When she pulled away, I was still frozen in |

Then her expression fell. "Oh, I am sorry if you
don't want to be touched."

[ just stared at her, my mouth agape. Then [
shook my head, my hands in front of me. "No, no,
it's not that at all," I denied, still shaken by her
attitude. "It's just that..”

"That what?" she asked, her brows raised in
genuine confusion.

I opened my mouth to complete the sentence but
thought better of it and put on a shaky smile. "No
worries." I felt a lump in my throat nonetheless.
Her attitude toward me had completely caught
me off guard.




can be a little... much," she said with a grin,
tucking a stray curl behind her ear. "But Aunt
Miller always says the world could use a little
more warmth, especially around here.

Her words were genuine, her friendliness so
disarming that I found myself mirroring her smile
despite the confusion and the instinctual caution
[ usually wore as armor. "It's just... I haven't met
many people here. Or rather, none who seemed
SoO... welcoming”

Jules's eyes softened, and she gave a little shrug.
“Well, I'm not the type to hold grudges. Life's too
short, right? Aunt Miller told me a little about
you, just the basics. | thought it might be nice

have someone around who treats you.

know, like a person and not a 'werewo




had lasted for centuries to nothing but a 'grudge
was something I never thought possible.

"Thank you,' I managed to say, my voice softer |

than I'd intended. "It... means a lot" And, in that
moment, | realized just how starved I'd been for
this—simple kindness, without strings attached,
without the weight of titles and alliances.

Jules waved off my gratitude, still smiling. "Think
nothing of it. Besides, it's my job to look after you
while Aunt Miller's away. And trust me, I'm a pro
at making tea and sneaking sweets into the diet
plan.’

I chuckled, feeling some of the tension in my

shoulders ease for the first time in days. "Diet

plan?” I asked, through my chuckling.




ur bath ready.

"Thanks, of course

She nodded before making her way to the
bathroom.

Hades~

[ took a slow drag, watching the smoke curl
around my fingers as [ exhaled, but it did little to
ease the tension that coiled in my chest. "She
really had to go that far?" I asked, my tone even
but laced with the cold edge I knew she'd

recognize.

"Yes, your majesty,” Mrs. Miller replied steadily. *1
thought it would help put her at ease.”




"Yes, sir. She understands that her role is to
befriend her, not to become attached,' Mrs.
Miller confirmed.

“Good." I leaned back, regarding her coolly.
“Ensure that Jules doesn't push too hard. Ellen
needs to believe in this." I recalled Amelia’s

words.

The princess is hiding something. Something that
I guess is pivotal.

If Amelia could not get her to open up, it was
time for fresh blood. A younger person that she
could relate to. In the meantime, I had to expand
on the operation. By the time that Jules had
uncovered what she was hiding, and I had put

case to rest, Ellen would fit right into the

the war.




" Hades closed the door behind him without s
a word again. A part of me shriveled each time
that it happened, but I swallowed the feeling.
Soon, Jules came in with her bright smile that
seemed to make the room a little lighter. She set
down a tray with a steaming cup of tea, a small

gesture that softened the chill Hades had left
behind.

Jules set the tea down beside me and gave me an
encouraging smile. "All right, let's get you set up.
Mrs. Miller likes to leave things a bit... clinical,

doesn't she? I'll make sure you're comfortable.”

As she moved around the room, filling the tub

and setting out fresh towels, she kept up a steady ’
stream of lighthearted chatter. "You know, I had

no idea how many rules there'd be here—




=

‘I noticed I said, unable
e. "You're a bit... freer than most pe

Jules chuckled, setting out a tray of soaps and oils.
near the bath. "It's hard not to be. I grew up in a
house full of loud cousins and chaos. Quiet feels
unnatural" She wrinkled her nose, clearly
entertained by her own rebellious streak. *1
always end up sneaking snacks and avoiding a

few of Aunt Miller's endless rules.

As she went on, I felt the room lose its cold edge,
her warmth and energy a welcome relief. I
couldn't help but relax, her open, unguarded
nature loosening the tightness in my shoulders.

"All right, bath's ready. I'll help you get settled,’
she said, gesturing toward the tub. "And don't

worry, | won't stick around if you need priva:cy'-f".* it

e




ver, | allowed myself to sink i

approach a strange, welcome balm against the
heavy weight of the alliance.

A few minutes later, she returned with a tray of
fresh, comforting food.

I finished up and ate while she completed her
work.

As I ate. she started to talk again, her voice light,
as if she were trying to keep the atmosphere
casual.

"You know, I've been meaning to ask..." Jules
paused, eyeing me with curiosity. "You've been
here for a little while now, right? Have you had a
chance to explore the tower much?”




you the parts Aunt Miller doesn t usually bothe
with. Some of them are a little... less formal”
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