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      They say I’m destined to save the world…

      But how do I save anyone when I couldn’t even save him?

      I escaped the Underworld alive—dragging two gods with me—but Dion stayed behind. His absence is a wound that won’t stop bleeding, and the guilt is eating me alive. If I’m truly Pandora reborn, then I’ll master the next element and find a way to bring him back.

      Except fate has other plans.

      Hermes, the god of mischief, is suddenly everywhere—grinning, teasing, and stealing more than just my breath. He’s the light to my shadows, and the more I fall under his spell, the more I risk breaking my heart… and the fragile trust of the others bound to me.

      The lines between love and loyalty blur as danger closes in, and every choice I make pulls me deeper into the gods’ deadly games.

      One god lost. Another god tempting me to fall. And a power inside me that refuses to stay caged.

      Storm Bound is the second book in a steamy new adult reverse harem romance full of Greek gods, elemental magic, forbidden longing, and a heroine who refuses to bow to destiny.
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      In the shower, I closed my eyes and swore Hermes and Poseidon stood watching me. A shiver of pleasure tunneled through me. I opened my eyes and disappointment ripped into me.

      Still wrapped in my towel, I flung the hotel room’s door open. Neither Emily nor Daniel had returned, but I was sure Poseidon and Hermes were still around.

      The hallway stood empty except for the crimson carpet with gold ribbons that seemed to swirl the longer I stared at them.

      I really needed sleep, except right now I had a plan to get Dion out of the Underworld and I knew just the two gods to run my idea past.

      “Hey,” I whispered out into the hall. “You guys still here?”

      Silence. Surely they hadn’t left. As I eased back into the room to get dressed and go hunt down Selene, the goddess disguised as an old bookstore owner, a chill swept down my back. I clutched the towel tighter and closed the door.

      A woman dressed in a black mini-skirt and short gold top sat in the hotel chair across from the two beds. Her blond hair curled around her shoulders, giving her an innocent look, but the surrounding vibe reminded me of a snake and my heart shrank.

      “Who are you?” I asked, holding onto my towel around me. “And how did you get in here?”

      She rolled her eyes. “You’ve been around three—no—four gods plus Hecate and that’s all you can think to ask me?”

      God, I hated verbal puzzles. So she knew about Dion, Poseidon, and Hermes. The only other god I’d been near was freaking Hades.

      “Persephone?” I gasped. What was Hades’ wife doing in my freaking hotel room? Sure, I’d thought about using her help to get Dion back, except didn’t I have to do a ritual or draw a pentagram with blood or something?

      “Glad you’re a bit smarter than your last predecessor.” She pouted at her nails, then blew across them and the nail changed from a black to a gold color to match her top. “You’ve no idea how hard it is to be the goddess of the Underworld and the goddess of spring. Neither my overbearing mother nor my elusive husband is pleased with anything I do.”

      “So why are you here, then?” I folded my arms over my chest. What could the queen of the underworld offer me?

      She shrugged. “I figured we could help each other.”

      “How?” And more importantly, why did she want to help me when Hermes and Poseidon had been against it back in the underworld?

      “We each have something the other wants.”

      I tensed. “What could you possibly have that I⁠—”

      “Dionysius.” She smirked. “I can get him out, but I need something in return.”

      My heart hammered in my chest at the thought of saving Dion and bringing him back to me. I licked my lips and said, “What did you have in mind?”

      “Once I return him, you will hand over the Emerald Tablet.”

      Seemed easy enough, yet I worried that I was missing something. “Why?”

      “Just think of it as me bestowing my gift of spring and returning after a harsh winter.”

      “What the hell are you talking about?” Why was nothing simple with these gods?

      She sighed, flashing her gold nails. “Dionysus is like a seed planted in the snow. Frozen. Unable to grow or bloom. Then I come around, hello eternal spring and queen of the dead here, and the seed grows and buds.”

      “Okay,” I took a breath, “You’ll rescue Dion from your husband and the underworld if I give you the book, that’s it?”

      “One more thing.” She gave me a crooked smile. “A kiss.”

      “That’s up to Dion if he⁠—”

      “Not from him or your other two gods, but from you. And I will claim my kiss on the first day of spring.”

      I’d never kissed a girl before, but I would do anything for Dion. Still, I worried this was a trap or something. Dion had warned me that Persephone was passive-aggressive. Was this a trick? And I didn’t like the idea of giving her the Emerald Tablet.

      “Listen, I know you can’t read the book, so it’s useless to you.” She leaned forward casually, draping her arms over her crossed legs.

