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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    The crowd that bustled around the arena floor unnerved Juliet. She gripped the hem of her tight, short skirt and tugged it down. She could feel her heart thunder in her chest as she studied the crowd. Men. Sexy, chiseled, virile men. She needed this. Yes, of course there was the occasional skimpy dressed bimbo clinging to them. They served their purpose when Juliet was in the mood. They were also easily disposable. 
 
    As the lights lowered, those around her scurried to their seats. No one stood out to her yet. She fidgeted uneasily. She ached in a deep, ancient way. She hated it. It was a curse. There was no escape. 
 
    The hot, brilliant spotlights above her lit up the chain link cage before her. This was the only place to sit at these fights. Right in the front row. She sat back as a smile spread across her lips. She had looked over to list of fighters. She knew nearly all of them. None of them had impressed her, drove her into the mad frenzy she desperately needed. 
 
    But there were a couple of new names tonight. Even though no one in the crowd turned her head, something primal told her that her need would be sated. 
 
    The announcer stepped into the steel structure and raised the microphone to his lips. “Ladies and gentlemen! Let’s get things started. Our first fight on the card tonight is a welterweight matchup. Fighting in the blue corner, a hometown boy you know and love, Reggie Austad.” 
 
    Juliet focused on the curtained screens that separated the backstage from the arena. She had watched Reggie many times. There was even a time or two they got hot and heavy at the club. But he wasn’t the one. He couldn’t satisfy her needs. As the deep bass of the rap song shook the walls, he stood still for the officials to pat him down. After a quick hug for his corners, he hopped up the steps into the cage. 
 
    “And in the red corner, a new face to this promotion but joining us with a seven and oh record, Romeo Lynch.” 
 
    Juliet laughed to herself. He wasn’t the first Romeo she had encountered on her long journey during this lifetime. The reference to the classic tragedy wasn’t lost on her. But her amusement died when she laid eyes on him. He was sculpted like a Greek god. His hair was dark and thick. His arms and chest were covered in brilliant patterns etched into his skin. The sight of him made her whimper in delight. This was it. He was the one. That was if he survived the fight. 
 
    Romeo completed the same ritual as Reggie had, then entered the cage. The announcer retreated from the mat, locking the chain link door behind him. The ref called the two men to the center of the mat.  
 
    Juliet couldn’t tell what he said but listened intently. She couldn’t breathe as she waited anxiously for one word.  
 
    “Fight!” 
 
    The two men circled each other with gloves raised, stalking each other slowly. The crowd shouted their support but for who, it remained unclear. Finally, Reggie attacked with a flurry of punches. Romeo dodged them all, responding with a cross to the chin. 
 
    They traded punches for nearly the entire first round. At some point, Reggie’s fist opened up a gash above Romeo’s eyebrow. A thin trail of crimson slithered down his face. Juliet swore she orgasmed at the sight of it. It was too much. She needed this. She was about to climb the cage herself for it. 
 
    The round was nearly over when another well placed cross landed Reggie on his back. Romeo wasted no time descending on him, pounding on him as Reggie curled up in a ball on the mat to protect himself. Romeo climbed on his back, sliding his legs around Reggie’s hips to sink his hooks in. He yanked and wrenched at Reggie’s shoulders until he snaked an arm against his throat. As he fell back, he locked up the choke. Seconds later, Reggie tapped his arm. 
 
    That was all Juliet could take. She sprung from her seat and fled the arena. She didn’t even wait to see Romeo get the victory. She ran the best she could in her heels out of the building and down the street. She didn’t stop until she was in the cool confines of the bar down the street. At that moment, it was empty. In a couple of hours, it would be wall to wall people. Prey. But not tonight. 
 
    Tonight, she wanted just one man. 
 
    She took her usual seat at the bar. Matt, the bartender, slid the wine glass of merlot in front of her. She thanked him with a smile. She drummed her ruby painted fingernails against the polished wood. Waiting would be torture. It would be agony. It would be... 
 
    “Sam Adams, please.” 
 
    Juliet turned her head towards the voice. She never heard the door open but she obviously wasn’t alone. Her heart lodged in her throat as Romeo smiled at her. He leaned against the bar now dressed in a tight fitting t-shirt and jeans. A butterfly bandage held the wound over his eye closed. His smile alone nearly sent her over the edge. She needed to keep her wits about her or she wouldn’t get what she so desperately needed from him. 
 
    Matt shoved the bottle to Romeo then stalked off to the back.  
 
    Juliet smiled coyly at the fighter. “Great job, tonight.” 
 
    “You were there?” Romeo questioned before he took a swig of his beer. 
 
    “Yes. Front row.” 
 
    “And now you’re here.” 
 
    “Yes I am.” 
 
    “You didn’t stick around long.” 
 
    “I’m waiting for someone important.” 
 
    Romeo took another drink of beer before he spoke, “Who might that be?” 
 
    Juliet slowly stood and crossed the bar to where he was standing. Her gaze locked with his as she wove her finger across his chest. She pressed her lips to his chin, grazing his flesh with her tongue. “You.” 
 
    Romeo stood stone still for a long moment.  
 
    Juliet cursed to herself. Was there another woman? Those guys were harder to break. Out of the corner of her eye, she watched him set the bottle on the bar. 
 
    The air was slammed out of her lungs as he pressed her against the bar and pinned her there with his body. He smothered her lips with his. His tongue searched for hers, as he tasted her.  
 
    Screw blood. The taste of his beer set her on fire. She’d  been with many men and she took what she wanted from them. She couldn’t understand what  was different about this one. Everything about him made her want sex. Hot, passionate, unbridled sex. 
 
    She felt his hand nudge the hem of her skirt higher and higher until the tips of his fingers brushed her panties. He shoved the fabric away and slipped a finger inside. She trembled as he stroked it in and out of her. 
 
    Her voice broke as she spoke, “Should we go somewhere more private?” 
 
    He chuckled. “Not yet.” He slipped another finger inside her. Juliet clung to him as he dipped his mouth to her breasts and nipped. He latched onto the hard peak that popped up against the fabric. 
 
    She looked up at the mirror. She found Matt watching them in the reflection. She couldn’t see where his hands were, but by the hard, determined look in his eyes, she could tell he was enjoying the show. She parted her legs so he could drive deeper. 
 
    Romeo brushed her nub as he picked up the pace. That was all she needed. She cried out as she bucked hard against his hand, not stopping until the wave that blazed through her had cooled. It took several moments for her to refocus. Everything was a haze. 
 
    “My hotel is right down the road,” Romeo whispered in her ear. “Shall we go?” 
 
    Juliet nodded without a word.  
 
    Romeo pulled his hand free from her. Reaching in his pocket with his other hand, he tossed a few bills on the bar then took her hand. 
 
    Juliet clung to him as he led her from the bar down the few blocks to the hotel. She tried to focus. There were certain things she had to take away from this exchange. Her survival depended on it. But right now, all she desired was him, his body, his breath, his sex. Not having it would tear her apart. She was on the brink of insanity and she was slipping fast. 
 
    As the elevator door closed to take them to his room, she pushed her body against him. She felt his cock hard against his jeans. Yet, he hardly responded. He kissed her. Each one was tantalizing. It was a drug she was quickly becoming addicted to. But that was it.  
 
    She sprung the top button of his jeans.  
 
    He pulled her hands free from it. 
 
    “What the hell?” she protested. 
 
    “All in good time. All in good time,” was all he would say. 
 
    The long hallway to his room seemed to go on forever. Each step Juliet took was heavy. She stared at Romeo’s ass, wanting to bite it. What the hell was going on with her? She needed to shake loose of whatever spell he had on her. 
 
    “This is it.” 
 
    Juliet looked up to see him slip the card in the keylock and swipe. The click of the lock was music to her ears.  
 
    He pushed the door open. “After you.” 
 
    She stepped inside the room and looked around. It was nothing special, just a bed, couch and dresser with a television. The closed door must have been the bathroom.  
 
    Her whole body jolted when he spoke. “Undress for me.” 
 
    She turned and gaped at him. He couldn’t be serious. He was the prey and she was the predator. He had no idea what he was in for later tonight. But the objections in her head didn’t stop her hands from stripping the clothes from her body until she didn’t have a stitch on. 
 
    “Beautiful,” he breathed as he tugged the shirt off over his head and tossed it on the floor. He pulled the zipper down on his jeans. Before he could shove them down, Juliet brushed his hands away and did it herself. His cock stood proudly against his belly. She dropped to her knees and gazed up at him. The hooded gaze he gave her melted her into the carpet. She wrapped her fingers around his erection and slid her grip up and down.  
 
    He cursed as he threw his head back. 
 
    She wrapped her mouth around him and sucked. She ran her tongue around the tip, lapping a drip of precum before she bobbed her head up and down. He wove his fingers into her hair as he groaned. She felt him buck, the tip hitting the back of her throat. Her eyes watered as he thrusted again and again.  
 
    Suddenly, he pulled free. Letting her go, he pointed to the bed. “Lay down. On your back. I need to come.” 
 
    She frowned at him. He couldn’t come in her mouth? She rose to her feet and spread out on the comforter. She barely settled on the mattress before he was on her. She gasped as his thick cock filled her. He sucked a pink nipple into his mouth, nibbling on the  nub. She arched hard against him writhing as he drove deeper inside her. She cried out with each thrust. No lover she had was this big and she’d had thousands in her lifetime. He was going to split her in two. 
 
    “You’re shaking,” he murmured in her ear. 
 
    She’d been hoping he didn’t notice. Her whole body was quaking. She was on fire. Every bit of her ached. “Uh huh,” was all she could manage to get out. 
 
    “Do you fear me?” 
 
    Her mind went blank. Did she? The answer was a resounding yes. He was supposed to be just some amateur fighter. Easy pickings. Instead, she was his bitch. She swallowed hard.  
 
    His strokes grew quicker as his jagged breathing echoed in her ears. “What do you want, baby?” 
 
    “I want to come.” 
 
    His hand slipped between their bodies. He pinched her nub between his fingers. “Come for me.” 
 
    Juliet bucked hard as the fiery bliss tore violently through her. She cried out at the sweet release. She heard him roar as he swelled inside her. He filled her, the warm rush sending another quake through her. 
 
    As she settled from her orgasm, her gaze focused on his neck. It was there. His jugular. Her mission. It was so close. He dropped his head to her shoulder as he panted hard. She could feel his cock twitch inside her. It made her whimper. She buried her hand in his thick hair and turned her head to him. She opened her lips. Her fangs scraped his skin. 
 
    “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” 
 
    Juliet lifted her head, meeting Romeo’s dark stare. His glare terrified her. She couldn’t speak. 
 
    “You don’t think you’re going to fuck me then drain me dry, do you? I know what you are. Got to admit. You’re my first vampire. Not bad.” 
 
    It took a moment for Juliet to find her voice. “Who are you? What are you?” 
 
    He arched his hips, filling her deeper. He was still hard. She moaned as another wave washed over her. She was going to die having sex with him. And she couldn’t die. He couldn’t be human.  
 
    “You thought I looked like a Greek god, huh? Well, you have no idea how right you are.” 
 
    “God? You’re a god?” 
 
    He buried himself deeper, harder, faster. He grunted with each stroke. “Oh, baby. Yes, I am. My real name is Ares. Sorry to spoil your little romantic fantasy. You can call me Romeo if you really want.” 
 
    “The god of war.” 
 
    “Yes. It might not have been much of a battle but I’m certainly going to claim my spoils. I’m not about to let you go. You’re mine now. I need someone who can keep up with my appetite. And your lust for blood.” He groaned as he feasted on the curve of her neck. 
 
    Juliet cried out again as she felt him throb inside her. All she could do was surrender to him. He knew her thoughts. He commanded her body like it was his weapon. She was an eternal, dominant predator. And she was no match for him. 
 
    As she succumbed to his pleasure, she gave herself to him. He was still her prey. Maybe she couldn’t drain his blood for her survival but he offered her so much more. She wanted him. She wanted his body, his lust, his everything.  
 
    It was going to be a long night. As he feasted on a peaked nipple, she was already dreading leaving him before the sun rose. 
 
      
 
    * * * * 
 
      
 
    Juliet felt the ache resonate through her body before her senses came to her. It had been a long time since sex left her hurting. It wasn’t that Ares was rough with her. On the contrary, he was the most gentle and tender lover she ever had in the few centuries she walked this cursed planet. But they went all night with very few moments to rest. It had to be just before dawn when she fell asleep on his shoulder. 
 
    She clenched her eyes closed tight. Ares. The Greek god of war. She thought she had lined up another victim to feast on. The fighter she chose was quite a specimen for a mortal man. Except he wasn’t a man. He was a god. A fucking Greek god. Fabulous. 
 
    She let out a tiny moan at the feel of silk against her naked skin. She didn’t remember this from the hotel bed the night before. Had the sex made her that delirious? She didn’t think so. She yawned as she slowly fluttered her eyes open.  
 
    Above her was the bluest skin she’d  ever seen. It was peppered with white, fluffy, cotton ball like clouds. The stream of sunshine warmed her. Memories of her past life, of days in the French court filled her mind. It felt peaceful. 
 
    Her heart slammed into her throat then pounded uncontrollably. She whimpered. Sunlight meant death. That son of a bitch knew she was a vampire. He left her out in the sunlight to die. She trembled violently as she frowned. As high up as it was, she should have already been dead. Where the hell was she? She searched around her frantically. 
 
    “Good morning, sleepyhead.” 
 
    Juliet searched around her as she tugged the blood red silk sheet to her naked body. There might have been a clear, blue sky above her but the walls were rock. It took a few moments to take everything in. Finally, her gaze stopped on Ares staring down from the ledge above her. She groaned as she slowly calmed down. The image of him dressed in tight fitting jeans and a nineties band t-shirt set loose the lust in her again.  
 
    Juliet bit her lip. “Where am I?” She pointed to the ceiling. “And what is that?” 
 
    Ares studied her then descended the stone staircase from above. “The sun was just about to come up. I didn’t figure you’d want to stick around until it did. Here, you’re safe. It’s a little past noon right now and look, you’re still here and kicking.” He looked up at the ceiling. “And that is an illusion. I’m a god. I thought I would do something nice for you. It’s probably been awhile since you’ve seen a summer sky.” 
 
    “Just before the French Revolution.” 
 
    “So you’re French. Nice.” 
 
    “Why did you bring me here?” 
 
    Ares stopped at the foot of the large, round bed she was lying in and crossed his arms over his broad chest. “I told you. The sun was coming up.” 
 
    She cocked her head to the side, letting her ebony curls fall down her bare shoulder. “You could have sent me back to my place. Or just let me burn to ashes at sun up. Try again.” 
 
    He smirked at her. “I told you. You belong to me. You are mine. No mortal can fuck me like you did. Besides, we share the same staple to our existence. Blood. You drink it. I shed it.” 
 
    “I don’t belong to anyone. I’ve been like this for over three centuries. I can take care of myself.” 
 
    He knelt on the mattress and crawled his way to her. “I will change your mind.” 
 
    Juliet hugged the sheet to her.  
 
    Ares cocked his head at her. “After I rocked your world, you’re still afraid of me? You wouldn’t be the first.”  
 
    She frowned at him. “I should be. But I’m not. You can’t keep me here.” 
 
    Ares hovered over her, his gaze locking with hers. ' 
 
    She trembled at his stare, at his closeness to her. So she lied. She was afraid of him. He was a Greek god – or so he said. How else would he know what she was before she could strike? 
 
    He pulled back from her and pointed up the steps. “Go. You’re free to go.” 
 
    She scowled. “You said it was noon.” 
 
    “I did, didn’t I? It looks like it’s in your best interest to stay with me. You stay. Or you die.” 
 
    “I’m your slave.” 
 
    His lips were on hers before she could protest. The taste of his kiss, the caress of his tongue on hers turned her inside out. As they parted, he murmured. “You need to give me time to reverse your curse.” 
 
    “To make me mortal.” 
 
    “Can’t happen. Yeah, I’ve been with mortals. None of them compare to you.” 
 
    “How do I compare to Aphrodite?” 
 
    Ares cringed at her words like she kicked him in the gut. It was more than obvious that she hit a weak spot. “I’d rather not talk about it.” 
 
    “Sore subject?” 
 
    “You could say that.” 
 
    “So if you’re not going to make me mortal, then what curse do you plan to reverse?” 
 
    Ares settled on the bed next to her then laid back on the blood red silk pillows with his fingers laced behind his head. “I want to give you the ability to walk during the day. I have sources.” 
 
    “You’re going to talk to your father, Zeus?” 
 
    He growled. “Why are you so obsessed with my family? For a French chick, you’re have a creepy knowledge of Greek deities.” 
 
    “I enjoyed reading Greek mythology.” 
 
    Ares didn’t have to sit up to intimidate her. His glare, his voice was so cold she shivered. “Myths are tales. They’re not reality. Touch me, baby. You sure as hell know I’m real. It’s time you believe in me.” 
 
    She let her gaze wander up and down him. His shirt had fallen just right to tease the trail of dark hair that led from his belly button to the purple woven belt that snaked around the waistband of his jeans. She knew where the trail led. She spent the night worshipping its final destination. She admired his broad chest hidden beneath the shirt, the strong, chiseled arms, the angular chin peppered with stubble. She stared into his dark eyes. They seemed to hold the secrets of the cosmos. As soon as she started looking, she tore herself away. Come on, Juliet. Don’t do it. No man is worth falling in love with. You should remember that. You live a cursed life because you fell in love with a man. 
 
    She felt the bed shift beneath her. Feather soft kisses sprinkled across her shoulders and neck. Strong hands wrapped tight around her biceps to keep her still.  
 
    “Baby, you don’t have to love me. It’s probably better you don’t. I don’t want your heart. I want your surrender.” 
 
    Juliet’s mouth fell open as her eyes fluttered shut. This man stole her breath, her soul. She had no choice but to give herself to him. She licked her lips as she struggled to find the words, “If you’re the god of war, then why are you fighting in a cage? Shouldn’t you be in the Middle East or someplace like that?” 
 
    He chuckled. “Who says we’re not?” 
 
    Juliet’s gaze rose to the ever-changing blue sky above her.  
 
    Ares continued, “Wars today are planned. Troop movements are dictated in a boardroom. That’s not my style. Strategic war is my half-sister, Athena’s, thing. She’s having the time of her life. Me? I need chaos. I need passionate bloodshed. I need warriors who act on instinct, not because some general thousands of miles away told them where to step. What better place is there for battle like that than in a cage? Fighters prepare themselves, yes. They study their opponent’s strengths and weakness. And when that door closes? Glorious chaos ensues.” He wrapped his arms around her and caressed her breasts in his palms. “Now, enough of this. I have business to attend to tonight. I’m taking you along. I need much more of you before then.” 
 
    She melted into him as he feasted on the curve of her neck. All she could do was whimper in response. “Please, Ares. I am yours.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    The click of Juliet’s heels on the cobblestone street was a melody in her ears. She glanced around the damp, dank alley way. The smell of urine was almost overpowering. She slipped her hands into the black overcoat she wore as she picked up her pace to catch up with Ares.  
 
    He wasn’t shitting her when he said they might be in the Middle East. After the sun set, he led her out to a moonlit desert. The sand in front of her and the stars above her seemed to go on for eternity. A split second later, they were in this cesspool. 
 
    She took a moment to study her hot new lover. In the dim light of the alleyway, Ares was a force to be reckoned with. He changed into a black silk dress shirt and a pair of black jeans before they left. He was sculpted like a Greek god. Then again, from what he told her, he was one. His thick, dark hair was tousled just right to be mind-blowingly sexy. His deep, dark eyes were cold and hard as he strode past the hookers and bums who moved aside to watch him pass.  
 
    Ares stepped up into the threshold of a red brick building. The sounds of shouting and laughter echoed from within. He shot a devious grin to her. “Coming?” 
 
    “Didn’t think you knew I was here,” Juliet quipped back. 
 
    “Maybe you should stop acting like my concubine.” He motioned for her to go inside. 
 
    She met his glare as she passed. She felt his hand caress her ass as he followed her inside. Juliet’s eyes widened as she took in the scene inside. It was an old warehouse but the floor was packed with people, mostly men. A thin layer of smoke from cigars and cigarettes permeated the air. A makeshift bar lined one side with a shelf of bottles of all shapes and colors mounted behind it. In the center of the floor, a boxing ring was set up. Two men bloody and beaten were slugging each other for all they were worth. 
 
    Juliet caught sight of the blonde out of the corner of her eye as she wrapped her long fingers around Ares’s shoulder. The vampire growled at the new woman’s perfect breasts, long slender legs and perfect body. It had been a really long time since Juliet felt jealousy. At the moment, she was consumed with it. 
 
    “Ares. How did I know you would be here?” 
 
    Ares didn’t move. He didn’t even flinch. “What do you want, Athena? Daddy send you to check up on me? Don’t you have a four star general to seduce?” 
 
    She laughed as she playfully slugged him in the shoulder. “I can’t come see my favorite half brother?” 
 
    “I’m nobody’s favorite. Not Mom’s. Not Dad’s. Not yours. Try again.” 
 
    “I wanted to see what you were up to. I looked in the first place I guessed you would be. You have a strange little obsession with this place.” 
 
    Finally, Ares turned to face Athena. His teeth were clenched. “I own this place. Every last inch. Every last drop of alcohol. Do you know what kind of chaos alcohol causes? It makes sane men fight. What other members of my degenerate family are here?” 
 
    Athena flipped a hand towards the bar. A balding man in a purple linen shirt hovered over a shot glass of amber liquid. The bottle it came from laid on its side bone dry. She sighed. “Dionysus really needs to stick to wine. He doesn’t handle whiskey well.” 
 
    “Dionysus can have whatever he wants here.” He wove his fingers between Juliet’s and tugged her into the crowd.  
 
    Juliet shot one last look at the blonde before she disappeared. “So that’s—” 
 
    “Athena. My half sister. Dad sends her to check up on me. He thinks it’ll keep me in line. He’s couldn’t be more wrong.” 
 
    “Dad?” 
 
    He stopped and stared into her eyes.  
 
    She could swear she could see constellations embedded in his gaze.  
 
    “Yeah. Zeus.” He didn’t say another word as he led her through the mob to the edge of the ring.  
 
    She studied him in the dim light as he watched the carnage unfolding.  
 
    He had a smirk on his face. He was fully enjoying the bloodshed before him. 
 
    Juliet pulled from his grip.  
 
    He barely acknowledged her new found freedom. He kept his gaze locked on the fight before him.  
 
    “I’m getting a drink,” she stated simply. She had to shout to be heard over the mob.  
 
    Ares glanced at her out of the corner of his eye. “Do not kill anyone in my club. Don’t embarrass me.” 
 
    “Embarrass you? How do you assume I would do that?” 
 
    “By doing what it is in your nature to do.” 
 
    She growled. “So it’s okay to fuck me because a mortal woman can’t keep up, but you’re ashamed of the fact that I’m a vampire? So essentially, I am just your concubine, huh?” 
 
    “Juliet, don’t be ridiculous.” 
 
    “I’m getting a scotch whiskey neat. Will that be a problem, oh holy one?” 
 
    “Get your drink and get back here.” 
 
    “Doubtful.” She stalked off into the crowd before he could say another word. Rage consumed her. She should have known he would be a narcissistic asshole. Every man that ever crossed her path was. She slid onto a stool and ordered her drink. Glancing over at Dionysus, she gave him a small smile. He was almost a drooling mess slumped over the wood planked bar. She wasn’t an expert or anything, but she had to agree with Athena. Whiskey didn’t seem like a good fit for the god of wine. 
 
    “Hey, beautiful. Can I buy you a drink?” 
 
    Juliet glanced over her shoulder to find a tall, muscular man behind her with close cropped dirty blond hair. She studied his blue jeans and button down plaid shirt before she checked out the parts of him she was the most interested in. Her eyes flickered from the vee of his legs to his jugular. Neither were impressive. “No. But thanks.” 
 
    The guy grabbed her and pulled her nearly off her stood until she was pressed tight against him. “What’s the matter? You don’t like guys?” 
 
    Being a vampire had its advantages at times. Being cursed with super speed came in handy. He didn’t have time to react when she pulled free then turned and hit him. Unfortunately, he caught her wrists before she could escape. He glared at her. “You’re a little firecracker, aren’t you? I like my women feisty. They’re better in bed.” 
 
    Ares voiced boomed from behind her, “Let her go. Now.” 
 
    The guy looked past Juliet to the voice behind her. “Who the fuck are you to tell me what to do? The lady and I are having a conversation.” 
 
    She let out an aggravated sigh then took the opportunity to yank her hands free. Taking a step back, she collided with another hard, masculine body. She huffed again. Ares. 
 
    “I’m the owner of this establishment,” Ares informed him. Then he growled. “And she’s with me.” 
 
    The man smirked at Juliet. “Maybe we should let her decide who’s the real man between us.” 
 
    “Maybe we should settle this in the ring.” 
 
    Juliet spun at him. “Maybe this lady doesn’t want either of you. Or do I not have a choice?” 
 
    The guy at the bar grinned at them both. “Deal. She goes home with the winner.” 
 
    Ares eyes narrowed. “Deal.” 
 
    The guy grinned triumphantly as he wove his way to the ring.  
 
