
        
            
                
            
        

    



Perfect Master


Ann Jacobs


 


Book 5 in the Pleasure Partners series.


 


Crown Prince Arik needs a consort to breed
his sons but is afraid no woman will have him voluntarily once she sees his scars.
He will meet his bride for the first time at their public mating, with Arik
covered from head to toe in black leather—except for the bare essentials.


Emerald is alarmed yet highly aroused as
the palace eunuchs fondle and stimulate her in preparation for Arik’s mating.
But afterward, he pulls from her body, escorts her to his tower and leaves her
alone.


Emerald once saw her prince from a distance
and admired his beautiful form. Confused by Arik’s behavior, she insists she
has the right to see her mate and he reluctantly accedes to her demand. Arik is
afraid for the first time in his life and filled with regret that he refused
the help of the cyborg maker. Their future rests on this fateful revelation.
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Prologue


 


“Work your magic on my son, cyborg maker,
and I will see you well rewarded.” Gawain, Obsidion’s ruler, stared down from
the Diamond Throne at his subject, Pak Song, the galaxy’s most renowned master
of bionic and robotic engineering.


Pak Song bowed to his king then met the old
man’s tortured gaze. “Cannot fix man who refuses to allow it, sire.”


Gawain’s left eyebrow rose. “Not even on
the order of your king?”


“With all due respect, sire, no. If patient
is unwilling, results are likely not what you’d like to see. Man’s state of
mind has much to do with how well he heals.”


Not even the direst threats or most
outrageous promises of reward could sway Pak Song. Once the cyborg maker backed
away from the Diamond Throne, King Gawain slumped forward, the weight of his
crown suddenly more than he could bear.


When Gawain thought of his beautiful second
son as he was now, so damaged he would only venture from his tower swathed in
leather from head to toe, the primitive hook that replaced one hand sparkling
silver against the all-encompassing black suit and hood, guilt and regret
practically prostrated him.


Arik was a monster. And Gawain had caused
him to be so. He choked back a sob, but not before it drew the attention of his
assembled courtiers. Quickly he reclaimed his composure and reminded himself
that none of this could be helped.


His memory took him back twelve years, when
he’d lain in bed, assured by the idiot doctors that he was about to die. He’d
had no choice but to ensure the succession of his eldest son by ordering that
Arik and his royal cousins be castrated according to the law, or by hiring
mercenaries to find and kill Arik once he’d fled from Obsidion to avoid the
surgeon’s laser knife.


Thank the gods that his hirelings had
failed in their duty to commit murder, and that his emissaries had been able to
find Arik after Tabor’s death and bring him home, sexually whole but horribly
maimed.


Thank the gods Arik fled before… Gawain let his gaze rest on the four royal eunuchs, his dead
brother’s sons who served him now as servants. Thank the gods Arik is not
like them.


Gawain realized no woman would willingly
take Arik as her mate, not with the scars he refused to allow the surgeons to
mitigate. The royal line would die with him, unless… “Summon the matchmaker,”
he shouted to his chief of staff.


* * * * *


“The lady Meredith, sire,” one of the royal
eunuchs announced an hour later as he prostrated himself on the floor in front
of Gawain.


Behind him stood Obsidion’s matchmaker,
garbed in rich black velvet, her eyes wide at the pageantry of the royal court.
She inclined her head, her manner more one of respect than obeisance. “How may
I serve you, your majesty?”


Can I do it?
Could he sentence an innocent woman to look on Arik and his grievous scars
every day for the rest of her life? There was no question in Gawain’s mind.
Someday Arik would be king, and a king required a consort. Heirs. He cleared
his throat. “You will make a match for Crown Prince Arik.”


Shock was evident on the matchmaker’s
attractive, unlined face. “Yes, sire. But might I ask why the prince wouldn’t
prefer to choose a princess for himself?”


“Arik is…shy.” Would that this were
true.


Meredith hesitated a moment then nodded. “I
believe I can find a proper match for such a prize as your son. Tell me, what
sort of woman does your son desire?”


One who is blind to his scars. Gawain held back that thought. Better that the matchmaker not know
about those, even in the abstract. “A beauty, with the bearing of a princess.
Intelligent. A woman with uncommon tact and an ability to inspire the love of
her subjects.”


“What dowry do you expect?” Meredith’s
shrewd look reminded Gawain her business was matchmaking and that she was
successful enough at it to command high prices from her customers.


“The dowry is unimportant. My concern is to
see my son settled and, with the gods’ blessing, to see my first grandsons.”









Chapter One


 


“You’ve arranged a marriage for me
with one of Eli the jeweler’s beautiful daughters? I’d sooner take a whore from
one of the sex slave markets on the Street of Pleasure.” Arik, newly named
Crown Prince of Obsidion, clenched the fist on his remaining hand and shoved
his right arm with its vicious-looking hook practically into his father’s face.
“A sexbot would be an even better choice.”


King Gawain shuddered, obviously pained to
have to look upon the ravagement he had caused. “You cannot mean that, my son.”


Arik took pleasure in the way his father
cringed when he had to look into Arik’s remaining eye. It gave him fiendish
pleasure when the old man quickly looked away and focused his gaze on the
priceless carpet at his feet. “At least a whore would close her eyes and give
me my money’s worth. And I would walk away satisfied, with no obligation to
provide her pleasure in return. A bot would care nothing about anything, even this
sight that makes you look away.” Arik lifted his hand and touched the empty
eye socket and a mass of scars that crisscrossed that side of his face and
neck.


The king’s eyes dimmed when he glanced up
Arik’s body, his gaze settling this time on the hideously scarred surface of
his son’s cheek. “The one named Emerald will not dare reject you.”


Arik curled his lip in disgust. “So you’ve
bought me a princess with Obsidion’s gold. Do you think that will buy my
forgiveness for you having sent a horde of mercenaries to chase me through the
galaxy and destroy me?”


“There can be but one heir to the Diamond
Throne. Tradition dictates that its heir be my eldest son.” The king’s
expression softened. “The palace physicians told me I was dying. After you fled
to avoid being made a royal eunuch along with your cousins, I ordered your
death to prevent the battle that would have been inevitable between you and
Tabor if both of you were alive and whole at the moment of my death. The gods
must have foreseen that I would recover and that Tabor would fall in battle, to
have looked over you and nursed you back from what must have been certain
death. I am grateful I still have a son to continue Obsidion’s rule.”


“A son for whom you must buy a
consort since your thugs failed to kill me.” Arik pondered the irony of it all
as he limped across his tower chamber, the translucent robe that indicated his
princely station flapping against his legs. “If you had left me to live my life
peacefully in exile rather than hiring mercenaries to kill me, you would not
now find yourself with an heir no woman will willingly take to her bed.”


“I did not buy a woman for you, though I
would gladly have done so had it been necessary. Meredith the matchmaker
brought me much gold from Eli. Apparently his spoiled eldest daughter insists
she must have a prince for her mate.”


“I take it I was the only prince in
Meredith’s inventory of possible mates for Obsidion’s sheltered beauties.” Arik
made no effort to disguise his sarcasm as he looked out toward the twinkling,
multicolored lights from businesses on the Street of Pleasure.


The king followed Arik. As though almost
afraid to touch him, he reached out and laid a hand on Arik’s damaged shoulder.
His gaze fastened on the scarred arm and the hook Arik now used after losing
his hand and the lower part of his forearm on Eastphalia, where more modern
prostheses weren’t available. He realized that while the device functioned
reasonably well, it looked more beastly than human.


As beastly as his scarred face and missing
eye, more so than the scars that ravaged his body. Wearing the hook gave Arik a
perverse sense of satisfaction, every time he saw the regret and horror
reflected in his father’s eyes. No way would he allow the king to salve his
conscience by submitting to the lengthy plastic surgery the surgeons had
proposed to restore his appearance, even though the old cyborg maker had
tempted him with promises of functional prostheses for some of his missing
parts. “The hook unnerves you, doesn’t it, Father?”


His expression stoic, King Gawain met
Arik’s gaze. “I admit it does. It looks as though it might become a lethal
weapon.”


“I promise not to use it to maim you as
your hirelings maimed me. But I will not submit to the knife to make it easier
for you to look upon me.”


Arik watched a tear slide down his father’s
cheek. “Perhaps you will do it for the fair Emerald, if not for me or your
future subjects. You mentioned being the only prince in Meredith’s inventory.
You may be right about that. It is of no importance, however, for you are to
mate with Emerald tomorrow. I pray to all the gods that she will soften your
heart.”


It served his father right, having to see
the results of his actions each day. Perhaps someday he would believe his
father’s suffering had accumulated sufficiently to compensate him for all he’d
lost. But it hadn’t yet.


The king cleared his throat as he stood by
the door, ready to escape. “Your bride has been certified fertile, and I cannot
doubt her beauty will stir your loins. I expect she will produce you an heir
some ten moons hence. Now I bid you good night.”


“Good night.” And good riddance,
Arik thought when he heard the tower door close with a satisfying thud.


He wished he were as certain as his father
that his bride would do her duty, not run screaming when she saw him in the
concealing garments he wore whenever he had to venture from these rooms. He
figured he would chance that, though, over the near certainty that seeing him
naked would make her scream in horror. As forbidding as he looked in
head-to-toe black leather, he looked worse when he revealed his ravaged flesh.


Drawing his robe around him to ward off the
evening chill, he strode to the other window of his tower, which overlooked the
community where Obsidion’s full-time residents lived.


Obsidion. The pleasure planet was his home
and now his birthright. From his vantage point he could see all the city. Sex
slave parlors and shops renowned throughout the galaxy twinkled with
many-colored lights, though night had not yet cloaked the sky in darkness.


Arik turned toward the other side of the
city that was cloaked in twilight. It bathed mansions and cottages alike in a
haze of mottled pink and lavender. Arik stood, fingering the rough surface of
his ruined cheek and idly rubbing a painful spot in his empty eye socket as he
watched dusk fall on his last day as a free man.


He could not, would not, submit to the
restorative surgeries Pak Song and a team of surgeons had recommended. His
father had summoned the old Earthling exile to the palace along with a
half-dozen plastic surgeons, soon after Arik returned from exile, and he hadn’t
tried to hide his disappointment when Arik had refused his services.


Pak Song and his colleagues hadn’t
understood, either, that Arik saw his ugliness as a source of well-deserved
pain for his father. He wore his scars as a reminder to all who looked at him
of the cruel fate that befell younger sons of kings who refused to bow to
Obsidion’s laws and sacrifice their genitals to a surgeon’s knife.


His cock swelled against the sheer golden
silk of his robe, as though in silent thanks to him for having spared it by
fleeing his home rather than becoming a royal eunuch along with his four
cousins, the sons of the half-brother of Arik’s father. The four had been at or
approaching puberty that summer twelve years ago.


Now they served in the palace as royal
eunuchs, well-fed and well cared for though deprived of their maleness and any
chance to succeed to Obsidion’s monarchy. And he was back, the unquestioned
heir to the Diamond Throne. However Arik might feel about his mating, he
accepted that he must marry and provide an heir. Maybe I should be
grateful that my father arranged this marriage to a woman considered among the
most beautiful on the pleasure planet.


