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Grounded
 
   Book Blurb:
 
   Patty just recently lost her job due to her company downsizing.  Even worse, she has no way to take care of her financial obligations.  On her way home from just being fired, things get worse, while Patty is struggling to get together all of her belongings, she looks up to meet Dion.  Dion instantly falls for Patty, and figures out a way to see her again.  Dion knows this is not allowed, but proceeds with his plan anyways, knowing what consequences may come for such actions.
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[bookmark: _Toc365714433]Two's Company
 
   Book Blurb:
 
   Ian James was raised in the lap of luxury, but he was also raised knowing that
 
   nothing worth having comes without working for it. Expected to follow in his
 
   father’s footsteps and take over the law firm one day, Ian works as an errand boy
 
   during the summer months between high school and college. One of those
 
   errands sends him to a very young, very wealthy, and very sexy widow who has
 
   plans of her own for Ian. When Ian discovers that older, wealthy women will pay
 
   him for sex, becoming a lawyer is no longer in his future.
 
   Gillian Carmichael needs a vacation, so when her best friend, Sylvia suggests she
 
   accompany her back home to Chicago, Gillian accepts. But when Gillian meets
 
   Sylvia’s brother, Ian, the attraction is instant. There’s just one little thing standing
 
   in the way . . . .
 
    
 
   [bookmark: _Toc365714434]The Many Shades of Love
Book Blurb:
Jim Williams is tall, black and beautiful and when he meets gorgeous
Steve Wheeler, the attraction is instantaneous and hot!
Steve Wheeler hasn't been with a man in more than seven months, but
when he meets his new associate, Steve wants to know more about Jim.
As the two men get to know each other over golf and beer, they realize
their chemistry is right on target and when they have dinner together at
Steve's house, the sex is hotter still. But when Jim's ex-lover, Alan,
comes back into his life with devastating news, will it be more than Jim
and Steve's new love can survive?
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: _Toc365714435]Love without You
 
   Book Blurb:
 
   When Jessica is blindsided by her husband Ben leaving her, his excuse simply being they are no longer compatible.  She is left wondering, what did she do wrong and did she miss any signs? Jessica continues on with life as best as she can only to be constantly reminded about Ben and the life they had, life often becomes so unbearable that she resorts to other methods to alleviate the pain.  Life seems bleak until Jessica meets Josh, she is instantly attracted to him, who is this mystery man?  Is it love at first sight or a heartbreak in the making?[bookmark: _Toc366079593]
 
   



  
 



 
   Ghostly Touch
 
    Blurb
 
   Zula Price’s powers as a witch were handed down from mother to daughter for generations. Her five times great-grandma Zula was a beautiful, strong witch who was caught up in the madness of the witch trials. She was the only one to have been drowned, hanged, and burned at the stake – and survived it all. Her powers were passed down through the years and Zula was the strongest witch yet. However, something strange has been happening. Every time she shuts her eyes to sleep, she’s pleasured in ways she has never known in real life, and she doesn’t know who the dream-lover is either. 
 
   When her plumbing goes on the fritz, she calls a plumber, and he turns out to be the most handsome man she’s ever seen. They begin dating but never once does he attempt to woo her into bed. He doesn’t even attempt to kiss her beyond a chaste goodnight kiss and Zula is getting quite perturbed by the lack of affection because she can tell Connor wants her. 
 
   And after a visit from great-grandma Zula and her current beau, who looks exactly like Connor, Zula begins to suspect their relationship goes much deeper than either knows. After a strange warning from grandma Zula, that leaves Zula wondering what’s really going on, she winds up in a very unfamiliar place. Trussed up like a hog, Zula is tossed into a pond while the crowd chants, “Witch, witch, kill the witch.” As the water engulfs her, Zula holds her breath and prays for a miracle. But she’s all alone and every cell in her body is gasping for air. Where is her dream lover now that she really needs him?
 
    
 
   GRRR! 
Book Blurb
Do you like it rough? Rico and Katia are drawn to one another and share a night of passion, then go their separate ways but can’t stop thinking about each other. After a string of one nighters, they meet again, and this time the fur is gonna fly!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   



  
 

~ 1 ~
 
   [bookmark: _Toc365714623]Dion, Meet Patty
 
    
 
   "You simply cannot continue like this!" Ira pounded his fist on the gold desk in front of him. He glared at Dion, obviously struggling to restrain his desire to commit homicide.
 
   "Get out! Get out! GET THE FUCK OUT!"
 
   Dion grinned and bowed deeply. "As you wish," he said without the least bit of remorse evident in his tone, or his demeanor. He backed out of the room, and as he shut the heavy iron door, he heard a muted thud. Dion laughed, imagining his brother throwing something in a fit of rage.
 
   Not easily provoked, Ira did not usually display such temper, and evoking such rage in him was nearly impossible, but Dion seemed to have a knack for it. He had been able to piss Ira off almost from the moment of his birth. Of course, his brother had been a bit more patient with him when he was a child, but as Dion grew into a young man, Ira’s patience wore thin. Lately, it seemed non-existent. At least where Dion was concerned.
 
   Dion blew out a breath, still chuckling from his brother’s diatribe. He really would have to try and behave himself. He could behave himself. Of course he could.
 
   Sometimes.
 
   Rarely.
 
   Maybe…
 
    "Dion," his mother said, appearing in a blue cloud of smoke, "what have you done this time?"
 
   Dion kissed Aurora’s cheek and she returned the affection. "I don’t know what you mean," he told her innocently.
 
   "Bullshit," she said flatly. "Your brother rarely takes time out of his day to contact me, yet today, not only did he contact me, hecommandedmy presence!"
 
   Dion raised a brow. "And you obeyed?"
 
   She waved one elegant hand, as if dismissing the idea. "He is my son and I had nothing else to do this afternoon."
 
   "What, no storms to gather, no rain, no wind, no mayhem to spread?"
 
   She smacked him on the back of the head. "Watch it, boy. I am still your mother!"
 
   "How could I forget?" he answered dryly.
 
   "Tell me you’ll behave yourself and I won’t have to hear another long, drawn out tirade from your brother. He wants me to ground you."
 
   "I’m a little old for grounding, Mother."
 
   "He means permanently," his mother said and cut her eyes up at him, waiting for a reaction. She got what she wanted.
 
   "Permanently? Permanently! That son of a—"
 
   "Dion, dear," Aurora said quietly as she grabbed him by the ear just as he turned to go back to his brother’s office. She pulled him down so that his ear was next to her full red lips, and she whispered, "Since I am the bitch you are both sons of, I’m going to tell you one more time. I love you, you’re my youngest child, and very special to me. But believe me, boy, if you don’t calm down, I’ll take you out myself. Got it?"
 
   Dion gritted his teeth. He clenched his jaw. He curled his hands into fists. "Yes, ma’am," he finally ground out.
 
   Releasing him, Aurora smiled and patted his hand. "That’s my good boy." Then she was gone on a gentle breeze.
 
   Dion waited, looked around, wanted to make sure she was really gone. "That smug bastard!" He said aloud. "Telling mommy on me? What, is he five years old? Can’t handle his own shit anymore? Needs his mother to help him with every little thing? Well, fuck him! I’ll do as I damned well please, and if Mr. High and Mighty doesn’t like it, he can kiss my ass!" Having already forgotten the pledge he’d made to behave himself, Dion clenched his jaw and disappeared.
 
   ~ * ~
 
   Patty made her way through the crowd on the street. Her feet ached because she’d forgotten her tennis shoes and she was still wearing the black pumps she’d put on this morning before going to work. Now her arms ached from carrying the heavy box filled with everything from her desk. Downsizing. That’s what her boss had said. The company was downsizing and since she was the low person on the totem pole, she was the one who got the axe.
 
   Now what would she do? It wasn’t like her landlady was going to let the rent go unpaid, nor would the electric company keep her lights on unless they were paid. Same with the cable, her credit cards, Internet service… everything! Not to mention the fact she would need to eat. She had less than two weeks before all her bills were due again, and her final paycheck wouldn’t cover all of them.
 
   "Thank you very much," she said out loud, not actually addressing anyone in particular. Just then, two young boys rounded the corner and ran straight into her, spilling her box on the sidewalk, and knocking her to the ground.
 
   "Uh, sorry lady," one of the boys said.
 
   "Sorry about your stuff," the other one said, and the pair kept going.
 
   "Yeah, no problem," Patty said and blew a lock of hair out of her eyes. No one else even stopped to help her. "Great, just bloody great! I could use a little help here, people.
 
   "Somebody. Anybody." She got up and brushed herself off. The heel on her right shoe was broken. It was just too much and she began to cry.
 
   "Are you all right?"
 
   Patty looked up to find herself gazing upon the most beautiful man she’d ever seen. And he was not just handsome--he was simplybeautiful. Long, blond hair, brilliant blue eyes, a square jaw, cleft chin. Good lord, he looked as if he’d just fallen off Mount Olympus. He looked like a Greek God!
 
   "Are you all right, Miss?" He asked her again.
 
   Patty nodded and sniffled.
 
   "Here’s your things," he said handing her the box with its lid in place.
 
   "Thank you," Patty said as she wiped at her eyes.
 
   "You’re not hurt?"
 
   She shook her head.
 
   "Okay, then. Good luck to you."
 
   "Thank you," she said again and watched the man walk away. Then she began limping off in the direction of her apartment, berating herself for acting like a wimp, and an idiot, in front of such a gorgeous hunk of a man!
 
   Of course she’d be flat of her ass on a sidewalk with a broken heel and her things scattered about when a man like that showed up. She’d never meet anyone that gorgeous when she was dressed to the nines on a Saturday night, ready to go out to the club with her friends. She blew out a breath, and sighed, "Only you, Patty, only you."
 
   She said hello to the doorman as she entered her building and pushed the button on the elevator. Opening her apartment door, she went inside, dropped the box on the floor, and threw the offending shoe in the garbage. Elton John, a big, gray tabby cat, wound his way through her legs.
 
   "Hey, big boy, are you hungry? I bet you are," she purred to the cat and picked him up.
 
   Carrying him with her to the kitchen, she opened a can of food for him, dumped it in his dish and set him on the floor. As the cat settled down to eat, Patty headed into the shower, stripping her clothes off as she walked through her bedroom. She adjusted the water temperature and then stepped under the spray. Standing there with the hot water pounding on her neck and shoulders, she pondered her current options.
 
