< The Lycan Prince’s Puppy Q> -

Chapter 208
Kylan

1 stood in front of the Wymsbane estate, staring right at the white stone
walls. It was one of the nicest estates in Lyperia, close to the palace, and
had always seemed more welcoming than that cage T called home.

The gates were always open, no guards in sight, but strangely enough,

this time it didn’t seem nearly as welcoming.
Tt had been a while since Tlast came here. Too lang.

But this time [ knew Lhad to, because I had to see Nate, Talk to him, even
if he hated the sight of me or the sound of my voice. He hadn’t come in,
and I needed to know where his head was at, because mine hadn't been
anywhere steady for days.

{ knew Jack and True had been looking for Chrystal, but | also knew the
issue hadn’t gotten nearly as big as it should've, and | was aware Nate
had something to do with that.

Sure, I felt like an ass showing up here just to gather some information,
but it wasn’t only that...I felt sorry.

Not for what had happened, but that it had to be this way. Nate and | had
been friends for a long time, Chrystal and T had been [riends for a long
time, and no matter what he might believe, T really didn’t want it to end
this way.

I knew from the moment Chrystal learned the truth about Violet that she
couldn’t stay alive, and the prophecy would be fulfilled.

But asking him to bury his own sister and keep quiet about it? That



wasn't fair. Especially with Kayden threatening to expose him with
something that was too sensitive to risk.

I paced in front of those gates for minutes, feeling more guilty with each
step. Idrew in a long breath and slowly let it out.

1f the Moon Goddess ever asked me to pick my worst days, Twould have
too many to choose from, but nothing would beat this. What Thad been
carrying these past three days had torn me apart in ways ! didn't even
know were possible, and the hardest thing was that 1 knew I couldn't
show it, because if 1 did, violet would break, and if she would crack, 1
would hate myself for that.

Belween trying to protect her and shoving down every bit of emotion I

had left aboul what happened, T fell like T was breaking into pieces.

Tt was hard looking for that ring Violet thought she needed, and harder
knowing she couldn't face that somewhere deep down, maybe not even
that deep, she had wanted Chrystal gone and dead. That wasn’t the ring,
that was her, and not just her. it was all of us.

No one blamed her for those thoughts...
“Good morning, Your Highness!"

Avoice pulled me out of my thoughts. It was one of Nate's mothers. She
greeted me with a warm, gentle smile, which I immediately returned,
Good morning.”

“Nate is in,” she said. " If you wanted to go and see him, or 1 can get him
for you—"

“"Thatwon't be necessary,” 1 started, shaking my head.
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But it was too late. She was already gone, already running into the house.
“Nate!" she called out. “His Highness is here!”

Fuck...

‘I'his was the part where I could’ve turned away, but 1 didn’t. 1 stayed
where Twas, though a part of me wished she hadn't said a word, so T
wouldn't have to face him. Because facing Nate meant we had to talk
about things neither of us wanted to, and | wasn't sure I could.

I took a deep breath, closing my eyes for a second, and when I opened
them again, Nate stood in the doorway.

He looked even worse than | thought he would. His hair was a mess, his
eyes sunken and red, and there was no spark left in his face atall. L had
seen him like this a few times, but this was different.

He wasn't trying to hide it at all. Instead, he looked at me as if he wanted
to ask me...can’t you see what you have done to me?

1 fell. a sirange sensation in my chest, one T had never known before. The
Nate standing there wasn'l the Nate T grew up with, the one who laughed
a little too loudly and knew how to make everyone smile with just a
simple word. This was someone broken, and | didn’t know if he could
ever be put back together again.

Not this time...
No matter what anyone would say, the words would never be enough.

“Are you going to keep standing there,” Nate said flatly, “orare you
coming in?”

I exhaled and walked toward him at a steady pace. When I stood before




him, neither of us dared say a word. 1looked into his red eyes, waiting for
words T did not give, while T waited for his.

The strange thing was thal his eves weren'( cold. Just...odd. Like he didn'(
know how to look al me anymore.

“Well,” Nate muttered, stepping aside. I hesitated to step inside for a
moment, but then decided against it. After all that had happened, it felt
wrong walking into the home where Chrystal had been raised.

“Let's take a walk outside,"” I suggested. Nate let out an exhausted sigh.
Then he closed the door behind him and followed me.

We walked in silence, through the vard and down the path toward the
woods. My mind spun with a hundred different ways to start this
conversation, but every one of them sounded wrong.

Where could I start?

Where would I start if it were Nate who had let something happen to one
of my sisters?

1 drew in a long breath. " Do you remember what happened at the river on
your eleventh birthday?” 1 began. “When I slipped, and you practically
saved my life?"”

Nate’s brow shifted slightly, but he didn’t answer. T kept going.

1 ran across the stones while you told me not to, 1 slid, hurt my foot, and
Ttellin," Tchuckled. “The current was too strong, and T couldn’t move or
breathe. T thought that would be the end, but you...” T paused, meeting
his eves. “You didn’t even think and dove in after me.”

A small smile appeared on Nate's lips, “I should've let you drown that
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day," he muttered.
“You should’ve,” 1 whispered. “But you didn't.”

It wasn't only the rdver, There had been other times, and only now did |
realize what that tightness in my chest really was. It was guilt.

1 told you to let go, but you wouldn’t,” I continued. “You grabbed my
arm and refused to let go, said you would die with me before you would
ever let go," I said, “You could’ve drowned that day because of me, but
you fought until you got us both to the shore, because you always have
my back.”

A soft breath escaped from my lips as the truth hit me. “That’s the
difference between us, isn'tit?" 1 sighed. “You've always been there for
me, while 1 haven’t been there for you at all. Not when you needed me the
most, and even after you pulled me out of that river..T didn't even

apologize or thank you—"
“No, you didn’t,” Nate cut me off.

T stopped in my steps and let the apology fall before T could second -guess
il. “T"'m sarry, Nate,” T said. The words came oul awkwardly, as if they
didn't belong in my mouth, but { meant it. Every word.

“For all of it...I'm sorry,"

Nale looked at me, his eves tired. "“Whal exactly are you sorry [or?” he
asked. " Because there are so many things you should apologize for,
Kylan, and I stopped counting a long time ago."



