Jez—”

She whirled on him. “Stop calling me that,” she choked, her eyes brimming with tears.

God, he wanted to hold her. He fought against his bonds. “Untie me, Jez. I can help you. You just have to trust me.”

But she wasn’t listening. She drifted away, mumbling something to herself. When she turned back to him, her eyes were brighter but still shimmering with moisture. She pursed her lips and studied him. “Yes,” she murmured, brushing a tangle of hair off her face. “There’s more than one way to torture a man.”

Tension leaped in his loins at the way her lush lips lifted in a predatory smile. Her eyes dropped down to the growing bulge in his pants. She licked her lips and gave a little smile. “Oh, yes. This will definitely work.”

He didn’t like the sound of that.

“Let’s see,” she murmured to herself, pulling out more rope from the bag, and then dropping down beside him.

“What are you doing?”

She ignored him and walked behind the chair, her legs impossibly long in that short dress. He thought about how smooth and hot her thighs had felt against his palms. She was wrapping more rope around him and untying others, tugging and yanking and anchoring ends to corner posts and to one leg of the industrial stove. He was trying to figure out what she was up to when she tightened the rope over the beam forcing him to stand.

The chair fell away and he was tethered. Tied up like a wild stallion and readied to be broken. He stood with his legs braced shoulder width apart, unable to move them either forward or back, with his hands behind his back and his neck in a taut noose.

A sweat broke over his body. He wasn’t sure how he felt about what she planned to do. Then again, he was probably letting his imagination run away with him.

She sauntered up to him and dropped her eyes down his body. “Yes, this will be perfect.” She lifted her lashes. “Don’t you think?”

He swallowed. “Perfect for what?”

She scraped her nails over his groin. He was wrong. He knew exactly what she planned to do to him, and he still wasn’t sure how he felt abut it.

When she squeezed him through the heavy denim, he closed his eyes and groaned.

“Let’s see.” Her breath brushed his lips. “Where should I start?”

She released his cock. When he opened his eyes, she had stepped back and was studying his shoulders. She gave him a sultry grin. “First, I’d like to see if you’re as big as you seem.”

She plucked at the buttons on his shirt and drew aside the fabric. “Oh…” She glanced up at him and color rose to her cheeks. In a gesture that seemed purely spontaneous, she swept a tentative palm down his chest. He sucked in a breath with the contact of their skin. Her face flushed, fueling his arousal.

“I’d be careful about doing anything you’ll be sorry for.”

She bit her lip and then scraped her nail over his nipple. When he groaned, she looked surprised by his reaction and then did it again. This time he stifled the moan, but her hand looked so small compared to his muscled chest, her fingers so white against his dark hair that he was already tortured.

She seemed lost in her exploration, threading her fingers through the wiry hair and moving closer for a better look. Her breath fluttered through his chest hair. She smelled so good that he wanted to take a bite out of her. But she seemed not to notice, so intent was she on skimming her hands over every muscle, her concentration fierce, and with such exquisite care it was as though she were a sculptor molding the hard ridges with her palms. Her touch was killing him. He was hard as steel just thinking about the soft pads of her fingers moving down farther.

Standing on her toes, she reached up to push his shirt off his shoulders and then smoothed her palms over his bunched biceps, shaping them under her hands. She pressed her fingers into his muscles as though gauging his strength. She let out a little breath. If she had any ideas about overpowering him, she’d realize now that she was in over her head.

When she turned her attention back to his chest she hesitated. Her eyes dropped lower. As though compelled to touch him, she traced with her fingers the ripple of muscle along his stomach. He broke out in a sweat. She’d have him begging before she got his pants down.
She murmured to herself and then leaned a little closer, almost touching her forehead to his chest. When she breathed deeply, he had to strangle a moan. He didn’t think anything could be more erotic than the thought that she was breathing in his scent. Then she licked his nipple and he jumped.

“Oh, you like that?” Her wet tongue sent a message straight to his groin and had him throbbing.

“I refuse to answer on the grounds—”

She stepped back, looking dazed. She gave her head a little shake as though gathering her wits and then frowned. “Is that right? We’ll just see what tortures you and what doesn’t.”

He stifled a groan when she yanked on his fly button and unzipped his pants. “This won’t lie.” She pulled his pants down over his hips. He came bobbing out.

She drew in a breath. He swelled hideously large as she continued to stare at him, her eyes growing as large as saucers. The purpled vein that ran his length bulged and the head of his cock grew red and angry right before her eyes. His hairy balls pulled up tight. If anyone was being tortured, it was she.

She reached for him with a tentative touch and glided her fingertips smoothly over his stretched skin and then traced down his gnarled vein. His cock jumped. “You’re beautiful,” she breathed.

He choked back a laugh and then sucked air when she drew circles around the rim of his dick with one finger. He held himself so tight he could feel the chords along his neck bulging. The pressure built to unbearable proportions. When his seed wept out of the tiny slit, she touched her finger to it and smoothed the creamy liquid along his skin.

If strangling on his own lust was any indication, he’d never make it through this.

“Smooth,” she whispered. “Not at all like the rest of you.” She sighed. “I think I’d like to taste you.”

He groaned, but his cock twitched in anticipation.

When she cupped his balls, he hissed in his breath.

“But not right now,” she said, looking him straight in the eye while she cradled him, rolling the defenseless sac along her palms. When she dropped her hand, he didn’t know whether he sighed in relief or disappointment.

She walked around to his back. He was definitely uncomfortable with that and held his breath until he could figure out what she planned next.

“This isn’t going to work,” she grumbled.

What the hell did that mean?

She stalked over to the kitchen and wrenched open drawers.

When she turned around, a medium sized carving knife gleamed in her hand. She started toward him.

In a purely instinctive move, he jerked on his bound wrists in an attempt to protect his balls. At the same time that he knew it was a meaningless threat.

Still, he kept a close eye on her. “What’s that for?”

“I want to see more of you.” She moved in back of him and slipped the knife under his collar. In one smooth movement, she slit the back of his shirt and then went to work on his sleeves. In minutes, scraps of his shirt littered the floor.

He stood stark naked before her, other than his pants that were stuck around his knees.

She made the same thorough examination of his back, tracing her palms over every chorded muscle until her small palms skimmed down his backside. He closed his eyes and almost gave it up.

“Not nearly so large here.” He could hear the smile in her voice. “But definitely hard…and tight.” When she squeezed one cheek, the breath left his lungs.

“You’re a menace,” he growled.

“Just give me the code and I’ll end this torture.”

Did he want that? He knew full well she intended to drive him to the brink and then stop until he gave her the damned code. But what she was doing felt so good he wanted it to last. And if he did give her the code, she’d run again and the Agency might not find her again for years.

He might not find her for years.

No way she’d get it out of him.

Warm flesh pressed against his back and hard nipples poked his skin. Oh God, if she stripped, he didn’t know how he’d resist her. Her panties dropped at his ankles. He hoped the dress followed.

She moaned softly and rubbed her bare skin against him. “You smell delicious.” She ran her lips and hands over his back, licking up his sweat, her tongue warm and wet as her bare tummy pressed into his backside. He could feel the soft tuft of hair tickling his skin.

She must have opened every last button of her dress.

He had to close himself off. He was a psychic, for God’s sake, of the highest level. He could turn off his emotions with unusual ease. And he had to remember that her erotic words were lies anyway, meant to drive him crazy. He doubted she thought him delicious.

But he couldn’t forget, either, how wet she was for him when he had kissed her.

Her hands skimmed around to his front, shaping the hard muscle of his thighs and then cupping his balls.

He hissed. “Cut it out, Jez.”

“As soon as you give me what I want.”

“How about if I give you what I want?” He cursed himself as soon as he said it. Any vulnerability she sensed would threaten what little control he had over her, but her tiny fingers felt so good fondling his balls. One hand moved farther below and gently kneaded the sensitive root of his cock. He buried the groan rumbling up his throat as she massaged and pressed beneath his balls clear back to his ass.

He swallowed hard, trying to hold back the seed building and filling him. But it was no use. It wept out the tip and dribbled along his length. He was so close to the edge he didn’t dare let her know. Jesus, how could she not know? He was like a rocket ship about to launch.

That’s what he’d do. Hold back until it was impossible and then relax suddenly. He would come before she realized what was happening. Two could play this game.

He tightened every muscle and could feel the sweat pour off his forehead.

“Oh,” she sighed, moving one palm to his backside as she continued to massage his root with the other. “You are so hard, everywhere.” She slid one palm down to the muscle roping the back of his thighs.

“It isn’t working, Jez,” he said in his most controlled tone. “You can stroke me for hours and I’m not giving it up.”

She chuckled deep in her throat. “Oh, I don’t think so…Commander.”

When she ran a wet tongue along his spine and then dropped to her knees, he prayed to all the gods to deliver him. He’d been tortured before. Stretched along a rack once, his body burned another time and even carved up during his last capture, and he’d not given up anything.

