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Sons of Lyra:
Slave Princess




Captain Lyra
II, known as Balt to his family, is one of the famed sons of Lyra,
the handsome princes with passionate hearts that every girl in the
galaxy wants to catch. The second eldest son, he’s content with the
freedom and adventure that life in deep space and the Lyran
Imperial Army offers him. What he isn’t content with is the current
situation he’s found himself in. Not only has he been forced to
stop at a backwater port for supplies, but he’s leaving with more
than he expected!




Kayla is a
slave but can still vaguely recall what it had been like to be
free. It’s something she believes that she’ll never taste again,
and when she finds herself handed over like the piece of property
she is to a complete stranger, a Lyran prince no less, she’s
convinced her life is about to get a lot worse. Taken onboard his
ship, she quickly finds herself torn between fulfilling a promise
she made to her friends when she was young, and falling for his
chivalry and good looks.




Balt, not
wanting a woman as his slave and not wanting to become the laughing
stock of the admirals, intends to dump Kayla at the first decent
planet he comes across, but as he starts to learn more about her,
he finds it harder to fight his growing attraction to her. A
passionate kiss from her only makes things worse. When Minervan
mercenaries demand he hand her over, he discovers her true heritage
and realises that things are more complicated than he’d
believed.




Will Balt let
her go, sending her into a life as a pleasure whore for the highest
bidder, or will he fight to protect her? Will Kayla take revenge
for her people, the Terrans, who were almost exterminated when Lyra
destroyed the Earth system? Can love between a prince and an
enslaved princess ever have a fairytale ending?
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Sons of Lyra:
Slave Princess




Two fingers rested on the
muzzle of his laser pistol. His other hand held the inventory pad,
thumb cycling through the screen of items they needed while the
Sekarian trader who owned the store did his best attempt at
flattery. He didn’t listen to anything he had to say. All he wanted
to do was get what they needed and get out.




He hated these backwater
space ports but his ship, the Namrus-Lyra, needed supplies and it
was too far to an imperial planet. His fingers tensed against the
gun when something clattered to the dirty dark floor nearby and he
shot around to see what had happened. A young woman went to pick up
the items she’d dropped and then curled up into a tight ball with
her hands over her head. His eyes widened when he realised that the
man had left him and was heading over to her. His fingers locked
around his pistol. Before the man had a chance to use the
shock-stick on the woman, he’d pressed the muzzle of the pistol
against the side of his ugly blue head.




“Leave her be
or we’re through doing business,” he whispered, deadly and serious.
He wasn’t about to stand by and let a man beat a defenceless woman
because she’d dropped something.




He really hated these
backwater ports. They had no manners or breeding.




The man smiled and slipped
the stick back into its holster. He babbled on about the lack of
good hands in the port and other things that he didn’t bother
listening to. His concern was wholly with the woman. Bending over,
he caught her around the upper arm and hauled her to her
feet.




She immediately turned her
face away from him, gathered the things she’d dropped, and hurried
off.




Not exactly the
appreciative response he’d expected. He’d saved her from a beating
after all. She could have at least shown a little thanks. A smile
would have done.




He finished checking off
the inventory while the man continued to talk about supplies. A
high pitched whine in his ear and a fizzing noise made him flinch.
He tugged the translator out and glared at it. A thin column of
smoke was coming out of the small sky blue device. He removed the
secondary device from his throat. Without the translator working to
detect the language being spoken to him, the voice alteration
system wouldn’t work—it wouldn’t be able to change what he was
saying into the appropriate language.




The man continued to talk.
He could only pick up the occasional word. A cursory glance around
him revealed that none of his crewmen had their translators on them
and he knew none of them could speak Sekarian. He frowned as he
listened hard, trying to catch the few words he’d learned during
his tutelage on Lyra Prime. He wished his parents had let him have
the memory injection he’d wanted for his twenty-first birthday. The
knowledge of all those languages would have made his life a lot
easier.




He tossed the broken
translator and voice alteration device over his shoulder. There was
a scuffle but he didn’t look around. Lyran technology even in its
broken state was worth a lot to the people who lived in places like
this.




The man grinned at him,
revealing a double set of broken and black teeth. Sekarian males
really were a vulgar species—thin blue skin, rolls of fat, matted
black hair and the worst hygiene he’d ever come across. He’d hate
to see their women. He swallowed and smiled, taking the inventory
pad back but never taking his hand off his pistol. The man gestured
towards something and he looked across the cluttered low-lit room
full of ship parts to see the woman he’d helped stand. The man said
something with an ever-widening smile. He didn’t understand a word
of it. He smiled and nodded, wanting to get away and presuming the
man was saying something about the fact he’d been kind enough to
spare her a beating.




He handed the man two gold
Lynans and then walked away, signalling for his men to join him.
The man grabbed his arm. He turned on the spot with his pistol
raised, a frown marrying his dark eyebrows. The man shook his head
and said something. He cursed the broken translator. Did he want
more money? He went to put his hand into the pouch at his waist to
get more but then stopped when the man left him. He holstered his
pistol and watched in fascination as the Sekarian grabbed the
woman’s arm and dragged her over. She struggled, whimpering and
trying to prise the man’s fingers off her.




When the man stopped in
front of him with the woman, he didn’t know what to do or say. It
definitely wasn’t more money he wanted. He looked around him again,
desperate to find one of his crew that could understand what was
happening and wanting nothing more than to get back on the ship as
quickly as possible. All of his crew had gone off with the
supplies, leaving him alone to deal with the shop owner.




“I don’t
understand,” he said.




The man grinned and lifted
the woman’s arms, prodding her curved sides and toned stomach. He
frowned when the man squeezed the woman’s breasts and the woman
hung her head forward and tried to turn away, as though ashamed.
The man muttered something and grabbed her jaw, forcing her head
up. She looked at him with emerald eyes rimmed with long dark
lashes. They would have been beautiful had there not been so much
fear and disgust in them. The man squeezed his fingers into her
cheeks, making her open her mouth. He gestured lewdly towards his
crotch and the woman snapped out of his grip. The man grabbed her
by her hair and dragged her back to him.




He’d had about enough of
this. It was sickening to see this man parading the woman as though
she was nothing but flesh for pleasure or profit. His hand went to
his pistol.




“I wouldn’t do
that if I were you, Captain Lyra II.”




He turned sharply to face
the newcomer. A Minervan mercenary. It was easy to recognise one.
The black and silver flight suit and malicious glint in the man’s
all-black eyes gave him away. His hand locked tight around his
pistol but he didn’t draw it. The Minervan man grinned at him,
exposing the sharpened points of his glistening white teeth. If it
weren’t for such a disgusting habit as that, the Minervans would
have been comparable to Lyrans in their beauty.




He’d hoped that no one
would know him here. His heart thumped hard against his chest while
he waited to see what would happen. The Minervan mercenaries loved
nothing more than trying to kidnap him or his brothers. The ransom
his parents, the king and queen of Lyra, would pay for their safe
return would set them up as one of the foremost powers in the
galaxy. They knew this and they were intent on getting their hands
on the money one way or another. Not even the Minervan military
were above attempting to kidnap them at times.




A few of his crew members
returned, their guns instantly locked on the Minervan.




The Minervan smiled. “I’m
not here to fight. I am here to amuse myself. My ship is in no
state to battle yours.”




“Amuse yourself
how?” he said.




“With your
ignorance,” the Minervan said.




The Sekarian trader
babbled something and his attention was back with him. The trader
cupped the woman’s crotch and she whimpered and tried to escape
him. He turned his gun on the trader, torn between protecting
himself and protecting her.




“I said I
wouldn’t do that... all that education must have gone to waste on
you.” There was a laugh in the Minervan’s tone.




He’d learnt enough about
the universe on Lyra Prime to spend years practicing the Minervan
language so he’d never be in a situation with one where he didn’t
know what was going on.




“Why not?” he
said.




The Minervan laughed and
turned away. “Because you own her. The little whore is yours now.
Another time, Captain Lyra II.”




He stared at the woman. He
owned her? When he got back to the ship, he was going to write an
angry letter to the scientific institute on Lyra Prime. It was time
they made him a translator that didn’t break after barely a week’s
use.




“Captain, we
must leave.” The crewman nearest him gestured in the direction of
the ship.




He continued to stare at
the girl. The Sekarian grabbed the chain attached to the collar
around her throat and held it around to him. He owned her? Had the
man offered her along with the supplies? Did he think he wanted a
pleasure slave?




He didn’t.




The woman lowered her head
so her matted long jet black hair covered her face. Her arms
wrapped around herself. She looked so incredibly small and hurt.
His eyes traced the numerous pale scars on her dirty flesh. He
couldn’t leave her here. The Sekarian would probably kill her if he
did.




He took the chain, bowed
stiffly to the man, and then turned towards the docks. He kept the
chain tight at first, dragging her along with him at a swift pace,
and then slowed once he was out of sight of the Sekarian. The chain
slackened and he looked back at the woman. She was walking behind
him, her head bowed and air subservient. He hadn’t realised just
how little clothing she was wearing. Nothing more than thin scraps
of material covered her crotch and breasts. He wasn’t going to
enjoy walking onboard his ship with her. The scientific institute
were going to get a very angry letter.




He ignored the jeers and
wolf whistles of his crew as he walked up the ramp of his ship and
through the corridors. A tinny echo followed him as he stormed
towards the rear of the ship, his boots heavy on the black metal
walkway. He opened a door at the end and went to enter.




