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Vicky’s plan was a hiking expedition to Mount Olympus. Ending up in an unearthly villa with a Greek demigod was not on the agenda.

When the Greek demigod flashed his law enforcement badge and accused her of carrying STX, Vicky almost laughed. In reality, she all but swooned as she took in his powerful build and azure eyes. He looked a lot like the men in her erotic fantasies, but he was no ordinary man. He was a fearsome immortal with a dark sexuality. A dangerous man.

Her few relationships with conservative men hardly translated into the image of a sexual tigress, so why did this demigod invite her to a private villa on Mount Olympus? She was a rational woman, except for this moment, when her reaction to him frightened her in a way that was too tempting to ignore.
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Chapter One

Vicky placed one more summer dress in her suitcase, and satisfied that her vacation wardrobe was complete, pulled the zippers along the seam until they joined. She had been looking forward to this vacation to Greece ever since she booked it with Sky’s the Limit Adventures, a company that specialized in outdoor, active vacations for singles. She didn’t care to meet a man on this trip, but none of her friends shared her desire to tour ancient ruins and hike up rugged mountains. Also, despite her independent nature, Vicky wasn’t comfortable visiting a foreign country alone.

Her flight from JFK International Airport was scheduled to leave at 2:00 pm tomorrow and she wanted a good night’s rest to reduce the impending jet lag. After wheeling the suitcase into the corridor by the living room, she pulled on a cotton camisole and matching shorts and curled into bed with a book. She read a few chapters before the weariness of the work week drew her into a deep sleep.

The annoying buzz of the doorbell pierced the hazy cloud of her dream. She woke with a start, unsure if the sound was real. She blinked in the darkness of the room and heard it again. She frowned. It was real. Swinging her legs off the side of the bed, she padded down the corridor to the front door. Who the heck is ringing at this time of the night? Whatever time it is. She rubbed her eyes and peered through the peep hole. A stab of concern went through her. She opened the door and took in the sheepish grin on her twin sister’s face. She gave her the once-over and when she assessed that her sister was fine—at least she looked fine—she stepped aside to let her in.

Despite the scowl tugging on her mouth, she felt the urge to make sure. “Are you okay?”

“Couldn’t be better.” Kay planted a kiss on Vicky’s cheek and brushed past her in a soft cloud of expensive perfume.

Vicky shook her head, not unaccustomed to her sister’s quirkiness. Though twins, they couldn’t be more different. Physically, it was hard to tell them apart. Though they wore their hair differently and had different taste in clothes, the basic features were almost identical, long dark blonde hair, wide hazel eyes, and a delicate nose balanced by a strong chin and plump lips.

Kay had always been a wild-child, a constant source of anxiety and headaches for Mom and Dad. She was bright but erratic and had suffered from impulsiveness and indecision early in her teens and throughout college, until she decided to pursue modelling. A wise choice, because she wouldn’t have been able to hold a conservative job. Her sister had so far managed to land modelling contracts regularly.

Vicky closed the door and heaved a sigh, unwilling to entertain whatever nutty business her sister had been up to. Her body begged her to get back to bed, but she couldn’t ignore Kay. She crossed the floor and flicked on the tall standing lamp in the corner of the living room.

“It’s late…what’s up, Kay?”

Kay had already tossed her leather jacket and her clutch onto the sofa and ran a hand through her silky-straight hair. “Chill out, sis. I was at a party not far from here.”

Vicky’s patience was thinning fast, but now in the light, she noticed the high flush on her sister’s cheeks. Her sister wasn’t the blushing type.

“Have any wine?” Kay asked.

The question registered a few seconds later. “Um, no. Weren’t you just at a party?”

“Any kind of alcohol at all?” Normally, this would have been asked with blunt boredom, yet her sister was the picture of a content cat.

Worry now edged into her wakening mind. She couldn’t put her finger on it, but it was becoming apparent that Kay was not herself. She watched her ease lazily onto the sofa and pull out a packet of cigarettes. Kay knew Vicky didn’t smoke and didn’t allow smoking in her home. Despite this, she lit a cigarette and blew a tendril of smoke into the air.

My God…is she…? Vicky stepped closer to get a better look. “Are you high?”

The hazel eyes that looked back at her were not glazed but very calm and alert and in that moment, Vicky’s senses picked up an unusual energy from her sister. She swallowed the knot in her throat. “Kay?”

“Sheesh, Vicks. I haven’t done that stuff in years. You know that.” As the glowing butt of her cigarette grew, Kay glanced at the large coffee table nearby. “You really need to get an ashtray.” Reaching out, she pulled the glass that Vicky had left there earlier toward her. It contained a bit of water. She tapped her cigarette over the rim.