   Final paycheck: $850.00. 
 
   Amount in savings account: $52.00. 
 
   Bills coming due: $1,233.00. 
 
   Falling down in front of a Greek God: Priceless!
 
   "Stupid, stupid, stupid," Patty berated herself as she bounced her forehead off the shower wall. Stepping out of the shower, she wrapped her hair in a towel, dried off and went into her bedroom. She put on a clean T-shirt and barely got her sweats on when the buzzer at her front door sounded.
 
   "Yes?" She held the intercom button down, waiting for a reply.
 
   "There’s a gentleman here with a delivery for you, Ms. James."
 
   "Thank you, Eddie. Send him up."
 
   "Yes, ma’am."
 
   Patty unwound the towel from her hair and quickly finger-combed her wet
 
   tresses. "I wonder what it is, Elton," she said to the cat as he rubbed against her leg. There was a knock on the door. "I guess we’ll find out."
 
   She opened the door then stood there in shocked surprise. She stared, apparently mute and deaf, because she couldn’t speak and she could see the man’s mouth moving, but she couldn’t hear what he was saying.
 
   "Are you all right?"
 
   "Um, I, um… " she said. Standing before her was more than six feet of gorgeous,
 
   blonde man. Thesamegorgeous, blonde man she’d met on the sidewalk when she’d been knocked down. And now he was standing here while she was in sweats with wet hair!
 
   Geez, a girl just couldn’t get a break! "You, um, you’re here. How? Why?"
 
   He grinned at her and she thought she’d fall over. Had she thought him gorgeous? No, he wasn’t gorgeous, that was too mild a word to describe the man before her. He was an Adonis, a Greek God, a dream come true. Good grief, could she drop her panties right here and jump on top of him?
 
   "I found an envelope and some papers on the sidewalk just before the street sweeper got them," he explained. "I’m sorry to have opened them, but it was the only way to find out who they belonged to. Or rather, I thought perhaps they were yours since I’d seen you after that little fall you took, I just didn’t know how to reach you. I opened them to see if I could find an address."
 
   "Thank you." He handed her the papers, his fingers brushing hers, and she felt electrical shocks run up her arm.Oh, say something, Patty, don’t let him get away again!
 
   "You’re welcome. Sorry to have bothered you," he told her and turned to go to the elevator.
 
   "Coffee!" She shouted after him.Oh, my god, I’m an idiot!
 
   He turned. "Excuse me?"
 
   "Coffee. I have coffee."Dammit, can’t I say one coherent sentence?
 
   "Okay," he said slowly. "That’s great. See you later."
 
   Crap! Come on Patty, you can do this!"Would you like a cup? I can make some if you’d like to come in." He smiled again and Patty felt her knees begin to buckle.What is wrong with me?He walked back to her apartment and stood looking at her. Patty met his gaze and her heart thumped.He is soooo beautiful! Can I keep him?
 
   "Excuse me."
 
   "What?" she asked, confused.
 
   "You invited me for coffee, right? I can’t come in unless you move."
 
   "Oh, right." She jumped out of the way and bumped her head on the door, then ran into the gorgeous hunk as he came through the doorway. "Sorry," she mumbled.
 
   "No problem. I’m Dion, by the way," he said and offered his hand.
 
   "Pat-Patty," she said and tripped as she started to shake his hand. "Sorry."
 
   He caught her before she was completely off balance. "Pleased to meet you Patty. Is that short for Patricia?"
 
   "No, it’s Patience. It’s such an old fashioned name. I was named after my grandmother. I always hated it, so I shortened it when I was a kid. I used to cry whenever anyone called me Patience. I got teased a lot when I was a kid, too. You know how cruel kids can be."
 
   She took a breath.Stop rambling, Patty. You sound like an idiot!"Coffee, I’ll make coffee. You sit." She shook her head. "I’m sorry. Please, sit."
 
   "Thank you," Dion said with a big smile. "Do I make you nervous?"
 
   "No," she said, lying through her teeth.
 
   "Good. I don’t want you to be nervous."
 
   "I’m not," she assured him and heard him chuckle as she went about making the coffee.
 
   He sat at her tiny, Formica kitchen table, and when the coffee finished brewing, she poured them each a cup and set a plate of sugar cookies on the table between them. "Do you take cream or sugar?"
 
   He shook his head, his blonde hair falling around his shoulders, and Patty felt her heart do a flip.
 
   "No," he said. "I drink it black." Patty stared at him, not knowing what else to say.
 
   He seemed to sense her utter loss of social skills and smiled again. "You have a nice apartment. Lived here long?"
 
   "About two years," she answered. There was another silence.Why can’t I make simple conversation with this man?
 
   "What do you do? Were you coming home from work when we met on the street?"
 
   Nodding, she said, "Yes. Coming home from work for the last time, actually. I got laid off today, downsizing they called it."
 
   "I’m sorry to hear that."
 
   "I’ll find another job," she said more to herself than to him.
 
   "Well," he said, "thank you for the coffee, Patty. And good luck to you in your job search."
 
   He rose from the chair and started toward the door. "It was nice meeting you."
 
   "It was nice meeting you, too, Dion. And thank you for being nice to me on the street, and for bringing these papers to me."
 
   "You’re welcome," he said and smiled at her as he reached for the doorknob. He paused a moment and looked at her kindly. "By the way, I might know of a place that’s hiring." He handed her a business card. "Come by in the morning, you might be surprised."
 
   "Thank you," she said and took the card from him. His fingers brushed hers and again, she felt an electrical shock run up her arm. She watched him step into the elevator and waved as the doors slid closed. Then, shutting the door of her apartment and leaning with her back against it, she squealed, "Oh-my-god! I don’t believe this!"
 
   She looked at the business card.Dionysuswas printed in the middle of the card, followed by an address and phone number, but it gave no hint as to what his business might be.
 
   Patty sighed. It didn’t matter, though, maybe her luck just changed for the better.
 
   



  
 

~ 2 ~
 
   [bookmark: _Toc365714624]Three Is Not A Crowd
 
    
 
   Dion slid onto the barstool and ordered a vodka tonic, which he didn’t drink, but only used for affect. When Dion was in the human realm, he was in his element. Humans were so easily manipulated, especially the females. In the realm of the gods, Dion was really no different than everyone else. Every male in his world was tall, blonde, muscular, powerful, telepathic… but in the human world, Dion was the god he’d been born to be.
 
   Just because he enjoyed it, just because he reveled in it, just because he used it to his advantage, his brother, Ira, got all pissy. Ira needed to lighten up. No, Ira needed to get laid.
 
   And that was exactly what Dion was planning on doing tonight. He hadn’t been on the barstool for more than two minutes before three big-boobed, long-legged, scantily dressed women in high-heels surrounded him. Two brunettes and a redhead had their hands all over him and their lips battled with his. Sliding off the barstool, Dion wrapped his big arms around the trio and escorted them out the door.
 
   Squeezing into his 1957 300 SL Gullwing was nearly impossible, but somehow they managed. For Dion, driving the hot sports car was like putting on a shirt that was three sizes too small, or shoes that belonged to his mother. If not for the unique wing doors, he doubted he’d be able to fit at all. But the women loved it.
 
   Driving them to the Continental Suites, an exclusive, richly appointed hotel where Dion kept a penthouse as his own personal den of iniquity, he escorted the three ladies through the lobby and into an elevator. He inserted his key into the panel, insuring the elevator wouldn’t stop until it reached the uppermost level of the hotel. The elevator exited directly into his apartment. As they stepped into the living room, all three women
 
   ooh’d and ahh’d at the opulent decor. Of course, Dion would have settled for nothing less. If he couldn’t have the finest there was to offer in this world, what would be the point?
 
   Tiffany, Devon, and Chrissy giggled with one another as Dion opened three bottles of champagne and gave one to each woman. They turned the music up loud and the women began dancing together while drinking their champagne, and it wasn’t long before what clothing they wore wound up on the floor. Braless, wearing thongs that were no more than tiny pieces of rectal-floss, the three women discarded their empty bottles and were soon rubbing their hands over one another. Dion, who had already shed his own clothing, simply lay back on the king-sized bed, propped up with pillows and watched the show.
 
   Tiffany wrapped her arms around Chrissy and kissed her deeply, while cutting her eyes over at Dion. He smiled and patted the bed beside him. Breaking the kiss, Tiffany slunk her way to the bed and crawled on all fours up onto the mattress. Licking a line from the sole of his foot, up his leg and over his stomach, she stretched out on top of him. Her mouth tasted of the champagne she’d drunk, and her tongue knew exactly what to do with his.
 
   While she kissed him, Devon and Chrissy joined them. Chrissy sucked his cock, and Devon lay on her back between Tiffany’s legs and lapped at her pussy. Dion took it all in, allowed them to use his body for their pleasure, even as they gave one another pleasure. Devon nudged Chrissy from between Dion’s legs and mounted him, sheathing his hard dick deep inside her pussy. Tiffany straddled Dion’s face, sitting with her pussy just above his mouth while his tongue flicked over her clit. She was facing Devon and the two women began kissing and massaging one another’s tits. On her knees between Dion’s legs, Chrissy pressed her tits against Devon’s back, and reaching around, she massaged her tits.
 
   The women intermittently traded places. Sucking Dion’s cock, kissing him, sitting on his face, riding him. They also licked each other’s pussies, and sucked each other’s nipples, until they all wound up completely exhausted, satisfied, and sleeping soundly. They spent two days and nights in bed, getting up occasionally to wrestle with each other in the large Jacuzzi, to lather one another in the shower, or to allow room service to enter and bring more food and drink.
 
   On Monday morning, Dion slid from beneath the tangle of arms and legs, went into the bathroom and stepped into the shower. Lathering up, he washed his hair, then brushed his teeth and thought about the day to come. There was a girl with shoulder-length dark hair he was going to see today. Patty would call his office and he couldn’t wait to hear her voice, to see her again.
 
   Thinking of his first meeting with her, Dion pictured her as he’d first seen her. He’d simply been strolling along, and had no intentions of picking up a woman. Yet there she was, sprawled on the sidewalk, pleading for someone to help her, but as was typical of most city-dwellers, no one had the time to notice a solitary female with a broken heel, trying to get herself together and out of the way before she was trampled.
 
