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Thresl Chronicles

PRINCE CLAIMED

Amber Kell




Book two in the Thresl Chronicles

 When fate spins two lives into turmoil, rising above their issues may be the only way to find

 true love. 

Prince  Bleine  always  had  female  mates  before.  As  a  Thresl  he’d  never  been  given  a

choice. The animal within chose who it chose. However when his brother-in-law Kreslan

mates  Bleine  to  a  man  in  order  to  save  his  life,  Bleine  quickly  learns  to  adapt  and  that

what he's always thought he wanted isn’t exactly what he needs. 

Sarler left his home planet to escape their restrictive ways. Interested in pursuing his

interest  in  men,  he  had  been  unsure  how  to  start.  When  he  is  inadvertently  bonded  to

Prince Bleine, he is struck by how little he understands about handsome princes or life at

court. 

Secrets and mysteries surround them. Can they discover everything about each other

while keeping their enemies at bay? When Sarler is injured, he realises he has to take a

chance  if  he  ever  hopes  to  find  love  with  the  prince  of  his  dreams.  Can  he  convince

Bleine that he sincerely wants to give their relationship a try, or has he waited until it’s

too late? 


Dedication

To my sci-fi fans, who didn’t laugh when I created a species of futuristic cat people. 




Chapter One

Bleine bit his lip to hold back a shout as his orgasm tore through him. Cum splattered

across  the  sheets  and  dripped  down  his  fist  in  long,  sticky  strands  as  the  stench  of  sex

filled the room without the happy afterglow of a partner to cuddle with afterwards. 

While gulping in air in fast desperate breaths, Bleine blinked to clear his vision. He

grabbed for the box of tissues he now kept on his bedside table. His nightly releases had

ruined  more  than  one  washcloth  so  he’d  moved  on  to  disposables.  Tendrils  of  dream

memories  wafted  through  his  mind.  Bleine  licked  his  lips,  trying  to  recapture  the

lingering, imaginary taste of his mate. The sweet flavour of honey still coated his tongue

as  if  he’d  just  kissed  his  mate  Sarler  after  eating  a  sticky  bun.  His  heart,  empty  and

aching,  beat  sluggishly  as  the  hollow  feeling  expanded  to  wrap  him  completely  in

despair. Without his bonded, it was almost as if he’d ceased to exist and wandered as a

shadowy figure in his own life. 

A  peek  at  the  wall  clock  revealed  it  was  still  several  hours  before  morning.  He

wondered if Sarler was sleeping well. The process of bonding to mates went easier when

going  from  Thresl  to  human  form.  Since  Bleine  had  been  human  when  he’d  met  his

bonded, the process of joining souls had taken longer. It might take forever if he couldn’t

coax Sarler to stay the night in his bed. Three days had passed since they’d bonded and

already he could feel his mind beginning to unravel. If they didn’t have sex soon, without

a human to anchor him, Bleine would descend into madness. No one knew how close he

skated to losing his identity. He wouldn’t pressure Sarler into a deeper bond or reveal his

troubles to his brother. 

Vohne  had  enough  issues  trying  to  arrange  a  bonding  ceremony  with  his  fractious

mate.  Already  they’d  pushed  back  the  wedding  a  month  in  order  to  get  everything

together  and  allow  time  for  guests  to  arrive  from  around  and  outside  the  galaxy.  A

coveted invitation to the Thresl king’s wedding could make a political career, so invitees

had to be chosen with care. 

During his waking hours, Bleine spent his time focused on finding the betrayers—the

group of people plotting against his brother, the king. Only when sleeping did images of

Sarler haunt him. Beautiful Sarler. With his pale hair and sweet grey eyes, he reminded

Bleine of the picture of a wood sprite he’d seen in a storybook as a child. His mother had

used to read to him stories of forest dwellers who bonded with the wildlife and lived in

peace.  He’d  been  enchanted  with  the  idea  as  a  boy  and  had  often  searched  for  sprites

when he had gone camping. 

He’d  never  found  one,  of  course.  Sarler  was  the  closest  he’d  ever  come. 

Unfortunately,  he  was  having  as  much  luck  capturing  him  as  he  had  done  catching  a

forest sprite as a child. 

“Fuck!” he growled. Discontent radiated through him. He wanted to wake up beside

Sarler, not all alone with no one for company but his own hand. 

Damn Kreslan. 

Bleine  sighed.  As  much  as  he  wanted  to  blame  his  brother’s  mate,  he  couldn’t.  If

Kreslan  hadn’t  interfered…  Hell,  he’d  be  dead.  Kres  had  saved  Bleine’s  life  by  finding

him a bondmate as soon as Bleine had broken free from the cryo-pod. The scheming bitch

who’d  shattered  his  tube  hadn’t  counted  on  Kres’  quick  action  to  find  him  a  fast

replacement. 

Fortunately,  unlike  his  brother,  Bleine  could  re-bond.  If  Kres  died,  Vohne  would

quickly follow. A cryo-chamber couldn’t save the king if his one and only mate lost his

life. The same as hundreds of years before, Kres and Vohne would reincarnate together. 

One advantage to not being the true king was that Bleine’s mates didn’t reincarnate. 

Sadly, it also led to him choosing the wrong people to bond with. Unlike Vohne, Bleine’s

choices  weren’t  fated  to  be  his  perfect  match.  His  first  bonded  had  died  in  the  Great

Purge,  killed  by  a  fanatic  while  Bleine  had  been  out  fighting.  His  second  bonded  had

tried  to  kill  Vohne…and  now  his  third  didn’t  want  him.  So  far,  his  record  hadn’t  been

stellar. 

Sarler, his current bonded, was actively avoiding Bleine. 

He  didn’t  know  what  to  do  to  get  his  bondmate’s  attention.  Even  though  his

patience was failing, becoming a stalker wasn’t on his ‘to do’ list. 

The  fact  that  Sarler  had  never  had  sex  with  a  male  added  to  their  complications. 

Although  Bleine  had  always  bonded  with  females,  the  Thresls  as  a  species  didn’t

discriminate  between  male  and  female  partners.  They  chose  the  person,  not  their  sex. 

Bleine worried that Sarler didn’t have the same outlook. Humans sometimes weren’t as

flexible with their sexuality. If Sarler fixated on Bleine being a male instead of a preferred

female, they wouldn’t ever become closer. 

He didn’t know if it was because he had bonded with an empath, but Bleine woke up

every morning coated with his own spunk and aching for the touch of someone he barely

knew.  He  had  hoped  that  Sarler’s  empathic  powers  might  make  it  harder  for  him  to

resist the bond, to resist Bleine. So far that hadn’t proved to be the case. 

The  compulsion  to  touch,  cuddle  and  keep  Sarler  from  all  harm  rode  Bleine  like  a

driving force, until he wished to go to the counselling centre and snatch his mate from

the presence of others. Sarler worked as an empath for those coming into the cryogenic

centre, helping them with the transition either from or to the chambers and monitoring

their condition once frozen. After the Great Purge, hundreds of Thresls had to be put in

cryo-chambers to retain their sanity after their mates had been slaughtered. 

The emotional trauma experienced when coming out of a frozen environment could

be overpowering for some, and not everyone survived. When Bleine had been abruptly

jerked out of hibernation, Kres’ quick action that day had saved Bleine from going into

shock from lack of a soul partner. Any Thresl who had already converted and lost their

mate could die or go mad from lack of the bond that kept Thresls in their final form. 

It didn’t make it any easier that now, although bonded, Bleine continued to wake up

alone because his mate wasn’t into men. The kiss they’d shared at their initial pairing had

seared  through  Bleine,  hotter  than  his  previous  full  sex  encounters  with  the  female

bondmates he’d had before. 

He would do just about anything to taste Sarler’s mouth again. To feel Sarler’s body

against his and their lips sliding together in a combustible combination of want and need. 

A knock on his door pulled Bleine away from his morose thoughts. 

Curious about who could be visiting in the middle of the night, he slid on a pair of

sleep pants and rushed to answer it. People never came to deliver good news at two in

the  morning.  After  yanking  the  door  open,  he  stopped  and  stared,  unable  to  think  of  a

single word. 

Sarler stood in his doorway, his blond hair sticking out on all sides. He glared with

red-rimmed  eyes  at  Bleine  as  if  he’d  done  something  horribly  wrong.  He  wore  red

pyjama bottoms, a thin white shirt and no shoes. 

“What’s up?” He tried to sound casual while his heart increased its usual rhythm and

his cock tried valiantly to harden again. 

Sarler shoved Bleine aside then stomped past him into Bleine’s suite. 

Confused, Bleine closed the door. He leaned against the firm wood surface, needing

the extra support for whatever news his mate had come to share. 

Sarler opened his mouth a few times only to close it again without saying anything. 

“Are you okay?” Bleine asked tentatively. He tried to keep his tone neutral. Though

Bleine  was  glad  to  see  his  bondmate,  Sarler  had  a  skittish  twitch  about  him  and  Bleine

didn’t want to scare him off. 

Sarler’s expression didn’t appear welcoming to Bleine as he ran a hand through his

hair  and  began  to  pace.  Bleine  kept  still,  not  wanting  to  interrupt  whatever  thoughts

were spinning through Sarler’s head until his mate was ready to share them. He’d learnt

patience in his years of rule. Moments of importance couldn’t be rushed. 

Finally the words burst out of Sarler like heavy rain, frantic and pounding. “I can’t

sleep. I can barely eat. I think about you every minute of every day.” Sarler spun around

and pointed at Bleine. “You need to stay out of my head. And please, by the gods,  please

stop touching yourself! I wake up every morning with this!” 

Sarler  pointed  to  his  crotch.  His  large  erection  stood  out  in  sharp  relief  against  the

front of his sleep pants. Bleine’s mouth watered. He knew exactly how to help with that

particular problem. Hell, he even had some movies he’d be happy to share. The past few

days he’d been a good researcher and had done his homework. 

“I’d be glad to help you with that,” Bleine offered. Images flashed through his head. 

Pictures of Sarler’s face as Bleine sucked him off, the beauty of Sarler’s expression when

Bleine brought him to completion. Oh, yes, he had plenty of ideas. 

“Stop it!” Sarler said through gritted teeth. He blushed, turning his pale skin redder

than a jungle blood flower. Bleine smiled, entranced by the beautiful colour on his mate’s

cheeks. 

“I–I’ve never been with a man. That isn’t allowed on my planet,” Sarler replied. His

shaky tone revealed his nerves were even jitterier than Bleine’s. 

“That’s all right,” Bleine said. “We aren’t on your planet. Anything is allowed here

between consenting adults.” 

Sarler licked his lips, drawing Bleine’s attention to the wet slick left behind. The urge

to taste Sarler’s soft looking mouth struck him like a fist to the gut. 

He made a soft noise of need, barely vocal. 

“That’s  what  I’m  talking  about.  Stop  that.”  Sarler’s  eyes  flashed  with  temper  and

heat. His expression did nothing to cool Bleine’s ardour. 

Bleine  closed  his  eyes  to  block  out  the  sight  of  his  mate  before  he  did  something

unwise, like jumping him. “I can’t. You’re my bonded.” 

He could hear the desperation in his voice but could do nothing to stop it. If Sarler

didn’t even welcome his touch, they were going to have the shortest mating in history. 

Bleine didn’t look forward to returning to the cryogenic chamber, but he wouldn’t bond

an unwilling person to him for life. Whether his brother would agree to let him go was

an entirely different matter. 

“What  are  we  going  to  do?”  Confusion  caused  a  sharp  crease  in  Sarler’s  forehead. 

“We can’t go on this way. I need rest. I can barely function. Images of you fill my head all

the fucking time.” 

The  curse  coming  out  of  Sarler’s  soft  mouth  and  spoken  in  his  gentle  voice  made

Bleine  smile.  Some  people  couldn’t  swear  effectively.  It  pleased  him  that  his  mate

appeared to be one of them. 

“Come.” Bleine straightened from his spot against the door and held out his hand. 

Sarler examined Bleine for a long minute, not moving from his spot. Bleine waited. 

No point in rushing when he was so close to getting his wish. Eventually—cautiously—

Sarler slid his hand into Bleine’s. 

“Let’s  get  some  sleep,”  Bleine  said.  There  was  so  much  more  he’d  like  to  do  to  his

bonded,  but  sleeping  together,  building  a  link  between  them,  ranked  higher  in

importance than having sex despite what his needy body tried to tell him. 

“Okay.”  Sarler  smiled  at  Bleine.  A  small  smile  but  a  good  sign  overall.  Without

another  word  in  case  he  frightened  off  his  nervous  mate,  Bleine  lead  Sarler  to  the

bedroom. 

Once  they  were  through  the  door,  Bleine  released  Sarler’s  hand  then  crawled  onto

the  bed  and  between  the  sheets.  He  scooted  all  the  way  to  the  side  to  make  room  for

Sarler. With only a brief hesitation, Sarler climbed in beside Bleine. 

“Take off your shirt,” Bleine ordered. 

“I  don’t…”  Sarler  gave  him  a  hesitant  look  as  if  unsure  of  what  to  do  about  his

demand. 

“Now!  We  need  contact  to  soothe  the  nervous  energy  between  us.  As  a  counsellor

you  should  know  skin-to-skin  contact  is  the  best.”  Bleine  needed  to  feel  Sarler’s  flesh

against his own. To calm the craving for his mate’s touch. If he had to make it an official

command, he would. Being a prince had a few benefits. 

Sarler yanked off his top, exposing a smooth line of skin and muscle. Frowning his

displeasure, he asked, “What about my pants?” 

Bleine  looked  at  the  pyjama  bottoms.  “You  can  keep  them  on  if  you  want  to.”  He

wanted to insist that Sarler strip completely, but pushing his luck at this point could be

more detrimental than the benefits of having a naked cuddle with his mate. 

To Bleine’s disappointment, Sarler remained half dressed. 

Holding back a sigh, Bleine lifted the covers. Sarler slid all the way to Bleine’s side

before turning to face away from him. 

Not  willing  to  miss  an  opportunity  to  snuggle  his  mate,  Bleine  wrapped  an  arm

around  Sarler.  Strong,  sinewy  muscles  moved  beneath  his  palm  and  a  deep  purr  rolled

up his throat. Sarler’s physique didn’t resemble Bleine’s larger body at all. A round mole

on his mate’s shoulder caught Bleine’s attention. Unable to resist, he placed a soft kiss on

the mark. 

“What are you doing?” Sarler asked, stiffening in Bleine’s arms. 

“Sorry.  Your  beauty  spot  needed  kissing,”  Bleine  replied.  There  was  only  so  much

control one man could be expected to have. 

“Oh.” Sarler relaxed in Bleine’s hold as if calmed by his explanation. 

Bleine  stayed  awake  for  hours  watching  Sarler  sleep  until  eventually  Sarler’s  slow, 

even breathing soothed him into closing his eyes. 

* * * *

Soft kisses woke Bleine, landing on his cheeks, his chin and that special spot behind

his ear that made him purr. Bleine sighed as a warm wave of contentment washed over

him like pools of sunshine. He didn’t want to open his eyes. If he did, Sarler might stop

kissing him. He tilted his head up, offering his neck for more kisses. 

“I know you’re awake,” Sarler whispered in his ear. 

Bleine slowly opened his eyes, hoping to prolong the perfect moment. “I didn’t want

to discourage you.” 

Waking up to Sarler’s attentions? Better than any dream. He’d do anything he could

to encourage more touching. His Thresl nature made him want to conform to please his

mate.  If  Sarler  had  found  Bleine  in  his  animal  form,  he  might  have  become  female

instead of male. However, now that he’d already been created, changes could only occur

internally. His personality would gradually transform over time to become the one most

suited to his bonded, but physically he would always remain as he was now. 

Hopefully, Sarler would come to appreciate the Thresl he had got. Bleine needed to

do  whatever  he  could  to  keep  Sarler’s  attention.  He  couldn’t  risk  another  bonding.  He

just  couldn’t.  The  trauma  of  matching  up  with  a  human  shouldn’t  be  done  more  than

once. The fact that he had survived a third connection had palace gossips wagging that

perhaps he had used forbidden magic to make his bonding stick. 

Vohne  had  put  most  of  those  rumours  to  rest  and  talk  had  ceased  for  the  moment, 

but even the king couldn’t protect Bleine from sly looks and considering stares. 

Sarler leaned over him, a smile curving his lips. The sight of his mate so close pulled

Bleine’s  mind  from  his  unpleasant  thoughts.  How  could  he  dwell  on  the  negative  with

this beautiful man above him? 

“Good morning,” Bleine said. His voice sounded rough. He sat up and poured a glass

of water from the pitcher by his bed. 

Tipping his head, he offered Sarler a drink. 

“No, thank you,” Sarler replied, more polite than a half-naked man in Bleine’s bed

should be. 

Bleine tried to keep it casual, but his morning erection brushed against Sarler’s thigh

when he turned back around. 

Bleine  drank  the  liquid  greedily,  his  mind  racing  to  figure  out  what  to  say,  how  to

ask if Sarler had changed his mind about wanting Bleine. Sarler had never come right out

and denied Bleine, but he hadn’t exactly rushed into his arms before last night, and that

had been more out of desperation than desire. Lack of sleep could make anyone do things

they would normally avoid. Bleine didn’t want to read too much into it, or into the kisses

he’d received. 

“Did you sleep well?” he asked. 

“Better than I have in days,” Sarler admitted. Wary grey eyes examined Bleine as if

waiting for him to boot Sarler out of bed. As far as Bleine was concerned Sarler could stay

there until the end of time. He’d happily get bedsores while snuggling forever with his

mate. 

Vohne and Kres would probably have to come and kick their asses out before Bleine

left  voluntarily.  Setting  his  glass  down,  Bleine  continued  to  search  for  the  right  words. 

For a prince who had been taught diplomacy at his father’s knee, all his smooth words

had deserted him. He’d never done well with voicing his feelings to those closest to him. 

Give  him  a  dinner  with  a  viper-tongued  lord  or  lady  and  he’d  be  fine.  Right  now  he’d

almost  prefer  that.  The  lust  and  longing  glowing  in  Sarler’s  eyes  demanded  Bleine  say

something  profound  or  useful  or  anything  at  all  to  ease  the  growing  tension  between

them. 

The  words  stuck  in  Bleine’s  throat.  He  wanted  to  demand  more—insist  on  more—

but he had to put his bonded mate’s needs above his own. He couldn’t rush him. “I know

you  aren’t  sure  about  this  bonding  thing,  but  if  you  want  to  sleep  here  every  night  it

would at least help you function during the day.” 

He held his breath as he waited for Sarler’s answer. 

Sarler nodded. “I’d like that.” 

He  traced  Bleine’s  mouth  with  the  tips  of  his  fingers.  Bleine  waited  for  further

words,  but  after  a  moment  he  realised  none  were  forthcoming.  Maybe  talking  was

overrated. The light touching, maddening and compelling, drove him insane. He fought

the  compulsion  to  roll  over  and  pin  Sarler’s  slimmer  frame  beneath  him.  His  muscles

ached as he tensed his body to resist the urge. 

“I  can  feel  your  anxiety,  your  need,”  Sarler  explained.  “It  burns  through  my  body

like an insatiable itch I can’t scratch. Only you can scratch it.” 

Bleine  could  think  of  all  kinds  of  places  he’d  like  to  scratch,  but  he  didn’t  want  to

scare  away  his  mate.  As  much  as  Sarler  talked  about  feeling  Bleine’s  desire,  he  hadn’t

voiced  any  of  his  own.  Before  he  touched  Sarler  sexually,  Bleine  needed  to  know  the

passion  was  two-sided.  He  didn’t  want  Sarler  to  later  think  that  Bleine  had  pressured

him into anything. 

“Sorry,” Bleine offered. He didn’t know what else to say. He couldn’t stop the nerves

swirling like a dust devil through his body, or the dragon fire of want burning through

his veins. Craving his mate was a natural Thresl response to a bonding. 

“Don’t  be  sorry,”  Sarler  said.  “I  decided  last  night  to  give  us  a  try.  We  can  either

curse our connection for the rest of our lives or cherish it. Besides, you’re a beautiful man. 

If I were going to choose a male, you would be on the top of my list.” A shy smile crossed

Sarler’s face. 

“Can  you  overlook  the  fact  I’m  a  man?  That  seemed  like  a  big  deal  to  you.”  Bleine

barely breathed as he waited for Sarler’s answer. 

Sarler sighed. “I know. I’m still concerned about it. On my world, I would be put to

death for daring to enter a same sex contract. But like you said, I don’t live there anymore

and we’re going to be together a long time. Denying our connection only hurts us both. 

I’m willing to work on our relationship if you are.” 

Bleine  narrowed  his  eyes  at  his  mate.  Although  Sarler  appeared  sincere,  the  fast

change  in  perspectives  had  Bleine  worried.  “Why  the  quick  about-face?  Last  night  you

were almost hysterical from feeling my desire.” 

“I was tired.” Sarler brushed it off. “I haven’t slept since we bonded. I needed rest. 

I’m an empath, Bleine. I could feel you even when we weren’t in the same room. Besides, 

if  you  need  me  that  much  I  can’t  let  you  suffer.  I  know  what  happens  to  Thresls  who

don’t bond.” 

Bleine  stiffened.  His  stomach  swirled  like  a  whirlpool  while  a  tension  headache

clawed at his brain. This wasn’t what he wanted, Sarler to sacrifice himself for the good

of the Thresl. He’d die before he accepted a mate who pitied him. 

Swallowing back his nausea, Bleine set the record straight. “I held a world together

for a hundred years during the Great Purge while waiting for my brother to return. I’ve

survived the death of two bondmates and being cryogenically frozen. I might want you

but I don’t need a pity fuck,” Bleine snarled. 

He slid out of bed then headed for the shower. He refused to have a mate out of a

sense of duty, or mercy, or whatever story Sarler told himself to make it all right in his

mind to mate with Bleine. 

Bleine  had  lived  a  long  life  and  if  he  needed  to  end  it  now,  he’d  happily  sacrifice

himself for his people. They had their king back—they didn’t really need him anymore. 

He’d  rather  be  dead  than  have  a  bondmate  unable  to  love  him.  He’d  had  that  with

Jallryne.  He’d  always  suspected  she  had  bonded  with  him  for  the  power,  but  at  least

she’d  wanted  him  for  something,  even  if  she’d  had  to  die  in  the  end.  He  didn’t  have

anything  Sarler  wanted  and  he  refused  to  be  pitied.  It  was  an  honour  to  bond  with  a

Thresl, not a burden. 

He hoped by the time he finished his shower that Sarler would have taken the hint

and left. 




Chapter Two

Sarler sighed. He blinked back tears as he realised what a huge, bad mistake he’d just

made. Looking around the beautiful suite, he felt lower than a two inch Tarkadi worm. 

He’d tried to put a positive spin on their situation, never thinking Bleine would take

it as an insult. Sarler sat up in bed, uncomfortable now with remaining lying down after

he’d ruined everything. Not ever having had a male partner and not  wanting  one weren’t

the same thing. One of the reasons he’d left his rigidly moral home world was because

they  didn’t  approve  of  same  sex  pairings.  Sex  was  for  procreation  only  in  their  minds. 

Pleasure was frowned upon. 

Sarler hoped Bleine would give him another chance. So far the prince had been more

than  patient  with  Sarler,  letting  him  take  all  the  time  he  needed  to  get  his  head  on

straight and figure out what to do. 

“He  has  to.  He  could  die,”  Sarler  whispered  to  the  empty  room.  Bonding  with  a

Thresl wasn’t like gaining a temporary lover. Thresls committed for life. Theirs. As it was, 

Bleine would have been well within his rights to demand Sarler stay at his suite and in

his bed. Not only was he a prince, but Thresls were given a lot of leeway when it came to

handling their bonded. If Bleine had tossed Sarler over his shoulder and dragged him off

to his room, no one would’ve lifted a hand. 

