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“I must hold on to the secret with all of my strength. It’s all I have left to one day leverage my freedom from this miserable prison.” 
-Aeschylus, Prometheus Bound


“I taught them everything they know. All of their arts descended from me. I gave humans their humanity.” 
-Aeschylus, Prometheus Bound
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Chapter One


Up on the rocky ridges of the Caucasus Mountains lay a boulder that imprisoned a giant. 
At least, that was what the legends said.
Samantha Crews stared at the rock from under the brim of her hat. Sweat trickled down her neck. The summer sun hung high in the sky, its heat beating down on her. Her shirt was drenched after the long hike, but despite all that, she’d never felt more exhilarated in her entire life.
In front of her sat the largest boulder she had ever laid eyes on. It stood out on the mountain’s rocky plateau, surrounded by nothing more than stone and sprinkles of green. A dark, jagged scar cut into the mountain’s surface, deep into the belly of the earth. If the legends were true, the underworld was down there. Down in the center of the Earth. The thought sent a shiver through her entire body. Not that she actually believed the old legends, but staring into a pit of utter darkness made it easy to imagine how ancient civilizations could come up with such a compelling story.
But that was all it was—a story.
She turned to the boulder behind her. No matter how long she stared, the sight of it was breathtaking. The rock was roughly half the size of the Parthenon’s columns, dwarfing her under its dark shadow. One side of it was a smooth, flat surface—a bed for a giant. Centuries ago, the Greeks believed Prometheus had been condemned to this very mountain. Chained, and forced to endure the torture of a great eagle pecking out his liver, all because the god loved humanity enough to give them fire, despite knowing he would be punished for it. It was a story she’d heard over and over as a child in school, even out in the farmlands of Iowa, but being here was another thing altogether.
She’d never expected there to be an actual stone slab, or for it to be so… big.
She was a long way from Iowa now. Myths and legends might have introduced her to ancient Greece, but her real love was the more physical aspects of historical research. Exploring ancient sites, digging in the dirt. Discovering things she could actually touch. Evidence of the people and societies that stretched back thousands of years.
Most of her childhood was spent outside. Out on her grandmother’s farm while her mother worked long hours. She couldn’t remember a time when there wasn’t dirt under her nails. Becoming an archaeologist seemed like the perfect career for her. Plus, Harrison Ford made it look extremely sexy.
It hadn’t been easy, of course. Their family didn’t have money for college. Sam relied on scholarships and loans to get through school at a state university. One thing her grandmother had instilled in her was hard work, and she’d worked very hard to get out of the Midwest. Hard enough to be accepted into the American School of Classical Studies in Athens, home of one of the most prestigious graduate programs in archeology. All of a sudden, a girl from Iowa was traveling the world. Just like Dr. Jones.
Her paper on the migration patterns of Greek culture and language had motivated her latest trek. From Bulgaria to Georgia, she’d followed maps made by Herodotus and Pliny. She’d stopped at dig sites of ancient Scythians and Thracians. Only farmers and the occasional tourist appeared on her journey, but she reveled in the knowledge that she was likely walking in Herodotus’s footprints. Traveling the world to record the history of its people. And now here she was, at the very end of her trip, hiking the Caucasus Mountains like a madwoman.
The beautiful landscape surrounding her had barely been touched in the last few thousand years. She’d come up from the city, taken a bus along paved roads to a point where she could hike the rest of the way. But none of that was visible here.
Here there was nothing but rocky peaks and a sea of green valley. Everything looked so small. There was a silence that made the place feel otherworldly, and she wanted to soak it in before making research notes and taking photographs. She could imagine herself the only person to have seen this place. Pulled by an invisible thread, a desire that encouraged her on this crazy adventure. The hike up the Caucasus Mountains had been a last-minute addition to her research trip, but she was so glad she’d done it.
Up here, she felt like she could do anything. Including defending her dissertation before the panel of cranky old men. The finish line was so close. In less than a year, Sam wouldn’t just be just a grad student, she would have a doctorate. And with that came respect.
And a job.
The job thing would be nice.
Hiking the mountain hadn’t been part of her plan. She’d only intended to stop at the archaeological site in Treligorebi to collect research. It was there that one of the other researchers had mentioned the Caucasus Mountains and something had just felt right. It seemed fitting to end the trip hiking on the mountain range where the Greeks believed Prometheus was imprisoned, since it was his story that had set her on the path of academia.
Of course, she hadn’t really thought she would find the actual boulder, but it was exactly the kind of thing she was looking for on this research trip. Proof that ancient civilizations had once climbed these mountains.
Shrugging off her backpack, Sam pulled out her notebook and got to work. Scanning the ground for any remnants of humans. An old spearhead, maybe, or breaks in the formation that might indicate smith work. There were dark stains splattered over the gray stone. She didn’t have to get a close look to know they were probably bloodstains. It was likely some residue from a ceremonial sacrifice. It was possible, and her heart swelled in excitement as she snapped a few pictures to bring back to her colleagues at the university. Just in case.
Her fingers brushed across the surface, searching for any trace of the chains. As her skin fell against the smooth surface, warmth pulsed through her. Sam blinked as the sensation rolled through the rest of her body. Her stomach flipped, in a familiar sensation that always hit right before a test.
She looked around. There was nothing but gravel and rock stretched out around her.
It’s just the heat from the sun. She shrugged, quickly getting back to work. She needed to be back in Athens by Monday to compile her notes before the end-of-summer check-in with Professor Mikas. She had just enough time to book it down the trail, drive to the tiny guesthouse and catch a Sunday flight out of Tbilisi. Something in her yearned to stay just a little longer, to enjoy the Georgian countryside and explore, but she’d already spent too much time away from the university. She needed to get back and put all her notes into a cohesive paper.
She was finishing up the last of her notes when something caught her eye. A man was standing by the edge of the cliff. The black robe that covered him from head to toe looked more like a Halloween costume than proper hiking gear.
She hadn’t expected to find another person on the mountaintop. Maybe the trail was more traveled than she’d assumed. Unease gathered in her stomach, but she pushed it aside. It was probably a local. There was a small village full of farmers at the base of the mountain.
“Good afternoon,” she called, flashing a friendly smile.
The stranger didn’t answer.
Okay, so maybe her Georgian language skills weren’t amazing. She tried again, in English this time. “Beautiful weather, isn’t it?”
The cloaked figure didn’t move.
Alright, that’s your cue to go, her instincts warned.
She stuffed her notes in her pack, but when her hand curled around the straps, she noticed another figure standing by Prometheus’s rock.
Sam swallowed hard at the sight, trying not to let her fear show. “What’s going on?”
They said nothing. She considered asking again in Russian, but there was no time for the words to spill from her mouth before a hand clamped over it. A muffled scream tore from her as another pair of hands slithered up her torso, grasping at her hands.
The smell of dirt and steel clung to her captors’ skin. She thrashed against the hold, but the men were unshakable, their grip tight enough to leave bruises. When they spoke, their voices were harsh. Bits and pieces of it made sense, but it wasn’t Russian or even Georgian. It sounded more like Greek.
No, the words were older.
Her mind stalled on that realization. Sam had been reading ancient Greek for the last six years, but actually hearing words in the dead dialect made her stomach drop.
She couldn’t move. Couldn’t fight against their hold and then… the world around her shifted. One moment she felt the rays of summer heat beating down on her, blinding her from identifying her captors, and the next the sun was gone. Darkness devoured her vision as the hard pressure of stone pushed against every inch of her body.
Horror and panic seized her, but it lasted only a second before the suffocating darkness ebbed away and she found herself able to move again. Her lips opened on a gasp, inhaling as much air as possible, but it was different now. There was no longer the fresh taste of mountain air. The world around her had gone cold.
Sam opened her eyes, unaware of when she had even closed them. The beautiful scenery of the mountains was gone, replaced with a stone cavern. A single torch hung on the wall, casting her surroundings in a vast shadow, showing nothing but rocks, rocks and more rocks.
Her mind was still trying to wrap itself around the change when her captors started dragging her to a large stone slab. There she saw the shiny gleam of metal chains against the torchlight.
Oh, hell no. The realization of what they intended to do seeped its cold claws into her spine. A switch flipped inside her, one that doused any sense of fear and ignited a fierce desire for survival. She dug her feet into the ground and fought back. But nothing fazed her abductors. Their strength propelled her forward without even a grunt of annoyance. She continued biting and cursing every step of the way, even as they pressed her against the slab. Metal rattled as they snaked the heavy burden around her arms, her torso, and finally her legs.
It didn’t matter how hard she fought. When they were done, Sam was left panting as the weight of the chains held her in place. The cold kiss of the metal against her arms told her this was real. This was happening. But she didn’t have a clue what this was.
The dark stains against the boulder came to mind. Someone had caused those stains, and it appeared they didn’t like her hanging around their rock. Was this some crazy ancient cult that still prayed to the titan? Such a thing would be the archaeological find of the century, but she didn’t want to end up as a sacrifice!
There was no choice—she needed to use every tactic in her arsenal to get free, including good old-fashioned begging.
“What do you want?” Her voice was breathless as she surveyed the cloaked men, who watched on in silence. “Look, I’m just a poor college student. I don’t have any money or anything of value. If… if I’ve offended you, I’m sorry.”
Her captors stared, silent and unmoving, their faces still completely obscured by their cloaks. There were no eyes, or mouths, no expressions that gave any hint towards their intentions. Only vague humanoid shapes.
She tried again. “Please—”
“Is this her?” A voice rang out in the cavern, bouncing off the walls and rattling Sam’s bones with its deep vibrato.
The cloaked figures scurried into low bows, murmuring their reply. Servants, Sam thought in stunned surprise. They’re following someone’s orders.
A man stepped forward, just barely out of reach of the torch’s light. His facial features were obstructed by the darkness, but just the shape of him was enough to get the message across that he was the boss. Big, muscular…and terrifying.
“Good,” he said quietly with a wave of his hand. “You may leave us.”
Sam blinked and the things who had brought her down into the cave disappeared as if the ground itself had swallowed them. She gasped, body straining against her bonds. “What? Where did they go?”
“They’ve returned to the depths of Tartarus to serve the titans under the mountain, the same way they serve me.”
Titans? Tartarus? Sam’s mind spun with the words and the easy way this man wielded them. As if they were real.
But that couldn’t be true.
Calm down. She needed to figure out how much trouble she was in here. She needed to see how insane these people were. Starting with their leader.
Her eyes narrowed on the figure hiding in the shadows. Panicking and demanding wouldn’t get her far with this guy. She needed to be calm and, most importantly, show no fear. “Look, I’m sorry if I trespassed somewhere I shouldn’t have. I was just about to leave. If you let me go, I swear not to say anything.”
Amused laughter filtered from the shadows. “Leave? You’re not going anywhere.”
Sam swallowed hard, refusing to show how those words affected her. “And why is that?”
“Do you not know of the stories that hang over this mountain?”
Her brows knitted together. “I know the stories, but what do they have to do with me?”
“Everything,” purred the darkness. “Those chains that bind you are the same that held me for eons. Made by the god Hephaestus. No one can break them, not even a titan.”
“Held you…,” she repeated slowly, trying to piece the information together. The damp cold of the cavern seeped into her bones as she said, “That can’t be true. That would mean you’re…”
“Prometheus,” answered the stranger.
Well, this just got complicated. This man really thinks he’s an ancient titan. Voice steady, she tried her best to reason against insanity. “If you are Prometheus, then how did you escape the boulder? Zeus doomed you until the end of times.”
“It seems the former King is having a bit of a mid-millennia crisis. He freed me not long ago, hoping to prevent a prophecy from coming to a tragic end.”
“What prophecy?”
The man who claimed to be Prometheus hummed in disapproval. “I thought you said you knew the old stories.”
For every question she had, he sent one right back at her.
Sam huffed, her irritation growing. “There are thousands of myths and prophecies. Which one are you referring to?” As an undergrad, she had been required to study both Hesiod and Ovid. Each told stories of the gods and heroes, but rarely did those stories match. Every storyteller had their own version, which was why she didn’t pay them much attention. Her academic expertise lay in things that were real.
“Pity, since a prophecy is why you are my captive.”
The words were like a slap in the face, reminding her of the precarious situation she was in. She wasn’t expected back in Athens until Monday. No one would realize she was missing for days.
Before she could say anything, he stepped out of the shadows, bringing her spiraling thoughts to a quick end. The torchlight spilled across his body, showing a man taller than any Sam had ever laid eyes on. Golden circlets wrapped around each bicep, drawing the eye whenever the light caught them. Only a slender piece of cloth wrapped around his waist, shielding his naked form from view.
Don’t stare at the crazy man’s package, she scolded herself, quickly shifting her gaze away. It was easy, seeing as there was plenty more of the man to look at. His bare chest was its own impressive sight, perfect in every way except for the ugly scar across the middle of his torso. Right where his liver would be. Dark unkempt hair spilled over his sculpted shoulders, but through those dark locks, two piercing eyes stared back at her. They shined like molten gold, intense and inhuman.
Sam’s heartbeat thundered in her ears as he cupped her chin and tilted it up. This close, she could see that his eyes weren’t a trick of the light. They truly were gold, shining at her through the darkness.
“You aren’t human,” she squeaked.
His head cocked to the side, amusement filling those brilliant eyes. “I told you that.”
Which meant this guy really was… Prometheus.
The name sent a shiver up her spine. “Prometheus is just a story,” she whispered under her breath. But right now, that story was touching her, talking to her, and she couldn’t deny the mounting evidence that this was real.
“I promise I am very real.”
The man’s mere presence caused her to tremble. She couldn’t remember the last time her body had felt so out of control. But it wasn’t fear pebbling her skin in goose bumps. It was just him. There was a savagery to his beauty that was impossible to come by in the modern world. Looking at him, she felt the same sense of fascination that gripped her heart when she walked onto an excavation site.
Sam gritted her teeth against those thoughts. Now was so not the time. “Alright, so what does this prophecy have to do with me?”
A feral grin split across his face. “The descendant of Io will come and free me. A hero from a long dynasty of kings and skilled with a bow. He will release me and the fall of Zeus will begin. You—”
Sam’s laughter interrupted the dark recital. She didn’t mean to laugh, but she had hit her threshold for crazy. What he was saying was too ridiculous. “You think that’s me? Listen, I’m from Iowa. And I don’t know anyone named Io. My grandmother’s name is Judy. And the only thing I’ve done with a bow is deer hunt.”
Prometheus’s brow furrowed at the words. “Iowa?”
“Not to mention I’m not a man.”
He waved that off. “Gender doesn’t matter.”
Without warning, Prometheus bent down and pressed his nose against the crook of her collarbone, inhaling deeply. A surprised gasp squeaked out as she froze, trying hard not to think about the large, attractive man pressing against her.
“I would not make this kind of mistake,” Prometheus said as he straightened. “You smell like cattle. Just as your ancestor Io did.”
Okay, she had been hiking and it was a very hot day, but there was absolutely no way she smelled like a cow! “My grandmother raises cows, but I haven’t been home in months.” And there was no way this man could know that. “Besides,” she continued, “you just said Zeus set you free. Doesn’t that disrupt the prophecy?”
A dangerous smile sparked across the man’s firelit face. “I’m not chained, but that doesn’t mean I’m free. The other Olympians have heard of my prophecy and they will do anything to keep it from fruition. But know this, it is coming and you are going to help me bring it.” He trailed a hand down the side of her cheek. The touch was like a warm fire against her skin. In the cold of the cave, Sam felt herself lean into it, no longer able to hide the shivers that now quaked through her entire body.
“What…what happens when Zeus’s reign ends?”
He shrugged. “War, destruction, death. But in the end, new gods will be established and among them will be the hero who started it all. You.” Prometheus smiled. “So what do you say, daughter of Io?”
The question rocked her out of the immediate pleasure. She blinked away the warmth of his touch, the cold of the cave, and stared at the big, beautiful man in front of her.
“I’d have to say…No. Fucking. Way,” Sam answered, taking the time to enunciate each word slowly. “I am not going to play a part in your delusional prophecy.”
The soft touch on her cheek turned into a hard grip around her neck. She froze against the strength seeping out of the fingers. All he had to do was twitch them and her neck would be broken. “My prophecy is not a delusion. It will come to pass. Prophecies always find a way of coming true.”
“I’m not going to do it,” she repeated, feeling his fingers brush against her fragile throat.
“Fine.” Prometheus withdrew his hand and the cold returned to her veins. “Then you can rot here until you agree.”
“Fine!” Sam shouted back as the man disappeared back into the dark shadows of the cave.
But it wasn’t fine. Fear slowly started to seep back into her body. She sagged against the chains, the memory of his touch burned into her mind. She’d made a big show of denying him, but his last words were still ringing in her head. Alone in the darkness, she didn’t know how long she would be able to last before she broke.




Chapter Two


She did not look like a creature who could bring Olympus to its knees. 
But then again, the Fates had a strange sense of humor and not all prophecies played out the way one might think.
He knew the bitter taste of that irony. After all, he had been gifted with foresight. But his powers had been of no help when he’d decided to give the mortals fire, or when the eagle was pecking out his liver. For centuries it was just him and that blasted bird. No one to talk to, no one to plead with for help.
That was when she had appeared.
The young princess who had been wronged by the gods, just as he had.
Io.
He’d known her on sight, even though her appearance had not been that of a woman. Another victim of Zeus’s lust and Hera’s ire. The poor creature had been turned into a cow for attracting the attention of the gods. When he’d met her, there was no telling how long she had been in the form of a heifer. Her large, milky eyes were filled with tears and a gaggle of flies tormented her relentlessly, but she had known better than to bemoan her fate in front of one such as Prometheus.
Pity had swelled in him at the sight of her. He still maintained some love for mortals even in captivity. At that moment, his gift provided him with a vision, and he decided to comfort her with the prophecy.
“Someday you will be human again and give birth to a great line of daughters, who will mother the greatest heroes and princes throughout the world.” This was all he’d meant to reveal, but the prophecy had danced before his eyes. One generation after another, his lips kept moving as he gave her as much detail as possible and then… he saw it.
Her line would give birth to a hero, who would be known throughout the world for their mastery of the bow. They would be the one to free him. They would bring the fall of Olympus.
For centuries he clung to those words. Replaying them over and over, searching his mind for any glimpse of who the hero might be. His only comfort was the knowledge that prophecies always came true.
Always.
And now here he stood, with a descendant of Io in his grasp.
Sure, he had been expecting a little more from the hero of his prophecy. But there was no doubt that Samantha was one of Io’s descendants.
Samantha. She had Io’s large, beautiful eyes set against a small heart-shaped face. Her skin was kissed by Helios’s sun. Even in her strange clothes that smelled of sweat, he felt something inside him tether to her. A connection that eliminated any doubts as to who she was.
She was the one. All he had to do was convince her to help him.
His lips formed a pensive line at the thought, as he recalled the stubborn set to her jaw as she denied him. This would be trickier than he had initially bargained for.
“What to do?” he growled.
“Did your conversation with the girl go poorly?”
His body tensed at the sound of the new arrival, ready to go on the attack. Freedom was still a new sensation, one he was not fully accustomed to yet. At any moment he expected the Olympians to set their minions on him.
Today, at least, the creature who interrupted his thoughts was no threat. A young woman hugged the wall, her silhouette faded in a ghostly gray. She was a shade, one of the spirits who called this place home. Prometheus’s eyes narrowed on her. “Kieris, do you really think I need your advice in these matters?”
“No, my lord.” She gave a low bow. Her posture was perfect, demure and respectful, a lingering sign of her time as a servant when she had been living. Even in death, her manners were impeccable. But there was a spark in her ghostly gray eyes that Prometheus did not know what to make of. Her head was still tilted down respectfully as she said, “It is only that I know your interaction with others has been quite limited these past centuries. If I may offer you a different approach, it might help.”
“A different approach? What other kind is there? I am a titan. She is the chosen hero. That is all she needs to know.”
Her pale gaze stared at him. “She is a woman of modern times. I believe she will need convincing.”
He snorted and turned away from her knowing look. Kieris might be right. She was wise in these sorts of things, but that did not mean he would acknowledge her point.
The shade continued, voice soft as she asked, “And do you truly intend to bring her back here once she agrees?”
“What is wrong with bringing her here?” Prometheus looked about the small alcove that had become his home. The space was large enough for him to comfortably stand, a requirement that was not found in many places. Finding the Asphodel Tunnels had been a blessing. When the shock of Zeus’s actions had passed, he’d soon realized there was no freedom to be found on the surface. Prometheus had no choice but to go to the only place where he knew the Olympians would not follow.
The depths of the underworld.
At one time, the Asphodel Tunnels had been used by heroes and mortals who sought a way into Hades’s domain. Few actually made it past the elaborate labyrinth. That was the purpose of the tunnels. To keep wandering souls in and mortals out.
Over the centuries, fewer and fewer heroes dared to venture into the underworld. The tunnels were practically abandoned when Prometheus stumbled upon them, making them the perfect place to hide.
He had been sure Hades would send someone to root him out. Months passed without any sign of the god or his men. Prometheus did not even see a shade until Kieris appeared.
As if she read his mind, Kieris waved her hand around the empty space. “She is a mortal, my lord. She will need comforts and food.”
He had forgotten about food. Damn the fragility of mortals. He looked over to the lone mattress lying on the dirt floor. It was the only luxury in the space. After centuries in captivity, he had no possessions of his own and no need for such items.
“Did you offer her something in exchange for her assistance?”
“It did not come up.” Samantha’s laughter still echoed in his ears. He had often dreamed of the moment he would meet the chosen hero. But having Samantha dismiss his claims so fiercely had felt like the eagle’s beak piercing his skin.
Kieris did not bother to hide her disapproval. “My lord, you always know exactly what the mortal heart desires. I am certain there is something the girl wants that you can give her.”
He cupped his chin in consideration. What was it that mortal women wanted? Thinking back to his experience with mortals, their needs were so… primal. Hermes once referred to it as the three Fs: food, fire, and fucking.
He had felt her desires the moment he’d touched her skin. It was still prickling against the fingers that had touched her cheek. The fierce need for escape. For freedom.
Prometheus remembered the throbbing ache of that desire. He could sympathize with her need to return to the surface, but he could not grant her that wish. However, there had been something else. He felt the goose bumps pebbling her skin, the way she leaned into his touch, how her breath caught as the chains pressed down on her.
She liked it.
Yes, he could use that. He would use that.
“Kieris,” he said with a smile, “you are a clever woman.”
[image: image-placeholder]Somehow, Samantha fell asleep. When she opened her eyes, she wasn’t tied to a boulder. She was laid out on a soft mattress, silk sheets tangled between her legs. Gone was the oppressive void of darkness; now soft pastel hues of pink and white floated around her. She wasn’t cold anymore but felt the glow of the setting sun’s light against her skin. Her eyes blinked at the hard contrast from her last memories as she looked around. This wasn’t the underworld.
“Prometheus?”
“Prometheus isn’t here, daughter of Io.”
A woman’s soft voice spoke out, and that was when she noticed her standing among the colorful backdrop. Dressed in an elegant chiton that draped over her body in precise ruffles, the woman flashed a kind smile and instantly quelled the fear that burned in Sam’s chest. Looking at her was like looking at the sun, she was so beautiful and radiant. After a while, Sam’s eyes started to ache.
“Who… are you?”
“A friend,” the stranger’s melodious voice answered. “We both want the same thing.”
“We both want me to get my PhD?”
She laughed at that and actually nodded. “I do appreciate a mortal who thirsts for knowledge.” The woman beamed and it made Samantha’s insides curl in pleasure. She craved the praise this stranger could give, for that smile to be gifted to her every day.
Her mind raced to figure out the riddle of this woman. Waves of perfectly curled blonde hair fell over slender shoulders. In one hand, she held a shield with an Athenian owl decorating the emblem. Sam had seen the design many times before: on vases, in pictures, in murals and statues all throughout her undergrad. “You’re Athena, aren’t you?”
“I knew I liked you. You’re much smarter than the other college students I usually talk to.” The radiance glowed brightly for a second, basking Sam in its brilliant light. It reminded her of being on the beach on an exceptionally hot day. After the cold darkness of Prometheus’s cave, Sam reveled in it.
“You… talk to college students often?” she asked.
“Sometimes. I find myself floating between institutions, looking for places where wisdom wins out over greed and power.” Her smile flattened somewhat, pinching in distaste. “They are very difficult to find these days. But I enjoy talking to you young people; you have a thirst for knowledge that I commend. But that isn’t why I’m here. I am here to help you with Prometheus.”
Sam sucked in a breath. Tears stung against the corner of her eyes as she looked at the space around them. “You’re saving me?”
Athena shook her head, and a sob escaped Sam as despair washed over her. “I’m sorry, this is just a dream. It is the only way I can visit with you while you are in the underworld.”
“Please,” she whispered, “I can’t go back. I’m not what he’s looking for. He’ll kill me when he finds out.”
“He won’t kill you,” the goddess said. “Prometheus has a soft spot for mortals, always has. You may not be a warrior, but you are not helpless.” She smiled that radiant smile and Sam felt herself relax the tiniest bit. “You have wit. Use Prometheus’s weakness against him. Convince him to stop this mad plan. The fate of the world depends on you.”
“But you are a goddess. Can’t you do anything?”
“Not while he is in Hades’s domain. My uncle refuses to hear my plea and he’s protective of his kingdom. I cannot come down there. You must do this alone, Samantha.”
Do this alone. Those words had defined her entire adult life. She was already doing so much by herself. Going to college in a foreign country. Leaving everyone and everything behind in the pursuit of research. And now this…
Hearing those words was like a knife to the heart. She knew better than most how to put on a brave face. To say the right words. It was what she always did. When her father went to jail. When her grandmother needed help on the farm. When her professors critiqued her work with a cruelty never leveled at the male students. But now Prometheus demanded she help him overthrow Zeus.
Everyone had their breaking point.
“It’s too much,” she whispered. “I don’t know if I can.”
Athena was silent and Sam closed her eyes in quiet mortification. Now she was making a fool of herself in front of a goddess. Not just a goddess, the goddess of wisdom.
“It is much,” Athena finally said, “and you are only a mortal. I do not blame you for having doubts. But I know you can do this, Samantha.”
“How?”
Athena’s smile turned wry. “I already told you Prometheus’s weakness.”
Sam blinked, replaying the words that had been spoken earlier. Mortals. Prometheus has a weakness for mortals. “You want me to… what? Talk him out of it?”
“The world depends on this, Samantha.”
“Have you seen him?” she squeaked. “He’s crazy.” And dangerous, and immortal, and all those things combined made him a predator of the worst kind. But he also had eyes that stole her breath away and broke her heart at the same time. When he touched her, her body trembled not out of fear but something else entirely.
No! She shook her head of those thoughts. No matter how handsome Prometheus was, he was still asking her to help him destroy the world. Athena was wrong. He didn’t care about mortals anymore.
Athena grimaced. “Yes, he has gone a bit mad. A millennium enduring punishment will do that to anyone. Even a titan, I suppose.”
“So what do I do?”
“Convince him not to pursue this revenge or find a way to stop him.” Athena’s voice brokered no argument. “You’ll also have to find your way to the surface. I’ll be looking for you. If you can get there, I will be able to help.”
“But I’m in the underworld. Doesn’t that mean I’m stuck here for eternity?”
Athena tapped her chin thoughtfully. “Not necessarily. Hades is not the one keeping you there, so that is a benefit. He’s a lot more particular about losing souls. All you need to do is find one of the entrances to the underworld. While you are down there, I cannot aid you, but if you manage to do this, I will reward you greatly. I will give you my blessing.”
“Blessing?” Sam’s heart thudded at the promise. “What does that mean?”
“It could mean immortality… if you want it,” Athena said. “I can offer you protection, or I can pay off your student loans. Ensure you pass your oral argument. Whatever you desire will be yours.”
Is she serious? That was the kind of motivation she needed. Her mind was already racing with all the ancient research items Athena could help her acquire. Plus, no more debt. That would set her up nicely after she got her doctorate. All she had to do was stop an immortal titan and find her way out of the underworld.
No problem, she thought, barely containing an eye roll. Yet Athena thought she could do it, and there was solace in that.
“Alright,” Sam agreed, taking a deep breath. “I’ll do my best.”
The soft pastel colors around them darkened just as a cold sensation traveled up Sam’s spine. “What was that? What’s happening?”
“You are waking up.” Athena didn’t look alarmed, more annoyed, but she smoothed the emotion away quickly. “You know what you must do?”
“I think so.” She just had no idea how she was going to do it.
The dream world rumbled like a brewing storm, and an inky blackness swirled around them. Sam felt herself fading away, back to her prison, but at least now she had an ally.
Athena waved goodbye, her form slipping away. “Good luck, child. And remember, don’t come to the surface unless you’ve stopped him.”
The sweetness was missing from the farewell. It sounded more like a threat. Sam blinked, unsure if she had heard right, before consciousness dragged her back into her cold reality.