      My gaze shifted to the laptop with the book beside it. “Why do you want it?”

      She made a face but schooled her features quickly. “Let’s say it’s partial to my ticket out of the world of the dead permanently. You’ve no idea how horrible it is down there. Well, you might have an inkling since you did meet my husband.”

      “So get a divorce if it’s that bad.” I still didn’t care to hand over the book to her.

      “Even death wouldn’t separate me from him.” She blinked her bright blue eyes, reminding me of a lost puppy. “Please. I need your aid just as you need mine. Let’s help each other.”

      “I’ll consider your idea, but I need to check with Poseidon and Hermes first.” Speaking of which, where were they? Already, I missed their presence along with Dion’s. Was it possible that I was falling for three guys? I couldn’t. No, it was the stress of everything that had happened to me since I landed here in Greece, that was all. I had to make everything right, then I’d be able to figure out what my heart wanted.

      “No, the deal is between you and me alone. If you bring others in to negotiate, then I will leave.” She stood like she was going to flash out of my hotel room and an icy fist seized my chest.

      “Wait.” I grabbed her arm. “You have to promise that no harm will come to Dion or the others.”

      Her smile made me back up a step. Maybe this was a mistake. I should wait for Poseidon and Hermes and bug them for a way to get Dion out. Surely they had other connections. An army of gods who could help us.

      But what if I was wrong? What if they decided not to interfere in the underworld since it took so much out of them to get us out? What if they didn’t want a war with Hades for fear of upsetting the balance of life? All Persephone wanted was a book I couldn’t read and a kiss.

      Spring was months away, plenty of time to figure something else if this was a mistake and I’d have Dion back. The thought of his arms around me and kissing me made me giddy like I’d drunk too much wine too fast.

      “I don’t think giving you the book is a good idea.” Had no indication what she’d do with it or why, but something felt off.

      “How did I know you were going to be difficult?” She rolled her eyes, then pulled a dark object from her pocket and I tensed. Letting a black onyx ball in her palm, she whispered words at it in a language I couldn’t understand. An image formed of Dion. He was stretched out between two demon-like creatures while a third the size of an ox on hind legs whipped him.

      “Dion!” I rushed forward, but she held her empty hand up.

      “First the book.”

      “How do I know this is real?” My lungs squeezed as blood streaked across his back.

      “Say his name.”

      “Dion,” I whispered toward the black orb.

      He turned his head, his face half swollen. Then his eyes widened. “Paige, don’t listen⁠—”

      The globe went dark.

      “No, let me talk to him,” I pleaded. His punishment was my fault, and I needed him with me.

      “He doesn’t have long to live… you want my help? Hand over the book now.”

      What other choice did I have? Dion was being tortured because of me. And I had the key to get him out. I nodded, holding out my hand. What harm could she do glancing at it? Wasn’t like I was turning it over completely to her. A compromise that I was sure Poseidon and Hermes would approve of.

      “How about I let you peek in the book?”

      She bristled. “No, I want the whole thing.”

      “Then you’ll have to let me discuss it with the guys first.”

      “Fine, a peek then.”

      “And I want your promise that you nor your husband will retaliate against us.” I held out my hand and she slapped her palm to mine.

      “Deal.” A pinching sensation hit my wrist. I yelped, jerking to get away from her. On the inside of my wrist was a black seared circle with a scythe in it.

      “What the holy fuck!” I glared at the puckered red flesh.

      “An insurance policy that you remember your oath.” She held her hand out. “The Tablet.”

      My insides turned to ice that I’d been too rash in my decision to trust her. “Dion first.”

      Her blue eyes narrowed. “You do know that my father is Zeus, right? That he wants you dead and all I have to do is snap my fingers. He’d give me whatever I wanted if I presented you to him…dead or alive.”

      Terror raked my insides with ice. Hadn’t Zeus already tried, disguised as one of Emily’s party guests and then again outside of Selene’s bookstore here in Greece? “Why not kill me then?”

      She pursed her lips and I got the feeling there was more under the surface of our agreement than she was willing to tell me. “Do you want Dion or not? He can only stay in the underworld so long before it eats away at his godhood and his soul.”

      With my stomach in my throat, I marched over to the black book and picked it up off the laptop. “Remember our deal, Dion first and I’ll let you see more of the book. You’ve got one minute.”

      “Wise choice.” She opened the book, skimming through the pages while I counted silently in my head.