Instead, Bleine had let Sarler come to him—and what had he done? Blown the entire

thing. He’d hoped by waking the prince with kisses he would have conveyed his interest

in pursuing their bond. Instead, he’d convinced Bleine that he’d talked himself into being

a Thresl mate. 

“I’m an idiot,” he whispered to the empty room. 

His  heart  ached  with  the  emotional  pain  pouring  from  the  bathroom.  He  might  as

well have taken a knife and filleted the prince to spare him the agony of being unwanted. 

It would’ve been kinder. 

The  problem  was,  he  did  like  the  prince.  Unfortunately,  being  an  empath  didn’t

make him any less socially awkward. Knowing a person’s emotions didn’t always lead to

better understanding. Prince Bleine’s complex personality made him harder to read than

most  and  unfortunately  it  didn’t  look  as  if  being  the  prince’s  bonded  gave  Sarler  any

additional insight into the man. 

Most  people  imagined  once  you  bonded  with  a  Thresl,  all  your  relationship  issues

were over. Sadly, they didn’t understand that, although a Thresl couldn’t leave his or her

mate without tragic consequences, it didn’t mean problems or misunderstandings didn’t

occur. Fights were sometimes worse when you couldn’t leave. Even when meeting happy

couples, sometimes Sarler could spot tiny fractures in their bond, pieces that didn’t quite

fit. Only the royal couple of the king and his mate were perfectly meshed together. They

might  fight—quite  publicly  sometimes—but  there  was  never  any  true  heat  to  their

actions. Love flared between them strong enough that Sarler sometimes got an empathic

high  simply  from  being  in  their  presence.  He  wanted  the  same  with  his  mate.  Now  he

had to try to figure out how to fix the mess he’d caused. 

The  water  continued  to  run  and  Sarler  knew  Bleine  was  stalling.  Probably  hoping

that when he returned Sarler would be gone. 

“I’m leaving,” Sarler murmured. Even with his Thresl hearing, Bleine wouldn’t have

heard him, but it had still felt good to say it. 

They  both  needed  some  time  to  regroup.  Sarler  crawled  out  of  bed,  pulled  on  his

shirt  then  ran  his  fingers  through  his  hair.  The  prince  deserved  some  time  alone  and

Sarler needed to get to work. Maybe he could talk to the king-mate about Bleine later. If

nothing  else  Kreslan  owed  Sarler  a  few  minutes  of  advice  for  bonding  him  to  Bleine

without his permission anyway. 

Having resolved to talk to Kreslan as soon as he got the chance, Sarler left Bleine’s

suite. 

He  nodded  to  the  prince’s  bodyguards  as  he  left.  He  didn’t  know  their  names  and

didn’t care to learn them right now anyway, but they’d been kind enough to let him pass

despite his agitated state last night. 

A quick stop at his small room for a shower and change of clothes had him ready for

the day. Finally refreshed from hours of rest after nights of not sleeping, Sarler walked to

the lab with a lighter step. He might need to work details out with Bleine, but the prince

couldn’t  deny  him  when  he  came  over  tonight  to  sleep.  Maybe  tonight  he  could  try  to

convey with his body his willingness that he wasn’t smart enough to state with words. 

Maybe  he’d  be  brave  enough  to  take  off  all  his  clothes  this  time.  Surely  Bleine

wouldn’t  be  able  to  resist?  Various  scenarios  of  planning  a  seductive  trap  for  his

handsome prince danced through Bleine’s mind. Caught in his own thoughts, he didn’t

pay  attention  to  where  he  was  walking.  Turning  the  corner,  he  slammed  into  a  hard

body. He gasped as he stumbled back and realised he’d walked into the king. 

“I’m sorry, your highness.” Sarler gave an awkward, hurried bow. King Vohne stood

several  impressive  inches  taller  than  Sarler’s  smaller  frame  and  he  had  the  presence  of

someone three times the size. 

“No  need  for  that.  We’re  family,”  King  Vohne  said.  He  frowned  at  Sarler.  “Is

something wrong?” 

“Your brother hates me,” Sarler replied sadly. 

Vohne gave Sarler a sympathetic smile. He could feel the king’s compassion rolling

over him in long, soothing waves, wrapping around him in comfort. If Sarler were Thresl

he would’ve purred. 

“I  doubt  he  hates  you.  Bleine  dislikes  few  people.  He  tries  to  find  the  good  in

everyone,” Vohne reassured him. 

Sarler  couldn’t  hold  back  the  sigh.  Vohne  didn’t  know  how  badly  he’d  screwed

things up, so he could be excused for his optimism. “Trust me, I’m the exception.” 

“Want to talk about it?” Vohne asked apparently prepared to lend an ear to the poor

sap bonded with his brother. 

The king’s invitation to discuss Bleine tugged at Sarler, but right now he just needed

to escape the king’s presence before he confessed what kind of idiot had joined the royal

family.  He’d  been  chosen  at  random  to  patch  a  problem,  not  carefully  screened.  He

should put himself on a poster of what  not to do in a bonding. 

“No,  thank  you.  I’m  late  for  work.”  Sarler  tried  to  be  polite  and  escape  before  he

sobbed out his story on the king’s sympathetic shoulder. 

“If you want to talk, come find me later,” Vohne offered. 

Sarler thought it over before hesitantly asking, “Wouldn’t it be better to talk to your

mate? I mean, as the human half of your relationship he might have better insight into

my problems. I mean, if I had problems.” 

The king smiled, amusement dancing in his gold eyes. “I love my mate, but his idea

of  a  relationship  is  running  until  I  hunt  him  down.  Besides,  you  probably  know  more

about human and Thresl interaction than most bondmates. You just need to learn about

Bleine interaction.” 

Sarler nodded at the wisdom of the king’s statement. He would learn. He just hoped

he’d learn in time. 

“I might take you up on your offer later,” he said. Mindful of the time, Sarler waved

goodbye  and  rushed  off  to  work.  He  knew  he’d  already  started  his  day  a  few  hours

behind.  Although  he  didn’t  clock  in  at  work,  he  did  have  office  hours  he  kept  for

consultation for humans who wanted to bond with a Thresl and relatives who wanted to

visit their frozen loved ones. 

People might be waiting for him. 

A few minutes later his guess proved right. 

“Hello,  Earl,”  Sarler  said  with  little  favour.  Earl  had  been  pushing  Sarler  for  a

bonding recommendation for three months. After evaluating Earl, Sarler had determined

the man didn’t deserve a Thresl. He was vain, petty and had a wide mean streak. If Sarler

had his way, Earl would never be allowed in the cryo-chamber to try to connect with any

of the Thresl there. 

“Sarl, when are you going to approve me?” he snarled. 

Sarler hated it when people shortened his name, especially people who would never

be his friend. 

“I  haven’t  found  any  Thresls  I  think  would  bond  well  with  you,”  Sarler  explained

diplomatically. He kept hoping Earl would take the hint and move on back to whatever

horrible  place  he  originally  came  from.  It  was  Sarler’s  belief  that  Earl  would  make  a

terrible  bondmate,  and  he’d  shared  his  views  with  all  the  other  matchers  so  they

wouldn’t  let  him  through  the  screening  process.  No  one  in  the  lab  would  offer  Earl  a

Thresl, not while Sarler still breathed. 

“Come  on,  Sarl,  aren’t  we  buddies?”  A  weird  light  filled  Earl’s  eyes,  as  if  he  saw

something no one else could see. 

Creepy. 

Sarler barely resisted giving in to the full body shudder threatening to tear through

him. 

“Earl,  I’ll  be  honest  with  you.  I  don’t  think  you’ll  ever  be  ready  for  a  Thresl.  You

don’t have the right mind-set to be someone’s match.” Maybe honesty would work. He’d

tried everything else. The emotions pouring off Earl always had a manic feel that Sarler

couldn’t see working well bonding with a Thresl. 

A frightening look crossed Earl’s face as if he’d lost control of his inner psycho and

didn’t plan on reining it back in anytime soon. Sarler took a large step away from Earl. 

“And you do?” Earl shouted. “You were just at the right place at the right time and

you  bagged  a  prince!  I  have  more  of  a  right  to  have  a  Thresl  than  some  skinny  pencil

pusher. How dare you hold me back from my mate!” 

Earl’s  voice  ended  in  a  high-pitched  scream  of  rage  that  had  Sarler  wincing  at  the

sound. His own temper rose as he realised Earl thought he was somehow worthy because

Sarler had found a bonded. Did that mean everyone on the freaking planet would now

think they were worthy? It had taken several years to get humans interested in coming to

the planet to mate with a Thresl after the Great Purge. 

Even now, the majority of humans wanted a Thresl in cat form who would change to

meet  to  their  own  specific  wants  and  needs  like  a  designer  mate—as  if  they  were

adopting  a  pet—not  realising  that  Thresls  were  loyal,  dedicated  lovers  who  would

protect their mate until they died. 

Some  humans  thought  any  match  was  a  good  match,  but  Sarler  wanted  the  right

mates  for  his  cryo  people.  He  was  very  protective  of  them.  Every  day  he  walked  the

length of the tubes and talked to his favourites. No way would he hand one single Thresl

to the ignorant asshole before him. He gritted his teeth to hold back the words he wished

to say. 

Despite  taking  a  deep  breath,  he  lost  his  patience.  “Thresls  aren’t  belongings.  They

are  sentient  beings  who  live,  love  and  bond  with  a  specific  human.  You  don’t  own  a

Thresl,  you  partner  with  one.  Maybe  you  should  try  a  different  facility.  None  of  the

Thresls here will match with you,” Sarler said in a low tone. 

An odd calm wrapped around Earl like a blanket, dulling Sarler’s perception. Going

from raging emotions to nothing threw Sarler off. He nervously checked around, but no

one else stood in the halls. 

“Is that right? Not one Thresl will suit me, you think?” Earl asked. 

“Yes.” Sarler stood firm. No one could convince him that this idiot should mate with

a  Thresl.  Sarler  might  not  deserve  his  prince,  but  he’d  never  be  intentionally  cruel.  He

had a feeling Earl would not only be cruel but he’d enjoy it. 

“Well,  guess  what?  An  opening  just  came  up.”  Earl  pulled  a  laser  pistol  from  his

jacket and shot Sarler in the chest. 

Pain  exploded  throughout  his  body  as  Sarler  tumbled  to  the  ground.  Gasping  for

breath, he looked up as Earl aimed, ready to shoot him again. 

“What are you doing?” a voice shouted. 

Sarler turned his head towards the new speaker. He couldn’t form words. It hurt too

much. Through the haze of pain he could make out the shape of one of the soldiers. The

uniform  blurred  before  the  tears  in  Sarler’s  eyes,  but  he  recognised  the  emblem  on  the

man’s shoulder as he knelt down. He felt more than saw Earl run away. 

“Call  a  medic!”  the  same  voice  ordered.  “Damn,  he  did  a  number  on  you,  Sarler—

hang in there. The prince won’t forgive me if you die.” 

Sarler  struggled  to  speak  over  the  pain  radiating  through  his  body.  “Tell  Bleine  I

would’ve made him a good mate.” 

“You can tell him yourself,” the soldier promised. 

A  loud  roar  echoed  in  the  hall.  Emotions  raced  through  Sarler,  feelings  that  didn’t

belong to him. 

 Rage. Pain. Despair. 

Bleine  fell  to  his  knees  beside  Sarler,  his  gold  eyes  frantic  with  worry.  Grabbing

Sarler’s hand centred all the emotions floating in the air and jolted through Sarler like an

electric  current.  He  would’ve  objected,  but  the  relief  over  Bleine  coming  for  him

overwhelmed all the other feelings except the pain. 

“A medic is on the way. Don’t you dare die on me!” Bleine shouted. His gold eyes

glowed  with  emotion  until  they  resembled  fiery  suns  in  Sarler’s  admittedly  blurred

vision. 

“You need to go back into cryo,” Sarler whispered through the searing agony in his

chest.  His  words  were  slow  and  slurred,  but  he  had  to  get  his  message  across.  “They’ll

find you a good mate. Ask for Dyan. He’s the best.” 

It was important that Bleine have a good matcher. A few of them weren’t as diligent

in their matchups, but Sarler wouldn’t take any chances with the prince. Bleine had had

enough  poor  mates.  He  deserved  a  good  one.  Dyan  would  make  sure  Bleine  ended  up

with a worthy bonded. 

“You’re going to live,” Bleine vowed. “Where’s the fucking medic? Medic!” 

Bleine’s swearing increased when no one magically appeared. 

“We’re here, your highness,” a breathless voice spoke just outside Sarler’s vision. 

A pair of men in white scrubs moved into Sarler’s view, rolling a stretcher between

them. With a smooth, choreographed motion they transferred him from the ground to a

firm, padded surface only slightly softer than the ground. 

Sarler let out a cry of pain. Agony seared through his body, starting at his chest and

radiating outward. 

“Careful!” Bleine growled. “If he dies, so do you.” 

A look of fear crossed the face of the medic by Sarler’s feet. He couldn’t see the other

guy  but  terror  rolled  over  him  from  that  direction,  too,  poking  holes  into  Sarler’s

defences.  Due  to  his  injury,  Sarler’s  usual  shields  were  wavering.  With  his  protections

down, emotions pressed in on him from every living person in the palace, threatening to

overload  his  brain.  Sarler  closed  his  eyes,  trying  to  shut  off  all  outside  stimuli.  He

struggled,  heart  pounding,  to  raise  his  shields  again.  He  couldn’t.  Fear,  anxiety  and

Bleine’s  despair  swamped  him.  Unable  to  handle  the  pressure,  he  succumbed  as

everything went white. 

“Sarler!” Bleine’s frantic shout echoed in his ears before he lost consciousness. 

“He’ll be fine, your highness,” the medic said once again. 

Bleine nodded even if he didn’t believe the man. How could Sarler be fine? He had

an open wound in his chest and brutal seizures were making his eyes roll back into his

head. Bleine touched his mate hoping skin contact would soothe him. It seemed to end

the convulsions at least. 

“Come on, honey, you can get through this. We’ll get you all healed up and better in

no time,” he promised in a low tone. 

The link between them, tenuous before, stretched even thinner. He could almost see

the string reaching its breaking point, but Bleine refused to give up. They still had issues

to work through, problems he couldn’t fix on his own. 

“Hold  on,  mate,”  Bleine  whispered  as  he  raced  alongside  the  stretcher  back  to  the

medic  wing  of  the  castle.  He  didn’t  want  to  disturb  their  concentration  by  talking  too

loudly. Not when his entire life depended on Sarler’s survival. He needed the empath to

open  his  eyes  and  glare  at  him.  Even  a  look  of  total  disdain  would  make  everything

better. Anything. Any sign of his mate reviving would lift the weight off Bleine’s chest. 

Regret  knifed  through  his  chest  as  he  remembered  how  they  had  separated  earlier.  If

they’d  stayed  in  bed  to  work  things  out,  Sarler  wouldn’t  have  been  there  to  face  the

psychopath who had shot him. 

Sarler  could  die  and  Bleine  would  never  be  able  to  tell  him  how  much  he  needed

him.  If  he  lost  Sarler,  he’d  wander  into  the  forest  to  die  so  his  brother  wouldn’t  try  to

save him again. Three bondmates was his limit. His Thresl DNA had been stretched as far

as  possible  to  accommodate  his  human  half.  Now  he  needed  to  move  on,  either  to

properly bond with Sarler or to let him go and end his own existence. 

He’d done his duty to his people. Vohne and Kres were strong enough to hold the

kingdom together. They were probably strong enough to take care of a couple of planets

between  them  and  have  the  energy  to  quell  any  uprising  that  dared  to  thwart  their

power. Bleine smiled as he thought of the love between the royal duo. If only he could

find the same success in his own match. 

As the medics pushed Sarler through the double doors, Bleine held back. He couldn’t

watch  them  stitch  up  his  mate.  His  stomach  churned  uneasily.  If  he  never  saw  Sarler

bleeding on the floor again it would be too soon. 

He’d watched one mate die already. The memory of his first bonded—bright, vibrant

Klia,  who  had  died  in  his  arms  from  a  stomach  wound—struck  him  hard.  He  couldn’t

lose another. 

He just couldn’t. 

Taking a deep breath, he tried to gather his inner calm. He needed to stay strong for

his  mate.  If  Sarler  woke  and  experienced  Bleine’s  despair,  it  could  cause  psychological

damage  or  make  him  try  to  find  Bleine  and  help  him.  Empaths  tended  to  have  fewer

instincts for self-preservation than other specialities. 

A  large  hand  gripped  his  shoulder.  Bleine  turned  to  meet  his  brother’s  eyes.  Kres

stood beside Vohne, his expression solemn. 

“We heard,” Vohne said. He pulled Bleine into a tight hug that threatened to crack

his bones, before releasing him. “There’s an alert out to find Earl. He escaped the palace

when everyone was focused on Sarler. It will be harder to find him in the city, but with

enough eyes looking out for him, we should get him into custody soon.” 

Bleine  growled  in  frustration.  His  anger  spiked  and  burned  with  the  heat  of  a

spaceship  rocket.  He  longed  for  his  claws  again  so  he  could  tear  apart  the  man

responsible for harming his mate. For a second his fingertips tingled, distracting him. 

“We’ll  catch  him,  Bleine.  If  he’s  in  the  city,  he’ll  be  hunted  down  and  brought  to

justice,” Vohne promised. 

Bleine didn’t care about justice. He wanted death. 

He shook his head to try to clear the dark spots from his mind. This wasn’t him. He’d

used diplomacy and persuasion his entire career. Why now did he wish such destruction? 

“You okay, Bleine?” Kres asked. 

“I  think  so.”  Bleine  didn’t  mention  his  rage.  How  could  he  explain  how

uncomfortable his skin had suddenly become around him? Was he changing for Sarler? 

Did  something  in  his  gentle  empath’s  future  need  Bleine  to  be  more  warrior  than

peacemaker? Neither humans nor Thresl kind had ever properly deciphered the way of

the  Thresl  change,  and  now,  with  his  mate’s  life  in  danger,  Bleine  had  little  interest  in

deciphering the puzzles of his DNA. 

“Here’s the medic,” Vohne murmured. 

Bleine’s  head  snapped  up  and  he  forced  his  attention  to  the  present.  No  use

worrying,  he  would  eventually  become  what  Sarler  needed  through  little  shifts  in  his

personality  and  build.  Unfortunately,  since  Sarler  wasn’t  Bleine’s  original  mate  he

wouldn’t  be  able  to  form  a  more  pleasing  shape.  He  couldn’t  become  the  woman  of

Sarler’s  preference.  He  brushed  aside  his  negative  thoughts.  Now  wasn’t  about  him.  It

was about his mate. 

The human medic had pretty salt and pepper hair and piercing blue eyes filled with

compassion.  Bleine  knew  the  man  had  been  working  for  them  for  three  years  since  his

Thresl mate had died in a rare space shuttle accident. His name was Richard or Ronaan or

something like that. 

“Your majesties.” The medic gave a half bow to the trio before turning his attention

to Bleine. “Your mate Sarler is going to be fine. We’ve sealed his wound. Some internal

tenderness  will  continue  for  a  few  weeks,  but  after  a  transfusion  and  some  mild

painkillers, he’ll be good to take home tomorrow.” 

Relief swept through Bleine. He hadn’t realised how tightly he’d been clenching his

muscles until he relaxed them all. 

“I  need  to  see  him.”  The  urge  to  set  eyes  on  his  mate  clawed  at  him  with  a

compulsion that wouldn’t be denied. 

The medic nodded. “Right this way.” 

Bleine  followed  the  man  down  the  hall  until  he  reached  Sarler’s  room.  Peeking

through the doorway his breath caught in his throat at the sight of his bonded looking so

pale.  Careful  not  to  wake  Sarler,  Bleine  approached  the  bed  silently.  He  couldn’t  resist

wrapping his fingers around Sarler’s left hand, mindful of the tubes attached to hydrate

and medicate his body. 

“I’m  so  sorry  I  didn’t  protect  you,”  he  whispered.  What  kind  of  Thresl  couldn’t

protect the ones he loved? That was his biggest failure and apparently one he continued

to make. He would insist on guards for Sarler until they apprehended Earl. He couldn’t

risk losing his bonded. They’d been lucky this time that someone had intervened. If the

person who’d found Sarler hadn’t interrupted, Earl could’ve ended his life. 

Bleine kissed Sarler’s forehead, relishing the brush of silky skin beneath his lips. 

Sarler’s eyes fluttered open. His first glimpse of Bleine brought a smile to his face. 

“I  had  a  dream  you  were  beside  me,”  he  whispered  as  if  not  wanting  to  break  the

peacefulness of the moment. 

“What was I doing?” Bleine asked, curious about Sarler’s inner thoughts. Did he have

pleasant  dreams  or  did  he  stress  about  his  mating  with  a  useless  Thresl  who  couldn’t

keep him safe? Bleine bit his lip to hold back words better left unsaid. 

“You were lying in bed and holding me close.” As Sarler smiled at the memory, his

expression—eyes soft from sleep and drugs—went directly to Bleine’s libido. He bet that

was  how  Sarler  looked  in  the  morning  when  his  mate  didn’t  foolishly  get  into  a  fight

with him. 

“We  can  make  that  a  reality  soon,”  Bleine  promised.  “They’re  going  to  let  you  go

home to heal tomorrow. You’ll be coming to stay with me.” 

Where he belonged. 

Bleine  didn’t  leave  any  room  for  questions  and  from  the  gentle  smile  he  received, 

Sarler didn’t mind. 

“Okay,” Sarler agreed. “Am I going to be all right?” 

Bleine nodded. Unable to resist, he brushed the hair away from Sarler’s face. “Yeah, 

the medic says you’ll be sore for a while, but there will be no permanent damage. They

got to you in time.” 

Tears prickled at Bleine’s eyes, but he blinked them back, hoping Sarler didn’t see the

weakness in his mate. He needed to be strong for his other half. 

“Good.  I’d  hate  for  you  to  have  a  damaged  mate,”  Sarler  said.  “You  deserve  the

best.” 

“The  best  for  me  is  you.  I’m  sorry  about  before.  About  the  fight.”  Bleine  stumbled

over  his  words,  wishing  once  again  he  could  be  as  smooth  with  his  life  partner  as  he

could with planetary rulers. Something about Sarler always had him stumbling over his

own tongue. 

Sarler tightened his fingers around Bleine’s hand. “When I was shot, all I could think

about was not leaving you alone. I wanted you to find a proper mate. One who doesn’t

have hang-ups about having a male mate because of his upbringing. A true partner who

could  give  you  everything  you  are  looking  for.  Now  that  I  made  it,  I  selfishly  want  to

keep you all to myself.” 

The nervous look on Sarler’s face reassured Bleine more than any flowery words ever

could. 

“We’ll work things out,” Bleine promised. 

A warm smile crossed Sarler’s lips and his eyes lit up with joy. “Yes, we will.” 

It wasn’t unheard of for mates to be incompatible, but it was extremely rare. Bleine

wanted  Sarler  to  know  he  wouldn’t  trap  them  in  this  relationship.  Sarler  always  had  a

choice. “I can have Vohne dissolve our bond if you truly wish to be alone,” he offered. 

“That would kill you!” Sarler protested. “I know enough about Thresls to know you

wouldn’t survive that kind of separation. I refuse to let you do that. It might take me a

little while to get used to a male mate, but I’m attracted to you.” 

Bleine  smiled  as  relief  rushed  through  him.  If  they  weren’t  sexually  compatible, 

things would’ve been much harder to work out. The fact Sarler wanted him calmed his

beast. His inner cat yearned for its mate’s affection. 

“Hey”—Sarler  squeezed  his  grip  on  Bleine’s  arm—“we  will  work  things  out,  I

promise. We just had a rockier start than most.” 

Bleine knew Sarler must be experiencing his anxiety. He took a long, slow breath to

try to bring down his tension level. Sarler had enough pain without Bleine adding to his

stress. 