In one way he was. He yearned for a woman
to share his bed, and despite what he had told the king, he hated feeling the
curious eyes on him when he went to Romulus the Aurelionian’s finest sex
emporium for satisfaction.


If only his princess would look past the
scars that marred his body and see him for the man he was, not the monster who
greeted him in the mirror each morning. If only she would look at him for
himself, not for the king he would someday become. Arik fixed his gaze on a
glittering star and made the two wishes, though he had no faith that either
would come true.


No. He’d not leave this chamber without the
mask and bodysuit that hid his ugliness, and he would never invite his mate to
join him here. Better that she fear what she did not know than run in horror
from the monster who was her husband.


* * * * *


“There. The man I’m looking at must be your
bridegroom. Do you see him, framed in the highest window of the tower? Those
who say a monster lies beneath the leather hood and suit he wears must have
lost their minds. The man is gorgeous. What a face! What hair! What a body.”
When Pearl handed over the handheld telescope, Emerald noticed the lascivious
look in her sister’s eyes. “I tell you, Emerald, I have never seen such a
magnificent cock. If only I were the eldest.”


Garnet moistened her deep-red lips. “Or I.
When Arik becomes king, he will have even more wealth than the Aurelonian who
owns all the sex slave emporiums on the Street of Pleasure, or so people say.
What think you of your prince, Emerald?”


Emerald focused the eyepiece and gazed at
the man who tomorrow would become her husband—her Master. She stifled a sigh,
for it was obvious that her sisters were envious. No way would she spoil the
pleasure of her royal mating by having Garnet and Pearl scrap over her prince.
After all, her father had already decided the crown prince of Obsidion would be
hers. Garnet and Pearl must not only wait for their own matings until their
father accumulated the gold for their dowries, they must also satisfy
themselves with the lesser males Meredith the matchmaker would choose for them.


In profile, backlit by the bright lights in
what she imagined must be his bedchamber, Prince Arik looked gorgeous. His
shimmering robe let light through, enhancing the look of his impressive body in
a sheer covering of pale gold that contrasted with his jet-black hair and skin
that reminded her of caramel and cream. She liked the way he kept his long hair
pulled back in a queue.


Emerald could hardly wait to loosen his
hair and thread her fingers through the silky fall. He had a rugged look about
him, a nose that was not quite straight, yet regal. High cheekbones and a
strong, clean-shaven jaw gave him a look of blatant masculine command.


A huge man, he gave the appearance of fluid
motion even while standing still. His massive thighs reminded her of tree
trunks. She shivered when she focused on his cock, so big it sent a wave of
anticipation from her cunt to her pierced nipples. It looked fearsome, a
somnolent beast resting in its nest of dark pubic curls against a pair of
large, round testicles.


A sudden frisson of fear made her look away
for a moment when she considered how his mighty weapon would feel, penetrating
her virgin flesh for the first time and making her his own. Perhaps some called
him a monster because of his massive cock. She would gladly take that
delectable flesh into her body to enjoy the privilege of having the gorgeous
man as her mate.


Emerald would soon have the prince of her
dreams. From what she saw, she thought he must be the embodiment of all those
late-night fantasies. In less than twelve hours now, they would be mated.


The gods are smiling down on me. All my
fantasies are about to be fulfilled.


* * * * *


Fantasies. Emerald barely slept, rising
eagerly as soon as a pink and purple dawn sky began to emerge from darkness.
Today she’d become a princess, the pampered consort of her royal Master. The
most handsome man she’d ever seen, with perfection of face and form that
matched her own.


Excited, she bathed and dressed, taking special
care to drape a practically transparent, silken robe artistically around her
naked body—a robe not unlike the one she had seen her prince wearing in his
tower the night before.


She could hardly wait.


“You will ready yourself, my daughter,” Eli
told her a few moments later. “The king has sent a litter for you. He has sent
word that the mating ceremony will be held in private.”


“But…” Emerald clamped her lips together,
stifling the complaint her father’s stern look let her know would be futile.
She had so much wanted all of Obsidion’s citizenry to witness her triumph, to
see she had managed to capture the planet’s finest prize. The perfect mate…the
perfect Master. She would feign compliance, pretend submission, but soon she
would use her wiles to twist her prince into doing her bidding. “Yes, Father,”
she said, making no complaint when he assisted her into a litter and motioned
for its bearers to rise and take her to the palace.


Sweet incense swirled about the inside of
the jeweled litter, cloaking Emerald in a sensual haze, hiding her thinly robed
flesh from those who might want to glimpse their prince’s bride on her journey
through Obsidion’s streets to the castle—to the man who would soon be her
Master.


The arousing scent of precious oils she had
rubbed into her naked body mingled with the incense. Her nipples tingled and
her cunt began to clench with anticipation. She could hardly wait for her
prince to claim her…take her. She longed for the moment she would feel the
cold, heavy weight of his collar closing about her neck—a moment her father had
assured her would take place as soon as the crown prince penetrated her cunt
with his mighty cock, as was traditional at the royal matings that rarely
occurred on Obsidion.


In less than an hour, I’ll be a princess.
I will be the mate to the handsome prince of all my dreams.


Emerald ran her fingers through her
waist-length auburn curls, suddenly eager to feel them being cut off, as always
happened during mating ceremonies for members of Obsidion’s upper classes. Though
the custom had begun on Earth as she understood it, she welcomed her shearing
and the collar, both symbols of submission she would wear to show the world she
belonged to Prince Arik.


I am going to engage his lust and
capture his heart, and then he will belong to me as much as I belong to him.


Arik. Over
and over she repeated his name in her mind as six matched Martian slaves bore
her through the streets on the golden litter, and later in the castle’s great
hall while three of the four royal eunuchs she’d heard about lovingly prepared
her to be presented to their lord and prince.


The eunuchs fascinated her, for each of
them wore the precious stones allowed only to Obsidion’s royal family—diamonds
set in red gold from Mars. Huge studs in their ears, smaller ones in their
right nostrils, and elaborate, diamond-studded shields centered over smooth,
hairless flesh where she imagined a laser beam had cut away all evidence of
their maleness.


It puzzled her that they went about
handling her body with gentle precision, exquisite care, and a total lack of
the admiration she’d come to expect from all males—even the eunuchs who served
in her father’s household. Although they expressed the proper appreciation for
the small, jeweled casks that she presented each of them as bride-gifts, they
didn’t seem affected by the blue and lavender gems—tanzanites and Tiffany
Stones from Earth—that her father had told her should hold special significance
for eunuchs.






Chapter Two


 


While Emerald was being prepared, the
fourth of the royal eunuchs attended his prince, preparing him to greet his
mate. When Arik waved away the royal robes Hikaru tried to set on his
leather-clad shoulders, the eunuch protested. “My lord, you must look the part
of a prince.”


Indeed. There would be no mistaking his
position, for Arik would be the only whole male participating in the mating
ceremony, a fact that would be evident to all since he was wearing a bodysuit
that left his cock and balls exposed. Already his cock had stiffened, whether
from anticipation or the loving attention Hikaru had shown it while freeing it
from the confines of the leather, Arik couldn’t say. “I will dispense with the
royal trappings. It is not as though my bride is likely to object to their
lack. After all, I look less fearsome in the leather than I would in my
princely robes.”


For a moment he imagined himself whole,
naked but for that translucent robe, presenting himself for his bride’s
inspection and admiration. Shoving that fantasy aside, he reached behind his
neck and checked the security of the lacings that held his hood in place. “It’s
time for us to go.”


“As you say, my lord.” When Hikaru bowed,
the diamond studs in his ears and left nostril twinkled.


The bridegroom cometh. It is of no
consequence that he looks less adorned than the royal eunuchs who serve him.


Arik had refused the diamond-studded cock
ring his father had offered the night before and wore only a large diamond stud
in his left earlobe to mark his status. A stud hidden beneath the leather hood
that hugged his face, concealing the ravaged side of it from view.


His footsteps resounded against the marble
staircase, strong yet muted by the soft kidskin boots that encased his feet.
One step sure, the next halting, each footfall brought him closer to the point
from which there could be no return. The point he had crossed, in truth, on the
day he had obeyed his father’s order and returned to Obsidion to take his place
as heir to the Diamond Throne.


He’d become practically immune to the
courtiers’ stares and the sympathetic murmurs that drifted to his ears whenever
he ventured from his chambers. The black leather bodysuit he wore served to
distance him from them, and to provide a barrier that shielded his emotions as
well as his ravaged body from their view. There she is. My bride. Laid
out on the dais in the great hall below, she practically took his breath away.
Her ivory skin glowed with the sensual oil he’d chosen earlier from the
selection the royal eunuchs had offered. The smell of her female musk,
accentuated by the aphrodisiac in the oil, made Arik’s nostrils flare behind
the mask.


His cock swelled with anticipation. This
delectable morsel belonged to him, as certainly as his princely robes of gold
and purple and the cask of jewels that he kept secure in his chamber where no
one could plunder them. His balls tightened when he watched her squirm with
obvious pleasure at the attention she was getting from two of the royal
eunuchs. They were stirring her passions with their practiced hands and mouths
while the third one clipped her long, fiery hair. He longed to touch that
short, soft-looking pelt with his naked hand—the ringlets only her Master could
look upon once the vows were consummated—but knew he must not.


If they are consummated at all.


Arik had thought about it long and hard. He
would not take her against her will. And he couldn’t believe she’d accept him
willingly once she saw what he’d become. He should disrobe, show her the
monster behind the leather and give her the choice of walking away.


He paused, his gaze steady on Emerald’s
perfect face as his head filled with the smell of woman—the heady aroma of the
incense, the oil, and sex. His testicles drew up tight against the leather of
his bodysuit, weakening his resolve to reveal himself. His sex, the only part
of him besides his eye that he had not encased in the concealing garment,
swelled and tightened. His cock rose up against his belly, rock-hard and
throbbing now that the prospect of burying himself in the fragrant cunt of his
mate was so near. So close.


Ignoring the voice of his conscience that
screamed for him to show his true colors, he stilled his hand, which had moved
behind his head to begin unlacing the hood. His conscience prickling him for
his cowardice, he continued his deliberate journey toward destiny.


“Come, my lord, your bride awaits you.” As
always when he spoke, Hikaru dropped to his knees before Arik, touching his
bald head to the floor in obeisance.


“Rise.” Seeing Hikaru and his other three
cousins prostrated before him always unnerved Arik. Whenever they did, it
brought home that fact to Arik that they no longer were royal princes but
merely royal eunuchs.


But for a quirk of fate and a sense of
self-preservation he’d developed early on, Arik might have been like them,
bowing before his prince or his king. If he’d chosen life in the comfort of the
castle over a frantic flight into exile with his manhood intact twelve years
ago while his father had been near death and intent on securing the succession
for his heir, he would have been forever denied his royal birthright.


He looked down at his personal body
servant, Hikaru, who had made the choice to stay rather than flee the palace
before he’d had the chance to understand what pleasures he had sacrificed, for
he’d been just nine years old to Arik’s seventeen when the supposedly dying
king had decreed that males of the royal family’s next generation, other than
the heir, Tabor, were to be gelded.


