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      Her dark past has come back to haunt her…

      Ana Drake has secrets that she’d rather forget and loving Poseidon, Hades and Dionysus has made it easy to do so… until now.

      When her relationship with the gods becomes the hot topic for gossip in town and Ana also receives unwanted affection from a man she detests, she realizes that she may be in danger.

      A murder rocks the small town of Saint’s Grove and all evidence points to Ana as the main suspect. As her past encroaches on her future, she realizes that even being loved and cherished by three Greek gods may not be able to save her from the killer at large.
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      Certainly, this good fortune did not belong to me. It had to be a long, slow dream of what I wished my life would look like. Sometimes I had to pinch myself to make sure I was sitting square in reality, such as when I’d wake up sandwiched between Hades and Dionysus. I simply couldn’t believe that the two Greek gods, along with Poseidon, had come to Earth for little old me… Ana Drake living in the small town of Saint’s Grove who worked at the post office. Could there be anyone more boring, more irrelevant?

      As my head swiveled back and forth on the pillow, I studied their beautiful, sleeping faces. Dionysus, the god I had come to know as good-natured and always looking for a joke and fun. On the opposite side, Hades. Dark. Quiet. Always observing. Dangerous, yet I held no fear of him. The god’s kiss curled my toes, and he could snuggle almost as well as Dionysus. Although he ruled the Underworld, I found nothing scary about him. Intriguing, yes, but frightening, no.

      I squeezed the skin on my arm, unable to believe my good fortune. I winced at the pain, which both soothed and troubled me. The good thing was that yes: I wasn’t dreaming. Yet, when would I accept that my life centered around the three Greek gods and their world revolved around me? When would I be able to quit pinching myself to make sure all this was really happening to me?

      I rubbed my finger over the sore spot on my forearm, then rose from the bed, careful not to wake the snoozing gods. After my shower, I dried my hair, then brushed the thick black curtain around my shoulders. My blue eyes seemed to glitter in the mirror and a smile tugged at my lips. Honestly, I’d never been happier, and it showed in my reflection. I had been loved well by the three of them for a couple of months now, and I couldn’t imagine my life without them.

      After setting the brush down on the sink, I opened the door to my bedroom to find it empty and quickly dressed in my snazzy post office uniform. Gray, bland, and itchy, it reminded me that I needed to search for a new job, something I’d wanted to do for over a year. Poseidon and Hades had both found work for a good wage, and I had to focus on discovering something I liked doing. Every time I walked into my current job, a little part of my soul died. I should have started looking for something new earlier, but I always wanted to hurry home to be with my gods. The laughter and love the four of us shared made me so happy, and I didn’t want to miss a moment of it.

      Once dressed, I left my room—guess I should say our bedroom—and headed for the kitchen. I grinned as I entered.

      “There she is!” Poseidon said as he walked over and gave me a kiss on my forehead. “How are you today, Ana?”

      Tall and broad with chin-length blond waves, his ocean-blue eyes sparkled when our gazes met.

      “I’m good,” I replied, my cheeks heating. How could I not be? I’d had three orgasms the previous night. Poseidon had given me two of them.

      “Hot coffee for the hot lady of the house,” Hades murmured with a grin as he handed me a cup. “With a dollop of cream, as sweet as the essence between your thighs.”

      I rolled my eyes and gave him a peck on the cheek. Built like Poseidon, he stood tall and gorgeous. There were similarities between the brothers if I searched for them. Yet, they were very different, too. With his black hair and eyes, Hades tended to be as one would expect—quiet, dark, and moody. He hadn’t touched me last night, but he’d watched every thrust and caress among me, Dionysus, and Poseidon.

      Kerberos, or Kerby, the Hound of Hell, rose from the floor and greeted me with a lick on the fingers. Hades had changed the three-headed beast into a Golden Retriever so he blended in well with their attempts to live as humans.

      “Ana Banana!” Dionysus said from the sink. “Come say good morning!”

      As I walked over, I couldn’t help but giggle. Dionysus wore a pink robe with matching slippers. My eyes widened when I noted his cock stood rigid, poking out the front of the robe as he leaned against the counter.

      “Put that thing away,” I chastised, but I couldn’t tear away my gaze. Perhaps I should skip breakfast and take advantage of the boner? I’d become such a slut, and I was truly okay with it. Sex with my gods proved to be better than with a human man, as one would expect. Therefore, I seemed to want it all the damn time and I walked around in a perpetual state of wet panties.

