| watched as the bird flew about. Something in
me ached at the sight. Freedom... [t was near yet
so far. I looked down at the new phone that I had
been given. The numbers that [ should have had
were already added. My mother's and my
father's. Yet, despite having been married off for
days now, there had not been a single message,

not a single call from them.

I swallowed thickly, emotion clogging my throat. |
knew by now that whatever love they had ever
felt for me was dead, but still, I craved the voice

of someone familiar. 1 craved it like oxygen.

[ swallowed what little was left of my
non-existent pride and clicked the call icon. My
heart thundered in my chest as the beeping

started. | counted each beep until the tenth.

I am not available at the moment, leave a

message after the beep’

| cut the call, biting my lip hard. But it did not

stop me from quivering as sil :
my face. I hated myself for this patheti




"Come in." I said.

The door swung open, and a woman stepped in.
Dressed in a white silk shirt and a pair of black
trousers, a pair of glasses perched on her nose,

and when her eyes fell on me, she waved a bit.

"Hello, princess," her voice was soft yet audible,

and I found myself turning fully to her.
"Yes, how may I help you?" | asked.

She smiled. "I just want to talk, she replied.

"Could you help me with that?"

[ scrunched my brows, confused as I pointed at

myself. "You want to talk to me?"

She nodded, her hands clasped together in front
of her lap. "If you don't mind."

I blinked. There was something dlsarming abo t




‘i’_I';hesi"tated before | walked over and sat on the
other side of the bed from where she sat.

*‘My name is Amelia, she said. "But friends call me
Lia."

I nodded again, not meeting her eyes.

There was silence for a little while, as though she

was waiting for something.

"What did you want to talk about?" I asked finally

when I could no longer take the awkwardness.

"Anything,’ she replied. "But I am most interested

in you.'
llMe?"

"Yes, you. Tell me about yourself!' she asked.

The question was strange from someone that [
had never met before, but I found that the
company made it easier Lo ignore the tu
within me that was tearing me aj




_ been kept in a cage, pierced and prodded. [
became a simple animal.

['wasn't the person I used to be. That person was
long gone, buried under years of captivity, pain,
and betrayal.

So I said nothing. | couldn't. It was better that
way. Better to stay quiet and pretend | had
answers, even when the truth was, [ didn't know
who | was anymore.

Lia said nothing for a few minutes. "Let's start

with your favorite color”

[ looked at her. She still had a pleasant expression
on her face. She tilted her head at me, to show

that she was all ears.

No colors came up in my mind. It was all black. 1

-

beyond the window, and a color popped |
o 3

enly. Freedom.




- 'Itis; she hummed. "What do you do in your free
time?"

‘[ used to sketch," the answer came easier this
time.

“You don't anymore?" she asked.

‘I lost interest," I lied. There had been no papers

and pencils in my cell even when I asked for

them.
"Um," she mused.

From there, our conversation continued, and
with each new thing I said, she gave more about
- herself. By the end of it, I didn't want her to leave
~me alone in my room to wallow in despair.
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'"It is not an act," Amelia said the moment she sal
in the chair. "She lacks a sense of identity."

Iraised a brow. "Which means what exactly?"

‘It means," Amelia began, adjusting her glasses
and meeting my gaze with unwavering calm, "that
she’s not pretending. She's been through
something that has broken her in ways most can't
understand. Her sense of self has been shattered,
and she's left clinging to fragments. It's not
uncomimon in situations like hers."

“A princess of Silverpine is broken?" It sounded
like a joke. What could she have possibly gone
through?

‘Anyone can be broken,” Amelia said. "It does not

matter what family we are born into. No one
knows what is happening when the curtain is

drawn." She looked pointedly at me. "You were a iy

prince of Obsidian once too."

I_ga‘ve her a sharp look.




She needs to bc rebmlt, little by little. If you want _
her to serve any purpose, you'll need to give her
a reason to exist beyond whatever torment she's

endured. That starts with giving her control over
something—anything’

Control. It was ironic. I'd taken her for the sole
purpose of controlling her, of making her a piece
in my larger plan. But Amelia was right—broken
pieces didn't fit into a puzzle neatly. They had to
be put together first. And the princess was far

from whole, as it turned out.

"And you think talking about colors and hobbies
is the way to do that?" [ asked, skeptical.

She nodded. "It's a start. Right now, she's adrift in
a sea of confusion. She doesn't know who she is
because no one's allowed her the space fo
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Then you'll lose her!" Amelia's voice was fi
iéa’ving no room for debate. "She is not like
others you've dealt with. She's fragile, Hades.
Push too hard, and you'll break her completely.

- IR ’

My eyes narrowed, frustration bubbling under
the surface. "And if she never gets there? If she
stays broken?"

Amelia tilted her head slightly, her eyes softening
with something that looked almost like pity.
“Then you'll have to decide if she's worth
keeping. She still has fight left, buried deep
beneath the trauma. It just needs to be coaxed

out.”

"I have heard all I needed to hear. You can go.'
She rose. "You know, as your therapist—"
"Former therapist,’ I cut her off.

"I have realized something.”

ok.
+

garded her with a col lo




check, forcing myself to remain composed. A few
breaths, a heartbeat, and I felt the cool mask of
indifference slide back into place.

“You just reminded me why I fired you," I said, my

voice cold, cutting.

Amelia flinched slightly. Then she simply offered
me a small smile. "Perhaps,’ she replied evenly,
her tone calm. "But the truth often stings, doesn't

it?"

I stood from my chair, turning my back to her.
“We're done here, Amelia. You've delivered your

assessment. Now go."

She paused for a beat before speaking again. *Yo
might be able to ignore it for now, Hades. Buty
won't be able to avoid the tmth_fo‘, er.

hen it stares back at you every day j

rigol







