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Arranged in the Stars Blurb:

 

In one week, Princess Ro’sa will board a spaceship, leaving her home on Minjet to be with her betrothed on Earth, a post-apocalyptic planet that offers so little. Yet, the alliance will be beneficial to the world she leaves behind. The only problem is, she detests the prince’s selfish and arrogant ways, preferring to spend time with his personal aide, a man who stirs her desires in ways she never imagined possible. But a princess must do her duty, no matter the danger to her person and to her heart.
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Chapter One

 

“Trade places with me.” Sweat poured down Prince Deion’s face. He’d never been more nervous in his life. Or maybe he’d caught a virus before flying to Minjet. 

“What do you mean trade places?” Cyrus, his personal aide and friend, grabbed the nylon of his five-point harness. “We’re strapped in because we’re landing soon. I can’t exactly get out of my seat right now.” 

“No.” Deion released a heavy breath, wiping his forehead. He wasn’t sure he would survive their arrival on the planet, let alone his time there. “That’s not what I mean. I want you to take my place during the ceremony this evening. I don’t think I’m in any condition to meet the princess.” 

“You’re kidding. What, are you afraid she’s beastly looking?” 

“No!” He cringed. The women he’d previously met from Minjet had all been sparkling diamonds in a solar system of rust and decay. “I have the stomach flu. I think. Or the worst case of nerves ever. I just need you to sit in my place at dinner tonight.” 

“And what do you want me to tell the royal family? That you think you’re sick?” 

“Make something up.” Deion swallowed the bile burning his throat, hoping it didn’t fight its way out before they reached solid ground. “I feel like shit.” 

“It’s fucked up that you’re so sick the day you’re to meet your future wife.” 

“Yeah, fucked up is exactly how I’m feeling right now.” If his kingdom wasn’t depending on him to unite their planets and garner help, he never would have made the journey, but the last war on Earth had destroyed almost everything. Those who’d survived had turned to the stars for help, sure other life existed, and they’d found it. A whole lot more than anyone had ever expected. One hundred years later, the year of his birth, Earth was invited to join the Galactic Confederacy. To show Earth’s commitment, Deion’s parents had agreed to a prearranged marriage for him, to a female they’d never met from another star system. Deion and Princess Ro’sa had now reached their twenty-first year, and he’d been sent to meet her and her parents before bringing her home to marry. A lifetime commitment. His dedication to the unknown girl had begun long ago when his father told him of his betrothal, but he didn’t expect to instantly love the princess. Maybe he never would. Though that would be a horrible life that would be. That is, if he managed to live that long.

“Okay then, but I want to wear the crown and robe today. It may be my only chance,” Cyrus said with a smug grin. 

“Whatever.” Closing his eyes, Deion concentrated on breathing. In through the nose and out through the mouth. Whatever it took to keep the contents of his stomach from greeting the royal family who were supposed to greet them the moment the shuttle doors opened. 

 

***

 

At the whoosh of the space shuttle flying overhead, the feline on Ro’sa’s knee hissed before jumping to the floor. Ro’sa hurried to the front of the house, pressing her palms and nose against the window. Somewhere in that ship was her betrothed, the prince from Earth she was supposed to marry. 

Ka’lyn, her best friend, squeezed in beside her, claiming the rest of the available window space. “What do you think he looks like? I’ve never seen anyone from Earth before. Maybe he has two heads, or one eye....” She nudged Ro’sa’s side. “Two cocks?” 

“Ka, really?” Flaring heat rushed to Ro’sa’s cheeks and temporarily paused the fluttering of firetubes in her stomach. In seven rotations, she would say good-bye to her home, her family, and all of her friends to be with a complete stranger. She’d grown up knowing this time would come, but it had always seemed so far away. Until he’d arrived. Ro’sa swallowed her nerves. “His people just recently joined the Confederacy. I think the only reason they were invited was to prevent an intergalactic war when they learned of the existence of life beyond their own solar system.” The people there had already destroyed most of their planet and she had no idea what they would have done to the rest had the Confederacy not intervened? 

Ka’lyn grabbed her shoulders and turned Ro’sa to face her. “I know all this, but what do they look like?” 

“Humanoid, like us.” She searched her memory for the few Terran dignitaries she’d met. “But their skin is different shades of brown, from nearly white to almost black.” Though she had no idea where her betrothed fit into the spectrum, never having been allowed to travel to Earth. How she wished she had. If her parents had allowed them to meet earlier, she’d have far fewer worries and much more experience with how to interact with those from Earth, and with her betrothed. She’d retained her virginity for him, the only female her age on the planet who hadn’t experienced sex, though she hoped to know what it was like before she left for Earth. She wanted to experience her first union with him in a familiar place, where she was most comfortable.

“Weird. So, when do you get to meet him?” 