      “I can’t help it,” he said as he embraced me. “I only need to look at you, and the one-eyed snake comes to life.”

      “Have a little decency,” Poseidon said as Dionysus thrust his hips forward and poked my stomach. “We don’t need to be seeing your godly shaft.”

      “Shut up, Po-Po,” Dionysus retorted. He let go of me. “Ana likes it and that’s all that matters.”

      The two continued to bicker while I sipped my coffee and loaded my plate with eggs and bacon, but I bypassed the potatoes. The sex session the previous night had left me starving.

      Continuing to ignore Dionysus and Poseidon, I took my plate to the kitchen table. I’d heard them argue many times over the past couple of months, and surprisingly, I found it very easy to tune out.

      “Is breakfast good?” Hades asked as he also sat down with a loaded plate.

      “Very much so,” I answered, stuffing more bacon in my mouth. “How late will you be working today?”

      Hades shrugged. “I’m not sure. I think I should be home by dinner.”

      He’d taken a job as a welder and seemed happy with it. As he put it, he enjoyed working with his hand and liked fire, so it was a natural occupation for him.

      Dionysus and Poseidon finally ended their argument and came and joined us at the table. The god of wine and revelry had completely untied his robe and strutted about with his dick swinging. That was his way of poking the proverbial bear, namely Poseidon.

      I shifted my attention to the god of the ocean, sitting across the table. His cheeks flamed red as he stabbed his potatoes. When our gazes met, his stare softened and a soft grin curved his lips. The rage in his coloring paled. I smiled back and he seemed to melt before my eyes as the fury at Dionysus faded.

      Dionysus had the ability to get under Poseidon’s skin. They often argued, but I realized it was in good nature. They truly loved each other like brothers… well, they cared for each other as any set of dysfunctional brothers could.

      It was in this dynamic of the relationship that I realized I held great power. A glance from me could calm both their fires and soften their moods.

      We finished our meal in silence and Dionysus finally belted up his robe.

      After glancing at the clock, I realized I needed to get moving and take on my glamourous day tossing around mail.

      I rose from my chair and kissed all three gods goodbye. All told me they were sorry to see me go and they couldn’t wait to lay their gazes on me when we could be once again together at the end of the day. Honestly, I had the same feelings. Since their arrival a few short months ago, my life felt full and complete. This was the way it was supposed to be. Me, surrounded by three Greek gods who worshipped the ground I tread upon. Honestly, did it get any better?

      As I searched the front table for my keys, irritation set in. In the past couple of months, things seemed to be moving on their own. I’d lost my blush for a day or two. Poseidon complained he could only find one shoe. Hades said one of his welding tools had gone missing, then suddenly appeared on the step leading out to the backyard. Frankly, I suspected Dionysus was responsible. Always the drama-causing shit stirrer, playing silly and annoying pranks on us seemed like something he would do.

      “Where are my keys?” I yelled, not quite ready to lay blame at his feet. I needed more proof.

      When I didn’t get an answer, I marched back into the kitchen. “Hello? Did any of you hear me? Where are my keys? I could have sworn I set them on the table.”

      “I haven’t seen them, Ana,” Hades said.

      “Me neither,” Poseidon agreed.

      We all stared at Dionysus, who studied his chalice with great intent. After I cleared my throat, he glanced up and seemed surprised that we all looked at him.

      “Why are you all staring at me?” he asked, his voice dripping with innocence.

      I crossed my arms over my chest, now more suspicious than ever. “Did you take my keys?”

      His brow wrinkled. “What would I want with the keys to the post office?”

      “Dionysus, if you’re playing some stupid game with me, it needs to stop right now. I need to go. I’m going to be late.”

      “I didn’t take the keys!” he said. “I simply have no interest in making you tardy. But I will help you find them!”

      He hurried down to the bedroom and pulled out my dirty clothes basket that had been lined up with three others. As he jerked out the pants I had worn yesterday, he hummed a tune that I recognized as a Kanye West song. He loved hip-hop.

      “Not in there,” he murmured, then dumped all the clothes out on the floor. He did the same with his basket, as well as Hades’ and Poseidon’s.

      “Well, at least we know they aren’t tangled up in the laundry,” he said with a grin as he tightened the sash on his robe. “Let’s check the rest of the house.”

