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Chapter One

Mia’s heart was pounding uncomfortably
fast as she entered the room.

Excitement, she told
herself.

But was it?

She hesitated by the door, trying to
calm her racing heart, trying to gather her scattered wits to
think.

Was she excited about doing
this?

Or was that dread knotting
her belly because this was completely out of character for her?
Because it was wrong—for her.

Not necessarily the most
moral plot she’d ever conceived, but not actually
wrong beyond the fact
that it was something she wouldn’t ordinarily do, she
decided.

Well! She didn’t have to go through
with it. She could always change her mind, chicken out, take
off.

Billy would be pissed ….

But did she really care?

She considered that, wavering, and
finally moved away from the door. After glancing around the dim
room to get her bearings, she headed toward a narrow door on the
far side of the room and opened it.

As she’d hoped, expected, it was the
bathroom. She went inside to relieve herself and steady her nerves,
pausing to primp a little for the ‘date’ she still wasn’t sure she
wanted to keep.

Who was she kidding?

She wouldn’t be here if she wasn’t out
of her mind!

And if she was out of her mind, it
must surely be true love—or at least true lust, right?

But maybe it had deeper psychological
connotations than that?

Maybe she had a perverse determination
to prove she was bad because her ex said she was?

Or to prove she was a woman in every
sense of the word—not frigid—because that bastard had told
everybody that would listen that her coochie was like a frozen
wasteland?

She squeezed her eyes shut at that,
shook her head, trying to dismiss the fear that the only reason
Billy had arranged their rendezvous was so that he could judge for
himself ….

And maybe tell everybody
what he thought
about it.

She wasn’t going to go down that
road!

If she let herself begin to think all
men were assholes, she was looking at a long, long lonely road and
a bitter old age!

She’d wasted enough of her life on
worthless pieces of man meat!

Billy turned her on.

She was excited.

She was just having doubts because she
wasn’t on home turf, she told herself.

It was the house Billy shared with
three other roommates—unfamiliar to her because …

Well, Billy was!

She’d ‘known’ him all of two
seconds!

Well, she’d met him once before—seen
him any number of times and lusted after him—and she’d been
introduced to him for the first time several hours earlier when she
and her BFF Julia had gotten to the party.

What the
hell was she
doing?

Just what was in that damned drink
he’d given her that made it seem completely reasonable for her to
go up to his room and wait for him to sneak away from the Halloween
party in full swing downstairs and all over the yard?

Why had it seemed exciting to sneak away for sex when everybody
in the world that knew her was downstairs?

Because she wanted her ex to hear
about it, she realized abruptly.

She wanted that bastard to know she
could do something spontaneous and fun!

She was going to have a panic
attack!

Cupping her hands over her mouth and
nose, she forced herself to breathe slowly in, slowly out until the
darkness receded and her heart ceased to feel as if it would beat
its way up her throat and choke her to death.

When she was calmer, she ran cold
water over her hands and wrists and then carefully patted her
flushed face with cooling water. Just as carefully, she patted the
moisture from her face to prevent too much damage to her makeup.
After studying her reflection a few moments, she left the bathroom
and headed back into the bedroom.

She hadn’t turned on the light, but
she had turned on the light in the bathroom and it took a few
moments for her eyes to adjust.

Not a lot more because the room was
bathed in the magical light of a full moon that crept in past the
window shades to faintly illuminate the area.

It was dark enough, she decided, to
make her feel comfortable. She couldn’t see much, but then he
wouldn’t be able to either and that made her feel better. She could
feel sexy, unblemished—as long as the lights were out.

She could focus on enjoying herself
instead of worrying if he noticed her flaws and was turned
off.

Because she was going to do this, she
realized.

There’d never really been any
doubt.

The question was, should she ‘unwrap’
completely?

Or should she keep the sexy--the ‘I’m
going to get laid’--lingerie she’d worn for now to wow
him?

Just in case he needed a little more
encouragement?

A faint sound and a virtual explosion
of light decided the matter. Mia dove for the bed and scrambled
under the cover in a mindless effort to escape, to hide, to fight
the certainty that leapt instantly into her mind that she’d been
pranked and she was about to be horribly exposed!