    Ares unbuttoned his cuffs as he followed.  
 
    Juliet scurried to keep up. “Don’t you dare do this. What kind of archaic system do you live by? I’m nearly four hundred years old and I’m more modern than this.” 
 
    Ares stopped and turned on her. 
 
     She could see the rage etched in his face.  
 
    “I told you not to make a scene in my club. I told you not to start anything. Fuck, Juliet. You are the most infuriating female on the earth.” 
 
    Juliet felt every nerve burn. “Fuck you, Ares. I don’t need a hero.” 
 
    “I’m rarely the hero.” He stormed off to the ring, tearing his shirt off with every deliberate step he took. He handed it to a perfectly beautiful blonde ring girl with a smile that made Juliet want to claw both hers and Ares eyes out. He slipped off the rings on his hands and gave them to the beauty before he slowly ascended the steps, ducked between the ropes, and made his way to his corner.  
 
    The other guy had shed every piece of clothing but his boxer briefs. He bounced from toe to toe as he grinned impishly at Ares.  
 
    The Greek god leaned against the ropes clothed only in his slacks. He glared the mortal down coldly.  
 
    Juliet had never been so infuriated with anyone in her long existence. It didn’t stop her from slowly taking in every inch of her lover though. 
 
    The referee glanced at the guy from the bar then at Ares. Once both men nodded, he dropped his hand. “Fight!”  
 
    The two men circled each other as they studied the other. The guy threw the first series of punches, ending with a body kick to Ares’s ribs.  
 
    The Greek god deflected every strike but the kick. He snarled. “We’re boxing, dumb shit.” 
 
    His opponent bounced from one foot to the other. “I like MMA.” 
 
    “You do, huh? Fine. Bring it.” 
 
    The two fighters exchanged violent punches. Ares’s jab split open the young guy’s forehead. The whole battle seemed to swing in Ares’s favor.  
 
    That was until the kid grabbed hold of Ares and tossed the god over his back. It was a textbook Judo throw. It might as well have been recorded for an instructional video. Ares was stunned long enough for his opponent to climb into a mount and rain down punches.  
 
    Juliet wasn’t sure how Ares slithered out from under the guy while being struck in the face but he did. 
 
    Ares slumped in his corner and slid a long, powerful finger across his throat towards the ref. “This bullshit is over. Stop the fight.” 
 
    The referee threw himself in between the fighters and waved his arms frantically. The young man looked just as baffled as Juliet felt. Suddenly his face lit up. “Wait. This means I won.” 
 
    Ares scowled. “No, this doesn’t mean you won. You’re a cheat. I called the fight before you killed someone.” 
 
    “Screw you. I won. I’ll be claiming my prize.” The guy grabbed his clothes from the ring girl. He didn’t bother to dress. He scampered down the steps and darted through the crowd to Juliet. He pulled her close to him with a huge grin. “You’re mine, baby.” 
 
    Juliet’s right hook was the blow that knocked him out cold. She stood tall over his limp body as the mob gasped. She spun on a toe and stormed towards the door. Those in her way parted. She smirked. It reminded her about that story about Moses and the Red Sea she’d learned hundreds of years ago. 
 
    An ever familiar urge gnawed at her. Agony filled her as she felt her stomach twist. She shuddered at the sensation of a million tiny spiders crawled her skin. She hadn’t felt this while she was with Ares. What had he done to her? 
 
    The room blurred as a hand clamped on her shoulder and spun her around. Her eyes came back to focus on her Greek lover.  
 
    “I told you not to make a scene in my club,” he demanded. 
 
    “What the hell was that?” she countered. “You forfeited. You gave me to him. Who was he going to kill? Himself? You can’t die.” 
 
    “Do not question me, Juliet.” 
 
    She knocked his hand off her shoulder. “I’m out, Ares. Done. I’m not your possession you can loan out. Ciao, Bella.” 
 
    She drew on her power to disappear before he could stop her. She knew it was futile. She was going up against a Greek god. She was bound to lose. When she stilled, however, she was alone. She stepped out onto the street. The raindrops that fell around her sent ripples through the puddles that had already congregated on the pavement. She watched them for a moment. Maybe she wanted Ares to come for her. Maybe she needed his passion one more time. 
 
    But he didn’t. A sharp pain pierced her belly. She couldn’t deny the lust any longer. She strode down the lane into the darkness. 
 
    It was time to feed. 
 
    The street lamps above bathed the cobblestone street beneath Juliet’s feet in a silver glow. It didn’t take long for her to figure out where she was. Ares took her to jolly old England. They were in London to be specific. She sighed heavily. She knew where to go to satisfy the urge inside her. She turned at the street corner and kept up her journey. 
 
    There was one blessing in the curse she was dealt. When she fed, she couldn’t contract the nasty diseases humans struggled with. She hated killing. She had since the day she turned. So she used the blessing to her advantage.  
 
    She earned the nickname a hundred and thirty-four years ago. The Angel of Death. Stories popped up all over the world of a nurse who would appear to end the agony of someone barely holding onto life, yet suffering tremendously. She knew who they were the second she stepped inside the hospital. Normally, a grieving family member sat by their bedside praying for the end to come. But for various reasons, each unique to the victim, the Reaper hadn’t arrived yet. 
 
    Tonight was no different. She heard the sobbing once she stepped onto the oncology floor in the scrubs she stole from the laundry room. She slipped down the dark, silent corridor until she reached the room the crying came from. 
 
    She stepped inside the hospital room to find an old man lying asleep in the bed. His frail frame was smothered in wires and tubes from the machines around him. A woman in her mid fifties sat beside him. She rocked back and forth, as tears streamed down her face.  
 
    When she noticed Juliet, her puffy red eyes widened. She spoke in a thick accent, “Oh miss, have you heard from my brother?” 
 
    “Should I have?” Juliet questioned. 
 
    “My brother is the power of attorney for my father here. He’s been in so much pain for the last two years. He’s so close to death. He doesn’t even wake up anymore. But my brother is vacationing across the world and can’t bother to return the doctor’s calls to end life support. My father just wants to be with my mama again.” 
 
    Juliet smiled at her gently. “Could you give me a moment to check his vitals?” 
 
    “No other nurse has asked me to do that.” 
 
    “Please.” 
 
    The woman looked perplexed as she stood.  
 
    Once she was gone, Juliet wasted no time. She turned the man’s head to the side. She bared her teeth with a hiss then sunk her fangs into his jugular. She felt the morphine hit first before the need subsided. She would have to find someplace safe to sleep it off. 
 
    The man snapped awake with a gasp. He smiled and whispered to her, “Thank you.” Then his eyes drifted closed as he died. 
 
    Juliet did her best to disguise the wound before she covered it with a gauze pad and secured it with medical tape. She strode out of the room and nodded to the daughter as she passed. 
 
    She was well out of the hospital before anyone discovered he was dead. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    The silk beneath Juliet’s naked skin caressed her as she shifted in her sleep. She reveled in the softness that wrapped around her like a cocoon. The confusion hit her in her slumber stupor. She’d found a dilapidated cardboard box in the basement of the abandoned warehouse near the London River. It must have once held a refrigerator or some other large appliance. When the morphine took hold, she was curled up inside and fully clothed. 
 
    Juliet shook the fog from her senses. She gathered the sheet to her bare flesh and slowly sat up. Her flight or fight instinct fired up in her belly nearly making her sick. Over the past few centuries, she’d learned how to defend herself. She couldn’t remember doing it naked though. 
 
    “I thought you’d never wake up. Good morning, sleepyhead.” 
 
    Juliet dropped the sheet as her mouth gaped open. Then she snarled. “Ares. What the unholy hell?” 
 
    Ares grinned at her as he leaned against the rough stone of the staircase of his little cave hideaway.  
 
    The ceiling was once again the illusion of a clear blue sky. Puffy clouds that reminded her of white cotton candy breezed slowly across. She was baffled. How’d she end up here again? And why was she naked? She turned her gaze back to him.  
 
    The god had a thing for nineties grunge bands. He wore the jeans that flaunted his most delectable features but this time a Red Hot Chili Peppers t-shirt covered his broad, muscular chest. “Are we done throwing our temper tantrum?” 
 
    Juliet slid off the mattress and hopped to her feet onto the cold rock floor.  
 
    Ares sucked in a sharp breath as he stared at her. His tongue ran across his lower lip. 
 
     She was certain she saw his cock twitch and thicken. “Temper tantrum?” she questioned. “You fucking bartered me to that asshole. And then you forfeited. And how the hell did I end up here? And why am I naked?” 
 
    Ares frowned. The sky above them darkened with heavy, charcoal gray clouds. There was the rumble of thunder. “I offered to box him. I said nothing about mixed martial arts.” 
 
    “You’ve beaten guys in the cage.”  
 
    “I wasn’t prepared.” 
 
    “You’re a coward.” 
 
    The cave echoed with shards of lightning striking the rocks. “Watch your mouth, Juliet. I found you in that shithole. I’ll put you back. Do you turn tricks for blood? Is that what you prefer over me?” 
 
    “Go to hell, Ares.” 
 
    “Can’t, baby. I’m a god.” 
 
    Juliet clenched her hands to her hips as she gritted her teeth. “Again I ask, where are my clothes? How did I end up naked?” 
 
    Ares shoved himself off the wall and stalked across the room to her. “I found you asleep in that box. I didn’t think what you were wearing was very comfortable for bed. I didn’t figure you’d mind. I’ve seen you naked before.” 
 
    “And you slept where?” 
 
    “I didn’t sleep. I had business to attend to.” 
 
    She bit her lower lip. Her anger dissipated like the fog on a summer morning. “How did you know where to find me?” 
 
    He reached out to pull her close. His hands caressed her hips then her bare ass. He gazed down into her eyes. “I sensed you. Once the chaos in the club died down, I focused my mind and was able to feel where you were.” 
 
    She sucked in a sharp breath at his touch. Her heart stampeded in her chest. Butterflies let loose in her belly. “You could sense me?” 
 
    “Yes. You’re spirit is like the most exquisite piece of dark chocolate. A little rough at first but once I’ve had a taste, I can’t get enough.” 
 
    Juliet felt her cold cheeks burn fiery hot. It was the first time in a long time she had a true human emotion. “I didn’t feed per se. At least not like you think.” 
 
    Ares kissed her forehead then her cheeks. His lips continued the journey to the curve of her neck. “Where did the streaks of blood come from then? Don’t bullshit me. I know it was human.” 
 
    Juliet arched her neck back as he continued his feast. “The guy was in the hospital. He was dying from cancer. He was in so much pain. I ended it.” 
 
    Ares pulled back and stared at her.  
 
    She thought she sensed awe from him. Not that it was possible. The god of war was the most arrogant bastard she ever met.  
 
    “The Angel of Death.” 
 
    Juliet frowned. “How did you know that?” 
 
    He chuckled. “I take what I said earlier back. Guess I am going to hell after all. My uncle knows all about you. He accused me of being the Angel of Death. It’s time I introduce you to him and clear my name.” 
 
    “Clear your name? Is what I did that bad?” Juliet questioned. 
 
    “No. You just fouled up my uncle’s operation.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    Ares kissed her hard and deep. His hands palmed her ass and kneaded the flesh. He tugged her hard against his erection. “Not now. Now, I need to be buried deep inside you. We’ll deal with my uncle later.” He spun her back to him then ground his cock against the cleft of her ass. He palmed each breast and kneaded the mounds in his hands.  
 
    Juliet laid her head back on his shoulder in surrender. 
 
    He nudged her towards the bed as he kissed her neck. He cupped his hand behind her neck as he gripped her hip. Then he gently guided her to bend over until her upper body was sprawled across the bed. 
 
    The soft silk grazed her rock hard nipples as she felt the denim of his jeans scrape the back of her thighs. He kept his hand firmly planted on her neck. A finger flicked her nub then slipped inside her. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she whimpered as he thrusted another finger into her and pumped in and out of her. Her body quivered when he rubbed her clit with the pad of his thumb. 
 
    “I’d taste you but I want to watch you come.” He picked up the pace as he wrapped his fingers in her hair and knotted it in his fist.  
 
    She tried to meet him but it was no use. His legs blocked hers from moving an inch. 
 
    She wailed as the rush hit her like a tidal wave. Her body throbbed and clenched around his fingers. She never felt him pull free from her until his cock was buried deep inside her instead, his sack slapping against her sensitive, swollen flesh.  
 
    He tugged at her hair to lift her head. She gazed hazily into a large, gilded mirror. She didn’t remember it being there before. Knowing Ares, he made it appear just a second ago.  
 
    She watched, as he stood naked behind her, his hips plowing violently against her ass. He stood cold and dominating as he returned her stare in the mirror. His cock stretched her out and filled every aching crevice. Her legs quaked against the mattress.  
 
    Ares leaned over her on the bed, his strokes never slowing. He hooked his arms around hers then slowly stood straight. He stayed buried as pulled her tight against him. His hand caressed her throat and squeezed. He trailed the fingers of his other hand across her groin to hold her tighter to him. 
 
    He nipped at the curve of her ear then whispered. “Watch. Watch me fuck you. I am balls deep in your body. It’s amazing to feel you tight around me. You’re shaking. How close are you to coming?” 
 
    Juliet could only whimper in response. He picked up the tempo, his cock ramming faster and harder into her. Juliet clung to his hand as every nerve blazed molten hot. His hungry mouth attacked her naked shoulder as he grunted.  
 
    She squirmed against him as she fought for her release. Ares skimmed his hand up her body to her breast, pinching and tugging at the pink nub.  
 
    Juliet’s gaze never left the mirror. He was sex and war incarnate. His muscles rippled as he rocked in and out of her. His ass clenched each time he bucked. There wasn’t any part of her he didn’t possess and control. The image of him touching her, tasting her was too much. She screamed as her body burst in fiery pleasure. She was barely aware of Ares’s grip on her throat growing tighter until she was lightheaded. He cursed and groaned as he throbbed thick, hard and warm inside her. His strokes slowed as he bottomed out inside her. He held her tight to him as he stilled. Neither of them moved for several moments. Juliet watched their reflection in the mirror, their bodies wrapped tight around each other and joined together. The sight sent one last tremor tearing through her. 
 
    She felt Ares teeth against her ear again. “Fucking amazing.” 
 
    Juliet’s voice was shaky. “Yeah.” 
 
    He pulled from her enough to nudge her on the bed. He impaled her again before she could turn over. He was still hard as a rock. He pinned her arms to the bed with his.  
 
    Her head was swimming as he rocked deep. Sex with him was going to drive her insane. Juliet lifted her head to meet his lips. She never wanted it to end. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    The scenery flew by Juliet at a terrifying pace as she clung tight to Ares. The high powered bike she straddled was silent as it glided down the highway. Like the time before, after a long day of bone shattering orgasms, he led her out of the cave somewhere in the worn torn wasteland. A split second later, they were in another desert. There wasn’t the sound of artillery fire in the background here. Instead, interstate signs sprouted up with the weeds alongside the road. The dull glow of city lights lit up the night sky. By the language of the markers, she knew she was in an English speaking country. By the oases of beaten down gas stations and chain fast food restaurants at every interstate exit she could only guess she was in the United States. 
 
    The miles of desert slowly grew into buildings of bright lights and loud noises. Hordes of people staggered the streets to look at the sights or find a new place to indulge in one of the many sins the city boasted of. Juliet bit her lower lip to keep her mouth from gaping open. Such opulence. Such decadence. She hadn’t seen such wanton behavior since her days in the French court. 
 
    Ares pulled the motorcycle to a stop outside a large casino. He growled as a valet hurried to park the bike.  
 
    Juliet could see the boy quake as he retreated. She pulled Ares close until she could look in his eyes. “What are we doing in this place?” 
 
    He caressed her cheek. “I told you that I want you to meet my uncle Hades. He needs to know that you are the Angel of Death, not me. I get blamed for enough shit.” 
 
    “But why here?” 
 
    Ares motioned towards the building beside them. “He’s in there. He rules from inside.” 
 
    “You’re telling me that the gates of hell are in a Las Vegas casino?” 
 
    “Yep, that sums it up pretty well. Are you coming?” 
 
    Juliet gaped for a few more moments. “Do I have a choice?” 
 
    “No, you don’t.” 
 
    “Then why did you ask if I was coming? Seems pointless to me.” 
 
    “You have this convoluted notion that you’re my servant.” 
 
    “Concubine,” Juliet interrupted. 
 
    “Whatever. I gave you an option. You actually do have a choice. Do you want to face Hades inside the casino in the privacy of his VIP room or do you want to face him on the city street in front of gods and everybody?” 
 
    She waved her hand flippantly. “Just go.” 
 
    Ares snorted then strode inside the casino.  
 
    Juliet stayed on his heels as they weaved through the crowd. The place outdid the gaudiness on the outside. Everything was covered in flaked gold. The detailed images of Greek warriors and ladies were found around every turn. They seemed almost lifelike. Were they those painted actors who pretended to be statues? She reached out and gently stroked the bicep of a discus thrower in mid launch. She gasped as Ares growled and grabbed hold of her wrist. 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing?” he demanded. 
 
    “Let go of me, you ass.” Juliet yanked her arm free. “I thought it might be a living person pretending to be a statue.” 
 
    “He used to be living. He pissed off my uncle. A little talk with Medusa and Midas and my uncle has himself a new statue. So do me a favor. Don’t feel the poor bastard up. You belong to me.” 
 
    Juliet smirked at him. “See? Concubine.” 
 
    “Juliet, I swear.” 
 
    Juliet opened her mouth to lay into Ares. She had it with his bullshit. She clamped her lips shut as two men dressed in black suits stood behind Ares.  
 
    Each wore sunglasses, cropped military haircuts and a badge that said “security.” They were at least a foot taller than a normal man. They couldn’t be human. 
 
    “Your excellency,” one greeted sharply. 
 
    Ares huffed a sigh and slowly turned to face the newcomers. “What the fuck do you want?” 
 
    “We’ve been sent by your uncle to escort you to his VIP room. He doesn’t want you to start any trouble on the gaming floor.” 
 
    “He can’t prove I had anything to do with that fist fight that broke out a week ago.” 
 
    The larger of the two motioned past the brilliant colored slot machines and the bean shaped felt covered tables lined with gamblers. “Sir, please.” 
 
    Ares looked at Juliet. This time it was his turn to smirk. “Ladies first.” 
 
    Juliet huffed indignantly then spun on her toe to follow the guard down the long corridor. Despite her irritation with Ares, she could feel his raw, sexual energy on her heels. She had since that first night after the fight. Was he like this around all women? She didn’t know the god of war could do that. What she did know was that it was turning her inside out in all the right ways. 
 
    The chaos of the casino faded away. The opulence shifted from gaudy to elegant. She glanced out the floor to second story windows to see a hotel across the courtyard. A series of white lit fountains dotted the etched stone set in a pattern in the center of the courtyard. It was majestic. It was beautiful. It was… 
 
    “Miss?” 
 
    Juliet was pulled from her thoughts to find the guard standing there holding the door for her. A plate next to it spelled three simple letters. VIP. By the sheer amount of ginormous security personal standing in the hall it was obvious, someone certainly had to be important to be here. She heard Ares chuckle behind her. She threw a particularly wicked elbow into his ribs before she stepped inside. 
 
    The place, like so many she had been to since Ares graced her cursed existence, knocked her off guard. She expected leather covered booths, strobe lights, fog machines and go-go dancers. The leather booths were there, each of them tinted in blood red. The walls were draped in black and crimson velvet. Lit candelabras were set on pedestals to give the room just enough light. Even for a vampire the place was terrifying. 
 
    But they were dealing with the god of death. 
 
    “Ares, my boy. Finally, you stop by to say hello,” a voice greeted from nowhere. 
 
    Juliet spun around to search for the sound.  
 
    Ares growled as he crossed his broad arms over his chest. “Typically, you ask me to stay away, dearest uncle.” 
 
    Juliet bit back a gasp. The man seemed to appear out of thin air. Or he stepped out of the shadows. She wasn’t sure in this dark room. He was at least forty years older than her and Ares appeared to be. She guessed he was in his mid sixties. He was completely bald. The only hair on his head was his neatly trimmed mustache and goatee.  Dressed it a tailored designer tux while each finger was adorned with a gold ring as if he were teetering somewhere between pimp and billionaire. And he gave Juliet the chills. 
 
    He grinned at her as he addressed Ares, “That’s because you seem to cause a ruckus every time you visit. But I’m glad you’re here. I need to talk to you about the Angel of Death.” 
 
    “Why, Hades? So you can lecture me about fucking up your work?” 
 
    Hades chuckled. “You misunderstand, Ares. It doesn’t surprise me that you did. I am grateful to anyone who helps me end the mortals miserable suffering here on earth and bring them to the River Styx. That’s less work for my minions to do. And the Angel of Death struck in London a few days ago. You were in London at the same time. Coincidence? I think not.” 
 
    “Well, I hate to crush the only hope you had that I might be a halfway decent deity. It wasn’t me.” Ares wrapped his arm around Juliet’s waist. “But let me introduce you to Juliet. The Angel of Death.” 
 
    Hades frowned.  
 
    Juliet felt his gaze study her.  
 
    “The Angel of Death has struck over and over for centuries. This girl hasn’t been alive for that long.” 
 
    “Beg to differ.” 
 
    “There’s only a handful of creatures that cannot die unless murdered. The only ones I can think of that could do this…” Hades’ smile returned, bigger and brighter than before. “You’re a vampire.” 
 
    Juliet struggled to find her voice. “Yes, I am.” 
 
    “Well, Juliet, I am certainly pleased that such a beautiful woman is doing my work. Maybe you can stay here with me and we can discuss the ways you can assist me further.” Hades took her hand and placed a rather long, lingering kiss on the back of it.  
 
    The sensation of this action made her shiver. 
 
    They both turned at the inhuman snarl. Juliet swallowed hard. Ares was pissed. Like on the verge of starting a battle pissed. She pulled her hand free and stepped away. She wanted no part of whatever world war was about to take place.  
 
    Hades looked at her then to Ares and back again. His grin faded. “So, tell me nephew. Does your father know you’re fornicating with a vampire? Because you know he won’t condone it.” 
 
    Ares huffed. “When have I ever given a shit about what my father thinks? And when has he ever cared what I’ve done?” 
 
    Hades chuckled. “Dear boy, he cares a lot about what you’ve done. He normally doesn’t approve.” 
 
    Juliet frowned. “Why can’t he be with me? What’s wrong with me?” 
 
    Hades smiled gently at her. “It’s not you, my dear. We gents from Olympus have a reputation to dally with mortal women. The benefit is that their life span is short. Soon, they are joining me in the underworld. Their stories fade. What we did with them fades into obscurity. You, Juliet, are almost as immortal as us. When Ares is done with you, and trust me he will be, you can keep popping into his life. A bad penny so to speak.” 
 
    Juliet growled in response. It caught in her throat as she felt her hand taken captive.  
 
    “It’s great seeing you, Uncle. We’ll see ourselves out,” Ares replied a moment before he led Juliet out of the VIP lounge. 
 
    Neither of them spoke as they strode together hand in hand, down the hall past the hotel. Halfway through the chaos and bright lights of the casino, Juliet stopped dead in her tracks. Her heart lodged in her throat. She struggled with everything in her to free herself from Ares. She had superhuman strength and she almost didn’t get loose. She barely fled before he had hold of her again. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Ares demanded. 
 
    Juliet lifted a trembling hand and pointed towards the heart of the gaming floor. A tall man with wavy hair and a five o’clock shadow stood next to the most beautiful blonde Juliet had ever seen. He was dressed in jeans and a leather coat. She was in a floor length cocktail dress. The sight scared her shitless. 
 
    “Dillion,” she said. “Dillion MacMurray. He’s a vampire hunter. And I’m number one on his kill list.” 
 
    Ares didn’t answer. He just stared with his mouth open. His gaze was locked on the blonde.  
 
    She shook him violently. “Ares.” 
 
    His answer came out in a breath, “Aphrodite.” 
 
    Juliet tugged hard on Ares’s arm. “Ares, we have to go. Please.” 
 
    His hand clamped down like a vise on her wrist. Without a word, he tugged her along with him past the slot machines and the flimsy plastic chains that barricaded the game tables from the rest of the gamblers.  
 
    Juliet fought like hell against him. She didn’t figure she would get anywhere but she had to try. She shouted over the noise but she knew he couldn’t hear her. “Stop, please. He’ll kill me, Ares. Didn’t you hear me say that?” 
 
    His voice didn’t reach her ears. It filled her mind. Do you forget I’m a god? He’s not going to touch you. I won’t allow it. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    Just trust me, Juliet. Please.  
 
    She tried to vocalize another protest but it fell silent as they skidded to a stop next to the other couple. She didn’t know how she could feel it but she sensed that Ares wasn’t breathing. He was anxious. Like a fourteen year old boy with a crush anxious. She’d roll her eyes in disgust if she weren’t in fact about the most terrified she had been in her entire life. 
 
    Aphrodite gave Ares a coy smile as she fluttered her lashes. “Ares.”  
 
    Hatred for the Greek beauty nearly burned away the fear that consumed Juliet. Almost. She was still scared shitless, especially with the evil grin that was plastered across Dillon’s face. He was the cat and he was just about to feast on the canary. She gripped tight to Ares’s hand. 
 