      As he searched, I couldn’t help but wonder if he truly wasn’t responsible for moving the keys. If that were the case, maybe I was in the process of losing my mind.

      I followed him into the kitchen where he searched the counters, then opened every drawer. He even looked in the refrigerator.

      “My keys aren’t in there,” I said while trying to keep the irritation out of my voice.

      “You never know, love,” he replied with a wink.

      Of course, that made me consider once again that he could be responsible because who in the fuck puts their keys in the refrigerator?

      I followed him out to the living room. Hades and Poseidon joined us. After glancing over the table where I could have sworn I left them, Dionysus turned and studied the couches and chairs.

      “Perhaps they fell out of your pocket and into the cushions?” Poseidon suggested.

      “That’s what I was thinking,” Dionysus muttered.

      He pulled the cushions from the couch, and then from the chair. The keys clanked to the hardwood floor.

      “Just as we suspected!” he said as he picked them up and walked over to me. “Here you go, Ana Banana.”

      He kissed my cheek and placed the keys in my palm.

      I stared at the key ring for a brief moment, then at my gods. Remembering when I arrived home the day before, I distinctly recalled setting them on the front door table. Were they playing some type of joke on me? If so, I didn’t find it the least bit funny. Hades and Poseidon probably wouldn’t bother with something as silly as this, but Dionysus would. And he could be convincing, too, so perhaps he’d cajoled them into going along with it.

      Or maybe I hadn’t placed my keys on the table. Maybe I’d flopped into the chair and they’d fallen out.

      Narrowing my gaze on the three, I decided to let this slide. If it was some stupid prank they’d cooked up, they would be searching for my reaction. I wouldn’t give them one.

      “Okay, I’m heading out. You all have a good day.”

      The three leaned in and kissed me again, one by one.

      As I walked to work, my mind still hung on the keys, and it seemed ridiculous to keep focusing on them. Yet, I would swear on my mother’s grave that I had put them on the table.

      Then I had to consider the other missing items. Could it be that living with three other people just caused a bit of chaos in the house? People moving others’ things without thinking about it?

      I’d never shacked up with Greek gods before, so I guessed things could get messy. Stuff would be misplaced.

      Yet, I couldn’t quite shake the feeling there might be more to it than that.
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      When Ana had asked us to stay and I declared myself househusband, I quickly found out that as a god of frivolity and wine, I was not meant to be alone. I was a horrible househusband.

      I’d chosen the role because I simply didn’t want to toil all day long at a job. There had to be ways for me to contribute to our arrangement, but me going to work wasn’t one of them. In essence, I was terribly lazy.

      So, I did the laundry, the grocery shopping, kept the house tidy, and the others thought I had learned to cook. Nope. I conjured every single meal, getting my ideas from the Food Network on television.

      At first, I had appreciated the alone time, but no longer. I found myself having full on conversations with Kerby. I began to masturbate multiple times a day out of sheer boredom. I needed the personal interaction, so I began to explore Saint’s Grove a little more, looking for someone to talk to.

      However, there were only so many times a day one could go to the grocery store before the clerks began to think that the chatty man buying his third stick of butter that day was stalking them.

      I had one of two options: I could slowly drown in the loneliness of my day-to-day existence, or I could make some friends. And who better to become friendly with than the man I had attacked while drunk, who lived across the street?

      After Poseidon, Hades, and Ana had all left for work, I dressed in jeans, a white turtleneck, and my favorite Gucci shoes. I ran a comb through my thick hair and studied myself in the mirror.

      “You handsome devil you. How could Mr. Warner not fall in love with you?”

      Rich tawny eyes and slightly feminine features. Perhaps handsome was the wrong word. Poseidon and Hades would both be considered devastatingly handsome. I, on the other hand, walked the fine line of handsome and pretty. I had always been attracted to and sought after by both sexes, so I definitely possessed something that appealed to both.

      I put a leash on Kerby and trotted across the street. I’d decided long ago I hated winter, and the season would be upon us soon. However, that did mean longer nights, so perhaps it would mean bonus time in the bedroom with Ana.  I always tried to find the positive side to any negative.

      After taking a deep breath, I knocked on the door. Hopefully, Mr. Warner wouldn’t remember my bout of temporary drunken insanity, or at least be able to forgive me for it. I needed conversation more than I needed my wine.

      The man opened the door and his brow furrowed. “What are you doing here?”