But this. She was kissing the small of his back now and stroking his backside. Then her lips followed her hands. She bit him. Light stinging bites on his buttocks that drove him through the roof. He hissed under his breath.

“Hmmm…” Her lips hummed and vibrated as they traveled along his skin. His arousal throbbed painfully. “Still holding out, Commander?”

He didn’t answer. But he was almost there. He relaxed every muscle in anticipation of the pure pleasure that would pump through him any second. He closed his eyes and shuddered as her tongue laved where she bit, waiting for the next erotic bite.

She jumped up. “That’s enough.”

“What the?” He balled his fists and wrenched against every restraint like some caged animal trying to get at her, his erection as hard as ever. “Stop this, Jez, do you hear me?”

She was standing just beyond his reach, eyes smiling and moving over every aroused piece of his flesh. “You look positively…dangerous like that. But then…” Her lips quirked. “You’re all tied up.”

“Not for long,” he growled, twisting and heaving with a vengeance, feeling like he could level the entire building if he got loose.

She dropped to her knees and cupped his aching balls with one small palm. In half a second his traitorous cock was throbbing to attention. Stupid appendage, he raged at it, needing every ounce of anger to resist her.

She licked the underside of his dick with one tiny swipe of her tongue. He smothered a groan.

“Just how do you plan on escaping my tongue?”

“I’ve resisted torture by far more formidable foes than you.”

She licked along his groin and then to his belly and traced along a thick scar. “So I see,” she murmured, laving the ugly scar with a tenderness that killed him. Then her tongue swept down to his balls and her small hand clasped his rod. He stifled a string of curses and held himself tight, for all the good it would do. She suckled gently, drawing one ball and then the other into her hot mouth as her thumb swept up to his slit and smoothed his pre-cum all over his skin.

Jesus Christ! He couldn’t give in to the pleasure, because she would just stop short until he gave her the code. He shut out the sound of her soft breathy moans as she suckled him and tried to estimate what the correlation coefficient would be of twenty-five trials with a standard deviation of 2.3.

“That’s not going to work, Commander. And the answer is approximately .79.” She lifted his balls and licked him beneath, clear down to his root.

God damned…fuck! His brain was exploding, his body vibrating with need. Her tongue licked and pressed and then worked its way up over his balls and over his rock hard cock. Then she took him into the hot cavern of her mouth.

Pure hot pleasure consumed him. He threw back his neck to suppress a groan as he felt the full press of her tongue sliding along his vein as she deep-throated him. He willed himself not to look down and watch what she was doing, but he couldn’t help himself.

When he saw her dark head nestled against his groin and his cock buried inside her mouth he gave a violent jerk on his wrists, needing to sift his fingers through the soft waves of her hair. A shudder gripped him.

She drew slowly up and down his shaft, her tongue pressing too gently against his bulging vein. He was shaking. “Please, Jez,” he groaned. She continued her slow, torturous pace. “Oh, God, please…” He was on fire, every nerve lit to a fevered pitch. Trickles of sweat dripped down his chest. He tried to thrust his hips, but she simply moved with him, allowing no friction to satisfy his driving need.

She curled her fingers beneath his balls and scraped lightly along his root, just enough to promise heaven but not enough to deliver. One hand cupped his ass, her fingers slipping between his crack and teasing him, driving him higher with no relief. It wouldn’t matter where she stroked him, her touch was punishing.

“Stop it,” he growled, even though he knew it would do no good. She had him exactly where she wanted him. Begging, pleading with her.

She stopped.

She blinked up at him, and dropped her hands by her side, her beautiful face inches from his cock. “Are you sure?”

He thrust his hips at her and thrashed in his bonds, wanting to mangle and destroy.

She jumped up and stepped back from him, watching, her mouth agape as he fought against the ropes.

She swallowed thickly.

“Get down on your hands and knees and finish me off. Now.”

“No.” She stepped back farther. “Not until you give me that code.”

He railed against the ropes. For a minute they seemed to give. She looked startled and ran to the stove, bending over to adjust the knots. Her sweet bottom wriggled as she secured them. If he got free he’d fuck her so hard she wouldn’t be able to walk for a week.

He wrenched with all his might at the rope while she struggled to tighten it, her lush bottom tilting up at him, torturing him beyond reason. He closed his mind to the thought that those lacey panties were at his feet. He could toss her skirt up and lick her from behind and then fuck her on all fours, pumping into her until she screamed and came over and over again. Until she thought she’d died.

While he growled and cursed, she glanced behind her, working quickly. The rope tightened.

She smiled. Then started toward him again.

“Do you know how sorry you’ll be when I get free of these ropes?” he cursed at her. “I’ll fuck you for days.” He wrenched at the ropes securing his wrists, his body twisting, raw with rage. “I’ll bite those luscious tits of yours until you’re bleeding.”

She blinked and stopped, too stricken to move. Good. Maybe if he scared the wits out of her she’d stop this, because he wasn’t playing anymore. “If you don’t get down on your knees and suck me off NOW, I’ll spank you so hard you won’t be able to sit for weeks. Now do it!”

She dropped gingerly and hesitated. “Do it,” he growled.

She gave an anxious little breath and then licked delicately, torturously.

“Harder!”

Her tongue fluttered, teasing skin stretched so tight it burned.

“Jez, I’m warning you.”

Her fingers plucked lightly at the small hairs on his balls.

“Suck me, damn it.”

“Give me the code,” she murmured softly.

He exploded with a string of expletives that he didn’t even think he knew and that should have scared her to death, but she continued her relentless teasing. His body vibrated with need and rage all mixed together to create a relentless pounding lust.

And then the breath left his lungs. It was no use. He couldn’t do it. He couldn’t resist her sweet mouth and he couldn’t make her do anything while he was tied up. And if he didn’t come, he was sure he would die.

“Okay, God damn it, okay. I’ll give you the code. Now suck me…hard, please.”

She stroked his inner thighs. “The code?”

“Suck me.”

She took him in her mouth and suckled gently.

“Harder.”

She kept up a hot gentle pressure but no more and then slid a wet finger between the cheeks of his ass and barely rested the soft pad of one wet finger on his bottom hole.

“Yes,” he breathed, pushing against her small finger.

Then all movement stopped.

“Okay,” he ground through his teeth. “063—”

She pushed for entrance. He groaned deep in his throat when she sunk in to her first knuckle. A fierce shudder sliced through him. But still he was so primed that it wasn’t enough.

“The rest,” she mouthed, her tongue toying with his cock too lightly for satisfaction.

“4089,” he breathed.

She gave a hot pull with her lips around his shaft that sent him to heaven. One more and he’d go off. He was sweating now and shaking so badly he thought he’d collapse.

“Two more,” she snapped and then licked.

How the hell did she know that? But it made sense that she had figured it out. When she fooled around, the pad would have signaled an error every time she got to the ninth digit, letting her know that the code entered was incorrect.

“Get me to the edge, Jez, please, and I’ll tell you.”

She stopped and looked up at him. “How do I know you’ll give me the right combination?”

“Please, Jez. I’m begging you.” He thrust his hips at her. She looked him right in the eye and sunk deeper into his ass. He closed his eyes with the sweet feel of it, his cock bursting out of its skin. The pleasure seeping through his pores had every pulse point throbbing. She didn’t move, all stimulation ceased. “You can trust me, Jez, please.”

He looked at her, his eyes pleading while she stared up at him, her expression wary and her finger buried deep in his ass, her lips barely grazing his quivering dick.

She hesitated a moment and then seemed satisfied with his answer. She swallowed him whole, deep-throated him down to his root and suckled him. The pressure built swiftly, pounding up through him, his seed swelling and pushing. Oh, God, she was good. His body tightened, vibrated, reached.

She stopped. “Tell me,” she demanded.

“67, damn it,” he sputtered.

She squeezed his balls just short of pain, bringing his body to a screeching halt.

His body rebelled, lurched, fought for a release that couldn’t come.

His head pounded.

He couldn’t believe it. She was still kneeling before him, hand wrapped around his balls, but as far from him as she could get, looking a little stunned.

He couldn’t speak, so paralyzed was he by the blinding loss of sensation. He struggled to draw air into his lungs.

“I’m—” he choked on his words, “—going to fucking throttle you when I get hold of you.” His voice was a harsh rasp.

She finally released him and then with a startled gasp, jumped to her feet and ran out the door.

 

 

 

Chapter Seven

 

Jesse climbed into the skimmer, sucking in air from her dash to escape him. He was so strong he had pulled loose the stove leg. If it broke, the rope around his neck would come tumbling down. The rest would be easy.

She worked quickly, punching in the code, telling the skimmer to hurry and hoping the stove leg held.

Despite the fact that he had kidnapped her, she felt a little guilty for tormenting him the way she did and especially for stopping her torture before he reached satisfaction. The code bleeped. She tried to calm herself and concentrate as she punched in the numbers again. She glanced behind her, but there was no sign of him.

