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        The spoils of war are being divided...

      

        

      
        As Fiona struggles to survive in the aftermath of a brutal war, she worries her sick mother won’t make it long without the medication she so desperately needs. When turncoats offer a way to keep her mother safe, she can’t refuse—even though it means marrying Merokk, a fearsome Kall warrior, and posing as the First Daughter, Betsy Carson. The turncoats assure her the marriage will be in name only—but she soon learns Merokk not only intends to consummate their union, but he expects her to share his bed nightly. She also learns that disobedience will land her over her husband’s sturdy thighs for a long, hard spanking on her bare bottom.

      

        

      
        He’s been given a human female…

      

        

      
        Kall warrior Merokk has mixed feelings about retiring from battle and marrying a human woman, but it's his duty to his people and he can't refuse. One look at Betsy and he’s filled with the powerful urge to conquer the beauty who’s been given to him as the spoils of war. He enjoys taming the headstrong human female and, as the months pass, discovers his feelings for his little wife run deep. But when he learns of her deceit after the real Betsy Carson surfaces, Merokk's new world comes crashing down. Can he learn to forgive Fiona, or will he spend the rest of their lives punishing her for a crime she never wanted to commit?

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

        

      

    

    
      EARTH 2070

      

      Please let this end quickly.

      Fiona Lockhart wished the formal surrender to the Kall aliens wasn’t a required public event. Shivering bodies packed the square, and hushed whispers tinged with fear floated through the crowd. Huge Kall warriors dressed in black armor paced through the gathering, weapons in hand, their faces hard masks of indifference.

      She glanced at her mother, Janie, who wore a dazed expression, and hoped the unwell woman remained quiet during the ceremony. The last thing Fiona wanted was to draw the attention of a vicious alien warrior.

      A horn sounded, and the whispers in the crowd immediately ceased. Dread curled in Fiona’s stomach. Worldwide government officials had already surrendered to the Kall aliens who’d invaded Earth. She didn’t understand why this formal ceremony was necessary and longed for the relative safety of the tiny, dilapidated trailer she shared with her mother.

      She didn’t like being outside near the Kall warriors. They frightened her more than she would like to admit, though she always tried to put on a brave face for her mother.

      She glanced at the sky. An ominous blanket of gray hovered above, and the stillness of what little nature surrounded Camp Syracuse reminded Fiona of the quiet that preceded a heavy snowfall. She wrapped her arms around herself as a shiver coursed through her.

      She hoped her instincts about the weather were wrong. Her mother’s delusions had been getting worse lately, and bad weather would surely aggravate the sick woman further.

      The sound of bootsteps called her attention away from the bleak sky. A procession of Kall warriors, along with a few American officials, marched down the steps of a hovering airship and onto a large platform. The ceremony was about to begin.

      Anxiety churned inside Fiona and she lowered her gaze, not wanting to make eye contact with any of the fearsome aliens who’d conquered her planet.

      But a static noise soon drew her eyes upward, where a large video screen attached to the side of the airship flickered to life, providing a clear view of the whole platform.

      For a moment, Fiona was plunged back into the carefree days of her youth, when she attended music festivals that used similar screens to show close-up views of the bands performing on stage. However, this gathering was anything but carefree, and the feeling soon vanished, a wisp of a memory, come and gone.

      Hunger gnawed at her stomach, and dizziness assailed her. She couldn’t recall when she’d last eaten. Most of the time, she gave her daily food rations to her mother. It was bad enough that Janie no longer had access to the medication she desperately needed, but the least Fiona could do was ensure her mother didn’t go hungry.

      A sudden breeze swept over the camp, and Fiona’s teeth chattered. The wind pierced through her too-thin clothing and she couldn’t help but fear for the future.

      How would they survive the long, cold winter ahead?