    “Aphrodite,” he replied. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” 
 
    “Considering where we’re standing, I think that answer is obvious. I stopped by to see my uncle. Had some business to attend to.” Ares pointed to Dillon with a snarl. “Who’s your friend?” 
 
    Aphrodite beamed at Dillon as she ran her long, perfect fingers across his chest. 
 
     Ares body trembled as he watched.  
 
    Juliet could feel the anxiety he shared with her switch to rage in a mere second. Violent rage. Rage so strong three slot machines near them combusted in a shower of sparks sending gamblers running.  
 
    “This is Dillon MacMurray. Ironically, he brought me here on business too.” 
 
    “What business could that be?” Ares countered. 
 
    Dillon smiled at Ares. “Oh, I’m sure you know.” He turned his attention to Juliet. “Long time, no see. How about we remedy that? I know you hate running into me. How about I just put an end to that?” 
 
    “Rather not, asshole,” Juliet replied, her voice a weak squeak. 
 
    It must have been the first time the Goddess of Love noticed she was there. Aphrodite pulled her hand away from Dillon and fanned herself. Juliet watched her scowl as she stared at Ares’ and Juliet’s hands joined together. Aphrodite’s voice hitched up a few octaves. Several mirrors and crystal vases shattered in response. “And who might this be, Ares?” 
 
    Dillon answered before Ares could speak, “Beautiful, this is Juliet Foucault. She’s the reason I’m here. She’s a vampire from about 1785 and she’s been cutting a bloody trail since.” 
 
    Ares pulled Juliet tight to him and held her close. “And she belongs to me.” 
 
    Dillon slipped a hand into the back pocket of his blue jeans. He yanked free a thick wad of folded paper. He took care as he unraveled it. Then he flipped it towards Ares to display a world map. It looked like one that had been ripped out of an encyclopedia.  
 
    Juliet didn’t have to ask what the check marks drawn on it were. She stared across the gaming floor trying to ignore him. 
 
    “See all these marks?” Dillion asked. “Those are all the near misses I’ve had with your fuck buddy there. Those are all places where she took a life to feed. MMA fighter’s and sick people. Five years I’ve tracked her. Nearly half the countries in the world. So do me a favor, buddy. Turn her over to me. You won’t miss her. From what Aphrodite says, you don’t keep a woman long. You go through them like old socks.” 
 
    Ares let go of Juliet.  
 
    She whimpered for a moment until he tugged her behind him. She noticed the smug grin on his face as he approached Dillon. 
 
     “You almost caught her in these places?” 
 
    “Yes, I did,” Dillon answered. 
 
    Ares traced a lazy finger around the circumference of the map. The paper smoldered. Small flames devoured the paper quickly. “Funny. The whole fucking world belongs to me. Stop hunting what is mine.” 
 
    Dillon dropped the map and stomped on it to smother the blaze, cussing a blue streak the entire time.  
 
    The fire beneath Dillon’s feet mirrored the one raging in Aphrodite’s eyes. “Scraping the bottom of the barrel for this one, aren’t you, darling?” 
 
    “Hey, bitch,” Juliet defended as she peeked around Ares. 
 
    Ares held out an arm to still her. Then he turned his attention to Aphrodite. “If you’re so worried about the women I sleep with, why did you leave me?” 
 
    Aphrodite glanced away as she bit her lower lip. “Leave you? I never belonged to you. Yes, you were amazing in bed. But if you remember correctly, I belong to another man.” 
 
    “Or men. Multiple men. You get around, sweetheart.” Ares pointed to Dillon in disgust. “This mortal is just another notch in your bedpost. So don’t criticize who I sleep with or I will have a little conversation with Hephaestus about your newest conquest.” 
 
    Aphrodite snarled at him. It was rather unattractive on the goddess of love and beauty. “You wouldn’t have the balls.” 
 
    Ares glanced down at Juliet. He smiled at her. “I think I do actually. If you see any of our kids, tell them Dad says hi. See you later, sweetcheeks.” He looked at Dillon. “And I’m serious. Stay the fuck away from Juliet. If you so much as breathe on her wrong, it’ll be the last breath you take.” 
 
    Aphrodite grabbed Dillon’s hand and hauled him away through the casino in a huff.  
 
    Ares wrapped an arm around Juliet’s waist and escorted her to the lobby and out the front door. “Let’s go before I run into any more family members. Or ex-lovers.” 
 
    Juliet wasn’t about to object. The whole night was unnerving to say the least. First, she was seduced by the god of death then told she wasn’t worthy of the god she did share her bed and her body with. Then to run into the goddess of love, the woman who still had possession of Ares’s heart? It was all too much. 
 
    “Ares, you know Dillon won’t listen to a word you said. He’s hell bent on destroying—” Her words were cut off with his lips. He shoved her against something solid and unforgiving. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see it was the side panel of a rust, sky blue Ford truck. He pulled her tight to him and molded her body to his as he deepened the kiss.  
 
    Intimacy with Ares was nothing like it had been in the many cursed centuries that Juliet walked the earth. What they shared buried into what was left of her soul. She tasted him, she breathed him in, she felt every emotion that coursed through his heavenly body. 
 
    And his every thought at the moment wasn’t of her. It was of Aphrodite, of the jealousy he felt. He didn’t want to make love. He wanted revenge sex to soothe his soul. A lot of it. 
 
    Juliet pushed him away and freed herself from his embrace. “No.” 
 
    “Excuse me?” Ares demanded. 
 
    “I won’t be her replacement. You love Aphrodite. You’re not about to take out your anger of losing her on me.” 
 
    “You’re being ridiculous.” 
 
    Juliet turned on her toe and started down the sidewalk through the crowd. 
 
    “Get back here, Juliet,” Ares ordered. 
 
    “Peace out, god of war,” she answered as she threw back two veed fingers over her head. 
 
    “Get back here. I’m not coming after you. And if Dillon finds you, I won’t stop him. Do you understand me?’ 
 
    Juliet shivered at the thought. But it didn’t stop her from walking away and disappearing into the crowd. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    The night air caressed Ares face as he walked down the sidewalk past the stately Georgetown homes. He shoved his hands in his slack’s pockets with a huff. He hated wearing a tuxedo. It drove him crazy. There was no room to move if he were to find himself in a fight. And being who he was, that happened frequently. It felt like he was wrapped tight in a several thousand dollar straight-jacket. And he wasn’t a happy camper about it. 
 
    He glanced at the expensive homes surrounding him. Less than an hour ago, he was standing on the strip in Las Vegas watching Juliet disappear into the crowd. Like he wasn’t pissed off enough. Running into Aphrodite had a tendency to leave him raging mad. He’d loved her for thousands of years. It was an all-consuming love, one that possessed him to his core. Legends were written about their love affair. It was that amazing. There were other women and for her there were other men. But for him none of them compared to Aphrodite. 
 
    He stopped suddenly. That was until now. He closed his eyes and calmed the fury in his mind. It took a moment for him to adjust. Over nearly an entire country, he reached out for her. She was there, a vibration that charred him. It was a feeling he couldn’t get enough of. It was sweet pain, one he was addicted to. 
 
    Juliet was awake and alive. He knew that she would be. Aphrodite was too furious to let Dillion out of her grasp to go hunt the vampiress. Ares’s threat was as empty as Dillion’s head. He smiled to himself. It didn’t stop the anxiety that coursed through Juliet. She felt alone, abandoned. 
 
    His brow creased as he plunged deeper into the intimate connection he held to her. Sad. She was sad. Lonely. He blew out a steady breath. Heartbroken. 
 
    The little bloodsucker had feelings for him. Was she in love? It was hard to tell. But one thing was for certain. It was time to cut her loose.  
 
    He cocked a grin to himself. Or get her back into his bed wrapped tight in his arms. And as soon as she dozed off, that was what he was going to do. He’d deal with the undead little spitfire in the morning.  
 
    The smell of a sterile atmosphere filled his nostrils. Moments later, he could taste iron on his tongue. He opened his eyes to break away from her. She was feeding. The Angel of Death struck again. He started his stride again with a sense of purpose.  
 
    He made his way past the row of cars up the driveway of the largest, most opulent of the mansions in the neighborhood. There was a party going on inside. He didn’t want to do this. He tried to talk himself out of it ever since he appeared in Washington D.C. Asking for help from dear, old Dad was against his nature. But this was beyond his abilities. 
 
    After centuries of lying dormant on Olympus, Zeus found the generation of humans he thought he could plant the seeds of change in. He wanted a peaceful, productive world and with the great advances in technology, these were the mortals that could accomplish it. Except he forgot to factor in his own offspring into the strategy. The other gods ran amok creating chaos like they did when they were in Greece. It didn’t stop Zeus from moving off the mountain and into his new, comfy digs outside the Capitol. 
 
    Ares didn’t bother to knock on the ornate wooden double doors. He walked right in. After all, wasn’t it home? The new Olympus? He watched the frazzled butler scurry across the foyer to him. The dull roar of voices having a good time in a room out of his view filled the air. 
 
    “Mister Romeo,” the butler greeted out of breath. 
 
    “Where’s Dad?” Ares demanded. 
 
    “Senator Lynch is in his office. He is expecting you.” 
 
    “Thank you, Oliver.” Ares breezed past him and the revelry in the other room and strode down the hall to his father’s study. It made perfect sense that his father was a United States Senator. He and the others in Congress made the laws for the most powerful nation in the world. And with the untold wealth that Zeus could create, he had all the right lobbyists in his pocket. He was one step away from Speaker of the House. He didn’t want to be the President. After eight years at the most, the President was out and gone along with this ideals. Zeus could keep his seat for eternity if he wanted. And he planned to do just that. 
 
    Not only did he find a comfy spot in Washington, he used his influence to get his precious Athena a job in the Pentagon where she could seduce the top officials in the military to do her whims. Ares wasn’t even sure what his sister did for a job. All he knew is she was the happiest she had been in several millennium. 
 
    He didn’t bother to knock on the study door. He stormed inside to find his father standing behind his desk sorting through a small pile of envelopes. Salt and pepper hair neatly parted to the side, a chiseled face with a touch of stubble, dressed in a tailored tux - Zeus had movie star looks that would make any mortal female swoon.  
 
    Zeus looked unfazed by his son’s intrusion. “It’s good to see you, Ares. Staying out of trouble?” 
 
    Ares huffed. “Why do you care?” 
 
    “Because when you get your nose out of joint, the rest of us have to clean up whatever you’ve destroyed.” 
 
    “I’m fine, Dad. Thanks for asking. What do you want? Why did you summon me?” 
 
    Zeus set the envelopes on the desk. “Hades told me about your little friend.” 
 
    “That was quick for the old man. Did he tell you that he hit on her?” 
 
    “He left that out. He didn’t leave out the part that you’re sleeping with a vampire.” 
 
    “It’s none of his fucking business.” 
 
    “Language.” 
 
    “Oh, forgive me, your excellency.” 
 
    Zeus shook his head as a growl escaped his throat. “Where is she?” 
 
    “In Vegas. As soon as I sense her fall asleep, she’ll be in my cave.” 
 
    Zeus glared at him. “You have to stop ghosting people, Ares. What if someone saw you?” 
 
    Ares grinned at his father. “I’ll kill them.” 
 
    Zeus slammed his fist on his desk. “Enough. Enough with the attitude. I am getting sick of this. You sense her? You’ve already gone too far. Do you know what could happen if you were to procreate with this...this creature? Vampires don’t die, Ares. Neither do their offspring. And think of the stigmatism she carries with her. She kills mortals. She feeds on them.” 
 
    “The weak ones. The ones who are dying. And the occasional fighter. She’s the Angel of Death, Zeus.” 
 
    “And appropriate to work with Hades. Not to be your plaything.” 
 
    Ares sighed. “Then help me. And you should know if I’m coming to you for help I’m desperate.” 
 
    Zeus stared at him wide-eyed. There was no doubt Ares shocked him. “What do you want my help with?” 
 
    Ares sucked in a quick breath before he spoke. “Change her. Don’t make her human. Make her into something else. Anything. Mermaid, siren, whatever. I’m not picky. If you don’t want me to be with a vampire, then change her into something you’ll approve of. I can’t let her go. Make her into something I’m worthy to love.” 
 
    Zeus frowned. “You’ve developed feelings for this creature?” 
 
    Ares shoved his hands in his slacks pockets. “I have.” 
 
    “And Aphrodite? What about her?” 
 
    “What about her?” 
 
    Zeus settled in his leather chair and tilted back a bit as he studied his son. “You’ve been together for thousands of years. Your affair is legendary. You’re ready to give her up for this...vampire?” 
 
    “We haven’t been together for a while. Thanks for staying up to date on that. Aphrodite is dating a vampire hunter.” 
 
    “Is that so?” 
 
    “Look, Zeus, I’m not here to chitchat. I’m sure you have some shindig  out there to prepare for.” Ares threw his thumb over his shoulder towards the noise. “There’s probably a shitload of people in the other room ready to throw money at you. Can you help me or not?” 
 
    Zeus stared at him for a long moment. “No.” 
 
    Ares snarled. “Then what do you want of me? You summoned me. I’m ready to get out of here.” 
 
    “Stay away from the vampire. End it.” 
 
    Ares glared at him. Then he felt it. A smothering drowsiness filled the far recess of his mind. He closed his eyes and let it take over for a moment. Then he thought of Juliet. He focused all of his concentration on her. Then he thought of her safe, tucked in the red satin sheets of his bed. The drowsiness grew faint until it was just a slight irritation. She was now in another country away from this madness. It was that easy to move her. His cock stiffened as imagined her naked. It was time to get home. 
 
    He opened his eyes and grinned at his father. “When was the last time I listened to what you had to say, Dad? I’ll do what I want when I want. And I want Juliet. You think there’s consequences of us being together? Fuck the consequences. And fuck you. I’ll figure out another way to keep her.” 
 
    “She’s not a pet, Ares.” 
 
    “No shit.” Ares spun on his toe and stormed out the door. “I’m out. Tell Mom hello for me.” 
 
    He didn’t stop his stride until he reached the front door. When his foot crossed the threshold, he disappeared into thin air. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Juliet nearly tumbled out of bed when she felt the soft fabric caress her naked body. She fought the fog that smothered her senses. She glanced sleepily around the cave. Instead of the brilliant, blue sky above her head, she was surrounded by gauzy creme colored curtains. The flames from the multiple candelabras set all over the room flickered leaving dark shadows cast along the rock walls. She looked like she was back in Hades club, not Ares’s home. Was she?  
 
    Her gaze fell on the god of war hunched over his knees as he sat on the final step of the stone staircase. She chided herself. Part of her knew she’d end up here. She believed every word that Ares said when he told her he was leaving her alone in Vegas at Dillion’s mercy. 
 
    She believed him so much she wandered the streets of Vegas alone. She couldn’t stop searching for the vampire hunter. If she weren’t scared out of her cursed immortal skin, she would have realized that Dillion was probably too busy to hunt her. It had been centuries since Juliet had been with a woman. She had been a mortal in the French court the last time she slept with another female, her best friend. Even then and now as a certified member of the undead, she preferred men. But she had to admit the goddess of love could make her change her tune in a heartbeat. Juliet would do anything Aphrodite wanted her do just to be in her bed for one night. 
 
    She paused. Not everything. She wouldn’t give up Ares. But she wasn’t sure he wanted her anymore. With what his uncle said about Zeus, she couldn’t blame him. 
 
    She squinted across the dim room to see what he was up to.  
 
    Ares was staring at her as he rubbed his fist with his free hand. He was dressed in a white linen shirt half unbuttoned to show a peek of his sculpted chest and a pair of black slacks. The cuffs of the shirt were rolled up to his elbows and an undone bow tie hung around his neck. 
 
    Juliet smirked. “Where are my clouds?”  
 
    “Gone,” Ares replied. 
 
    “So the basic decor of the Ancient Greek gods is a gothic haunted house? I feel like I’m back in Hades VIP room.” 
 
    “There’s nothing wrong with my decor.” 
 
    She frowned. “What’s wrong with you?” 
 
    He was silent for a long moment. “Nothing.” 
 
    “There is something obviously wrong. Tell me.” 
 
    He stood and stalked away. “Nothing you need to fucking worry about. So don’t.” 
 
    “Are we having an Olympus sized temper tantrum?” 
 
    He spun at her. The ground beneath the bed shook and a bolt of lightning pierced the sky above. “Juliet, enough.” 
 
    She bit her lower lip as she gathered the sheet around her and scooted off the bed. She pushed too far. She admitted it. But sometimes, Ares was too pompous for his own good.  
 
    She crossed the cave until she was just beneath his nose. “Thank you for defending me against Dillion. You could have turned me over to him. But I can’t be second to Aphrodite. You love her. I get that. I know what’s going on between us is just fun for you but—” 
 
    Her words were cut off by his mouth on hers. He gripped the sheet and pried it from her hands. He let it fall to the floor then pulled her bare body against him.  
 
    He tasted like the finest whiskey but that wasn’t what shook her. She sensed something from him. It was powerful, more powerful than any emotion she ever felt from herself. It engulfed her in its wave and drowned her in the wake. It filled every pore of her with blazing heat. She didn’t know what it was. If she ever felt this, it was hundreds of years ago before she was cursed. 
 
    All she knew is that she never wanted it to stop. 
 
    Ares lifted her up and guided her legs around his waist. Then he carried her back to the bed. He laid her down then stretched out beside her. 
 
    “That connection with you,” Juliet murmured. 
 
    “I know,” he replied. “I want to try something.” 
 
    “What do you want to try?” 
 
    He nuzzled his nose against hers as he brushed his mouth across hers. She arched up for his kiss. He pulled away and smiled. “I want to know what you were like when you were mortal.” He gathered her in his arms until she was molded against him. “Trust me, Juliet. Relax.” 
 
    She was lost in his kiss before she could question his motives. Her mind clouded, her thoughts jumbled. Everything was just Ares. She was lost in his scent, his touch, his taste. 
 
    Suddenly, she felt a chill. It wasn’t the typical cold that came from being a vampire. It felt like winter, or at least the beginning of it. The image in her mind cleared. She was in Paris outside the palace. There was frost on the grass beneath her feet. It would snow two days later. She remembered the day well.  
 
    She had just dismissed a regular lover after he paid her handsomely. It had been a long night of drinking, conversation and the kinkiest sex she had ever been exposed to. She bid him goodbye then slept until the sun set. She dined on the finest of pastries before she wrapped herself in her brand new shawl and made her way out into the night. 
 
    Juliet saw him the moment she stepped foot inside the palace. He had blond hair pulled back by a thin leather cord and wore fine clothes. His skin was paler than most. From across the room his ice blue eyes pierced her. He intrigued her more than most of the men that came into the king’s presence. She would have to work a little harder for this one. Not that it mattered. She was the most desired, highest paid courtesan in the palace.  
 
    If she wanted him, she’d get him. And there was no doubt in her mind that she wanted him. 
 
    Juliet followed him deeper into the palace. They hadn’t reached the throne room before he turned back to face her. Juliet hardly opened her mouth to greet him when he kissed her hard and deep. She clung to him for dear life as he gripped her close then pressed her against the wall with his body. 
 
    If only then—she had realized he had fangs. 
 
    When they parted breathless from each other, he introduced himself as Antonius. He already knew who she was and he was prepared to pay her as much as she wanted to spend the night with her. 
 
    And what a night. No small talk, no games. Just the rawest, most decadent sex she ever had. The man was insatiable. The heat between them was undeniable. He fucked her until just before sunup then disappeared as she dozed off. 
 
    Antonius filled her bed every night for the next couple of weeks. He told her she was beautiful. He called her a goddess, a priceless work of art. He lauded her for her ruthlessness with the other men and women in the palace. He promised he would want her for eternity. 
 
    As each night with him passed, her feelings for him changed. They were no longer cold and professional, a woman pleasing a man for money. No. They were warm, sensual, powerful. She never felt that way about anyone else ever in her life. She didn’t want him to leave her when he slipped out from beneath her sheets. She begged him to stay. He always silenced her with a chaste kiss on her lips then disappeared into the night. 
 
    The other courtesans that gave into the notion of being a man’s mistress spoke of the concept of love. Was that was what she was feeling for Antonius? 
 
    Then the last eve of the year arrived. 
 
    Juliet hurried home from the palace as twilight set. There were divots in the drifts left by bootsteps and the blades of the sleighs. The warm glow beaming out of the windows of the houses along the Paris streets looked almost like modern day streetlights through the thick snow laden boughs of the trees in the park. She couldn’t wait until she was in her own home next to the fire. Antonius was coming. The thought left her heart aflutter. 
 
    He arrived at her apartment shortly after she did. He didn’t say a word. He kissed her hard and deep as he slowly undressed her.  
 
    She was mindless with need in his embrace. She didn’t notice the words that tumbled out of her mouth. 
 
    She told him that she loved him. 
 
    He asked as he feasted on her body how long she would love him. 
 
    She vowed with a moan she would love him until the day she died. 
 
    He questioned as he buried himself deep inside her if she would love him for eternity. Would she belong only to him, serve him, worship him for eternity? 
 
    She cried out her promise as the rush overcame her. Yes, she would. 
 
    He gently turned her neck to the side as he grunted out his release. She felt his teeth scrape her flesh. 
 
    Juliet gasped for air as Ares’s broke the kiss. She scrambled across the bed until she was perched in the furthest corner from him. She curled herself in a ball without taking her gaze off him. What she felt for Antonius was what she sensed from Ares. Except it was so much stronger. 
 
    Love. She felt love. But was it from him? Or was it resonating from her? Whoever it came from, it was the most intense emotion she’d ever felt. 
 
    Ares sat up against the head of the bed and crossed his arms over his broad chest. He snarled at her. The ground tumbled again. “Antonius, huh? Who was the son of a bitch?” 
 
    Juliet’s voice was a weak, tiny squeak. “Is.” 
 
    “What do you mean ‘is’?” 
 
    “Had you held on for a moment or two longer, you would have seen Antonius sink his fangs into me just enough to turn me. You would have felt me go through the most horrifying pain possible. He locked me in a room in some house I had never seen before. He let me change. It hurt so much I wished I would die. Then, when I couldn’t take it anymore, Atticus brought Beatrice to the house and locked her in with me. She was my closest friend and sometimes my lover. She cried when she saw me and what he had done to me. I couldn’t kill her. I couldn’t feed on her. I shook in pain for hours but I loved her more intimately than I had anyone else before Antonius. I couldn’t end her life. So he did it for me after he tortured her in front of me. He abandoned me in that room. Called me worthless. Called me a waste of his gift.” 
 
    “So this asshole is still walking the planet?” 
 
    “He’s a vampire, Ares. He’s immortal.” 
 
    “No, baby. I’m a god. I’m immortal. I can’t die. Your little friend? He’s one bright, shiny sunbeam away from a painful, horrible death. And believe me, I’m going to arrange it.” 
 
    “Why? For changing me?” 
 
    “No. For touching you in the first place. For taking your love for his own. That right didn’t belong to him. It belongs to me.” 
 
    Juliet gave a weak laugh. “My love? It belongs to you?” 
 
    Ares sat up on his knees and reached for her. He pulled her to her knees until she was tight against him. She felt his warmth radiate through his expensive clothes. His gaze burned into hers. “Yes, it does.” 
 
    “He changed me centuries ago.” 
 
    “I would have found you.” 
 
    “I was mortal.” 
 
    “I would have changed you.” 
 
    “Is that what’s bothering you now? You want to change me?” 
 
    He paused a moment. “Yes. I went to Zeus. He won’t do it. So I have to find a god or goddess who will help me.” 
 
    Juliet cocked her head as she smiled. “Is it that big of a deal to have some who can keep up with your sexual appetite?” 
 
    Her smile faded at his stone cold glare. “No. I told you that your love belongs to me. You belong to me. You are mine.” 
 
    “Your concubine.” 
 
    “My lover.” 
 
    Juliet pulled away from him but he kept his hold tight. This was too much. Her head was swimming from what he said. “Lover is a two way street, Ares. I haven’t even said that…” 
 
    “That you love me? I felt it.” 
 
    Juliet’s heart fell. So that overpowering rush of emotion was her. It hadn’t come from him.  
 
    He nuzzled his nose against hers. “You didn’t feel my love for you?” 
 
    Her eyes opened wide. “I felt something. I wasn’t sure what—” She sunk into his kiss. It sent lust coursing through her ice cold veins. But something else was there. It set off butterflies in her belly.  
 
    As they broke apart, he murmured to her. “I love you, Juliet. I would end the world for you.” 
 
    “Don’t. Just leave the world as it is.” 
 
    He chuckled. “If you insist.” 
 
    She ran the pad of her thumb across his bottom lip. “I love you, Ares.” 
 
    A soft growl slipped from Ares’s throat as he snapped his fingers. They were suddenly enveloped in pitch black darkness. She felt his hands between them fumbling with his clothes. 
 
    “What did you do to the light?” she questioned, her words just a breath. 
 
    “I know you’ve got a few notches on your bedpost, my love. But have you ever had sex under the stars?” 
 
    “Can’t say that I…” 
 
    The black slowly melted away into a sultry twilight. The sky above was a brilliant blanket of galaxies. It had been centuries since Juliet had seen stars so bright. 
 