And even though he had callously drugged her, picturing his Adonis body shuddering to maintain control made her regret she hadn’t used him for her own pleasure.

Watching those work-defined muscles flex and bunch in agony as she toyed with his sex, frustrating him beyond reason, was exciting. Even the scar that slashed across that hard belly was beautiful. The small burns that marred the sensitive skin inside his wrist and behind his ear called to her to soothe them with her lips. It was a warrior’s body. And she had examined every gorgeous inch of it.

She sighed with disappointment. But not for long. Because for the third time now, she’d punched in the code he’d given her, and it didn’t work.

Damn! She hit the console with the flat of her palm. Damn him.

She wanted to murder him. Instead, she spit out a long string of vulgar curses that graphically described all the things she’d like to do to him and then leveled a deadly kick to the console.

“Tsk, tsk, what a mouth,” a low voice murmured behind her.

She whipped around to see him leaning against a garage post, his boulder-like arms crossed over that massive chest, his eyes heavy-lidded and smoldering. She held her breath, wishing now she hadn’t stripped him, because one look at him had convinced her that he could break her in half with just a flick of his wrist.

She crossed her puny arms over her chest—a chest that couldn’t even hold up a strapless top—and glared. “Well…” She moved her eyes over his body. “Took you long enough.”

He dropped his arms. “That does it.” He lunged for her.

Oh my God. She scrambled toward the back door, but he locked his hands onto her waist and dragged her back.

She thrashed wildly, kicking and flailing, trying to make contact anywhere she could reach and screaming vicious insults at him.

He got her in a vise grip that pinned her arms to her sides and flattened her back against the rock wall of his chest.

Snagging up one wrist, he twisted it behind her back and then clamped onto the other so hard she thought he’d snap her wrist.

“You make what I’m going to do to you so damned rewarding,” he growled in her ear.

She heaved and pulled to no effect, then craned her neck to try to bite him.

He jerked his shoulder away. “Oh no, you don’t. It’s my turn to do the biting.” He turned her roughly, pushing her ahead of him as he stomped back toward the compound.

“You’re hurting me,” she lashed out as she stumbled along.

“Am I now?”

“I think you broke my wrist.”

He didn’t answer, but after a minute he lightened his hold. Just enough that she could slip out of his grip if she waited for the right moment.

Her wrists were small and flexible. With just the right twist at the right time she could escape him.

But to where? She thought a moment. She could hide. The compound was big enough that at least it would buy her time.

He trudged her through the front door and up the long winding stairs to the second floor balcony.

“Where are you taking me?”

“To my own personal torture chamber.”

She couldn’t let him tie her up. She had to make her move before that.

They swept past several bedrooms until they got to the end of the hall where he pushed her into a lushly carpeted suite with a bed in its center that looked bigger than her entire bedroom at home. Off to one corner sat a sunken tub, the polished tile that surrounded it glinting in the sun that poured in through the circular convex skylights covering the ceiling. A low wall of ornate gaslights surrounded it. And above that, sheets of glass served as outside walls and showcased the wide expanse of the prairie.

She gawked.

“I’m going to enjoy this,” he grumbled, dragging her into the room and stopping before the bed. His lips brushed her ear. “Picture yourself tied to that big bed, legs spread for me, pussy lips hot and glistening, begging to be fucked.” His erection pressed into her backside and his scent surrounded her.

She gulped down a breath.

Then with a quick snap and twist, she slipped out of his hold, whirled around, and kneed him in the groin.

He doubled over, the breath leaving his lungs in a loud whoosh.

She dashed for the door and almost made it when he caught her ankle in a bone-crushing grip that sent her crashing to the floor, flat onto her stomach. He was on her in a flash, crawling up her body and anchoring her with his weight.

“Like I said, I’m going to fucking throttle you.”

She didn’t doubt it. After two concussions and an equal number of ball-breakings, she knew she had it coming.

She sighed in defeat, at least for now. There was nothing else she could do, and her body was limp with exhaustion. She cursed herself for being so stupid as to think she could best him in a physical struggle. She’d have to start using her head if she wanted to get out of this. She closed her eyes.

He was breathing hard as he lay on top of her. He had locked his hands with hers and stretched her arms out at her sides. His muscled legs entwined with hers and anchored them down. His chin rested at the top of her head.

She didn’t move. And neither did he.

She listened to his breath slow to a steady rhythm. His body heat seeped through her skin, warming her and making her restless, but she kept still. Then she felt his heartbeat pick up until it pounded against her back.

“Jezermiah?”

She didn’t answer.

“Are you alive?”

She almost smiled at the hint of real worry in his voice, but still she didn’t answer.

A heavy pulse beat against her thigh. He groaned in her ear and rubbed up against her, his pants in contact with her bare legs and bottom, making her aware that her dress had hiked up to her waist. Her panties were still back on the kitchen floor.

She stifled a moan.

He moved her arms up over her head and locked her wrists together with one hand. With his free hand, he palmed her bottom.

The moan she buried bubbled up and spilled over as soon as his rough hands glided over her tender skin.

“I see you’re alive,” he breathed into her hair.

She ignored him, struggling to resist the feel of his calloused fingertips playing along her backside and his big hand kneading her plump flesh. She bit her lip to keep from crying out, but her sex swelled and throbbed, wetting shamelessly.

“You like this,” he said, his voice thready with arousal.

She bit back a retort and held her breath.

He slid his fingers between her cheeks and stroked with a teasing touch. Lust, pure and unbridled, gripped her.

“Don’t you?” he taunted.

She wouldn’t answer. She couldn’t let him know how much he excited her.

“So, that’s how it’s going to be,” he whispered, sliding his lips over her forehead.

She turned from him and buried her face in the carpet. She would not give in to him.

He slid his fingers lower and fluttered them over her sex. “Mmm, wet.” He slipped around her aroused flesh, coating himself with her juices. One long finger slipped up between her lips and into her heat. He sighed with satisfaction. “And hot.” Against her will, her inner muscles clamped down, trapping him, holding him deep within her body.

“Oh yeah, you like this.”

She shook her head, willing up some anger at what he was doing to her, but it wouldn’t come.

With a slow agonizing stroke, he slid his wet finger out and slipped it up through her lips just short of her throbbing clit. He stroked the swollen tissue that surrounded the tiny kernel but didn’t touch it.

She refused to squirm and give him any satisfaction, but she wanted desperately to tip her hips subtly and bring him in contact with that oh-so-tiny organ that held such pleasure. He threaded his fingers through her downy thatch instead, inflaming her, making her want to beg. He gently squeezed the fleshy folds protecting her clit, drawing a moan from her lips. Then he slid his thick thumb up her pussy.

“Oh,” she breathed before she could stop herself, thankful that the carpet muffled her sigh of pleasure.

“I could fuck you now so easily,” he murmured.

Her pulse jumped. He could.

His cock was a few quick movements away. Zip, release, and plunge and he’d be in her, impaled to the hilt. Except that he was so big, and she so tight, that it would take more than a stroke to stretch her. She shivered at the thought of him pushing into her, fucking her deep.

But for some reason that she couldn’t fathom, she knew that he wouldn’t do it. At least not now. It wasn’t that she was reading his thoughts. He had them carefully blocked. She just knew that he didn’t intend to do it now.

“Couldn’t I?” he taunted.

She stayed mute, waiting, half hoping.

“But I won’t.” He gave an agonized groan and then slid his wet thumb up through her folds and probed her bottom.

Oh my God.

He pushed gently for entrance, his thumb so wet from her shameless arousal that he sank into her easily. She smothered a groan at the pleasure that swept over her. Her whole body came alive with the wicked sensation, every nerve lit and anxious. She blocked the thought of what she must look like with his thick finger buried in her bottom.

He bit her earlobe and began thrusting his hips against her, his breathing choppy, as aroused as she was by what he was doing.

She stifled a whimper and tried to stay still, but it was impossible. She tilted her bottom, thrusting against the penetration, letting the rough pad of his thumb stimulate all her sensitive tissue. He shuddered behind her and then slid a long finger up her cunt and massaged and pressed the sensitive pad where his fingers met.

Pleasure rocketed through her like nothing she had ever felt. Her womb contracted hard. She shivered and bucked, thrashing beneath him as he kept up his relentless thrusting and stroking.

“That’s it,” he groaned. “Oh God, yes.” He bit her neck and then licked where he nipped.

At some point he had released her hands, but nothing mattered now but the white-hot pleasure stripping through her body. She gripped the carpet, her body vibrating with arousal, tightening, screaming for release. He slipped his thumb out, his cock bare now, and slipped it over her bottom cheeks, rubbing and teasing her. She stifled a cry of alarm, remembering how big he was.

And then he was pressing for entrance, groaning deep in his throat and probing her tight bottom hole, the pressure and pleasure mixing together to drive her to soaring heights.

“Open for me, baby.”