      She would give anything to be back in her childhood home, with a cozy fire crackling in the hearth, a steaming mug of tea beside her, while her mother dozed comfortably in her favorite armchair, tucked underneath one of Grandma Stacy’s colorful quilts.

      Murmuring voices on the platform pulled her attention back to the cold, unforgiving present, and another gust of wind penetrated straight to her bones.

      The Kall stood on all sides of the American officials, boxing them in as if guarding prisoners. One last human descended the steps of the airship and approached a podium. He began to speak into a microphone, and his unusually high-pitched voice carried across the crowd, a painful stab to Fiona’s eardrums.

      “Six months ago, Earth committed a terrible and unprovoked act of war against the Kall on their homeworld. Completely within their rights, the Kall immediately declared war on Earth and invaded our planet. I am here today as a representative of the U.S. government to remind all Americans that the war is now over. The Kall have prevailed over us. Earth has surrendered to the Kall and taken steps to make reparations.

      “Today, all around the world, our leaders are signing a treaty to ensure long-lasting peace between our races. The Kall are now our dear friends in this universe and have graciously agreed to take up positions in our government and maintain several military bases here on Earth.”

      He pulled a large electronic tablet from his jacket, holding it high for the crowd to see.

      “Now we will sign the treaty. It is a new day, a peaceful day.”

      As the Kall and humans on the platform lined up to sign the treaty, the crowd remained deathly silent, the atmosphere heavy with fear. Fiona wondered if anyone in the crowd was stupid enough to believe the American official’s speech or believe that true peace was possible.

      The Kall were incapable of anything but conquering.

      She glanced at the humans on the platform and noticed a short man with a thin comb-over hairdo staring straight at her. His assessing gaze caused her to shudder, but she lost sight of him when three other men stepped forward to lead an oath of loyalty to the Kall. The entire crowd was compelled to repeat the words of devotion to a race of barbaric aliens. Her heart raced as the words tumbled falsely from her lips.

      To Fiona’s relief, her mother remained silent until the horn dismissed everyone. As they moved toward their trailer, excited whispers rippled through the crowd, and Fiona soon realized the Kall had modified the trailers during the ceremony. A thick, translucent material covered each tiny structure like a tight-fitting rain poncho. Large boxes of food had also been stacked at each door.

      Despite her contempt for the Kall, it was difficult not to be curious about the surprise awaiting them at home. She urged her mother to walk faster and prayed this wasn’t some sort of cruel trick.

      As she navigated through the suffocating crowd in the muddy street, she kept her mother close. There was no telling what Janie would do if she got lost. Fiona grabbed her mother’s hand and eased her way to the edge of the throng, wondering how many thousands of people actually called this place home. Eight? Ten? She wasn’t sure, but there were times when it felt like a million starving refugees were packed into this wretched camp.

      While this settlement was supposed to be temporary, she feared it might be years before they could safely leave. With the country in ruins, there was nowhere to go except the obscenely small white trailer with the number 2492 painted on the side.

      Home sweet fucking home.

      “Oh, look at this! Fiona, is this food for us?” Janie Lockhart peeked into the boxes on their doorstep, her eyes brimming with rare enthusiasm.

      “I believe so, Mom. You go on inside and lie down for a bit. I’ll carry them in.”

      The warmth almost knocked her over as she entered the trailer carrying the first box. It felt like they had heat, but it couldn’t be possible. The American government had provided these emergency homes to many camps around the country, but they didn’t have air-conditioning or heat.

      Fiona stepped outside and got a better look at the peculiar clear covering. She placed her hand on the smooth, hot surface, and realized this addition to the trailer was indeed providing the much-needed warmth.

      Why would the Kall use their resources to bring comfort to their enemies?

      Fiona contemplated this mystery as she set each box on the floor. The boxes took up the whole kitchen, but she quickly put the food items away in the cabinets, stacking what wouldn’t fit on the counters.

