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Prologue
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January 2009

The demon world of Shevat had become a war-torn land. The naturally violent race had risen against its new god, Demun. They seemed to support their former goddess, Desdemona, and launched full scale assaults against Demun and his supporters. Their efforts were in vain.

Demun stood on the roof of his palace, blazing red eyes looking down at the latest group to launch an assault against him. His light brown skin had a faint glow to it and his long black dreadlocked hair blew to the side with a light breeze. He was short by godly standards and average for human standards. Still, he was a god, and it was high time to remind this species that he was their one and only ruling god.

Demun jumped from the roof to land in front of his palace. In his hand was the full metal spear given to him by his grandfather, Jarel. He was dressed in red body armor covered with black symbols that the average god couldn’t even identify. He grinned darkly at the group before him.

“So, you still seek to rise against your god?” He looked around. “No matter how great your power, you can’t hope to defeat a god. In simpler terms, I’m going to kill you all myself and Hades is going to be very busy tonight.”

He leapt high into the air, coming down amid his attackers. Those closest to him never knew what hit them. In the blink of an eye, twelve demons were gushing black blood before falling to the ground. He blasted a large stream of fire outward, engulfing a large portion of his attackers. Taking advantage of the apparent shock of those that remained, he kept on the attack, hurling his enchanted spear and impaling several demons. The others finally got the cue to attack.

Demun grinned again, genuinely enjoying himself. He rushed into his attackers head on once again. The clang of metal clashing filled the air along with howls of pain and crazed laughter. Demun was a blur in the eyes of his enemies, most never knowing what hit them until their souls stood at the edge of the river Styx waiting for Charon to ferry their souls to Hades. The land was drenched in the black blood of the rebelling demons falling before the god reigning over their kind. All too soon, the battle reached its end.

Demun looked around with a smirk on his face. Demons were not diplomatic by nature. They only understood power. They respected, feared, and craved it.

“That was most impressive. I can see why you were chosen to replace Desdemona.”

Demun turned to face the goddess of war, Athena. The dark-haired daughter of Zeus was dressed in golden body armor and had her own spear in hand. Her golden eyes held hidden emotions as she gazed on the Demon God King. 

“I deal with this a lot,” he told her. “It keeps life interesting.”

“Ah, so you know that you could squash all rebellion instantly and you choose not to.” Understanding was evident in the eyes of the goddess, along with something else Demun couldn’t quite place.

“Demons are power hungry creatures. I feel no need to suppress their nature.” Demun held out his hand and his own spear returned to it. “What brings you here?”

“Mostly boredom, and Hera suggested I see how you were doing down here.”

Demun thought that was odd. Clearly, the queen of the gods was meddling, but he wasn’t entirely sure why. Normally, she did this to pair soul mates, but his soul mate wasn’t Athena. Sure, she was attractive; she was tall and toned but surprisingly curvy. Her breasts weren’t overly large but still noticeable and fit her figure. She was a beauty, but not the overwhelming delicate beauty seen in Aphrodite. She was the strong, fierce beauty that could have been the archetype for Amazons. She was Demun’s type of goddess, if he had a mind to bang one.

“Well, come inside. I’m sure you won’t be bored for long,” he said aloud.

Athena smiled and walked ahead of him. That smile made him nervous. Whatever Hera had planned, Athena was in on it.
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July 2009

Demun stood in the realm of eternal night, Nyxena, in the throne room of the palace of his twin brother, Brandon. He was waiting for his brother to appear, and he didn’t have to wait long. His twin appeared on his throne, wearing jeans and a t-shirt for once. His long, normally straight black hair was slightly disheveled. His light brown eyes didn’t seem completely aware. He’d clearly been asleep.

“You seem awfully relaxed,” Demun remarked. 

“You try raising a seven-year-old with god powers,” Brandon replied irritably.

“Yeah, about that...” Demun started.

Brandon grinned. “You’ve got one on the way, don’t you?”