Bleine  nodded.  He’d  see  how  things  went.  If  life  became  unbearable  he  could

probably convince Vohne to break the bond. 

Maybe. 

His brother became stubborn sometimes. 

“I’m going to let you take a nap now. I’ll come back and get you before you know it,” 

Bleine promised. 

He couldn’t sit there beside Sarler. He’d end up saying something stupid and needy. 

Now that he knew Sarler was out of danger, he was ready to get back to work and try to

bury himself in his research. 

Bleine was trying to find the lost writings of the ancient Thresls. So far all he could

find were a few footnotes in other manuscripts about the upcoming battle for the heart of

the Thresls. He’d originally thought the author had been referring to the Great Purge, but

further  research  seemed  to  suggest  otherwise.  He  wished  he  could  find  the  earlier

writings by the seers, but they had vanished during their father’s lifetime. 

Kissing Sarler’s forehead, Bleine promised to come see him later. 




Chapter Three

A nurse woke him in the middle of the night with a shot for the pain. Sarler hadn’t

been aware he’d been in pain until she had woken him up. He resisted the urge to snarl

at her. After all, even half asleep he knew it was a bad idea to anger the person in charge

of giving him medication. 

Of  course,  if  he’d  been  truly  bonded  with  Bleine  he’d  have  had  enhanced  healing

and  wouldn’t  have  needed  so  much  medication.  Stupid  him.  Hopefully  the  palace

gossipmongers weren’t already nattering on about their poor mating. 

After  he  recovered,  Sarler  would  make  sure  to  let  the  prince  know  how  much  he

appreciated  Bleine’s  patience.  The  prince  deserved  a  better  mate  than  a  sexually

repressed  empath,  but  Sarler  would  make  sure  he  made  everything  up  to  Bleine  in  the

future. The attack had at least one good thing come from it. His bonded was willing to

talk to him now. 

“You  don’t  have  to  bond  with  him,  you  know,”  the  nurse  interrupted  Sarler’s

thoughts. 

“What?” Surely he had misunderstood her. 

She gave him a sly smile. “The prince. You don’t have to bond with him. It isn’t too

late  to  transfer  him  to  another,  maybe  a  woman  who  can  give  him  children.  You’re  a

matcher. I’m sure you could find him a replacement if the thought of having a male mate

is too much for you.” 

He  didn’t  like  her  insinuation.  Give  Bleine  to  someone  else  indeed!  Agitation

coursed  through  Sarler  at  the  nurse’s  words.  “He’s  mine!”  he  snapped.  How  dare  she

consider anyone else touching his prince! 

Stunned at his strong reaction, Sarler raised a hand to cover his mouth in shock. He’d

never yelled at anyone in his life. 

“I  see.”  An  amused  glint  lit  the  nurse’s  eyes.  “I’m  glad  you’re  loyal.  The  prince

deserves to finally have a proper mate.” 

“Were you testing me?” Sarler asked. Why would she pry into his relationship with

the  prince?  Was  she  looking  for  holes  in  their  relationship?  Sarler  jumped  from  mostly

sleepy to fully awake as he examined the nurse. 

“Those of us protecting the Thresls have to protect them against the ones who wish

them harm,” she said mysteriously. “I’ve watched over the Thresls since my mother gave

me the job as a child. If you had planned to harm him, I would’ve killed you and tried to

quickly  find  a  replacement.  Word  around  the  palace  is  there’s  some  doubt  as  to  your

compatibility. We can’t have the prince torn away from his duty to coddle an uncertain

mate. The prince needs someone he can count on.” 

Fear raced through Sarler. It only increased when she leaned closer, her eyes lit with

an  almost  fanatical  light.  The  drugs  had  dulled  Sarler’s  empathic  abilities.  He  couldn’t

sense her emotions. He was essentially blind to what she was feeling. For the first time he

realised how regular people felt. It was as if he were missing a limb. 

It didn’t calm him any when she glanced around to make sure no one was near. Just

as  he  was  contemplating  screaming  for  the  guards,  the  nurse  pulled  a  necklace  from

beneath  her  top.  On  a  thin  gold  chain  dangled  a  gold  claw  pendent.  “We  are  the

Threslan, children of Thresls and their human mates who are born as human. We live to

protect our bonded kin, both human and Thresl. Our numbers were too few during the

Great  Purge  so  we  were  unable  to  save  all  our  brethren,  but  we  are  stronger  now  and

know how to keep an eye out for those who threaten our people.” 

Sarler had heard of the Threslan before. Most of the time Thresl blood overpowered

human  genes,  and  even  those  with  a  minor  amount  of  Thresl  DNA  were  born  in  cat

form.  However,  a  small  minority  were  born  in  their  human  shape  like  regular  babies, 

never  experienced  transition  and  tended  to  only  have  minor  Thresl  traits.  In  other

cultures they would be cast aside as mutants, but the Thresls cherished all children. 

“Who are you?” He didn’t know if he trusted this redheaded woman. Examining her

more closely, he saw her eyes were green with stripes of gold. She definitely had Thresl

blood,  but  he  didn’t  trust  easily,  especially  with  drugs  in  his  system  dulling  his  usual

perception. 

“I’m Dina,” she introduced herself. 

“Sarler.” 

“I know you. Everyone knows you. It’s hard to mate with a prince and not become

instantly famous.” 

Sarler wasn’t sure how he felt about that. He’d always been a private person, almost

aggressively introverted. Dina did have a point, though. He was foolish to have thought

he could stay out of the limelight for long. To be the other half of a Thresl prince was an

intimidating thing, even without including the male lover issue. 

Dina patted Sarler’s leg. “Get some rest and take this.” She gave him a small, square, 

plastic black box on a key chain. 

“It’s an alert necklace. If you ever get into a situation where you think your life is in

danger, smash this box and one of us will come save you.” 

“Thanks.” He accepted the alarm even as he wondered how she could possibly help. 

Dina didn’t look like she could survive a hard breeze, much less come to his rescue. 

“I’m  tougher  than  I  look.”  She  gave  him  a  knowing  smile  as  if  she  could  read  his

mind, patted his leg then walked out of the room. 

Sarler set the keychain on his side table. 

He remembered those good days when he’d only had to worry if the person frozen

in  cryo  suffered  or  not.  Bleine  had  always  drawn  Sarler’s  attention.  The  fact  that  he’d

stepped briefly away to check on another person when Bleine’s cryo chamber had been

smashed  didn’t  make  him  feel  any  better  about  his  mate’s  condition  when  they’d

bonded. Or the fact he’d connected so strongly with Bleine that he’d been incapacitated

by convulsions on the floor when the psycho woman had smashed Bleine’s cryo tank. 

If  they  had  bonded  under  normal  conditions  Sarler  would’ve  been  proud  to  have

been  chosen  as  a  Thresl  mate,  even  a  male  one.  However,  with  Bleine  forced  to  accept

him, Sarler didn’t feel he had the same rights as a proper bondmate chosen with care. 

Sarler  closed  his  eyes,  ready  for  another  nap.  He  wanted  to  be  alert  when  Bleine

came  for  him  in  the  morning.  The  next  thing  he  knew  he  was  waking  to  the  sound  of

someone talking. 

“Sarler…wake  up,  honey,  it’s  time  to  go  home.”  Bleine’s  deep  voice  slithered  into

Sarler’s  dreams.  The  prince’s  warm  energy  wrapped  him  in  a  happy  glow.  Even  half

asleep  he  derived  comfort  from  Bleine’s  presence.  His  battered  body  might  ache  and

twist  in  pain,  but  his  soul  basked  in  sound  of  Bleine’s  rich  baritone.  The  drugs  must’ve

worn off during his sleep because Bleine’s worry telegraphed clearly into Sarler’s head. 

When Sarler didn’t immediately open his eyes, Bleine’s tone turned harder and his

concern turned more frantic. 

“Don’t make me try to find another bondmate. Third time is supposed to be lucky. I

won’t survive a fourth. Besides, Kres said he’d kill me if I made Vohne suffer that way

again,” Bleine said. 

The  prince  sounded  more  amused  than  concerned  about  potential  murder  by  his

brother-in-law.  From  what  he’d  heard  of  Kres,  Bleine  might  be  taking  the  threat  too

lightly. The king-mate was notoriously protective of his Thresl. 

Sarler wanted to see Bleine’s expression. The handsome prince rarely had smiles for

him. Anxiety always filled Bleine’s eyes whenever he saw Sarler. He’d done that to the

sweet  prince—had  undermined  the  confident  man  who’d  worked  so  hard  to  hold  his

people  together  in  his  brother’s  absence.  He’d  hurt  him.  Everyone  he’d  talked  to  had

congratulated Sarler on his bonding with envy in their eyes and lies conveying happiness

on their lips. Sarler could read their disdain for him to have been chosen above all others. 

They each thought they’d make a better choice than him in Bleine’s bed. 

He  still  didn’t  know  why  the  king-mate  had  chosen  Sarler  of  all  the  people  in  the

room  to  bond  with  the  prince  when  Bleine’s  chamber  had  shattered.  But  he  did  know

that he’d never gather enough guts to question Kreslan personally. The king-mate had a

feral  intensity  about  him  stronger  than  any  Thresl  Sarler  had  ever  met.  Frankly,  he

frightened  Sarler  a  little.  He’d  find  it  too  overwhelming  to  question  Kres’  actions  no

matter what they might be. 

“Sarler.  Honey.  Wake  up.”  Bleine’s  impatience  pricked  at  him  like  tiny  needles, 

urging him to open his eyes and face the day. 

“I’m awake. Stop poking at me,” Sarler grumbled. 

“Trust me, mate. If I were poking you we’d both be having a whole lot more fun.” 

Bleine’s dry tone had Sarler’s eyes snapping open. 

“Very funny,” he said, meeting Bleine’s amused gaze. 

Gold  eyes,  like  trapped  sunshine,  glowed  at  him.  He  wondered  if  anyone  had  ever

been burned by a Thresl’s stare. The man’s eyes were hot and intense as if his gaze could

scorch Sarler in all the right ways. 

Despite  the  gentle  manner  Bleine  used  with  him,  Sarler  could  feel  licks  of  desire

lapping at him like fiery tongues. 

“Stop that!” Sarler complained. “I don’t want to leave the ward with an erection.” 

Bleine’s  smile,  slow  and  sweet,  made  his  attraction  all  the  more  dangerous.  How

could he stay upset with a man who smiled with the open joy of a birthday surprise? He

was  glad  Bleine  hoarded  his  smiles  because  Sarler  greedily  didn’t  want  him  to  share

them  with  just  anyone.  Bleine  exuded  happiness  like  the  sun  gave  off  heat,  sunning

Sarler’s soul with warmth. 

“I could always take care of your…ummm…problem,” Bleine purred, his deep voice

going even deeper until Sarler could feel it in his loins. 

“That’s not helping,” Sarler growled in frustration. The image in his head of Bleine

lapping and sucking at his erection only made him harder. 

“I am an excellent helper,” Bleine argued his case. 

“Can  I  get  out  of  here  now?”  Sarler  asked,  unwilling  to  hear  all  the  details  of  how

Bleine  could  help  him  out.  He  knew  without  a  doubt  that  Bleine  would  be  more  than

happy to share his ideas until Sarler came all over the bedding. 

“I brought you some clothes.” 

Sarler hadn’t noticed the brown satchel in Bleine’s hands before. The thought of the

prince  going  to  his  tiny,  messy  quarters  to  get  his  things  made  him  blush.  “I  haven’t

picked up my place in a while,” he admitted, blushing. 

Bleine smiled. “I liked it. It smelt like you.” 

Wow, that definitely didn’t help his morning wood. Only a Thresl would be charmed

with the stench of his mate’s clothes tossed about. Shaking his head, Sarler slid out of bed

and  accepted  the  bag  Bleine  held  out.  Surprisingly  the  prince  had  picked  out  Sarler’s

favourite  outfit  of  blue  denim  and  a  soft  red  shirt  that  kept  him  warm  no  matter  how

cool the room. He wore it often to his job when he worked in the cryo room. 

At his enquiring look, Bleine shrugged. “They smelt like you the most.” 

That made sense. He determinedly didn’t look up at Bleine while he dressed despite

the waves of desire pouring off the Thresl. He didn’t want to see the need in Bleine’s eyes

—not  while  he  was  standing  half-dressed  in  a  hospital  room  and  couldn’t  do  anything

about it. At the last minute he slid the black box into his pocket. 

He wanted to wait and explore their bond when they were alone in Bleine’s room. A

quick glance in the bag revealed toiletries were in there along with his clothing. 

“Aren’t  you  taking  me  home?”  He  didn’t  really  want  to  go  home.  He  just  wanted

Bleine  to  confirm  he  was  going  back  to  his  suite.  He  hoped  to  eventually  take  all  his

things over to Bleine’s place. They needed to be together to build their bond and explore

who  they  were  as  a  couple.  Sarler  wanted  to  be  Bleine’s  friend  as  well  as  his  mate.  He

only hoped it was possible after his mistakes of before. 

He darted a quick glance at Bleine in time to see the prince nod his head. “I’m taking

you to my suite while you heal. We should be together.” 

“All right,” Sarler agreed. He tried to keep his smile to controllable levels. After all, 

he was getting what he wanted and, even better, it was Bleine’s idea. 

“I’d like you to move in with me permanently,” Bleine said in a quiet voice. 

“I’d like that too,” Sarler replied. “I know we started out shaky and I’m sorry if you

thought I pitied you. I didn’t. I’m just…awkward.” He didn’t know how else to put it. He

had minimal social skills and the ones he had were rough. He definitely wasn’t attached

to his small apartment. He’d only lived there a few weeks and hadn’t even personalised

it  yet.  It  certainly  didn’t  feel  like  home,  not  like  Bleine’s  suite  did.  Bleine  had  probably

lived in his lodgings for hundreds of years and had had plenty of time to make them his

own. 

Bleine  nodded,  happiness  pouring  off  him  again.  From  his  studies,  Sarler  knew

Thresls  loved  to  provide  for  their  mates.  By  allowing  Bleine  to  procure  him  a  place  to

live, Sarler had soothed Bleine’s beast’s nature. 

Thresl  mating  was  a  tricky  thing  and  Sarler  was  still  going  through  all  the

documentation he could find on mating rituals. As much as he counselled the Thresls at

the cryo lab, discussing a Thresl bond and living with one turned out to be worlds apart. 

He had a lot more sympathy for those bonded with a difficult match. 

With  Bleine,  at  least  he  had  an  honestly  great  guy,  even  for  a  royal.  No  one  in  the

palace could say Bleine didn’t do his best for his people. The prince had worked himself

to the bone to save the Thresls and hold his brother’s position of power. Many would’ve

taken  the  kingdom  as  their  own,  but  Bleine’s  faith  that  his  brother  would  return  had

never wavered. 

Sarler wondered what it was like to have that much belief in another person. From

stories he’d overheard, Bleine had never faltered, his conviction steadfast over the long

decades. If Sarler could get even half of that devotion pointed towards him, he’d live a

happy life. 

They just had to get over the hurdle of one of them not being a woman. 

Memories  of  some  of  his  recent  dreams  had  Sarler  blushing.  He  definitely  didn’t

have any problem with Bleine being male in those. 

Sarler  moved  slowly  to  put  on  his  shoes,  grateful  when  Bleine  knelt  down  and

helped him. The shards of pain in his chest made him ask, “Are you sure I’m going to be

fine?” 

Sarler knew Bleine wouldn’t lie. Even without his empathic abilities. 

“You’ll  be  fine,”  Bleine  assured  him.  “Give  it  a  few  months  and  you’ll  be  all

completely healed. Of course, if we were properly bonded you would heal quicker.” 

The reproof in Bleine’s voice projected his disappointment. 

Sarler decided to lay it all out on the table. As he told the people he counselled, you

couldn’t work through issues if you swept them under the rug. Taking a deep breath, he

revealed his greatest fear. 

“I didn’t think you’d want to bond with me. You’ve always had women in the past.” 

Beautiful  women.  Sarler  had  seen  pictures  of  the  previous  princesses.  Even  though

Bleine’s  last  mate  Jallryne  had  turned  out  to  be  a  power  hungry  psychopath,  she’d  still

been lovely. 

“What  about  you?”  Bleine  countered,  pinning  Sarler  in  place  with  his  vibrant  gold

eyes. “I was told you preferred the female sex also.” 

Sarler sighed. Now was the time for confession. There could only be truth between

them if they wanted to make their relationship work. “I don’t know what I prefer. I’ve

always  dated  women  in  the  past  because  anything  else  wasn’t  acceptable  on  my  home

world. I’ve never been intimate with anyone before.” 

Bleine’s  mouth  dropped  open.  “You’ve  never  had  sex?”  The  prince’s  astonishment

drifted through Sarler like a spring cloud. 

“I’m an empath,” Sarler reminded him. 

“I know, but you’re not a eunuch,” Bleine exclaimed. Shock showed on his face, as if

he’d  discovered  a  bizarre  creature  had  wandered  into  his  palace  and  he  didn’t  know

what to do with such a strange beast. 

Sarler  sighed.  “I  can  feel  everything  my  lover  feels.  If  she’s  uncomfortable  or

nervous, it doubles my anxiety. It’s hard to have sex with someone when you know what

they feel about your every move.” 

“What about when we slept together?” Bleine asked. “Did you feel anxious?” 

“No,”  Sarler  said  in  surprise  as  he  reflected  on  their  night  in  bed.  Memories  of

warmth, affection and complete contentment filled him. “I enjoyed sleeping with you.” 

“Good.  I  plan  to  hold  you  every  night  in  the  future.  If  you’re  willing.”  Bleine’s

anxiety  trickled  over  to  him  and  he  realised  the  prince  wasn’t  as  confident  as  he

projected. Pleased, Sarler smiled. At least they were both in the same predicament over

their  relationship.  Not  that  Bleine  could  abandon  him  or  anything,  but  bonding  didn’t

necessarily  have  to  be  a  happy  thing.  He’d  met  a  few  Thresls  who’d  had  bonding

remorse. It didn’t happen often but when it did, it was ugly. 

“I’m  willing.  I  want  this  to  work.”  How  many  times  could  he  say  that?  They  both

were spending so much time reassuring the other that they weren’t really listening. 

Bleine stroked a finger down Sarler’s cheek, leaving a searing path of need behind. “I

know I’m not what or who you would’ve chosen for a partner, but I’m here and willing

to  give  you  as  much  time  as  you  need.  We  have  centuries  to  spend  together.  We  don’t

have to figure it all out right away.” 

“Thanks.” Tension eased out of him. The fact that Bleine knew he needed time and

was willing to give it to him eased the worry grinding away in his stomach. 

Bleine patted Sarler’s arm. “Come on, they’ve done what they can for you. Let’s get

you  home  so  you  can  get  some  rest.  You  probably  need  sleep  and  food  more  than

anything else right now.” 

Sarler smiled. “I could eat.” 

He could also enjoy snuggling next to Bleine. He liked the idea of having a home to

return to with a gorgeous prince waiting for him at the end of the day. Of course, Bleine

might not appreciate living with a slob. Sarler made a mental note to focus on becoming

tidier. 

The comfort flowing from the prince seeped into Sarler’s brain, more soothing than a

gallon of sedatives. 

“Ready?” 

Sarler  nodded  then  smiled  when  Bleine  wrapped  an  arm  around  his  waist  to  help

him out of bed. Bleine’s sudden focused attention almost made him want to thank Earl

for the injury. Straightening too quickly caused a spike of pain to rip through him. 

Maybe not. 

“We’ll walk slowly,” Bleine promised. “Do you want me to get you a floater?” 

Another twinge had Sarler nodding. He couldn’t walk all that way. “Sorry.” 

“Why?”  Bleine  asked,  looking  genuinely  puzzled.  “You  were  shot.  There’s  nothing

wrong with asking for help.” 

“Thanks,” Sarler said as Bleine vanished to go get him a floating chair. 

Despite his words, he doubted the prince asked for help very often. Bleine probably

had  self-sufficiency  down  to  an  art  form.  Sarler  wondered  what  he  could  do  to  make

things  easier  for  the  prince.  What  part  could  he  play  in  the  prince’s  life  outside  of  the

bedroom? He’d eventually have to learn to move in political circles and be able to talk to

people in power. He didn’t have any problems talking to Bleine or even the king. They

were  good  rulers  who  cared  about  their  people.  Throwing  himself  into  the  shark  pit  of

the court was a different matter. 

“What  are  you  worrying  about?”  Bleine  asked  as  he  entered  the  room  with  the

floater.  Floaters  were  like  small  sleighs  made  to  adjust  for  people  who  needed  to  get

around  but  couldn’t  walk.  The  old,  the  infirm  and  the  newly  injured  often  used  them

throughout the palace. 

Sarler shook his head. “Nothing. I’m fine.” 

Bleine gave him a knowing look but didn’t insist Sarler shared what he was thinking. 

He’d never been so glad of anything in his life. He wasn’t quite ready to expose all his

insecurities  at  once.  Better  to  let  the  prince  discover  them  a  little  at  a  time.  No  one

wanted to learn their mate was a basket-case right away. 

Careful  of  his  injury,  Sarler  slid  onto  the  chair.  It  dipped  a  second  before  rising  to

accommodate  Sarler’s  weight.  The  padded  chair  proved  to  be  oddly  comfortable  as

whatever the material it was made from inflated to cradle him. 

“Easy now.” Bleine pushed Sarler back when he leaned too far forward. 

“Sorry. I’ve never ridden in one of these before,” Sarler explained. 

“You haven’t done a lot of things, honey,” Bleine said. 

“True.”  Sarler  wasn’t  about  to  object  to  Bleine’s  gentle  teasing  when  the  prince

appeared to be looking forward to educating him. 

Sarler  floated  down  the  hall  using  the  hand  controls  to  follow  Bleine.  Without  the

prince to guide him, he doubted he’d have found his way. He didn’t have the best sense

of direction. 

Bleine  stopped  outside  the  door  of  his  suite.  Sarler  recognised  the  familiar  double

doors and the soldiers standing outside. They’d let him in the night before. 

“Gentlemen, this is my mate Sarler. Sarler, these are Friln and Nelrin. They usually

guard my brother, but I’ve asked them to give you special protection until Earl is found.” 

Sarler frowned. “I’m a soldier, you know. I can protect myself. I just wasn’t expecting

an  attack.”  He  might  not  be  a  military  genius,  but  he’d  been  trained  in  basic  hand-to-

hand combat and weapon usage. Pointing and shooting a man didn’t take a genius level

IQ—he just had to avoid being shot first. 

“I know you can. They are here for my peace of mind,” Bleine said in a soothing tone

that fooled no one. 

Bleine’s anxiety slammed into Sarler like a sledgehammer. He knew without asking

that the prince wouldn’t be able to rest if Sarler didn’t have at least this pair of guards

watching over him. Biting back the scathing retort begging to trip off his tongue, Sarler

nodded his acceptance. “Thank you,” he said to the guards. 

Bleine smiled at the pair before leading Sarler inside. 

“Let’s  get  you  comfortable  in  bed.  I’ll  feed  you  and  then  let  you  get  some  rest,” 

Bleine said. 

“I bet you say that to all the guys,” Sarler teased. 

“I assure you I’ve never said that to another man before,” Bleine replied. 

Sarler smiled in relief. “I keep forgetting this is as new for you as it is for me.” 

That shouldn’t have made him feel as good as it did, but he liked the idea they were

experiencing  something  new  together.  Despite  Bleine’s  long  life,  there  were  still  things

he hadn’t done before. Sarler liked being Bleine’s first in at least one way. With a much

older  mate,  Sarler  knew  Bleine  had  done  tons  of  things  he’d  never  even  contemplated. 

That  he  hadn’t  been  intimate  with  a  man  before  made  their  relationship  special  in  its

own way. 

“You can feel my emotions. You know I want you here,” Bleine insisted. 

Sarler mentally reached out to scan Bleine’s mind. Worry, a touch of anxiety and the

warm glow of affection wrapped around Sarler like sunshine. 