The chain tightened and he
turned to see the woman had braced her bare feet and hands against
the doorway. He walked back to her. She gave him a fearful look and
then her eyes flickered to the room. He looked at it, at the point
where her eyes had darted to. The bed. When he looked back at her,
she was shaking her head, spilling tears onto her
cheeks.




“No... no...
that’s not why I brought you here,” he said but she continued to
shake her head.




Clearly she didn’t
understand. He growled in frustration and she flinched, curling up
into a ball. He didn’t have time for this. He wanted to be out of
this system as soon as possible. There was no time for fooling
around with translators and women.




He grabbed her, restrained
her arms, and carried her through the room and into the bathroom.
He dumped her down under the shower and turned it on, keeping hold
of the chain that connected to the collar around her
neck.




She hunched up, the warm
water bouncing off her and plastering her hair against her
face.




“Wash,” he said
and she gave him a confused look. He ran his fingers through his
hair, cursed under his breath, and then leaned towards her.
“Wash!”




He grabbed the soap dust
and shoved it into her hand.




She still looked
confused.




Hadn’t she ever showered
before? The amount of dirt on her said she probably hadn’t. He
wondered what she looked like underneath all that filth. Taking
some of the dust, he ran it under the water a moment, until it
became a gel and swelled up. He took a deep breath and then applied
it to her shoulder. She tried to get away from him, dragging him
into the shower and dousing him. He growled and tugged on the
chain, wrapping it around his hand until she was forced to remain
near him.




He rubbed a patch of her
shoulder with the gel and was surprised when pale skin was
revealed.




“Wash,” he
said, glancing into her eyes to make sure she understood now. He
took her hand and poured some of the dust onto it. It swelled up.
She stared at it and then her gaze followed his hand and hers as he
made her wash herself. “Wash.”




She swallowed and
nodded.




He was getting somewhere
at least. He released his tight grip on her chain, letting it go
slack.




His eyes widened when she
stripped off her little tan coloured top and he turned his back on
her. He stared at the far wall, trying to erase the sight of her
round breasts from his mind. His cock twitched and his eyes slid to
the mirror on the wall. She’d turned her back too. He struggled to
keep his breathing level while he watched her washing, the soap
suds skimming down the luscious curve of her bare back.




Dropping the chain, he
left the bathroom and went straight to the door. He needed to get
out of this system. He hated these backwater ports.




He closed the door to her
room and locked it from the outside so she couldn’t escape. He’d
get one of the female officers to tend to her and bring her food
and clothes. The less he had to do with her the better. At the
first available and half-decent planet, he’d drop her off with a
few gold Lynans and she’d be out of his life.




He walked up to the bridge
and issued the order to leave as soon as they had everything
onboard.




Before a handful of
minutes had passed, they had blasted out of the atmosphere and were
heading into deep space. It was several days journey to the nearest
imperial army space station. Hopefully they could find somewhere to
set the girl down en route. He didn’t want to have to explain about
her to the admirals at the space station. He’d be the laughing
stock of the fleet. His brothers would never let it go.




He handed out orders to
the crew on the bridge and then walked down the corridor towards
the mess hall. The moment he entered, he looked around for a female
crew member. There was only one. He recognised her as one of the
co-pilots.




“You,” he said
and stormed towards her. “I presume word has spread quickly and
you’re aware that we picked up more than spare parts at that
port?”




She nodded, her eyes
showing her smile even when her lips weren’t. He was already the
laughing stock of his crew. Great. By Iskara’s wings, the
scientific institute were in for a beating.




“She’s in the
room by cargo bay three. Take some water to her, get her some
clothes, do whatever needs to be done. Lock the door on your way
out.” He turned away before the woman had a chance to protest and
went to his quarters.




The door slid shut behind
him with a sigh and he walked across the room to his desk. He
slumped into his chair, wiped his hands over his face as though
that action alone could erase all his stress, and then pressed the
button to open the shutters across the window. The black of deep
space greeted him, comforting and reassuring as always. It was just
a few days, possibly even less.




He poured himself a glass
of sapphire blue Lyran Aquan, the strongest liqueur in the Lyra
system, and leaned back into his seat.




His thoughts drifted to
the woman.




Would she understand when
he dumped her on some planet where she didn’t know
anyone?




Perhaps he should talk to
her. She didn’t look Sekarian or Minervan, and she didn’t appear to
be a Lyran. She hadn’t spoken a word to him so it was hard to tell
where in the universe she came from. She could be from any one of
the humanoid species. He wondered if she’d talk to him even if he
tried to talk to her. Could she talk?




In Iskara’s name, how had
she got herself stuck in that port as a slave anyway?




He remembered the Minervan
and hoped that he wasn’t going to be trouble. Even with running
repairs to the ship, it was in no state for a battle. All he wanted
was a quiet trip back to the nearest space station for maintenance
and a break. It had been three months since they’d left Lyra Seven,
the outermost planet in the system, and they’d faced nothing but
battle after battle. He was weary of them now, and longing for the
stretching blue skies and warm volcanic baths of his home
world.




A little pampering
wouldn’t go amiss either.




Sometimes he thought his
eldest brother, Sebastian, had things right. Stay at home on Lyra
Prime and live a life of luxury and safety.




Other times, he wanted
nothing more than to embrace the adventure and excitement that
being a captain in the Lyran Imperial Army offered him.




Today, he just wanted to
shut himself away until everything blew over, everything including
the woman.




The door intercom
buzzed.




“What is it?”
he hollered.




“Sir,” a female
voice came through the speaker and he realised it was the woman
he’d sent to check on their new guest. “I think you should come and
see this.”




He frowned, downed his
drink, and was on his feet before she’d even finished her sentence.
He opened the door and stared hard at her. He just wanted a quiet
life.




“See what?” he
said and then realised that the woman was holding her arm. There
was a gash in the sleeve of her tight blue flight suit and he could
see blood. “What happened?”




The woman looked at her
arm and then back at him. “It seems she doesn’t like me,
sir.”




“What did you
do?” he said, unable to believe that such a slight girl could have
inflicted so much damage without intense provocation.




“I offered her
some clothes... that’s all. She took the water I gave, but when I
tried to get her to dress, she turned wild. I had to run out of the
door... she...”




“Enough,” he
said and walked past her, striding down through the corridors
towards the woman’s room. He’d find out firsthand what the problem
was. It was time he had a little talk with his slave girl. “Get me
two translators, quickly.”




The woman nodded and broke
away from him.




He opened the door to the
girl’s room and entered cautiously, his hand resting over his
pistol. He flicked the dial down so it would only stun her if he
was forced to use it. He didn’t want to. Judging by the scars on
her body, she’d suffered enough for several lifetimes. There was no
need for him to add to her trauma unless she became life
threatening.




The door closed behind
him.




He scanned the room. There
was no sign of her. The place was a mess. The blue silk covers had
been torn off the double bed, the pillows tossed across the room.
One of them had been split open, spilling the fine Friskin feathers
inside. He edged further into the room. The table and chairs were
tipped over. The vase near the window had been smashed, littering
blue glass across the pale grey floor. He leaned to the side and
peered towards the bathroom. She had to be in there. There was
nowhere else for her to hide.




His steps were slow and
measured, his breathing level and steady as he approached the
bathroom. He pressed his back into the wall that separated the room
from the corridor outside and slid towards the bathroom door. It
opened to reveal an even bigger mess than was in the main room.
Everything was scattered across the white glass floor—towels,
beauty products, even what little clothing she’d been wearing
before. Shards of the mirror created a dangerous assault course.
The soap dust container had been left in the wet of the shower and
had turned into a gelatinous blob. There was blood on the floor. He
presumed it belonged to the poor woman he’d sent in to tend to the
girl. The broken mirror explained how she’d got the cut. The girl
must have used it as a weapon.




He eased inside the small
room and frowned when he saw her.




She was curled up in the
corner holding her knees to her chest. The chain attached to her
collar snaked across the floor towards him, the end near his
foot.




“Are you
alright?” he said and she tensed, pulling her knees tighter against
her chest. She looked so incredibly tiny.




Her black hair hid her
face. Her skin was milky now that she was clean, tainted only by
pinkish scars that hadn’t healed yet.




“Are you
alright?” He tried again. She buried her face into her knees and
turned away so her side was facing him.




She couldn’t understand
him. She probably thought he was coming back to do all the terrible
things to her that the Sekarian had spoken of. He crouched down
near the door, keeping his distance. He had to get her out of the
bathroom and dressed. There was no way he could have a conversation
with her until she was in a decent state of dress. He’d never be
able to concentrate and he would definitely give her the wrong
impression, especially if his body kept reacting as it was now. He
stifled his urges and stood.




Moving across the room,
the shattered mirror pieces splintered under his heavy boots,
crunching against the glass floor tiles.




The second he went to
touch her arm, she launched herself at him, scratching down his
face and pushing him backwards into the shower area of the room. He
slipped on the wet tiles and went crashing to the ground. She
bolted.




He was on his feet before
she could make it halfway across the main room and grabbed her
around the waist, lifting her off the floor. Her legs flailed,
catching him hard in the crotch and killing any urges he might have
had. He gritted his teeth, swallowed hard and tightened his grip on
her.




She elbowed him in the
face.




He threw her onto the bed
and grappled with her until he was sitting astride her hips with
his hands pinning hers to the bed.




She breathed hard and
screwed her face up as she struggled again, trying to break
free.




