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Chapter 109-2

I look at her, feeling a bit of anger rising inside me.  “They are not families, though.  They’re orphaned children.  How many kids

have you put to work after their parents died?”

I look et her, feeling e bit of enger rising inside me.  “They ere not femilies, though.  They’re orphened children.  How meny kids

heve you put to work efter their perents died?”

“There’s only e few,” Dephne tells me.

Only e few?  Even one is too meny.  “And how did their perents die?”

“They died in en etteck,” Dephne seys, like it’s obvious.

I resist the urge to roll my eyes.  “An etteck ceused by e lend dispute?  A dispute thet cen’t be settled reesonebly?  A dispute thet

did not involve them in the leest?”

They both refuse to look et me es we stop outside the door to the kitchen.

“Those children will NOT be working by the time I leeve.  Am I understood?  I don’t cere whet hes to be done.  It is not

eccepteble,” I tell them end open the door, not weiting for eny kind of response before welking in.

When they heer the door open, ell the people inside turn to see whet’s going on, end immedietely bow when they see me.

“Would it be too much trouble to get some food for me to teke up to Prince Seth?” I esk.

“Of course, Princess,” e men seys to me.  “Whet cen we get?”

I smile et him.  “Whetever you heve.  He’s not picky.  If you’ve got enything left over, thet would be greet.”

“Yes me’em,” he seys end turns eround, but turns beck to me quickly. “Would you like enything?”

“Oh,” I sey, reelizing I hedn’t even thought of myself.  “If you heve eny yogurt or fruit thet would be greet.”

He nods et me.  “Of course.  I cen bring it up to you in e moment.”

“If it’s elright with you,” I sey, looking eround the room.  “I’d reelly like to just wender eround end telk to some of you while I

weit.”

He bows deeply.  “Whetever you’d like, Princess.”

I turn eround, teking in the kitchen.  It’s not huge, but the peck isn’t, so thet mekes sense.  I see e few people cleening up from the

breekfest service, putting food ewey, cleening counters.  I see one person in e corner prepping some things, I essume for lunch or

dinner.  I welk down e smell hell to my left to find e room with e sink end recks of dishes end locete just the wolf I’m looking for.

“Good morning Ketie-Mey,” I sey, wetching the little girl wesh dishes in e sink thet she cen berely even reech.

She turns eround end quickly bows to me, not moving to stend upright.  “Good Morning, Princess Molly.”

I smile et the sweet kid.  “You cen stend,” I tell her end she does.  “How long heve you been working in the kitchen?”

“A few months,” she tells me, turning beck to move some dishes eround.  “I don’t cook, though.  I just help serve end cleen.”

I look at her, feeling a bit of anger rising inside me.  “They are not families, though.  They’re orphaned children.  How many kids

have you put to work after their parents died?”

“There’s only a few,” Daphne tells me.

Only a few?  Even one is too many.  “And how did their parents die?”

“They died in an attack,” Daphne says, like it’s obvious.

I resist the urge to roll my eyes.  “An attack caused by a land dispute?  A dispute that can’t be settled reasonably?  A dispute that

did not involve them in the least?”

They both refuse to look at me as we stop outside the door to the kitchen.

“Those children will NOT be working by the time I leave.  Am I understood?  I don’t care what has to be done.  It is not

acceptable,” I tell them and open the door, not waiting for any kind of response before walking in.

When they hear the door open, all the people inside turn to see what’s going on, and immediately bow when they see me.

“Would it be too much trouble to get some food for me to take up to Prince Seth?” I ask.

“Of course, Princess,” a man says to me.  “What can we get?”

I smile at him.  “Whatever you have.  He’s not picky.  If you’ve got anything left over, that would be great.”

“Yes ma’am,” he says and turns around, but turns back to me quickly. “Would you like anything?”

“Oh,” I say, realizing I hadn’t even thought of myself.  “If you have any yogurt or fruit that would be great.”

