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To love and protect...across worlds.

––––––––
[image: ]


The two warring nations on planet Magio have now been united under a leading team of eight—four warriors from Dralion and four protectors from Peacio—a team who must now work together to bring their divided nations back together as one.

Goldie Wincrest is a princess of Dralion, cursed with a skill she’s never disclosed to another, an ability outlawed from their world centuries ago. She is a Chaser, one who must fight the deadly pull of her assassin ability, only she can no longer trust either herself or her fragmented thoughts any longer. There is only one pathway open to her, to choose her Destroyer and to give him the power he needs to see to her death should she go completely Dark.

Sorrell Sona is a fierce protector, a fighter of unparalleled strength, and when Goldie shares the knowledge of her outlawed ability with him, he is left in a terrible position. He must choose whether he can be her Destroyer should she become one of the Dark, or instead take a chance on seeking to be her savior.

Can he slay a princess of their world should she turn, or is he in too deep with her?
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“All I want to do is bleed a few protectors. What harm could possibly come of that?” I stood behind the wide trunk of an oak tree, a mere hundred feet from the protectors’ battle-training arena.

“Goldie, we’re not at war with the protectors of Peacio anymore.” Hope Wincrest, my niece, who at eighteen was only a year younger than me, could talk sense into anyone, although right now I had no desire to listen to any form of sense.

“Don’t turn on me now.” We’d been raised together and were more like sisters who’d always had each other’s backs. “At the very least, I should be able to raise my sword against the Peacian protectors in the name of training.”

“Not when your desire isn’t to train with them, but to slice and dice them.”

“There’s nothing wrong with a little slicing and dicing.” I couldn’t keep my grin from rising. Today, I’d awoken with the fierce need to vent some steam, and slicing and dicing would gleefully aid in that venting.

“I’m one of the leading eight of our world, charged with ensuring a peaceful transition now the energy dome over our country of Dralion is down.” A huff as Hope planted her hands on her jean-clad hips, her outback shirt open at the collar with a bright red bandana tied in place at her neck.

“Spoilsport.” I flicked the brim of Hope’s Stetson, wishing I could flick her off instead since she wasn’t being very helpful. “You should be rounding up the cattle. Our outback station won’t run itself.”

“You teleported me here with you, and Silas and Guy are currently looking after things in the outback.”

“A lot of good it did bringing you along. You’re trying to stifle my need to fight. I’m a warrior with the battle skill. Warriors need to release any pent-up tension by swinging their swords around, a dagger or two as well.” I slid my wrist dagger free of its leather sheath and tossed it. It twirled through the air and landed smoothly in my palm. Once, twice, three times. Argh, I itched to toss it at a protector and see how quickly they could duck. I pushed off the tree and gave Hope my most determined look. “I’m going in. It’s training time.”

“No, you’re not, not unless you promise not to kill any of them while undertaking this training.” Hope blew out a long breath as she blocked my path, her blond hair whipping about in the breeze and her gaze narrowed, the deep violet of her eyes—the same shade as mine, which denoted our strong Wincrest bloodline—directed on me.

“Double spoilsport.” I tweaked her chin. “Catch me if you can.”

“Goldwyn Wincrest!” She yelled my name, but I’d already teleported and bumped down at the entrance of the arena a hundred feet distant, the iron gates raised high and her bellow carrying to me across the gravel and grass.

I pressed my hands to my hips, the short white sleeves of my shirt visible under my fitted black leather vest, the crisscross ties of my vest laced tight at the front to ensure I had no loose clothing these protectors could grab ahold of during a fight.

I slid my dagger back into my wrist sheath and strode determinedly inside. The open-aired arena, three-stories in height and of an ancient circular structure, was a beauty with its blocked seats layered back and up. It could hold thousands of spectators for when the Games began, the Games being the ancient tournament which brought together the most elite fighters for a battle of strength and will against each other.

“Hold up.” Hope skidded in beside me. “You have to calm down and relax.”

“There’s no time for that.” Wow. This protectors’ arena was impressive, and extremely close in size to our warriors’ arena in Dralion. I should have visited sooner now that the war had ended. In my hip-hugging black leather pants, I wandered around the inner circle of the safety barrier, my excitement rising for the training session to come.

On the central sandy floor, protectors trained in teams of two with swords and spears and battle axes in hand. The men wore battle leathers or red tunics with leather-flapped skirts, while the woman wore leather pants and vests similar to what I wore, all of them lunging and parrying as they fought with fiercely accurate strength, their weapons brutally sharp.