    Her attention was torn away from the created sky above to Ares.  
 
    His fingers whipped down his chest as he unbuttoned his dress shirt.  
 
    Juliet wrapped her hands around his to still him. She gave him a wicked smile as she finished with his buttons then trailed down to the zipper on his slacks. “Let me undress you.” 
 
    He trembled at her touch. “As you wish.” 
 
    Her gaze never left his as she took her time to unfasten his pants. She slipped her fingers into his briefs to free his cock. She pumped her fist up and down the length of him. He grew harder at her touch. “You’re a god. Shouldn’t I worship you?” 
 
    His voice cracked. “On your knees, baby.” 
 
    Juliet dropped to her knees at his feet then stared up at him. Her god stood tall and dangerous above her. His thick, long cock was rigid in her hand. She ran her tongue around the tip to catch a drip of precum then down the length of him. She enveloped one of his balls in her mouth then the other.  
 
    He hissed in response. 
 
    She trailed her lips along the underside of his cock before she took the length of him in her mouth. She bobbed her head up and down him as she sucked. He wound his fingers in his hair as he caressed her head. The tip of his cock hit the back of her throat when he bucked. She was surprised she didn’t gag. She held her head still as he took over, thrusting harder and faster. His breath came out in ragged gasps. A thin sheen of sweat beaded on his exposed skin. It made his shirt stick to his flesh and define his muscles. 
 
    He threw back his head and roared as he released in her mouth. She swallowed as quickly as she could. Whatever she missed, she lapped off his flesh obediently. She let him go with a pop of her lips then gazed up at him.  
 
    His voice sounded like rolling thunder. “Stand up. Now.” 
 
    She slowly rose to her feet before him. A force struck her and pressed her to the rock wall. Ares’s clothes were long gone. His bare flesh molded tight against her.  
 
    He wrapped his hands around her thighs and lifted her up. She wrapped her legs around his hips and her arms around his shoulders. The tip of his cock nudged against her folds, dipping barely inside but enough to set her on fire.  
 
    He cupped a hand under her as he plumped up her breast with the other. He circled the nub with his tongue the sucked it into his mouth. His teeth scraped against the sensitive bud. She whimpered as she cradled his head to her.  
 
    The words she murmured were incoherent even to her. She just knew she never wanted him to stop. 
 
    She groaned as he arched his hips up and impaled her. His thrusts were slow and deliberate. His mouth left her breast only to feast on the other one. His tantalizing strokes built the tension in her into inferno. She peppered his face with kisses as she bounced to meet him. Each nerve singed as she grew closer and closer to her orgasm. 
 
    His hips picked the pace as he drove into her harder. She clenched him closer to her as she trembled. Ares let go of her breast then gripped her ass to control their strokes. He plowed into her deep and slow. It was all that was needed to push her over the edge, the ecstasy drowning her in its wake and leaving her breathless.  
 
    His hips slowed to a stop as he kissed her forehead.  
 
    Her orgasm was so powerful she’d missed the warm rush of his release. 
 
    It took a moment for him to find his voice. “Bed.” 
 
    Juliet pressed a long, slow kiss to his lips. “Yes, please.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    The pure white light from the full moon fell through the thick tree branches in slivers. The floor of the forest was blanketed with fallen leaves, pine needles and broken twigs that snapped beneath Juliet’s boots. She stared at Ares’s back as she hurried to keep up with him. Once again, he aspirated them out of his cave into the middle of nowhere and again, she was following a few steps behind him. All those sweet words of love and devotion were a bullshit lie. She was just his concubine after all. 
 
    She jolted a few inches in the ground as she felt a large hand reach back and wrap tight around hers. “The Black Forest in Germany,” Ares spoke. 
 
    “Say what?” Juliet questioned. 
 
    “You’re wondering where the fuck we are. We’re in the Black Forest. I’m looking for someone.” 
 
    “Oh. Got it. And you’re holding my hand why?” 
 
    “Because you called what I feel a bullshit lie. It’s not. You need to understand something. This? You and me? I’m not used to it. I fuck and I move on. Well, except for Aphrodite. And baby, I didn’t make an effort to hold her hand. And I don’t slow my pace when I walk. I’m on a mission wherever I go because my actions alter the very fabric of this universe. So just be patient with me. I love you. Nothing will change that ever.” 
 
    Juliet couldn’t fight the smile that cracked her lips. She just hoped the darkness of the woods hid it. “So who exactly are we looking for?” 
 
    “An old friend.” 
 
    “Going to need a little more there, lover.” 
 
    Ares chuckled a little. “Well, you know so much about the Greek gods. We’re looking for Pan.” 
 
    Juliet frowned. Ares was the son of Zeus himself. Why was he searching for such a low level god? 
 
    Ares spoke before she did, “He’s not as low level as you think, baby. I’ve known him since he was a little tyke. I watched the kid grow up. My sister and the higher level gods as you put it, probably have strict orders from Dad not to help me out. But Pan will.” 
 
    “I wish you’d stop that.” 
 
    “What? Reading your thoughts?” 
 
    “Yes. Kind of an invasion of privacy, don’t you think?” 
 
    “It amuses me. And I love that nearly constant intimate connection with you. You can read mine too.” 
 
    “No, I can’t.” 
 
    “Just concentrate.” 
 
    Juliet closed her eyes and forced every thought from her mind. She felt a thin strand of consciousness in her brain, one she didn’t remember being there before. She had no idea how she managed to follow it but she did.  
 
    She laughed a little. “Sex and fighting. Nice.” 
 
    “I’m the Greek god of war. What did you expect from me? Be happy.” 
 
    “That the sexual fantasies are all of me? I am.” The smile faded from her lips. Suddenly, she gasped and pulled free from Ares in horror. She could see his face in the dim light. He wasn’t smiling either. 
 
    “You aren’t just going to Pan to figure out how to change me to something else,” she accused. 
 
    He glared at her. “No, I’m not.” 
 
    “You want Pan to find Antonius. What you plan to do to him…” She shivered at the thought. 
 
    “Don’t still have feelings for your old boyfriend, do you?” 
 
    “You know I don’t. You keep rummaging around in my thoughts. But what you’re planning is barbaric even for him.” 
 
    He stepped closer to her until he was hovering over her. “It’s not even close for what he did to you. Sometimes, it’s great to be me. I’ve created thousands of years of war. And the most heinous actions these humans have done to each other I’m going to do to him. And more.” 
 
    A rustle of branches tore their attention from each other. Ares stepped between Juliet and the noise.  
 
    A creature stepped out illumined in the glow of the moon. From the waist down, he was a goat. From the waist up, he had the body of a handsome, well built man in his twenties. Dark brown hair fell down in long waves past his goat horns.  
 
    She heard Ares let out a long, slow breath before he spoke, “Pan.” 
 
    A smile spread across Pan’s lips. “Ares, it’s good to see you, old man.” 
 
    Ares strode across the moonlit forest floor to the young god. “Watch the old man cracks, kiddo. How’ve you been?” 
 
    “Great.” Pan stretched to look around Ares. “Who’s the pretty lady? A little gothic for your tastes.” 
 
    Ares glanced back at Juliet with a sinful grin. “Juliet, I’d like you to meet Pan, god of the wild, shepherds, flocks, rustic crap he tries to pass off as music. Oh, and he’s the companion of nymphs if you get my meaning. Pan, this beauty is Juliet and she is mine.” 
 
    Pan’s brow furrowed as he stared at Juliet. “The vampire.” 
 
    Ares glared at him. “How do you know she’s a vampire?” 
 
    “Your dad already sent us the memo. He said that you are looking for help to change her into anything but a vampire. Or mortal. We aren’t to get involved. None of us. If we do, we have to deal with Zeus himself.” 
 
    “Son of a bitch.” Ares shook his head as he clenched his hands to his hips. “I didn’t figure you could change her. I need you to look for someone else.” 
 
    “Like who?” 
 
    “Like a vampire named Antonius. Can you ask around? See if your nymphs might know where he is?” 
 
    “Of course. But why are you looking for him?” 
 
    “I want him dead.” 
 
    Pan stared at him, his eyes wide with shock.  
 
    Ares huffed. “It’s not the first time you’ve heard me say that. It’s probably not the first time this week.” 
 
    Pan shrugged. “Yeah. But usually it’s a warlord or a world leader or some puny fighter. But a vampire? What makes you want to kill…” Pan’s voice trailed off as he glanced at Juliet. “Oh. He bit her, didn’t he?” 
 
    “You’re quick there, Pan. He did more than turn her. For the evil he did, I want his blood. Can you help me or not?” 
 
    Pan bit his lower lip.  
 
    Juliet smiled a little. It was kind of adorable. She fought it back when she heard Ares growl. 
 
    “I could talk to Eros and have him ask around,” Pan replied. 
 
    “Why would you ask that greasy little shit?” Ares demanded. 
 
    “Isn’t that greasy little shit your son?” 
 
    “Unfortunately, yes. He’s certainly his mother’s son. He’s just like her. It’d be great if he could keep it in his pants.” 
 
    Pan pursed his lips while he shuffled his hooves uncomfortably.  
 
    Ares balled up his fists by his sides. “What is your problem?” 
 
    Juliet laughed. “Pot calling the kettle black maybe?” 
 
    Ares scowled at her.  
 
    Pan pointed at Juliet and chuckled. “That.” 
 
    “Fuck it. I’m wasting my time.” Ares threw up his hands and stormed off through the trees. 
 
    Juliet watched him go for a moment. She grinned at Pan then took off. Her extreme speed had her stopped in front of Ares in a second. 
 
    “Get the fuck out of my way,” he warned. 
 
    Juliet tugged him to her and parted his lips with hers. He sunk into it as he pulled her against him. 
 
    She nuzzled her nose against his as they parted. “Guess I didn’t fall in love with a god with a sense of humor.” 
 
    Ares brushed a lock of hair from her face. “For your information, it’s been in my pants for everyone but you since I met you.” 
 
    “Good. Because you belong to me.” 
 
    “Ditto, sweetheart.” 
 
    The snap of a twig tore Juliet and Ares’ attention away from each other.  
 
    Pan had followed them and was standing amongst the trees illuminated by a pure white beam of moonlight.  
 
    She didn’t know a goat could shuffle its hooves like Pan did his.  
 
    He fidgeted like a bashful teenage boy about to ask his crush on a date. 
 
    “Yes?” Ares questioned.  
 
    Juliet could see him fighting back an amused grin at the younger god. 
 
    “I’ll ask around for you,” Pan answered. “I mean, for this Antonius guy. If you want.” 
 
    “I would appreciate that, thank you.” 
 
    “I didn’t mean to offend, old man.” 
 
    “No harm, no foul. I need to get a sense of humor. It was kind of funny.” 
 
    Juliet laid her head on his shoulder as she hugged him tight. She closed her eyes to try to sense him. His emotion came off him in soft, warm waves. Contentment. Joy. Love. In a way, it was an odd combination for the god of war. She could feel an awkwardness to it. But he wasn’t fighting it. Instead, he was enjoying the change. She sighed deeply as snuggled closer to him. 
 
    Pan scuffed a hoof in the scattered leaves. “And I’ll ask around the gods to see if there is anyone who will help you. You know…” Pan pointed at Juliet. “To change her.” 
 
    Ares frowned. “Pan, you don’t have to do that. I can ask around. Don’t get on my Dad’s bad side. He’s pretty fond of you.” 
 
    Pan shrugged. “I talk more to the inner sanctum than you do since you tend to piss them all off. I know that there are a couple Zeus has angered. I hear your Mom is on the top of the list. If I understood right, some of the more prominent gods have been called in to clean up a mess he made between him and this hideous Washington DC prostitute he slept with before it becomes one of those scandals on television. Hades has even left Vegas to lend a hand. A Washington senator and a hooker. Seems cliche almost. It’s funny how quickly his liaisons are brought to light these days. Bet he regrets technology now, huh? Remember when we’d have to wait for someone like Homer to write them down?” 
 
    Ares chuckled. “I do. Those were the good old days.” 
 
    “They were. I’ll be in touch. I have to go. I have a wood nymph waiting for me.” He bowed low towards the couple. “Miss, it was good to meet you. I will see you both soon.”  
 
    Ares and Juliet held each other in silence as they watched the young god disappear into the woods. 
 
    Ares stared off into the dark.  
 
    Juliet watched him as she frowned confused. The forest around them came to life. The air filled with the sounds of creatures coming out of hiding. Some she could make out. Others didn’t sound human. “Ares?” she pried. 
 
    He sighed. “I have to go.” 
 
    “Go? Go where?” 
 
    He turned back to her and gazed in her eyes. “Let’s just say I have to go to work.” 
 
    “You have a fight.” 
 
    “I have a war.” 
 
    Her voice squeaked. “Oh.” 
 
    “I’ll send you home first.” 
 
    Juliet bit her lower lip. “Can you send me somewhere else? I’m sorry, baby. The burn is setting in. I’m trying to fight it but the pain will follow. And then I get really angry.” 
 
    He grinned at her. “Trust me?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “All right. Go home. I’ll get you when I’m ready.” 
 
    Before Juliet could respond, she was standing in the cave next to the large, plush bed. She paced the cavern as she stared up at the ceiling above. When her lover wasn’t there it was just stone. She missed the blue sky and fluffy clouds. She huffed sadly. She missed him, his warm flesh, his sweet kiss, even his sour mood. 
 
    She gasped as the cavern around her melted away. A split second later, she found herself in another, one that was pitch black. For being this dark, it surprised her that it was hot and arid. She blinked a few times to adjust her sight. 
 
    “There.” 
 
    Juliet looked around her puzzled. “Where? Ares? Are you there?” 
 
     A soft glow illumined him in the dark…the sight stole her breath.  
 
    He wasn’t dressed in a grunge rock band t-shirt and jeans like he normally wore. Instead, he was clothed in military fatigues stained with crimson. The rips in  his clothes hinted at the tattoos on his biceps and chest but now he bore a few celestial images etched into his flesh. A large semi-automatic rifle was bound to his hip with a gold cord.  
 
    She couldn’t see any source to the light. It seemed to emit from him. 
 
    He nodded to the floor. “There.” 
 
    She glanced down at her feet to find a body lying there covered in blood. She couldn’t make out his nationality by his ragged clothes. Whatever happened to him distorted his features. 
 
    “Is he?” she asked. 
 
    “Dead. Yeah. Shoot out that just happened. Do your thing.” 
 
    The words escaped her lips before she could stop them, “Aww, you got me takeout.” 
 
    “Juliet, seriously. I’m on the clock here.” 
 
    She blinked at him stunned, then dropped to her knees next to the body. 
 
    Juliet tilted the disfigured head to the side until she could make out his jugular. Then she bared her fangs and sunk them into his flesh. Ares wasn’t kidding when he said this guy just passed. His blood was still warm on her tongue.  
 
    Once she was done, she sat back on his heels and wiped her chin with the back of her hand. She glanced up to see Ares staring off in the other direction. The god, in all of his holy splendor, looked a little green around the gills. She took a second to take him in before she spoke, “I’m done.” 
 
    “Great.” The light in his hands extinguished leaving her in the dark.  
 
    A second later, she was standing in his cavern again. She let out a heavy sigh as she unbuttoned her dress and let it slip down her body until it pooled at her feet on the stone floor. She didn’t know whether it was day or night anymore. Her belly was full and her eyes were sore. It was time to get some sleep. She tossed back the silk sheets of Ares’s massive bed and slipped between them. Then she laid her head on the pillow. 
 
    “You aren’t going to bed yet, are you?” 
 
    Juliet bolted up from the pillow and spun towards the voice.  
 
    Ares stood beside the bed once again, dressed in a pair of worn jeans and a Pearl Jam T-shirt. In each hand, he held a champagne flute filled nearly to the brim. The cavern ceiling above was dark and filled with stars. The floor around them was scattered with rose petals so fresh their scent was thick in the air. 
 
    He held a flute out to her. “We’ve seen each other in our real state. Maybe we should talk.” 
 
    Juliet took the flute from him with a smirk. “Guess this means you’re done getting cozy with me?” 
 
    Ares sat down on the mattress next to her and took a sip of champagne. “What makes you say that?” 
 
    “You saw me feed. You looked like you were about to hurl.” 
 
    He chuckled. “Yeah. I’m sorry, beautiful, but that was disgusting.” He wrapped his arm around her and hugged her against him. “No, that whole incident reminded me that I’m straying off course. I want to destroy Antonius slowly but first things first. I need to work my charm on my family and find someone to change you. And Pan’s right. The first one I’m going to is Mom. She hates me as much as Dad does but if Dad has pissed her off enough, she might just do it.” 
 
    Juliet sipped at her bubbly liquid then spoke, “So in the cave. Was that your true form? I mean as in Greek god?” 
 
    “Yeah, that was me.” 
 
    “You have to get some looks if you’re parading around in the middle of a war like that.” 
 
    “When I’m working, I’m invisible. When you watch the sun rise, do you see Apollo driving his chariot? Well, it’s a sports car now. A gold one. It’s dog ugly.” 
 
    “Sweetheart, I haven’t seen the sun rise in centuries.” 
 
    Ares cringed beneath her touch. “My bad.” 
 
    “You’re forgiven. But yes, I get your point. Then why did I see you?” 
 
    He dipped his head towards hers until he captured her lips with his. His deep, soul wrenching kiss left her lips bruised. “Because our souls are connected.” 
 
    “Got bad news for you there. I’m a vampire. I have no soul.” 
 
    “I beg to differ. It may be decayed but it’s there. Maybe Antonius didn’t get the job done like he thought.” 
 
    Juliet shook her head. “You’re crazy.” 
 
    “Am I? I feel it, Juliet. You may not believe me but I do.” Ares kissed her hard and deep then stood. He set his glass of champagne on the bedside table then strode across the rock floor. 
 
    Out of thin air, an enormous wardrobe appeared. It was twice the length of the bed and at least two feet taller than Ares. By the way it stuck out from the wall, he could step inside and walk around. The designs etched into the silver flecked white marble were inlaid with gold. There was no way possible any mortal could own something like this. It had to hold the clothes of a god. 
 
    “Wine me, kiss me and leave me wanting you?” she teased. 
 
    Ares chuckled. “Believe me. There’s nothing I want more than to crawl beneath those sheets with you and make you scream my name for hours. I need to do this.” He opened the doors and disappeared, closing them behind him.  
 
    Juliet frowned as she stared at the sculpted gold cherubs and deer that were carved into the stone of the wardrobe. Was that it? Did he just go without even a goodbye?  
 
    The doors flew wide without assistance as Ares stepped out again. His jeans and T-shirt were gone. Instead, he was wearing a pair of black slacks, a black suit coat, white linen shirt and a blood red tie. The wardrobe closed behind him obediently then disappeared. He grinned at Juliet. “How do I look?” 
 
    Juliet knew her jaw dropped to her lap as she gaped at him. She didn’t care. All the quick change did was make her want him more. There was just more wrapping on the gift to rip off now. And when the time came for her to do so, she was going to make sure he was screaming her name instead. “You look amazing. Why the change in duds?” 
 
    Ares strode towards the stone staircase. A cabinet appeared just like the wardrobe, this time with blood red carvings etched into onyx. It opened as he neared. He reached in and pulled free a long white box wrapped with a scarlet ribbon. “Mom hates it when I show up looking like a slob. Her words exactly. She says it desecrates her home and my father’s image.” 
 
    “Wow. The gods are that particular about Olympus?” 
 
    “They are. But that’s not where my parents are living.” 
 
    “Where else could the king and queen of the Greek gods live?” 
 
    Ares laughed. It sounded like thunder as it echoed off the walls of the cavern. “Where all men of power live. Washington D.C. My dad has a second career as a United States Senator. Ever heard of Senator Alastair Lynch? That’s my dad. It’s Zeus.” 
 
    Juliet shook her head in disbelief. “You’re telling me that Lynch is Zeus? The senator who’s been behind all those technology bills being pushed through Congress? The one who’s in the tabloids every other week having another affair but nothing ever comes of it?” 
 
    “Think about it. Doesn’t that last description of Lynch sound just like my dad?” 
 
    She bit her lower lip anxiously. “Noted. So your mom is Elizabeth Lynch? She’s so freaking beautiful. She’s the senator’s wife that’s always rubbing elbows with the First Lady. She’s influenced a few of her husband’s colleagues to pass some pretty substantial health care bills, especially for women. And doesn’t she have pet peacocks?” 
 
    “You sound like Hera’s fangirl.” 
 
    “Angel of Death, remember? I spend a lot of time in hospitals. I hate seeing the suffering. So anyone who would want to lessen that is a goddess in my book.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t that cut off your food source?” 
 
    Juliet shrugged without a word.  
 
    Ares sighed and continued. “Before you put Mom too high on a pedestal, she’s a certifiable bitch. She is insanely jealous and she doesn’t get people fired. She gets them killed. Dad has to clean up just as many of her messes as she does his. I’m pretty sure my parents hate each other but they need each other. They can’t control themselves, so they need the other to make the problem disappear.” 
 
    “Like your dad’s indiscretions.” 
 
    “Like she just sent a handful of gods to take care of the last one. She sent Hades.” 
 
    “You mean this girl is dead? Does she ever call you? You are her son.” 
 
    “Hades has a lot of hookers in the underworld thanks to Mom’s jealousy and Dad’s lack of ability to keep his cock out of mortal women. And Mom stopped calling me when I got there before everyone else. The rest of the gods found me in bed with the victim in question in the middle of some pretty deviant things. It was a little hard to kill her when I was balls deep inside her.” 
 
    Juliet bit back a growl. “Like father, like son.” 
 
    “True, except I found love. I don’t think Zeus knows what that is.” Ares pulled a gold pocket watch from his slacks and flipped it open. He studied it for a moment. “I hate to cut off this chat but I need to get to Mom before she leaves for her daily coffee date with the First Lady. She likes to pop a piece of ambrosia just before she leaves.” He held the box in his hand out a bit to her. “Just so happens I was saving a fresh batch for her if I ever needed it. Today’s the day. Nothing is more important than reversing your curse.” 
 
    “Ares,” Juliet began. 
 
    “Gotta go.” He strode to the bed and pressed a hard, wet kiss to her lips. A moment later, he was gone, leaving Juliet alone in the cavern with the brilliant night sky still shining overhead. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    The sound of his boot steps on the granite floor echoed throughout the empty house. Ares frowned. Where was the hired help? Was he too late? Or did Mom turn them into some sort of vermin? 
 
    He huffed. He wasn’t lying when he said his mother was a bitch. She manipulated mortals and gods alike. Even him. More than once, he was forced to play the good son in her little facade as a senator’s wife. He hated every second at her side dressed in the finest while playing her puppet. After he was free of her grasp, he binged on alcohol and whores. Or he started a massive war. It depended on his mood. 
 
    He stepped inside the study and growled.  
 
    Hera stood staring out the window into her garden.  
 
    Out on the lawn, three peacocks strutted in brilliant colors amongst the flower beds. A glass of wine sat next to an aged bottle. The corkscrew that was still drilled into the cork left the pungent scent of alcohol in the room. 
 
    She turned slowly and smiled.  
 
    Her smirk sent chills through his veins.  
 
    “So what do I owe the honor of the great god of war visiting me?” 
 
    “Hey, Mom,” Ares replied. “Day drinking, huh?” 
 
    “Ares, I’ve been drinking wine since I came into existence.” She nodded to white box in his hand. “And is that a gift you’ve brought for me? What do you want from me?” 
 
    “Can’t a boy bring his mother a gift without wanting something?” 
 
    Hera laughed. Her voice was beautiful but terrifying. He was sure he saw a bird or two drop dead outside.  
 
    “Please, son. Let’s not pretend we’re the perfect family. I am the queen of the universe. You are the family reject. So I ask again. What do you want?” 
 
    Ares took a moment to bite back his rising temper. Why his mother had to be a bitch to him still baffled him. But then again, she was a bitch to his father and half-siblings, too. It wasn’t like she played favorites. “Fine. I need a favor.” 
 
    Hera reached down to her desk and swept up the stem of the wine glass between her long, pale fingers. She brought it to her lips and took a sip. She glared at him. “If it has to do with that vampire you’re playing with, the answer is no.” 
 
    “How do you know about Juliet?” 
 
    “You’re father warned us all about her. He seemed to emphasize it more to me. I believe he actually thought I would help you. I’m beginning to believe that fornicating with all those whores has finally corrupted his brain.” 
 
    He growled at her. “So you’re not even going to hear me out.”  
 
    “Why should I? You are the son of the great god Zeus. Maybe you should start acting like it. Be a son a mother could be proud of. I thought you couldn’t stoop any lower when you were sleeping with that tramp Aphrodite. Now I see I was wrong. She’s a cursed, undead creature. I couldn’t bless this if I wanted to. Which I don’t.” 
 
    “Then make her undead. You could transform her into anything that would make you happy as long as it’s eternal.” 
 
    Her eyes narrowed to thin slits. “You act like you are in love with this...thing.” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    She huffed for a moment and stayed silent. Then she spoke, “No. Absolutely not.” 
 
    Ares clenched the box so hard in his fist he felt the thin cardboard crack beneath his fingertips. “Even if it would make me happy?” 
 