Demun avoided his eyes. “Yeah, so in a few months all three Fates will be born.”

“Well, Aunt Victoria should be ecstatic. She’s due anytime now and we get to go head-to-head with the Titans.”

“Aren’t you going to ask who the mother is?”

Brandon raised an eyebrow. “Did you think it was a secret? It’s all over Olympus.”

Demun studied his twin for several seconds in silence. “You had a hand in this, dear brother.”

Brandon grinned again. “It was Hera’s idea. I just narrowed the field to a goddess that wouldn’t bother you and also wouldn’t get attached. Was I wrong?”

Demun scowled. “Hell no, but it’s weird.”

“Well, you weren’t going to do it on your own. You’re holding out for your soul mate and we both know who it is.”

Demun snorted. “Let’s not get on that issue. You’re not fully accepting your own soul mate.”

“Yes, I am. We’re just taking our time.”

“Yeah, whatever,” Demun said sarcastically. “Anyway, we need to gather forces. Cronus is getting ready to make his move and there’s another force involved.”

“We’d better wait for Aunt Victoria to get here.”

The door to the throne room opened and in walked the Dragon Witch, Victoria. Though pregnant, she was dressed in body armor covered by a blue coat lined with fur. Her eyes were a bright violet and her long black hair was streaked with blue, the mark of her mother, Hecate. She towered over the boys just as many others in their world did. At her waist was a sword her husband, Ares, had had made for her. A bright red ruby glinted on the hilt.

“Looks like I got here just in time,” she commented. “What’s new?”

“Shouldn’t Ares be here with you?” Brandon asked.

“Shut the hell up!” she growled. “I’m perfectly capable of handling myself, pregnant or not.”

Brandon held up his hands in surrender. “Just curious as to where my new uncle is.”

“I ducked out during a strategy meeting. Now it’s our turn.”

Demun snickered. “You two are the oddest couple in history.”

Victoria shrugged. “I always thought my mother and father were the strangest.”

“Anyway, Demun, you said something about a new force?” Brandon questioned.

Demun nodded. “Lucifer is gone so others want his place. Most recently, Azmodeus, one of his brothers.”

“One of several brothers, actually,” Brandon added.

“Several?” Victoria questioned.

“Nyx and Erebus were very active. Half my army is a child of one or the other. Several are a bit peeved with Gramps.” Brandon smirked. “Only a few were stupid enough to tell him so.”

“Sucks to be them,” Victoria mumbled.

“Majorly,” Brandon agreed.

“I doubt you miss the losses,” Demun muttered. “You’ve got angels coming to your side.”

“So do you,” Brandon replied.

“Since when?”

“They’re just waiting for the right time to speak to you. You’re hard to approach.”

Victoria snorted. “You’re both hard to approach for anyone that can’t kick your ass.”

“We get no respect from family,” Brandon muttered.

“Not even as gods,” Demun agreed.

“At least we know we’re awesome.”

Victoria laughed. “You’re distracting. Now get back on topic.”

“Well, Azmodeus has been going through Shevat recruiting for his own forces. Lucifer had apparently trapped his most powerful siblings in another realm and with his death, they’ve been freed.”

Brandon thought for a few seconds. “Originally, Lucifer was the strongest, but his siblings were threats that could have surpassed him.”

“That doesn’t mean much. You demolished Lucifer even in his full god form,” Demun commented.

“That was a revenge kill. It was personal. I can’t guarantee the same against the others.”

Victoria rolled her eyes. “You’ll be protecting your child. That’s a stronger power than the anger used for revenge. Look at what my father did when your father was killed.”

The twins’ father, Julian, was the youngest of their grandfather’s children and had been murdered when they were small children. The result of this was Jarel destroying half of the vampire race.

“So how do we prepare for them?” Demun asked.

“They’re only after our children. They don’t have the power to face Zeus or our grandfather.” Brandon gazed off, his mind wandering. “We need to engage them on our turf, so here or Shevat. Most likely, Lucifer’s remaining followers will flock to them, and they have their own as well.”