His eyes raked over her
against his will. Her breasts heaved as she breathed and he tried
to look away from them but couldn’t. They were so tempting—luscious
mounds peaked with hard dusky nipples. The door opened.




He looked across the room
to see his first lieutenant standing in the doorway with the female
co-pilot he’d sent to get the translators.




“I thought
there might be trouble,” the woman said in a quiet voice, a stunned
look on her face.




That stunned look was
echoed on his first lieutenant’s face.




He knew how bad it looked.
He was kneeling astride a naked woman after all. How good could it
look?




“Just hurry up
with those,” he said to his first lieutenant when he saw the man
was holding the translators.




The man hurried over to
him and put the small device into his ear for him, and then into
the woman’s.




“Now leave,” he
said and was thankful when they did.




The woman looked up at him
with wide green eyes. They sparkled at him. Beautiful.




“If I let go,
will you behave yourself?” he said, hoping the translator would
pick up her language when she spoke.




“I can
understand you,” she said with an air of disbelief.




“The thing he
put in your ear is a translator. If I let you go?”




“Yes,” she
whispered and he released her. He went to the clothes that lay on
the floor and picked them up.




“Put these on.”
He tossed them across the room to her and kept his back
turned.




He tapped his toe
impatiently and stared at the dull grey wall while she dressed. She
was taking a long time. He wondered if it had been a while since
she’d worn clothes.




“Done,” she
said and he turned back around to look at her.




She was truly beautiful
without all the filth. She was sitting on the end of the bed, the
tight blue flight suit hugging her lithe figure and undone to
halfway down her chest. The material squashed her breasts together
and formed a modest cleavage. He swallowed at the memory of how
good they’d looked when she’d been below him. It had been too long
since he’d had a woman, and she was more beautiful than any he’d
had.




“Why did you
attack me?” he said.




“I thought...”
There was fear in her eyes again.




“I wouldn’t do
that to a woman,” he said and paced across the room to the windows.
He opened the shutters and her attention was immediately with the
dark space outside.




She moved to the window
and pressed her hands against the glass. He’d never seen anyone
look so fascinated before. When she looked at him, there was a
smile in her eyes.




“It’s been a
long time since you left the port,” he said and she nodded before
looking back out of the window. “How long have you been working
down there?”




“Working?” She
snorted in contempt. “I’m a slave.”




“Not
anymore.”




She scowled at him. “I
still am a slave. He gave me to you because he thought you liked
me... he thought you wanted me. Don’t you want me?”




He frowned. His better
sense said to deny her words, even though they were true. He did
want her. Something drew him to her, lured him in until he could
only think of her.




“How long have
you been a slave?” he said, choosing to ignore what she’d
said.




“As long as I
can remember really,” she said and then pulled the translator from
her ear. “How does this work?”




“It’s Lyran
technology—” He cut himself off when she looked confused and sighed
as he put the device back into her ear. “It’s Lyran technology. It
knows all languages of the universe and can automatically translate
them.”




Her brows rose. “Lyran.
You’re a Lyran... and you’re speaking Lyran? And I can understand
you because of this?”




He nodded.




“What language
are you speaking?” he said, figuring it was a better way of asking
her where she was from than asking outright.




“In the port,
you couldn’t understand him... but you understood the other man...
you spoke a different language to him.”




“Minervan. Pray
to Iskara that that other man, as you put it, doesn’t follow us.
We’re in no shape for another battle with him.” He caught hold of
her hand when she went to take the translator out of her ear again.
She could look at it all she wanted later. Right now, she was going
to answer his questions. “What language are you speaking? It’s not
Sekarian or Minervan, or anything that I recognise.”




She flashed a smile and
hopped onto the bed. He looked at her where she knelt on the
pillows, staring out of the window. He was beginning to get the
impression she didn’t like answering questions.




“What planet
did you call home?” he said, losing patience.




She looked at him with
wide beautiful eyes. “I never had a planet to call
home.”




He frowned and walked over
to her, sitting down beside her on the bed. His hand remained close
to his pistol. She’d already cut him once because he’d tried to get
too close. Just because she was speaking to him didn’t mean he was
about to let his guard down.




“No planet. Do
you know what language you’re speaking?” He held her gaze. A hint
of sadness entered hers.




She was quiet for a moment
as she turned away and stared off into the distant
darkness.




“Terran,” she
whispered.




Terran? The Earth system.
She was a Terran. He’d never met one before. Most never did. They
had been scattered to the four winds when their system had been
destroyed.




It had been destroyed by
his great great grandfather.




“You knew I was
Lyran.” He watched her closely for any sign of a reaction to the
name of the species that had killed so many of hers.




“I knew,” she
said with a small, joyless smile. “At least I suspected as much and
then I heard the Minervan call you Captain Lyra II... which makes
you royalty.”




“And makes you
more informed than I thought.”




Kayla gave him a real
smile this time. She’d figured he’d think her an ignorant and
uneducated woman. Just because she’d been forced into slavery
didn’t mean she hadn’t been raised well. She could remember her
parents. She knew the story of how the Lyrans had destroyed her
home world and that they could never return there. They were
orphans of space like so many others whose systems had been caught
up in wars. Earth hadn’t been in direct conflict with either the
Lyrans or the Vegans. It had merely been in the way of their
fight.




She looked at him as he
stared out of the window. Never in all her short years had she
imagined that the one species she hated above all would be the one
species to rescue her. Now she didn’t know how to feel. He was
royalty. Her parents had told her of the current rulers and their
children, the famed sons of Lyra, handsome from the day they were
born. When she was younger, she’d made a pact with her friends Tyla
and Serena. If they ever met a Lyran, they’d get revenge for their
species.




Back then things had been
simple.




Back then the Lyran in
question hadn’t been her rescuer.




And he hadn’t been so
gorgeous.




Now she didn’t know how to
feel.




He touched his cheek and
the scratches she’d inflicted. A smile curved his beautiful bow
lips. Amusement shone in his dark eyes but was quickly replaced by
a serious look.




“Is this why
you attacked me?”




“I was
defending myself.” She would have done a lot worse if she’d wanted
to hurt him and get revenge. His pistol had been within easy reach.
She could have taken it and killed him. Why hadn’t she? She
reasoned that it was because she was on a Lyran ship and had no
chance of escaping it alive if she killed him.




The voice at the back of
her head said that it was because he’d rescued her. She felt as
though she was caught between a terrible reality and a beautiful
fantasy. Why had he had to rescue her and why did he have to be a
prince? Now she couldn’t stop imagining he was a knight of old in
shining armour.




She looked him over. Not
quite armour and she was sure that when her grandmother had whiled
away the dark hours with her that the armour she’d spoken of wasn’t
quite as revealing as his flight suit.




“Are you going
to keep me?” she said, aware that she was his property now. He
could do whatever he wanted with her. Why wasn’t he? She wasn’t
naive or blind. She’d seen the hunger in his eyes when he’d been on
top of her.




He shook his head and she
frowned when a strange feeling of disappointment swept through
her.




“What will you
do with me?” She turned to face him.




His eyes met hers again,
sending a warm rush through her.




“I will set you
down on a planet between here and the space station we’re destined
for.”




There was no emotion in
his voice or in his expression. He would set her down. Just like
that. He didn’t care what happened to her really. He was a typical
Lyran after all.




“Fine,” she
said and looked back out of the window. So what if he didn’t want
to keep her. She didn’t want him to be her master anyway. She’d
find a job on the planet he dumped her on, save enough to buy a
rusty old space ship, track him down and fly it into his fancy
fighter ship in the hopes of killing him. Her gaze flicked to his
pistol. The pact she’d made was starting to sound possible after
all. If only he’d take his hand away from his gun.




He stood and paced across
the room.




Her gaze ran down his body
and her thoughts betrayed her again. He really had looked after
himself. The flight suit left nothing to the imagination. Every
muscle was outlined for her pleasure. He turned back to face her,
his hands clasped behind him. Her stomach warmed. Every
muscle.




She raised her eyes to his
face. She could see why half the galaxy spoke of the sons of Lyra
as though they were gods. He was handsome, his dark hair and brows
setting off the equal darkness of his eyes, and his straight nose
and bowed lips making him appear as regal as she knew he
was.




“It will
probably be a day or so before we reach a suitable planet,” he said
and she wished he hadn’t spoken.




She’d been happily lost in
a fantasy and he’d had to ruin it by reminding her that he intended
to ditch her.




“You should
have left me back there,” she said and got to her feet. She went to
the row of windows and leaned against the grab rail that ran at
waist height along them.




“He would have
killed you.”




“I know.” She
leaned forwards, folding her arms and resting her chin on
them.




“You’d rather
die than be free?” He stood beside her. She could feel his gaze
boring into her face. She didn’t look at him.




She didn’t say a
word.




There was nothing to say.
The Sekarian probably would have killed her, but it sounded like a
better fate than being dumped on some distant dreary planet. She
gave it a week before she was someone else’s slave or worse. This
time she’d probably end up on one of the pleasure planets, doped up
to her eyeballs and too out of it to fight the disgusting men
pawing at her.




Taking the translator out
of her ear, she straightened and looked at him. She took his hand,
turned it palm up and placed the device into it.




She’d rather not
understand a word he was saying when everything he said only hurt
her.




Lying down on the bed, she
rolled over so she was facing away from him and curled up holding
her chain in her hands.




He said something that
sounded a lot like curse words and then stormed out of the room.
She heard the locks on the door slide into place. For someone who
said she was free and didn’t belong to anyone, he certainly wanted
to keep her captive.




