nked up at him, confused for a second.
"What?"

“Who is she?" he echoed.

I looked back at the sketch of the unknown
woman. "It's just a sketch. [ don't know who she
i1s." I mumbled.

His hold on my chin tightened before he finally
loosened his grip. Judging by the strain in his
features, he wasn't satisfied with my answer.

"Don't lie to me" he drawled.

"“What is this about? How would I know her? She

doesn't exist.”

His eyes darkened at my last statement, and |
realized it was more than it seemed.

"You've never seen her?" he asked.




tie was loosened, and his pupils had shrunk. He
was the embodiment of agitation.

“What happened?" | asked tentatively.

His eyes shifted to me, making me feel small.
"Are you willing to take a polygraph test?” he
asked.

My heart lodged in my throat at the question, my
mind racing. Did he suspect me? Had | not been
convincing enough about my identity? But I

swallowed my mounting dread and nodded.

"Why not?" I replied, a slight tremor in my voice.

"l am willing.”

His eyes narrowed. "Are you sure, Red? You don't

have anything to confess?"

I raised a brow. "What could I have to
~ asked pointedly.




smart mouth.

The strain in his face eased, but his features |
contorted into something far more deadly. "You
have not yet known torture by my hands. That
was child's play.”

My breath caught in my throat, but I refused to
show how shaken [ was. "I am willing to take the
polygraph test."

The next day, Hades stared at me, his eyes cold
and calculating. The tension in the room was
unbearable, and I felt every second stretch

an eternity. Without another word, h

for one of his men to enter the roor

arried a briefcase and swiftly
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He leaned forward, his jaw tight, eyes st
with suspicion. "Let's begin."

The man operating the machine nodded, and '

Hades stepped closer, towering over me. His
presence was suffocating, each second dragging
the tension tighter around us.

"Do you know the woman in the sketch?" he

asked, his voice low, dangerously calm.

[ glanced at the sketch on the table, the
unfamiliar woman staring back at me from the
page. My hands clenched in my lap, but I forced
myself to look Hades in the eye. "No," | said
firmly. "I've never seen her before."

The machine beeped softly, its rhythm |
unchanged. Hades' expression didn't shift, bt
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growl. "Are you certain you have never seen hes

before?"

"I'm certain," | whispered, my throat dry. The |
machine beeped again, unwavering.

Hades stared at the results, his eyes narrowing,
lips pressed into a thin line. "What about in
dreams?" he asked suddenly, his gaze sharp.

"Have you ever dreamed of her?"

The question caught me off guard. I swallowed
hard, the familiar fear clawing at my chest. My
mind raced, trying to find an answer, trying to
remember every dream I'd ever had. "No;' I said,
more quietly this time. "l don't dream of her:*

The beeping of the machine remained steady, b
I felt Hades' eyes boring into me, searching for
any crack in my facade. '

'_'NOt-once? Not even




straightened, watching the mactiiﬁ. ddllii" o

suffocating, and I could feel beads of sweat
forming on my brow.

"Do you know her name?" Hades asked, his voice

barely above a whisper.

"No/ I breathed, feeling the weight of his gaze on
me, waiting for the machine to betray me. But it
didn't. The beeping continued, unbroken.

Hades leaned down, his face inches from mine
now, eyes burning with barely restrained fury.
"You're telling me you have *no* connection to
this woman?" he asked, his voice like ice.




As I stood to leave, Hades' voice stopped me
"If I find out you've lied to me, Red," he said
quietly, "there won't be a machine in the world

that can save you.'

I glanced back at him, his figure silhouetted in
the dim light. His eyes locked onto mine, filled
with a storm of emotions [ couldn't read. I
nodded, my heart still racing, before turning and
walking out of the room, every nerve in my body

on edge.

[ had passed the test, but for some reason, I still
felt like I had failed. But I was relieved at the
same time because he hadn't asked the
questions that would have blown everything

wide open. |




get some coddling from me, you already set your -
sights on someone else? Attention seeker much?®

It stung. Hard. But [ wasn't used to backing down.
He had disparaged me in every way he could. It
seemed he reveled in putting me down for no
reason. "If your goals have changed again and you
want to punish me for my father's misdeeds, then
go right ahead. But I am fucking sick and tired of
this hot-and-cold front you put up. It's

exhausting.

"But having fun with my beta isn't exhausting?"» !

he asked. "Maybe I should let him saﬁs_fy youﬂ i

next time you're in heat.” &




skin. "Do you think you can provoke me like

and walk away unscathed?” 2

I met his gaze, heart racing but refusing to show
my fear. "Isn't that what you do, Hades? Push
people, test their limits until they break? Maybe

I'm just giving you a taste of your own medicinet

His eyes flared with anger, and for a moment, I
thought he might actually snap. "If you let
another male touch you, 1 will kill him. he

growled.

Surprise coursed through me at his response, a
strange sensation spreading through the apex of
my thighs. I pulled my arm back, and he let me
go. "You won't touch me either. Next time I'm '
heat, I'll use a fucking vibrator” & s




