
 After several hours in my room seething, I had only one option left: confrontation.  

Stomping through the palace like a hellhound, practically sniffing out his location, I struggled to 

organize my thoughts.  I’d been dragged to Olympus, forced to watch as a man decided my fate. 

My mother’s triumphant smile flashed through my mind right as my ankle twisted, and my arm 

reached for the wall. A lump formed in my throat, but I shoved it down, gulping in large amounts 

of air and continuing my journey.  

A warm mystic feeling passed over me, indicating I’d arrived. Coming to a stop, the warmth 

wrapped around my body causing goosebumps everywhere. There was hardly any light in this 

part of the castle, as it was where the demons practiced. Eyeing the looming doorway, I realized 

I’d never been down here. Screams filled the air while my heartbeat became erratic, threatening 

to jump out of my chest and leave me behind. I got the message: this was a dumb idea.  

 Hades was only a few feet away in the room; a tall, dark, silhouette. “I can feel you standing 

there. Do you require an invitation?” As always, his voice was calm and controlled.  

Irritation flared at his words, and I struggled to keep my voice steady. “You can’t even face me?”  

Without a word, he spun around. I flinched at his blotchy face, disgusted we were in this 

situation, but unwilling to ignore my boundaries. Sighing, his eyes met mine. “I’m sorry.”  

I shook my head, attempting to erase the effects of his voice without success. In just two words, 

my anger dissipated. Suddenly my body felt very heavy. “You trapped me into living your 

perfect fantasy life, and all you can say is you’re sorry?”  

Something flashed in his eyes and his face twisted. “Trapped you here?”  

“You kidnapped me, didn’t you?”  

In seconds, Hades was in front of me. He was close enough I could see his puffy eyelids and wet 

lashes. “As I remember it, you chose to stay.”  

Months of memories came to mind. I’d learned about the Underworld, touring each region until I 

understood every little detail. The other gods had warmed up to me quickly, showing off their 

jobs and abilities proudly. My powers had grown significantly, and I’d begun to think of this 

place as home. As I reminisced on happier times, Hades took steps forward until my back hit the 

wall. I gasped, forcing myself to stay on track. “That was before I knew the truth.” My stomach 

swirled uneasily at the reminder.  

Grey eyes locked on mine, heavy and dark with sorrow. “You think you know what happened, 

but you don’t. If you’d give me a chance to explain...”  

Hades lied to me the entire time I spent in the Underworld with him, and thought I still needed to 

hear him out. Amazing! “You don’t deserve it. Six months seems more than enough time to tell 

me the truth.” My jaw was clenched to prevent any yelling, and my body was shaking.  

“Seph please.”   

Like water from a broken dam, I unleashed my fury. “I heard my mother, Hades!” My voice 

echoed down the hall, and the screaming demons came to a pause. I paid them no mind. “‘I told 

A Queen and her King
by Angelina Kanan



you Zeus wouldn’t let you keep her’? Was the kidnapping some sort of bet on who’d get support 

from my father?”  

His face didn’t change. “I have lied to you, but please stop saying I kidnapped you.” I stayed 

silent, ignoring the urge to leave. I nodded, letting him know to continue. “I know before I said 

you were taken because your mother would never let us be together otherwise. The truth is 

Demeter is the one who suggested I take you.”  

Just like he’d done with my admission, I kept my face straight. In my mind, thoughts were 

dashing around frantically. Demeter had raised me in her image, and I knew her well. Why tell 

Hades to kidnap me? Anyone god knew Demeter would throw a fit, and it would be taken to 

Zeus. The only reason she’d deliberately put Hades in that position was... “She wanted to show 

you Zeus doesn’t have your back.”  

My hand instinctively reached out for him, holding his face gently. His eyes closed, stealing 

away access to his emotions. My fingers brushed over the tiny stubble along his jaw, and I 

caught sight of his trembling lips. “Hades?”  

 “Demeter told me to ask Zeus for permission to marry you. I was granted approval, and then 

denied it because Demeter threw a fit.” I let out a breath, mind racing. His hand reached up, 

warm and comforting against the one on his face. 

Neither of us spoke for a long while, the weight of it at all too heavy to ignore. When the gods 

divided the earth, it was understood each region was separate, meaning they had complete 

control over their own. The sky was for Zeus, the ocean for Poseidon, and Hades ruled the 

Underworld. By promising me to Hades, the whole ordeal should’ve been out of his hands. 

Instead, my father declared I’d split my time with Hades and my mother. breaking a long-

respected oath. “Zeus betrayed you. You have a right to challenge him for the throne.”   