Closing her eyes, she
tried to remember her family and where she’d come from. She did
this every time she finally had a chance to rest. It was important
to remember her heritage. There were hardly any Terrans left now.
Her friends had all been killed in a Vegan attack on the space
station they’d lived on with her. She’d been taken into slavery
with some others. She screwed her face up, not wanting to remember
all the dark times she’d been through since then. She’d never
thought she’d escape that last planet. Now she was on a Lyran ship
heading away from it, but there was no comfort.




He was going to ditch her
at the first opportunity.




A slave like her wasn’t
good enough for a prince like him.




He didn’t even want to
touch her.




Was she that repulsive to
him?




It wasn’t long before
she’d drifted off to sleep. She only realised she had when she
heard a noise and opened her eyes to see that the man had returned.
She watched him right the table and chairs, and place a tray of
food down on the round table. He held the translator device up and
said something before setting it down beside the tray. Why did he
care so much about her speaking to him? He was going to drop her
off any time now. It made more sense for him to just keep her shut
in the room and ignore her.




He sat down, an impatient
look on his face as he stared at a computer pad similar to the one
he’d had at the port. He frowned and muttered something. She cursed
him for making her want to put the translator back in so she could
understand him. Her stomach growled when she looked at the
food.




She’d not seen fresh food
in years.




Slipping off the bed, she
padded quietly across the room and stared at the food. There was
fruit. Where had he got fruit? Did all the crew on his ship get
such luxurious food, or was it his personal supply he was offering
to her?




She sat down, her eyes
still fixed on the fruit and her mouth watering as she remembered
how delicious the only fruit she’d ever tasted had been. It had
been a bruised apple core that she’d found discarded on a space
port floor when her family had been travelling to their second
home—the last home she’d had.




This fruit wasn’t bruised.
It was perfect and shiny. There were beautiful red quarib berries
and rich green polans apples. It was fruit she’d stared at so many
times in the shop windows of the ports she’d passed through or been
a slave at. She’d never thought she’d get to eat something so
luxurious.




She looked at the man. He
paused at his work and gestured for her to eat. She flexed her
fingers, grabbed everything she could, and ran across the room to
the bed. Curling up in the corner of it furthest from him, she
could feel the man’s eyes on her. She brushed the chain dangling
from her neck away and clutched the fruit to her chest when he
walked over, unwilling to share it now that she had it. She could
live for weeks on this much food.




“Mo kullinso
terra yoi erasu.” He smiled at her and held his hand
out.




She looked at the device
sitting on the middle of his palm. She thought about swatting it
away and then sighed. Taking the device, she pushed it back into
her ear.




“That’s
better,” he said with a wider smile. “Isn’t it better when you can
understand me?”




“I’ll never
understand you,” she muttered into her food and then bit into one
of the apples. It was juicy and sweet. She moaned and bit into it
again and again, until her mouth was so full she couldn’t
chew.




He laughed and she scowled
at him, making him stop.




“I’m sorry...
I’ve never seen someone eat fruit with such... such... hunger.” His
expression changed as he said that last word, concern surfacing in
his eyes with a trace of fear. Was he worried that he’d said
something wrong?




He looked her
over.




“I haven’t
eaten in almost two weeks, if that’s what you’re trying to figure
out.” She ate the remains of the apple and swallowed it down.
“You’d eat like this too if you knew what it was like to be hungry.
I bet you’ve never been hungry in your life.”




He frowned at her, a dark
look entering his eyes. She knew she was pushing him. He deserved
to be pushed. He’d probably lived the pampered life of luxury. He
probably didn’t have a clue about the terrible kinds of things
she’d been put through. He shifted on the bed and her gaze lowered
to his neck. There were several scars streaking down it, from the
corner of his jaw to around the back of his neck. The more she
looked at him, the more scars became evident. There was one to the
side of his right eye, a dark one that said it had been a bad wound
when it had happened. Maybe he did know of pain, but no amount of
pain could be comparable to the things she’d
experienced.




She scoffed some of the
berries to distract herself from her dark thoughts. One of them
fell down her top. She dipped her fingers in and went to pull it
out, but stopped when she realised that he was watching her. A
furtive glance revealed his eyes were fixed on her hand where it
was down her flight suit. She drew the berry up slowly, tracing her
skin with it and teasing the curve of her left breast. His lips
parted.




Perhaps he did want her.
His eyes had said as much when he’d been on top of her and when
he’d watched her in the shower.




“I can fulfil
that desire,” she said and his eyes shot up to meet
hers.




“What desire?”
he snapped with venom in his voice. She’d flustered him
now.




She smiled and ran the
berry a little higher towards her neck before tracing it along her
lower lip and then sucking it into her mouth along with her
fingers. She sucked them a moment, her eyes never leaving his. His
narrowed and darkened again, but this time it was hunger in them,
not anger.




She pulled her fingers
free of her mouth with a pop. “That desire.”




He glared at her and then
stared out of the window.




She leaned back on the
bed, intent on getting him to admit that he did want
her.




“Come,
Captain,” she whispered with a smile. “You own me after all... you
don’t want to inspect the goods? You don’t want one little taste
before you drop me off? Your family would never know you’d been
with a Terran... I’m clean.”




His gaze shot to meet hers
again. She couldn’t read it now. There were too many conflicting
feelings in it. She’d always been good at reading people, she had
to be to avoid getting hurt worse than she had been, but he was
beyond her capabilities. She’d never met a Lyran before. Perhaps it
was his species and not just him.




She picked up another
berry and caressed her breasts with it. “You don’t want a
taste?”




He frowned at her and took
a deep breath. She’d never seen someone look so offended
before.




“I have to do
your bidding... I’m yours... you own me.”




He stood sharply, his
frown intensifying. “Stop saying that!”




She was taken aback by the
force of his words. Earlier he’d said that she wasn’t his, that she
wasn’t a slave anymore.




“Does it offend
you that you own me... that you can do anything with me that
pleases you? I’m yours to command, Captain Lyra II. You won’t touch
me but I’m not stupid... I know you want to... so why don’t
you?”




He paced across the room,
keeping his back to her. “You are not my property. You belong to no
one but yourself. You are free.”




“You didn’t
answer my questions.” She stood and followed him across the
room.




“I... it does
offend me that someone thought to make you a slave and you believe
you are one still.”




She moved around him until
he was facing her. He looked at her, right into her eyes. There was
so much passion in them.




“And my other
question?” she said, cocking her head to one side.




He paused, drew a deep
breath, and then whispered, “Because it is wrong.”




She would’ve laughed at
that but he was so serious and solemn. She looked at him a moment,
studying his expression and his eyes. He really did believe that it
was wrong of him to want her.




“Because I’m a
slave, or because I’m a Terran?” she said and moved closer to him.
She wanted to know which it was. Something was holding him back and
she was determined to find out what it was. Disgust? Fear?
Loathing? It had to be something other than
self-control.




“You’re not a
slave,” he said. “You’re free.”




She grabbed the chain
attached to her collar, raised it up so he noticed it and then gave
it a sharp tug. “I’m not free!”




“Why haven’t
you taken that off?” he said with a concerned frown.




She laughed now. “I can’t.
When the Sekarian handed you the chain, the collar took your DNA
imprint. Only you can remove it because you own me.”




The muscles in his jaw
tensed at those last three words. He really was repulsed by the
idea that he owned her. Most men in the universe would have been
pleased. They would have been abusing her by now. Not this man
though. All he wanted to do was free her. He thought he was doing
that by setting her down on some random planet. He really was
ignorant to the way the universe worked. From the moment he ditched
her, it would be just a matter of time before someone else caught
her and put her back into slavery. She was valuable. He didn’t
realise that.




His fingers brushed hers
as he took the chain from her and she stood mute as he slid his
other hand around the side of the collar and flicked the latches. A
tremendous sensation of freedom and happiness filled her when the
weight of the thick leather and steel collar disappeared from
around her neck. She looked up into his eyes as he moved closer and
the feelings inside her altered when he stroked her neck and the
scars she knew were there.




He was so
close.




Her eyes fell to his mouth
and her lips parted.




She wanted to kiss
him.




Just a brief kiss of
thanks for setting her free.




That’s all it
was.




Her eyes met his
again.




She pressed her hands into
his chest to steady herself, tiptoed, and closed her eyes as her
lips touched his. It was as brief as she intended, nothing more
than a brushing of lips. She set back on her heels and took her
hands away. He was staring at her now with fire in his dark eyes.
His breathing was as heavy as her own.




“Will you kiss
me now I’m not a slave,” she whispered, holding his gaze and trying
to read him. “Or is it because I’m a Terran?”




Her eyes widened when he
grabbed her waist and dragged her up against his hard body. His
lips crushed hers in a passionate kiss that made her heart skip a
beat. She closed her eyes and leaned into it, wanting to feel his
strength and his heat. Before, she’d wanted him to kiss her so she
could prove to him that he wanted her. Now, she just wanted him to
kiss her.




His tongue brushed hers as
she licked his lips and she held back a moan when his hands, rough
and strong, coursed up her back and pulled her harder against him.
She was out of her mind. He kissed across her jaw, his breath hot
and heavy in her ear. She decided that she didn’t care. So what if
she was giving him the impression that he could have her if he
wanted her.




He could.




Something about him made
it impossible for her to deny him. She wanted him. She’d wanted him
from the second he’d touched her in that dirty port
town.




Something
buzzed.