“I know.” Sarler gripped Bleine’s shoulder in a reassuring hold. “I can feel your bond

with me. We can do this together.” 

He  almost  choked  on  the  words,  but  he  knew  they  were  the  right  ones  to  say.  He

wouldn’t  leave  Bleine  worrying  that  Sarler  was  going  to  try  to  trick  him  or  leave  him. 

Bleine had enough stress without his mate playing games. 

Relief rushed from Bleine, so thick it almost choked Sarler. “Easy, mate,” Sarler said

through the fog of emotions. His shields that he’d built back up after the surgery began

to weaken beneath Bleine’s strong feelings. Over time Sarler knew he’d no longer have

walls  keeping  Bleine  out.  They  would  co-exist  as  two  harmonious  parts  of  one  person. 

For  now—while  still  recovering—he  planned  to  take  it  slow.  He  wondered  if  Bleine

would agree. 

“Let’s get you healed first then we can work on us,” Bleine said as if reading Sarler’s

mind. 

Sarler  laughed  then  winced  at  the  motion.  “You  sound  like  a  counsellor.  Are  you

trying to take my job?” 

“I’m nervous,” Bleine admitted. 

“Stressing won’t help matters,” Sarler said. “We’re both interested in our bond. We

have a lifetime to work out the kinks.” 

Bleine  cupped  Sarler’s  face  between  his  palms.  “Nothing  is  more  important  to  me

than us. Now get into bed, I’ll order you some food then I want you to get some sleep. I

have boring meetings to attend and a monarchy to stabilise.” 

“Ahh, the glamorous life of a prince,” Sarler said. 

“Yep.  I  can  barely  stand  under  all  the  glitter  and  gold.”  Bleine  kissed  Sarler,  a  hot, 

hard embrace that left both of them panting. 

Sarler’s heart pounded against his chest. “I-I’m going to get into bed and rest.” 

“The video feed is behind that wall and you’ll find the remote in the side table.” 

“I’ll be fine.” Sarler waved Bleine away. 

Bleine kissed Sarler. When they finally parted, Sarler’s body ached with need and his

mouth tingled from the press of their lips. 

Sarler licked his lips trying to capture the sensation again. Kissing Bleine went to his

head more than the most potent wine. 

“You taste amazing.” A purr rolled up from Bleine’s throat. 

Sarler’s  cock  hardened  even  further  as  if  conditioned  to  that  sound.  If  Bleine  made

that noise while fucking him, Sarler knew he wouldn’t last long. The thought of having

sex with Bleine excited him. He needed Bleine’s big body pinning him to the bed and the

prince’s  soft  lips  brushing  across  his  skin.  The  contrast  of  firm  and  gentle  that  only  the

prince could give him. 

 Damn. 

“I’ll see you later. Take it easy.” Bleine kissed Sarler on the top of the head as if he

knew a trap waited for him with Sarler’s lips. 

Sarler tried not to pout as he grabbed the remote to find something to watch. 




Chapter Four

Bleine headed for his brother’s office, secure in the knowledge that his mate was well

watched  over.  He  found  Vohne  at  his  desk  and  Vohne’s  mate  Kreslan  lounging  on  the

couch watching him. 

“Hello, brother,” Vohne greeted him. “How’s Sarler?” 

“He’s healing. It will take a while, but the medics are anticipating a full recovery.” 

“Did you tuck him at your place?” Vohne’s inquiring expression had Bleine revealing

more. His brother always knew how to get Bleine to confess everything with little effort. 

“I’m  optimistic  about  our  relationship  now.  He  says  he’s  willing  to  give  us  a  try.” 

Bleine couldn’t stop the smile stretching his lips. Just saying the words gave him a warm

glow. If Sarler hadn’t been injured, Bleine would’ve wanted to test that new resolve this

morning. Instead he’d left his sexy man all alone in his bed. 

“Good.  I’ve  got  some  news  for  you.  I  received  a  report  that  Earl  was  spotted  just

outside the city by the old ruins. I think he’s trying to hide out until this all blows over

and maybe try to either escape off planet or attack again. He doesn’t strike me as the type

to give up, so I’m guessing he’s going to try to get at Sarler. I think we need to hunt him

down  and  arrest  him.  We  need  to  send  a  message  that  it’s  not  all  right  to  attack  any

member of the royal family.” 

The grim set of Vohne’s mouth told Bleine his brother had more than one reason for

his  statement,  but  a  glance  over  at  Kres,  who  shook  his  head  warningly,  had  Bleine

keeping silent. 

As  Vohne  rifled  around  in  his  desk  looking  for  something,  Bleine  examined  his

brother.  It  always  jolted  him,  the  little  differences  that  took  place  during  each

transformation.  It  had  taken  Bleine  a  few  days  to  get  used  to  his  brother’s  new  name. 

Kres,  however,  was  the  real  surprise.  The  king-mate  had  always  been  a  gentler  soul

before.  This  new  Kres  with  his  weapon  proficiency  and  pragmatic  approach  to  things

threw him a bit. In previous lives, Kres had been a painter, or a poet. Once he’d become a

horse trainer. Never had he returned as a soldier before. 

This version of his brother-in-law had dangerous edges Bleine doubted any amount

of time would ever smooth away. Kres gave him a friendly wave from where he lay on

the couch but continued to casually twirl a knife in his hand. 

“Any  new  information  on  your  overthrow?”  Bleine  asked  cheerfully.  He  had  a

difficult time brooding when his mate lay tucked into his bed. 

Vohne  shook  his  head  at  Bleine’s  levity.  “I’m  not  any  closer  to  figuring  out  who

helped keep me from connecting with Kres for the last century.” 

“Besides the psycho who woke you from cryo,” Kres tossed in. 

Bleine sat in the chair across from Vohne’s desk. “Who are our suspects?” 

“We  don’t  really  have  any…or  rather,  we  have  too  many.  Most  of  the  people  who

participated in the Great Purge are candidates, those who resent being bound to humans, 

humans who resent being bound to Thresls… Many people might want the monarchy, to

either take the spot themselves or to establish a new leadership,” Vohne said, frustration

evident on his face. 

“What are we going to do? If you want to fight to keep the monarchy, the majority of

people  are  on  your  side.”  Bleine  couldn’t  even  imagine  his  brother’s  despair  over

returning to a world that had moved on in his absence. A world that didn’t welcome its

king as joyfully as it had in the past. 

“To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  don’t  care  about  being  king,”  Vohne  confessed.  “I’ve  been

the ruler for centuries. If others want to try a hand at the job, I’m more than willing to let

them, as long as they have the best interests of the Thresl in mind.” 

“How would we know, though?” Bleine asked. “When pressure came to do the right

thing,  most  of  them  failed  us.  They  either  hid  with  their  mates  or  they  joined  the

dissenters. Few stayed and fought beside me.” 

Bleine  still  had  nightmares  of  the  carnage  around  him,  of  the  dead  humans

collapsing and bringing on the death of their Thresls. Bleine had rushed from couple to

couple, hoping to save people in time. Some he’d been able to give shots to and put in

cryo before they had a complete breakdown, but they’d lost so many…thousands they’d

been unable to save. 

Vohne leaned his head against the back of his chair. “I just want to spend time with

my mate.” 

Exhaustion  was  evident  in  Vohne’s  voice  even  as  he  smiled  over  at  Kres.  The

affection  in  his  eyes  when  he  watched  his  mate  gave  Bleine  hope  for  his  own

relationship.  Vohne  had  ever  been  a  difficult  man.  A  man  of  strong  passions,  stubborn, 

short-tempered  and  obsessively  protective  of  his  mate.  Kres’  previous  incarnations  had

balanced  Vohne  with  a  softer,  gentler  demeanour.  Now  it  appeared  they’d  switched

places and Vohne was the less aggressive half of the royal pair. 

Bleine kind of liked this new version. 

If  they  were  truly  in  their  final  resurrection,  there  would  be  another  war  coming. 

The prophecy clearly stated they were the harbinger of the final battle for the future of

Thresl kind. 

“I need to do more research,” Bleine said. He’d always been the scholarly one of the

family.  Assassins  had  killed  their  parents  when  they  were  young,  leaving  the  two

brothers  to  fend  for  themselves.  Over  time  they’d  established  a  rhythm  between  them. 

Bleine studied law and history, and Vohne handled military strategy and politics. 

“Would you like to be king?” Kres asked him, his tone calm and easy. 

Bleine  relaxed.  His  brother-in-law  wasn’t  accusing  him  of  being  power-hungry—

Kres was only being curious. 

“Not  particularly.  I  was  king  in  all  but  name  for  a  hundred  years.  I  was  happy  to

hand it back over to Vohne.” 

“Too bad,” Vohne mused. “At least we know you’d have the planet’s best interests at

heart.” 

“What about the other families? There’s an entire royal hierarchy, isn’t there? I know

I met a bunch of them when I arrived.” Kres lifted an eyebrow at his mate. 

Bleine laughed. Kres’ disdain for royalty was only muted for Vohne and Bleine. He

held  the  rest  of  the  ruling  class  in  more  than  a  little  dislike.  At  least  one  of  them, 

probably  more,  had  plotted  to  prevent  Vohne’s  return  home.  Kres  tended  to  blame  the

entire  group  for  not  stepping  in  and  doing  something  to  protect  their  king.  From  what

Bleine could tell, Kres didn’t have a forgiving soul when it came to people messing with

his mate. 

Now they still had to plan a wedding ceremony and figure out how to thwart their

enemies. 

“We  should  plan  your  wedding.  We’ve  put  it  off  long  enough  with  all  the  other

problems that arose,” Bleine announced. 

“Ow…fuck.” Kres held up his bleeding finger. “You could warn a guy.” 

Vohne laughed. He pulled a bandage out of his drawer and handed it to Kres. 

“Kres,  could  you  do  me  a  favour  and  drop  in  on  Sarler?”  Bleine  asked.  “He’s

recovering in my suite.” 

“Sure.” Kres wrapped his finger and gave it an annoyed scowl as if the injury was a

personal affront. 

“Could you do it now?” Vohne prompted. 

“Darling, if you want to talk to your brother alone you only had to ask. Subtle you

are not.” Kres stood up and walked over to kiss Vohne’s forehead. Shaking his head, Kres

left the room. 

“Thanks, Kres!” Bleine yelled after him. 

Vohne eyed Bleine with interest. “Why do you want Kres to check on your man?” 

“I figure if Sarler has at least one friend he’ll be happier,” Bleine replied. 

“How do you know he doesn’t have friends? Not to mention, are you certain Kres is

the best choice? I adore my mate but he can be…abrasive,” Vohne said even as his eyes

flickered back to the door as if he could catch one more glimpse of his beloved. 

“Sarler moved here only a few months ago. He didn’t have time to meet very many

people,” Bleine explained. 

“And now with his quick bonding with you and the attack, his chances for friendship

haven’t  improved  much,”  Vohne  concluded.  “Poor  guy.  Well,  Kres  will  make  him  feel

safe at least, and they have something in common—neither of them wanted to mate with

a Thresl.” 

Bleine gave a bitter laugh. “At least yours is fated. I seem to just stumble along and

bond with the wrong people.” 

Vohne shook his head. “I have a good feeling about this one. Sarler is a good guy. I

think it’ll work out in the end.” 

“First we need to catch Earl. He can’t be allowed to run free. I’m going to head out

there and see if I can track him down. Maybe if Sarler feels more secure, he’ll bond with

me  easier.”  Bleine  didn’t  need  to  convey  to  his  brother  how  badly  he  wanted  this  to

work. Vohne understood the need to please a mate. 

“Take  some  guards  with  you.  I  don’t  know  how  dangerous  the  old  ruins  might  be. 

Have you explored them recently?” Vohne asked. 

Bleine  had  to  think  it  over.  Strangely  enough,  despite  enjoying  archaeology,  he’d

never  given  the  ruins  much  thought,  except  as  a  place  to  clear  out  the  thieves  and

vagrants that tended to live in their shadows. The remains were mostly underground, but

some of the outer walls still stood. 

“Not  really.  Which  is  strange  when  you  think  about  it.  I  mean,  it’s  been  there  for

centuries and even as children we didn’t go explore.” 

The more he thought about it, the stranger it was, as if they’d overlooked a piece of

their heritage for no better reason than they hadn’t thought about it. 

“You know the locals think it’s haunted,” Vohne reminded him. “Maybe you’re just

afraid of the ghost.” Vohne made spooky noises. 

Bleine rolled his eyes. “Next you’re going to dare me to explore the treacherous ruins

where I’ll probably break an ankle and have to be laid up in bed myself, if I don’t break

my neck. And what about you, big, bad king? Why haven’t you explored?” 

Vohne  shrugged.  “Time.  It  went  down  to  the  bottom  of  my  list.  Like  you  said,  for

some reason I’d never thought of it before.” 

“Do you think it’s spelled?” For two curious Thresls to pretty much avoid a place that

might have relics of their past was unheard of, and now that Bleine was thinking about it, 

he  was  certain  there  had  to  be  another  reason  they  had  overlooked  an  entire  burned

down palace. 

“I’m almost sure of it now. Which makes me wonder—if Earl is hiding there perhaps

the spell is starting to fade. I want you to check out both the possible presence of Sarler’s

attacker,  and  the  palace  itself  if  you  get  the  chance.  Don’t  go  anywhere  you  might  get

hurt. Whether it’s spelled or not, it’s still a crumbling structure.” 

Bleine nodded. “I’ll be careful.” 

“Good and take some guards with you. That way you can trap Earl between you. I

know you want to take revenge for your mate, but be practical.” 

“I will.” Bleine’s first urge was to hunt down Earl and rip out his heart, but Vohne

had a good point. If the man got away because Bleine didn’t bring anyone to cut him off

he’d never forgive himself. “I’ll take a few weapons with me too.” 

“Good.” 

“When  are  you  holding  your  mating  celebration?  Kres  still  seemed  averse  to  the

idea.” 

Vohne  smiled.  “Next  month.  The  real  question  is  if  I  should  tell  my  sweet  Kreslan

before the event or at it.” 

“You know he’s good with a knife,” Bleine warned. 

“Yes. I like the danger.” Vohne laughed. 

Bleine shook his head. “I’m glad my mate has a less maniacal personality.” 

“I prefer to call it assertive,” Vohne countered. 

“You can call it what you want, but I don’t want to be on your mate’s bad side. By

the  way,  I  wanted  to  tell  you  I’m  concerned  about  the  prophecy.  I  need  to  find  the

original text.” 

Vohne frowned. “What are you talking about?” 

“I’m  working  off  a  translation.  The  more  I  study  it,  the  more  I’m  convinced  the

wording  isn’t  right.  I  think  somewhere  along  the  way  someone  misread  the  original.  I

need to find it to determine for myself.” 

“Where do you think it is if it isn’t in the main library?” Vohne asked. 

Bleine shrugged, frustration rushing through him. “I’m hoping it didn’t burn down

with the original palace.” 

Vohne frowned. “That would be a shame. Maybe while you’re exploring you can try

to see if anything survived.” 

His brother didn’t need to convey how weird it was that no one had ever thought to

check  before.  Definitely  magic  at  work  here.  The  only  question  was  whether  the  spell

was  failing,  and  if  so,  what  would  it  reveal  when  it  finally  broke.  A  spell  lasting  for

centuries must’ve had some powerful magic behind it. 

“I’ll take a look around. You never know what might have survived. The manuscripts

I have are very vague and use old text. Our great-grandmother wrote the original and the

earliest  translation  was  two  hundred  years  later.  According  to  the  priest’s  words,  the

solution to all of our problems ‘lies in the heart of the Thresl’.” 

“That’s nice and vague,” Vohne said dryly. 

“Isn’t it though?” Bleine asked. The more time he wasted, the higher the chance that

Earl would escape. “I’ll stop by the armoury then head out. I’m only going to take four

guards with me. If I take a huge group he’ll hear us coming before we even get close to

him.” 

“Sounds good. Keep me posted and take a communicator with you.” 

“Will do.” Bleine stood and gave his brother a short bow that had Vohne rolling his

eyes.  “Why  don’t  you  spend  the  day  planning  your  wedding?  I  can’t  wait  to  see  what

colours you use. Kres strikes me as a flower kind of guy. Make sure you use lots of them.” 

Laughing  at  the  images  building  in  his  head,  Bleine  left  his  brother’s  office  and

headed off to get some weapons. He avoided going back to his own suite. He didn’t want

Sarler asking questions if he was awake or to wake him if he was asleep. He’d talk to his

mate later. For the first time since they’d bonded, Bleine had a positive feeling when he

thought about their relationship. 




Chapter Five

Bleine shouldered his pack as he passed the last building that stood between him and

the ruins. 

“How do you want us, your highness?” 

Turning, Bleine regarded the four men who had agreed to accompany him. “Two of

you go east, two go west. I’m going to check out the centre section.” 

One soldier, Dravis, shifted nervously on his feet before speaking in a low, hesitant

tone. “Shouldn’t someone go with you, sir? I don’t mean to be disrespectful, but if Earl

sneaks up behind…” He trailed off at Bleine’s expression. 

“Dravis, I’ll be fine.” He didn’t think it was worth mentioning that no one had got

the  drop  on  him  in  the  last  two  hundred  years—the  young  man  already  looked

embarrassed with having brought up the issue. “I’ll call if I see him, before I take chase.” 

Maybe that would soothe the soldier’s conscience. 

Dravis looked ridiculously relieved. “Sounds great, Prince Bleine.” 

The other three soldiers exchanged various expression of disbelief at the gall of the

younger soldier. Bleine shook his head at them. He thought it was sweet that the young

man was worried enough to speak up. 

With a wave of his hand he indicated that the soldiers should spread out as assigned. 

Not  bothering  to  wait  to  see  if  they  obeyed,  Bleine  marched  to  the  centre  of  the  ruins. 

Torn bits of tape flapped in the breeze where officials had tried to cordon off the unsafe

regions. Why they had bothered Bleine didn’t know. If anyone was here they knew the

condition of the structure. Occasionally they had squatters who tried to set up house in

the upper portions of the old castle, but they never stayed for long. Rumours abounded

over this part of the city being haunted

The  pull  to  return  to  Sarler’s  side  burrowed  into  Bleine  like  a  dull  ache,  but  he

refused to give in to the compulsion. Sarler needed his rest, not to have Bleine drooling

over him like a puppy in heat. 

Missing  his  mate,  Bleine  continued  his  path  towards  the  castle  proper.  He  had  just

passed the first fallen wall when rubble began to shift beneath his feet. 

“Damn.”  If  he  fell  and  snapped  his  fool  neck  he  wouldn’t  have  to  worry  about

whether Sarler would ever warm up to him. He’d be too dead to be concerned. 

Focusing on where he put his feet, he blocked all thoughts of his mate from his mind. 

He wasn’t trying to be childish, but he really needed to focus on where he was walking. 

A shadowy corner caught his eyes. The remains of a staircase could be seen through the

doorway. 

Could Earl have gone down the stairs to escape the soldiers chasing him? He might

still be there, laughing, thinking everyone was too timid to pursue him. 

Bleine’s  heart  beat  rapidly,  excitement  racing  through  his  body.  This  could  be  the

way downstairs. He wondered how much of the original structure still remained below. 

A  wise  man  would  at  least  call  one  of  the  soldiers  to  go  with  him  in  case  part  of  the

building collapsed on him. 

He reached for his communicator. 

No connection. 

The building must be blocking his ability to communicate with the others. He’d just

peek inside and see if he could see any signs of anyone passing through. Surely a fast look

couldn’t do any harm. 

Bleine paused in the doorway. Like all Thresls, he had excellent night vision and he

could make out dim shapes but not much detail. 

“Good thing I brought my light,” he murmured softly. 

He  pulled  the  small  portable  light  from  his  pocket  and  flashed  it  into  the  dark

corners. 

 Success! 

He could see stone steps leading down. Glad he’d brought extra illumination, Bleine

headed towards the stairway. He could see bits of a metal railing that had mostly fallen, 

collapsed or broken from corrosion. A clear footprint left a mark in the crushed stone. 

 Yes!  Earl  must’ve  passed  by  here.  It  could’ve  been  someone  else,  but  the  print

appeared fresh. 

The  smell  of  dust  in  the  air  and  a  strong  musty  overtone,  made  Bleine  sneeze.  He

froze  and  listened  carefully  for  sounds  of  inhabitants,  absently  touching  the  knife  he’d

strapped to his thigh. He relaxed when no sounds indicated anyone else was nearby. 

If Earl was here, he had travelled much farther down. With his light in his right hand

and  his  knife  handle  gripped  in  his  left,  Bleine  took  careful  steps  down  the  crumbling

stairs.  After  traversing  each  stair,  he  thoroughly  examined  the  one  below.  Despite  the

lack of a railing and the cracks and crumbles of stone, they appeared relatively stable. 

Bleine  didn’t  let  looks  fool  him.  There  was  probably  more  than  one  set  of  bones  at

the bottom from people who’d had a similar theory. However, the footprints continued

and so did Blaine. Vohne was going to kill Bleine for not calling for help, but the need to

hunt down the man who’d shot his mate had his inner beast roaring for blood. 

Halfway  down,  the  stairs  disappeared.  A  gap  of  at  least  six  feet  existed  between

where Bleine stood and the other side of the staircase. Flashing his light across the gap he

saw nothing but crumbled stone far below. 

“Crap,”  Bleine  growled.  His  voice  echoed  off  the  walls.  He  eyed  the  distance.  He

could probably jump that, but if he didn’t make it, the landing could be horribly ugly. 

The chances of him missing that distance were slim and if he were hurt, his brother

or maybe even Sarler would be able sense his distress. 

He  turned  off  his  light  and  tucked  it  in  his  pocket  before  taking  a  few  steps  back. 

With  his  stomach  fluttering  like  it  planned  to  grow  wings,  Bleine  ran  to  the  ledge.  He

pushed off with his right leg as he flung himself across the wide chasm. 

The  tip  of  his  right  shoe  caught  the  opposite  ledge.  Digging  in,  Bleine  used  his

momentum to tumble safely to the other side. 

“Ooof.”  The  wind  rushed  out  of  his  lungs  as  Bleine  landed  on  his  stomach.  Gravel

scraped his chin and rattled his teeth as his face hit the rough surface of crumbling rock. 

“Ouch.”  Taking  mental  stock  of  his  body,  Bleine  slowly  climbed  to  his  feet.  The

sound  of  shattered  glass  in  his  pocket  had  him  carefully  reaching  inside  to  pull  out  his

smashed light. 

“Damn.” Luckily, most of the glass had stayed inside the frame. Unfortunately, the

bulb had broken. Bleine set the light on the ground. He’d come back and throw it away

later. 

The slow trail of blood dripping down his neck annoyed him, but he doubted it was

life  threatening  and  decided  to  ignore  it.  Poking  at  the  wound  wouldn’t  heal  it  and  it

would stop on its own soon enough. 

Keeping  his  fingers  on  the  wall  to  his  left  to  guide  him,  Bleine  carefully  continued

his downward path. A small bit of sunlight shone through a hole up above, helping his

vision. What he saw wasn’t inspiring. 

“I hope that bastard is down here after all, or that at least I find the library.” 

If looters had found the library then they had probably destroyed the contents, either

by burning the books for heat or vandalising the room. Bleine still couldn’t believe it had

been  completely  abandoned  without  anyone  coming  down  to  check  for  valuables.  Of

course, Bleine didn’t know how he was going to get back up to the surface either. 

Finally,  after  several  missteps,  he  reached  the  main  floor.  Mountains  of  rubble

surrounded him and a few hints of clothing caught beneath the stones told him not all

the stairs had fallen without consequences. 

Bleine  wondered  if  he’d  have  to  call  for  help  to  get  out  of  there.  Hopefully,  there

would  be  a  back  way  he  could  creep  through,  maybe  an  old  tunnel  that  had  been

overlooked. 