      Mr. Warner appeared to be in his sixties, possibly his seventies. With a head full of gray hair and strong facial features etched with fine lines, he still cut an impressive figure.

      I grinned and placed my hand over my heart. “Sir, my name is… Dan. Yes, my name is Dan and I wanted to come over and hopefully begin our relationship again. Perhaps say that we are meeting for the first time?”

      “Why the hell would I do that?”

      Yes. Why would he?

      “I’m living with Ana now, and I hate the way our relationship started. We are neighbors.”

      He narrowed his gaze at me and I could tell he was about ready to slam the door in my face. Then, a woman’s voice wafted from inside.

      “Honey? Who is it?”

      “A neighbor.”

      There was a beat of silence, then a heavy-set woman with curly gray hair came into view. She stared at me with the kindest blue eyes. I almost withered under their gentleness.

      “Hello,” she said shyly.

      “Hello, there. My name’s Dan.”

      She grinned and glanced down at Kerby. “I’m Tabitha. What a beautiful dog.”

      Kerby wagged his tail and sat down. He whined as he stared at her, his tongue lolling out the side of his mouth.

      “George, invite them in,” she said.

      “He’s the crazy one who attacked me.”

      “It was a mistake,” I said. “I’d had too much wine and I thought he was someone else.”

      “You called me Zeus.”

      Shit.

      “Yes, well… as I said, I was out of my mind.” I glanced at Tabitha. “I came to make amends. I’m living with Ana on a permanent basis now, and I hoped we could become friendly neighbors.”

      “What a nice Christian thing to do,” she said. “George, let him in. He seems like a decent young man.”

      “What about the dog?” George asked.

      “Let him come, too.”

      I smiled and followed George and Tabatha inside. The dark, paneled walls dated back to the seventies, but the home was tidy and comfortable.

      “Come sit,” Tabitha said as she lowered herself into an old brown recliner.

      As I took a seat on the matching couch, Kerby lay down at my feet. He seemed to know we needed to be on our best behavior if I was going to make new friends.

      Tabitha grinned. “It’s lovely to have some company. I don’t get out of the house, and George is always piddling around in the yard. How do you know Ana?”

      “We’re cousins. We came to visit a few months ago, and we decided not to leave.”

      “Saint’s Grove is lovely, isn’t it?”

      I nodded. Truly, I did like the town and the people I’d met seemed nice. I just needed company during the day while Ana, Poseidon, and Hades were at work.

      We chatted for a little while longer and I found myself intrigued with Tabitha. Two grown kids who only came to visit twice a year. No grandkids. “I have agoraphobia,” she stated. “I can’t leave the house without having a horrible panic attack, even with George in tow.”

      Frankly, despite George, she seemed as lonely as me. After a couple of hours, we laughed together and I knew I’d found a friend.

      “I was going to bake some cookies today. Would you like to stay until they’re done?” she asked.

      “Let me help you,” I said, getting to my feet. “We can do it together!”

      Truly, my excitement was real at finding someone to spend time with. I found Tabitha terribly charming.

      I quickly realized I lacked any cooking prowess. When I wanted something, I simply laid out the ingredients on the counter and conjured it. I had to keep the refrigerator filled so the others would think I was actually doing my day job of househusband. To keep Tabitha from noting my lack of skill, I gladly answered her never-ending questions.

      “And your parents? Where are they from?” she asked.

      “Well, my mother died. I don’t remember her,” I replied. “And I’m not close to my father. For all I know, he resides on Mount Olympus.”

      We both chuckled at my joke as she poured ingredients into the bowl and I stirred.

      “That’s too bad. I hate to see families being torn apart. I hope one day you and your father can make amends.”

      Highly doubtful. If she knew the son of a bitch had actually killed my mother, maybe she’d have a differing opinion of my relationship with Zeus.

      “And you said Ana is your cousin?” she asked.

      “Yes. We came to visit her right before all that weird stuff started happening. We decided to stay.”

      Tabitha waved a hand in front of her face, as if to dismiss my words. “Weird things always happen in Saint’s Grove, dear. This place is built on legends and folklore. It’s one of the reasons it’s such a popular destination for the city folk.”

      I had never heard the stories, but curiosity overwhelmed me. Stories, folklore, legends… I loved such things. It was probably why I was considered one of the biggest gossips on Olympus. I loved listening to the tales and I adored repeating them even more.

      “Oh! Do tell, Tabitha!”

