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Dedicated to:

My one and only mate for
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Prince Orekon is out of time and out
of solutions. He must mate and he only has until sunrise in three
days or he will lose his throne. The alternative would be
disastrous for his people. The females from his world of Astovia
are lovely and willing, but his heart remains cold. There is no one
among them who wants to discover the heart within the beast. And
Orekon refuses to mate with any available female. He wants one who
will join with his heart as well as his body.

Music is Kathryn Schaffer’s
life and passion. It’s the only thing in her life that keeps her going, waiting
for each performance. When a strange man in a corridor holds her
captive from behind, Kathryn is momentarily terrified. Until his
touch softens and he whispers words of passion and love in her ear.
Knowing she will never experience those emotions in her entire
life, Kathryn takes a chance and opens her heart to a
stranger.

However,
falling in love is never easy and trials and challenges await back
on Astovia for the mated couple. Orekon is confident in his ability
to maintain the throne, but Kathryn is in a world unlike her own.
Will she find a way to win over the hearts of the Astovian people
as she did with Orekon?


 


“Love cannot survive in the
heart if

it allows the idiocy of
prejudice inside.”

—Siena Kathryn, Princess of Astovia

 



Chapter 1

 


Astovia – The Royal
Palace

Prince Orekon stood straight as a
board before his uncle, his face showing no emotion, though he
seethed on the inside. Why again must he stand here and listen to
the endless reasons why his uncle found it necessary that he find a
mate. Orekon knew this already and still remained unmated, for good
reason. All of the unattached females in his world wanted him for a
mate, though only for his position and looks. Orekon wanted a mate
who insisted on knowing the heart he kept buried. None existed on
this planet and he’d grown tired of looking.

“Orekon, are you
listening?”

He sighed wearily and turned his eyes
toward his uncle. His expression said it all—no words were
needed.

Piershin dropped his head, shaking it
slowly. “I know well why you fight this constant search, Orekon.”
He glanced up. “It cannot be avoided. You must find a female and
physically mate before sunrise in three days or the crown will
become open to challenge. And we both know who would—”

Orekon stepped forward and
Piershin met his eyes squarely. “No! Gammon has been eagerly
awaiting me to refuse to mate. He would rather his son rule. I
will not give
either of them an opportunity. Leadership under his son’s rule
would prove disastrous for our people.”

“I agree.” Piershin closed
the distance to only a foot and placed a comforting hand on his
nephew’s shoulder. “Do what must be done, Orekon…no matter what
troubles lay in your heart.”

Orekon looked away for only
a moment. “I may choose my own mate, whoever she may be?”

A small smile touched Piershin’s
mouth. “You are the prince of Astovia and the current ruler of your
people, since the tragic death of your parents. Who is to say you
cannot choose your own mate?”

Piershin smiled wider and his heart
felt a deep fondness for Orekon when his nephew returned the
gesture.

The prince turned to leave and
Piershin’s voice followed him. “Where are you going? It’s nearly
time for the night meal.”

“I will eat later. I’m off
to go find my mate.” And he knew exactly where to begin.

Orekon turned and walked from the
room.

* * * * *

Fort Worth,
Texas

October – Bass
Hall

Kathryn Schaffer adjusted
the weight she carried, a purse on her shoulder and her clarinet
case in the opposite hand. The evening’s program—Fall Festival
Favorites—went beautifully and she felt satisfied with her
performance. She’d only been playing with the Fort Worth Symphony
Orchestra for two years. She felt blessed to be hired as one of the
performers in the Wind Section. She honestly believed nothing in
her life would ever take the place of the joy she felt when she
performed. The thrill of the music was not something easy to
describe. When she played, she didn’t simply play her
part…she became the
music. Each note, each measure ticked out a wealth of emotion. She
loved music. It was her best and only friend. With no family to
call her own, these performances were moments she lived
for.

With only a few scattered people left
in the Hall and Security Officers here and there, Kathryn gathered
her belongings and walked toward the Hall’s exit doors. Passing the
elevator, she turned to go down a narrow corridor barely three feet
wide which led to the side exit. From nowhere, strong hands took
her upper shoulders in their grasp and pulled her back against a
firm chest. The man wasn’t rough, but he didn’t let go. Kathryn
opened her mouth to scream until warm breath fanned her ear,
startling her speechless.

“I will not hurt you,
female. I need only to speak with you. It is a matter of grave
urgency and I fear you may be my final hope.”

Even with fear pounding out
a hard rhythm inside her chest, her brows wrinkled at his choice of
words. Female? Not lady? Final
hope?

“Ar-are you running from
the police?”

“Po-lice?”

“The law? Have you
committed a crime?”

“Ahh, I see. No, I have committed no crime. I’ve been on your p—in
your city for three days, looking for…”

Curious more than afraid, she
encouraged, “Yes?”

