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7 dot on the GPS continued to blink
- muscle in my body was wound like a spring rea

to snap. I drummed my fingers on my thigh,
blood boiling hotter with each passing second.

"We're almost there” Kael informed me.

But I already knew we were exactly fifteen
minutes from her location. Embedding a tracking
chip in her scalp had proven useful, just as I had
expected.

As we neared the mansion, its grandeur loomed
ahead, casting long shadows against the fading
light. The fagade was imposing, a blend of
elegance and intimidation, with manicured
gardens flanking the entrance. But it was the men
in suits that caught my attention, watching our ‘
approach like hawks. '

I could feel Kael's anticipation besic
reement that the time for subtl




beneath my boots as I scanned the area.

“Let's go,' I instructed Kael, my voice low and
steady.

He nodded, a muscle in his jaw tightening as we
approached the grand entrance. I reached for the
door, and it swung open automatically, revealing
a lavish interior that stood in stark contrast to
the tension in the air.

Inside, chandeliers hung from the ceiling like
jewels, casting a soft glow over the opulent
furnishings.

"Where is she?" I demanded, my voice echoing
against the marble floors.

he gestured for
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glance my way be olje» ‘

bathed in soft, golden light.

In the center of the room sat a woman, her
posture straight and refined, her every move
calculated. The fragrance of her perfume—a
blend of vanilla and dark amber—hung heavily in
the air, mingling with the scent of polished
mahogany and leather. She had an undeniable
allure, a timeless elegance that only sharpened
with age, yet her beauty was like fine crystal,
delicate but dangerously sharp.

She looked up, her painted lips curving into a
smile that didn't reach her eyes. "Your Majesty,"
she greeted, her voice smooth as silk but laced
with an edge. She gestured toward a nearby
chair, her manicured fingers poised as if she
were conducting a symphony. "Please, take a
seat |
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nsion surfacing in her perfectly maintz
expression. "All in due time," she replied,
gesturing to the empty seat once more. "But first
let's discuss... terms.

My eyes narrowed, but she didn't flinch; if
anything, she seemed amused, as if toying with a

predator who thought it was the hunter.

Her eyes lingered on me, assessing, calculating.
She wanted a game, wanted me to play along. I
didn't sit at anyone's table—not for games, and

certainly not for negotiations. Yet, I sat down.
“It's been a while, hasn't it?" she asked.

“Sure," I replied smoothly. "What do you want to
discuss?"

"First, let's have a drink," she gestured to her
servant. "You must be parched."




“That's for me to decide I replied plainly.

She smirked, but it was shaky. "You don't believe
it? That she's responsible?"

"Nothing is assumed until there's evidence.

She narrowed her eyes. "The girl is good, it
seems. Is it the sex? She must be skilled.”

My jaw locked. "l would advise you to choose
your words carefully around me."

She blinked at my tone, actually taken aback. Her
expression turned somber. "You've been alone
for years now, since...Danielle. I know we

Lycans...our sex drive is like our bloodlust—

insatiable." Her mouth curled into a sneer. "But a

werewolf?"




p_l her expression carefully con

ds resting on the table, fingers intertwi
‘1f in quiet contemplation. But I could sense the
anger, the slow burn she was trying to mask with
a controlled tone.

“Danielle was my daughter,’ she said, her voice
softer but steady, a restrained force in each
word. "I am well within my rights to question
where your loyalty lies now. You choose to stand
by her killer, yet expect me to remain silent?” Her
eyes locked onto mine, a calm fury radiating from

within.

I met her gaze, my expression impassive. "So you
thought taking what's mine would be the
answer?" | asked, my voice carrying an edge,
each word a deliberate strike.

Lucinda's lips twitched, her usual arrogan




1ked, her calm exterior wavering fc

~ fraction of a second before her composure.

returned. Her gaze held, unyielding, calculati
yet a hint of frustration flickered there—a
reminder that she was used to being in control.

“You should've never brought her into our world/
she continued, her voice barely above a whisper,
as if speaking aloud might shatter the careful
control she'd imposed on herself. “She doesn't
understand our loyalty, our way of life. You're
inviting a storm into your domain, Hades, and

expecting it not to rain.

"Enough;' I said, my voice low, the weight of my
authority unmistakable. "T've let you say your
piece, but understand this: she's under my
protection now. If any harm befalls her, the

prepared for”




a taste that caught me off guard
pause The wine was heady and intense, a

luxurious blend of flavors that unfurled in layers;
—notes of dark cherries and spiced plum, woven
with a hint of smoke and something deeper,
more elusive. It was smooth yet complex, a
seductive, almost forbidden sweetness tinged
with the faintest metallic bite. There was an
unmistakable allure to it, a flavor so rich and
tempting that, for a moment, I almost lost myself
in it.

The wine's taste lingered on my tongue, each
layer drawing me further in as if it held a power
of its own. It wasn't like anything I'd had before,
yet it felt dangerously familiar, as though I had
tasted its essence somewhere in the depths of




I set the glass down, meeting her gaze, aware ot

the subtle challenge within her words. "It has a I

certain charm," I replied, the edge in my tone not

quite masking my intrigue.

Her gaze lingered on me, sharp but with a hint of
satisfaction. "I knew it would. The taste—
intoxicating, isn't it? Each drop is made from the
purest essence, aged in a way that brings out
something... primal. Something one can't fight. It
was prepared not too long ago.’

My eyes narrowed. “Where is the princess,
Lucinda?”

"The werewolves are right about one thi