Vicky crossed her arms over her chest, accepting her sister’s answer. Still, she pressed on. “Then what’s going on? There’s something strange about you.”

Kay dragged on the cigarette again and regarded her with those calm eyes for a silent moment. Then her mouth curved mischievously. “I met someone tonight. A super-hunky god, Vicks. Damn shame they’re not many of them.”

Vicky let out a soft, embarrassed groan, the obvious slapping her in the face. Her sister had had sex. Amazing sex from the looks of it. Heat pooled in her cheeks. No wonder she hadn’t recognized the signs—she’d barely gone near a man in almost a year. Not since her break up of a two-year relationship.

She was about to ask Kay why she wasn’t spending the night with Mr. Super-Hunky but she couldn’t afford to lose any more sleep. In any case, she was relieved that her sister was well, so she started back toward the bedroom. “You’ll have to tell me about him when I get back from Greece. Take the spare room. Sheets are clean.”

“Shit. I forgot about your trip. Sorry.”

“No prob.”

“Okay, goodnight.”

* * * *

Kay woke up early, feeling fully rested on just five hours of sleep. She tossed back the sheets with enthusiasm, looking forward to the weekend. She rarely made plans—they just happened. The pulse of energy and alertness still flowed through her body. She splashed cool water on her face in the washroom and ran her fingers through her hair.

Her sister had suspected she’d taken typical street drugs. She would be stupid to jeopardize her health and her career. Though what that sexy Belgian demigod had given her was quite illegal, it was no drug. It was a perfectly safe, magical potion that sharpened the senses and increased one’s natural skills five-fold. The effects would last only a week, but she could accomplish so much in that time. Presently, Universal Studios had a casting call for models for an action movie and she was improving her portfolio, determined to get an audition at least. The role was small, but the movie wasn’t. Her life could take an interesting and very successful turn.

Of course, she’d need some more STX, but that was no issue. Heck, she hadn’t even gone looking for it—the unearthly potion was hard to come by. But once she’d purred teasingly in Antoine’s ear last night, he’d surprised her with two samples. Then he’d promised more in exchange for sex. Several hot rolls on the bed with him were fine by her.

She returned to the bedroom where she pulled on her clothes and then located her clutch in the living room. Vicky was still asleep. She felt guilty for waking her up in the middle of the night, but she’d been on a euphoric high and opted to walk home instead of taking a cab. Four blocks later, she ended up in front of Vicky’s condo building. A couple was just going in through the main entrance and she slipped in behind them, hoping her sister was still up reading a book or something.

As she walked to the front door, her gaze fell on the assortment of travel bags on the floor. She smiled, happy that Vicky was finally going on that trip to Greece. She began walking past, but an idea halted her steps. She turned and surveyed the bags again, pulling her bottom lip between her teeth.

She’d kill me if she knew. Her sister was ultra-ethical, which was fine, but too conservative for a woman in her mid-twenties, in Kay’s opinion. There were so many exciting pleasures in life. She paused for a few more seconds. Vicks could definitely chill and have some real fun. Kay reached into her bag and pulled out the second sample of STX, which came in a vial that resembled a perfume sample, then slipped it into the small handbag that was propped against the suitcase. The vial was unremarkable, its contents even less so to the human eye. With a pleased grin, she fetched the spare key from the vase in the wall alcove and locked the door behind her.






Chapter Two

Vicky’s flight from John F. Kennedy International Airport to Athens had been a little over nine hours. She’d settled in very nicely at the hotel in Athens where the rest of the expedition group were staying. The itinerary included a visit to the National Archaeological Museum and the Parthenon during the first two days. Now, on day three, she and the nine other hikers gazed up at the massive craggy facade of Mount Olympus that loomed above the starting point of the trek, mists of cloud swirling around the tallest peaks. Awe-inspiring. Intimidating. Much like the twelve gods themselves, Vicky mused. The lower slopes of the mountain were covered by dense green flora, which thinned toward the summit, exposing their stark, gray rock. The guide had told them that the mountain had formed over 200 million years ago from the bottom of the Aegean.

There would be a few stops en route to the first destination, refuge A, an ascent of about 6,800 feet. The primary destination was the three highest peaks of Olympus. Those who had the ability to conquer these could continue with the lead guide while the rest would stay the night at the refuge and return to town the next day. Vicky’s hiking skills were good, but the trio of summits required climbing knowledge that she lacked, and so she’d forego this final stretch to the throne of the gods.

“Impressive isn’t it?”

The man standing next to her pulled her attention. His name was Jim, which she recalled from the group introduction back in Athens. He was an attractive man in his early forties, leanly muscled, with warm brown eyes.

“Yes, it is. Though I wish I could make it to the top.”

