same vehlcle wnth the devil and we were breathl g the
same air. The Royal Lycan Prince. First out of the t‘hr,
Royal Prince’s and heir to the throne. And | tried to kill
‘him. A cold chill ran down my spine as the realization of
what | just did hit me.

This same man that slaughters without remorse, a man
that would walk the ends of the earth to get what he
wants, and kill anyone that stands in his way. No one ever
got on his bad side and lived to tell the story. How did |
get here?

Vadirr has to be his best friend. | read stories about him
too and how loyal he was to the first Lycan Prince. He
was a faithful follower, a man who would give his life for
his dear friend. The books didn't do justice in their
description of Prince Draven or his beloved friend.
Especially the prince Draven.

Rather than continue gawking at them or feeling pity for
myself for the obvious trouble | have gotten myself into, |
knew | needed to find a way out of this mess. | promised
Aila | wouldn't get caught. And | wouldn't die. Whether at
the hands of Alpha Thane or by any other.

“Are - you-" The words stuck in my throat. | didn't need to

| swallowed loudly that | was so s
sound of my saliva hitting the be




~ made me shudder continuously while my mind continued ,
to wander in various directions. The two didn’t speakto

each other, but their silence spoke volumes. For every |
second that passed, it felt like hours. Long, scary hours.

I have known fear all my life since | was eight, but this
type of fear was nothing compared to what | felt at Silent
Moon or at Silver Moon. This fear was just - different. |
sealed my fate the moment | tried to kill the Lycan Prince.
Tears welled up in my eyes and my left hand flew to cover
my mouth, stifling a gasp.

Neither of the men turned or even showed the slightest
awareness of my presence as | swallowed a lump in my
throat. Everyone in Silver Moon was right after all. | was
cursed, and this curse will follow me everywhere | go.
There was no escaping it. No matter how hard | tried to
run from karma, it'll always come to haunt me. | had
traitor's blood running through my veins, and | was a fool
to have ever thought I'd be able to live a normal life
someday.

My mind thought of ways | could escape from the
confines of this vehicle, but with the doors locked, my
chances are slim. | had to think of something. If they ere
taking me to the palace, then it will take day

there. But why was the almighty Prince Dra\




. i
‘There's no such thing as forgiveness in my dictlonary‘.?”
he'd said, but why didn't he slaughter me on the spot?
What type of punishment did he have for me? Just like
‘Alpha Thane, he'd want me to die a slow, painful death
and | don't blame him. What | did was punishable by death.

‘I need to pee,” | blurted out before | lost the courage |
had to speak. It was a miracle that my tongue still worked,
a surprise that my brain could still come up with
something | hoped would help me escape.

Vadirr glanced at me through the rearview mirror again,
but if Prince Draven heard me, he didn't act like it. The
silence continued. Vadirr didn't stop or say anything, his
eyes were back on the road, and the prince didn't even
spare me a backward glance.

“You have to stop, or I'll pee in my pants,” | pushed. The
silence continued “In your car,” | added. More silence.

| bit my tongue to prevent me from saying any more
rubbish. What the fuck is wrong with me? | should be
begging for mercy, crying and proclaiming my undying
loyalty to the Lycan Prince. | should be saying my last
wishes, but all | could think of was ways to escape from
these men. And | was making my situation worse because
| felt the air grow even more tense. '

“Pull over,” Prince Draven instructed
minutes passed. Just like it happenec
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- “Drop it," Prince Draven'’s icy tone made me still my
movements.

“What?” | asked, not meeting his gaze.

“Your bag. Drop it,” He hissed, climbing out of the vehicle
as soon as he gave his command. | didn't need any
coercing, | pulled the bag from my shoulder and dropped
it on the car seats. | could still escape without it anyway,
but what | didn't bargain for was the Prince following me
as | made my way into the woods. He followed at a close
distance behind but | could still feel my legs shake with
every step | took.

He only stopped when | stopped, and slowly, | started to
unbutton my pants, but | could feel him watching. | could
feel his eyes on me with my every move, and when |
whirled around and my eyes met his, | swayed. | swayed
so hard | almost fell, and it took me many seconds to get
my balance back. I'd forgotten about my unbuttoned
pants till his eye drifted below my waist and my hands
reached to clutch the area protectively.

“Privacy,” | muttered. | didn't think he heard me because
even | could barely hear myself, but his hardened gaze
told me that he did.

“Are you crazy?” his tone was quiet. It was a simple

crazy, | was acting crazy. “You are Wastingi n
Omega. Get on with it, we have a long ¢




“One minute. You have one minute,” he hissed, putting
more gap between us as he started to walk away.

One minute is enough, | thought to myself, taking many
steps back with my eyes still glued to his back as he
continued to walk. Then he stopped. Now was my time.

| ran.

| don't think I'm a very good runner. In fact, | would never
be able to outrun the least warrior in Silver Moon, but |
was surprised at how fast my legs carried me as | ran. |
moved in no particular direction and without looking over
my shoulder. | had to get away. | owed Aila that much.
She risked everything for me. | needed to get to
somewhere safe, another pack that'd take me in, maybe.
And then I'll call Aila and tell her the story of how | met
the Lycan Prince, tried to kill him and escaped from him.
She'd be proud. We'll have a good laugh about it.

I'm not sure how long | had been running, but what | was
sure of was that my one minute had elapsed. | bumped
into a wall, and fell on my butt, but a loud gasp escaped
my lips when my eyes met cold, icy ones. That was no
wall. It was the Prince Draven.

He grabbed me roughly by the arms “What do | do




