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HIGH ELVES AREN’T SUPPOSED to mate with Low Elves, but not only King Rayan can’t keep away from his cute monster hunter Sasta—they are about to have babies!

King Royan has just claimed the throne and already he needs to find a mate quickly and produce an heir, in accordance with the Fae Emperor’s decree. Tradition has it that only High Elves can mate with a king, the top of the chain, the top alpha in the empire. But when Sasta, a Low Elf and monster hunter, comes to the palace, Royan finds himself drawn to the pretty Fae.

Sasta doesn’t think he’s fertile—infertility having been the curse of the Fae kingdom since the Great War shook the world—and certainly doesn’t think that his encounters with the handsome king might produce anything more than a few hours of pleasure.

It is, then, with great surprise that he discovers he’s pregnant, right after the king leaves for a long journey looking for a suitable mate in the neighboring kingdoms.

Convincing the grumpy Head of the Temple of the facts isn’t easy, and by the time the king returns, Sasta is convinced that, babies or not, the king probably doesn’t care for him at all.

Little does he know that king Royan has been thinking about him all along, unable to be with anyone else because of his feelings for Sasta...

* This is a steamy 55,000-word mpreg Fae novel with humor and angst and misunderstandings that lead nevertheless to love and cute babies! Follow five kings of the Fae in their quests to find their Fated omega Mates and have pretty babies with them. Intended for adult readers. *
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Chapter One: Royan
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A lone rider had just crossed the gate, entering the castle. Hooded, covered under a gray mantle for protection from the cold drizzle, mounted on a black horse, he stood talking to one of the guards. His face was in shadow, and he was too far to make it out anyway, even with his keen elven sight, but something about him sent a warm shiver through Royan.

Who was he?

One of the many elves passing through Ebora Castle, he told himself, and nothing more. He had to work harder on ignoring his urges, the heat flowing through his blood, the need to mate. Not until he’d found a compatible bearer male.

If only it were that easy...

Most elves were not fertile. After the last elf-human war that had decimated Elfhame, and then the latest Breach all but destroyed the land, babymaking had become the top priority of every elf, high or low. The magic of the first Breach had eliminated females, splitting the male population into Sires, Bearers, and non-fertile elves.

The priests were afraid that elves would soon die out. Their rituals revealed that the numbers of babies born were nowhere near enough to replenish their depleted race.

The problem, in a world where only males lived, was to find those fertile elves to carry out that task. By law all fertile elves were commanded to reproduce—but though Siring males were easy to discern—after all, big cocks that got hard all the time weren’t easy to hide, and Sires generally belonged to the high caste, the aristocracy, Bearers generally looked just like any other male.

On top of that, you couldn’t mate with just any Bearer. You had to meet a compatible Bearer, so compatible he’d send you into a rut in order to reproduce, and finding that Bearer was a feat on its own. Their scent was supposed to trigger a response in the Sire’s body, and there was also something about their body proportions and colorings that fed the instinct that led to the choosing, but beyond that, it was all hazy.

Yeah, no wonder the population was declining.

Royan had never paid so much attention to the mating details because he thought he had time. Many Sires journeyed to find their Bearer, their Mate, when they came of age. The Mating Journeys, they were called. But he’d never had the time for this.

Even less for finding his Soul Mate, the perfect mate fated for him that the priests always prattled about. A union merging body and soul, and the prefect recipe for many strong babies. Gods below, the priests really only cared about the babies, didn’t they?

And now he had a sword hanging over his head.

Most high elves found their mates in the upper society classes, where most fertile elves were to be found. However, Royan’s scouts that not unearthed a compatible Bearer in his territory, not since he ascended on the throne of Ebora Castle. Soon, the priests and the Emperor would come hunting for his head if he didn’t fulfil his duty.

Not that he didn’t want to fulfill them. Gods above, being a Sire was a pain in the ass. His body demanded he mate and unload into the right Bearer body, and he ached with the need.

He paced the length of his apartments, then turned and paced once more. Why was he so antsy? He had work to do. Paperwork to prepare. He should inspect his men who had to be battle-ready at any moment, and he had monsters prowling outside his walls. The small kingdom of Ebora he’d inherited was a mess. With his dads dead when he was still a small child, and having had a steward until recently, he hadn’t realized how bad things were.