   Flustered and frustrated, she’d been a vision that he wanted to get to know better, so he’d picked up some of the things that’d spilled from the box she was carrying, and instead of putting everything back in the carton, he’d slipped a couple of envelopes with her name and address on them into his jacket pocket. It would get him another meeting with her, he knew, and it had. He was extremely pleased with himself for having figured it out on his own, not having used a single bit of the magic that was always at his disposable. Of course, he rarely had to use magic in the human realm. Mortals really were quite a naïve lot.
 
   Quietly dressing so as not to wake his three sleeping companions, he left an envelope with three thousand dollars on the dresser and a little note thanking them for the terrific weekend. Whether they’d be offended by the implication of the money, he didn’t know, and he didn’t really care. Money was the universal common denominator. Even if they voiced faux indignity over the cash to one another, they’d take it and be secretly thrilled by such a gift.
 
   ~ * ~
 
   Twenty minutes later, Dion opened the door to his office. He kept a suite in one of the most prestigious office complexes in town, and even though he didn’t need to, he actually did business as a security consultant. He had seventeen employees who were at the top of their field and the business did very well. Well enough that he also employed three accountants and a former IRS man who did his taxes. Dion grinned. Yeah, he even paid taxes!
 
   "Ms. Reed," he said cheerfully, "how are you this morning?"
 
   "Wonderful, Mr. Vine. How was your weekend?"
 
   "Same as usual." He grinned and went into his private office.
 
   Still thinking about Patty James, Dion looked out the window that filled the wall behind his desk. The city lay before him, the river and mountains in the distance. What was it about the girl that captivated him? She was nervous to a fault, very naïve—she’d allowed a complete stranger into her home—and she seemed unable to carry on a decent conversation. Much shorter than his six-foot-four-inches, with hair the color of honey, eyes that weren’t exactly green, but not exactly gray either, she was not even close to being his type. He liked the long-legged, model types… the ones who were short on conversation because they had better things to do with their mouths.
 
   Yet, there was something intriguing about Patty, something that drew him to her. He couldn’t quite put a name to it, what it was about her that called to him, but he was going to find out.
 
   Shortly after nine, Dion’s intercom buzzed. "Yes," he said smiling. He already knew what the call was about.
 
   "There is a Ms. James to see you, Mr. Vine. And she doesn’t have an appointment," his secretary added.
 
   "That’s quite all right, Ms. Reed. Send her in." He clicked off and stood as the door opened and Ms. Reed ushered Patty inside. Dion caught the look on her face as she gave Patty the once-over. "Thank you, Ms. Reed. Please bring coffee and beignets, and then I don’t want to be disturbed for any reason."
 
   Ms. Reed nodded curtly and shut the door.
 
   Patty stood just inside the door, looking extremely nervous.
 
   "Good morning, Ms. James. How are you?" He offered his hand.
 
   "I’m fine," she replied, taking his hand. The same feeling of an electrical current raced up her arm and Patty felt her knees begin to shake.I’m going to carry on a decent conversation andnotact like an idiot today,she told herself. "How are you Mr. Vine?"
 
   Dion Vine. D. Vine.Patty almost laughed out loud as the thought crossed her mind, and
 
   she wondered if he realized it, too. "Please call me Patty."
 
   "And you can call me Dion. I think we are past the formality stage, anyway," he said with a chuckle.
 
   "Yes," she agreed, smiling. "I think we are."
 
   "Please, sit down," he offered.
 
   "Thank you." She took a seat in a comfortable, oversized chair just as Ms. Reed returned with the coffee and pastries. Everything smelled wonderful and Patty’s stomach growled loudly. She blushed. "I’m sorry."
 
   Ms. Reed frowned but said nothing as she left the room.
 
   "No need to apologize," Dion assured her. "Help yourself to a beignet while I pour the coffee."
 
   "Thank you," she said and reached for the plate of scrumptious-looking pastries. Patty almost hadn’t come downtown this morning. After lying awake most of the night, obsessing over the situation and her lack of a job, she had decided that Dion was just being nice to her, feeling sorry for her. That he was taking pity upon a real loser and she just didn’t want to be humiliated any further. But after finally falling asleep sometime around three in the morning, she’d dreamed of him. And my, what a dream it had been!
 
   Patty had awakened looking around to see if he was actually there, and then she checked herself to make sure she wasn’t nude like she’d been in the dream! The only reason she actually did come to his office was so she could get one more look at him.
 
   Dion watched as she licked icing from her thumb then took another bite, her tongue snaking out to lick her lips. An innocent action on Patty’s part, he was sure, but what it did to him was anything but innocent. Sipping from his coffee cup, he wondered what it was about this particular woman that had him tangled up like this. He’d had hundreds of women over the past several thousand years, and yet, not a single one had lingered in his mind for more than a few days, at most. Women were handy to have around if a man needed someone to cook, or clean, or fuck, but in the modern era, he’d not even needed one around for the cooking or cleaning.
 
   Now here was this woman in front of him who was causing all kinds of weird thoughts to go through his brain, along with emotions he’d never had before. The thoughts weren’t really bothering him so much as the emotions were. Emotional over a woman? How was that possible? On top of that, he wasn’t even sure what those emotions were. On the other hand, he was very sure what the thoughts were. Very basic, very primal, and the desire to have her naked and beneath him was nearly overwhelming. Tipping the coffee cup back, he drained it. Then he clenched his jaw as half a cup of very hot liquid burned all the way down.
 
   "Are you all right?" Patty asked.
 
   Swallowing hard and taking a deep breath, Dion forced a smile. "Yes, thank you."
 
   "If you don’t mind my asking, what exactly is the position you told me about at my apartment?"
 
   The position? His mind whirled around the possibilities of that idea, but he remained a gentleman, much to his chagrin. Smiling, he looked at her and answered, "I am in need of a personal assistant."
 
   "What about Ms. Reed? I thought—"
 
   "She is my secretary," he said. "What I need is someone who is able to travel, to take notes, transcribe tapes, keep me organized and schedule appointments. It’s a hectic pace when I’m traveling and I have enough to do without trying to keep up with everything else."
 
   "I’m sorry, but I don’t even know what you do here, and you don’t even know my qualifications."
 
   Dion sat in the chair opposite her, taking her in as he watched her pick up her coffee cup and take a sip. The sun was starting to slant through the window and rays of light danced off her hair, bringing out the red tones hidden in her deep brown tresses. No, she wasn’t what he’d call beautiful, not in the classical sense, but she was pretty, young, and soft. She was also more innocent than any woman he’d ever known. Not that he thought she was virginal—that had nothing to do with it. There was more to her than met the eye.
 
                  Unassuming. That was the word that came to mind. What you saw with Patty was exactly what you got. Folding his hands together, he leaned forward resting his elbows on his knees.
 
   "I’m a security consultant," he told her. "I test security systems for private individuals and corporations alike. I make sure the things they want protected are truly protected."
 
   "So you’re like a technician that makes sure their burglar alarms work?"
 
   With a smile he said, "No, I’m more like a thief. I make sure their security systems can’t be breached."
 
   "You break into houses?" she asked wide-eyed.
 
   "Not just houses, but museums, libraries, military bases, nuclear facilities, government installations, among others."
 
   Patty was truly impressed and felt a skitter of excitement run up her spine. What a great job it would be to work for him. Not to mention the perks! She could look at him all the time and get paid for it!
 
   "That sounds very interesting," she said calmly, though her pulse was jumping beneath her skin.
 
   "Just interesting?" he asked with a knowing smile.
 
   "Veryinteresting," she replied.
 
   "Do you want the job?"
 
   "I do, but you don’t even know if I’m qualified, or anything else about me."
 
   "Are you qualified, Patty?" He purred and she felt something,him, flow through her like hot oil.
 
   "Ye-yes," she stuttered. "I have my resume right here." She quickly handed him the page.
 
   Dion accepted her resume and sat back in his chair, reading over her qualifications. Her education was remarkable—a master’s in business from Columbia—but her work history hadn’t allowed her to really use her skills. That would change, he thought. She would be using all of her known skills and probably many more she had no idea she even had.
 
   Putting the resume aside, he leaned forward, extending his hand, and she took it. The electricity that shot up her arm this time made her jerk back. What Patty didn’t know
 
   was that she wasn’t the only one feeling it.
 
   "Congratulations on your new job," he told her, but even as he extended the offer, he started having second thoughts.
 
   



  
 

~ 3 ~
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   Dion was not happy. Not at all. He was a dedicated hedonist and this feeling inside of him was not conducive to such pursuits. How on earth could this human female have such an effect on him? In all his eons on earth, he’d never experienced such a reaction.
 
   Theonlyreaction he wanted to have to a woman was a stiff cock, nothing else. There was absolutely no reason for him to be having an emotional response to Patty James. What was wrong with him?
 
   He paced his office, shoved his hands deep into his pockets and paced some more. And then the thought hit him.Mother!This had to be her doing; it was the only plausible answer. He could not possibly be falling in love. It was a ludicrous idea.
 
   "Alright, Mother," he said aloud. "Knock off the shit. I know it’s you, so you can stop now." He waited. No answer. "Mother! Show yourself!" He waited. Still no response.
 
   Taking a deep breath, Dion tried to keep his temper under control. He tried one more time. "Mother, please, I need to speak with you." After a few moments, he was sure she was not going to grant his request; he shook his head and muttered aloud, "If you won’t come to me, then I’ll come to you."
 
   When he appeared in his own world, he pushed open the door to his brother’s private offices without knocking. "Where is our mother?"
 
   "Hello, brother, nice to see you. How are you?" Ira said mockingly and frowned, without bothering to look up. "You could at least address me politely before starting in on demands."
 
   Dion sighed. "Hello, Ira, how are you? Now, where the hell is our mother?"
 
   "I have no idea. What do you want with her, anyway?"
 
   "Just tell her to stay the hell out of my life. I don’t need her meddling."
 
   "What do you think she’s done?"
 
   "I don’tthinkshe’s done anything. Iknowfor a fact she’s done it, and I want her to butt out. I’m a grown-ass man, and unlike you, I don’t need my mommy butting into my life."
 
   Ira tapped a pencil on his desk and gritted his teeth. What he would give for just one shot at his little brother! Just one good old-fashioned right cross to the jaw! He took a deep breath, blew it out, and then said, "Fine, Dion. I’ll tell her that you came by."
 