“It’ll be hard to guess which of us they’ll hit first,” Demun commented. 

“Not really. They’re subject to me. Nothing done in darkness escapes me.” Brandon smirked. “Godhood rocks.”

“Yeah, well it sucks being married to one. They’re the worst kind of stalkers.” Victoria looked to her right. “Hello, dear husband.”

Ares, the god of war, appeared where her gaze was. The bronze skinned, black haired god wore a smile on his handsome face. He towered over her, dressed in black leather with his muscular arms folded across his chest. His dark brown eyes twinkled with amusement.

“You’ve been naughty, wife,” he told her.

“Figures you’d find a way out of that meeting,” she muttered.

Ares grinned. “Heracles and Athena took this battle.”

Demun snorted. “That’s my cue to get to Olympus.” He vanished in a flash of fire.

“I take it we’re going to be staying here for a while.” Ares looked to his wife.

She shrugged. “Sure, why not give birth in the realm of darkness and night?”

Brandon appeared in front of her and placed his hand on her stomach. “You’ll last a little while longer. Hopefully we’ll have them beaten by then. I’ll get you a room.”

“I’m not spending the day in bed,” Victoria said sternly.

“That’s between you and your husband,” Brandon replied. “I’m the host, not the sitter.”

“Well, we know who’ll win that argument,” she muttered.

Ares sighed. “You know, it would be nice if I won occasionally. I am the god of war. Winning is what I do.”

Victoria chuckled darkly. “Screw you and your ego. I’m the one carrying your spawn. I run this.”

Brandon laughed as Ares groaned. Victoria had won this round.
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Chapter Two
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Brandon went back to his own room to relax. His palace was buzzing with activity as his warriors were going through their usual patrols and training regimens. At some point he would go train with them. Even gods had to keep in shape, but he ruled here and right now relaxation was necessary.

He was lying on his bed, gazing into the mortal realm when his door opened. His pulse quickened slightly as the scent of the new arrival hit him. He didn’t look up, waiting to see what would happen. After a few seconds, a face loomed over him.

“Hello, Phil.” Brandon studied the male’s face. He was dark skinned with deep brown eyes gazing down at him in curiosity. His hair was cut low and Brandon’s eyes settled on his full, dark lips that were just slightly lighter than the rest of his skin. Those lips quickly curved in a smile.

“I thought you were doing that god thing.”

“God thing?” Brandon questioned.

“You go into a trance a lot when you’re looking into other realms.”

Brandon’s hand ran up Phil’s spine, bringing to his attention that the male was shirtless. “I always notice when you enter an area. Do you always train without a shirt?”

“It got drenched.” Phil remained unmoving, reveling in Brandon touching him.

Brandon’s hands wandered over his arms and torso, all well-toned and he couldn’t resist the urge to keep touching him. He felt Phil shiver and smiled.

“I can stop if you like,” he told him.

“I wish you wouldn’t,” Phil replied.

Brandon laughed and sat up, directing Phil to sit in front of him. He began to rub his shoulders, which felt heavenly to Phil. 

“You’re in an awfully good mood today,” he commented.

“I’m just adjusting to the idea of us,” Brandon replied. “I can’t really resist it, and I don’t think I want to.”

“But you’ll keep holding off the bonding.”

Brandon stopped and turned Phil to face him. “Are you ready for that?”

“Of course, I am. Why wouldn’t I be?”

“You know how strong it is for wolves. It’s going to be much more intense with me. It kind of scares me.”

“Why?” Phil asked.

“I talked to Andreas and Victoria. You know how we all need blood from time to time? Apparently, we’ll only be truly satisfied with each other’s blood. Anyone else will on stave off the blood lust temporarily and we’ll always know where the other is. We’ll crave constant contact. Plus, our sex drives will go insane.”

Phil laughed. “I see nothing wrong with that. It’s been a long time since I’ve had sex. You have some making up to do.”

Brandon’s face reddened. “It’s not my fault you haven’t gotten laid.”