Chapter Three


She woke up to a world of darkness and a voice oozing out of it. “How are the chains, Samantha?” 
At some point, the torchlight had gone out. Only the shadows of the cave filled her vision. Fear coiled in her stomach, sitting there like a ball of lead. Sam locked her jaw, balling that fear up into something that could be pushed far, far down. Athena’s promise echoed in her mind, giving her a new sense of purpose.
She always worked better when there was a goal. A carrot at the end of a stick. For years she’d been motivated to get out of Iowa, and school had been the means to do that. Then it was her doctorate, dangling in front of her. Self-discipline, patience, and a level head had helped her achieve those goals. Now, those years felt like training for this moment. If the Fates were real, then they weren’t working in Prometheus’s favor. Because now she had a renewed sense of hope that lit a fire in her.
She could do this.
She would do this.
The fear from earlier melted out of her. When she spoke, the voice that came out of her didn’t sound like her own. It was so calm, so in control. She smiled, even as her body strained against the rock and metal. “They are a little tight, if I’m being honest.”
“Tight, you say?”
The chains tightened as something, or someone, pulled on them. She gasped instinctively, her muscles flexing against the bonds. In any other situation, she would lose herself to the sensation of those chains holding her tight. In the arms of a man she trusted, she would let everything drift away. But not here.
“For years I pulled against those chains. I know their weight. Their power.” Prometheus’s voice drifted out of the shadows, closer now. She tensed, waiting to see him or feel him, yet nothing touched her but the cold air. “You are trapped, hero.”
“Yeah, I know that,” Sam hissed, turning her head in hopes of catching some sign of his presence. It was impossibly dark. She thought maybe something brushed against her hair, or her fingers. She was ready to leap out of her skin at this point. Every molecule in her body buzzed in anticipation. The sharp edges of the rock she was tied to bit into the small of her back, and that grounded her. A reminder that this was not some fun with a stranger. This was dangerous.
Something touched her neck, making her jump. There!
Just as she registered his location, a hand reached out and touched her, barely brushing against the skin as it trailed down to her collarbone. His touch lingered there, soft and warm, feeling the blood pulsing under her skin. Making her want more. Breathe, she reminded herself, breathe. She tried to take slow lungfuls of breath. Each inhale made the chains press against her breasts, causing them to swell in anticipation. Her own lust wrapped around her, causing her to wiggle against the rock as much as she dared. The stones scraped against her back, warning her off from any more movement.
“Mmm, funny. You’re trapped and you like it.”
How did he know that? She’d grown bored of vanilla sex as an undergrad. Rough play, ropes, and a little hair tugging in bed. Those were the things she needed from a partner. If a man could give her that satisfaction and still treat her as an equal out in the field, she would have hit the relationship lottery. Unfortunately, grad students tended to be capable of only one or the other.
She shook the question away and tried again to reason with the titan. “What I would like is for you to let me go.”
A low rumble came from the titan. It took a second before she realized it was his laugh. “Have you changed your mind about helping me, then?”
“Hell no.”
“Mmm, then neither of us is ready to end this game.”
This was all a game to him. Trapping her, getting her to agree to his crazy prophecy… Prometheus didn’t take a single word she said seriously. To him, it was only a matter of time before she bent to his will. A familiar hot prickle of determination burned against her ribs.
His hand settled on her hip, the firmness of it causing her to jerk in surprise. His large fingers practically wrapped around her waist, pressing against the chain, pinning her in place.
“What are you doing?” It took every ounce of willpower to keep her voice steady. But the kiss of the cold metal against her skin sent shivers through her whole body. She was powerless against him… and she liked it.
Sam sucked in a breath as something brushed against her front. Something firm and long. She wasn’t a blushing virgin, hadn’t been since she was seventeen. She knew what an erection felt like, but it was a surprise to find that Prometheus was turned on as well.
“I’m not doing anything, Samantha.”
“You are.” She licked her lips. He was so close she could smell him. The man probably hadn’t taken a shower in… god knew how long. But he didn’t smell like it. A heavy musk of fire clung to him and it wasn’t terrible. Another benefit of being a titan. No sweat stains, and a scent that made mortal women crazy, even in the most inappropriate of moments. “Get away from me.”
“You don’t want that. You said you were cold. I only intend to help you with that problem.” She felt Prometheus’s mouth settle under her ear, along the sensitive skin that made her hair stand on end. His breath caressed her in a whistle of warm air. Despite her protests, she had to admit it felt good.
Another hand curled around the base of her neck, tilting it up. “I want you to consider my proposal again, Samantha. I could give you everything you ever desired. I could make you a hero. My hero.”
The way his voice curled around those words with such possession. Such need. It twisted her heart.
She was still processing that information as his lips fell against her neck, placing a gentle kiss against the skin. “I could be the best lover you ever had.”
His lips touched under her ear.
“I could give you any treasure your heart desired.”
Kissed her jaw.
“It is something no titan has ever promised a mortal. And I would give it to you.”
For a price. The unspoken words echoed in her mind as his hand touched under her chin, guiding it until those horrible, wonderful words fell against her lips.
She cracked under his presence like a vase against stone. And Prometheus filled her up. The titan’s tongue darted inside her mouth with possessive strokes. The lack of sight only made every flick of his tongue more alluring. He was everywhere and she wanted more. More of his touch, more of his warmth, more of him.
She should have been horrified that her captor was kissing her. She should have been terrified. But for some reason, her body wanted more as it strained against the chains. The whole thing, it didn’t feel wrong. It felt like an… awakening. Pleasure pooled in her gut and between her legs.
His free hand slithered up her stomach, lingering against the metal bondage before cupping her breasts. Sam gasped as he pulled at her shirt, hiking it up under the chains, exposing more of her to the cold. Prometheus’s fingers danced over the cushion of her bra. With a dismissive noise, he freed her right breast from the cup.
Sam broke the kiss at that. “What are you doing?”
“It has been a long time since you have been touched this way, has it not?”
She gritted her teeth at his knowing tone. The last year had been spent on dig sites or in the labs, dusting off old ruins. It hadn’t given her much time for any kind of real relationship. The only thing close to sex in her life was her own hand. “How can you possibly know that?”
“Your body tells me such.”
“You can’t even see me.”
“I do not need to.” His fingers pinched her nipple into a firm peak. She cried out, body bucking against the stone and chains, wanting more. The juxtaposition of his warm skin and the cold rock at her back overwhelmed her. Her mind didn’t know which way to go. Continue to plead for her freedom or surrender to the comfort of his touch.
And then those fingers fell away, leaving her alone. Her head fell back against the hard stone, a cry falling from her lips. “Wait!”
“Ah, so you do like this.”
She clamped her lips shut to prevent another outcry, refusing to give him the satisfaction, even if it were true.
Featherlight touches descended on her with the promise of warmth.
Prometheus seemed to know exactly what turned her on, a feat no mortal man had managed. The gravel lacing his voice, the teasing touches, even the chains. God, this was crazy. She was his captive and he was molesting her. But she couldn’t deny this was a fantasy she had never played out. It was tempting to lose herself to the cold chains and hot touches. Lust replaced fear with every caress. She wanted those hands on her skin. She wanted this man to touch her. It gave her whiplash of the worst kind. Even the memory of Athena fell away in his presence.
Was this the power of a titan? Or was it just the titan in front of her?
Don’t lose yourself. This wasn’t a kinky sex session with a stranger. This was a game of chicken. And Prometheus was increasing the level of difficulty.
“Prometheus…” She did her best to draw out his name as she arched upward. Again rock scraped against her back, but the pain was nothing compared to his fingers as they curled around her nipple and pulled. She cried out, reeling in the sharpness of the pinch. The intense pleasure that followed shortly after made her light-headed.
Her body was a cauldron of sensation. Pain and pleasure. Heat and chill. In the darkness it all hit her tenfold. Wetness pooled between her legs as she struggled harder and found no give against the chains. She was well and truly at his mercy. If she said stop, would he? Would she want him to?
No. She didn’t want that. She wanted more. “Please…”
“Please what, hero?” His voice held a smugness that hadn’t been there before. He knew exactly what she was asking for.
Fuck it. It had been too long since she’d had sex. Too long since her body had been set aflame in such a way. His touch was the only thing that seemed to quiet the constant stream of worry and questions that plagued her day after day, and she didn’t want that to go away now. She didn’t want to be left alone in the dark… again.
“I want you to make me come.”
His fingers stilled against her nipple. She heard him hiss a sharp gasp against her ear. He didn’t move for a long moment, didn’t say anything.
Oh god, I broke him.
“Of course,” Prometheus whispered, and he sounded… breathless. “Every hero deserves a reward.”
When she’d last seen him, he’d been a man in complete control, with no sign of any emotion except anger. This voice belonged to someone else entirely.
She wanted to see his face. Wanted to see if her own needs were affecting him as well.
His hand slid away from her breasts, following the smooth line of her abdomen to her waist. The chains encircled her above the waistline and right above the kneecap, giving her little movement. Her breath hitched as his large fingers began to toy with the button on her jeans.
“I will make you come, screaming my name,” he warned.
His thumb flicked the button open, and any hope that she could regain control of the situation flew out of the window.
His hand slipped under the fabric, but it didn’t get far. A hiss of frustration brushed against her skin. “The chains are too tight, and so is this cloth.”
Without warning, Sam felt her jeans tighten and then rip. A nonsensical sound tore from her throat, something between a moan and a protest as he yanked the remains of her pants down. Her mind shifted gears, and a chorus of Yes! Yes! YES! filled the space of her brain that should have been telling him the exact opposite.
Prometheus didn’t answer her; he simply moved his hand over her pussy and stroked the soft cotton of her underwear. A low keening sound of need bubbled out of her at the touch. She tried to raise her hips as much as she could, undeterred as the stone bit against her back.
Above her, Prometheus breathed a sigh of fascination. Sounding like a man who had just discovered fire.
“What sweet sounds you make,” he groaned, pressing closer to her. “I would like to hear more.”
Two fingers stroked lower, adding just enough pressure against her folds. Even with the fabric of underwear between them Sam felt everything. The lovely friction against sensitive skin, the millisecond where he found her clit through it all. He pressed down on it; once, twice, and she was begging him, words falling from her lips without any rhyme or reason.
“More. Faster. Please.”
The way he was touching her, the way she couldn’t touch him back… it was all driving her to the point of madness.
“Prometheus. Please.”
“Lovely.” His voice was suddenly so close to her. She barely had time to register it before he was taking her mouth again.
There were no more sweet kisses. His tongue dove past her lips, claiming all of her as he obeyed her request. It was exactly the kind of rough, dominating kiss she fantasized about. There were no words, no thoughts to describe how good it felt. Samantha could only submit and let him take control.
His finger dipped inside her. At first, she was convinced any kind of sex with Prometheus would be painful, but her body stretched to welcome him. As if she were made for him.
His finger moved, stroking in and out as she opened up around him. A wet sound echoed in the cavern, one that met the cadence of his thrusts. It was so dirty, so wrong, yet she craved more of it. Pleasure coiled low in her belly, and with each stroke, each fuck, it built into a recognizable pressure.
God, she was going to come soon. She was so close.
His head touched her shoulder, and she could feel his body shudder against her. She wasn’t the only one being affected by this. Prometheus was coming undone. Because of her.
“This moment was carved out by the Fates. You were made for this, Samantha. For me. Accept it.” He whispered against her flesh. The words were like something out of an epic poem. No one had ever spoken to her like that before. Her heart, it throbbed against the need to be that person for someone. To be that person for him.
“Help me and I will give you the greatest pleasure ever known to a mortal woman. If you don’t, I fear that pleasure will forever be out of your grasp.”
The ultimatum stopped her mind in its downward spiral. What did he just say?
“Stop.”
Her voice cut through the darkness like a knife. Prometheus froze. His fingers ceased so abruptly it nearly pained her. Sam dug deep. The cry for release that had been about to spill from her lips was viciously smothered. Instead she said, “Stop touching me right now.”
Like that, the fingers were gone. His warmth was gone. The chill of the cave descended on her bare skin like needles. The titan inhaled through his nostrils, his anger palpable in the air. But so was hers. “What do you mean by that?” she said slowly.
Prometheus stared at her, blinking against the fog of his own lust. It was good to see she hadn’t been the only one who had forgotten herself in the moment. That she hadn’t been the only one affected. “I am giving you pleasure in exchange for your compliance.”
Red tinted the edges of her eyes at the simple reply. “I never agreed to help you.”
His dark brows narrowed. “I am giving you what you asked for.”
“Yeah, but I did not agree to a tit-for-tat kind of thing. I don’t need your touches or your magic penis. My answer remains the same. No.”
“Stupid mortal,” he seethed, pulling back. And it was like someone had taken her out of a lovely warm bed and thrown her into the arctic. “You have no idea what you are saying. I have all the power here. I am a titan.”
“Then go fulfill your prophecy by yourself, oh powerful one. I would rather die than help you.”
“This isn’t over, Samantha,” he snarled.
She heard the sound of his feet slamming against the ground as he stormed away. His final words echoed over and over in her mind as her body came down from the high of his pleasure. Her shirt was still hiked up, her jeans ripped to shreds, her muscles throbbed from the uncomfortable brace of the rock against her back, and now she was cold again. In retrospect, she appeared to be in a worse position than she’d been in before. But inside, her heart was still hammering in a quiet victory.
She had affected him just as much as he had affected her. He had stopped when she’d demanded it. That meant she had some power in this situation.
No, she agreed, this isn’t over. Not by a long shot.