Balt rolled his eyes and
released the woman. In Iskara’s name, what was he thinking? She
wasn’t his slave or his whore, but he was treating her as though
she was. He stepped away from her and ran a hand over his
hair.




“What is it?”
he said to the quiet room filled only with their dual
panting.




Damn he wanted to kiss her
again. He’d never tasted anything as sweet and tempting.




She looked
confused.




“Bridge to
Captain Lyra II, we have company.” The voice crackled over the
intercom panel beside the door. The woman looked less
confused.




“Company?” he
said and turned towards the door. His heart jumped into his throat.
They couldn’t have caught up with them so quickly.




“The Minervans
want the woman.”




Balt frowned over his
shoulder at her. She looked frightened now. They wanted her?
Why?




He grabbed her arm and
dragged her along behind him as he walked to the bridge. The
Minervans usually fired first and asked questions later. Why was
today so different? What did they want with the woman? Was she so
important that they wouldn’t risk firing upon them? They attacked
his ship regardless of himself being onboard. Did they value her
more than him?




The door to the bridge
slid open with a swish and then closed behind them.




“On screen,” he
said to the communications officer.




The middle glass window of
the bridge darkened and then the Minervan appeared on
it.




“Captain Lyra
II.” The Minervan smiled winsomely. It was the man from the port.
“Give me the girl and your ship won’t be harmed.”




Balt glared at him and
walked forward with the woman. His hand tightened around her wrist
when she tried to get away.




“What do you
want with her?” he said.




The Minervan laughed,
revealing his sharpened teeth. The woman tensed.




“You’re so
ignorant, Lyran. You don’t know what you have.” The Minervan’s
attention drifted to the woman.




Balt looked at her. There
was so much fear in her eyes, more than he’d ever seen.




“I would’ve
thought your filthy Lyran hands would’ve been all over her by
now... but you must be a fool as well as ignorant... to waste such
goods,” the Minervan said with a lewd look at the woman. “Check the
back of her neck and tell me what you see.”




Balt pulled the woman
towards him and turned her around. He brushed her hair over her
shoulder and frowned when he saw the black intricate mark on the
back of her neck. He knew that mark. The woman stepped away and
looked over her shoulder at him, a pleading expression on her
face.




“So you see,
dear Captain... we want her... hand her over and we’ll leave
quietly.”




He stared into the woman’s
emerald eyes. He couldn’t do that to her.




“No deal. I own
her. She’s my property now,” he said and slammed his fist down on
the communications panel. The screen went dark and then cleared to
reveal nothing but space. He turned to his crew, never
relinquishing his grip on the woman’s arm. “Change course. Set
coordinates for Lyra Prime.”




He dragged the woman with
him as he headed back to her room. She had some questions to
answer. His blood boiled when he thought about how close he’d been
to falling for her trick. How dare she use her beauty against him?
How dare she make him feel as though she really wanted
him?




The door to her room slid
open and he threw her inside. She hit the table and landed on her
backside on the floor. She sat there, looking up at him with
disbelief in her eyes.




He sneered at
her.




“Did you intend
to kill me?” he shouted at her. She flinched away and shook her
head. “I don’t believe you. You would’ve killed me!”




He grabbed her upper arm
and roughly hauled her onto her feet. She lowered her head away
from him and then slowly looked up at him.




“I wouldn’t
have,” she whispered, her voice shaking with fear. “I should to
avenge my people, but I didn’t intend to.”




He didn’t know whether to
believe her. If she was lying, she was incredibly good at it. From
where he was standing, she looked sincere.




“Tell me,” he
said, his grip on her arm increasing. She cringed and whimpered.
“How does Terran royalty become a slave?”




She hit him hard in the
chest and broke free of his grasp. She backed away, rubbing her
arm. Tears filled her eyes and he regretted his actions. She didn’t
deserve his anger. His heart said she hadn’t been out to kill him.
She’d wanted that kiss as much as he had.




“Only the mark
saved me from death and made me valuable. The Vegans killed all my
friends and killed my family before they realised who they were.
Only I was left.” She backed up against the wall and slid down it,
curling up and holding her knees to her chest as she
sobbed.




He walked over to her and
crouched down.




“What does the
Minervan want with you?” he said.




She laughed. “You really
are ignorant just as he said. I’d be worth a lot on the pleasure
market... the last surviving member of Terran royalty... he’d sell
me to the highest bidder as a whore.”




He braced himself when the
ship rocked. The Minervans weren’t going to give up easily now that
they knew he had her onboard. They wanted their prize as usual, but
for once it wasn’t him.




He looked at her, his
chest aching to see the tears streaking her face.




“What are you
going to do?” she whispered.




Another blast shook the
ship.




She reached out and
touched his arm. “If you hand me over, the Minervan will leave you
alone.”




He couldn’t believe she’d
just said that. She was willing to sacrifice herself in order to
save his ship. He shook his head.




“I won’t do
that. A few more minutes and the coordinates will be set and we’ll
be able to lose them when we go into sub-space.” He placed his hand
over hers.




She looked down at it, her
expression blank, and then looked back into his eyes.




“My family
destroyed your world,” he said. “I have to repay that debt and
protect you.”




Her eyes widened into a
stunned look. “You’re not going to ditch me?”




“No.” He shook
his head again. The plan to ditch her had been ridiculous even
before the Minervan had shown up, a ploy to get her out of his
sight and his thoughts. Now it was insane. He couldn’t set her down
anywhere. He had to protect her. “I will take you to Lyra Prime and
my parents... and I will speak to them.”




Her eyes widened further
when another blast rocked the ship. There was genuine fear in their
green depths. He curled his fingers around hers and held her hand.
With his other hand, he pressed the button on the wristband he
wore.




“Captain to the
bridge. How are we doing with those coordinates? It’s getting bumpy
back here.” His eyes never left hers. He squeezed her hand, hoping
to reassure her that everything was going to be alright.




She swallowed and screwed
her eyes shut when the ship shook. There was a high whine and the
front cannons fired. At least his crew had found the good sense to
retaliate while they waited. He was going to have to have words
when all this was over.




Another blast hit the ship
and the woman was in his arms, curled up with her head against his
chest. He’d never met a woman so changeable in all his life. He
released her hand and wrapped his arm around her, unable to resist
this chance to touch her again.




“Ready now.”
Came the reply from the bridge.




He closed his eyes, rested
his chin on top of her head, and held onto her tightly as the ship
jerked and the sub-space engines kicked in. His head spun and his
stomach turned. It was never pleasant making the transition between
space and sub-space.




“What was
that?” she said, still buried in his arms.




He knelt beside her and
peeled her off him. Dipping his head, he looked up into her eyes.
They searched his, pleading him to reassure her. He smiled and
brushed the hair from her face. She really was beautiful, and that
kiss had been electric. It had made him realise just how much he
wanted her.




“Just the
engines making the switch. We’ll be approaching the Lyra system
before two days have passed.”




She uncurled and looked
around her. Her gaze settled on the windows. He looked there, at
the lights streaming past in a constant blurred line. When he went
to look back at her, she was on her feet and moving past him. His
eyes followed her as she walked towards the windows. He wondered if
she’d ever travelled through sub-space. Not many ships had
technology capable of it.




“What’s your
name?” she said and looked over her shoulder at him. A smile graced
her lips and her cheeks coloured. Was she embarrassed to ask? She
hadn’t blushed when she’d kissed him.




“Captain Lyra
II.” He couldn’t help teasing her, knowing that she already knew
his title. He smiled too. “Balt.”




“Balt?” she
said and he nodded. “I’m Kayla.”




Kayla. A beautiful name
for a beautiful woman. He remained kneeling on the floor, staring
up at her, not afraid of the comfortable silence between them.
Looking at her now, he couldn’t believe that he’d thought she’d
been out to kill him. There was so much desire in her eyes, so much
honesty in them too.




She walked slowly back
towards him and sat on the end of the bed near him. He turned so he
was facing her but remained on the floor at her feet.




The last of Terran
royalty.




She was beautiful enough
to be a princess. She was more beautiful than any princess he’d
met.




“Balt?” Kayla
said, slightly unnerved by his staring at her with such fire in his
eyes. What was he thinking in there? She wanted to ask him but was
too afraid of what the answer might be. “What will you do with me
now?”




“Nothing,” he
said. “You’re free... you don’t belong to me. All that back on the
bridge was just to throw the Minervan. You’re not my property,
Kayla. You belong to no one but yourself.”




Her chest warmed at his
words and the soft way he’d spoken her name. His expression was
tender, eyes narrowed slightly on hers and his focus so intent that
she felt as though she was the only other person in the universe
with him.




“Doesn’t your
crew need you on the bridge?” she said, her nerves getting the
better of her. She didn’t want him to leave but she couldn’t handle
much more of this meaningful silence. It spoke words to her that
made her feel strange. The longer he continued to be close to her
like this, the more she began to realise just how attracted to him
she was.




And just how attracted to
her he was.




He shook his head. “They
don’t need me to fly the ship.”




“You said it
was two days to Lyra Prime... what do you intend to do in all that
time?” She wished she hadn’t said it when he rose on his knees and
moved closer to her. His eyes narrowed on hers. She knew exactly
how he intended to pass the time. She cursed the fact that she
wasn’t strong enough to stop him. Regardless of how attracted to
him she was, he was still a Lyran, a son of Lyra no less. She
shouldn’t be having these feelings.