    “Definitely if it would make you happy. I could care less about your happiness.” 
 
    He shook his head in disbelief. He spun on the toe of his boot and stormed towards the door. “Thanks, Mom. Great talk. I wouldn’t want to take any more of your time.” 
 
     “Ares, wait.” 
 
    He stopped cold at her voice. then turned and glared at her. “What?” 
 
    Hera set her glass on the desk. He didn’t miss the pout on her face as she brushed a stray strand of blonde hair that escaped her bun from her face. “Aren’t you going to leave my gift?” 
 
    He let go an exasperated laugh. “No, Mom. I think I’ll share it with a special girl instead. Have a good day.” 
 
    “You’re not supposed to share ambrosia with anyone but us gods.” 
 
     He didn’t stop when she shouted after him. 
 
    “Don’t give any to that vampire you’re sleeping with. Just bring that box back here to me.” 
 
    Her voice faded away as the front door of the mansion slammed shut behind him. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Ares stormed down the sidewalk, growling at anyone he passed. He had no idea how long he’d been walking. In all the thousands of years, he had walked this cursed planet, he had never been so angry with his mother. He knew she was heartless. He knew she hated him. No wonder he was so fucked up. 
 
    He sighed heavily as he dodged a couple of nuns scuttling past him. He’d failed Juliet. He wanted to free her from what that bastard vampire did to her. He promised her that. Now his only chance to liberate the woman he loved shut him down and humiliated him the entire time as she did so. 
 
    He hated his mom with the passion of a thousand burning suns. 
 
    “What brings you to these parts, stranger?” 
 
    His head snapped up at the voice.  
 
    Athena stood in front of him blocking his path dressed in her military work uniform. 
 
    Ares snarled. “What the hell do you want?” 
 
    “I could ask you the same thing. You’ve never visited me before at work. Makes me wonder what my big, bad, strong brother could possibly want.” 
 
    Ares frowned then looked past her. The Pentagon loomed behind her like a crouching beast. How far did he wander? “I visited Mom,” he grumbled. 
 
    Athena blew out a slow, steady breath. She strode to a park bench and sat down. Then she patted the spot beside her. “Sit. Tell me what the bitch did.” 
 
    He shuffled to the bench and dropped onto it beside her. He smirked “Did you just call Hera a bitch?” 
 
    “If the shoe fits. Or in her case, the five hundred dollar designer stilettos.” 
 
    Ares looked down at the crumpled box he had clenched in his hand. He was surprised it was still in one piece. He pulled the top off and tossed the pieces on the ground. He held the rest of the box out to her. “Ambrosia?” 
 
    Athena took a piece and popped it in her mouth with a grin. “Don’t mind if I do. Now spill. Does this have to do with Juliet?” 
 
    Ares gaped at her in disbelief for a long moment as he held the box for her. Finally, he spoke, “Yes. Well, no. I went to her to help me change Juliet and break her curse. But then she tore into me and reminded me repeatedly what a worthless piece of shit I am and how much she hates me.” 
 
    Athena huffed as she dangled her military-issue flat off her perfect big toe. “Typical Hera.” 
 
    “Like she acts that way to you. You’re their little princess,” he accused with a snarl. 
 
    “I’m Dad’s little princess. Hera isn’t my mom, remember? She hates me nearly as much as she hates you.” 
 
    “Athena, everyone hates me. No wonder I’m so fucked up. My parents have hated me since the day I came into existence. My entire family hates me. Not one living, breathing creature has ever cared about me.” He stopped for a moment as the image of Juliet popped into his mind. He felt that familiar bond they shared tug at his heart. Truthfully, he didn’t know if he ever stopped thinking about her. Even when he was at war, she was on his mind. “Except Juliet. I know she loves me. And I love her. I just want to save her from the pain she goes through being who she is.” 
 
    Athena cocked her head at him. Her eyes narrowed as if she were studying him. “She’s changed you.” 
 
    Ares stared back at her then shrugged. “Yeah, she has. I’m not sure I want to go back to who I was.” 
 
    “Why haven’t you asked if I would help you?” 
 
    “Because you’re Daddy’s little girl and Zeus gave strict orders to do nothing. Besides, you hate me just like the others. Don’t deny it.” 
 
    Athena plucked another piece of ambrosia from the box he held. “I’m not. I don’t like you. You’re violent and erratic and you act like a grade-A asshole nearly all the time. But you’re my brother and because of that and because I’ve watched you get the shit end of the stick for thousands of years, I love you. I don’t have to like you to love you, Ares.” 
 
    He frowned as he studied her. “You would help us? You would change Juliet?” 
 
    She returned his stare for a long moment. Then she gasped as she dramatically looked at the watch strapped to her wrist. “Gosh. Look at the time. I need to get back to work.” She leaned across the bench and pecked him on the cheek. “See you soon, brother.” 
 
    “Answer the question, Athena,” Ares demanded. 
 
    “Around here, around this place.” Athena waved towards the Pentagon. “It’s Anna. Family dinner is Sunday, Romeo. You should be there. If I have to deal with my stepmother, the bitch, then so do you.” She stood up quickly and strode as fast as she could towards the building.  
 
    Ares growled as he watched her disappear. He fought the urge to chase after her, to rip her a new one in front of her new temple and her new worshippers. Instead, he rose, spit on the ground and stalked away. 
 
    He stopped dead in his tracks as his gaze fell on an old man with his rickety flower cart. He was mesmerized by the bright colors of the blooms. He couldn’t remember the last time he appreciated the beauty they held. Had he ever picked them for Aphrodite? He didn’t think he did. But deep in his core he wanted to take a bunch home to Juliet. Did vampires like flowers? 
 
    “Can I help you?” the vendor chirped in a sing song voice. 
 
    Ares shook himself from his stupor then cleared his throat. He swiped his wallet from his back pocket. He scooped up a bouquet of blood red roses and dropped the bill before the old gent could say howdy do. 
 
    Ares glared at the roses as he shuffled away from baffled old man. He muttered under his breath, “I am so fucked.” 
 
    He rounded the corner into the alley and disappeared into thin air. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Juliet yawned as her eyes fluttered open. She stared dreamily at the celestial scene above her that blanketed the rock ceiling. It was a change from her fluffy clouds. Her gaze traced the paths of the stars, the haze of the meteor showers, the illumination of planets with no names.  
 
    She sighed to herself. There was no doubt in her mind that she loved being in Ares bed, of feeling the silk sheets on her naked flesh. But something deep inside her needed to roam. It didn’t necessarily want to feed. It desired to see something other than these stone walls. 
 
    Her brow crinkled in confusion as she heard repeated soft rhythmic thuds in the distance. Gripping the sheet to her chest to cover herself, she rose and turned towards the sound.  
 
    In a darkened corner of their cave, Ares sparred with a punching bag that hadn’t been hanging there before. He was dressed in nothing but a pair of loosely fitting fight shorts and a boxing glove wrapped tight around each hand. His skin held a thin sheen of sweat. His feet danced as he shuffled his steps with each punch. His muscles rippled as he threw a jab then a cross. His whole body was poetry as he silently warred with the bag.  
 
    Juliet had watched more fighters than she could remember over the past few hundred years. None of them held a candle to Ares’s beauty as he fought. 
 
    She tugged the sheet off the bed as she shimmed off the mattress. She wrapped the crimson satin around her as she wandered across the room to him. She stopped for a moment to admire the red roses in a crystal vase now sitting on the bedside table. Those weren’t there when she fell asleep either. Did the god of war do something as human as buy her flowers? She couldn’t fathom it. But there they were. She’d ask him but he’d probably give her some bullshit bravado about where they came from. She smiled as she continued on her way to him. 
 
    His arms froze in mid strike and fell to his sides as she drew closer. He swiped the back of his forearm across his forehead then gathered her into his arms. Being pressed up against a man this sweaty normally made her nauseated. This happened more times than she cared to remember when she was a courtesan. But with Ares, inhaling his scent, feeling his heart race against her fingertips pressed to his damp chest, she wanted to lose the sheet and lead him back to the bed. 
 
    “You’re up,” he said. 
 
    “And restless. Like you, I see,” she replied. 
 
    “My talk with Mom didn’t go as planned. It sucked balls actually. Hera is a world class bitch. She won’t help. I thought there for a second that my sister would. Then she took off without giving me a yay or nay.” He laid his forehead against hers. “I’m sorry, Juliet. I failed you.” 
 
    “Ares, you didn’t fail me. You did your best.” She frowned at him, confused. “I do have a question. You’re a god. Why can’t you do it?” 
 
    He let go a hopeless laugh. “Because what I make has a tendency to turn against me. The Amazons? We’re not exactly on speaking terms at the moment. Changing you would make things too complicated between us. And I can’t have you hating me.” 
 
    She lifted herself up on her tiptoes to kiss him. He parted her mouth to deepen it. She could taste something similar to honey on his tongue. She tugged him closer for more. 
 
    As they parted she murmured, “I need to get out of here. I love this place. Don’t get me wrong. But I haven’t been this cooped up in one spot in centuries. I need to go out.” 
 
    He grinned at her. “Well, then. You’re in luck. I’m heading to my club tonight. I’m so pissed off at my family and the other gods I need to fight.” 
 
    “And we leave when?” 
 
    He pushed her away from him.  
 
    The short distance made her feel vacant. What had she said that angered him? 
 
    A smile spread across her lips as the sheet disappeared. It was replaced by a skin tight black dress with spaghetti straps. The hem cut at her mid-thigh. On her feet were a pair of black stilettos. 
 
    She ran the tip of her tongue along a fang. “Not my usual style.” 
 
    “I’d rather dress you in a chiton,” Ares responded with a hungry gaze. “But that would be out of place at the club.” 
 
    “A chiton?” 
 
    He pressed a kiss to her lips as he traced his finger along her breast bone. A diamond necklace was left in its wake. “Only the best for my queen.” 
 
    “Guess I’ve upgraded from concubine, huh?” She glanced back at the bed. The sheet was tucked back into its place. The flowers caught her attention. “Where did the flowers come from?” 
 
    “I thought you would like them. I picked them up before I came home. I didn’t know if vampires liked roses are not.” 
 
    “They’re beautiful.” 
 
    “You think so?” 
 
    Juliet gazed at him. He almost seemed like a little puppy wanting her approval. She kissed his cheek. “I love them. Thank you.” 
 
    Ares chuckled as he took a step back. His fight shorts melted away. His skin was covered with an expensive pair of slacks, a linen dress shirt and a black tie. He held out his hand to her. “Ready?” 
 
    “I thought you were going to fight?” Juliet questioned as she threaded her fingers between his. 
 
    “The shorts are on under the suit. They’re the tight ones. I’ll let you peel them off when we get home.” He winked at her.  
 
    Seconds later, they disappeared. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    The dim light from the street lamps reflected off the dull red brick that lined the alleyway and illuminated the tiny puddles between the cobblestones. Juliet tightened her grip as she hurried to catch up with his stride.  
 
    As they walked, she was still a step or two behind him. A concubine snarky remark rested like venom on her tongue. That was until a large, dangerous looking fellow crossed their paths. She saw him for a brief second before Ares tucked her protectively behind him. It was then when she understood. He didn’t believe he was better than her. 
 
    He needed reaction time. She was a vampire. There were only a handful of things that could kill here and none of them were readily available in this damp, smelly corridor. She had lived centuries. Yet, he still put her before him.  
 
    No one, not since she could remember, cared this much for her. When she was a mortal, she was a toy, something to play with until they were tired and threw her away. And when she wasn’t, she was alone with no connections. After watching Beatrice suffer and die at Antonius’s hand, she knew it was better that way. No love. No emotion. 
 
    That was until Ares. The self centered, pompous god bought her flowers in hopes she would like them. He fought to find a way to break her curse. She couldn’t help but love him. 
 
    But somehow, a deep down feeling in her gut told her this wasn’t sunshine and rainbows. This wasn’t going to end like the myths or fairy tales. Maybe it was time to cut her losses and run.  
 
    She heard him chuckle as he took a step up into the doorway of his club. He looked at her over his shoulder. “You know if you take off, I’ll just find you and bring you back to me. Then I’ll probably put you over my knee and spank you for running away.” 
 
    Juliet gaped at him. “You heard me?” 
 
    “Every word.” 
 
    “Invasion of privacy much?” 
 
    He tugged her up on the step with him and gathered her in his arms. “I can’t help the connection we have. And nothing is going to happen to you. You forget who the fuck I am.” 
 
    “It’s hard to forget who the fuck you are, Sweetheart. I wasn’t born yesterday. Things can happen.” 
 
    He stared her in the eye.  
 
    She swore she could see full constellations in them, just like the one on the ceiling when she woke up. 
 
    “They won’t, Juliet,” he assured her. He took her hand in his again. “Now stay close. And for the love of the gods, please don’t start shit this time. Alright?” 
 
    She smirked at his back as he led her into the club. “Can’t make any promises.” 
 
    The floor of the club was wall to wall bodies drinking, dancing and brawling. The boxing ring that had been there before was now replaced with a chain link cage. Two fighters were pounding the crap out of each other inside. The one on the mat was covered in his own blood. Or was it the other guy’s blood? Either way, it was setting off a craving in Juliet that nearly left her writhing on the floor. She took a deep breath to calm herself and followed Ares to the bar. 
 
    “Hey, boss.” 
 
    Ares turned around with a grin.  
 
    Behind them stood, a young man dressed in a pair of slacks and a white dress shirt with a few hardly detected stains. He had a bar towel draped over his shoulder. His near ebony crew cut accented his defined cheekbones and clear blue eyes. 
 
    “Freddy, how’s business tonight?” Ares greeted. 
 
    “Things are humming. Booze is flowing. We’ve had three knockouts tonight. We might have a situation though.” 
 
    Ares frowned. Juliet could hear the growl that he managed to bite back. “That is?” 
 
    Freddy looked at Juliet uneasily then back to Ares. “This is a delicate matter. Concerning someone I shouldn’t name in front of your guest.” 
 
    Ares glared at him for at least a minute. Then he burst out laughing. “I’m sorry. I understand now. You obviously didn’t get the good senator’s e-mail, did you?” 
 
    “Unfortunately I didn’t.” 
 
    Ares pulled Juliet against him under his arm. “Forgive me. I’ve been rude. I haven’t introduced you yet. Juliet, this is Freddy. To the modern world, he manages my club. In reality, he is the high priest of my temple. His family has served me faithfully for thousands of years.” 
 
    Juliet glanced astonished at the revelry going on around her. “This is your temple?” 
 
    “Of course. This is mine. Dad has turned the Capitol building into his. I’m still trying to figure out how my sister managed to make the Pentagon hers. She has a considerable amount of worshipers there.” He turned towards the manager. “Freddy, this is Juliet, my new love. She knows my little secret because she has one of her own. What do you know about the undead?” 
 
    “Zombies?” Freddy countered. 
 
    “Vampires.” 
 
    Freddy’s eyes widened as he stared at her. “Oh. Really? I guess I didn’t realize they existed.” 
 
    “You doubt vampires exist but you believe in things like centaurs?” 
 
    “Dude, my first kiss was with a centaur. I mean, I know it never would have worked out between us but she was the sweetest girl.” Freddy’s voice trailed off as he stared off into space. He must have been lost in the memories of his first true love. 
 
    A violent slam and the shatter of glass overpowered the din of the mob. It shook Freddy out of his stupor. “Oh yeah.” He pointed towards the source of the ruckus. “Deimos is being a shit again. He’s trying to pick a fight with everyone. I told him to get the hell out but of course, he reminded me who his dad is. Then he threw a beer bottle at my head.” 
 
    Ares rubbed his brow and sighed. “Fuck. I should call his mother and let her deal with his sorry ass.” 
 
    “I’m pretty sure she’d tell you to handle it.” 
 
    “I know she would.” Ares wrapped his arm around Juliet. Instead of heading towards the chaos, he escorted her to the bar. He placed her hands palm down on the cool lacquered wood then pressed them flat with his own.  
 
    He leaned his hard, muscular body into hers as he pressed his mouth to her ear.  
 
    Juliet could feel his cock hard against the curve of her ass.  
 
    “I love you. But you cause shit. Stay right here. Don’t move. Don’t talk to anyone. I mean it. No one. Look dark and mysterious and beautiful for me but do nothing else. Freddy will get you a drink. I’ll be right back after I deal with my kid.” He nipped the licked at her earlobe before he shoved away and stalked into the crowd.  
 
    Juliet craned her neck to watch him go. She would have turned her whole body but she could have sworn her hands were stuck to the bar. 
 
    “What’ll it be?” Freddy questioned as he tugged the bar towel off his shoulder to wipe his hands with. 
 
    Juliet stared at him, stunned. Ares said no one. And she was supposed to give a drink order? She glanced quickly at her hands then back to him. 
 
    Freddy roared in laughter. “Alright. I get it. I know who I work for. I have an aged brandy. Goes down smooth. Are you interested? Just nod your head or shake it.” 
 
    Juliet hesitated as she nodded.  
 
    Freddy winked at her. “Coming right up.” 
 
    Juliet tugged at her frozen hands as she watched Freddy slip a brandy glass from a top glass shelf and cradle it between his fingers. He plucked a dusty amber bottle from beside it. Popping the top, he filled the glass halfway with the burgundy liquid then set it in front of her. 
 
    He cocked a grin at her. “Enjoy.” 
 
    She scowled at him then the glass. She hated trying to convey these silent messages. She felt like an idiot. 
 
    Freddy shook his head then tossed the bar towel on her hands. He placed his hands on top of the towel. “Fuck, girl. You must be in love. I don’t even obey his angry ass this well and obeying him is my job.” 
 
    Juliet scrunched her fingers. They flexed into her palm. Ever so carefully, she lifted her hands off the bar. She had no idea how Freddy released Ares’ spell. She wiggled each digit then looked up at Freddy. 
 
    “Yes, I’m human. But I am also the high priest of a Greek god. My family has been bestowed with some rather powerful gifts. And I’ve been around him long enough to know how to counter a few of his tricks. You’re not the first person he’s stuck to this bar. The others were men he wanted a clear shot at,” he answered, seeming to read her mind.  
 
    Could he crack into her thoughts like Ares did? Was her mind no longer sacred?  
 
    Freddy nodded at the glass. “Drink up, beautiful. I’m going to see if your man needs help.” 
 
    Juliet scooped up the brandy glass and took along sip. Freddy was right. It was the best tasting brandy she ever had. She took another sip and turned to look for Ares. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    Juliet caught the glass before it slipped from her fingers. She felt every nerve in her body rattle as she bit back a whimper. In the distance, every man and woman parted for the most beautiful woman they had ever seen.  
 
    Aphrodite soaked in the attention, nodding to the audience that fawned over her. 
 
    Dillion stood only a few feet from Juliet and his gaze was locked on her. He swallowed up the distance between them with a couple strides. He gripped tight around her throat, lifting her a little off the ground. “Look what I found.” He grinned as she studied her up and down. “Aph begged me to go to this shithole club. Said she wanted to see someone. I couldn’t understand why but what Aph wants, Aph gets. I am mighty glad I caved. How long have I been chasing you?” 
 
    Juliet bit her lower lip then swallowed hard. She was staring death in the face and was still stupidly doing what Ares commanded.  
 
    Dillion cocked his head as he tilted hers back and forth. “Cat got your tongue? Why aren’t you talking to me, Juliet? So I’m going to reach into my bag with my free hand and find something to kill you with. With so many people around, no one will notice you burst into a cloud of dust. And no one will miss your blood sucking ass.” 
 
    Juliet felt her whole body quake as he rummaged through his satchel. She spent years hiding from this guy. She heard of the horrific ways he killed vampires before her. He staked one into the ground until sun up then watched the poor guy burst into flame. He drowned another in holy water even though she had no idea where he came up with that much holy water. 
 
    All she knew was her life was over and all she could think of was Ares. She could feel his kiss on her lips, his skin against hers, his voice, his scent, everything. She swallowed hard and clenched her eyes closed. 
 
    “Huh. I was hoping for a fight tonight,” Ares’ voice cut in. “Looks like I found my first opponent. What the fuck brought you to my bar, asshole?” 
 
    Dillion barely looked away. “Not your problem, douchebag.” 
 
    Ares gripped Dillion’s wrist and tore it away from Juliet’s neck. Then he forced his way in between them. He scowled as he crossed his arms over his broad chest. “My bar. My woman. My problem. Why are you here?” 
 
    Dillion snarled then spat on the cement floor. “Aph wanted to come here. What Aph wants, Aph gets. That woman rocks my world in the sack.” 
 
    Juliet peeked around Ares shoulder to watch them.  
 
    He smirked at Dillion. “Guess who taught her those tricks? By the way, I’m going to make you lick that up.” He pointed down at the spit on the floor. 
 
    “Go to hell.” 
 
    Ares just laughed. “You want to throw your weight around my bar? You want to terrorize those weaker than you? Fine. Meet me in the cage. We’ll see who the real man is.” 
 
    Dillion glanced from him to Juliet. “Fine. I’ll fight you for her. I win, you let me have her.” 
 
    “What do I get if I win?” Ares titled his head at him. 
 
    Juliet scowled at him.  
 
    Dillion’s eyes grew wide. He said nothing.  
 
    Ares chuckled again and continued, “Dumbass. I don’t want your woman. I had your woman. I’m good. I win, you take Aphrodite and you leave. Neither of you step foot in here again. Deal?” 
 
    “I used to be a fixture here.” Aphrodite sashayed through the crowd towards them. She wrapped her arms around Dillion’s waist and beamed at the hunter. “My followers used to come here to see me.” 
 
    Ares huffed. “And they were the most annoying pricks on the face of the planet. This place stunk of flowers and incense.” 
 
    Aphrodite batted her eyelashes at him. “You never minded.” 
 
    “I was banging your brains out. I figured it was an even trade. But we’re not fucking anymore. So what possessed you to come back?” 
 
    She let go of Dillion and stepped up to Ares. She skipped her fingertips around his bicep. 
 
    Juliet balled her hand into a fist. She could see Dillion do the same as his mouth gaped open. 
 
    Aphrodite gazed at Ares as she batted her long eyelashes. “I wanted to see how you were doing. We were together for so long. I can’t bear you being devastated over losing me.” Her eyes narrowed as she glared at Juliet. “I see you still have your plaything even though your father told you to break it off.” 
 
    Ares brushed her fingers away. “I’m great. Couldn’t be better actually. And Juliet isn’t my plaything. She’s my lover. Emphasis on the love. By the way, your son is tearing apart my temple. So while you’re here, go deal with his ass. He won’t listen to me.” 
 
    “He acts just like you.” She huffed as she stormed back to Dillion’s side.  
 
    Juliet bit back a laugh.  
 
    The vampire hunter looked none too pleased with his girlfriend. His entire body seemed to stiffen under her touch. 
 
    “Do we have a deal?” Ares questioned again. 
 
    Dillion gave Juliet an evil grin. “Deal. Finally, I’m going to get to fry your ass, bloodsucker. Come on, baby. Walk me into the cage.” He took Aphrodite’s hand and led her into the crowd towards the cage. 
 
    Juliet flipped around to face Ares as he loosened his tie. “You can’t be serious.” 
 
    He pulled the tie free from his collar then handed it to her. He popped the top button of his dress shirt with a flick of his thumb then proceeded down the row. “Deadly.” 
 
    “You need to stop.” 
 
    Ares fingers stilled as he glared at her. “Why? How long has that son of a bitch hunted you?” 
 
    Juliet glanced over her shoulder at Dillion and Aphrodite. He was in mid strip next to the cage. With each discarded piece of clothing, he practically shoved his tongue down her throat. The goddess of love did not look amused. 
 
    How long had it been since she first encountered Dillion? Five years? The hunters seemed to melt into each other. He was in his late twenties so it couldn’t be more than that. “Five years, maybe,” she answered. “It’s just…” 
 
    “Just what?” Ares demanded as he unfastened his cuffs. 
 
    Juliet spun at him. “Last time you chickened out and ended the fight. Ares, if you do that tonight, he’ll destroy me.” 
 
    “Thanks for the faith. He isn’t laying a fucking finger on you ever. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have a fight. Be in my corner or not. It won’t change anything.” 
 
    The crowd parted for the god of war as he strode to his cage. It was easy to see that this place was his temple. There wasn’t one person in the crowd who didn’t fawn over him. He stepped out of his slacks as he reached the steps. The ring girl knelt to gather them off the floor into her arms. The girl waited for Ares’s attention. Her bottom lip popped out in a pout as he ascended the stairs into the cage, slamming the door closed behind him. 
 
    Juliet scampered through the split in the crowd before it closed. She threw a few elbows into random ribs to get next to the enormous steel structure.  
 
    Inside, both men paced the length of their corners like jungle cats ready to attack. Aphrodite stood on the opposite side behind Dillion’s corner. She clung to the chain link as she watched the scene inside.  
 
    Juliet noticed the goddess’s gaze was locked on her ex, not her current beau. Then shook her head as she concentrated on the fight. 
 
    The referee called the two men to the center of the mat to review the rules. Ares’s face was hard as granite as he faced off with Dillion. There wasn’t a flicker of emotion. Once the referee was finished, he sent them back to their corners. He made sure both of them were ready before he dropped his hand. “Fight!” 
 