Standing  in  the  middle  of  a  cavernous  room,  Bleine  wondered  where  to  start.  He

couldn’t see any more footprints. A few steps later revealed why. Earl lay on his back at

the bottom of the stairs. He obviously hadn’t made the jump. His neck tilted at an odd

angle and his sightless eyes showed Bleine that Earl’s soul no longer resided there. 

While  part  of  Bleine  was  pleased  at  Earl’s  death,  his  animal  side  hated  the  lack  of

closure. He had wanted to be the one who took care of Earl’s demise, to bring the body of

his kill to his mate. 

Bleine  shook  his  head  clear  of  that  disturbing  image.  He’d  never  had  as  strong  a

protective  streak  with  any  of  his  other  mates,  but  the  thought  of  Sarler  being  injured

again  made  him  want  to  wrap  Sarler  in  a  protective  bubble  and  surround  him  with

guards. The fact that Sarler wouldn’t appreciate that made the idea even more appealing. 

He  liked  to  ruffle  Sarler’s  feathers  and  see  the  cute,  disgruntled  look  he  received  in

return. 

“Well,  one  problem  down.  Let’s  see  if  we  can  find  the  library,”  Bleine  muttered  to

himself. 

The  silence  in  the  shattered  building  had  an  oppressive  feel,  as  if  unknown  forces

were listening to him babble and were waiting for just the right moment to cut into the

conversation. 

If the same architects who had built the current palace had had a hand in designing

the original then maybe he’d have a chance at finding the remains of the library. 

A torch on the wall caught his eye. Bleine slid it out of the metal holder mounted to

the  crumbling  stone.  A  flame  sigil  carved  on  the  side  of  the  torch  base  sent  a  wave  of

relief through Bleine. He wouldn’t have to hunt down a lighter. 

Bleine brushed his thumb across the symbol of fire. “Light,” he intoned. 

The top of the torch burst into flame. 

“At  least  something  still  works  around  here,”  Bleine  muttered.  Hopefully  there

weren’t any gases escaping. Right now his biggest concern was tripping and breaking an

ankle on the rocks. Lifting the torch to get a better view, Bleine spotted two openings up

ahead. Both had some rubble blocking the way but appeared passable. 

“I hope this castle is smaller than ours,” Bleine whispered. He didn’t want to have to

come  back  over  and  over  again,  heedlessly  searching  for  a  lost  room  that  had  probably

disappeared or succumbed to demolition centuries ago. If it turned out to be a multiple

trip project, he would bring soldiers next time to build a bridge across the broken stairs. 

No way would he chance that jump over and over again, especially if he wanted to haul

things out. 

Bleine glanced down each hallway but couldn’t see much from where he stood. One

side didn’t appear any more tempting than the other in his limited torchlight. 

“I  guess  I’ll  go  left.”  The  sound  of  his  own  voice  in  the  hushed  darkness  reassured

him  some.  If  there  were  any  people  living  down  here,  they  were  quieter  than  mice.  In

fact,  now  that  he  thought  about  it,  he  hadn’t  run  across  any  vermin  or  animals  of  any

kind.  Strange.  He’d  have  thought  the  little  creatures  would’ve  taken  advantage  of  the

ruins. 

The air, stale and musty, made Bleine sneeze. Nothing moved, rustled or startled at

the sound, just more silence. 

“Yeah, this isn’t creepy,” Bleine said dryly. 

As he walked down the hall, the first door he peeked inside had nothing but a heavy

coating of dirt and a caved in ceiling. Broken stone, shattered wood and burnt remains of

the fire that destroyed the palace continued to meet Bleine’s gaze as he went from room

to room. He had almost given up when he reached a side corridor that revealed another

staircase heading down. 

He  wondered  how  deep  the  castle  went  into  the  earth.  They  had  been  unable  to

discover any blueprints of the original palace. No one currently alive had ever set foot in

the structure. The inhabitants from before had either died in the original palace fire or in

the Great Purge. 

The lack of knowledge in a culture where history was revered struck a strange chord

with  Bleine.  He  didn’t  understand  how  such  a  large  portion  of  their  past  had  literally

been erased, first with fire, then with ignorance. 

Clutching the torch tightly in his fist, Bleine traversed the narrow staircase. This one, 

built of wood, had miraculously survived both rot and flame. 

The floor below had none of the debris of the upper levels. No rubble, no soot and, 

oddly  enough,  barely  any  specks  of  dust  coated  the  ground.  It  almost  appeared  as  if

someone was maintaining this area. 

Nerves on edge, Bleine touched the handle of his knife for reassurance. It wouldn’t

protect him against a large threat but could be the difference between getting away from

whatever  might  be  living  down  here  and  not  surviving  at  all.  He’d  anticipated

confronting  Earl  on  his  own,  but  this  was  an  entirely  different  situation.  He  could  take

one man but not countless enemies. 

A  half  a  dozen  closed  doors  were  in  his  immediate  circle  of  light.  He  sensed  the

corridor went deeper into the belly of the palace. These must’ve been used as storage or

prison holds, he couldn’t tell which. 

The first door hung off its hinges as if a large animal had ripped it apart. Claw marks, 

much larger than any Thresl paw Bleine had ever seen, crossed the front of the door like

a  warning.  Bleine  hoped  a  beast  with  a  claw  print  that  large  didn’t  still  lurk  the  halls. 

Bleine’s knife would be a mere pinprick against such a creature. 

He hesitated but for only a moment. He might not be as bold as his brother, but he

had  determination  on  his  side.  He  needed  to  find  those  books.  They  might  help  guide

Vohne  towards  the  best  future  for  their  people.  Their  great-grandmother  Elisa,  human

bondmate  to  their  great-grandfather,  had  seen  many  things  with  her  powers  and  had

taken  copious  notes.  Most  of  her  journals  had  been  lost  through  the  years.  Bleine

suspected  they  had  been  left  in  the  library.  Why  their  father  wouldn’t  have  gone  to

retrieve them but had saved the translations Bleine didn’t know, and since Father wasn’t

there to ask, they would have to find their own answers. 

Stepping  into  the  room,  Bleine  lifted  the  torch  high  to  look  around.  A  large  bed

squatted in the middle of the room. Something dark covered the surface. Curiosity had

Bleine stepping closer. 

A thick layer of black fur coated the comforter. 

“What in the gods did this?” 

Surely nothing lived down here. A low growl had Bleine spinning around. He pulled

out his knife and crouched, ready for an attack. 

Nothing. 

Sweeping his torch left and right, he searched for any occupant. 

Still nothing. 

While  still  keeping  an  eye  out  for  danger,  Bleine  peeked  into  the  closet.  The

wardrobe  was  empty.  Bleine  checked  around  the  room,  but  there  weren’t  any  other

doors,  probably  because  the  palace  had  had  no  private  baths  in  that  era.  Instead,  there

had been large pools for bathing and outhouses that had vanished long ago. 

Bleine stepped back outside the room. Looking both ways down the hall, he didn’t

see anything to match the noise he’d heard. 

“Hello,”  he  called  out.  Feeling  like  an  idiot  who  was  jumping  at  shadows,  Bleine

headed for the next room. Of course, if there was anyone else there he might as well have

placed a big sign stating ‘come get me’ on his chest. 

Another growl, this one louder. 

There. He’d definitely heard something. 

Bleine spun around. “Oh, fuck.” 

He almost dropped the torch as the biggest Thresl he’d ever seen soundlessly crept

forward.  No  doubt  lived  in  his  mind  that  this  beast  had  been  responsible  for  the

scratched door he’d seen. 

“Hey, buddy.” Bleine tried to use his most soothing voice as he wondered where this

Thresl had come from. Did it have any sense of awareness or was it completely a beast? 

He’d  heard  of  some  Thresls  becoming  feral  if  they  didn’t  find  their  mate.  His  heart

almost forgot to beat at the thought of having to combat this monster on his own. He’d

never mock Vohne for his protectiveness again. He was a foolish, foolish, prince to have

come down here alone. 

The  menacing  noise  emitting  from  the  creature  had  Bleine  stepping  back  in  slow, 

careful motions, making sure not to do anything quickly that might startle the animal. 

“Easy, fellow. I mean you no harm.” 

 “You trapped me here.” 

The voice in his mind was deep and full of power. The words echoed in his head. 

“What?  I  didn’t  trap  you  here.  I  just  came  to  find  the  library  and  search  for

someone.” Bleine wondered if the creature had gone mad confined down below. Maybe

it  had  fallen  down  the  stairs  and  couldn’t  find  a  way  back  up.  Bleine  didn’t  remember

hearing  of  any  missing  Thresls,  but  it  might  not  have  necessarily  been  brought  to  his

attention. 

The Thresl stepped closer, sniffing the air as if trying to catch Bleine’s scent. Bleine

froze  in  place.  He  might  have  Thresl  blood,  but  he’d  never  seen  one  this  large.  Even

Vohne  hadn’t  come  to  Bleine’s  shoulder  in  Thresl  form  the  few  times  he’d  seen  his

brother before his change. 

 “Broken.” 

The word filtered into Bleine’s mind. 

“You’re  broken?”  Bleine  scanned  the  Thresl  but  didn’t  see  anything  wrong  with  it, 

despite its frightening size. The beast continued to stare at Bleine until he realised what

the creature meant. “I’m not broken,” Bleine protested. If anything, Earl was broken. 

 “You have lost your beast,”  the large cat proclaimed. 

“I haven’t lost it. I transformed. Everyone loses their cat when they become human,” 

Bleine snapped. He could still feel his animal self beneath the surface. Sometimes it was

downright maddening. 

 “I can give it back to you,”  the Thresl promised. 

“That is impossible.” If there had been a way to do that, someone would’ve shared it

years ago. 

 “You are not like the others. You can be taught…if I don’t kill you first.”  The Thresl sat on

its haunches and licked its paw. It watched Bleine with its cold amber eyes. 

“I’d  prefer  if  you  didn’t,”  Bleine  said.  He  was  pleased  that  his  voice  sounded  calm

even though his nerves were jittery. His weapons wouldn’t do much against such a large

beast. It would be like trying to take down a spaceship with a dart gun. 

 “We’ll see.” 

The cat didn’t seem in a hurry to end his life, so Bleine tried to stay casual even as

sweat pooled at the base of his spine. The Thresl could probably smell the stench of his

fear but there wasn’t a whole lot he could do about that. 

Bleine didn’t make any sudden movements, unsure what to do next. Surely if there

were  a  library,  this  inhabitant  would  know  its  location.  But  he  didn’t  want  to  move

forward and startle the beast while it was contemplating whether to kill him or not. 

 “Come with me,” the Thresl commanded. 

Bleine bit back his objection. After all, this wasn’t his home. His family might have

owned it centuries back, but it plainly had been this creature’s residence for a while. 

He  followed  the  Thresl’s  path  down  the  hall,  wondering  if  the  beast’s  eyes  had

adapted after living so long in the dark. Even Bleine’s Thresl vision couldn’t make sense

out of the complete blackness surrounding them. His torchlight didn’t extend more than

a few feet ahead of him. 

After  walking  for  several  minutes,  the  Thresl  stopped  in  front  of  a  pair  of  double

doors. With a quick glance at Bleine, he went to his hind legs and pushed the doors open

with its paws. Bleine quickly followed the Thresl. 

Holding  the  torch  higher,  Bleine  gasped  as  he  took  in  the  walls  of  books  covering

every vertical surface. 

 “I believe this is what you were looking for?” 

Bleine nodded. “Yes it is. How did you know?” 

The Thresl snorted. “I can easily read your mind, Bleine, son of my deceitful brother.   My

 mate named me Saintaron before your father killed him, left me to die and set the palace on fire. 

 You can call me Saint.” 

Bleine’s mouth dropped open. “What are you talking about? The palace fire was an

accident. It happened hundreds of years ago.” At least that was how he’d always heard

the  story.  Of  course,  his  father  was  the  one  who  had  told  him.  Would  the  king  have

confessed if he’d set the palace ablaze himself? Why would he want to? Surely his father

would never endanger people in such a way…or would he? Bleine had known his father

had had a ruthless streak but destroying his own brother…? 

 “Where is your father?”  Saint asked. “I expected him to come back for me, to gloat if nothing

 else. I’m surprised it took one of your blood so long to check on me. Sloppy of him not to make sure

 I died.” 

“He’s dead. My mother died giving birth to my sister and my father died with her,” 

Bleine said. 

 “I am sorry to hear about your mother. Her only flaw was loving your sire. I should kill you

 now and take back the throne that your father stole from me.” 

Bleine  stepped  away  from  the  beast.  Apparently  he’d  let  his  guard  down  too  soon. 

“First of all, I’m not the king. And how do you plan to get out of here anyway?” 

If leaving the castle were so easy Bleine figured Saint would’ve found a way out of

there before now. 

Saint snarled, revealing teeth almost the size of the knife at his hip. 

 “I  can  only  be  freed  by  the  one  true  king.  A  spell  was  cast  on  this  palace  to  kill  anyone

 entering unless they were of your father’s bloodline. Your father didn’t want others investigating

 his crimes.” 

That explained the lack of looters. “Why would my father try to destroy you?” 

Bleine  searched  his  mind  but  he  couldn’t  remember  any  instance  where  his  father

had even mentioned he’d had a brother. It was as if the king had erased an entire portion

of his family. The man Bleine had known as his sire hadn’t been exactly warm and fuzzy, 

but Bleine would’ve never pegged him for fratricide. 

 “I discovered he’d been selling off the royal jewels to finance his own projects. He’d become

 obsessed  with  our  grandmother’s  writings  and  was  determined  to  be  the  king  who  reincarnated. 

 He figured if he killed me he would take my place. Unfortunately for him, I didn’t die, and from

 what you said, he didn’t reincarnate.” 

Satisfaction  oozed  from  the  beast.  Apparently  a  grudge  nursed  for  centuries  didn’t

vanish overnight. 

“If you’re looking for revenge, my father’s dead and I’m not going to take you to my

brother.  He’s  the  true  king  and  I’ll  let  you  kill  me  before  I  let  that  happen.”  He  sent  a

silent apology to Sarler. At least the human half survived the death of a Thresl pairing. 

Maybe not happily, but Bleine’s demise wouldn’t kill Sarler. 

Saint stared at Bleine with his cool gold eyes. “How did my traitorous brother raise such

 a loyal son? You would truly give up your life for your brother?” 

“I have done many things for the sake of Vohne and I will continue to protect him. If

I have to die down here in order to keep you from him, I will.” Bleine’s heart raced as he

contemplated his own death. 

 “Hmm.”   Saint  examined  Bleine  as  if  he  were  a  strange  creature  he’d  never  seen

before. “I like you.” 

“Umm, thanks.” Hope lifted his spirits momentarily. 

 “It’s a shame I’ll probably have to kill you,”  the beast mused. 

“Yeah, I’m not really thrilled about it either. How did you survive all these years?” 

Bleine asked trying to divert the creature from his determination to kill him. 

 “Magic. The same magic that traps me here keeps me alive. From what I can tell, when your

 father set the spell to prevent anyone from finding this place, he accidentally froze time around it. 

 Which is why this section has remained relatively unscathed.” 

“Would it kill you to leave?” Bleine asked worriedly. 

Saint growled. “I don’t know. It just doesn’t let me. I can’t push through the spell. It shoves

 me back. Though, since you were able to come in you might have weakened the magic. At this point

 I would welcome my own death. The life I have lived isn’t worth having. I’ve learnt secrets few

 Thresls know, but I am sick of seeing only my own shadow.” 

“What secrets?” 

 “That  humans  are  meant  to  assist  us  not  define  us.  I  know  how  to  break  the  link  between

 human and Thresl in a way that leaves both parties unharmed. I learnt how to return to my Thresl

 form, which prevented me from dying at the loss of my mate.” 

Saint’s gold eyes dimmed at the memory. 

“How can that be? Were the purists right? All those pointless deaths.” Horror filled

Bleine as he remembered the painful ripping when both his mates had died. 

“What purists?” 

Bleine  walked  over  to  the  table  and  sat  down.  He  couldn’t  believe  what  he  was

hearing.  In  halting  words,  he  explained  about  the  purists  and  how  they’d  killed

thousands of bonded in the Great Purge. 

Saint sat down on the floor beside him. 

 “That’s horrible. What did your great king do about this?” 

“Nothing. He was prevented from finding his bonded by magic and missed the war.” 

Bleine’s throat tightened as visions of dead humans bleeding in the streets flashed before

his eyes. They still haunted his dreams when he slept. “I wasn’t meant to be king.” 

“Hey.”  A large paw patted his shoulder. “I’m sure you did what you could.” 

“Not enough,” Bleine whispered. “I couldn’t save them all.” 

Saint’s  eyes  held  understanding  and  compassion  in  their  gold  depths.  “It  isn’t  easy

 leading people. I would like to meet this brother of yours, the one capable of gaining such loyalty.” 

Bleine shook his head. “You’ll kill him. I can’t let that happen.” 

As  much  as  he  wanted  to  save  Saint  from  his  lonely  solitude,  Bleine  wouldn’t

endanger  his  brother.  He’d  just  got  Vohne  back.  His  wish  to  rescue  Saint  from  the

injustice done against him warred with Bleine’s devotion to his brother and king. 

 “I wish to speak to him. You could bring him down here if you don’t trust me.” 

Bleine laughed. “His bonded wouldn’t allow Vohne to endanger himself.” 

“He’d let a human stop him?” Surprise filtered across their mental link. 

“His mate is very protective.” Bleine said diplomatically. His gaze wandered around

the shelves. “I’m looking for my great-grandmother’s journals.” 

Saint raised an eyebrow. “The seer? Why do you think they’re here?” 

“Vohne found a note from our father mentioning the old library. Since we couldn’t

find them elsewhere, we thought we’d look for them here.” 

Saint shook his head. “I’ve read everything and her journals aren’t here.” 

Bleine rubbed his face with his palms in frustration. “I don’t know what to do now. 

All the journals claim this is Vohne’s last resurrection. Our enemies are plotting against

us  and  I’m  trying  to  find  out  what  Great-grandmother  might  have  written.  The  people

who interpreted her journals had differing opinions.” 

 “I could help you with that,”  Saint offered. “I read them when I was younger. I don’t know

 what happened to them afterwards, but I have them all memorised. I have an excellent memory.” 

“So does Vohne, but Great-grandmother’s writings were somehow erased from the

group  memory.”  His  brother  retained  the  memory  of  the  entire  Thresl  society  in  his

brain, but this last resurrection had been flawed due to a sorcerer’s spells. If Saint knew

the real writings, he could be invaluable. However, Bleine didn’t know if he could trust

the man claiming to be his uncle. He could be telling Bleine what he wanted to hear in

order to be freed. 

Saint sighed. “The spell that locked me in here took away my ability to feel the others. I lost

 my mate, my throne and my people all in one day.” 

“Because of my father?” Bleine still couldn’t imagine that level of cruelty. 

 “Yes.  He  wanted  to  be  king.  He  must’ve  known  your  brother  would  be  the  true  king  at  his

 birth. I’m surprised he didn’t kill him.” 

Bleine  thought  back  to  some  of  the  accidents  Vohne  had  narrowly  escaped  in  their

childhood.  If  he  hadn’t  been  faster  and  stronger  than  the  other  Thresls,  Bleine  doubted

Vohne would’ve made it to maturity. 

“I think he might have tried,” Bleine mused. He examined Saint carefully. “I know

that Vohne can break a bonding link, but the Thresl has to be put in a cryogenic chamber

to prevent madness or death. How is it you were able to survive?” 

 “Maybe I really am insane and no one was around to tell me.” 

Bleine  knew  he’d  go  crazy  if  he  were  trapped  underground  for  centuries  with  no

companionship.  “But  you  returned  to  your  Thresl  form?  I’ve  lost  two  mates  and  I’ve

never regressed.” 

 “It’s  not  regression.  I  retain  complete  memories.  You  have  lost  your  way  because  no  one

 showed you how to transform back. I can show you. Once I am above the surface I will need to re-

 bond but it won’t be because I will die or go insane. I will just ache for my other half. Not pleasant

 but not deadly.” 

“But how do you do that? 

Saint’s sharp eyes narrowed. “Why? You must be bonded if you are in human form.” 

Bleine explained the situation. “I think he’d be better off without our bonding. If you

can show me how to break it and set him free, maybe he can go off and have a normal

life.” 

 “But you would always know you were missing a piece of yourself. If he is truly the right one

 for you then setting him free would be cruel, not a blessing.”  The big Thresl’s tone in Bleine’s

head indicated he thought Bleine was an idiot. 

Bleine  shrugged.  “I  would  rather  release  the  man  of  my  heart  than  have  him  hate

me.” 

 “I’ve only known you a brief while, but you don’t seem like a selfish person. You should talk

 to him before you make this final step. I will show you how to shift back to your cat self because I

 don’t  think  anyone  should  have  to  give  up  their  other  nature.  However,  before  you  make  any

 permanent changes in your bond, you should talk to your mate. I know from experience that even

 if you can feel your mate’s emotions, you can’t always know what’s going on in their minds.” 

Bleine  wondered  when  the  beast  had  gone  from  potential  murderer  to  advisor.  He

wasn’t sure he appreciated the change. 

Sighing, Bleine set his chin in his hands. “My first mate was a female. She was like

sunshine, bright and warm. My second mate wanted me for my kingdom and to kill my

brother.  I  let  the  soldiers  kill  her  rather  than  lose  him  again.  Now  I’m  bonded  with  a

man. I’m hoping we can work things out, but I’d rather let him go then fight every day to

be accepted.” 

He wouldn’t be a burden to Sarler every day of his life. Even though Sarler had said

he  was  willing  to  give  their  relationship  a  try,  the  human  hadn’t  sought  Bleine  on  his

own. Bleine would rather suffer and be free than drag Sarler along with him into their

relationship. 

 “Let me show you my ways. We can help each other,”  Saint coaxed. 




Chapter Six

Sarler jolted into a sitting position, gasping for breath. 

“What’s wrong?” Kres walked over to the bed and took his hand. “Do I need to call a

medic?” 

“He’s gone.” Sarler gripped Kres’ hand tight until he could feel the bones grinding

together beneath his fingers. Panic twisted his stomach in an iron fist. He panted to catch

his breath as spots danced before his eyes. 

“Who’s gone?” Kres asked leaning over and forcing Sarler to meet his eyes. 

“Bleine.  I  don’t  feel  him  anymore.  It’s  like  our  connection  was  cut.”  Tears  wet  his

cheeks.  He  hadn’t  realised  that  the  warm  hum  in  the  back  of  his  head  had  been  Bleine

until it had vanished. As much as he’d fought against their bond, he needed it. He craved

his connection to his prince. 

Kres’ eyes glowed for a brief second as if they were powered by electricity. “Vohne

says Bleine went to the ruins looking for Earl. Vohne can’t get a hold of him. He’s calling

the guards that went with Bleine to see what they have to say.” 

“Okay.”  Despite  Kres’  quick  action  to  find  out  what  had  gone  wrong,  he  couldn’t

help thinking this was somehow all his fault. If he’d just accepted his mate as the gift he

was, maybe this separation wouldn’t have happened. His wounds pulled with his abrupt

movement, but he ignored it. The pain was minor compared to the sinking feeling in his

stomach.  Nausea  swirled  through  him.  He  took  great  gulping  breaths  to  calm  himself. 

Something must’ve happened to Bleine, something bad. 

He saw Kres close his eyes and he knew he was talking to Vohne again. 

“Any word?” 

“The  guards  who  were  searching  for  Earl  with  Bleine  say  he’s  missing.  Vohne  is

heading for the ruins to see if he can sense him. I’ve got to go.” 

“C-can  he  break  the  bond  without  my  permission?”  Sarler  wondered  how  angry

Bleine had been at him. He’d thought they’d agreed to work things out between them, 

but  maybe  Bleine  had  reconsidered.  Worry  increased  the  pain  in  his  chest.  Would  the

prince be able to survive a third bonding break? Considering how strong Bleine had been

so far, Sarler thought he probably could. “Have them check out the cryo chambers too.” 