“Kayla,” he
whispered, voice low and husky, full of so much desire that she
couldn’t help looking at him. He nudged her knees apart and settled
between them, his hands trailing fire as they brushed over them and
came to rest on her thighs. “You asked me once if I wanted
you.”




She already knew the
answer to that question but she got the impression that he needed
to say it. He needed to admit that he wanted her—a Terran and a
slave. She understood. She was having a hard time admitting that
she wanted a Lyran and a prince.




He leaned forwards,
spreading her legs further with his hips, and his hands reached her
backside. It felt too good to have his hands on her, dangerously
good.




His mouth neared hers and
her eyes fell closed against her will. She struggled to maintain
level breathing as anticipation coiled in her stomach. Was he going
to kiss her and put her out of her misery, or was he just going to
torture her with the idea?




“I want you,”
he breathed against her lips. “Do you want me too?”




She couldn’t find her
voice. Of course she wanted him. She just couldn’t bring herself to
say it. She craved him more than food and water, more than the feel
of the sun on her skin or the wind of freedom on her face. She
needed him more than air itself.




Unable to speak, she
swallowed and nodded.




His lips met hers, tender
and soft, gentle enough to tell her that he’d witnessed her silent
reply. She felt light inside, dizzy. She’d never been kissed with
so much reverence and affection. Her only experience had been rough
and brutal, and against her will. Did he know that? Was that why he
was treating her so carefully?




She leaned forwards,
wanting to deepen the kiss. Her tongue swept along his lips and he
opened his mouth, his tongue coming to play with hers. It sent
tingles sweeping down her spine and she sighed.




His hands moved to her
waist, fingers pressing in slightly as she kissed him. She wanted
to touch him too. She hesitated a moment and then placed her hands
on his shoulders. He stopped kissing her and moved back. She met
his gaze and then looked at her hands. Her heart hammered. Her
mouth turned dry.




Her hands shook as she ran
her fingers lightly down his arms, tracing the shape of his biceps.
Her gaze slid across to the zipper on his flight suit. It was done
up to his neck, the short stand up collar hiding part of it. She
licked her lips and then moved her hand to it. One hand held the
collar while her other slowly lowered the zip. She sighed quietly
and her stomach heated through when the material parted to reveal
his collarbones and then his chest. Her other hand left the collar,
her fingers grazing his chest as she lowered them to follow the
zipper.




He closed his
eyes.




She’d never seen such
quiet pleasure on a man’s face before.




She lowered the zip to his
navel and then coursed her hands back up, over the taut muscles of
his abdomen to his chest. When she reached it, she slipped them
underneath his flight suit and pushed it towards his shoulders. He
helped her, peeling it off his arms and leaving it dangling at his
waist. Her eyes drank their fill of his body. The sons of Lyra
really were as perfect as she’d heard. At least Balt
was.




Leaning forwards, she
pressed light tentative kisses to his chest and neck, exploring his
body—rock hard square pectorals, taut shoulders, and deliciously
curved abdominals. He kept still, only his head moving slightly to
the side when she kissed the spot below his square jaw line. Her
whole body ached with desire and instinct drove her forwards,
making her touch and kiss him to fulfil the need growing inside
her. She wanted more.




Her gaze lowered to his
navel and followed the line of dark hair downwards until it
disappeared into the flight suit. She swallowed again as she
wondered just how perfect a son of Lyra was. Something told her
she’d find out if she found the courage to go through with what she
wanted to do. He wouldn’t stop her. She could already see the
hardness of his cock against the tight material.




She looked at his face,
checking his eyes were still closed. Her fingers skimmed his waist,
ghosting lightly over the muscles there, and then dipped downwards.
His lips parted and a small frown knit his brows.




Her fingers met at the
point where she’d unzipped him to. She took a deep breath to calm
her nerves and then carefully lowered the zipper to reveal dark
snug trunks. She wanted to see more. He was going to have to
stand.




She took hold of his hands
and stood, forcing him to rise with her. He towered over her, his
head bent towards her. She couldn’t resist the opportunity to kiss
him. Tiptoeing, she claimed his mouth as her own, plundering it
passionately with her tongue. He moaned and a chill chased over her
skin. When he did that, she wanted to do even more, she wanted to
do whatever it took to make him moan again.




She pushed the flight suit
down over his hips. He stepped backwards and removed his boots
before stripping off the flight suit. Her gaze raked over him,
absorbing the sight of his long powerful legs and the beauty of his
body.




His hand reached out
towards her. Her heart skipped a beat and she kept still as his
fingers closed around the zipper on her flight suit. She bit her
lip and watched him lower it, revealing her breasts and stomach,
and then continuing downwards to her crotch. She didn’t have the
advantage that he did. She had no underwear on and he’d already
seen her naked.




That fact didn’t stop his
eyes from filling with dark hunger as he peeled the suit off her
body. She let him remove it for her, not wanting to interrupt the
obvious pleasure he was getting from undressing her. He pushed the
suit down her legs and came to kneel before her. She lifted each of
her feet in turn so he could remove it completely. When he was done
and she was naked, he looked up at her.




Her pussy throbbed, her
nipples hardening at the dirty thoughts coursing through her
mind.




He skimmed his hands back
up her legs, tickling her and stirring intense need and desire
inside her. She watched his hands and then his face, staring into
his eyes. In them, she could see how much this meant to him, and it
was far more than she’d expected. He really had wanted her. He did
want her. She closed her eyes when he pressed a kiss to her thigh
and then kissed across her stomach, his tongue laving her skin and
making it tingle.




His hands cupped her
backside.




Hers ran over his hair,
holding him against her stomach. She’d never felt such pleasure
before and it surprised her that it could come from something as
innocent as a kiss.




“Kayla,” he
whispered up at her.




She looked down at him,
realising for the first time that she had a man on his knees,
subservient. No, not just a man. She had a prince of Lyra on his
knees and he wore a look that said he would die if she welcomed him
inside her. She ran her fingers around his earlobe and then under
his jaw. Reaching his chin, she lifted her fingers and was amazed
when he followed her silent command and stood.




Her tongue brushed his
skin again, exploring his chest. He sighed and caught hold of her
waist. She fell backwards onto the bed with him on top of her. His
crotch pressed against hers, his lips coursing over her neck and
downwards. She stretched her arms out above her head on the bed and
closed her eyes, giving herself over to her desire and
him.




His lips closed around her
left nipple and he gave a gentle pull on it. She arched her back
against him and moaned. Before she knew what she was doing, she had
her legs wrapped around his waist and had bunched the bed sheets up
into her fists.




“Balt,” she
breathed, his name unsteady on her lips. She wanted more, wanted
him to touch her all over, taking her out of this universe and into
one of their own making. She screwed her eyes shut when his tongue
flicked and swirled around her nipple, torturing her.
“Balt...”




He grabbed her hips and
ground against her, powerful and rough. She moaned again and rubbed
her pussy against his hard cock. The friction was exquisite. She
wished she could feel his cock against her, its silken flesh
sliding against her slick pussy. He thrust again, catching her clit
and making it pulse with pleasure.




He kissed across to her
other breast, laving and suckling the nipple until it was so taut
that it hurt. She ran her hands down his back, pressing her fingers
in hard in the hopes of driving him on. The tattered threads of her
control began to slip through her grasp. She wanted to feel his
cock against her. She needed it.




Tugging him upwards, she
got him high enough that she could reach the dark trunks that
formed the barrier between her and what she wanted. She pushed them
down, her eyes immediately on his cock as it sprang free. He stood
and removed his trunks for her. Her eyes widened at the length of
his hard cock as he drew a hand down it to reveal the sensitive
crown. She licked her lips.




Before she could move
towards him to get a taste, he’d knelt before her at the end of the
bed and had spread her thighs. She flung her head back and moaned
loudly as his thumbs parted her pussy lips and brushed against her
clit, quickly followed by his tongue. Her fingers closed around the
sheets and her thighs tensed as he licked her, flicking the pert
nub and sending her out of her mind. She bit her tongue to stop
herself from moaning as loudly, fearing someone would hear. His
tongue delved lower, probing her entrance and making hot shivers of
need explode inside her. She grabbed his hair with one hand and
arched her back. He placed her legs over his shoulders and drew her
towards him until her backside was almost off the bed. She pressed
her feet into his shoulders and spread her legs, encouraging him to
continue. She needed more.




He slid a finger down her
slick pussy and then eased it up into her. Her breath escaped her
in a sigh as she felt the slightest sense of satisfaction and her
hunger abated. He pumped her slowly with his finger as he licked
her clit, sending tingles through her that built until she was
riding his finger, unable to stop herself.




She came with a harsh
moan, fireworks exploding behind her closed eyes and her pussy
clenching his finger as he continued to thrust it inside her. She
rode it still, not wanting to relinquish it or the delicious
feeling of it being in her.




His movements slowed and
his tongue caressed her clit, steadily teasing her and arousing her
again. She kept her feet pressed against his shoulders but the hand
that had been against his hand fell away to the bed. He looked up
at her, his finger still inside, stroking her gently.




She stared into his hungry
eyes for a moment and then down at his body. She couldn’t see his
cock but she knew it would be hard and ready. There was a look in
his eyes that said when the time came, he wouldn’t be gentle. There
was too much passion and desire to control. She didn’t mind. He’d
been gentle enough. Now she wanted to feel his full
strength.