      They now had flour, sugar, crackers, rice, beans, dried fruit, coffee, canned vegetables, and even chocolate. Fiona would be able to bake brownies. She gasped and covered her mouth with one hand when she looked in the last box. It contained a mini fridge powered by an energy cell. She heaved it onto the counter and opened it up.

      “Mom, come here!”

      Janie eased off the bed and padded into the kitchen. Her eyes widened when she peered into the fridge. “Praise God,” she said, raising her hands in the air.

      For the first time in weeks, they had cold milk, eggs, cheese, fruit juice, and fresh meat. Hope swelled inside Fiona. They had real food.

      “Go rest for a while, Mom. I’ll make something good for lunch.”

      Janie walked toward the bed but stopped halfway there to converse with an imaginary person near the toilet. Tears welled in Fiona’s eyes. Without the medication she needed, her mother would eventually do or say something crazy in front of the Kall.

      Fiona hated the thought of keeping her mother locked up in the trailer day after day, but it seemed like the only option. It would be years before Kall forces started leaving Earth, and even then, a great number would remain behind in various positions of power. Earth would never be truly free of the aliens who’d come to conquer.

      Lunch was a feast of fried bacon, cheese biscuits, scrambled eggs, and fruit salad. It was heavenly, and they stuffed themselves until every scrap of food was gone. Fiona brewed a pot of coffee, and they sat in silence, sipping the wonderful brew. It was the most satisfying afternoon Fiona had enjoyed in ages. Decent food had become a luxury, and now they had a kitchen full of it.

      Throughout the rest of the day, Fiona kept busy by organizing the kitchen, disposing of the boxes, and baking bread and brownies. She also made up a meal plan for the next two weeks. Since she wasn’t sure if the Kall would continue handing out food, she kept the meals sparse to stretch the good food as long as possible.

      Today’s extravagant lunch was a one-time indulgence.

      Janie fell asleep before the sun set, so Fiona took the opportunity to venture outside alone. The streets smelled of trash and shit, and she drew her shawl over her nose to better tolerate the stench.

      A couple of kids were playing soccer in the street, using boxes as nets. Their laughter raised her spirits, and she paused beside a few of her neighbors who’d come to watch. Simple pleasures like this offered much-needed respite from the worries of day-to-day existence in the settlement.

      She supposed she could attempt to make friends here, but she didn’t want to grow attached to anyone. A thick cloud of despair loomed heavily over the camp. Worrying about her mother constantly was stressful enough. Another emotional attachment would only bring pain in the end, because she doubted anyone here would find a happy ending.

      A pair of finely dressed men moved through the gathering crowd. She watched as they scanned the trailers nearby and eventually approached one and knocked.

      Fear gripped her, and she pulled her shawl tighter over her arms as she moved toward the strangers.

      Why were they knocking on her trailer?

      No one wanted a social call from any remaining members of the American government, and with their expensive suits, these particular turncoats looked like they’d surrendered to the Kall early on in hopes of currying favor with the aliens. Without having spoken a word to them, Fiona despised them for the cowardice she imagined they possessed.

      “Stop knocking. You’ll wake up my mother,” she said in a voice full of venom. Her face burned with embarrassment when she realized many of the neighbors were staring in her direction. So much for making friends—even if she wanted to.

      The man with the comb-over—the same man who’d caught her eye during the ceremony—smiled and extended his hand. “Ah, there you are. Fiona Lockhart. Just the woman we’re looking for. How do you do?”

      She looked at his offered hand in disgust and spat on the ground. No one wanted to be seen making friends with the turncoats and she was very conscious of all the neighbors still watching. Most people resented such turncoats for befriending and aiding the enemy before the official end of the war.

      Before President Carson and the rest of the Earth leaders had surrendered in unison.

      “What do you Kall-loving assholes want?”

      “A private word,” the second man interjected, pushing his companion’s hand down and smiling to reveal crooked white teeth.

