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Sons of Lyra:
Stranded




Captain Lyra
III is known for his vicious attitude and brilliance in battle.
Second youngest of the infamously passionate and handsome sons of
Lyra, he’s a born leader and doesn’t take no for an answer. Except
this time. Acer is facing a future that seems like a nightmare, a
future that has shaken him and made him realise that the one thing
he truly wanted in life may have just slipped through his grasp—his
engineer, Stella.




Stella fell for
Acer the moment she was transferred to his ship by his brother,
Captain Lyra II. A year on his ship and never being noticed by him
unless she’s done something wrong, she’s come to accept that she
won’t be the one to tame this prince’s passionate heart, but it
doesn’t make her feelings disappear and doesn’t stop her dreaming
that she might capture him yet.




Attacked en
route to Lyra Prime they find themselves stranded alone in the
middle of deep space and things reach boiling point when the
climate control breaks down. Trapped with only each other for
company, it’s not long before the truth comes out about their
feelings for each other and Acer’s reason for returning to Lyra
Prime.




When Stella
discovers Acer is duty bound to marry a woman of Lyran aristocracy,
she offers him a night to remember her by, but will it be enough or
will it cause them more pain than pleasure? Returning to Lyra
Prime, will Stella’s heart falter or will she rise to the challenge
and fight for Acer? Will Acer be able to find the strength to
forsake his family in the name of true love?
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Sons of Lyra:
Stranded




The engines droned into
silence. This time, the gravity drive went with them. Stella slowly
floated into mid-air in the access panel, still holding the wrench.
Her knees touched the entrance of the curved tunnel, stopping her
from going any higher. She wiped the sweat from her brow, desperate
for a drink and some sleep, and worried that they were going to be
stuck in deep space forever. It had been two days since the engines
had given up, leaving them adrift in the middle of nowhere. There
wasn’t even a shipping lane within fifty thousand leagues of them.
No one was answering the distress call.




Stella pushed off from the
ceiling of the tube and drifted out into the dark, hot engine room.
Turning, she waited for her feet to touch the opposite wall and
then kicked forwards, propelling herself back towards the engine
bay.




She pined for the
stretching blue skies and Gavaelian moons of Lyra Six, the
universe’s foremost pleasure planet. It had been a long overdue
break that she was now missing, knowing that her captain wouldn’t
give her the time off in lieu.




Her fingers locked around
the grab bar near the Gravi-Drive. She whacked the drive with the
wrench. It whined into life. Her feet slammed to the
floor.




Something in the distance
slammed too.




She cringed.




He had already been in a
foul enough mood after they’d been attacked by the Minervan
mercenary ship. It had been a miracle that they’d made it out alive
with such a skeleton crew to fly the ship—only her and the
captain.




Captain Lyra
III.




There was no denying any
part of his reputation—handsome, noble, a skilled captain, and a
vicious bastard.




Not that the last part
stopped every woman of mating age in the universe from trying to
tame him and his passionate heart. None had been successful. Not
even her.




She’d thought about it a
few times when she’d first come onboard his ship. She’d even gone
as far as unzipping her flight suit to expose a little cleavage now
and then. After a few weeks of not being noticed in the slightest,
she’d given up trying to get his attention, but she hadn’t given up
her feelings.




He strode into the room
and her eyes were immediately on him, scanning him from the feet up
as they always did. There really was no denying how handsome he
was. His athletic figure was only emphasised by the tight blue and
black flight suit that left nothing to the imagination. His
features were noble, with bowed lips, straight nose and dark hair,
but it wasn’t those that had made her heart race the moment she’d
met him.




It had been his stunning
aquamarine eyes. They made him the picture of Lyran perfection and
breeding. They made him a man any woman would want—even her. His
eyes held hers. Out of the four sons of Lyra, the royal bloodline,
he was the only one to have eyes like that.




He was the only one
unmarried.




Anger flashed in his
eyes.




Blood trickled down the
bridge of his nose.




There was a cut on his
forehead. He hadn’t had that when she’d last seen him this morning
on the bridge.




“In the name of
Iskara, Engineer! How many times must I tell you to sound the
warning before re-instating the Gravi-Drive?” He wiped the blood
from his nose, smearing it across his forehead, and then pushed his
fingers through the black tendrils of hair on top of his head to
the shortness of the back.




She saluted. “Sorry,
sir.”




Apparently one more time.
She was so used to working on ancient freighters where the gravity
drive eased itself back into action much like everything else.
These new Achelon Class fighters had gravity drives that snapped
back on. She’d discovered that to her dismay over a year ago when
she’d been drafted to the Lyran Imperial Army. Back then, Captain
Lyra II had threatened to discharge her. In the end, he’d punished
her more severely. She’d been reassigned to the Nephis-Lyra, his
brother’s, Captain Lyra III’s, ship.




His eyes burned into
hers.




All she’d done since
arriving was piss him off. Never once had he threatened to
discharge her though. He’d shouted at her plenty of times and had
even personally thrown her in the brig once, but he’d never taken
it any further.




She wondered what he was
waiting for tonight. Normally by now he’d be across the room and
trying to make her ears bleed with the volume of his voice. He
leaned against the doorway.




The gravity drive
whined.




She smacked it again,
frustrated. Two days and she was beginning to think she was going
to spend the rest of her life stuck in space with just Captain Lyra
III. She wanted to be on Lyra Six, sunning herself and relaxing.
Well, she’d be on her back anyway.




“Have you tried
sticking a posidriver in it?”




He held up a long
cylindrical tool. A dirty interpretation of his words drifted
across her mind. She swallowed. He walked across the room, steps
slow and measured, moving with the sensuality of a Lyran mountain
panther, and handed her the posidriver.




Her gaze fell to it and
then shot back to him when he unzipped the top of his flight suit,
peeling it apart and pulling it down his arms. He tied the arms
around his waist. Her stomach heated through at the sight of much
bare flesh and muscle. She stared at the posidriver in her hand,
wishing she was on Lyra Six right now, where men like him were
waiting to do her bidding.




He crouched down in front
of the boxy Gravi-Drive and the access tube for the engine. When he
turned and lay on his back, his head and shoulders disappearing
into the hole in the wall, she changed her mind.




Not men like
him.




No men were comparable to
the sons of Lyra.




She handed him all the
tools he asked for, her eyes never leaving his body. They studied
how his muscles shifted and tensed with each movement and the
steady build of a fine sheen of sweat as he tried to fix the
engine. If he was going to give her a free show like this, she
wasn’t going to waste it. She hoped he’d be down there a while. The
sight of him like this was driving her fatigue to the back of her
mind. There wasn’t room in her head for it and all the wicked
thoughts. She fanned herself with her hand as her temperature rose
and then unzipped her tight flight suit to just below her breasts
so the start of her low-cut white vest was showing. There was a
frustrated growl and the sound of a fist hitting
something.




“Captain?”




Acer looked at the panel
above him and the flashing red warning light. He clenched his fist,
causing the dark blue leather of his gloves to creak, and hit it
again. The warning light went out. So did all the other lights on
the panel.




“Cruskin
nyaaeso!” He cursed and hit it again for good measure.




“Captain?” Her
voice became more concerned.