She gave herself over to him and he pushed past her entrance into her bottom with a groan. She screamed with pleasure, yielding to him. He plunged into her, deep, burying to the hilt.

She exploded. First a powerful burst of pleasure that ripped through her, sweeping her under, and then wave after wave of it threading through her body and filling her with a bone-deep satisfaction that had her sobbing into the carpet. Every pulse point throbbed out in pleasure.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned. “Jesus fucking Christ.” His big body shuddered around her. He was so deep, he felt like an earthquake erupting inside her as he pumped his seed into her.

If this wasn’t heaven, it was close.

She collapsed under him and sighed.

“Jez?”

She couldn’t answer him if she wanted to.

“Are you all right, Jez? Jesus. I never intended… Look at me.”

It was the last thing she remembered before she drifted off into blissful unconsciousness.

 

 

 

Chapter Eight

 

The ghost of Tyre Leyton came to Jesse in the same way he always did. When she was most vulnerable, deep in REM sleep. He hoped to infect her with his evil.

Sometimes when her own thoughts turned dark and negative, she feared that he had succeeded, despite that her grandmother assured her that it would never happen as long as her heart was filled with love.

She had always wanted to believe her grandmother, but she had lived in fear of him always, afraid that if she let down her guard, she would succumb to him.

His voice, whisper soft, invaded her mind. You can never escape your destiny. You are my legacy, of my seed.

Jesse struggled to silence the sinister voice, but it was relentless. In my power. Now, always, forever.
No, she screamed, fighting against the darkness that gripped her, that surrounded her, that choked off her air.

Then she stopped struggling and concentrated on what her grandmother taught her. She drew in her thoughts, focused and reached for the light within. Images of her grandmother surfaced, her warm comforting smile, her voice. It’s all right, Jez. You’re strong. Turn toward the light. Rid your heart of fear and let love in. You can do it.
It was as though her grandmother was beside her.

And then Jesse was awake, blinking against the sunlight that bathed her, and surrounded by a familiar scent that comforted her pounding heart and engulfed her in a soothing warmth. Male warmth.

Her eyes popped wide.

She took in her ivory-drenched surroundings, his private torture chamber, the one in which last night he had sent her to heaven. She sighed.

Behind her that nemesis lay, spooning her body to his, his breathing deep and peaceful, his arms cradling her.

It was morning. While she still wore her sundress, she could feel that he was completely naked. His muscled stomach pressed against her bare backside and his sex, heavy and large but relaxed, nestled against her thighs.

Half of her wanted to stay like this forever, and the other half was still furious that he kept her captive.

Now was the time to slip away and hide.

She lifted his warm hand off her stomach and slowly rested it on his hip. His breathing remained steady. She nudged his leg off, slipping her own out from underneath. Rolling gently to the side of the bed, she attempted to slip her other arm out from under his, tugging just enough so as not to wake him.

Her eyes dropped down his body, over honed muscle and golden flesh that was covered everywhere with a light dusting of dark hair. The relaxed set of his face drew attention to his full lips and softened the menacing effect of his heavy beard growth. She swallowed any thoughts of running her hands down his body, annoyed with herself that he had such an effect on her. She pulled again at her arm, trapped under his neck. She frowned and leaned in close, lifting his thick hair just a fraction. A flash of metal winked at her. Handcuffs. Their wrists were locked together.

She wanted to beat him.

When she looked back at his face, he was fully alert and smiling. “You’re not going anywhere.” His eyes glinted with amusement.

She thrashed and flailed at him, punching at his arm but his big body didn’t even budge. She wanted to beat him silly. “Where would I go, you idiot. I can’t even get the skimm—”

“You’ll hide.” He propped himself on one elbow, pulling her down easily with the gesture and pressing his handsome face to hers. “And I want you close.”

She shouldn’t like the predatory sound to his voice, but she did.

“You raped me.” She tipped her chin.

He reeled back, looking as though she had slapped him.

Good. He should feel guilty.

“Jez…” He tried to cup her chin. “Come on…”

She slapped down his hand.

His eyes turned hard. “You were moaning into the carpet last night—”

“Did you hear me moan ‘yes’?”

His neck turned red and the pulse at his neck beat heavy, but he said nothing.

“Well?”

He pushed himself off the bed and stalked over to a desk in the corner. It did no good to resist his efforts, because he dragged her along as though she were a scarf trailing behind him. And kicking and biting had only produced temporary relief. But guilt, now there she had gotten a response.

She’d play that card until he agreed to release her.

He shuffled through a bottom drawer and pulled out another set of handcuffs.

“What are those for?”

Ignoring her, he lugged her over to a door that was along the same wall as the tub and then drew her through it into a gleaming gold and bronze bathroom. She stumbled in, taking in its contents. More skylights and mirrors surrounded her. Reflected back at her on all sides were the scarred rugged planes of his body. His thick penis, even in its relaxed state, looked wonderfully powerful.

Before she realized what he was doing, he snapped her other wrist with a handcuff and then ushered her into a large chamber with a bidet. He anchored the other end of the handcuff to a metal wall-bracket beside it. Then he uncuffed himself from her.

“Let me know when you’re done.” He slammed the door.

She supposed she should be grateful for the privacy, but it galled her that he kept her locked up.

When she was done, he handcuffed her to the sink so she could brush her teeth.

“We both smell of sex,” he said. “We’re taking a bath.” He went through the whole locking and unlocking routine so that at no time was she unattached from either an immovable object or from him.

“We are?” She looked up from brushing and repeated his words, then spit out the paste and rinsed her mouth. “I hope that means we’re taking turns bathing alone.”

“Why should we?” He looked over the top of her head at her reflection in the mirror.

She wiped her mouth clean. “Because, it’s the least you could do after last night.”

He tensed and a large vein throbbed in his temple. “What about what you did to me?”

“You?” She feigned amazement. “You’re comparing what I did to you with rape?”

His nostrils flared and she thought the vein would burst. Their gazes held. He looked ready to throttle her. For one terse moment she feared she had pushed him too far.

“I should have gone with my first instinct when you kneed me in the balls.”

“And what was that?” she taunted, knowing full well that she didn’t really want the answer, but it was too late.

“Spanking the hell out of you,” he breathed.

“You wouldn’t dare.”

His eyes flared. “Just give me a reason,” he gritted through his teeth.

She held her breath, sure that he meant it and willing her mouth to keep shut. She sensed that one more word out of her and he’d have her dress over her head and her bottom over his knee.

Their gazes locked in the mirror. Neither one of them blinked. She was dimly aware of the water running and acutely aware of how large his chest looked framed behind her. With his face unshaven and his hair falling to his shoulders, he looked more like a medieval warlord than a modern military commander. His neck muscles bulged with repressed temper.

Still, it was against her nature to back down. And she’d be damned if she would let him spank her.

She cleared her throat. “The last time you had your hands on my backside…things got out of control.”

A muscle ticked in his jaw. She held her breath. For a fleeting moment she saw rage and pain and sadness all mix together in his expression. Then his gaze wavered.

With an abruptness that startled her, he snatched a towel off the rack and turned her roughly, patting droplets of water from her chin, and refusing to meet her gaze.

Without another word, he went through the locking routine and then dragged her out of the bathroom.

She breathed a small sigh of relief and watched in silence as he bent to turn on the tub faucets and then dribble scented oil under the spray, his tight buttocks almost impossible to resist. She leaned down to get a view of his balls hanging loosely between his thighs and fought the urge to reach out and cup him.

Then he straightened and turned her around. He wrapped her long hair in a twist and clipped it atop her head. Then he turned her back around and with a casual hand started unbuttoning her dress.

She grabbed his hands. “Please. At least let me take a bath by myself. You can lock all the doors. There’s no way I could escape.”

“You’d figure out something.”

“But—”

“I’m not letting you out of my sight. Besides,” he smirked. “I want to see more of you.”

“So that’s it. You want revenge.” She tried to twist away from him but with barely an effort he pulled her back. She circled his wrists, her eyes pleading. “Only a petty man…a weak man, seeks revenge.”

“Then I’m weak and petty.” He drew aside her bodice and bared her nipples. She groaned at the way his eyes brightened at the sight of her. When he covered one small breast with his palm her nipple pebbled instantly. She closed her mind to the delicious feel of his skin against hers and tried to think.

Of course weak hadn’t worked. The man had an ego the size of his cock. Guilt was her ticket.

She muffled a groan. He had bent his head and was blowing on her nipples and watching them pucker to arousal.

“I can’t believe that after all you’ve done you would do this to me,” she choked, forced tears filling her eyes.

“It’s not going to work,” he murmured, barely grazing one nipple with his teeth.

Her sex clamped down. Damn him.

“The last time I fell for your tears you followed it up by choking me.” He squeezed just the tips of her nipples between two fingers.

Pure lust shuddered through her while she fought to keep her head straight.

Somewhere in her lust-laden brain it registered that she had gotten to him with those tears. ‘Course, those had been real. No matter. She had tapped into his vulnerability and now she’d use it against him.