      “Okay, time’s up.” I took a step toward her to get the book when, in a blinding flash, she was gone.

      “Wait!” I yelled, my heart in my throat. “What about Dion?”

      The book landed on the carpet with a thud.

      “Paige?” Poseidon popped into the hotel room beside me and I jumped, my heart slamming into my throat. “What is it? I heard you scream when I was coming to check on you.”

      I flopped onto the bed, pressing my face into my hands. “I think I just made a horrible mistake.”

      “Whatever it is, we can fix it together.” He sat beside me, placing his arm around my shoulders.

      His warmth enveloped me. I leaned heavily against him. The scent of the sea and sand brought me peace even when I didn’t think I deserved any. He turned me to face him, his mouth inches from mine. But when his hand grazed my wrist, I jerked back.

      “What is that?” He pointed to my injured tattoo from Persephone.

      “Nothing, I⁠—”

      He grasped my wrist and, seeing the mark, hissed out a string of curses in Greek. Not that I knew the language, but I knew when someone was cussing. “What did you do, Paige?”

      His accusation burned a hole in my chest and I reared back. “What I had to. What neither you nor Hermes were willing to do, I saved Dion.”

      At least I hoped I had. Persephone had vanished with the Emerald Tablet, and there was no sign of Dion.

      “No,” Poseidon shook his head. “You sold your soul to the queen of the underworld.”
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      I jerked my wrist out of Poseidon’s hand. “No, I made a deal to get Dion back. He doesn’t deserve to be left in the underworld because of me.”

      Besides, I missed the guy. Terribly. My chest hurt thinking about him being tortured. About not being able to see or speak with him.

      “And how has your arrangement gone with Persephone so far?” Poseidon raised a blond eyebrow.

      “I don’t know,” I admitted. “Hadn’t gotten that far yet, okay?” Truth was, the goddess had promised if I gave her the book, then I could have Dion back. Oh, and the kiss. A small price to pay in my mind.

      “Why did you even make a deal with her? She’s bad news, Paige.” Poseidon rose, pacing, his brow furrowing. “How could you do this without talking to me or Hermes about it? I thought we were a team. That we were in this together.”

      His words pierced my soul. “W-we are. But Dion is dying down there and we—I left him. I saved my skin by letting him take the punishment. I can’t live with this guilt of knowing what he did and that I did nothing but run away.”

      “But now you are both trapped,” Poseidon snapped. “Dion in Hades and you, by your vow, to Persephone.”

      I stood, anger flaring in my chest. “Excuse me, but I didn’t get the Ten Commandments of dealing with freaking Greek gods, okay? I mean, up until I arrived here, you all were myths to me.”

      “Okay, okay.” He pinched the bridge of his nose. “We can rectify this. What did you promise her? What did she want?”

      I really didn’t like where this conversation was going. My gut told me he was going to be upset about the tablet and the kiss, but I had to say something. “She wants the Emerald Tablet.”

      Suddenly, he lurched up off the hotel bed. “What?”

      His reaction made my fear slam into my chest. What had I done? “I take it that’s a bad thing.”

      Hermes popped into the room, and my heart stopped for a split second. Shit! Would I ever get used to being around gods and having them appear suddenly like that? Probably not.

      “Whoa, the air in this room is full of tension like someone’s favorite TV character just died.” He brushed back his light brown hair, glancing between me and Poseidon.

      “Paige gave Persephone the Emerald Tablet.”

      “That tablet isn’t exactly a friendship bracelet, you know. Why would you do that?”

      I crossed my arms over my chest. “I didn’t give her the book. Besides, it was to get Dion out of the underworld. Which, as far as I know, he’s still freaking down there.”

      “But she marked you.” Poseidon pointed to my wrist. “You’ve made a pact with her so even if you haven’t given her the Tablet, you’ve made a sacred vow to do so no matter what.”

      “So we’re screwed,” Hermes said.

      “All right, I’m sick of this. What the hell is going on and what does it matter that I promised her the book? She said she needed it to get away from Hades.” I placed a hand on my hip. “And meeting the god of death close up, I can’t say I blamed her.”

      Hades was a prick who had a major superiority complex. If I had the ability and power of a god, I’d fight for a way to escape, too.

      Both gods paled and glanced at each other before Hermes turned toward me. “You’ve given her the ability to escape the Underworld but to also bring with her the undead. She could raise armies of corpses to do her bidding. Turn the earth into an extension of hell.”

      I sank onto the bed as fear pressed against my chest. “So what do we do?” Would be nice if I could get a cheat sheet of what not to do. Like, don’t make deals with the devil’s wife.