Chapter Four


“You did what?” 
Prometheus sucked on his teeth as he bit back the urge to growl. Kieris’s outcry was unfounded, but she wasn’t finished. His servant paced the length of his small alcove.
“Your plan did not work,” he repeated. “She still refused me.”
Kieris reeled on him, her ghostly eyes wide in shock. It was the most emotion he had ever seen in her before she remembered her place. “My lord,” Kieris said, her voice slow, as if she were talking to a child. “I am sorry the plan did not work, but it was not mine.”
“You told me to give her what she wanted.”
“Yes,” she said slowly, “but sex alone will not get the job done. Pleasure can come in a number of different ways.”
He frowned. “How so? Should I offer her sweets? Water?”
She sputtered, “Have you not fed her? My lord. She is a human. She needs nourishment. Water and food are required if you want to keep her alive.”
Shame rushed through his veins at the oversight. He knew that. He’d felt her hunger and exhaustion, but all those needs fell against the background of the pleasure seeping through her body. And worse yet, his own desire overrode his sense. He should have offered her water and food before the sex. Maybe then she would have changed her mind.
Kieris shuffled her feet, looking like there was more to be said. He waved away her concerns with a lazy hand. “Speak, shade.”
“My Lord. Food and water are a start, but you should try other things to win her to your side. Some women respond well to jewels, a soft bed, a scented bath. I have acquired all those things for you to utilize if you wish.”
Jewels? A bath? So that was the reason for all the trinkets she’d brought back. Prometheus looked around the chamber, once so empty; now it was adorned with a full set of furniture. He had told her just to get a few blankets for the girl, not the entire market, but maybe Kieris had a point. “You think those will work?”
She lowered her head more in a deep nod. “It can only help, my lord.”
He ran his hand through his hair, pulling his fingers through the tangled mess. It was a decent distraction from the memory of Samantha. His body still tingled from where he had touched her. How she had moaned his name. Begged for him.
She had been ready to bend to his will, and then everything had changed.
It could not have been anything he had done. That he was sure of, but then what had she been thinking?
“Alright,” he agreed, “I will give your plan one last chance. Bring her here.”
[image: image-placeholder]The next time Samantha woke up, it was among soft blankets and on top of an even softer surface. At first, she thought she was back in the strange dream realm with Athena, but the world around her was too dark.
Was she back home? In the inky blackness, everything was obscured. It wasn’t so hard to imagine the space around her as the small apartment provided by the university.
Her hand reached for the bedside table, where her phone usually sat, only for her fingers to swipe at air. Alarm caused her body to jerk up. Her fingers scrambled about looking for a lamp, a light source, anything that would assure her that her fears were unfounded.
“Isocrates, you ass. Turn on the light for the poor girl.”
The unfamiliar feminine voice pierced through the fog of panic seconds before a firelight illuminated the room. Sam blinked against the sudden change, eyes adjusting slowly to the new surroundings.
Her heart fell as she took in the stone walls and cavernous ceiling. She was still underground, still in Prometheus’s lair. Except… her hand smoothed across the soft sheets that pillowed her body. Those were real. She wasn’t tied up anymore. She was free. Free and in a very large, very comfortable bed. The heavy comforter was exactly what she needed to stay warm in the icy cavern. Curious, she lifted the comforter to peek under and found that while there were no chains tying her down, her jeans and shirt were gone. Her chest squeezed at the sight.
So it wasn’t a dream.
“I am so sorry. We did not want to wake you.”
That voice again. A woman stood in the corner of the small space. Her hair was done in intricate braids with a beautiful head wrap tied to keep them out of her face. A long dress hung over her lean frame, nearly touching the floor but stopping short. Dull silver bracelets hung on her wrists, but when she raised her hands in a soothing gesture, the bangles made no noise. “Is there anything I can get you, mistress?”
Mistress?
Sam licked her lips, her throat horribly dry. God, when was the last time she’d had anything to drink? “Just… water, please.”
“Of course! Of course!” The woman nudged the man next to her meaningfully. “Go get the girl water, Isocrates. And some ointment. She is clearly in pain.”
Isocrates’s mouth twitched, showing a dimple in his left cheek. Samantha stared at him, taking in the beautiful armor that encased his body. At one time, it must have been a glimmering bronze, but the darkness of the cave made it appear a dull gray just like his body. Without another word, he stepped back and let the shadows swallow him.
Sam jumped at the sudden disappearance. “Who…who are you?”
“I’m Kieris,” the woman introduced herself, striding forward with purpose. She lifted the torch and lit the sconces that hung on the walls. “I am a servant of Master Prometheus. He asked us to watch over you.”
“Prometheus?” Sam stared at the woman hard. The clothing she wore was unlike anything the Georgians wore, even those who lived near the remote mountains. “Are you like him? A titan?”
The woman laughed. “Gods, no. Do I look like I could pass as a titan?”
She had a good point. She was lacking Prometheus’s giant stature, not to mention the presence and command that came from being an immortal being. But there was something about her that was… different. “Then what are you? You’re not human.”
“Good eye.” Kieris beamed. “I am a shade.”
“A shade?” Sam stared, taking in the lack of color in the woman’s cheeks despite the flame inches away. She knew the term; any student who’d read any Greek mythology would recognize the name of the spirits who lived in the underworld. She shook her head. “That can’t be.”
“And why not? You are in the underworld. This is where all spirits go to dwell in their afterlife.” Kieris looked towards her, and the firelight revealed the lack of pupils in her eyes. “You have already met a titan. Why is a shade so different?”
She had a point.
“Were the men who kidnapped me shades as well?”
“In a way,” Kieris hummed. “They were humans once, but not like you or me. Those were Silver Men. The gods’ second attempt at creating humans.”
Sam frowned at the term. She recognized it from Hesiod’s old story. Before the Bronze Age, there were three other Ages of Man. The Golden Age, the Silver Age, and the Heroic Age. The men of the Silver Age had not paid proper tribute to the gods and had been destroyed because of it. But that was just a story.
At least, that was what she used to think.
In the span of twenty-four hours, she’d been kidnapped to the underworld, met a goddess and been molested by a titan. Her chest tightened at the realization.
This was real. Really, really real. On some level, she knew she should be terrified. But the academic in her wasn’t afraid of what those things meant. The stories societies tell themselves, in the form of myths and legends, always have a basis in reality. She had spent her adult life searching for the evidence behind the stories and here she was, actually talking to someone who had lived through history. Who had seen the life Sam could only piece together from shards of pottery. No, there wasn’t room in her brain for fear when there were so many questions to ask. She wanted to know more. She needed to know everything.
She thought back on every myth and story she’d ever read as she looked around the dark cavern. “Is this really the underworld?”
“A part of it,” Kieris said. “We’re in the Asphodel Tunnels.”
Sam frowned at the term. “I’ve never heard of those before.” The stories described the underworld as if it were layers of an onion. The largest area was Asphodel, where all mortal souls were supposed to go. Then there were the Elysian Fields, where the souls of heroes rested. And beneath all of that was Tartarus, where titans, monsters, and mortal souls were sent as punishment for their crimes on the earth.
“I imagine you wouldn’t. Not many mortals have been in the tunnels. These caves connect the surface world to Asphodel and the Styx. Long ago, heroes used them to enter the underworld. But”—her shoulders shrugged as she sighed—“no one comes down here anymore.”
A lightbulb went on in Sam’s head at the mention of heroes. That was right. The underworld was connected to the surface! Odysseus, Herakles, and Orpheus had all ventured down into the depths at some point. If they could get in, then there was hope that she could get out. She could find her way back home. Just like the heroes had done.
But there was another question burning at the edge of her mind. Hesiod had never mentioned shades working for titans. “Why do you serve Prometheus? Shouldn’t you be in Asphodel?”
“I was reassigned here,” Kieris answered simply. “Master Prometheus needed an extra pair of hands to assist in his adjustment. That bed you are lying on…” She inclined her head and Sam looked down at the expansive king-sized mattress that sat in a stone frame. Large stalagmites made the frame’s headboard and footboard, connecting it to the ceiling and floor. Sam took it all in while Kieris spoke. “He ordered the Silver Men to make that for you, so you had a place to rest.” She nodded to a footed tub sitting by the wall. It looked ridiculously out of place, but the sight of it actually did ease something in Sam. “When you are ready to bathe, we will fetch water to fill it.”
“You can go to the surface?” Hope constricted in her chest, but it didn’t last long against Kieris’s stern gaze.
“Yes, it is a privilege only allotted to a few shades. So don’t get any ideas. I am loyal to Master Prometheus. Not to you, mortal.”
“It was too much to hope for.” Sam sighed. “No big deal. I’m getting used to all this rejection.”
“Well,” a male voice interrupted as Isocrates appeared out of the darkness, “we can’t blame you for trying. Makes things more interesting down here.” He held out a plastic bag and Sam took it. Inside were three water bottles and a jar of yellow ointment. Sam grabbed a bottle and nearly downed the whole thing in three gulps.
“Oh my god,” she breathed, pulling the water away with a wet pop. “Water has never tasted so good.”
“Mmm.” Kieris nodded. “If you make a list, we’ll go fetch the items you need.”
“Do you have any food right now?” The very idea of eating made her stomach ache, but she wasn’t sure if that was from her anxiety or because she couldn’t recall her last meal.
The two spirits looked at each other before Isocrates sighed and disappeared again. His abrupt departure didn’t surprise her as much now that she knew what they were.
When he returned, he brought a bowl with a small assortment of fruit. “This is all we have right now. We will get you more soon.”
Her stomach gurgled in excitement, but she did not reach out. Isocrates frowned at her. “What is wrong?”
“Is this fruit from the underworld?” she asked. “I’m not stupid. I know the myths surrounding this place. If this really is the underworld, then eating the food down here will mean I can never leave. Isn’t that right?”
That was what had happened to Persephone, the goddess Hades had trapped into being his bride. Indulging in pomegranate seeds had sealed her fate in the underworld. Sam would not make the same mistake.
Kieris’s eyes sparkled in the darkness. “Well, look at you. This one is blessed by Athena.”
Sam tensed at the mention of the goddess, but the woman carried on. “Don’t worry, we have made sure to provide only food from the surface. The master needs you to leave eventually if you are to fulfill his prophecy. Now eat up. You must be famished.”
She was, and unfortunately she didn’t have the willpower to be picky. Kieris’s explanation made enough sense that she would have to trust it. Prometheus needed her, and now he was trying to get on her good side. The bed and food were just bribes. She couldn’t forget that. But if she was going to outsmart the titan, she needed rest and food. That was her priority now.
Without further deliberation, she grabbed an apple and bit into it. Sugar exploded in her mouth and she moaned around the fruit before taking another bite.
Isocrates nudged Kieris with a grin. “I’ve heard those noises before. It means she likes it.”
They heard that? Sam did her best to ignore them as she picked out the next fruit, but it was difficult to fight down a wave of embarrassment. Of course they had. These caves probably carried sound across the world. And they were Prometheus’s servants. They probably watched from the shadows while she… fuck.
The freshness of the food evaporated off her tongue.
“You are an animal.” Kieris rolled her eyes. “Go get a paper and pen so the mistress can write down a shopping list.”
The grin fell from Isocrates’s face. “I am not a dog for you to command. I was once nobility—”
“And now you are dead,” Kieris said sweetly. “Go before I request another servant from the Styx.”
It seemed that the threat was all that was needed. Isocrates disappeared, though his muttered complaints drifted from the shadows for a few moments after his departure.
Kieris smiled at Sam. “Do not worry about him. He is still bitter about his death and he is not used to serving others.”
Sam stared at the shade again, taking in her strange clothing. She recognized the dress now as a peplos, made from a single cloth and fastened in place with a rope. The outfit was a common sight on feminine statues from Greece. This was really happening. She was talking to a spirit from ancient Greece. A woman who had experienced a time Samantha had only read about in history books. Her heart raced with ideas of what Kieris could reveal about ancient life.
“Kieris, is our guest taken care of?” a voice like sin filtered from the darkness. The smile on Kieris’s face melted away as Prometheus stepped forward.
The shade bowed her head. “Yes, my lord.”
“Then leave us. I’d like to speak to the girl alone.”
“Of course.” Kieris lifted her gaze to Sam. “Please think of anything you may require, my lady, and we’ll fetch it. Isocrates and I are at your service.”
“Wait, please don’t—” But it was too late. She disappeared the same way Isocrates did, her body melting into the bedrock below her feet, leaving Samantha… alone.
Sam’s gaze snapped to Prometheus. Every nerve in her body readied itself for whatever the titan had planned. Underneath the sheets, her bare skin buzzed to life, remembering the last time the titan had touched her.
She watched as he prowled around the small room, hugging the wall as he took her in with equal interest. “How are you feeling today?”
“Sore,” she answered flatly, hands gripping the ointment Isocrates had provided.
He nodded, neither surprised nor remorseful. “That should help you. A powerful witch made it at my request.”
Sam stared at the ointment in her hand. A witch? There were several witches he could be talking about: Hecate? Circe? Medea? Even the women who followed Artemis were referred to as witches. The possibilities were endless and that notion fascinated her.
“Shall I help you put it on?” he asked.
She felt the rumble of his voice wash over her from across the room. Nope. Absolutely not. “I can do it myself.”
His golden eyes blazed at her defiance. “Alright, then do it. If you are injured, you cannot bring about the fall of Olympus.”
“And whose fault would that be?” she snapped back.
He didn’t answer, and satisfaction warmed her belly. Point Samantha.
The victory was short lived. Lips thin, Sam steeled herself and lowered the sheets, revealing herself to Prometheus for the second time. At least she still had her bra and her panties, but she still felt too exposed. Her entire back ached with even the smallest movement. She twisted the ointment open, ready for something to ease the pain. Mint and dirt assaulted her senses when she lifted the lid. Inside, a gooey green substance sloshed around. She made a face. “This isn’t ointment. It’s moldy leftovers.”
“Put it on,” Prometheus growled.
Sam shot him a glare but dutifully dipped two fingers into the muck. It was cold to the touch and thick. She ensured a glob of it stuck before reaching to apply it to the back of her shoulder, except…
“I can’t reach.” She twisted her body, but it was impossible to lift her arm high enough without her injuries making themselves known. Even if she hadn’t been injured, it would have been difficult to reach.
She tried for another spot, an ache on her ass where the rock had jabbed into her. At least she could reach that. Prometheus watched in silence as she rubbed the ointment against her buttocks.
The skin wasn’t broken, just bruised. With time, it would heal. But there were a few areas on her back where the rocks had rubbed her raw. Sam wiggled as she tried and failed to apply the lotion to the areas.
“Guess I’ll just live in discomfort.”
“Discomfort?” Prometheus repeated. “Are you not more comfortable than you were in captivity? You are free.”
“Free?” Something within her coiled at the word and sprung, like a snake striking out. One moment she was holding the ointment in her hand and the next it was gone, cutting through the air straight towards Prometheus’s head. He caught it, without even flinching, but a wad of the goop smattered against his cheek. In the dim firelight, she could see his jaw tighten in anger.
Good. Sam was angry too. She would face down the titan and let him know exactly what she thought. “You think you can give me a bed and I’ll do what you want?”
“I have provided for you—”
“You kidnapped me!” she snapped.
He snorted. “You were not complaining when your body welcomed my touches. Would you like me to tie you up again? You seemed to like that.”
Heat flared across her cheeks at the memory. There wasn’t any ointment left to throw, but her fist would do just nicely. Prometheus moved towards her, his stride purposeful, the frown on his face prominent. In no time he towered over her.
As Sam looked up, she realized how futile her plan of punching him would be. She couldn’t even reach his jaw, and his chest was an iron wall of muscle. Her eyes slipped down to the thin cloth that hung over his groin. It did nothing to hide the impressive cock underneath. If worse came to worst, she could grab his most prized possession and hold it hostage.
“Lie on your stomach,” he commanded.
She bristled. “What, so you can torture me again? I don’t think so.”
He snorted and leaned down, hand outstretched to grab her. Sam leaned back and lifted her knee as fast as she could, aiming for the loincloth. She felt the moment her leg connected, heard the huff of air that escaped him at the impact. Success thrilled within her, but it barely had time to sing its own praises before his hand grabbed her arm and flipped her over on the bed.
A scream tore from her throat and she fought back as best she could. Kicking and bucking, doing everything she could to get his grip to loosen. But he was so strong. Somehow he found the one place where the rock had spared her skin. With one hand between her shoulder blades, he pinned her to the mattress.
Fear ignited inside her, and she cried out without thinking. “Stop it. You’re hurting me!”
Prometheus froze.
Slowly, so slowly, his arm moved off her.
Sam didn’t move. She lay there, panting as she waited for his unrelenting grip to return. But it never came. Turning her head, she found Prometheus hovering close by, his face twisted in an unreadable expression.
“I am trying to help you,” he said quietly.
“I don’t want your help.”
“If I do not do this, you will not heal quickly.”
“I’m okay with that,” Sam said. Spite was a powerful weapon that lanced through her. She could deal with sore limbs and scraped skin if it meant Prometheus had to actually look at what he had done to her.
His lips thinned, and his grip on the ointment tightened. “I am not such a monster that I would force you to do anything you did not want.”
Sam pulled her body up into a sitting position and glared. She couldn’t bring herself to deny his words. She had liked it. A little too much. Shame sliced through her every time she thought about it. This man was trying to kill people. He wanted to use her to do it. And she had asked him to fuck her! This place is making me crazy.
“I will not force you to do anything you do not want to do,” Prometheus continued.
“Never say never.”
“I swear it.” His tone shifted into something low and dark. Her head snapped up in time to catch the serious state of his expression. “I swear on the River Styx.”
“What does that mean?”
His lips twitched up in a know-it-all smirk. “It is a promise that all beings are bound to. A vow that ties my actions and my soul to the Styx. If I break this vow, it will be the end of my life.”
Sam stared, trying to judge if he was telling the truth or not. “No promise is that powerful.”
Prometheus laughed, the sound low and dark. “Oh, that is where you are wrong, hero. There are a lot of things in this world that are powerful, and an oath on the Styx is one of the strongest.”
The discomfort in her back flared to life again, reminding her that it was still there and painful as fuck. Sam sucked her teeth and closed her eyes, fighting it down. To Prometheus’s credit, he didn’t move, but his face did tighten in discomfort.
“Fine,” she said finally, turning and lying down on her stomach. “You can apply the ointment. But that is it, got it?”
She didn’t have to look at Prometheus to know her admission had pleased him. His voice said it all when he purred, “Of course, hero.”
“Don’t call me that.”
As he got to work, she cursed his name and plotted his demise. She was going to get herself out of this. She was going to make him pay for putting her in this situation to begin with. And when she stepped out into the sun, she was going to savor the look on his face as she raised the middle finger to his prophecy.
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Even odder was how much he liked it.
“Is there anything else I can get you?”
“Kieris already said she would get me food from a list.”
“Did she now?” Kieris always was a bleeding heart, but this was his mission, his woman. He would be the one to win her over. “Then what about comfort? I could get you clothes.”
She hesitated there, biting on her bottom lip in consideration. “Clothes would be nice. Warm ones that cover all of me.”
“That will be a shame.”
“It’s freezing down here,” she snapped. “I thought hell was supposed to be hot.”
The idea was one of the most amusing things she had said all day. “You are thinking of Tartarus. We are on another plane of the underworld.”
Her large eyes narrowed at that. “That’s right, we’re in the Asphodel Tunnels. Aren’t we?”
Prometheus felt his muscles lock down to hide his surprise. It seemed Kieris had been talking too much again. “Yes, do you know what that means?”
“It means that there are ways in and out of the underworld.” Samantha’s eyes took on a feverish light under the torch. And he could feel it emanating from her. Her overpowering need for escape.
“Do not get your hopes up. These tunnels were created to be a labyrinth. There are places even I have not explored.” He tapped her delicate wrists, where the chains had bruised the skin. Over thousands of years, not once had he been bruised by the chains. His body healed much too quickly for that. Hers would too, but she would need to put the healing salve on it. “That is why it is important for you to obey these next words. I will not chain you up, but you can’t wander off on your own.”
Her brows knitted together in a familiar look that voiced her displeasure. He did not miss the way her large eyes glanced towards their cavern’s small opening that led out into the maze of tunnels. Prometheus cupped her chin, bringing her gaze back to him. “There are things in these caves, Samantha, that are just as old and just as powerful as me. And they do not care if you live or die as I do. You must—”
“Say please,” she interrupted, unwilling to heed the rest of his warning.
It caught him off guard. His warning derailed into a dumbfounded “What?”
“I won’t go wandering off by myself, but you have to ask nicely. So say please.”
“I am a titan. A god. We do not say please.”
“Then I make no promises.”
“Then I will chain you up.”
She flashed a smile, full and bright and with every confidence of someone who could foresee the future. “You swore an oath. You won’t do anything I don’t want.”
Gods damn this woman. No one besides Zeus himself could infuriate him so quickly. “Fine. Please do not wander off on your own.”
“Alright, I guess I can agree to that.” Despite everything, a smile pulled at her lips as she pulled her knees up to her chest. Hugging herself the way a young child might. Mortals were so strange, always needing the comfort of touch to ease themselves. Prometheus did not dare offer her his own touch; she would only flinch away.
“If I say please again, will you do another thing for me?”
Her eyes narrowed on him. “Not if you ask me to kill the gods again. I can’t promise that.”
A laugh rocked through him before he realized what was happening. “I did not think you would be swayed so easily, so no, that is not what I want.”
“Then what?”
He leaned forward; the mattress dipped under his added weight, bringing their bodies closer. He could smell the lingering scent of fresh air and sunlight on her skin. In a few days, it wouldn’t be there anymore. She would be a creature of the underworld as much as him.
She did not shrink back from their close proximity, though a shiver trembled over her body. It might have been from fear, but the way she met his eyes told him she was becoming bolder by the minute.
Not long ago, she had told him she was only a mortal, one unable to fulfill the prophecy. Now he knew that was a lie. This woman had a hero’s spirit. Seeing that was even more proof that his instincts about her were right.
He pushed the salve into her hand. “Make sure you apply this every six hours. Kieris will help you.”
Those dazzling eyes blinked at him. “That’s it?”
He sighed, realizing that the agreement was the best he was going to manage for now. Kieris was right. She needed time to recover and he needed time to coax her to his way of thinking. Scaring the poor girl would not do that. “I suppose that is all I can ask for,” he said, standing up.
“Wait! Are you going to leave me again?”
“You have a bed,” he said, “and the rest of your demands will be met when the shades return. What else do you need?”
“Nothing,” she whispered, as if surprised by the realization. “I was just thought you would try to convince me again.”
“You have not yet recovered from the last time.”
Her smile faltered, color returning to her cheek. “I just wasn’t expecting this…”
He knew without her saying the word what she was referring to. Kindness. It took a moment to remember the word. To recall its meaning fully. It had been so long since anyone had shown him an ounce of kindness.
Was that what he was doing? No. This wasn’t kindness. It was a matter of necessity. But let her believe that, because if she thought him kind, then soon she would trust him enough to do what he needed. A smile tugged at his lips as he realized the plan was working.
“Goodnight, Samantha.” And with that, he turned his back on her and walked out.




Chapter Five


“Where is Prometheus?” 
Sam crossed her arms and stared pointedly at the shade in front of her. She couldn’t stop the titan’s plan if he wasn’t around, and he’d been missing for… well, it was difficult to tell how long exactly. Time escaped her in the tunnels of the underworld.
Kieris had kept her entertained for the most part. The shade had brought Sam her laptop from the mountaintop, which had been a godsend. She had been surprised to discover the underworld had electricity and newly acquired Wi-Fi, though Kieris refused to give her the password. But having the laptop eased some of the anxiety building inside her. At least she was able to work on her research.
To pass the time, Sam questioned Kieris about all sorts of historical topics. None of it could be quoted in her thesis, of course; no one was going to believe she had interviewed a shade. But it didn’t matter. She would know more about the daily life of the ancients than anyone else. They talked over coffee, after Sam insisted they needed a coffeemaker (another little blessing).
Days passed with no sign of Prometheus, and Sam felt herself growing more and more restless. Kieris took a little extra care in searching for the things she requested as a way of distraction. She found her softer sheets, a brand of chips Sam craved late at night, and some brand-new clothes with the price tags still on them. The shirts ranged from men’s flannel button-downs to crop tops that were way too small. Sam found herself snuggled into the warm flannels and a pair of sweats on most days. Honestly, it was similar to something she would have worn curled up at home, and that gave her some form of comfort.
Unfortunately, Kieris wasn’t always around either. She had any number of daily tasks that occupied her time, leaving Sam with the prickly Isocrates.
The male servant wasn’t much of a talker. The only time she heard him say anything was in answer to his boss or to mutter at Kieris. Not a word was uttered to Sam. When she asked a question, he pretended as if he heard nothing at all. Like now.
She gritted her teeth and tried again. “Aren’t you supposed to take care of me while he’s away?”
“I am supposed to make sure you are alive,” he finally answered, more interested in his ghostly nails than her.
“Do you know where Prometheus has gone at least?” she tried again.
“Lord Prometheus does not tell me anything about his personal affairs, and I do not need to know them.”
A huff of frustration escaped her. “Do you at least know when he’ll be back?”
Isocrates looked up, his dead eyes flashing in irritation. “No.”
This was getting her nowhere. She couldn’t sit around all day waiting for Prometheus to come back. Who knew how long that would take?
She practically jumped off the bed at the realization. Prometheus had left her. Unchained and guarded by a ghost. If there was any hope for her to escape on her own, now was the time. Another opportunity might never show itself.
Prometheus claimed the tunnels were a maze, but they couldn’t be too hard to traverse. If heroes had found their way in and out, she could do the same. She’d managed to navigate across Europe all by herself. How much harder could this be?
And what about Athena? The goddess had asked her to stop Prometheus, not run away from the problem. She set her jaw and shook those thoughts away. As far as she was concerned, she didn’t owe the goddess anything. Athena wasn’t trapped down in the underworld. And Sam had people waiting for her!
Besides, she reasoned, without me, his prophecy will never happen. If I get out of here, I am stopping him.
Satisfaction curled within her at that reasoning. Athena would be impressed. Or… miffed. Either way, Sam would take her chances on the goddess’s anger after she got out of here.
Mind set, Sam started towards the room’s narrow entrance. Her feet had nearly crossed the threshold when Isocrates noticed her. “Where are you going?”
He wasn’t looking at his nails anymore. Now a look of quiet alarm spilled across his usually impassive face.
“I’m leaving. Prometheus isn’t here to keep me prisoner, so I’m going to find a way to the surface.”
“Are you insane?” The shade was suddenly in front of her, bringing a gust of cold fury with him. “Prometheus will kill me if you leave.”
“You’re already dead,” Sam said with an easy shrug, walking past him.
Isocrates hovered over her shoulder like an annoying man-sized bird. “Even the dead can suffer, and that is especially true down here. If something happens to you, it will be my head.”
“Nothing will happen to me.”
“Did you not hear his warning? There are dangerous things lurking in these tunnels.”
“Like what? Kieris said nobody comes down here anymore.” She met the shade’s gaze and waited for a response.
Isocrates opened his mouth, arrogance already set on his face when his brows softened. Nothing came out and the strangest look of confusion crossed his face. “I… well, there might be other shades wandering around. And there are monsters down in Tartarus.”
The answer didn’t surprise her in the least. Of course Prometheus would exaggerate the dangers outside of her little prison. He didn’t want her to leave. But if the other shades were as docile as Isocrates and Kieris, she had nothing to worry about. “I’ll take my chances.”
“Listen, you, if you step one foot outside this cave—”
She didn’t have time for this. Those first few days of captivity, she’d been sure Prometheus would come back to try a new scheme of persuasion, and she plotted her own rebuttals. She’d been ready to reason with him. To make him see her side of things. The logical side of things…but he never came.
She pushed away the disappointment that bubbled up at the thought and stepped out into an open tunnel that stretched to either side of her. It didn’t matter which direction she went; either path would take her away from Prometheus and her prison. She would see more of the underworld than any human had in a millennium. Not that she could tell anyone about it; they would laugh her out of the program. But she would know she had been there. She would touch ancient history, a world known only through myths, and it would be amazing.
Ancient sconces did their best to light the path, but the tunnels were mostly obscured by dark shadows. To her surprise, Isocrates kept following her, grumbling under his breath the entire way. They walked until Sam’s feet ached. Hours of turning up and down hallways when she thought the ground might incline.
There were no stairs, no hills, not even a sign pointing towards the River Styx.
Prometheus was right. The place was a labyrinth. And she had willingly walked into it without a plan. The way Prometheus and Isocrates talked about the tunnels, she would have thought it was filled with dead spirits and monsters, but the space truly looked abandoned. The torches that lit their way came to life as she ventured further, illuminating the ruins. For that was what the tunnels appeared to be. Ruins.
At one time, there may have been columns etched into the cavern’s wall, and mosaics scattered every few feet. She saw the decrepit evidence of it now in chipped marble and crumbling rocks. Her fingers brushed across the old architecture in reverence. It was not so different than many of the ruins she visited, but somehow that made her sad.
Briefly, she wondered how old the stones might have been. Older than the Bronze Age. Maybe they dated back to the Age of the Silver Men Kieris had mentioned. Her heart gave a little flutter of excitement at the thought. Before she knew what she was doing, Sam bent down and scooped up a piece of painted marble.
“What are you doing?” Isocrates huffed.
“When I get back to Athens, I can run some tests on these things. Get a reading of how old they are,” Sam explained. “If it predates the Myceneans, I might have a piece of archaeological history on my hands.”
The shade huffed, flipping his wispy white hair over one shoulder.
Sam glared at him. “You know, it’s a shame you have such a bad attitude. There are a million questions I’d like to ask you.”
He raised a brow at that. “Me?”
“Well, yeah, I’m a bit of a history nerd and you’re living… er, well, you are history.”
His lips pursed, but she could tell the flattery was working its magic. It was the first time Isocrates actually looked like he might engage her questions. This was an opportunity historians could only dream of. “Kieris said you were nobility.”
His young face opened with a smile. “I lived very comfortably when I was alive. Women, wine, and I was set for a seat in the Senate.”
Sam started walking and he followed. Talking was a nice distraction from how totally lost they were. “What happened?”
A dramatic sigh. “The same thing that always happens: war. As a citizen of Athens, I served in the navy. Thought I would be better being on a boat, but we sank during battle. I washed up on a deserted island with both legs broken, and no one to help me.”
Her stomach rolled at the thought. She didn’t need to ask what had happened next. The answer drifted beside her.
“For days it was just me and the sky. I was still alive when the birds decided they were done waiting for me and pecked at my flesh. Lord Prometheus understands what I went through.” Sam swallowed down her bile, and Isocrates laughed beside her. “You’re turning a delightful shade of green, mortal.”
“I’m sorry, that just sounds so horrible.” There were countless battles described in the history books she’d read as an undergrad, but hearing Isocrates’s story was a reminder that those wars weren’t just words on paper. The people who had fought them were real. So many had died tragically.
“It was. I remember the pain of the crow’s beaks as they tore at my skin, but it was nothing compared to what Lord Prometheus went through.”
She didn’t doubt that. Prometheus had been left on that mountaintop, with no comforts, no company, for centuries! She could barely stand being trapped for a few days.
No, bad Sam. Do not feel bad for the titan who wants to destroy the world. “Do you… like being dead?”
He hummed. “Like or dislike, it does not matter. I am a servant down here, attending to the needs of creatures more powerful than I can ever fathom. But even this role is considered a blessing when one looks at the other mortal souls.”
“What about them?” Sam couldn’t help herself. If this was truly what death had awaiting her and her loved ones, she was curious to know its secrets. Not that anyone would believe her.
“Most souls, that is, the ones that are found worthy, are sent to the Asphodel Meadows, but it is a long wait. After centuries of death, the underworld has found itself limited in space. Now, many are left sailing down the River Styx until a place can be carved out for them. That is where they plucked me out.”
“And what do you do in the Styx? Do spirits all float around in boats waiting for their turn?”
A sharp bark of laughter escaped the shade. “Spirits are the river. We float in its tide, lost in memories until the boatman drags us out.”
She nearly tripped over her feet at this revelation. The idea of a river made up of people—no, spirits—who were just waiting to be carried off into a peaceful afterlife sounded like the worst kind of purgatory. She shuddered at the thought that someday, that same fate would probably happen to her as well. “I was so much happier when I didn’t know all this was real.”
Isocrates made a noise of agreement. “Death comes for us all,” he said. “That is why out of all the gods right now, Hades still has so much power. It does not matter if people believe in him or not—when we die, we all go to the same place.”
Athena had said something similar about Hades. That he did not care about her fears of Prometheus. Was that because he had enough power that Prometheus’s prophecy did not scare him?
She eyed the spirit hovering next to her. “You said ‘they’ plucked you out. You mean Prometheus didn’t pick you himself?”
“Lord Prometheus has power, but not that kind. Not down here. No, I was picked out by the queen of darkness herself.”
“Persephone?”
“Persephone? No, it is too early in the year for her to be down here.” Isocrates scoffed. “I thought you said you know the stories.”
“I also said I don’t know them all. And I didn’t think they were real.”
“I mean the Goddess of the Night. Nyx.”
Nyx. Sam felt her breath catch in her throat. She knew all the Olympians, and she wasn’t one of them. No, Nyx was different. A primordial goddess, one who had existed at the dawn of the earth. Along with Gaia. “Why would Nyx help out Prometheus?”
Isocrates shrugged. “Who knows? Maybe because she knew him before his imprisonment and sympathizes. They say she has a soft spot for the titans. Maybe she is tired of how the Olympians are running things and wants in on his coup d’état. The gods always play their games without letting anyone else be the wiser.”
Was that what Prometheus was doing with her? No, he could have come up with any lie to get her to comply. Instead, he’d told her the ugly truth and Samantha was doing her best to deny him.
“Hey, Isocrates—”
“Quiet!” hissed the shade, the sudden ferocity in his voice taking her aback. Sam shut her mouth immediately, focusing her attention back to the yawning mouth of the tunnel. There she saw the source of his distress.
A door had suddenly appeared in front of them. Its frame was carved from thick slabs of rock with writing on it. She stepped forward for a better look, but to her surprise, she didn’t recognize the language. She could now see there was a large crack that split down the middle, dividing the stone into two large doors with no knobs. Each door was as tall as Prometheus, and just as foreboding.
“What is that?” she breathed.
“That,” Isocrates whispered, “is the door to Tartarus.”
A bone-deep rumbling echoed around them. The shade made a pitiful squeak before ducking behind Sam. But terror held her captive.
The doors started opening, and inside there was nothing but an all-consuming darkness that not even the torchlight could pierce. There was nowhere to run. The tunnel had no place to hide. Every nerve in her body screamed at her to move, to get away. Whatever lay behind the door was something she should not see.
Something no living person should see.
All she could do was close her eyes and wait for the horrible noise to end and for whatever waited on the other side to attack her.
She held her breath and waited for the inevitable pain of teeth, or claws, or…something when a voice that could shake the earth itself slipped past the rock.
“What are you doing here, Samantha?”
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And the fool was just standing there, waiting to be eaten. At the sound of his voice, her eyes popped opened and something like relief misted over them. “Prometheus! What are you doing here?”
His hand clutched instinctively around the wrapped package in his arms, immediately drawing her attention. Interest and curiosity flared before he shot a curt response. “I believe that is my question to ask.” He sent a hard look to Isocrates. The shade floated behind the girl, head ducked low.
They would talk about this later. Maybe he needed to reevaluate the dead man’s loyalty.
“Stop.” The hard edge of Samantha’s voice cut off his thoughts, dragging all attention back to her. She’d shaken off her fear, standing before him as she always did—back straight, head held high, eyes flashing fiercely. “Don’t you glare at him. This was my fault, not his. I forced him to come along with me.”
Prometheus felt his chest tighten at the sight of her.
Then anger surged hot against his ribs. “And why did you come here to begin with? Do you know where this door leads?”
She nodded. “Tartarus.”
“Yes. Fucking Tartarus,” Prometheus snarled. “The things behind this door would devour you in a second. Why did you not run away? Why are you here?” He stopped himself before he could ask such a stupid question. There was only one thing Samantha wanted. He just hadn’t realized how desperate she was to get it. “You are looking for your escape.”
Her gaze flickered to the doorway, and for a second, he saw her contemplating trying to dart by him. But she was smarter than that. Tossing her dust-covered hair out of her face, she nodded. “Yes.”
“There is no escape that way.”
“How do I know you’re not lying to me?” Her distrust was palpable, even after all the comforts his shades had provided.
Annoyance burned through him in the face of her stubbornness. “I would not lie to you.”
She glared, unmoving and unconvinced. “You said there were monsters down here.” Her arm waved out into the empty cavern. “I’ve been walking for who knows how long and I haven’t seen a single monster. Or any other mythical creature. So yeah, excuse me if I don’t believe your warnings about there being no way out.”
“There is no escape through this door,” he growled.
Samantha’s lips set in a hard line. “I’ll believe it when I see it.”
“That is not going to happen. We are going back.”
“No.”
A low growl of frustration burned from the depths of his throat. “I will throw you over my shoulder and carry you back to the cave if I have to.” He moved to do just that, and she jumped back, arms raised as if to strike him. Him… a titan. Did she not realize there was no way she could fight him off?
“Touch me and I swear I won’t talk to you for the rest of eternity!”
He paused at the threat. This was getting them nowhere, and if he forced her in any way, that would solidify her distrust even more. This human only believed what she could see with her own eyes. She hadn’t seen a monster, so she didn’t believe they were here. How long until she escaped the alcove again and tried to see it herself? He couldn’t allow that to happen; someone would kill her on sight. But she would be safe with him.
With him, no one would dare to touch her.
Something had to bend, and apparently, it was going to be him.
Prometheus heaved a sigh. “If I agree to escort you down there—to prove there is no escape—will you promise to listen to me next time?”
Genuine surprise flickered across her mortal features. “Yes,” Samantha breathed with a grin. “Fuck yes!”
“Alright, but I warned you.” He growled the words, hoping to embed more fear in her. Hoping to make her reconsider. But she sidled closer beside him, confident and happy. She was so small, his shadow from the flickering torches encased her like a dark blanket. He could feel the quick fluttering of her desire; the constant need to escape was now accompanied by excitement for something new.
“Isocrates, take my goods back to my quarters.” He tossed the cloth-wrapped item to the shade, who caught it with ease. “We will speak more when we return.”
The translucent figure gave a low bow. “Yes, Master.” His voice faded with his body until he had disappeared into the tunnels beyond the rock.
Leaving the two of them alone.
“Are you ready?” Prometheus asked, looking down at his companion.
Samantha shifted her weight from one foot to the other in a nervous dance, but she didn’t move away. “Yeah.”
He turned back to the stone doors, and together they stepped into the darkness.