   "Tell her I said back the fuck off!" With that, Dion disappeared from his brother’s office.
 
   "That went well," Ira said as he downed a glass of nectar. "I told you he’d know it was you."
 
   Aurora waved one hand in dismissal. "No, he only thinks he knows it’s me. This was a fishing expedition and he caught nothing."
 
   "Mother, you’re meddling and he’s going to find out the truth, then we’ll both be in for it. And frankly, I’m sick and tired of cleaning up after him."
 
   "Don’t worry yourself," she said and patted him on the head, "by the time he does figure it out, it’ll be too late. You and I will both have what we want." With that, she was gone, leaving Ira shaking his head.
 
   ~ * ~
 
   Dion strolled out of his office. He wasnotgetting emotional over the human he’d just hired as his assistant. And why had he done such a stupid thing, anyway? Hired her!
 
   What had he been thinking? His mother had to have meddled, because if she hadn’t, the alternative was too terrible to even think about! As he walked toward the elevator, he heard a voice calling to him.
 
   "Mr. Vine," Ms. Reed called. "Mr. Vine, please, you have appointments! Where are you going?"
 
   Dion ignored her and kept walking.
 
   "Mr. Vine! Stop and answer me," she demanded.
 
   Dion suddenly stopped and turned, "I’m sorry, Ms. Reed. Change my appointments till next week. I’ll contact you later."
 
   "You have six appointments today; shall I change them all?"
 
   "Yes. And change all of them for the rest of the week," he said, then continued into the elevator and let the door slide shut in front of him.
 
   ~ * ~
 
   Dion stepped into the casino with a grin on his face. Monte Carlo. It didn’t get any better than this! There was work to do, yes, but what did it matter if he did it or not? It’s not as if he needed money and the staff would be paid, regardless. What he did need, and very badly, was a vacation. He’d been working too hard, hadn’t played enough, there could be no other reason for his current condition. Finding a craps table, Dion threw down a hundred-dollar bill, not even noticing what number it landed on. Nor did he care. The important thing now was to get his mind right. To get his mind off Patty James. This shouldn’t be too difficult, he told himself. So why in the hell was it?
 
   Moving on to theSalon Prives, gambling for high rollers only, he took a seat at one of the black jack tables and threw down five, hundred-dollar bills. Betting it all on his first hand, he split a pair of aces and won both hands. Letting the bet ride, he won the next hand with nineteen. Letting the two grand ride on the next hand, he split a pair of kings and broke even. After losing the next hand, the dealer raked all his money off the table, so Dion bet five grand on the next hand. A waitress took his drink order and brought him vodka on the rocks, for which he stuck a hundred-dollar bill in her cleavage. 
 
   No matter how much he won—or lost—he could not get Patty out of his head. No matter how much he drank, he could not get Patty out of his head.
 
   "Dammit," he muttered. Raking his winnings off the table, he left five hundred dollars for the dealer and left the casino.
 
   He walked toJimmy’z disco, sat at the bar and ordered a drink. Maybe he could drink enough to get her off his mind. Or maybe he could dance her away.
 
   He grabbed a woman as she walked by and spun her onto the dance floor. The music was loud; the room pounded its rhythm out in the bodies of the patrons. Dion was an excellent dancer and he was happy with his choice of partners. Her legs were long; her dress was slinky, tight, low-cut, and riding high on her thighs. And her cheeks were sunken with that somebody-please-feed-me-a-cheeseburger look high-fashion models tended to have. Although she was over six feet tall in her heels, Dion discovered she weighed next to nothing when he picked her up and she wrapped her legs around his waist.
 
   "Where are you staying?" she shouted in his ear. Dion grinned, set her feet back on the floor and pulled her along behind him. She pulled back and he stopped. "I have to tell my friend where I’m going," she said.
 
   Nodding, he told her, "Port Palace." He waited impatiently while she went to a nearby table and spoke to her girlfriends. All five pairs of eyes simultaneously looked him up and down, and five red mouths smiled their approval.
 
   Back at Dion’s side, the woman took his hand and said, "By the way, I’m—"
 
   "It doesn’t matter." With that, he practically dragged her outside to his car.
 
   ThePort Palace,located at7, avenue du President J.F. Kennedyin Monaco, overlooked the sea in the middle of Port Hercule Harbor. The Palace was luxury personified. Of course, Dion would have nothing less than the best at his disposal at all times, and right now it didn’t matter where he was staying, he just wanted to fuck. Hard. Now.
 
   He picked up his companion, carried her across the floor of his room, and deposited her on the bed. He stripped out of his clothing, leaving them in a pile on the floor. Holding onto her wrists, he pulled her to her feet and kissed her. Hard and deep. With one hand he held her up, with the other, he grabbed her dress and ripped it from her body; she wore nothing underneath.
 
   Placing his hands beneath her firm ass, he lifted her, impaling her on his hard dick. She held onto his shoulders, her head thrown back, and her generous, firm tits thrust up before him like an offering to the gods. And since that’s exactly what he was, he sucked a nipple deep into his mouth, and heard her moan.
 
   Backing up so he had a wall behind him for support, Dion plundered the woman. As she reached her climax, her pussy tightened around his cock, and he walked to the bed, laid her on it with her ankles around his shoulders, and he fucked her hard. Holding her by the thighs, his fingers sank into the soft flesh and he pumped into her, pounding her ruthlessly until she came again. Then he came, as well.
 
   Afterward, she showered and he called the concierge service. Her dress was in shreds, so he bought her another and had it delivered to his room. When she’d dressed, he kissed her lightly, escorted her to the lobby and told his driver to take her wherever she wanted to go. Dion watched as the car pulled away from the curb, and then he went back to his room and showered and changed.
 
   Looking at his watch he discovered it was still early, barely two in the morning. The night was young and he had energy to spare. He could spend days here gambling and fucking, but he couldn’t get Patty out of his head, and worse, now he felt badly about having just had sex with whatever her name was. And the worst part? He didn’t know if he felt badly about using the woman the way he had, or if the uncomfortable feeling he now felt had more to do with Patty.
 
   And what the hell was that? Why should he worry about what Patty would think if she knew? What the hellwasthat? Why should he care? Why should it even cross his mind?
This wasn’t right, not at all. One little human he’d only met briefly on two occasions and then had hired on their third meeting was now twisting his guts. He didn’t understand any of it.
 
   After several thousand years of life and several thousand years of debauchery, in his own world and in this one, he had never felt an attachment to any woman, goddess or human. That was why he had become convinced his mother had something to do with it.
 
   There was nothing his mother would like more than to see him "settled down with a house full of grandbabies," as she so often reminded him.
 
   Taking a deep breath, he calmed himself and thought about all the implications on the ride to another club, and he still felt like his mother had her claws in it. Even though he didn’t have proof that his mother was meddling in his life, he knew her too well. She might be able to manipulate Ira, but he was a different man. A grown-ass man made his own way in life, his own decisions about life, and he did not bend to his mother’s underhanded, conniving ways of trying to set him up for marriage and children.
 
   The fact that he couldn’t get Patty out of his mind didn’t bother him at all, he told himself. There were plenty of women out there and if he had to fuck every one of them to erase her from his thoughts, he would.
 
   ~ * ~
 
   Following Monaco, Dion spent three more days and nights drinking, gambling and fucking. He swept through Cannes, and from there he went to Venice, and then to the Orient. Ignoring calls from Ms. Reed, he continued on his little trip into the depths of debauchery with glee. He’d done much the same back in the old days. Greece, Italy,
 
   Egypt… the world had truly been a playground that Dion had treated as if it was his alone. Dining on the best food in the world, drinking the best liquor in the world, and fucking the prettiest women in the world, he’d been in his element. Much to his mother and brother’s dismay, of course. And he imagined that by now, they were pretty much disappointed again.
 
   Day four found him in Spain, in the company of a gorgeous, dark-eyed diva by the name of Sophia.
 
   Taking his latest paramour by the hand, he pulled her to him, crushing her large, lush breasts against his chest. Inhaling deeply, he lost himself in the fragrance of her hair, in her sweet scent that intoxicated him more than the wine he’d drunk earlier.
 
   They were in a pool of water at the bottom of a waterfall. Dion had paid an exorbitant amount of money to insure their absolute privacy, but he had more money than any one person could ever spend in three lifetimes and he had a strong feeling the lovely Sophia would be worth the added expense. As if to prove his point, Sophia dove beneath the water and took his cock into her mouth and he smiled, wondering how long she could hold her breath. However, he didn’t get to find out.
 
   "Damn it, boy," his mother said, obviously furious. "What do you think you’re doing?"
 
   Sitting in her private chamber, naked as the day he was born and just as wet, Dion ground his teeth together. If she hadn’t been his mother, he might have forgotten she was a woman, too, and decked her ass.
 
   "What do I thinkI’mdoing? What the hell do you thinkyou’redoing? And who the hell do you think youare?" Not the least bit shy, he didn’t care that he was standing there naked, yelling at his mother.
 
   "I think I’m your mother…"
 
   "I don’t give a shit. How I live my life is none of your business!" he thundered. Then, as quickly as she had brought him there, he left on his own power.
 
   "Well," Aurora said on a sigh. "I could’ve handled that a little differently."
 
   "Really? You think?" Ira asked sarcastically, appearing next to her.
 
   "Oh, be quiet," she said with exasperation.
 
   "Mother, even I have to agree with him this time. That was totally uncalled for."
 
   "Did you not see how he’s carrying on? Not the least bit concerned about anything or anyone other than himself?"
 
   "And just what did you think jerking him out of that pool and into your chamber would accomplish?"
 
   Aurora slumped into a chair. "Is it too much to ask for one single grandchild?"
 
   "When you do it like that, it is," Ira answered and disappeared.
 
   



  
 

~ 4 ~
 
   [bookmark: _Toc365714626]Down To Work
 
    
 
   After a full week of decadent delights, Dion felt refreshed and invigorated. Not only had he managed to regain his perspective, he’d also had the opportunity to tell his mother exactly what she could do with her interfering ways. More clear-headed than he’d been in a long time, the following Monday he returned to work. Ms. Reed’s feathers were ruffled over his prolonged absence, but he let her surly comments slide right off his back.
 
   Nothing could bother him, and he was absolutely sure he could face Patty now and be completely professional. After all, he had hired her for her abilities pertaining only to the job at hand, and not because of any emotional response to her.
 
