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        Art of the Hunt

      

      

      
        
        She may be the goddess of the hunt, but this Hunter is more than she bargained for.

      

        

      
        Artemis, Goddess of the Hunt, is bored. She’s tired of hanging out at the Gods of Thunder Motorcycle Club, tired of partying with her bestie, tired of everything feeling so very meaningless.

      

        

      
        She needs action. She needs to go back to saving the world. So she hops onto her Harley and rides off into the sunset.

        She ends up in Chicago, where she helps very, very sexy Detective Hunter James crack a case—not that he’s particularly thrilled by her interference, as he calls it.

      

        

      
        That’s okay, he’ll come around.

      

        

      
        But when he does, will she be able to handle it? Because Hunter reminds her an awful lot of Orion, her one true love, and she swore two thousand years ago that she’d never go down that road again.

      

        

      
        Not even if he is Orion reincarnated.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      Detective Hunter James worked alone. Always had, ever since he’d convinced his captain that he was no longer a rookie and thus able to handle his own beat.

      If he actually saw a therapist, they’d probably say this was a result of his upbringing. The middle child and only male in a household with one bathroom, three bedrooms, three sisters and his mother, the only moments he had to himself were the five minutes he was allotted to shower every other day.

      And while, generally speaking, he hadn’t yet grown tired of his alone time—he had doubts he ever would—there were those rare occasions when he wouldn’t mind a little help. Tonight was a good example.

      Because he was about to take down the owner of a massage parlor where Hunter had finally had proof that the guy was forcing his staff to do a lot more than give massages to their clients.

      As if that alone weren’t enough, the owner was taking all their tips too. Christ, if he was going to force them to have sex, the least he could do was let them keep the extra money.

      Problem was, if the hoard of security guards milling about the place was any indication, this guy was fully aware of how wrong his way of doing business was.

      Hunter definitely couldn’t waltz in from his position outside the establishment and arrest the guy. He had to be stealthy. He’d called for backup, but the young girl who had finally become his mole was working tonight and the customer she particularly loathed because of the things he made her do had just walked in. He had a niece who was almost as old as his contact. Hunter didn’t have time to waste.

      So he shed his bulletproof vest, his shoulder holster, and his gun and stuffed it all behind a scraggly bush on the far end of the parking lot behind the building. He got rid of his ID, too, in case security did that thorough of a search.

      Plainclothes detectives could get away with jeans and a T-shirt underneath a flannel shirt left over from his college days, although even he knew he didn’t look particularly attractive in his go-to uniform. Whatever. If he were a stylish guy, it wouldn’t be believable that he’d call on a massage parlor in the middle of a questionable part of Chicago, looking for a little love from a nameless girl who likely didn’t want to be here in the first place.

      Cutting through the poorly lit plot of land next to the strip mall that housed the massage parlor, Hunter stepped onto the cracked sidewalk and strutted toward the front entrance like he had all the confidence in the world, like he visited massage parlors all the time. He damn near added a whistle, but that was shit from the movies, not real life.

      A lady he pegged as Puerto Rican heritage like himself greeted him at the door, dressed as a politically incorrect geisha girl, including white face paint, bright red lipstick, and a skintight dress with a slit that rode so high it was damned obvious she was not wearing undergarments.

      Classy.

      “Nice outfit,” he said by way of greeting.

      “You got cash money?” she replied, eyeing him from head to toe and hopefully not making him as a cop.

      “Yep.” He didn’t pull out his wallet because that was something a rookie cop would do.

      She gave him another once-over, patted him down, and then nodded, which he assumed was the okay to go inside. As soon as he did, one of the burly guards he’d seen smoking out back in the parking lot stepped up and patted him down with a more force.

      “Didn’t know getting a massage required so many checkpoints,” he noted.

      “Our massages do,” Puerto Rican geisha lady said behind him. “What’s your preference?”

      “What are my choices?” He already knew what he was supposed to ask for, thanks to his contact, but he couldn’t blow his cover.

      She recited the basic massage options.

      “That’s it?”

      “You got a lot of cash money?” she asked.

      “I came prepared. My friend told me this is the place to go for a real massage.” Hopefully, he was coming across as a dorky guy who didn’t get laid unless he paid a premium.

      “Show me the money.”

      He pulled out a handful of Benjamins, all of which he was required to return to the evidence room at the precinct as soon as this sting was done.

      “Ah.” His hostess’s eyes lit up. “You want the real deal.”

      “That’s what I said.”

      “Okay, here are your options.” She rattled off a general description of each of the girls who were supposedly licensed masseuses, along with each of their specialties. He picked the one Denise told him to choose.

      “Follow me,” the hostess said, and she strutted down a poorly lit hallway on ridiculous platform heels, her ass swinging in that too tight, too narrow skirt.

