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The Red Prince has
escaped his home world and his arranged marriage. The Little Wolf
has been dispatched to bring him home... intact enough for his
bride.

 


 


When the queen
announced that her son was going to be wed in ten days, Solari felt
nothing. When it was noticed that he had escaped, she felt nothing.
When she was assigned to chase after him, she was irritated.

With her beast
locked in her body by a subduing tether, Solari has lived the last
ten years half alive as a member of the queen’s wolves. Heading
into space is the last place she wants to be, but she knows where
Prince Hazwell is going, there is only one place to start a journey
in the area. He is heading toward his grandmother’s house... or
space station.

Hazwell has
never considered a married life where Solari wasn’t in the picture,
but she was made into one of his mother’s guards, and they were not
up for grabs. The announcement of his engagement had come as a
shock, and his crimson guards spirited him away to his
grandmother’s space station where he could get a long-range ship
and figure out what he wanted to do next. The trouble was that his
grandmother did nothing for free, and his performance in the arena
is a requirement for his acquisition of the ship.

When the Little
Wolf also enters the arena, all bets are on.
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Chapter One

 


 


The queen swept through
the halls of the palace with her entourage. Her wolf warriors were
silent and watchful as they moved behind her in a protective
wave.

She walked up
to the practice yard where her son and his red guard were taking
turns punching each other.

“My dear boy. I
need a moment of your full attention.”

Prince Hazwell
flipped the man he was grappling with and then walked to his
mother, going down on one knee. “Yes, Mother?”

“I have chosen
a bride for you. She will be here in ten days. Try and be
presentable.” Queen Laridel smiled and looked at his now-tense
form.

“Mother, who is
this woman?” He remained kneeling.

“She is a solid
alliance candidate. When you wed her, we will have a link that will
secure our safety.”

He looked up.
“Have we been challenged?”

“No, child. Of
course not, and we won’t be as long as you wed this young
lady.”

He grumbled. “I
don’t wish to wed a woman sight unseen.”

The queen made
a humming noise, and the guard went on the alert. “Well, will you
give in if you can’t beat one of my guards? She will act as my
champion.”

He looked at
the guards and nodded. “Fine. I will fight one of your guards, and
if I win, you put the wedding plans on hold.”

“Agreed.
Solari, please take my son to school.”

Groaning
silently, she stepped forward and removed the pelt that she had
earned years earlier. She bowed slightly. “Your Highness.”

He grinned and
gestured for her to join him in the center of the space. The other
men stepped aside and formed a ring. “So formal? You used to call
me Haz.”

“I also used to
be three feet tall.” She felt the wolf under her skin rising.
“Shall we?”

He didn’t
reply, but he tried to grab her and lift her. It was his only
chance of getting an advantage.

In the fifteen
years since they had met, he had grown considerably and was now
close to double her weight with a neck thicker than her thigh and
arm put together. She was going to put up a good fight, but this
wasn’t one she could win.

She took two
steps back and then dove between his legs, coming up behind him and
wrapping him in a headlock. She muttered, “Why are you so fucking
slow today?”

She pulled
back, but he swung, and since she wasn’t on her feet, she slowly
shifted around until she was hanging in front of him, precisely
where she didn’t want to be. He put his hands on her waist, and she
pulled up her knees, pressing her feet against his chest and
kicking out and back. He fell back, and she flipped him over,
pulling his arms up and pinning them high.

The queen
applauded. “Well done, Little Wolf. It wasn’t ideal, but it seems
my son loses his fight around you.”

Solari let him
go and backed up several steps, bowing. “My queen, the prince is
off his game today. It is not a fair fight.”

Hazwell was
doing a push-up in the sand, and he glanced at her in surprise.
“That is kind of you to say, but a win is a win.”

Solari
straightened. “No. Not always.”

He bowed to his
mother. “I will meet with the bride.”

The queen
beamed. “Excellent. Ladies, we have a wedding to plan.”

Solari bowed to
the prince again, took her fur from Harpin, and closed the clasp as
she resumed her place behind and to the right of the queen. It was
the spot she had been in for the last four years. Since the king
had passed.

 


“Solari, why
did you say that Hazwell was off?” The queen was reading a treatise
at her desk.

“He has far
outstripped my skill, my queen. He should have snapped me in half
after the first lunge.” She remained at the queen’s right side and
shrugged.

“You should
have more faith in your abilities.”

“I do. I also
know what I can’t do, my queen. If I defeated your son today, it is
because he wanted me to.”

