too liberal with them. They had set my plans b -
ten paces.

They bowed low as I watched them.
“Your Majesty..."

One tried to speak, but a single hand stopped
him. "I did not call you here for an apology nor an
explanation. [ have no use for those." I steepled

my hands in front of me.

[ gestured for them to look down, and when they
finally saw it, they went pale as ghosts. On my
desk were two injections filled with Nerexylin up
to the 100ml mark.

"Your Majesty..." they both echoed.

obeying, reaching for the




L told them. "If you survive this, you
work, but if not, I will ensure that your payche ck
Is sent to your family. Get out

I could already see their struggle with the drug.:
They would most likely pass out once they
reached their quarters.

‘She is really something," Kael, who had been
sitting on the couch looking through papers,

remarked.

I did not need to ask who he was speaking about.
Who else would it be? "Quite the character,’ I

replied dryly.

‘If she weren't a tyrannical royal, I would be
impressed. There hasn't been a dull moment




crossing the line. [t was almost an art form.
Almost.

Tmeanit" I said, my voice a quiet warning.

Kael dropped his feet to the floor, his smirk still
plastered on his face. "Alright, alright. But you
know, you're not fooling me. She's getting under

your skin, isn't she?"

[ exhaled slowly, resisting the urge to engage.
That was Kael's gift—he could make me talk when
[ didn't want to. It was infuriating, but also...

useful.

‘Careful, Kael. There's only so much I'll tolerate, I
muttered, though the edge in my voice was |

yvou'd miss me il




irritating presence.

I said nothing, turning back toward the window.
He wasn't wrong. Kael's humor, as insufferable as
it could be, was something I'd grown oddly
accustomed to. He was the only one who dared
joke like that in my presence.,

‘She's trouble; Kael mused, tapping the papers.
‘And you love it

[ didn’'t answer, but Kael, being Kael, continued
anyway. "Come on, admit it, Your Majesty. If she
were anyone else, you'd have dealt with her by
now."

He was wrong, and he knew it. He was 1

that knew the details of my plans as
He knew her use to me.




who thinks she can still claw her way back to
whatever comforts she left behind. But she's

mistaken if she believes she can escape me.

Then a hurried knock cut through our
conversation. Kael opened the door. Mrs. Miller
walked in. "The princess has locked her door. T
brought her food in the morning, but when she
did not answer, | left the food for her. [ came to
serve her lunch, but the food was still there.

Both Kael and [ exchanged glances, Kael smirked.
‘It was about time," he murmured.

I pressed the intercom and spoke into the

microphone. 'Unlock the door to t‘he:pgi;r;}%:“

suite.” et

- -
] ’

The command was b’ri%fft my t




arm A:fa“l_mbs’t’ admire her spirit.
would try to pull a stunt like this!

I gave him a hard look, silencing whatever
follow-up comment he had. She wasn't pullii
anything. She was trying to cling to an illusion of
control, one that she'd lose soon enough.

‘Right, right" Kael nodded, still smirking. "But
let’s be honest, you enjoy this game a little too
much, don't you?"

"Kael, escort Mrs. Miller to her duties” I ordered
quietly, my voice laced with finality. "I'll handle

the princess.”

Kael's grin widened. "Oh, I'm sure you will."
Without another word, he ushered Mrs. Miller
out, closing the door behind them. As the silence

settled, | paced to the window, my thoughts
circling around Ellen's defiance.




“Leave her to me"

[ got up and made my way to her room. She
plotting some way to escape, that much was
obvious. But 24-hour surveillance was not
something she could dodge.

I entered her room, my eyes zeroing in on the
robe made with clothes by the window. I could
have laughed if I had time for her bullshit. 2
‘Princess," | called.

Silence.

| called her again and again. The more times I did,

the more pissed off I became. I did not have the
appetite for a cat-and-mouse game.

Her room was vast, with a walk-in closet and

many other places that I did not feel like
searching. L




I rattled the door harder, and the lock held |
Something inside me snapped. [ wasn't goingto
play her game. Not now. Not like this.

With a single, powerful kick, the door splintered
and flew open, the crash echoing through the
room as the sound of running water filled the
sudden silence.

My eyes fell on the tub, the water a deep
crimson, swirling with thick ribbons of blood.

And there she was. Ellen.

Her body slumped, her wrists sliced open, blood
dripping from the gashes and staining her pale

skin. Her fiery red hair, now soaked and clinging

to her face.

My blood turned to ice.