Kres  rolled  his  eyes.  “He  didn’t  go  back  in  the  chambers.  They  are  carefully

monitored and Vohne would’ve told me if Bleine became a princesicle again.” 

Sarler laughed even though he didn’t feel much amusement. “I suppose.” 

“I know.” 

Kres  had  a  sexy  confidence  about  him.  Sarler  could  see  why  the  king  was  so

enamoured with his mate. 

Sarler’s wounds were down to a deep ache. The medics came and gave him healing

shots and laser therapy every few hours. In a couple of days he probably wouldn’t even

see the wounds anymore. The inner healing would take longer to recover from, but the

lack of bond with Bleine made the entire situation unbearable. 

Sarler didn’t want to lie in bed and fuss. He wanted to get up and look for his Thresl. 

Before, when he’d thought to escape their bond, he hadn’t realised how that would feel. 

No way would he give up the closeness. Not now, not when he’d just figured out how

much the prince meant to him. 

“I really like him,” Sarler confessed. 

Kres raised an eyebrow at him. “Yeah?” 

The  thought  of  lying  naked  next  to  Bleine  didn’t  freak  him  out  or  make  him  think

less of himself. On his home planet they still stoned men who loved men. A lifetime of

conditioning couldn’t be wiped away with one bonding kiss, even if it had been pretty

spectacular. 

“They  kill  gays  on  my  home  world,”  Sarler  blurted  out,  hoping  Kres  would

understand his reticence. “I spent my formative years thinking men who loved men were

cursed by the gods.” He laughed, but it held no amusement. 

Kres remained quiet, letting him talk. 

“I was really horrified when you bonded me to Bleine. I mean, after that kiss.” Heat

poured through Sarler as he remembered the sensation of Bleine’s lips on his. He longed

to feel Bleine’s breath against his lips again or Bleine’s strong body wrapped around him

when he slept. 

Yearning  for  someone  and  wanting  to  spend  the  rest  of  his  life  with  someone

weren’t necessarily the same. Except, now, with this man, they were. 

“Is that why you don’t want to be Bleine’s mate?” Kres raised his hand as if to stop

Sarler’s answer. “Not that I would encourage anyone to mate with a royal, but Bleine’s a

good guy even if he isn’t common folk.” 

“Says the man bonded with the king,” Sarler said dryly. 

“Kres would rather be bonded to the sword polisher,” Vohne said from the doorway. 

From  the  wide  smile  crossing  Kres’  lips,  Sarler  doubted  Vohne’s  words.  Even  he

could tell Kres was madly in love with his king. 

“He does have nice hair,” Kres prodded his mate. 

Vohne smirked. “Not as nice as mine.” 

Kres shrugged but didn’t deny the statement. 

Sarler  resisted  the  urge  to  scream.  How  could  they  banter  when  his  mate  was

missing? “Have you seen your brother?” 

Vohne shook his head. “Last anyone saw him he had left the castle. I think he went

into  the  old  castle  ruins  without  backup.  I  told  him  to  take  a  guard  with  him  but  it

appears he left them behind. He never was good at listening.” 

Sarler thought Bleine listened too well to the wrong things. “I’m sure Kres told you I

can’t feel Bleine anymore. Is it dangerous to visit the ruins?” 

He’d  heard  some  people  talking  about  the  ruins  as  a  cool  place  to  hike  around  but

that  going  inside  was  too  dangerous.  People  who  went  in  apparently  never  came  back

out.  Wouldn’t  death  be  the  only  thing  capable  of  severing  the  bond  without  kingly

intervention? 

Vohne  agreed.  “If  you  lost  contact,  either  Bleine  is  seriously  injured  or  there  is

something preventing your bond. Either way, we need to find my brother.” 

Sarler bit his lip as he thought of the pain Bleine could be suffering. The prince could

be curled up somewhere in the ruins dying because he’d lost connection with his bonded. 

“I want to help,” Sarler said. What he could do when he couldn’t even leave the bed

he didn’t know, but he didn’t like being in the dark when his mate was somewhere out

there. 

His mate. 

Until  now  he’d  sort  of  considered  himself  a  stand  in  for  whomever  Bleine  should

really be with. He needed to change his thinking.  He was the prince’s bonded and it was

his duty to look after his man. 

Sarler sat up, hissing as pain sliced through his body. 

“Hey,  easy.”  Kres  put  a  hand  on  Sarler’s  shoulder  and  helped  him  back  down.  “I

know you want to find Bleine, but you’ve got to rest.” 

“He could be hurt,” Sarler explained. He tried to convey with his eyes the words he

couldn’t  say.  He  didn’t  want  to  mention  that  Bleine  could  be  dead.  After  all,  Thresls

bonded until death. If the prince’s death freed Sarler from their bond, he’d never forgive

himself. 

* * * *

 “If I let you leave here will you tell your brother about me?”  Saint asked. 

They’d been sitting in the library discussing politics. Saint had been fascinated about

current court life and the deceptions being played out. 

“I haven’t decided yet.” He didn’t want to give Saint false hope, but he knew if he

told  Vohne  about  their  uncle,  he’d  come  down  to  see  Saint  and  might  get  killed  in  the

process. If the stairs didn’t finish him off, the giant Thresl might. 

“What  were  they  planning?”  Bleine  asked,  curious  over  what  would  be  so

compelling a reason to keep a king contained even onto death. 

“Who?” 

“My  father.  What  was  he  planning  besides  taking  over  the  throne?”  Bleine  still

wasn’t completely convinced his father would have gone to such lengths to contain his

brother.  Killing  him  accidentally  would’ve  been  easier  and  less  time  consuming.  It  was

almost as if he wanted his brother to suffer as much as possible. 

 “Your father was involved in Thresl trafficking in order to pay off his debts to his off-world

 gambling buddies. No one on this planet would take his marker anymore since I refused to pay, 

 and apparently others were willing to work with him in order to get Thresls. The human halves

 offered ways to sell the Thresls to their home worlds. They thought they could make money off of

 us.”  Contempt rolled through the voice in Bleine’s head. 

Bleine  swallowed  the  bile  rising  in  his  throat  as  he  realised  his  father’s  plans  had

come  to  fruition.  “They  did.  We  send  Thresls  off  planet  to  try  to  find  their  mates.  Our

kind  are  placed  with  many  government  agencies  and  have  a  great  deal  of  influence

across the galaxy.” Bleine’s stomach curdled at the thought of Thresls as little more than

slaves. “They aren’t forced to be with anyone. A Thresl can choose not to bond.” 

 “Not if they are tortured or given the right spell or drugs,”  Saint remarked. 

Bleine rubbed his hands up and down his arms. This conversation chilled him. “We

vet every request,” he argued. 

 “Who does? You personally?” 

“No. We have a department who does that,” Bleine confessed. 

 “Are any of the people in that department human?”  Saint asked. 

“Of  course.”  Thresls  and  their  humans  tended  to  want  to  work  together.  The

closeness  helped  their  bond.  Bleine  wondered  if  maybe  that  was  one  of  the  reasons  he

and  Sarler  didn’t  get  along  as  well.  Bleine  didn’t  spend  every  day  beside  his  mate.  He

had  too  much  distance  between  them.  He’d  have  to  fix  that  when  he  got  back…if  he

made it back. 

 “I  would  investigate  their  procedures  if  I  were  you.  If  they  have  been  hiding  their  true

 purpose for hundreds of years, chances are they have grown lax and cracks will show if you probe

 deeper.” 

Bleine  hated  that  Saint  was  probably  right.  If  Thresls  had  been  sold  for  the  past

century then Bleine only had himself to blame. He should’ve paid better attention. Even

with  a  war  on,  he  should’ve  watched  out  for  his  people.  He’d  have  to  tell  Vohne  how

they’d let their people down. He didn’t relish that conversation. 

“I’ve got to get back to Vohne. Tell him what I’ve learnt.” 

Despite  what  Saint  had  said,  Bleine  still  took  the  time  to  search  the  library.  He

couldn’t trust the word of a beast he had just met. However, after three hours of looking, 

he was pretty sure Saint was telling the truth. 

 “I told you they weren’t here.”  Apparently being an all-wise Thresl didn’t prevent the

smug ‘I told you so’. 

Bleine barely resisted the urge to bang his head against the wall. “I was hoping you’d

overlooked them.” 

The  look  he  received  spoke  volumes.  Bleine  gave  a  ragged  laugh.  “Sorry.  After  all

your time here, you probably have all the library books memorised.” 

 “Yes, I do,” Saint agreed. 

“I’m tired,” Bleine said, sitting down again. 

 “Your father might have burned them to keep them out of anyone’s hands.” 

“But why would he keep the translations?” Bleine asked. 

Saint shrugged. “Maybe  he  didn’t  know  about  them.  He  was  never  much  of  a  scholar.  Or

 they were so wrong they amused him.” 

That was an understatement. Bleine was beginning to wonder if maybe their mother

had  stashed  the  books  in  the  castle  library  and  Bleine  had  just  missed  them.  He’d  do  a

renewed search when he got back home. 

 “If it makes you feel any better, they were pretty obscure. I can look at the translations and

 tell you if they are right or not.”  Saint’s eyes glittered and Bleine knew his uncle would do

anything to get out of his magical prison. 

Bleine sighed. “I wish I could trust you.” 

 “I can teach you how to turn back into your Thresl form,”  Saint offered. 

Temptation  poked  at  Bleine.  The  thought  of  having  the  ability  to  change  back  and

forth excited him. 

“I won’t be stuck like that?” he asked. Just because Saint could transfer back into his

Thresl form didn’t mean Bleine could turn back. He had a feeling Saint had abilities long

forgotten by most Thresls. 

 “Of course not. You’ve always had the power to go between. You’ve just forgotten. As I am

 mateless, I cannot become human again, but you have someone grounding you,”  Saint said. 

Bleine took a deep breath. Excitement made his hands shake. “I’d really like that.” 

Maybe  he  could  completely  break  with  Sarler  if  he  could  go  back  in  his  cat  form. 

Surely Vohne would grant him a permanent break if he could prove it wouldn’t kill him. 

He wouldn’t mind being a beast for a while until he found someone who truly wanted

him. 

 “You will still need a mate but it won’t kill you if you are apart. A Thresl can hide for a long

 time in cat form. I should know,”  Saint said. 

“Can you read my mind?” Bleine stared at Saint in awe. He certainly hadn’t voiced

his concerns out loud. 

Saint  lifted  an  eyebrow.  “I  have  abilities  far  surpassing  most  of  Thresl  kind.  I  have  had

 nothing to entertain me for centuries. During that time I’ve developed my skills. I have much I

 can show your king.” 

Bleine sighed. He didn’t know the right thing to do. “What were humans supposed

to be to us?” Bleine asked. 

 “Humans are the heart of the Thresl. We are the soul. Combined we make a solid partnership. 

 If half of the partner dies, you should automatically shift back into your cat form to heal.” 

“But we don’t,” Bleine denied. 

 “Yes. That is strange,”  the Thresl agreed. 

Bleine  sighed  in  frustration.  Somewhere  along  the  way,  someone  or  someones  had

changed  the  Thresl  makeup.  Bleine  worried  if  humans  were  responsible  and  word  got

out, they’d have a second Great Purge. 

 “You  must  tread  carefully.  If  someone  has  done  this  they  have  been  working  in  stealth  for

 centuries. It speaks of someone powerful and patient.” 

Bleine searched his mind for anyone who met those criteria. He drew a blank. 

“I  can’t  think  of  anyone  who  would  be  capable  of  doing  such  a  thing.  There  aren’t

any more contenders for the throne.” 

 “These kinds of people prefer to be the power behind the figurehead. Find out who is trying to

 get  close  to  your  brother.  Who  has  the  most  to  gain?  Those  that  are  visible  often  have  silent

 support from the others.” 

Bleine nodded. “I will look into it when I get back.” 

How  effective  he’d  be  was  another  matter.  He’d  been  searching  since  Vohne  had

returned  to  find  any  connection  between  those  who’d  prevented  Vohne  from

resurrecting and what they knew of their opposition. He’d turned up little. 

 “You need to get me out of here.” 

“I’m  still  not  sure  that  is  the  wisest  choice,”  Bleine  said.  Torn  between  doing  what

was right and protecting his brother, he didn’t know what to do. 

 “I  could  kill  you,  princeling,  and  then  it  wouldn’t  matter  what  was  in  those  books.”   The

Thresl’s patience had ended. He bared his enormous teeth at Bleine. 

“Take another step towards my brother and I’ll end you,” Vohne spoke from behind

Bleine. 

Relief swept through him. Thank the gods his brother had come to the rescue. Now

they both had to get out of here without anyone getting killed. 

“Took you long enough,” Bleine teased. 

“I had to figure out where you wandered off to and then I had to convince Kres to let

me come.” 

 “Your human has you by a tight leash,”  the Thresl taunted. 

Vohne  laughed.  “You  have  no  idea.  If  he  thought  he  could  get  away  with  a  choke

chain, he’d snap one on me.” 

The  Thresl  tilted  his  head  as  he  examined  Vohne.  The  king  stared  him  down  with

little concern showing on his face. 

 “You do not fear me.” 

“No,” Vohne agreed. 

 “I could kill you both.” 

Vohne  shook  his  head.  “If  you  killed  us,  you’d  be  trapped  here  for  eternity,  and  if

you harm my brother, I will cut out your heart and bury it.” 

Bleine frowned over his brother’s detailed description. “Why?” 

“It’s  standard  Thresl-killing  procedure,  to  make  sure  he  doesn’t  resurrect,”  Vohne

said with a shrug. “I found it in three different journals.” 

“Huh.” 

 “You are a worthy king.” 

“Thank you.” Vohne bowed. 

 “I must be released to help you in your rule. My grandmother had foreseen your demise at the

 hand of one close to you. Maybe your lover or your brother.” 

The Thresl gave Bleine a sly look. 

A chill went through Bleine. “Wait, if you knew what she wrote, why do you want to

help me find the books?” 

 “Would you have believed me?” 

“No.”  Bleine  had  to  admit  before  he  wouldn’t  have  believed  anything  a  half  mad

Thresl told him. Now he suspected Saint was smarted than all of them combined. “Can

we really go back to animals and keep our minds?” 

 “Yes.” 

“Wait, we can turn back into cats?” Vohne asked. 

 “I will show you and you will set me free,”  Saint promised. 

“What will you do when you get free?” Vohne examined the Thresl carefully. Bleine

wondered  what  his  brother  saw  when  he  looked  at  the  big  beast.  Could  he  feel  the

loneliness and despair? 

 “I will seek my mate.” 

“I thought you said we could do without our mates?” Bleine asked. 

 “After  so  many  years  in  solitude,  I  need  companionship.  Humans  are  simple  and  easily

 persuaded.” 

Vohne laughed. “That’s because you haven’t met my mate.” 

“How did you find me?” Bleine asked his brother. 

“I figured since you weren’t in our library and Sarler couldn’t feel you anymore, you

must’ve gone into the palace. And since I told you not to come down here, it was pretty

easy to determine where you’d gone. It was harder convincing my mate to stay behind.” 

Looking over Vohne’s shoulder, Bleine couldn’t hide his grin. “I think you might’ve

failed that challenge.” 

Vohne turned around. “Hi, honey.” 

 “How did you get down here?” 

Kres  tilted  his  head  at  the  Thresl.  “It’s  like  I  can  almost  hear  him  talking.  Is  he

dangerous?” 

“Yes.” Vohne grabbed Kres’ hand as he reached for his knife. “Your knife isn’t going

to hurt him.” 

“It will if I drive it through his skull,” Kres said practically. 

 “I like him.”  The Thresl purred. “He’s willing to get the job done.”  Saint’s eyes glowed

with admiration as he stepped closer to Kres. 

Vohne pushed his mate behind him. “Find your own human,” he growled. 

Amusement trickled through Bleine’s mind. 

 “He’s worth protecting. I hope to find one just as good for me. Can we go? The spell must be

 weakening if your mate can get through. I will be able to leave on my own now.” 

Bleine  realised  the  choice  had  been  taken  from  them.  Even  if  they  left,  the  Thresl

could probably now escape. With him and Vohne breaking through the spell’s seal, they

must’ve  caused  a  rift.  As  none  of  them  knew  magic,  they  couldn’t  exactly  re-assert  the

binding. 

“We might as well,” Bleine said out loud for Kres’ benefit. “The question is, how do

we get out of here?” 

 “There’s a tunnel,”  the Thresl purred. “It should be clear now.” 




Chapter Seven

Sarler knew the second Bleine came closer. Their bond snapped together like puzzle

pieces interlocking. Suddenly all the rough edges and ragged temper smoothed over and

he became complete. 

Tears  welled  in  his  eyes.  Since  the  moment  he  had  left  the  security  of  his  home

planet  he’d  never  felt  at  ease.  With  Bleine  returning,  he  now  knew  what  he’d  been

looking for this entire time. He tried to get his wildly beating heart back under control as

their bond shifted and wiggled like a living creature between them. 

Taking  a  deep  breath,  he  sent  affection  back  through  their  shared  bond.  A  jolt  of

surprise  was  returned,  Bleine  having  no  idea  how  much  Sarler’s  attitude  had  changed

during  their  brief  separation.  Sarler  had  been  unsure  over  their  connection  before,  but

now  after  even  a  short  time  apart  he  needed  Bleine.  Craved  the  man  like  an  addict

needed drugs. 

 “Come to me.”  Sarler sent the words towards Bleine, hoping his mate would receive

the  message.  Kres  had  told  him  he  could  communicate  that  way  with  Vohne,  but  they

had a different level of bonding. Sarler hoped eventually he could reach that stage with

Bleine. If nothing else, he hoped they could become friends as well as lovers. 

Just the thought of touching Bleine’s hard body, of skimming his hands over Bleine’s

soft, naked skin, sent shivers through Sarler. 

“You called?” Bleine, dusty and tired, approached Sarler’s bed. 

“What happened? Where were you? I couldn’t feel you anymore.” The stress of the

last few hours swamped Sarler and combined with the pain from his wounds. He burst

into tears. 

“Oh, sweetness.” Bleine kicked off his shoes and climbed into bed with Sarler. “Don’t

cry. I thought you’d be happy to be rid of me.” 

Sarler gave Bleine’s arm a half-hearted punch. “You’re an idiot.” 

Bleine frowned down at him and damn if he didn’t look good doing that too. “But

you never really wanted our bond. I thought you’d be happy if we were apart. I’m going

to  learn  how  to  shift  back  into  my  animal  form.  Apparently  the  stress  is  less  and  you

could go back to having someone you really wanted.” 

“Forget it,” Sarler sniffled. “Why couldn’t I feel you? When you vanished, I hated it.” 

Bleine  cuddled  Sarler  closer  and  told  him  everything  that  had  transpired  in  his

absence. 

“Earl is dead?” 

“Yes.  He  can’t  hurt  you  anymore.”  Bleine  kissed  Sarler’s  forehead  as  if  soothing  a

scared child. Sarler barely resisted the urge to pinch him. 

“And  you  brought  back  an  uncle  who  can  show  you  some  magic  tricks  and  learnt

your father was an asshole of epic proportions?” 

“Pretty  much.  At  least  that’s  Saint’s  version  of  the  story.  Unfortunately  our  father

isn’t here to verify the story or not.” 

“Why  are  you  so  interested  in  finding  your  great-grandmother’s  journals?”  Sarler

leant back so he could see Bleine’s face. “If you know the future, won’t you change it? I

mean, what she put down now wouldn’t be the same if you knew what was happening. 

Or what if by finding out the future you change it for the worse?” 

“We need to find out if she saw us going to war amongst ourselves again, discover if

our enemies will overcome us or at least find out who we are battling against. So many

things we just don’t know.” Frustration filled Bleine’s voice. 

Sarler could tell how much not knowing ate away at the prince. However he didn’t

think anyone should know the future and messing with it couldn’t bring anything good. 

Sarler kept silent. He’d just got Bleine back and he didn’t want to ruin the tentative truce

they had between them. 

“How are you feeling?” 

Sarler lifted his shirt, exposing his smooth stomach. “The wound is all mended. I still

have some internal tearing that needs to heal, but overall I’m doing much better.” 

Bleine didn’t speak. Instead, he kissed him. 

Sarler  gasped  against  Bleine’s  mouth.  He  hadn’t  expected  the  embrace.  Bleine  had

climbed up on the bed to soothe him, not to have sex. The kiss awakened parts of Sarler

that had lain dormant since the attack. His cock hardened and pushed against his loose

pants, seeking out Bleine. 

“I see part of you is happy to see me,” Bleine teased. 

“All of me is happy to see you,” Sarler argued. He couldn’t convey how much he’d

missed his prince. “Kiss me again.” 

“Bossy, aren’t you?” Bleine said. 

Sarler would’ve responded, but Bleine’s lips took away his breath, his thoughts and

his will to do anything but lay there and let his mate take control. Sarler fisted Bleine’s

shirt, keeping the prince close. He wouldn’t let Bleine escape again, at least not easily. 

Bleine looked down at Sarler’s grip. “Are you worried I’m going somewhere?” 

“Yes.”  He  didn’t  bother  to  explain.  Instead,  he  slid  one  hand  behind  Bleine’s  neck

and proceeded to show him everything he knew about kissing…which wasn’t much, but

he figured he would get points for enthusiasm. If Bleine’s moaning was any indication, 

he was doing pretty well. 

Bleine  slid  his  hands  to  Sarler’s  waist  and  moved  Sarler  until  he  lay  on  top  of  the

prince instead of beneath him. 

“I don’t want to put pressure on your wounds,” Bleine explained. 

He could feel Bleine’s hard erection pressing against him. Their cocks rubbed against

each other in a friendly greeting. Sarler sighed at the sensation. How many nights had he

dared  to  dream  of  having  another  man  pressed  to  his  body?  Bleine  smelt  of  pure  male

with a little dust, nothing off-putting and so much to enjoy. 

How had he lived so long without this man? 

“Are you certain?” 

Bleine’s words cut across Sarler’s lust. It took him a moment to understand the odd

question. “About what?” 

“About  me.  About  us.”  Bleine’s  gold  eyes  carried  the  pain  of  anticipated  rejection, 

like an abuse victim waiting for that next slap. He’d done this. He’d hurt his strong, vital

man with his inconsiderate words. 

“Yes. I’ve always hidden what I wanted,” Sarler explained. “But I’m done with that. I

want you.” 

Years  of  holding  back  his  needs,  suppressing  the  urge  to  touch  another  man,  were

swept away by his longing, by his need to please his mate. 

A slow smile crossed Bleine’s face. “Good.” 

There wasn’t time for any more words, not with Bleine taking Sarler’s mouth as if he

were a country to conquer. Sarler relaxed beneath the prince’s touch, yielding, giving and

offering up anything his mate needed. 

 “I am yours,”  Sarler projected. 

Bleine bit Sarler’s neck. “I know,” he said, grinning. “I can feel it along our link.” 

“You can hear me?” Joy filled him. Surely they were meant to be if their connection

was so strong. 

“Yes.” Bleine kissed him again. 

Sarler melted. This was how it was supposed to be. Two people joined in their bond. 

His parents would’ve screamed at the sight. That only made it that much better. 

Sarler  luxuriated  in  Bleine’s  touch.  The  rough  tips  of  the  prince’s  fingers  as  he  slid

them beneath Sarler’s shirt, the breathy moans he made against Sarler’s neck. 

“Can I undress you?” Bleine’s gold eyes shone with lust and his wet mouth tempted

Sarler beyond reason. 

“You can do anything you want,” Sarler promised. 

Bleine’s  smile  warmed  Sarler  from  the  inside  out.  He’d  made  this  serious  man

happy. From what he’d learnt of the prince, Bleine took the future of his people seriously

and had seen and done whatever necessary to see to their future. 