   Her qualifications were top-notch and she was exactly the type of assistant he needed. She’s totallynotmy type, he told himself, and that was a good thing. With no sexual attraction to distract him, he’d be free to work with a clear mind.
 
   They’d keep their relationship on a strictly business level. Totally professional, he told himself. Everything is going to be just fine.
 
   But if that were true, then why did his hands shake every time he thought about seeing her again?
 
   Patty couldn’t believe how quickly she’d gone from the unemployment line to earning a paycheck larger than she’d ever imagined in her life. In fact, she was earning so much working for Dion Vine International, Inc., she fully expected someone to show up and shout, "April’s Fool!" at any moment. Not only did she not have to stress over all of those bills she had been so worried about just two weeks ago, she could now afford to pay off every credit card she owed. And not onlythat,she now had a passport in her purse that had been arranged by her employer, a company car at her disposal, and a limo was parked out front, waiting to take her to the airport. Oh, and she wasn’t going to be flying on a commercial flight, no, she would be flying with Dion in the company jet to Italy.
 
   Italy!
 
   Looking around her apartment to make sure she had everything she needed, she glanced at the empty cat bowls near the fridge. Leaving Elton was her only regret, but the cat had been tucked away at the Purr-fectly Pampered cat motel. The luxurious cat-boarding kennel offered mechanical mice to chase, stuffed doggie-shaped toys to chew on, and plenty of staff to rub a visiting kitty’s tummy. Elton probably wouldn’t even miss her.
 
   The doorman buzzed her apartment, announcing that the limo driver had indicated it was time to leave, and she almost squealed when she told him she’d be right down.
 
   Imagine, she thought, me, Patience Ellen James, running off to Italy with a man so gorgeous he should’ve been a model. Could’vetotallybeen a model. A man so gorgeous, even Brad Pit paled in comparison. A man, she reminded herself, who was now her boss and off-limits.
 
   Oh, well, she thought, refusing to allow anything to ruin her mood.There’s a down side to everything.Pulling the handle up on her suitcase, she dragged it behind her, locked the front door and threw her purse over her shoulder as she headed to the elevator. This was the most exciting thing that’d ever happened to her, and she hoped she could do the job well enough that Dion wouldn’t be sorry he hired her.
 
    
 
   ~ * ~
 
    
 
   "I told you it would work," Aurora said. "I know my children better than they know themselves."
 
   "Yes, mother," Ira agreed. "But it would be nice if just once you could refrain from saying, ‘I told you so’."
 
   His mother smiled brightly. "It’s simply one of the perks of motherhood."
 
   "So, what now? How do you know Dion won’t just fu-screw her socks off then dump her like he does all the others? He has never fallen in love in his life. He’s brought lust to new heights!"
 
   "And there is nothing wrong with lust, my boy. You should try a little of it once in a while," his mother noted. "But don’t worry about your brother; this woman is made for him. Literally. I saw to it myself."
 
   "Mother, what have you done?"
 
   "Nothing at all." She trailed her perfectly manicured fingers along the edge of his desk.
 
   "I’ve been planning my youngest son’s future since before he was born. The gods know if I wait for you to give me grandchildren, I’ll die a lonely, old woman."
 
   "Ha," Ira snorted. "First, you’ll never die. Second, you’ll never grow old, and third, you don’t know what lonely means. And as for me giving you grandchildren, if you’ll remember, I have responsibilities. I am your eldest son and you have left all of this on my shoulders. I’m the one who has to take care of all the personal needs of the lesser gods and goddesses, settle their disputes, and soothe their tempers and hurt feelings. I don’t have time for a personal life because I’m in charge of drama queens! And perhaps if my brother hadn’t been pampered all of his life, he would feel just a little more responsibility toward his family and not just his own desires. Perhaps, if he hadn’t been spoiled rotten by an over-indulgent mother, I wouldn’t have to do everything myself and would have the time to find a mate and have children of my own."
 
   "Fine, I’ll take over while you find a mate," Aurora said, looking at her son.
 
   Ira shook his head in exasperation. No wonder Dion was such a pain in the ass; he was exactly like his mother. To Aurora, he said, "Never mind, Mother, just deal with Dion, please. Otherwise, I’m afraid I will be responsible for you having only one son."
 
   "Why do you make such threats? You love him as much as I do."
 
   "Of course I love him, and I’d also just love to strangle him with my bare hands."
 
   Aurora’s laughter sounded like music, and then she kissed her eldest son and
 
   disappeared.
 
   ~ * ~
 
   "I’ve never been to Italy before," Patty said as they waited to go through customs. "I hope we’ll have time to go to the Vatican. I’ve always wanted to see it."
 
   Dion chuckled. "You’ll see it. You’ll have a guided tour like no tourist has ever had."
 
   "What? No! You mean… no!"
 
   Nodding, he said, "Yes, I do mean exactly that."
 
   Patty leaned into him and whispered, "You’re going to break into the Vatican?"
 
   "Not exactly. Here you go," he said and lifted her luggage for her. "I’ll explain it all when we get to the hotel."
 
   Dion had watched her on the long flight across the Atlantic as she’d made appointments, updated records, and even made a pot of coffee. He liked her coffee. She wasn’t his usual type of woman, no, but she was something he needed. He jerked involuntarily at the thought. Had he really just admitted heneededthis woman? He shook the idea away and tried to think of other things.
 
   He tried to focus on the job he needed to do in Rome, but he simply couldn’t concentrate with her so near. She was fresh and new and bright, and maybe that was what he needed most, he thought. After living for so long, both in his own world and in this one, there truly was nothing new under the sun. He took everything for granted, but for Patty, everything—all the experiences he was sharing with her—was brand new and her excitement was rubbing off on him.
 
   He took a deep breath as he followed her into the limo. Her sweet little ass was right there in his face and he could’ve kissed it, had he taken a notion to. So, if it wasn’t his mother’s doing, and more than a week of fucking his brains out hadn’t cooled his desire for her, what was causing him to feel this way? He refused to believe himself capable of any feelings beyond the purely physical, but he was at a loss to explain the emotions rolling around inside of him.
 
   If he’d only found himself physically attracted to her, he could have dealt with his desires easily enough. He knewexactlyhow to handle his physical urges, and lust was a familiar feeling, an old friend he liked very much. But these other emotions… he didn’t even know what to call them. The thoughts running through his head were a jumbled mess, and they all centered on Patty.
 
   At the hotel, he showed Patty to her rooms, and then went to his own. Putting his suitcases down, he lay back on the bed and stretched. A single door connected their suites and he could hear her moving around, most likely unpacking and exploring every nook and cranny. He climbed from the bed and went to the door. He knocked, and she opened it, a huge grin on her face. He couldn’t help but smile.
 
   "This hotel is awesome!" she exclaimed. "Come here." Grabbing his hand she pulled him to the open French doors and out onto the balcony. "Look at that. The Vatican! And there’s St. Peter’s! Can you believe this?" 
 
   Her face glowed with excitement, and her eyes sparkled with delight. This is what true joy looks like, he thought. Had he ever known that feeling himself? Had he ever looked out at the horizon and been filled with wonderment and excitement at what he saw? Had he ever been happy just tobe? Happy with what he had? With what was around him? The answer to those questions came quickly enough. No. He’d never in his life been so contentedly happy. Period. Oh, there were moments of happiness, to be sure. But every moment of happiness he’d ever had was because of something he had acquired, whether a work of art, a new yacht, or a new woman. He’d never been truly happy just being who he was.
 
   "It’s quite a sight," he agreed, though she didn’t notice he wasn’t looking at the scenery. "Tomorrow we’ll have a meeting with the curator of ancient artifacts, then afterwards, we’ll take a tour of the Vatican, and St. Peter’s, if you’d like."
 
   "That would be wonderful. I really can’t believe all of this, Dion. Thank you," she said, and standing on her tiptoes, she kissed him on the cheek. He just stood there - mute. Floored by her goodness, by her innocence, and by her utter decency.
 
   "You’re welcome," he said softly. He was uncomfortable as hell, but she didn’t seem to notice because she was back at the railing, leaning over it, squealing with innocent delight. For a moment, he longed to do nothing more than take her in his arms and share in her delight.Shit, what the hell is wrong with me?Taking a few calming breaths he reined in his emotions, clamped down on them with unshakeable control, and cleared his throat. "Perhaps we should go to out to dinner? You must be hungry by now."
 
   She turned back to him, her face flushed with excitement, and he felt his implacable control begin to slip.
 
   "I would love to," she said. "Give me thirty minutes to get ready."
 
   "I’ll be back then," he said. He turned on his heel and went back to his room.
 
    
 
   Kicking off his shoes, Dion shook his head. He peeled off his clothing as he headed to the shower. Standing under the hot spray, he contemplated his reactions to Patty’s joy. One human female should not be able to make him feel the way he was feeling right now. Not only was there a physical reaction, like the obvious one he had right now in spite of himself, but Patty pulled at something deep inside of him. Pulled at something no one else ever had. At something he hadn’t even been fully aware had existed within him.
 
   A Greek-fucking-god, that’s what he was! He was Dionysus, the son of Aurora, Goddess of Light. He was the brother of Ira, the God of Wrath. He was the freaking son of Zeus himself! Dionysus, the God of Wine and Revelry, the god of fucking women’s brains out! That’s who the hell he was, and hadn’t he proven he was worthy of the name? Hadn’t he spent his lifetime enjoying wine, women and song across both worlds? Hadn’t he left hundreds, nay, thousands, of women wanting more of him, even though they could barely move when he was through with them? Hadn’t he taken revelry to new freaking heights?
 
   Rinsing off, he took a calming breath, stepped out of the shower and grabbed a towel, which he rubbed quickly over his body and head. He leaned on the sink and stared into the mirror. The face before him was ever familiar, not having changed in a few thousand years, but he didn’t usually look at himself. Now he examined his face, his eyes, his hair, and his body.
 
   Never had he wondered what his life meant. Never had he questioned who he was. Never had he doubted his goals. Never had he thought of changing for anyone. So why was he having such a problem with all of that now? Why was one woman invading his thoughts through the days and his dreams at night?
 
   Perhaps he just needed to fuck her until she begged him to stop. Perhaps it was only lust. Perhaps all he needed was to get her naked and under himto get all of this, this…emotionalcrap out of his system.
 
