made a fool of myself. My heart pounded as1

rushed to explain, the words tumbling out in a !
flood.

" just... I've been feeling helpless lately, and I hate
it. I can't keep depending on others to protect
me. Jules has been amazing, but—" I paused,
searching for the right words, “—I need to be able

to stand on my own. For myself. For her. For—*

"For him?" Kael interjected, a faint smirk tugging
at the corner of his lips.

Heat rushed to my face, but I didn't deny it.
"Maybe. I just need to learn how to fight. To
survive. And I think... I think you could help me”




‘Tt sa strength not many think to ey unt" |
late”

I blinked at him, startled by his understanding.
“So... you'll teach me?"

He nodded once, his easy smile returning. "Of
course. But don't think I'll go easy on you because
you're royalty.”

Relief flooded through me, and I laughed, the
sound almost foreign after everything that had

happened. "l wouldn't expect you to

Kael's eyes sparkled with amusement. "Good. We
need a tight schedule.”

He was the beta of course he was going to be
busy. We needed a precise time and place. "I have

nothing to do all day. I am ready when you are!

told him earnestly.




duties start. Three days a week to start. That
should be enough to get you into the rhythm
without burning you out."

"Evenings work perfectly," [ agreed.

Kael's lips quirked into a sly grin. "Don't expect
this to be easy. We'll start with the fundamentals
—strength, coordination, and situational
awareness. You'll probably hate me by the second
session.”

"I'm ready," I said firmly, meeting his gaze.
"Whatever it takes

He nodded approvingly. "We'll need the right gear
—nothing flashy, just practical.” i

“I will have that arranged.”




.mlght see that as a personal failure.

[ frowned, a mix of frustration and worry

knotting in my chest. "That's not fair. I'm not
doing this because I doubt him. I just... I don't
want to be a liability" It was not always about
him.

Kael leaned back, folding his arms. "Then make
that clear to him. Hades is stubborn, but he
respects strength and conviction. You've got
both—just show him." 2

I sighed, glancing towards Hades' side of the bed.
"I'll talk to him tonight. He deserves to know."

Kael's teasing grin returned. "Good luck with
that. If he decides to go all brooding and
dramatic, don't say I didn't warn you."

I couldn't help but smirk desp1te




ly keep up with me. Tomorrow eve
ght wing. Be ready." |

As Kael disappeared into the shadows of the hal |
[ turned toward the right wing. One more |
conversation stood between me and tomorrow's
training, and [ wouldn't let it stop me.

Hades~

I swirled the glass of Sangue Eterno, watching
the deep crimson liquid cling to the sides like
liquid velvet. The name, Italian for eternal blood,
was a promise of timeless refinement and
unparalleled taste. This was a vintage revered by
connoisseurs, crafted with precision and
centuries of tradition. And yet, as I raised it to




least, that's what I used to think. Before ez

Leaning back in my chair, I closed my eyes, but
the memory refused to be pushed away. The first
time I'd tasted Ellen's blood, it had been a
mistake—or so I'd told myself. The pull had been
undeniable, her presence igniting something
ancient and feral within me. When I'd finally

given in,  was utterly unprepared for the
experience.

Her blood was a revelation. It wasn't just
sustenance—it was life itself. Warm and
impossibly vibrant, it carried the essence of
everything I craved but could never claim. There
was a fiery sweetness, like wild honey, i
underscored by a complexity that was bot




had ruined me in ways [ couldn't fully adm
even to myself.

It wasn't just the taste that haunted me. It was

what it represented. She wasn't just sustenance;

she was something I couldn't allow myself to
have. Since yesterday, every flash of her flushed
skin in the bathtub had me hardening. I wanted
nothing more than to thrust into her and feel her
velvet walls of her core strangling my cock like a

vice.

Sex wasn't a mere indulgence for Lycans; it was a
biological imperative. A necessity. The bond
between mates wasn't just emotional—it was
physical, a connection forged through touch,
shared breath, and ultimately, release.




coupling—it was an unbreakable claim. The
process was deeply instinctual, primal, and
undeniably binding. The knot, once swollen and
locked within the mate, served as a biological
assurance that the bond was sealed.

But I had been abstinent for so long, using
anything else as an outlet. [ was different from
my Lycan subordinates, that was why there were
some exceptions for me. Yet, exceptions could
only go so far.

There were no such things as interspecie mates.
So Ellen had no right to be able to drive me mad
with this amount of craving. It was ’
unprecedented. It had only gotten worse since I
tasted that damn wine. @ i

But there was something else. Something’
l ¥

~ been avoiding.




knew exactly what it was, even before her not
had confirmed it.

"For old times and new alliances, Hades. A gift
born of my finest craftsmanship and your
greatest enemy. Enjoy responsibly.”

Lucinda had always been a manipulative creature,
her every action laced with ulterior motives. This
gift wasn't just an olive branch—it was a
calculated move. And I hated how well she knew
me.

[ stood, my chair scraping against the floor as I
pushed it back. My steps were deliberate, the
distance to the cabinet feeling longer than it
should. My hand hesitated on the polished b

handle, my reflection distorted in i




stopper free, I brought the bottle to my lips and
took a tentative sip.

The effect was immediate.

Warmth spread through me, rich and
all-consuming. The taste was... divine. A rush of
wild sweetness flooded my senses, followed by
an intricate dance of flavours I couldn't fully

comprehend. It was her. Every part of her—

fierce, vibrant, and utterly unyielding. It was the

fiery strength in her eyes, the softness in her
voice when she let her guard down, the unspoken

defiance that dared me to challenge her.

I closed my eyes, savouring the moment even as




I set it down, my breaths uneven as I wrestled
with the conflict raging within me. She was mo :
than a distraction. More than an obsession. And i
this—this was a reminder of just how far I'd
fallen. I just need to claim her once, have her
writhing beneath me and | would be able to think

straight. This obsession would fall away like
chains.

But even as | tried to pull myself back, I knew [
would take another sip.

And another.

Because the taste of her wasn't something I

could give up. Not now. Not until I was satisfied

and she meant nothing. 3
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