      His intel told him the owner of this place was a guy, a lazy son of a bitch bully who paid thugs to do his dirty work because he didn’t have the physical strength to do it himself. But maybe his intel was wrong. Maybe this chick was the owner. Made more sense that someone with her confidence would be running a joint like this.

      Before he could work out how to ask without actually asking, they’d reached a matte black door with a number three drawn on it in white paint. She knocked twice before throwing it open. “Thirty minutes. If you want thirty more, you pay double.”

      Really, that’s how math worked?  He bit his tongue. “Got it.”

      She closed the door, bathing him in total darkness, and he waited for Denise to flip on a light. He obviously couldn’t see, but he could sense that there was another person in the room with him. He opened his mouth to whisper her name when something that felt suspiciously like a boot connected with his chest and sent him flying across the room until he slammed into the wall and slid down to the floor on his ass.

      Holy Christ.

      If that was Denise, what the hell was she still doing working here against her will? That kick had knocked the breath out of him, and he was a pretty healthy and in-shape guy. He had no doubt she could hold her own against any one of those security thugs he’d seen hovering around the place.

      Hunter rubbed his sternum and tried to determine where the hell his attacker was in the utterly dark space.

      “Denise?” he finally asked while still sitting on the floor.

      “Wrong.” It was female, but that was definitely not Denise’s voice.

      “Uh, where’s Denise?” Had somebody made him and they sent this woman to teach him a lesson?

      “Nunya.”

      “Seriously? You can’t even say none of your business?” Everything about this place was classy.

      Not.

      Hunter slowly inched his way to his feet, sliding up with his back to the wall. The voice was coming from his right; the door was on his left. He could make a run for it, or he could give this person a taste of their own medicine.

      That kick hurt just enough to make him bitter, so, without warning, he charged right, bending at the waist so that when he made contact, he caught his opponent in the gut with his shoulder. He kept going until her back slammed against the wall, just like his had a moment ago.

      And he noted a couple of things. Whoever this was, she was tall. Thin. Muscular, with a narrow waist. And he was pretty sure she was wearing a skintight spandex outfit.

      The woman grunted and shoved him away and then a light flared, bathing the room in pale blue. Weird, but that light didn’t appear to be coming from a lamp or an overhead fixture. Rather, it was just sort of bouncing around between him and the other person in the room.

      Who, he noticed despite himself, was pretty fucking hot. Like, goddess hot.

      She had silver hair, twisted into a braid that draped over one shoulder, and golden eyes, which he assumed was a trick of the light because gold was not a typical eye color.

      He sure was spending an unacceptably long time focusing on her eyes.

      Not that the knowledge stopped him from continuing his perusal, noting that those eyes were wide and rimmed with thick lashes.

      Finally, he moved on. To her nose.

      Which was narrow, patriarchal, with a delicate gold hoop in the left nostril. He noted a small tattoo of a crescent moon on her right temple.

      Damn, he was certainly taking his sweet-ass time studying her features, wasn’t he?

      And her body was straight-up perfection. He was going to conjure fantasies tonight about that catsuit she was wearing, even if she was one of the bad guys.

      The door abruptly opened, and Denise—there she is—rushed into the room. “Artemis, Artemis—oh, Hunter. Hey.”

      “Hey,” he responded, and then, “Wait. Did you just call her Artemis?”

      The woman whose name was in question furrowed her brow and puckered her lips.

      “Yeah, she’s just like you. She’s here to help. She’s⁠—”

      “Named after a Greek god.” Why that bit of information was important enough to point out, Hunter couldn’t say.

      “Actually, I am⁠—”

      “He’s coming. That guy I told you about,” Denise interrupted, looking at the other woman. Artemis. Actually, it was a cool name, but she’d probably been picked on in elementary school. Likely how she’d ended up such a badass.

      Shit, his chest still hurt from that kick.

      “This isn’t the guy?” Artemis asked, eyeing Hunter like she had her doubts. “He’s certainly dressed like a bad guy.”

      “Hey,” he protested, although wasn’t he here, undercover, pretending to be exactly that?

      Denise shook her head. “Hunter’s my friend. He’s a cop. He’s here to help too. He promised to get me out of this place. I want to go back to school. And go to college. I want to be a social worker and help other kids like me. Hunter promised I could do all that if I helped him bring this place down.”

      “Um, actually, I promised you would stand a chance of doing all that,” he pointed out, because, holy shit, his conscience couldn’t handle it if she didn’t actually accomplish all her goals and felt he was to blame. All he was going to do was break up this sex trafficking ring and hand Denise and any other underaged girls over to the foster system.

      That was all he could do before moving on to the next problem. Because there was always a next one.