   Having come to that decision, Dion stepped back and looked at himself again. There, that was all he needed. A good, long talk with himself to figure out the problem and to figure out a workable solution. After all, wasn’t that what he did? Find solutions for problems?
 
   He exhaled; satisfied he would have it worked out of his system by the time this night was over. He went back into the bedroom and dressed. Black slacks, black turtleneck with a black blazer thrown over it, and black shoes on his feet. Against all that black clothing, his blonde hair looked paler, his eyes that much darker. She’d be a fool to turn this down, he thought, and smiled. Greek god or no, he was hella hot!
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   Holding her chair, Dion seated Patty at a table covered in white lace, set with silver candlesticks holding tall, white tapered candles that flickered carelessly in the breeze. The waiter poured champagne into delicate crystal flutes for them both, and served the meal on elegant china, then discreetly disappeared. From a distance, violin music floated on the air, mingling with the soft scent of the roses Dion had given her. He’d planned their dinner on the balcony of his room to the last detail while she getting ready, and from the look on her face, he knew he’d made the perfect choice.
 
   "I can’t believe you did all of this," Patty exclaimed. "It’s so perfect, so wonderful. So much better than a restaurant."
 
   "I’m glad you like it," he replied and poured them more champagne.
 
   Conversation was light as they ate anti-pasta, followed by channel lobster, and for dessert, there was zuppa ingles, a wonderful rum-soaked cake layered with pastry cream.
 
   Dion found himself hanging on her every word, noting her every reaction. He couldn’t get enough of her, and he wanted to know everything about her.
 
   "I was so average growing up," Patty told him as she licked cream from her fingers. "My dad was a pharmacist, my mother was his assistant. They were best friends and I don’t ever remember them fighting. We lived in the same house where my father was born and I went to the same schools he went to, and when I was a teenager, I worked in the pharmacy after school. Then I began keeping the books for them, doing the taxes, so when I was ready for college, I didn’t even have to think about what I wanted to do with my life. I majored in business."
 
   She paused to drink deeply from her champagne, and Dion could sense a change in her mood. He brushed his hand over hers, squeezing it reassuringly.
 
   "When I was a junior at Columbia, my father had a massive coronary and died. I missed a full semester so I could stay with my mom, although she kept telling me to go back to school. Finally, I felt like if I didn’t go back, I never would, so… " Her voice trailed off.
 
   She took another drink from her glass. "I went back, finished the semester I’d missed then took summer classes to make up for lost time. I graduated with my class and my mom was there to watch me get my diploma."
 
   "I bet she was proud of you," he said.
 
   Patty nodded, but a tear slipped down her cheek. "She was. She died two months later."
 
   "I’m sorry. I didn’t know," he said and held her hand in his. 
 
   Wiping her cheek with the linen napkin, she smiled softly. "It’s all right. It was a long time ago."
 
   "Even so, it can’t be easy to lose your parents. You don’t have brothers or sister?"
 
   "No, I’m an only child. How about you? What’s your story, Dion?"
 
   He almost choked, but managed to force a smile. "Nothing special," he replied. "I have one older brother and my parents are still around, though I don’t see my father very much."
 
   "They’re divorced?"
 
   "No," he said and chuckled. "Actually, they were never married."
 
   "Oh, that’s pretty common, you know. It’s no big deal."
 
   Dion laughed out loud. "If you only knew my parents," he began then stopped and shook his head. "Dance with me."
 
   It wasn’t a question. He stood, still holding her hand, and pulled her to her feet.
 
   The music soared and the lights from inside dimmed. Beneath the clear skies and a full moon that seemed to appear from nowhere, Patty felt as if she was floating. Her breasts were pressed against his muscular as he held her gently, yet securely, to him. She felt warm and safe and breathless and calm and excited and tingly and hot and… so hot.
 
   Everything about her felt hot, inside and outside, from the hair on her head to the soles
 
   of her feet. And he felt so strong and sure of himself, and her heart beat hard against his chest. 
 
    
 
   His scent was unlike any she’d ever known before—spicy and wild—and she felt as if it was curling inside her, sliding into her senses, flowing along her bloodstream.
 
   Please don’t let this end-please don’t let this end!If just once a wish would come true, it was this one Patty wanted more than any other. Just let the music keep playing, she thought, and let the dance go on forever.
 
    
 
   Her heart hammered against his chest, and Dion could not only feel it, he could hear it. At least he hoped it was hers, because his was hammering just as hard. Her hair felt like silk against his cheek as he danced her slowly across the balcony. Her scent was delicate, sweet, alluring, soft, and every fiber of his being came alive. The wanting of her was so intense, and only surpassed by his need for her. His senses had come alive. They were so keen, he felt stronger, bigger,morethan he ever had before in his life. And that was saying something. His awareness of her was as sharp as the edge of a razor. He knew her on a level he couldn’t explain and it left him breathless.
 
   They were no longer moving, just swaying gently back and forth, their gazes locked. Her tongue flicked out and she licked her lips in a nervous gesture. Dion dipped his head and their lips touched, gently, slowly, and sparks flew. Electricity crackled on the air, lightning streaked across the sky, and thunder rolled loud and long. Dion suppressed a sigh. His family was so overly dramatic! Ignoring the show they were putting on, he scooped Patty into his arms and carried her inside.
 
    
 
   There were no words between them. Patty found she couldn’t speak even when she tried. Blood hummed through her veins, her skin burned, and she knew the only one who could soothe her body and soul was the man who was now stripping her out of her clothing. When she was bare before him, she felt no embarrassment, no shyness, only a freedom she’d never known in her life with any other man. Then she found herself pulling at his clothing, helping him out of them, and when he was naked, she gasped. 
 
   His body was a work of art. Sculpted, was the word that came to her mind. Sculpted by a talented artist. Not even the David was so finely crafted, she thought, and then frowned when she imagined she heard a smug, self-satisfied chuckle echoing in the distance. Something was very different about Dion. It was something she wasn’t sure she wanted to know, yet it was something she badly wanted to ask. And she would.
 
   Later. Much, much later.
 
    
 
   His large hands were impossibly gentle when they touched her. Caressing her cheek, he cupped her face and bent to press his lips to hers. They sizzled again, and again, thunder boomed. Dion didn’t seem to notice the sounds as he urged her mouth open and swept his tongue inside. Oh, this was the kiss she’d dreamed of, this was the kiss she’d read about. This was the kiss that had her knees shaking and she wasn’t sure she’d be able to continue standing. As if he’d read her mind, Dion wrapped his arms around her, lifting her to him, holding her against his hard, yet velvety soft body. 
 
   She shivered as the kiss continued. If she died now, she’d diesohappy! Her kiss was heady and warm and sweet, like fine wine. And like fine wine, it went straight to his head. Both of them. Never had he been turned on like this, never had the want been so wrapped up in such need, and not just physically, either. 
 
   There was something moving through him that went deeper and deeper, until it had wrapped itself around his soul. Desire rose up in him, but this time it wasn’t a beast seeking to be fed; it wasn’t driving him, it was leading him. It was moving him to give more of himself than just his body, and while somewhere his mind questioned such an outrageous thought, trying to analyze it, his heart had taken over. Never had his heart been involved in any of the activities his body had indulged in; never had his soul sat up and taken notice. Yet, here, now, with her, not only was his mind and body engaged in a single pursuit, his heart and soul were also fully involved.
 
   Laying her back on the bed, he switched on the reading light. Not enough to invade the intimacy they were sharing, but enough so that he could see her, so that he could look into her eyes. So she could see him. He wanted her to know him, wanted her to look into his eyes. Could she see his soul there? Would his heart be visible to her now?
 
   She looked like an angel as she lay looking up at him. His heart banged hard against his chest as he came down beside her. He gazed at her, softly stroking her cheek with his fingers, and one thought loomed in his mind. This was the woman for him. His. She was his. The decision came simply in that moment, without preamble, without fear, without question.
 
   Kissing her again, he moved his hands over her body, over her smooth, silky skin. Her tits were lush, luscious, and he feasted on her nipples, while his hands continued to roam on their own. Moving over her belly, over her hips, down her thigh, and back up her inner thigh to the V of downy hair. Her legs parted and his fingers dipped into her pussy.
 
   The musky scent wafted into his nostrils and sent desire curling through his body until it gripped his balls. His cock was so hard it hurt and he’d thought it couldn’t get any harder, but he was wrong. The scent of her stiffened him further and he groaned into her mouth.
 
   The feel of his skin on hers sent ripples of ecstasy through Patty’s body. Her nipples had beaded beneath his touch and ached for more of him. Her entire body ached for his touch, ached to have him on her, in her, filling her, stretching her, pounding her over and over. Why was he taking so long? Her pussy was wet and when his fingers slid into her, she exhaled into his mouth as her hips began rocking against his hand. She wanted more, needed more, and had to have more of him. She moved her hands over his arms, raking her nails across his skin, unable to stay still. She sucked on his tongue, her body writhing against his.
 
   More. More. More.Just give me more, the voice in her head screamed. Or did she say it out loud?
 
   Patty’s soft moans and silent demands for more inflamed Dion almost to the point of losing all control. Coming up on his knees, he pulled her up with him and lifting her off the bed. Facing her toward the wall, her hands flat against it, Dion spread her legs like she was about to be searched. In fact, she was, but no policeman would be involved here.
 
   "Don’t move," he growled in a low voice.
 
   Gathering her hair in his hand, he pulled her head back and sank his teeth into the soft flesh of her neck. He wrapped his other hand around her waist and pulled her hard against his stomach and chest.
 
   His tongue made a path over her shoulder and down her back as he held her firmly to him. Her silken skin tasted like honey, and he continued his journey over her body.
 
   Dropping to his knees behind her, he kissed her lush ass then ran his tongue between the twin cheeks. Moaning at her delicate, musky odor, he moved down her leg, nibbled at the bend of her knee, and licked down her calf. Moving to the other leg, he licked her calf, pausing to nibble the bend of that knee and then snaked his tongue up her other thigh, back to her ass. He turned to sit flat on the floor with his head between her legs, and found her the perfect height as his mouth came level with her pussy. Using his fingers to part the sensitive folds, he lapped at her with his tongue until her hands were no longer on the wall, but wrapped in his hair.
 