“Tonight.” Ro’sa returned her gaze out the window, watching the shuttle descend onto the runway. She wondered if the prince had saved himself for her or if the rule was yet another way to control her. “There’s an official introduction ceremony where we will shake hands and eat our first meal together.” 

“That’s crap.” Her friend tugged on her fingers. “Let’s go meet him as he’s coming off the ship.” 

Ro’sa shook her head, yanking her hand away. “I can’t. I have to follow protocol.” 

“Then we’ll hide in the shrubs. Don’t you want to check him out before you’re introduced to him in front of everyone?” 

Biting her bottom lip, Ro’sa watched the spacecraft disappear below the treetops, willing her stomach to calm. “I guess.” She didn’t want to look like a fool in her first reaction to the man. He could be ugly or breathtakingly handsome. And if she’d already caught sight of the prince, she could hold her emotions in check at their official first meeting. 

“Let’s go then.” Ka’lyn stood at the door before she had the chance to move. 

Leaving her friend’s home behind, they darted through the woods on the packed dirt path. With only moments to spare, Ro’sa hoped they’d make it to the runway in time. If the castle guards hastened him immediately away, they’d never make it in time. Her parents should have let her meet him many years ago. Was he that horrendous looking that they’d avoided the introduction until only days before her departure? The least they could have done was show her a picture of him. 

Out of nowhere, something grabbed Ro’sa’s foot. As she plummeted to the ground, she stuck out her arms. The impact jostled her wrists and her elbows gave out, her chin smacking the hard dirt. She bit her tongue, immediately tasting blood. 

With a groan, she rolled on her side. “Starsnatchers!” 

“Ro’sa, what happened?” Ka’lyn stood several steps ahead, hands on her hips.

“Something grabbed me.” She sat up, examining the surrounding woods for the offending beast. As she spotted the culprit, her cheeks warmed. “Or...I tripped over a root.” 

“Well, let’s go! If you don’t get your butt moving, we’re going to miss him.”

Geez, she didn’t even get an are you okay before being hurried on. Why did her friend want to see her betrothed so bad? 

The prince was her future husband, the one who would take her away from Ka’lyn. 

Ro’sa got up and brushed off her skin suit made from a thick and pliable material, not likely to have torn during her fall. 

“I’m coming.” She ran to catch up, watching where she placed her eet at the same time. No need to delay seeing the prince again. 

They neared the runway and ducked behind the orange shrubs at the edge of the woods. With gaps in the branches covered in sharp spikes, they’d found the perfect spot to peek through. 

Ka’lyn released an excited squeal. “We made it. They’re opening the hatch.” 

“Shh, one of the guards will hear you, and I don’t need any of them to tell my father I hid in the bushes to see my prince.” Though it was easier to think about her father’s possible scorn than the waves rolling through her stomach at seeing her betrothed for the first time. 

Scooting forward, she focused on the cavity in the shuttle. Any moment the man she was to marry would step through and she’d catch a glimpse, maybe more, of him, before the guards ushered him away to the private guest quarters in the castle. She lived on level two, but he would stay on four, located several stories underground. Far enough from her that neither could sneak to find the other without getting caught.

As a figure stepped from the shuttle, Ro’sa gasped at the same time as her friend. The prince. He had to be her betrothed, with the crown of gold on his head reflecting the sunlight. His hair cascaded to his shoulders in dark-brown waves, highlighting the deep bronze color of his skin. He wore a finely pressed black suit with a white shirt underneath. His plush cape reached the floor behind him. Pausing on the platform, he smiled, dimples forming in his cheeks. 

Thank you, Earth! Excitement bubbled from deep inside her, and something more, a feeling she never expected to happen the moment she first saw the prince. She squeezed her thighs together and swallowed her own squeal to keep from giving away their location. 

“He’s gorgeous,” Ka’lyn whispered. “Very debonnaire for someone from Earth. I wonder how well he can thrust those tiny hips.” 

Ro’sa shoved her friend. “None of your business. He’s mine.” 

“And I’m so jealous.” Ka’lyn returned the punch. “I want to lick him from head to toe.” 

Though she’d never imagined foreplay with her betrothed, seeing him did give her the same desire. “Don’t even think about it. You already have your own man.” 

“Yes, but I can dream, can’t I? I mean, I love my sweaty woodsman, but, some days, I wish he was a prince.” 

Before Ro’sa had a chance to respond, another man stepped out of the shuttle and slapped the prince on the back. 

Ka’lyn shifted beside her. “Who’s that?” 

“His personal servant?” She’d been told the prince would arrive with his own entourage, several Terrans to ensure her parents followed through with the arrangement. “Or maybe a friend?” Since she assumed a servant wouldn’t be allowed to touch royalty the way he just did. On Minjet, yes, but she’d been told the line between royalty and commoners was much more defined on Earth. At least before the last war. 
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