Chapter Six


They traveled down an endless series of stone steps. Samantha kept close. He could feel her heat against his back even as she still refused to touch him. He almost wished she would. The distraction might be enough to remind him why this was a very, very bad idea. 
“It’s just more tunnels.” Her whisper cut between them, clear as glass.
“After a couple hundred years, you get your bearings.”
She scoffed. “I don’t think so.”
“Do you think any of us want to be down here, Samantha? We were forced. Either by the Olympians or their heroic henchmen. I can assure you, if the titans had any choice, we would live in the sun.”
“But then you would have just caused mayhem on the surface, right?”
“Maybe, or maybe we would have settled in the same role as the gods of Olympus.”
He knew he would have. At one time, his love for the mortals had been stronger than any other creature on the planet. He’d been the one who ensured the fragile humans received the things they desired. The things they needed.
Warmth. Food. A way to live.
And he’d been punished for it, while they worshipped his torturer as a god.
“We have the same desire as you. To return to the surface. To live our lives. But we cannot. Not while the Olympians are alive. So we’ve been forced to make our home among the shadows of the dead. For eternity.” At one time, he had felt nothing but anger at the injustice, but now the words flowed out of him in a quiet monologue. The tragedy of it all was a heavy burden on his chest. He had helped the Olympians put his brothers and sisters in Tartarus. And now, even after he had been freed from the rock, he was down here with them. A prisoner.
“You’re trying to make me feel bad.”
“I only tell you the truth. If you feel pity or guilt, those emotions are yours alone.”
She did not answer. There was no time as the faint outline of light seeped into the stairway. Samantha exhaled a sigh of relief and pushed past him. Prometheus followed close behind, moving a thin curtain aside and stepping into the next level of hell.
Beside him, his mortal froze, startled by what lay in front of her.
A sea of colorful fabric hanging over vending stalls throughout the wide-open cavern, creating a carnival of shops that stretched as far as they could see. They stood high above it all, on a flimsy wooden staircase that led down to the activity. “What is it?” Samantha breathed.
“The Bone Market,” Prometheus answered. “Shades and unmortals bring items from the surface down here. Makes it easier to get the comforts of the New World.”
“Unmortals?” Her pace picked up. She was doing this on purpose, trying to lose him.
“Monsters. Creatures who used to eat mortals like yourself. Though, do not call them that. It is considered rude.”
“Monsters?” Her steps faltered to a stop.
“Yes…you can see some of them from here. Look,” He tilted his head towards a few giants towering over the vendors. When one laughed, the walls gave a minor quake. Samantha’s knuckles whitened on the railing as she watched in terror. “On the surface, they are bound by the laws of heroes, but down here there is no such thing.”
Samantha continued to take in the sights surrounding them. Lights hung from the ceiling, the wiring exposed and sagging from poorly installed hangers. No doubt to her it was a chaotic mess, but the unmortals had been proud at the accomplishment of generating electricity so far below.
“If they are down here… are they dead?”
Ah, there was that inquisitive mind. He could see it in her eyes: she was trying to place the existence of the Bone Market with everything she knew about the world. “Some are. But they are not here. This place is only for the living. All unmortals who pass find a resting place in the Terassian Border.”
She frowned. “I’ve never heard of that place before.”
“It’s a new addition to the underworld. For centuries, heroes ruthlessly hunted and killed unmortals regardless of whether they had harmed mortals or not. Many tried to live peacefully, but that did not matter.”
“That’s… horrible,” Samantha said, her voice hoarse with emotion. He almost regretted saying such things to her, but if she was going to be a hero, she had to know a truth he had long ago come to accept.
The heroes were like the gods. They were not perfect and they did not always do good.
“When the innocent souls came down here, Hades did not know what to do with them all. So he created the Terassian Border, a realm between Tartarus and the rest of the underworld. The few that survived managed to hide above ground, but even that seems to have become tiresome. They started coming down here.
“They have not had a human meal in centuries, but that does not mean they would not enjoy one. I am sure those giants would love to snack on mortal bones. They do not call it the Bone Market for nothing.”
He felt his lips twitch up. Maybe he was teasing her a little more than he should. Those giants were no threat to Samantha. They preferred men to women, more meat on the bones. And he knew that most of the unmortals had long given up the taste of mortal flesh for more convenient meals. Like microwave dinners. But she did not need to know that.
She turned to look at him, those expressive eyes as wide as he had ever seen them.
Prometheus bit back a smile at the sight. “Would you like to turn back? It is not too late.”
Her eyes moved from the giants towards the lights, and then higher. Looking for… ah, looking for a way to the surface.
Foolish girl.
“I told you there is no escape. We’re even deeper below ground now.”
Her gaze snapped to him. “I wasn’t thinking about it.”
He stared at her, giving her a chance to wipe the hope from her face. But it was impossible. He could see it in her eyes: the wish for escape. He would recognize it anywhere. “You forget, I know your greatest desires.”
And just like that, he broke the quiet moment of understanding between them. Irritation flared in her eyes. “Then you should know I desire for you to shut up.” She pushed past him, her strides bold as she descended the staircase.
Prometheus moved after her, unwilling to fall behind. “You should stay close to me. The unmortals here can smell a mortal from a mile away.”
She turned on him suddenly, fixing him with an accusing look. “I know what you are doing. And it won’t work. I said I wanted to see it, so that is what we are going to do.”
She spun back and descended the last few steps in a hurry, determined to put as much distance between them as possible. But he wouldn’t allow it.
“Samantha, wait.” He grabbed her wrists, careful not to grip too hard.
She whirled on him. “What?”
“I agreed to bring you here, but you can’t just walk out into the Bone Market like… that…”
A living mortal would cause a riot. Unmortals had become pretty tame over the last couple centuries, but that didn’t mean they couldn’t be a rambunctious bunch. But there were other things that might lurk in the market.
Two vendors hugged the alcove of the stairway. One sold old electronics from the surface, while the other had a variety of sheets and blankets.
Thank Gaia.
He snatched a soft brown cloth. The older satyr woman who owned the stall caught sight of him, but a fierce glower quickly sent her attention in the other direction.
“Here,” he said, draping it over his human like a cloak. “Hide your body like this, and tie it off like this…”
“Hey!” Samantha gave a squeak of protest as his hands did all the work, folding the fabric over until it hid most of her body.
The sheet hid Samantha’s curves and feminine features well enough. It wouldn’t hide her scent from the keener creatures, but his presence should dissuade anyone from trying to get a closer look. He smiled to himself, admiring the work. “Alright, now we may go.”
“Is this really necessary?” Samantha grumbled, her hands smoothing out the fabric.
“You are the one who wanted to come down here. I have already got what I came for.”
“And what was that, exactly?” The question came with a pointed look. Prometheus gritted his teeth and tugged the cloth lower on her head until it hid those questioning eyes.
“That is none of your concern.” For now.
The crowd around them was thick. Every day, more creatures from the surface were voluntarily retreating to the depths of the underworld.
Fools. The gods were losing power. The world above should grovel before them.
Samantha had gone quiet beside him, taking in everything and everyone around them. “But why are they selling old electronics?” she asked, looking at a table of… well, Prometheus didn’t know exactly what they were. Tiny metal boxes that flashed numbers and a box that said FREE V.H.S., whatever that was.
“They miss the comforts of the New World. A lot of these creatures used to live on the surface but were chased down here to survive.”
“Ah, so you came down here looking for bootleg DVDs?” She smiled like it was some kind of joke, and despite his lingering annoyance, his lips twitched at the sight. It was nice when he could be the reason for her laughter and not just ire. He didn’t know what a DVD was, but it definitely was not what had brought him to the Bone Market.
She did not bring up his package again and he preferred not to go into it. Not here. There were too many ears. Too many eyes. No one in the Bone Market could be trusted. After all, this was Hades’s domain.
Luckily, it seemed the sights were enough of a distraction. Samantha’s face lit up in wonder as she took everything in, lingering on the dryads with their hair of leaves and the centaur’s smooth equine coat.
“What’s that?” she asked, tugging on his shirt.
Prometheus followed her gaze towards a creature who appeared human by all accounts as he picked up and examined an old book. He might have mistaken the man as a mortal as well, except for the lingering scent of magic and fur that clung to his body.
“A griffin, and an old one at that.”
“Griffins can look like humans?” she whispered in surprise.
He nodded. “Most unmortals can use magic to appear human. It is how they survived.”
The man turned, allowing a better glimpse of his human features. His eyes flashed as they met Prometheus’s, instantly recognizing him as another old and powerful creature. The griffin nodded at them and Prometheus returned the gesture in silent acknowledgment.
“Whoa.” Samantha inhaled sharply beside him. “Do all griffins look like that?”
There was something about the way her voice dropped on the question, filled with awe and… lust. Definitely lust.
Samantha was still staring into the crowd where the griffin had disappeared, as if she was hoping he would come back, sweep her off her feet and fly her out of here.
Heat curled in his stomach in a familiar anger. He could not bear to hear her speak like that about someone other than himself. “Come on, let’s go…”
But Samantha was a smart girl. It took little time for her to pick up that something was wrong. “Hey,” she called, following after him. “Where are you going in such a rush?”
“We are doing one loop and then we will leave,” he answered. “Keep up. I don’t have time to stop at every stall.” Or to stare at every unmortal.
The crowd parted for him with ease. A few actually bowed. It was nothing new, but he hoped that Samantha took notice. Out of all the creatures in the Bone Market, he was undoubtedly the oldest and the most dangerous.
But that did not mean he was the most powerful thing in the tunnels of the underworld.
The thought slowed his pace. Even in the Bone Market, he was not untouchable, and neither was Samantha. He turned, to pull her close, but she was not there.
“Samantha?” Her name fell from his lips with no one to hear him. He checked beside him, behind him—surely he had just overlooked her.
Except she was well and truly gone.
“Samantha!” His voice boomed over the crowd, drawing the attention of every nearby creature, except for the woman he was looking for.
Shit.
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Freedom! She contemplated which line of shops to disappear down, when something else got a firm grip of her arm. There was no time to even utter a scream before she was being yanked into the belly of the crowd. One moment, Prometheus’s tall figure towered in front of her, and the next he was out of sight as she was ushered around a corner.
Oh no. Oh no no no no no. Fear welled up inside her as she tried to get a view of the assailant. They came to a stop in front of a very large man’s chest. As her eyes raked up the tall figure, her fear spiraled.
Dear god.
It was a minotaur, with his large bull-like head and razor-sharp horns. Samantha’s gaze dipped down to his muscular human body. A cloth of cowhide hid his genitalia, thank god, but it didn’t make the sight of him any less terrifying. “This isn’t happening,” she whispered.
One of the minotaur’s black eyes fell on her. “Ah, so she speaks.”
A hand ripped the cloak from her head. The minotaur’s accomplice gasped. “A human!”
“My nose never lies,” the monster said, thumbing at his muzzle.
“What are you doing down here, girl?” hissed the smaller man. The creature had a man’s torso, but the lower half was furry, with two hooved feet dancing in place. A satyr. His face had an impish look about it, skinny and sharp in ways that didn’t appeal to the eye. There would be no grand pieces of artwork dedicated to this guy.
Sam licked her lips. “I’m a guest of Prometheus. He’ll be wondering where I am if you don’t let me go.”
The minotaur’s eyes narrowed. “Prometheus? He hates mortals.”
“Maybe he brought her down here for a snack?” offered the satyr.
Before Sam could protest, the minotaur’s head was in front of her, his horns caging her from either side. Dear god, his head is the size of my torso. Her breath caught in her chest, unwilling to make a wrong move as the monster inhaled deeply and then exhaled. His hot breath encased her, drawing a coughing fit.
“She smells like a titan,” the minotaur grumbled. “But it does not matter. He lost you and we found you. It would not be the Bone Market without some bones.”
Sam stared at them both. “You can’t be serious.”
“Deadly.” The minotaur’s strong hands grabbed her by the arms, preventing any escape. “Did you know my grandfather was given young men to eat every week as tribute? Every week. I’ve gone years down here without a scrap of mortal blood. There is only so much a bull can take.”
“Cows don’t eat meat.” Sam stared at the creature’s impossibly enormous mouth and the flat molars that filled it.
“I assure you, these teeth are strong enough to crush bones and grind your bits into mush.” He lifted her arm up to his mouth and opened wide. Sam closed her eyes, unable to watch the mutilation, and she screamed, hoping… praying to get someone’s attention.
He let go so suddenly she nearly fell to the ground. Sam caught herself just in time to turn around and see the minotaur’s large mouth clamping down on a different arm, one with a golden band and an irritated titan.
Prometheus dwarfed both creatures as he loomed over them, one arm braced inside the minotaur’s mouth and the other gripping the bull’s human arm so tightly it was turning a dark shade of red.
“I believe the mortal told you she was mine.”
Sam shivered as his voice rolled over them. She remembered that same dark tone whispered to her in the cold, cavernous tunnels. Even the minotaur’s strong knees buckled against the threat of that voice. Prometheus’s hand twitched, the only warning anyone received before he yanked his arm out from the creature’s mouth. Blood ran freely down the broken skin, but the titan didn’t give the injury a second look. His dark eyes narrowed on the two unmortals in front of him.
All the bravado drained out of the monsters. The satyr trembled as he watched his friend clutch at his bleeding mouth. “My teeth! You bastard! You broke my fucking teeth!”
“Consider yourself lucky I don’t take your horns and use them to cleave the skin from your bones,” Prometheus growled. “Now leave before I decide otherwise.”
Anger flashed in the bull’s large eyes, but the odds weren’t in his favor. Not against a titan. The satyr pulled at his arm, urging him to take the opportunity to escape. Lumbering like a man half drunk, the minotaur moved slowly to his feet. The arm Prometheus had clutched was still an alarming shade of red that was slowly turning purple. “You still protect mortals? Didn’t you learn your lesson last time?”
Prometheus’s entire body tensed, but Sam was already moving. Quicker than she’d ever moved before, she grasped the edge of his loincloth. If he truly wanted to hurt them, there was no way she’d be able to stop him. Yet the simple tug was enough to keep him in place.
She and Prometheus watched in silence until the two unmortals disappeared into the crowd. Slowly the noise of the market filled her ears again—the call for money, the laughter of the creatures around her. The adrenaline from her fear drained out of her until there was nothing left and she fell to the ground.
“Samantha.” Prometheus knelt by her side in an instant, hiding her from any strangers who might stumble on their scene. “Are you hurt? Are you alright?”
“I’m… fine.” It came out before she could think twice, an old habit from when she was a child and her grandmother wouldn’t entertain any injury unless it was a broken bone or a severed limb. But the wrongness of the word hovered over her. She wasn’t fine.
She’d almost been eaten.
It was strange how that felt more numbing than her initial kidnapping, or Prometheus’s manipulation. The fear stung deep, causing her mind to go blank for a blessed moment. The only thing that brought her back was something gently touching her arm.
She wrenched it back as Prometheus raised both his hands in quiet surrender. “Your arm…”
“My arm?” She glanced down at the limb that had been in the minotaur’s iron grip moments before. A dark handprint bruised her skin, but it was nothing compared to Prometheus’s still-bleeding wound. “What about your arm?” God, she could see where the teeth had torn the skin. If that had been her…
Her stomach flipped at the thought, but she bit back the bile. Prometheus had warned her about this and she hadn’t listened. Hadn’t trusted him.
She waited for him to raise his voice, to throw it in her face that she should have listened. But there was no yelling. No accusation. Just a quiet, resigned sigh. “Are you ready to go back?” He spoke softly, as if he didn’t want to spook her. “If you want to stay, I promise not to leave your side again.”
What? He was offering to let her decide, to let her take the lead.
Her chest tightened at the thought of staying. “I want to go back.”
He nodded, face devoid of emotion. “Alright, let’s go back.”