      “I want nothing to do with you. Leave me and my mother alone.” Whatever they wanted, she had nothing to offer. Fiona was one refugee of thousands, another displaced woman trying to scrape by in a world gone to hell.

      “We know your mother is sick. Perhaps if you agree to a private word, we can discuss treating her early-onset dementia?” Mr. Combover already held a triumphant gleam in his eyes, as if he knew this statement would bring her to her knees.

      Of course it would. She’d do anything for her mother.

      She wondered how he knew the specific condition Janie suffered from, but quickly decided it didn’t matter. He knew, and he was using this knowledge to force a conversation.

      “Fine,” she hissed. “But keep your voices down. Remember my mother’s asleep.” Fiona opened the door and motioned them inside her little trailer, feeling the burn of dozens of eyes on her back as she followed.

      They crowded into the kitchen, and she was annoyed when Crooked Teeth pulled out a chair for her. She leaned against the counter and crossed her arms over her chest, glaring from one turncoat to the other.

      “Has anyone ever told you how much you look like President Carson’s daughter?” Mr. Combover looked her up and down, his gaze suddenly cold and calculating. Fiona fought back a shiver.

      “Yeah, sure, I get it all the time. So what?” Since the First Daughter was the same age as Fiona and President Carson was currently serving the final year of his second term, Fiona got weird looks from people all the time. With her wavy auburn hair, blue eyes, splash of freckles, and similar facial features, she could probably pass for Betsy Carson’s twin.

      In fact, she’d gotten herself gussied up with high heels and a faux-designer handbag last Halloween and gone as the First Daughter to a costume party.

      It never occurred to her that looking like the president’s daughter was a bad thing—until now. As she studied her unwelcome visitors, she started to get a sinking feeling.

      “Are you aware of the marriages that are to take place between Kall warriors and Earth citizens as part of the peace treaty?” Crooked Teeth asked.

      Her stomach dropped and an icy chill settled in her veins. “Somewhat,” she said, barely managing to answer, as her throat had gone suddenly dry.

      “President Carson’s daughter is supposed to marry a Kall warrior named Merokk in three days, but she’s run off and no one can find her. This is one of the most important unions between the Kall and mankind. If the marriage doesn’t take place, it would be considered a violation of the treaty.” Mr. Combover brushed a hand along the back of his neck in a nervous manner. “As you might imagine, we need to find a woman willing to take the First Daughter’s place.”

      The turncoats exchanged a worried glance.

      “So, you’ll help my mother if I pretend to be Betsy Carson?” Disbelief swirled through her.

      “That is correct, Miss Lockhart. If you agree to pose as the First Daughter—indefinitely—and marry this Kall warrior, we’ll place your mother in a medical resort in the Caribbean, one that wasn’t destroyed during the war. She’ll be safe and sound,” said Crooked Teeth.

      “When I saw you standing in the crowd today during the ceremony, I had to do a double take. I followed you home and then checked your records. Imagine my delight to discover your unique situation.” Mr. Combover smirked. No doubt he was proud of himself for so quickly finding the leverage he needed to secure Fiona’s agreement.

      Was this really happening? Was she actually considering marriage to a Kall warrior—a lifetime with one of the barbarians who’d conquered her planet?

      Crooked Teeth produced a tablet that contained information about the medical resort. He held it in her view and swiped from one page to the next, showing her pictures of the establishment. Sunny and bright with views of the sparkling blue ocean, it looked like one of those all-inclusive luxury resorts rather than a medical facility.

      Fiona had to admit it looked like a wonderful place to send her mother. But were they telling the truth? How could she trust them?

      Once the government official finished scrolling through the images, he tucked the tablet into his jacket pocket.

      “She’ll be well taken care of,” he said, placing a hand upon his heart. “I give you my word.”

      “You’re turncoats,” she said, giving each man a sharp look. “Your word doesn’t mean shit to me. How can I be sure you’ll actually follow through with helping my mother?”