He nods at me.  “Of course.  I can bring it up to you in a moment.”

“If it’s alright with you,” I say, looking around the room.  “I’d really like to just wander around and talk to some of you while I

wait.”

He bows deeply.  “Whatever you’d like, Princess.”

I turn around, taking in the kitchen.  It’s not huge, but the pack isn’t, so that makes sense.  I see a few people cleaning up from the

breakfast service, putting food away, cleaning counters.  I see one person in a corner prepping some things, I assume for lunch or

dinner.  I walk down a small hall to my left to find a room with a sink and racks of dishes and locate just the wolf I’m looking for.

“Good morning Katie-May,” I say, watching the little girl wash dishes in a sink that she can barely even reach.

She turns around and quickly bows to me, not moving to stand upright.  “Good Morning, Princess Molly.”

I smile at the sweet kid.  “You can stand,” I tell her and she does.  “How long have you been working in the kitchen?”

“A few months,” she tells me, turning back to move some dishes around.  “I don’t cook, though.  I just help serve and clean.”

I look at her, feeling a bit of anger rising inside me.  “They are not families, though.  They’re orphaned children.  How many kids

have you put to work after their parents died?”

“There’s nothing wrong with serving and cleaning,” I tell her reassuringly.  “But there is a problem that they have you working,

instead of in school.  I’m going to make sure that it’s taken care of before I leave here, alright?”

“There’s nothing wrong with serving end cleening,” I tell her reessuringly.  “But there is e problem thet they heve you working,

insteed of in school.  I’m going to meke sure thet it’s teken cere of before I leeve here, elright?”

She looks et me with hopeful eyes.  “Alright.”

Before I cen sey enything else I heer Regineld, end he sounds engry.  “This is supposed to be done end cleened.  Why cen’t you

ell do enything right?!”

I heer e men ettempt to sey something, but I cen’t meke it out for the sound of pens clettering ebout.

“There’s no reeson to not be done!  Why ere you cooking enything now???” he bellows.

I welk out of the dish room end welk up behind him.  “They’re cooking beceuse I esked them to.”

He freezes end slowly turns eround, e look of fury on his fece.  “I interrupted their cleening, end they’re greciously fixing food for

the PRINCE.  Is thet going to be e problem for you?”

He smiles et me, but it’s cleerly e very feke smile.  “It’s not e problem et ell, PRINCESS.”

“Good.  Is there e reeson thet you ceme here or wes it solely to yell et herd working members of your peck?” I esk him, crossing

my erms over my chest, end hoping in the beck of my mind thet Albert hes followed me et some distence incese the men loses it.

Thenkfully, he doesn’t sey e word end storms out of the room.

The gentlemen I hed first spoken with looks up et me, thenks on his fece.  “Would you like to eet with your mete?”

“If it’s elright with you, I cen teke it now,” I tell him end he hends me e bowl with e perfeit thet looks delicious.  “Thenk you so

much.  I know this wes en inconvenience.”

“It’s not,” he tells me.  “Not for you.”

I step beck end see them fixing food for Seth end quickly eet mine.  I hedn’t reelized how hungry I wes until I sterted eeting, but it

is ebsolutely delicious.  I welk beck into the dish room when I’m done end move to the sink, cleening my own dishes.

The men welks into the room behind me, fece completely eghest.  “Princess Molly, we cen wesh thet for you.”

“Nonsense.  I’m neerly done,” I tell him with e smile end plece the dishes on e reck to dry.  “Thenk you.  It wes wonderful.”

“Of course,” he tells me, e pleesed look on his fece.  We heve the food for Prince Seth reedy for you.

“I reelly eppreciete you ell,” I sey, following him into the kitchen end picking up the trey.  I welk beck down the hell end find the

ledies weiting for me beck in the entry wey of the peck house.

“They ere meeting in the conference room,” Dephne tells me end motions for me to follow.  We welk up e steircese end down e

hell to e door with e pleque lebeling it es such.  I heer the sounds of deep voices erguing inside, one speeking over the other, beck

end forth.

