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[ tried not to run to the door when I heard the
knock. I took a deep breath before | opened it,

but my stomach sank when | saw another woman i
on the other side. Sharp green eyes, clad in |
designer clothes, and every bit of her dripping

with hostility. | recognized her instantly—the

woman from Hades' office and the former queen

of Obsidian Pack, Felicia Stavros.

“Your high...ness," [ greeted, but she cut me off
with a hand. She pushed past me, stepping on me
as she did, her pointed heel making me grimace
in pain.

She crossed her arms over her chest, analyzing
the room before her eyes slowly and eventually

fell on me. They narrowed, scrutinizing, :
s

Her lips curled into a smug smirk, as if she'd uittly

already decided I wasn't worth her time. "So,
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you're the one who's been caugmg
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she said, her voice as sharp as her
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assault
“T'he little scene you caused in the o’fﬁcl(é'?“"s‘h 0 '
reminded me. "Or have you forgotten already?"

Her tone was filled with vitriol. *It seems mutts
like you are used to ending up in the laps of men."

My throat tightened at her insult, but attempted
to keep my wits about me. "How may [ help you,
Your Highness?"

She strutted towards me, her posture poised and
her movement elegant. I felt my legs turn to
liquid—she was everything that intimidated me,
personified. Power, confidence, and the absolute
certainty that she belonged in any room she
entered. Iler eyes burned into mine as she came
to a stop just inches away, towering over me. [

could feel her hostility radiating off her in waves, 3

each second of silence a calculated mov to
me feel small, insignificant.
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_.Her words stung, but it was the underlymg th
that sent a chill down my spine. "[ don't want
anything to do with this—"

‘Save it" she snapped, her eyes flashing. "You're
here, aren't you? Living under our roof, basking
in the glory of his power and protection. Don't
act like you're above it all."

Protection and power? [ couldn't stop the flare of
anger that bubbled up. "l didn't ask for any of

this.”

“Oh, but you're here nonetheless," she countered,
her voice low and dangerous. "And whether you
like it or not, you're in my territory now. You're in
my world, and if you think for one second that I'm
going to let some little girl like you disrupt what

I've built, you're sorely mistaken. »
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Her proximity was suffocating, and thougli y l‘F 4




won't survive long enough to pay 1t.

"You resemble your father," she pointed out, hert |

voice hardening further. "You have his eyes. J i

My pulse quickened, but I kept my face neutral,
unwilling to give her the satisfaction of seeing

just how much she had shaken me.

"You have his eyes," she repeated, her voice
dripping with disdain. "The same pathetic
defiance. It's almost amusing, really, how you
think you can stand here, in this house, with that
worthless blood running through your veins, and
believe you have a place. Hades might be
reigning in his anger for now, keeping youw .




I swallowed hard, my throat dry as her words
pressed down on me, suffocating in their g
certainty. This woman—this former queen—
wasn't just posturing. She meant every word.
There wasn't a shred of hesitation in her tone,
not a flicker of doubt in her eyes. .

"I strongly suggest you stay in your place," she
continued, her voice now eerily calm, almost
conversational, as though we were discussing the
weather. "Don't mistake Hades' restraint for
mercy. He's a king, and kings use pawns until
they no longer serve their purpose. And when
that day comes, I will be there to make sure
you're nothing more than a bad memory:

Her smile was slow and satisfied, as if she'd
already envisioned my downfall a hundred times
over. "So, enjoy what little time you have left,

ing... you'll wish you h | neve:




3 ~ each deliberate step. "And | won't be as forgivi

as Hades"

The door clicked shut behind her, the echo of her
words hanging heavy in the air. [ stood frozen in it
place, my breath coming in shallow gasps. Her
presence left a suffocating weight in the room.

Another knock pulled me out of my haze, and my
heart skipped a beat. The knocking continued,
but I stayed put, afraid to answer.

"Princess?” The voice on the other side was one

that I recognized. "It's Lia”
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