Arik sighed. He had made his choice, and so
had they. He stepped forward, growling the traditional order Hikaru obviously
expected to hear. “Go to my bride and make her ready to accept my cock.”


“Yes, my lord. Would you have the lady
Emerald restrained for your pleasure?”


If only Arik could count on her accepting
him willingly—but no. He dared not risk her bolting before his father and the
court, which she very well might do anyhow when she got a look at him decked
out head to toe in black leather. Unmasked and unclothed, though, he would
surely frighten her more. “Yes. Bind her well. Take care, though, not to cause
her any injury.” Slowly, painstakingly, for he wanted no one to realize the
extent of damage his attackers had caused to his leg and hip, Arik followed
Hikaru to the dais where Emerald lay, a pagan sacrifice to his father’s desire
to perpetuate their line, and to his own raging lust.


Her striking green eyes widened when he
stepped into her line of vision. She strained against silken bonds even as she
raised her hips to give Hikaru better access to her glistening cunt when he
bent to tongue her tiny jewel. Hikaru’s brothers stepped aside and prostrated
themselves, giving Arik an arousing view of his bride’s hardened nipples with
the emerald-studded gold chain connecting them to another emerald that winked
in her navel.


 


Emerald stifled a cry. This was her
Master? This fearsome creature stood at least a head taller than the next
tallest man in the hall. The skin-tight black leather suit encased him from
head to toe but for his rampant arousal and one glittering dark eye. It clung
lovingly to massive, rippling muscles. The gleaming leather caught light from a
thousand flickering candles held in sconces around her and along the expanse of
pink marble walls.


Certainly this monster could not be the
same man as the perfect prince she’d glimpsed last night. Yet he had to be. The
royal eunuchs who had prepared her fell back and knelt at his approach,
touching the tops of their shaved heads to the marble floor in a sensually
choreographed act of obeisance—the kind of total submission these proud royals
would offer only to their prince or king. Courtiers who’d been conversing
quietly turned silent and bowed their heads as the giant passed them.


Yes, the man behind the fearsome mask had
to be her prince. Her Master.


She stared at his cock, a huge
purple-headed beast that stood straight up against his belly, the milky drop of
lubrication on its tip a stark contrast with the supple black leather that
framed it. Her cunt clenched with anticipation despite her fear, and when she
looked up she saw the heat in that one dark eye when he raked her naked,
well-primed body with a look of lust, of anticipated possession. He made her
squirm against her bonds. He made her cunt cream and her heart pound.


Despite her maiden fears, she wanted to
touch him. Looking at that rampant cock, she needed to caress the huge, swollen
shaft, pay it homage with her mouth and tongue. Swirl her tongue around his
massive, purplish cock head.


Take me, I beg you. Impale me on your
huge, beautiful cock. Give me your seed. She dared
not speak for he’d not granted her permission, yet when she saw his cock grow
impossibly longer, thicker and harder before her eyes, she sensed that he’d
somehow heard her silent entreaty.


He met her gaze and held it with that one,
dark-brown eye. When he spoke, his words came out in a deep, gravelly voice
muted ominously by the all-concealing hood. “I claim you as my mate, my slave
and my consort. Future mother to my sons and princess to the people of
Obsidion.”


The eunuch who had crawled silently between
her legs licked Emerald’s slit, stoking her flames for her Master’s possession.
Moisture gushed from her cunt when the eunuch tongued her there. When he
inserted a finger into her tight rear passage and began to slide it gently back
and forth, her arousal intensified. He began to suck her clit, flailing it with
his tongue until she thought she’d scream with frustration, while he kept
finger-fucking her ass.


Pressure built in her belly, bringing heat
that radiated, blossomed and came into full bloom when her Master reached out
and tugged the golden chain that connected her nipple rings. “You have
permission to speak. To accept or refuse me.”


“Oh yes, Master, please take me,” she
begged, straining at her bonds. By the gods, she needed her mate. Her cunt had
never been hotter, wetter. She needed his huge pulsating cock to fill her now,
much more than she feared what manner of creature he was to hide behind the
fearsome mask.


“You accept me as your Master?”


“Yes, my lord,” she hissed. When he bent
and touched first one nipple and then the other, the heat of his mouth scalded
her through the leather barrier. “I want to feel your flesh. And I want to see
the magnificent body I now can only feel.”


“Perhaps someday,” he said, his tone
brusque. “For now, you need to be grateful that I cover myself.”


She sensed regret in his muffled words, but
her cunt contracted painfully. Lust overwhelmed her. The eunuch’s intimate
invasion of her ass stoked her desire but did nothing to assuage it. She had to
feel her Master’s monster cock stretching her…filling her.


Now.


“Fuck me, my prince. Please.”


“Your pleasure is my own.” As though they
had orchestrated this move a thousand times—perhaps in a previous life they
had—the eunuch rose, making way for his lord. The heat of the prince’s huge
cock seared Emerald’s wet cunt when he stepped between her widespread legs and
rubbed the blunt, thick head of it along her slit.


“So wet. So ready.” He positioned himself
and sank into her slowly, his heart-shaped cock head stretching her, making way
for his full possession.


“So mine,” he said, his voice full of
wonder when he breached her virgin barrier. On his signal, three of the eunuchs
rose, two taking her tingling nipples between their teeth and suckling her
while a third one—the one who’d accompanied her Master—tunneled his fingers
through the shorn curls on her head.


“I want you to see.” At the prince’s terse
command the eunuch lifted her head, cradling it between his hands. “Look at us,
my princess. Watch my cock slide in and out of your wet, hot cunt. Watch me
while I fuck you.”


Focusing on the look and feel of his
possession, seeing his hips flex as he slid his cock out of her body then
slammed back in harder and faster than before, aroused Emerald almost beyond
endurance. The slapping, sucking sounds of flesh on flesh and leather
punctuated each stroke of his cock.


Did he feel it, too, this searing heat? Was
his skin flushing beneath the leather, prickling with the need to come, to
break the pressure and find the nirvana of release? Could he smell the musk of
sex that filled her nostrils, and did it stimulate him the same way it aroused
her?


“Gods above, I’m coming,” he growled,
slamming into her cunt once more. Hot spurts of his seed filled her womb,
triggering a series of contractions that racked her body, left her panting and
drained yet wanting more. More from this masked man who held her future in his
hands.


When she opened her eyes, her prince stood
over her, his one-eyed gaze on the collar one of the eunuchs had just locked
around her neck. She licked her lips, anticipating that he’d let her taste his
renewed erection, now jutting proudly toward her lips. “Your hungry look tells
me you want to suck my cock. Do you?”


“Yes, Master.”


“Your wish is my command. Open your mouth.”
Straddling her, he fed her his cock head. He tasted…indescribable. His essence
and hers mingled on her lips when she took him in her mouth and licked all
around his plump corona. His collar—heavy platinum encrusted with the diamonds
reserved for Obsidion’s royalty—rested easily against her throat, supporting
her head as she serviced him.


Someone’s warm breath tickled her thighs,
and soft hands spread her outer lips. A moist tongue tickled her clit while
another lapped the length of her slit from cunt to ass. A warm, wet object
pressed against her asshole, coaxing her to open and take it in. A cock? No,
the only cock allowed her was her Master’s, and she had it firmly in her mouth.
Emerald sucked harder, swallowed reflexively as she took more of his hot flesh
down her throat.


He groaned. “That’s it. Relax. Let Hikaru
fuck your pretty ass with the dildo. You can take it. Soon you’ll be ready to
take my cock there, too. Meanwhile there are many ways the royal eunuchs can
give you pleasure—some ways that I cannot because I wear the mask. They may
take your ass, your mouth, caress and suck your pretty nipples and…” His words
trailed off as though it pained him to forego the sexual foreplay the mask
prevented. “Remember, though, my princess, your cunt belongs to me. It’s
mine…only mine, now and for all time. Gods but that feels good,” he growled
when she relaxed her throat muscles and swallowed his cock head.


The eunuch sucked her clit harder, flailed
the delicate bud with his tongue. Emerald wanted more, wanted to feel her
Master’s tongue and hands and naked flesh on her, in her. She swallowed
reflexively against his rigid cock, and he rewarded her with a groan that
sounded as if he was in exquisite agony.


The royal eunuchs can give you
pleasure…in ways I cannot because I wear the mask.


Why wouldn’t he take off the mask? Why did
he insist on covering his magnificent body in the leather that felt warm, alive
against her hands? She didn’t mind, but instinct told her his own smooth, hot
skin would feel even better.


Emerald recalled the glimpse she’d had of
him last night, the perfect beauty he now hid from his father’s subjects and
from her. She was his mate now, not some sex slave from the emporiums or a
sexbot from Pak Song’s extensive inventory. She’d persuade him to remove it
later. At the moment she had a better use for her mouth. And the royal eunuch
had a magical tongue that had her on the edge of yet another climax.


Her pussy clenched and contracted wildly as
she sucked her Master’s cock dry and swallowed his hot, thick cream. She barely
missed the lack of that cock stretching her spasming cunt—but then how could
she miss it, when one royal eunuch nibbled her clit while another reamed her
ass with a dildo that felt remarkably like a smaller, cooler version of her
Master’s magnificent cock.






Chapter Three


 


Arik had come three times during the ritual
mating, yet his cock was still rock hard and ready for more when he lifted his
princess from the dais and carried her to his tower. He laid Emerald on his
bed, atop the velvet coverlet. She slept on, her surprisingly dark eyelashes
forming a pattern against the creamy skin beneath her closed eyes, her full
lips slack.


His gaze fell on the icy brilliance of the
collar that marked her as consort of the planet’s royal heir, and he noted the
stark contrast between the white diamonds and platinum, the red gold and
emeralds in the chain that joined her nipple rings and her fiery pelt of
closely cropped curls. Light and bright. Hard and soft. He longed to strip away
the leather that[bookmark: stop] was his personal prison and feel with his
hand and body that which he would only allow himself to touch with his cock.


He wouldn’t do it because he intended to
keep her. Wanted her to take him willingly again, as she’d done earlier. Gods
but he hated the idea of having to restrain his lover. He’d done it too many
times in the pleasure palaces. He’d even hooded his partners so he wouldn’t
have to see the revulsion in their eyes. It was his fate to hide behind the
leather, his prize that the concealment seemed not to repulse his princess.


At least he could feel the creamy heat of
her cunt surrounding his naked cock, hear her cries of pleasure when she came.
Standing over her now, watching the slow rise and fall of her breasts, Arik
sent silent thanks to the gods that he’d not been totally blinded, that he
could stroke her visually, imagining in the deepest confines of his mind how
her ivory skin would feel—warm and incredibly soft against his naked flesh. His
nostrils flared at the scent of her that permeated the chamber—the scent of woman
and arousal and fulfillment.


His cock rose again against his belly. He
had to feel her warmth, experience her woman’s softness. With his good hand he
reached down, slid his fingers through those fiery shorn curls. Perhaps…perhaps
he could free his hand from the leather glove, learn by touch if the short
springy curls felt as soft as they looked.