Visions of her standing half naked by
the bed, diving in, and clambering under the covers awkwardly
played in her mind like the digitized movie she envisioned playing
across the internet.

She’d fallen prey to cruelty and she
was going to have the rest of her life to regret it because the
damned video would be there for everyone to see as many times as
they liked.

* * * *

Of the myriad things Prince Ragnar
hated about his position, the arranged marriage he was facing
topped the list.

It wasn’t that he felt any animosity
toward his bride to be.

He’d never set eyes on her. How could
he feel anything at all?

It was the fact that he had been
chosen, purely by accident of birth rank, to mend the breach
between the Marzonian Empire and his own.

His father’s Empire, he corrected
himself—maybe to be his someday and maybe not—depending upon
whether he pleased his father or not.

And he didn’t particularly care about
inheriting the damned Empire if meant he had to endure a lifetime
with a Marzonian princess that probably looked like a
marshag!

Was the Radisian Empire not
enough?

He could certainly see
benefit to ending the war between them, but to unite?

Through
his marriage
mating?

He paced away from the window of Fire
Mountain Keep where he’d been studying the fiery shades of a
spectacular sunset without appreciation. It was a scene very
familiar to him by this time, in any case. He’d spent many mating
seasons here since he’d attained manhood, imprisoned to see to it
that he made no ‘unfortunate’ choice while he was gripped with the
fever—which all agreed reduced them to the basic, primitive beast
inside them, depriving them of any ability to reason.

And a prince, particularly the heir
apparent, could not be allowed to forfeit the opportunity of a
promising political alliance simply because his base instincts led
him astray.

As he turned to prowl the main room of
his suite, several things dawned on him at once—he wasn’t alone and
he’d been ‘venting’—loudly—for some time before he’d fallen to
nurturing his grievances in silence. Brought back from his anger
induced solitude, he glanced uncomfortably at his companion,
Poldar, who sat nursing a potent drink by the fire and seemed to
have retreated into his own little world at some point.

“I know,” he muttered. “It
sounds like the ranting of a spoiled, self-centered …
child.”

Jerked from his own dark musings by
Ragnar’s deep voice, Poldar sent him a startled look, then frowned
thoughtfully. “I suppose some might think so, but I certainly
don’t! I wouldn’t want to be tied to a Marzonian witch—uh—the
Princess Valeria for a lifetime! The things I’ve heard, you
wouldn’t believe! You have agreed to the sacrifice for the good of
all. I don’t see that you have to be glad about it. You’ve only
complained to me, after all, and that is what I’m here
for.”

Ragnar stared at him for a moment and
finally grinned wryly. “So you agree with me?
Completely?”

Poldar nodded readily. “Yes.
Absolutely!”

“That I sound like a
spoiled, self-centered child?”

Poldar gaped at him in horror and then
glanced accusingly at his near empty mug. “Absolutely
not!”

Ragnar uttered a bark of a bitter
laugh. “It’s alright. I sound that way to me. I’m disgusted with
myself! I agreed to my father’s demand because I knew it to be the
right thing for everyone concerned, the only reasonable decision.
The Emperor of the Marzonian Empire has offered his daughter as
mate as a token of peace. It would only create more animosity if we
refused the mating.”

“As your brothers did!
Taking to their heels and gone off the gods alone know where! It is
neither childish nor selfish to chafe at the duty thrust upon you!”
Poldar disputed forthrightly. “You are your father’s heir! There
should be privilege! You have proven yourself in battle many times
over, proven that you were not merely given the title of Emperor’s
Champion because you are his son and heir, but that you
earned your place! Your
brother, Daegen, should have been assigned the task. He is third in
the line of succession and would ensure that the Marzonian female
would never sit upon the throne of Radisia!”

Ragnar’s dark skin took on a tinge of
red with the discomfort that flickered through him at Poldar’s
comment, but he shrugged it off just as he shrugged off Poldar’s
praise.

He would never accuse his friend,
confidant, and first man of lying outright, but it was a given that
no royal could take a compliment at face value. In most cases, the
compliment was as empty and deceptive as their smiles.