“Oh, yes, it is. You weren’t giving it up and I don’t want anyone else. You owe me big time.”

“Crap.”

Hunger flashed in Phil’s eyes. “But at least I know why I’ve been feeding more lately.”

Brandon raised an eyebrow in question. “Who have you been feeding from?”

Phil gave a bland stare. “Oh, now you want to know. You haven’t asked in the three years we’ve known each other.”

Brandon lowered his gaze. “You’re right, I haven’t. I’m sorry.”

Phil lifted his face up to look into his eyes. “Don’t feel bad. We’ve been through a lot. I don’t know where you feed from either.”

“Anyone in the family and occasionally from enemies.” Brandon paused. “It’ll be different for us. When we feed from each other, it’ll be sexual.”

Phil rolled his eyes. “So, I’ll plow you during a feeding. No problem.”

Brandon snorted. “Not likely. I’m the alpha in this relationship.”

“Oh, yeah? Prove it.”

Brandon grinned mischievously. “You asked for it.”

He tackled the male wolf, an odd feat to accomplish from a seated position but he did it. Phil’s lips were caught in a fierce kiss, but he wasn’t going to be taken that easily. He flipped Brandon over and climbed on top of him, his lips going for Brandon’s neck. Brandon grunted and caught his lips with his own. Phil growled and Brandon reversed their positions again. This time, he pinned Phil’s arms over his head and positioned himself between his legs. He broke the kiss and grinned down at him.

“Give up now?” he gloated.

Phil glared up at him. “I’m pretty sure you cheated.”

“I did not. I’m just that damn good.” Brandon continued to grin. “Now, you’re going to lose the pants. We can do this the easy way or the hard way.”

Phil wrapped his legs around Brandon’s waist, restricting his movement. “I choose the hard way.”

“I hope you didn’t like these pants.” Brandon released his hands only to unbutton Phil’s pants. “You could just give in.”

“I’m a werewolf. We don’t give in.”

“I’m a god, so you should. But have it your way.” Brandon tore the pants off him, literally, leaving him completely naked. “Do you ever wear underwear?”

Phil smirked. “Hell no. It’s too restricting.”

Brandon smiled. “I think I like it.”

Looking down, he couldn’t miss Phil’s very large and hard member standing at attention. It twitched as he looked at it, causing him to chuckle.

“You’ve never, ah...” he paused as he searched for the right words.

“Been on the receiving end,” Phil finished. “No, I haven’t. I’ve never been asked.”

“So, let’s experiment a bit, shall we?” Brandon took him in hand. “Since I clearly won, we’ll take things slow.”

“You won and yet your hand is on my dick.” Phil raised an eyebrow. “That feels like a win for me.”

“Of course, it feels that way. You’re a novice.”

Phil snorted. “I’m far from a novice.”

Brandon slowly began to move his hand up and down. “Really now? Just how many have you had before?”

Phil bit back a moan. “Is now really the time for that discussion?”

“Probably not but you started it.” Brandon grinned.

“Ah...I’m not...” Phil couldn’t speak as a strange heat hit him.

“You’re not what?” Brandon questioned, using an innocent tone despite what he was doing.

“How are you turned on?” Phil gasped. “I’m not touching you.”

“Because you’re turned on,” he answered. “I’m just feeling you out now, seeing what you like for myself.”

Phil hissed before giving an order. “Grip it tighter and move faster.”

Brandon chuckled as he complied. He watched Phil’s reactions and saw an opportunity when the wolf closed his eyes. As Phil enjoyed the sensation, Brandon eased his legs apart further. Phil’s eyes snapped open as he felt probing at his entrance.

“What are you doing?” 

“Relax, it’s only a finger,” Brandon replied.

“That’s not an answer.”

Brandon chuckled again. “Wow, you are new at this.”

Phil rolled his eyes. “Why are you still dressed?”

“Because you didn’t undress me. Besides, I’m fine pleasing you.”

