
A VALENTINE FOR VENUS

A Prairie Moon Novelette

by

Sonny Collins


Table of Contents

Title Page

A Valentine for Venus

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

2026@ by Sonny Collins

All Rights Reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means without the permission in writing from the author or publisher, except for the purpose of a review.

All characters in this work are fictional

––––––––
[image: ]


For

Betty Crain Arnold

A Prairie Moon Publication

Prairiemoonpublications@hotmail.com

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER ONE
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A storm was brewing on Mount Olympus. Most of the Gods had seen it coming for centuries, but Zeus was still surprised when two of his nicest grandchildren got into a knock-down drag-out fight over who was the best at love. Realizing they both needed to be taught a lesson in humility, he summoned them both to his council chamber. He was perched on his throne when the offenders came in to offer their apologies for their un-Godly behavior.

Venus was especially ethereal as her white dress billowed around her feet like a living cloud. She was one of the most breath-taking beauties of all those who lived at Olympus. Blond hair fell to her waist as she moved close to her grandfather. Glancing into her sapphire eyes he wondered if he’d have the strength to punish her.

“What is this nonsense about a fight between you and your son?” Zeus asked.

“It was merely foolishness on both our parts,” Venus tried to explain.

Zeus cut her off. “All fights are caused by stupidity. Have you not learned that from watching the humans all these years?”

Venus lowered her eyes. “Yes, grandfather. And I take full responsibility for what has happened.”

Zeus then turned his attention to Cupid. “And what do you have to say for yourself?”

The handsome, totally nude, except for a bow and arrow hanging from his back, fifteen year old sort of gave a hint of a smirk. “I simply told my mother the truth. I have made more people fall in love than she?” He may have looked like his mother, but his manner was much different.

Zeus leapt to his feet, controlling the rage inside himself, as he looked at this cocky youth before him. “You mean to tell me that is what this fight was about?”

“What else?” Cupid responded.

Zeus shook his head in bewilderment as he sat back down. “How am I supposed to punish the two of you when the subject is helping people to fall in love? Isn’t it enough that you both bring joy and pleasure to others? Why did you have to turn it into a contest?”

Venus moved to the throne, placing her hand on her grandfather’s. “We are sorry. I realize now that it didn’t matter who was ahead or not.”

“Because you know I’m right,” Cupid smarted off.

With age had come wisdom. Zeus was starting to realize who had caused the trouble to begin with. He eyed Cupid, realizing the boy needed to be taught a lesson. “Odd how your mother comes to me with the good sense to ask forgiveness, and she even takes the blame to protect you. Yet, you seem to have no remorse for what has been done and are willing to defend your mother not in the least.”

“That is only because she is wrong.”

“Are you so sure of yourself?” Zeus asked.

Cupid grinned before answering. “Of course I am. It was my suggestion that led to our little fight.”

“And what suggestion was that?”

“I simply bet my mother that I could make a mortal fall in love by Valentine’s Day before she could.”

Zeus smiled as a thought came into his head. “What an excellent idea. And this will also be the perfect punishment as well.”

“What do you mean by that?” Cupid inquired.

Zeus patted the hand of Venus before making his pronouncement. “The two of you shall have this contest. Whichever one of you gets an earthly mortal to pronounce their love for another before midnight on Valentine’s Day shall be declared the winner.”

“But that only gives us two weeks,” Venus tried to protest. “Surely that is not enough time for someone to truly fall in love?”

“Time enough for me,” Cupid laughed, patting his bow. “A few of my special arrows is all it takes to do the trick.”

“Not so fast,” Zeus admonished. “I will be selecting the mortals and making the rules. There can be no magic used either. And to make sure you adhere to my demands, you shall both be sent to earth for the duration. It is there you have no powers.”

“Are you kidding me!” Cupid exclaimed. “We can’t go there. You know it ages us.”

“I doubt two weeks will cause any gray hairs upon your youthful head,” Zeus stated.

“But what about my poor mother, she is already twice as old as me. Could you really allow her to grow older?”

