
  
    [image: The Alien Prince’s Birthday Gift]
  


  
    
      The Alien Prince’s Birthday Gift

      Sci Fi Romance

    

    
      
        Enid Titan

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Enid Titan Sci Fi Romance]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        ISBN:

      

        

      
        Copyright © 2020 by Enid Titan

        All rights reserved.

      

        

      
        No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        Cover designed by Enid Titan Designs

        enid@enidtitan.com

      

      

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Description

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The hedonistic alien prince unwraps his birthday present.

        She’s beautiful…

        A full-figured Earthling female with hips, ample bosoms and sweet round features.

        She’s perfect for bearing children.

        And tonight, the prince will have her…

        Whether she likes it or not, Reed Crenshaw belongs to him.

      

        

      
        A romantic sci-fi short story.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Author’s Note

      

      

      Thank you very much for picking up this book and for reading the series. This is Book 1 in an alien romance serial.

      This story is Book 1 in the serial.

      Join our Facebook group to stay posted on all the new happenings in Enid Titan’s Alpha Quadrant book universe:

      https://www.facebook.com/groups/576902753161164/
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            The Prince’s Birthday Party

          

        

      

    

    
      I groan as the lights in my bedroom suite flicker on suddenly.

      “Prince Nyx, your party starts in seventeen rotations.”

      Bloody hell. My head’s heavy.

      “Go away,” I utter hoarsely.

      My throat’s still scorched from too much pepper beer last night, and if I only have seventeen rotations until the party, I must have slept for days.

      “Prince Nyx,” Gilly utters shrilly, “You must wake up!”

      “Go away, Gilly.”

      “I brought fairy dust.”

      I raise my hand.

      “Give it here, then.”

      “No. Not unless you get out of bed.”

      “Do you have to be so bloody difficult?”

      “Your Highness…”

      I shouldn’t make Gilly beg. She means well, poor lass.

      I sit up and Gilly averts her eyes, dropping to her knees.

      “Up.”

      Gilly rises, keeping her eyes off me. She’s small, with bottle green skin, black eyes and short wings, clipped to keep her servile.

      “Where’s the dust you promised?”

      “On the table near the door.”

      “Excellent. Did Grood make it through the smog storm?”

      “No,” she squeaks, “He says he’ll bring more fairy dust to your party.”

      “Bastard,” I grumble under my breath, “I don’t want to wait until halfway into the night for another bump.”

      My back aches where the wings meet the base of my trapezius muscle. I have a vague memory of hanging from a chandelier the night before. White hair billowing around me as I made a bet with… Was it Fryx? I can’t remember.

      “May I speak freely, Your Highness?”

      “Go on…”

      “The Queen prefers you lay off the dust for tonight. She has hundreds of guests and she expects you all on your best behavior.”

      “How do you know this?”

      “I… She told me.”

      “Are you sure you weren’t eavesdropping again?”

      Gilly turns a dark shade of green and uses her long fingernails to pick at her skin.

      “N-no.”

      She’s lying. It’s easy to tell with Ixni. They’re simple creatures. Docile. And easy to read. They make good servants.

      “Gilly…” I respond, turning on the charm, compelling her to obey her prince with a dulcet tone.

      “They have a present for you! It’s huge. And… well. I heard something.”

      “Tell me.”

      I ruffle out my wings and turn to the mirror to fix my hair. I run a titanium comb through the ivory strands before pinning the front parts back with a diamond clip my sister Fryx gave me on my last birthday.

      “I shouldn’t have been eavesdropping.”

      “But you were… as usual.”

      “I never eavesdrop on you, Your Highness! I would never!” Gilly squeaks and falls to her knees again.

      “What did you hear?”

      “That your gift is a female.”

      The poor thing is so unjustly loyal to me. I dab a little fairy dust on my fingers and stick it into my nose. The rush sends rivers of pleasure running through my brain. Euphoria. Exactly what I need before I’m stuck at another family event. I smudge a little black kohl on my lower lid and send Gilly to fetch my leather pants. I suppose for the Dark Court, I’ll have to wear a shirt. Mum and Da don’t enjoy my tattoos.

      A female? I have my doubts she’s correct. The problem with Ixni servants is that they often get things wrong. They have smaller brains than our race. But where would we be without them?

      Mum always complains that I’m trying to look like I live in the Undercity. Hmph. If she knew what Ralox was up to when he isn’t skulking around the castle kissing Da’s ass, she’d figure out that she’s worrying about the wrong son.

      I decline Gilly’s polite offers to dress me. I’m not a child anymore. I don’t need servants to put my clothes on. I find a black dress shirt and a thick wool jacket to throw over it with coattails and all so the King and Queen can find no reason for further displeasure with their eldest.

      “How do I look, Gilly?”

      “You’ve got dust on your nose.”

      I wipe away the remnants from my last bump. I’m nearly ready, except I make it a point never to enter the Dark Court without finishing half a bottle of wine beforehand. I wipe away the dust and sweet Gilly knows me well.

      “I brought wine.”

      “I see you kept that to yourself until the very end.”

      “I’m under strict instructions not to let you get too drunk before the party. Again,” Gilly says, hastily adding, “Your Highness.”

      She bows her head, and I let her bout of rudeness slide. I have bigger problems than Gilly’s frustration with me. It’s my birthday. That’s a problem in itself.

      I stalk down the halls to the main ballroom, pouring as much wine as I can manage into my mouth. If my birthday gift is as good as Gilly hinted it is, they’ve earned at least fifteen minutes of sobriety out of me before the wine kicks in.

      I hear my sister squealing around halfway to the ballroom. Dearest Fryx, the enabler who got me so drunk I nearly missed the entire party. Mum would have my head if I was even a second late. Fryx whacks her servant’s head with the scepter as I round the corner.

      “You stupid imbecile! If you ever make eye contact with me again, I’ll rip your testes out and stew them in wine!”

      “Good evening, Fryx.”

      She gasps.

      “Nyx! You look better than I expected.”

      “No thanks to you.”

      “You’re the one who can’t say no to wine.”

      “Gilly, off your knees,” I say to my servant, “My dear sister. Dull your sharp tongue for a moment to celebrate the day of my birth.”

      “What a day that must have been. I’m surprised you weren’t born drunk.”

      Perhaps I was. For all
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