His lips closed around the tip of her nipple and suckled gently. She shivered as a rush of moisture settled between her legs. If this was how he planned to get his revenge, she might wait a bit before playing the vulnerable card.

He gently released her with a tiny lick. “Delicious.”

She closed her eyes and thrust forward a little, anticipating the feel of his tongue on her other nipple. But the next thing she felt was her dress falling around her ankles.

“Oh, yeah. I like seeing more of you.” He dropped to his knees. “What’s this?” he said with feigned surprise, sliding his thumbs along her labia. “You’re all wet.”

She yanked on their handcuff and stepped aside. “You’re an animal.”

“Honey, you haven’t seen animal yet.” He slapped her bare backside and watched her jump.

She whirled around, ready with a retort until she looked down at his erection, full and thick, and all spontaneous thought abandoned her.

His gaze softened as though he could read her thoughts. When he reached up to thread his fingers through the soft tuft of her curls, she covered herself. He gave a soft chuckle. “We’ll see how long that lasts.”

Then he was dragging her into the tub with the strap of her dress hanging off their locked wrists. With a speed that alarmed her, he locked her other wrist to one of the gaslight posts that rimmed the perimeter of the tub and then did the same with the wrist that joined his. He flung her dress off to the side.

She could either sit on the tub’s side, fully exposed with her hands anchored alongside her thighs or sit submerged up to her breasts with her arms stretched out to either side of her. With a sigh of surrender, she let herself slip into the water. She closed her eyes and let the bubbling water relax her, lifting one foot and resting it on the ledge so that one of the jets massaged her heel.

When she opened her eyes he was sitting across from her, sudsing his massive body, his eyes staring between her legs. She knew he couldn’t see anything but swirling water, yet the flushed look on his face told her that he was drawing up the image of her pussy, fleeting though his glimpse had been.

His muscles flexed and rippled with a fury as he scrubbed across his chest and under his arms. He submerged himself and when he splashed up out of the water, he slicked his hair back with two hands while his gaze went back to her spread legs. He stood. The tip of his cock bobbed above the tub’s waves, glistening with water and throbbing red. He started toward her, all one hundred eighty-five muscled pounds of him.

She dropped her leg, but he grabbed her ankle before she could close her thighs. He smelled glorious. Clean and male. And aroused.

Her heart leaped into her throat.

Leaning in close, he wedged his hips between her thighs, his breath washing over hers, a mixture of cinnamon and mint. He dropped her foot and braced his hands to either side of her on the tub’s ledge. He was wet everywhere. Droplets caught on his chest and rivulets slid over and between his pecs. The urge to lick him was irresistible. A hot shiver slid down her spine.

“You want me to touch you, Jez.”

She shook her head but didn’t dare speak, afraid of what might come out.

“Liar.” He slid one hand over her hip and down her thigh as his lips moved closer to hers, almost touching. She wanted to lick the water off his lips, too.

His palm hooked under her knee. “I could fuck you now so easily.”

She jumped when the head of his cock glided along her cunt lips. God, yes, please.
“And you’d like it, wouldn’t you?” His lips grazed hers. All she could do was whimper and thrust her hips. The blunt head of his cock slipped along her lips but couldn’t enter her. She wanted to scream at him to tilt his hips back so she could impale herself on him, but she wouldn’t give him the satisfaction.

“I’d go deep, bury myself to the hilt.”

She stifled a groan.

He positioned himself between her swollen folds.

Instinctively, she jerked at her bound wrists, wanting to grab onto his shoulders. She almost cried out in frustration.

“I know you’d like that, Jez.” He ran his tongue over her lips, exploring their shape and texture. Then he pressed forward.

The size and pressure of him was near heaven, soothing her ache to have him fill her as he stretched her beyond what she thought possible. She bit her lip to keep from crying out and begging him to fuck her hard. He wasn’t having any easier time of it than her. He was shaking.

He grunted. “Yes, I could fuck you so easily.” He pinched her nipples. “But I won’t.”

She choked on a breath.

He shoved away. “And this time I mean it.”

She blinked in confusion, watching him senselessly squirt more liquid soap into his hands.

“Because the next time I do,” he growled, his eyes burning into her, “it’ll be because you invite me into your body.” He rubbed his palms together with a vengeance. “And it won’t be fucking.”

It won’t?

“It’ll be making love, damn it.” He turned his back on her and fooled with more bottles along the tub’s ledge while she tried to catch her breath and understand what had just happened. She knew that he wanted her as much as she wanted him. She was swollen and aroused and tingling with need.

She wanted to pound out her frustration on his beautiful body.

When he turned around, his eyes, hot and mesmerizing, moved over her face and then down to the swell of her breasts.

“Let’s see,” he murmured. “Where should I start?”

“Start what?” she said in a breathless whisper, belatedly recognizing her own words to him when she began her torture.

“Cleaning you.” His eyes smoldered as he knelt before her. “Every hollow, every curve, everywhere I can get my hands on…and fingers in.”

She swallowed a breath. She knew he meant every word. Half of her hoped that he did. But the other half knew he meant only to torture her the way she did to him.

Her heart sighed.

If she were honest with herself, she would admit that it wasn’t likely he was a renegade psychic trying to impregnate her. He would have raped her repeatedly already. She believed that he was a Commander with the Agency.

With a gentleness that surprised her, he picked up her foot and massaged it between his palms, separating the toes and running his fingers in between. He frowned and laid his hand against the pad of her foot.

“No bigger than my palm,” he grumbled to himself as he slid his thumbs along each knuckle of her toe as though memorizing their shape.

She wondered if he’d give such attention to every part of her body.

When he took such care with her other foot, she laid her head back against the tub’s ledge and sighed. His fingers were exquisite, circling her ankle and then tracing the muscles of her calf, kneading and stroking.

“Are you cleaning me or massaging me?” she breathed.

He simply grunted.

Her pulse picked up as his hands slid farther up her legs and stroked her knees. He applied more soap and smoothed it over her skin.

“So, Commander, do you believe I’m dangerous?”

He gave a snort. “Would I handcuff you if you weren’t?”

She opened her eyes and for the first time answered him truthfully. “Yes.”

His hands stopped and he looked at her as though trying to read her mind. A wet lock of hair fell over his forehead. She had such an urge to stroke her hand along the rough shadow of his jaw. Too bad her hands were bound.

“You’re right. I would.” He turned his attention to her other knee, sliding soap all around it. When his fingers strayed up her thigh, she drew in a breath.

He looked up. “But don’t think getting my head bashed in and my balls broken didn’t factor into it.”

She could hear the smile in his voice. “You don’t, do you?” she asked in all sincerity.

She sighed in disappointment when he dropped her leg and picked up the soap again.

“Don’t what?”

“You don’t think I’m dangerous to the Agency and its government.”

He gave her hand the same deliberate attention that he did her foot. And for just a moment their hands clasped before he let go and began a slow massage of her forearm.

“I think you’re a menace and I’ve said as much.” He gave a long-suffering sigh. “But I think more a menace to me—” he looked up abruptly, “—and yourself.” He washed her shoulder and collarbone and under her arm with a smooth gliding touch that carefully avoided her breasts.

“Thank you for believing that.”

“That you’re a menace?” His lips quirked.

She smiled at him.

He looked surprised, but then his frown returned. He started on her other arm. “I see another trick coming.” He glanced at her.

“No tricks.” She met his gaze, letting him read her thoughts. Suddenly she was weary of lying and wondered why. She had been more or less lying her whole life. But now she only wanted the truth. “I am Tyre Leyton’s great-granddaughter.”

He dropped his hands and let out a breath. “Good.”

“And I hate him.”

His gaze warmed. “I know.” He cupped her face and ran his thumbs along her cheekbones.

“And all I’ve ever wanted is to be left alone. To forget who I am and to ensure that no one else found out.”

His hands stroked down her neck.

“And to protect my sisters.” She let him feel all her worry over her sisters.

He gave a half smile. “If your sisters are anything like you, it’s the guys they sent that I’m worried about.”

“You know them?”

He nodded. “Your sisters are safe. You have nothing to worry about.”

She wanted to believe him. She did. He was holding nothing back. What he told her was the truth.

Maybe he had been telling her the truth all along but she wouldn’t open herself to listen.

Her grandmother’s words echoed deep in her heart.

For the first time in so long she felt herself relax.

“Don’t get too relaxed,” he murmured, his gaze turning positively lecherous.

 

 

 

Chapter Nine

 

Jesse couldn’t breathe. He was allowing her to see his desire, his passionate need to be joined with her, and she feared it was more than purely physical.

As soon as her fear surfaced, he gave an impatient grunt and tipped up her chin. “I won’t seduce you. I’m not interested in your sexual response. I want all of you or nothing.”

He stood, leaving her stunned, and with a casualness that belied his raging erection, he walked to the ledge that housed the bathing supplies.