Of course, there had been a period of peace. If only the monsters hadn’t come out of the hole the Breach had opened, pouring out of the other dimensions faster than anyone could ever hope to kill them.

If only he found a mate quickly and took him to the Emperor to be registered before the Emperor stripped him of his title...

Depression clung to him like a mantle lined with lead.

Turning back around, he was helplessly drawn to the window again. Leaning out, he observed the rider unmounting and crossing the bailey, leading his horse to the stables. What was it about the elf? He walked gracefully, purposefully, in long strides. His shoulders didn’t seem very wide, but he had the bearing of a strong elf.

God Melek. What did it matter? Why was he staring? Why was he getting hard at the sight of a pretty elf?

He rubbed a hand over his face and shook his head. The priest of the Asterth temple who’d given him his Siring brand had told him he’d probably be scattered-brained between coming of age and finding a mate. He just hadn’t realized how much. He couldn’t afford this fog in his mind with everything he was expected to be doing.

Determined to prove the priest wrong, he moved to his ornate desk in the corner, gathered his long silver hair back with a ribbon and sat down to sort through the royal correspondence.

A knock at the door roused him not long after from the perusal of a proposal about a trade fair from his neighboring king Asha.

“Come in,” he said absently, only glancing up when the door creaked open and a servant poked his head inside, bowing low. “What is it?”

“Majesty,” the servant said, a slip of a boy with the tips of his pointed ears still unadorned. “The Hunter you asked for is here to see you.”

Royan blinked. “Hunter?”

The boy seemed uncertain, his gaze flicking at the space behind him. “Yes, Majesty. A Hunter for the—”

“For the monsters,” a low, warm male voice said, sending a bolt of heat straight to Royan’s cock, and the servant stepped aside to let a tall elf enter. “Hunter Sasta, at your service.”

He pulled his hood off as he spoke, and when he bowed, his copper hair spilled all the way to the floor, caught in a loose tail. There was something about him...

“You were the rider who entered the castle earlier,” Royan said, his nostrils flaring as he caught a whiff of the elf—something earthy and sweet and spicy, like cider and mulberry spirit. “I watched you from the window.”

Eyes green like leaves spangled with dew flicked up, wide with surprise, and Royan caught his breath at the beauty of the man’s face. Those eyes, and the mouth, curling slightly at one corner as the surprise seemed to wear off in a wicked smile. His teeth, slightly uneven, the canines dainty, unlike a Sire’s. His copper lashes were long, and tendrils of that copper hair escaped the tail to curl enticingly around his long, pale neck.

Gods...

It was irrational. He wasn’t perfectly beautiful like some of the elves who’d passed through the castle—princes and merchants and dancers and whores—and then there was the scar.

A  silvery, old scar running from his ear to his brow, bisecting it. It gave him a roguish air, but in a society prizing perfection so much, it might put off many a suitor.

A monster Hunter, though. Of course.

Royan wondered if the elf hid more scars under his leathers, and Gods below, why did that thought get him even more excited?

Ludicrous.

“I asked for a Hunter many moons ago,” Royan said, leaning back in his chair and taking him in from head to toe, pretending he wasn’t the one unsettled, the one who’d been staring. “Certainly more than four.”

“And have the monsters left, your Majesty?”

Gods, his voice was so smooth, but not cloying, rather... warm. “Indeed they haven’t. Stand up. Let me see your brand.”

He straightened, that half-smirk still on his full lips as he brushed his hair aside. As he approached, Royan got out of his seat to look and discovered he was taller than the Hunter, though not by much. The Hunter was more slender, his shoulder span much narrower.

It pleased Royan.

And made him scowl. The Hunter’s scent was all around him as he bowed his head to display the brand of his profession on a smooth shoulder blade, and Royan had a sudden, gut-wrenching urge to lick his skin, to taste it, to sink his canines into his flesh and mark him as his.

Royan took an unsteady step back. “Very well,” he whispered, and had to clear his throat. “You have experience with nightmare horses?”

“I do.”

“And rogue pterosaurs?”

“The black kind, your Majesty?”

Royan nodded. “Among others.”

The Hunter bowed. “Yes, Majesty. Does that mean you still require my services?”

“Take a look outside the walls tomorrow, see if you can take care of the issue. In fact...” He frowned. “Didn’t you encounter any monsters in the Windy Pass and the valley?”

“I dispatched a ground dragon, Majesty. Which is partly why I was late to arrive.”