      “You don’t have much of a choice,” Crooked Teeth said. “But I suppose we can allow you one video comm call with your mother once she’s reached the medical resort. Before your marriage to Merokk takes place, you can verify she’s arrived safely.”

      “We need an answer now,” Mr. Combover said, sounding rather desperate. “Please. Think of your mother. And think of yourself. You’ll get to leave this place, this awful camp.”

      “Think of your country, too,” Crooked Teeth said, “and of your planet. You’ll be helping the entire world if you agree to our proposal, Miss Lockhart.”

      She drew in a shaky breath. “Kall, um, they marry for life, don’t they?” She had the sudden sensation that she was falling.

      Neither man spoke for a full minute.

      “Yes,” Crooked Teeth finally said, his tone reluctant. “Kall marry for life. Divorce is not an option in their culture. However, this marriage is a political one. Your husband will likely wish for a marriage in name only.”

      “The Kall warrior you want me to marry,” she asked, dread filling her, “what did you say his name was again?”

      “Merokk,” the men said in unison.

      “He was a commander during the war,” Mr. Combover added, “and he’s just been appointed to an ambassadorship here on Earth. You’ll live with him in D.C.”

      Well, at least she wouldn’t have to leave Earth. That knowledge was somewhat comforting.

      She opened her mouth, ready to ask them what Merokk was like, but she quickly pressed her lips together, realizing it didn’t matter if he was the cruelest Kall in all of existence. She prayed Crooked Teeth was telling the truth about Merokk likely wanting a marriage in name only. The very prospect of sleeping with a Kall warrior struck fear into her heart.

      She stared at the back corner of the trailer where Janie was sleeping, tucked underneath a coarse, government-issued wool blanket, as she considered the turncoats’ proposition.

      It wasn’t a difficult decision to make, but it was a painful one.

      She doubted she would see her mother again if she accepted this offer, but she also doubted her mother’s odd behavior would escape the bloodthirsty Kalls’ notice for much longer. And Fiona’s chances of getting her hands on the expensive medication Janie required were slim.

      Those who caused trouble in the camp were slaughtered, usually on sight. Fiona had seen it happen on numerous occasions. No trial. No questions asked. Just… killed. The Kall wouldn’t understand her mother’s medical condition if she started yelling outside or decided to approach one of them for a conversation, or if she got into an argument with a neighbor or simply walked too close to the Kall while they were engaged in training exercises.

      Every day that they remained in Camp Syracuse was a risk, but there was nowhere else to go. It wasn’t as though Fiona could collect her mother and take off on foot, especially with winter approaching. Most of the country lay in ruins, and the Kall oversaw every last refugee camp.

      Her heart broke.

      “Very well,” she forced out after a minute of choking silence. “I-I’ll do it. I’ll marry Merokk.”
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      Merokk stood on the White House lawn as workers bustled all around, preparing for tomorrow’s mass wedding. Many of his comrades were excited about the upcoming nuptials to Earth women, but Merokk didn’t share their sentiments fully.

      In spite of his desire to return to the Kall homeworld, his father had arranged his union with the First Daughter and insisted the couple stay on Earth. Merokk would remain in the nation’s war-torn capital as an ambassador.

      His days as a glorified soldier had come to a bitter end.

      “If you don’t stop brooding like that, you’re going to scare away your bride-to-be.”

      Merokk turned at the sound of his father’s voice. “Must you speak English all the time?”

      Penka chuckled. “You’d better get used to it. Your little wife doesn’t speak Kall.” He paused and glanced back at the White House. “Speaking of your wife, she has just arrived.”

      Merokk’s pulse quickened. “Have you seen her?” Despite his reluctance to remain on Earth, he was quite eager to meet his bride.

      “She’s lovelier in person than in her pictures. Come, let’s go.”