      Hermes knelt before me. “Look, Paige, that emerald tablet is basically a divine hot potato. Not exactly your average beach read, right?” A playful smirk crossed his lips. “But hey, that’s why you’ve got yours truly by your side. Together, we can navigate this mess. Think of me as your personal myth-busting consultant – minus the celestial downloads, thanks to mortal technology being a pain in my Hermes sandals.”

      “But what about Dion?” I sniffed, forcing back tears. “I have to give her the book in order to get him back.” Persephone didn’t seem the type of woman who took rejection well.

      “We’ll find out what’s going on.” Hermes smiled at me.

      I was grateful for his support, except part of me wondered if they were putting their faith in me when I had no idea what I was doing. The idea of disappointing them felt like a knife piercing my chest. And Dion. Fuck! I couldn’t leave him there knowing he was being tortured.

      “Let me talk to Zeus,” Poseidon glanced at me and several expressions crossed his features so fast that I couldn’t discern them.

      “Isn’t he the god that wants me dead?” I asked.

      Poseidon nodded. “Yes, but he’s my older brother. I might obtain a favor from him.”

      “Isn’t there something else we can do? I don’t like the idea of you owing anyone anything.” Hell, I already had promised to give Persephone a book that could destroy everything and a kiss on the first day of spring. Debts to be paid that I was only beginning to realize were really, really bad.

      I eased up from the bed and Hermes stood with me, his hand clasped in mine. Then Poseidon took my other hand. He brought it to his lips and kissed my knuckles. I’d always thought that was cheesy when I saw men do this in historical movies, but damn if it didn’t make my heart flutter and I felt his caress through my entire body.

      Poseidon’s blue eyes stared into mine. “There isn’t time to come up with another plan. I’ll return as soon as I’m able to, but I won’t put you in danger.”

      More than anything, I wanted to cling to him. Make him stay with me and Hermes. It was only Hermes squeezing my hand gently that kept both my feet on the ground and not launching myself onto Poseidon.

      Instead, I held onto his hand until my fingers slipped from his. He vanished in a flash and I felt like he took a piece of my soul with him.

      Hermes pulled me into a hug, a gentle breeze filled with the scent of pine and cedar enveloped me.

      “How long do you think he’ll be gone?” I asked, not really wanting to know the answer but needing to have some kind of estimate.

      “Give him time. Zeus isn’t exactly easy to talk with. We need you safe, no matter the cost.”

      I nodded, the top of my head bumping into his chin. Zeus wanted me dead, just like the other Pandoras that had come before me. He’d tricked the first one and used Hera’s gift of curiosity against her. She opened the forbidden box, bringing all the misery and heartache to mankind. Now it was my turn to not screw this up.

      “What about Dion?” I couldn’t stand waiting, never had the patience. We had to do something instead of letting Poseidon take the lead while we did nothing.

      Hermes chuckled, the vibration buzzing against my chest. “Should I be offended that you’re in my arms and yet had mentioned two other men—gods? Must be losing my touch.”

      I pulled back. “Oh come on, both of them are in danger while you are only here in a hotel room with me.”

      His crooked smile made my face heat. “You’re right. Alone in your hotel.”

      He trailed his fingers down my arms and I shivered in longing. What the hell was wrong with me? I liked Dion. And Poseidon. I pushed away but he grasped me around the waist, hauling me closer.

      My hands landed on his chest. His muscles were hard under my fingertips.

      “I can’t do this,” my breath raspy.

      Involuntarily, my lips parted, and he focused on the movement, making my breath hitch.

      My gaze met his and I froze, unable to look away. I wanted him but I couldn’t do this to Dion or Poseidon. Both were in danger because of me. Yet my body and my heart yearned for Hermes. For his touch. His kiss. I couldn’t break away.

      His lips brushed over mine in a feather-like touch and I trembled all over. He tasted of cotton candy and summer breezes. For a moment, I melted against him, reveling in his lips on mine. I shuddered with desire and opened my mouth a fraction, allowing his tongue to slip inside.

      I want more. So much more. But I couldn’t do this. Poseidon left to make a deal with Zeus to get me out of the mess with Persephone and Dion—I hiccupped a cry pushing away from Hermes—but he kept his arms around me.

      “What’s wrong?”

      Before I could answer, Emily and Daniel burst into the hotel room laughing. I jumped away from Hermes but it was too late. She’d seen me in his arms and would want to know who the hell this stranger was.
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