Royan gave the man another appraising look, this time assessing his strength. “That cannot have been easy. And you must have been long on the road. Tell the servant, if he hasn’t run away that is, to prepare you a room and give you supper. We can talk tomorrow morning about the monster reports and where to find them, before you go out to do your reconnaissance. I also need to know how many men you shall need, and weapons.”

“Majesty.” He bowed low, that damn tail of copper hair swishing over his shoulder and all but brushing the floor, setting Royan’s senses on fire and getting his cock hard as granite.

“Dismissed,” he growled, not knowing what to do with this feeling except pin the man to the wall, or bend him over the table and pound into him.

A Hunter.

As the elf opened the door and disappeared behind him, he sighed and closed his eyes. Antsy, and stressed. That was his problem.

And why wouldn’t he fuck the Hunter? Even if he was a Hunter, as low as they come on the hierarchical chain. Feared and abhorred, too poor to own a house and land, selling their skills and time, selling their lives to anyone with enough coin.

But it wasn’t like he’d found a fertile Bearer yet. He might as well scratch the itch, get some relief. A Hunter would usually come and stay a couple of moons, studying the monsters and dispatching them one by one. Sometimes more monsters arrived before he was done finishing off the ones occupying the territory.

That spicy scent...

It was all Royan could do not to go after the elf right now. He needed to finish with the paperwork, and besides, he should let the Hunter rest before he invited him into his bed.

He didn’t even know the Hunter’s full name.

***
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THE ELF STOOD ON THE battlements, overlooking the valley below, when Royan made his way there the next morning. The wind blew back his copper mane and put color in his cheeks. His bright eyes shone like polished emeralds.

Tearing his gaze off the elf with an effort, Royan came to stand beside him. “I trust you have rested well, Hunter.”

“Indeed, Majesty.” The elf turned a smile on him and caught him in a snare once more. “Thank you for your hospitality.”

“You are here to work for me.”

“And I cost.”

Royan frowned at the elf’s audacious tone and the smile widening into a grin. “The usual fee, I assume?”

“Of course, Majesty.”

“Good.” All the right words were there, but the light dancing in those green, star-shot eyes seemed insolent and playful. Royan wasn’t used to that. But Hunters were not subjects to any king, and he had no power over the handsome elf.

“Does that mean I am hired?”

“Depends. Do you think you can take on the monsters?”

The elf looked back out at the valley spreading around them. “Yes, I think so.”

“Have you spoken to the head of my guard?”

“Indeed I have.”

Royan nodded. “What is your full name, Hunter?” Elves used abbreviated versions of their names, but knowing one’s full name and family kenning was important before a transaction.

“It’s just Sasta, Majesty.”

Royan frowned. “Don’t you have a proper family kenning?”

“Apologies.” Sasta shrugged slightly. “That is all I have.”

An orphan. Not unusual among Hunters. Who would want a job like that had they the chance to enter a family business without danger? “It will do. Come to my apartments to sign the contract and you can begin.”
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Chapter Two: Sasta
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The King wanted him.

Sasta had wandered and worked long enough in castles, towns and remote villages, hunting the monsters, to know when an elf desired him, more so a Sire.

And damn, but Sasta wanted him, too, with a force that took his breath away. King Royan was known across the kingdoms for his courage in leading his men against monsters, and for working to fix his kingdom’s issues from the moment and sat on the throne. He was young for a king, though probably older than Sasta.

Probably.

Hard to know when your fathers weren’t around to ask in what year you’d been born.

With his silver-and-blue streaked golden hair and dark blue eyes, that arrogant jaw and hard mouth, those wide shoulders and powerful body... Gods, the king was pure sexual force and aggression, the musk of his erection filling Sasta’s senses even from across the room.

Fiddling with the silver studs decorating the tip of his right ear, Sasta bent over the library table, studying the map he’d been provided with.

If the king wanted to fuck him, what was he waiting for? Sasta certainly hadn’t pushed him away. If the king touched him, he’d touch right back. If he wanted Sasta under him, he’d be happy to oblige. He took pleasure anywhere he found it. He took touching anywhere he found it, which was pathetic but beggars couldn’t be choosers, not in Sasta’s world. If he lay underneath King Royan, with the bulk of that muscular body pressing him down...