“I am looking for a female,
a, ugh, woman. A
very brave woman. I mean her no harm. I only wish to—”

By the powers in the universe, he
could not think straight with the smell of her in his nostrils. She
pulled on his senses and he felt his body quicken, preparing for
the mating ritual. In all his years, he’d never experienced the
feeling coming over him. This human female—woman—he held firmly
against his chest must be the one he’d spent the last three days
searching to find. Longer, actually, if he included the time
searching within his own world.

After searching for three
days and nights on Earth, he found it difficult to believe a planet
overrunning with human females could not deliver one who pleased
him. He’d spoken to many from areas of darkness, not allowing
himself to be seen. Some of the Earth women even offered him their
bodies. He refused. He could not copulate until he found the female
chosen to be his Siena. He would find her tonight. He must! Orekon felt certain he
held the right woman in his arms.

“What?” Kathryn gasped,
loving the warm breath he blew into her hair, over her ear and
neck. “What is it you wish?”

He couldn’t allow her to see him, not
yet. She would go mad with fear if she did. Although he was
considered handsome on his world, the purplish cast to his skin
signifying royalty would cause her to scream in fright. Of course,
telling her his people had a bluish cast would not calm her panic
either. He decided to keep her in the dark, literally and
figuratively.

Orekon breathed her in deeply. Her
hair and skin smelled like a fragrant flower, like the sweetest
fruit. Unable to resist, he lowered his head and gently kissed her
neck, beneath her ear. Her gasp alarmed him at first, thinking she
might try to scream, but when her head tilted to the side to give
him better access, he smiled against her warm skin.

Kissing a path down the
side of her neck and up to her ear, he blew gently until her head
fell back in surrender against his chest. He whispered quietly, for
fear of being overheard. “My wish is to belong to you, mate with
you. I have searched for a long time and never felt this joy in my
body and heart as I do when pressed against you. I have found
my Siena.”

Kathryn’s eyes popped open
wide. Mate? Siena? Does he mean a
wife? Yes, she was still a virgin and felt
no shame for waiting—but getting married was something else
completely. She didn’t even know this man!

Kathryn tried to turn her head to look
at him, but he placed his chin against the back of her head,
forcing it down with great care. “Please, do not try to turn
around. I do not wish to frighten you. I do not have the same
appearance as the males you see every day.”

She couldn’t help it—her heart
softened. “Scars aren’t something to be ashamed of. And they
wouldn’t frighten me. What’s your name?”

There was a slight pause.

“Orekon.”

He rolled the ’r’ in a native tongue
she didn’t recognize. His name sounded beautiful and exotic as it
poured from his lips. “That’s it? Orekon? No last name?”

“No last name. Where I
live, none is needed. Not in my position.”

Noise sounded around the corner and
the elevator doors opened. Orekon prepared to cover her mouth, but
she didn’t scream. She didn’t move. Curious, he tilted his head
slightly to the side to view her profile. Her attention lay riveted
to the inside of the mirrored elevator. She licked her lips and
wore a tiny smile, a secret woman’s smile. He easily read the
desire on her face, centered within the confines of the tiny room.
At that moment, he knew exactly how to woo her.

A voice sounded from the group as they
left the elevator and headed toward the side door, taking the wider
path for visitors.

“Charles, is that the last
of ‘em?”

“Yeah, plus you and me.
Your turn to lock up.”

“Already done. This side
door is the last one.”

“Okay then. Have a good
one.”

“You too,
Charles.”

Less than a minute later, all became
quiet—except for the accelerated breathing on her neck. It felt
delicious. Kathryn had never once experienced passion or the tender
emotions associated with love. She decided spontaneously those were
feelings she would experience tonight. This might well be her only
opportunity and the only experience to taste passion. Once he got a
good look at her face, it would most definitely be the last. She’d
never been pretty, not even when young. Her long, curly chestnut
hair was her only attractive feature. She took pride in it and
pampered it the way someone might do their nails. For this
evening’s performance she’d tucked it up with a silver clip, but
she couldn’t wait to show him what it looked like down.

“And you?” His deep voice
made her jump. Orekon tried to soothe her by rubbing her upper arms
gently, up then down. “What are you named?”

“Kathryn Schaffer, with a
‘K’ and ‘y.’ I performed the Fall Festival Favorites here this
evening with the orchestra.”

“I heard a portion of the
music and am quite pleased. You possess great talent
and beauty.”

Kathryn nearly choked. Under her
breath she mumbled, “You obviously haven’t seen me up
close.”

“I did earlier as you
played and trust my words when I say, I am quite pleased,” he said
with confidence, trailing his lips down the side of her neck once
more. Her soft groan urged him into action.

