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'Abbott and his deputy were dead, as were many

- others who were exposed to the poison. Only three
of the sixteen archers survived the coma, with the
doctors reporting that the survivors’ ability to make
a full recovery remained uncertain, thus they were
under strict monitoring. Hazel survived, but her
condition remained under supervision as well. And
she was awake for not more than four hours a day,
as were the three archers. Even during their short
hours awake, they weren't completely lucid enough
to recall the events from the other day.

The next Chief Archer had to be appointed, but the
discussion and vote wouldn't be for another week,
so Valor was chief in name, Sush and Patterson
were co-chiefs behind the scenes. Everyone,
including the entire defense ministry, knew this.

“Fucking assholes,” Greg cursed, not bothered to
tone it down when she gave him the news after
returning from the noble leader's office.

Flatly, she replied, “Yes, always have bee
always will be. Now get off my chair,
my desk.”




e

bread across his lips bef

to her. Hand clutching her elbo

- mo! in on her ear, and he questioned in F\ SN
deep voice, “Are you?”

His breath coasted across her ear and trickled down ‘
her neck, sending a rush of heat spiking through her
~ core. It was insane how two words that were
completely unrelated to anything sexual were able
to set her ablaze and send her arousal spiraling free.

Not bothering to keep his knowledge to himself this
time, especially not after their magical night, he took
a deep, animalistic, audible inhale, the smile
morphing into an arrogant smirk when he muttered,
“If that's the case, I'd say you have an appetite for
trouble.”

With that, his hand left her elbow, fingers brushing
across her skin as he left her station. Just like that.
He turned her on, left her hot and bothered, and left,
letting her deal with her flushed face on her own.
The mavericks around her were already trying very
hard not to look at her in case their taunting smiles
revealed their ability to detect her arousal as well.

Sush sank into her chair as business-like as
possible, trying to cool herself off before h
colleagues tossed questions that she d
how to answer without smiling like a




ut wh ,er‘sﬁé changed anythmg Sus ;
she hadn' yet realized the glow that she now

‘carried, her scowl now either a flat line or a slight

smile, even when she wasn't around Greg. The stern
energy remained, but anyone could feel it was less

- malicious.

They witnessed her behavioral change at gradual
paces, especially after interacting with the duke in
the past weeks. When they saw her leave with the
duke the previous night, as subtle as the two tried to
be, many wondered if the duke would be so kind as
to extend his stay to keep their chief - whom they
feared but respected more than Valor himself -
remained as she was now - less daunting.

When she sat long enough with the paperwork, her
chair scraped and she made her way to the test lab,
checking on the progress of the bulletproof
bodysuits they were improving, along with laser
blades, safety goggles and masks that every hunter
would eventually be mandated to carry with them.
The blades, goggles and masks were a new plan,
implemented after the western massacre. The idea
was for hunters to shield their senses with the
goggles and masks in the presence of zahar wl;ii'lj b

 using the blade to cut their way out to ;s-afétgi-
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“glare, yet their eyes still met. Three times. Careful
approaching Sush who had her back against the
duke as she ran through the specifications, Kenji
kept a safe distance from her and whispered, “Sush, |
know we don't owe each other anything, but if you

could get your boyfriend to ease on the scowling, I'd
owe you.”

Sush’'s brows knitted, head pivoted to him, eyes
blinked in confusion, then turned just in time to see
Greg's lips tilt into a seductive smirk directed at her.
She quickly turned back to Kenji before being
drowned by those lilac eyes. Right before she got
any words out, Kenji said, "“Don't believe that smile,
Sush. He's been giving me the exact opposite the
whole morning. | didn't even do anything.”

She shrugged and directed her attention back to her
tablet. "He knows we dated.”

Whisper-yelling in panic, he hissed in betrayal, “Why
would you tell him that?”

‘I didn't. He figured it out himself. But | didn’t deny it
so... yeah, he knows.”
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“He knows something that happened eons ago it bl
People move on. What is his problem?” “' Tt

Kenji. The jeak)usy trait
A. For.




him at all costs. My bram may be at its best w:th
systems, screens and in underground labs, but | d
take working overtime over meeting the king again.”

Sush’s tapping and scrolling halted, then turned to
him and questioned with a smile that was paving the
way to a laugh when she asked, “Squeaked?”

“Alright, now you're just being mean,” Kenji noted
with narrowed eyes, “The point is: as much as |
enjoyed the king putting Patterson in his place when
the jaw-incision tale spread to the east, I've done
nothing to be at the receiving end of this... barbaric
wrath.” Casting a wary glance at Greg, Kenji
murmured, “God, he looks like he's abhout to
pounce.” His head swung to Sush. “Has he pounced
before? Are these walls thick enough to stop lycans?
We should look into modifying the thickness of the
glass, for our safety.”

“You actually squeaked.” Sush chuckled, still stuck
on that topic when her sights returned to the device.




u Te”scanng him."

Greg's scowl pulled into an arrogant smirk. “Good.
That's the idea.”

His hand slid across the small of her back and
landed on her waist, trailing to her hip as he offered
Kenji another glower when he happened to look,
which was when Sush whispered, “He's not doing
anything, Greg. Take a chill pill.”

As if to make a declaration that everyone at the gala
the previous night already knew about, Greg left a
statement kiss on her temple. Positioning his mouth
directly at her ear, he murmured a warning, “If
Sophisticated does anything, or tries to, he's going
to be castrated and buried six feet underground.
Alive. And if you showed the mildest interest, I'm
going to tie you to my bed and fuck you in every hole
until he's erased from your system. When we aren’t
fucking, I'll let you handle octopus matters with one
hand untied, but I'll be monitoring your server. Very,
very closely. |s that understood, my huntress?”

As sick as it was, Sush found herself wanting to be
tied to hus bed and fucked in every hole untll




“throat, she actually sounded matter-of-fact when

she asked, "One question: how am | going to run
tests from there?”

That caught him off guard, turning his homicidal
intentions to logical contemplation. His eyes
skimmed the room they were in, sighing to himself,
knowing he'd be damned if he took this from her.
Eventually meeting her waiting gaze, he vouched,
“Ill think of something.” Voice taking a defensive
edge, he continued, "l look forward to hearing about
Sophisticated's joke at lunch. We'll see if his sense
of humor is going to end up getting himself killed.”

Shaking her head and returning her sights to her
device, she murmured under her breath, “Demented
animal.”

Greg scoffed, dark and alluring, just the way she
liked it. “I'm surprised it took you this long to come
to that conclusion. See you in a bit. Let me know if
you need more coffee or food.”

She mm-ed lightly, affectionately, before Greg m:
his way out, and she swore she saw - fro, &
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