    The two men circled each other looking for a point of attack. Ares threw a jab and cross before planting a body kick into Dillion’s gut. He grinned as the other man stumbled back when he doubled over. He straightened himself before Ares could throw another punch. Ares fell back a bit to wait for another opportunity. 
 
    Dillion attacked before he could move, throwing a combo that backed Ares into the chain link wall. They locked up in the clinch and traded punches. Dillion drove several sharp knees into Ares stomach. Ares winced in pain each time they connected. Dillion pushed himself away then planted his foot on the mat. He swung his other in an arching head kick that connected with Ares temple. The god stumbled back as he shook his head. By his wide-eyed look, he had to be stunned and disoriented. 
 
    Ares slumped against the cage wall as Dillion whooped in victory. He lifted his hand to his throat as he looked to get the referee’s attention. 
 
    Juliet laced her fingers around the chain link and shook it before the bouncers could reach her. She shouted over the crowd, “Ares, no! Please. Don’t give up. Don’t turn me over to him.” 
 
    He gazed down at her as he dropped to the mat.  
 
    Her heart twisted in fear and disappointment. He promised he wouldn’t chicken out. He promised to not be a coward. And now Dillion was about to win. 
 
    Dillion fell on top of Ares’s with his fists pounding to end the battle. Or at least that was his plan. Juliet caught Ares’s smile and wink just before he arched his ass off the mat and kicked up. His heel collided with Dillion’s chin, sending his opponent backwards on the mat.  
 
    Ares scrambled to his knees and scuttled to the barely conscious Dillion. He rained hammer fists on the vampire hunter, splitting him open in a couple places before the referee peeled him off. He hopped to his feet triumphant and hurried back to his corner. 
 
    Juliet clapped as she cheered loudly. She beamed at Ares when his hand was raised in victory. He winked at her as the officials opened the door to help Dillion out.  
 
    Aphrodite squealed in distress at the bloody mess her boy toy was in. 
 
    Juliet could hear Ares’ voice in her head. “I told you I could beat him. Have faith in me, beautiful. Meet me at the bar. I expect my victory kiss when I get there.” 
 
    She bit her lower lips as she nodded to him. She couldn’t hold back the excitement as she pushed her way through the mob back to the bar.  
 
    She stopped as a cold wave washed over her. It had been at least a hundred years since she last felt it. She searched the crowd around her. Faces blended together. She shook her head to clear the chill from her mind. She needed to get to the bar. Ares would be waiting for her. 
 
    Juliet looked up into a pair of ice colored eyes.  
 
    Nothing had changed since the last night they were together, the night he sunk his fangs into her and forced this curse on her. His face was still pale, his lips blood red, his blond hair tied back with a leather cord. 
 
    “Antonius.” her voice was barely a whisper over the crowd. 
 
    “Juliet,” he replied with a hint of a smile. “What are you doing here?” 
 
    She pointed her thumb towards the cage as she opened her mouth to speak. Nothing came out. 
 
    “I was informed that some woodland creature was asking about me. Would you know why?” he asked as he cupped her chin in his palm. 
 
    “No,” Juliet lied. 
 
    He guided her face to his until his mouth grazed her ear. “You promised me eternity, Juliet. Do you remember that night? You will keep your promise to me. I made you immortal. You belong to me.” 
 
    She was unable to move as she watched him walk away and slip out of the door of the club. The club was a blur as she was spun around. 
 
    “Where the fuck is he?” Ares demanded as he gripped her shoulders. 
 
    Juliet clung to him as she blinked hard. The club refused to come into focus. “Who?” 
 
    “I felt you when you saw him. Antonius. Where the fuck is he?” 
 
    Juliet swallowed hard. “Gone.” 
 
    Ares growled.  
 
    She could feel his rage blaze through her.  
 
    “You know I want him dead. You couldn’t have yelled? Called for me? No. Maybe he was right. Maybe you believe you belong to him. Maybe you still love him, not me. Am I right?” 
 
    “No, Ares.” 
 
    He snarled as he let her go and stalked away, leaving her alone at the bar.  
 
    Juliet blinked back tears as she slumped onto a bar stool. She couldn’t remember the last time she cried. She wiped at the trail of tears that cut paths down her cheeks then scooped up the shot of whiskey on the bar. It burned as she downed it.  
 
    She was alone again. She might as well get loaded. Without Ares, there was no reason to go on. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Juliet stared up at the rock ceiling and sighed. She couldn’t sleep no matter how hard she tried. Maybe because it was night when she was supposed to be wide awake. Or maybe it was because the thoughts wouldn’t stop swimming in her head. 
 
    She managed to get halfway through a bottle of whiskey before she realized the alcohol wasn’t even dulling her senses. She couldn’t get drunk if she tried. It was one more thing the curse stole from her. 
 
    And speaking of the curse, she could feel the ever familiar burn in her belly. She contemplated walking out of the club into the night. She found her way to the hospital before and struck gold. Maybe she would get lucky again. 
 
    She slipped off the barstool with her course firmly laid out. Before the toe of her shoe hit the cement floor, the noisy, crowded fight club disappeared. The ever familiar cave that Ares called home surrounded her. She fully expected for him to leave her, to make her figure her own way out. He felt betrayed. 
 
    She searched the cave to find him on the other side of the bed dressed again in his shirt and slacks. By the glare in his eyes, he still felt betrayed. Nothing had changed.  
 
    He didn’t raise a finger to make his enormous wardrobe appear. Without a word, he opened the door and stepped inside, closing it behind him.  
 
    Juliet pondered following him. Could she change in the big closet too? 
 
    He stepped out and snarled at her.  
 
    It was then when she remembered he could read her thoughts. She bit her lower lip in embarrassment as she glanced at the floor. She gasped as she watched her gown melt away to the floor. She was naked for a brief moment before she was swaddled in a blood red silk nightgown. She fought back a smile. Now wasn’t the time. But she did find it amusing that he snatched the opportunity to see her in the buff before he reclothed her. He couldn’t totally hate her. 
 
    He turned down the satin sheets of the bed.  
 
    Juliet gasped as she saw the never ending chasm that now ran from the head to the foot of the mattress just wide enough to swallow a human, or vampire, whole. From where she stood, she couldn’t see the bottom. It separated the spot where he slept from the spot where she slept. She could share his bed but there was no way in hell she could touch him. 
 
    Maybe he did hate her.  
 
    He slumped down on the mattress then with a silent stare demanded the same from her. She crawled under the covers and tugged them to her chin. The lights in the cave dimmed to black. 
 
    Ares snored softly.  
 
    Juliet was still staring at the ceiling with the desire to feed growing stronger. 
 
    She glanced beside her. The chasm was still there, still blocking her from having any contact with the god. She slipped her fingers inside to estimate the depth. Maybe it was an illusion. If it were, she would scoot across the bed until her arms were wrapped tight around him. She pulled her arm back as her hand slid too far for her liking. She tossed to her side, to lie away from him and huffed.  
 
    She closed her eyes and tried to sleep. The craving clawed at her insides making slumber impossible. Her nerves started to ache in a deep, primal fashion. Part of her wanted to wake her lover. They shared thoughts and emotions. He had to feel this.  
 
    A loud snore stole away her hope. He didn’t feel squat. He was fast asleep. 
 
    Juliet threw the sheet off of her and sat up. Ever so careful not to wake Ares, she rose off the bed and shuffled through the dark room. Being a night creature came in handy at the moment. Her eyes adjusted quickly to the blackness. She looked around for a scrap of her clothes. Of course, they were nowhere to be found. With a sigh of defeat, she climbed the stone staircase. First, she had to find a way out of this cave. Then next on the agenda would be finding suitable clothing that didn’t make her look like she was about to film a porno. 
 
    She stumbled backwards and almost tumbled down the steps as she nearly collided with another body.  
 
    A tall, beautiful blonde dressed in a military uniform gripped onto her arm to keep her from falling. “Hi,” the blonde greeted. 
 
    Juliet stared at her baffled then glanced behind her. The bear like snore she got in response answered her question. It wasn’t Ares. At least it didn’t seem to be. She turned back to the blonde and studied her. They had met once before the first time Ares took her to the club. She frowned, puzzled. “You’re Athena, correct?” 
 
    “I am,” Athena answered. 
 
    “I’m sorry. Ares is asleep.” 
 
    “I’m not here to see Ares. I’m here to see you.” 
 
    Juliet’s brow creased deeper in confusion. “Me? Why me?” 
 
    “If my brother is asleep, what are you doing up?” 
 
    Juliet huffed. “I have something I have to do. I’m looking for the way out.” 
 
    “Oh, hun. There’s no way out. Ares pops in and out. He does the same for you.” 
 
    “Then how did you get in?” 
 
    “He’s a god. I’m a goddess. We’re siblings. We have the same abilities for the most part. Where did you need to go?” 
 
    Juliet shrugged. She was glad the dark could hide her burning cheeks. “It’s not important.” 
 
    “Do you need to feed?” 
 
    “How did you know?” 
 
    “It’s not exactly a secret. You’re a vampire. It’s in your nature. So do you need some athletic hunk? Or does any ole’ person do?” 
 
    Juliet gaped at her for a second. “A hospital. I try to feed on those ready to cross over to death. I only feed on those hunky guys you mentioned when the chemotherapy drugs and morphine take a toll on my system. That’s how I met Ares. I usually patrol MMA fights for the most pompous, arrogant asshole in the bunch.” 
 
    Athena laughed.  
 
    Juliet winced. The musical sound was sure to wake Ares.  
 
    “Sounds like my brother. Come on, I’ll take you.” 
 
    “Why would you help me? I thought Zeus banned the gods from helping us.” 
 
    “We’re banned from changing you. He said nothing about lending a helping hand. Besides, I want to get to know the girl my brother has fallen so hard in love with.” 
 
    “Fallen in love with? Hardly.” 
 
    Athena wrapped her hand around Juliet’s. “Ares hasn’t caused havoc in at least a week. At least it’s not up to his usual capabilities. I’m doing half his work. I can only assume it’s because of you. Come on. I have a place for you.” 
 
    The dark cave disappeared around Juliet. In the blink of an eye, it was replaced by the sterile white walls of a hospital. Juliet scanned her surroundings for any idea of where she was. It certainly wasn’t like the hospitals she usually found her victims in. The signs nailed to the wall were in several different languages and personnel in fatigues worked alongside the doctors and nurses. She gasped in sheer terror as she glanced down at herself. Wearing a silk nightgown in the middle of a medical facility would be sure to get her locked up in the mental ward. 
 
    Her lingerie had disappeared. Instead, she was wearing the same scrubs of the other nurses. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see Athena dressed the same. 
 
    Athena leaned closer to whisper in her ear, “We’re in a military hospital in Germany. Follow me. He’s this way.” 
 
    Juliet followed the goddess down the corridor to a room at the end. Inside was a body wrapped from head to toe in gauze. The machines around him monitoring a sign of life were eerily quiet. The whole scene made Juliet uneasy and that said quite a bit being a vampire. 
 
    She could hardly hear Athena as she spoke, “Roadside bomb. He managed to put himself between it and his buddies. He has burns all over his body.” 
 
    Juliet shook her head. “Athena, if he has any sort of chance of living…” 
 
    “He lost brain function several hours ago. The machines are keeping his heart beating. I’m unsure why they haven’t ended life support yet. He’s a hero. He should be allowed to die a hero’s death.” Athena glanced at her. “I’ll step outside. Do what you need to do.” The goddess strode across the room and leaned against the doorframe.  
 
    Juliet tilted her head as she studied her. This whole thing must have disturbed Athena to come find her in Ares’s cave. She tiptoed to the bed and examined the body lying there. Was he a husband? A son? A brother? Someone’s lover? 
 
    She sighed. She couldn’t think about things like that. It just made what she was about to do harder and the ache coursing through her was about to cripple her. She nudged the gauze apart around his neck until she found a piece of skin she could work with. She sucked in her breath, bared her fangs, and sunk them into his flesh. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    Ares folded his arms behind his head on top of the pillow. The floor beneath the bed vibrated violently to mimic his anger. He glanced at the chasm that ran down the center of the bed to keep Juliet and him apart as they slept. It suddenly healed itself like it was never there. There was no point for it anymore.  
 
    He woke up at the sound of a laugh, one that hadn’t come from his lover. He knew the laugh. He spent thousands of years listening to it and it pissed it off then like it did now. For some reason unbeknownst to him, his sister stopped by and made off with Juliet without so much as a hello. He was angry already that Athena wouldn’t give him a straight answer whether she would help him or not. Now that she stole Juliet away from him, he was absolutely furious. 
 
    His eyes narrowed as a figure appeared on Juliet’s side of the bed.  
 
    Athena plopped down on the mattress beside him and crossed her legs beneath her. She eyed the sheet covering him warily. “You better have something on under there. That is something I do not need to see.” 
 
    “Where is Juliet?” he demanded as he sat up. 
 
    “She needed to feed, you asshole. You knew that, didn’t you? You share some strange bond with her that none of us have with anyone. You knew the craving had set in.” 
 
    He pressed his lips in a thin line. “Yes. But it was minor when we arrived back here and I fell asleep. I planned to find her someone to feed on before sun up.” 
 
    “Putting your needs before others, like normal.” 
 
    “Where is she?” 
 
    “Right now she’s at a military hospital in Germany feeding.” 
 
    Ares’s voice shook the cave and caused a small earthquake. “You just left her there?” 
 
    Athena tisked at him. “Of course not. She’s feeding. I’m standing at the door keeping watch.” 
 
    “You’re right here sitting on my bed. How can you be there and here at the same time?” 
 
    “I’m a goddess, silly. It’s what I do. You could do it too, if you expanded your horizons.” She leaned closer to her. “You need to let up on the jackass routine. Juliet is a good girl. She deserves to be loved hard. And to be with a good man. I’m not sure you know what a good man is.” 
 
    “I’m what Juliet needs. I’m going to end her curse. By the way, can you help me or not? Can you change her?” 
 
    Athena popped off the bed. “Oh, look. She’s done. I have to go. Talk with you later. Oh, you need to be at dinner Sunday. Stop leaving me to deal with your mother. Bring Juliet. That ought to liven things up.” 
 
    “Athena, will you please fucking answer me?” 
 
    The goddess disappeared without a trace.  
 
    Ares slumped back against the headboard with a huff and crossed his arms over his chest. Athena was usually the one with her head square on her shoulders. When did she become so flighty? 
 
    He glanced at the stone staircase when he heard something scuff the stone. Juliet descended the steps still wearing the satin nightgown he had dressed her in earlier. He scowled. “You’re back.” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    “You fed dressed in that.” 
 
    “Porn shoot. I blended right in.” 
 
    Ares temper peaked. The quaking floor echoed it.  
 
    Juliet waved her arms at him. “I’m kidding. Lighten up. Athena changed it to scrubs when we reached the hospital. No one saw me like this but her.” 
 
    “Better not have.” 
 
    Juliet crawled onto her side of the bed then tossed an ebony curl off her shoulder. “Ares, whatever I did to anger you, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “You know why I’m fucking pissed.” 
 
    “You can search my heart. You do it when I don’t want you to so do it when I do want you there. Ares, I don’t love Antonius. I’m terrified of him. He not only cursed me with this, he convinced me that I was worthless. For centuries, I’ve believed I was lower than the dirt I walked on. I still do. I know I don’t deserve the love of the god of war.” She dropped her head and closed her eyes.  
 
    He could see the hint of a tear forming in the corner of her eye.  
 
    “More than once I sat at the edge of the shadows at daybreak waiting for the sun to turn me to dust. I chickened out before it rose. And I say you’re a coward.” 
 
    Ares stretched across the bed and pulled her into his arms. He didn’t have to search her heart. The sorrow and shame she felt were thick between them. He knew the emotion well. He felt worthless to his parents. He had since he existed. It was the most horrible feeling in the world. 
 
    He cradled her close to him as he rocked her. “You are not worthless, Juliet. You are brave. You are kind. You are beautiful. You don’t deserve the love of the god of war. You deserve the love of the entire universe and you deserve to have the god of war kneeling at your feet in worship of you. And I swear to you I’ll be doing just that until the end of time.” He tilted her chin up to capture her mouth with his, “I love you. Nothing will change how I feel.” He kissed her deeply for a long moment before he pulled his lips from hers. 
 
    She gazed up at him, her cheeks stained with tears. “But Antonius.” 
 
    His lips trailed to her face to kiss away her tears. “I told you I will kill him. If anything, I have more reason to now. But I will not force you into it. I’ll find him under my own power and with my own sources. And I will keep you far from him.” 
 
    He felt her fingers in his hair as she shivered at his touch. He continued to kiss her, ignoring the erection growing rock hard in his pajama pants. This was all he wanted, to kiss every spot of exposed flesh he found on her. He wasn’t exaggerating when he said he would worship her. He would until the world ended and beyond. He finally found his kindred spirit, someone who felt abandoned by the world like he did. He heard the mortals call theirs soul mates. Whether that term applied to Juliet and him he wasn’t sure. He only knew that he would belong to her for eternity. 
 
    Juliet arched her body against him then cupped his chin in her hands to stop him. She nudged his face up and parted his mouth with hers. Her tongue stroked and poked at his to get it to play.  
 
    He was more than happy to participate. He knotted his hand around hers as he deepened the kiss. 
 
    Her body molded against him in surrender. He wrapped her tight in his embrace crushing her little body against his chest. He was so lost in her kisses he didn’t feel her hand slip between them until she had nudged his pants down and wrapped her fingers around his rigid cock. 
 
    “You really want sex?” he questioned. 
 
    “Would it be sex?” she countered. 
 
    He let go a low hiss at her touch. “What else could it be?” 
 
    Her cheeks tinted pink as she bit her lower lip and looked away. He could hear the words bouncing around in her mind but she was too bashful to say them. Love. She wanted to make love. They were connected in every possible way but physical at that moment.  
 
    He would give her anything she wanted, anything in the universe. Most of all, he would give her himself if that was what she desired. His mouth roamed the curve of her neck. “Take the reins, baby. Your very wish is my command.” 
 
    She turned back and beamed at him with a beautiful grin.  
 
    The onslaught of kisses resumed, stealing his breath. He trailed his fingers across her ribs then her thighs. Their clothes disappeared into thin air. He hugged her tight and turned all control to her. 
 
    She pumped her fist up and down him a couple times then rose up on her knees. Her lips never left his as she guided the tip barely inside her.  
 
    He groaned as she sheathed him completely. 
 
    Her thrusts were slow and deliberate as she rode him. Her lips roamed his, his cheeks, his face. He palmed her breasts in his hands, pinching the pink nubs between his thumbs and forefingers. He clenched his eyes shut as he lost himself in the ecstasy. No sex had ever been like this for him before. His entire body reverberated in pleasure. He felt the floor tremble beneath them as it mimicked his trembling. 
 
    Juliet gazed down at him breathless. “The shaking. You’re shaking. Are you okay?” 
 
    He traced her chin with his thumb. His cock thickened as he felt her clench tighter. “Promise me something.” 
 
    Her hips quickened. Her breath hitched faster. She was getting close. “Anything.” 
 
    “Never leave me. I know you’ll leave our home. I’m an asshole. I’m bound to piss you off. But never leave me. Because without you, I can’t survive.” 
 
    “Our home?” 
 
    He kissed her long and deep. She dug her nails into his arms as she peaked. He could hear her cries through their bound lips.  
 
    Juliet was panting as they broke apart.  
 
    “Our home, our bed, our life.” 
 
    She smiled. “Never. I’ll never leave you.” 
 
    Her fingers were feather soft as she caressed his face. She bounced up and down on his lap. He gripped her ass to direct her long, slow strokes. He fought the urge to flip her on her back, drive hard into her, to take control. It was his nature to be in power. His balls clenched hard and he felt his cock swell. He had never teetered on the brink of release like this before. 
 
    Her breath was warm in his ear as she whispered, “Come for me, my king. Fill me.” 
 
    He ground her down on his cock as he roared his release. The rush left stars in his eyes. She clenched tight around him once again as his cock throbbed deep inside her. She peppered his face with butterfly kisses as he came back to his senses. 
 
    Ares slid his hands across her hips until his thumbs brushed her stomach. What would it be like if she carried his child? Could vampires get pregnant? He was a god. He could make it happen. 
 
    “Don’t,” Juliet warned. She gazed down at him through hooded eyes. 
 
    “Don’t what?” he countered. 
 
    “Don’t force my curse on a child. I can sense your thoughts too. Ares, baby, you’re reckless. I know you. You’d work your power and make me pregnant without talking to me. I wish I could give you a baby. I wish I could share the love I have for you with our child. But don’t force this hunger on an innocent life.” 
 
    He stared at her in awe then held her tight against him. He stroked his fingers through her hair. “After I get you changed, the first thing on my agenda is getting you pregnant.” 
 
    She grinned at him then kissed him.  
 
    But deep down inside, he could feel her hope fail.  
 
    * * * * 
 
    Ares wandered down the street of the small town. There was gunfire all around him as he strolled past. He glanced down at his dirty t-shirt and jeans before he concentrated on the scene around him. Zeus got pissed when he didn’t wear the recommended chiton to do his work. Frankly, dressing like those around him made the task at hand easier. 
 
    He almost didn’t make it to this little skirmish. He and Juliet spent the night and most of the morning knotted tight around each other. They talked in hushed whispers. They silenced each other with deep kisses. Their bodies joined together in the most intimate way. It wasn’t just physical act of sex that made him ignore every signal of the civil war breaking out. It was Juliet’s soul that sung out to him that kept him buried deep inside her. 
 
    The little vamp might have thought she was soulless. She wasn’t by any means. What Ares felt was good and pure. And a wee bit snarky but it was okay with him. It made him love her more. 
 
    It finally took Athena ripping him a new one to drag him out of bed. He was a little shocked to find his sister standing next to the bed while he was balls deep in his lover. Not that it stopped either he or Juliet from reaching orgasm together. Maybe it would stop his sister from dropping by unannounced ever again. 
 
    It took all the control in him to leave his lover for this warzone. He promised Juliet that he would make it quick. All he had to do was fire up the discord between these two sides, create bloody chaos, start their civil war. Once he was done with all the heavy lifting and the leaders on both sides got involved, he could turn things over to Athena and crawl back into bed with Juliet.  
 
    He caught something out of place mulling around a couple of looted cars. He let out a heavy sigh.  
 
    Athena was chomping at the bit to take this one over. She was physically waiting in the wings with arms crossed over her chest dressed in her best Grecian garb. “Where’s your chiton?” she chided.  
 
    “Fuck it. I work best in the elements around me.” Ares glanced at a rebel charging a couple of soldiers with a steel drum over his head. He pointed at the man. “That’s heavy. You’re going to drop it.” 
 
    A second later a bullet laid the man flat dead in the street. The drum rolled away down an alley. 
 
    Athena shrugged as she strode to the middle of the street to her brother. Her own garment melted away and was replaced with a black t-shirt, black suit coat and a pair of black leather pants. “How much longer?” 
 
    Ares glared at her. “Chill the fuck out, Sis. These things take time.” 
 
    She huffed. “I figured that you’d want to get home to Juliet.” 
 
    Ares nodded to a mob of rebels plotting behind a stone wall. Without warning, they sprinted out into the street. The roar of gunfire filled the air. “Yeah. Maybe next time, you’ll call before you drop in, huh?” 
 
    Athena shot him a cocky grin. “It’s not the first time I’ve seen you in a compromising position, sweet brother. Remember the time with when Hephaestus literally caught you in the act with Aphrodite with that net he made and he called us all in to see it? That had to be embarrassing.” 
 
    Ares glared at her as she laughed. “Ya think?” 
 
    “How about you concentrate on the task at hand?” 
 
    Ares growled as focused on those around him. The battle grew to a fevered pitch. “I swear, Athena. You…” 
 
    Deep in the far reaches of his soul, he heard a voice call to him. “Ares.” 
 
    He couldn’t stop the grin that spread across his face. “Baby, hold on. I’m working. But I promise to have you screaming my name very soon.” 
 
    “As tempting as that is, I need you here now.” 
 
    “Jul—” 
 
    “Ares, it’s Pan. He’s here and he’s in bad shape.” 
 
    Ares eyes grew wide as his hands fell to his sides. The battle lowered to a simmer. A couple of fighters even muttered the word peace. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Athena demanded. 
 
    Ares stared at her dumbfounded. “It’s Pan. He’s at my cave and he’s hurt.” 
 
    Athena gaped at him, a horrified look on her face. “Go, I got this. I’ll be right behind you.” 
 
    Ares glanced around baffled. He felt his heart twist in his chest. Nearly everyone on Olympus hated him. Pan was one of the few who didn’t. Whoever hurt him wasn’t going to live to hurt anyone else. 
 
    “Ares, go.” Athena commanded.  
 
    He nodded as he stepped back away from her. The war picked up speed as it disappeared from sight. A split second later, the cool darkness of his home surrounded him. 
 
    At first glance, all he could see was Juliet sitting on their bed and a pair of goat hooves facing him. At least she was in a pair of jeans and a t-shirt, no longer wearing that scrap of cloth she was in before he left. He sprinted across the stone floor and knelt on the mattress. 
 
    Pan laid across the silk sheets staining dark with spots of his blood. Dark purple bruises were forming on his flesh. He had cuts all over his body and fur.  
 
