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Chapter One

 


“What is wrong with these
humans? They keep breaking my curses.” Zeus paced the length of the
room and shook his head. “Pallas, what am I doing wrong? They
aren’t listening to me or abiding the rules. They believe love will
save them.”

“You’re harboring hate,
for one.” Pallas shrugged. “We’ve known each other for years and
you haven’t been happy in all that time. Not with Hera, not with
any of them. Not your male lovers, not the female ones … you want
to punish everyone because you’re miserable.”

“That’s not true. You
wanted me to punish Kratos.” Not that he didn’t enjoy the game. He
liked being in charge of law and order. Kratos had been such a
brat. “They’ve learned their lessons.” Each individual he’d cursed
to be locked in various sculptures had been caught in different
transgressions—cheating, loving the wrong person, shirking duties,
and pissing him off. Sometimes, individuals had to be put in their
place.

“You do realize you’re
lonely, don’t you?” Pallas asked. “You don’t have anyone except me
and I’m not sleeping with you. If you had someone, maybe you’d be
less inclined to keep cursing people.”

He groaned. Pallas might be right, but
he didn’t have to be so blunt. He’d been friends with Pallas for as
long as he could remember. Pallas was the father and brother he’d
always wanted, unless he told Zeus the truth.

“What if you went down
among the humans? Why don’t you see if you truly dislike them, or
if there’s one who might prick your fancy?” Pallas stood and
adjusted his suitcoat. “Try being human. It’s not as easy as you
think. They aren’t horrible and their clothing styles are
fantastic.” He smoothed the front of his coat. “I mean look at this
cut. This suit screams power.”

“None of the humans
cooperate with me.” Zeus glared at Pallas. So the suit fit him
well? So what? Power meant nothing if Zeus had to be alone. “They
think they know more than me.”

“Sometimes they
do.”

He narrowed his eyes. “What is your
point?”

“How about you defrost
your heart? You’re the one made of stone. You’ve moped around here
and been angry over Patrick leaving for years. You never cried this
much for Hera or any of the others. Not even for Somos.” Pallas
sighed and swept his gaze over Zeus. “It’s time you found yourself
a man. Try another human. They’re great lovers and so darn
handsome.”

“You cursed your children
for being with them,” Zeus snapped. “And now I’m supposed to find a
human?”

“Patrick didn’t know what
he had when he had you and Somos was too busy staring at himself in
the mirror. If I wasn’t sure Narcissus was here in Olympus, I
would’ve thought Somos was him.”

True. Patrick wanted love and material
things, but he also wanted to be a god. He hadn’t been god
material. Only individuals thinking of others were worthy—or those
born into deity. Patrick wanted everything for himself. Somos was
infatuated with himself. Maybe he was one of Narcissus’s
offspring.

“I’ll bet you can find
another human. You’re handsome, exude power—with or without a
suit—and know how to use your assets,” Pallas said. “So use
them.”

Pallas made a lot of sense. Too much
sense. Zeus wanted a good and an even better guy to share his life
with. After Patrick and Somos, he’d thought he wouldn’t find
anyone. Pallas could be right. It was time to go back out and try
again.

“Well?”

“Where do you think I’ll
find someone?” Zeus asked. He wasn’t even sure where to look. “I’m
not skilled at prowling.” But he knew what kind of man he wanted.
Someone sensitive, caring, preferably an artist and brown eyes. He
was a sucker for brown eyes.

“Vegas.” Pallas nodded.
“There’s something for everyone there. Just look. If you’re not
interested, then play the slots and come back. I’d say tart
yourself up and keep a little gray at the temples. Any guy worthy
of you won’t care what you are or that you’re older than dirt, but
look great for your age.”

“Vegas?” He’d been there a
lot, but not for sex. He’d split up enough couples there… He
paused. “Wait. I’m not older than dirt.”

“Close.” Pallas stood
beside Zeus and turned him toward the mirror. “You’re a confident
man. Stop worrying about the past and take what you
want.”

Of all the times for Pallas to make
sense, this was the best. Yes, he needed to use every last bit of
his confidence and magic to get exactly what he wanted.

Now.

* * * *

The next afternoon, Zeus left his
suite and ventured out to the Vegas Strip. The sunshine warmed his
skin and he wondered if the three-piece suit was the best choice
for wandering in Nevada in March. The temperatures might have
dipped to 72 degrees, but it was still toasty in his
suit.

He pushed his sunglasses up the bridge
of his nose and summoned his charisma. He strolled along the Strip
in the direction of the fountains. He loved the water and missed
watching the ocean from Olympus. Then again, he missed every part
of Olympus—the lack of clothing required, the free love and no
rules. At least no rules for him. He hated being
constrained.

Zeus spotted a row of silver figures
on the sidewalk. None of the bodies seemed to move. Were they
statues? He surveyed each one, looking them up and down. Peculiar.
He’d never seen sculpture quite like these. None of them intrigued
him, though. The figures reminded him of the gods and humans he’d
trapped in various pieces of art. They were boring and
lifeless.

“I don’t know how those
people hold still so long.” A woman swatted another woman on the
arm, then grinned at Zeus. “I’d get so bored. Wouldn’t
you?”

Bored? The people could
move? Why were they covered in silver paint? Why would
someone want to
be still for that long? He nodded to the woman, opting to answer
her. “I would be dreadfully bored, yes.”

“You could be bored with
me?” She battered her lashes.

“A tempting offer, but my
partner wouldn’t appreciate me bringing someone to our bed,” he
lied. “Thank you, though.”

She blushed and walked away with her
friend.

Zeus resumed inspecting the figures.
Three of the individuals switched into different positions. The
fourth man wobbled, then picked up his case.