“Have you done any mountain climbing?”

She shook her head and chuckled. “No, I’m not that daring. I’ll be stopping at the refuge.”

He gave her a sensible smile. “Yeah, the last stretch to the top is tough. The guide won’t let anyone without climbing experience go near it.” There was a fleeting hint of disappointment in his eyes but his smile lingered. “The trek to the refuge is a decent challenge and the view from there is stunning.”

Enthusiasm bubbled inside her. “I know. I can’t wait.”

The start of their hike began with a leisurely visit to a 16th century monastery named after its founder, St. Dionysios. They entered the courtyard through an opening in the original fortress wall surrounding the monastery. Despite the damage inflicted on the building during World War II, the ruins were an architecture of timeless beauty. Vicky felt an instant tranquility as she walked on the cobbled ground and looked around. The wall rose in compact gray stones around parts of the monastery, forming several rows of hollow arches both near the upper and the lower part. Wooden beams supported a balcony for what seemed to be the monk’s quarters. Among the restored sections of the monastery were crumbled, melancholy stones which allowed glimpses of the lush, green slopes of Olympus.

The main building, which housed the church, was constructed of heavy, smooth stone and turrets at each corner, much like a medieval fort. With few minutes remaining, she took pictures of the main building, a stone fountain, and a section of the ruined wall overlooking the mountain. Vicky pulled out her walking sticks and adjusted her backpack as the guide headed out to the worn path that would take them to refuge A.

They trekked on a steadily ascending path that narrowed in some areas and widened in others. Ancient forests of hardwood and bushes flanked the path, along with the occasional large rock and the unusual cluster of bright flowers. Birdsong carried out to them from the woods.

Within ten minutes, the rush of waterfall drowned out all softer sounds. They’d arrived at the Enipeas waterfalls. The guide announced that they could stop for pictures. Vicky laid her backpack down and took out her camera. Cautiously, she moved to the edge of the path, which dropped down about thirty feet to an active gorge. Her breath caught. Twin waterfalls spilled into an aqua lagoon, which then moved through uneven levels between jutting rocks and low tree branches. She recalled having read somewhere that the gorge was several miles long. Looking further down the chasm, she saw a wooden bridge, which joined the two sides. Though she couldn’t see them from this location, there were several others.

She lifted her camera and took various shots. Pictures simply chronicled her trips, but the experience would stay alive in her heart for as long as she lived.

“Would you like a picture with the falls in the background?” Jim asked.

Vicky felt a blush warm her cheeks, sensing the man’s attraction to her. “Sure, why not?”

He took her camera and she positioned herself in line with the falls. Her smile came easily. He snapped two pictures, viewed them in the digital window and gave a satisfied nod.

“You’re very photogenic. Are you a model?”

She chuckled. “No, but my sister is.”

“No surprise if she looks anything like you.” He grinned as he returned the camera.

Her cheeks grew warmer. “Thanks. Em, would you like me to take one of you?”

“I don’t take pictures on hikes.”

“Never?”

“No. It’s all in here.” He tapped his head.

Kinda like me.

The hike continued for two hours on a steeper, winding path through a dense variety of conifers, their distinct smell a fresh bouquet in the air. At open spaces, she enjoyed the views of lower lush mountain peaks. Olympus had fifty-two in all. Vicky’s stamina was good so far, mostly due to her vigorous workouts at the gym.

They arrived at the refuge a little past twelve and were greeted by the owners, a middle-aged, friendly couple. The refuge was a stone building with a red, slanted roof. Its location couldn’t be better. The tour’s website had described the refuge’s location as being perched on a natural balcony at the base of the highest peaks of the mountain, while overlooking the Aegean to the east.

With barely contained eagerness, Vicky walked over to the railing on the west side and let her gaze run up the alpine slopes of the summit. She fished her binoculars out of her backpack.

“Wow.” There they were, the three highest peaks of Olympus: Skala, Skolio, and Mytikas. The mists swirled thicker now, like the ghosts of the Olympians themselves. Time evaporated for a long, tranquil moment, evoking visions of an ancient civilization and supernatural beings whose spirits lived in their descendants, the modern demigods. Her skin prickled at the thought of them. She was sure she’d never met one. Although most lived among humans as regular civilians, their immortal nature was distinct, unmistakable, as was their physical beauty. They often held positions of power in private industry and government. Overall, they enjoyed a fearsome reputation.

Even at her present altitude, she saw that Mytikas was the most jagged and dangerous of the three peaks. She could see people standing on the top of it and felt a strong tug of longing. Her fear of heights kept her away from mountain climbing classes and most activities involving heights. But she’d accepted her limits.