      Merokk followed his father inside to a large empty room on the third floor. Without a word, the old Kall left him alone to await his bride. Moving toward the massive window overlooking the lawn, Merokk clasped his hands behind his back and waited, his anticipation growing as he listened for the sound of approaching footsteps.

      A wife. His pulse raced even faster. He would soon have a wife of his very own, and a human one at that. He adored the soft skin and flowing hair of Earth women, and he’d bedded a few who had visited the Kall homeworld as tourists before the war broke out. Of all the known alien species, humans were the most similar to the Kallians in both appearance and custom. Betsy Carson’s humanness didn’t bother him. Many Kall took mates from other compatible species, though most unions were for political alliances.

      As the son of a powerful Kall leader, Merokk was bound by duty and honor to marry the female of his father’s choosing. He’d realized long ago that whatever marriage he entered would be a political union. He’d accepted that—as well as the fact that he would likely never father children with an alien bride—but he’d never accepted the possibility of living on a foreign planet.

      According to the treaty, the Kall would gradually leave Earth over the next few years, leaving only several small military bases and a handful of advisors and ambassadors behind.

      Merokk was one of those ambassadors.

      He supposed that, as the youngest of twelve sons, he should’ve seen this coming. He’d spent the last few years distinguishing himself in battle, rising to the rank of Commander, but his accomplishments hadn’t earned his father’s favor enough to warrant something grander than an ambassadorship on Earth. Swallowing his resentment, he turned at the sound of an opening door.

      A haggard-looking President Carson guided a young, pretty human female across the room. The American leader cleared his throat and dipped his head in a show of respect.

      “Ambassador Merokk, may I present to you my daughter, Betsy Carson.” He urged the woman forward and stepped back.

      Merokk stared into the bluest eyes he’d ever seen, taking note of the glimmer of fright she tried to hide behind a small, polite smile. The moment stretched on as they stared at one another, and he suddenly became annoyed that they weren’t alone.

      “Leave us,” he said sharply, glancing at President Carson.

      Betsy’s smile vanished as she watched her father depart the room. She squared her shoulders and held Merokk’s gaze, her eyes sharpening with a hint of boldness. Amusement curled his lips. Despite her brave front, the scent of her fear remained a sweet, cold sensation that flowed into his nostrils and caused his muscles to tense.

      Her distress, coupled with the knowledge that she would belong to him in every possible way, stirred his darkest desires.

      He moved around her in a slow circle, taking in every curve of her body, from her shapely thighs to her large, pert breasts. The knee-length blue dress she wore hugged her in all the right places. As he finished another circle around her, he noticed the rapid rise and fall of her chest. His fingertips tingled with the urge to reach out and stroke her smooth flesh.

      Fluxx, he had to touch her.

      Merokk tilted her chin upward with one finger and caught her gaze in his. He inhaled deeply, breathing in more of her intoxicating human scent. So sweet, yet still so afraid.

      “The only time you need to fear me, Betsy, is if you’ve done wrong. Try to relax.”

      Her eyes narrowed. “I don’t even know you.”

      “What do you want to know?”

      She shrugged and tried to pull away, but Merokk captured her chin between his fingers, holding her in place. Her eyes darkened a shade, revealing a glimpse of rebelliousness that he would undoubtedly have to tame. His palm twitched at the prospect of smacking her quivering, bare bottom.

      If she pushed him, he would not hesitate to discipline her.

      Of all the marriages between Kall and humans, theirs was one of the most important, and he couldn’t allow the First Daughter to disrespect him, particularly in the company of others.

      “I’ve been told this marriage will be in name only,” she said, “that it’s one of many such political alliances formed to heal the hurt between our worlds. Am I to understand I won’t see you often after the wedding ceremony?” The optimism in her voice grated Merokk’s nerves and wounded his pride simultaneously, though he would never admit it out loud.

      His jaw clenched, and his hands moved to grip her shoulders.

      “I will be your husband and this marriage will be a traditional one,” he said in a deep, rumbling tone. “You’ll see me often, Betsy, in and out of the bedroom.”