“Excuse me,” Zeus said.
“Are you done for now? Can we go somewhere to talk?” Not exactly
smooth, but he wanted answers. Who had time for smooth?

The silver man sighed. “I’m off, yes.”
He narrowed his eyes. “Do you want something?”

“Yes. To talk.” This man
wasn’t bending to his will. Every other man did. Hades, the woman
had bent to him and he wasn’t interested in her. Something was
going wrong. “I’d like to see you.” Something in this guy called to
Zeus. The height? The sculpted quality of his body? He wasn’t
sure.

The man rolled his eyes. “Do you have
a fetish or something? Let me guess. You want to do a statue.
God.”

Zeus rubbed his chin. “I’m sorry?” Do
a statue? That thought hadn’t crossed his mind, but looking at this
man, he could see the plusses.

“You know, ever since
those guys claimed they brought statues to life, they’ve made my
life miserable.” The man tucked his hat and gloves into his case.
“Just leave me alone.”

“Just a moment.” His
charisma had gone to Hades. Either that, or this guy wasn’t
interested in him. That thought made the man more intriguing.
Anyone who could keep him on his toes was the type of person he
wanted in his life.

The man groaned. “Jesus Christ. Who
are you? I have my permit to be out here. Are you going to run me
off this area of the Strip?”

“No.” Zeus dipped his head
once. “I wanted to ask why you’re covered in silver paint.” He
steered the man away from the growing crowd. “I have no idea what
you’re talking about concerning the statues.” But he had his
suspicions. “I’ve never seen someone covered in paint like you are
and I thought I’d ask.” The paint brought out the planes of the
guy’s face and enhanced his handsomeness. He’d be dynamite without
the covering.

“Oh.” The man massaged his
forehead. “I see. From a small town?”

“Am I? No,” Zeus said.
“Greece.”

“You could be in Greece
and came here?” He chuckled. “Wow. I think I’d have stayed over
there.” He gestured to a nearby hotel. “There’s a coffee shop in
this building. They don’t mind that I’m silver and I don’t leave a
mess on the furniture.”

“I’ll treat you.” He
followed the man into the shop. He should ask the guy his
name.

“So you have questions.”
The man directed Zeus to a booth. “My sister manages the coffee
shop so I have my own table. I take breaks here or hide when it
rains. It’s a good place for alone time, too.”

“Smart.” He sat across
from the guy. “My name is Zeus.” The more he looked at this man,
the more he wanted to possess him.

“As in the
god?”

“Yes.”

“Zeus, the Greek
God?”

“Yes.” Had he
misspoken?

“You do realize how
strange that sounds. At least say you’re from Cleveland or Chicago
or anywhere not so cliché.”

Zeus shrugged. “I prefer the
truth.”

“Kudos to you.” He sighed.
“My name is Stone.”

“Stone, as in the stuff
used to make statues and you’re painted silver like a statue?” He
chuckled. How sexy.

Stone stared at him a moment, then
laughed. “I guess you’re right. Touché.”

“May I ask why you chose
to paint yourself and stand out there?” Zeus asked. “Do you enjoy
it?”

Stone fiddled with the empty coffee
cup in front of him. “You may ask.” He turned the cup over. “I
stand out there because I can make money doing it. It’s hot. It’s
dirty. I’ve been pushed, shoved, pissed on and people take photos
with me. They wave in my face, poke me and try to steal my tips. Do
I enjoy it? I don’t like any of that stuff. It sucks.”

“Then why put up with it?”
He wanted to spirit Stone away from this city to the perfectness of
Olympia.

A woman walked up to the table.
“Coffee?” She poured the dark brew into both cups.
“Hungry?”

“Get whatever you’d like,”
Zeus said. “You look starved.”

She whistled. “Stone, take one of
everything and marry this guy.”

Stone’s eyes widened. “I’ll have a
cheese Danish.” He turned his attention to Zeus. “Thank
you.”

Marry him? Zeus hadn’t considered that
option, but he rather liked it. When he looked into Stone’s eyes,
he saw the future. Did Stone feel the same?

“What about you?” She
rested her free hand on her hip. “Are you eating?”

“A Danish is fine, thank
you,” Zeus said.

“Cheese?” she
asked.

“Fine.” She annoyed him.
She was doing her job, but her forthright attitude bothered him.
Yes, he wanted to get Stone out from under this woman’s
glare.

“I’ll be right back.” She
left the table and Zeus sighed.

“She’s overbearing.” Stone
fiddled with his cup. “That’s how older sisters can be though,
right?”

“She’s your sister?” Now
he understood the comment about marriage. She wanted her brother to
be cared for. Still, he liked the idea of marrying Stone. He needed
a partner and this guy fit the bill physically. The sadness within
him also called to Zeus. He wanted to fix the holes in this man’s
soul. “Does she push you often?”

“Every time she can.”
Stone sipped his coffee. “What are your other questions? I’m sure
you don’t want to know about my family life.”

He’d love to know the dynamics between
Stone and his sister. The woman came across almost too pushy.
Still, he had other questions. “Why do you pose out there?” He
sipped the coffee. He wasn’t a fan, but he wasn’t going to make a
big deal out of refusing to drink it.

“The money isn’t bad.”
Stone shrugged. “It keeps me sustained and lets me by the art
supplies I need.”

“Art? You’re an artist?”
He tamped down his excitement. He loved artists and Stone kept
ticking the boxes of what he wanted. “What’s your
medium?”

“To keep going with my
personal cliché, I’m Stone Martin. I pose on the Strip for money
and in my off time, I’m a sculptor. I work in clay and stone.” He
smiled, albeit wobbly. “Crazy, huh?”

Zeus laughed. “You’re a
sculptor?”

“I am.”

Boy, did he have a shock for Stone
when he told him the truth. He liked him. The man was easy to talk
to
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