“I stand no chance.” His eyes opened. “To be clear, you aren’t chained to either realm. Demeter 

and I have no intention of carrying through with any of it. You are obviously free to exist 

wherever you’d like to.”  

“Thanks for the permission.” I teased, earning a small smile. 

“You believe me, then?”   

It didn’t even need to be thought about. “Absolutely. How would you like to handle it? Your 

options include solutions, venting to a listening ear or comfort?”  

Hades pulled away; eyebrows pulled together. “You have solutions?” 

Ignoring the loss of his warmth, I steeled my face. “Show the rest of the gods the truth. Zeus 

doesn’t care about any of us.”  

“Persephone?” 

 I blinked at the name, uncomfortable hearing it from his lips. “Seph.” I corrected.  

“Tell me this is just a plan to make me laugh, and you actually have a better solution.”  



Eyes narrowing, I frowned. “I’m dead serious. It’s the reason my mom taught you this lesson. 

Her and Hera have been working on a plan for years. If they’ve chosen to finally involve you, 

there’s more to it.”  

Hades stopped pacing, then collapsed on the ground. I started forward, but he held a hand up to 

stop me and leaned against the wall. Placing his hands over his face, he leaned forward, 

shoulders crumbling. His body shook, but no sound came out for a moment. Then sharp, stinging 

cries filled the air, echoing off the still-silent area. Shuffling followed the noise, as the demons 

were coming to check on their king. A spark grew in my hand, electrifying and ticklish.  

Knowing what my magic wanted, I reached out toward the large doors. A thin veil of darkness 

provided the cloak Hades deserved. No one else needed to see him like this. 

“Zeus saved my life.” He cried, voice thick and tight. “Saved Demeter and Hera, too.” His head 

returned to his hands, the sobs muffled and dense.  

There was nothing I could do to help. Hades wasn’t easily persuaded once his mind was made 

up. With how hurt he was, I wasn’t even certain what the problem was. His brother didn’t respect 

his rule, and his sisters were conspiring to remove their king. The people he’d trusted and been 

loyal to for ages were strangers now. I knew how lonely that could be.  

Moving closer, I ran my fingers through his hair gently, smiling when he leaned into my touch. 

All of my thoughts focused on him, sending bucketloads of good vibes his direction. Hades 

would never be alone again, as I’d never leave. His people adore him, the land obeyed him, and 

he never had to rule again. All the stress he’d faced for years could be gone. This plan was 

terrifying, but I’d seen my mother working on it my entire life. She wouldn’t let this fail, and I 

would never let Hades get hurt again.  

I’d been so focused on thinking positively, our location change went by unnoticed until Hades 

stood. My eyes followed his, and I jumped realizing we were in his throne room. His mouth was 

open, as he scanned the area. “How did we?” A smile grew slowly, then grew like a snowball 

down a hill, morphing into laughs.  

“What’s so funny?” My hands were sweaty, and my throat was dry, yet he was laughing.  

“You brought us here, Seph.” His tongue swept across his lip, before he pulled his lips in to stifle 

his giggles.  

“That’s not possible.” Breathing as slowly as possible, I shook my head. “You’re the only one 

with power over the Underworld.”  

“Not according to Zeus.” He rolled his eyes, then gave me a shy smile. “The rightful queen 

would have command over her domain, you know. It’s obvious you belong here.”  

“Right.” I snorted, waving his words away. Sweat rolled down my face, and I chuckled. 

“Persephone, Queen of the Underworld. Admit you’re messing with me.”  

“I will do no such thing.” Hades took one of my hands, spinning me around to find something 

that didn’t belong.  



His throne looked like a large slab of obsidian, with skulls adorning the top and rubies glistening 

throughout. The first time I’d seen it, I’d poked fun at him. It was just for show, something 

outsiders see to keep up his image as Lord of the Underworld. In reality, it was a big comfy chair 

with a back support pillow and cupholders. Next to it, was another throne made of obsidian. This 

one had vines of flowers surrounding the skulls on the top, obviously personalized for the 

Goddess of Spring. I had no doubt this throne was just as comfy as the other. 

I had to bite my lip, so I didn’t get too excited. “Is that for me?”  

“You tell me.”  

I didn’t look back at it, searching his eyes instead. Although they were red, I saw the certainty in 

them. Warmth flooded my body, knowing I could stay here with him. Butterflies swirled in my 

stomach, knowing this would not be easy. There was a lot left to figure out, but there was no 

rush. Right now, I belonged in the Underworld with Hades. No matter what came our way, we’d 

get through it together.  

“I love you.” Hades pulled me toward him, placing a tender kiss on my lips.  

 




