for reprieve. I didn't meet Hades's eyes, even
though I felt his stare burn through my skin. The
tubes were removed from my body, and the bags
of blood were collected.

“Your wife, huh?" Felicia questioned, but her
voice wavered. She was not as collected in
Hades's presence as she tried to appear. She was
afraid. Judging by how the men had been ripped

into by Kael, it was obvious they were very much
dead.

The scent of fresh blood filled my nose, my vision

swirling. Luckily—or perhaps unluckily—my nose
was broken and partly blocked. The sanguineous
fragrance didn't hit me as hard as it normally




"I am Luna." she blurted.
"Were Hades corrected.

I could hear her teeth grinding from where I
stood. "Why has it not been you?" she asked.
"Why was it not you that died?” she screamed.

Hades said nothing.

lce-cold arms wrapped around my shoulders,
pulling me to a wall-like chest. I startled,

freezing.

"Red." the ice from his voice was gone. His tone

was soft. “You're limping."

Hesitantly, I looked up at his face. It was hard as‘-‘

granite, his expression taut.

"I'm fine" I lied.




~ "You cannot do that, Hades" Felicia all but !
shrieked.

“Is that a dare?" he asked, already walking away.
“You're doing all this because of a mutt.

He stopped dead in his tracks, and I felt him
vibrate. His head snapped to Felicia. "She is my
wife. The next time that slur is directed at her, be
assured [ will ensure you lose the liberty of
speaking”

[ heard Felicia make a whimper, like a puppy
scolded.

“Ellen!" she screamed. "You—"

At the sound of her voice again, my heart

eyelids fluttered closed, my b
1 exhaustion, pain, and shock




I felt a shift in my surroundings, and my h
- pulsed even harder. "Who..."

“It's me, Red," Hades's grave voice slithered its

way into my ears.

[ narrowed my eyes, soon finding him towering
over me. His expression was unreadable, his
mouth set in a harsh line.

Danielle.

I said nothing as her name resounded in my head.
We simply stared at each other for a moment.
The silence was interrupted by a growl from my
stomach.

My face heated up, and I turned away too quickl




- unreadable expression.

The sight sent a flush of warmth to my cheeks.
"Thank you," | whispered, my mouth suddenly
watering as I reached gingerly for the spoon,
wanting to avoid his gaze as much as possible.

But as my fingers brushed it, his hand shot
forward, gently pushing my hand away. "I'll feed
you," he murmured, his voice calm but unyielding.

I tensed, glancing up at him in disbelief. "I can eat
on my own,' I protested, a flush creeping up my
neck as I tried to assert myself. He didn't
respond, didn't even blink. His piercing gaze was
locked on mine, the weight of it almost
unbearable.

My hand trembled as I reached for the spoon




The warmth of the broth melted away some of
the tension in my chest, and I felt a pang of
gratitude despite the awkwardness. Each
spoonful was slow, deliberate, and though he
didn't speak, the silence felt... comforting. It

shouldn't have felt that way.

“You don't have to do this," I murmured as he

raised another spoonful to my mouth.

He stilled, his gaze never leaving mine. "I Know;’
he replied, his tone softer than I'd ever heard. For
a brief second, something raw flickered in his

expression—a vulnerability he quickly hid away. -

| lowered my gaze, my heart beating faster than I L