He moved upwards and her
feet slid down his back. He kept them hooked over him and she
watched his cock come into view. He stroked a hand down it and her
lips parted. She wanted it inside her. She pulled him towards her
with her feet, encouraging him. He knelt closer to her and held
himself poised at her entrance. She moaned when he ran the head of
his cock over her pussy and then downwards. It nudged her slick
opening, edging inside her and stretching her. She locked eyes with
him as he eased in, deeper than she’d expected and filling her. He
legs stayed over his shoulders and she shifted forwards until he
was as deep as he could go, his balls against her backside. His
eyes closed for a brief moment and he took hold of her
hips.




She groaned when he pulled
out and then rammed back into her, sending fire into her veins. He
stared at her, his eyes narrowed and intent as he thrust into her,
hard and fast at first, frantic. His pace slowed but each plunge
into her was deep and hard. His pelvis hit her clit, slamming into
it and making her head spin. She moved her feet so her thighs were
further apart and each brush of her clit was more intense. Her
breasts wobbled as he pounded into her but she refused to close her
eyes. She kept them fixed on his, staring into them, lost in their
coupling and the feelings she could see surfacing inside
him.




His breathing turned heavy
and hers joined it. He moaned over and over, in time with each deep
thrust of his cock. She groaned along with him until the room was
full of the sound of their pleasure. She tensed her muscles around
his cock and his face screwed up. She did it again, holding his
cock tight inside her and loving the slight edge of pain brought by
each thrust of it into her.




He grabbed her thighs and
pounded into her faster, his movements frantic and uncontrolled.
She closed her eyes now, lost in the bliss and fire of their
coupling. He leaned forwards, lifted her backside off the bed and
slammed into her. She threw her head back and moaned, no longer
caring if anyone heard her. He grunted and thrust into her again,
his cock throbbing and pulsing as he came with a warm rush of seed
into her. She locked her feet around him and rode his last few
strokes inside her, wanting to cum too.




She frowned when he pulled
out of her and then moaned when he pushed two fingers up inside her
slick channel and began thrusting while he licked her clit. It was
a matter of seconds before the universe exploded before her eyes
and she breathed hard as the hot liquid fire of her orgasm swept
through her.




A smile crossed her lips
as he moved and came to lie beside her. She was surprised but
pleased when he drew her to him, forcing her head against his
chest. His heart was thundering, outstripping the pace of her own.
She closed her eyes and wrapped her arm around him. She wasn’t sure
what would happen now and she didn’t want to think about it. She
didn’t want to think about how she felt for him or his feelings for
her. She just wanted to lay here in silence enjoying the peace and
safety of his arms.




***




Balt took a deep breath
and kept hold of Kayla’s hand as they walked off the ship into the
bright port of his family’s palace on Lyra Prime. He made sure she
was close to him as they walked towards the main white domed
building of the port. His eldest brother had been sent to greet
him. He supposed it was better than his parents since he’d
neglected to mention he had a guest with him.




More than a
guest.




He smiled at the feel of
her hand in his and how close behind him she was, using him as a
shield from this unfamiliar world. He squeezed her hand and looked
over his shoulder at her. When he saw how worried she looked, he
stopped and frowned at her.




“There is
nothing to fear here,” he said and smiled when she nodded but none
of the anxiety in the eyes disappeared. She could nod all she
wanted and pretend that she was alright, but he could see straight
through her. Her eyes told him everything she really
felt.




She glanced back towards
the ship and the crew that were unloading it, and then past him
towards his brother where he stood at the end of the gangway, a
lone figure in the arched opening of the building.




“He will not
harm you... no harm will come to you here. I will not let them
touch you.” He squeezed her hand again to get her attention. The
worry in her eyes melted away enough for him to see that his words
had had the desired effect. “Come.”




He walked towards his
brother, never relinquishing her hand, not even when he stopped in
front of him. His brother gave a brief glance at their joined hands
and then looked at her.




“We did not
expect you to have company,” Sebastian said, giving her a curious
look.




“This is Kayla.
She is the reason I have returned early,” he said and looked around
him at the empty port. “Are our parents at home?”




“They are
always at home,” Sebastian said with a smile. He nodded in
agreement with his brother. His parents rarely left the
palace.




His stomach turned with
nerves and he swallowed hard. It was the right thing to do for
Kayla. His parents would put up a fight about his idea, but in the
end they would relent and he would get his way. He always
did.




“I must speak
with them.” He noticed his brother’s gaze drift back to Kayla.
There was a glimmer of something in his eyes. It was either deep
curiosity or surprise. Had his brother figured out why he’d brought
her here?




Sebastian’s eyes shifted
to Kayla’s ear and then his own. “A translator? Where is she
from?”




He hesitated a moment,
unsure how his brother would react to the news that she was a
Terran.




Kayla stepped past him,
squaring up to his brother with so much confidence that he was
surprised.




“I have no
home... since Lyra destroyed it. I am Terran.” Her head cocked to
one side, her eyes narrowing on his brother. She released his hand,
standing firm and planting her hands on her hips in a show of
confidence and defiance.




Sebastian’s dark brows
rose and he looked at him.




Balt nodded in
confirmation. “She is Terran and wears a mark to prove
it.”




“Marked?”
Sebastian said with another curious glance at her. “I do not want
to know how it is you came to have her onboard your ship or came to
see this mark.”




“It’s on the
back of my neck,” Kayla said and Balt cringed when her look turned
mischievous. “As for how I came to be onboard his ship... he
happened to be given me as a gift from a Sekarian trader on a
backwater space port.”




Sebastian’s eyes widened
in horror.




“She’s joking,”
Balt said and Kayla glared at him. “There’s a little truth...
just... don’t tell our parents.”




Sebastian shook his head
and started laughing. “Whatever you say, little
brother.”




Balt grabbed Kayla’s arm
and dragged her along with him as he walked towards the palace. It
towered above him, gleaming white and gold in the strong Lyran sun.
The rich blue sky above was the perfect backdrop to such a
beautiful image as his family’s home. The spires around the domes
reached towards it, higher and higher, as though they could touch
it if they stretched a little more. He walked out of the port
building onto the wide balcony in front of the palace and was
forced to stop when Kayla did. He looked at her. Her emerald eyes
were wide and her mouth was open as she stared up at the palace.
Her face reflected all the fascination and awe he felt inside
whenever he saw it.




“Come, Kayla,”
he said and she started walking again. He met his brother’s gaze
long enough to see the knowing smile in them. Sebastian had figured
out his plan. He hoped that Kayla hadn’t.




They walked into the
building, saluted by the guardsmen at the entrance, and the change
in temperature was dramatic. Outside was fiery hot, while in the
palace it was cool and dark. He led the way through the winding
corridors and across large rooms, heading into the heart of the
palace and his parents’ day chambers.




When he reached them, he
realised that Sebastian had left them. He turned to Kayla and
smiled at her.




“Wait here,” he
whispered, not wanting his parents to hear him and come out. “I
shan’t be long.”




Kayla nodded. His fingers
trailed from hers as he left her. She watched him open a large
arched wooden double door and disappear inside. The sound of it
closing echoed down the long empty corridor. It was cold. She
wrapped her arms around herself, nerves fluttering in her stomach
like butterflies. Why had Balt brought her here? She wished he’d
let her remain on the ship as she’d wanted to. He’d been so
insistent on her coming with him.




She looked around at the
thick stone walls and the paintings of his ancestors that hung on
them, and then noticed some chairs against the wall behind her. She
sat down in the middle of the three and hummed to herself while she
waited. It was a lullaby that her grandmother had always sung to
her. Apparently it had once been the united anthem of her home
world. It was a haunting melody now and she wondered if only she
remembered it. How many Terrans were left in the
universe?




The minutes wore into
hours until she lost all track of time. She wondered what Balt was
saying to his parents. Whatever it was, it was taking a long time
and she was beginning to feel uncomfortable sitting alone in the
corridor. Several guards had passed her and given her strange
looks.




The door opened and she
was instantly on her feet.




“Balt?” she
said as he stepped out.




He smiled at her but there
was fatigue and worry in his dark eyes. She stepped towards him,
tempted to take his hand and offer him comfort, but then thought
the better of it. She still wasn’t sure how things stood between
them. He’d shared her bed more than once in the journey here, but
never had he made it clear how he felt. Until he showed her his
feelings, she was going to guard hers with her life.




“Come with me,”
he said in a gentle tone and held his hand out, gesturing towards
the open door and the room beyond.




She swallowed her fear and
stepped past him into the room. It was expansive and richly
decorated in sky blue and gold. She waited for him to close the
door before walking any further. She needed him by her. For some
reason, he gave her courage and confidence when he was close to
her.




He placed his hand against
her back and ushered her into the room. She raised her eyes to see
a late middle-aged man and woman in front of her. The woman had
light brown hair piled up on top of her head, held with shiny gold
pins that had cascades of pearls falling from them, and features
that said she had been beautiful when she had been younger. Her age
showed in the lines of her face though, everywhere except her
aquamarine eyes. There was a youthful spark to them. Kayla didn’t
like the look of it. To her it said that this woman could be
ruthless and stubborn. The woman shifted, turning slightly to the
side on the couch beside the man, and smoothed the skirt of her
long sky blue dress down over her knees.




The man was different. His
grey hair was soft and wavy, his eyes dark but kind. He had a nice
face, one that said he held compassion and understanding in his
heart. His figure was slim, encased in a dark blue jacket and
trousers that were a similar colour to Balt’s flight suit. He
leaned back in the highly decorative couch.




“Mother,
father, may I present Kayla,” Balt said and nudged her
forward.




She didn’t know what to do
so she bowed her head.




