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Chapter One

 


“I’m tired of being here,” Hera whispered.
She, the goddess of mothering and childbirth, wanted to get out
more. Needed to. Goddess, she hated being stir-crazy and everyone
on Olympus was happy. They’d found love—except her. She hated the
idea of love. The sickly sticky sweet lovey-dovey shit was for the
birds.

Except, she sort of wanted love, too.

Correction. She wanted love that involved
honesty and trust, not just animal passion—but she’d take the
passion, too.

“You look blue.” Pallas ventured into the
throne room. “Zeus left?”

“With his boy.” She shrugged. She’d tried
hard over the last six months to overcome her crippling jealousy.
So what if her husband, the perpetual cheater, had finally found
someone and seemed to be making a go of it? So what if he’d moved
on from her and wasn’t looking back?

“I see.” Pallas tipped his head. “What’s
your problem? Feeling left out?”

She liked Pallas in a big brother sort of
way. He was Zeus’s best friend and confidante and hadn’t taken
sides when she and Zeus split.

He narrowed his eyes. “You’re lonely.” He
nodded. “Why don’t you do like Zeus and hit the Vegas strip? It’s a
thought.”

“Hit the strip?” She stared at him and
considered his suggestion. Her former husband had gone to Las
Vegas, but he’d been in search of a partner. She just wanted a fuck
buddy. A see-him-once-fuck-him-and-leave-him thing.

“Zeus found his mate. Maybe you could find
yours. Or…” Pallas shrugged. “You could get lucky for a night. Do
you want a one-night stand?”

“Yes.” She saw no point in lying. “I want
pure gold in my hands. You know, the one. Someone to hold and fuck
and whatever.” If that person existed, she’d be set.

“Then try it.” Pallas folded his arms. “Why
should everyone else be happy and not you?”

“Are you suggesting you might like the job?”
She’d never seen Pallas as anything but the big-brother type. Even
now, he wasn’t on her menu of appealing guys.

“I’m too old.” Pallas snorted. “But I’ve
managed to get everyone else paired up. Looks like it’s your
turn.”

“Sure.” She peered down at the action on the
Las Vegas strip. Lots of noise and action. Slipping in would be
easy. Might be fun, too.

“Look.” He pointed to one of the hotels.
“There’s a special concert happening. Maybe you can find a
date.”

His suggestion had merit. “I guess I
could.”

“Now doll yourself up. Come on. You’re
motherly, but you don’t have to look dowdy. Be a MILF.”

“A what?” What he’d said didn’t sound good.
Like something one gagged on.

“A MILF. A Mom-I’d-Like-to-Fuck.” Pallas
grinned. “Go and be sexy. You look like you’re around forty-ish, so
play up your cougarness.” He paused “Find a younger man.”

“Ah.” She had nothing to lose. She might
even find someone, too. “You’re right.”

“Always am.”

“Don’t push it.” She needed to come up with
a decent outfit.

“You’re too sensitive.”

“I’m better than I was.” What could she do
with her hair?

“True.” Pallas nudged her. “Go.”

She squared her shoulders and gave in to the
magic. She transformed into a glam version of herself. When she
caught her reflection in the mirror, she gasped. A slight curl to
her hair and pink woven through the platinum blonde, her makeup
looked good without going overboard and her dress looked sexy
without being too much.

“No.” Pallas stood behind her. “You want a
date, not to pick kids up at the school.” He flicked his fingers.
“The hair is great and sassy, but the dress? No. Let’s try
this.”

Her flats transformed into a pair of
knee-high heeled boots and her dress switched to a form-fitting
blouse with a flowy skirt landing mid-thigh. Nowhere to hide in
this outfit. She tugged on the hem of the blouse, wishing it wasn’t
so body-contouring.

“Better. You want to look killer, not like a
mom,” Pallas said. “Now go get a man.”

Over her shoulder, Hera spotted a mist
growing in the corner of her room. Mists didn’t bother her, but why
would there be one in her inner sanctum?

“Stop.” Leto, the mother of Apollo and
Artemis and one of Zeus’s flings, appeared and walked out of the
mist. “You can’t.”

“Can’t what?” Hera asked and fiddled with
her hair. “Why are you here?”

“If you go there and you find happiness, I
will be there to tear it apart just like you destroyed my
relationship with Zeus.” Leto’s eyes darkened and she curled her
lip in a sneer. “Don’t believe me? Try it.”

“Honey, wait.” When Hera reached for the
younger goddess, the female disappeared.

“I don’t know how she did that, but she’s
lying.” Pallas shook his head. “Don’t worry about her. She’s just
bitter about the past and needs to move forward … speaking of, you
need to get going.”