Nothing left now but to
confess. Perhaps he should’ve let her deal with it. He was sure she
would’ve fixed it in the end and he’d be on his way to Lyra Prime.
His family probably thought he wasn’t coming. He wished he
wasn’t.




“I think the
climate system went down,” he said.




“What?” Her
voice was louder now and full of disbelief.




He looked down the length
of his body to see her bent over and looking up at him. His lips
parted. His breath left him in a rush. His blood boiled. He could
see right down her flight suit, could see the luscious curves of
her breasts. His eyes shot back to the dead panel and then slowly
returned to her.




“Do you want me
to come down there?”




She got down onto her
knees and then all fours. She was going to crawl into the tight
tunnel with him. Her breasts squashed together and her hand brushed
his thigh. He swallowed at the brief contact and then shook his
head. He slid out, stood and looked down at her where she knelt on
the floor.




His older brother was a
bastard for placing this siren under his protection. Balt had known
what he’d been doing when he’d transferred her for something as
petty as a gravity drive failure. Since setting eyes on her at the
port of Antilles, Acer hadn’t been able to get her out of his
thoughts.




She stared up with him
round brown eyes that gave her an innocent look and full blush lips
that commanded he kiss her. Her fingers combed though her
sweat-dampened long brown hair. He’d done that once. She’d been
unconscious in his arms at the time. It had been barely a month
ago, when they’d been attacked by the first Minervan mercenary
ship. He’d received the call from home shortly after that and had
selected one crew member to come with him to the Lyra system while
the others had shore leave.




He’d chosen
her.




It was too late
though.




It was only a matter of
time now before she discovered why he had to return to Lyra Prime
and before he lost her forever.




“It’s getting
hot,” she said and unzipped her flight suit, pushing the arms off
so only a tight white vest covered her top half.




His eyes widened when she
stood and started tugging the blue suit down, revealing an even
tighter pair of little white shorts that hugged her hips. His
temperature shot to hotter than the Lyran sun and he couldn’t stop
his eyes from running down the length of her long slender legs. His
heart pounded.




By Iskara’s wings, she was
trying to kill him.




“Engineer, what
do you think you are doing?”




She stepped out of her
boots and then the flight suit. “I need to get this engine working
and I can’t do it when I’m slowly boiling to death.”




He raked his gaze over her
again and swallowed hard.




He had to admit, it was
getting hot in the ship.




Her gaze skimmed up his
legs, lingered on his bare torso, and then met his eyes.




“You should do
the same. You’ll boil if you don’t.” She gave him a small smile,
one that made him believe that she wanted him in just his
underwear.




It was a cruel temptation.
Perhaps he should’ve told her why he had to return home. Maybe then
she wouldn’t have stripped off. If she knew it was as hopeless as
he did, she wouldn’t be sending out such signals.




He wasn’t a prude though,
and this was no time to back down from a challenge. If she was
brave enough to get down to her underwear to avoid heatstroke, then
so was he.




A glance at the
temperature reading on the large display screens to the right of
Stella revealed that it had already hit thirty degrees Celsius
throughout the ship, and it was steadily climbing.




He untangled the arms of
his flight suit and then unzipped the rest of it. Pushing it down
his legs, he couldn’t stop his gaze from straying to hers. What he
wouldn’t give to have had her like this a few months back when he
could act on it, when he could have had those beautiful slender
legs wrapped around his waist and her screaming his
name.




Kicking his boots off, he
peeled the suit off over his feet and then straightened. He looked
at her, watching her drink her fill of his body and fighting the
urges sweeping through him. Wearing nothing but his white trunks,
it was no time to get those kinds of urges. She’d know the second
his body began to respond and then it would be game
over.




Damn his
brother.




Damn himself too for not
acting on his hunger and feelings for her when he’d had the
chance.




He’d give anything to
brush his fingers over her arms, across her stomach, and feel her
silken skin. He’d give up everything if he could kiss
her.




Everything.




There wasn’t anything he
wouldn’t swap for just one moment with her.




Unable to bear torturing
himself any longer with what could have been, he walked to the
door.




“Continue work
as long as you can,” he said without looking back at her. “I need
to return to the bridge.”




He walked out of the door
before she could respond. She wouldn’t notice his change in
attitude or feeling. To her, he’d appear to be the same abrupt and
demanding captain he’d always been. He’d be the man in his
reputation, not the one he wanted to be with her.




The corridors of the ship
were quiet. He could sense the temperature had risen by another
couple of degrees. The air was becoming close, stifling. It would
only be another quarter of an hour before it was too hot in the
engine room for Stella to work.




The doors to the bridge
slid open as he approached and he walked in and down the semicircle
of steps that led to the pilot and co-pilot’s chairs. He looked out
into the darkness pricked with distant stars. He couldn’t leave it
any longer.




Clenching his fists, he
slumped into the pilot’s chair. He shook his head when he looked
down at himself. He’d never thought he’d ever be walking around his
ship in only his underwear.




Sitting forwards, he
looked down at the controls and then out at the darkness again. He
moved his hand forwards, his finger hovering over the button. He
couldn’t leave it any longer. He had to send the distress
call.




He’d told her when the
engines had given up their fight to keep going that he’d set the
emergency beacon going. He’d lied.




He’d rather be here than
on Lyra Prime.




Now it was getting too hot
and the situation was getting too dangerous. He couldn’t risk
Stella out of selfishness any longer. He had to send out the call
for help and ensure she was safe, no matter what the cost was to
him.




Taking one last, longing
look at the freedom of deep space, he breathed a long sigh and told
himself that it was only a matter of time now. This close to the
Lyra system, it wouldn’t be long before someone picked up the
distress call and came for them.




He pressed the button and
sealed his fate.




With a heavy heart, he
walked back through the ship. He removed his gloves and let them
drop to the floor halfway along the corridor between the bridge and
the engine room. He skimmed his fingers over the dark metal walls,
following the dotted line of lights that shone up from either side
of the walkway. His eyes fixed on the engine room door as it came
into view.




If only she
knew.




She’d given him looks when
she’d first come onboard, ones full of meaning and easy to
interpret. She knew his reputation and she wanted to be the one to
catch him, to tame him and claim his heart for her own. He wished
he’d let her rather than fighting the attraction. What could have
been something beautiful now brought him nothing but pain. It hurt
to even think that now nothing could happen between them, no matter
how badly they wanted it.




He turned down a side
corridor and away from the engine room. The temperature was rising
again. He wished the climate control had broken on a downswing not
an upswing. He could handle the freezing cold far better than this
stifling heat.




Ahead of him, the mess
room doors opened to greet him. He went straight to the
refrigerator units and took out two bottles of water. The cold
against his skin was divine. If they had enough supplies, he’d
bathe in them. Maybe once he could’ve convinced her to bathe with
him. Not now though. He’d wrecked any chance of that.




He laughed at himself and
left the mess room. A man well known for his vicious attitude and
confidence had been too frightened of rejection to ask the most
beautiful woman in the universe to be his. His parents would have
frowned on it, his desire to marry a woman outside decent Lyran
society, an engineer on his ship no less. He supposed they’d be
happy now they were getting what they wanted—one of their sons
married to Lyran aristocracy.




