~ As usual, my heart is in my throat as I fo
blond man, who I'm starting to realize is Ha
beta or second-in-command. We walk through
familiar path that I know all too well by now. My
hands grow clammy with sweat, but I don't back
down or stop. I'm done showing weakness, yet
every instinct tells me to turn around and run. It
looks like I'm going to get punished yet again.
The king had been too much of a coward to look
at the CCTV footage and see who exactly was at
fault.

I keep my chin up as we enter the preliminary
chamber before the white room itself. I avert my
eyes from the one-way mirror that would allow

me to look into the white room. I step inside, and
[ feel his presence immediately—his cologne !

it's not Hades in his black shirt
~ elbows, with harnesses ;
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daze. He's calling me by the nickname again. I ;
snap my head to him as he approaches. I swallc
as he adjusts the black gloves on his hands.

“What... is this about?" I mutter.

His lips lift in that damn self-satisfied smirk that
he always seems to wear. He comes
overwhelmingly close to me, the emerald earring
dangling from his left ear glinting in the

overbearing whiteness of the room.

His heat radiates off his body, seeping into me,
and suddenly I can feel the ghost of his forbidden
touches from that night. I take a step back;,
folding my arms in front of me to prevent them
from shaking. "Answer me," I say more firmly,
glancing at the caretaker still strapped down.

"I wanted to give you a gift."

My brows raise in confusion. *

uneasiness grows.




voice. "l guess I can leave”” I don't wait, mox n
toward the exit.

Hades' hand shoots out and grabs my arm. I turn
back, shocked by the sudden contact. This is the
first time he's touched me since the night I can
never seem to get out of my mind... or my

dreams. My usual nightmares have been

replaced by dreams of him in my bed again—
caressing me, kissing me, fucking me... Those

gray eyes glinting silver with lust as he plunges
and thrusts into me.

For a moment, the world stands still as I'm
suddenly all too aware of him. I can tell by the
way his hand tightens slightly and the way his

eyes widen just a fraction that I'm not the only




hange of pleasantries. He nods
table, where a gleaming tray of sharp,
cruel-looking tools sits neatly arranged. M
lurches as [ take in the sight—knives, pliers,
things I can't even name.

[ swallow hard, my stomach churning with
disgust. "You think I'd want this?" My voice is low
but steady, despite the horror coursing through
me. I force myself to look away from the tools,
turning my gaze to him instead. His cold
expression gives nothing away, as if what he's

asking is completely reasonable.

"I think," he replies, his voice dangerously soft,
"that this woman wronged you. And I'm offering
you the chance to make her pay for it He
gestures to the caretaker, who whimpers
beneath the gag, her eyes wide with fear.

cks slightly, but L h
to let hi




I shake my head again, more firmly this tir
this is cruelty." I glance at the tray again,
rising in my throat. "l won't do it."

Hades watches me for a long, tense moment, his
eyes searching mine as though trying to
comprehend something that doesn't quite fit into
his understanding of the world. Finally, he
straightens, a strange, unreadable expression
settling over his features. "I don't know what you
want.”

“You could apologize,” I almost snap.

He blinks as the beta shifts uncomfortably on

feet. "Apologize?" he echoes the word like it

another very foreign concept to him.




i .am," he mumbles.

I come closer. "I can't hear you."

Hades' eyes narrow, his jaw tightening as he
stands there, obviously unused to being
challenged. I can see the conflict warring withi
him—his pride clashing with the situation. The
room seems to grow smaller with the weight of
his hesitation. His chest rises and falls, his
breathing shallow, and for a split second, I think
he might actually explode with anger.

But then he speaks, each word clipped and sharp.

"[... am sorry.

I blink, genuinely taken aback. He said it, but the
way it slips past his lips, as though it physically
pains him, makes me wonder how much of itis




thought you wanted justice.”

I look at the woman on the table, her terrified
eyes darting between us. Every fiber of my being

wants to walk away from this room, from Hades,

from all of it. But his words linger, like poison
seeping into my thoughts. Justice. That's what
I've always wanted, isn't it? To be seen. To be
heard. But not like this. Not with cruelty.

"No. | say, my voice steady. "I don't want this Kind
of justice. I'm not you, Hades. I don't need to hurt
people to feel whole”

For a moment, something flickers in his eyes'-—-




- "Whe ‘about you?" he asl
~ don't want an apology from I

believes it or I might have to take you up ¢
offer” 1

With that I leave.
Comment

Post your first cotmias