He couldn’t be serious. Every cell of her skin vibrated with arousal and with a need so powerful that it shook her. “Let me lick you,” she choked, her eyes fixated on him.

His cock bobbed in response and the angry vein that ran the impossible length of him stood out in stark relief. She couldn’t take her eyes off him. The pearly liquid of his arousal shimmered on the blunt tip.

Seemingly ignoring her, he grabbed up a small cloth and squirted peach colored lotion onto it. He came back and tipped her chin up, away from his erection. He looked at her a moment, his eyes hard, but even behind the dark depths she could sense his vulnerability.

He started at her chin, scrubbing her skin with tiny granules of scented apricot as he smoothed the lotion over her face with gentle strokes and swabbed the cloth back to her hairline.

“I meant what I said earlier.” He dragged the terrycloth down the bridge of her nose and then dipped it in the water, turning her chin from side to side as he patted her face clean. She couldn’t remember what he was referring to, but she didn’t care. She studied his handsome face, relaxing into his touch and hoping that he wouldn’t stop. But then his jaw tensed.

“We’re both going to clean up and get dressed and then I’m going to call the Agency and have them clear you.”

She sat up a bit. “You will?”

He gave a sigh and threaded his fingers through her scalp, his strong jaw softening a fraction. “There is no reason for me to run tests. It’s obvious you’re a high level psychic, but it wouldn’t matter anyway. You’re no danger to anyone and I can’t see that you have any connection with the Continental Council.”

“What council?”

He frowned. “It seems you’re not the only one who thinks if psychics mate they’ll produce super-psychics.”

He soaped his hands and then caressed her neck. “Since you’re not with the renegade council, you may be in danger of being hunted down by one, captured, and kept as a concubine, for the sole purpose of breeding.”

If she had any sense she would have panicked at the knowledge of what he said, but he had slipped his hands past her collarbone and was sliding them over her breasts. With her arms spread out at her sides, he had full access, and she hoped he’d take advantage. “So the rumors are true?” she asked in as casual a tone as she could muster, not wanting to draw attention to how much he pleasured her for fear he would stop.

“Yes.” He cupped her breasts, as though feeling their weight and then soaped his hands again. He lathered every inch of her, pinching and pulling on her nipples, his promise that he wouldn’t seduce her hopefully forgotten.

When her nipples hardened to points, he rinsed her off and scraped lightly with his nail over the sensitive peaks. She smothered her moans, but her clit throbbed with each sharp flick. She thought she would come from that alone.

“I knew your nipples would be as red and dark as cherries,” he murmured. “And they taste as sweet.” She prayed he’d sample her again.

But he dropped his hands.

“Please.” She squirmed along the ledge, desperate for his touch between her legs. “I’m aching. Just a little bit?”

His eyes grew stormy. She could see the battle he waged within himself. He was still as hard as steel. Her eyes dropped to his cock and she licked her lips.

He took a half step toward her, the tip of his cock almost touching her lips, but then he gave a disgruntled growl and dropped to his knees.

He suckled her nipples gently, causing her to spread her legs wider in response to her quickly swelling sex. Her arousal throbbed heavily and in perfect harmony with his lips. She moaned softly and rested her head back, completely surrendering to the feel of him.

He pulled her deep into his mouth, flicking his tongue over the tips, sending liquid fire though her veins and heating her body beyond endurance. Just when she thought she couldn’t take anymore, he lifted his head and studied each nipple, tracing with his fingertip the edges of the areola with a reverence that startled her.

“So large and ripe for such diminutive breasts,” he murmured, examining her meticulously.

She had never considered her small breasts seductive, but he was studying her as though he had never seen anything more beautiful. His obvious arousal and erotic words were torture.

“I don’t think I’ll ever get enough of them,” he groaned.

He suckled gently, too gently. She spread her legs wider. “Harder,” she breathed.

A low rumble of approval traveled up his throat. “Am I frustratingly gentle?” he asked, laving her nipple.

Before she could answer, he cupped her buttocks with both hands and squeezed.

She ignited. Every sensory nerve lit to a restless pitch. She wanted his hands everywhere.

“Everywhere?” he murmured against her nipple, his long silky hair caressing skin lit to bursting.

“Yes,” she breathed, not caring that he could read her desires.

His fingers played along her bottom, teasing and stroking, one long finger sliding from the small of her back to between her cheeks, and then clear down to her sex and back. A dark shiver stole up her spine. He hesitated between her buttocks at the tiny bud of her dusky rose, stroking with the lightest touch, and then skittered away. She groaned in disappointment.

The head of his cock slipped along her sex, rubbing over her clit and circling it. It felt like it stood out in a sharp point from her labia. She bucked against him, starving for the friction that would bring her to climax.

“Tell me where you want me to touch you.”

“Everywhere,” she begged, yanking on her wrists, needing to grab him. Unlock my hands, please.” She thrust herself at him. When he glanced into the water at her writhing hips, a smile curved his lips.

He didn’t answer, but instead slid a finger up into her cunt. Her breath stopped with the quick sweep of pleasure.

“Look at me.” He knelt back on his heels, his finger still impaled in her, his huge body tense with arousal. “I want you to watch me feel every inch of you.”

She closed her eyes and groaned.

“Open them, Jez.”

She bit her lip and opened her eyes, meeting his gaze, her eyes pleading with him to touch her. His thumb grazed her clit for just a second before slipping away. Her clit throbbed violently, just short of release. She closed her eyes and moaned.

“Keep them open,” he demanded.

She lifted her lashes, determined this time to hold his gaze, despite that her body vibrated with lust.

His finger slid out and back to her buttocks and probed her bottom. “Oh…” She sucked in a breath.

“Keep your eyes open while I slide into you,” he said, his eyes burning with arousal as he slicked her juices around her tight hole.

“I’m trying.” She shuddered when he pushed his finger in one knuckle deep and then stopped.

“Oh, my God.” Her body clamped down hard against the erotic sensation as though not sure whether to rebel or relax with the penetration, but so alive with the pleasure. Her clit swelled harder than she’d ever imagined it could.

“I…” she choked, “didn’t know how much I’d liked that.”

He smiled in approval and then rubbed his thumb over her clit. Her hips rocketed off the ledge.

“I think you’d like to be fucked both places at once, wouldn’t you?” he taunted, his eyes bright with desire.

She gasped, unable to answer, as he eased a little farther into her bottom and then made circles around her clit.

“Wouldn’t you?”

“I…” Her body melted and then shook, quivering with desire, but she held his gaze.

His eyes smoldered. “Answer me, Jez, and don’t lie to me.”

“Yes,” she choked, feeling the flush burn her cheeks but unable to keep the vision of being penetrated from both ends out of her mind.

“Or…” He moved close and whispered in her ear, “…three ways.” He licked her earlobe.

When she gasped in response he smiled against her hair.

“Who would you like fucking you?” he growled. “A few of those muscle-bound gorillas who hovered around you before that meeting?”

“What?” she choked. “No.”

“You’re lying.” He slid his finger deeper causing pleasured, needy sounds erupting from her throat. His thumb continued its relentless gentle stroking.

“I can’t…”

“Tell me, Jez.” He slid his finger smoothly out and then slipped back, deep into her bottom.

She couldn’t think. He began a gentle rhythmic thrusting. She could only feel and want. Need overwhelmed her. She spread her legs wider, not caring about the image she made as she bucked against his hand, yanking at her restraints.

He barely grazed her clit now and his finger slid out and stopped.

“That’s enough.”

The breath left her lungs.

“I already know you want me sexually, and I’m not interested.”

Oh, my God. She wanted to kill him. Was he crazy?

She thrashed and screamed at him, “Then at least release me so I can satisfy myself!”

He stroked one long finger over her cheek. “I will be releasing you,” he said, his eyes moving over her, studying her expression. “It’s what you want, isn’t it?”

She couldn’t answer him, couldn’t think at all. She was gasping for breath, her mind a fog of lust.

He started talking again, but only half of what he said reached her brain. She so badly needed him to be inside her. What did he say about her having to invite him into her body?

He turned his back on her and gathered up some of the oil. She watched his buttocks flex and tighten as he moved.

He took a heavy breath. “The rumors about PSI agents hunting down psychics and killing them are exaggerated by the renegades. Unless they are plotting with the new council to overthrow the government, they are free to live their lives as they are.”

“I see.” She gave a quiet sigh, no longer wanting him to release her.

He came back to her. “Look at me, Jez.” Her eyes met his. “When I release you, you had better not run or hide from me, or you’ll be sorry.”

“What do you mean? Why would I do that now?”

“I don’t know.” He trailed a finger down her throat. “You probably wouldn’t even know why you did it. But I’m not leaving until I’m sure you’re safe. And I don’t feel like getting my head bashed in again.”

Leaving? The thought filled her with panic. “I don’t want you to leave.”

“Why?” He cupped her chin, his eyes searching her face, intense and burning into her thoughts.