“If you’re going to train with these protectors, then there must be rules.” A huff from Hope.

“Rules, schmules.”

“Stop giving me lip.” She waved her hands in the air. “You aren’t usually this combative. What’s going on?”

“I’m sorry.” I didn’t mean to be so rude, not with her, but the urge to tangle with a protector grew stronger and stronger by the minute, and likely due to my raging new skill and the frustration of the dreams of foreboding hitting me once or twice a week, not that I could speak of those dratted dreams to anyone, especially not to Hope. Chaser. Ugh, that’s what I now was, my infamous assassin ability outlawed centuries ago, the law governing it currently lying dormant since Chasers had been extinct for so long. That law would come flying back into being though, the second the news got out it had returned.

Heck, it had certainly shocked me when I’d fully comprehended what had happened, and what I’d now become. Still, no matter the law, dormant or active, I needed to take all precautions and find myself a Destroyer. I certainly couldn’t govern my own actions for the remainder of my days, not when Chasers eventually fought the deadly pull of their assassin ability, to the point when they could no longer trust either themselves or their fragmented thoughts any longer. My thoughts were headed that way. Fast.

At least I’d done my research.

I wanted a Destroyer from Peacio’s Sona family line. The Sona bloodline was known to hold Destroyers within every generation, and brothers, Sorrell and Asar Sona, were at the top of my list. Either of them would be perfect for the job I required.

I needed both a guardian to keep me on the straight and narrow, then when I inevitably crossed the line of no return, for him to be my enforcer and ultimate destroyer. Maybe that wouldn’t happen this week or this month, but it would happen sooner rather than later, and I needed to be prepared for when I went Dark.

Chasers certainly never remained on the loose for long, or even alive. Many in fact chose a Destroyer to see to their immediate death, rather than languishing in a steel-lined cell deep underground for the rest of their lives. Yep, and if I couldn’t be riding across the great plains of Wincrest Station with Hope, then I’d rather end things completely. My choice. I patted the letter I’d written this morning in my inner shirt pocket, one which handed over the rights of my life to my Destroyer, with no recrimination to be sought against him once he’d been called to end my life.

The breeze lifted further, sweeping the sandy dust across the floor and blowing my long blond locks across my cheeks. Two sparring men of a colossal size, their faces grim and eyes blazing with retribution, fought in a supreme battle across the other side of the arena. They matched each other in height and they also fit the description of the Sona brothers which I’d taken firm note of.

Eagerness thrummed strongly through me as I gripped Hope’s shoulder. I couldn’t wait to come up against either of them. “I have a question.”

“Shoot.” She worried her bottom lip with her teeth.

“Would that be Sorrell and Asar Sona, by chance?” I pointed to the two men.

“Ah, y-yes.” An uncertain answer, although not because she didn’t know, but rather because she likely didn’t want to confirm the truth with me, not when she understood my current feisty mood. Hope had spent a great deal of time on Peacian soil since her mate, Silas Carver, was both a protector and first cousin to Davio Loveria, Peacio’s prince and future heir to King Carlisio Loveria’s throne. This arena was Silas’s playground and she’d watched her mate battle other protectors often during training sessions in this very place. “Why, in particular,” she asked me, “are you after the Sona brothers?”

“They’re fighters of unparalleled strength due to their destroyer ability.”

She inhaled with a low whistle. “Why must you always go for the meanest sparring partners?”

“It’s in my Wincrest blood to want to battle with the best of the best. Which Sona brother is which?” While undertaking my research, I’d discovered the brothers were twins, both born within two minutes of each other, Sorrell the eldest and the current leader of the mountain team of protectors, his younger twin, Asar, his second in command.

“The golden haired one is Sorrell, and the black haired one is Asar. Usually you can’t tell the difference between them, but Asar recently dyed his hair black for a mission and the color hasn’t yet washed out.”

“Is it true those two don’t show any emotion?”

“I’ve rarely seen any from them, but that’s all due to their destroyer ability.” A staying hand on my shoulder. “When the Sona brothers fight, they fight mean. That much I’ve definitely witnessed, so please, take all care when sparring with them.”

“I will, and they sound perfect.” I motioned to the safety barrier. Hope didn’t hold the battle skill, so I needed her out of the way where she wouldn’t get hurt. “How about you take a seat? I might be a while.”