He shuddered, a coil of need tightening in his gut. He was hard, and there was a dull but persistent ache behind his balls, inside his hole, he’d never felt before. He felt wetness seep between his legs, the wetness of arousal, and the King hadn’t even touched him.

Damn it.

Ignoring the discomfort as best he could, he traced with his fingers the locations where the king’s guards swore they’d glimpsed the monsters. He repeated them in his mind, one by one, to engrave them in his memory, associating certain weapons and killing methods with each.

“So you’re the Hunter our King has hired,” a low voice said from behind him, making him jump.

Damn, he wasn’t so careless normally. He let himself get distracted. Didn’t he know by now he could never let his guard down?

Turning, he discovered an elf in long shimmering robes, his gold-and-white hair caught in a topknot and dark dots painted on his face. His eyes were a faded gray. “Honorable Priest,” he whispered, his face heating, and bowed low. “I didn’t see you.”

“One wonders what sort of Hunter that makes you, if your observation skills are so limited,” the elf hissed, and Sasta winced. “I don’t trust your lot. Hunters and other lawless creatures, wandering the land, sucking the life out of communities and royal treasuries.”

Sasta hadn’t expected the attack. Stupid of him, of course. “Honorable—”

“Sucking them dry,” the priest went on, sniffing at the map as if the scent of the parchment offended him, as if it was Sasta’s fault. “Bedding anyone who shows an interest, and robbing them, huh? Whores and liars. Opening your legs for anyone—”

“What is going on here?” the king’s rich, rumbling voice sounded, saving Sasta for coming up with an answer to the priest.

What could he say, anyway? It was all true, all the way down to the robbing, when times got rough, before he became a Hunter, and as for opening his legs...

Yeah.

Any touch. Any pleasure. Even if he never came from an elf’s cock. Deficient somehow in this, too, but the touch, skin on skin, hard flesh moving inside him, it helped. Helped sooth the ache of that void inside him he had no idea how to fill.

“King Royan,” the priest said in his hissing voice. “I was just making the acquaintance of your Hunter.”

“I want you to give him your blessing, Honorable Ao,” King Royan said, his dark blue eyes flashing. He was annoyed, that much was evident, and Sasta fought to hide a smile. Was he annoyed on his behalf? It pleased Sasta, though he knew the priest could do whatever in the hells he wanted and nobody, not even the king, could stop him. “For the hunt.”

“That will come in its own time,” the priest said and moved away from the table, hands clasped together behind his back. “When the hunt begins.”

The king frowned at the priest’s retreating back. He frowned a lot, Sasta thought randomly. He seemed to carry a lot of burden on his broad shoulders for someone so young, someone who not only lived in a castle but owned it, and the land around it, and the people on it, unlike Sasta who owned nothing but his swords.

And even those were stolen.

“He’s a grumpy elf,” he said, to Sasta’s astonishment, as the priest left the library, letting the heavy door swing closed. “Don’t pay him any heed.”

“Where I come from, priests can never be wrong,” Sasta whispered.

“And where do you come from?”

A gleam filled the king’s eyes, and Sasta almost forgot himself for a moment. He had stars in his eyes, he thought, dazed. Silvery bursts woven through the dark blue iris, like night skies.

He caught himself in time, though, and looked away from that knowing, intelligent gaze. “No place in particular, Majesty. I was raised in a small village in Alberaith, called Small Willow.”

“Small Willow,” the King repeated slowly, as if trying to place the name.

“But I have lived almost everywhere since I started my Hunter training and then as I worked, following the tracks of nightmares.”

“I see.” That gravelly voice... that body. That angular face.

Sasta realized he was licking his lips as if he was presented with a sugary treat. “Did you need me for something, Majesty?”

“Yeah, I need you for something.” The king propped his hip against the table and folded his massive muscular arms across his chest. Sasta couldn’t stop staring at him, the handsome profile, a jaw so square, the long hair the same silver as the jewelry dangling from the black tips and the lobes of his ears.

This king was sexy as all five hells and then some.

And Sasta had never felt such a pull to someone, anyone, before. He waited to hear the reason for the young King’s presence, fighting the itch to scratch at the scars on his back. On his face. Nervousness. He never allowed himself to show nervousness.

Too many monsters in the world.

Many of them elven, just like himself.

“Come walk with me,” the kind said, and straightening turned to go, obviously expecting Sasta to follow him. “We need to talk.”