Without thinking, he reached behind his
head for the lacings. Then he remembered. He’d insisted that the leather
garments be fashioned in such a way that once Hikaru had laced one onto him, it
was there to stay until the eunuch appeared in his chamber each evening to
remove it for the night. Its only opening that he could control was a small
zippered slit at the crotch through which he could empty his bowels when the
need arose—and the removable leather cock-sleeves on his everyday bodysuits
that he could wear or not as the occasion dictated.


He had deliberately ordered that his
bodysuits include a glove that would cover his hand. Now he regretted that
because he wanted so much to touch his mate’s creamy skin, her soft, curly
hair.


He hadn’t wanted to flaunt the scars that
had sent strong men running for the latrines. He still didn’t. His scars that
brought tears to his father’s eyes. It suited Arik to flaunt the leather and
the hook with its limited functionality, for it reminded his father every day
that he had tried to kill his own flesh and blood.


More important, Arik had no desire to look
upon himself, compare his undamaged left side with the devastated flesh on the
right.


He raised his prosthesis and moved it
toward the glove on his hand, struggling to move the muscles in his damaged arm
that caused the hook to open and close. Cursing silently, he finally caught the
glove and stripped it off, freeing his hand.


Almost afraid she’d waken and run away in
terror, Arik reached out and touched her satiny cheek, felt the softness of her
hair. When she began to stir, he withdrew and lifted his bare hand to the right
side of his face, feeling the sunken hole where his eye had been. That served
as a stark reminder of the ugliness that lurked behind the mask. The sight of
it, he knew from experience, terrified children and sent grown men running for
cover. Not even for the tactile pleasure of running his fingers through his mate’s
inviting curls, of stroking the ivory expanse of her belly, of dipping between
her thighs to feel the warmth and wetness there, would he risk sickening her by
exposing to her what he bore stoically as evidence of his father’s shame.


“Shall I waken her for you, my lord?”
Hikaru asked. “Or would you have me ease you?”


If Hikaru roused her, Arik feared he’d give
in to the compulsion to indulge his sense of touch beyond a mere caress for the
first time since he’d wakened in an Eastphalian clinic, more dead than alive,
to see pity on the faces of those who tended him.


“No. She needs her sleep. Carry her to her
chamber, go cleanse yourself, and return to me. I’ll pass the night outside my
leather prison, and I’ll make use of your ass to ease my lust.” It was the
least Arik could do to provide the only sexual pleasure left to this royal
cousin who served him with unfailing devotion, especially on this night.


Hikaru bowed low, his forehead brushing the
plush carpet before he placed a kiss on one of Arik’s booted feet. “Yes, my
lord. I will be forever grateful. You may trust me to care for your princess as
I care for you, and to hasten with my preparations and return quickly to you.”


Once Hikaru left, Arik grasped his cock,
felt it pulsing with life beneath his hand. What did seeing him swell with lust
at the sight of his mate do to the royal eunuchs whose bodies were forever
denied arousal and release? How did they feel, knowing they were so sexless
their uncle, the king, deemed them completely trustworthy to prepare and arouse
the crown princess of Obsidion for her prince’s pleasure?


Arik imagined it must pain them to realize
that while they licked and stroked his princess and plumbed her tight ass with
their false cocks, they could never experience the lust that had been so
evident in her eyes, in the creaming of her cunt and the swelling of his own
eager cock.


Over and over during the long day’s mating
ritual, the royal eunuchs had witnessed Arik fucking Emerald. They’d had to
watch while she brought him to climax with her mouth. They’d been forced to
stand by, experiencing vicariously the sort of sexual pleasure they’d each been
denied forever with the cruel slice of a surgeon’s laser scalpel.


Yes, Hikaru deserved whatever puny release
Arik could give him. No doubt his three cousins would even now be massaging
each other’s prostate glands, ass-fucking each other with dildos as they’d done
to Emerald earlier.


Arik reached into the drawer beside his bed
and drew out a condom and a tube of lubricant he’d brought back from one of his
rare trips outside the palace to the Sex Slave Emporium where he rented the
occasional willing female to ease his lust.


One thing about being less than whole—he
had to plan safe sex well in advance. Opening up a condom with a hand and a hook
wasn’t something he’d be able to manage through a haze of lust, especially when
he couldn’t use his teeth. He barely got the job done and laid the condom
beside the lubricant before he heard Hikaru’s footsteps in the hall.


Clearly, Hikaru had hurried. Water still
glistened on his hairless skin, beaded on his prominent nipples while he
unlaced Arik’s hood first and then loosened the laces that snaked down each
side of the garment from his hands to his feet. Cool air made his skin tingle
as Hikaru exposed it inch by inch. His queued hair tickled his shoulders. He
tried not to wince when the hood fell away, but the slightest pressure on his
crushed facial bones still sent shards of agony darting through the damaged
nerves.


His body, seen only by his father and
Hikaru since his return, reveled in the freedom from confinement. When he’d
first come back to the palace he’d refused to leave this chamber, declined to
receive anyone but the king, not even the royal eunuchs.


One day Hikaru had stationed himself outside
Arik’s locked chamber door and shouted out for all to hear, “My lord. You’ve
lost your beauty and your eye, you’ve got a hook for a hand, and you don’t move
about as gracefully as you once did. So what? We’ve all lost our cocks and
balls, and our freedom. Open the door and let me in. My brothers have chosen me
to be your body slave.”


If Arik had possessed the strength when
Hikaru had uttered those hurtful words, he’d have snatched up the impertinent
slave and heaved him through the tower window. He hadn’t, though, so he’d
merely sat and nursed his fury, until he’d realized the truth of what Hikaru
had said. Then he’d opened the door to a soft-skinned, hairless creature who
apparently took pleasure in flaunting his status as royal eunuch by using a
large diamond-studded crest of the House of Obsidion not only to cover the
indentation where they’d cut his cock and balls away, but also to secure a
thin, flexible, acrylic tube through which he apparently passed his urine. The
creature was, yet was not, the carefree younger cousin with whom Arik had spent
much of his childhood.


Since that day they’d bonded—the royal
eunuch and the crown prince—as custom decreed, yet more. Hikaru became Arik’s
only friend. The only soul, other than the king, allowed to see the bitterness
he wasn’t yet ready to relinquish. Arik smiled down at Hikaru as the slave
undid the last of the laces and worked the tight leather garment down and off.


Arik stood, balancing on his good left leg
while Hikaru kissed his feet. He sighed when the eunuch began to stroke his
scarred calf and thigh, imagining it was Emerald’s slender hands on his flesh,
soothing away the pain that never completely subsided. “Ahhhh, you have magic
hands. Do not stop.”


Hikaru didn’t, but tonight he did something
he’d never done before. Arik held back a moan when he felt a warm, wet tongue
bathing his ball sac and then sliding along his half-hard cock, licking and
nibbling much like Emerald had done earlier. Hikaru’s hands slid upward, found
Arik’s nipples and began to pinch the sensitive nubs.


It felt good. Too good. Arik reached down
and caught Hikaru’s smooth skull between his hand and his hook. He pictured his
princess’ short cap of curls, imagining how they’d feel against his fingers if
he dared caress her this way.


Gods but he was about to come. And this was
supposed to be for Hikaru. “Cease, slave. I want to fuck you now.” When Hikaru
stood, Arik positioned him over the bed on all fours, butt in the air, then
reached on the table to retrieve and put on the condom he’d opened earlier.
“Spread your ass cheeks for me.”


Arik smeared lubricant on his sheathed cock
and worked a large glob of it into Hikaru’s asshole, still cool and damp from
the thorough internal cleansing he must have performed. When Arik rubbed his
cock around the rim of Hikaru’s ass, the flesh gave way easily and sucked his
cock head past the tight sphincter muscle. Fuck but it felt good, sliding in
and out of the tight hole, his naked balls slapping Hikaru’s soft crotch while
he clutched the eunuch’s ass cheeks.


Naked flesh on naked flesh. Arik’s cock
swelled further as he imagined kneading Emerald’s plump breasts while he pumped
in and out of her cunt, or her ass. She’d be tight…so tight there. Soft and
womanly. Caught up in his fantasy, he slid his damaged arm higher, catching one
of Hikaru’s prominent nipples carefully between the prongs of his hook and
giving it a playful tug, the way he’d love to do to her.


Harder. Faster. Hikaru reared back and took
Arik’s cock to the balls into his slippery ass. “Oh, my lord, thank you,”
Hikaru said when Arik found and prodded his prostate, his tone one of wonder
and gratitude.


He’d learned quickly that even a eunuch
could experience a sort of orgasm through prostate stimulation, and knowing
he’d given Hikaru a climax made Arik so hot he lost control. Mindless now, he
concentrated on the building sensations that bombarded his cock and balls.
Couldn’t hold back. He had to come. Now.


“Don’t move.” Grasping Hikaru’s hips, Arik
slammed into his ass once, twice. With the third powerful thrust his cock
spasmed and began to spurt hot semen, bathing his own sheathed flesh with
creamy heat.






Chapter Four


 


Emerald blinked at the blinding light of
the morning sun, trying to get her bearings. She shaded her eyes with her hands
then looked around again. Her first impression had been right. This wasn’t the
chamber where she’d fallen asleep in her Master’s leather-clad arms last night,
the one with a west-facing window where she could look down and see her
father’s house. The window that had framed her prince in all his perfection the
night before their mating.


She was a princess now. And this room was
obviously part of her prince’s tower. A lady’s chamber, like those she’d read
about in ancient tomes? Perhaps royalty did things differently than commoners
who fucked together and slept together.


Well, that was about to change. She’d
submitted her cunt to her royal Master—she’d loved every minute of it, too—but
that didn’t mean she had suddenly become another royal slave, unless it was in
her Master’s bed.


She pressed a button on the bedside
console, stretching and reflecting on the delicious soreness between her legs
until one of the royal eunuchs stepped through the door and lay facedown on the
floor beside her sleeping couch.


“Up with you. Where is Prince Arik?” All
this subservience got annoying pretty quickly.


“In his chamber across the hall, my lady.”


“Then I will join him there.” Swinging her
legs over the side of the brocaded sleeping couch, Emerald started to get up
but hesitated when the eunuch hesitantly cleared his throat.


“I would not, my lady. My lord does not
receive visitors so early.”


“Visitors? I am not a visitor. I am his
royal highness’s mate. Who are you to tell me I cannot go about this palace as
I see fit?”


The eunuch cast his gaze downward, studying
the toes of his bare feet with apparent fascination, but when he spoke his
voice held the ring of command she’d have expected only from someone of the
royal blood. “I am Hikaru, royal eunuch and personal slave to Prince Arik. He
has charged me with dressing you before you descend with him into the great
hall. And it is on his order that I must prevent you from joining him unless he
has need of you.”


That pronouncement made Emerald seethe, but
she rose and forced what she imagined was a regal smile. “We must begin, then.
I’ll assume you’re as talented a lady’s maid as you are a personal pleasure
slave.”


Hikaru shrugged then shot her a mischievous
smile. “We shall see, my lady. Take a seat here by the window and we will get
started.”


She’d never felt quite so pampered.
Beginning with her toes and moving up the outsides of her calves and thighs,
the slave massaged warm oil from the sweet olive trees on Earth into every
square inch of her skin. Unlike her maid at home, he had long, strong fingers
and a sure touch that was more stimulating than relaxing, especially when he
spread her legs and worked his magic along her inner thighs and the outer
petals of her sex.


