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Chapter One

 


Dion Bacchus surveyed his vineyard with
pride. As far as he could see, neat rows of arbors stretched across
his acres, vines heavy with Muscat grapes. He grew two varieties,
the oldest in the world: the Muscat Blanc and the Muscat
Alexandria. His winery produced the finest Moscato wines available,
and he liked that. It gave him some measure of his success, and
pride in his accomplishments. Many would think it a comedown for
the god of wine and theater, but most days, he didn’t mind. It
provided an outlet for his talents and enough work to make him
forget, sometimes, all he once was.

If more still believed, his lot in life
might be different, but it wasn’t. Dion clung to the powers he
still possessed and never thought about the future. To an immortal,
forever loomed far too long.

He narrowed his eyes to slits against the
morning sun as he peered toward the hills surrounding his property.
On the far edge, he caught a glimpse of his outdoor theater. The
classic Grecian columns behind the stage were visible even at this
distance.

Wine ranked as his first passion, of course,
and theater his second. Dion had a troupe of actors arriving to
present his annual dramatic festival. Each season, he chose two of
the ancient Greek plays and had a theater company come to perform.
The event drew visitors from across the country, as well as a few
from around the world. Journalists from the major California
newspapers always covered it. Entertainment programs had featured
the event as well as the winery. Once the eight weeks of harvest
began, Dion would spend long days and often nights in the fields.
It would be a time of hard work and effort, so he always enjoyed
his last chance for fun for several months.

The two-way radio in his pocket crackled and
his office manager’s voice spoke. “Dion, where are you?”

“Overlooking the vineyard,” he said.

“The Masques are en
route,” Constance said. An attractive woman, still shapely in her
mid-fifties, Constance ran the office with a stern hand. Reliable
enough to show up every day without fail, intelligent enough to
handle many tasks without his direct supervision, and still
attractive enough to please business contacts, she defined the
term, valued employee. “I told them you would be here to welcome them.”

“How soon?”

“Thirty minutes.”

Dion sighed. “All right. I’ll head back and
I will be there.”

“Thanks, boss.”

Three-quarters of a mile away from the
Château, which served as both his office and his home, Dion could
have walked or run the distance with ease. But he didn’t. People
gossiped if he did, speculated about his athletic prowess and
whispered about steroids. So he used a golf cart for getting around
most of the time, or a sturdy vintage pick-up truck.

He climbed behind the wheel of the cart and
headed back along one of many dirt tracks making their way through
the vineyards.

En route, Dion enjoyed the California sun
and the slight breeze rippling through his shoulder-length black
curls. His bronze skin, his dark eyes, his generous mouth and
stunning physique wowed the ladies. He turned heads almost anywhere
he went. Being wealthy drew even more attention, and he faced a
steady stream of women who yearned to wed him. Dion tasted their
favors often, whenever he chose, but he made it a rule never to
have any woman more than once. He made no ties, never spoke words
of love, and refused to be romantic. Whenever he longed for the old
days of debauchery and never-ending frivolity when the world was
young, he told no one. Mortals could never understand.

At the Château, Dino left the golf cart in
the wide, circular drive before the massive stone structure. One of
the employees would move it. He dashed up the steps, crossed the
wide porch and entered the front door. He walked into the reception
area and greeted his latest employee, Graciela.

“Good morning, Graci,” he said. “How goes
it?”

“Very well, thank you,” she said. “Constance
said for you to come back to her office.”

He walked through two more offices, each
filled with busy workers pounding keyboards or on the phone, and
into Constance’s private space.

“Come in,” she said. “I wanted to brief you
on The Masques. We’ve never had them before, so I thought you would
want some background.”

“Yes, of course. So, tell me about
them.”

She handed him a folder containing a
colorful brochure, a couple of flyers, and a contract. “They work
out of L.A.,” she said. “Twenty-five members in the troupe. Some
have done moderately well in television and movies with supporting
roles. Most have done at least a few commercials, but they share a
passion for true theater. They own a small playhouse near Malibu
where they do Greek plays, some Shakespeare, and some classic
shows. ”

Dion nodded. “They sound experienced and
versatile. That’s good.”

A face among those featured in the pamphlet
caught his attention. Dressed in a flowing Grecian-style gown, her
profile faced the camera. Masses of hair the shade of ripe wheat
blowing in the wind cascaded from her head down her back.

He pointed at her. “Who’s she?”