    Ares swallowed up the bile rising up in his throat as he brushed a lock of hair off Pan’s forehead. “Hey, bud.” 
 
    Pan’s eyes opened to slits. “Sorry for the mess.” 
 
    “They can be replaced.” Ares looked up at Juliet.  
 
    She looked pale before but now she nearly lit up the room. Her dark eyes were wide as she dabbed at the lacerations with a pillow case.  
 
    Ares never noticed the naked pillow now lying on the floor. 
 
    “Who did this, Pan?” Ares questioned. 
 
    “He came out of nowhere. I told my nymphs to run. I don’t know if they’re okay. He accused me of looking for him. He said he wanted to send a message to you and Juliet. If he got any of my nymphs...” A tear slid down Pan’s bruised cheek as he whimpered. 
 
    The click of boots on the stone floor tore Ares attention away for a moment.  
 
    Athena approached the bed with slow, steady steps. “What the fuck happened?” 
 
    Ares turned back to Pan. “Bud, who did this?” 
 
    Pan’s breath shuddered as he spoke. “That vampire you asked me to find.” 
 
    Ares’s heart slammed in his chest as he rose up on his knees like he just heard Pan had the plague. He scanned Pan’s body. Fuck, he had no idea what he was looking for. “Pan, did he bite you?” 
 
    “I don’t know. It was all so fast.” 
 
    Ares looked up at Juliet. “If that son of a bitch bit him does that mean…” 
 
    She shook her head. “I don’t know. I’ve never heard of a vampire feeding on a god before.” 
 
    Pan sobbed. “My nymphs.” 
 
    Athena patted him on his cargo shorts covered hindquarter softly. “Hey, kiddo. I’m going to call in Apollo and some other reinforcements and go look for them. Okay? I’ll be back as soon as they’re safe.” 
 
    “But the forest—” 
 
    “I’ll take them to Olympus to reunite with you. All right? Just let Ares and Juliet take care of you. I’ve got this.” 
 
    Pan nodded and sighed.  
 
    Athena pointed at Pan as she glared at her brother. “Check him over.” 
 
    “First thing on my agenda, Sis. Go,” Ares confirmed. 
 
    Athena disappeared without a trace.  
 
    Ares gave a gentle smile to the woodland god. “You heard the boss, kiddo. You gotta sit up so I can check you.” 
 
    With Ares and Juliet’s help, Pan sat up. He grimaced as he hunched over.  
 
    Ares frowned then looked at Juliet. “I have no idea what to look for.” 
 
    Her voice was soothing. “Ares, take a deep breath. Reach in my mind. You’ll see what you need to look for.” 
 
    Ares closed his eyes and concentrated his thoughts on her memories. It didn’t take long before he found himself in a sterile hospital room. The smell of disinfectant burned his nose. He looked down at the lifeless body in the bed. On his neck were two dots of blossoming crimson. He memorized the wound then pulled himself from her mind. 
 
    Ares rubbed Pan’s shoulder. “Okay. Just hang tight.” He methodically studied every wound over the young god’s body. Even to him it took forever. He let go a sigh of relief as he finished his search. “Nothing. Just cuts.” 
 
    “You didn’t look everywhere,” Juliet chided. 
 
    “Yes, I did,” Ares argued. 
 
    “The cargo shorts, Ares.” 
 
    Ares snarled. “Are you saying your ex tried to bite his cock?” 
 
    “I’m saying it’s better to be safe than sorry.” 
 
    The god of war huffed. “You heard the lady, Pan. Pants off.” 
 
    Pan looked at each of them and shook his head. “No. Not with her here.” 
 
    Juliet smiled at him. “It’s okay. I promise I would never hurt you.” 
 
    “It’s not that.” 
 
    Ares watched the two of them then started to laugh.  
 
    Juliet looked pissed. “What’s so funny?” 
 
    “Juliet, you’re a beautiful woman. You just asked him to drop trow in front of you.” Ares lifted his hand and waved it. His wardrobe appeared out of nowhere. “You always wanted to know what’s in there. Why don’t you step inside and check it out while we guys take care of things out here. While you’re in there, you can figure out which section in yours.” 
 
    Juliet’s grin held a hint of sin. “All right. I’ll leave you fellas alone. Call if you need me.” 
 
    They watched as she sashayed to the wardrobe and opened the door. She gave Ares one last smoky glance before she stepped inside and closed it behind her.  
 
    Ares climbed off the bed and offered a hand to help Pan up. He cocked an eyebrow at him. “How did you find cargo shorts to fit you?” 
 
    Pan sniffled. “One of my girls makes them for me. She…” His voice broke. 
 
    Ares slapped him gently to get his attention. “Hey. Listen. Athena said she’d find them. You have to trust that she will. Now, drop the shorts.” 
 
    Pan flicked the buttons open then unzipped his shorts. His cheeks turned bright red as they pooled around his ankles. The erection was hard to miss. 
 
    Ares bit back a chuckle. “Now I know why you wanted Juliet to step away.” 
 
    “Ares, I am so sorry. I would never—” 
 
    “Stop,” Ares interrupted him. “She’s hot. I get it. Now stand still, so I can finish checking you. This is going to be extremely awkward.” 
 
    Pan shuffled his hooves. “Yeah.” 
 
    Ares crouched next to Pan and scanned the rest of his body. Whichever nymph constructed his cargo shorts did an incredible job. They were like armor. There was hardly a blemish.  
 
    He straightened himself then shot a glance to the darkened side of the cave. His cabinet appeared once again as did a smaller bed covered with steel gray silk sheets. On the bedside table next to the bed was a basin with a cloth hanging from it. He crossed the room to the cabinet and opened it. He took another white box from inside then closed it.  
 
    Ares motioned Pan to the new bed. “Get dressed. You can sleep there. You’re not bunking with Juliet and me. I’ll summon Juliet to clean your wounds. In the meantime, eat one of these.” He offered the box to the woodland god. 
 
    “What is it?” Pan questioned. 
 
    Ares flipped the lid off. Inside was what appeared to be a box of chocolate. 
 
    “Ambrosia,” Pan answered himself, his voice almost a whisper. 
 
    “It can only help, Bud. Take this and go get in bed. Don’t eat it all. I have plenty and can get more, but I don’t need you puking all over my floor.” 
 
    They both turned as the wardrobe door opened again.  
 
    Juliet stepped out and strode back to them. “Why exactly are you summoning me for this?” 
 
    Ares let his gaze wander over her and smiled. “You’re the nurturer, not me. Remember who I am?” 
 
    She returned his grin. “Of course. Pan, let’s get you cleaned up and in bed.” 
 
    Ares watched for a minute or two as she helped Pan onto the mattress.  
 
    Juliet knelt next to him, then dipped the cloth into the water. She gently dabbed at his cuts, talking to him in a soothing voice the entire time.  
 
    Ares hurried up the stone staircase to give them some quiet. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    Ares strode through the pitch black corridor as he tried to get bearings on his sister. The sooner he could give Pan the news that his nymphs were safe, the quicker the woodland god would finally rest. He stopped cold at an amber glow ahead of him. 
 
    A clean shaven man dressed in a navy three piece suit approached him. His smooth brown hair was neatly parted and combed to the side. The light didn’t emit from him or his perfect pearl white teeth. As a god, it was just there.  
 
    Ares bit back a growl as he dropped into stance by instinct. Hermes appearing out of nowhere was never a good sign. It meant good old Dad was pissed. 
 
    When they left Greece for what Zeus nicknamed New Olympus, Hermes was a little lost at first. What would the messenger god do for a living? Drive those big brown trucks in a matching uniform? At least he would get to wear shorts in the summer. Then he found his calling. He pulled a communications degree out of thin air and aced all three interviews to become Washington D.C.’s most watched news anchor. Women fawned all over him and it didn’t bother him one bit. His list of affairs rivaled Zeus’s. The only difference was that he was admired for his indiscretions. No one had to send a gang of big, bad gods to clean up his messes. 
 
    Ares voice was low and dangerous as he spoke, “What do you want, Hermes? I doubt this is a social visit.” 
 
    Hermes’s grin was bright and artificial. How mortals could watch this guy on the news every night was beyond him. “No, it’s not. Your father has heard about Pan.” 
 
    “That was quick.” 
 
    “He pulled himself from a Congressional meeting to get the news.” 
 
    “Yippee. What does the bastard want?” 
 
    “He wants the vampire dead.” 
 
    “I’m about to talk to Apollo to get his help. I’m hoping he can get Artemis to do her part at night.” 
 
    “That’s not the vampire he means. Of course, he wants that one dead also. But your new girlfriend goes first. Zeus’ first text was to his brother and Hades is on his way here. He’s pretty excited. It seems he wanted her in the first place. He kept going on about the Angel of Death.” 
 
    Ares’s eyes widened. “Fuck, no. He’ll have to go through me first. I will start a world war. Believe me, it’ll happen.” 
 
    “Maybe you should let me finish before you go starting wars. Athena also sent me. She and Apollo have found all the nymphs. They are safe and at Olympus.” 
 
    Ares snarled. “Why do I fucking care about that right now?” 
 
    Hermes chuckled. “Because, Ares, where is the last place both Zeus and Hades will look for your vampire?” 
 
    Ares stared at him for a moment. He huffed out the answer, “Olympus.” 
 
    “If I were you, I’d hurry. The faster you get there, the more time you have to find this rogue bloodsucker. Maybe once you destroy him, Zeus will let up on her. Athena and Apollo are waiting for you there so the three of you can go end this. Artemis is already up in that all terrain vehicle of hers that pulls the moon looking for clues. Guess she upgraded from her chariot when Apollo upgraded his for that sports car.” 
 
    Ares cocked his head as he studied the messenger god. “Why are you helping us? You hate me.” 
 
    Hermes shrugged. “I do. But there’s been talk among the gods. Athena has told us all about this Juliet. We think she’ll be good for you, maybe make you lighten up a bit. The only ones opposed to you two together is your Dad, Mom and of course, Aphrodite.” 
 
    “Then maybe someone should help me change her into something other than a vampire.” 
 
    “Ares, have you ever thought that it may not be possible?” 
 
    “We’re gods. We can do anything.” 
 
    “Yes, but should we?” Hermes words were cut off by a buzz in the air. He slipped a cell phone from his pocket and muttered a row of curse words. “Zeus and his stupid e-mails and texts. I am the messenger of the gods. Me. Not his infernal technology. Life was better when we were on Mount Olympus. This new modern way of life isn’t the best way.” 
 
    He looked up at Ares after tucking his phone in his pocket. “Speaking of home, Hades is near. Get your girl and Pan and get out of here. Zeus loves texting so much? He’s about to get a random one saying you and Juliet are at your temple. And when I say temple, I mean the new one. The club. Go.” 
 
    Ares smiled at him. “Thanks. I owe you.” 
 
    “I’ll hold you to that.” 
 
    The tunnel went black. Ares created his own light then sprinted back the way he came. He didn’t stop until he reached Pan’s bed. Juliet was still perched next to him on the edge of the mattress.  
 
    Pan was fast asleep, his body shuddering with each breath. 
 
    Ares pulled her to her feet. “We have to go.” 
 
    Juliet’s brow creased as she frowned. “He’s resting, Ares. We can’t just leave him. What the hell’s so important that you want to bail on him?” 
 
    “Hades is on the way. My dad has given him orders to get rid of you.” 
 
    “What? Is Hades the family hitman? You’re like the mob.” 
 
    “Sort of. He kills them, then takes the victim back to the underworld. Baby, I may be a god, but I can’t go over my uncle. Once you’re there, you’re there for good.”  
 
    “Then where are we going?” 
 
    Ares noticed the white box he gave to Pan resting on the bedside table next to the now empty basin of water. He scooped it up and tore the lid off. He grinned when he found it still half full of little pieces of candy. “Home. We’re going home.” 
 
    “This is home.” 
 
    “We’re going to Mount Olympus. Athena found Pan’s nymphs and they’re fine. She’s waiting for us with Apollo. Artemis is already looking for Antonius. We’re going to find him and we’re going to end it.”  
 
    “The twins?” 
 
    “And there’s my little Greek mythology expert. Seriously, we have to go. Now.” He offered the box to her. “Here, eat a couple.” 
 
    She plucked a piece between her forefinger and thumb then tossed it in her mouth. She followed with a couple more. “Hmm. Tastes like chocolate covered honey.” 
 
    “It’s ambrosia.” 
 
    Her eyes grew large. “Only the gods can eat that.” 
 
    “Well, you’re not a god and I need to get you on the mountain. We might not need it but I’m not taking any chances.” 
 
     Juliet look worried. “Ares, Pan isn’t well enough to travel.” 
 
    “Ares, my boy. Where are you? This maze of yours is ridiculous,” A voice echoed from the tunnels above then.  
 
    It iced Ares’s heart.  “Fuck, we’re too late.” He dropped the box on the floor and gripped her wrist. He concentrated his thoughts for a second on the hallowed halls of his old home. 
 
    A moment later, they were surrounded by the shadowed lush vegetation of Olympus. He glanced over his shoulder and breathed a sigh of relief. Pan and his bed were tucked among the trees and he was still fast asleep. He looked up at the stars overhead and smiled. They were always more brilliant here than anywhere else on the planet. 
 
    “Whoa.” 
 
    He looked over to his lover, his grin growing bigger. Olympus offered no resistance to Juliet. Whether it was the ambrosia or the fact it was never going to be an issue, it didn’t matter to him. She was here and she was safe. And strangely, it seemed like her greatest wish had come true. 
 
    She gaped at Ares then took in the sights around her again. “This is Olympus?” 
 
    He chuckled. “Yes, this is Olympus.” 
 
    “The home of the gods?” 
 
    “Former home of the gods. But to tell you the truth, DC isn’t much better. It’s loud and crowded.” 
 
    “You don’t live in DC.” 
 
    “See what I mean? Besides, just like now I didn’t live here. I lived at my temple in Athens until those bastard Romans destroyed it. Then I moved to the cave we call home now.” 
 
    The sound of footsteps followed by squeals tore Ares’s attention from Juliet.  
 
    Athena and Apollo strode towards them. Somehow, the goddess managed to hold back the gaggle of frantic nymphs ducking and weaving to get to Pan. The beautiful creature’s movements were fluid like water.  
 
    Ares pondered the idea that he should teach them to fight. They’d kick ass in the ring. 
 
    Athena growled as she spun to face the nymphs.  
 
    Each one piped down but fluttered out of control. 
 
    “You will let Pan sleep,” she demanded. “He’s been through hell. You can smother him when he’s awake and well. Got it?” 
 
    The angry huffs answered her.  
 
    Ares shook his head as he laughed. Not all nymphs were flighty creatures. Most were though and Pan seemed to attract the flighiest. 
 
    Athena glared at her brother. “Why would this bastard attack Pan?  
 
    “I asked Pan to look for him. I want him dead. It looks like Antonius struck first.” 
 
    Juliet stepped forward a pace or two. “He asked me why a woodland creature was looking for him.” 
 
    “So where do we go first?” Apollo questioned. 
 
    “I don’t have a fucking clue,” Ares replied 
 
    Athena looked at Juliet. “Do you have any ideas?” 
 
    Juliet shook her head. “No. I honestly haven’t crossed paths with him until the other day in Ares’s club.” 
 
    Apollo clenched his hands on his hips. “I’ll watch from the sky during the day. Artemis will during the night. We’ll also watch for Hades and Zeus. If they get close to Greece, we’ll warn you.” 
 
    Ares frowned at him. “Why do we give a shit about Zeus?” 
 
    “Congress is about to recess,” Athena informed him. “The president is planning to send Dad on a diplomatic mission. Or at least that’s what Dad is manipulating him to call it.” 
 
    Ares sighed. “Athena and I will hit the streets.” 
 
    Juliet stomped her way in front of him until they were nearly nose to nose. “And what am I supposed to do? And what do I do when the sun comes up?” 
 
    Ares wrapped his hands around her shoulders hoping to settle her down. He doubted it was going to help. “Just stay here with Pan and his girls.” He lifted one hand to point into the enormous stone temple at the peak. “There is a vault or two in there that leads to my Dad’s inner chambers. Trust me, they’re comfy digs. Catch a catnap or two.” 
 
    “There has to be something I can do.” 
 
    “There is. Stay here and just be beaut—” 
 
    Juliet’s growl came from deep in her throat. It was almost inhuman. It shut down Ares’s words. She glared at him. “Ares, I swear if you tell me to sit here and be beautiful, I will throat punch you. Hard.” 
 
    He scowled at the sudden eruption of laughter around them.  
 
    Even a few of the nymphs got in on it. Pan sat up and mumbled a couple of words then fell back on the mattress asleep.  
 
    “Fine. Think of anyone you might still be in contact with who might know where he is.” 
 
    Juliet looked away for a moment as she gnawed on her lower lip.  
 
    Ares’s cock twitched in response. This was not the time to deal with an erection.  
 
     “There might be some people I can reach out to.” 
 
    “No. You’re not leaving this garden. Give the names to me and I’ll do it.” 
 
    “They don’t know you.” 
 
    “I don’t give a shit. You’re not leaving. You do and I’ll put you over my knee.” 
 
    Juliet smirked at him. “Is that a promise?” 
 
    “I’m about to hurl,” Apollo interjected. 
 
    Ares glared at him then returned his focus on Juliet. “How are you possibly going to reach someone without leaving, huh? Are you going to reach in their head or something?” 
 
    “Or.” Juliet reached into her back pocket. She pulled free a small phone and flipped it open. “I call them. Look, I have a signal here.” 
 
    “A vampire with a cell phone plan. Nice,” Athena replied. 
 
    Juliet grinned at her. “A vampire who buys minutes. I’m never in one place for long.” 
 
    “Where did you get money to buy minutes?” Ares demanded. “And how long have you had that thing?” 
 
    She pressed a long, lingering kiss on his lips.  
 
    If he wasn’t completely hard before, he was now.  
 
    “We don’t have time for that now Mr. War. When this is all over we’ll talk.” 
 
    “Some days, Juliet.” 
 
    She stepped away from him and swatted him on the ass.  
 
    Ares watched her wander across the lush green grass to the cracked granite steps that led to his father’s throne. A second later, the scene disappeared from his sight. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Ares stormed through the streets of Vancouver bathed in the light of the full moon. Artemis and Athena were on his heels, both dressed in black. With the mood they were in, both of his step-sisters were highly dangerous. And at the moment, he couldn’t be more grateful for them both. 
 
    Artemis combed her dark curls with her fingers until she could wrap it up in a ponytail. She glared at her brother. “Exactly why are we here?” 
 
    “There were reports of two suspicious deaths in the past two days,” Ares answered. “Bloodless bodies. Apollo heard someone talking about it being on the news.” 
 
    “Could it be Juliet?” Athena asked. 
 
    Ares stared at her for a moment. There was an ache in his core that didn’t come from his own body. Juliet needed to feed. She was starting to go crazy. But being the obedient lover she was, she stayed put on the mountain.  
 
    Pan and the nymphs weren’t in any danger. He could feel in her heart that she considered them family. He was going to have to find someone to send back to her soon before he went insane from the pain too.  
 
    “No,” he answered. “She’s never left Olympus. Which is good since we’ve crossed paths with Hades and Dad more than once. They’re tracking these deaths too.” 
 
    “Ares, we’ve been to five cities in four days. Have you ever considered that we may not find this guy?” Artemis questioned. 
 
    Ares glared at the goddess. She and her twin, Apollo, were the exact opposite from Ares and Athena in looks. Her brother was the blond and fair skinned. Artemis was the dark and rugged one. Ares would have found the dangerous image appealing if she weren’t his half sister. 
 
    “I can’t stop,” he told her. “It’s a matter of time before Zeus and Hades find out that I hid Juliet on Olympus. I can’t let them get her. I understand if you’re out.” 
 
    Artemis huffed. “I’m not out. It’s just frustrating. That’s all.” 
 
    Ares opened his mouth to reply but was cut off by the vibration of his phone. He swiped it out of his back pocket and checked the screen. He answered it even though the number was foreign to him. “Who is this? How did you get my number?” 
 
    The feminine voice on the other end was weak and shaky. “Hello to you too, asshole.” 
 
    A smile spread across his lips as his heart skipped a beat. It always did when he heard Juliet’s voice. “Hey, you. What’s up? You sound like shit.” 
 
    “I need to feed,” Juliet answered. “But that’s not why I called. Do you remember the bartender from the bar we first met at?” 
 
    “How could I forget? I made you come right there in front of him. Just like I did the other night.” 
 
    “Yeah. I didn’t even get clear of Pan and the nymphs before you dropped me on the ground in a puddle of goo. Not that they noticed. Once Pan was well enough, the nymphs fought each other to mount him. It’s been like a porno up here. Anyway, stay out of my thoughts with that sort of shit.” 
 
    “Baby, you were begging me for more. Remember? Don’t deny it.” 
 
    “Ares?” 
 
    “What, beautiful?” 
 
    “The bartender, Matt. He saw Antonius. He’s been there several times in the last two weeks.” 
 
    Ares felt his mouth drop. “Why didn’t you say that before?” 
 
    “I tried. You went on about fucking me by telepathy.” 
 
    “I gotta go. I’ll get you someone to feed on soon. Don’t leave that mountain.” 
 
    “I won’t. Hurry.” 
 
    Ares ended the call and turned to his sisters then glanced around them at the bustling street. “We need to get somewhere more private.” 
 
    “You’re not my type, Bro.” Artemis cocked a grin at him. 
 
    “Where are we going?” Athena asked. 
 
    “This little dive bar where I first met Juliet. Her friend has seen Antonius.”  
 
    Ares led them down the busy sidewalk as he searched for a place to stage their escape. He lost track of how many blocks he walked with his half sisters on his heels. He heard a voice shout several times over the noise around him. He blocked it from his mind as he studied his surroundings. 
 
    “Hey, I’m talking to you.” A hand grabbed his shirt, scraping the flesh beneath.  
 
    Instinct kicked in before Ares focused on who had a hold of him. He threw a punch into the guy’s gut then landed a cross square in the nose. Ares looked down to find Dillion crumped at his feet, a thin trail of blood trickling down his lip. People around him gasped and cried. He was sure one was Artemis. 
 
    “What the hell was that for?” Dillion whimpered. 
 
    “Don’t grab me like we know each other,” Ares demanded. “Just because we landed the same piece of ass doesn’t mean we’re amigos. Where the fuck is Aphrodite anyway?” 
 
    Dillion pointed at Athena and Artemis. “She doesn’t like those two.” 
 
    “No shit. What do you want?” 
 
    “I hear your people want Juliet dead.” 
 
    “Our people? What the fuck? Do you know who my people are?” 
 
    Dillion blew his nose into him palm leaving it soaked in his own blood. “Whatever. Call them off. I get first dibs.” 
 
    “No one is getting ‘dibs’. She’s mine. And I’ll stop whoever tries to hurt her. Do you understand me? I thought you’d get that hint after our time in the cage.” 
 
    “Do you know who you’re dealing with, asshole?” 
 
    Ares chuckled. “I do. A pissant mortal still bleeding from my one punch. Too bad Juliet isn’t here. She needs to feed and she could be finally rid of you. Come on, ladies.” 
 
    He led them away from Dillion still slumped on the sidewalk. Out of the corner of his eyes, he could tell the mortal had trouble standing up. He waved for them to follow him into a side alley. They wandered down the thin, dank passageway between the towering buildings trying to shake the mortals around them. They wove around a couple of sleeping bums and someone clearly up to no good. As they reached the end, they disappeared into thin air. 
 
    He heard a squeak as the door of the bar appeared before him. He glanced down the street at the convention center where this all started. That was a hell of a fight. He held back his godlike strength until the little shit cut him open. Then Ares turned up the power and ended it. 
 
    Out of the corner of his eye, he could see Athena flutter as she smoothed her clothes. It was easily to tell she was flustered with the sudden trip to another country. “You okay, Sis?” 
 
    “We were in Canada. Now we’re who knows where.” 
 
    “Illinois.” 
 
    Artemis scowled at her then rolled her eyes. “There was a brick wall ahead of us. What the fuck did you think was going to happen? How the hell are we siblings?” 
 
    Ares gripped the doorknob and turned it. “Because Dad likes to fuck anything that moves. Let’s go.” 
 
    The three gods stepped inside the cool confines of the tavern. There were a few groups of people sitting around the tables and a couple at the bar. Ares studied each group then frowned. The dark polished wood glimmered in the light of the amber sconces mounted to the wall. There were no windows to speak of. 
 
    “Do you see him?” Athena questioned. 
 
    “I have no idea what he looks like,” Ares admitted. “Plus it’s daytime. He won’t be here until later I’m sure.” 
 
    “You mean we’re on a wild goose chase?” Artemis demanded with a snarl. 
 
    Ares growled back. “No, we get a table. I’ll search Juliet’s memories for him. It’ll be difficult. She’s in so much pain, she’s putting walls up. But I can get around them.” He pointed to the corner booth. “Have a seat. I’ll find Matt and get us a pitcher.” 
 
    Ares leaned against the bar as the two goddesses slipped across the leather and nestled in the corner. He checked his phone then huffed. The other patrons shuffled around him irritated. Matt sucked as a bartender. He must be more concerned about yanking himself off in the back. 
 