He wasn’t.




The door to the engine
room slid open and he stepped inside. She was on her back, her
knees bent and the top half of her body hidden inside the tube. He
padded quietly over to her, hoping not to disturb her so he could
observe her and remember how good she looked in little
clothing.




“I can’t fix
it!” There was a clang of metal on metal and then she slid out from
the tube.




She lay on her back
staring up at him.




She’d tied her dark hair
back and her white top was damp with sweat around the edges. He
held one of the bottles of water out to her. She got to her feet
and took it from him, gulping half the contents down in one
go.




“It’s too hot,”
she said and wiped the sweat from her brow.




He glanced at the
temperature reading. Thirty-seven degrees Celsius.




At this rate, they’d be
dead before anyone found them.




He sipped his water,
trying to think of a solution. There had to be a way to save Stella
from this heat. Pain wracked his heart at the thought of her dying.
He’d never let anything bad happen to her. Never. Nothing in this
universe, not even his future wife, could stop him from protecting
her or change his feelings towards her.




Stella gulped half the
remains of her water, desperate for its coolness. It did nothing to
lower her temperature. Seeing her captain in just his underwear
wasn’t helping. She swore that the second he was out of sight, her
temperature had dropped by five degrees.




He was staring at her but
she didn’t look at him. She liked the feel of his eyes on her,
trailing fire over her body and making her burn for him. If she
looked at him, he was likely to look away. She hadn’t realised
before today, but he watched her if she didn’t pay attention to
him. Was he scared of looking at her when she was looking at
him?




“I suggest we
go to the cryo-sleep chamber. The temperature may be cooler there
if we open the pods.” His voice was liquid fire, seeping into her
veins and stirring ideas that would only make her
hotter.




She nodded and swigged her
water, hoping it would cool her down.




He walked from the room
and she followed him, her eyes roaming the strong muscles of his
back, sculpted to perfection. His buttocks shifted as he walked and
dimpled. He had a cute backside, and those legs were to die for.
Long, muscled and strong, she wanted to touch every inch of them
and gradually work her way up. She wished he was facing her again.
There was nothing as spectacular as the sight of his torso or his
body in the tiny tight trunks.




All too quickly, he came
to a halt in front of the cryo-sleep chamber. The door swished open
and she followed him in. It was as hot and stuffy in the room as it
had been in the rest of the ship.




She stood in the middle of
the room and looked around her. He went to one of the glass and
white metal pods and opened it. A cool breeze touched her skin,
pleasant and refreshing. She went to the pod on the opposite side
of the room to the one he’d opened and pressed the button. It
whooshed open. Chill air washed over her skin. It was
wonderful.




She remained there,
enjoying the cool air and how refreshing it was. She didn’t even
move when it turned colder, freezing her skin. His hand came to
rest on her shoulder. She moved now, turning to look at him. There
was fire in his eyes and they burned her as he looked her over. Her
nipples hardened into peaks that pushed against the tight material
of her white vest. She blamed the cold.




Looking into his eyes,
with his hand resting on her shoulder, she felt connected to him.
Her body was aflame where he was touching her, his fingers lightly
grazing her skin. She couldn’t believe she was standing alone with
him in only her underwear. Something surfaced in his eyes that she
couldn’t read and his expression altered for a brief moment before
returning to normal. What had he been thinking in there? Was it
about her? Was it about them? She laughed internally at herself for
being so ridiculous. He was miles out of her league. Her
imagination was playing tricks.




His hand trailed off her,
leaving her feeling bereft. Her gaze followed him as he crossed the
room. It slid over his back muscles again, slowly falling to his
shorts. The tight white material really left even less to the
imagination than his flight suit did, if that was
possible.




He turned to face her when
he reached the benches near the shuttered window. His physique was
stunning, better than any she’d seen in the brochures of Lyra Six
or imagined in her fantasies. Her eyes delighted in following the
lines of his muscles, over his smooth defined chest to his taut
abdominal muscles, and then onwards to the point where they ended
and the shaping around his hips led her eyes down to his
shorts.




She swallowed, burning
up.




“Take a seat,”
he said in a voice so husky it startled her out of her
reverie.




She sat down on the bench
opposite the one he was near. He opened the screen across the
window to reveal the never-ending darkness of deep space. In the
distance she could see the spiralling arms of the closest
galaxy.




“It’s
beautiful,” she said.




He sat on the bench and
she knew his eyes were on her again.




“I never get to
see it where I work,” she said, feeling the need to
explain.




He was looking out of the
window at the galaxy when her gaze slid across to him.




He was beautiful. He was
more breathtaking than that galaxy or anything she’d ever seen in
her life. He made her glad she’d been drafted. The idea that she
might have spent her whole life never seeing such a man, only
seeing the grimy dark engine rooms of half-dead freighters and the
dusty space ports of the outer colonies, made her ache and made her
happy to serve her galaxy’s leaders.




“It’s the
reason I wanted to be a captain,” he said in a voice tinged with
sadness.




“Your brother
is a captain also,” she said, wondering if he was so very different
to his brothers.




He smiled.




“He is,” he
said and then whispered so quiet that she barely heard him, “he
sent me you, a real star, more beau—”




She frowned, her heart in
her mouth and her mind screaming out for him to finish his
sentence. Had she imagined it? Had he been on the brink of saying
that she was beautiful?




In the distance, the
gravity drive whined.




She grabbed her bench at
the same time as he grabbed his. There was a clunk, a shudder that
rocked the ship, and then she was drifting off the seat, only her
hands anchoring her.




She couldn’t look at him
so she pushed off and floated to the window. Shame filled her along
with embarrassment. What kind of engineer couldn’t fix an engine?
Granted they were low on parts and weapons fire had damaged it, but
she still should have been able to fix it.




“Are we ever
going to get to Lyra Prime?” she said to the night.




“I don’t mind
if we don’t.”




She looked over her
shoulder at him. He had his head hung forwards, staring at the
floor. A blind person could have seen he wasn’t happy. She’d
thought he’d be pleased to be returning home, to see his family and
the planet he’d grown up on again.




“Why?” she
whispered, not confident enough to voice that question
clearly.




When he looked at her, she
looked back out of the window at the distant galaxy. The atmosphere
in the room was oppressive as she waited for him to speak. She’d
never said as much to him in her entire year of service as she had
these past two days, and most of that had been today. Now she felt
as though they were bordering on intimate, travelling into
uncharted territory, and a part of her was frightened he’d discover
her feelings and that he wouldn’t return them. What if he made her
leave him? Would she be happy to serve her system then?




What if he sent her back
to Captain Lyra II? Seeing his brother everyday would be a constant
painful reminder of him.




“What would you
say to a man... about to be married?” he said with none of his
usual confidence.




She didn’t dare look at
him as her mind raced to draw an inevitable conclusion and tears
began to fill her eyes.




“Congratulations.” She forced the word out through a throat
tight with emotions.




Silence.




“What would you
say to a man about to be married... who didn’t want to be... who
wanted someone else, someone of his own choosing?”