“If you cross any line in your training with them, then I’m breaking up the fight.” She growled under her breath as she hugged me, then stepped back and bounded over the barrier. Elbows on the top edge, she leaned forward with a determined look, one all of us Wincrests had mastered.

I winked and faced the Sona brothers.

Time to meet my future Destroyer.

I brushed my sides and strode toward the two men as they swung at each other, their biceps bulging, chests broad and legs thick with muscles. The golden haired one struck with more aggression, his jaw clenched and eyes a steely-gray. Sorrell. Mmm, my kind of sparring partner. I wanted to go up against him first.

“Good morning, gentlemen.” I slid my blade free of its scabbard, my heart and soul singing at having my weapon once again firm in my hand. My blade sang to me, the song a sweet tune which I completely adored. “I’d like to introduce myself. I’m—”

“I know who you are.” Sorrell heaved away from Asar and sliced his sword in a vicious arc toward me. “You’re Goldwyn Wincrest, a princess of Dralion, King Donaldo Wincrest’s daughter.”

“Call me Goldie. All my friends do.”

“We’re not friends.” He rose to a towering height then he struck and our blades crashed dead center, the thunderous clang echoing across the floor. He pushed me back then heaved again and I met each of his hard strikes. Shouts and cheers abounded from the other training teams nearby.

“I hear you’re the leader of the mountain team of protectors.” Adrenaline pumped through my body, his form of brutal fighting calling strongly to the warrior within me, to the Chaser too.

“Correct. What of it?” His nostrils flared, his muscled chest rippling underneath the ripped strips of his almost non-existent white shirt. Even his pants weren’t in one piece, the black leather worn here and there, across his knees and upper thighs, and as he twirled around following another harsh strike against me, I got a glimpse of both his lower butt cheeks through two slits.

“You’ve got a cute backside.” I couldn’t halt my teasing smile.

A curl of his lip. “I wore these pants to distract my bother during training, and it was working a real treat until you turned up.”

“They’re distracting me quite well.” I angled my head and eyed him straight up. “If you like, I could even slice some more slits in that leather for you?”

“I’d like to see you try.” He swung and came at me hard, again and again, landing several solid blows one after the other, then he twirled and attacked on my left side, each hit stronger than the last, no doubt in his attempt to see which sword hand I favored the most.

Luckily for me, I favored both my right and left equally, and two could play at his game. I switched my sword to the other hand and jabbed, managed to nick his ratty shirt. “Oooh, I’m getting closer to slicing those pants open, Sorrell.”

“Why don’t you zip your lips, Wincrest.” A snort, his frustration clear to see.

“It’s Goldie.” I rocked from foot to foot, my knees loose and sword ready as he followed my every move. “You feel like going out for coffee after this session? I can sense the camaraderie growing between us. We could be great friends.”

“I will never drink coffee with you.” He snarled under his breath.

“You don’t like coffee?”

“No, I prefer tea, in a fine bone china cup, with a matching saucer.”

“Haha.” I laughed, a giggle escaping me. “So, you really don’t wanna do coffee?”

“No. Nada. Zilch. Never.” He swung and I caught his next two teeth-jarring hits and managed to slam one back at him. “You got that, or do I need to spell it out, Princess?”

“I told you, it’s Goldie.” Although I quite liked how Princess rolled off his tongue, all husky and hard. “Haven’t you heard that it’s important to know your opponent?”

“Of course.” He kicked up dust as he swung with another teeth-jarring hit. “Do you prefer your coffee white or black?”

“Black, with three teaspoons of sugar.” I whipped around, my blade slicing the leather of his pants, right across the low waistline. “How do you like your tea?”

“With blood in it.” Jaw clenched, he circled me. “Have you got any you’d like to spill?”

“Nope, although I’d like to see you try and spill some. I believe you’re all talk and no action.”

“Don’t tempt me.” His gaze drilled into mine, his fist flexing over his sword hilt.

“It’s a pain, right? This current peace agreement between our countries?”

“It is for those of us who have always enjoyed a decent fight with your country’s warriors.” He heaved forward, his blow knocking me back onto my backside and sand flying as I skidded across the floor.

Whoa, I hadn’t expected that hit, which had been twice the force of his last ones.

I scrambled to get back onto my feet, but he swung again and I barely grappled to meet his attack, our blades crashing a mere inch from my nose. My arms shook as I clasped the hilt and tried to rise, although Sorrell pushed down harder, his blade drawing closer toward my neck. Good grief. Should I breathe too deep, I would certainly feel the cold steel of his blade slicing into my throat.