“I will.” She put the thoughts of Leto out
of her mind, then headed down to the mortal realm and the lobby of
the hotel. She wasn’t sure where to go. The bar? Lobby? Out to the
street? She strode over to the elevator in search of the bars.
Mortals met up in bars, right?

The doors opened and she stepped inside. She
rode part way up the building until the car stopped. Two men
entered the car. One man glared, but the other swept his gaze over
her.

“Hi,” the looker said and grinned. “I’ve
been here for a week and haven’t seen you before. I’m Crane.”

“You’re not here to meet anyone,” the other
guy said. “Jesus.”

“John, hush.” Crane inched over to her.
“Going to the bar?”

“I am.” She bit back a smile. John and Crane
amused her. Mortals argued about everything. Then again, so did the
immortals.

“Why don’t you join me?” Crane pressed a
button on the pad and the elevator car stopped. He nudged John into
the hallway and mashed the button again to close the doors before
John reacted. When the doors closed, Crane offered his arm. “Join
me.”

“I’d love to, but that was kind of mean. You
shouldn’t push him away like that.”

“We spend a lot of time together, but you’re
right. It was harsh,” he said. “I’ll apologize when I see him
later.”

“Good.” This finding a man thing was easier
than she’d thought. She slipped her arm around his. “What brings
you here?”

“Vegas? Or the Corinthian?”

Shit. So much for being smooth and easy.
“Vegas?”

“A concert.”

“Oh. You’re going? I am, too.” She caught a
hint of his cologne—decadent. She pressed her knees together and
electric zaps slid along her limbs. Men smelled so good.

“I’ll be there, yeah. Want to join me?”
Crane asked.

“Think our tickets are close to each other?”
How silly? They probably weren’t close together and she didn’t even
have tickets yet. Maybe if she conjured them, she could be near
him.

“I’ve got two seats and one ass.” He
blushed. “Let me try that again. I’m solo and you’re solo. Why not
use my other ticket?”

Things were happening rather fast, but she’d
used magic and could continue to use it to ensure her safety.
Besides, he wasn’t exactly smooth with the lines. That said, what
did she have to lose? “Yes.”

“Good.” The doors opened to the bar. “Here,
we’ll go to my private booth.”

“Private?” Who was this guy? A high
roller?

“Sure.” He gave her an odd look. “Where else
would we go?”

“I suppose anywhere.” What happens in
Vegas…

He guided her through the bar to the back
and into a secluded spot. The bank of windows overlooked the strip.
Three armchairs were along one wall, a chaise lounge hulked in the
middle of the space, and three chrome tables featured tall chrome
lamps. An attendant entered the room, but said nothing. Private and
plush.

“Wow.” She’d seen plenty of fancy spaces,
but this was original.

“I like to live in style.” Crane gestured to
the attendant. “My usual, but two flutes.”

The attendant nodded and left without a
word.

He tugged one of the chairs over to the
windows. “Sit?”

“Sure.” She couldn’t pin down her
emotions—excited, exhilarated and a little scared—so much was
unknown. She’d cloaked herself in magic, so even if things went
sideways, she’d be okay, but what if she ended up liking this guy.
What if he wanted to know the truth? She’d be screwed.

She joined him by the window, but didn’t
sit. “Plush.”

“I do appreciate the finer things—like I
said.” He smiled. “You asked me. Now it’s my turn. What brings you
to Vegas? The concert? Have you been to a Crane Gray concert
before? Are you a Gray Girl?”

“Gray Girl?” She had no idea what he meant.
“Crane Gray?” She slid her hands over the railing in front of the
window. “I’ve never heard of him.”

“Oh.” He frowned. “I thought you were going
to his concert.”

Damn. She’d messed up. “I…”

“You weren’t going.” He turned his back to
the strip and leaned against the railing. “Working girl?”

“What?” He’d stunned her. He hadn’t just
called her a prostitute … had he?

“Are you a working girl?” He crooked his
eyebrow. “How much will this cost me?”

“What? Won’t cost you anything.” She wasn’t
a prostitute. “I’m not a courtesan.”

“No?” He didn’t look convinced, but he did
fold his arms. “Here I thought I found someone special.”

She sighed. He’d gone from intriguing to
appealing to annoying in the matter of seconds. “Okay, I don’t know
what you’re playing at, but I’m not a hooker. I came up here
because I thought we were hitting it off. I guess not.” She waved
her hand once. “See you.” Better to leave than to make a bigger
fool of herself.

“And the story about the tickets?” Crane
asked.

“I just went with it. I have no
motivations,” she said. Realization finally
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