She kept her face forwards
when he drifted up next to her, his hand coming to rest on the grab
rail near to hers. She looked down at them, at how close they were
to each other, and then up into his eyes. Their aquamarine depths
were asking her that question. What would she say to him? He didn’t
look as though he wanted to be married. She felt nauseas. Her hand
moved closer to his, their little fingers touching.




“I’d fix the
ship and take him away from his future wife so he’d be happy
again.”




He laughed, mirthless and
empty. “I wish that were possible, but I’m bound by duty... and it
was my own fault for waiting too long from fear and foolish
pride.”




His confession floored
her. If the gravity drive had been working, she would’ve fallen on
her backside. As it was, she was shaken to the core and sent
trembling. Was he saying he liked her? Her eyes searched his. There
was so much fear and hope in them, so much fire and passion, and so
much regret. It hit her hardest of all. He really didn’t want this
to happen to him. She wished there was something she could
do.




“Then I’d give
the man something to remember me by... so he knew that the one he’d
chosen had chosen him too.”




He frowned and looked
pained. She raised her hand to his face and swept her fingers
across his cheek, her insides quivering with nerves. His eyes met
hers again.




“Captain Lyra
III... if there’s anything I can—”




“Call me Acer,”
he said, cutting her off. His hand ghosted up her arm to catch her
shoulder. A slight tug and she was against him, her body pressing
into his. Zero gravity had its advantages.




Her hands came to rest
against his chest. The feel of his warm muscles beneath her fingers
sent her heart racing.




Her eyes darted between
his and his mouth.




“Acer, I...
every girl in the galaxy has probably said this to you... every one
but me... I don’t care what happens tomorrow... I just want this
for tonight.” She didn’t know where those words had come from, but
she felt incredibly powerful when his eyes narrowed on hers,
filling with dark hunger, and his grip on her tightened.




He tilted his head, moving
towards her. Her heart pounded, hammering against her chest as she
watched his mouth getting closer. Too slow. She felt as though she
was going to die before he reached her. She needed to feel his
mouth on hers, his fingers pressing firmly into her sides and
letting her know this was really happening.




Before she could blink,
his lips were dancing against hers, sending shivers through her and
making her temperature rise again. Her eyes fell shut and she
surrendered to him, leaning into the kiss and wrapping her arms
around his neck. Even if she could only have him for tonight, even
if he was married tomorrow, she wanted this to happen. She wanted
to know it was her who had tamed him and who had broken through the
barriers around his heart.




His hands shifted to her
sides, thumbs pressing in just above her hips. She ran hers down to
his shoulder blades, pulling him closer to her and desperate to
feel his body against hers. His tongue traced her lips, begging
entrance that she willingly gave. Her mouth opened and her tongue
met his. Electric shivers bolted through her, making every hair on
her body stand on end. It was incredible.




This was what it was like
to kiss a son of Lyra, to feel their strength and passion. She
melted in his arms, limp and submissive. He could do what he wanted
with her, just as long as he didn’t stop kissing her.




He pushed harder against
her and her eyes shot wide open when she began to move. She stared
at the room as it slowly turned upside down and tilted her head to
one side as he kissed along her jaw, devouring her and making the
inferno inside her burn hotter.




Her fingernails dug into
his shoulders. He lightly bit her neck and she dragged her nails
across his skin, moaning out her pleasure at the floor. The blood
rushed to her head. He ground his hips against hers and she rolled
her eyes closed. Clearly his blood was rushing
elsewhere.




She turned with him, her
mouth reclaiming his, until they were floating horizontal with him
beneath her. She’d never kissed anyone while weightless before. She
hadn’t kissed anyone in years.




Her lips grazed his before
she kissed across his cheek and down his neck. He tasted salty and
his heat was incredible. Even with the cool air swirling around
them, he was still burning up. So was she.




He grabbed her shoulders
and pushed her off him, holding her at arm’s length. They drifted
upwards.




She frowned and then
furrowed her brows when she saw the look in his eyes. She wished he
didn’t look as though this was the end of the world. In all her
fantasies, he’d been strong and commanding. This new side to him
only made her love him even more, and was only going to make it
harder to accept the fact that after tonight, she’d never feel his
touch again.




She closed her eyes
against the tears and kissed him again, wanting to chase away his
sadness and her own. She’d promised him a night to remember her by.
She didn’t want him to remember her crying. She wanted this to be a
happy memory, for both of them.




He turned with her again,
until they were spinning towards the window. She put her hands out
in front of her to stop herself from hitting it as he moved around
behind her, pressing persuasive kisses along the curve her of
shoulders. She stared at the distant galaxy, half aware of it but
fully aware of Acer. His hands grazed her sides, pushing the white
vest up until his fingers were tracing the underside of her
breasts. Her eyes became hooded and her body burned, begging him to
explore it and make her feel alive. She wanted him inside her,
completing her and making her believe for this one night that she
might be the one he loved.




His tongue traced patterns
on the sensitive area at the back of her neck, sending shivers and
pulses of desire through her. Her abdomen warmed and tightened, and
she tensed her muscles to make the most of the divine feeling. His
hands continued to push upwards, brushing her pert nipples as he
removed her top. She raised her arms and he pulled her top off over
them. It drifted away. Leaning backwards into him, she bent her
arms over her head and ran her fingers through his hair. She
wriggled as his hands skimmed down her arms and covered her
breasts. He ground his pelvis against her backside and she groaned
at the feel of his hard cock, imagining it inside her.




Her body hummed with
pleasure when his thumbs circled her nipples and her eyes went wide
when he swiftly turned her to face him. She grabbed one of the
rails along the window to stop them both from floating off and bit
her lip hard when his tongue swept around her nipple and he sucked
it into his mouth. Arching into him, bending over backwards, she
stared at the distant galaxy. One of his hands held her upper back.
The other one grabbed her backside. She spread her legs and wrapped
them around his waist. Her ankles pressed into his buttocks,
driving his hips forwards. A satisfied moan rumbled around her
throat when his hard length pressed against her wetness. She needed
him inside.




His tongue tortured her
nipples, stirring passion until she couldn’t take any
more.




Raking her nails up his
strong back, she buried her fingers into his hair and held him to
her breast. He suckled harder, making sparks of pleasure shoot out
in all directions from her nipples and turning her abdomen hot with
need.




His fingers dug into her
backside and he ground against her, moaning into her breast. He
ground again, rubbing the length of his hard cock against her. She
bit her lip harder and screwed her eyes shut, desperate for more
contact between them. He kissed downwards from her breasts, his
tongue tracing the underside of it before he began to descend
towards her stomach. Eyes snapping open, she stared at the galaxy
again. Even if he’d kept the shutter closed, she still would’ve
been seeing stars. His touch was like nothing she’d ever felt
before. It stirred desire in her veins that threatened to overwhelm
her and made her lose control until she could think of nothing but
her need to feel him moving inside her, filling her up and
completing her. Once she’d had him, she’d be spoiled to all and
would never love another, but she didn’t care. She didn’t care if
she never felt another’s touch in all her life. She only wanted
him.




Her captain.




Her Acer.




His tongue swirled around
her navel and then he kissed lower, his lips dancing lightly over
her skin and making her burn hotter than ever for his
touch.