   "No!" she moaned when he stopped his ministrations.
 
   Grinning wickedly, he looked up at her and said, "Put your hands back on the wall. Every time you move your hands from the wall, I stop."
 
   Her hands smacked the wall and he chuckled as his tongue flicked her clit. Teasing it back and forth made her roll her head and rock her hips, but when he latched onto it and sucked, she screamed and went wild with the pleasure he was giving her.
 
   She fell to the floor, unable to stand on her own, but he continued to lap at her, to suck her clit as she came and came, screaming with the force of her release. She sucked deep, ragged breaths into her lungs, her entire body shaking.
 
   Without giving her time to recover, he worked his tongue over her body again. When he reached her mouth, she wrapped her fingers in his hair, and whispered, "In me."
 
   Dion moved over her and she wrapped her legs around his waist as he slid deep inside her hot, wet pussy. He moved. She moved.Ah, just like that.Bracing a hand on either side of her, he arched his back, plundering her body with his own. And she met him thrust for thrust, riding it out with him, coaxing him onward with her deep moans of delight. Sweat poured from his body, mixing with hers. Higher and higher they took one another, until she cried out his name and he poured into her, his orgasm shaking him to his core.
 
   Falling to one side so he didn’t crush her, Dion panted hard as he tried to catch his breath. Good god, had he ever come so hard? Had he ever experienced an orgasm so intensely? He could feel it all the way to his toes, to the roots of his hair; even his fingernails seemed to tingle.
 
   When his breathing had returned to a more normal cadence, he pulled her on top of him and gazed into her eyes. God, she was beautiful. Had he ever thought otherwise? How could he have ever thought she wasn’t his type? That she wasn’t exactly what he needed? Hell, he needed her with every fiber of his being, and not only did he need her, he was in love with her. And she had better feel the same way, or by Zeus, there would be hell to pay.
 
   So, okay, maybe not hell to pay, he amended to himself, but if she didn’t love him now, he would spend the rest of forever convincing her she should.
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   Patty awoke and looked around. Confused for only a moment, she rolled over and found the bed empty, but still warm on the other side. Pushing the covers back, she slid out of the bed and padded to the bathroom where she heard the shower running. She opened the door, and Dion looked up and smiled, then pulled her into the shower with him. Last night had not been a dream, and she quickly discovered he was just as passionate in the light of day as he was in the deep, dark night.
 
   ~ * ~
 
   The room was functional with a long, narrow table in the middle surrounded by twenty, well-padded chairs. Patty found herself so overwhelmed she was glad she didn’t have to do anything except take notes and pass Dion whatever papers or files he needed. They were in a meeting with the curator of antiquities, a priest who answered directly to the Pope. How freaking cool was this job? Not to mention the fact she was now sleeping with the boss, and she almost laughed out loud when she thought of what Ms. Reed would say. The meeting ran through lunch, which was served by the staff right there in the meeting room. When they were done, the priest excused himself, leaving Dion and Patty alone.
 
   "I need that bank file," Dion told her, digging through his briefcase. He had been nothing but professional since they’d arrived, and Patty was glad for it.
 
   Last night and this morning had been the experience of a lifetime, but few words had been spoken, and Patty didn’t know what it meant. They were lovers, but did it carry over into real life? Were they a couple? Or was she reading way more into the whole affair than he’d meant for her to? Keeping busy with the work in front of them helped keep her mind off of the more personal side of their relationship. If itwasa relationship, she reminded herself.
 
   "Patty?"
 
   Startled, she jerked her head up. "I’m sorry. What did you say?"
 
   "I’m missing a file here and I know I brought it with me. I must’ve left it at the hotel, so I need you to get it for me. And be very discreet; I don’t want us to look incompetent here. This is an important account."
 
   "Of course. I’ll be back as soon as possible." She got up to leave the room as the priest came back in.
 
   "I’m sorry," she said, "I’m afraid I have to excuse myself for a few minutes, if you don’t mind."
 
   "Not at all." The priest smiled warmly, and took his chair at the end of the table next to Dion. The two men began talking again, and Patty slipped from the room, quietly shutting the door. She hurried outside to the waiting car and told the driver to take her back to the hotel.
 
   Upstairs in Dion’s suite, Patty searched for the missing file. She bent over the desk and then she… was so confused. The room had completely changed. Her head was spinning, or maybe the room was spinning, she couldn’t be sure. What was wrong with her? The hotel room, while richly appointed, definitely had carpeting, and not white marble floors. Marble floors, marble pillars, everything white, dreamlike. Wherewasshe?
 
   "Welcome," a woman said, seeming to appear out of thin air. "I am so happy to meet you."
 
   "I’m, um, I’m . . . who are you?" Patty wrinkled her forehead. For some reason, the woman seemed familiar, but she couldn’t say why. She was beautiful, ethereal, otherworldly. Her face was perfect, her skin flawless, and her mouth full and red. Her neck was elegant, and she held herself regally. Her nails were long, perfectly manicured and as red as her lips. Her blonde hair was piled on her head with loose tresses falling about her shoulders, and flowers had been woven through it. Dressed in a flowing white gown that was delicate, sheer, made of no material Patty could name, the woman looked like a goddess.
 
   "I am Aurora, dear. I am Dionysus’s mother. Welcome to my home." She spoke formally, and made a gesture with her arm, indicating the palace. That’s where she was, Patty suddenly thought. This was a palace somewhere…
 
   "I’m sorry," Patty said weakly. "I’m not feeling well right now. Might I sit down, please?"
 
   There was a generously padded lounge chair right beside her, and she sank onto it.
 
   "Would you like refreshments, dear? A cold drink, perhaps?"
 
   Patty nodded, her hands shaking, as a tall glass of golden-yellow liquid appeared on the table next to her.
 
   "There now," Aurora said as she reclined on a lounge chair next to Patty. "That’s much better. We can have a little girl talk and get to know one another."
 
   "Uh-huh," Patty muttered and gulped the cool, sweet drink. Closing her eyes, she whispered to herself, "I will open my eyes and be back in the hotel, I will open my eyes and be back in the hotel." When she opened her eyes, Aurora was smiling gently at her.
 
   "Oh my," Patty groaned. "Where am I?"
 
   "Specifically, my home. Generally, Mount Olympus."
 
   "Right, Mount Olympus." Patty nodded slowly. "Of course. I’ve had a bad fall and I’m in a coma. Dion looks like a god, he just screwed me four ways from Sunday, so of course, I’m hallucinating all of this. Why else would I be sitting her with a goddess on Mount Olympus?" Then she looked alarmed. "Am I dead? Did the fall kill me?"
 
   "No, dear. You are not dead. You are not even in a coma. No harm has come to you. I know this seems strange to you, but you really are in my home and this really is Mount Olympus. I am Dion’s mother. And you are the answer to my prayers. I have waited so long for the boy to settle down, fall in love and give me grandchildren. I truly thought the two of you would never meet. And waiting for you to come of age nearly killed me. I swear, it has been the longest twenty-five years of my life!"
 
   Patty began to chuckle. Then she began to laugh. And she couldn’t stop. She had a royal case of the giggles and there was no sign of them abating anytime soon. Holding her stomach, she tried to gain control of herself, but to no avail. Her stomach muscles ached, she couldn’t take a decent breath, and her face grew hot and sweaty.
 
   The giggling fit continued and Aurora simply watched without expression. Patty buried her face in the lounge chair cushion. She felt ridiculous, knew she looked foolish, but she was unable to stop laughing. Fifteen minutes later, she was still laughing and just couldn’t stop. Then, as suddenly as she had appeared in the palace, a man appeared in front of her and shocked her sober.
 
   He looked very much like Dion, actually. Well over six feet tall, broad shoulders, thick arms, powerful chest, hard belly and tight ass. He had eyes black as night, and his blonde hair hung over his shoulders in long, loose waves. But even though he was beautiful and so…sogod-like, she found it curious she felt no attraction to him. Feltnothinglike she did the moment she laid eyes on Dion. When she’d first met Dion, she’d fallen all over herself and couldn’t form a coherent thought, much less a sentence. But this man evoked no desire in her, didn’t pull at her heart, and didn’t make her want to drop her panties, or have his babies.
 
   "Mother," he said in a low growl. "Must I continue cleaning up after you forever? What were you thinking?"
 
   Aurora shrugged one delicate shoulder and smiled beatifically. "I wanted to meet her."
 
   "You should have waited until Dion was ready for you to meet her. The possible repercussions from your reckless behavior are mind-boggling. Even Father is having a fit, and you know what happens when he starts. There’s already been two earthquakes and I was barely able to prevent a tidal wave!"
 
   "Oh, please. Zeus is always showing off. Give the man the ability to make electricity and he spends all day throwing lightning bolts. Besides, he was just as happy as I was. It wasn’t me throwing lightning around and building thunderheads last night while they were fu—" She stopped and looked at Patty. "While they were being intimate," she amended.
 
   "What? Wait! That was real? That was you? All of you were watching?Oh-my-God!" Heat suffused her cheeks and she buried her face in her hands, sure she would die of embarrassment.
 
   "Of course we weren’t watching," Ira said.
 
   "No, dear," Aurora rolled her eyes. "We weren’t watching."
 
   "Really?" Patty raised her head.
 
   "Really," Ira assured her. "By the way, I’m Ira. Dion’s brother."
 
   "Nice to meet you," she said and politely extended her hand. "Please, can you tell me where I am? This woman seems to think we’re on Mount Olympus! Which, of course, doesn’t even exist." She leaned toward Ira and whispered, "Is she crazy? Does she require medication?"
 
   Ira threw back his head and laughed out loud. "I’ve always thought so." He chuckled,
 
   Aurora gave him a searing look, and Ira cleared his throat, instantly sobering. "But yes, you are in a palace on Mount Olympus, and my mother should never have brought you here until Dion was ready to tell you the entire story."
 
   "Oh, all right, I’m sorry," Aurora said. "What more do you want from me?"
 
   "Can you send me back?" Patty asked hopefully.
 
   "Of course, don’t be silly. You haven’t been kidnapped!" Aurora rolled her eyes again. "But before I do, would you take a walk with me? I’d like to show you something first."
 
   Patty hesitated, shooting a frightened look toward Ira. He nodded slightly and smiled. "Yes," Patty said, trusting Ira’s judgment. "I’ll go with you, but then you have to send me back. Okay?"
 