“So, you think
he wants this marriage?” She twirled her pen in her fingers.

Solari said
calmly, “It is not up to me to know what the prince wants. If you
wish for an answer, you will have to ask him.”

“You two used
to be such good friends.”

“Yes, my queen,
that was before I entered your household.”

The queen
chuckled. “Ah, yes. The protocol. You are very precise about it,
aren’t you?”

“My mother was
specific that I not rise above my place. She said she had done it
once, and it had cost her.”

“Ah, yes. I had
forgotten. You also listened to your mother.” She smiled. “My son
could have learned a lot from you.”

“I am no judge
of what his highness does or doesn’t do.”

The queen sat
back and sighed. “You are no fun anymore.”

Solari nodded.
“Yes, my queen. I hear that a lot.”

The queen
sighed again and got back to her work.

It took less
than two hours before Altha ran in and bowed low. “Your Majesty, I
have news.”

The queen had
been reading a romance with her feet up on the desk. “What?”

“The
prince.”

The queen got
to her feet. “What? Is he hurt?”

Altha blurted
out, “He’s escaped!”

Solari was
startled into laughing. The queen looked at her with narrowed eyes.
“Solari, go and get him.”

Altha bowed
again. “He has sabotaged all the shuttles. The technicians say it
will be days before they can take off.”

“Solari, you
have studied interstellar engine mechanics. Go help them.”

Solari blinked.
“I studied for two years, my queen. I am sure that the techs are
better at it than I am.”

“Go. I don’t
want to see your moping face around here until you have my son in
custody. Take what you need. Bring him home.”

Solari blinked.
“What I need?”

“Yes. Anything
from the armoury or the royal fleet is yours.”

Solari nodded
and walked off. She paced calmly through the halls, and when she
was out of the palace, she broke into a light jog. She already had
her preferred weapons on her, so there was nothing to do except
hang out at the port until a shuttle was fixed.

She was
approaching the port when a member of the red guard stepped into
her path. She snapped out her batons and jumped, bringing them down
with her body weight. He grunted and dropped to one side.

She kept the
batons out and kept running. The port gates opened to her, and she
was attacked inside. She used her batons until necessity made her
pop her claws. It was the only part of her beast that she could
manifest.

Solari got to
the shuttles, and half were missing. The other half had open
hatches and a lot of exposed wiring. “Oh, for fuck’s sake.”

She whistled
sharply, and a mechanic stuck his head out of one of the shuttles.
“Which one has the least amount of damage?”

He blinked.
“The one they didn’t get to. It’s old but intact.”

“Will it
fly?”

“It will fly,
but the systems have a problem navigating the jump portals, and
that is where you are heading, isn’t it?”

“Apparently. I
need to do some scans.”

“The scanners
are functioning in the second from the left, calculations are in
the fourth, and a decent power system for a jump is in the one I am
working on. You are the one they call Little Wolf, right?”

She snarled.
“Only the Red Guard call me that. Usually, it is right before their
nose explodes with blood.”

The mechanic
held his hands up. “Right, miss. I will stay out of your way.”

“That is
usually for the best.”

She went to the
hangar and looked at the shuttle that was squatting in place. Of
course. The king’s shuttle. It hadn’t been used in years, and she
was going to break a dozen taboos by taking it out. But it was
going to fly again.

Solari went to
the first shuttle and used the systems to ping the satellite near
the gate. She got a response that made her groan. Of course. He ran
to his grandmother’s house.

She went to the
mechanic. “Can any of these newer ships be prepped within a
day?”

“No, miss. They
are all three- to four-day repairs.”

“Of course,
they are. Right, I am going to get the pilot hauler. Don’t get in
my way.”

The mechanic
held his hands up, and he nodded. “I will stay right here.”

“Wait, why is
it just you? Aren’t there usually six techs on duty?”

“Yes, miss. The
prince gave the rest the week off. I was on call.”

“Of course, he
did.” She stalked away from the mechanic before she screamed
epithets in five languages.

The pilot rig
backed into the hangar easily, and she hooked the link into the
rig’s extension. Being careful, she drove the shuttle out and into
the sunlight. When it was out on the tarmac, she released the tow
and put the pilot rig back. Now it was time for the serious
stuff—oxygen, food, and making sure that the damned thing would
fire up.

She had to lay
in the essentials for hunting a missing prince. It was her duty to
bring him home. She hated the word duty.
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