His fingers skimmed the
waist of her tight white shorts and she sucked in her stomach when
his hands met over it. He dipped his fingers inside the waist of
her shorts and moved them out towards her hips. She clenched her
muscles when he began to lower her shorts and her groin throbbed at
the idea of him touching her there. She’d fantasised about how it
would feel to have his mouth on her, his tongue tasting her flesh
and her arousal. She’d dreamt of it countless times, and each time
it was bliss.




He tugged her shorts off
over her feet and ran his hands back up the length of her legs.
When he reached her thighs, he spread them and she cried out her
pleasure as his tongue darted into her slippery folds and teased
her pert clitoris. It was torture. It was heaven. It was everything
she’d imagined it would be and so much more.




She spread her legs
further for him and he moaned. Parting her with his fingers, he
licked her hard from her opening to her aroused nub. His tongue
flicked it, sending fireworks shooting through her body and
exploding in her mind. The desperate need to have him inside her
trebled, pushing her into losing grip on the last threads of her
restraint and making her mind foggy with lust.




A low groan escaped her
when he traced a finger down from her nub to her opening and slowly
slid it inside her. Her grip on the bar tightened as he stroked
inside her, stoking the fire of her need. She clenched her muscles
around his finger, loving the feeling of it inside her and
imagining it was his shaft.




He suckled her clit while
he pumped her with his finger, bringing her closer to heaven with
each movement. She screwed her eyes shut as she neared the edge,
ready to plummet into bliss, and then frowned when he pulled his
finger out of her.




“Acer...” she
moaned, desperate for him to finish her off.




She opened her eyes and
looked at him. His eyes were blue fire, burning her with their
need. She’d never had a man look at her like that before, and had
never dreamed that he would be the one to do it. The blush scorched
her cheeks before she could get control of herself and she cast her
eyes downwards, embarrassed by how wanton she probably looked and
the noises she’d been making. Her gaze slid across to his tiny
white shorts and she licked her lips at the outline of his hard
cock.




Letting go of the grab
rail, she drifted over to him. She wanted to make him moan too,
wanted him to lose control and wanted to tease him until he felt as
crazed with desire as she did. Their eyes met as her fingers traced
the length of his cock. His darkened and a frown married his
eyebrows. His lips parted in a silent sigh. She stroked back up the
length of it and then hooked her thumbs into the waist of his
shorts. Within a second they were off him.




She wanted to taste him as
he’d tasted her. She wanted his hard cock in her mouth, in her some
way, any way. She had to feel him and know that this was really
happening between them. She had to give him a night he’d never
forget.




She tossed his shorts away
and looked down at his cock. It jutted proudly from his body, thick
and hard, nestled in dark curls. Her fingers combed through them
and she looked up into his eyes. When her hand slid lower and
cupped his balls, he moaned low in his throat. The fire in his eyes
grew brighter. They narrowed on hers and then he tilted his head
back when she lightly ran her fingers up the length of his cock.
The muscles in his jaw tensed and he groaned at the
ceiling.




Her fingers wrapped around
his length and she gave a little tug, bringing him over to her and
forcing a moan from him at the same time. Her free hand went around
his back, tracing the powerful muscles there while her lips teased
his flesh. She kissed across his chest, her fingers caressing the
sensitive head of his cock at the same time. He groaned and lowered
his head, nuzzling her cheek and kissing it. Surrendering to her
desire, she let it guide her actions. She had to make the most of
this moment.




Kissing lower, she moved
out of reach of his mouth. She licked a trail down his abdominal
muscles, delighting in how taut they were, and the way goose bumps
erupted across his skin whenever she touched him. She kissed down
past his navel and then looked up at him. He grabbed the bar by the
window, anchoring them, and gave her a look that begged her to keep
going.




Her hands cupped his
backside and she looked at his hard length. She licked her lips.
Her pussy throbbed. It was time she teased him as he’d teased
her.




The moment her tongue made
contact with the sensitive head of his cock, his hips jerked
forwards.




“Stella,” he
moaned her name in such a hoarse voice that she was tempted to look
up at him to see what he looked like.




She resisted and licked
the head of his cock again, swirling her tongue around it and
dipping it into the slit to taste his seed. She lapped it up and
then wrapped her lips around his length and took him into her
mouth. He jerked forwards again, forcing his length deeper into her
mouth. She closed her eyes and sucked him, keeping her movements
slow and torturous. He groaned and then growled when he tried to
thrust into her mouth and she stopped him, pushing his hips
backwards.




The sound of him moaning
and the feel of his cock in her mouth made her slick with desire.
She couldn’t help imagining that it was in her, thrusting deep and
slow, taking her out of her mind with pleasure.




“Cruskin
nyaaaa...” he moaned.




She released him and
looked up. His eyes remained screwed shut for a moment, his
breathing hard and fast, and then he looked down at her. His eyes
pleaded her to keep going. She smiled wickedly.




He frowned.




Before she could say
anything, or move away, he’d hauled her up level with him, turned
her and pinned her against the window. Her hands pressed against
the window to steady herself. His front moulded against her back,
the length of his hard erection against the crack of her backside.
His arms wrapped around her, fingers teasing her nipples until they
sparked with each flick and swirl. He kissed her neck and
shoulders, sucking occasionally as he drove her out of her mind
with a combination of his fingers on her breasts and his cock
thrusting against her backside. She pressed backwards into him and
one hand went down to her hip, holding her tight as he ground into
her, groaning. Her pussy throbbed and she rubbed her backside
against his hard length, loving the feel of it against her. He bit
her shoulder and clamped his other hand down over her right breast.
She moaned and shut her eyes when he squeezed it.




Her whole mind spiralled
like the galaxy outside the window when his left hand slid over her
stomach and down to her groin. Slender fingers dipped inside, the
tips of two of them rubbing her pert clit and making her cry out
her pleasure at the universe. He thrust against her backside, dry
humping her and taking her out of her mind with need. Her whole
body tightened. She was so close. She tensed against him and he
dipped his fingers lower, pressing his front into her back so he
could reach. She groaned at the loss of contact on her hard nub and
then her eyes shot wide open when he raised her enough for his
fingers to reach her slick channel. They plunged into her,
thrusting in time with his cock against her backside. She screwed
her eyes shut, wishing it was his cock inside her and not his
fingers. She wanted to feel him filling her up and moving in her,
wanted to feel connected to him in the most intimate way
possible.




“Acer, please,”
she moaned and leaned her head back against him, drowning in his
kisses and the pleasure of his touch.




Her reward was his fingers
leaving her. His hands claimed her hips and pulled her towards him,
lifting her slightly as he did so. She braced her hands against the
window, waiting, anticipating the smooth glide of his cock into
her. He didn’t disappoint. He slowly eased into her, stretching her
and making her sigh with contentment. His hand reclaimed her pussy
and his other gripped the grab rail along the window. She grabbed
it too and wriggled against him, trying to encourage him to
move.




He eased out and then back
in, painfully slowly. His fingers danced on her nub, circling it
and flicking it alternately. Her brows furrowed and she begged him
to thrust, to bury himself deep inside her and make her cum. He
slowly eased into her again. It was torture. His fingers were
relentless against her nub, taking her out of her mind. She tensed
her muscles, clamping down on his cock and loving the feel of it
inside her, even if he was refusing to move it enough to fulfil her
desire for him. He wasn’t going to let this be over quickly. She
didn’t mind. She wanted it to go on forever.