The breeze up here was stronger, prying loose a lock of hair from her ponytail. The air was thinner too. She made her way to the eastern side of the courtyard and took in the sparkling sea, visible through the horseshoe opening of the range. Many people stopped their journey here and stayed the night. The refuge offered decent amenities and food, plus stunning sunset and sunrise views.

They had lunch and those who would be going on to the summit rested for about an hour. She caught sight of Jim as he picked up his walking sticks. She crossed the short distance to him and he smiled. “Well, good luck and be safe,” she said.

“Thanks. Too bad you can’t come.”

“Yeah, but that’s okay.” She gestured at the summit. “This is a really good spot and I’ve got my binoculars.”

His eyes crinkled with amusement. “Don’t miss sunrise.”

“I won’t.”

His gaze lingered on her face, prompting heat to her cheeks once more. Though she didn’t feel particularly attracted to him, she always blushed when a man looked at her with interest.

“I guess I’ll see you in town tomorrow,” Jim said with an expectant note in his voice. His group would descend from a different trail the following day.

“Yes. Enjoy the hike.” Vicky discreetly closed the subject so as not to get his hopes up. She watched as half the group walked back across the path, then she turned and went into the refuge and ordered Greek coffee.






Chapter Three

The following day, they returned to Litohoro, the village at the foothills of the mountain, where their journey first began. They would be staying the night and the schedule was open, allowing the members to enjoy the town as they pleased.

Vicky had returned to the hotel to shower and change into a white sleeveless dress that fell halfway down her thighs. September in Greece was usually quite warm and the late afternoon sun was a soothing caress on her skin. Despite the hike—eight hours in all—she’d spent most of it under shady trees.

She felt a pang of guilt for avoiding Jim, but she wanted to explore the quaint village her way, to talk to the locals, shop at her leisure, and wander about without the need to entertain someone’s company. At one of the tourist shops, she bought souvenirs for herself, Mom, and Kay, while practicing the basic Greek she knew. In her opinion, it was unacceptable to visit a foreign country without some grasp of the native language. Before the trip, she’d bought a Greek conversation guide book that came with a CD and she’d learned several common words and sentences. She browsed a while longer and decided to have one last coffee for the day. Taking a seat at a quiet corner cafe, she ordered a cappuccino and couldn’t resist the baklava, a delicate phyllo pastry filled with chopped nuts and honey.

“Efharisto poli,” the waiter said as she handed him several Euro dollars that included a generous tip.

“Parakalo.” She returned his smile and slipped her wallet back into her handbag. She was about to close it when something at the bottom caught her eye. She reached in and pulled out a clear little tube. It looked like a perfume sample. Vicky’s brows came together as she tried to remember when she’d received this. Not recently, for sure.

She rolled it between her fingers and read the black writing on the tube. Drink Me. She raised an eyebrow, finding it an odd name for a perfume. Unless…hmm. She removed the cap and gasped as a sudden, cool wind swept over her, sending a shockwave of shivers through her body. Startled, she looked around for the source. Her napkin was no longer on the table and the wind rustled the plants in their ceramic pots. Then, it just died. Strange. Maybe someone pissed Zeus off, she thought with a chuckle.

She looked at the tube again, tentatively sniffed the contents and crinkled her nose. It didn’t smell like anything. She closed the cap and looked at the name again. Did it literally mean drink it? She had no clue how it had gotten in her bag so she wasn’t going to do that. The rational part of her brain told her to toss it into a bin, but there was an odd urge to hold on to it. Vicky got up and started back to the hotel.

* * * *

Leandros’ head snapped up as the metallic smell invaded his senses like a sweet, deceptive poison. STX. No doubt about it. Any demigod could smell it a mile away. The person carrying it was much closer. He tossed the bag of fruits into the rented Mercedes and followed the trail of scent.

As a senior crimes agent in the international division of deities, trafficking of STX fell under his jurisdiction. He and his team had cracked down on this problem over the years and had succeeded in removing a large quantity of STX from the black market. No person, human or immortal, had the right to possess this potion. An elusive group of demigods had taken enough water from the sacred well of Styx to create the chemically altered potion. It was a sacrilegious act, made worse by the fact they were selling it to humans.

The River Styx was as old as mankind. The doctrine of the ancient gods stated that the river was the only passage from life to death. The river itself was virtually ethereal, its only tangible source the well located in a deep cave in Mount Olympus, now guarded day and night by law enforcement officers. Despite its reputation among humans as the river of death, it provided a gentle passage to the other world. Those who came to the well with faith experienced healing miracles. Leandros had witnessed this. Otherwise, the water of Styx belonged to no one.