Phil stopped his hand and sat up. “You’re holding yourself back. Don’t do this just to please me. I want more than part of you.”

“I’m not holding myself back. I just wanted to do this.”

“I want you to enjoy this too.” Phil pulled Brandon’s shirt off first and then his pants. “I want to touch you.”

Brandon leaned forward and kissed him softly this time. Heat flared up throughout their bodies, the bonding heat of the dragon emanating from Brandon. Phil eased back and Brandon ended up on top of him, still between his legs. Phil wrapped his legs around his waist again and Brandon broke the kiss as his dick slid down towards Phil’s entrance. He didn’t enter, as that would have required force he wasn’t exerting. Phil pulled him back down to connect their lips again. Brandon’s hips moved, rubbing his dick against the entrance. Strangely, Phil liked the feeling. Brandon broke the kiss and slowly traveled down, kissing along his jawline and neck down to his chest, where his tongue flicked over one of Phil’s hardened nipples. Phil sucked in his breath as Brandon lightly took the nipple between his teeth and sucked. He gave the other nipple the same treatment. Then he licked his way further down.

Phil’s dick stretched up well over his belly button and Brandon stopped when he reached it. Phil’s breathing was heavy as he waited. 

“We’re doing this my way,” Brandon told him.

Phil nodded, bracing himself.

“Relax,” Brandon ordered softly.

Phil released his breath and Brandon put his right hand under him, pushing his legs forward. He gripped Phil with his left hand and lowered his mouth to take him in. a moan escaped him as Brandon took about half of him in at first. He rose back up and went down again repeatedly, slowly at first but soon picking up speed. Heat exploded through Phil’s body as Brandon worked him with his left hand and mouth simultaneously. As pressure began to build, Brandon eased his middle finger into his entrance. Phil gasped and his muscles contracted, clamping down on Brandon’s finger.

Relax, Brandon’s voice floated to his mind. Don’t work against it. Breathe.

Phil did as he was told, and Brandon eased the finger in further while still using his mouth and left hand to work him. As Phil adjusted, he moved his finger in and out in time with his strokes. Phil’s breathing quickened as his climax approached. Brandon was stroking his spot just right and this was going to end much sooner than he’d expected. Unable to hold back any longer, he gripped Brandon’s head and rammed down his throat as he came. Spots flickered in front of his eyes as he reached the most explosive orgasm he’d ever had. As he finished and the aftershocks were still going, Brandon released him and moved his mouth to Phil’s inner left thigh. His incisors grew and he bit down. There was a sharp sting, but it passed and to Phil’s surprise, he came again in long jets that went up to his chest.

Brandon was in for a shock as well. Normally, he hated the taste of werewolf blood, but Phil’s blood was different. It was strangely sweet, like nectar. He didn’t want to stop but he felt a skip in Phil’s pulse and withdrew. He looked up to find Phil’s eyes closed.

“Are you okay?” he asked with obvious concern in his voice.

“I think I’ve died and gone to the Elysian Fields. If not, I’m dreaming and don’t you dare wake me.”

Brandon laughed. “That’s easily the best compliment I’ve ever had.”

Phil opened his eyes. “But you didn’t get anything out of it.”

“Oh, yes I did. I made you cum twice and I got a feeding out of it.”

“That’s not good enough and you know it.”

Brandon shrugged. “I’m fine, really.”

“No, fair is fair.” Phil sat up. “I just don’t know what you like. You learned what I liked before we knew each other, thanks to your link with Adonis.”

Brandon raised an eyebrow. “I didn’t use anything I was forced to learn from him. This was all me. You two never did what we just did.”

“So, you were just guessing?” Phil asked. 

“I prefer to say experimenting.” Brandon smirked. “I don’t limit myself sexually. And no, you don’t have to do anything like that for me. But you may want to take a bit of blood. I got slightly carried away.”

“I feel fine.”

“Liar,” Brandon accused. “You know I can tell.”

Phil leaned forward and kissed him. There was a special thrill in kissing him with his own taste lingering there. Brandon pushed his head to his neck.