His lips played against
her neck, his breath hot on her skin, fanning her face as he thrust
slowly again. She could feel how tense he was. It must have been
taking a lot to stop himself from taking her the way she knew he
wanted to. She knew how badly he wanted it because she wanted it
badly herself. It went beyond simple want. She needed it. They
needed it.




He slid into her one last
time, filling her completely, and his fingers swirled around her
clit. A warm rush exploded through her, setting her nerves alight
and making her tense her muscles around him again. He groaned hotly
into her ear as her pussy trembled and convulsed around his
length.




All too quickly, he had
left her and she was ready with a complaint but he chased it away
by turning her around and pressing her against the window. His lips
claimed hers, searing her with a kiss that reignited the fire
inside her.




The window was cold
against her back. She didn’t care. The moment he spread her legs
and wrapped them around his waist, she was lost again. His eyes met
hers and his cock nudged against her. She gave him a smile. It was
harder to control her feelings when she could see his eyes and the
emotions in them. Her smile wavered but she held it fast, trying to
be brave and wanting this moment to be a happy one. Tomorrow didn’t
matter. All that mattered was that he was here now, and he wanted
her just as she wanted him.




Closing her eyes to hide
her tears, she grabbed him around the back of his head and kissed
him hard, pouring out all her passion into it. She moaned into his
mouth as he entered her, slow and gentle, just as restrained as
he’d been last time. She kept their mouths fused together,
resisting her desire to look at him in case it became too much and
she ruined everything.




He had different plans. He
pushed her off him, holding her close so her breasts were pressed
against his chest. He looked down into her eyes, his full of so
much affection that she couldn’t stop the tears that filled her
own. He smiled and dashed them away for her. She wrapped her arms
around him, holding him and breathing a sigh when he moved deeper
inside her, filling her and making her feel as though she’d never
been whole until this moment.




He brushed the strands of
hair from her face and then caressed her cheek.




She bit her lip when he
pulled up and thrust back in. One hand went to the grab bar to
steady her. She closed her eyes when he moved towards her, his
cheek brushing hers, and thrust again, filling her. Emotions
tightened her throat when he kissed her cheek and set a slow steady
pace, moving inside her before slowly drawing out and re-entering.
She’d expected it to be quick and rough this time, filled with
passion and need. What he was doing was breaking her heart, making
her think things she shouldn’t. It felt as though he was making
love to her.




“Stella...” he
whispered into her ear, his breath warm against it. “Iskara no
tatui sem do skiattai aishin.”




Hot tears spilled onto her
cheeks and she held him to her, clinging to him. She silently
thanked and cursed him at the same time for saying that to her. She
wished it too. She wished he could love her and be hers. If Iskara
allowed it, she would be his wife and his lover until the universe
ended.




His lips played gently
against her throat as he eased into her, tender and slow, bringing
more tears into her eyes. She held onto him, closing her eyes and
burying her face into his neck, surprised at the rush of emotions
that filled her. He whispered quiet words into her ear, every one
of them breaking her heart and sending a warm rush through her. His
body slid against hers, slowly driving her backwards towards the
window until she was constantly pressed against it.




A moan escaped her when
his thumb brushed over her right nipple, circling and torturing it,
making her breath come faster. Her stomach tightened with need and
desire, with the warmth of their love making. She kissed his
shoulder and neck, unable to keep still any longer and restrain
herself. He was being so open with her about his feelings. She
wanted to be open too. Her mouth found his and she kissed him as
slowly as he thrust into her, their lips grazing each other in a
kiss so light it made her tingle. There was so much love in it,
both hers and his. She savoured the feeling of him inside her,
wishing he could remain there always. Another tear rolled down her
cheek and he kissed it away.




“Acer,” she
half-whispered, half-moaned. He drew back and looked at her. Her
eyes begged him to put her out of her misery, to fill her
completely and sate her desire.




He thrust harder, chasing
away her sadness as her desire rose to meet his. It was a divine
feeling of completion, of hunger and need. He grabbed her backside
and pushed her into the window, plunging faster into her, harder
and deeper. She raised her legs, wanting him deeper still, needing
desire to erase all her other feelings. His pelvis hit her clit
with each thrust, sending tingles and shivers racing through her.
She tensed her muscles, desperate to cum and to feel him cum inside
her. He groaned into her throat, fingertips pressing into her
backside and hurting her. The force of his thrusts increased until
she was moaning with each one, clinging to the edge and ready to
fall. She moved against him, thrusting back with as much force as
he was showing her. He rammed deep into her, over and over until
she was breathless.




She leaned back into the
window and kissed him hard, her tongue tangling with his and their
moans mingling as they raced towards completion. She clenched him
harder, milking his cock. She wanted to feel him. She wanted to
know he’d enjoyed this as much as she did. He bit her lip, kissed
her hard, and stole her breath away, leaving her panting in time
with him.




He groaned into her mouth
and dug his fingertips into her backside as he plunged deep inside
her and spilled his seed. The throbbing of his cock and his slowing
movements pushed her over the edge and she moaned harshly as she
came. He held her close as her body quivered around his length. She
breathed hard against his chest, curling up close to him as they
drifted out towards the middle of the room. She didn’t want him to
leave her. She wanted him to stay inside where he
belonged.




His fingers brushed her
cheek as he withdrew from her and she looked up at him, into his
eyes. He opened his hand and cupped her cheek, his thumb caressing
it softly. There was so much she wanted to say, and she knew he
wanted to speak too. It seemed neither of them could find their
voice now. She wished she could. She wished she could tell him all
the things she needed to while she had the chance.




He opened his mouth to
speak.




There was a crackling
noise and then a piercing tone that made her flinch.




The communications light
on the panel near the door lit up.




She looked at it and then
at Acer.




“This is the
Namrus-Lyra. We’ve picked up your distress call and we’re en
route.”




She stared into Acer’s
eyes. They were full of anguish, as though they were reflecting all
her feelings back at her. Her brows furrowed and she fought the
tears that rose into her eyes. This was the decision she’d made.
She had to live with it now. She had to be as strong as he
was.




The voice came again,
breaking the awkward silence.




“We’ll have you
back on Lyra Prime before the seventh moon has set.”




Staring at his chest, her
heart clenched and ached. Tears spilled onto her breasts, streaking
them. She couldn’t stop them now. Her dream of Acer loving her
shattered.




***




The hot sun beat down on
her. She’d forgotten just how warm the planets of the Lyra system
were. Above her was a sweeping arc of purest blue. Not a cloud
marred it. It gave her no peace or happiness. It only gave her
pain.




Her nerve was holding, her
feelings buried deep beneath the surface so the people present
wouldn’t see them. Acer stood before her. His entire family were
behind him.




His eyes were cold as ice,
his air distant. It hurt her more than anything. She could bear
being parted from him if he showed her a hint, the tiniest sign
that what had happened between them had truly meant something to
him and that this was hurting him as much as it was her.