An exotic-looking creature, Hikaru seemed
oblivious to her feminine charm. Of course he was. He was a possession,
different from her only in the fact that he was neither male nor female—a
sexless servant who could arouse but apparently not become aroused himself.


A pity. Emerald’s juices were flowing. She
wanted release—had to have it before she faced the courtiers. She reached down
and stroked his cleanly shaved scalp and his ear with its diamond stud.
“Service me now,” she ordered, and when he dipped his head between her legs and
tongued her clit she pressed his hands hard against her breasts, needing to
feel the tug of the nipple rings and the chain between them.


So wet. So hot. She wanted her Master’s
cock in her cunt, her mouth, her ass. When she moaned, Hikaru began to
tongue-fuck her, his warm mouth and methodical stabbings more soothing than
arousing. He plucked at her ringed nipples until they swelled and hardened.
She’d never been so aware—aware that she needed the man in the room across the
hall. Her Master, who in one short day had spoiled her with his monster cock
and taught her there could be no substitute for it, not now. Not ever.


Emerald no longer wanted to come. Not like
this. Not without her Master. She wanted him to be the one to stroke and pet
her, to arouse her with his tongue. “Stop!”


Hikaru sat back on his haunches, his head
bowed. “I know what you need, my lady, and I wish I had it to give. Come now,
and I will dress you to meet the king’s faithful subjects.”


Shame washed over Emerald. “I am sorry.”
Surely it must pain this sweet, young eunuch who was once a royal prince to
look at himself and see winking diamonds on a royal crest, instead of male
genitals.


“Don’t be. They gelded me when I was nine
years old. Though I’ve pleasured powerful men of the court, yesterday was the
first time in my life I fully understood exactly what joys were taken from me.”
He fell silent as he picked up a pair of scissors from the dresser. “Don’t
worry. I’m only going to even it up. Prince Arik insisted that your hair be cut
short, not shaved.”


“I don’t mind bald. Your head feels…incredibly
soft. Still, I’d rather have some hair, even if no man but my Master will ever
get to see it.” Emerald loved the feel of the tightly curled, short pelt, the
incredibly light feel of her head, the unfamiliar coolness of the breeze when
it tugged at the short strands of her hair and swirled over her scalp.


“It’s traditional for the royal eunuchs to
remove their hair. By now it seems as natural as brushing my teeth to lather up
each morning and shave my head clean. Stroking it with the razor feels almost
as good as stimulating my prostate with a dildo.” Hikaru set down the comb and
clippers and tunneled a finger into the short curls at the crown of Emerald’s
head. “There. I think you’re finished here. Are you ready for your wig?”


“Yes.” She didn’t relish wearing the heavy,
jeweled headgear, but she figured she had to put up with a little discomfort
for the prestige of being consort to her country’s reclusive Crown Prince Arik.


“Close your eyes, my lady.” When Hikaru
clapped his hands, the door flew open. She felt a surprisingly light weight
settle on her head, heard the eunuch dismiss whoever had come in. Something
soft and silky fell over her shoulders, kissing her belly, her arms and legs.


“You may look now.”


Yesterday a submissive bride, today a
princess. The short, curly-haired wig, not much different from the hair Hikaru
had just trimmed, had been strewn with diamonds set on fine wire mesh. Her
robes were not gold or silver but a shimmering combination of both colors, so
sheer she could have spotted the smallest blemish if one had dared pop up on
her royal person. “I want to see my Master now,” she said, imagining him
similarly attired, his muscles rippling beneath his own princely robe.


“In but a few moments, my lady. I must go
and ready him now that he has broken his fast.”


* * * * *


This morning he’d even hidden his cock
behind black leather. He had to be roasting in the heat, for Obsidion’s sun
beat down on them as they strolled through the palace gardens. Emerald bit back
a sarcastic comment when she smiled up at Prince Arik, or rather at the single
deep-brown eye that was all of him that she could see. “How do you eat?” she
blurted before she could call back the words.


“The same way you do, I imagine.” His tone
implied amusement, but it infuriated her, having to converse with a mate she’d
fucked and sucked yet never seen up close. “I take my meals in my chamber.”


Away from everybody, including me. “Why?”


“Because I cannot eat while I wear this.”
He lifted his left hand and touched the spot where she guessed his mouth must
be. “Trust me, my princess. You don’t want me to remove it.”


Did he hide some horrible disfigurement?
Emerald couldn’t imagine he did. Still he seemed quite sane—not the sort of man
who’d adopt his fearsome mode of attire for no better reason than to intimidate
his father’s subjects. “Were you in your chamber the night before we mated?
Standing in the window overlooking town?”


“Yes. I find it clears my mind, looking
down at the Street of Pleasure, imagining myself playing there like other men.”


“I saw you. You are beautiful. Perfect. I
wondered then as I wonder now why you choose to hide behind all this.” When she
reached out and touched the leather stretched over his right upper arm, he
winced.


“I don’t know what you thought you saw, or
what kind of trick telescope you were using. I’m not beautiful. I am scarred,
so scarred I would terrify children and give their mothers nightmares if I
didn’t wear this bodysuit.” He spoke slowly, as though he thought her a
simple-minded child. “The scars are reminders of injuries I suffered years ago
in a dogfight off Eastphalia with three mercenary captains. My father had sent
them to kill me and they almost succeeded, in case you want to know.”


She’d attributed his halting gait to the
tight leather bodysuit, but maybe… “Were your legs injured?” That was the only
possible infirmity she’d noticed.


“One leg. One arm. One side of my body and
face.” He sounded weary, resigned. “If you saw me in the window and didn’t
notice, it must have been my uninjured side you were ogling. Come with me. You
have already taken my seed into your luscious body. Since you’re obviously
fascinated about seeing what I hide from the rest of my father’s subjects, I
will show you.”


* * * * *


In his chamber, Arik punched a button on
the intercom. “Contain yourself, my princess. The unveiling will necessarily
have to wait until my body servant arrives. Meanwhile, you may disrobe. I’ll
enjoy watching you, and watching him restrain you.”


“I need no restraining. I am your willing
mate.” Her steady gaze as she slipped off her royal robes and stood before him
naked but for her wig very nearly persuaded him she spoke the truth—that she
possessed the fortitude necessary to withstand looking at the devastation that
nearly made him vomit every time he saw himself.


She might even think she could take it, but
he knew better. “You forgot to take off your wig. When we’re alone, I want to
see you in all your naked glory.”


She lowered her gaze as though showing him
proper respect. “I have no shame, not before my Master.” She lifted off the
diamond-strewn confection of auburn curls, moved in front of the window and
shook her head. She must have known that would make the sun’s rays bounce off
her closely clipped hair, must have sensed how much he longed to discover with
his own hand the feel of that bright, curly pelt.


He’d soon indulge that longing. He’d stroke
her silken skin and lick the cream from her plump cunt lips the way Hikaru and
the other royal eunuchs had done in his stead during the mating ceremony. He
wet his lips behind the hood—the air vents suddenly seemed to have closed. He
practically gasped for breath at the closed-in sensations.


Where was Hikaru? Arik’s cock had swollen
painfully within its leather confines. “Come, then, if you have no shame, for
looking at you has me seriously aroused. Free my cock and pleasure me while we
wait for Hikaru.”


“Yes, my lord.” When she fondled him
through the leather, searching for the zipper that provided access to his sex,
he couldn’t stifle a groan. “I love this…love the feel of it in my cunt.”


The zipper opened abruptly, and she slipped
one soft hand inside the suit to cup his sac. “I want to suck these, too. I
want to feel them bouncing against my warm, wet slit. And I want to feel every
inch of you caressing me.”


May the gods help me. She was offering him the sort of fucking he’d accepted was forever
beyond his reach—an offer he was certain she’d rescind as soon as she saw him
as he was—as he’d vowed to stay for the rest of his life.


Emerald drew up a cushion and knelt on it.
She took his cock head in her mouth, encompassing it within that hot, wet
cavern, licking around the corona and lapping the slippery lubrication that
oozed from its tip. Her lips tightened around his shaft while she gently
squeezed his scrotum. Fuck, he was about to come, and he didn’t want it to be
like this.


“Stop.”


She lifted her head and looked up at him
but kept caressing his balls and the base of his cock with gentle hands. “Why,
my lord?”


Because…because he couldn’t bear to have
her show him heaven only to snatch it away. And she would. No woman could
possibly stand looking at the monster he’d become. Still, no woman could tempt
him to change his path—to give in to lust and toss away the righteous vengeance
he enjoyed each time he saw the pain and guilt in his father’s eyes.


“I don’t want you to see me. If you do, you
will run as others have, and I want very much for you to stay.”


“We are mated. You claimed me before King
Gawain and his entire court. I am your princess, and I intend to remain your
princess for the rest of my life.”


As certain as Emerald sounded now, Arik
wouldn’t let himself hope her determination would survive the shock she was
about to receive. But he was impatient, no longer willing to wait for Hikaru.
“We shall see how long you feel that way. Take off my hood.”


“How?” She reached up and stroked his
cheeks, a puzzled look on her beautiful face.


He managed to hold back an oath when she
ran the back of her hand over the ravaged side of his cheek, sending shards of
pain down his neck and arm. “Not there. The seam around my neck unfastens all
the way around. Once the hood comes apart from the bodysuit, you can loosen the
laces at the back of my head and lift it off.”


Cool air surrounded Arik’s throat as the
hood separated from the suit. A hiss erupted from Emerald when she slid her
fingers into the opening. “I told you I have scars,” he said shortly. “You said
you wanted to see.”


“I do.” She didn’t sound as certain now
that she’d felt part of the thick, raised scar that took a jagged path from the
stump of his right arm over mutilated flesh and bone, until it disappeared into
his hairline above where a laser shot from one of his attackers had gouged out
his right eye.


He couldn’t let her do it. “Zip the hood
back on, Emerald, and be satisfied with knowing only as much of me as I show my
father’s subjects.”


“No.”


“Do it.” Damn it, his princess was proving
to be a very disobedient slave.


As though she knew her touch would steal
his resolve, she wedged one hand inside the hood and tunneled her fingers into
his hair. “I want to know all of you, Master.”


He wanted to stop her but what she was
doing felt too good. “Please, by the gods, don’t do it.” Arik couldn’t bear to
see the revulsion on her face but he couldn’t make himself drag her hand away.


“Why not? Your hair is as soft as I
imagined it would be. Move in front of the stool so I can stand on it and reach
the laces. First, though, call off your royal eunuch, and trust that your scars
will not repulse me. I wish to serve my prince—my Master—in every possible
way.”


Her touch was warm, soothing, yet
incredibly arousing, her suggestion mesmerizing…hypnotic. He spoke into the
communicator by the bed. “Hikaru, wherever you are, I no longer require your
service. I will summon you after—”


“After he services his mate—properly this
time.” Her husky promise made Arik’s cock twitch to life, though it had
shriveled at the sound of her distress a moment earlier.