If the offender was one of his own kind, Leandros would strip him of his immortality and leave him begging for mercy. If he was human, he’d spend the next three years in prison. As his senses honed in on the young woman crossing the square, a knot clenched his insides, giving his stride pause. Both sexes craved STX, but for some unexpected reason, he was gravely disappointed that his target was a healthy-looking young woman.

He began walking again, growing angrier by the second. His eyes took in her shapely curves under the white dress, the lovely, toned legs and the silky bounce of her golden hair. His instinct told him the front of her looked even better. A woman like that could have just about anything she wanted if she played her cards right. Why would she risk ruining her life?

He caught up with her moments after she entered the lobby of a hotel. Her low heels clicked against the marble floor, drawing his eyes to her legs again. Leandros’ blood rushed hot and primal in his veins before pooling in his groin. Damn the woman. The closer he got, the less interested he was in arresting her, assaulted by visions of sexual acts that would even make some goddesses blush.

Before she reached the elevator, he spoke, “Miss. Can I have a word?” he said in English.

As she turned around, a delicate, vanilla scent filled his nostrils, and when his eyes met hers, lust hit him in the groin and beyond. Fuck. Humans rarely affected him like this…if ever. Her large, hazel eyes widened in surprise as she stared up at him. Her beauty was pristine, the long dark lashes, the high cheekbones and the deep rose of her full mouth untouched by makeup. When her lower lip trembled a fraction, it communicated a delicate, feminine nature, which made desire twist tighter inside him.

Her brows arched. “Yes?”

American. Leandros pulled out his wallet and opened it to the photo compartment, which contained his law enforcement ID. “I’m a deities law enforcement agent.”

A perplexed look came over her face.

“I believe you’re carrying STX,” he continued.

“I’m sorry?” She shook her head. “You’ve made a mistake.”

His gaze dropped to her bag. “No mistake. It’s in your bag.”

She glanced down at her bag, still looking baffled. Then her mouth tensed as she offered it to him. “There. Go ahead and search it.”

He was somewhat surprised by her boldness. She knew he’d find the vial there. He took the bag from her and within seconds produced the illegal substance. He watched a mixture of emotions cross her lovely face, but none reflected guilt.

She gave a little snort. “That’s STX? Please. It’s obviously some perfume.”

Leandros frowned. Her acting skills were impressive. “I can smell it,” he responded firmly.

She pushed out an annoyed sigh and shook her head. “It’s impossible.” She stared hard at the vial before meeting his eyes again, an angry flush on her cheeks. “I hiked for eight hours on that mountain with no need for any unnatural substance. If I wanted to drink it, I would have already.”

Leandros considered this a moment while watching her. He inclined his head. Her response seemed genuine, yet it didn’t explain how she came to possess it. “That’s a good argument, however, you might just be selling it.”

Her eyes turned a stormy gray and narrowed as her hands came on the slim curve of her hips, the motion making his blood pulse harder. His cock pressed against his pants. What is it about the woman? She turned him on even when she was angry.

“Look. Take my ID and run it through your computer. I don’t have a criminal record. I don’t do drugs of any kind.”

His profession had honed his ability to read human behavior. This last statement of defense made something inside him click. She was telling the truth. In any case, he was in Greece on vacation. He wasn’t equipped with a work computer to check her record. Of course, he could contact the office in Athens, but that was unnecessary.

He inclined his head and caught her gaze. “Okay. I believe you, but you’re still in possession of STX.” He paused. “Do you know anyone who would have reason to put it in your bag? To get you arrested, or use you as transport?”

The anger faded from her eyes and her expression softened. “No…I’m not aware of anyone who would do that.”

“Did you leave your bag unattended at any point during your trip, or before?”

She gave her head a firm shake. “I never leave my things unattended, and back home…”

The catch in her voice was so faint he almost missed it. “What?” he pressed.

She averted her gaze. “Nothing. I live alone.”

He cocked an eyebrow. “No husband… boyfriend?”

Her gaze returned to his, resolute once again. “No. Keep that thing. I’ve had enough of this.”

It pleased him that she was single. Too much. Leandros reached into her bag and opened her wallet to look at her driver’s license. She was innocent, but she wasn’t fully honest with him. He’d let it go for now. His mouth curved into an easy smile. “Vicky. You hiked up the mountain?”

Her gaze assessed him before she replied. “Yes.”

“How far did you get?”

“Refuge A.” Her lips pursed. “I wish I could have gone higher, but…” She shrugged.

Leandros dragged his eyes from the tempting pout of her mouth. “There’s a house on the mountain at about 8000 feet that is accessible by car…well, my car anyway. It’s almost adjacent to the summit.”

She cast him a wary look. “There’s no such thing.”

He let his gaze move over her face and the delicate curve of her bare shoulders. When his eyes lifted to hers, color rode high on her cheeks. “It’s not visible to humans.”

