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        If you gamble, you're playing against fate, and fate always wins. ~ Katy Lederer

      

      

      
        
        Olympus during the Giant War, in ages long past

      

      

      Crimson rained down from the skies as the giants hacked and sawed their way through mortals and immortals alike in their war to seize Olympus and oust Zeus from his throne. The ground quaked, and trees trembled at the relentless mêlée. Corpses piled high formed new hills and mountains. With each step, the giants’ footprints pounded new valleys. Entire islands drowned under their onslaught.

      Despite their size, the god-king and his army would have easily defeated the aggressors, except some Olympians dared to side with the giants in a gamble for power. Those greedy immortals, led by the beautifully corrupt Aphrodite, swung the odds in the favor of the usurpers. And so waged the bloodiest war in immortal history. The giants, with their Olympian traitors, slowly gained ground. To many, the god-king’s demise was inevitable.

      But Fate knew something they did not…

      If the giants gained control, the new world dominion would destroy Olympus. The heavens would fall, suffocating the earth and everything on it. The landscape would burn with the shrieks of a million voices crying out. Cradles would lay crushed, surrounded by weeping, then silence. Pure silence. Death would reign. Even the giants couldn’t escape its clutches.

      A single tear marred Fate’s cheek.

      She couldn’t allow the giants to succeed. And so, in order to prevent Armageddon, came the moment Fate betrayed Terror—her one true love.

      Zeus and his armies won, though the cost was nearly too great. No immortal came through unscathed. Every survivor had lost loved ones or limbs or both.

      With a merciless arm, Zeus slaughtered the defeated giants. He stripped the Olympian traitors—all save Aphrodite, for he had a special punishment set aside for her—of their godly powers and cast them down from Olympus. Doomed forever to serve as a brutal reminder to all immortals: Never betray your god-king.

      To this day, star-crossed Terror hunts the mortal realm with a heart filled with vengeance for the one who led to his downfall.

      And Fate fears he will succeed.
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        You cannot leave everything to Fate; she's got a lot to do. Sometimes you must give her a hand. ~ Ever After

      

      

      
        
        Mayhem Goth Club, Current Day

      

      

      Lacey, AKA Lachesis AKA the Great Measurer AKA Fate, was not happy. She found herself standing in the middle of a crowded dance floor, in what appeared to be a large ballroom. Crimson velvet draped from the ceiling and old fashioned drop-lights shed a warm yellow glow upon the mortals gyrating decadently around her. At least Zeus—or Hera more likely—had the courtesy to drop her into a decent establishment this time. There was only one problem.

      Where in the name of Hades were her sisters?

      She did a slow three-sixty, taking in the club scene. She would’ve felt Clotho or Atropos if they were nearby. After all, the three Fates had been together for more centuries than even Hera suspected. But Lacey couldn’t sense the slightest glimpse of their life forces in the surrounding area. What was Hera up to now?

      Not that it bothered Lacey, really. Her sisters could more than take care of themselves. They were the Fates after all. If anything, she felt sorry for anyone who got in their way.

      Hera dared to screw with them? A wicked smile crossed Lacey’s lips. Oh, vengeance would be sweet.

      But in the meantime, it would be a sin to let a good club go to waste. She had plenty of other things to do. After one final scan of the floor, she fluffed her cropped hair and stretched, pressing her breasts tighter against the leather corset she wore.

      She closed her eyes and swayed to the music, allowing the haunting beat to suffuse her veins. It had been far too long since she risked venturing into the mortal realm. She’d watched it from her home every day, craved to take a holiday, but to be back amongst so much life was refreshing.

      Something wrapped around her waist and pulled her against a firm, warm body. She inhaled the very mortal scent of sweat, booze, and cologne, and then opened her eyes with a seductive smile. Let the games begin.

      As soon as their eyes met, the slender male clinging to her grinned and wrapped his arms tighter around her. “Hey sexy. Haven’t seen you around here before.” The words came out slurred so that sexy came out as sesthy, his breath reeking of alcohol.

      Lacey pouted. She enjoyed playtime with mortals, but she was in no mood for a sloppy drunk on her first night back in the realm. And, since Zeus had granted her a seven-day reprieve from her duties, she was not about to waste a moment. “Hm. Not you. Not tonight.” With the tiniest shove, she sent him stumbling back, and he regained his balance in time to keep from falling flat on his ass.

      The male frowned but reached out for her again. She easily side-stepped. While in the mortal realm, her powers were muted. She couldn’t flash away, but she was still faster and stronger than any human. Leaving the inebriated male behind, Lacey moved through the crowd, slapping away groping hands, and made a direct line for the bar. Ambrosia was her drink of choice, but mortals were quite inventive with their concoctions.