He moved in front of the stool, sighed and
awaited the horrified reaction that always accompanied anyone’s first sight of
him. No words could adequately prepare her for what she was about to see, but
he had to try. “Be careful of the right side. I’ve lost an eye. Some of the
scar tissue around the socket is still sensitive.”


“You aren’t going to scare me off, Master,
so you may as well save your breath. I wanted a prince for a mate, and now that
I’ve got you I intend to keep you. Have you any idea how jealous it made my
sisters when Meredith matched me up with you?” Emerald’s banter eased Arik’s
fears while the feel of each lace giving way to her gentle fingers fed them.
Damn it, he could barely breathe.


By the gods, he wanted her to accept him.
He’d never before met a woman willing to defy a prince’s order—or one so determined
to impose her own will on her Master. When he’d told his father he’d sooner
fuck whores from the Street of Pleasure than take a mate chosen by a
matchmaker, he had been wrong. In one day the beautiful redhead who now had his
hood loose and was about to lift it off his head had captured more than his
animal lust—she’d engaged his emotions.


He’d never been so scared, not even when
the three mercenary craft had circled him off the small planet of Eastphalia,
shooting their lasers with deadly precision, determined to destroy him and take
his small transporter down. Or when he’d come to in a primitive clinic on that
planet in a haze of pain that almost but not quite dulled the revulsion he
felt, looking for the first time at the charred stump of his right arm,
realizing that was only a small part of what had happened to him when he’d
crashed his burning ship.


He’d give all of Obsidion’s wealth to keep
Emerald from seeing it now. “Wait,” he told her, lifting his hand and trying to
grasp the loosened leather but succeeding only in putting pressure on the
tortured flesh beneath it.


She stayed his hand. “It will be no easier
later. Let’s do it now.”


He couldn’t watch. Couldn’t bear to see the
horror in her eyes. But he couldn’t deny her right to see the man she’d mated
with, the father of the child who even now might be growing in her belly.
Defeated, he closed his eye. Then he lowered his head and steeled himself to
hear her scream.


All he heard as the concealing leather fell
away was her swift intake of breath and a dull thud when her body hit the
marble floor.






Chapter Five


 


Half-conscious now, Emerald lay not on the
floor but on Arik’s bed, trying desperately to recall why she’d fainted.


Softly, so softly, he was speaking to her
as though she were a frightened child. How long had she been lying there? She
had no idea. It could have been mere moments—or hours.


Though his words hadn’t stuck in her mind,
she’d never forget the tear that fell from his eye and lingered on her cheek—a
warm, wet kiss from her Master. A kiss that held regret, resignation and
disappointment. One that made her want him more than ever, even more than she
wanted to experience a repeat of the delicious climaxes he’d brought her
yesterday.


No! Fate couldn’t have played such a
cruel trick. Shame washed over her, for she sensed
that by fainting she’d hurt him as badly as the injuries that had mutilated
him.


I shouldn’t have insisted he bare
himself. Should have kept my curiosity under wraps. Curiosity, nothing, I
wanted all of him, needed him to bring me pleasure, not just with his cock but
with all of him. I couldn’t be satisfied with him fucking me, and his royal
eunuchs doing what he would not, could I?


She heard voices, Arik’s and Hikaru’s? She
felt someone tying silky-feeling scarves around her wrists and ankles. I
told you I won’t run away. You don’t need to tie me to your bed. Although
she wanted to speak, her voice wouldn’t work and her eyelids felt too heavy
when she tried to open them.


“I believe she’s waking up, my lord.”


“Then finish restraining her and go. Hurry.
I will call when I need you to get me back into the leather.”


Footsteps, too light to be her Master’s,
padded along the floor. The door opened and closed. Tentatively she moved her
arms and legs, found them so lightly tethered that she could move one arm. When
she raised her hand to her cheek, she found the spot that still was damp from
the prince’s tear. “Master?”


“Yes, it’s me.” He sounded resigned, as
though expecting her to try to bolt. “Open your eyes and take a good look. I’m
naked now. Hikaru finished the job you started. At least this time when you
faint, you’ll already be on the bed.”


Emerald forced her eyes to open, the edges
of her mouth to lift. “I never faint,” she said, but her words sounded hollow
to her own ears. She looked up, steeling herself not to wince or scream. There
he was, in profile, his uninjured side to her, as magnificent now as he’d
seemed when she saw him in the window, and she spied another tear on his cheek,
sparkling like a diamond.


A diamond in the rough, as courtiers often
whispered about the man who’d one day sit on the Diamond Throne. “I want to see
all of you.”


Slowly, he turned, showing her his back.
Broad shoulders tapered to narrow hips and massive thighs as thick as tree
trunks. On the left side he was perfection, his skin reminding her of
satin-smooth caramel and cream. On the right lay crisscrossed scar tissue that
extended the length of his body, its devastation most evident in the hideously
mangled stump of his arm. “When you wear the bodysuit, it looks as though your
arm is uninjured. Oh gods, I’m sorry. Forgive me. I shouldn’t—”


“Why? You’d have to be blind not to notice.
I usually use a primitive sort of hook prosthesis they taught me how to use
when I was recovering on Eastphalia.”


Beneath the gruff, almost defiant façade,
Emerald sensed Arik was hurting. Though she still shuddered, recalling her
shock at the sight of his ruined face and the gaping hole where his eye had
been, the emotion that overwhelmed her now was not pity but anger. Anger with
him for thinking her so shallow she’d reject him because he was less than
princely perfection.


He wasn’t imperfect where it counted. He
still had his mind, his emotions. Again she recalled the tear he’d shed when he
thought he had repulsed her. She’d show him he didn’t, much as he’d shown her
yesterday that they’d been destined to mate—that he only needed that lustful
eye and his magnificent cock to make her cunt explode.


She held out her free arm to him, her
expression as stern as she could manage while trembling like a leaf in
Obsidion’s hot summer wind. “Untie me, Master. Then forget you’re my Master for
a little while and lie down on the bed. Face up. I want to look at every inch
of you, caress you, show you the kind of pleasure I can give you with my hands
and mouth.”


For a moment she thought he’d refuse. His
mixed emotions showed in his eye, in the set of his mouth, in the way he
clenched his fist before sitting on the edge of the bed and loosening her
bonds. “You don’t have to do this,” he said gruffly when he met her gaze.


“But you do.” Smiling, she moved to the
foot of the bed and looped the silk scarves Hikaru had used to confine her
around his ankles, then bound his left wrist to the ornately carved headboard.
Looking at the stump, she smiled and set one of the scarves down. “I guess
we’ll just have to pretend I’ve tied down this arm, too.”


Settling cross-legged by his ravaged side,
Emerald reached down and stroked the worst of the scars from where it started
above his right ankle. “You must have taken quite a hit,” she commented as she
traced the jagged, reddened mass up his leg and body. “All this came from just
one battle, didn’t it?”


“Yes, but it was one hell of a fight. Me in
my little transporter against three armed mercenary fighters. Some of the
damage happened when I had to crash-land on Eastphalia and my ship caught
fire.” He flinched when she stroked the mangled stump of his arm but looked at
her and said, “Don’t stop.” He watched her, wonder in his expression as though
he could hardly believe she didn’t recoil at his scars.


Her intuition had served her well. Her
Master was literally starving to be touched, treated as though someone still
found him worthy—desirable. Bending, she touched her lips to his stump.
Nuzzling his warm flesh as she moved inward, she found his right nipple buried
in his dark chest hair and laved it with her tongue. “Mmmm,” she said, lightly
tracing along the web of scars on his upper arm with a finger, “this must have
been terribly painful.”


“I don’t want to think about that now.” He
laid his hand on top of hers, his fingers lacing with hers. “It feels so damn
good when you touch me this way.”


She straightened then climbed over his body
and straddled his torso. His cock felt good—incredibly good—warm and rigid, yet
velvety soft where it nudged her swollen cunt lips. “Touch me, too,” she said,
watching his expression change to one of wonder—of lust—when he looked up and
finally met her gaze. “And let me fuck my Master.”


“Untie me and I will.”


Emerald slipped the silk scarf down over
his large hand. “I believe I’ll leave your legs tied so I can have my way with
you.”


 


Arik’s balls tightened. His cock throbbed.
Once his hand was free he wasted not one moment before impaling his mate, his
beautiful Emerald whose wet, swollen cunt told him better than words how much
she wanted him.


She wanted him as he was now, not as he’d
once been before his father had commanded his death. And he wanted her. His
only regret as he stroked her satin skin and took her nipples between his teeth
was that he couldn’t turn back time, be the perfect lover for his perfect love.


But he could. Somehow it no longer seemed
important to Arik that he continue making his father pay on a daily basis for
having tried to kill him. He’d seek out Pak Song and let the surgeons and the
cyborg maker remake him.


Later. Blood slammed into his groin when
Emerald leaned over and laid soft kisses on his ravaged cheek. Her plump ass
cheek filled his hand, firm but woman-soft. Steadying her with his stump while
she fucked his cock, he slipped two fingers up her ass and gently fucked her
there. When she took his mouth and sucked his tongue between her lips, her
tight, wet cunt contracted around his cock.


He swallowed her little scream, answering
with a harsh bellow when his climax slammed into him. Gods but he loved her. He
even loved his father for having contracted the match between them. Without
thinking, he cradled her to his body with his naked stump—an act he’d never
imagined he would do.






Chapter Six


 


At first he stayed in his chamber with
Emerald, sharing meals with her when previously he’d dined in solitary
splendor, enjoying her companionship as well as her gorgeous body, but
gradually he started venturing into his father’s court.


With his princess at his side, accepting
him as he was, Arik began to venture out of the shadows. Not all at once, for
he’d spent too much time in darkness and despair. During the next weeks he shed
the all-encompassing leather in favor of an opaque, hooded robe that left most of
his face visible but allowed him to hide the ravaged side from impressionable
women and children.


His impulsive resolve to restore himself as
much as possible had weakened with the realization that his mate accepted him
as he was, for he dreaded the months of recuperation from surgeries he’d been
told were so complex they couldn’t be performed using modern laser techniques.
Though he’d softened toward his father, Arik still felt a bit of satisfaction
that the king was paying emotionally for having caused his ruined face and
broken body.


That afternoon, after they ate lunch in the
palace dining room and retired to their tower, Emerald took Arik’s hand. “My
lord, I would like to go to the city and visit my father and sisters. I want
you to meet them since the king refused to allow them to attend our mating.
Would you…”


His first reaction was to refuse, for he
cringed at the idea of leaving the palace now that she’d become his constant
companion. He didn’t want his father’s subjects to gawk at him but couldn’t
imagine himself going out without being covered.


I would be a beast to refuse her time
with her family. I can’t expect my princess to live in the isolation I crave. He hated hearing the hesitation in her voice. “If you wish it,
although I’d prefer that they come here. Do you truly want them to see the
monster who is your Master?”


“You are no monster. You’re my Master, a
lover beyond what I hoped for in my wildest fantasies. And you’re my friend as
well.”


“As you are mine.” The look she gave him
warmed his heart. She had given him back a life he’d thought was over. He could
do no less for her. “I have decided to do what I can to remedy this.” Lifting
his arm with its wicked-looking hook, he gestured toward his face. “You deserve
better than to spend your life confined within the palace walls because of my
affliction. I will tell my father I’ve decided to see the surgeons and the
cyborg maker, and listen to their recommendations.”