      “A cop, you say?” Artemis said, eyeing him with significantly more interest. Not the sexual kind of interest but the I-want-something-from-him kind.

      Uh-oh.

      “Yeah,” Hunter said, reaching for his wallet before he forgot he’d tucked away his ID so he wouldn’t be made. Luckily, he had Denise to vouch for him. “And if you kick me again, I might just press charges.”

      “Oh, this is excellent,” Artemis said, holding a bow and apparently ignoring his threat.

      “Where did that bow come from?”

      She glanced down at the weapon in her hand. A weapon that hadn’t been there two minutes ago. “The Cyclopes made it for me.”

      “The…” Hunter needed a drink. Was this woman on drugs? If so, she probably ought not to be carrying around a potentially dangerous weapon.

      “Come, let’s go conquer the bad guys,” Artemis announced.

      “Conquer the…wait, what do you mean, let’s go?”

      “They aren’t in here, obviously,” she said, waving at the room while the blue light followed her movements, illuminating all the various nooks and crannies of the place. How the hell was it doing that?

      “Which means we need to go out there.” She pointed at the door.

      “Okay, I get that, but what I’m really focused on at the moment is your use of let’s, as in, let us, and we, as in⁠—”

      The door opened once again, and the frame of a really bulky guy took up most of the space before he stepped inside and slammed the door shut behind him.

      “Whoa,” the guy said, eyeing Artemis. “I didn’t know there was a two-for-one deal today. Although you’re way older than I prefer, so I guess it’s a good thing you’re free.”

      “Did he just call me old?” Artemis said, her eyes and nostrils flaring while she looked at Hunter as if he were dumb enough to answer.

      In truth, she looked to be in her mid-thirties, which, by Hunter’s standards wasn’t old at all, but considering this guy thought he was paying to get freaky with a sixteen-year-old, Hunter could see where he might consider Artemis old.

      Hunter rubbed his chest. “I wouldn’t piss her off, buddy.”

      The guy flung around to face him. “Who the fuck are you?”

      “The cop who’s arresting you for paying to have sex with underaged girls,” Denise announced.

      Shit.

      “Cop? You’re a fucking cop?”

      “He is,” Artemis confirmed, sounding very sure of herself, which was funny because all she had to go on was Denise’s word.

      “I ain’t going back to jail,” the guy yelled, and then there was a gun in his hand and why the hell had Hunter left his outside? Better yet, where the hell was that backup?

      Hunter threw up his hands. Something whizzed past him, and  a second later, the guy dropped the weapon and started screaming while dancing around like he was barefoot on hot lava stones.

      There was an arrow sticking through his hand.

      Hunter flung his head around to stare at Artemis. “You shot him with an arrow!”

      “Yes.”

      “That’s…that’s—” It had to be illegal. Or at least improper procedure. Or—or something.

      “You can’t just go around shooting people with bows and arrows!”

      She furrowed her brow. “So I should have let him shoot you with the gun?”

      “No, of course not. It’s just…” What? What was he supposed to say? The woman had potentially saved his life and he was berating her.

      In his defense, the paperwork on this one was going to be a bitch.

      Shaking his head, he reached for his handcuffs, only to realize those, too, were tucked behind a bush in the parking lot.

      “Would these help?”

      He glanced at Artemis, who held a pair of cuffs dangling from her finger. Probably bought them at a sex shop to use in the bedroom, but beggars couldn’t be choosers, so he snagged them and cuffed the guy and called it in.

      No doubt all the commotion had scared off the owner, but nailing this guy attempting to pay for sex with a minor would be enough to shut this place down.

      “Look, why don’t you get out of here? It’s not proper procedure by a long shot to let you go, but it’ll be a hell of a lot easier than explaining your presence.”

      “Oh, I’m not going anywhere. Not without you.”

      “Er, what do you mean, not without me?”

      “I’m your new partner,” she announced, beaming as though she’d just announced he’d won the lottery.
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      What an attractive human man.

      He had dark skin, dark hair, thick scruff on his face, and a body that many would refer to as “like a Greek god.”

      Which was terribly amusing.

      His fashion sense left a great deal to be desired, but not everyone was perfect. And as fascinating as they were as a species, a quick glimpse into their recent history showed that humans had an unfortunate tendency to make incredibly poor clothing choices.

      Luckily, that was something she could overlook. Everything else about them was so damn fascinating. Their diversity. Their individuality. Their determination to thrive no matter the odds.

      Zeus disagreed, of course. That was why he’d hung the No Vacancy sign on Mount Olympus last year. They weren’t worth attempting to save anymore.

      He was wrong; she’d just proven it. Denise was worth saving. Thanks to Artemis and the handsome detective, Denise was now free to do whatever she wanted with her life. To grow up and fall in love—the good kind. The healthy kind of love.

