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Blurb

Could a love which started off selfishly become powerful enough to destroy an ancient curse? Are some lovers simply destined to become enemies? Or is it possible to build a life of happiness out of destruction?

If not now then....maybe someday.

Note: This is a short, paranormal love story, not a romance. Triggers may be present. Read at your own discretion.
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Juliet had always been a calm-natured person. She prided herself on possessing qualities like class, style, elegance and composure.  Growing up in the elitist society in L.A, she’d taught herself at an early age how important appearances were. She was aware that engaging in any kind of...drama would only get her name plastered across the pages of a gossip magazine with the paparazzi gleefully exaggerating every action or reaction of hers. She’d learned how to behave and conduct herself gracefully as a daughter, and she had two years’ worth of experience doing it as someone’s wife.

She deserved a medal for the latter. It was no easy feat being married to a man such as Raiz Al’ Ahmid, one of L.A’s wealthiest residents. He, along with his two brothers, had been managing a successful shipping corporation as partners for almost a decade now, having started only in their college years and managing to take over the yachting game in a very brief amount of time.

Two years ago, Raiz had been considered quite a catch, and her father had believed that arranging her marriage to him would be a good business merger, packaging her off when she had barely finished her education. She hadn’t protested because she loved her father, and her family had been drowning in debt. She also hadn’t protested because Raiz was handsome and charismatic, and she’d admired him from afar ever since she was a teenager. She’d thought it wouldn’t be so bad, being married to a rich, good-looking guy who was interested in a wife as well. She’d thought she’d be able to have a good life with him, even if they weren’t in love with each other.

But as the months went by, Juliet’s patience dissolved with each new spectacle she witnessed in her marriage. Raiz barely looked her way unless he wanted sex on the nights when he wasn’t out cheating on her. She knew he was cheating because she’d read the dirty messages he exchanged with other girls all the time. Girls who knew her as his wife. He disrespected her by having those affairs and never even attempted to apologize whenever she broached the subject with him. He was cold, rude and arrogant beyond measure. All he cared about was his business and his women.

And it came to a point when she could no longer stand it. When she couldn’t allow herself to be pushed to the sidelines and mistreated. She was a human being, not some acquisition of his. And she was fucking tired of his bullshit.

“Why don’t you just file for a divorce?” a lazy voice drawled in her ear as she leaned against the metal rails of the yacht and stared daggers at her husband’s back on a warm, spring evening out in the water.

Juliet swirled the wine in her glass and took a sip, trying to curb the urge to throw it into the face of the man who was speaking to her. He was no better, encouraging Raiz in his cheating ways and making it a mission almost every night to rotate himself and his brothers through all the hottest clubs in L.A, as if they were afraid that there would be some girl left unfucked.

“Oh, wait, let me guess,” Tamar, Raiz’s older brother continued. “The prenup, right? You’re not getting a single dollar if you decide-”

“Do you want something, Tamar?” Juliet interrupted, throwing him a scathing glance.

His eyes traveled down from her face to her cleavage and lingered there. “Maybe.”

Juliet sucked in a breath and without another thought, tossed the contents of the wine glass in his face. Tamar backed off a couple of steps, the liquid dribbling down his throat to stain the collar of his white shirt.

“Jesus, you didn’t have to get so dramatic,” he said angrily, taking out a napkin and wiping his face.

“I’m your brother’s wife,” Juliet hissed, clenching her fists. “Show some fucking respect.”

“The hell is going on with you two?”

They both looked up at Raiz’s sudden appearance while he glared at them, his large frame a silhouette against the back lights from the party he was hosting on his yacht that evening.

“Nothing, I was just leaving,” Tamar muttered, walking off with long, angry strides.

Raiz watched him go before directing his attention to his wife. “Go and apologize,” he ordered. “I saw you throwing your drink at him, Juliet. What is the matter with you?”

She glared back at him and opened her mouth to let him know exactly what his brother had done to deserve that treatment from her, but then she stopped herself. He didn’t care. Her husband never cared. The fact that he had reprimanded her without even trying to find out the reason behind her actions only solidified his lack of interest in what went on in her life. She was supposed to stay on the sidelines and do her duty. Supposed to keep her opinions to herself and simply treat the people who were important to him with respect, whether they deserved it or not.

Taking a deep breath, Juliet responded to him with a very calm and calculated, “Fine.”

And then she walked away, a new resolve settling inside her. To teach this man, her cruel husband, a big fucking lesson. An effective slap on his face before she left him for good. Her father would just have to deal with the consequences.

She found Tamar in his luxury cabin on the far end of the yacht. He was rifling through his wardrobe for a spare shirt, standing there in just his casual black slacks, his upper body exposed and if she was honest with herself, absolutely delicious. He had brown skin, just like his other two brothers, and she found herself thinking of Raiz and how, in spite of her growing hatred for him, she liked the way his hands looked on her pale body whenever they had sex. Lately, even the sex was becoming rare. And she was getting very frustrated.

If he could do it, then so could she. Men weren’t the only ones with needs.

Tamar finally found another shirt and turned around, pausing when he spotted her leaning against his closed cabin door.

“Sister-in-law,” he greeted her dryly. “Did Raiz send you to come and say sorry to me? There’s no need. I was a bit of an asshole.”

She narrowed her eyes at him. “A bit?”

Tamar grinned in response, his white teeth gleaming against that brown complexion. “You looked lonely. I was only trying to help.”

Juliet went quiet. Tamar didn’t put on the shirt, a tiny frown on his forehead an indication of curiosity. Almost a minute passed before he raised an eyebrow, detecting the hunger in her expression.

She made herself move towards him, boldly keeping her eyes on his face, and when she reached him and was only a few inches away, she licked her lips and whispered, “Look at me again. The way you looked at me out there.”

He didn’t seem surprised by her words and let his eyes rest on her cleavage once more. Juliet felt her body start to tingle with anticipation and desire the longer he continued to stare at her breasts. And using that rising lust as courage, she lifted her hands and slid the straps of her short dress down her shoulders, allowing it to pool on the floor.

She wore panties but no bra, and Tamar seemed to like that. He didn’t hesitate, bringing his hands up to fondle her bare breasts, making her moan softly.

“Beautiful,” he whispered reverently, bringing his head down to wet her nipples with his mouth. “You think I don’t show you respect, Juliet? Doesn’t this feel like I’m respecting you? Savoring and appreciating you? Worshiping your gorgeous body the way he never does.”

She couldn’t take it anymore, her arms wrapping around his strong shoulders as she pressed her heated body to his. Tamar let out a groan and walked backwards until they both fell on his bed, kissing hungrily. Juliet wasn’t patient. She wanted this too much. It had started out as a means to get back at her husband, but now she physically craved it. Her pussy was wet and sensitive, her senses all foggy.

She didn’t wait as she unzipped his trousers and freed his erect cock from its confines, leaning down to take it in her mouth.

“Oh, fuck, babe,” her husband’s brother whispered, his fingers threading through her hair. “Yes, Jesus, suck that cock for me.”

She did as he asked, taking his thickness in her mouth and swirling her tongue around it, making sounds she had never even made with
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