“Do you admit defeat?” he muttered, his nose almost touching my nose, his spicy, leathery aroma floating tantalizingly around me.

“Even if I do, don’t take your gaze off me.”

“Duly noted.” He remained right where he was, his gaze and hold steady. “As much as I’d love to kill you, unfortunately, I might hang for it. Put your weapon down and I’ll step back.”

“You’re not fighting King Donaldo’s daughter right now, you’re fighting a warrior who wouldn’t hesitate to spill your blood if I could.” I dropped my sword and heaved to the side. He lost his balance, and I kicked his shin as I rolled free, his blade almost nicking my ear as he caught onto my shenanigans.

“Sorrell, if you put even one scratch on Goldie, I’m going to be very angry with you.” Hope jumped the barrier and bore down on us.

“I’m fine,” I shot back at her as I nabbed my sword, then barely ducked Sorrell’s next blow. Air whistled right past my neck. “You fight like a girl,” I hissed at him, hoping like crazy I could keep pushing his buttons. “You’re a Destroyer. Start destroying.”

“If I allowed my full strength to rise against you, you’d be dead already.” He slid his blade back into his scabbard, his heavily muscled chest rising and falling as he sent me a daggered look with eyes not entirely a steely-gray as I’d first thought, but actually holding a hint of soft blue at the edge. With his golden hair, all shaggy and brushing his shoulders, he appeared like an Adonis of old. Strikingly gorgeous, that’s if one could call a heavily muscled protector gorgeous.

“At least I made you work hard during that session.” Yep, he was the Destroyer I wanted. He’d be absolutely perfect at keeping me in line. I shoved out a hand, hoping he’d take the bait and end our session on a professional note, and I couldn’t keep my smile at bay as he gritted his teeth and slapped his hand against mine.

Double perfect.

I gripped his fingers tightly, then ’ported and sent us shimmering away through space and time, directly to my own backyard in the outback, or at least close enough. We bumped down underneath the wide boughs of an oak tree next to the river bordering Wincrest Station, this the only spot on our land where the grass actually grew due to the controlled river releases we used to flood these lower fields. Beyond the grass lay thousands of hectares of dry red dust, the current drought killing our land.

“Why the hell did you bring me here?” He searched about. “This is Wincrest Station in the outback, right?”

“Yes. I needed to speak to you in private, and this is the place I’ve chosen.”

“If you actually need to speak to me, then you’ll do so within my own territory. Allow me.” He grasped my arms and sent us zipping back through the same tunnel of darkness, stars zooming past.

I thudded down on a crunchy matting of fallen leaves and pine nettles and almost lost my balance as Sorrell released me. I wobbled at the edge of a sheer cliff where it fell away with rolling forested hills spread out far into the distance. A thick layer of gray cloud swept across the sky, from horizon to horizon.

A storm brewed, and not just within nature, but within the man at my back too.

I righted myself and went to turn around, only I changed my mind.

I stayed exactly where I was.

“You’re giving me your back, Princess. You do realize that, right?” His deep voice floated over me as he loomed from behind, his intoxicating aroma as well.

“That’s because I already trust you.” I would be prickling with unease otherwise.

“Like hell you do.” A snort, his disbelief clear to hear.

“Honestly, I do.” The tips of my boots rode the fine edge of the cliff where the odd leaf whisked away in the breeze and fluttered over the steep side. Slowly, I turned around and faced him, my gaze directly on his. “Do you want to know how and why?”

“Sure, explain yourself, because right now I’m incredibly tempted to toss you over this cliff.”

“I have a very new and extremely aggravating skill.” I dipped my head, closed my eyes and braced myself for the truth I now needed to speak. “One day soon,” I continued as I lifted my gaze back to his, “I will need you to see to my death.”

“Well, today works for me.” Seizing my arms, he tipped me back until I leaned right over the edge of the ledge at a rather precarious angle, my blond hair fluttering and my sword swaying back heavily on my hip.

I didn’t fight his move though, one which showed his clear dominance, which was exactly what had brought me to him in the first place. “You speak my kind of language, Sorrell.”

His brow shot into his hairline.

Then a grunt as he hauled me back in and let go.

He pointed through the dense line of the trees. “The barracks and log cabins of my mountain team are about a hundred feet in. We can speak there.”

“How many protectors?”

“The number varies.”

“Twenty? Fifty? A hundred?” I needed to know what to expect.

“About that.” He crossed his arms, his feet planted wide, his answer no help at all.