All  thought  vanished  when  Bleine  carefully  rolled  Sarler  onto  his  back  before

slipping to the side of the bed and stripping Sarler naked in swift, efficient movements. 

“What about you?” Sarler asked when Bleine remained clothed. 

“Give me a minute.” 

However,  Bleine  showed  no  rush  to  undress.  Instead,  he  turned  his  attention  to

Sarler’s cock. Flushed pink and dripping with excitement, his erection all but waved to

get Bleine’s attention. 

Bleine scooted back between Sarler’s thighs and without warning swallowed Sarler

in one fast gulp. 

“Oh!”  Sarler  was  beyond  forming  words.  His  mind  went  white  from  overload. 

Closing  his  eyes,  he  became  a  creature  of  pure  sensation.  Never  had  anything  felt  so

amazing. 

A  wet  finger  probed  his  hole.  Sarler  widened  his  legs  to  allow  Bleine  access  to

anything he wanted. His ass clenched as he imagined Bleine’s large cock pushing its way

inside. 

“Easy, love. I won’t do anything you’re not ready for,” Bleine promised. 

“Suck me!” Sarler demanded. If Bleine didn’t finish his blow job, there would be one

less  royal  in  the  world.  Afterwards  he  would  insist  Bleine  screw  him  into  the  mattress. 

He could suffer later—right now was for sex. 

“Demanding, beautiful boy,” Bleine whispered against Sarler’s wet skin. 

He whimpered. “Please.” 

That must have been the word to use, because Bleine diligently returned to sucking

Sarler’s erection into his mouth. “Yes, please yes,” Sarler whispered. He grabbed the bed

sheets with the same tight grip he’d used on Bleine’s shirt before. 

Bleine hummed around Sarler’s cock. 

“I’m coming,” Sarler groaned. 

Bleine didn’t let up. With a gasp, Sarler poured his release down his lover’s throat. 

Exhaustion  had  spots  dancing  before  his  eyes.  Before  he  could  say  thank you  or  more  or

anything else, Sarler slipped into unconsciousness. 

* * * *

The room was dark when Sarler awakened. 

“I’ve never had anyone pass out after a blow job before,” Bleine commented. 

Sarler  grabbed  the  glass  of  water  sitting  on  the  table  beside  him  and  took  a  drink. 

“I’m surprised. You give amazing ones.” 

Bleine laughed. “I’m glad you think so. I haven’t had a great deal of practice. How

are you feeling? I was worried I overdid it with you.” 

Sarler  carefully  took  stock  of  his  body.  “I’m  good,”  he  said  with  surprise.  Even  the

inner pain seemed muted. 

“It’s  the  bond.  The  more  we  connect  the  more  of  my  abilities  you’ll  absorb.  You’re

starting to get enhanced healing abilities.” 

“That  makes  sense.”  Sarler  had  counselled  several  bondmates  so  he  knew  how  it

worked in theory. In reality, he had less experience. “Since I’m your third mate will there

be less merging?” 

A Thresl, when first changed, began to form into his mate’s ideal. 

Bleine  frowned.  “I’m  not  sure.  I  didn’t  change  at  all  between  my  first  and  second

mates. Whether we bond enough to affect me will be interesting to see.” 

Sarler  didn’t  know  if  ‘interesting’  or  ‘creepy’  was  the  right  word.  After  all,  to  be

responsible  for  another  person’s  personality  and  happiness  was  a  big  job.  To  have  that

power over a prince paralysed him with fear. 

“What is it?” Bleine rubbed Sarler’s chest. “What’s wrong?” 

“I  don’t  know  if  I  can  be  the  right  person.  What  if  I  screw  up  and  you  become

someone you don’t want to be?” 

Bleine frowned then kissed Sarler on the cheek. “What are you talking about?” 

“I  don’t  know  if  what  I  want  will  be  what’s  best  for  the  kingdom.  What  if  my

personality makes you a horrible person?” Sarler blurted out. 

Bleine laughed. “You’re an empath, love. Somehow I doubt you’re going to turn me

into a psychotic killer.” 

“There  are  several  degrees  of  personality  between  a  good  person  and  hatchet

swinger,” Sarler said dryly. 

“Hmm,  I’ll  have  Vohne  hide  all  the  swingy  weapons.  Will  that  make  you  feel

better?” Bleine’s eyes sparkled with amusement. 

Sarler sighed. “You’re not taking me seriously, are you?” 

“When you start to make sense I’ll consider it,” Bleine promised. “Why don’t you get

some rest? You’re still healing.” 

Bleine’s affection for him soaked into Sarler like warm water surrounding him until

he  floated  on  a  sea  of  tenderness.  Except…having  Bleine  that  close  excited  more  than

soothed him. 

“No. I want to feel you inside me. If we’re going to build our connection, we need to

be  completely  bonded.  I  want  you  to  know  I’m  committed  to  our  relationship.”  He

grabbed Bleine’s wrist before he could move away. “No! This isn’t about pity or anything

else  you  are  building  in  your  head.  It’s  about  me  and  you,  not  other  people’s

expectations.” 

Hope lit up Bleine’s eyes. “Really? Because I think I can get us out of this if you are

interested.” 

“I’m not interested. You’re stuck with me and I’m not going to let you go.” 

Bleine’s smile was blinding. “Okay.” 

“Good.” Sarler nodded. “I’m glad you got that figured out. Now strip!” 

“I see you are going to be a demanding mate,” Bleine said in mock sorrow. “I’d best

make sure I’m in good shape to become your personal love slave.” 

“Exactly. You might have to cut back on your princely duties to lay around and wait

for me in my bed,” Sarler teased, trying to hide his nervousness. 

It didn’t work. Bleine paused after removing his shirt. “Are you certain? Not about

the mating thing, but about the sex. We don’t have to rush anything.” 

The concern on Bleine’s face soothed the mild panic trembling through Sarler’s body. 

As if he’d passed an important test, his nerves smoothed out like the calm after a storm. 

“I’ve never been more certain of anything in my life,” he assured Sarler. “I want you and

I want to be yours.” 

“Good.” Bleine stripped off his pants, revealing a beautiful long, thick erection that

had Sarler’s mouth watering for a taste. 

“I want to suck you.” 

Bleine shook his head. “If your mouth goes anywhere near my dick it will be all over. 

I’m on edge as it is.” 

Sarler smiled. The ego boost he’d received from knowing his prince needed him so

badly wiped away the rest of his concerns like a wind blowing away spider webs. “How

do you want me?” 

Bleine  tilted  his  head  as  he  considered  the  problem.  “Normally  I’d  say  on  top  but

moving up and down like that might hurt.” 

“I’m not feeling much pain right now,” Sarler said. “How about I go on my stomach

and we put pillows beneath me?” 

“Okay but if you start having any kind of pain you tell me immediately. Like I said, 

we don’t have to do this now. We can wait.” 

“I  don’t  want  to  wait.  I  want  to  belong  to  you.”  Sarler  needed  that  connection  to

know that Bleine saw him as his forever mate. If the prince always had one foot out the

door, they would never bond properly. 

After an excruciatingly long moment, Bleine nodded his agreement. “But you tell me

if you’re in pain. I won’t continue just so you can show me how strong you are.” 

“Deal.” Unless the pain was excruciating, Sarler would ignore it. Bleine was wrong. 

H e  did  need  to  prove  something  to  him.  He  had  to  prove  he  was  willing  to  accept  his

male mate even if they hadn’t had the best beginning. 

Bleine  made  sure  Sarler  was  comfortably  positioned  before  he  grabbed  something

out of a drawer. 

“I’ll  make  sure  you’re  nice  and  slick  before  I  do  anything.  I’ll  take  care  of  you,” 

Bleine promised. 

“I know you will,” Sarler said. Bleine meant sexually, but he knew the prince would

do whatever was necessary to protect his mate, even out of the bedroom. 

A thick finger circled Sarler’s hole. He clenched his ass against the intrusion. A soft

kiss on his back had him relaxing again. “You need to accept me, love,” Bleine said. “It

will be harder if you don’t relish my touch.” 

Sarler  took  slow,  deep  breaths  and  the  next  time  Bleine’s  finger  pushed  slightly

inside his ass he was better prepared. 

“That’s it. Just let it happen.” Liquid dripped down his crack. He wiggled from the

sensation. 

Bleine’s  deep  chuckle  made  him  smile.  “I’m  just  making  sure  there’s  enough

lubrication.” 

Considering his entire ass was probably coated with the stuff, Sarler had to shake his

head. “I’m pretty sure there’s enough there for six virgins.” 

“Good thing I’m only interested in one,” Bleine said. 

The  affection  in  Bleine’s  voice  had  Sarler  relaxing  even  further.  He  tentatively

lowered  his  shields  a  bit.  Adoration  poured  through  him  like  warm  honey,  sticking  to

every bit of him in a sweet coating of love. 

When  Bleine  shoved  in  a  second  finger  Sarler  had  no  difficulty  accepting  the

intrusion. How could he not want this man who thought of him with such overpowering

tenderness? An emotion he more than reciprocated

“Yes, fill me,” Sarler urged. 

“I will, but I want to be careful.” 

Sarler  pushed  back  on  the  prince’s  fingers.  He  didn’t  want  careful—he  wanted

Bleine inside him now. 

“Easy, love,” Bleine soothed. “I want this first time to be a happy memory.” 

“It will be because it’s you,” Sarler assured him. 

“Don’t say things like that,” Bleine groaned. “I’m trying to be good.” 

“Don’t be good. Be bad. Very, very bad,” Sarler urged. 

Bleine laughed. 

The  bed  dipped  as  Bleine  climbed  on  the  bed  behind  him  then  finally,  finally  the

wide, blunt tip of Bleine’s cock pressed against his hole. Sarler took long, slow breaths to

relax. 

“Let me in, love,” Bleine whispered, his voice silky soft in the stillness of the room

had Sarler ready to promise anything to get his prince inside him. Anything he wanted

Sarler would give, anything to hear that voice whispering to him again. 

Arching his back, Sarler blocked out the pain and focused on his mate. Bleine’s hands

gripping Sarler’s hips in a touch both commanding and gentle calmed Sarler’s nerves. 

When  Bleine  pushed  in,  he  rubbed  against  something  inside  Sarler.  Sarler  jolted  at

the connection. 

“Easy, I’ve got you.” 

“Move!” Sarler needed more. He needed Bleine to ease the ache building in his body. 

He clenched his ass around Bleine’s erection, drawing a hiss from his lover. 

“If you keep that up it’s going to be over before it starts.” 

“Then stop messing around,” Sarler grumbled. 

Bleine’s laughter puffed across Sarler’s ear, sending shivers down his spine. His ears

had always been sensitive and Bleine’s hot breath didn’t help matters. 

“Ooh, I think I found a good spot.” 

Bleine licked the top of Sarler’s ear. Sarler moaned. He moaned again when Bleine

pumped his hips, sliding in and out with delicious friction. 

“R-right  there,”  he  gasped  foolishly,  as  if  Bleine  couldn’t  tell  by  the  obscene  noises

ripping out of him like he would die before the next push or pull. Both motions added

more  sensation  on  top  of  the  feeling  of  being  stretched  and  the  pure  joy  pouring  from

Bleine like liquid happiness. 

“I’ll give you what you need. Don’t worry,” Bleine promised. 

Sarler  had  no  doubt  his  mate  knew  exactly  what  to  do  to  push  him  over  the  edge. 

Nothing but bliss came from Bleine. No nerves or discomfort or disgust that his partner

wasn’t female. For the first time all the emotions emanating from another person were

positive. So happy were Bleine’s vibes that Sarler’s heart ached from the joy of it. 

Riding  on  the  energy  high  of  bonding  with  his  mate,  Sarler  came  without  anyone

touching his erection. A sigh parted his lips. 

“I  can’t  believe  you  came  without  me,”  Bleine  said.  Amusement  peppered  the  air. 

Sarler clenched around Bleine in retaliation. “Oh fuck.” 

Sarler smiled, wetness spilled inside him and satisfaction not his own rolled through

his  body.  Sarler’s  cock  made  a  valiant  effort  to  rise  again,  but  he  was  too  relaxed  now. 

With a shudder, he toppled onto the mattress…right into the wet spot he’d created. 

Bleine pulled him out of the sticky essence. “Come on, love, let’s get washed up.” 

“Yes, let’s,” Sarler agreed. He might have enjoyed their encounter, but he hated the

mess afterwards. 

The shower was quick and almost business-like with their efficiency. Sarler’s eyelids

dipped down a few times, only to snap open when Bleine rubbed a cloth across his body. 

He  didn’t  realise  he’d  dropped  off  again  until  he  woke  up  when  Bleine  turned  off

the water. 

“Come on, let’s get you back to bed.” 

Bleine must’ve talked to someone while Sarler had zoned off because different sheets

covered the bed and all the sticky spots were gone. Sarler was half asleep as soon as his

body went horizontal. 

“Get some rest, love. I’m going to go see my brother.” 

“M’okay,” Sarler murmured. Next time he’d make more of a fuss about not getting

cuddled  right  after  sex,  but  Bleine  probably  had  some  important  things  to  discuss  with

the king and Sarler would be able to sense if there was a problem. “Have fun.” 

Bleine kissed Sarler on the cheek. “I already did.” 




Chapter Eight

Bleine waited until his mate had completely fallen asleep before leaving their suite. 

It was still early evening. Hopefully he could catch Vohne before he hunkered down

for the night with his mate. If he was already in his room, Bleine could forget getting his

brother’s  attention.  Nothing  could  pull  Vohne  from  Kres’  side,  except  maybe  a  natural

disaster and even that would not necessarily be enough of a distraction. 

Bleine  watched  the  people  as  he  passed.  Most  of  them  nodded  or  bowed.  A  few

watched  him  with  wary  gazes  that  made  him  wonder  what  they  were  thinking.  Saint

had it easy. At least he could read other people’s thoughts. Bleine wondered if he could

get the Thresl to help him weed out the dangerous ones in their ranks. 

As if he’d heard him thinking of him, and he probably had, the large beast appeared

in Bleine’s path. 

“You’re  really  quick,”  Bleine  said.  Despite  the  fact  he  knew  Saint  could  read  his

mind,  Bleine  spoke  out  loud.  He  couldn’t  quite  adjust  to  knowing  words  weren’t

necessary. 

 “I don’t have much to do and all your people are frightened of me,”  the Thresl explained. 

“Are you interested in helping out a bit?” 

 “Just tell me what you want me to do.” 

“I need to talk to Vohne get his approval first.” Spying on their people was probably

ethically wrong, but so was plotting against your king. 

 “Things went well with your mate.”  The cat’s smug tone had Bleine laughing. 

“Things  went  really  well.”  He  wanted  to  believe  Sarler’s  about-face  was  real.  If

Sarler truly had been suppressing his desires for so many years, how could he know that

Bleine was what he wanted? Maybe any warm male would do. Shaking off his self-doubt, 

he decided to focus on the important things right now, like saving a kingdom. 

 “I could read your mate’s intentions if you’d like.” 

Bleine sighed. “No. That would be cheating. Have you seen Vohne?” 

Better to change the subject than come across like an idiot. 

 “He’s in the library.” 

“Why aren’t you with him?” 

 “I’m hunting. I felt something strange. I wanted to explore.” 

“Don’t scare the crap out of people.” 

 “I won’t frighten anyone important.” 

That non-answer didn’t reassure Bleine. With a smug flick of his tail, Saint sauntered

down  the  hall.  Bleine  resisted  the  urge  to  follow.  The  Thresl  deserved  some  time  to

explore after having been trapped for centuries. 

Bleine found Vohne in the library, sitting at a table with the translation before him. 

No sign of Kres. Bleine relaxed. If the king-mate wasn’t there then Vohne wouldn’t be on

his way out. 

“Find anything new?” 

Vohne  sighed.  “No.  I  thought  maybe  I’d  overlooked  something  but  no  such  luck.  I

think we’ll have to discover what’s going on the usual way.” 

“Torture?” 

Laughter looked good on Vohne, Bleine decided. This reincarnation of the king had a

more solemn side that Bleine thought needed to relax more. The only time Vohne teased

was with his mate. 

“I’m thinking we move my wedding up. Kres might grumble, but everything’s lined

up and Saint can attend and scan the crowds. See if he can spot anyone who intends to

do us harm.” 

“How is Kres going to take that?” 

Vohne grinned. “Weird. I must have forgotten to mention it.” 

The brothers laughed together even as Bleine considered how to get a weapon-proof

vest beneath Vohne’s tuxedo. 

“I did find one paragraph I’d overlooked before,” Vohne said, frowning at the book

open before him. 

Bleine leant back in his seat. “What is it?” 

Vohne spun the journal around for his brother to see. “The translator wrote that the

true king and his mate will be betrayed by the shadowy trio.” 

“That’s nice and non-specific,” Bleine drawled. 

Vohne  ran  his  fingers  through  his  hair.  “We  need  to  prepare  for  a  coup  and  find

Saint a mate. If we have him on our side, we’ll have a big advantage. Besides, he can read

people’s minds. See if you can get him to be your advisor.” 

Bleine laughed. “I’ll talk to him about it. It’ll give him something to focus on before

he starts trouble just because he’s bored.” 

“Excellent, then all we need to do is finish planning the wedding and hope my mate

is still talking to me in order to perform the vows,” Vohne said. 

“Good luck with that,” Bleine offered. 

Vohne rolled his eyes. “Thanks. I’m going to need it.” 

* * * *

Sarler  awoke  alone.  He  was  used  to  that  by  now.  His  mate  tended  to  wander  off. 

Closing his eyes, he tried to narrow down Bleine’s emotional signature. He could almost

hear  Bleine  laughing  as  he  spoke  to  someone.  The  warm  regard  pouring  from  Bleine

made Sarler think the prince was probably with his brother. 

Sitting up, he smiled. No pain. 

The combination of medics and lovemaking had healed Sarler completely. 

Starting to slide out of bed, he froze. The largest Thresl he’d ever seen walked into

his room without warning. 

“H-hello,” Sarler said cautiously. 

 “You are the prince’s mate.” 

“Yes.” He wondered if he should have admitted that to the strange beast. 

 “I am Saint, your mate’s uncle.” 

“Nice to meet you.” It really wasn’t. He wanted the giant beast to get the hell out of

his bedroom, but he didn’t know of a way to say that without insulting his in-law. 

Sarler wrapped a robe around his naked body, conscious of the Thresl’s amber gaze. 

 “You will care for him?” 

“Yes. Of course.” 

 “He will need you in the time to come. There are those who seek to destroy the royal house. 

 The brothers must stand. They must survive until I can take over.” 

“I’m  not  a  fighter.”  Sarler  would  do  whatever  he  could  to  protect  his  mate,  but  he

had only joined the military to get off-planet. The recruiter had got him away from his

family and that was all he’d required at the time. 

 “You must claim your inner warrior and make your stand.” 

“O-okay.”  Sarler  wondered  what  more  he  could  do.  He’d  never  been  much  of  a

fighter. 

 “Sometimes the battle for the heart is the hardest one to fight.” 

Sarler nodded cautiously. “I’m going to go and find Bleine now.” 

The  Thresl  stared  at  Sarler  as  if  the  cat  could  see  straight  into  his  soul.  Usually  he

could  get  a  sense  of  another  person  when  they  were  near,  but  this  Thresl…man…

whatever it was exuded a calm emptiness as if there was nothing inside. As if someone

had scooped out all its emotion and left nothing in its place but a worn out beast. 

With a final glance at Sarler, the Thresl turned around and left. To Sarler’s surprise, 

the guards didn’t leave their posts to check on him. For all they knew, he could’ve been

sliced and diced by the giant Thresl. 

Sarler  quickly  dressed  in  more  appropriate  clothes.  After  opening  the  door,  he

peeked outside. The guards looked at him questioningly. 

“Where  did  the  Thresl  go?”  He  wanted  to  make  sure  the  beast  wasn’t  going  in  the

same direction. 

“What Thresl?” the guards asked. 

“Never mind. I’m going to find Prince Bleine.” 

The Thresl must know how to disguise his presence, a skill Sarler would love to have. 

He headed towards Bleine. He could feel his mate’s presence getting closer so he knew

he was going in the right direction. 

After only one wrong turn, he found the right door. 

Bleine looked up when he entered. The prince’s smile made the walk worth it even if

he was low on energy right then. “How’s it going?” 

“Not a lot of new info. Vohne is going to get married to see if Saint can identify the

people plotting against us.” 

“Oh.” Sarler sat down beside Bleine. Bleine’s emotions bled around him in a pool of

frustration. Sarler thought he’d drown in it. He decided not to mention the strange visit. 

If they needed Bleine’s uncle to save them, then bringing up his concerns about the big

cat appearing in his bedroom might send up the wrong signals. “Anything I can do?” 

Bleine shrugged. “Stay alert. Pay attention to the grumbles of the court and hope no

one goes for an assassination attempt.” 

“That’s not funny.” Sarler scowled. 

Bleine wrapped his fingers around Sarler’s left hand, gripping it lightly. “I appreciate

you trying to help. During Vohne and Kres’ ceremony, we can mingle and see if you can

sense anything odd or anyone who feels as if they are hiding anything. Saint can hunt too

and  if  we  come  up  with  anything  strange,  we’ll  at  least  know  who  to  target  when  we

start our investigation.” 

“I  can  do  that!”  A  rush  of  joy  went  through  Sarler.  He  could  help.  Some  of  the

frustration of being injured and unable to assist Bleine vanished. He could do this. 

He smiled at Bleine, who returned it with a wary look of his own. 

“What?” His mate appeared less than excited about Sarler’s new assignment. 

“Are you sure about this? You are just getting over an attack. I can have guards on

you the entire time, but I can’t guarantee your safety. We still don’t know who is plotting

against the crown. I can’t have you wandering large crowds unprotected among so many

strangers.” 

“If you expect me to sense anyone, you can’t have the guards around me all the time

either,” Sarler argued. “Their vibes will get in the way of my reading people.” 

Bleine sighed. “What do you propose then? Because I’m not going to let you mingle

with  a  bunch  of  people  who  might  not  be  our  allies  and  who  would  love  to  get  their

hands on a Thresl mate. Everyone knows how much you mean to me and that we’ll do

anything to get you back.” 

If Bleine’s life didn’t hang on the balance of Sarler’s actions he’d tease the man about

being overprotective. But some things he couldn’t kid about. 

“You can have them watching me from above. Put them on the balcony and a couple

on  the  perimeter.  I  can  alert  them  if  something  goes  wrong.  I  can’t  have  you  hanging

around me the entire time either. I might not be much of a soldier, but I am trained to

protect myself,” he reminded Bleine. 

“I  know.  I  know.  I  just  don’t  see  you  as  a  big  bad  fighter.  You’re  more  gentle  than

that.” 

Sarler gripped Bleine’s arm. “I’m not saying I’m ready to go out for combat, but I’m

not  weak  either.  I  can  conceal  a  weapon  on  my  person  for  the  party.  No  one  would

expect me to be armed.” 

“Good idea,” Vohne said approvingly. “We can have a small gun or one of the new

laser weapons concealed on you, along with a mic so you can announce if you get into

trouble.” 

“Sounds good.” Relief filled Sarler. He wasn’t going to be a burden to his mate. He

could help. It was as if he was back in school and had got to sit at the popular kids’ table. 

Vohne and Bleine were considering him as a viable option to assist them. 

“Why  don’t  you  get  your  mate  back  to  bed,  Bleine?  He  can  rest  up  while  I  inform

Kres we’re going to have our ceremony soon. I’ll let you know if you need to meet me in

the infirmary.” 

Sarler laughed along with Bleine, but the nervousness emanating from the king laid

lie to the laughter. He didn’t say anything until they’d left the room. 

“Why is the king so nervous about marrying Kres?” 

Bleine  smiled.  “He’s  not  nervous  about  the  bonding.  He’s  nervous  Kres  will  try  to

find a way out of it.” 

