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linstinctively wrapped my arms around his neck
as we swayed on the dance floor. I couldn’t bear
his intense gaze, so [ avoided it. The heat
radiating off him was enough. Why was he
suddenly on edge? Everything had been alright
just a moment ago.

“Look at me, princess," his voice slashed through
my thoughts. I couldn't afford his ire again, so I
raised my head hesitantly. I was met with his
inscrutable expression.

| frowned, unsure. "What's wrong?"
He quirked a dark brow. "What do you mean?"

Was he not angry? | bit my lip. It seemed I was
wrong. | looked up again to see him watching me,
expectant. "Why are you being... nice?” I found
myself asking.

His lips curved into a half-smile. "Nice," he
echoed the word as though tasting it. '




"Would it be so unbelievable?" he asked.

I didn't reply, but I guessed that my silence was
answer enough. He took my hand and raised it,
twirling me before pulling me to him again.

[ stumbled slightly as he pulled me back, but now
my back was to the front of his body.

He leaned in close, his lips brushing against my

ear as he whispered, "You can learn to trust me.'

I stiffened, a jolt running up my spine. “Trust you?
How can [ trust the man who plans on taking

revenge on my father through me?"

His breath was warm against my skin as he
chuckled softly, a low, dangerous sound. “Trust is
earned, | suppose,’ he murmured. "Bul I promise
to let go of my former plans.

He twirled me again before what he had ju

again, my chest was pres
hand too '




1 didn't miss a beat. "l don't believe you.'

He chuckled, the sound almost entirely too
-sensual. "Am [ that untrustworthy?*

"Men like you don't have goals and then so easily

abandon them," I finished, my voice sharper than
intended. 1 couldn't help it. His words, his touch—
everything about him—unsettled me.

He studied me for a moment, his eyes dark and
unreadable. Then, with an almost imperceptible
smile, he said, "You're right. | don't abandon my

goals. But sometimes... they evolve.

"Evolve?" I repeated, my heart racing. "And what
exactly does that mean?”

He didn't answer right away. Instead, he twirled
me again, but this time slower, more deliberate,
as if giving me a moment to process. When he




though I felt anything but. "And safe?"

“This alliance is necessary for both packs," he
explained. "I do not intend to push you to the
edge enough that you end things the way you
attempted not too long ago. If you die, this
alliance goes to hell!

That made sense, but Hades was not the man to
give up something like revenge. He looked like
an eye-for-an-eye kind of king.

“So you're treating me better for the sake of the

alliance between our two packs?"
He smirked. "Maybe that's not the only reason.”
"What else?”

At my question, his head dropped to the crook of
my neck. My legs buckled when his lips made
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g you?" he m
t. "You might be more interesting thanl

thought, Red”

I froze at the nickname. "Red?”

Hades smirked, still twirling the strand of my hair
between his fingers. "Fiery like your hair.
Strong-willed. Tempting." His eyes locked with

mine. "You keep surprising me.’

I opened my mouth to speak, only to be hit by a
sudden ache in my lower abdomen. I faltered a
bit, but Hades' hold did not relent. "What's

wrong?’

"]-I-1.." Then the pain hit me again, and so did the
realization. Horror fell over me, and I pulled away
from Hades. "I need to go to the bathroom; |
excused myself and made a run for it. | asked for
directions and soon found myself in a stall,
panicking.

Goosebumps rose on my skin. Goddess, n«
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