“Goldie?” Hope’s voice rebounded inside my head. “You okay?”

“Yep, I just wanted to chat to Sorrell. I’m not sure how long I’ll be. Getting information out of him right now is like pulling teeth.”

“What kind of information are you trying to uncover?”

“If he’s dating anyone.”

“Ha, sure you are.”

“I like him.”

“You do not.”

“Do too.” I wasn’t even lying. For some reason, I truly did like the big, beefy fighter in front of me. Even the rips in his clothing held a certain appeal. “Can you make your own way back to the outback? I might be a little while.”

“Silas is here, so I’m gonna catch a ride home with him, and you can be sure I’ll be after more information about you and Sorrell when you return. No ducking and diving around the issue either. Be careful, okay?”

“I’ll be on my best behavior.” I closed our link before she got even more inquisitive, planted my own feet wide and crossed my arms, matching my adversary as well as I could.

“Who were you speaking to?” Narrowed eyes, yet feisty, sexy narrowed eyes.

“Hope. She was checking in, as she likes to do with me from time to time. Silas is taking her back to the station, so that way you and I can chat for as long as we like.”

“I’d rather not chat at all.” He cocked his head to one side. “Are you and Silas close?”

“Yes, although far too close for my comfort.” A snarky answer, but hey, it was the truth. I’d had to accept Silas Carver being around, particularly since he’d forged a mated bond with Hope, the two soon to be wed. I also couldn’t deny how much he loved Hope, which in my eyes was his most redeeming quality.

“What about Davio Loveria? My prince is mated to Hope’s twin sister, Faith. Are you close with Davio at all?” He tapped one booted foot.

“We’re learning to tolerate each other.” My Wincrest blood surged forth whenever I was within five feet of Davio or any of his Loveria family. Such an uncomfortable feeling, like needles being stabbed into my skin, but yeah, apart from that and because of Faith, he was now family and I’d had to accept that.

“For some reason”—he frowned something fierce, which was huge since he’d already been frowning fiercely—“I can actually sense the truth when you speak it. Strange.”

“Well, I haven’t lied to you yet, and I don’t intend to either.” For him to be my Destroyer, immense trust would be needed between us, particularly when I’d be placing my life, and coming death, in his hands. I tugged the inside of my shirt collar and cleared my throat. “Is there somewhere we can speak where we can’t be overheard? Our voices could travel easily from this cliff face.”

“I have a log cabin close, just along from my men’s barracks. No one will disturb us there. You’ve also intrigued me, particularly since you said you need me to see to your death. Come with me.” He marched away, his shoulders broad and peeks of his bronze skin showing through the rips in his shirt. Along a trail weaving through the dense line of pines, he strode.

Breathing deep, I followed and took in the heady pine freshness of the forest and the heavy richness of the soil underfoot. Mushrooms poked through the underbrush near the base of the trees I passed, the heads so large they’d cover my entire dinner plate if I served them up for a meal.

As I came alongside a particularly thick patch of green grass, I couldn’t help but stop and clutch a handful. I pressed the lush blades against my nose, the stalks as soft as velvet.

“What are you doing?” A grating question where he’d halted a few steps ahead, his gaze speculative. “Is something wrong?”

“Nope. I simply love grass—looking at it, holding it, and smelling it.” I stuffed the grass into the pocket of my black leather pants. This would be a wonderful treat for one of my station’s horses when I returned home. “Don’t you?”

“Not enough to want to carry it on me.”

“You’ve no idea how lucky—” A fat drop splashed my cheek and I glanced up at the leafy foliage overhead, the odd gap showing the stormy clouds I’d noted before. “Is it going to rain right now?”

“Yeah, and when it rains in these hills, we get a downpour. We’ve no time to stand around waiting for that to happen, otherwise we’ll get soaked.” He gripped my hand and dragged me through the trees.

“Getting soaked sounds amazing.” Another drop splashed my nose and I tried to yank my hand out of his, only he tightened his grip, so I gritted my teeth and growled as I got hauled toward his cabin, my booted feet skidding in the grass. “You are a very mean protector.”

“We’re almost there.” Grinning, and far too smugly for my liking, he powered on.

“I really want to kill you.”

“Not happening, not on my watch.” He pulled me out of the trees and into a large clearing with log-built barracks and cabins sprinkled about.

A central fire blazed in a wide pit with logs pulled up around it for seating. A pig pushed its snout into a feed trough and guzzled the scraps within. No other protectors about. All remained completely quiet, other than for the rowdy swine. “Who does the pig belong to?”