“Trust me, you’re going to need it.”

Phil’s fangs extended and he bit down. Liquid fire rushed into his mouth and shot through his body. Unknown to him, a swirl of red ran through the iris of his eyes. In what felt like no time at all, Brandon pushed him off.

“I daresay that’s enough. Anymore and you’ll get drunk, literally.”

Phil raised a questioning eyebrow.

“I’m a god, remember? My blood is a special kind of addictive; it’s like a drug to all blood drinkers. It also will make you heal faster and you’re going to need it.” Brandon stood up. “We’ve got company. Get dressed and grab a weapon. War is at our doorstep today.”
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Chapter Three
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Brandon’s forces had already assembled in front of his palace with Victoria and Ares at the head. Brandon and Phil joined them.

“So, who are we killing today?” Victoria asked.

“It looks like a couple of Titans are marching on us,” Brandon replied.

“Well, isn’t that just wonderful?” Victoria said sarcastically.

“I sense Cronus,” Ares told them.

Victoria narrowed her eyes. “Cronus? He must be intending to destroy our children here and now.”

“All the more reason for you to head to Olympus. We can’t defeat Cronus.”

Victoria glared at her husband. “This bastard is set on destroying my child. I will not sit behind Zeus and wait. It’s about time he learns what it truly means to be a parent.”

Ares sighed, resigned to the fact that he couldn’t dissuade his headstrong wife. “I’m fighting at your side. If you get in over your head, I’m sending you out.”

“Trust me, that won’t happen.” Victoria drew her sword. “I’m going to have the Titan King’s head today.”

Brandon, who was in black body armor otherwise identical to that of his twin, unsheathed a gold-hilted katana. “They’re here.”

Ares drew a sword identical to Victoria’s. “Well, it’s time for Cronus to see what happens when you face the god of war.”

On the horizon appeared a large army. Hovering over them was Cronus, king of the Titans. Decked out in shining silver body armor, he held his legendary scythe, the weapon that had slain his father Uranus and gained him the throne of heaven. His long black hair blew in the wind and cold black eyes gazed down on his enemies. His bronze skin held a godly glow and power radiated from him. 

“You know, I really wish your grandfather were here,” Phil muttered to Brandon.

“We’ll be just fine with Aunt Victoria and Ares,” Brandon replied.

Ares turned to them. “You cover your army and go for the other Titans. We’ll go after Cronus.”

Brandon nodded. Before he could order the attack, Demun and Athena appeared, weapons in hand. Demun’s army joined Brandon’s as well. 

“Good thing I never wander far,” Demun commented. “I’ll head for Hyperion. His name irks me, and I so owe him one.”

“Just my luck, I get Helios,” Brandon muttered.

Phil transformed into wolf form, a large grey wolf with the same brown eyes. Brandon climbed on his back.

“Did you bring rides for the rest of us?” Demun asked his brother.

Ares waved his hand and his own blood red war chariot appeared. “I’ve got my own.”

“Asshole.” Demun snapped his fingers, and two horses appeared, one black and one white. “Spears work better from horseback anyway.”

Athena took the white horse. “Well, it’s time to get on with this.”

Demun climbed onto the black horse. “This should be fun.”

Ares and Victoria climbed into his chariot. Brandon gave the order to charge, and the battle began.

*  * *
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PHIL CHARGED INTO THE thick of the warriors with Brandon going on the attack. Blood flowed quickly as they made their way towards the Titan Helios. As the Titan God of the sun, he stuck out in the crowd as he was surrounded by a bright light. His hair was a pale blonde and his eyes golden brown. He even dressed in shining golden armor. 

“Obnoxious bastard, isn’t he?” Brandon muttered.

Can you reach him now? Phil asked telepathically.

“Yeah. Can you handle things here?”

Phil snorted. Yeah, I’ll be fine. Go get him and try not to get injured. I have plans for you.