Chapter Seven


He’d fucked up. 
He should never have taken her to the Bone Market. He should have kept a better eye on her. Instead, he’d let irritation get in the way. He had nearly lost his most important asset tonight. Without Samantha, there was no revenge. There was no plan.
Even worse, now she had no reason to trust him. Why would she when he had failed to keep her safe?
Their progress back was slow. The underground tunnels of the underworld stretched out before them, but Samantha seemed to be dragging her feet. Maybe she was hurt.
“Samantha, let me carry you.”
“What?” Her eyes narrowed on him. “Why?”
“It will be faster.”
“Oh, I’m sorry, am I moving too slow for you?”
“Yes.” There was no point in lying to her, but she barely reacted at his blunt response. Concern flickered inside him as her eyes stared off into the darkness. “Are you hurt?”
“No, I…I… was just thinking.”
“You will feel better once we get you back to your room.” He turned to her with open arms. If she refused, he would not force her.
She glared at him, but he could see the weariness that tugged at her muscles. Finally, like a petulant kitten coming in from the rain, she moved towards him.
The moment his arms closed around her, a wave of relief and comfort flooded him. The sensation was so foreign he almost let her go, but instead he lifted her up.
She sagged in his arms, her own relief palpable. That was a good sign; it meant their bond was not completely shattered.
Prometheus moved quickly, his strides taking them down the darkened tunnels, navigating about the labyrinth to the small alcove that he called home. His home was small enough that Hades would never find him, not without an army searching every crack in the underworld. The tunnels stacked on top of each other to buffer the underworld from the land of the living. The underground road spread throughout the entire earth, and Prometheus took up only a small cave.
The lights from the scones welcomed them with a warm glow. Wasting no time, his shades appeared among the shadows. “My lord, welcome back.”
Kieris was already moving to attend to him while Isocrates remained in place. Clearly waiting for his punishment over the earlier disservice. But that could wait. “Kieris, I will need some additional blankets.”
“Yes, Lord Prometheus.”
The shade’s voice seemed to jar Samantha out of her quiet state. Her small body squirmed in his arms, and Prometheus adjusted her so that she might see the other woman. “Kieris, we’ll also need more of that healing ointment, if you have any.”
“Of course.” Kieris didn’t hesitate, disappearing within the same breath of her acknowledgment.
Prometheus frowned. “You said you were not hurt.”
She shook her head and touched his arm where the bite mark was still visible. “I’m not, but you are.”
“I am a titan. This is nothing compared to having one’s liver pecked out. I will heal in a few hours. Besides, it has already stopped bleeding.”
“That isn’t the point!”
No, it was not. He dropped her gently on the bed and moved to step away, but her hand grasped his. Her touch turned him to stone. It would be so easy to break that weak hold, but the look in her eyes… if he did that, her hatred for him would only cement itself.
“Prometheus, you’re hurt and it’s because of me. Please let me make this right.”
I tried to warn you. The words burned at the tip of his tongue, but he knew better. There was a hollow victory in that gloat, and she seemed remorseful. He took a moment, considered the best option, and said, “You can make it right by not doing anything like that again.”
Samantha opened her mouth with a retort when Kieris appeared, a bundle of blankets draped over one arm and a new container of ointment in hand. “Will this do?”
“Yes.” Samantha tugged on his hand, pulling him closer to the bed until Prometheus finally sat down beside her. “Bring it here.”
Kieris’s eyes widened at the scene. “Is Lord Prometheus hurt?”
“No,” Prometheus growled at the same time Samantha said, “Yes.”
They glared at each other, but the mortal’s hold on him did not let up. Kieris approached, the corner of her lips twitching upward. “I brought the things you requested.” She handed Samantha the ointment, then tucked a warm-looking mink blanket around both their bodies.
Prometheus huffed. “I did not request this for me.”
“It’s fine,” Samantha urged, gracing Kieris with a smile. “Thanks. I think I have everything in hand.”
“I will be nearby if you need anything else.” Kieris backed out of the room, a dark light glittering in her gray eyes.
Oh, he will be needing something alright. New attendants and soon. It seemed his request for loyalty had fallen second on the list for his current servants. “You have bewitched my shades in my absence.”
Samantha snorted. “Please. There was no bewitching going on. When you’re not here, I simply talk to them like they’re people. Something a certain titan seems to have forgotten.”
“They are not people,” he stated. “Not anymore. They are dead, remember?”
She made a noise that was indifferent to his statement. It seemed she had grown tired of their arguing. Instead, she focused on his bite. Her fingertips brushed the underside of his arm, setting his skin on fire.
He jerked back. “You might have also forgotten that I am immortal. My liver grew back every night for a thousand years. This will heal as well.”
“It could still be infected.” Samantha frowned. “Or maybe there is some monstrous venom in the bite. Let me put some ointment on it so I don’t feel as bad anymore.”
Her guilt was clear from the way she kept looking down at his arm as if she wished for it to heal any second.
He released his arm back into her care and was rewarded with a soft smile in return. “Thank you.”
“Then are you only taking care of me to feel better?” Prometheus had not meant to voice the thought out loud, but the quiet of the chamber was suffocating, and he had poor practice in knowing what one should talk about when being treated with kindness.
Samantha paused, the cool ointment just barely covering the wound. Her smile melted away before he could enjoy it. “A little,” she admitted. “But everyone deserves a little kindness, don’t you think?”
He snorted. “No, not everyone.” Not the gods, who thought only of themselves. Not the monsters who enjoyed torturing souls. No, there were some beings who did not deserve kindness. And then there were some beings who were starved for it.
It had been so long since he had been on the other end of someone’s care. The desires of mortals were something he could never escape, but no one had ever cared enough to consider his own wants.
Suddenly, the tenderness in Samantha’s touch felt unbearable. “Are you almost finished?”
“Just a little more.” She stroked the ointment deeper into the skin, paying extra attention to areas where the bite looked the deepest. She grabbed an old shirt to clean off the last of the salve from her fingertips, but she was not done. To Prometheus’ surprise her hands returned, gliding over his upper arm and chest freely. 
He went utterly still against the touch. “What are you doing?”
“Checking to make sure you don’t have any other wounds.”
“If I did, they would heal on their own.” 
“Indulge me,” she said sternly. Her hands moved efficiently, never lingering too long in one spot until they moved down his chest. There her delicate fingers stilled right over his heart. Her brows furrowed, “Um… I don’t mean to alarm you. But you have no heartbeat.” 
“That’s because I’m immortal.” Prometheus said. “We have no need for a heartbeat.” 
“But you bleed…” Samantha said, “Are you telling me your heartless?” 
He would have been amused by the question if her hand did not still linger on his chest. Prometheus did not know what to do under her gentle touches, all he knew was he wanted them gone. “A titan’s heart is not like a mortals. If I were to die it would not be because my heart stopped beating. It would be because my essence was snuffed out.”
“Oh,” Samantha grew quiet as she puzzled through his statement. A thousand more questions shimmered in his eyes, but he had reached his limit. He gently took her hand and removed it from his bare skin. 
“Now, are we done?” 
“Uh… yeah.” Her doe eyes narrowed at the hand that had peeled hers away. Prometheus quickly released it in response. “You sure are squirrelly.”
“What?”
She shook her head. “Sorry, I mean you seem a little anxious. Am I keeping you from something?”
“No.” His arm jerked, ready to be rid of her touch, her kindness. But somehow her gentle grip managed to hang on.
“Ah—” It was the sound of a woman who had just discovered something, with no further explanation. She allowed the silence to drag between them. Each minute was a clawing agony as he waited for her to respond.
“What?” he snapped. “What is Ah?”
“You don’t like being touched, do you?”
Surprise caught him by the throat. How could she possibly know that from their limited exchange?
“It has… been a long time since I have been touched with anything other than malice.” He did not know why he said that. Only that the dejected look on her face sent a new sting of pain across his chest.
“But when we first met, you couldn’t keep your hands off me.”
He had to swallow down a groan at the memories. “I was the one doing the touching.”
“Oh.” She exhaled a shaky breath, and he saw the understanding there. “But you seem to be doing alright with me touching you,” Samantha continued.
She was right. Not many creatures had touched him since he had been free. Those that might have accidentally bumped into him in the Bone Market met a fate similar to that minotaur. But the usual rage that welled up inside him disappeared under Samantha’s gentle touch.
“You are different.”
“Because I’m the hero?”
I do not know. He kept that thought to himself as she returned her attention back on his wound.
“Don’t you get lonely down here?” she asked, her fingers stroking the length of his arm.
“I have the shades.”
“Shades who bow to you and unmortals who fear you. When was the last time you actually talked to someone without making a command?”
He could not remember. It had been so long ago.
Slowly, the same understanding dawned across her face. “It must have been lonely on the mountain.”
“It was. The eagle’s beak was one kind of pain, but the true torture was the isolation. I was forgotten on that godsforsaken rock.” There had been a time when he had craved the growing familiarity between him and the mortals. Their happiness whenever he answered their prayers was contagious. The cheers he’d received when he had given them fire made him feel… whole. It was as if he had been created for it. When Zeus took him away from them, it felt as if the god had cut off a limb.
“That sounds… horrible.” She looked as if the sheer thought of his torture was enough to make her cry.
“I have learned to be alone.” It was the truth, and when everything was said and done, when Olympus was ash and Samantha was set free back into the world, he would be alone again. But at least he would have his revenge.
“What about the other titans? The ones in Tartarus. They are your family, right? Couldn’t you visit them?”
He laughed before he could think better of it. “Visit them? No, I am the reason they are imprisoned to begin with. They would flay me alive if they got their hands on me.”
“Then why did you do it?” she asked. “Why did you betray them?”
His throat squeezed as a hydra of bitter memories raised its heads. “The world was a very different place back then, Samantha. Kronos ruled over all things, but a prophecy claimed that a child would rise to overthrow him. After that, fear governed his rule. He turned into a being who was willing to kill any chance of new life in order to prevent the prophecy. He ate his children whole to ensure none would grow up to defeat him. Zeus was one of the children he thought he had gotten rid of, but the god’s mother, Rhea, tricked Kronos into eating a stone instead.”
“Prophecies always find a way of coming true.” The words fell from her lips in a quiet whisper, recalling Prometheus’s earlier warning to her. For the first time, she looked as if she truly understood the meaning of those words.
“Always,” he agreed softly. “Zeus survived. He grew up and went to war against Kronos, just as the prophecy said. And the world was forced to pick sides. Most of my family fought with Kronos, but I chose to aid Zeus.”
“Why?”
“Because I thought he would be a better ruler than Kronos.” Bitter anger rose in him as he retold the story. The war between the titans and Olympians had been long and brutal. Father fought son. Brother fought brother. But killing immortals was a hard task. Some would say an impossible one. It took years before the Olympians managed to trap Kronos and the other titans in Tartarus.
“It was a relief when the war ended.” Even more so when Prometheus had thought he would never have to face those he’d betrayed ever again. “Afterwards, mortals sprung out of the earth. And I knew we had made the right decision. New life could once again flourish. They loved us. They worshipped us. But Zeus was not convinced that humanity should be allowed to thrive so easily. The humans before them, the silver and gold men, had all been too selfish. Too arrogant. He was convinced that your ancestors would be the same if we gave them everything they craved.”
“He told you not to give them fire,” Sam finished for him, recalling the legend. “But… you still did it. Why?”
“Love.”
Before that day he had only had his gift of foresight. An unpredictable and unpopular ability. But a new power had awoken when he’d met the first mortals. He knew their every need: their fear, their wonder, their hunger and exhaustion. That was the first time he felt the pull to provide for them. To ease their suffering. He showed them how to hunt, how to build a shelter. And they looked at him the way a child might look at its mother.
They loved him, he had no doubt about that. And Prometheus loved them in return, but that love blinded him.
“It did not matter that I helped Zeus trap my brothers in Tartarus. When I disobeyed him, he saw me as a threat, just like the other titans. He condemned me to an eternity of punishment.” He could not keep the emotion out of his voice anymore. The anger, it burned just as brightly as the flame he had given to the mortals. The flame that had doomed him. “I gave mortals everything and they abandoned me to worship the Olympians instead. My captors. How is that fair?”
“It’s not,” Sam whispered.
“That is why the Olympians have to pay. It is only right that they feel the same swift justice that was showered upon me.”
“Revenge won’t undo what happened.” Her face crumbled. “The fall of Olympus will send the whole world into chaos. You said people will die.”
“I cannot change that.”
Her fingers twitched along his skin. “There has to be another way.”
“There is no other way,” he told her, wishing she would see that in this, he was not lying. “You think that I am a monster for doing this. And maybe I am. If I could figure out a way to spare innocent mortals, I would. But I cannot make that promise, Samantha. You must trust me.”
Her gaze sharpened. “How can you ask me to kill innocent people? Why would you want to make me into a monster?”
Her gaze hardened in a familiar way. Any moment now, an argument would erupt between them and this reprieve from ideological differences would end.
It was too soon. He did not want to fight her. Not now. “Let us… forget the prophecy,” he offered. If there was going to be any kind of movement, he would need to make concessions. At least until he could convince her fully that there was no running from Fate. But to do that, he needed to win over all of her. Her trust, her mind, her heart.
Samantha crossed her arms over her chest. “Okay, fine. Do you want to talk about how you left me alone for days without any contact?”
Prometheus tilted his head at that. “I thought you could not stand to be around me.”
The frustration on her face dropped, and for a fleeting second, she realized the mistake she had made. “I didn’t want to see you. But it is pretty rude, kidnapping a girl and then leaving her high and dry.”
That was a lie. He could feel a familiar aura of need drifting from her. The same he had felt as she withered under his touch. Prometheus felt the muscles of his groin tighten in response, and a wicked smile cut across his face. “Oh, Samantha,” he purred. “You missed me.”
“I did not!”
His hand fell to the small of her back, slipping under the garment and brushing the warm skin underneath. She gasped, shifting on the bed. The movement only brought her closer to him. From their connection, he could sense that her lust had not waned.
“You want me,” he breathed, “I can feel it.”
Her body shivered. She did not deny the claim. He watched the heavy rise and fall of her chest with each breath. “Yes, I want you to touch me again.”
“Then let me give you this pleasure, freely.”
Her large eyes looked up at him against a current of brown hair. “Why would you do that?”
“You asked me why you should trust me. I am offering you an answer. No more talk of prophecies or revenge. This time, it will be just you and me.”
The first time he had tried to convince her, it did not end in his favor. She would not agree to his whims in exchange for pleasure. She needed something else. Something more. She needed to understand he was not the enemy. If she did, then she would realize he was right.
That would take time, but he had all the time in the world. And he could not deny that the memory of his name on her lips had haunted him. He had held back from bringing her to climax. From giving her true pleasure that would have had her screaming his name. This time, they would both reap the full benefit.
“For a few moments, let me ease your burden. Let me erase all the pain I have caused you. Let me prove to you that I am not a monster.”
She stared at him, jaw slack. But he saw that beautiful mind of hers considering his words. He felt her desire flare at his offer. That was all the encouragement Prometheus needed. He inched forward, and she did not push him away.
“You see, when a mortal desires something, I simply have to give it to them,” he said before slanting his mouth over her own. The kiss was powerful and possessive. Exactly the kind of kiss Samantha craved. Still, it was a surprise that she surrendered to him so easily. A thrill of pleasure shot through him at the sensation. Soon, she would offer him more than pleasure. Soon, she would beg him to let her destroy the Olympians.
He loved it when a plan came together.
[image: image-placeholder]Her plan was coming together. Granted, it was the most fucked-up plan ever concocted, but there was no other option. Getting Prometheus to trust her, maybe even care about her—that was her only hope for escape.
The realization had hit her when Prometheus told his story. There was so much anger there. So much pain and she couldn’t blame him. He’d cared deeply for mortals once. He still did; she just needed to appeal to that side of him. To show him how crazy this whole prophecy of his was.
Of course, convincing him required one to actually talk to the titan, and right now her mouth was busy doing… other things.
Sam made a muffled noise of approval as his tongue pushed inside her. Stroking her. Claiming her.
Dear god. This was crazy. One moment they were talking, arguing really, and the next he was offering her sex with no strings attached. She should have told him to fuck off.
But then he’d offered to ease her burden.
A thrum of need shuddered through her at the offer. She hadn’t realized how much she needed to hear those words, the acknowledgment of the thoughts that weighed her down. Day after day after day she’d put on a brave face and done her best not to think about how everything she had worked for was collapsing and everyone she loved would be panicked. Her escape attempt had nearly killed her. Her thesis, her classes, her family. All of it screaming in her head and clutching at her throat. The only respite she’d had, the only time those thoughts were silent, had been when he’d kissed her, all those nights ago. It was the same way he was kissing her now.
“No more talk of prophecies or revenge. This time, it will be just you and me.”
Yes, her body replied, arching against him. Yes, this was crazy. There was so much they needed to talk about.
But right now, she just wanted him to listen to the needs of her body. And deliver the sinful promise of his touch.
The bed shifted as he pressed her down. Trapping her between his naked chest and the silken sheets. She itched to return the touch, but her hands found themselves caught in one of his massive grips. A delicious tingle of helplessness flooded through her. Causing her pussy to throb in anticipation. Sam tugged to free them, but the hold was as solid as steel chains. “Prometheus…”
“If you tell me to stop, I will.” His other hand snaked down, tickling between the dip of her breasts. His fingers didn’t stop there, though. They kept moving lower, brushing the flat muscles of her abdomen. “But know this, I have been dreaming of touching you. It killed me when I walked away from you last time.”
Oh god. It killed her too. For days afterwards, she had waited for his return. Planning out their next interaction. She’d thought of every retort, every demand she could throw at him to get him to give her freedom. But what she’d been secretly hoping for was another attempt from him to convince her. To seduce her.
He kissed his way along her jaw, then pulled her earlobe between his teeth, eliciting another shiver. “I want to make you scream my name,” he whispered, nipping at her ear. Before she could even react, he grabbed the bottom of her shirt and pulled it over her head. The fabric of the flannel wrapped around her arms, restraining her. Without pause, he yanked her jeans and panties off in one quick gesture.
The man was a magician.
She panted, trying to wrap her mind around how quick he’d managed to both tie her up and discard her clothing, when a single finger slipped between her folds. Sam gasped as her back jacked upward against the touch.
“You’re wet for me,” Prometheus purred, nuzzling her breasts. “You work so hard to put on a brave front, to fight back.”
“It’s complicated,” she answered through gritted teeth.
Prometheus’s thumb pressed down on her clit, pinching the swollen nub. Her entire body twitched to get away, but there was no escaping his touch. “Complicated,” he agreed. “I tried for centuries to escape my bonds, but you enjoy feeling captured. Isn’t that right?”
“No,” she meant to throw more of a denial in the word, but his finger began moving. Her muscles tightened around the digit, taking their time to adjust to his girth. Slowly the sting became a sizzling pleasure.
“No?” Prometheus drawled, pushing until the digit filled her to the brim. “If you are honest with me, I will give you what you want.”
Honest?
Panic rose as she wondered if his strange ability to read her lust also told him about her deal with Athena. If Prometheus knew about the goddess…
No, she wouldn’t think about that. If he knew, he wouldn’t be setting her body on fire right now. He would have dragged her back to the Bone Market and fed her to the monsters.
A sharp pain against her right breast jolted her out of those thoughts. Prometheus’s teeth skimmed over her nipple in a warning bite. “I’m waiting, Samantha.”
Her mind was seriously close to short-circuiting. Maybe if she told him something about herself, it would build the trust between them. She needed to do it now, while she could still make coherent sentences. “Okay. I like to be dominated in the bedroom. I work so hard all the time, but this is the one thing… the only thing where I…”
“Where you what?” He stopped tormenting her breast to look at her. Those piercing gold eyes danced in the firelight. Eyes that could see through a woman’s soul. “Tell me.”
“This is the only time I can let someone else take over.”
“Ah.” His lips curled into a dangerous smile. Without warning, the finger moved, curling inside her until it brushed a hidden spot. Stars flashed before Sam’s eyes. A gasp wrung itself from her lungs as she curled against Prometheus. “You are exquisite when you submit, Samantha.”
Exquisite? Had this man really called her that? She must have heard wrong. Prometheus knew gods and goddesses. Creatures of legend that set the standard for beauty. There was no way he would compare her to that.
“Love seeing you like this. Walls down. Vulnerable. Helpless. I would guess few men get the opportunity. Am I right?”
“I—” She worked her mouth, but no reply came. His finger was thrusting in and out of her, stretching her. The pain of her muscles stretching slowly melted away to pleasure. Beautiful, toe-curling pleasure.
“But if I am to be honest with you, I enjoy that brave mask you show the world. When you defy me, it makes me want to throw you down on the bed and fuck you into submission.”
Oh god, yes! Her insides tightened at the idea, coiling as the edge of orgasm began to build. Suddenly, his finger was gone, and something else pressed against her entrance. From its size alone, Sam knew instantly what it was.
A gasp caught in her throat as she whispered his name. “Prometheus…”
He paused, placing a kiss against her sternum and another along her neck. Nipping along the tender skin until it became as hot as the rest of her. His heated kisses moved up until he claimed her mouth once again. “What do you want, hero?”
“Fuck me…” Tugging a hand free, she reached up to stroke his square jaw.
His cock inched closer, the head teasing her hole. “Beg for it.”
She shivered, feeling her mind splinter at the command. There was something in his tone, a darkness in it that reminded her what Prometheus was. A man who could take anything he wanted, but in this small way, he was giving her control. He had all the strength of the gods. A being of immeasurable power. But if she told him no, he would listen to her.
There was no doubt about that.
“Please,” Sam whispered, “fuck me.”
The titan made an animalistic sound, one that could have belonged to any of the monsters in the Bone Market. His grip on her wrists tightened as he pressed her down against the mattress and thrust inside.
A cry fell from her lips at the sudden intrusion. Two fingers had not been enough to prepare her for him. Not at all. Her legs trembled as she tried to spread them further, but it did little to ease the discomfort of his girth. She felt the tickle of his mouth dipped to each breast. The white hot fire of his tongue against the sensitive skin took her mind away from the pain between her lips. Slowly, she felt her body ease around him as the pleasure began to build. His teeth grazed over her nipple, wringing a cry of surprised pleasure from her lips.
Prometheus pulled back, finally breaking the holy connection between his mouth and her nipples. “Am I hurting you?”
Sam shook her head no. No, her body was quickly adjusting to him, welcoming him. “It’s fine,” she panted, “I like it.”
Arms still trapped in the sleeves of her flannel, she managed to grip one of his dark black locks and tugged him down. Prometheus followed her pull until his lips fell against hers once again. All the softness in him disappeared. She felt him tense, felt his body rumble to life as he deepened the kiss. Assaulting her mouth with his tongue. Then he was moving, thrusting into her with a ferocity that would make any other woman scream.
Sam gasped as he fucked her. There wasn’t enough air for words. Prometheus wouldn’t let her get one in. His mouth was just as domineering as his cock. She felt totally and utterly claimed by the titan.
Stars burst behind her eyelids. A microscopic explosion that shook through her entire body as the climax rolled through her. The cold that always seemed to cling to the room disappeared as a scorching inferno threatened to engulf her from the toes up. All she could do was curl against Prometheus’s body and hope it didn’t destroy her.
She screamed her satisfaction and felt the man on top of her roar in response. Their cries bounced off the walls in an endless echo. Several minutes passed before the cave returned to an eerie silence. They lay together, spent and exhausted. The only thing that echoed was the sound of their panting breaths, which fell into a soft cadence with each other.
Prometheus rolled off her, exposing Sam to the cold air once again. But he was quick to tuck the mink blanket around their bodies. To her surprise, Prometheus curled around her, wrapping his arms across her chest and pulling her close. Sam shrugged off her flannel bindings and snuggled back into his arms, flesh against flesh. The heat of his skin chased away the chill of the room, and for a moment she allowed herself to just enjoy his presence.
Her head rested against the firm muscles of his chest. The steady rise and fall of it threatened to lull her to sleep when Prometheus let out a long, satisfied exhale.
Sam lifted her head. The titan looked immensely proud of himself. “What?” she asked.
“I knew it.”
“Knew what?”
He leaned forward, placing a kiss against her forehead. It was something a lover might do, not a man who was her captor. Not an ancient titan who was hell-bent on destruction. Her heart tightened as he uttered his next words. “I knew there was something special about you.”