“That’s Zachariah. He has free run of the place, but don’t get on his bad side, or he’ll annoy the hell out of you.”

“Like what you’re doing with me right now?”

“Pretty much.”

“Where are your team?”

“They’ll all be out on assignment, due back at the change of shift in another twenty minutes, which is when I’m due on duty. I can give you twenty minutes and no more.” He strode toward the log cabin farthest from the others, a little out on its own where a river weaved through the woods behind it.

How beautiful, and quaint. Such a dreamy spot.

With a front porch and an overhanging roof of wooden shingles, his cabin appeared rustic and quite charming. “Slow down. I want to take everything in.” I tugged and tried to free my hand again, and this time managed to. “That’s better.”

“Inside now.” He pushed open the front door and gestured for me to enter.

“This isn’t going to be fun.” I groaned and grumped as I stomped inside.

“For me either.” He shut the door, jabbed a finger at the small side table with two wooden-backed chairs next to it. “Sit.”

“Yes, sir.” I scraped out a chair and eased into it. Out the window beside me, rain splattered the river and the heavy boughs of the trees. A large bird with blue feathers hopped across an overhanging ledge of rocks, river water streaming over it. It dipped its beak into the water, drank then with a flap of its winged feathers, flicked water over itself.

I pulled my gaze from the playful bird and checked over my shoulder. A bathroom was visible through an open door at the end of his cabin, and against two of the four log walls, two single beds sat covered in thickly quilted covers. Across every inch of his walls, a variety of weaponry hung—large shields, swords of different lengths and styles, a couple of war hammers, and half a dozen battle axes. My kind of weaponry collection. “I like the décor.”

“Don’t touch any of it, or I’ll slice your fingers off.”

“You remind me of my childhood tutor. He used to be as brisk and mean as you.” He’d retired after tutoring me, but he’d constantly reprimanded me for not sitting still, usually because I preferred being outside rather than confined to the tutoring room. At least I’d had Hope with me during those schooling years, which had helped ease the tediousness of it all. She and I would whisper and giggle, as well as play tricks on the elderly man. Mischief-makers, he’d called us, and we still were. I crossed my legs and motioned to the other chair. “Would you care to join me?”

“Start talking.” He plucked a bottle of water from a shelf next to a tall dresser and tossed it to me before taking his seat. With his booted feet kicked out and his gaze pinpointed on me, he appeared both relaxed and coiled with tension.

“Long story short.” Best I give him the news that way. I unscrewed the lid, gulped a mouthful of water and set the bottle down with a thump. “I’m a Chaser.”

“I wasn’t born yesterday, Princess.” He tapped the tabletop. “Chasers have been extinct for centuries, and my kind put them into that extinction.”

“Honestly, I am, and I’ve no reason to lie to you.” I waited and waited as he simply stared at me. I blew out a long breath. “Okay, I’m absolutely telling you the truth, and I need you to be my Destroyer. Think about it, why would I even come to you about such a deathly matter and mention it, if it weren’t true?”

“There aren’t even any families with the assassin skill surviving. If you do have it, then how’d you come by it?”

Okay, I was getting somewhere. Questions were good.

“It’s not a skill that’s ever run through my Wincrest family line, or at least not until now. I’m the first, and I’ll also be the last since I’ve no intention of passing my ability on to any children I might bear. It’s the only responsible thing to do, to cut the Chaser line off here and now with me.”

“A wise decision.”

“Do you believe me?”

“You’re right. It is a deathly matter and there’s no reason for you to mention it unless you truly were a Chaser.” He nabbed my bottle and swigged a mouthful. “Are you mated?”

“If I am, my mate has never come for me.” Which would mean, when it came time for him to end my life, he would have no overprotector mate fighting him for my survival. “I’m alone, and will remain alone. I give you my word I will.”

“Why’d you choose me?” He leaned forward, elbows to the table.

“You’re from Peacio’s strongest line of Destroyers. Why wouldn’t I choose you?”

“You’re Donaldo’s daughter. Why haven’t you chosen a Destroyer from Dralion?”

“I can’t trust one of my own countrymen to slay me, not due to who I am. With you, who I am is an incentive to issue that death strike.” I propped my elbows on the table too. If I leaned forward, I could easily reach out and touch him. “I need you to agree to my request, and I’ll do whatever it takes to obtain it. For starters, you have my permission to end my life in whatever way you wish. I won’t fight your choice of death kill, or the time of that death, provided you
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