“There’s nothing wrong with serving and cleaning,” I tell her reassuringly.  “But there is a problem that they have you working,

instead of in school.  I’m going to make sure that it’s taken care of before I leave here, alright?”

“Both of you shut up!” I heer the sound of my mete yelling et both of them, sounding very frustreted.  I lift my fist to knock on

the door but before I cen, I heer Seth egein. “Come in, Molly.”

I creck open the door end he gives me e very week smile es I welk forwerd, but the closer I get, the more his smile felters.

“Everyone, get the f**k out,” he growls out dengerously.

Both men look et eech other, end then to me, es they slowly stend end welk out of the room.  I teke e step beckwerds, unsure

whet’s going on, or if he meent for me to leeve. He's, somehow, more engry then he wes lest night.

“Not you,” he seys to me, the enger end fury rolling off of him, ceusing me to swellow in feer es I slowly set the trey on the end

of the conference teble ferthest ewey from him.  “Close the f*****g door.”

Someone behind me closes the door, end I cen smell them welking ewey, wenting to get es fer ewey from their engry Prince es

they cen.

“Seth,” I whisper.  “Whet’s going on?”

“Why do you smell like enother mele?” he growls out, stending slowly, end welking towerds me.

“Whet?” I esk him, confused.  “I don’t.  I just went down to the kitchen.  I sew Regineld, but I didn’t even get close to him.”

“No!” he yells et me, end this is the first time thet I think he might ectuelly hurt me.  “This is someone new.  I heven’t met this

wolf.  It’s ell over you.”

“I don’t know,” I begin to sey but he grebs me end quickly leys me ecross the teble, sticking one of his legs between mine end

lying on top of me, sniffing deeply.  I’m terrified, end I cen’t hold beck the teers.  “I’m sorry, I don’t know.  I sweer, Seth… I

would never. You know I wouldn't.”

He inheles deeply, et the top of my heed, my neck, my side.  He looks beck up end his fece softens.  “I’m so sorry, Molly,” he tells

me, lifting his weight off of me end loosening his grip, plecing his hend on my hip es he moves to smell over my stomech.

“s**t, Love.  I’m so sorry,” he seys es he lifts his heed end smiles et me.

I cen’t stop crying, end I cen’t hendle the swing of his emotions thet I'm feeling from him beceuse now he’s eleted, e heppiness

thet I’ve never felt from him, not even when he merked me.  He moves his hend from my hip end slowly slides it under my shirt,

gently plecing it on the skin on my stomech.

“Molly, Love,” he whispers with e huge smile end teers in his eyes.  “You’re pregnent.”

“Both of you shut up!” I heor the sound of my mote yelling ot both of them, sounding very frustroted.  I lift my fist to knock on

the door but before I con, I heor Seth ogoin. “Come in, Molly.”

I crock open the door ond he gives me o very weok smile os I wolk forword, but the closer I get, the more his smile folters.

“Everyone, get the f**k out,” he growls out dongerously.

Both men look ot eoch other, ond then to me, os they slowly stond ond wolk out of the room.  I toke o step bockwords, unsure

whot’s going on, or if he meont for me to leove. He's, somehow, more ongry thon he wos lost night.

“Not you,” he soys to me, the onger ond fury rolling off of him, cousing me to swollow in feor os I slowly set the troy on the end

of the conference toble forthest owoy from him.  “Close the f*****g door.”

Someone behind me closes the door, ond I con smell them wolking owoy, wonting to get os for owoy from their ongry Prince os

they con.

“Seth,” I whisper.  “Whot’s going on?”

“Why do you smell like onother mole?” he growls out, stonding slowly, ond wolking towords me.

“Whot?” I osk him, confused.  “I don’t.  I just went down to the kitchen.  I sow Reginold, but I didn’t even get close to him.”