Constance grinned. “You’re not going to
believe it – her name is Chablis Leblanc.”

A beautiful name for a
lovely lady, he thought. “Is it her real
name, or one she’s taken for the stage?”

His office manager shrugged. “Her bio says
it’s her birth name.”

Interesting, very
interesting. “Is she French?”

“American,” Constance replied. “Her ancestry
has some French, obviously, but also English and some Italian. She
is the founder of the company, by the way.”

“Ah,” Dion said with interest. “And when
will they arrive?”

The sound of approaching motors reached his
ears and he smiled. “It appears to be now,” he said. “I think I
shall greet them.”

With a casual stride and feeling more
intrigued than he wanted to admit, Dion headed for the porch. He
stood at the top of the steps and watched as the group unloaded
from a pair of beige vans. The woman he wanted to see in the flesh
emerged last, and he scrutinized her without any shame.

Blue denim shorts stopped mid-thigh and
revealed a gorgeous length of smooth, tanned legs. The hair he’d
admired in the photograph was stunning in person. As she
approached, Dion noted the various shades, ranging from golden to
pale blonde. When she noticed him, her deep mauve lips lifted
upward in a smile.

“Hello,” he said. “Welcome to Château
Bacchus. I’m Dion Bacchus, and it’s my pleasure to welcome your
troupe.”

“Chablis Leblanc,” she said. “Are you named
for the singer?”

A flicker of irritation darkened his mood.
“Hardly,” he said. “My name is actually Dionysus.”

Once a god, always an
attitude, he thought. It goes with the territory.

A blush as pink as her rose-colored T-shirt
flushed her cheeks. “That would be quite a mouthful,” she said. She
came up the steps while the others were still pulling backpacks and
suitcases from the vans. “I apologize if I offended you. It wasn’t
my intention.”

Up close, her beauty
delighted him and he yearned to run his hands through her tresses.
He dismissed her thoughtless remark. I
could forgive this woman a great deal.

Dion lifted her hand in his and kissed it.
She shivered and a bolt of desire shot through his body. “No
offense taken. Welcome, Miss Leblanc. If you’d like to come into my
office, we can discuss a few details.”

“Great. Let me just get everyone settled
first.”

She cupped her hands and called, “Okay, come
on up. I need to talk business for a few, but you can find your
rooms and get your bearings.”

The others swarmed the
steps and spread out across the porch as Dion stared.
What rooms? Settle in where? What is she talking
about? Aloud, he said with an effort to
keep his tone pleasant, “Rooms? The troupes usually stay in one of
the nearby towns and drive out each day during the
festival.”

Chablis’ smile vanished. “You can’t be
serious. We were told we would be staying here and if we can’t,
we’ll have to cancel. Our troupe can’t commute.”

Ten years of hosting the Grecian theater
event and he had never had an actor ask to stay. His home,
literally his castle, remained his private domain. Although he
hosted many events there, he seldom had anyone spend the night
under his roof despite the fact there were a dozen guest rooms, and
more if he counted the unused servant’s quarters on the third
floor. Dion’s temper threatened to erupt but as he opened his
mouth, he spied a tiny, black mole at the left of her lips. He
found it sexy and his cock wiggled with lively interest. He changed
his mind––a rare occurrence.

“It won’t be a problem. I have plenty of
space. You just caught me by surprise, because none of the actors
have stayed before. How many are in your company?”

“Twenty-five, but we’re short two
members.”

He did the math. “There are a dozen guest
rooms on the second floor. I’m afraid your people will have to
double up, but each room offers two comfortable beds, an adjacent
bath, and all the amenities. I’ll have the staff put together
lunch, then dinner today and three meals a day for the remainder of
your stay.”

“Is that included or do we have to pay?”

Damn, but she could be difficult.

“It’s included, of course.” It would cost
him a fortune––but then, money had never been a problem. The
vineyard and winery did very well. He also possessed untold
fortunes dating back to ancient times. Dion made a mental note to
call the caterer he often used and place an order. His chef and
kitchen staff could provide simple morning meals and lunches, but
dinner would tax their capabilities. Dion used his cell phone to
send a quick text ordering a noon meal for the unexpected
guests.

She smiled. “That’s wonderful. Thank
you.”

Chablis raised her voice and gave directions
to the troupe. They swarmed the twin staircases like ants, their
voices a babble echoing from the walls
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