      “Let’s get the cookies in the oven. I’m surprised Ana hasn’t told you about them.”

      Apparently, my Ana Banana had been holding out on me.

      Once the little balls of joy sat baking their faces off in the oven, Tabitha and I sat down at the kitchen table with a cup of coffee.

      “Tell me!” I urged.

      “Well, here are just few of the stories… I won’t go into any detail so I don’t bore you. First, on the mountainside right above the town, a bunch of miners died inside the mine in 1905. On a full moon, if you look hard enough, you can see their ghosts walking right in front of the place, which is now abandoned.”

      “Have you ever seen them?” I asked.

      Tabitha shrugged. “I can’t say for certain. All I know is that sometimes, when you want to see something bad enough, you often can. I did see them one night long ago, but was it because they were there, or because I really wanted to see them?”

      She had a point, but I made a mental note to check when the next full moon would be.

      “There’s also a legend that states a pack of werewolf shifters live in the forest. Half man, half wolf. From what I understand came through this town a couple of months ago, I believe that one.”

      I nodded in agreement. “Yes. That was some freaky shit.”

      “You said it right there, Dan.”

      Our gazes locked over our coffee cups, and I realized I had a partner in gossip. She leaned across the table before she spoke and glanced out into the living room as if she didn’t want George to hear.

      “There was supposedly a coven of witches living just outside the town. Legend has it, they were discovered and burned alive. That was before my time. Some say their ancestors are still around.”

      I arched my brows. Apparently, Saint’s Grove did have some interesting characters.

      “And there’s also a psychic who lives here. I don’t know if you’ve seen her house… the purple one on the edge of town.”

      “No, I haven’t. I’ve been to the grocery store and a couple other shops, but that’s it.”

      “I’m told she’s really good, if you believe in that stuff. I’ve never been.”

      Being a god, I could hear people’s thoughts when my name was evoked. I didn’t recall ever meeting a human who could predict the future or one with psychic abilities. Perhaps I’d take a jaunt over and have a reading.

      “You have a wealth of knowledge about this place, Tabitha,” I murmured. “It’s too bad you find it so difficult to go out of your home. I’d love a tour from you.”

      Her soft complexion reddened. “Thank you, Dan. Perhaps one day I’ll be able to leave, but it’s not today.”

      “Have you tried just sitting outside?” I asked.

      “I do okay under the awning in the backyard, but that’s because it’s fenced in. Going out front causes my heart to hammer and I break out in a cold sweat. Last time I tried, I fainted. George had to call an ambulance… It’s just too scary for me.”

      Before I knew it, I’d talked the day away with the older woman. Ana would be home shortly and I still hadn’t done the laundry. I also needed to figure out what to do about dinner.

      “Thank you for having me over, Tabitha,” I said, giving her a hug after I leashed Kerby. “It’s been a wonderful day for me.”

      “Me too. I can’t recall the last time I had company.”

      We made promises to get together again, and I honestly looked forward to it. As the front door closed behind me, George rose from his flower bed where he pulled out the dead perennials.

      “Thanks for coming by today, Dan,” he said while sticking out a hand. “Tabitha is lonely, and I know she loved the company.”

      “Sure thing. I enjoyed myself as well, and if it’s okay with you, I’d like to come by again.”

      He nodded and we said our goodbyes. Thrilled with my new friend, I wanted to cartwheel across the street. Instead, I held my head high.

      A man walked in front of Ana’s house. Dressed in jeans and a black jacket, he appeared normal enough, but for some reason, I couldn’t stop staring at him.

      When our gazes met, my breath caught in my throat. Did I know him from somewhere? No. However, there was definitely something different about him. Kerby growled and lunged, then whined.

      “Kerby!” I hissed. “Be a good boy!”

      As the man walked by, I kept my eye on him. A shiver tore down my spine and fear clawed at my chest.

      Evil.

      The man oozed evil.

      Or was it my imagination? I’d just spent hours talking to Tabitha about ghosts, witches, and psychics. Perhaps my mind was playing tricks on me?

      I shook my head and pulled out the keys to the house. My imagination must have been getting the best of me.

      Right?
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      “You know, you and I should think about going on another date.”

      I glanced over at my co-worker, Bill, who sat one window over from me at the post office. Yes, we’d dated before. With rippling muscles and wavy brown hair, he was pretty to look at, but he didn’t hold a candle to three Greek gods. He couldn’t even compete on the same playing field. A mere mortal—especially Bill—would never draw my attention again.