Her brow lifted in an amused arch. “What is it—vacation home to the gods?”

He grinned. “You could say that. Only a select group of us can stay there. Humans are generally not allowed, but the ancients let us make exceptions.”

 Apprehension returned to her face. “And why are you telling me this?”

“I was on my way there when I sniffed the STX on you. I plan to stay for at least three days. You’re welcome to come.”

Her mouth formed a sexy O.

Leandros pocketed the vial and gave her the bag. Their fingers touched, sending a sensual current through his veins—and hers.

A low gasp escaped her and her eyes shot to his. Leandros was no stranger to female body language. This woman with hair the color of honey was not immune to him physically. Her innocent sexiness had awakened primitive instincts he couldn’t ignore. It was all he could do to stop himself from hoisting her over his shoulder and carrying her to the car.

She seemed to shake herself out of a daze. “Um, you’re going now?”

He felt the corner of his mouth curl with satisfaction. “Yes, Vicky.” He stretched out his hand. “I’m Leandros.”

She looked at his hand and swallowed visibly. When she slid her small, soft hand in his, heat pulsed in his cock.

“Leandros…that’s Greek.”

He inclined his head. “Every inch of me.”

Her blush flared and he swallowed a chuckle. Still grasping her hand, he said, “So, are you coming, Vicky?”

She exhaled an unsteady breath. “I, um…need to contact my travel guide…get some clothes, some other things too.”

You’ll hardly need those, sweetness. His blood pulsed faster and hotter. “I’ll bring the car round in fifteen minutes.”






Chapter Four

What was I thinking? Vicky snuck another furtive glance at the big, gorgeous man sitting next to her in the large sports utility vehicle. Letting a Greek demigod, who oozed dark and dangerous sexuality, take her to some unearthly lodge…obviously little sensible thought.

When she’d first set eyes on him at the hotel, the shock of his looks made everything around her disappear, even made her lightheaded for a few seconds. Midnight-dark hair, cut long enough for fingers to weave through, eyes the color of the Greek sky, a wickedly full mouth and a rugged jaw. His white shirt and gray slacks outlined a tall, powerful body. Vicky was not as sophisticated in the ways of men as her sister. She’d only had a few long-term relationships, but the primal interest in his eyes was blatant enough to set her nerve-endings on fire.

He embodied attributes of the men in her erotic fantasies on lonely nights. The kind of men that spelled trouble in real life, as any smart woman knew. Add immortal to that and you had a dangerous package. Vicky had made a hard effort to convince herself that she’d accepted his offer in order to experience a unique view of the mountain, but that was laughable. Her reaction to him frightened her in a way that was too tempting to ignore. Never had she been so deliciously unsettled.

She let her gaze linger on him and felt once more the sizzle of excitement arc through her. The corner of his mouth lifted yet he didn’t remove his eyes from the road. They’d been going up the eastern side of the mountain, far removed from the hiking trails. She had the sense of ascending quickly and smoothly, and she barely noticed the beauty of her surroundings.

He reached out and grasped her hand, strong, lean fingers squeezing hers. “Don’t be scared,” he said in good English with an indistinct accent that conveyed the experience of a man who lived in different countries.

Vicky was nervous, but not scared. “I’m not.”

“There’s an entrance coming up…it’s an illusion for camouflage purposes.”

She turned her gaze to the front and her body froze. The car was heading straight for a solid wall of rock and trees. “Oh, God!”

“It’s not what it seems…you won’t be hurt.”

Instinct kicked in and she screamed and shielded her face as the vehicle went through. With her heart pounding, she pried her hand away from her eyes and stared through the intact windshield. Impossible.

“Here we are, Vicky.”

The vehicle cruised on a smooth road that curved to the front of a stone villa with enormous windows. He cut the engine and stepped out. Vicky was too stunned to move, even when he opened the door for her. Her heart was still racing.

He held out his hand and she got out on wobbly legs. “That was weird…”

“I’m sorry…I couldn’t think of any other way to prepare you.”

As her breath calmed a fraction, Vicky took in the earthy elegance of the villa. Made of tan and gray stone and a dark-tiled roof, it nestled comfortably within a copse of pine trees. Leandros had left her side to retrieve their baggage.

“So this is supposed to be invisible to the human eye?” she questioned.

“That’s correct.”

She looked at him. “Why can I see it, then?”

He grinned, showing perfect, white teeth. “Because you’re in my company.”

She gave a wry smile. “Of course.”