      Shock registered on her face at his last ominous statement.

      “But surely you prefer the company of your own kind. I would never demand you remain faithful to me. If you have a girlfriend or mistress or⁠—”

      “Enough!” He released her shoulders and put some space between them. He cursed inwardly in his own tongue.

      Their first meeting wasn’t going quite as he’d expected, and his temper, fueled by his frustration over having to remain on Earth, was partly to blame.

      “Our marriage will be consummated—tomorrow night. Whoever has been educating you about Kall customs is obviously not very knowledgeable. Arranged marriage or not, it’s disgraceful among my people to take another female on the side. We play around plenty before marriage—but never after.”

      He paused to allow this information to sink in. Some Kall males killed their mates when they became bored or displeased, which allowed them the freedom to pair with another female, a practice known as ushrina, but he wasn’t about to divulge that information to her. No sense causing her undue worry. He wasn’t that cruel.

      “I’ve been with Earth women before, Betsy. Trust me. Our species are very compatible.”

      Her shoulders sagged and she sighed. “I’m sorry. I was misinformed. I didn’t mean to offend you.”

      The raw honesty in her voice tugged at his heartstrings, causing most of the anger to drain out of him. He found himself giving her a sympathetic smile, hoping to break the tension between them, and he moved forward, cupping her pretty face between his large hands. She trembled at his touch but didn’t attempt to pull away.

      “I know we’re strangers, Betsy, but we will get to know one another.” His voice took on a more serious tone when he added, “I will expect you to obey me and respect my decisions. I know before the war you led a somewhat wild and indulgent life, but your behavior reflects upon me. I won’t tolerate mischief or disobedience in any form. Starting now. Do you understand?” He arched an eyebrow, waiting for her response.

      Her soft expression abruptly hardened, her eyes flashing with defiance as she said, “Yes, sir,” in a tone that was both sarcastic and defiant.

      If she persisted in challenging his authority, she would soon discover firsthand just how a Kall husband dealt with a disobedient wife. He leaned closer, until their noses almost touched.

      “Disrespect will not be tolerated,” he said in a scolding tone. “Unless you wish to feel my hand applied to your bare bottom, you will apologize.”

      A look of disbelief came over her and the fire in her eyes quickly dimmed. She drew in a deep breath. “I’m sorry,” she said, avoiding his gaze as she spoke.

      “Not good enough. I want a proper apology.”

      “I—I’m not sure what you mean. I said I was sorry.” Her eyes danced around the room, as if she were searching for an escape. But there would be no escape for her—nor for him. They would be bound to one another for the rest of their lives.

      “Get on your knees, little one.” He stepped back and watched the disbelief continue to flicker across her face. She would have to learn, one way or another, to be a good wife. An obedient wife. As her husband, it was his job to guide her with a firm but fair hand. It was the Kall way.

      “Okay,” she finally whispered, sinking to her knees.

      She lowered her head and was silent for a long moment before a sweetly spoken apology tumbled from her lips.

      “I-I’m sorry for being disrespectful.” She paused, and her voice quavered when she continued. “Forgive me, but I-I, er, this is very new to me. Again, I am sorry.”

      Merokk lifted her chin up, staring into her pretty blue eyes. “That’s better,” he said in a deep, raspy voice.

      This tense interchange between them had caused his pulse to race and his cock to harden painfully inside his pants. He lifted her up gently and rested his hands on her shoulders. Her lips curled in a brief apologetic smile, but the conflict in her eyes remained. No doubt she was at odds with herself, and perhaps she had only apologized out of fear.

      Her expressive eyes revealed all, and he imagined he would be able to read her thoughts with ease once they became better acquainted. And with their wedding hour fast approaching, that was exactly what Merokk planned to do.

      “Come,” he said, grasping her hand. “Let us go for a walk, little one.”
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