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Chapter One

 


I am so
embarrassed. Bia wished she could close
her eyes or at least cover her body. Even three centuries later,
her heart ached in her chest. She’d been impulsive and foolish. She
stared at the planks of the box surrounding her. One night with her
lover and she’d managed to end up cursed to live in iron. She could
still see Iason’s face in her mind. He’d taken another woman into
his bed. In her anger, her strength overwhelmed her, and she
plunged her sword into his chest and heaved him from
Olympus.

The man had sworn he loved her, but she knew
better. A man who truly loved her wouldn’t have cheated or insulted
her. Iason said a woman should be soft and sweet, not more powerful
than a man. He’d even told her how she resembled her brothers more
than her sister. But she’d loved him. He’d been a mistake she
couldn’t move away from, and she’d lost the freedom she
cherished.

Voices outside the box grabbed her
attention. A piece of the wood moved and the front of the box
opened. The light blinded her for a moment. She wanted to blink,
but the iron prevented any movement. When her eyes finally adjusted
to the light, she noticed two men staring. Having been a statue for
so long, she wasn’t bothered by people staring at her. The people
had no choice but to look—she was a statue. One of her many regrets
had been that she’d been encased in the iron while still in the
nude.

One of the men moved another section of the
box away from her. When he moved closer, she recognized him—the
dark hair, strong chin, and powerful presence. Kratos, her
brother.

“This is so wrong,” Kratos
said. He scrubbed the back of his hand across his mouth. “What are
we going to do?”

“I didn’t curse her and if
I had been there, I would’ve made her get dressed.”

She knew that voice, too.

“She always did have a
thing for being nude.” Zelus, the shorter of the two, shrugged. “I
bet she wishes she wasn’t naked now.”

“Bia, honey, I know you’re
still in there. Zelus and I are happy to see you.” Kratos smiled.
“You’re home. No more museums or having to decorate that jerk’s
mansion. We’re going to do our best to get you out of
there.”

Unless they knew a hot man
who wasn’t put off by a woman with muscles, then they might be out
of luck. She hoped they could find her
someone, but she didn’t have much faith in anything.

“I hate the way we have to
stand here talking to her and making her feel silly because she’s
stuck in that iron.” Zelus folded his arms. He narrowed his eyes
like he used to do when he was deep in thought, then he snapped his
fingers. “Wait. Doesn’t Andy know a guy who can help us dress
her?”

“I’ll find Andy and ask.”
Kratos shrugged. “Worth a shot.”

Bia sighed, not that they could hear her.
She wished they could both help her and hear her. She wanted free
of the iron. She wanted to move and love … and not be bound to a
metal pedestal with her wings outstretched.

Kratos left the room, but Zelus remained. “I
know you can’t talk to us,” Zelus said. “But I’m glad you’re here.”
He patted her arm. “We’ve been able to free ourselves from the
bronze and the marble. I’m confident you can get free, too.”

Another man strolled into the large room. He
draped his arm around Zelus’s shoulders. “You found her.”

“Bia, I’d like to
introduce you to my partner, Camden.” Zelus kissed the man on the
cheek. “He helped me shed the bronze.”

Camden blushed. He placed his hand on hers.
“It’s a pleasure to meet you. Soon you’ll be loose, too. I know
it.”

She was glad they had faith. After three
centuries in the cold iron, her faith was just about gone.

Kratos made his way back into the massive
stockroom with a thinner man at his heels. “Well, it’s done.”
Kratos clapped his hands. “Oliver’s coming by in half an hour.
Money talked loud and clear.” He tapped the other man’s arm. “Andy,
this is my sister, Bia. Bia, this is my boyfriend, Andy.”

Andy dipped his head. “Hi, Bia. I’m glad we
got you out of that yahoo’s garden. You deserve to be respected,
not covered in moss and ivy.”

She wanted to smile at him. Andy seemed
sweet and he had a point. She hated the moss growing on her and the
ivy winding around her wings. But she hadn’t been able to move so
the greenery was given free rein to cover her.

