‘question had come out of her mouth, i
the air like an anvil waiting to fall on my he
didn't do something quickly.

I wanted nothing more than to run, but when
every eye had landed on me, my anxiety spiked.
There was no escape. There had been a time
when public speaking had been my forte. I had
been tutored and trained to be a girl who was
supposed to inherit the throne. [ was supposed
to be Alpha someday.

But the years had changed me and shifted my
course. Still, when it came down to it | managed

to channel the princess I once had been and




2 me, | trained my gaze elsewhere, anywhere but ,
the guests. A server came up to me with a platter
of red wine. I picked up a glass, my throat

parched with anxiety. I took a sip and froze.

I pulled the glass away from my lips, my
eyebrows scrunching in confusion and mild
apprehension. I sniffed it, and my stomach

turned.

It wasn't red wine. It was blood wine. The kind
only Lycans drank because they were part
vampire. My gut lurched, and I felt myself going
faint before a hand steadied me.

I looked up and saw the blond man I had seenat
~ the Obsidian Tower. | i




- I'took it hesitantly, still feeling slightly quea;sy ‘
from the blood wine. "Thanks," | murmured,
raising the glass and taking a small sip to make
sure it wasn't something else I couldn’t handle.
Thankfully, it was just champagne.

The man leaned in slightly, his voice lowering
conspiratorially. "They really should label the
drinks better. Not everyone's... used to the Lycan
palate.”

His light humor caught me off guard, and [ felt a
small smile tug at my lips. He radiated an
easygoing charm that helped melt away some of
the tension still lingering in my body. "Yeah, a
warning would've been nice,' [ replied, feeling
little more at ease with him. |

He gave a mock-serious no :
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"See?" he said, his grin widening as | laﬁghed’.
"Not so scary after all"

I smiled, the tension slipping from my shoulders.
“You're not so bad yourself

He winked playfully. "Glad I could help." His tone
was light, friendly, but not intrusive, and for the
first time that evening, 1 felt like [ wasn't
completely drowning in the atmosphere of the
gala.

But then I felt it—an unmistakable prickle down
my spine, like the air had thickened. I could feel

eyes burning into my back. Slowly, I turned,.the" il




; glanced over his shoulder and spotted Hades

"Well" he said with a slight chuckle, clearly
unbothered by the sudden change in mood. *1
think someone's coming to claim his date.” He
gave me a quick, reassuring smile before taking a
step back. "Good luck, princess. It was nice

talking to you.

I barely managed a nod in response before he
disappeared into the crowd, leaving me standing
there, exposed. Hades was approaching, his
movements slow and deliberate, as if he were
holding himself back. His eyes never left mine,
and the closer he got, the more I could feel the
heavy weight of his presence.




Hades's jaw clenched tighter, and he took
another step closer, his presence almost

suffocating. "Friendly," he repeated, his tone cold,
though the tension in his body told me there was
more behind it than he was letting on. ‘

I could feel my earlier confidence slipping, and
that familiar nervousness returned in full force.
But then, something in his gaze caught my
attention—something raw, something
unsettlingly possessive. His darkness pulled at
me, threatening to swallow me whole, and yet...
there was something about it that made my heart
race in a different way. Almost as if... part of me
didn't mind the attention.

But I pushed the thought away quickly, shakin
off as I met his gaze. "Is that a problem?" I ask d
trying to sound stronger than I felt. ar

Hades didn't answer immedi
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