“She has little
breeding,” the woman said in an unimpressed tone. Kayla frowned at
her. “I had thought more of the Terrans.”




“You must
understand, mother, that she has not had an education worthy of her
position... she has—”




“Yes, yes...
you’ve said all this,” the woman cut Balt off and raked her eyes
over Kayla.




She didn’t look at all
impressed.




“Will you
consider my request?” Balt said. “Now that you have seen
her?”




“I know we must
make amends for what our forefathers did to her people, but you
must understand that we cannot simply hand over a planet,” the man
said.




A planet? She looked at
Balt.




“Lyra Five is
unpopulated and on the outer rim of our system. The climate is
perfect for Terrans and they would be—”




“You have said
all this too, son,” the man said and then looked at her. A hard
look entered his eyes.




She got the feeling that
they didn’t like the idea of handing over a planet to her people.
She looked at Balt, unable to contain her smile when she saw the
frustration in his eyes and realised how hard he was fighting for
her species. He wanted to make amends for what had happened, to
repay the debt. It was so romantic and noble of him. She didn’t
even think about what she was doing. She just reached out and
touched his hand in a light caress. He looked down at it and then
at her, right into her eyes.




There was a flicker of
something and then he grabbed her hand, bringing her forwards with
him.




“Then give the
planet to me and I will give it to the Terrans. When I turned
thirty, you promised me something...” He sounded nervous now. She
could feel his hand shaking in hers. What had his parents promised?
“You swore that I could have any gift I wanted... anything... you
swore.”




The man stood and the
woman followed suit. There was shock on their faces.




“We promised
you that as a wedding present.”




Kayla’s heart jumped into
her mouth. She looked at Balt. He frowned at his
parents.




“It will be a
wedding present,” he said in a calm and measured voice.




She couldn’t believe this.
She tried to form words to ask him if he’d gone insane or if he
really loved her enough to marry her for the sake of giving her
species a new home but they wouldn’t come.




“Balt,” she
whispered, afraid that if she spoke any louder this illusion would
shatter.




He turned and looked at
her. His other hand claimed hers and he held them tightly. His eyes
were full of so much emotion and affection. Perhaps he did love her
enough to marry her.




“Kayla... I
only have one way of saying this...” He removed the translator from
her ear and then his own. She stumbled when he placed his hands
around her waist and drew her close to him. Her hands pressed
against his chest and she stared into his eyes, too stunned to say
anything. “Yoi aishin.”




She didn’t need a
translator to know what those words meant. The horrified gasps of
his parents and the tenderness in his eyes and the passion in his
voice translated them for her. His kiss confirmed it.




She leaned into it,
kissing him with as much ardent desire as he was showing
her.




Someone cleared their
throat and she broke away from Balt. Her cheeks blazed when she saw
his parents were staring. She took the translator with shaking
hands and tried to get it back into her ear. Balt smiled and helped
her, his fingers brushing her cheek as he trailed them off
her.




“I love you,
Kayla. Be my wife.”




He was insane.




So was she.




She nodded and grinned,
barely containing her desire to bounce on her heels. “I love you
too.”




He kissed her and there
was another cough. They broke apart again and both looked at his
parents. His mother looked sour. His father sighed.




His sigh became a smile
that gave Kayla the impression that he was happy to see his son in
love.




“Lyra Five is
yours, to rule together.”




***




Kayla stood on the
colourful tiled balcony, the warm breeze tousling her hair and the
strong sun heating her skin. She listened to the waterfall
thundering to the ground almost one hundred feet below her. The
hills of this new world, her new Earth, stretched out before her,
rising to mountains in the east and lowering to the sea in the
west. This was her favourite place to be in all the world. She
loved nothing more than to stand here, passing the hours and
watching the ships as they came into port in the city
below.




Another freighter landed,
blowing dust up into the air. It had been six months since the
Lyrans had given her species this planet, and people had been
arriving every day. The population was growing steadily.
Settlements had been given to those who knew how to farm, and the
Lyrans were instructing others on how to tend to the land and how
to work metal and other materials.




A smaller ship entered the
atmosphere and passed the palace. It had been four months since
she’d seen that one, and she’d been waiting every day for its
return.




She smiled as she heard
quick footsteps in the room behind her and sighed when his hands
claimed her hips. He always knew where to find her. He stepped up
close behind her, moulding her back against his front and placing a
kiss on her neck. It felt like eternity since she’d seen him. She
closed her eyes and leaned into his kisses, savouring his touch and
how good it felt to be in his arms again.




His hands shifted to her
stomach and he tensed. She couldn’t contain her grin as he turned
her in his arms and stared down into her eyes, his own full of one
question.




She placed her hands over
his where they rested on her swollen belly and he smiled. She’d
never seen him look so happy.




“How long?” he
said, a tremble in his voice.




“A little over
four months. I didn’t realise until you were gone.”




“Why didn’t you
send word? I would have come home.” He frowned at her now, deadly
serious again.




She raised her hand to his
face and brushed her fingers across his cheek. “It’s far more fun
to surprise you with these things. You get so wonderfully
serious.”




“I do not,” he
said, his frown intensifying. She moved her fingers up and smoothed
the frown away. He smiled. “Perhaps I do... but this is worthy of
being serious.”




She shrugged and ran her
hands over her stomach, staring at it. The first few weeks of
knowing she was pregnant had been hard. She’d wanted to break down
and tell him, wanting him to come straight back to her and tell her
that he loved her like he had that day on Lyra Prime. It was more
fun this way though. She did love to surprise him.




“I think this
is something to smile about rather than frown,” she teased him, a
smile still fixed on her lips. She covered his hands again with
hers, keeping them against her stomach. “Perfect for Terran-Lyran
relations.”




He frowned again. “Our
child is not an instrument of improving—”




She cut him off with a
kiss. It had been too long since she’d seen him and there was far
too much talk for her liking. He kissed her a moment and then
gently prised her off him.




“Does everyone
know?” he said, a little breathless.




She kissed him again, her
tongue tangling with his this time. She didn’t want to talk about
all the formalities of having a baby now that she was truly
royalty. She just wanted to stay here in the palace with him and
drink her fill of him.




“Kayla,” he
said and pushed her off him again. “Do they know?”




She shook her head. “I
wanted you to be first... do we have to talk about this right
now?”




He looked serious for a
moment and then his eyes darkened with hunger. “What would you like
to talk about?”




She grinned and pulled him
back to her, peppering kisses across his cheek as she spoke. “I
don’t want to talk at all. I want to kiss you until the sun sets
right through to when it rises again.”




He reclaimed her lips and
she parted them, allowing his tongue to enter and tangle with hers.
It felt so good. She’d missed this so much. She’d missed him so
much.




She sighed into his mouth
and he wrapped his arms around her, holding her close but so gently
that she had to smile. He was treating her as though she was
breakable. Something told her that he wasn’t going to let her out
of his sight now, definitely not until the child was born and
possibly even beyond that. He would want to stay close, not just
because he wanted to share the experience but because of the
dangers. She’d had months to think about the things that had
happened since meeting him. If the Minervans heard that she was
pregnant, they would target her in their attempt to get money from
Balt’s parents. From now on, they would have to be increasingly
careful. If their child were a boy, it would be an heir to the
throne.




She leaned back to avoid
his next kiss and looked up into his dark eyes. They were full of
curiosity when she stared into them for a long time, saying
nothing.




“What is it?”
he said at last.




She ran her fingers into
the shorter hair at the back of his head and smiled up at him. He
frowned when she took the translator from his ear. She wanted him
to hear this in his own language and from her, not from some
device. She removed her own.




“Yoi aishin,”
she said, a little nervous about speaking his language and getting
it wrong.




He was still for a moment,
his expression unchanged, and then a smile curved his
lips.




“Yoi aishin
do... amo tatui sem.”




She frowned and put her
translator back in before pushing his back into his ear. “Say that
last bit again.”




“I’m always
yours,” he whispered against her lips. “It was nice to hear it in
my own language. Is there anything else you’ve learned to
say?”




“A few things,”
she said with a mischievous smile. “My tutor says I am doing
well.”




“Tutor? You’re
learning Lyran?” He pulled back, his brows raised high.




“I want to be
able to speak to you properly, without this.” She tapped the device
in her ear. “Lyran is such a beautiful language... I’ve learned to
say so many things.”




She removed his translator
and her own again, and tossed them into the room, not caring where
they landed.




“Kishia wa,”
she whispered against his mouth.




He did. He pulled her
close and kissed her hard, stealing her breath and making her head
spin. She hadn’t expected him to react so strongly to her speaking
his own language. Feeling the urgent need to breathe, she pressed
against his shoulders. He released her with a sheepish
smile.




She kissed him briefly and
then turned in his arms so her back pressed against him and she was
facing the outside world. He wrapped his arms around her shoulders
and then slipped them under her arms and rested his hands on her
belly. She placed hers over them and smiled as she looked out at
the panorama.




Now it was truly
beautiful. With Balt here with her, it was perfect. Never in all
her years had she thought that her life could turn out this way.
Never had she thought she could find someone who loved her so much
and made her feel as though she was a princess.




He swept the hair from her
neck and pressed a kiss to it and then one to her cheek. His breath
tickled her ear.




“Aishin... yoi
aishin... tatui... tatui... wa naima.” He peppered her cheek with
kisses and held her close.




She leaned her cheek
against his and sighed.




He loved her.




Always.




She smiled as she
translated the last two words.




Not a princess.




His queen.




The
End




###
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