      The kind Artemis had once with Orion.

      See? Totally worth saving.

      A week ago, she’d slid her leg over her Harley and drove off into the sunset, leaving Washington with no particular destination in mind. Normally, she’d be with her bestie, Nike, touring the various cities with famous club scenes: LA, Vegas, Miami… But Artemis hadn’t been in the mood, so she’d left Nike behind with explicit instructions not to tell Zeus where she was going.

      Easy enough, since Artemis hadn’t known herself.

      She’d been in Nowhere, North Dakota, eating a truly spectacular greasy burger at a tiny diner, when she’d blatantly eavesdropped on the couple sitting in the booth next to her, raving about their latest trip to Chicago, and Artemis’s decision had been made.

      Even after she arrived, she hadn’t realized what she was looking for, until she met this poorly dressed man who felt the same way she did.

      Humans were worth saving. And what better way to do it than to partner with someone whose job was defined by, well, saving humans?

      Detective Hunter James. That was how he’d introduced himself to several of the other humans who had poured onto the scene like ants shortly after she’d shot the bad guy with her handy bow and arrow.

      His name was Hunter. Clearly, this was destiny.

      “Why are you still here?” he asked.

      “I am still here because you are still here,” she replied.

      He swiped his hand over his face and looked to the heavens, as if seeking answers. She ought to tell him no one was residing up there anymore. Well, not any of the gods who people used to speak to. The big guy was still there, of course, but Mount Olympus? Zeus had done a number on the place. Even the ambrosia fields had been destroyed.

      Artemis touched the crystal vial hanging around her neck. At some point before Zeus had razed the fields, she’d stolen a bit of nectar and secured it in the trinket that never left its place nestled between her breasts. She’d been drunk at the time, so couldn’t say why she’d chosen that particular bit of her former home to keep. It gave her a sense of peace all the same.

      She pointed to the west. “They’re actually all over there now.”

      With his hand still covering his face, Hunter spread his fingers to peer at her with one eye. “Who?”

      “The gods. We left Mount Olympus to go to, well, Mount Olympus.”

      Hunter closed his eyes and shook his head. “I keep forgetting that you think because you were named after one of them it somehow makes you a god.” That eye opened again. “Although you definitely dress like one.”

      She glanced down at her black catsuit. She preferred more of a saffron color; however, black worked better when trying to be stealthy at night.

      “This isn’t god-like dress. We prefer tunics and robes for obvious reasons, such as comfort, ease of access.”

      “Ease of access? Don’t you think you’re the goddess of chastity?”

      He was well-versed in his knowledge of the gods.

      She crossed her arms and thrust a hip. “I’m also the goddess of the hunt. Given how things transpired tonight, I’d think that would be the gift you’d most appreciate.”

      Hunter dropped his hand to his side. “Oh, I appreciate that gift. You possibly saved my life. And for the record, I’m not really a fan of the gift of chastity.”

      “Not surprising. Most men, upon meeting me, want to have sex with me. Usually, however, it is because of the gift of chastity. Gives them the illusion that screwing me is something of a conquest.”

      His mouth fell open. She tapped his chin until he snapped it shut. And then he shook his head again. “Look, I’m tired. I’ve had a really long day. I just want to wrap up this case and go home and crawl into bed. So, thank you for helping Denise. I’ve got it from here. You can leave now.”

      Okay, so this particular man wasn’t fixated on having sex with her. Instead, he was fixated on sending her away. Apparently, he didn’t seem to realize what an asset she could be.

      She cocked her head. “Do you have the blood of the gods in your veins?”

      “Excuse me?” He stared at her as if she’d, well, asked for his family history.

      She waved one hand. “Any secret affairs with gods or demigods noted in your grandmother’s memoirs or whispered about between the elders of your family?”

      He continued to stare. “I don’t even know how to respond to that.”

      She shrugged one shoulder. “You appear as confident—and also stubborn—as many of the gods. I figured that was the reason.”

      He cleared his throat and averted his gaze. “Right. So anyway, I need to finish this up.”

      She took her leave. The cleanup after the saving of humanity bored her anyway. She headed out to the parking lot, ignoring the stares of the other police officers in the vicinity, and swung her leg over the body of her 2020 Harley-Davidson Breakout 114, kickstarting the engine instead of pushing the button because it was so much more satisfying to do it that way. And then she roared down the street, heading across town.

      To Hunter’s apartment.

      She understood the concept of police officers. They existed to uphold laws created by local governments. They attempted to prevent crime, and they ensured citizens felt safe.

      What she failed to understand was why they were paid such a pittance for doing so. Or was it just Detective Hunter James?
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