      By the time she reached the bar, she’d picked up a posse of admirers. Men—and some women—crowded one another, preening themselves in attempts to gain attention. Lacey brushed the backs of her fingers across the cheek of a luscious blonde female, who closed her eyes and leaned into the touch.

      With a smile, Lacey sensually spun around a bar chair, her skirt’s leather creaking against the black leather of the chair as she sat down. The bartender serving up a shot stopped mid-pour and stepped over to her. He leaned closer, the muscles in his forearms flexing as he pressed his hands onto the bar. He was well-built for a mortal, his skin tan and smooth. And he was sober. My options are improving already. “Hey beautiful. What can I do for you tonight?”

      She placed her hand over his, imagining the things his much larger hand could do to her. “Plenty, Miko. But I’ll start with a drink.”

      His brows furrowed as his lips tilted into a crooked grin. “Have we met before? I wouldn’t think it’s possible to forget you.”

      She simply smiled, thinking it better not to share that she could see a whole lot more than his name. Being an oracle had its plusses, but it had more than its share of minuses, too. Scanning the mirrored shelves behind Miko, she watched as a waitress stepped away from the bar, hefting a tray full of drinks one-handed. A glass holding bright purple liquid caught her eye. Lacey pointed. “I want that one.”

      The bartender lifted her hand and placed a soft kiss on it. “Your wish is my command.”

      When he returned with her drink, he waited there and watched her. Not that his attentiveness surprised her. Whenever mortals came across a god or goddess, they couldn’t help themselves. Subliminally, mortals sensed when they were in the presence of greater power. Lacey knew not to let the attention go to her head. Poor Miko would’ve acted the same around her sisters. Hell, he’d act the same around Hera.

      Already, her posse had her fully encircled, preening and vying for her attention. While she loved the attention, none of them made her heart skip. Only one man could do that. And that man was no mere mortal. No mere immortal, for that matter.

      Lacey sighed. She sat and sipped her drink and soaked up the mortals’ vitality. Visions of each man’s lot in life niggled at her mind, begging her to foretell their fates. Fortunately, like her other godly powers, the visions weren’t powerful enough to be overwhelming in this realm. Being away from Olympus was like being on a private beach with the sound of waves the only constant, and mortals’ fates the sound of seagulls in the distance.

      Of all destinies to see, she couldn’t see those closest to her. Not her sisters, not herself. If only she could, her baby sis Clotho may have been able to do something to save her mortal lover. And, Atropos… well, there wasn’t much she could do for her elder sister. Atropos got the raw end of the deal. As the one with the power to end life, her days and nights were filled with death.

      If Lacey could see her own fate, she’d know where she could go in the mortal realm and be safe. She wouldn’t have to hide in the protection of Olympus century after century, knowing that Terror endlessly stalked the mortal realm for her. And, he most definitely wasn’t hunting her simply to meet up for a drink and catch up on old times.

      It was then Lacey realized she wasn’t sensing any mortal’s fate anymore. She glanced up to find her flock gone. A path had cleared wide around her as though she’d become an instant pariah. In fact, no one stood within ten feet, except for a pair of bad-attitude shit-kickers connected to a pair of black leathers wrapped deliciously around muscled legs. Her heart beat faster as her gaze climbed the bare chest covered in a dragon-like tattoo and scars, with only a leather jacket hanging loosely off the shoulders. Her breath froze in her lungs when her eyes reached the hard, stoic face of a man from her past.

      The one man she craved. The man who relentlessly haunted her dreams, day and night. The one god she’d hoped—and prayed—to never see again. Of all places to get dropped in this realm, it could be no coincidence she ended up within the same four walls as Terror.

      The centuries in this realm had changed him. He’d shaved off his blonde mane. He’d covered that delectable tawny skin with tattoos. He looked harder, more vicious than ever. Even his piercing lava-red eyes—the same eyes that earned him the name Red Death—had become even more cruel. And that menacing glare was currently zeroed in directly on her.

      Mortals who inadvertently crossed his line of vision scurried away under his palpable dominance. Even though most of his godly gifts had been stripped from him as punishment for his part in the Giant War, he’d retained enough residual power to give mortals nightmares for a week. She would know—she’d watched him do it hundreds of times. Little did the mortals know, they should be thankful they survived an encounter with the god of terror.