“Why?” She swallowed. She didn’t know, other than she wanted him desperately. The need to be filled by him overwhelmed her.

“Please…Adam.”

His gaze softened when she called him by name.

“You know what I want,” she pleaded softly.

“I know more than you know yourself.” He leaned in close, his eyes open, and brushed his lips with hers. “And I know what you need. Don’t I? Even if you don’t.” His tongue flicked over her lips.

“Yes,” she breathed, touching the tip of her tongue to his and reaching for more. He ran his tongue along her lips, tracing and exploring their shape, molding them together.

“Yes, what?” he growled, sucking on her bottom lip and then trailing his tongue along her jaw line and biting with tiny nips that took her breath away.

“Yes, whatever you say, Adam.”

He grazed the tender skin along her neck with his teeth. “If you think I’ll settle for half of you, you’re crazy.” He suckled gently on the delicate pulse that throbbed erratically under his skillful mouth.

He lifted her to sit on the tub’s ledge. His eyes dropped to the tiny rivulets of water that settled on the downy hair at the juncture of her legs.

He soaped his hands and smoothed his palms over her stomach and then lower, tangling his fingers in her soft curls. He spread her legs wide, his dark eyes glittering like polished stones.

Arousal flooded her as she watched his jaw flex and go rigid at the sight of her, so flushed and swelled, so ready for him. Her sex was splayed open by desire, inviting to be fucked. Surely he’d succumb to her now?

He smoothed his palms down along her inner thighs and watched her sex throb under the heat of his gaze.

“Maybe I should soap my cock and clean you thoroughly,” he murmured.

“Yes, please, Adam.”

He trailed his fingertips along her swollen lips and leaned in close and studied her. Her clit throbbed, aching for his tongue. When he touched her with the pad of one soapy finger, she cried out. And then his fingers were everywhere, slipping up her pussy and thrusting, sliding over her labia, rubbing the sides of her clit.

“Do you think you’re clean enough?” he murmured, his eyes liquid with desire.

“No.” She arched her hips into his hands as every finger continued in motion along her swollen lips. He pinched her clit.

She gasped and shuddered.

“I can’t forget your other hole. The one in which I raped you last night, right, Jez?”

“Yes,” she breathed. “I mean…”

“Look at me.” His eyes were hard. “Shall I clean you thoroughly there, too?”

She nodded.

“Ah…” A smile curved his lips as his finger slid between her buttocks. “Yes, you’d most definitely like being fucked from both ends at the same time, wouldn’t you?” He probed her bottom with his finger and she shuddered violently. “Answer me, Jez. Wouldn’t you?”

She was drowning in sensation. “Yes, anything, please.”

“Open for me,” he growled.

She tried to relax into his hand but she was strung so tight she was shaking.

He splashed her pussy with water and then his mouth was on her, his tongue flicking along her clit and then sliding along her lips. She screamed with the pleasure of his tongue sweeping over her, laving every layer of her before he returned to her hardened bud. His finger sunk deep into her bottom. She sobbed.

When he suckled her clit harder, she exploded around his lips and his finger, throbbing with the exquisite pleasure as wave after wave of contractions gripped her in a sexual heat that was torture and that seemed to go on forever. Every muscle turned to liquid fire, everything centered at her cunt and then burst out to every nerve in her body.

When she finally collapsed, hanging limp in her restraints, he jumped up and unlocked her wrists. She fell into his arms.

“Jez,” he murmured, taking her into his arms. She wrapped her legs around his waist, and then he carried her out of the tub. He ran his lips over her forehead and murmured non-sensical words she didn’t understand.

Then she was lying along the big bed and he was toweling her off.

He rolled her onto the large terry towel and patted her back and buttocks dry. She stretched languorously, enjoying a deep contentment that filled her clear down to her toes. She sighed and almost drifted off to sleep.

His large hands stroked and kneaded her shoulders, then drifted to where her wrists had been locked. He pressed his lips where tender skin had met cold metal and licked.

Then he kissed the nape of her neck with featherlike kisses that trailed along her hairline. Her blissful state made her forget that he hadn’t reached satisfaction until she felt the evidence of it pressed against her thigh.

“Sleep,” he murmured, rising from the bed.

She flipped over and watched him grab a towel for himself from the neatly piled stack alongside the tub. He was still bone hard. His muscles flexed and rippled as he rubbed the towel down his powerful body.

“What about you?” she asked.

He looked up and scowled. “What about me?”

“Come here,” she said softly. “I’ll take care of you.”

He dropped the towel onto the carpet and flung open the doors of a large closet. After he grabbed a pair of sweat shorts off a shelf, he shoved his legs into them and hiked them up. She was sure that the elastic waist was a welcome relief. There was no way he could get that impressive erection zipped up.

She dragged her eyes away and looked at his face. He was turned away from her. “Come over here, Adam.”

He looked over at her, his eyes a mixture of impatience and regret. “I told you. I’m not interested in sex. I want more.”

He turned from her and riffled through a cabinet full of dresses.

“More of what?” What did he expect from her? That in little more than twenty-four hours of being kidnapped, she’d receive some revelation that they were meant for each other? Or that she would fall in love with him?

He came over to her and laid a white sundress on the bed. “This should fit.” He placed satin panties beside it.

“Whose are those?”

“Jenna’s. She’s a female agent built like you only shorter. They should do fine.”

“Sounds like you know this Jenna intimately.”

“I do,” he said, meeting her gaze but offering nothing more.

A stab of jealously pricked her. “Well I’m not wearing another woman’s panties.” She flung them aside and picked up the dress.

“Suit yourself.” He shrugged and turned from her. “I’m going out by the pool. There’s body lotion and perfume on the dressing table if you care to use it.” He headed toward the door.

“All Jenna’s, I suppose?” she called after him.

He slammed the bedroom door behind him.

 

 

 

Chapter Ten

 

Adam was stretched out along the chaise lounge talking to Shannon Reidel when Jezermiah finally came out to join him. The virginal white sundress he gave her clung to her curves like water. Why had he chosen that dress? He must have some masochistic tendency of which he was unaware.

And it was just his luck that she refused to wear Jenna’s panties, because he had finally made some headway getting his erection under control and now he was not going to be able to get out of his mind that she was naked beneath.

He could tell she was still in her little snit about his relationship with Jenna. Good. If she hadn’t closed off her psychic abilities all these years, she’d know they were destined for each other.

It was killing him not to join with her. His loins ached with a need far greater than sexual. Although that was killing him, too.

She eyed him warily as she slid onto the lounge beside him. He ignored her while he spoke to Shannon, telling her that Jezermiah had no connection with the New Continental Council of renegade psychics.

“So, you’ve found she’s no danger to the government at all?” Shannon asked.

“No, she’s a royal pain in the ass, but we can’t keep her on our watch list for that reason.”

Shannon chuckled. “She sounds interesting.”

Jezermiah was scowling at him and craning her neck, trying to see Shannon’s face on the tiny screen.

“Right,” he said into the cellufile, adjusting his earpiece so he was sure Jezermiah couldn’t pick up anything. “Tell Jenna I’ll talk to her about it soon.”

“Jenna?” Shannon asked. “What are you talking about?”

Jezermiah’s eyes burned into him.

He wondered what it would take to get her really riled. He turned away from her, onto his side, and concentrated on the call. “As soon as you give me the word, I’ll be back,” he told Shannon.

“That’s not necessary, Adam. You can leave whenever you’re ready. The Agency is grateful for the time you’ve given us.”

“Right. I’m ready to leave now, but I’ll wait until you give me the okay.”

Shannon chuckled.

“Agh! What the—” He was drenched from his chest down to his feet and Jezermiah was standing before him with an empty bucket. “I’ll call you back, Shannon.” Luckily his communication devices were waterproof. He snapped his case shut. “What was that for?”

“Everything!” She flung the bucket down. “You drug me, kidnap me, accuse me of the most heinous acts, then ravish me and now you’re leaving?”

He hid his pleasure at hearing that he had gone from raping her to ravishing her. He lifted a shoulder. “What do you want from me?”

“What do I want?” She balled her fists. “What do I want? I’ll tell you what I want.” She took a breath. “What about protecting me? You’re the one who said I’m probably in danger of being captured by that council of lunatics. What about that?”

He swung his legs over the side and went nose to nose with her. “I’m the one who needs protection. From you.”

She scowled back at him, steam coming from her ears, but said nothing.

He pushed up off the lounge. “I’m getting out of these wet clothes.”

“No you’re not. We’re in the middle of a fight and you’re not leaving.” She swung her legs around just as he was rounding her seat and tripped him. Before he knew what was happening he was falling headfirst into the pool. When he came splashing above the surface she was looking at him, stunned.

“That does it,” he growled.

She backed away. “It was an accident.”

“I’ll bet.” He heaved himself up over the side and started toward her. “I may have drugged and kidnapped you, but I’m sick of being bashed in the head, kneed in my balls, and now kicked into a pool.”