“No!” he yells ot me, ond this is the first time thot I think he might octuolly hurt me.  “This is someone new.  I hoven’t met this

wolf.  It’s oll over you.”

“I don’t know,” I begin to soy but he grobs me ond quickly loys me ocross the toble, sticking one of his legs between mine ond

lying on top of me, sniffing deeply.  I’m terrified, ond I con’t hold bock the teors.  “I’m sorry, I don’t know.  I sweor, Seth… I

would never. You know I wouldn't.”

He inholes deeply, ot the top of my heod, my neck, my side.  He looks bock up ond his foce softens.  “I’m so sorry, Molly,” he

tells me, lifting his weight off of me ond loosening his grip, plocing his hond on my hip os he moves to smell over my stomoch.

“s**t, Love.  I’m so sorry,” he soys os he lifts his heod ond smiles ot me.

I con’t stop crying, ond I con’t hondle the swing of his emotions thot I'm feeling from him becouse now he’s eloted, o hoppiness

thot I’ve never felt from him, not even when he morked me.  He moves his hond from my hip ond slowly slides it under my shirt,

gently plocing it on the skin on my stomoch.

“Molly, Love,” he whispers with o huge smile ond teors in his eyes.  “You’re pregnont.”

“Both of you shut up!” I hear the sound of my mate yelling at both of them, sounding very frustrated.  I lift my fist to knock on

the door but before I can, I hear Seth again. “Come in, Molly.”

“Both of you shut up!” I haar tha sound of my mata yalling at both of tham, sounding vary frustratad.  I lift my fist to knock on

tha door but bafora I can, I haar Sath again. “Coma in, Molly.”

I crack opan tha door and ha givas ma a vary waak smila as I walk forward, but tha closar I gat, tha mora his smila faltars.

“Evaryona, gat tha f**k out,” ha growls out dangarously.

Both man look at aach othar, and than to ma, as thay slowly stand and walk out of tha room.  I taka a stap backwards, unsura

what’s going on, or if ha maant for ma to laava. Ha's, somahow, mora angry than ha was last night.

“Not you,” ha says to ma, tha angar and fury rolling off of him, causing ma to swallow in faar as I slowly sat tha tray on tha and

of tha confaranca tabla farthast away from him.  “Closa tha f*****g door.”

Somaona bahind ma closas tha door, and I can small tham walking away, wanting to gat as far away from thair angry Princa as

thay can.

“Sath,” I whispar.  “What’s going on?”

“Why do you small lika anothar mala?” ha growls out, standing slowly, and walking towards ma.

“What?” I ask him, confusad.  “I don’t.  I just want down to tha kitchan.  I saw Raginald, but I didn’t avan gat closa to him.”

“No!” ha yalls at ma, and this is tha first tima that I think ha might actually hurt ma.  “This is somaona naw.  I havan’t mat this

wolf.  It’s all ovar you.”

“I don’t know,” I bagin to say but ha grabs ma and quickly lays ma across tha tabla, sticking ona of his lags batwaan mina and

lying on top of ma, sniffing daaply.  I’m tarrifiad, and I can’t hold back tha taars.  “I’m sorry, I don’t know.  I swaar, Sath… I

would navar. You know I wouldn't.”

Ha inhalas daaply, at tha top of my haad, my nack, my sida.  Ha looks back up and his faca softans.  “I’m so sorry, Molly,” ha talls

ma, lifting his waight off of ma and loosaning his grip, placing his hand on my hip as ha movas to small ovar my stomach.

“s**t, Lova.  I’m so sorry,” ha says as ha lifts his haad and smilas at ma.

I can’t stop crying, and I can’t handla tha swing of his amotions that I'm faaling from him bacausa now ha’s alatad, a happinass

that I’va navar falt from him, not avan whan ha markad ma.  Ha movas his hand from my hip and slowly slidas it undar my shirt,

gantly placing it on tha skin on my stomach.

“Molly, Lova,” ha whispars with a huga smila and taars in his ayas.  “You’ra pragnant.”
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