He merely shook his head, therefore,
and resumed his pacing, struggling against the rising tide of
boiling emotions inside him that he knew was only partly the result
of anger and frustration. “It is done. I have resigned
myself.”

Poldar’s bushy brows rose at the
comment, but he held his tongue, fortifying himself with another
sip from his nearly empty mug. He stared at the bottom for a moment
when he’d lowered it and finally glanced around for the bottle.
Rising a little unsteadily when he spied it on a small table across
the room, he wove a path past Ragnar and refilled his
mug.

Fortunately, he had to focus to make
the pour without spilling the precious beverage, because it brought
his attention to something that had been nagging at the back of his
mind for some time now.

Ragnar’s anger—his entire attitude and
the things he’d said, or rather bellowed—were completely
uncharacteristic for a man prone to keeping his own council and
keeping his emotions under iron control.

And that could mean only one
thing!

He lowered his tankard and whipped a
look toward Ragnar just in time to see the first telltale sign of
‘the change’.

Twin tooth-like in shape bones erupted
from his forehead and began to grow very rapidly.

“Oh shit!” Poldar gasped.
And he was across
the room from the damned panic button!

Ragnar whipped a hard look at him when
he voiced his dismay aloud.

His golden eyes were clouded,
tumultuous.

“Guards!” Poldar bellowed
desperately, making a dive for the button. If they didn’t restrain
him before he made the transition … they were all facing the firing
squad. Far lesser bulls than Ragnar had been found to be nearly
impossible to stop once they were fully under the grip of the
mating fever!

Fortunately, the guards had been
waiting for the first sign of transition. They burst into the room
before the word was fully out of Poldar’s mouth.

Unfortunately, Ragnar completed the
transition and plowed through them as if it was only a pack of
children.

He met a wall of soldiers in the
hallway beyond the first wave.

Whipping around, he charged across the
room. His wings erupted from his shoulder blades as he did and when
he dove through the window he merely extended them to their fullest
and glided over the deep ravine below.

The guards, unable to call a
transition by will alone, thrown into total disarray by the
suddenness of the disaster, plowed into the walls on either side of
the window Ragnar had ‘removed’. One unfortunate soul, unable to
resist the pressure of the men behind him, went over the sill and
screamed as he plunged toward death. A second managed to catch a
hold on the sill as he went out and was pulled back in.

“The nets, by Powden’s
whiskers!” the captain of arms bellowed. “Man the nets! The rest of
you get down to the courtyard and guard those idiot females before
he takes the notion to make off with one of them!”

By dent of determination, the men
managed to disentangle themselves from one another. They raced from
the room with more speed than they’d managed when they’d rushed
inside.

The captain sent Poldar a deadly
glare. “You were supposed to be watching for the first signs of
transition!” he bellowed furiously.

Poldar reddened. “I was!” he snarled
indignantly. “He transitioned faster than I’ve ever
seen!”

The captain sent him a look of
disgust. “This is his tenth mating season! It takes less time as
time goes on. You know that!”

He’d heard that, Poldar thought with some
dudgeon. But he damned well didn’t know from personal experience.
Commoners generally mated in first season—no one saw any reason to
interfere with nature. But even the upper classes rarely held out
for more than two or three seasons before a mating was arranged for
them.

The ruling class …. Well,
what did he know
about their odd little quirks? It was his first year at the damned
watch! He’d only been chosen as Ragnar’s Lord in Waiting the year
before—after the
mating season!

And it was likely to be his last …
doing anything at all, he reminded himself as the captain dismissed
him and ran from the room.

If Ragnar chose a mate among the
females that had flocked to the castle to wait for the transition
with just that hope—of being chosen—they were all going to deeply
regret it!

The Emperor had plans for his eldest
son that did not include him bestowing himself upon a common
female!

They managed to bring Ragnar down on
the third attempt, but the net had barely tangled enough to impede
his flight and he was already nearly halfway out of it by the time
he crashed to the ground. The soldiers plowed over and through the
females gathered outside the castle, racing to tackle Ragnar before
he could free himself completely.

It was a battle—one they seemed
destined to lose in the beginning. Finally, they managed to
overwhelm him with numbers, however, chaining him and then dragging
him forcefully back into the castle.