“I didn’t kick you,” she stammered, glancing around for an escape.

“Like I said, I should have gone with my instincts the first time you maimed me.”

Her mouth dropped and her eyes flew to his hands that he was flexing against his thighs. “You wouldn’t da—”

“Oh yeah,” he growled, “say it. Please, just say it once. Tell me that I wouldn’t dare.”

She made a dash for the hedges surrounding the pool and crawled underneath. He stepped back and then made a running leap for the other side. When he landed she was a few yards ahead of him and making a run for the nearest out building. He gained on her in seconds. With a sweep of his arm he snatched her up and threw her over his shoulder.

“I’m going to enjoy— Agh!” She bit him. He dragged her off his shoulder and whipped her around so fast he was sitting with her over his knee before she could scream. He pulled her skirt up and made a gag out of it, tying it around her mouth so she couldn’t bite him. She growled and punched at him as he feasted his eyes on her silky white bottom bucking and squirming over his knees. His cock swelled in record speed.

Before she could punch him again, he pressed his forearm against her back while he grabbed both her wrists and wrapped his one hand around them, anchoring them together at her back. Then he spanked her bottom hard, leveling stinging slaps that had her jumping on his lap.

“That’s for knocking me unconscious. Twice.” The sound of her lush flesh smarting under his palm was immeasurably satisfying. She flailed, kicking her legs and growling what sounded like a string of wicked curses. He twisted his one leg over both of hers to keep her still.

“And these—” he slapped her again, five quick vicious spanks right in a row, “—are for my family jewels that might never recover.”

She was choking and snarling so loud he was almost worried he had gagged her too tight. When he looked at her she had twisted around and was shooting daggers from her eyes. There was going to be hell to pay when he finally let her up, but for now spanking her senseless was much too satisfying for him to resist.

“And this—” he smacked her with the full force of his palm, covering her fleshy mounds completely, one and then the other, “—is for biting me, I can’t remember how many times.”

She yanked her neck back and arched against him to no avail. He had her anchored solid, belly pressed right over his erection.

“And these—” he smoothed his palm over the satiny pink flesh, enjoying the heat that rose from her skin and feeling his cock throb with each wriggle of her delicious bottom, “—are for wanting those men at the meeting to all fuck you at once.” For that he leveled a string of short smacking spanks that had her flesh flushing a deep red.

He was hard as granite now, and he wanted her more than ever. While he stroked the smooth rounded flesh her muffled curses turned to tiny moans. He slipped his fingers between her thighs and groaned when he met soft wet flesh. She shivered beneath his hand.

Cursing himself, he quickly untied her gag, expecting her to let loose a blast of expletives that even he’d never heard. He let her roll gently onto the grass beside him.

She pushed her hair off her face. “How can you say that?” He offered no resistance when she punched at his arm with a fury. “I never,” she choked, “said that I wanted any of those men. You said it!” She slapped at him, with both hands now, and then sobbed.

His heart sank. “Jezermiah…” He reached for her. She came willingly, and let him take her into his arms and settle her onto his lap. “Don’t cry.” He smoothed tangles of hair from off her face. “I’m sorry.” He lifted her skirt and ran his palms over her tender bottom. He could still feel the heat rise from her sensitive skin. She whimpered against his chest. “I don’t want to fight with you,” he murmured. “You just make me so crazy.” He stroked the smarting flesh of her bottom.

“I won’t be able to sit for weeks,” she sniffed.

He cupped her bottom and felt the heat against his palms.

And then she licked him. Flat on his nipple and then trailed her tongue along his muscles as though tasting him. She sighed against him and snuggled in closer.

He had no will to resist her. He loved her. For now he would take whatever she had to offer.

She turned her face up to his. “I want you to come inside me.” She slipped off his lap and lay back on her elbows along the soft cushion of grass. She slid her dress up to her waist and spread her legs. “I’m… I’m inviting you into my body, Adam,” she said almost shyly.

Her pussy was glistening red, inviting him all on its own, the puffy lips so swollen her clit all but disappeared.

“Please, Adam,” she pleaded.

He went to her in a move as natural as breathing and eased her back, laying himself against her length. He cradled her face, smoothing her hair back and running his lips along her brows.

“Things will never be the same once I enter you.”

“What things?”

His tongue fluttered along her eyelids while he eased the blunt head of his cock between her soft plump lips. The feel of her was killing him. “Everything.” He drew her knees up and eased in slowly, wanting to savor every inch. He groaned with the feel of her heat surrounding him.

She softened even more, opening to him in every way, her lithe body melting into his, molding to his strength.

“Please, Adam.” She stroked down the bunched muscles of his chest, pulled tight with the need to control himself. “Let go, Adam, please.”

“You don’t understand, Jez.” He hissed in a breath as he slid in deep. The tip of his cock settled against her womb. He trembled with the need to control himself as he slipped out slowly.

“You fill me completely, Adam.” She smoothed her hands down his back and then to his buttocks, urging him back in. “Move. Let me feel your power.”

“Oh God,” he choked and thrust up into her, hard, hitting her womb then rearing back for another powerful stroke. He couldn’t stop himself.

“Adam,” she screamed. Her body tightened and then gripped him both within and without. As he continued to thrust with fast powerful strokes, her pussy clutched him deep, refusing to let him go, the pressure and the friction driving him higher. She scratched down his back, drawing blood and sobbing with each powerful contraction as her orgasm consumed them both. And then he was pumping his seed into her in heavy pounding bursts.

The prairie let loose with a rush of wind that swept the landscape and swirled around them like a small tornado and in seconds they were plunged into darkness. The roar of the wind was so great in their ears that it mimicked a siren, blocking out all other stimuli.

And then as quick as it came, it calmed. The sky brightened and the wind became a gentle breeze that caressed them as they lay, limbs tangled together, hearts beating in unison, with his seed buried deep in her womb.

Soon after, gusts of wind kicked up as though nudging them to emerge from their sensual haze.

Still, he didn’t want to slip out of her.

She clutched his buttocks. “Stay, please.”

He looked into eyes liquid with love, even if she herself was unaware.

“Are we still alive?” she said, her eyes blinking with uncertainty.

He smiled against her lips. “Barely,” he murmured. “I think we might be in heaven.”

Her eyes glistened with tears. “I think so, too.”

The rains pounded his back. “Let’s go inside.”

He lifted her and soon they were back in the bedroom and he was drying her off.

She grabbed his wrist. “What happened out there, Adam?” she asked, her expression filled with both apprehension and wonder.

He framed her face in his hands. “What do you think happened, Jez?”

“I…” She cleared her throat. “I think we might have moved heaven and earth.”

He rubbed his thumbs under her eyes. “Go on.”

“I felt a psychic shift. As though we had fulfilled some destiny. It happened when you spilled your seed in me, Adam.”

He smiled. “Maybe we did. Maybe we’ve realized our own destiny in each other.”

“Do you believe that?” She circled his wrists.

“Yes, love.” He pressed his lips to hers. “Yes, I do.”

She stood on her tiptoes and kissed him back. “I do, too.” She brushed her lips over his. “I’m not afraid anymore, Adam,” she said, tears filling her eyes. “I think I understand now.”

He traced her lips with his thumb. “You understand what, love?”

“That love is more powerful that evil.” She kissed his thumb. “With the love I have in my heart…for you, my great-grandfather’s evil thoughts can’t reach me.”

His heart filled. “Yes.” He kissed her with all the love he felt. “Yes, there’s no room for hate in a heart filled with love.”

“That’s what my grandmother always said.”

“She was right.”

“But she also told me to be careful who I gave my heart to.”

“She didn’t want you to give your heart to a man who didn’t love you, Jez. But I love you. You believe that, don’t you?”

She smiled. “Yes. As much as I believe now that we’re meant to be together. And I’m not afraid to have your child.” Her eyes grew wide. “Adam, I think that’s what happened out there. I think we might have conceived a child.”

“That’s what I think happened. We might have conceived a very special child. But not because the child will be a psychic. But because it will have been conceived in love.”

Her eyes grew wider in wonder.

He turned her toward the large picture windows. “Look.”

A wind so fierce that it rocked the smaller outbuildings had captured the prairie. And the clouds seemed to be warring for space. Had there been any trees, they would have been uprooted. The hiss of the wind tunneling through every corridor and bending around every corner grew louder, its power staggering.

Adam circled her waist from behind as they watched quietly the awesome spectacle nature played out right before their eyes.

He pressed his lips to her hair. “I love you, Jez. I know you don’t understand that, but I’ve always loved you. It’s just that it took me so long to find you.”

She sighed. “I love it when you call me Jez. And I want to believe you. I’m trying, Adam. From this point on I’m leaving Jesse behind. Thank you, Adam.”

“My pleasure, Jez.” He nibbled along her neck. “God, has it been my pleasure.”

They held each other tight. Tight enough to last a lifetime…and beyond.

