sed my eyes, I saw

<

g mine. Each time I drifted too
his fingers inside me, his tongue...

What had I done? The Lycan King? What had I
been thinking?

I was spiraling by the time the door knocked. My
heart lodged in my throat as | went to answer it.
On the other side was Agnes. My pulse was
jumping as I greeted her first.

"Good morning," I said, my voice shaky.

She must have detected the pheromones last
night. They were always so strong. But if she had,

she did not show it.

“The King invited you for dinner in the dining

room,” she said.
"Alright," I replied before closing the door.

There was no way | was going to face him after
what happened just last night. [ could still f
hands on my skin. His lips on my... i




[l me;

t smaller, t

my eyes, I could still feel his touch, still hear his: 5
whispered words that had left me so powerless.

I wanted to disappear, to hide from the
consequences of my actions.

But then, a flicker of anger sparked inside me,

cutting through the shame.

Why should I let him think he had any power over
me? Why should I cower in my room, letting him
believe I was too ashamed—too afraid to face

him?

No.

| was stronger than this. He didn’t deserve the
satisfaction of thinking he had won the round, of

knowing I was hiding away, unable to meet his

gaze.

The night had meant nothing to me—nothing at
all. He needed to know that.

With a deep breath, I stood up, my resc
hardening. il




powerﬁﬂ and confident. My hands shook slig
as I dressed, but I forced myself to steady them.

This was my choice. [ would face him, not as a
woman who was ashamed, but as a woman in
control of herself.

Taking a final breath, I stepped out of my room
and headed towards the elevator. Each step felt
like walking through a storm, my nerves
screaming at me to turn back, but I pushed

through, determined.

The sound of the elevator doors closing around
me echoed the rapid beating of my heart. My
pulse pounded in my ears, louder with every

floor we passed on the way down.

| couldn’t let him see any fear. He would never

know how much [ was unraveling inside.




“The door automatically opened, and [ walked n
the dining room. .

I noticed him first at the head of the long table,
dressed in his signature black suit, with cuffs
embellished with silver pins. But he was not

alone.

On one side was the familiar blond man, and on
the other side was the green-eyed woman—
Felicia Stravos. With her was a child with striking
eyes.

| made my way there without letting it show how
nervous I was. My back was straight, my head
forward, and my movements as graceful as |

could manage.

The same blond man who had pulled me out of a
cell not too long ago stood and pulled a chair out

for me.

“Thanks," I said as [ sat.

“Good morning,’ I greeted out of cour
the corner of my eye, | nOtiC g




“It was alright,' I said, keeping my tone as neut :
as | could manage.

“That's good news. How did you like the Lunar
Gala?”

‘It was alright," | replied.
"“Um..."
Silence.

The door swung open with a loud creak, drawing

the attention of everyone in the room.

My heart skipped a beat as [ turned to see who
had entered.

A man stood there—tall and imposing, like the

very embodiment of darkness—wearing a black
leather jacket that clung to his muscular frame.

His presence was electric, almost suffocating, as
if the air itself bowed to him. Bkl




e strode forward with a confidence that mad
Hades' presence at the table seem a little less
commanding, as though the power of their
imtimidation fought for dominance.

The room fell into a heavy silence, thick with
uncertainty.

Felicia's eyes widened, a flicker of recognition

crossing her face, though she said nothing.

The blond man beside me stiffened, his jaw
clenching as he glanced towards Hades, awaiting
his reaction. The child with Felicia seemed
fascinated, her green eyes locked on the
newcomer, her small fingers gripping the edge of
the table as if sensing the tension in the air.

Hades didn't stand, but his grip on the silverware
tightened ever so slightly. His gaze darkened as
he looked at the man, a slow, dangerous smile
curling his lips.

"I wasn't expecting you, Cain.’




His power came from the shadows—rumored
connections to the underworld, a man who
controlled things from behind the scenes.

Cain Stravos was the illegitimate first son of the
former Stravos Patriarch. He was Hades'

half-brother.

He stopped at the foot of the table, his eyes
scanning the room, lingering for a second longer
on me. His expression was unreadable, though
there was a glint of amusement in his gaze, as if
he found something in this room particularly
entertaining.

"Surprises keep things interesting,’ Cain said, his
voice deep and smooth, yet carrying an edge of
danger.

He looked at Hades, his lips twitching as if
holding back a smirk.

*I thought I'd join you for breakfast. Hope
not a problem” it

| Hades' smile faltered ever so
- mask rell.




My stomach twisted, the air around me sudde:
feeling too thick to breathe.

I could feel the weight of Cain's gaze as he turned
to me.

"And here I thought I would finally see the

princess of Silverpine.”

He sauntered towards me, his steps unhurried
and deliberate.

Cain reached out, gently taking my hand in his.
His touch was light but firm, as if testing

boundaries.

Before 1 could pull away, he brushed a slow,

deliberate kiss across my knuckles.

"Lovely to finally meet the blessed twin.’