He chuckled and handed her a bag of groceries. The rest, he carried without effort up the few steps to the villa’s front door. Her heart skipped with sudden unease and her steps faltered as she looked at his commanding stature. Vicky wasn’t naive. When a man invited a woman to stay at a residence for a few days, it was about sex. But why me? Her sexual experience with conservative men hardly translated into the image of a sexual tigress—the sort of woman a demigod would want in his bed.

She realized it was a mistake coming here. The man was beyond her league. She’d embarrass herself. He must have picked up on her hesitation because he glanced over his shoulder with a raised eyebrow and she forced her legs to move. Too late, Vicky. She followed him into the building and almost pinched herself to make sure she wasn’t dreaming—even her most exotic dreams hadn’t taken her to a private dwelling of the gods. The inside was decorated with understated elegance. When they entered the living room, the floor to ceiling windows drew her attention. Placing the bag on a nearby coffee table, she walked over to them.

Her breath fanned out across the pane of one window as she gazed across at the peaks of Olympus. The villa was so close she could make out the colors of clothing worn by a small group of hikers filing their way along a narrow ridge of loose debris toward the summits. The mists had thinned since yesterday and she watched, mesmerized, as they parted, exposing the distinct characteristics of the three famous peaks. Her breath caught. Though barren and unwelcoming, the ancient rocks possessed a serene dignity that was nothing less than majestic.

Her fingers brushed against the window as she felt the heat of Leandros’ body behind her, her senses alert to the forbidding energy that set him apart from humans. Her muscles weakened, her body threatening to lean against him.

“Was it worth the trip?” he asked, his voice a deep velvet.

Her pulse hadn’t settled. “Yes.” She paused and focused her eyes on a prominent peak that resembled a half-crown. That was Stefani. “Do they live among us like you?” Her voice came out huskier than she wanted and it was getting harder to think with him standing so close.

“No. They’re spirits that live anywhere they choose. I haven’t seen an ancient in years.”

As her gaze moved downward to the plunging slopes, a vision of chiseled ridges and thick boulders, his fingers traced a path from the small of her back to her hair and slipped underneath to brush her nape. A delicious shudder danced over her skin.

“What lineage are you from?” It was a nervous question, an attempt to distract her from his touch.

“Poseidon.”

Vicky had good knowledge of Greek history. Poseidon was the god of the ocean and brother to Zeus. A shiver went up her spine. Leandros was a descendent of one of the most powerful Olympians, which put him in a higher-ranking class of demigods.

“Do you speak any Greek, Vicky?”

Her lids closed a fraction. “Very little.”

He made a low sound in his throat as he pushed her hair out of the way, exposing her neck and her upper back. Her body tensed, a sigh of anticipation hitching in her throat.

His warm breath touched her ear. “Se thelo.”

It took a few seconds for his meaning to register and then her knees almost buckled. I want you.

His fingers curved around the side of her throat before sliding across her shoulder, pushing the thin strap of her dress away. “Do you understand, sweetness?”

She’d understood from the moment he looked at her with dark heat in those blue eyes. She gave a faint nod. It was the main reason—likely the only reason—she was standing thousands of feet above ground in this house. She wanted him. Vicky didn’t suffer from delusions. With Leandros, it would last as long as they were here. Three days, he’d said. After that, they’d go their separate ways. Immortals never took human mates. And humans could never be made immortal.

He’d unzipped her dress, his fingers drawing an erotic caress over her spine that made her fingers curl against the glass. Nerves had moistened her palms.

“Why me?” she finally asked the restless question.

An amused chuckle sounded in his throat. “You don’t strike me as the kind of woman who fishes for compliments. Which could only mean that you’re the kind that doesn’t know how terribly desirable she is.”

Her heart fluttered. No man had ever riled her composure like Leandros, and right now, two emotions tore at her. Uncontrollable desire and anxiety. She let out a gasp as the dress fell to the floor around her feet, leaving her naked except for a matching pair of white panties and bra.

“Um, I’m not…I don’t sleep with strangers…normally,” she mumbled.

His teeth grazed her earlobe. “Even better.”

Before she could respond, she sensed he no longer stood behind her. With a frown, she stepped out of the crumpled dress, slipped off her shoes and walked toward the kitchen at the far end of the large room. Leandros emerged with a small plate and as his gaze scorched down her body, she made an awkward move to cover her breasts. He was fully dressed yet she was too exposed.

“No. Don’t hide your loveliness from me,” he ordered gently and motioned for her to join him at the cream sofa.

Vicky closed the distance and looked at the open, fresh figs on the plate, their centers dark pink ambrosia. She’d had dried figs, but not fresh ones. “So, we’re going to eat.” She cocked an eyebrow.

He made a sound of acknowledgment.

A smile tugged her lips. “I could have done so with clothes on.”