      His interests lay with bodybuilding, discussing bodybuilding, and how much time and energy he sank into making his body perfect. He’d always bored me, not like my gods. Talking to Bill versus talking to three men who had the universal experience spanning eons? There was no comparison.

      “I don’t think so,” I said. I’d broken things off with him with a bunch of excuses instead of simply saying I didn’t want to date him. He must have forgotten that little tidbit. I glanced up at the clock and noted I only had to suffer ten more minutes with him.

      “Why not? We were good together.”

      “I’m not interested, Bill. It’s really just that simple.”

      The words rolled off my tongue with ease. I didn’t have the internal discomfort I normally found while standing up for myself. I had no issues being honest with him.

      “It would be good for you if you did.”

      I furrowed my brow and turned to him. “What the hell does that mean? How would me going on a date I don’t want to go on be good for me?”

      “It would probably help stop the rumors about you.”

      I hadn’t heard anything going around, but then again, I’d been so caught up in my own little slice of perfection with my three gods, it was like I was insulated from everything.

      Bill rose from his stool and stood far too close to me. I had to look up at him to make eye contact while he pressed his abs into my shoulder.

      “People are saying you’re sleeping with those cousins you have living with you. By dating me, you could kill that story.”

      I’d suspected this would eventually come. One didn’t live in a small town like Saint’s Grove without being the object of gossip a few times. Especially when one had three big, beautiful men living with them.

      “Unless you don’t care about people thinking you’re some inbred hillbilly screwing your cousins.”

      He lifted his hand and fingered a lock of my hair. I was about to push him away when someone cleared their throat. Neither of us had heard the customer come in.

      I glanced up to see Hades staring at Bill with such contempt, it sent a chill down my spine. Bill backed away and returned to his chair.

      “Hey,” I said as my cheeks warmed. Dressed in black jeans, a turtleneck and parka, Hades reminded me of a bank robber one would find in movies. The only thing missing was the mask, which he would definitely need if he decided to go that route. No one would ever forget those high cheekbones, full lips, and intense stare.

      “Ana. Thought I’d stop in and see if you were finished with your shift.”

      Hades’ gaze didn’t leave Bill, and the macho man quickly withered under it. He finally rose and hurried to the back room.

      “Yes, I’m just about done.”

      The dark, penetrating gaze moved to me as I finished up for the day. Unlike Bill, I didn’t wilt under it. Instead, it soaked my panties and coiled my core. I loved having Hades look at me like that, knowing I was the single female on this Earth who held his attention. I was the one he wanted.

      After I waved at Jeannie, my boss, and collected my jacket, we walked out of the post office. I longed to hold his hand, to feel his arm around me sheltering me from the frigid breeze, but that would only fuel the rumor mill of kissing cousins.

      “How was your day?” he asked.

      “Fine. Nothing very exciting. What about you?”

      “Same.”

      We walked in silence for a few moments. When we’d rounded the corner out of the town square, Hades grabbed my shoulders and turned me to face him.

      “Do I need to deal with Bill?”

      The anger radiated off him. My gods had watched me date Bill from Olympus, and I’d been clear that I never wanted to do so again.  Hades witnessing Bill harassing me a bit obviously didn’t sit well with him. And maybe there was a little jealousy thrown in there?

      I didn’t know what Hades’ version of ‘dealing’ with Bill would look like, and I didn’t want to find out. My co-worker may be a prick, but he didn’t deserve whatever the god of the Underworld had in mind.

      “No. I can handle him myself.”

      “I don’t like him touching you, Ana. Mainly because it seemed like you didn’t want to be touched.”

      He was correct. I didn’t like Bill up in my space.

      “You’re right, but he’s pretty harmless. If it goes any further and I feel like I need you to step in, then I’ll let you know.”

      Hades narrowed his gaze and stared at me a long moment, then nodded. “Okay. That’s fair.”

      As we continued our short walk home, I couldn’t hide my smile. I had detected a bit of jealousy in him over Bill’s advances, and it thrilled me. The god of the Underworld didn’t want that stupid mortal touching me, and neither would Poseidon and Dionysus. My heart belonged to them and theirs to me.

      “It’s fucking cold,” he muttered.

      “Yup. Winter sucks.”

      A string of curses fell from his lips as he jammed his hands
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