Venus noticed her grandfather’s wink. She turned to her son. “I’m willing to take the chance on a few wrinkles. Besides, it was your father, Mars, who set the spell upon us to never age if we chose. You have been fifteen for thousands of years now. Don’t you ever sometimes wonder what it would be like to grow up?”

“No way,” Cupid answered, looking at his perfectly sculpted body, reminiscent of his cousin, Adonis.

“Well, I happen to know that being thirty is no longer considered old on earth. But if you are afraid to back up your bet?”

Cupid bristled at the suggestion. “I’m half your age, which means I should probably be able to do this in half the time. We’ll probably be back in a week instead of two.”

Zeus had to suppress a laugh. “Then do we have a deal?”

Both agreed.

Zeus then waved his hands in the air, creating a huge bubble above their heads. A vision began to appear from within. There was a ruggedly handsome man in his mid-thirties standing next to a pretty teenage girl.

Cupid whistled before spouting off, “She is going to be no problem. I’ll make her fall in love with that guy in no time.”

A chuckle exploded from Zeus. “She is the girl you must make fall in love, but not with him. That is her father.”

“And where is my mortal?” Venus asked.

Zeus turned to her before pointing back at the same image. “The girl’s widowed father is your test. I figured it would make this a bit more interesting if I kept the two of you close to one another by having subjects who were related.”

“So what city do they live in? New York? London? Paris?” Cupid obviously would have preferred the city of love.

“Oklahoma City, Oklahoma.”

A stunned looked crossed the boy’s face. “Can’t we do better than that? I have no problem taking someone else if they live in a better city.”

“My mind is made up. You will both be sent to the land of red dirt. And I’m not talking about the planet named after your father.”

Cupid glanced at his mother. “By the way, have you met dad’s newest wife? She’s a real keeper. Does seem kind of odd that the Goddess of love couldn’t even keep her own husband?”

Zeus felt his temper flare again as he found himself wanting to strike the boy. He fought the urge. Why did Cupid like to needle his mother so much? Maybe on earth they would be able to explore that riddle as well. And how long had Cupid been like this? Even more telling was the fact that Zeus had not noticed it before. Maybe the fault lay with him. Had he ignored his own grandchildren?

There was a fire in Venus’ eyes that had not been there before. Zeus could see she was ready for a challenge.

“The only help I shall give the two of you is inventing a past and present for your arrival on earth. The two of you shall be mother and son, the new neighbors to the mortals you shall be helping. Venus will be working in an Insurance company with her subject. And Cupid will be attending high school with his.”

“I object,” Cupid stated. “I hate school. Can’t I have a job too?”

“People on earth seldom hire fifteen year olds. So you will go to class. And put some clothes on. You can’t prance around earth in the nude,” Zeus added.

“This gets worse by the minute,” Cupid whined.

“Now, be gone!” Zeus waved away the bubble, and his two comrades along with it. He knew this could be an interesting experiment as he sat back on his throne and smiled.
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Venus found herself staring at a computer monitor as the chatter of several people filled the room. Her cubicle was small, but clean. The next thing she noticed was her attire, not at all what she would have chosen. It was a tight pair of black pants and a pink low-cut blouse. Both hands were adorned with silver and gold jewelry. She wondered if her grandfather really thought of her as this sort of vixen?

“Hey, Vera, have you got those files I asked for yet?” A short, staunch looking woman asked.

Venus glanced around as the woman stood in front of her desk. She suddenly realized she was the one being addressed. Obviously she had also been given a new name. She looked at the stack of papers on her desk and figured it was a chance she’d have to take as she picked them up and handed them to the woman.

“Not bad work for a first day.” Riffling through the papers the lady appeared to be satisfied as she shuffled away.

“You are going to make the rest of us look bad.” A perky, brunette bopped her head from around the next cubicle. “Slow it down a little. We don’t want the boss to know we can get stuff done in half the time because then he’d give us twice as much work to do, know what I mean?”

“I think I understand what you are saying.” Venus did not care for this sort
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