Brandon smirked before launching himself high into the air, flipping over many warriors to land in front of the Titan.

“You piss me off, light bright.” 

With that said, Brandon kicked him in the side of the head, causing him to flip over before hitting the ground. Unhooking his mystical chakram from his belt, Brandon hurled it into the sea of enemies coming for him. The enchanted weapon sliced through warriors on its own, allowing him to shift his attention back to Helios. The Titan flipped to his feet and Brandon kicked him in the chest, sending him flying into a group of his own warriors that had so far escaped the chakram. He held out his hand and the weapon returned to it. 

“Some Titan,” he muttered.

*  * *
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DEMUN BARRELED THROUGH the enemy, gunning for Hyperion. He was the Titan god of light and father of Helios. He dressed in an identical manner to his son, but his hair was a darker blond and his eyes a dark green. He was heavier of build and looked a few years older than his son. 

“Is this bitch wearing a cape?” Demun muttered. “Obnoxious fucker.”

He hurled his spear at the Titan, surprised when it struck the god’s left shoulder. 

“Oh, that’s just perfect!” Demun grinned as he urged the horse forward, jumping off at the last second and tackling Hyperion to the ground.

*  * *
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ARES’ CHARIOT SOUNDED like thunder as he charged through the enemy forces, slaying enemies as he went.

“Do not engage Cronus ahead of me,” he warned Victoria.

“Yeah, screw that,” Victoria mumbled.

Once they were close enough, she flipped high into the air and came down in front of Cronus. The Titan King seemed amused.

“How good of you to offer yourself to me.”

“In your dreams, asshole. I’m here for your head.” Victoria raised her sword. “Unlike you, I actually love my child.”

“This could have been done without you losing your life. I merely want the child. I don’t need the little brat aiding Zeus like those other hags did.”

“You know what makes this great?” Victoria smirked. “Until the kid is born, I have her power. And guess what? She says you’re going to fail and rot in Tartarus.”

She flipped up into the air, kicking him in the jaw before landing back on her feet. Cronus stumbled back but braced himself with the scythe and attacked. Victoria jumped over him to avoid the scythe and swung her sword at his head. Cronus swung the lower end of the scythe up to block before shoving her back and swinging the blade at her stomach. Victoria swung her blade up to deflect and kicked him in the chest. Cronus growled in irritation.

“You’re beginning to try my patience.”

Victoria smirked arrogantly. “Then I’m clearly doing something right.”

She went on the attack again, this time joined by Ares. Cronus was shocked but he hadn’t become king of the Titans by being a slouch. His entire scythe was a weapon, and he used it easily to deflect and attack. The fight was even for the moment.

*  * *
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ATHENA HELD HER OWN easily. Warrior after warrior fell beneath her, but she kept an eye on Cronus. She would not allow the Titan King to kill her brother or sister-in-law. She was among the strongest children Zeus had ever produced. And should Cronus prove to be too much, Athena had a way to take care of him.

Phil raced up beside her and spoke telepathically. Goddess, this is too easy. The enemy’s numbers have been cut drastically.

“I was thinking the same thing,” she replied. “And neither of the Titans has come for me.”

There appears to be only the three of them and they are rather engaged. Hyperion and Helios are getting their asses handed to them.

“Which means this is a test. Cronus is assessing our strength for a greater attack. I suppose I should give him something to think about.” Athena stuck her spear in the ground and raised her hand. Thunder clapped and, in her hand, appeared Zeus’ legendary thunderbolt. Lightning flashed and sudden began striking out across the area. Fighting stopped as the invading army tried and failed to avoid the random strikes. Victoria and Ares backed away from Cronus, who turned his attention to Athena as at last he sensed the power being gathered.

“What in Tartarus’ name?!” he swore.

“You really shouldn’t take your eyes off your opponent.” Ares blasted the Titan King with a stream of fire, sending him flying towards Victoria. Victoria channeled energy down to her feet and delivered a roundhouse kick to the side of his head, the power causing him to go hurtling towards Athena.