They went directly to the transporter
room rather than returning Ragnar to his own suite of rooms at the
top. His bride mate would just have to accept him as he was—dirty
and bleeding from the battle.

One soldier had the bright idea of
hosing him down to make him more presentable, but that was almost
their undoing.

The moment they shot the icy water at
him, Ragnar’s rage, and strength, increased tenfold and he nearly
broke free.

Deciding he looked as presentable as
they were going to manage, they wrestled him onto the pad and
secured him there with the auto-release tether.

The captain of the guard then
dismissed them and sent them to clean up the ‘mess’ in the
courtyard.

Poldar, who’d followed the men
dragging Ragnar to his ‘duty’, frowned in some confusion. The brew
he’d been drinking was potent indeed, but it seemed to him that
something wasn’t quite right about the situation.

Beyond the fact that Ragnar had
incapacitated about a dozen men trying to fight his way to freedom.
“Shouldn’t the royal guard, at least, be at post
outside?”

The captain, who’d been focused on
warming up the transporter and setting the destination, turned from
the console, pulled his pistol from its holster and shot Poldar
point blank in the chest. “Shut up, gods damn it! I’m trying to
focus here.”

The impact of the projectile sent
Poldar flying backwards. The pain that exploded in his chest
cleared his mind of the fog of the brew as nothing else.

The captain of the guard was a
traitor!

And his prince, Ragnar, was in
danger!

And he was dying!

Oddly enough, the realization that he
was dying was sufficient to redirect his mind from his pain to
Ragnar’s danger. There was nothing he, or probably anyone, could do
about the hole in his chest where his life was leaking away, but if
he could find the strength to thwart the traitor ….

The thought wasn’t sufficient to give
him strength. He had to fight for that, for breath, but he uncurled
from the fetal position he’d assumed when he was shot and struggled
toward the traitor, determined, somehow, to stop him.

He felt like weeping when he heard the
power surge upward toward its peak, heard the whine that told him
the transporter had reached the launch threshold. The horror of
realizing the captain’s diabolical plan was enough to encourage
Poldar.

He certainly wouldn’t be using the
transporter to send the prince any place he wanted to
go!

Lurching forward, he managed to lunge
at the captain and grab a hold on his weapons belt. The jolt
unbalanced the captain and he fell across the console. Shoving
himself up once more, he twisted around and hammered at Poldar’s
head with the butt of his weapon until Poldar lost his
grip.

As he fell, Poldar recalled, at last,
his communicator and managed to press it. “Guards! To your prince!
He is betrayed!” he gasped as he slipped toward
darkness.

“Stupid bastard,” the
captain snarled when he turned to look at the console. “Well, you
chose the destination—random it is!” He looked up at Ragnar and
grinned, his finger poised over the button. “Princess Valeria
‘marshag’ sends
her best wishes—that you rot in hell!”


Chapter Two

Ragnar’s thought processes were
sluggish due to his transition, but not so deficient that he wasn’t
able to piece together what was happening. The minute the captain
had turned on Poldar and shot him down, his primal mind understood
that the captain was a threat.

Unfortunately, he
still couldn’t break
free of the restraints they’d put on him. He struggled anyway,
certain his life depended upon freeing himself. Surprise flickered
through him when the restraints abruptly fell away. He let out a
roar and lurched forward, but it was an aborted attempt to escape
his fate.

He managed no more than to throw his
weight forward before he was consumed by the light.

The most divine fragrance he’d ever
smelled hit him before sight or even full awareness returned to
him. It washed over him and through him, curled around him like a
lover’s embrace and then invaded him, setting fire to his blood,
threading a fiery trail through his blood vessels and along heating
nerve endings until he was hot all over, felt as if he would simply
burst into flame where he stood and be consumed by it. His balls
abruptly tightened so hard he thought for a minute he would either
pass out or throw up. His cock stood up, instantaneously growing so
thick and tight that it felt as if it was stretching his skin taut
all over his body. He felt the fine hairs along his spine prickle
and stand up and then the far longer hair on his scalp prickled and
tried to stand up.

It finally penetrated the heated fog
of his mind that she was waiting for him.

She was right there.

On the bed.