“Why  would  he  do  that?  I  mean,  I  know  it  was  postponed  once,  but  surely  they

aren’t going to cancel the entire thing?” From the whispers around the palace, he knew

everyone was looking forward to the party. Sarler knew from the history he’d read about

the  Thresls  that  mating  ceremonies  always  happened  in  front  of  the  full  court.  He

couldn’t even imagine how bad it would have to be for the king to not present his mate

before his people. 

“We’ll catch them,” Sarler vowed. “Or at least find out who’s responsible.” 

“We  will,  but  first  we  need  to  strengthen  our  own  bond.”  Bleine’s  hot  gaze  licked

across Sarler like a candle flame. 

He nodded, unable to speak. Almost without conscious thought his feet moved faster

until he was all but running down the corridor back to their room. Their suite. He liked

the sound of that. Of sharing his life with this brave prince who would face down anyone

to help his people. 

Bleine’s  footsteps  sounded  behind  him  but  Sarler  didn’t  stop  until  he  stood  at  the

foot of their bed. 

With his eyes locked on Bleine’s, Sarler pulled off his shoes, his pants then his shirt in

swift, impatient motions. He needed to feel Bleine’s hands on him more than he’d ever

needed anything in his lifetime. 

His desire must’ve transmitted itself to his mate. Bleine took little time to strip down

to nothing. Wrapping a hand into Sarler’s hair, he held him still while he plundered his

mouth. 

A moan escaped his control as Sarler’s hard body rubbed against him. 

“Let’s  make  sure  our  bond  is  well  established  before  we  worry  about  Kres  and

Vohne,” Bleine said. 

Sarler nodded at the brilliance of his mate. With a groan, he quickly divested Bleine

of  clothes.  When  they  were  finished  for  the  night,  no  one  would  ever  again  doubt  that

Bleine and Sarler had consummated their bond. 




Epilogue

Bleine had never seen so many people in fancy clothing. Sure, over the centuries he’d

seen some version of Vohne marry another version of Kres, but this was the largest group

of people ever to attend the ceremony. 

Representatives  from  the  surrounding  planets  and  even  some  far  off  galaxies  were

there. It had taken another month before they were able to get everything together for

the ceremony. Kres had dug in his heels about inviting a politician he’d gone to Thresl

training with. Vohne had refused to let an Admiral attend the event. 

By the time all the right people were finally invited, Bleine was ready to throw both

of  them  off  a  cliff.  Luckily,  the  actual  ceremony  had  gone  off  without  a  hitch  and  Kres

now wore a big-ass ring indicating he belonged to Vohne, as if anyone was in any doubt. 

As Vohne’s closest relative, Bleine was always the one who married him off to Kres. 

Saint had offered to stand in, but as neither of them knew the Thresl and since this might

possibly be the last time the couple married, they had politely declined. 

“Everyone  looks  beautiful,”  Sarler  whispered  in  Bleine’s  ear.  His  mate  looked

stunning in an all-black suit with a gold rose in the lapel, but then he would’ve thought

Sarler amazing in a sack. This was the first time they’d had a chance to exchange more

than a few words since the event started. 

“You are the only one I see,” Bleine replied back. 

Sarler  blushed.  How  he  could  still  do  that  after  the  hours  they’d  spent  in  bed

tightening their bond Bleine didn’t know. 

“Pretty  words  from  a  pretty  man,”  Sarler  teased.  He  smoothed  Bleine’s  suit  and

fixed a strand of Bleine’s hair. All the little niceties a couple did for each other. 

“Am I all tidy now?” Bleine asked. He had a feeling if Sarler could turn into a Thresl, 

he  would’ve  groomed  Bleine  with  his  tongue.  The  image  made  Bleine  smile.  His  heart

ached  with  love  for  the  man  before  him.  He’d  do  anything  to  keep  Sarler  safe.  “If  you

feel anything weird you come find me right away. Understand?” 

Sarler nodded. “Will do. So far all I can feel is excitement. Everyone is thrilled to be

here.” 

“Good. Hopefully it’s because they are excited about the event and not because they

think  it’s  the  perfect  place  to  attack  the  king.”  Bleine  scanned  the  crowd,  worry  eating

away a bit of his excitement. 

“Do you think we’ll ever have this?” 

Bleine turned around at the wistfulness in his mate’s tone. “A big ceremony like this

where everyone and their second cousin twice removed attends?” 

Sarler nodded. 

“No.”  When  Sarler  dipped  his  head  to  hide  his  expression  Bleine  slid  his  fingers

beneath Sarler’s chin and tilted it back up. “I would never make you stand in front of all

these  people  we  don’t  care  about  and  say  your  vows.  Hell,  if  Vohne  weren’t  king  he

wouldn’t do it either.” 

“Oh.” 

Bleine could see disappointment stayed in Sarler’s eyes. “I can see us marrying, but

we would only invite people we care about.” 

Sarler’s  smile  rivalled  the  sunlight  streaming  through  the  windows  for  brightness. 

“I’d like that.” 

“Good.  I’d  like  that  too,”  Bleine  confirmed.  If  Sarler  had  said  he  wanted  the  entire

nonsense of hoards of people attending, Bleine would’ve done that too. 

 “The people all seem to love your brother.” 

Bleine turned to see Saint stalking towards them. The people nearest jumped out of

the way of the giant beast. 

“I do believe you’re scaring the guests,” Bleine said mildly. 

The cat gave a snort of disdain. “They are unimportant in the scheme of things.” 

“You don’t sense anyone wanting to do Vohne harm?” 

 “I read a few people who wanted to take your brother-in-law to bed with them. A few people

 fantasised about being king, but none of them came across as willing to kill to take the position

 from him.” 

Bleine sighed. “So we’ve learnt nothing.” 

 “Not true,”   Saint  contradicted.  “You  learnt  your  people  support  their  king.  If  anyone  is

 trying  to  get  the  throne  now,  it  is  either  someone  not  attending  the  ceremony  or  someone  off-

 world.” 

Bleine looked around, but he didn’t see a lot of people who weren’t royalty. Seating

was  at  a  premium,  so  a  lot  of  people  didn’t  get  to  come.  They  would  have  a

commonwealth ceremony outside in another couple of months. “I wonder if the people

we most need to see are the ones we generally don’t invite because of their positions.” 

“I’m going to walk around a little more,” Sarler said. 

He could feel something tickling the edges of his subconscious, a waft of animosity

like an oily slick across his mind. 

 “Want me to come?” 

“No. I’ll be all right.” 

If he brought the giant Thresl along, he doubted whoever it was would stay put long

enough for Sarler to pin them down. 

“Be  careful,  love,”  Bleine  said.  A  quick  kiss  was  pressed  against  his  lips  before  his

mate wandered away. 

Sarler  smiled,  pleased  that  his  mate  trusted  him  to  look  into  this  on  his  own.  He

didn’t doubt there would be guards watching his every step, but he still appreciated the

appearance of independence Bleine gave him. 

Straightening  his  shoulders,  he  turned  and  sent  out  his  psychic  feelers,  tentatively

reaching the people he passed. 

A cloud of dark energy slammed into his shield. 

“Whoa, what was that?” he whispered. 

Sarler froze in his spot and spun around until he located the source. A thin man with

a cold expression glared at the happy couple. Negativity emanated from the stranger so

strongly Sarler was surprised no one else could sense it. 

He slowly approached the man. 

“Hello.” 

The man spun to face Sarler as if startled. “What do you want?” 

“Is there a problem?” Sarler asked ignoring the man’s question for one of his own. 

“I knew if I stood here long enough you would appear,” the man said, an evil grin

crossing his face. 

“What?” 

“You  thought  you  could  escape,  didn’t  you?”  A  knife  appeared  in  his  hand.  “Your

parents  wanted  me  to  give  you  their  regards.  They  knew  you  would  turn  into  an

abomination. I was just going to kill you, but I think I’ll have a little fun first.” 

The man pressed the sharp blade to Sarler’s stomach. “Come with me and I’ll spare

your mate.” 

Sarler nodded his agreement. 

He couldn’t do anything in a room full of people without endangering someone else. 

“Head for the exit. I’ll be watching you the entire time. Do something stupid and I’ll

kill you slowly.” 

Sarler  knew  the  man  planned  to  kill  him  anyway.  He  frantically  sent  mental

messages to Saint, hoping the large Thresl was still scanning the room. When he didn’t

see any sign of the black beast, he knew he was on his own. 

Reaching into his pocket, he grabbed the black box. Good thing he’d snatched it out

of his other pants this morning. He could feel the stranger’s fury. Sarler had thought his

parents had forgotten about him by now. He should’ve known he wouldn’t have escaped

them so easily. 

Without warning, Sarler tossed the box to the floor and smashed it with his heel. 

A loud siren pierced the air. Sarler dropped to the floor. He could feel the whoosh of

air as the stranger swept his knife across the spot Sarler had stood in. 

Out of nowhere the nurse from the medic ward raced behind Sarler’s attacker. With

an effective kick, she slammed her heel into the man’s skull. He tumbled to the ground

and didn’t get up. 

“You all right?” she asked. 

“Um, yeah, thanks.” Sarler accepted the hand she held out. 

Bleine rushed through the crowd and wrapped Sarler in his arms. “Are you all right? 

Is he one of the betrayers?” 

Sarler laughed as relief rushed through him. “No. He was here for me. Apparently

my parents weren’t happy with my leaving my home world.” 

“Fuck them,” Bleine said. “I’ll make sure the representative I send will make it clear

that any more attacks on your life will result in war.” 

“Definitely.  You  are  a  member  of  our  family  and  we  don’t  appreciate  attempts  on

your life,” Vohne said, appearing out of the crowd with his arm around Kres. The king

motioned for the guards to take the man away. “Who was the lady who saved you?” 

“I’ll  tell  you  later.  It’s  not  a  story  for  a  crowded  room.”  Sarler  didn’t  know  if  the

nurse wanted to be exposed to the public. Hell, he didn’t even know her name. 

“Well, if the fuss is over, my mate owes me a dance,” Vohne declared. 

Sarler noticed Kres only rolled his eyes, but he did allow the king to pull him onto

the dance floor. 

 “I arrived too slowly to save you.”  Saint pushed his way through the crowd and pressed

his big head against Sarler’s leg. 

“That’s okay. I’m all right.” 

The  beast  snorted.  “If  you  are  fine  then  I  will  continue  to  hunt.  Something  smells

 delicious.” 

Before Sarler and Bleine could say anything, the big cat melted away into the crowd. 

“I wonder what he’s smelling,” Sarler said. 

Bleine  shrugged.  “I  don’t  know.  Hopefully  it  isn’t  something  that’ll  get  him  in

trouble. He causes enough just walking down the hall.” 

Sarler threw back his head and laughed. “True. So very true.” 

“Come  dance  with  me,  my  love.  After  that,  we  can  see  if  Kres  will  throw  cake  at

Vohne.” 

“Why would he do that?” Sarler asked letting Bleine lead him into a gentle dancing

motion. 

Bleine smiled. “I can never figure it out but there’s a fifty-fifty chance it will happen

and the pictures are always worth blackmailing Vohne with later.” 

Sarler laid his head down on Bleine’s shoulder. “You’re right, we wouldn’t want to

miss that.” 

Cuddled up to his mate, Sarler enjoyed a rare, quiet moment dancing with the man

he loved. 
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Chapter One

 A man should be like an empty chalice ready to be filled with the experiences of life. – Queen

 Nyaha

“That’s the best I can do. It should hide your marks but not cover up so much as to

offend  an  interested  Master,”  Odwill  said.  The  elderly  servant  finished  positioning  the

decorative cuffs over Chalice’s biceps, patting his arm with the familiar touch of a man

who’d watched over his charge since birth. 

“Thanks, Odwill, it should do fine.” Chalice gave his manservant a reassuring smile. 

He  knew  the  older  man  didn’t  approve  of  Chalice’s  plans.  However,  he  couldn’t  argue

with Chalice’s mother. 

Although  his  mother  had  died  during  Chalice’s  birth,  her  powers  as  a  seer  were

legendary. Knowing she would die during labour, she’d chronicled advice to her unborn

son and uploaded it into the royal archives. Her encryption key died with her, so no one

would  be  able  to  alter  them  or  read  ahead.  Once  a  week,  the  device  would  chime  and

advice from beyond the grave would appear on the screen. Not once had she steered him

wrong. When Chalice was younger, he’d thought of her as his imaginary friend—always

there when he needed help. Now he wished she could advise him in person. 

When  he’d  first  announced  plans  to  join  the  outbound  pets  on  the  next  starship, 

Odwill  had  immediately  looked  for  ways  to  help.  They  both  knew  there  was  no  future

for  Chalice  as  long  as  he  lived  beneath  his  father’s  roof.  His  father  loved  Chalice  in  his

own  way,  but  he  refused  to  acknowledge  his  son’s  problem.  In  his  father’s  mind,  a

planetary ruler couldn’t have a submissive for a son. 

To protect his identity, he’d first needed to cover the tattoos revealing him as a four-

elemental mage. No one would take a man on board who could destroy their ship with a

single  thought.  Wide  bands  of  coppery  metal  on  his  biceps  gave  the  impression  of

bondage as well as covering up his signs of power. 

Chalice fidgeted with his armbands for a moment before turning to face his servant. 

“You’d  best  make  yourself  scarce  after  I  leave.  I  don’t  want  you  to  get  into  trouble.  I

doubt  father  will  discover  my  absence  for  a  few  days,  but  when  he  does,  he’s  likely  to

come to you for questioning. Wait to announce your retirement until they discover I’m

missing. Don’t give him any reason to think you were responsible for my disappearance.” 

Odwill nodded. Not a strand of his white hair moved. Chalice had always wondered

how the man stayed perfectly groomed no matter what the conditions. 

“I  will  wait  until  they  announce  you  missing,  then  go  stay  with  my  sister  in

Collinsville. Your father shouldn’t object since I will no longer have a charge.” 

Chalice went to his dresser and pulled out a small velvet bag from the top drawer. 

“This  is  for  you,  Odwill.  A  small  thanks  for  all  of  your  help.”  He  clasped  the  servant’s

shoulder,  handed  the  bag  over  then  turned  to  away  finish  packing.  He  wasn’t  going  to

cry. According to his father, princes didn’t cry and Chalice didn’t plan to start now. 

“My lord!” Odwill gasped behind him. “This is more gold than I’ve ever had in my

life.” 

Chalice  took  a  deep  breath  but  kept  his  back  to  Odwill.  He  was  too  close  to  an

emotional breakdown over leaving the man who’d been more like a father to him than

his own. 

“I can’t repay you for all you’ve done for me over the years, but I can make sure your

remaining years are comfortable.” 

“Thank you, my lord. I want you to know that it has always been a pleasure to serve

you, despite your handicap. You’ve never been a bit of trouble. If I could go with you to

your new home I would.” 

Chalice smiled. “I know you would, Odwill, and you’re the only one who calls it a

handicap. Everyone else calls it a curse.” 

Despite  having  the  strongest  magical  ability  in  his  family,  without  a  counterpart  to

balance  out  his  powers,  Chalice’s  magic  wobbled  out  of  control.  Most  magic  users,  like

his  two  brothers,  were  masters  who  kept  a  submissive  to  help  smooth  out  their  ability. 

Chalice,  however,  was  a  submissive.  And  as  a  rare,  four-elemental  mage,  if  he  bonded

with  another  magic  user  he  would  burn  the  other  man  out  with  the  sheer  force  of  his

abilities. 

He’d  heard  of  other  planets  where  non-magical  creatures  could  bond  with  and

balance the magical. However, his father refused to admit a child of his had a problem. 

Chalice couldn’t hope for help from that direction, so he needed to find his own solution. 

Now, at nineteen years of age, Chalice had reached adulthood and was ready to leave his

home planet and look for his magical match among the stars. 

Odwill grabbed Chalice by the arm and turned Chalice to face him. 

“No matter what anyone says, you’re not cursed…you’re special—so special the gods

have created an entire other person to help you with your magic. All you have to do is

find him.” Odwill gave him a final gentle shake before letting him go. With a sad smile, 

he reached into his pocket. “I’ve been saving this to give to a child of my own one day

but I never ended up having any. You are the closest thing to a son I will ever have.” 

Odwill opened his hand. A ring engraved with a hawk holding a rare Tinarean ruby

lay on his palm. “It was given to me by a soothsayer who told me this ring would lead

my son to his future.” 

“I can’t take this,” Chalice protested. 

“You  can  and  you  will,”  Odwill  said  in  a  firm  voice.  Before  Chalice  could  refuse

again,  Odwill  took  his  right  hand  and  slid  the  ring  onto  the  middle  finger.  “Keep  it  to

remind you of me when you’re far away from home. Know you are the son of my heart

even if you aren’t of my seed.” 

Chalice gave Odwill a tremulous smile. “Thank you, old friend. Enjoy your days as a

man of leisure.” 

After  zipping  up  his  bag,  Chalice  slipped  it  onto  his  back,  barely  feeling  the  added

weight.  The  pack  only  contained  two  sets  of  clothes,  his  credit  chip,  an  emergency

communicator  and  his  mother’s  journal.  A  pet  wouldn’t  need  much.  His  new  owner

would provide for him. 

With one last nod to his servant, Chalice left his childhood bedroom. He knew he’d

never be back…at least not as only his father’s son. It was time for him to become his own

person.  The  thought  made  him  both  sad  and  triumphant.  Optimistic  he  would  find  his

answers in the stars, Chalice headed for the outer gates. 

The path to the front exit thankfully lacked the presence of anyone who would care

about  him  leaving.  Chalice  nodded  to  the  guards  as  he  went,  but  no  one  stopped  him

until he reached the actual outer barrier with its full contingent of warriors. 

“Excuse me, Prince Chalice.” Shreel, captain of the king’s guard, stepped in front of

him and blocked his path. 

“Is there a problem?” Chalice kept his voice calm and steady, refusing to reveal his

jangling nerves. 

Shreel looked at the pack on Chalice’s shoulder. “Going somewhere?” 

“Yes, and if you don’t move I’m going to be late.” Chalice locked eyes with Shreel. 

He  let  flames  flicker  in  his  pupils  to  show  his  annoyance,  an  easy  trick  that  always

unnerved others and one of the few small magicks he could perform without a partner. 

Shreel  shivered  before  the  sight  but  didn’t  back  down.  “Does  your  father  know

where you’re going?” 

“No,  and  as  I’m  of  age,  it  isn’t  any  of  his  business.”  He  hoped  he  covered  his

nervousness well. If the guard sensed anything out of the ordinary, he might detain him

until he could verify with the king Chalice’s right to leave. 

Shreel’s  gaze  swept  over  Chalice’s  bag  with  new  eyes.  “Pardon,  I  didn’t  know  you

were  seeing  someone.”  He  raised  a  hand  towards  the  soldiers  behind  him.  “Let  Prince

Chalice through.” 

“Have a good afternoon, Shreel,” Chalice said as he passed. His father’s right-hand

man had always treated him with the respect often lacking from his own family. 

“Good evening.” The guard bowed as Chalice walked by. 

Chalice didn’t let out a breath until the palace finally vanished behind him and the

busy streets swallowed him up. Raising his hand, he hailed a passing floater. The vehicle

pulled to a stop right before him. Chalice slid into the back. 

“Where  to?”  the  driver  asked  in  an  indifferent  tone.  His  eyes  revealed  a  complete

lack of interest in his traveller.  Perfect. 

“The spaceport, please.” 

“Sure.” The driver waited a moment to speak as he merged with traffic. “So where

are you heading to, young sir?” 

“Off-planet.”  His  tone  didn’t  encourage  conversation  as  he  turned  to  look  out  the

window.  The  less  information  he  shared  with  others,  the  less  information  his  father

would  have  if  he  went  looking  for  him.  He  wasn’t  really  concerned  about  his  father

hunting him down. He was of age and not of any political use to the king but, as a dutiful

son, he’d left a note behind. It didn’t reveal where he was going, because even he didn’t

know that yet, but it did confess what he’d left to look for. 

He needed to find a Master. 

The  driver  didn’t  speak  again  until  he  told  Chalice  the  fare  while  pulling  into  the

space station parking lot. 

Chalice gave the man a generous tip, earning him a smile from the driver. 

“Be careful out there, young man. The universe can be a scary place.” 

Chalice smiled at the driver. “Thanks, but I can take care of myself.” 

Mostly…as long as it didn’t consume more than a few minutes of power, otherwise

his  magic  veered  out  of  control  like  a  renegade  asteroid.  New  craters  in  the  castle

grounds attested to Chalice’s lack of proper restraint. 

Hundreds  of  ships  dotted  the  spaceport.  Some  of  them  large,  some  of  them  small, 

some of them put together with sticky glue and string, or at least they looked like it to

Chalice’s inexperienced eyes. He headed for the big glowing sign that listed departures, 

hoping something would jump out at him. 

“Searching for a particular ship?” a blue-skinned woman in a deep red dress asked as

she stopped beside him. 

Chalice  gave  her  a  polite  bow  in  respect  of  the  diplomatic  badge  she  wore  on  her

shoulder. “I was hoping to find a pet ship,” he confessed. Unfortunately he couldn’t tell

which ones might be pet flights and which ones hauled cargo. 

The woman examined Chalice carefully. “You appear rather well off for a pet.” 

Chalice  shrugged  but  didn’t  dispute  her  comment.  His  father  might  not  have

thought  Chalice  worthy  of  being  a  proper  magic  user,  but  he  never  denied  him  funds. 

Chalice had shifted quite a bit to a private account his father couldn’t access for just this

eventuality. 

“I  need  a  Master,”  he  blurted  out.  Normally  he  wouldn’t  confide  in  a  complete

stranger but she had a soothing aura about her. Probably stood her in good stead in her

diplomatic dealings. A sexual Master would be best. He needed complete domination to

sublimate the energy surging through his body. 

“I’m Dahla Soon.” 

“Chalice.” 

She raised her brow at the lack of a surname but he didn’t offer anything more. As he

returned to scanning the board, he could feel Dahla’s amber eyes on him. 

“Would you consent to being a present?” 

Chalice turned and examined the woman with his ‘other’ sight. Her aura showed no

signs of malice or ill will—instead she had a purply tint of anticipation. “Who would I be

a present for?” 

“I have to negotiate mining rights on planet Zaraga. The emperor, Terrin Hawk, is a

hard man, but rumour has it he’s seeking a new pet.” 

“Why does he need a new pet?” Chalice wondered if the fates were helping him or

mocking him. Never in his life had anything fallen in his lap like this. 

“He has problems keeping them,” she said with a shrug. 

That didn’t sound good. 

“He hurts them?” 

Dahla  shook  her  head.  “He  gets  bored  with  them  and  sends  them  on  their  way.  It

would help my negotiations if I could present him with someone who looks like you.” 

“What would I get out of it?” He was young, not stupid. 

“Besides a possible Master, I’ll give you free transportation and a half per cent of the

money I receive from the mining rights, whether you stay with him or not. All I ask is

that you stick to any contract you sign with him.” 

A half a percentage for any mining haul would bring good money and it never hurt

to have additional funds. He might need to continue his hunt if the emperor didn’t work

out. Not to mention the ring Odwill had given him had a hawk matching the emperor’s

last name. Chalice had too much faith in seers to disregard such an obvious link. 

“You must really want those rights.” 

Dahla  nodded.  “We  manufacture  ships  and  need  the  mining  rights  in  order  to

harvest the mineral that keeps them in the air.” 

“Providing  the  guy  isn’t  too  hideous,  you  have  yourself  a  deal.”  If  the  emperor

turned out to be a dud, Chalice would be free to go to a different planet. 

Dahla pulled a device out of her pocket. She pushed a few buttons before turning it

to Chalice. “Here’s a picture of him.” 

The gorgeous man had lush black hair, cold black eyes and a cruel tilt to his mouth. 

He  practically  screamed  Master.  Chalice  readily  agreed.  Now  he  could  only  hope  he

would meet the man’s criteria. 
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