“Zeus sends his regards!” Athena hurled the thunderbolt at him. It struck with such force that it cast Cronus out of Nyxena.

Seeing this, Hyperion and Helios retreated.

“Damn it, I almost had that finished,” Brandon grumbled.

Phil’s laughter rang in his mind. You’ve got a gash in your left side and the right side of your neck. I think she did you a favor.

“Goddamn wolf,” Brandon muttered.

Demun appeared beside him. “You let Helios wound you? Not cool.”

Brandon scowled at his twin. “Says the guy with a black eye, bruised ribs, and a cut Achilles tendon. How the hell are you walking?”

“I’m not. I’m leaning on my spear and I teleported over here.”

The others met up with them.

“Well, I’m not injured,” Victoria said smugly.

“You had help,” Brandon replied.

Phil transformed to his human form and stood at his side. A look from him told Phil not to try to help him so he simply stood next to him. 

“We all know that was just a test,” Athena stated. “If we were weaker, he’d have wiped us out. He simply wanted to gauge the power we possess. Lucky for him I don’t wield the thunderbolt quite as effectively as my father.”

“Well, I’m going to need rest before round two.” Brandon vanished.

Phil barely concealed his hurt at being left behind, but Demun saw it. He waved his hand and Phil vanished in a flash of fire.

“I almost want to be there for that confrontation,” Victoria commented.

Demun snorted. “Too bad we’re in his realm or I’d eavesdrop.”
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Chapter Four
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Brandon went to his bathroom to examine his wounds. The wound in his side troubled him. As a god, he healed more quickly than any other race. Wounds from godly weapons were harder to heal but he should be able to focus his energy to heal it immediately when not diverted. Unfortunately, it wasn’t working, which meant he’d have to heal naturally.

“Son of a bitch,” he cursed under his breath.

“What’s wrong?” Phil asked as he walked in.

Brandon turned to face him. “Helios’ weapon was dipped in the river Styx, so I can’t heal it as fast. I’ll have to have it stitched. Good thing Aunt Victoria taught me spells before I became a god.”

“I’ll stitch it for you, but wouldn’t blood help speed it along?”

Brandon sighed in exasperation. “I can’t take any from you. I took too much earlier.”

“And you gave it back. It was an exchange, remember? I know how much pain you’re really in. I can sense it.”

Brandon debated for several seconds before agreeing. “Okay, fine, but you have to stop me before I take too much.”

Phil cocked his head to the side, exposing his neck. “I’m familiar with blood exchanges, now come on.”

Brandon stepped forward and wrapped his arms around Phil’s waist. A slight tick in his pulse told Brandon that he was nervous. He turned his mate’s face towards him and kissed him. Phil wrapped his arms around him and leaned into him, relaxing a bit. Brandon slowly kissed down his jawline to his neck, where he bit down as gently as he could. The blood seemed to go straight to his groin instead of the wound as he hardened instantly. Phil hardened as well and pressed against him. Friction built as the two moved against each other. Brandon released his bite and stepped back. Red flashed in Phil’s eyes and he rushed him. Pressing him against the wall, the wolf took his mouth with his own, swallowing the slight hiss of pain Brandon let out as his side was jarred by the impact. Phil assaulted his mouth, stealing his breath while working at his pants. He got them down and Brandon sprang free, fully erect and Phil gripped him firmly. He broke the kiss abruptly and knelt, taking as much of his lover into his mouth as he could.

Brandon leaned against the wall for support but didn’t rest long as Phil grabbed his hips with both hands and forced him to move back and forth, each time taking him in further. Brandon picked up the rhythm on his own and one of Phil’s hands returned to grip his member while the other gripped his ass, steadily urging him on. Brandon grabbed his head with both hands, shoving in to the hilt as he climaxed. Phil made a startled sound but didn’t choke and released him to lean against the wall. He stood and looked into Brandon’s eyes, gasping at the color. They’d turned black at some point during their encounter. As he watched they switched to red and back to brown.
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