“Well, we should toss a
drop cloth or sheet around her for now.” Zelus grabbed a sheet from
the nearest box. “I know it won’t be the sexiest thing, but it’ll
give her some coverage.” He draped the sheet around her body, and
carefully arranged the cloth from the shoulders down. “Hand me that
twine.”

Camden pulled the sheet a bit tighter around
her, then added the twine to cinch the sheet in place. She wanted
to nod. The coverage helped. She’d never lacked confidence, but she
appreciated having clothing. She wanted to thank them.

Zelus turned his attention to Kratos. “Well,
here’s to hoping he can help. Cam and I can stay here in the
stockroom so she won’t be alone.”

“Sounds good. Andy and I
are needed in the storefront.” Kratos smiled, then walked with his
boyfriend out of the room.

“We’ll be over there,”
Zelus said and pointed to somewhere she couldn’t see. Within
moments, he and Camden left her alone, too.

Half an hour. What did that mean? She’d been
stuck in the iron for so long she’d lost track of time. She stared
at a painting across the room. She wished she could close her eyes
and sleep. She wanted to make the world around her go away for a
while. Did she miss her lover? No. Iason had been cruel to her. He
was wrong to believe women weren’t allowed to be strong or brash.
Her eyes pricked with tears that wouldn’t flow. Showing such
feminine emotions wasn’t usually her style. Over the centuries,
she’d learned that showing a softer side wasn’t bad. Women took
what they wanted and didn’t have to bow to men—they’d been given
the right to vote and to control their destiny. But some women had
been perfectly happy to act girly and use their feminine wiles to
get what they wanted. Beautiful women used their sexuality, not
their brute strength. Maybe she’d even be accepted as a goddess
among the mortals. Kratos and Zelus seemed to be handling their
transitions well. Possibly, she could transition without many
problems, too.

Maybe this Oliver could help her. What if he
held the key to her future? She could only hope.

****

Oliver pulled up in front of the antiquities
store. He’d driven past the store plenty of times and hadn’t given
a thought to stopping. He’d been friends with Andy for years, but
their paths hadn’t crossed in a while. How could they? He worked
with mannequins all day and spent so little time in the company of
other humans. He’d come to almost fear being in public. The crowds
and the negativity of the people unnerved him. But this wasn’t a
large group of cranky people. Andy was his friend. He climbed out
of his car and headed up the sidewalk to the front of the building.
Andy grinned from the other side of the picture window.

At least he was at the right place. He
strode into the store and shook hands with Andy. “Nice to see you.
I hear you have a special case for me?”

“We do.” He waved Oliver
through the sales room. He nudged another man and opened the door
to the back of the store. The statue stood in the middle of the
stockroom. Andy tugged the twine loose. The sheet fluttered to the
base of the statue, revealing her secrets. “This is our …
statue.”

Oliver gazed at the statue. Goodness. He
wiped his hand on his pant leg. The artist had outdone himself—or
herself. The artist had sculpted the wings to look like dewy
gossamer. Thick ivy wound around the woman’s buxom body and hid the
most important parts of her. She gripped a five foot long sword in
tense hands. The tip of the sword had been plunged into the chest
of a male figure. The male hadn’t been given nearly as much care
and detail as the female. Her long hair slipped over her shoulders.
He wondered what she’d look like if she were a real woman.

Kratos stepped between Oliver and the statue
and offered his hand. “Nice to see you again, Oliver.”

“I can’t stay forever.
I’ve got an appointment with a bitchy client at six. I’m all yours
until then, though. What do you need me to do?”

“I’m told you’re good at
window dressing and mannequins. We’ve got a special case. Dress her
in something better than this dirty sheet.” Kratos peeled more of
the boards away from the box, giving Oliver a better view of the
statue. “She deserves something nice, don’t you think? We’d like to
display her in the store, kind of like our mascot.”

Oliver rolled his eyes. A winged statue in a
dress as their mascot? What a way to dishonor the statue. He
shifted his focus to the iron figure. As the light hit the statue,
he gasped. “Who is this?” He drank in the sight of her. He’d never
seen anything so magnificent. “What’s the name of this statue?”

“Bia. She’s the spirit of
force and might. Some say she embodies compulsion, but I think it
has more to do with physical power.” Kratos laughed. “One look at
her and you won’t want
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