at..." I started, but he cut me off.

"Thank you, Red" He cringed—not like it hurt to
say, more like he wasn't used to saying it. "For
saving my nephew.’

My eyes widened, and my tongue was paralyzed.

"You are not a liability, Red," he murmured, the

softness of his tone disarming me. "You are my

wife."

My heart sputtered in my chest.
Wife.

That damn word.

I swallowed thickly. "Hades, we talked a




- "Remember what I said at the gala?"

"You said a lot of things," I dismissed, thoughT

knew I remembered every single word.
"l am a bloody bastard, [ know."

"That's old news. I blurted before I could catch
myself. I slapped my hand over my mouth.

He simply flashed another genuine smile, his
dimples dipping. How could such a man have
such a mesmerizing smile? Why did the goddess

like to play games?
iRed..."

"Let's not talk about those things,' | mumbled. I

wasn't sure if | wanted to run or stay. He was

such a convoluted man, and it would be best no




‘somett

He arched a brow, catching my deflection,
once, he let it slide. "Go on."

“The explosions," I said, keeping my tone steady,
as if speaking of the danger would ground me.
"They weren't accidents, were they?" His
expression shifted, the softness hardening,
replaced by the familiar calculating edge he wore

so well.

“No. They weren't" He sighed, tension tightening
his features. “The initial investigation pointed to a
breach in security—someone inside the estate
with knowledge of the layout and our routines.”

The thought made my blood run cold.
"Someone... on the inside?" I repeated,

swallowing. "Do you have any idea who?"




\ardening. "Do you suspect anyon
- might be after your life?"

The question brought me back, and my sister's
words echoed in my head.

Time's up, sister.

My heart lodged in my throat. That was
something I could not tell him. The realization
washed over me like cold water in winter. The
first bomb, the second bomb in my phone—it had
been Ellen. She was the one who wanted me
dead. They wanted me dead. | was of no use to
them anymore, it seemed. [ had become a liability
they had to rid themselves of. I recalled my last
phone call with my mum, her frantic behavior,

her apologizing. A foolish part of me had wanted 2 :

to believe she was being forced to act cold,
especially with how she'd switched so fastv
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His expression was unreadable as he looked
me, as if trying to figure me out.

“And thank you for saving me. You have not
known and come to..." My words trailed off, a
frown forming on my face. "How did you know
there was an explosive in the phone?" I found

myself asking.

He played off the question, casually—almost too
casually. He shrugged. "A tip.

My eyes narrowed, suspicion creeping in. “A tip?*
[ repeated, tilting my head.

"Yes," he said smoothly, that guarded expression
falling back into place. But it was a little too

smooth. | watched as he shifted his weight, his
fingers twitching slightly—a small tell I'd lea




quirked, the barest hint of a smirk betraying‘hirfn_.,-
“You're as perceptive as ever, Red"

"So it wasn't a tip." I took a moved closer, holding

his gaze. "You bugged my phone, didn't you?"

He paused, taking a deep breath, his smirk

fading. "It was for your protection.'

"For my protection?" I echoed, disbelief coating
my voice. "Did you think you'd protect me better
by spying on me than by just asking me what's

going on?"

“You weren't telling me everything, he said, his
voice calm but firm, and for a second, the
vulnerability flickered again. "And I needed to
know that you were safe "




this was a front. Hades might have a Killer, !
dimpled smile, but this was pretense. And I would

no longer be a fool.

"So did you recover anything?" I asked. "From my
phone calls?"

He raised a brow. "Is there something worth

recovering?" He threw the question back.
[ shrugged. "You never know."

His lips twitched up again, and I had to look away.
Relief flooded my veins. He wouldn't be smiling if
he knew. His bugging seemed to have backfired. I
had been granted some grace. My secret
remained safe.