Chapter Eight


Excitement kept Prometheus from sleep. His body buzzed with a new awareness after coupling with Samantha. He could not stop thinking about the little noises she’d made, the way her body had arched into him. His touch had done that too her. 
Something warm settled over him—a feeling he had not been acquainted with in a long time.
Serenity.
He had forgotten how good it felt to have a woman sleep beside him. It left his bones heavy with satisfaction. Like a content lion, he could think of nothing better to do than lie in bed next to his hero. To kiss her and give her all the pleasures she could ask for.
His eyes snapped open at the thought. A sudden tightness coiled inside his chest, squeezing until he feared his rib cage would break.
No. Stop it. He could not allow himself to fall prey to these feelings. If he was not careful, it would lead to his downfall. Again.
I will not make the same mistake twice. Remember the plan.
Samantha had opened up to him. She’d begged and folded under his hand. Revealed and allowed herself to enjoy the desire he felt spiraling within her. A little more, and her heart would be his. Then she would look for ways to please him in return. After that, it was only a matter of time. He needed to keep showing her how important she was to him.
And he knew just the thing to do it.
Carefully, he slipped out of bed. Samantha did not stir. Sleeping peacefully among their warm nest of blankets. Another strange ache squeezed his chest, forcing him to look away. I will not be gone for long, he reminded himself. She will be fine.
He moved out of their simple room and into the tunnels. “Isocrates,” he called.
The shade appeared from the shadows, body bent in a submissive bow. “Yes, my lord.”
Prometheus stared at the ghostly Athenian. Now would be a good time to dispatch retribution on the servant. Isocrates had proven that he could not be trusted with Samantha, and the most important thing to this mission was trust. But the memory of Samantha demanding that he not blame the shade played out before his eyes.
If she found out that he had sent Isocrates to Tartarus, then all the progress they’d made would be for nothing.
“Prepare a warm bath for the mortal and attend to her.”
Isocrates’s head snapped up, shock widening his eyes. He concealed the emotion with a simple “Yes, my lord.”
Prometheus moved to be on his way when the shade dared to speak again. “And if she asks about you, my lord. What should I tell her?”
Ah yes. He had promised not to leave her again. Well, he had no intention of being gone for long. He had everything he wanted right here. “Tell her I will be back shortly. With a present.”
It was a known fact that mortals loved receiving gifts. And though he knew Samantha would rather be gifted her freedom, the gesture should be enough to appease her. For now.
He left the sanctity of their cave and moved through the maze of tunnels, turning toward the darker, less tended ones he normally traversed. The sconces on the walls carried heavy dust and rust. Even their flames seemed dimmer, making it the perfect hiding spot.
At first glance, the sconce looked like all the others that lit the way of the labyrinth. The golden metal of the fixture was shaped to mimic a collection of human skulls, their eye sockets embellished with dark rubies. But Prometheus had scratched two of the ruby eyes out, leaving them blank.
Beside it lay a deep crack in the earth, barely big enough for his large hand. The stone scraped his knuckles as he reached in and grabbed what was inside. The cloth hiding the artifact was undisturbed. Relief washed over him, quick and cool, but it never hurt to be careful. He peeled the cover back.
The curved tip of the bow was the first thing to appear, followed by the length of the limb. Gold encased the metallic grip and the string, signaling to all that this was no mere hunter’s bow. This was the bow of a hero.
Herakles’s bow.
The bow that had appeared in his prophecy all those years ago.
“A hero from a long dynasty of kings and skilled with a bow. He will release me and the fall of Zeus will begin.”
It had taken nearly all his time out of chains to track it down. He would have thought it would be collecting dust in some hero’s treasury. It was sheer luck that a clueless nymph had been selling it in the Bone Market.
Luck. Prometheus smiled at the word. No, it was more than that. It was Fate.
The bow was exactly the thing he needed to convince Samantha of her duty. He wrapped it up and moved back towards the keep.
As he stepped past the threshold of their alcove, the sound of soft laughter greeted him. Samantha sat in a tub full of steaming water, a blissful smile decorating her pretty face, while Kieris sat nearby, laughing at some joke.
Prometheus paused, savoring the sight before him.
His cave was almost unrecognizable from when he had first come to it. Samantha had left her mark everywhere. From the clothes strewn on the floor to the modern knickknacks she insisted on for survival. But more than that was the noise. The constant chatter between her and the shades, the laughter. It was night and day from the oppressive silence he once lived in.
It will not last forever. Nothing did. But still he wondered what would happen if he came back to this sight every day for the rest of his life. If Samantha chose to stay down in the underworld. With him.
No. Best not to dream of such fruitless things. The prophecy, he reminded himself, that is the only thing that truly matters.
“Samantha,” he said, breaking the two women’s chitchat.
Samantha’s smile fell at her name. She sank deeper into the tub, a deep blush coloring her cheeks as if he had not already seen every bit of her. Kieris patted the edge of the tub and stood to give them privacy. Prometheus did not miss the knowing smile lighting her face.
He huffed and pushed into the room. “Samantha, I have a gift for you.”
“A gift?” she repeated, eyes wide. “And you want to give it to me now?”
“You do not have to get out.” Now that he was closer, he could appreciate the view of her naked body under the water. There were love bites along her neck and breasts from his mouth. A primitive sense of possession rolled through him at the sight. But Samantha was already getting out and reaching for a nearby robe.
“No, that’s alright. I’m done.” She clutched the fabric to her breasts as if afraid he might rip it off her at any moment. Interest flared in her large eyes as they settled on her gift. “Is that what you bought at the Bone Market?”
“It is.”
“And it’s for me?”
She seemed surprised by the turn of events. Maybe she had thought he could only give her pleasure, but if there was one thing Prometheus knew, it was how to make mortals happy. He held it out to her, and she took it cautiously.
Prometheus nudged her towards the small wooden table, where she could sit and open the gift. It was covered in books and strange metal devices Samantha had brought from the surface, but she shoved those items aside to make room for the gift. Slowly she unwrapped the cloth, and at the first glimpse of gold, she gasped. “A bow?”
Pride flared in him as her fingers danced along the bow’s grip with familiarity. “Yes, one used by the greatest hero Greece has ever known.”
She held it up against the firelight, eyes wide as she took in every detail. “Oh my god. This must be thousands of years old.”
“It is.”
“Oh.” A breathless gasp escaped her at the confirmation. The wonder on her face was an expression he did not often see. His heart tightened as he saw her desires shift before his eyes. Her fingers curled around the bow’s long limb, and he knew she wanted it above all else.
Emotion swelled. He had done that. He had given her something that brought her joy. And it felt… good.
“You like it?”
“Like it? I love it.” Her fingers could not stop moving up and down the bow, tracing the intricate designs that had been etched into it. Lions, snakes, horses, and monsters… all the trials Herakles had overcome. Even Prometheus recognized that the craftsmanship was on par with that of the god of the forge, Hephaestus.
Samantha was still talking, her voice rising with her joy. “What era is this from? 1300 BC? Wait… you probably don’t know what that means. Is this from the battle of Troy?”
“Older.”
She gasped. “Older? That means it is at least from 2500 BC! This is probably one of the oldest complete relics in the world. How is it in such good condition? This thing would cost a fortune on the surface. Any museum would kill for it.”
Prometheus felt his lips twitch. The joy brightening her face was different from the pleasure he had milked out of her in bed. It was the first time he had seen her so happy. The feeling was contagious, spreading through him like wildfire. “You could sell it if you want.”
“What? No!” She clutched the bow to her chest and glared at him. “This is mine, right? You’re… giving it to me?”
“Yes. It could never belong to anyone else.”
Her smile fell as she looked down at the bow and back at him. The change was so sudden he did not know what he had done wrong. Until she whispered, “Is this… part of your prophecy?”
Yes. His throat worked to answer, but it did not come out. Only then did he realize his mistake. It was too late. His silence confirmed her question.
Samantha nodded and set the bow back in his lap. “Then I can’t accept this.”
Her words knocked the air out of him. “I do not understand. Just a few moments ago, you were more than happy to accept this gift. What is wrong with it?”
She stood and pinned him with a look, one that would have made Medusa proud. “I thought our truce was still in place. I thought…” Her voice trailed off, but he knew what she thought. She thought the gift had been given freely to her, with no ulterior motives. Like the pleasure he had given. And he had been foolish enough to hope to fool her. But Samantha was smarter than that, and she had more pride than he gave her credit for.
Her eyes drifted away from him as she whispered. “I refuse to accept a gift that was given so you can push your agenda.”
“Samantha—”
She did not wait to hear his explanation. She spun and marched back to her alcove. Leaving the titan utterly speechless.
[image: image-placeholder]How could she be so stupid? Embarrassment heated her body from the inside out, burning her eyes. No, she would not cry. Not for that man, not over something so trite. She should have known his truce was temporary. He gave only to further his own ambition, to weaken her against any further attempt to sway his plans. And it had worked. Quid pro quo. That was the basis of their relationship.
But after yesterday, she had thought… maybe… something had changed.
Stupid. She chided herself again, throwing herself onto the plush bed. The worst part had been how easily she’d fallen for it.
Her inner history nerd had gawked at the sight of the gift. The bow of Herakles! It was a priceless treasure. One of the most complete and undamaged relics she had ever touched. The weapon was just as grand and beautiful as the legends made it out to be, perfect in every way. Just the thought of it made her fingers ache to hold it again.
Stop. Don’t think about it. Don’t even wish for it. She could not accept that weapon, no matter how much she wanted to. Prometheus was only giving it to her so she could destroy Olympus, and she had no intention of doing that.
Thinking of the gods brought on a wave of guilt inside her. Athena. She had agreed to thwart Prometheus’s plan. But that was before she knew him. Before she’d realized how unfair the Olympians had been towards him. How much pain and loneliness he carried on his shoulders. Yesterday, she’d seen the glimmer of who he used to be. A titan who loved mortals, a man who did the right thing for the greater good. There had been hope that he still existed. But now it was clear that Prometheus only cared about one thing.
Revenge.
She needed to think of another way to escape, one that didn’t make her heart vulnerable.
Her brows dipped as she stared at the stalagmite on the ceiling, but her mind kept returning to the bow. Slowly, the tendrils of a new plan started to curl around her mind.
If she could get the bow to Athena, that would make Prometheus’s plans useless. The gods would have the weapon of destruction, and neither she nor Prometheus could do anything to hurt them.
Yes… that could work.
She was so lost in her thoughts that she didn’t hear anyone enter the makeshift room until a titan-shaped shadow fell over her. A surprised scream eeped out of her throat. Instinct took over as her hand chucked the nearest pillow at the intruder.
The fluffy cushion bounced off Prometheus’s chest, inflicting no damage. The titan frowned at her. “I did not mean to scare you, but you seemed upset.”
Her body snapped to attention. How thick was this guy? “Seemed upset? Prometheus, I am upset.”
His lips dipped down into a scowl. “Yes, and I do not understand why. I saw the way you looked at the bow. My gift pleased you greatly.”
“Stop using my wants against me,” Sam snapped. He’d done that the night before as well. Distracting her with his offer of pleasure. Preying on the swirling emotions and needs that were tangled inside her. “Of course I liked it, but do you even know why?”
He blinked at her, the question catching him off guard. It was a moment too long before he came up with an answer. “Because it is your chosen weapon. It calls to you.”
“No, Prometheus. God.” She shook her head, frustration burning like hot coals behind her eyes. “You seriously don’t know the first thing about me. Even though you’ve kept me down here for… I don’t even know how long.”
“Fourteen days,” he answered easily.
Two weeks. The news hit her like a slap in the face. Summer would be over before she knew it. Two weeks was enough time for her professors and colleagues to realize she was missing. Someone might have even contacted her family already. They must be worried sick.
The bed shifted under Prometheus’s weight as he sat beside her. “Samantha…”
“No, stop.” She swallowed the hard lump in her throat, forcing back a sob. She would not cry in front of him. She would not waste any more real emotions on him. He’d had her fooled for a little while. But that bow made everything so much clearer. She was a means to an end. Nothing more. She’d be foolish to think otherwise. “Stop pretending you care about me.”
Prometheus’s silence was all the answer she needed. But still it hurt.
She turned away, ready to curl up under the blankets for the rest of eternity.
When the titan finally spoke, she barely recognized his voice. “Tell me, then, please. I do care and I want to know why you are upset.” The always-present growl had softened. The open concern on Prometheus’s face caught her off guard.
She wanted to tell him to go away. To leave her alone and forget his crazy scheme. But none of that came out. As much as she hated being used, the idea of being alone in the underworld was even worse.
“I’m upset because I’m trapped down here and when I finally think we are starting to understand each other, you prove to me that the prophecy is the only thing you care about.” Sam sucked in a harsh breath, fighting back the fresh anger over the time she had lost. “And now you tell me it’s been two weeks. Two weeks where my life is gone and I’m stuck down here. I’m supposed to be writing my thesis for my doctorate. But now everything is ruined.”
“Why?”
One word. One simple word she’d heard over and over again. 
From her family, “Why study archaeology?”
From her classmates, “Why can’t you join us for drinks?”
From the professors, “Why do you insist on such limiting research?”
Someone was always demanding that she justify the decisions she made in her life. And no matter what answer she gave, there was little support. It always left Sam feeling very alone in the world, and down here was no different.
This time she wanted to do more than throw a pillow at him. She wanted to punch him in the face. “Because I’m stuck down here instead of at school. I have classes to prepare for, teachers to make nice with, and a giant-ass paper to defend. Everything I have ever worked for is in jeopardy because you brought me down here.” She knew she was getting louder every moment, but there was no point in trying to hide it. She needed Prometheus to understand that what he wanted from her wouldn’t just destroy the world. It would destroy her life. A life she had painstakingly built from nothing.
“Years of research, down the drain. They’ll probably kick me out of the program because I didn’t show up for class, and even if you let me go, no one is going to believe I was held captive in the underworld!”
Saying those fears out loud made them more real, and the reality hit her like shattered glass. All the stress she’d tried to ease away by quietly working on her laptop came flooding into her veins. There was no way she could finish her thesis down here. She needed a library, access to academic research, and the piles of notebooks stored in her apartment. She was so far behind, and who knew when she would be freed from the underworld? Frustration held her in a vise grip, making the next words difficult to get out. “This is my life you are ruining, and you don’t care. You have a thousand years to see your plans come to fruition—I don’t!”
Everything was coming out now. She’d managed to keep it together for so long, to put on the brave face, to fight for her freedom. But now she knew her limits. Her heart felt like it was about to explode out of her chest.
He did not reply at first. Only the sound of her racing heart filled her ears as Samantha stared at the titan, trying to gauge his emotions. Those glimmering gold eyes were taking her in, heavy-lidded with concern. For the first time, he was looking at her. Really, truly looking at her as if he saw something more than a figure in his prophecy.
Prometheus straightened on the bed, his movements slow and deliberate. With a deep, body-shuddering sigh, he started to speak. “Your name is Samantha Crews. You come from a place called Iowa, where your family raises cattle. You are an archaeologist, though I’m confused by what that word means. You have a passion for history. You enjoy a liquid called coffee so much that I can taste it on your tongue when we kiss.”
“What?” A blush scorched her neck at the reference as she blinked back tears.
He kept going. “You have your ancestor’s eyes. You have asked the shades to sneak you something called chocolate from the surface. You throw things when you are angry, and”—he licked his lips—“you also have one of the kindest touches I have ever felt. These are the things I have learned about you over the past couple of weeks. I am sorry you have carried these extra burdens without my realizing it. It seems there is much I still need to learn about you, but I want to know more. I want to know all about you.”
Whoa. She had not expected that. Slowly the anger melted away into something else. Something she didn’t dare think about.
Sam sat up and stared at the titan sitting next to her. She wanted to believe him. Wanted it so bad it hurt. But she would be a fool to let herself be vulnerable with him again. Prometheus only about his prophecy. His revenge. So, he was going to pay a little more attention to her. That would be fine. Great, even. In order to secure her freedom, she needed earn the titan’s trust.
She just needed to do a better job of protecting her heart.
Bide your time. Be patient. And hope that when this is all over, there is a life waiting for you when you escape.
Sam took a deep breath, rubbed the tears of frustration away and asked, “What would you like to know?”
Her question prompted a smile. One full of hope, full of promises. “Tell me more about your research.”
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The gods did too much of it in Prometheus’s opinion. Always using their words to cut each other down or to trick some poor unsuspecting mortal. Before the Olympians came, there was not much need for talking between the titans. They were creatures of few words.
Thus, the idea of conversation did not appeal to him the same way it seemed to do for Samantha. The mortal’s entire face lit up with excitement as she spoke about her research. Sometimes her brow would furrow as she broached a topic of frustration, but mostly she looked as if she could spend days talking about her work on sacred sites.
And oddly enough, Prometheus found it was a conversation he enjoyed participating in. When she posed a question about ancient religious rituals, he answered. With each answer, she got the same thoughtful look before jotting it down in her notes.
They talked for hours. About everything he could think of. Her family, her home, the modern world. Sam talked about it all from the comforts of their bed as they ate fruits and a delicious new treat called chocolate. There were probably a thousand new words he committed to memory. Cars, phones, computers. He had seen bits of such inventions down in the Bone Market, but he had not had a need to learn about them. Still, it was difficult to picture some of the mechanical marvels she described.
“Mortals can fly now?”
“Well, we use planes to fly. It’s a machine, remember?”
“And Helios allows that?” He could not believe the god of the sun would allow mortals to venture so close to his domain.
Samantha tilted her head in consideration. “Prometheus… people don’t really believe in the gods anymore. Sacrifices to the Olympic Pantheon ceased during the Roman Empire.”
He knew things had changed over the centuries, but that seemed unfathomable. How could they not believe in the gods?
He tried to remember if there had been any signs when Zeus had set him free. The Lord of the Olympians had appeared out of thin air, looking the same as Prometheus remembered. If the once-golden-blond coloring had dimmed, it had not caught his attention at the time. But, Prometheus recalled, there had been specks of gray marring the once-perfect being. And the fierce eyes of Zeus that could summon lightning had lost their spark as well. “Zeus held on to his power for centuries by wielding fear. If that is no longer the case…” Then it meant his powers had weakened.
How strange.
How perfect.
It was more evidence that his prophecy was coming true. The fall of Zeus was near. It was only a matter of time.
“Prometheus…” Samantha’s voice shook the dark thoughts away. When he came back, she wore a knowing look, as if she had seen what was brewing in his mind.
Damn. He was doing it again. Finding a balance between building trust with Samantha and exacting his revenge was proving to be difficult. He pushed those thoughts aside and found that they were easy to chase away in favor of woman by his side. “I’m sorry. I will not give them more of myself, if that is what you wish.”
Her eyes narrowed in doubt. “Tell me, when you have your revenge and the Olympians are gone, what will you do?”
“Me?” He had not thought about it. Such a thing seemed so far in the future, it was nonexistent. Until now.
He popped a piece of chocolate in his mouth to collect his thoughts, but Samantha’s stubborn streak meant she waited patiently for his answer. “I suppose,” Prometheus started, “I would do what I have always done. Observe the mortals, see how they are faring, if they need anything. And if they do, I will help give it to them.”
Her large eyes widened in curiosity. “Really?”
“Is that wrong?”
“No.” Her head tossed from side to side, sending hair in every direction. And then she smiled at him, a small, quiet smile, but the sight of it was like feeling sunshine for the first time. “I knew there was a good guy lurking under that scowl. But I don’t understand why you want this prophecy to come about. It will send the world into chaos. It will hurt humans.”
“The rise and fall of gods is a cycle that predates humans. It happened before Zeus became king of the Olympians and it will happen when he falls. All I’m doing is setting that cycle in motion.” His hero held a lot of compassion in her little body. That emotion was the thing he admired in all mortals. They felt so strongly, loved so deeply. That ability would make her a hero of legend, but the compassion was for just a blink of time. A moment that would come and pass as all moments passed. Her words from the day before echoed back in his mind: “You live for a thousand years, I don’t.”
His chest ached with the knowledge that he would someday live in a world without Samantha.
“Do you know who or… what will replace them?” Her body shivered at the thought, no doubt thinking of the creatures in the Bone Market.
“I do not, though I have my suspicions. Sons usually overthrow their fathers when the time comes to do it. Just as Zeus did with his father, Kronos, who overthrew Ouranos. Zeus has had a number of children, so a demigod seems likely.”
“Demigod?” she squeaked. “Those still exist?”
“Yes.” In the past, there were many. As the offspring between gods and mortals, most demigods became heroes. They lacked the powers of their Olympian sires, but all had immortal blood and physical strength that far exceeded humans’. Zeus must have realized the threat so many powerful offspring would pose to his reign. Last Prometheus had heard, procreating with mortals had been prohibited.
Samantha ran her hands over her face, taking in the news. It seemed every day he was revealing more and more of the world to her, just as she was doing for him. “And what if the new gods are worse than Zeus?”
The thought had not slipped his mind. “It’s a possibility, one that we will have to accept.”
“Accept? No. Prometheus, you can’t just overthrow someone and hope for the best. History has taught us that.”
“It does not matter,” he said more firmly. “The Fates have decided this is what will happen.”
“Fates,” Sam scoffed. “Maybe, but you are doing this for your revenge.”
He did not deny it. Could not deny it. Thinking of the Olympians falling had given him the only pleasure he knew for centuries. He would not apologize for it.
Samantha saw that in his eyes, and miraculously her face softened. “I know they treated you horribly, and they probably deserve everything that comes their way, but you should have a plan. You should know exactly who will replace Zeus and what they will do with that power. You owe it to the mortals who live on this planet.”
Once again, he saw Io in Samantha. But it was not the heartbroken princess who’d stumbled upon him in the mountains. He saw the Io of his prophecy, the woman who overcame Hera’s ire and became queen. Who gave birth to a great lineage. Who taught her sons to be brave heroes and her daughters to be strong.
The fire in her eyes made him pause. This woman cared so much about people and beings she did not know. Long ago, he had felt the same way. He had done everything he could to give the world a fresh start. He betrayed Kronos. He disobeyed Zeus.
And now he was the one who was willing to watch everything burn. Gods, he was no better than them.
“You are right,” he realized.
Surprise fluttered across Samantha’s face. “Really?”
“Yes.” He could not believe he’d missed something so vital. He had not spared a single thought towards the mortals. Because you did not care, a dark voice hissed.
Yes, just a few weeks ago he had been careless. Something had changed that. Something he did not want to give a name to. “I need to ensure the next generation of gods are worthy of inheritance.”
“And how will you do that?”
How indeed? “If I truly had my freedom, I could go to the surface to select an heir. But the moment I step foot up there—”
“You’re vulnerable,” she finished. “What if you promised the gods not to have a hand in the upcoming battle? What if you—”
“They will not trust me.”
“How do you know?” she pleaded.
For all her intelligence and compassion, this was one area where she was ignorant—the callousness of the gods. “Please understand, all of Olympus knows of my prophecy. They will end me in hopes it will never come to fruition. Zeus freed me, but whatever his reasoning, it was not out of the goodness of his heart. If I am ever to step foot on the earth again, I must be prepared for war.”
She grew silent beside him, disappointment darkening her soft features. The need to comfort her pulled at his instincts, and before he knew it, he was tugged her into his arms. Skin against skin. He felt her needs battling against one another, the need to protect her friends and family and the need to find a solution to their problem. It was impossible. He had run every possibility in his mind. The only way out of this new prison was making sure Samantha did her part. He would have to worry about the rest later. There was no other choice.
“There is a choice.”
Prometheus did not realize he had spoken the last part out loud, but Samantha’s sudden decree rang out like an answer to his prayers. He looked down at the woman in his arms and saw that flame of determination that made her shine. When she looked like that, he saw the hero she was meant to be.
“How?”
“I can go to the surface,” she said. “I’ll find the one who will replace Zeus.”




Chapter Nine


She felt Prometheus’s arms tighten around her, unwilling to let her go. 
Her heart clenched. Could the thought of her leaving truly scare him that much?
But there was no other choice. This was how she was going to get her freedom. He was manipulating her, she was manipulating him… she just hadn’t been prepared for how it would feel. 
Prometheus had a good heart; he wanted to help people. It was too bad that revenge was more important to him than any of that. She would not start a war. She could not stand by while people were killed. She should not be feeling things for the titan. That was where the plan was breaking down. He was so different from any of the men in her life, but there wasn’t a future with him and she needed to remember that.
She needed him to let her go.
Sam reached out, stroking the muscles of his shoulders in an attempt to ease his worry. “This is the only way I’ll help you,” she said. “If we can somehow pick who it is that will replace Zeus… if we can make sure they’ll take care of all the mortals, then I will help you.”
“You will?” Disbelief clouded his face and Sam found herself nodding.
“Yes.”
Common sense urged her to reconsider the offer. Athena would never have it—none of the Olympians would. But Prometheus didn’t need to know that. As soon as she got to the surface, she would run away and never see the titan or the tunnels of Asphodel ever again. That thought should have been a dream come true, one well within reach. Yet she felt a rock lodge itself in her throat.
A loud boom broke over the silence of the caves, echoing off the cold stones as it traveled down the tunnels. Sam jumped at the sound, unsure what it was until she felt Prometheus’s body shake around her. The sound quieted down, but she could hear it better now as it rang in her ears.
Laughter. Prometheus was laughing.
Before she could ask if he was alright, his mouth swooped down and captured her own. He deepened the kiss even as she felt his lips stretch wide in a smile. 
“Oh, Samantha, you are a wonder.”
“Is that a yes?”
After a long moment, he said, “We will come up with a plan. Together. I need to know you can handle the search without me there to protect you.”
Sam took a deep breath. That was progress at least. Now she needed to solidify his trust in her. Here goes nothing. “Alright, in the meantime, let me show you how much I can handle.”
His dark brows knitted together, but she was already moving off the bed, sinking her body down to the floor and into position between his enormous thighs. He flinched at her touch.
With one hand on his arm, she waited for him to look at her. “You can trust me.” Time slowed down around them, his eyes were wide with what might be panic, but he wasn’t pushing her away. She continued softly, “I won’t do anything you don’t want me to do. You can tell me to stop.”
Slowly, the tension drained from his shoulders. He was still on alert, but he nodded and she felt a thrill at the small victory.
She brushed her hand against his loincloth and grabbed the treasure underneath. The titan groaned like a bear as his head fell back. With firm pressure, she stroked until he was hard and there was a hint of a smile on his face. Slowly, her fingers lifted the cloth…
… and revealed the largest cock she’d ever seen.
She’d known it was big, felt it as it had filled her to the brim, but seeing it like this was a new experience. Like staring down a wild animal, Sam didn’t dare take her eyes away from it in fear that it might attack.
In all other aspects besides size, it was like any other erection. The head leaked the same milky precum that gave away every man’s true desires. The skin had the same velvety touch when she ran her fingers up its length. In response, Prometheus made a noise she had never heard him make before.
She looked up to find him staring at her. Those molten-colored eyes burning with lust. The intensity of his gaze heated her from the inside out. He was hanging on to control by a single thread, and any second now that thread would snap.
“I’m going to lick your cock,” she whispered into the cave. Her words bounced off the walls, echoing back in her ears, and she didn’t recognize the command in the voice.
Prometheus tensed. His hands were white fists at his sides, where they remained.
His Adam’s apple bobbed. “You do not have to.”
“I want to.”
It wasn’t a lie. She was lying about a lot of things. Her search for Zeus’s replacement, her agreement to help ensure the prophecy came true. But this wasn’t a lie. This was the one thing she would not lie about.
All this time, Prometheus had been the one to shower her in pleasure. He’d peeled away her defenses one kiss at a time until she’d bared everything to him. She didn’t regret those moments. Every touch, every kiss, everything she had said to him was real.
Every fiber in her body wanted to tell him exactly what she was thinking. How she truly was starting to care for him. How his single-minded revenge hurt her. But now wasn’t the time. Right now there was just her and the naked titan sprawled before her.
Her fingers wrapped around his shaft and lowered it to her mouth. The musky scent of him filled every pore, making her lungs quiver in anticipation. And then she parted her lips and took the first tentative lick of the leaking head.
“Gods—” His hips jerked at the first touch, but he was quick to control his reaction.
She felt herself smiling against his skin. “Mmmmmm.” Without waiting for a response, she wrapped her lips around his shaft and sucked.
“Fuck!”
She’d never heard Prometheus shout like that before. His voice cracked like a whip before he clamped his lips shut and resorted to low, growly noises. Both did terrible things to her. She unleashed her own moan around his cock. The warm, tingling of her own arousal pooled between her thighs. The sensation spurred her on as she slid her lips up and down Prometheus’s length.
It was impossible to take all of him. She was impressed to take a little over half of it. But that didn’t seem to matter.
Prometheus sounded perfectly satisfied with what she was doing. She could feel the tension coiling in the muscles of his legs.
Her eyes slanted up to glance at the titan and saw his head thrown back, his chest heaving as he worked to control his breathing. He wasn’t looking at her anymore. His jaw was locked shut, like he was choking back his pleasure.
Ever since she’d come to the underworld, she’d felt out of her element. Powerless. In the outside world, she only yielded that power in the bedroom. But after being starved for some kind of control, having Prometheus bend under her touches was a sight to behold.
She wanted to make him lose control, the same way he did to her. And she would, but first she needed to see how her titan was holding up.
With a wet pop, she pulled her head away from the erection. Prometheus’s entire body tensed. His hand twitched at his side. She laid a hand on his thigh and gave a soft squeeze. “It’s alright. I’ll keep doing that if you want me to.”
“If I want…” he blinked at her as if she were speaking a different language. And then his eyes hardened. “If you do not put your mouth back on my cock, I will throw you on this bed and fuck you senseless.”
Oh boy, did that threat do things to her. But the thing that really got her engine revving was knowing that he enjoyed it. He did not flinch away from her touch. Now he craved it.
A shudder traveled up her spine as she lowered her head back down. “Don’t worry, big guy. I’m more than happy to comply.” She smiled against his shaft before licking it again. “But you aren’t the boss right now. I am, remember?”
“How could I forget?”
There was a hint of awe in the question that caught her off guard. She looked up at him, expecting to see exasperation at her antics, but Prometheus’s face was soft in a way that was so rare.
Every time he looked at her, it was like she was a newly discovered treasure. At first, she thought it was because of who she was to his prophecy. But now it was different. It did not matter if they were having sex, or arguing, or sharing chocolates. No one had looked at her like that before, and she couldn’t let herself start to imagine what it meant.
There is no future here, she reminded herself. This whole thing was a ploy, a way to earn his trust and hopefully her freedom. Don’t forget that.
She broke eye contact and went back to work, taking his cock into her mouth with renewed zest. Her enthusiasm caught him by surprise. She felt the titan’s body tense against her mouth. Prometheus’s fingers stroked her head as it bobbed up and down, up and down. She could feel her mouth stretching wider and wider, taking more of him. More than she could have ever imagined. Maybe more than she should have.
Her tongue swirled around the cock’s head before taking it deep into her mouth. She devoured everything she could of the titan. She’d never been a fan of giving head before, but there was something about Prometheus that was different. She could feel it now. He tasted like pure sex, and it was addictive as hell.
His fingers twined into her hair. “Keep… doing that.”
His voice had gone dark and throaty. The same way it always did when he was close.
She closed her eyes and fucked him with abandon. Her jaw was aching, but the pain was nothing compared to the pleasure she got from feeling his cock hit the back of her throat, breathing through her nose as the lewd noise of his cock in her mouth filled the space.
Prometheus was just as lost as she was. Whispering to himself in a breathy ancient language. The only word she understood was her name occasionally falling from his lips, and then his fingers gripped her hair tight in warning. The warning was too late. His cock was deep inside her mouth and she felt his hot sperm fill her mouth and melt down her throat.
She swallowed all that she could and then pulled away. It was only then that she realized her lungs were desperate for air. That her labored breathing was partnered with Prometheus’s own as they caught their breaths.
And then he smiled at her. “You might be the greatest woman I have ever met.”
Sam wiped at her mouth, her own smile pulling at her lips. “You’re very welcome.”
He reached down and pulled her into his lap. Her limbs felt heavy and languid. Prometheus pulled at the knot in her robe while placing gentle kisses along her collarbone. Sam’s body immediately woke up at the contact, arching against him in need.
“Ah,” he said as his fingers danced down her belly, up her thighs, and finally dipped between her legs, cupping her gently. “You are so wet just from pleasing me.”
She could feel his other hand slowly wrapping around her hair, tighter and tighter until she had to arch her whole body, giving him access to her neck, where he placed a line of wet kisses down to her breast.
“Yessss,” she hissed, unsure if the word was an admission or a request.
“Fuck, Samantha.” He sucked her nipple into his mouth hard as two fingers entered her. Her body bucked. It was too much and yet not enough. He released her nipple and kissed the sting away as his fingers slid slowly from her body. With a thrust, he was filling her again. She gasped, hips rising to meet his touch. Sliding slowly from her once again, her body relaxed into his until he paused to massage that most sensitive spot, causing every nerve ending to snap at once.
She found herself suddenly in the nest of blankets, his fingers still thrusting in and out of her in a rhythm that punished and pleasured in equal measure. She could feel the orgasm taking hold. But then he slowed down.
“No!” The word wrung out of her in a sob. Prometheus stopped completely, trying to translate her meaning.
“I want…” There were so many things she wanted. But in that moment, none of them mattered. Not Athena, not her mission, not her need to go home. Not even her new plan could compel her to use logic. All of it fell to the wayside for one thing: this man.
Him. She wanted him.
“I want you.” She meant to say more. To say she wanted him to lick her. To fuck her with his tongue. But the pleasure thrumming through her made her tongue feel heavy, and that was all she said.
Pulling her leg over his shoulder, he kissed along her inner thigh.
The first swipe of Prometheus’s tongue between her folds made her chest quiver. The second touch had her hips bucking and arching high into the air. She was grabbing at his dark hair, pulling him closer to her pussy.
“As you wish, hero.” His gold eyes burned with the brightness of the sun, nearly blinding her.
His head dipped down, large fingers spreading her pussy lips apart before his tongue was there. Licking at her clit like it was a goddamn piece of candy. For a man who had been exiled for centuries, he still knew his mortal anatomy pretty well. He knew exactly the spot that could make a woman scream.
The sound of his mouth working against her wetness drove her crazy. His hands splayed over her hips, holding her in place with just the right amount of strength.
And then she felt him lift her ass from the mattress so he could fuck her harder with his tongue. The pleasure bubbled up, tingling down her spine all the way to her toes. She could feel the pressure of it like a storm building in the distance.
“Prometheus,” she moaned, barely able to enunciate the name.
Prometheus did not let up in his relentless pursuit of her juices. His tongue lapped harder, taking her folds between his lips and kissing them with the same ferocity of his earlier kisses. Samantha needed more. Her hips thrust to meet every touch, bucking in a frantic rhythm. One large hand moved up her body to capture her breast and pinch her nipple.
The lightning bolt of an orgasm struck her hard and quick. A sob tore from her lips, one that sounded like Prometheus’s name. Her entire body shuddered under its influence.
Prometheus held her. Surrounded her with touches and whispers as her body made its way back to earth.
Hours later she slipped from the bed and sat at the table, watching him sleep. The titan could feel her desires. He knew exactly what she needed to come. It was addictive in a way that threatened to overwhelm her. But there was a darker side to it. For all his power, he didn’t acknowledge what she truly wanted—to return home, to go back to school, to see her family… 
The realization hurt. Prometheus had listened to her talk about her research, her goals, and the life that she loved. But in the end he was the same as every other person in her life. She’d told them all countless times the things she wanted, the things she needed to feel successful, but somehow no one understood.
Prometheus thought she would give up everything she had ever wanted to help him. He didn’t consider what sacrifices she would have to make in order to ensure a better world for all.
He just expected her to do it.
For all his faults, tonight he had shown her profound trust. She had been allowed to touch him in ways that no one else had for thousands of years. Sam rubbed her temples. The turmoil in her head and her heart was back, the responsibility of it all threatening the walls she had built around her heart. She needed to convince him to let her go. Now.
Otherwise it would be too late.
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Prometheus kept his word and didn’t disappear again. Instead, he hung around their small cave, helping himself to her stash of junk food (Kieris kept them well stocked) and peppering her with questions about the modern world. It was a new experience, explaining smartphones to an immortal being, but it provided her with an endless source of entertainment.
Once or twice the idea of Prometheus clad in tight jeans and a plain cotton shirt teased her mind. His loincloth was nice, but the thought of him in modern clothes made her mouth water. She even asked Isocrates if the shade could find some, but the search for the right size was proving difficult.
As the days passed, Prometheus grew more comfortable with her touches. With no schedule or deadlines looming, there was plenty of time for touching. Easy access to regular orgasms was new for her and definitely addicting. Admittedly, there was nothing like falling asleep sated and boneless. And yet it wasn’t enough.
It was the little things that would set her off. She missed having a kitchen. And stuffing her face with takeout. And the pulsing thrum of life in Europe. She missed the sun—god, she even missed the farm out in Iowa.
Sometimes, without warning, the ache to escape hit her, bringing with it a wave of guilt that she wasn’t trying hard enough. The ball of emotions coiled in her stomach felt like a nest of vipers. Wiggling and pinching until she had to do something to distract herself, usually with a big and burly titan. Only in Prometheus’s arms could she find peace.
When they weren’t sleeping, eating, or fucking, she could talk history with the beautiful titan. Her fingers flew across the keypad as Prometheus answered her questions about the first civilizations of man. About the Heroic Age of Greece and what he knew of it. It was still strange to comprehend a timeline where ancient myths fit in along with everything else she knew about history. There was so much potential for research. Maybe she would write a paper on it.
Casually, she glanced up at the large ancient chest that had become her wardrobe. There on the top, untouched since the day Prometheus had handed it back to her, lay the bow. She still couldn’t believe Prometheus had gifted it to her. Even after she’d rejected it, even after their argument, he had pushed it into her hands and told her the weapon was hers to do with as she liked.
She hadn’t touched it since that day, but now she couldn’t take her eyes off it. A strange pulling sensation tugged her out of bed. Bare feet padded across the stone floor, until she was staring down at the weapon. Timidly, her fingers skimmed the golden trim.
The bow of Herakles.
And now it was hers.
“Would you like to try it?” Prometheus’s voice drifted from the bed. She could feel his keen eyes watching her, no doubt excited by her interest.
Sam pulled her fingers back in response. “No, I could never. I might break it.”
A dark chuckle voiced his amusement. “It is a weapon blessed by the gods. I doubt you could break it.”
“You don’t know that. I’m apparently a super-strong hero.” She smiled to punctuate the joke. Prometheus wasn’t the best judge when it came to modern humor, but he laughed nonetheless.
“You are right, you always find a way to surprise me.”
A blush of pleasure touched her cheeks at the compliment. “So,” she started, looking for a change in conversation. “What makes this bow so special?”
“It is a Divine Weapon. One of the few items ever created that could kill an immortal.” He spoke of killing so easily, but hearing the word tilted Sam’s world on its axis. Reminding her that he intended for her to use it to kill.
“Do you know how to use it?” Prometheus continued.
“I used a bow on the farm,” she answered slowly. “Mostly to hunt deer or kill coyotes.”
“Ah, see? It was meant to be. Come, I would like to see what the bow of Herakles can actually do.” He stood up, disrupting the warm nest they had on the bed. And a stab of disappointment bit into Sam’s nerves. She didn’t want to leave and she really didn’t want to do anything that reminded her of that stupid prophecy.
But Prometheus was already pulling on his loincloth, and if there was one thing she had learned about the titan, it was that he was extremely stubborn when it came to the prophecy.
“Why don’t you use it?” The question had piqued her interest in all the time she had spent with the titan. Surely, such a powerful weapon would be deadly in anyone’s hands.
A sharp smile cut across his face. “I cannot. Only a chosen hero can handle the bow.”
“So, if I can get off a single terrible shot…”
“It will confirm you are the hero of the prophecy.”
Finally. A simple test to prove once and for all that she wasn’t the hero Prometheus thought she was. If he had explained that before, she would have jumped at the chance to fail.
“Fine, fuck it,” she said, grabbing her sweats and an extra flannel for warmth. “Give me something to shoot at.”
It took no time for Kieris and Isocrates to set up a small target range in the nearby tunnel. The dim lighting made it difficult to see the three dirt-filled bags twenty yards away, but Sam didn’t intend to hit anything.
“How does it feel in your hand?” Prometheus asked, leaning against the nearby wall.
“It isn’t nearly as heavy as I would have thought,” she answered truthfully, testing the weight. In her studies, she’d handled a few Bronze Age artifacts. Every single one had come with the heft of leather and reinforced metal. But the bow of Herakles was as light as wood.
Prometheus didn’t look surprised. “The bow should know how much you can handle.”
“The bow?” Sam repeated with a laugh. “You’re joking.”
“I would not joke about this.” His voice was as stern as ever, but the smile remained in place. Maybe a joke was too much to hope for, but he certainly looked like he was having a good time.
Sam shrugged. It was becoming easier and easier to just accept the things Prometheus said. She was already in the underworld, talking to an ageless titan. What was one magical bow added to the mix? “Alright, let’s hope the bow likes me enough to hit one of these targets. Um.” She looked around, expecting to find a pile of arrows lying somewhere. “Does this thing come with its own arrows or are we expected to make some on the spot?”
“Pull the string back as if you have an arrow.”
“No way!” Sam gave him a wide-eyed look, but his face was resolute. Slowly, she lifted the bow and pulled the string back. Light flashed between the string and the grip. A single straight line of pure glowing power. She gasped and dropped the bow to the floor. “What the fuck?”
“The bow of Herakles was a gift from his father, Zeus. The hero who wields it will never worry about running out of arrows. The weapon provides all but will only work in the hands of a person that it deems its master. It seems it has chosen you.”
“You’re kidding.” Sam looked at him. There was a new expression on his handsome face. His smile was one of smug victory, and his eyes gleamed with pride as he stared at her.
At the chosen hero.
Guess there’s no more denying it. She didn’t know how to feel about the new information. Despair, anger, anxiety… but also excitement.
Slowly she bent down and picked it up with new reverence. Settling into the hunting form her grandmother had taught her on the farm, she was acutely aware that the weapon in her arm wasn’t the typical hunting bow. “I look ridiculous with this thing.”
“I would not say that,” Prometheus’s silky voice encouraged.
Heat flushed up her neck, even as Sam fought it down. It proved more difficult than she would have liked, especially with Prometheus staring at her like that. Inhale, exhale, she told herself, focusing on one of the sandbag shapes down the tunnel.
She drew a slow breath, pulled the string back and let the arrow’s light bathe her face in its heavenly glow. It felt like sunlight kissing her cheek, and for a moment she closed her eyes and let herself enjoy its magical touch.
Fuck it. On the exhale she released. The arrow flew with surprising speed, cutting through the air fast enough that no man could possibly dodge it. A soft thunk echoed throughout the cavern and the light of the arrow burst into a smattering of stardust.
Prometheus straightened in interest and Sam felt a whoosh of satisfaction fill her body at the sight. “Whoa.”
“Come, let’s see if you hit anything.” Prometheus was already moving.
Sam jumped to catch up. “There’s no way! My aim was off.”
“Let’s just see.” He was only a few feet away from the targets, blocking them from sight.
His eagerness was transparent, but Sam knew to temper her expectations. It had been years since she’d last shot anything. And this was a new weapon, one that she wasn’t used to. An excuse was already falling from her lips as she came up behind him. “If I hit anything, it will be a miracle. It’s so dark in here, I could barely—” She didn’t finish; it was hard to spit excuses with an impossible sight before her.
The bag lay on the ground, a deep narrow hole buried in its center. Bits of dirt spilled out of it, but the arrow that had done the damage was nowhere to be seen.
“Whoa,” she whispered. “Beginner’s luck, I guess.”
“I don’t think so,” Prometheus said. “Try again.”
“Alright, but only so I can prove to you that this was a fluke.” She marched back to the line they had drawn in the sand. Prometheus didn’t come back with her. Instead he settled off to the side of their target range. It would have been out of the way if she was a pro, but she wasn’t experienced enough to guarantee a stray arrow wouldn’t hit him. “At least grab a shield. I could easily hit you.”
“I trust you,” he called back, crossing his arms.
Trust me?
That was a mistake on his part. But at least he could heal. That was the only reason she didn’t fight him harder. “Fine, but don’t say I didn’t warn you.”
Another arrow appeared when she drew back the string; this time it didn’t startle her as much. It was easier for her body to relax into position. She drew in a breath and released the arrow.
In the distance, she heard another quiet thunk before Prometheus announced, “You hit the center again.”
“Seriously?” She rushed down to the targets and there it was, a fresh puncture in the middle of the bag. Her mouth went dry at the sight, Prometheus’s earlier words ringing in her head.
“Only a chosen hero can handle the bow.”
Wide eyes turned to Prometheus, who only raised his brow in response, as if saying, See?
“Again,” Sam said, gripping the bow.
Prometheus said nothing as she attempted for a third time. A fourth. A fifth. Each shot hit its mark. She aimed at the ceiling, but somehow the arrow deflected off stone and still managed to hit the bag. She closed her eyes and got a bull’s-eye.
It was impossible.
Or magic.
Definitely magic.
“What do you think?” Prometheus asked, speaking up for the first time since she’d engaged in her quest to prove him wrong. At one time, he might have gloated in success that he had been right. But now he just looked at her, trying to gauge her emotions.
Sam turned away from him, attention focused on the weapon in her hand. “I think this thing is cheating.”
“There is no cheating. I told you—it only responds to chosen heroes. It seems you are chosen.”
“But why me?” It felt so silly. Fate and prophecy, a chosen hero who just so happened to be a farm girl from Iowa. There was no way. She’d never been chosen for anything in her life.
Prometheus shrugged. “Why not? Heroes are born like any other mortal. There was no reason Perseus over another man would defeat the Kraken. The Fates must choose someone and this time they wanted it to be you.”