Removing one hand away from her arm,
he lowered his arm to his side and discreetly pointed toward the
elevator, opening his hand wide. Fourteen feet away, the doors
opened under his command.

“Come,” he whispered
urgently.

Kathryn set her purse and clarinet
down then walked toward the elevator as it opened. No one had
pushed the button to open the doors. “What on earth…?”

Unable to speak, Orekon ushered her
inside. The inside doors were mirrored. A quick wave of his hand
extinguished all lighting. The doors closed and Orekon waved his
hand in order to keep the room immobile. Kathryn gasped, but he
kept his hands firmly on her upper arms from behind.

“Do not be alarmed. I have
done this so you will not see me and fear me. Darkness can be
powerful. It can give courage where none existed before. Please,
Kathryn, be courageous.”

“I’ll try.” Her voice
sounded tiny and small inside the darkened elevator.

Suddenly, he withdrew. He
no longer held her upper arms from behind. She tried not to scream
in fear and bit her tongue to prevent it. He must still be in the elevator. The doors never
opened.

“Orekon?” She sighed in
gratitude when her voice emerged strong and with confidence. “Are
you still behind me?”

“Yes, Kathryn. I am
here.”

Lightning shot down her limbs when he
spoke her name softly, with deep emotion. Orekon was right. The
darkness gave her courage, an emotion she’d never experienced
before to this degree. She felt powerful, confident, strong…and
capable of anything.

Orekon watched as she
reached behind her head and pulled the pin to release her dark
brown hair. It bounced over her shoulders and down her back. He
heard the pin hit the floor. Turning slowly, she faced him,
searching the darkness. His private area stirred to full life,
thrilled with the view she presented. She couldn’t know he saw
perfectly in the dark, as well as if day. Kathryn’s opinion of her
beauty was misguided. Her lovely face astounded him and he felt
rocked down to the core by the realization he’d finally found
his Siena and she
would be his mate—tonight.


Chapter 2

 


Kathryn began to reach out to touch
his face and he stopped her hand with his own. She might not be
quite ready for what she would find there. He brought her fingers
to his lips and kissed each one before lowering her hand to his
chest. Her other hand reached out and joined the first. She didn’t
move and he smiled at her shyness. Her inexperience was clear and
Orekon felt elated he would be her first and only lover.

He felt the trembling in her
fingertips and sought to put her mind at ease.

“Kathryn, I am also a
virgin. My position I spoke of before requires I not mate until the
allotted time. I have until the approaching sunrise or…I will lose
everything.”

“How horrible! Is it part
of some kind of inheritance?”

“No, it is the law of my
people, of my land.”

“How strange. Why don’t you
move to America?”

He laughed and she enjoyed the husky
sound. He had a very sexy laugh.

“I cannot. However, would
you consider moving to my land and…living with me?”

“I—I don’t know. I’d like
to get to know you more first. I think you mentioned you were
looking for a wife. Is that right?”

“Yes. The woman who mates
with me will become what you call a wife.”

“I’m not sure about getting
married. I would like to…experience passion with you,
but—”

“Kathryn, listen carefully.
The laws of my world where I grew up are absolute. I do not
copulate if I have not chosen my mate for life.” There was a heavy
pause. “I wish for you to provide me with both.”

“You may not want to say
that again if you saw me in broad daylight. I’m not very
pretty.”

“I sorely disagree. I
consider you beautiful. Though, you may not consider my appearance
pleasurable.”

Kathryn ran one palm across his
muscular chest in the skin-tight material, over the top of his
shoulder, down the defined muscles of his arm to settle on his
waist. She stepped closer until her chest pressed against his
own.

“I don’t think I’ll have a
problem there at all.”

Orekon growled deep in his
throat and walked her forward until her back came up against the
elevator wall. He raised her and her legs automatically wrapped
around his waist. She wore a long, full skirt, though most of it
had been pushed up to her thighs when she straddled him. He leaned
his full weight into her body and pressed his hardened
sium against her woman’s
entrance. She groaned and let her head fall back against the
elevator wall. As soon as she did, he leaned in to kiss, bite
softly and suckle the warm flesh of her throat. He kissed his way
down her body until he reached the tops of her breasts.

When she laughed and squirmed, he
raised his head. He looked into her vivid green eyes, though her
focus lay around his chin since she couldn’t see in the pitch
blackness.

“You must have one heck of
a five o’clock shadow because those whiskers are really tickling
me.”

Orekon’s gaze widened in alarm, but
she didn’t appear to be afraid. “Does this please you?”

“Absolutely. I wouldn’t
mind those whiskers tickling me elsewhere,” she said softly, almost
with hesitation.

He smiled widely and leaned
in lower, dipping his tongue into the crevice between her breasts.
After she gasped in delight, he growled softly, “As you
wish, Siena.”

“Wh—who’s
Siena?”
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