She reached across the table and took his
hand. “You’ve suffered too much already. Please don’t do this for me.”


Arik attempted a crooked smile. “I will be
king someday. I don’t want my subjects to run away in terror every time they
see me, and I shouldn’t hide myself in the palace, away from their curious
eyes.”


“You’ve been hurt enough already, Master.
If your subjects don’t like the way you look, they can avert their eyes. Anyone
who knows you as I do will love you as you are.”


“Quiet, my tenderhearted darling. I want to
explore the possibilities. Whatever I do, it will be for me.” He lifted the
communicator and said a few words to the king.


* * * * *


The next morning Pak Song and a renowned
restorative surgeon called at the palace and were shown directly to Arik’s
tower. When Emerald invited them in, Arik showed them his back. Only when she
took his hand and turned him around did he lower his robe. It broke her heart
to see him so reluctant to reveal his scars.


He riddled the two men with that dark,
pained eye. “I can tell by your expressions that you believe I’m a lost cause.”


The wizened Asian man shook his head. “No,
your highness. What cannot be repaired can be replaced. Bionic forearm and hand
are simple. Did one successfully a few months ago for an Earthling exile. Can
provide his testimony as to way bionic hand works. Doctors here can get rid of
most scars.”


Arik shook his head. “The scars don’t
bother me, except for the ones on my face. What can you do with this?” he
asked, lifting his hook to nudge his empty eye socket.


“If you sit, I will take closer look. Did
bionic eyes for an Earthling, the first cyborg I created. They work better than
originals. Even better than I imagined they would. Patient was blinded in
starship explosion. Now he can see very far away, even through walls. Only
problem is, bionic eyes are red and they glow. Must research matter. He says
they distract those around him. Beats not being able to see, though.”


Arik sat on a padded bench and waited while
the cyborg maker examined him. He couldn’t help noticing Emerald move close by,
as though determined to protect him.


When Pak Song probed the shattered right
side of Arik’s face, he was unable to keep from wincing. “Please, Master, don’t
allow them to hurt you more,” Emerald said, distress evident on her beautiful
face.


Arik took her hand and pulled her onto the
bench beside him.


The old man stepped aside and consulted
with the surgeon. Finally they turned back to Arik. “We can rebuild crushed
bones in face, sire. Can also give you bionic eyes but can only do that as a
set. Will have to remove uninjured one.”


“No!” Emerald sounded as though she
couldn’t bear the thought of not seeing the love in his solitary eye. When she
rested her hand on his left thigh, though, it distracted him from Pak Song’s
painful probing.


“What do you think, your highness?” the
cyborg maker asked.


“I agree with the princess. I don’t intend
to lose the sight I still have.”


The cyborg maker shook his head. “Never
tried doing a single bionic eye. Will give it thought, maybe try it on someone
who’s completely blind before offering it to my prince. I do recommend the
bionic hand, though. That will look and work like real thing, I promise.”


Arik didn’t answer right away, but finally
he met the cyborg maker’s expectant gaze. “I’m a little hesitant to become a
cyborg. As for this ugly thing,” he said, holding up the hook, “I’ve become
used to wearing it. I realize it’s primitive, but I’ve managed to learn how to
use it to a certain extent.”


Pak Song wrinkled his nose at the sight of
the prosthesis. “I make bionic forearm and hand. I promise you will like it—you
won’t be able to tell it from this one in any way.” He reached out and touched
Arik’s uninjured left hand.


He turned to Emerald. “You will like, too,
highness. Hand and fingers will feel just like your lord’s other one, even move
the same. I make skin you cannot tell from his own.”


Arik saw Emerald’s smile, imagined the
enhanced pleasure he could give her if he had two good arms. He closed his eye,
daydreaming for a moment how it would feel to walk down the Street of Pleasure
without feeling the stares, the pity. “I’ve decided, gentlemen. I’m putting
myself into your hands. If you can repair my face so I won’t make grown men
scream with terror, do it, but I will wear an eye patch rather than lose my
good, remaining eye. As for the bionic arm, I look forward to it.”


The surgeon cleared his throat. “If my
colleague will permit me, your highness, I believe I can use synthetic material
to rebuild the shattered bones in your face, even the eye socket. That way you
can use an artificial eye if you wish, rather than the patch.”


“What about the scars?”


“They can be greatly reduced, but not
completely erased. Still, I feel certain you will be pleased with the results.
With the bone structure repaired, the scars will not be so noticeable. Another
benefit will be that you will feel less pain after you heal. Obviously it is
also possible to laser down the burn scars elsewhere on your body, but if they
don’t concern you, I wouldn’t recommend you do it. The recovery time would be
long and painful, and the procedures on your body would serve no purpose other
than to improve your appearance in places ordinarily covered by clothing.”


The surgeon shook his head. “It’s a wonder
you survived at all, burned as badly as you were. I promise you I’ll do my best
to give you the improvement you want.”


Arik heard Emerald’s sharp intake of
breath, knew she’d meant it when she said she didn’t want him hurt. He met the
surgeon’s gaze. “As I said, the scars on my body don’t particularly trouble me,
as my princess and my body servant are the only ones likely to see them. How my
face looks is more important, as one day I will be Obsidion’s king. I can
hardly go around swathed head to toe in leather and still command my people’s
respect.”


“As you will, your highness. When will you
want us to attend you?” Pak Song bowed, while the surgeon merely inclined his
head.


Now that he’d made his decision, Arik saw
no need to delay. “At your earliest convenience. Thank you for coming so
quickly when you were summoned.”


Pak Song’s wrinkled face lit up with a
smile. “It is our pleasure, sire. With your permission, we will leave, but I
wish to speak a word to her highness first.”


“You have news?” she asked the cyborg
maker, her face lighting with obvious anticipation. Arik vowed he’d do whatever
he had to, so she wouldn’t be isolated much longer.


The wizened old man grinned. “Your
highness, we will soon be relatives. Meredith has matched my son, Pak Lin, with
your youngest sister.”


“Pearl?”


“Yes, highness. Mating to be in two years.
Your honored father says Garnet must go first.”


Emerald bent and gave the old man a hug.
“Do you know who she will marry?”


“The Aurelonian, Romulus, has been chosen
for her.”


Arik smiled. From what Emerald had said, he
gathered that her sister, Garnet, lusted for wealth. She’d get it in huge
measure from Romulus, the slave emporium owner who had settled on Obsidion and
made a huge fortune. “When will that mating take place?” he asked, hoping there
would be enough time before it for the two men to finish restoring his face.


“Next year, sire. Eli say can only afford
one daughter’s mating per year.”


“Father has always complained that we
pauper him,” Emerald said, her green eyes sparkling. “It is he who insists on
weighing us down with precious jewels, though—a matter of pride in his work,
I’m sure.”


Arik didn’t doubt it. He’d seen the
exquisitely crafted gold boxes Emerald had given Hikaru and his brothers as
attendants, encrusted with sparkling tanzanites and the smooth, mottled
lavender and cream stones from Earth that were said to restore virility. She’d
also gifted his father with a new, elaborate diamond coronet set in platinum.
His own gifts, thousands of carats of loose, beautifully faceted emeralds and
diamonds, filled a solid gold trunk so heavy it had taken two strong slaves to
carry it upstairs to his tower. Emerald’s father had sent her to him with a
king’s ransom in dowry, though he chuckled when he recalled his father’s
admission that no dowry would have been necessary to arrange their match.


“I’m glad,” he told her. “The time it takes
your father to amass huge dowries will let me make myself presentable before I
must escort you to your sisters’ mating ceremonies.”


* * * * *


Since it would have been unthinkable for
Obsidion’s crown prince to be treated outside the palace, Arik’s tower room had
become a hospital room, and Emerald’s former chamber had become a well-equipped
surgery.


It had only been two weeks since Pak Song
and a team of restorative surgeons had moved in, along with skilled nurses and
technicians. Already Emerald could see changes in her prince, though she
grieved that he was enduring terrible pain.


“It’s not so bad, my love,” he told her
when she lay beside him carefully so as not to jostle his arm, bandaged where
Pak Song had peeled back the skin and implanted dozens of bionics a week
earlier. “The drugs help. Not as much as you do, though.”


She looked into his eye and smiled. “I love
you, Master. I loved you as you were, but I’m glad, for your sake, that you
decided to let the surgeons restore your face. Not because of how it looked but
because it caused you so much pain.”


“I’m anxious to see what they did.” He
raised his hand halfway to his face then laid it at his side once more.


“I know. So am I, Master.” Just yesterday
the surgeons had reconstructed his facial bones, so he was still groggy from
painkillers. “We must be patient. The bandages will come off soon enough.” She
looked at his head and neck, swathed in heavy dressings that left only his
nostrils, mouth and eye uncovered. “I understand how annoying it must be, much
like the hood you used to wear. You should be grateful that you can eat, even
if the food must fit through a straw.”


“Six weeks seems a very long time. I could
take the hood off to eat and sleep.” He sounded like a petulant child, but
Emerald saw the way his mouth turned up in an effort at a smile.


Using one gentle finger she traced the
smooth line of his lips. “Be good. Would you like another sip of broth?”


“I’d like to taste your luscious mouth,
love.”


She bent and kissed him, though the
dressings kept her from getting as close as she’d have liked.


* * * * *


Six weeks later Arik held his breath as the
surgeon snipped away the last of the dressings from his head while he sat
before a mirrored wall. “I think you will be pleased, sire.”


Pak Song had installed and adjusted the
bionic arm and hand a few minutes earlier. By all the gods, it felt real, as
though it were a part of him. He felt Emerald’s hand on his shoulder, inhaled
the sultry, flowery scent of her as his nose was freed. Slowly, with wonder, he
raised the hand across his chest and found her hand. Felt it. Small, soft and
delicate—like her. A tear rolled down his cheek.


The dressings finally were gone. He closed
his eye, felt both lids close. “I am afraid to look.”


Emerald squeezed his shoulder then entwined
her fingers with his. “All but the deepest of the scars are gone, Master. The
surgeons have performed a miracle.”


He’d never been more frightened, even when
he lay in that hospital bed on Eastphalia, not knowing whether he would live or
die. Clutching his mate’s hand, he made himself look closely in the mirror for
the first time since he’d beheld his monstrous image soon after his maiming.


His face was symmetrical…smooth but for one
faint, jagged scar that ran from his hairline to the spot where his neck met
his shoulder. It wasn’t perfect, or even as near so as his undamaged left side.
But he no longer had a sunken cheek or a gaping hole where his right eye had
once been. His eyelid opened and closed to reveal a white sphere, though, not a
working prosthetic eye. With an eye patch…


“You said you wanted to wear an eye patch,
sire,” the chief surgeon said, sounding as though he thought Arik might order
him punished for not having done a good enough job. “Her highness refused to
allow me to do further surgeries to reconstruct muscle functionality that would
have let the prosthesis move in synch with your good eye.” He stepped up,
dangling a black leather eye patch from his trembling hand.


When Arik grinned he noticed his mouth no
longer tightened around the right corner. “Hand it here. And stop shaking. I am
very happy with what you’ve done. The king will also be pleased.”