   Aurora smiled broadly, obviously pleased. "As soon as we’ve had a little time together, I’ll send you back," she agreed.
 
   ~ * ~
 
   "I don’t know why she hasn’t returned," Dion told the priest, looking at his watch. "I sent her for a file I misplaced, but she should’ve been back by now." He sighed and gathered his things together. "I hope you’ll forgive me, Father, but I am really concerned about my assistant. I need to check on her and find out what’s keeping her."
 
   "Of course. Don’t worry yourself about a thing; I’m sure she’s fine. And don’t worry about our business here. As far as I’m concerned, you’re the man we’ve been looking for."
 
   "Thank you," Dion said and shook the priest’s hand. "I’ll contact you later.” As he hurried out of the building, his car pulled up and the driver stepped out. "Do you know where she is?" Dion asked in fluent Italian.
 
   "I’m sorry, sir. I waited for her but she never returned. I had the hotel staff check the room, but she wasn’t there. They searched the hotel and found no sign of her."
 
   "Take me to the hotel," Dion said and climbed in the car. Damn, he wished he had the ability to instantly move through space on this plane. But that only applied when he wished to go home; on this plane, he was forced to rely on normal transportation.
 
   Once at the hotel, he jumped out of the vehicle and hurried to the elevator. Impatiently, he rode it to his floor and hurried down the hall to his suite. The room was empty, except for Patty’s purse and the case she’d had with her. Nothing was disturbed, and there was no sign of a struggle.
 
   "She couldn’t just disappear," he said aloud. "Could she? Mother!"
 
   Dion clenched his fists. His mother had gone too far this time and he was going to make sure she would stay out of his affairs once and for all. That was his last thought before he moved from the earthly plane to Mount Olympus.
 
   ~ * ~
 
   "Mother!" Dion bellowed and looked around his mother’s quarters. He lifted his head and sniffed the air, his fury growing when he caught Patty’s lingering scent. "I’m going to kill her," he said and started out of the room.
 
   "Not so fast, little brother." Ira stopped him. "You need to calm down."
 
   Dion whirled around and grabbed Ira by the collar. "She’s gone too far this time, Ira! I’m going to… I’m going to…” In his fury, he was at a loss for words. Suddenly, thunder rolled and boomed, shaking the building’s very foundation.
 
   "Hello, Father," Dion said. Both he and Ira bowed as Zeus appeared on a bolt of lightning.
 
   "You’re going to what, my boy?" Zeus’s voice boomed across the room.
 
   "Really, Father, she’s gone too far this time!" Dion said through barely contained rage.
 
   "I have to take Dion’s side. Again," Ira said with a frown. "Her meddling has gotten out of hand. You have to do something about her."
 
   "Ihaveto do something? Do you forget to whom you speak?"
 
   "I’m sorry, Your Highness." Ira apologized and bowed before his father again. "I only meant she is out of control and there is no one, save yourself, who is able to control her."
 
   Zeus grinned, obviously pacified by Ira’s backhanded compliment.
 
   "I have not paid much attention to your mother as of late," he admitted. "She is still furious with me over my latest human playmate, but I will speak with her." He turned to Dion. "Come here, boy. Tell me all about this human your mother is so taken with. What makes her different from all the other ones you have played with?"
 
   Dion stood face-to-face with the only man he truly feared. The only man he had ever tried to emulate. The man he loved even more now, as an adult, than he had when he was a child. And a man, he knew, that lovedhim.Taking a seat next to his father, Dion simply said, "I’m in love with her."
 
   "Well, then. Love’s a grand thing, son. Are you sure it’s love with this one and not just lust?"
 
   Dion snorted. "After all the women I’ve known, Father, I think I can tell the difference between lust and love by now."
 
   "Well, you’ve got me there." Zeus smiled mischievously. "I, on the other hand, have loved every one of the women I’ve known."
 
   "Thatwould be lust, Father," Ira said, shaking his head. "It’s the reason Mother is
 
   constantly irate with you."
 
   "Your mother just doesn’t understand men." Zeus waved his hand and lightning struck in the middle of the room, the ozone hanging heavily in the air.
 
   Both of his sons looked at the black spot on the floor then turned amused looks on their father. Zeus laughed out loud.
 
   ~ * ~
 
   Aurora and Patty walked side-by-side through gardens that perpetually bloomed with roses, tulips, daffodils, and a broad range of other flowers, shrubs and trees that Patty couldn’t name. Thunder rolled somewhere in the distance and Patty looked up, expecting to see rain clouds, but there were none.
 
   "It’s beautiful here," Patty commented.
 
   "It’s one of my favorite places," Aurora told her. "I spend a lot of time out here."
 
   "I can’t imagine you digging in the dirt."
 
   Aurora’s lilting laughter rang out across the vast gardens. "I don’t dig in the dirt, my dear. This just sort of happens," she said and waved her hand. An area that was green with grass suddenly sprouted a bed of flowers.
 
   Patty gasped. "I wish I could do that!"
 
   Aurora linked her arm through Patty’s. "Tell me about my son. What do you think of him?"
 
   "I think he’s gorgeous and brilliant and wonderful and I can’t get enough of him," she said dreamily. "He’s a god!"
 
   "Yes, he’s a god. A quite powerful one, at that. He simply refuses to be godlike, except when it suits him."
 
   "I don’t believe any of this," Patty declared. "How can any of this be real? Yet, here I am and I don’t understand it."
 
   "Yet, you do accept it, don’t you?"
 
   "Yes, I guess I do."
 
   "That’s good. I’m glad to hear it. Zeus keeps going after human females and never seems to find one who can accept him for what he is. He keeps them a few days then they tend to go quite mad." Aurora smiled smugly. "Perhaps one day he’ll realize all he needs has been right in front of his nose the whole time."
 
   "Zeus? He exists too. Oh my goodness!"
 
   "Yes, he exists, too. Sometimes I wish he—"
 
   "Woman!" a disembodied voice thundered.
 
   "Speak of the devil," Aurora whispered. "Yes, Highness, how may I serve you?"
 
   Zeus appeared, riding a lightning bolt, and Patty shrieked and tried to hide behind Aurora.
 
   "You don’t have to be so dramatic. You scared the girl," Aurora chided.
 
   Zeus eyed Patty with what she imagined was supposed to be a hard, frightening look but for some reason, that’s not what Patty saw. She smiled at him, somehow knowing he was mostly bluster and show.
 
   "Your Highness," Patty said and bowed.
 
   "You may rise," he said loudly.
 
   Aurora rolled her eyes; the man did love his theatrics. Zeus released the lightning bolt, which disappeared into thin air, and fell in stride beside the two women. He took Patty’s arm in a gentlemanly gesture and offered her a warm smile before addressing Aurora.
 
   "I’ve been speaking with my sons. It seems they are upset with you, woman."
 
   "Hmmm," Aurora said. "That makes this day different from all others in what way?"
 
   Zeus laughed and thunder boomed in the distance. "Woman, you will never learn to control that tongue with me, will you?"
 
   Aurora looked up at him and smiled, and Patty could see the love she had for him on her face.
 
   "And you, my girl. What do you have to say for yourself?"
 
   Patty swallowed hard. Was she really walking through a garden on Mount Olympus talking to the Greek God Zeus? Holy-freaking-crap! "Well… " she said.
 
   "Don’t beat around the bush. What is going on between you and my son?"
 
   "I don’t really know, sir. We’ve hardly had time to find out. We haven’t even had a chance to get to know one another very well yet."
 
   "Are you in love with him?" Zeus asked bluntly.
 
   Patty choked.
 
   "You are," Zeus said. "What are you going to do about it? You love him and he loves you. This isn’t rocket science."
 
   "He loves me?He loves me," she whispered.
 
   Aurora laughed and Zeus chuckled, causing lightning to flash across the sky and thunder to boom in the distance.
 
   "I’m sure that’s something Dion would want to tell her himself, dear," Aurora said softly.
 
   Zeus cleared his throat. "I’m sure he will, too, so act surprised." "I don’t think she’ll need to act." Aurora looked up at the father of her children and he winked.
 
   "Would you like to accompany me this afternoon, Aurora?" he asked.
 
   "Accompany you where?" she asked coyly.
 
   Dropping Patty’s arm, Zeus quickly grabbed Aurora around the waist and pulled her to him. His lips came down on hers and they both disappeared.
 
   Patty stood looking around, spun in a circle and threw her hands up. "What about me?"
 
   In the next instant, she found herself on the bed in the hotel. Dion was with her. Naked. On top of her. And grinning ear-to-ear.
 
   "What happened?" she asked.
 
   "What do you think of my family?"
 
   "That… that was real?"
 
   "They liked you a lot, especially my father."
 
   "That was real?"
 
   "Ira thinks you’re beautiful. Too beautiful and good of heart for me, is how he put it."
 
   "That was really real?"
 
   "Why do you keep saying that?"
 
   "I just can’t believe it. It so surreal, so un-fucking-believable!"
 
   Dion laughed out loud; she rarely used such language. "I agree, but you’ll get used to it."
 
   He kissed her long and hard as he moved his hands over her body. Rolling over onto his back, he pulled her on top of him and impaled her with his hard cock in one swift movement. She rocked on him, shifting back and forth with her hands braced against his chest. Dion moved his hands up and down her arms.
 
   Sitting back, Patty laced her fingers with his, then pinned him against the bed. Her face was mere inches above his as she continued to slide her pussy up and down his rigid cock. She could see by the expression on his face that he was close to coming and she gently bit his lip. He closed his eyes and moaned, reveling in the feel of hot, wet pussy, and warm, sweet woman assaulting his senses.
 
   "Open your eyes," she whispered hoarsely. "I want to watch when you come in me."
 
   Breaking the hold she had on his hands, Dion sank his fingers into the flesh of her hips and pinned her to his body. He took control of the rhythm and ground his dick deep inside her. Patty wrapped her fingers in his hair, while the hair on his chest rubbed against her nipples.
 
   "Come in me," she panted.
 
   "Come with me," he whispered, and then they both did.
 
   "I love you, Patty," he whispered.
 
   Rising up, she looked into his eyes and smiled. "I know. Your father told me." Seeing the expression on his face, she laughed. "I love you, too."
 
   Then she pressed her mouth to his and they started all over again.
 
    
 
   ~ End ~
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