    A shoulder collided roughly into Ares. The pale blond man with eyes the color of ice glared at him then smiled. His clothes were seriously outdated.  
 
    Ares opened his mouth to cuss the guy out then froze. The guy had a tinge of red on his very long canine tooth as he licked it. That and his image was non-existent in the long mirror mounted behind the bar. There were two men standing there. Ares only saw his own reflection. “Athena. Artemis. It’s him,” he called. 
 
    The two goddesses scrambled over each other to get out of the booth. 
 
     Antonius shot a condescending stare at Ares. “You are no man for her.” 
 
    “I’m all the man she needs, asshole. And I’m not a man. I’m a god.” Ares lunged at him with a wicked grin. He was going to enjoy watching this bastard suffer as he killed him. It wouldn’t be hard. All he had to do was drag him outside and he’d be dust in seconds. 
 
    Antonius laughed when Ares grabbed hold of his coat. A second later, he disappeared from sight. 
 
    “Where’d he go?” Artemis questioned as they scurried across the bar to him. 
 
    “Disappeared,” Ares answered. “But there was something odd. He was licking something crimson off his fang.”  
 
    He ducked around the couple lost in conversation at the bar then shoved through the door where Matt watched him pleasure Juliet the time they were there before. It led to a small, almost sterile back room where the extra alcohol and supplies were stored. Everything was white but the stainless steel racks and the splatters of blood that dotted every surface. 
 
    At their feet laid Matt and a waitress a little younger than him. Both were dead. Matt had the telltale dots on his neck while the girl had a steak knife planted in her chest that had to sever her heart in two. 
 
    “Shit,” Artemis breathed. 
 
    “How did he do that?” Athena demanded. “It’s daylight out.” 
 
    “The bar is designed to keep light out. Juliet has no problem existing in our cave during the day as long as she isn’t exposed to sunshine. He probably reappeared someplace where it’s night.” Ares let go a long sigh. This mess was only getting worse. Now innocent mortals were losing their lives. The fact that Antonius attacked someone Juliet knew wasn’t just a coincidence. 
 
    He squatted down between the two bodies and nudged around of any other signs of trauma. “Get those people out of here. Tell them Matt fell ill and has to lock up.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” Athena queried. 
 
    Ares sighed again then he raised a hand over the waitress. Slowly she disappeared. His voice was barely audible. “Juliet has to feed.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    Most of the patrons were already gone when they stepped out into the bar. The last few took the hint quickly. They must have sensed something was wrong. Ares escorted his half sisters from the tavern and gripped the knob for the door. His strength crushed the lock shut. It’d be days before anyone found the body. The evidence of Antonius’s bite would be long gone. 
 
    “We need to find out where this bastard lives,” Artemis stated.  
 
    “Where do vampires come from?” Athena countered. “Eastern Europe is rumored to be their place of origin. But do you seriously think they’re still there?” 
 
    “Studying on your Bram Stoker, huh?” Artemis rolled her eyes at her sister again. “These things are myths, legends, folklore.” 
 
    Athena pointed back at her. “Keep doing that and your eyes are going to roll out of your head. What folk story do you chalk that up to?” 
 
    “Plus,” Ares added. “There’s a living, breathing one on Olympus that we’ve both watched feed.” 
 
    “If you would have kept your cock out of her, this wouldn’t be our mess now.” 
 
    Ares spun at her. “You can go at any time, Artemis. No one begged you to help.” 
 
    The air was silent and thick for what seemed like an eternity.  
 
    Artemis huffed. “Whatever. Apollo would kick my ass if I left. Besides, you’re almost decent now that you found this girl. I’ll see it to the end. So, Romania anyone?” She raised her hand and snapped her fingers.  
 
    The sidewalk outside the bar transformed to a cold, gothic castle. Ares reached out a hand to steady himself as he snarled. Maybe Athena was right. The sudden jump through space and time sucked balls. “Look around,” Ares instructed. “See if you find anything.” 
 
    “Not to break up the party,” Artemis replied. “But I have to split. I’ll send Apollo back for me.” 
 
    “See you later?” Athena questioned. 
 
    “As soon as my shift is over,” Artemis confirmed. 
 
    Athena nodded. “Keep an eye out.” 
 
    “Of course.” Artemis was gone in the blink of an eye.  
 
    The other two siblings glanced at each other before they wandered off on their own. 
 
    The gods searched the castle then journeyed through the village below the castle. Over the next three days, they kept up their mission, slowly spreading over miles of forests, rocks and towns. Artemis and Apollo swapped places back and forth so the other could continue the tasks assigned to them thousands of years ago. It also gave the god or goddess riding across the sky a bird’s eye lookout for Hades, Zeus and Antonius.  
 
    Ares felt gratitude and sorrow when Juliet discovered the body he sent to her. Moments later the bone deep ache she shared with him dissipated. After three days, it was starting to burn again. At that moment, it was a minor irritation. He just hoped he could keep it that way. 
 
    Ares scoured the outside of a small rustic village looking for clues. There had to be something. He was tired of dead ends. He shoved the branch of a young evergreen aside to step through. 
 
    He glanced around in confusion. There were no trees, no cottages, no birds’ songs. There was the bustle of people hurrying by as a soulful melody played in the warm air. Down the street, the Empire State Building stood proudly over the city below. He shook his head confused then dropped into stance. 
 
    “Oh, sit down. If Artemis and you can do it, so can I.” 
 
    He turned to find Athena perched in a chair outside a cafe. She nudged a lidded paper cup towards him across the table beside her. “Drink. Relax.” 
 
    “Athena, I don’t have time for games,” Ares demanded with a snarl. 
 
    “Ares, I need a break. We have been going non-stop for days. I need a break. And so do you.” 
 
    “I need to destroy Antonius. I need to protect Juliet.” 
 
    “Then sit down. I want to run something by you before I send it to Apollo and Artemis to confirm.” 
 
    He slumped into the chair across the table from her and took the cup in his hand. He took a sip of the hot liquid. Coffee was never his thing but this hit the spot. “What do you want to tell me?” 
 
    Athena set her cup on the table and turned from him. “I actually heard it here just a few minutes ago from a group of folks not speaking English. It was an African dialect. They were telling stories from their home villages. One guy told the others about a pale, ghostlike figure that sucked the blood out of his victims. He was able to detail it down to the blond ponytail and ice blue eyes. And when the others commented what a tale it was, he replied that his cousin died of this last week.” 
 
    Ares eyes grew wide. “Did he say where he was from?” 
 
    “No, unfortunately. There was some nonsense about going to a play and they wandered off. But it sounds like the son of a bitch is in Africa somewhere.” 
 
    “It’s a big continent, Sis.” 
 
    “But it’s one instead of the world. We’re narrowing our search to one land mass.” 
 
    Ares slowly stood with a growl. “Great. But we have bigger issues.” 
 
    Athena followed his direction but stared at him. “What do you mean?” 
 
    He nodded down the street. Half a block from the cafe stood two men standing next to an expensive town car, one a handsome, well dressed business man and the other gaudily dressed and dripping in gold. They were surrounded by men dressed in black suits with military buzz cuts, all of them a foot taller than their bosses. Both men’s gaze was locked on them. 
 
    He heard Athena blow out a sharp breath. “Shit. Dad and Hades.” 
 
    Ares watched as Zeus and Hades strode down the sidewalk towards them. He glanced out of the corner of his eye at Athena. Was his sister about to turn on him? 
 
    She smiled and winked at him. Then she wove around the table to meet her father. “Daddy.” 
 
    Zeus wrapped Athena in an affectionate hug.  
 
    Ares snarled at Hades as the god of death smirked at him. 
 
    “Hey, sweetpea,” Zeus addressed his daughter. “What are you up to?” 
 
    “Just having coffee. What brings you and Uncle Stan to New York City?” 
 
    Zeus lifted his gaze to lock with Ares. “We’re looking for someone. Romeo, how are you? Staying out of trouble, I hope.” 
 
    Ares noticed the growing number of news reporters gathering around them. The Lynch family always provided a juicy piece of gossip when more than two of them were in the same room. And Ares rarely kept his trap shut. “When have I ever done what you wanted, Dad?” 
 
    The crowd murmured in response.  
 
    Zeus’s brow creased and nostrils flared just a bit. The mortals around them would never notice but the gods did. “Son, you need to think about your family for once.” 
 
    “When has the family thought about me? And I am thinking of the family. Mine, not yours.” 
 
    Zeus’s eyes widened. “You didn’t.” 
 
    “Soon, Dad.” 
 
    Zeus turned his attention back to Athena.  
 
    Hades kept grinning.  
 
    It was making Ares uneasy. 
 
    “Anna, please talk some sense into your brother,” Zeus instructed. 
 
    Athena looked at Ares then back to Zeus. The crowd around them grew bigger. “Daddy, Romeo is right this time. What he’s doing, what we’re doing, is best for our family. Please, Dad, just let us handle it.” 
 
    Zeus shook his head as he let go of his daughter. “I’m disappointed in you, Anna. You’ve spent too much time with him. He’s corrupting you.” He glanced at Hades. “Let’s go. We have business to attend to.” 
 
    Ares watched Athena’s face fall. Her eyes held a sheen of tears. He growled at Hades. “What are you smiling at, old man?” 
 
    Hades’ grin grew bigger. “I just caught the scent of something. Floral. Aromatic. Reminds me of home. Well, not my home. But my family’s home. It brings back memories of the good old days.” He winked at Ares as the two men stormed off and the crowd dissipated. 
 
    Ares stared at this sister. “We need to contact Apollo and Artemis now.” 
 
    She sniffled. “I know. Give me a second.” 
 
    He huffed. In the past few weeks since Juliet came into his life, he did things that went against his nature. This was about to be another. He wrapped his arm around Athena and hugged her to him. He couldn’t remember if he ever embraced her before then. He seriously doubted it. “Hey, it’ll be okay. Dad will forgive you. He adores you.” 
 
    “I know. It’s not the first time I’ve crossed him. I just hate it when he says I disappointed him.” She paused a moment. “You’re hugging me.” 
 
    “I know. Enjoy it. It won’t probably happen again.” 
 
    “It’s nice.” 
 
    “Fantastic.” 
 
    They stood like that for a moment or two before she shrugged his arm off her shoulders. “Come on, let’s message Apollo and head to Africa.”  
 
    The god and goddess wandered into the bustle of people that passed by the little cafe. No one noticed as they disappeared from sight. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    As the moon appeared overhead, Apollo appeared again with Ares and Athena. He brushed a blond lock of hair from his face as he ground the toe of his boot into the damp soil. By the way he squiggled in place, Ares swore he acted like a toddler. 
 
    “Something you need to tell us?” Athena questioned. It was easy to tell she was annoyed. The fact they had neglected their daily way of life to hunt the bloodsucker on little sleep and little food would irritate anyone. Not that the gods needed them but they were nice luxuries. 
 
    “Do you want the good news or bad?” Apollo countered. 
 
    “I haven’t showered for a week and I’d kill for a couple pieces of ambrosia. Start with the good.” Athena glared at him. 
 
    Apollo grinned. The smile was nearly as bright as the sun he pulled around in his new sports car. “I looked into the story you told me to. The legend is true. Supposedly, in South Africa, near The Amphitheater there is talk of a pale ghostlike figure that drinks blood. It has to be true. The nearest villages report a mysterious body count every year.” 
 
    “The Amphitheater?” Ares interrupted. 
 
    Athena glared at him. “A row of cliffs.” She turned back to Apollo. “Please continue.” 
 
    Apollo sighed for full dramatic effect. “As I was saying, the locals talked about this creature like he was a monster. He has long, almost white hair, pale skin and eyes like ice. He’s been attacking their villages for centuries. He latches onto their necks and drinks their blood.” 
 
    “That has to be Antonius,” Ares confirmed. 
 
    “Great.” She looked back at Apollo. “And the bad news?” 
 
    Apollo’s smile faded. “Zeus and Hades are in Italy and closing fast on Olympus.” 
 
    “Shit.” Ares spat on the ground and looked at Athena. “The scent Hades picked up was on us. He could tell we were at Olympus. Great work, Apollo. We need to finish this.” 
 
    “We should head to South Africa right now,” Athena added. “We can stake out the cliffs. It’s remote, lots of dark places and far away from the stereotypical gothic scene. It’s the last place someone would look for him. It’s an ideal place for a vampire to call home.” 
 
    “I’ll have to bail on you before daybreak,” Apollo replied. 
 
    “It’s all right,” Ares assured him. “Athena and I can handle this. Thanks for the information though.” 
 
    “Happy to help.” Apollo vanished.  
 
    Ares closed his eyes and concentrated his thoughts on moving him and Athena. The warm, dry air of the desert caressed his face. He thought of Juliet, of her tender touch and her soft kisses. He needed to end this, then he’d spend a month in her arms. He wouldn’t go anywhere without her again. 
 
    He opened his eyes and scanned the dark horizon. The world dropped off sharply just a hundred feet in front of him then spread out as far as the eye could see. A mist of fog rolled over the edge towards him. It was terrifying and breathtakingly beautiful all in one.  
 
    He glanced to his side to see Athena walking away also studying the cliffs. With each step, her black clothes melted away and was replaced with a brilliant white chiton. She held her spear in one hand and had a gold shield strapped to her opposite arm. 
 
    He pressed his lips together as he watched her. Then he glanced down at his clothes. This attack couldn’t compare to any other war he ever waged before. The Trojan War paled in comparison. Even though there was only one singular creature that opposed him, this one beat them all. For the first time, he had something to lose.  
 
    His heart. His soul. His Juliet. 
 
    His T-shirt and jeans slipped away into nothing. His own chiton, the one he hadn’t worn since he walked off Olympus thousands of years ago, took their place. Leather sandals replaced his designer boots. His shield was secured to his arm and he clenched his sword in his opposite hand. 
 
    He stormed off along the edge of the cliff. It was time to find out where this son of a bitch lived. 
 
    The darkness that surrounded them made it almost impossible to see anything. As the night sky lightened a touch with the rising sun, Ares saw the crevice. He sheathed his sword then sat on the rough ground. He eased himself off the cliff then clung to the rocks to climb to it. He hung onto a ledge and swung his body until he could drop inside.  
 
    He cupped his hands together. A small ball of gas and fire grew between his palms. Usually, he only created light. In this case, though, a tiny sun would work in his favor. He let it guide him down the tight, thin corridor deeper into the cliff. 
 
    He took in the opulence of the cavern room before he saw the occupant.  
 
    Antonius hissed, his icy glare full of venom as he stared at the sun in the god’s hands. His skin started to crack from the glow. “You insolent bastard,” Antonius seethed. 
 
    Ares cocked a grin at him. “Surprise.” 
 
    Antonius disappeared for a moment then was back. His pale skin blistered red as he growled. “Extinguish that. It’s rude to bring that into my home.” 
 
    Ares spread his hands to make it bigger. “Ask if I give a shit if you think it’s rude. You cursed Juliet, my Juliet. I am going to destroy you slowly.” 
 
    “I made her immortal.” 
 
    “I would have made her immortal. I would have made her a goddess.” 
 
    Antonius’s snarl became a whimper. His skin broke into fissures. He tried to disappear again but quickly returned to his form. “Then why don’t you now?” 
 
    “Shut up.” Aries grew the sun in his hands.  
 
    Antonius shuddered then squirreled his body in a ball.  
 
    Something screamed past his ear and impaled Antonius. “What the fuck?” Ares demanded. 
 
    Athena approached, her bow still drawn with a new arrow in its place. “It wasn’t meant for you.” 
 
    Ares stormed to the fallen vampire and pulled Antonius to his feet. 
 
    Despite his contorted face, he managed to laugh at Ares. “You can’t kill me.” 
 
    “Wanna bet?” Ares lifted him off the ground a few inches by the collar of his coat. He strode through the narrow corridor towards the mouth of the cavern. The sky ahead was no longer black but now a midnight blue. The first ray of sunlight had cracked through the night. 
 
    Antonius weakly struggled against Ares grasp. “You cannot. Stop. Please.” 
 
    “Give me one reason why not.” 
 
    “I will give you anything you want.” 
 
    He pulled Antonius close until they touched noses. “I want Juliet free of her curse. And free of you.” 
 
    “I cannot release her from her curse. But I will let her be. Just have mercy.” 
 
    Ares heard a feminine laugh behind him followed by Athena’s voice. “Do you know who you’re talking to? He’s Ares, the god of war. Mercy is not a word in his vocabulary.” 
 
    Ares pursed his lips tight as he glared at the vampire in his grasp. “Maybe this time I do.” He set Antonius on his feet but didn’t let go of his coat. 
 
    “After what he did to Juliet?” Athena asked incredulously. 
 
    “She’s safe. I will keep her from harm. And I don’t give a shit how it happens but soon, she won’t be a vampire.” He smirked at Antonius. “And dumbass here gave me his word.” 
 
    Antonius gripped tight to Ares’s hand and fought to pry it off. His fingers were weak. The arrow embedded in his belly must have sapped his strength. “Let me go, you oaf. The sun is rising. Do you want me to die?”  
 
    Ares let go of him with a tiny shove. “Get out of my sight.” 
 
    The vampire hissed as he chuckled. “Hardly. Do you truly believe that I would let Juliet go? She was mine long before your pathetic attempt to claim her. I laid my fangs into her. I turned her to become my queen. I couldn’t help that her poor, fragile, useless human heart refused to let go. She could have ruled the world at my side. But it doesn’t matter. She will never be yours. You may take her body, but her black heart and soul will be mine for eternity.” 
 
    Ares roared as he lunged at Antonius. He felt his flesh burn as his temper peaked. The ground beneath them shook in chorus with his rage.  
 
    Antonius’s legs buckled as he tried to steady himself on the quaking rock. Pieces fell from beneath him. The cliff face tumbled down taking the vampire with it. As the passed through the lone beam of light, Antonius’s body burst into flame then turned to dust. 
 
    “What an asshole,” Athena replied, punctuating each word. 
 
    Ares sucked in several long, steady breaths to control his stampeding heart. His head snapped up to attention as he heard a familiar scream. 
 
    Juliet. 
 
    He craned his neck outside the cave, clinging onto the cliff to get a better look. Athena held tight to him as her body leaned in tandem with his. It wasn’t hard to miss to source of the shout. Dillion had Juliet by the throat and was holding her over the edge of the cliff. Day was starting to break. Even from the distance, Ares could see her skin smoke and crack. 
 
    He closed his eyes and willed his sister from him. Then he thought of the top of the cliff. A second later, his sandal clad foot touched down on the top of The Amphitheater. 
 
    “Let her go,” Ares demanded. If he moved quickly enough, he could grab Juliet from Dillion and take her away. Or he could just jump her back to their cave or Olympus. How the hell did the American get there anyway? 
 
    His thoughts froze in his brain as Dillion ran her through with a silver spike then let her go.  
 
    Juliet stared at Ares one last time before she stumbled off the cliff edge into the mist below. 
 
    “You bastard!” Ares drew his sword from its scabbard. He didn’t see where he struck. He lashed out in a white hot blind rage. He didn’t settle until he found Dillion lying dead at his feet. 
 
    He scurried to the edge and looked down for any sign of Juliet. All he saw were the puffy clouds of fog that gave the Amphitheater its haunted look. He stood up to move himself to the base of the rock face. Maybe if he found her, he could save her. 
 
    The sudden beams of sunlight sealed his despair. It was too late. There was no coming back for his little vampire. At least, she was finally free of her curse. 
 
    He caught something moving out of the corner of his eye. In the distance waited Aphrodite. For losing her lover, she seemed rather pleased. It explained how Dillion arrived on the scene. Aphrodite took him there.  
 
    The goddess gave him the smoky eyed gaze that at one time had him running to her bed. Did the bitch set the whole thing up? Did she lure Juliet there too? 
 
    He snarled at her as he stalked in her direction. If she had anything to do with Dillion killing Juliet, it would be the end. There were ways to kill gods. And he would make sure she never took another breath. 
 
    She must have seen his reaction because she vanished without a trace.  
 
    Ares looked around him. Everyone was gone. He was left behind but he should be used to it. Everyone left him behind. 
 
    Except this time the sting was too much. He dropped to his knees and buried his face in his hand. The sob shook his entire body. The cliff trembled in response. 
 
    * * * * 
 
    Athena strolled through the rock corridors with her military cap in her hand. Her standard issue patent leather shoes clicked against the stone. She didn’t need to create a ball of fire like her brother did. She illuminated the tunnel all on her on without extra help. 
 
    It had been six weeks since anyone last heard from Ares. Zeus summoned him. Hera summoned him. Hell, even she summoned him. Nothing. It wasn’t the first time he ignored them but it was the first time he suffered such a loss that forced him into hiding. 
 
    His first stop after the Amphitheater was Olympus where he nearly tore Pan apart. Pan quaked as he explained to Ares that Eros led Juliet away, that he told the vampire that Ares was in danger. Ares was prepared to unleash hell on Eros until he discovered that the love god also believe his father was in trouble.  
 
    And who told Eros that his father, the god of war, was in danger? His mother, of course. And Aphrodite was long gone before Ares figured it out. Since then, Ares disappeared too, leaving his godly duties neglected. Athena was done doing his shit along with her own. It was time to drag her brother out of bed. 
 
    She laughed as she rounded the corner to the stone staircase. That was exactly where he was, laid across his bed still clothed in his blood stained chiton. The opulence he liked to adorn his cave home in was gone. All that surrounded them was dull gray rock. 
 
    She slowly descended the steps as she shifted her cap to under her arm. “Seriously, Bro. You might want to change or something.” 
 
    His gaze was locked to the ceiling and never wavered. “What the fuck do you want?” 
 
    “For you to get out of bed and get to work. I’m sick of doing your crap.” 
 
    She could hear his voice crack as he spoke, “Go away, Athena.” 
 
    “She was just a vampire. Ares, you could have another woman in a heartbeat once you take a shower and change. How many baby mamas have you had by now?” 
 
    He looked at her, then slowly sat up. “None of them were Juliet. Fuck, I never want to see another woman again. It’s just her. I loved her so much. I wish I could have given my life for hers.” 
 
    “You can’t possibly mean that.” 
 
    “I don’t? I have been someplace. Vegas. I pleaded with Hades to give her to me. I would do anything. I would be his slave. But that son of a bitch had the audacity to say he didn’t have her. Liar.” 
 
    Athena shook her head as she chuckled. This was too easy. 
 
    She heard him growl. “What’s so funny?” 
 
    Athena glanced at him then back to the top of the stairs where she came from. “Come on out.” 
 
    It seemed like an eternity even for her, but from the shadows stepped Juliet dressed in a long, white chiton. Her hair was still ebony and her lips blood red but her skin was not quite as pale. 
 
    Ares scrambled to his feet, his mouth almost on the floor. He took a step then another towards the stone staircase. When Juliet’s foot hit the bottom stair, he scooped her into his arms and parted her lips in a deep, passionate kiss. 
 
    He pulled from Juliet with a frown as he stared at her. “No. This isn’t right.” 
 
    “What do you mean it isn’t right?” Athena insisted. 
 
    “I don’t know what you tried to do, but this isn’t my Juliet. This isn’t my wom–” 
 
    “Excuse me?” Juliet interrupted with a smile, “Your woman? Listen, you need to stop this archaic ‘your woman’ bullshit, you neande—” 
 
    Her words were interrupted by a possessive kiss.  
 
    Athena beamed as she watched the couple melt into each other. 
 
    As they broke apart, Ares spoke, “I don’t get it.” 
 
    “When she fell, I scooped her up and took her back to my place. I had to keep her in a coma-like state for a month until my nymphs and I could figure out what to do. Once I was certain I could change her, I did it into one of my own creatures.” 
 
    “A nymph.” 
 
    “Yes, so be nice. She answers to me and if you mistreat her, I will kick your ass.” 
 
    Ares brow creased in confusion. “I asked you more than once to change her. Why didn’t you then?” 
 
    “I was still researching it. This is the first time any of us tried to change a vampire. I think I did a pretty good job.” 
 
    Juliet opened her mouth to show her set of pearl white, very straight teeth. “See? No fangs.” 
 
    Athena watched as her brother’s face darkened. “Athena?” 
 
    “Yes, Ares?” 
 
    “I can’t tell you how much I appreciate this. You have given me my life back. I owe you an immeasurable debt of gratitude. But I need you to leave. Now.” 
 
    It was Athena’s turn to scowl. “Why is that?” 
 
    He grinned at her. “Because, like you said, you’ve seen me in a compromising position before. I’m certain you don’t want to again.” 
 
    Athena laughed. “Yuck, no. And that’s my cue to leave. Ares, dinner on Sunday. Bring your girl. I’m sure that’ll please the socks off Dad and Hera.” 
 
    “You can count on it.” 
 
    Athena hurried up the steps as fast as she could. She barely made the peak before she heard her half brother. “You thought I undressed you fast before. I’ve spent centuries undoing these things.” 
 
    Juliet’s response was more of a moan. “Show me how. Oh, Ares. Oh, fuck.” 
 
    Athena sprinted down the corridor away from the lovemaking. She brought them back together. And it was the first time her sour ass brother was truly happy. 
 
    But that was the last thing she needed to see. With the blink of an eye, she disappeared. 
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