Chapter Ten


It was time for Samantha to leave. 
The bow had been more of a success than Prometheus could have ever hoped. It seemed his mortal didn’t need the strength of Herakles nor the bravery of Theseus. The bow had chosen her and it would keep her safe. Now all he had to do was let the Fates do their work.
He’d promised to let her go. And he was a titan of his word.
But the idea of her leaving was a hard stone to swallow.
He’d fallen for the daughter of Io.
It had been a long time since he had interacted with mortals, but Samantha reminded him why he loved humans. The way she felt things so strongly fascinated him. The Olympians handled emotions in bursts of passion. They were children who’d never learned how to understand the impact of their decisions. But mortals were different.
Every word, every moment, every relationship was deliberate because their lives were so short.
Samantha was a complex mix of emotions, both brave and independent, yet willing to show her most vulnerable self to a chosen lover. She craved her freedom but was hesitant to leave.
That same reluctance hung over his head like a looming storm cloud. He did not want to say goodbye to his little hero. His… no. After this, she would not be his. She was bound for greater things. She might not hate him, but she would never choose him over her old life. That he knew for sure.
Soon he would only have the memories of their time together. It was more than he ever had on the mountain. It would be enough.
It had to be enough.
Next to him, her breathing stirred from the heavy rhythm of sleep into awareness. Prometheus wrapped his arm around her and placed a kiss against her mess of curls, greedily inhaling the shampoo Kieris had provided for her.
“Mmm, what’s on the agenda for today?”
“I have a surprise for you,” he said, lips skimming against her own.
She squirmed, humming in pleasure as he deepened the kiss. When they broke apart, that curious nature of hers was already raising its head. “Is it another weapon? Because I think one is enough.”
“It is not. Come, get dressed and grab the bow.”
Samantha blinked at him but did as she was told. Prometheus watched as she dressed in a pair of jeans and a knitted sweater. She looked comfortable in them. Happy, even.
This would be the last time he saw her like this. After today, nothing would be the same.
“Are we going to practice some more?” she asked, pulling her hair into a ponytail. “I don’t mean to brag, but I don’t think I need it.”
“There is something I want to show you.”
“Oh?” Her face lit up in interest. “More of Asphodel’s tunnels?”
“More of everything,” he promised.
Samantha beamed at him, and it was almost enough to make him reconsider the plan. To make him sweep her back into his arms and retreat to bed. “Consider my interest piqued.”
He led her into a tunnel that was more frequently traveled than the ones near their alcove. Samantha’s head turned as she took in the glistening golden sconces and the smooth walls. Here the ground was lined with a smooth stone pathway instead of dirt. The Ionic columns carved into the walls maintained their detailed shape.
“Where are we?” she asked, her fingers dancing between the columns as they walked. “Are we still in the underworld?”
“Yes,” he answered, voice low with caution. “I don’t travel these tunnels as much. They link more directly with Asphodel and, our chances of being spotted by one of Hades’s men are greater. But this is the only way to get to our destination.” Only Thanatos or Hermes would travel here, bringing with them the souls of the dead. It did not matter that he had not felt a god’s presence in weeks, he could not let his guard down now. Out of instinct, he maneuvered Samantha behind him. The warmth of her hand in his was a reassuring presence as they walked.
“Huh, and what is our destination?”
He could hear the underlying meaning of the question, her hope that there would be an opportunity for escape. He did not blame her for that hope, but it still stung knowing she desired to get away from him. “You’ll know when we get there.”
There was no further questioning. By now she had learned how to pick her battles, and the change in scenery proved to be a good distraction.
The rock wall gave way to a smooth one, with a small window between the columns. Samantha braced herself against a stone opening and looked over the edge, where the eerie glow of an underground river filled the cavern below.
A hundred feet below, crystal-blue water swirled with white mists. “The Styx,” he told her.
She frowned, still staring at the river. When she emitted a small gasp, he knew she finally noticed it. The white swirls in the water had a shape to them. It was hard to tell at first, the figures were so stretched out and emaciated from death.
“Isocrates wasn’t lying,” she whispered in awe.
Prometheus allowed her a moment to take in the sight. Yet the Styx meant they were close to their destination, and he did not want to idle for long. Charon roamed the river on his boat and he wasn’t sure how the primordial god would react to him.
He pushed her forward and changed the subject. “Did you know there are entrances to the underworld from the surface?”
Her head whipped towards him, the distraction clearly working. “Of course. Odysseus found one, didn’t he?”
“Yes, mortals have come down to the underworld before using these entrances. There aren’t many. Three that the legends know of. Five that I know of.” He listed the locations off from memory. “One in Lerna, another near Mount Avernus, a small cave up in Taenarum, a river mouth in northwest Greece and then there is here.”
The rocky ceiling above their heads disappeared, giving way to a dome that made even a man like Prometheus feel small. A ring of firelight surrounded the room; the space had been carved into a perfect circle. Under their feet lay a pristine marble mosaic that displayed a map of the underworld. Around the earth were the Asphodel Meadows, then the Elysian Fields, and in the center was Hades’s palace. Stretching through it were the four rivers of the underworld: the Styx, the Acheron, the Lethe, and the Cocytus. They stretched down, past the palace and into the new Terassian Border, and then there was Tartarus, shaped like a prison, with hands reaching outward and upward.
He expected Samantha to be enthralled by the map, but while he had been looking down, her attention was transfixed upwards, where a thin stream of water was trickling from the ceiling, up to where a single dot of light pierced the dome.
“That’s…”
“An entrance.” He almost couldn’t get the word out. His throat suddenly felt like it had turned to stone. A long staircase lined the inside of the dome, wrapping around in an upward spiral. It was the only way to reach the opening.
Samantha did not take her eyes off the speck. And he did not take his eyes off her.
In the pale light of the entrance, he saw a single tear fall down her face. “Are you letting me go?”
“Yes.” He cleared his throat and shifted from one foot to the other. “It’s time for you to go and bring the prophecy to fruition.”
“Where does it lead?”
“I do not know.”
She adjusted the bow on her back, her hand gripping it in determination. Good. He knew it would protect her, and now she believed it as well.
“My lady…”
Samantha and Prometheus turned to find two shades standing outside the entrance. Isocrates’s face was harder than usual, while Kieris offered a weak smile and extended something out towards them. Samantha’s backpack.
She had packed it just as he had asked, filling it with the laptop and research he knew Samantha could not live without, some food for the journey back home and a few other treasures from her time in the tunnels.
Samantha closed the gap between them and took her time saying goodbye to the ghostly servants.
Prometheus watched her like he had watched the sun rise and fall for centuries. All the days he’d spent in hiding, all the hours he’d spent with her, it had all been for this moment. For their inevitable goodbye. He had worked so hard to set up the pieces, to make sure everything was ready for the prophecy to come true. But that didn’t stop him from wanting to pick her up and drag her back to their cave, where the Olympians could never touch her.
She could be his queen in the underworld. His Persephone.
No, she needed her freedom. And he needed her to take down Zeus. That was the way this was going to play out. There was no happily ever after for him, no freedom. Not until the Olympians were taken care of.
But maybe he could indulge in one last goodbye.
When she returned to his side, he asked, “Why don’t I escort you?”
Her head snapped up in surprise. He didn’t blame her. Even Prometheus heard the desperation in his voice.
Samantha did not say anything. Her eyes held a thousand different responses. Eventually, her head dipped, giving a fraction of a nod. He did not hesitate. He scooped her into his arms and held her close. There was no need for the staircase. That was an unmortal need. He was a titan. All he needed to do was blink and the cold draft of the underworld was gone.
Fresh air hit his lungs like ice water, along with a breeze that tossed his hair up in the wind. Then came the rain. The droplets were like pellets of ice hitting the skin. Even Prometheus’s toughened senses tensed at the drastic change.
Samantha gasped and began to squirm in his arms.
To get away from you. He had known this would happen. There was only one thing left to do.
Let her go.
He loosened his hold on her, but her arms were wrapped tight around his neck. “Samantha,” he whispered, “you are free.”
She shifted, and Prometheus sucked in a breath.
Gaia, she was even more gorgeous in the daylight. Here he could finally see her in all her glory. The hazel color of her eyes, the freckles that artfully decorated her nose. There was a small hole on her right nostril where a piercing might have once adorned her skin. All were such human traits, and they were beautiful.
He meant to tell her to let go. To give her freedom before the temptation of keeping her swayed him. But all comprehensible speech fled his mind at the sight of her.
Her small hand cupped his chin, and then she was kissing him. Long and deep, like the world was about to end.
It was a kiss that said she knew exactly how he felt. It was a kiss that said she loved him.
It was a kiss that said goodbye.
[image: image-placeholder]Prometheus tasted different out in the open air. As Sam deepened the kiss, she tasted the rain on his lips, the fruit from their morning breakfast, the inquisitive noise he made in the back of his throat. She took it all because he tasted like freedom.
She wanted to show him how much he meant to her. Not just in this moment, but for everything. For showing her a world she had never known existed. For giving her an experience she could never forget. She wanted to thank him. She wanted to make love to him, one last time.
Her mind went white at the L-word.
Love. Did she love Prometheus? She certainly loved the way he held her like she weighed nothing. Loved the way his large tongue filled her mouth and claimed her. Loved how she could make him laugh and smile.
He adjusted his hold, gripping her thighs and… oh, there it was…
She thought she would run away at the first chance of escape, but now she figured, why not have one last quickie for the road?
“Am I interrupting something?”
They pulled away from each other so fast she nearly fell to the ground. Luckily, strong hands held her in place. Suddenly, Prometheus didn’t fill her vision anymore. For the first time, she noticed the surrounding area. They were in a wide-open field, greenery stretched out as far as the eyes could see with mountains peeking over the hilltops in the distance. There were no houses, no roads, no sign of people. Only wilderness, the two of them…
And a goddess.
Athena looked the same as she had in Sam’s dream. Adorned in golden armor, a spear in one hand and a shield in the other. This time her helmet rested over her golden curls. She looked ready for battle.
Prometheus set Sam down in the wet grass before putting his body protectively in front of her.
The goddess laughed. “Please, Prometheus, you and I both know that won’t do any good.”
“How did you find us so quickly?”
Her eyes brightened, flickering from the titan to the mortal behind him. “I’ve been keeping an eye on this one. We have an agreement, and she has just fulfilled it.”
“An agreement?”
Prometheus turned to follow Athena’s gaze, and Sam felt all the air in her lungs squeeze out. She had known this moment was bound to come, but in all her daydreaming, she’d never considered that Prometheus would be there when Athena came to make good on their deal.
This couldn’t be happening. Not now. Sam stood frozen, unable to do anything but watch the truth seep into Prometheus. The confusion in his eyes sharpened into understanding, and then it turned into something worse. Heartbreak. When he spoke, his voice was barely a whisper. “What did you do?”
She reached out to comfort him, his name falling from her lips. “Prometheus—”
Anger flashed in those fire-gold eyes. His mouth twisted down into a scream. “You!” he bellowed.
Sam flinched at the accusation before she realized it was not directed at her. He had whirled back to Athena and was stalking towards her like a man on a mission. Athena expertly twirled her spear between her fingers before lowering its tip in a ready position.
Sam’s stomach flipped at the sight. What happened when two powerful beings came to blows?
Nothing good.
“Stop!” she cried, and to her amazement Prometheus froze mid-step. Both immortals shifted their attention to her, but neither relaxed.
“Prometheus,” she tried, but her voice cracked on his name. Damn, stop it. You did this. You owe it to him to give him an explanation. By now she was soaked in the rain. They all were. When she sucked in a breath, it was a wet, stuttering sound. “I’m sorry.”
“No.” The word was a whispered croak, barely audible over the roaring in her ears. His eyes begged her to deny Athena’s claims. When she didn’t, all the strength seemed to drain out of him.
“No!” Prometheus roared, reeling on Athena in a flash. He moved to strike, arm raised high in the sky, his powerful muscles bulging with tension.
Athena calmly raised her free hand and met his fist. A clap of thunder echoed across the field. The impact of flesh hitting flesh sent a shock wave over the valley that threatened to knock Sam off her feet. She shielded her face as sharp beads of rain blew back into her face. Through squinted eyes, she tried to make out the fight happening right in front of her.
A faint smile pulled the goddess’s lips up. “Looks like I still got it.” Her fingers curled around his fist before she flung Prometheus to the side.
Sam bit back a scream as she watched his body bounce across the earth like a rag doll. Hitting once, twice, three times before he skidded to a stop a hundred yards away from her.
This is a mistake, her mind cried out. He wasn’t supposed to get hurt.
Athena surveyed the damage she had caused and started towards Prometheus.
Panic dug its claws into Sam as she watched the goddess approach the titan. “W-what are you doing?”
“You brought him here so I could do this, remember? We agreed to end his plans. Locking him in Tartarus is the only way to do that.”
No, that wasn’t what she had agreed to. After everything Prometheus had been through, she couldn’t send him to be imprisoned with the other titans. It was too cruel.
It hit Sam then how truly stupid she’d been to blindly trust the goddess. Prometheus had warned her again and again of the gods’ cruelty. And she had ignored all the signs.
Well, not anymore.
“No,” she said.
Athena didn’t even bother to look at her. She was an animal, intent on her prey. Sam moved, quickly pulling the bow from her back and pulling the string back. A golden arrow appeared, its glow hitting her face like sunlight. “I said, no!”
Athena paused at the command and turned. Surprise rippled across her face at the sight of the weapon in her hand. “That’s… the bow of Herakles.”
“It is,” Samantha confirmed, her legs trembling under the goddess’s unwavering gaze. Her intestines had long ago turned into soup in her stomach. But by god, her voice did not shake. In this she would not bend.
She kept hearing Prometheus’s words in her head, calling her a hero, smiling as she did unimaginable things with the bow. Through it all, she’d never felt like a hero. But now, she dug deep and prayed for Herakles’s bravery as she pointed the arrow at Athena. “I said, no.”
Athena laughed, not in amusement, and not out of cruelty. The sound was more a disbelieving snort than anything else. “You dare point that at me?”
“Apparently this thing can kill a god,” Sam said evenly. “Prometheus seems to think that’s true, but we haven’t tested that theory out.”
Tension surrounded her from all sides. An invisible force emanating from Athena, pressing down on Sam’s lungs, into the very bow she held in her hands. They stared at each other for what felt like an eternity.
“I see,” she said slowly. “What is it you want?”
“For weeks, the only thing I have wanted is to go home.” It was true, but everything had changed. Everything was different now. “I want Prometheus to be free. Truly free. I will give you this to make that happen.”
“Absolutely not,” Athena snarled. “He plots the demise of my family.”
“Without the bow, he’s harmless,” Sam pointed out. “We both are. You have all the power here. You have already proven that. Let Prometheus go.”
Her fingers were beginning to ache from holding the string taut, but she dared not show weakness.
In front of her, Athena was as still as a statue. “You trust me with this bargain? I could simply agree now and back out of the deal once I have what I want.”
“I thought about that,” Sam said, “which is why we will both swear to this agreement on the Styx.”
“Huh.” Athena cocked her head to the side and drew out the pause. Sam gritted her teeth and tried not to think about the pain lancing through her fingers. The bow quivered in her grip, almost as if the arrow was desperate to strike out. She was about to crack when Athena spoke. “Alright, mortal.” The goddess turned her hand, and Sam could see she was offering a handshake. “I swear on the Styx to your terms.”
Her fingers fell from the bow, all the blood rushed into the digits with a pulsating throb. She gave them a hard shake as she walked towards Athena.
“Samantha!”
Her name sounded like thunder as it cut across the valley. Prometheus staggered to his feet. Blood dripped from his mouth, and his hair was a dark, wet mass hanging in his face, but she could still see his eyes. Those eyes had taken her breath away from the moment she’d first seen them. There was no fury there, no anger. Only pure, gut-wrenching anguish. Weakly he raised his hand out towards her, a dark reflection of Athena’s reaching hand.
After all of this. He still wanted her. Still wanted to protect her.
But the problem was, she was doing all this for him. Prometheus had accepted a life shuttered away in the underworld until the Olympians were destroyed. She was determined not to kill any gods. If they were both to get what they wanted, this was the only way, the only way they could both be free. And she would do that, even if it meant he hated her for it.
She took Athena’s hand and nodded. “I swear on the Styx.”
The air around her began to shift, signaling Athena’s magic taking hold. Sam couldn’t help herself; she spared Prometheus one last look, praying he understood why she was doing this. Praying he would one day find it within himself to forgive her.
“Prometheus—” she pleaded, wanting one more second to explain herself. One more moment to tell him she loved him.
Of course, that was when she and Athena disappeared.
[image: image-placeholder]Sam’s feet were no longer planted on wet grass. In the span of a breath, the rain was gone. The rolling hills of the valley disappeared, replaced with the dim streetlights of a city. She stumbled into the new surroundings, falling to her hands and knees. Pain lanced up through her from the unforgiving cobblestone roads, but it was quickly overshadowed by her shock.
The bow was no longer in hand.
“Athena?” she called out, voice hoarse and unsure.
The goddess did not answer.
She lifted her head and took in her surroundings. It appeared that she stood in a quiet street. She squinted against the luminescent streetlamps. It was nighttime. The sky was a black void that reminded her of the underworld, but the stifling heat in the air let her know that summer still held its grip over the Northern hemisphere.
As she looked around, a sense of familiarity rubbed against her consciousness. A familiar bright sign caught her attention. She stared. It was the Thai restaurant next to her apartment. With a sharp gasp, she spun and found herself facing the stoop of her apartment.
She was back in Athens.
And she was alone.
There was none of the joy she had thought this moment would bring. Prometheus’s face was burned into her mind. The look of complete anguish, the pain as he still reached out for her, despite everything. And she had turned away from it.
He would never forgive her. And she would never see him again. The reality of those two things threatened to suffocate her. A sharp ache seized her chest, and a sob croaked out of her.
She’d thought she was doing the right thing. Stopping a war that would have brought nothing but pain. Keeping the world safe. But god, why did it have to hurt so bad?
You know why.
But that only made Sam cry harder.




