

    
        
          A Rogues Prince

        

        
        
          A.C. Williams

        

        
          Published by A.C. Williams, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      A ROGUES PRINCE

    

    
      First edition. March 18, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 A.C. Williams.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230853343

    

    
    
      Written by A.C. Williams.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

A Rogues Prince

Sign up for A.C. Williams's Mailing List

Also By A.C. Williams

About the Author
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Without you
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Ali slunk through the halls, his hood up and covering his face, hiding his dark mane as well. He doesn’t want to be recognized by any of the guards, though they may not remember him, it has been a while since he wandered these halls.

Making his way to the treasury, he picks the lock easily, they hadn't ever updated it. Chuckling quietly to himself he makes his way in and starts to load up his satchel, those hungry kiddos are waiting for him. But maybe he should go to the food stalls himself first. His stomach betrays him, gurgling with hunger. Ugh... when did he last eat?

There's a shuffle by the door and he stills, crouching behind a stone table. There was a moment of quiet, then a piercing pain in his neck, he slaps the spot, pulling a dart out of his fur, staring at it blearily. A poison coats the tip. His vision blurs and he falls down, his body heavy and thudding to the ground, the last thing he sees is a golden-furred male Lion hovering over him.

He wakes to find himself tied up before that same Lion. The male sneered at him, one side of his muzzle lifted in disgust. “You dare try and steal from me? Utterly hopeless and crude. What is your name?”

Ali doesn't respond, berating himself in his head. He forgot to check for traps, to check for alarms, this male must have been alerted to his actions. A rookie mistake.

The male smirks at the silence, pacing around Ali, eyeing him from head to toe. He stops in front of him again, crossing his arms. "You know, you should be thankful I caught you and not someone else. They wouldn't have been as kind." Ali continues to watch stoically. The male grabs Ali's chin, forcing him to look up at him. He raises an eyebrow, noticing his dark black fur and black mane. "Are you mute? Or just a disobedient thief?"

Ali blinks, "Golden eyes..." he mutters seeming confused and shocked, the male in front of him looking as familiar as his own face.

Aphobis seems taken aback by his reaction, releasing him and taking a step back. His gold eyes narrow slightly. "What did you say? You recognize me?"

"Aphobis..." Ali says softly, his old friend's name falling from his tongue like a sweet, forgotten candy.

Aphobis' expression turns from shock to surprise and... disbelief? He's speechless for a moment, his grip on his composure slipping."How do you know my name?"

"Aphi... it's me... Ali..." The dark male says his voice cracking, his friend, his old friend from his childhood. The golden male looks good, fit, and healthy. Finally looking like the prince he is.

Aphobis' mouth falls open in realization, the name Ali familiar to him. His heart skips a beat as memories of his childhood friend flash through his mind. "Ali... it cannot be..."

Ali sits up, staring at the golden-eyed male in front of him. "You do remember me then..."

Aphobis kneels down to Ali's level, a mix of disbelief and joy in his eyes. "Of course, I remember you! I never thought I'd see you again, let alone like this."

Wincing, he looks away, ashamed. "I was trying to feed some of the families in the slums."

Aphobis reaches out and gently cups Ali's face again, making him look back. "That doesn't justify stealing from me. You could have asked for help. I would have given it to you."

"How was I to know?? I was thrown from the palace!" Ali cries, his hands turning to fists. The hurt and anger from the event crept over him once more.

Aphobis' expression darkens at the mention of the palace, his hand turning into a fist on Ali's cheek. "That was because you were getting in the way of my future as a ruler. I had to keep up my appearance. But I never wanted to banish you... I didn't know you ended up in the slums..."

Ali's face darkens and he pulls back. "Still cruel then, Aphi...?"

Aphobis' eyes flash with guilt, but he doesn't reach for him again. "I've changed... sort of. I do care for the people now. And I'm sorry for what I did to you. But it doesn't mean you should resort to stealing and getting yourself caught."

"Those families will die. Die Aphi! if they don't get food." He groans in frustration, his shoulders slumping.

"I know, I know they will. But you don't have to be the one to steal for them. Let me help them through official means."

"You are to be king! The people need help!"

Aphobis runs a hand through his hair, getting agitated. He stands up again and paces back to the treasury, grabbing a sack. "I am doing what I can. I've already been secretly providing them with supplies and funds." He throws the bag at Ali's feet, filled with coins and jewels.

Blinking, Ali looks down. The symbol. "You are the anonymous donor..." he breathes.

Aphobis nods and walks over to Ali's other side, standing beside him once more. He places a hand on his shoulder, his tone softer this time. "I've been helping them for years. It's just... difficult to do it as the prince, it draws attention. So I can't keep sending much. You can do it better than me."

Ali stands, bowing with his hand over his heart. "My prince, I would be honored to."

Aphobis smiles faintly, a hint of a smile. He tilts Ali's head back up and chuckles. "You're still so formal. But I appreciate it. Just... take care of yourself as well, and don't ever get caught again."

"You are the only one that has ever caught me..." ali says softly, taking his hand, and brushing a soft kiss over his knuckles.

Aphobis' breath hitches at the kiss, his face turning a light shade of red. He tries to hide it by turning his face away, but his own heartbeat is too loud in his ears. "Right... and I plan to be the last."

Stepping back, ali drops his hand. "Of course, my prince."

Aphobis glances back at him, still blushing. He rubs his knuckles, feeling the warmth from Ali's lips. "And I told you not to call me that. We're friends."

"I am under your employ again, I cannot be so casual," Ali says quietly, his heart aching, oh to be casual once more with his friend. But they can't, Aphobis made his stance on their 'friendship' clear. They cannot be informal.  

"Oh come on, you've never been one to care about formalities before. Besides, I don't want you to work for me as a servant or something. I want you to be my partner in this. You can be my right hand, my confidant." Ali falters, caught off guard. Aphobis senses his hesitation and steps closer again, placing a hand on his waist. He lowers his voice, his expression earnest. "I'm serious. I've missed you, Ali. I don't want to lose you again. So, will you stay by my side? Please?"

"I..." Ali swallows, hard. "I thought you didn't want to be tempted by a male..." he whispers.

Aphobis frowns, realizing what Ali is referring to. He had indeed avoided romantic relationships with males when he was younger, as it went against his beliefs. But now, he felt differently about Ali, like he was the only exception to everything. "That's in the past. I no longer care about those beliefs. My feelings for you... they're not wrong. You're not a temptation, you're a blessing."

His breath hitching, Ali looks at Aphobis. "A blessing?" His voice is thick.

Aphobis pulls Ali closer, holding him against his chest. He brushes his lips against his forehead, speaking gently into his ear. "Yes. A blessing that I've been given another chance to have in my life. You're so good and pure, and I want to cherish you."

"But... your... your family, the king..." Ali stammers, afraid, but not for himself, for Aphobis.

Aphobis tightens his grip, his eyes narrowing once more at the mention of his father. "I don't care what my father thinks. He can't control who I love. I won't let him come between us again."

"My heart..." Ali croons, tilting Aphobis' head back. Kissing him tenderly. The first time he has allowed himself to display his love. Aphobis gasps, melting into the kiss, his heart fluttering. He kisses back with equal passion, wrapping his arms around Ali's neck and kissing him deeply, hungrily. He lets out a low moan, unable to believe that this is happening.

"Goddess, that sound..." Ali whispers, looking at him in awe, his eyes sparkling.

Aphobis blushes again, having made that sound from the depths of his soul. He chuckles at Ali's reaction, nuzzling against his neck. "Don't make me blush even more than you already have." He laughs again, more nervously, as he tries to regain control.
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