Pelting him with the sweet scent of
her arousal.

The thought made him growl low in his
throat.

A head popped from beneath the covers
and she lifted it to stare at him. “Is that you, Billy?”

The words meant nothing to him, the
language completely indecipherable—at least in his current
state.

It didn’t matter. The voice raked
along his nerve endings like fingernails, digging into him, drawing
him. He rushed toward her, dove upon her before she could begin to
play coy and try to escape him.

She let out a squeak of objection, but
he silenced her by fitting his mouth to hers and sweeping her
maidenly objections aside with his tongue.

She’d tensed when he pounced, but she
relaxed even before his enzymes could possibly have affected
her.

He dismissed it as immaterial,
exploring his prize with his hands as he explored her mouth with
his.

She clung to him, moved restlessly
against him.

She’d accepted him! With barely a
whimper of protest! There would be no contest of wills, no fight to
dominate!

She wanted him!

He could barely contain himself. He
was so eager, he was shaking with it. Desperate to complete the
joining, he examined her genitals and when he found his way blocked
by some strangely slick material, he simply tore it off and tossed
it aside.

“Hey! Those damned panties
cost me a young fortune!” Mia snapped, abruptly jerked from her
euphoria of lust by the desecration of her new panties.

She did have spirit, Ragnar thought
triumphantly! She wouldn’t give in without a whimper of protest!
She expected him to prove himself!

Not that he had a fucking clue what
she’d said ….

He caught her shoulders and pressed
them back into the softness of the bed, covering her protests with
his mouth, mating his tongue with hers as he infused her with his
mating enzymes.

She struggled longer that time, but
she gave in after a time.

It gave Ragnar a few moments to take
stock of the situation.

Play?

Or mate now, play later?

Mate now, his mind instantly
prompted!

Yes! That was the thing to do. Claim
her so no other could and then he could enjoy her at his leisure
later!

Pulling away when she felt limp enough
he thought he could trust that she was fully subdued, he sat up,
grasped her legs and parted them.

Something about her genitals didn’t
seem entirely right, but he couldn’t quite figure out what in his
heated state.

“Fuck it!” he muttered,
grasping his cock and aiming for the place that seemed the most
likely entrance to heaven.

She bolted upright and popped the hell
out of him. “I don’t take it up the ass for nobody!” she snarled.
“Get off if you don’t know what you’re doing!”

The slap jolted Ragnar sufficiently to
allow a trickle of uneasiness to flicker through him, but he was in
mating mode. Grasping her shoulders, he bore her down on the bed,
grasped her jaw when she tried to elude him, and applied the mating
enzymes with more fervor, it having occurred to him that he was
just in too big a hurry to accomplish the deed to devote the
attention he needed to subduing her.

When he’d kissed her into submission
once more, he slipped down her body and parted her thighs again for
a better look, tracing the cleft finally with one finger and
delving into the hole he found to examine it.

Clearly the one at the bottom wasn’t
the right one or she wouldn’t have objected so strenuously to him
using it.

After testing the new joy cavern and
discovering it was lubricated and hot and ready—and hopefully deep
enough to receive—he shifted up again, grasped his cock and rammed
it against the entrance.

She grunted, but instead of trying to
elude him—or to escape—she braced herself and pushed
back.

Grasping his cock, he got a firm grip
on her with the other arm and engaged his flesh with
hers.

He thought for several agonizing
moments that her flesh was going to pinch the head off of his cock,
but he ignored the pleasure/pain of it and shoved until he’d seated
himself well enough he thought he wouldn’t break his cock by
pumping.

Thankfully, he discovered he was right
because, once he started, he simply couldn’t stop himself. He
pumped frantically until his seed erupted from him so forcefully it
felt like it was ripping his guts out.

It was absolutely the most divine
climax he’d ever experienced in his life!

He could barely breathe when he’d
finished, could barely move, could feel himself sinking heavily
against his adored one in his weakened state.

She clobbered him on the side of his
head with her fist. “You aren’t Billy! Get off me!” she
snarled.

Oddly, he still couldn’t understand
anything she said, but since she began struggling to throw him off
he decided he might be a little heavy for her.

OEBPS/cover.jpg