Well, that sounded kind of ominous. Had the king changed his mind about giving him the contract? He wouldn’t have much of a choice of Hunters in these parts, being so close to the Breach, and he King had said he’d waited for months for his request to be answered.

Who knew what went on in royal minds, though, right? Things changed all the time, elves, too. You could never rest, never trust life wouldn’t turn around and bite you in the ass.

Casting the map one last look, steeling himself against the onslaught of doubts, he rolled his shoulders back and followed the handsome king outside.

***
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THE GARDENS WERE WELL kept, despite the danger lurking outside the city walls. Sasta wasn’t sure why he was surprised, as he trailed his hand along the green hedges and the trunks of saplings and older, gnarled trees. This was a palace, not just a fortress. Kings wore silk and velvet and had troubadours sing for the at banquets while the rest of the world lived in fear and hunger, dressed in scraps and pain.

And there it was again, the bitterness he’d thought he’d vanquished. He had to work more on his inner calm—and the invisible mask he wore, schooling his features into pleasantness while the King paced a few steps ahead of him in the weak sunshine. The light picked out bright strands in the king’s pale hair, showing Sasta that it wasn’t silver as he’d thought, but also gold, and platinum white, with some light blue thrown in.

A royal line. They tended to be more colorful from birth, like peacocks and other strutting birds, than the elven peasantry. The tips of their ears were finer, higher, their cheekbones sharper, their bodies taller.

“Something the matter, Hunter?”

It was only then that Sasta realized he’d fallen behind. “Nothing, Majesty.” He picked up his pace to match the king’s, only belatedly remembering he should have kept a step behind. “Lovely gardens. I imagine the priests spell them through Winter.”

The king nodded, and when Sasta attempted to keep a step behind, as per protocol, he slowed down, too, so that they were abreast as they strolled through the maze of fragrant rosebushes and herbs Sasta couldn’t recognize.

“The Ebora temple is famed among the Hundred Kingdoms,” Sasta said, desperately trying to make conversation. “The power and knowledge of its priests are legendary.”

Another sign of trouble. He usually didn’t bother, didn’t have difficulty keeping up the easygoing façade. It was all a show for money. One had to eat, and employers were more generous and amenable to giving him work if they liked him. He couldn’t rely faith in the gods alone.

They’d let him down too many times.

“The temple was powerful before the Breach,” King Royan said, stopping at a promontory on the castle rock, placing his big hands on top of the balustrade. “That was long ago. Power and knowledge both fade when the monsters march in.”

Sasta couldn’t refute that. It also didn’t help that his thoughts pretty much shut down as he stood beside the king, enveloped in his scent, and hot all over from the proximity. He swallowed hard, watching the muscles play in the king’s corded forearms, the wind making the long pale hair dance. He wore no crown, no golden medallions on his strong chest, no rings except one large signet ring with the kingdom’s emblem of a tree.

“This isn’t something I want to discuss within hearing of others,” the king was saying, his blue eyes roaming over his kingdom spread below them, from the valley to the high hills on the east and the mountains on the north. “Not many know that my time as their king may not last.”

Sasta blinked. “Majesty?”

The king sighed. “I need a path cleared to the next fortified town, Hunter.”

“The capital of Ellesbeth?”

“That is correct. My quest for a Bearer and Mate is ongoing, and the Emperor’s deadline looming. I wouldn’t be telling you all this... Shouldn’t be. But I believe that an elf who will put his life on the line for me should know what for.”

An elf, a simple Hunter, Sasta thought bitterly—and why was he so bitter all of a sudden? He’d accepted his lot in life, and the king was doing him an honor, confiding the details of his mission instead of simply ordering him to clear him a path.

“When do you need to leave?” he asked.

“As soon as you can make it possible. My plan had been to take my guards and go, but since you are here, the priests are insisting that I should follow protocol.”

Sasta grinned, turning his head aside to hide it. he wasn’t supposed to find the king’s flouting of the protocol funny, or sexy. Arousing.

Gods, what was wrong with him? Get a hold of yourself, Sasta.

A Hunter was available, and the King was a fertile elf, a Sire. An available Hunter should accompany him, and indeed clear a path for him to reach his destination safely so he could do his own hunting for a fertile mate.

“I’ll be honored to serve you, Your Majesty.” Sasta bowed. “Let me scout the route to Ellesbeth, find the safest way, and then clear it as best I can in advance, before we set out.”