      She seriously doubted he’d extend her the same courtesy. Nightmares would be a blessing compared to what he’d vowed to do to her. Refusing to let him sense her fear, she sensually uncrossed her legs before crossing them again, making sure to show plenty of skin as well as a full view of the pink lace thong barely covered by her micro mini skirt. She batted her eyes and gave him an innocent smile. “Hey, sexy. Want to dance?”

      He visibly swallowed. “You.” The single word sounded like the most gods-awful, vile word with the way it rolled from his tight lips. Then, as though his own voice jarred him from where he stood rooted in place, he stalked toward her.

      Lacey stood and willed her suddenly stiff legs to saunter forward, swaying her hips, stopping nary a foot from him. The immortal towered over her. She wasn’t short by any means, but Phobos stood at least six and a half feet of raw, wicked muscle. “It’s good to know I’m not easily forgotten,” she murmured, tugging on his unzipped jacket to bring him closer. He didn’t budge.

      At least he was breathing hard, too. “Greetings, Fate.” He leaned closer to whisper in her ear. “I’ve been looking for you.”

      Lacey shivered. It had always been like that when it came to Phobos. A quick look, a single word, and she was wet, even if the little voice in her head was screaming, run! Too bad his desires for her fell more along the line of torture and death. She sucked in a breath, only to breathe in his masculine scent, which hinted of battle, war, and… sex.

      She ran her fingers down the center line of his hard, bare chest, the heat from his skin shooting through her fingertips. “And you’ve found me.” She tapped his chest once. “Tag, you’re it.”

      His eyes narrowed as he examined her. “Your games won’t save you this time. Of all Olympians, Lachesis, you should know that well.” A cruel smile crept up his face. “Oh, that’s right. You can’t see your own fate, can you?”

      Always right to the point, that one. Her lips tightened. She shot a quick scan around. Many pairs of eyes glanced cautiously in their direction but maintained a safe distance, far enough away to not overhear their conversation. The gods didn’t need curious ears. The less mortals knew, the better.

      She touched the soft skin of his lip to shush him, and he snapped out and bit her finger. Hard enough to make a point, not hard enough to draw blood. She yanked her hand back and sensually ran her tongue across the skin he’d bitten. “Tut, tut,” she murmured. “I don’t go by that name anymore. We’ve all gone modern to blend in. I go by Lacey now. Do you like it?” She curved her back to showcase the curve of her breasts propped up by the leather corset beneath the sheer lace shirt she wore.

      His gaze fell upon her chest for a moment, before shooting back to her face. “Terror will outlive these modern times. I have no need to hide who I am.”

      She knew he meant every word. Phobos was the consummate warrior, and every encounter a planned battle. He hid behind nothing. It had been one of the things she’d first loved about him. He was also honest—brutally so. She ran her wet finger over the chiseled planes of his abs. “So I see.”

      He continued to examine Lacey but did not touch her. Then his eyes flashed as though a new revelation had just occurred to him. “So the Fates have found another enemy. Who delivered you to me?” His voice rumbled in its taunt.

      She clenched her jaw. Hera really was a bitch. Lacey would find a way to get even… if she survived Phobos’s wrath. First order of business: keep Terror off balance until she found a way to escape to the safety of Olympus.

      She nibbled her bottom lip and shrugged. “Maybe I missed you, sweets.”

      A muscle ticked under his eye. “I’ve missed you many times. First in Constantinople. Then in Prague. Then in Argentina. Yet, you’ve always changed fate to escape my vengeance.”

      She frowned, and her hand settled on her hip. “When are you going to get it through that thick skull of yours that I wasn’t the one who kicked you out of Olympus?” Her sisters had often scolded her for bold honesty, especially when immortals thrive on secrets and half-truths. But being the diviner of fate, Lacey found it impossible to lie. It was her Achilles heel, not that the real Achilles had a weak heel by any means. Besides, she hated secrets.

      Finally moving, he wrapped his arm around her and forced her to take steps backward. She found herself between the hard planes of his body and the rounded leather counter of the bar. He slid a knee between her thighs, and she gasped when his leg bumped against her core.

      “You need help, beautiful?” the bartender shot from behind her, his voice sounding a bit weak, no doubt in fear of the man before her.

      “Mind your own business, Miko,” Lacey snapped. “Sweets and I are just catching up.”

      Phobos’s fingers traced her neck, sending shivers across her skin. When his fingers tightened around her throat, she stopped cold. One squeeze, one simple tug, and he could rip her head from her body. While she couldn’t see her own fate, she couldn’t convince herself that he would do it. Or, maybe she didn’t want to believe that Phobos would do it.
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