Very pleased indeed. He will be able to
look at me and not see the full result of his brutality. “Emerald, have Hikaru summon my father. He will want to see the
results of Pak Song and the surgeons’ efforts.” When he let her go he tried out
his bionic hand, using it along with his natural one to position the patch over
the prosthetic eye and adjust the elastic band at the back of his head.


When the king burst in, Hikaru at his
heels, Arik turned to face him while the members of the medical team, from
chief surgeon and cyborg maker to lowliest technician, prostrated themselves. Emerald
is right. There is too much obeisance going on around here. “Get up, all of
you. King Gawain should be bowing to you. You have saved him from the misery of
looking, for the rest of his life, on the results of his fearing a war, should
he have died leaving more than one legitimate heir to the Diamond Throne.”


“My son is right. Rise. I owe you more than
I can repay.” Tears flowed down the king’s cheeks as he looked at Arik’s face.
“Thank you.” Grasping Arik by both shoulders, he kissed first one cheek and
then the other. “I appreciate what you’ve done for me.”


Arik placed his hands on his father’s
shoulders. “Not for you, Father. For our subjects. And for my princess.” At
that thought, his mood softened. “Perhaps for you, a little, because you having
brought her to me has given me happiness I never expected to experience when I
returned from Eastphalia. Now I can begin taking over some of your duties so
you can enjoy your old age.”


* * * * *


Later, after all the team had left with
their gear and the king had returned to his own tower, Arik turned to Emerald
as she stood gazing out the tower window. When he spoke she had no doubt what
was on his mind. “It has been six weeks. But it feels more like six years since
we enjoyed more than a very careful, very gentle fucking. Now I intend to enjoy
my precious slave, in every possible way.”


Her heart leapt in her breast. “Shall I
call Hikaru?” She recalled the night before their mating, when she’d seen Arik
in this same spot, backlit by the soft lighting in the room and bathed by the
light of Obsidion’s three golden moons, and when she did, her cunt clenched
with anticipation.


“Yes. Tonight we will try out the fucking
swing. And I will initiate your last virgin hole.”


“Yes, Master.” Emerald moved away to the
communicator, glancing up at a gleaming, black-leather and chrome fucking
machine hung from the high ceiling on sturdy hooks. She’d been dreaming of this
night ever since slaves had hung the swing while Arik had still been confined
to bed.


A light tap on the door brought her out of
her reverie. Hikaru stepped inside when she opened it, his arms loaded with the
supplies she’d ordered. As always when he entered the royal bedchamber, he set
down his load and prostrated himself at her feet. That still irritated her, but
she’d learned to expect it—after all, Hikaru had spent many years now since his
fate as a royal eunuch slave had been sealed, and she realized habits that old
were hard to break.


“Rise, slave,” she said as sternly as she’d
heard Arik do so many times. “I need to have you make me ready for our Master.”


Hikaru scrambled to his feet and ran a comb
through her short auburn curls that Arik so loved touching. Then he accompanied
her to the bidet in her bathing chamber and administered the most thorough
cleansing she’d ever had. While her cunt tingled and her asshole puckered from
its unfamiliar dousing, she watched him hurry to set up the fucking swing.


She imagined Arik stepping up behind that
swing, lubricating her ass and finally doing what he had been promising since
the day after their mating. While he’d convalesced he’d often tortured her by
fingering her rear hole, whispering about how he intended to deflower it. Now!
She was finally going to find out what she’d been missing.


“The swing is secured, my lady.” As if to
prove it, Hikaru gave the seat a hard jerk.


Her pulse raced. Her prince’s halting
footsteps echoed from the other side of the tower, the sounds urging her to
hurry and position herself facedown, ass in the air. “Help me,” she told
Hikaru. “Secure my arms and legs so I don’t fall out of this swing.”


Emerald had never felt more open, more
vulnerable. Her body was suspended on two leather straps, her legs spread wide
and secured with padded cuffs to braided leather ropes. When she moved her
ankles, pulleys on the ropes raised them, opening her even more. His touch
impersonal, Hikaru brought her arms behind her back, cuffed her wrists and tied
her at the elbows. Gods help her, she was now completely and deliciously
helpless.


“I see you’re at your Master’s mercy.”
Emerald recognized the gravelly timbre of Arik’s voice, knew without looking
that he was still naked. No more full bodysuit and hood like the one he’d worn
the day of their first mating. She felt the heat of his strong, muscular body,
the male musk that surrounded them. “Hikaru, blindfold her now.”


“Yes, my lord prince.” The eunuch knelt
before her and secured a satin-lined leather blindfold over her eyes, tying the
soft streamers at the back of her head.


Darkness isolated her but she had no fear.
Her Master would bring her exquisite pleasure, never pain. He used his hands to
cup her breasts, catch the rings in her nipples, tug them ever so gently. “Oh,
yes,” she hissed, loving the contrast of his big gentle hands on her breasts,
the bionic one feeling as real, its touch as sensuous as the real one. “Fuck
me, Master, please.”


His sharp intake of breath told her he was
close. It wouldn’t be long. As always, though, her prince would move at his own
pace. He’d taunt her until she burned for release, provide it, and then arouse
her to orgasm again and again before giving her what she wanted above all else.


His perfect cock. In her cunt. In her
mouth. In the last place it could go to seal his full possession.


Hikaru’s soft lips nibbled her clit. Then
he stepped away, moving to her head to stroke her short curls. Her Master’s hot
breath tickled her clit. “Please, Master, fuck me.”


His huge cock head slid along her dripping
slit. “I can’t resist fucking your delightfully wet cunt first, my princess.”
At the same time Arik sank into her cunt, Hikaru moved beside her and rotated
the large lubricated butt plug she’d barely been able to insert immediately
after he’d cleansed her. Her muscles protested, but soon she was clenching both
monster invaders with more pleasure than pain.


Her slippery cunt sucked Arik’s huge cock
noisily when he withdrew. When he pushed back in, his balls made slapping
sounds against her clit. Deprived of sight, all her other senses seemed
enhanced. The smells of sex—clean, slightly salty, a little bit musky—intensified
with every stroke of his cock in her spasming cunt. She became more aware of
sensation—the velvety hardness of his rigid cock as he fucked her, the brush of
his scarred torso and nipples against her back and thighs and of the tough
leather straps that supported the weight of her torso. Warm breath and soft
hands—Hikaru’s—stroked her ass cheeks, moving now and then to keep her aware of
the lubricated plug as it stretched her to take Arik’s cock.


“Yes. Don’t stop.” Sensations bombarded
her. The hot spurts of her Master’s ejaculate set off another climax. It left
her panting yet wanting more. Much more. When he withdrew his cock, she felt
empty, but only for a moment until Hikaru worked something cold and hard into
her still-spasming cunt and set it to vibrating, ever so slowly.


She felt the plug come out of her ass,
heard the popping sound it made. Cold, slippery lubricant made her asshole
contract, but when she felt her Master’s huge, well-lubricated cock pressing
against that narrow opening she squirmed with more anticipation than fear. Her
mouth opened, as though she could take him there as well.


Hikaru must have been waiting for the
opportunity, because he slid a penis-shaped gag into her mouth and secured it.
Arik’s whispered words, repeated many times as she’d lain in his arms in the
dark of night while he healed, echoed in her ears. I’m going to tie you up
so you’ll be completely at my mercy. When you’re helpless, I’ll fuck your cunt
and your mouth and your pretty ass, and if the gods will give me a way to do
it, I’ll fuck all three at the same time. And you’ll love every minute of it.


He’d found a way. Fresh, intense arousal
warmed Emerald’s belly, curled through her body. She relaxed as he’d said she
must, and took intense pleasure in his final conquering of her body, her soul.
When he entered her fully and began to move, she saw stars—no…diamonds.


Later they lay together on the bed, legs
tangled, his fingers ruffling her hair while he whispered to her of love…of
sex. “I hurt for Hikaru and the others.” She recalled the eunuch’s stoic look
as he’d untied her and washed the smells and dampness of sex from her body and
Arik’s. “You’d never let them do that to our sons, would you?”


Arik turned her to face him, his expression
fierce. “Once I become king I will outlaw the making of eunuchs on Obsidion.
Not just royal sons. I’ll not be responsible for any man being unable to fully
enjoy his lovers’ bodies. I vow that on my life. On our love.”






Epilogue


One year later, in the royal palace of Obsidion


 


At the sound of footsteps on the tower
stair, Emerald handed their eleven-week-old son to his nurse and shooed them
both from the room. Yesterday she and Arik had celebrated the anniversary of
their mating with the king and members of the royal court. Today they were on
the way to her sister’s mating ceremony. Afterward, she intended to have her
own private celebration with the prince who’d made almost all her fantasies
come true.


The matchmaker had done right by them.
Though others might think Meredith had made an awful mistake in matching her
with Arik, Emerald had never doubted from the first that they were soul mates.
When Arik had offered to go to Pak Song and have himself turned into a cyborg
so he could appear as he had before—the perfect prince for his perfect princess—she’d
realized he loved her, too.


Too much to let him do it. She loved her
mate for what lay within him—no matter how the gods had wrecked the outer
wrapper. She was glad she’d persuaded him to compromise, keep his own body
parts but let the surgeons repair the damaged facial nerves that kept him in
constant pain and replace the hook with his modern, bionic right hand.


Not for her, because she loved him as he
was, he’d let the surgeons fit him with a prosthetic eye and cheekbone to
repair the ruined side of his face, so he wouldn’t look quite so fearsome to
his subjects. She was glad he’d opted not to get bionic eyes, for as long as he
could see well with his left eye, she hadn’t wanted him to trade it, not even
for the flawless X-ray vision he could have had with the bilateral bionic
replacements the cyborg maker had tried to sell him on.


What they both appreciated about the repair
to his face was that he didn’t hurt anymore. Not that his improved appearance
didn’t make life easier for Arik as well as for those who looked upon him. That
had become important these past few months, since the king had ceded most of
his royal duties to his son.


“You look stunning, Master,” she told him
when he joined her on the stairs, his emerald-green uniform the perfect
complement her green-velvet court gown. “I do believe we’ll outshine the
celebrants today.”


He laughed. “It’s only right. After all,
the crown prince and princess must outshine mere subjects. Besides, I couldn’t
let my princess grab all the attention, or risk that she might look at me and
faint again today.”


Emerald let him tuck her arm through his
and they began to descend the long, curved stair. “I wouldn’t talk about
fainting if I were you.”


Her fainting the first time she’d seen him
had become almost their only subject of contention. Arik seemed determined
never to let her forget she’d passed dead away the first time she’d seen his
face. But she had him now. Every time he mentioned her squeamishness, she
reminded him how he’d collapsed in a heap on the birthing-room floor when
little Arik made his entrance into the world.


“I won’t, then. Why don’t we make a pact to
forget about fainting?” He squeezed her hand as they headed across the
courtyard where the litter awaited to take them to her sister’s mating.


She looked up at him, the unlikely prince
of all her fantasies. Meredith had done well, indeed. The matchmaker had truly
found Emerald a diamond in the rough. Her perfect Master.


The End
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