Chapter Eleven


Thunder clapped as Prometheus retreated back into his cave. His anger pulsed around him in spitting lightning. The rocks splintered and quaked under his ire. 
She had betrayed him. She’d used him.
How foolish he’d been to think there was even one ounce of goodness in humanity. He should have known. Should have seen the cunning serpent lurking behind those wide brown eyes. He should have kept his mind focused on the task at hand. But he’d allowed himself to get distracted. To fall for her charms and lose everything in return.
It was just like the first time, when his need to please the mortals had blinded him to Zeus’s anger. He was such a fool!
Prometheus glanced around his cave. Once it had only held the barest needs. Now it was full of small reminders of his captive. Her clothes strewn about in messy piles. The wrappers from her food. The mortal items she’d asked Kieris and Isocrates to pick up from the Bone Market. All of them claimed the space as her own, and he hated it.
With a dark growl, he picked up the nearest item, a bottle of sweet-smelling perfume Kieris had retrieved. It was so small, so fragile, yet he couldn’t bear the sight of it. He flung it against the wall. It splintered into sparkling bits of glass and covered the rocks in a dewy scent. Her scent.
Smelling it sent him into a deeper rage. The need to destroy everything that belonged to Samantha burned him raw. He reached for something else, something bigger, and found the trunk where she had kept her clothes. It smashed against the wall, spewing delicate panties across the floor. He grabbed her books and tore them in half. Found the blanket she used to settle into and tore it to shreds. Finally his eyes fell on the bed. The bed where he’d made sweet promises to her, where he’d told her his deepest desires and fears. Where he’d allowed himself to dream that there could be more between them than the prophecy dictated.
Fool. Fool. Fool.
His large hands hooked under the stone frame and lifted. It cracked in protest, but it only lasted a second before the entire base broke apart. Despite being made from the core of the underworld, the bed felt like twigs compared to Prometheus’s rage. He twisted his body, throwing his arms up and letting the bed soar across the room.
It hit the wall with a thunderous crash, instantly turning to rubble. The mattress and blankets that adorned it were buried under its stony remains like a poor funeral. Prometheus stared at the debris, his chest heaving as the rage inside him still burned. He needed to destroy something else.
He felt like he could burn down the entire underworld right now.
“What in the Hells?”
His dark focus turned on the two shades standing at the small mouth of the cave. Isocrates stared at the destruction in wide-eyed shock. Despite his aristocratic life, his time as a shade had taught him when to ask questions and when to shut the fuck up. And right now his lips were pressed in a way that said all of the gold in Athens wouldn’t get him to speak.
Kieris, however, had become bolder since Samantha had come into their lives. There was a brightness to her gray eyes, something akin to anger, as she waved a hand towards the destruction. “Lord Prometheus, what is the meaning of this?”
“Go the fuck away,” he growled.
“Right away,” Isocrates answered, his form evaporating without hesitation.
Kieris, however, stayed. “I know this must be difficult for you. Mistress Samantha—”
“Do not say her name!” he roared, his feet slamming against the dirty floor as he approached the shade. “Or I will make you drink from the Lethe.” 
Hell, he might drink from it himself. The Lethe River helped spirits forget their mortal lives. Maybe it would carve Samantha from his soul.
The shade did not acknowledge the threat. Her gray eyes just stared at him. “My Lord, you are bleeding.”
He swiped at his lip. The blood was already dry and in a few minutes it would be as if he’d never been injured. But his pride was shattered into pieces like the rest of the room. That would take much longer to heal. If it ever did.
“She tricked me,” he seethed. “You told me to win her over and she used me to get her freedom. She gave away the bow, to Athena of all gods.” He paced the room, the words falling from him like a waterfall. “It is over.”
“You were the one who said the prophecy would fulfill itself whether she wants it to or not. What are you so angry about? You will get what you want.”
“That is not why I am angry,” he snapped, spinning to meet her ghostly gaze.
No one said a word as the implication of that statement fell across the room like a hammer. Prometheus felt his mouth fall open and then twist up in a snarl. “She betrayed me,” he repeated.
“Why does one mortal matter?” Kieris grabbed the torn bits of Samantha’s clothes, shaking her head as she tried to fold them back into their familiar shapes.
“Because it wasn’t supposed to be this way. I gave her shelter, food, the bow of fucking Herakles. I gave her everything! And she gave it away!”
“Not everything,” Kieris chided. “You didn’t give her freedom or a choice in the matter.”
He growled; the rage welled up inside him again along with the need to throw something. His gaze zeroed in on the neat pile Kieris had made from the fabric. The look she gave back told him not to even think about it.
“Away, vile spirit. I have no use for creatures who talk back.”
“I am not going anywhere.” She set the pile to the side and straightened to meet his gaze. “Not until you admit that you are being an emotionally stunted man baby.”
He paused. He’d never heard those words strung together in such a way, but he knew an insult when he heard one. “Did she teach you those words?”
“Yes, she did. I learned quite a bit in the short time she was here. I think you did as well.”
He snorted. “What can I learn from a mortal?”
“How the earth has changed,” Kieris said without wavering. “How you can survive while the Olympians crumble. How you can live again.”
The emphasis on the last part caught his attention. He whirled on the shade. At one time she might have shrunk back from him and disappeared into the shadows, but this time she did not. Looking at her now, it was difficult to remember the woman had once been a servant and not a princess. “You are out of line, Kieris.”
“Then throw me back into the Styx,” she countered. “You have been good to me, Lord Prometheus. I would not say anything to you out of spite or to endanger you. But when I see you making the biggest mistake of your immortal life, I feel it is my duty to step in.”
“How am I making a mistake?” he countered. “I have done nothing wrong. Samantha is the one who betrayed me. She walked away from me.”
“You could follow her.”
His head was shaking even before she finished the sentence. “No, there is nothing for me up there.”
“She is up there.”
His heart, an organ that did not beat like a mortal’s, that only replenished his body when it was broken and injured, gave a hard thump in agreement. Yes, she was up there. Living her mundane mortal life like she wanted. She would continue with her research and get the degree she was constantly chatting about. She might meet a mortal someday, fall in love, and within half a century she would likely die of old age and be nothing more than a memory to him.
It was the way of mortals. Even the ones he had once loved had been claimed by the underworld. He couldn’t remember any of their faces. Samantha would be the same.
No.
He could never forget her.
Just as he never forgot her ancestor Io. Io had given him the gift of her company, the gift of hope, but Samantha had given him so much more.
The anger fled his body, leaving him cold and exhausted. He collapsed on the hard floor where the bed had once lain and cradled his head in his hands. The quiet around him that had once been an old comfort was now stifling. He would give anything to hear her laugh, hear her say his name. Anything to fill the quiet.
He almost forgot Kieris was there until the shade spoke again. “My lord…”
“Yes, Kieris?”
“How did you escape, if Samantha gave over the bow?”
The question felt like an accusation. He swallowed hard, remembering the sight of Samantha as she made her demands of the goddess, bow drawn, face fierce. He’d been in awe of it.
The last bits of his anger seeped out of him. “She asked for Athena to give me my freedom.”
“I believe in your prophecy, my lord.”
He looked up at Kieris. Her ghostly glow stood bright against the dark rocks now that the light had been smashed. “How?” he croaked. “It has all gone to shit. Samantha was right to question it. The hero did not free me from the rock. Zeus did. That bastard knew doing so would offset the prophecy. He secured his safety and now the bow is lost.”
“But you are free, my lord. That is what I was trying to tell you. If you want to go to the surface, you may.”
Prometheus froze.
She was right.
Even as she had betrayed him, Samantha had still worked to ensure his safety. She’d bartered for her freedom… and his.
She was the hero of his prophecy. She had done the heroic thing and saved him. His lungs rattled in realization. He recalled the devastated look on her face, his name falling from her lips before Athena whisked her away.
“Prometheus—”
He sprung to his feet. She had given him a chance to live again, but he didn’t want that if she was not with him.
“Kieris…”
“Yes, my lord.”
“I need some pants.”
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Such a small thing, yet looking at it made his muscles freeze, as if they were still bound by chains. For centuries he’d only known pain on the surface world. There was no comfort in a beautiful day, no company to keep his mind off the pain. He knew if he returned, it would be different. He would be free. But still, his feet were frozen.
The Olympians are up there, his mind reminded him. They will kill you.
Athena swore on the Styx, he reasoned, and he had a plan for dealing with them. Still, his heart hammered at the mere thought of being in her presence again. The odds of a fight breaking out were high, and he was woefully out of practice. But he would fight with every fiber in his being because Samantha was up there. And he needed her.
He closed his eyes, recalling that moment when she turned her back on him. The regret in her eyes, the resolve. She was a fighter. She’d told him she wanted to leave, had told him again and again how much she missed her studies, her school. She had been honest about that desire, and he had chosen to ignore it.
Shame burned through him at the realization. How could he say he loved her when he had been so willing to ignore her true needs in pursuit of his own revenge?
She’d protected him, stood up to a goddess, and in doing so she’d shown him her love. And then she’d disappeared.
Well, he wasn’t going to let her slip through his fingers so easily. He’d waited centuries for the daughter of Io to set him free, and with that freedom he was coming for her.
The air around him shifted as he closed his eyes. He felt his hair lift from his shoulders as if caught in a gentle breeze before settling again. When Prometheus opened his eyes, he was outside. Standing in the same meadow where he had lost his love.
Above him Helios’s sun hung high in the sky. The air assaulted his nostrils, stinging his lungs with its freshness. He could see the snowy peaks of mountains in the distance. The sight almost distracted him from his building panic, but after a moment he did not feel the electricity in the air that usually signaled the god’s appearance. He looked around as the minutes ticked by. The birds sang their songs, the sun inched across the sky, and no Olympians showed up to face him.
Athena was holding true to her bargain. Damn.
He took in a deep breath and called out across the countryside, “Goddess of Wisdom, I beseech you!”
The change was immediate. The grass swayed by some invisible wind, and within the span of a blink, Athena stood before him. No longer wearing her bronze armor and helm, but dressed in a way that took Prometheus aback. “What are you wearing?”
She scowled at him and threw down the cardboard sign that said “My body is DIVINE and it is MINE.” Her body was clad in a Columbia University T-shirt, jeans, and flip-flops.
“I was in the middle of an important protest when you decided to slither out of your hole.” Athena flicked her fingers, magically recalling a golden spear into her grip. She pointed its gleaming tip at him and assumed a warrior’s stance, her flip-flops gliding across the dewy grass like they were boots. “What are you wearing?”
Prometheus looked down at the pair of pants and the shirt Kieris had salvaged from the Bone Market. They were a tight fit over his tall torso and legs. She had not been successful in acquiring shoes that would fit over his feet, so they were bare. Even he knew that he looked ridiculous, but he did his best to shrug. “Human clothes.”
“You shouldn’t be here, Prometheus.”
The sight of her spear made him quake. His body, a titan’s body, one that had survived centuries of torture and pain because of the whims of Olympians, feared this woman. It was a reaction he could not control but must. Inhaling through his nostrils, he challenged her. “I am a free man. Am I not?”
Her eyes narrowed. “I gave my word you were.”
“Then put down your spear, Goddess.” He held up his hands and met her eyes. “I mean you no harm.”
“Ha, good one. Did your brothers teach you what a joke was?” she barked.
“I’m serious,” he said. “You win, Athena. You took my bow and my woman. I have lost. I see that now, so I’d like to make a deal with you.”
Her stance didn’t relax in the slightest. “I do not make deals with traitors.”
He fought down the urge to roll his eyes like he’d seen Samantha do a hundred times before. “That was centuries ago.”
“And yet you still conspire to kill me and my family.”
“Family?” Prometheus laughed. “What family? The whispers in the underworld say that the Olympians have fallen from grace. That Zeus has abandoned you while Hades sits in his castle counting souls and Poseidon picks at garbage. And you”—his eyes shifted down to the sign at her feet—“are protesting mortal matters.”
Her mouth twisted in fury. “Mortal matters? You do not know what the world is like out here amongst your precious mortals. They are running rampant. Poseidon and I are doing our best to control what we can.”
“You are gods,” Prometheus told her, “smite them.”
“It is not so easy,” she hissed, and he saw it then. The glow she’d had earlier, her essence as a goddess, was dimmer. Their fight had taken more out of her than he had thought. She was trying so hard to be strong, with her spear in one hand and her mortal sign at her feet. But the rumors were true. The Olympians were weaker. He almost felt pity for her.
“I no longer wish you or your kind harm,” Prometheus continued. “You are protecting your loved ones. All I wish to do is the same.”
Athena’s gaze filled with suspicion. “Are you telling me you love that mortal?”
“I am.”
“You loved all the mortals once,” she replied, “and that got you nowhere. What makes this one different?”
“She is mine,” he told her easily. “The Fates have tied our threads together.”
“You are a titan. What power do the Fates have over you?”
“They have power over us all. Even Zeus understands that.”
Her face shuddered in grim understanding. Once, the power of the Olympians had protected them from the whims of Fate, but as their power had weakened, so had that shield. Love, life, death, and everything in between were controlled by the Fates. Soon the Olympians would bend to that power as well.
Athena straightened and the spear disappeared entirely in a whirl of gold. “I am no fool, Prometheus. I know about the prophecy you foresaw. If I let you go to your woman, it is even more likely to occur.”
“I cannot guarantee anything. Neither can you by keeping me in the underworld. Or locking me away again. What I can do is assure you that I will have nothing to do with the outcome,” he said with a shrug.
“How can you make that promise?” she hissed. And for the first time he saw the desperation in her eyes. The unease that lurked under her calm facade.
He knew this question would come up, and he’d prepared himself to give her the answer. “Because you are going to make me mortal.”
It was the only option. The only way the gods would truly let him be free. The only way to be with Samantha.
“You live for a thousand years, I don’t.”
What good was immortality if he couldn’t be with his chosen person?
He had thought it would be a tough decision. But it was the easiest request he’d ever made. Immortality had done nothing but bring him pain for centuries. It would be a blessing to be relieved of it.
Athena couldn’t suppress the emotions from skittering across her face. Surprise. Confusion. And finally… understanding.
“What makes you think I can do that?”
“You are still a god, are you not?” he asked, throwing her words back at her.
The skin around her chin pulled taut as she pressed her lips together. “I can do many great things. Turn mortals into immortals. But I’ve never turned an immortal into a mortal. Once, it might have been done, but now…”
Hope flickered in his chest. “So you are saying you cannot do it?”
“I have not agreed to anything yet. You are a titan, Prometheus. It would require a lot of power on my side.”
“I know.” He’d suspected as much. Known asking it of her would be risky, but he also knew Athena valued protecting her family above all other things. And if she viewed him as a threat, she would consider the request. She would give up power to protect those she loved.
They were not so different after all.
“If you do this, I will be unable to harm any Olympian. I will be unable to retake the bow. And in a few decades, I will be dead.”
She stared at him, and in her golden eyes he could see her considering every possible scenario. Carefully weighing the pros and cons. Finally she sighed. “Alright, I will make you mortal. If that is what you truly want.”
His body vibrated in barely contained disbelief. “It is.”
“But you must swear on the Styx that this quest you have for revenge is over Prometheus, is that understood?”
“I swear it.” He nodded. “But you must also know that I have no sway over my prophecy. What the Fates have woven will be done.”
Athena held his gaze, and even dressed in her strange clothes, she appeared like the fierce goddess he remembered from the days of old. “What the Fates have woven will be done,” she repeated in agreement before beckoning him with a delicate hand. “Come here.”
Fear spiked within him, threatening to overcome his earlier joy, but he viciously squashed it. If she wanted to harm him, she would have already. Athena was ruthless, but she was also just.
He marched forward, spine straight, shoulders back, coming to his full height. When only a foot between them remained, he towered over the goddess. She looked up at him with an inscrutable golden gaze.
“Yes, yes, you are still very domineering. That won’t change even when you are mortal.” She placed her hand against his chest, and Prometheus managed not to flinch against the touch. Athena’s fingers glowed as she drew a circle around his heart. Once… twice…
When the third circle finished, she drew her hand back, and as she did so, Prometheus felt himself release a long exhale of breath. An invisible weight descended on him, and suddenly the bruises from his fight with Athena ached tenfold.
Athena’s lips twitched in a weak smile as she looked down at her hands. “It is done. No more foresight. No more immortality.”
Prometheus looked down at his hands, curling the fingers into fists and then uncurling them experimentally. “Everything… hurts?”
“Yeah, that’s mortality. Give it an hour when you feel hunger for the first time,” Athena said dismissively.
Hunger. Yes, he knew of the concept from Samantha and the other mortals. Along with cold and illness. Those were all things that would rule over his body. But right now the only thing he felt was the open hole in his heart where his mortal belonged.
“Now, if you don’t mind.” Athena bent down to pick up her sign.
“Wait!”
The goddess paused, her head tilted just the slightest bit to give him a glare that warned bodily harm to his new mortal body.
Prometheus bowed his head, doing his best impression of Kieris. “If I may, mighty goddess, make one more request?”




Chapter Twelve


Samantha had lost her mind. Officially. 
Not that she hadn’t been on the edge for the last week. Ever since Athena had whisked her away from the gate of the underworld, she’d been consumed with doubt. And guilt. Lots of guilt.
That first day back, she’d been a mess. The only saving grace had been the goddess’s magic, which spelled her professor and her classmates into thinking she’d been at school for the last month. Her absence had gone totally unnoticed. Professor Mikas had even passed her nonexistent thesis proposal, giving her just a little more time before she had to turn anything in. Thank god.
The summer was over and it was time for her to jump back into the normalcy of schoolwork: working on her paper, going to classes. The second blessing was the bag Kieris had packed for her, filled with most of her notes and her trusty laptop. All the work she’d done in the underworld hadn’t gone to waste. She’d nearly cried at the realization that Prometheus and his shades had taken such care. Going through it all proved to be the perfect distraction from her self-pity. It made finishing up the summer’s research a breeze. She threw herself into editing the first draft of her paper as an excuse not to think about Prometheus or the betrayal she’d committed.
But now that the draft had been turned in for review. There was nowhere for her mind to go except to those cold dark tunnels of the underworld and the titan who lurked there.
She couldn’t return to the normal life of school and research when she knew Prometheus was out there hating her. She needed to see him. Apologize to him. Let him know she hadn’t meant to hurt him because…
Because she loved him.
It had struck her soon after Athena had dropped her on her doorstep. She had never told Prometheus her true feelings.
He would live the rest of his life, the rest of forever, hating her.
Going back to her normal life was nearly impossible after that. When she wasn’t working on her classes or research, she stayed in her apartment and turned into a depressed couch potato. Not even the beauty of Athens could drag her out of that funk. She thought she had lost her mind during those dark days, but now she knew that wasn’t the case.
Because today she’d lost her mind. Today she was packing to go back to Prometheus.
There was just enough money in the bank. Just enough time between Mikas’s feedback and the start of the next semester for her to go back to Georgia and…
Do what?
She paused, hands mid-push as she tried to squeeze all her clothes into a backpack. She hadn’t really thought that far yet. What indeed? Go back to the mountain and scream until Prometheus showed up? Search Europe until she found another entrance to the underworld?
She was only packing for a week, but this could take so much longer. It could take months. Maybe years. She could never see Prometheus again.
Oh god, she was spiraling again. Sam felt her lips twist in stubborn resolve and shove that thought far, far away. She had to try.
Her life was forever changed because of Prometheus. For years, she’d fought to be who she wanted to be, to pursue her dreams. And she still wanted to do that, but now she wanted him as well. If there was a way to merge their worlds, she wanted to find it. Because without him, she would always be missing a part of herself.
Determination burning bright, she managed to zip her backpack up with a hard yank. Sam double-checked her purse to make sure she had all the needed documents for tomorrow’s flight. Passport, ID, credit card and…
“…antha!”
A muffled cry echoed outside her window. She paused for a moment, unsure at first, but the cry had sounded like her name. Probably another drunk tourist. Her apartment was surrounded by bars. During the summer nights, there was usually a drunk tourist meandering back to their hotel. She hoped they found their way home soon; she had an early flight to catch in the morning.
“Samantha!”
The cry sounded off again. This time with more force, cutting through the thin walls of her building and making it clear that it was her name.
It couldn’t be.
She rushed to the window, throwing it open just as another booming cry rang across the road. “Samantha!”
The air rushed out of her lungs at the sight that greeted her.
There he was. Standing on the stone streets of Athens. Dressed in a pair of jeans and a T-shirt that were much too small for him. His hair was a wild tangle as he spun in three circles, his eyes darting across the windows of the buildings until they fell on hers.
He froze. Mouth open, eyes wide, and then the brightest smile she’d ever seen adorned his face. “Samantha!”
“Prometheus?” She couldn’t believe it. What was he doing here? On her street? In Athens? How… how had he found her? She glanced at the nearby buildings, positive that his screaming must have woken up the neighborhood. She needed to get him inside, quickly. “W-wait there. I’m coming down.”
She spun and ran out of the small apartment like her pants were on fire. Sam threw open the entrance door and spilled onto the street, straight into his arms. Those large, muscular arms she knew so well enclosed her in a hold that brokered no objections. “I found you.” His voice rumbled next to her ear, full of relief and joy. She practically melted into him.
“H-how?” she whispered, her own arms wrapped as much as they could around his waist. Holding on with every fiber of her being as she tried to convince herself that this was real. This was happening.
“Athena brought me here.”
“Athena?” She pulled back and stared at him. “Now I know I’m dreaming.”
He was as beautiful as she last remembered. The moonlight against his dark hair, the way his skin shimmered and that smile. She could stare at it all night. But then she felt something flutter under her fingertips. Sam looked at his chest, where her hand rested right over his heart. She felt the flutter again and this time her breath caught in her throat.
It couldn’t be.
“Prometheus?”
He nodded, his hand covering her own in quiet acknowledgment. “The goddess agreed to help me because I am no longer a threat to her. I’m mortal now.”
“Mortal?” She squinted at him, trying to determine what it was that made him mortal besides the beating heart. But he still had his unnatural good looks; the air around him still felt like something ancient. The heartbeat was the only thing new. Everything else was thankfully still her Prometheus. “But how?”
“The gods still have some power in this world.” He bent down and rested his forehead against her own. His hair curtained around them, cutting off the outside world. The smell of the underworld still clung to him. Dirt and water, salt and dust. Inhaling it into her lungs brought back memories of those days down in their cavern. Just the two of them.
“What are you doing here?”
“I’m here for you, of course.”
For you.
That possessive tone sent a familiar shiver throughout her being. “You want to see me fulfill your prophecy?” It was the only thing that made sense. Prometheus hated her guts and she didn’t blame him. “Wait, don’t answer that. I know that’s why you’re here. Let me say this first. Prometheus, I am so sorry. You know I didn’t want to be a part of that prophecy, but I also didn’t want to betray you. I—”
His lips crushed against hers. Silencing her declaration with one of his own. It was a touch she’d craved for so many nights. One that haunted her dreams. She fell into the kiss, hard. Allowing him full access to her mouth and her body. It didn’t matter that they were on the public streets. That she was half-dressed for bed. Nothing else mattered, except for the man standing in front of her.
She was his prisoner again. And this time she willfully surrendered herself to him. A low, happy moan vibrated out of her throat.
“I recognize that noise,” a new voice chimed in. It wasn’t Prometheus, but the masculine amusement wasn’t unfamiliar. It was the same line Isocrates had first said when she’d met him.
Sam pulled back and looked around the empty street. Standing in the shadows were two dim shapes that she would recognize anywhere. “Isocrates? Kieris? What are you doing here?”
They weren’t as fully formed as they were in the underworld. They truly looked like spirits, standing like white shadows against the stone streets of Athens. Two remnants of the city’s ancient past. Kieris gave her a knowing wink. “I told you, we were charged to be Lord Prometheus’s servants. Even though he’s mortal now, that has not changed.”
“They let you leave?” Sam turned to Prometheus, who looked just as befuddled to find the shades by their side. At least she wasn’t alone. Kieris had hinted at being able to go to the surface, but seeing it brought on a whole slew of questions.
Isocrates crossed his arms, as if the question offended him. “Spirits wandering the surface world is not unheard of.”
Kieris nudged him, her smile growing more strained. “Yes, but we are a lot weaker. We will likely be unable to attend to you as we did in the underworld.”
“That matters not,” Prometheus said, his surprise disappearing into a warm smile. “I am glad you two are here.”
The shades smiled at them, and for the first time in weeks, Sam felt like everything was right in the world. She was almost afraid that it was all a dream. But Prometheus’s firm hold on her assured her this was real. 
The former titan’s hand trailed up her arm, catching her attention again. She turned to look at him and realized the gold of his eyes was gone. Now they were a beautiful hazel.
“I am not here for revenge, Samantha,” he said, putting her earlier fear to rest. “I am here for you.”
“Me?”
He grinned. “This time, I plan to properly court you.”
“I don’t need that,” she laughed, her arms encircling his broad neck. He lifted her up and their lips closed in for another smoldering kiss. But just before she surrendered herself, she whispered the words she’d been willing to travel to the underworld to tell him. “You don’t need to do anything else. You already have me.”
“Promise?”
She smiled against his lips. “On the River Styx.”
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