On the ship, he’d shown
her a glimmer of his feelings. The closer they’d got to Lyra Prime,
the colder he’d become, until she was left doubting his feelings
and wished she was away from him. He’d barely spoken to her since
their time in the cryo-sleep chamber. She hadn’t been able to find
her voice either. Each passing league had seen her sinking deeper
into depression until she barely had the energy to raise her head.
She’d spent most of the journey crying in her room. She wished she
was far away and not standing here in front of him, unable to say
what she wanted to and knowing that things would never be the same
again.




It hurt too much to be
around him now and know that he’d never be hers. She’d lied when
she’d said she’d be fine with just one moment in his arms. For the
rest of her life, she was going to regret him.




“Engineer
Stella...” He started and his voice cracked, his eyes sparking with
pain for a brief second before he cleared his throat. Was he
hurting as badly as she was? The thought of that didn’t lessen her
own pain. She cursed him. Why couldn’t he tell his parents to go to
hell? Why did he have to marry another? He stepped forwards. “As
soon as you fix the ship, you are to leave Lyra Prime.”




She didn’t want to leave.
She wanted to stay right here with him, even when she knew it was
pointless. In a matter of days, he would be married. His wife could
even travel onboard the Nephis-Lyra with him. What would happen
then? How could she bear to see Acer with his bride and know that
he would never be hers?




“I’ll see you
soon,” he said in a low voice, almost a whisper. “Enjoy your shore
leave.”




Tears filled her eyes and
she couldn’t blink them away. She didn’t dare raise her hand to
wipe them away. It would draw everyone’s attention to
them.




“Thank you,
Captain.”




Her hand rose in a shaky
salute and she looked at him one last time, seeing the anguish in
his eyes again, before turning her back. Her legs trembled as she
walked to the ship, stopping at the gang plank and busying herself
with the engine parts that sat in boxes on the dock. She felt sick
and weak, shaking.




The scrape of boot heels
on the stone floor made her turn and disappointment flooded her
when she saw it was Captain Lyra II, Balt. Her gaze strayed to
Acer. His other brothers were talking to him, laughing about
something. Acer wasn’t laughing. She’d never seen him look so
solemn.




Her heart
broke.




She actually felt the rip
and the snap as it split in two.




Unable to look at Acer any
more, she forced her eyes away. They followed Kayla as she played
chase with her twin daughter and son, all laughing happily with
faces full of sunshine.




“My wife plays
with them too much,” Balt said with a joyful sigh. She envied him
and envied Kayla even more. “She spoils them.”




Her chest tightened and
ached again when she noticed that Acer was leaving. She watched his
back, torn between turning away and running to him. She did
neither. She remained rooted to the spot and forced herself to
watch him go.




“All isn’t
lost,” Balt said close to her elbow and her attention was with him.
What was he talking about? She gave him a questioning look. He
smiled at her. “I married a slave-girl and my parents forgave me.
The moment you have children, they forget every past
indiscretion.”




Her heart thundered. She
didn’t know what to say. Was he trying to hurt her more? She was
already dying inside with the thought of seeing Acer everyday while
knowing he could never be hers and they could never again recapture
their moment together or the love they shared.




Stooping, she picked up
one of the boxes and started to walk towards the ship.




Balt’s hand on her arm
stopped her. She looked up at him, cursing him for looking so much
like Acer. Her throat went dry. She swallowed to clear it and her
lower lip trembled as her emotions got the better of her. She
turned away again, staring at the box. If she looked at him, she
was going to cry, and crying was a pointless waste of time now. It
was over.




She jerked out of Balt’s
grip. “There’s no point.”




Another few steps towards
the ship and he stopped her again. She frowned at him, not caring
that he was royalty or her superior. Let them throw her in prison
for insubordination. She didn’t care anymore.




Maybe she’d take the
Nephis-Lyra and run away. She could leave it all behind her and
travel into deep space, thousands of leagues from Lyra and
Acer.




“Do you love
Acer?”




Balt’s question floored
her. She stared at the ship, heart hammering and mind racing with
answers. Did she tell him the truth or lie to protect herself? It
seemed that Balt could see straight through her. Could he see
through his brother too? He’d been watching them both closely ever
since he’d rescued them.




She hesitated and then
nodded.




Balt smiled.




“Don’t give up
so easily then. Take it from a captain who’s seen more battles than
you’ve imagined. If anything is worth fighting for, it’s
love.”




***




Acer stood lost in his
thoughts, miles away. He didn’t hear the music as it swept around
him, or the excited chatter of the thousand guests gathered to
watch the extravagance of a royal wedding. He didn’t see the beauty
of the decoration or notice that every noble and honoured family
was present. He didn’t feel the sun against his skin and didn’t see
the blue open skies above him. He was miles away in the docks where
he’d left Stella to repair the ship. By now she was probably
off-world and on her way to Lyra Six. Right this moment another
man’s hands could be pleasuring her. The thought sickened him. He
closed his eyes and heaved a sigh.




He missed her.




It had been three days
since their moment on the ship, and two days since he’d told her to
fix the ship and get on her way to her shore leave. It had broken
his heart to leave her at the docks, but he’d had to do it. He was
bound by duty and there was no escaping it without sacrificing
everything. He wasn’t strong enough to go against his family. He
was a coward.




She’d never speak to him
again.




Would she even look at
him?




She’d left him with more
pain than pleasure. Every time he saw her he would remember how
things had been and what he could have had if he’d had more
courage. Every day he spent on his ship would be a day where his
thoughts were always with her. He deserved to be tortured for what
he’d done. It was his own fault that she wasn’t his.




Now he had to pay the
price.




He opened his eyes and
looked at the guests. So many distinguished families had travelled
across the galaxy for this event. It was all politics at play. They
were only here to maintain or build good relations with his family.
None of them cared about him, about the fact that he was facing a
sentence worse than death as he stood waiting at the top of the
aisle.




The fanfare began,
signalling the arrival of his miserable future.




He looked at his family,
singling out his older brother, Balt. His brother looked as
disappointed as he felt. His gaze slid to his eldest brother,
Sebastian. Now he knew how he’d felt all those years ago, standing
here waiting to meet his future bride and not knowing who she was.
Now he understood why he’d looked so pained.




His thoughts returned to
Stella and he replayed the moment he’d said goodbye to her at the
docks. There’d been so much he’d wanted to say to her, but he
hadn’t been able to with his family all there to greet him. He’d
told her that he’d see her soon. He sighed again. He’d be a married
man then.




His bride reached him,
resplendent in sky blue and white, the traditional colours of a
Lyran wedding. He looked at his future and didn’t like what he saw.
He longed for it to be Stella in that dress, not this trophy
bride.




He held his hand out to
her and turned to face the priest when she placed hers into it. He
wished it were Stella’s hand in his. He’d give anything to feel her
touch again.




He was barely aware of the
ceremony as he recited the words the priest said to him, his voice
void of any emotion. A breeze stirred his jacket. He thought
nothing of it. A stronger gust blew, pushing him forwards, and he
frowned when there was a commotion behind him.




