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“Oh!” Daphne cried out in surprise when her body slammed into a hard, solid immovable wall.  She stumbled back against her door trying to steady herself when a strong hand reached out to wrap around her wrist.  She lifted startled eyes to meet the furious gaze of Apollo, the second oldest Akkadian prince.  Her breath caught in her throat as silent fear gripped her.

“Going somewhere, Daphne?”  Apollo asked as he cocked his head to the side, his eyes blazing with naked anger.

Daphne sucked her bottom lip between her teeth trying to hide her anxiety, before she nodded.  “I—I was just about to return to the Joining Ceremony—” she lied.  

Apollo’s eyes narrowed.  “That’s interesting.  Especially since you couldn’t leave the Joining Ceremony fast enough when you realized that I didn’t depart with Hades as you’d undoubtedly assumed.”

Daphne pinched her lips into a deep frown and remained silent, deciding it would be best if she didn’t respond to his comment.

Her silence only infuriated him more, igniting a fire in his stormy blue gaze.

Apollo nodded towards the door.  “Let’s go inside.  We need to talk.”

Daphne’s eyes widened and she shook her head vehemently.  

“I don’t think that—”

“That wasn’t a question.  Open the door Daphne—now!” he barked out when she moved to protest.

Dragging in a deep breath Daphne turned her back to Apollo to unlatch the lock and step inside.


No sooner had she entered her sitting room area, Apollo pushed past her.  


They stood there facing each other, their gazes locked.


“The child that you were holding today—is she mine?”  He asked, his voice a low rumble.


Daphne balled her hands into fists as she stared up at Apollo, her heart beating wildly in her chest.  


Her throat felt like it had closed up as she struggled to answer him.  She wanted to deny his claim to her daughter, but her honor refused to allow the lie.  Instead she nodded.


Daphne winced when a string of angry curses erupted from Apollo before he spun away from her and shoved a trembling hand through his thick, black mane.  


She watched while he struggled to draw in breaths of air, his back expanding with each deep inhalation.  


When he finally turned around to face her, she had to force herself not to take a step backwards away from him and the onslaught of rage that now burned in his gaze, and poured off his large body in waves.


“Were you ever going to tell me?


Daphne’s closed her eyes, a futile attempt to shut out the fury that emanated from him so strongly.  


Finally finding her voice she muttered a weak “no,” knowing the truth would only infuriate him more, but she refused to lie to him.


“I want to see her,” Apollo said quietly.


Daphne shook her head, her hair whipping about her face.  “I don’t think that—”


She stopped when a loud wail vibrated off the walls and pierced her ears.

Apollo instantly shot her a hard look.  Before she could stop him, he quickly brushed past her towards the cries of their infant daughter.

“Don’t!” Daphne cried out, her eyes panicked as she shot out a hand to grip Apollo’s massive arm, trying to halt his pursuit.  

The glare that he sent her nearly burned her flesh with its intensity.  The hostility that poured from his eyes stunned her and she instinctively eased her fingers from his arm.  He stalked past her leaving her standing there in the middle of her living room to swipe at the two angry tears that had somehow managed to slip down her cheeks.  
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