“Take two guards with you.”

“If it is all the same to you, I’d rather go alone. I trust my horse, and myself, but making sure more people remain alive will be more difficult.”

“What about me, then? How do you propose to keep me alive on the way to Ellesbeth?”

“I’d lay my life down for you, Majesty,” Sasta whispered, and shivered because he felt the truth of it in his bones. Why...? He rubbed at his chest. He’d never cared that much about anyone else’s life. Sure, if he swore to protect someone, he would, and generally he’d do his best to keep everyone around him alive, oftentimes stupidly getting his own ass kicked, but this?

This was weird.

“I believe you,” the king said quietly, then turned fully toward Sasta and put a rough hand on his face, stealing his breath.

Then he leaned in and covered Sasta’s mouth with his, rough, hot, demanding, and Sasta was gone. He stumbled when the king pushed him against the balustrade, then the king’s hand slipped behind his head, cradling it, while he took his time stealing Sasta’s sanity, turning his knees to water, twisting the coil of desire in his belly until he couldn’t take anymore.

The king pushed his tongue into Sasta’s mouth, stroking, thrusting, fanning the mounting desire, making Sasta harder and wetter and it hurt. He needed the king inside him so badly it actually hurt.

Gasping, he broke the kiss and shoved at the king, struggling to breathe. Gods damn, what was he doing? “Apologies,” he stammered, his face going hot and cold. “Majesty, apologies—”

“Are you all right?” King Royan gave him a long, penetrating look. He didn’t seem angry, only worried, and Sasta fought to hide his relief.

He failed. Dizzy, he leaned back and closed his eyes. “Yes. I’m sorry, I...”

But the king had already moved away.

***
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IT WAS JUST A KISS.

He was going to mow a bloody path through monsters for the king to go find his true mate and have many squealing red-faced babies with his blue eyes and silvery hair and...

Fuck, what was the matter with him? Sasta saddled his mare and patted her neck absently as she huffed and danced right and left inside the castle yard. It was just a kiss. He had no claim on the king.

The thought alone... so absurd it almost made Sasta laugh.

Do your job, Hunter, and stop dreaming of... whatever it is you’re dreaming of. The king in your arms? In your bed? He didn’t even extend the courtesy of bedding Sasta before asking him to go battle the monsters.

Why would he think a king, a young, handsome kind like Royan, would want him? Want to hold him, pin him on a bed like he had against the balustrade, shove more than his tongue into him, make him come...

He hissed at the ache inside, deep inside his hole, a squeeze and release like he could almost feel the king’s cock inside him. That was where a cock went in and a baby came out, in those elves who were fertile at least, with all the pleasure and pain in between. 

Sasta knew that much. He also knew he wasn’t fertile, but that didn’t mean he didn’t like to be fucked right there.

He tried to hide his general ignorance of the world as much as he could, hide the fact he hadn’t grown up like most elves among their peers, watching and reading and learning. But yeah, he knew that much, and no, he’d never felt that way before.

He strode through the castle, heading out to get his horse. No sense in waiting for the king to call him back, to say anything more. He had a job to do and he’d better get on with it.

One hand on the pommel of his sword, he headed down the steps to the main hall.

A blessing, he decided. If the king’s kiss, his presence alone, threw him into such a spin, imagine how he’d feel after having the king fuck him, and—

A servant stepped in his path and bowed deep, the buttons on his blue livery sparkling. He informed Sasta that the King expected him in the royal apartments.

“For real?” Sasta’s heart began a hard staccato, echoing in his ears.

“Yes, my lord Hunter.”

Sasta almost laughed at the honorific. A lord he’d never be. Nodding, he turned about and started back up the stairs, excitement and again that accursed nervousness beating through his veins like war drums.

Had he offended the king when he’d pulled back from the kiss? Or was this just business? He couldn’t decide which would be worse.

Lifting his hand, he trailed his fingertips over his mouth. Gods, but that kiss had been hot. Hotter than he’d ever been kissed, with just enough bite to linger.

And then he was outside the royal chambers and damn if he wasn’t hesitating again. Gods, this was so not like him. He wasn’t the hesitating king. A Hunter wouldn’t live long if he was. He was bold in battle and in bed, so what had gotten into him.

Clenching his jaw, he lifted his fist and thumped it on the heavy oaken door.
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