Turning, he dropped his
bride’s hand and brought his hand up to shield his eyes as wind
blasted against him. The high tinny whine of forward thrusters made
him instinctively brace himself. The flowers hit the floor, their
vases smashing on contact with the flagstones. The guests screamed
and scattered. His future wife clung to his arm and he shook her
off, his eyes scouring the heavens for a sign of the
ship.




His heart leapt into his
mouth, hammering in his throat and making him feel sick.




The fighter descended,
sending another rush of warm wind towards him and causing his bride
to fall to the floor with a squeal. He didn’t move to help her. He
couldn’t take his eyes off the ship.




The front cargo bay doors
opened and the ramp descended.




The ship hovered in front
of him, casting a wide shadow over the shrieking guests and filling
half the square.




The
Nephis-Lyra.




He couldn’t believe
it.




Stella appeared on the
ramp, her cheeks flushed and a smile shining in her eyes. There was
something else there too. Fear.




“I fixed the
ship,” she shouted over the engines, her voice shaking enough for
him to hear it. “I’ve come to take you away from a future you want
no part of to one I hope you do.”




He smiled and then ducked
as the guards arrived and started firing on the ship. Stella backed
into the ship for cover. He shouted at the guards to cease fire but
they ignored him. Anger bolted through him at Stella being fired
upon as though she was the enemy. He had to protect her. He’d made
a silent promise to himself that he would. He couldn’t let anything
happen to her. His gaze shot to his family and then to her, and
then back again. He looked at Balt. His brother nodded and smiled.
Had he had something to do with this? Only their parents looked
angry.




By Iskara’s wings, he
wasn’t going to let a second chance with her slip through his
fingers. He’d said that he’d give up everything just to be with her
and here she was coming to rescue him just as she’d said she
would.




The guards closed in,
hollering orders to each other.




He ran, leapt and grabbed
Stella’s hand as she reached out to him.




She hauled him up and then
ran inside. The guards backed away, evidently not eager to fire on
royalty. He looked down at his family and his bride.




“I’m sorry...
but I’ve already found the only woman I want,” he said to his
family.




His mother stood, pushed
her light brown hair from her face, struggling as the wind from the
thrusters blew it around, and scowled at him. “Get back down here
right now and finish this wedding!”




His father took hold of
her arm, restraining her. His grey hair danced around in the
wind.




“There will be
a wedding within a year,” his father said to his mother and then
looked at him. “I guarantee it.”




“But who is
she? Who is her family?”




Acer turned away, not
needing to hear any more. He would bring his mother a wedding
within the year if his family would accept him back and accept
Stella for who she was. He didn’t care that she wasn’t of royal
blood or from a distinguished family. He loved her.




He closed the cargo doors
and went up to the bridge to find her.




Walking onto the bridge
had never felt so exciting. He slid into the co-pilot’s seat beside
her and strapped himself in. She shot him a wide smile that reached
her eyes, turned the ship, and blasted out of the
atmosphere.




He smiled when dark deep
space greeted him. He’d never felt so free.




“Where are we
going?” he said.




Stella eased the ship past
the defence satellites and out into open space. She leaned back
into her seat and looked over at him. He was smiling broadly. She’d
never seen him look so happy. She grinned at him, happy
too.




“I still have
shore leave,” she said. “I was thinking we could swap my
reservation on Lyra Six for Vega Three. It’s a good distance away
and no one will recognise us there.”




She unbuckled the straps
holding her into the chair.




He nodded and punched the
coordinates into the ship’s computer. Vega Three flashed up on the
panel in front of her. There was the click of a safety belt being
undone and then his hands were around her waist. He lifted her out
of her chair and settled her on his lap.




“Vega Three
sounds good,” he said and then kissed her, his lips playing slowly
against hers.




She’d missed
them.




She’d missed everything
about him—his eyes, his voice, his touch, the way he
smelt.




Her arms went around his
neck and she smiled at him when he looked at her.




“It was close,”
he said. “If you hadn’t fixed the ship—”




She pressed her finger to
his lips, silencing him.




“I work better
under pressure,” she said with another broad smile. She shuffled on
his lap, getting more comfortable. It was a long journey to Vega
Three, but she didn’t want to sleep through it. She wanted to spend
it getting to know him.




A smile arched his lips.
“So do I,” he said. “A year of you onboard my ship and finally I
have you.”




He dragged her back close
to him, crushing her hands against his chest as he kissed her hard.
She tackled his tongue with her own, loving the sensual glide of it
against hers and the way it stirred fire in her veins.




She was breathing hard
when he released her.




“Now I’m never
going to let you go,” he whispered and placed brief soft kisses to
her lips.




She smiled lazily, melting
in his strong arms and wondering if she was dreaming.




“Will they come
after you?” she said, worried that they were going to be chased
across the galaxy and he’d be taken from her, forced to marry his
jilted bride.




He smiled and shook his
head. “Balt and my father will see to it that we’re left
alone...”




She frowned when he looked
as though he was going to say something more but didn’t. There was
a hesitant air about him.




“What is it?”
she said, her fingers idly undoing the buttons of his white shirt.
She ran her hands inside, memorising the softness and warmth of his
skin.




“My mother
won’t give me any longer than a year.”




She frowned and pushed his
black jacket off his shoulders, tugging it down his arms and
removing it. He was wearing far too much clothing for her
liking.




“A year for
what?” she said idly, only half paying attention, and leaned
towards him. She pulled his shirt open and kissed his neck, laving
it with her tongue and smiling inside when he tilted his head back
and to the side to give her better access. She kissed upwards and
sucked his earlobe into her mouth. He moaned.




“To have a
wedding.”




She pushed off him, her
eyes wide and her heart thundering. “A wedding?”




“You took her
son away... her only unmarried son... from his wedding. She’ll want
a replacement one.” He pulled her back to him, his lips teasing her
neck and making her blood burn.




A wedding?




He wanted her to marry
him.




She grinned.




“Say it again
and I’ll think about it.” She continued to smile even when he
frowned in confusion. “What you said to me before.”




Realisation dawned in his
eyes. He pulled her closer to him, until their mouths were almost
touching. His fingers threaded into her hair.




“Iskara no
tatui sem do skiattai aishin,” he whispered against her lips. “I
wish to be always yours and that you’d let me love you.”




She kissed him softly and
sighed against his mouth. “I want that too. I want to be always
yours and that you’d let me love you too.”




His lips claimed hers and
she closed her eyes, surrendering to him completely. She knew he
loved her as she loved him.




“Marry me,” he
whispered with urgent need, giving her the impression that it would
be a lot less than a year before he wed her.




She’d be a fool not
to.




Besides, now that he had
her, he clearly wasn’t going to let her go. His words hadn’t been a
question. They’d been an order, a command, a request. He was going
to marry her whether she liked it or not.




She smiled against his
mouth.




No one said no to a son of
Lyra.




He palmed her breasts and
suckled her neck, alternating between kisses and playful bites. She
leaned into his heated touch, melting all over again at the
firmness of his grip on her and his hungry kisses.




Now she knew why people
didn’t say no to them.




He devoured her neck as he
unzipped her flight suit.




When he was close to her,
when he touched her, she only had one word in her
vocabulary.




She leaned her head back
and moaned at the ceiling.




“Yes.”




The
End




###
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