“I prefer my appetizer half naked,” he purred, sending a hot tingle through her body. He lowered himself onto the sofa and took her hand, pulling her closer. “Straddle me.”

When she hesitated, his hands grasped her hips and brought her down onto his lap in a way that she had no choice but to bend her knees and straddle his hard thighs. His scent reached her, ocean and earth. No trace of cologne. The man was delicious. Vicky had no doubt he would please her like no man ever had and that he would push her past her sexual inhibitions. He would indulge in her the way his ancestors enjoyed their ambrosia. Her gaze fell to the sensual curve of his mouth and she slid her hand to his nape, fingertips pushing into his thick hair.

“I’ve fantasized about men like you,” she murmured without much thought. Her statement incited a pleased purr.

His gaze lingered on the rise of her breasts in the bra and then dipped to her belly and the junction between her thighs, sending a sizzle of heat to those parts. He slid a hand up her thigh and about her waist while he picked up one half of the fig.

“You’re so lovely. Now, open that luscious mouth of yours and take a bite.”

She parted her lips and bit into the juicy core of the fruit. A sweet explosion of flavor awakened her taste buds and she couldn’t help the moan of pleasure. Goodness, this is delicious! She took another bite and closed her eyes. The texture was luscious and silky except for the delightful crunchiness of the tiny seeds at the ends.

She opened her eyes and when she looked into his, the naked hunger she saw made her heart go into an erratic flutter.

“Thee mou,” he rasped.

He gently fisted her hair and brought her mouth to his. It was a light caress, a taste of the juice on her lips and teasing flicks of his tongue just inside the seam of her mouth. She ached for more, pressed into him in a silent plea. Moaned against him until he caught her bottom lip between his teeth in a tiny nip. With a low groan, he pulled away, the muscles in his jaw tight.

He swept his thumb across her cheek. “Patience, sweetness, or else I’ll lose control and have you right here. You deserve better.”

He picked up the remaining half of the fig, folded the edges back and squeezed the core outward. With the fruit, he traced a cool, wet line down her throat, followed by the heat of his mouth. A broken sigh pushed through her lips. He tugged her head back, her throat now vulnerable. He alternated between sucking, gentle nipping, and tongue flicks all the way down to the valley of her breasts. His large palm cupped one breast as his sinful mouth feasted on the fig juice and her skin at once. Her nipples hardened into tight peaks and moisture escaped from her sex. Never had a man eaten any type of food from her body. In her erotic haze, she wondered how that was even possible. It was so pleasurable, so arousing.

He released her hair and tugged one bra cup down, exposing her left breast.

“Watch, Vicky.”

Mews of pleasure tumbled from her lips as he moistened the taut nipple with the silky fruit, tormenting with circles around the aching bud. When he pulled the tip into his warm, firm mouth, her body arched in offering. Darts of achingly sweet pleasure shot out from the peak. She watched his tongue swirl and flick and repeat the motion as she writhed against him.

“Ohh, God…” she whimpered, fighting the escalating climax.

He gave her nipple a final tug before gliding his hand down her body and over her pubic bone. When his fingers caressed the delicate skin at the edge of her panties her nails curled into his shoulders. The azure color of his eyes had darkened with a savage fire. He swept over her sex and lingered on the wet patch of her panties, moving in soft circles. A ripple of pleasure went through her flesh and shook her body. He’d barely touched her and she was falling apart, losing any remnants of control.

“Leandros…” His name floated on a breathless sigh.

With a low growl, he folded her in his arms and stood up. She wrapped her limbs around his powerful body and tucked her face into his neck, relieved he’d stopped because she wanted to come with him inside her. As he walked, she tried to ignore the heat of his prominent erection against her belly. He turned down two corridors and entered a room. When her unsteady feet touched the plush carpet, she looked around. She assumed this was the master suite. Like the rest of the house, the room was decorated with refined furniture, yet it boasted masculine taste. Her eyes fell on the king-size bed covered in a charcoal, silk bedspread and large, matching accent pillows.

Vicky’s pulse stopped then jumped frantically as his fingers shed his clothes in under a minute, revealing a body honed to male perfection. Her mouth went dry. Never had she seen a more beautiful man…not even in her fantasies. The strength under the hard muscles and chiseled flesh was almost tangible. His chest was hairless. Leandros was imposing when dressed, but naked, he stripped her of all her defenses. And…oh my…That most virile part of him—not even fully erect—was long and thick enough to make her quiver with both apprehension and a strong urge to fill the hollow ache in her core.

“Take the rest off, Vicky.”

Her ex-boyfriends would usually remove her underwear during or after foreplay, and almost always in bed. Leandros wanted her to exhibit herself.

With shaky fingers, she unsnapped her bra and dropped it on the carpet. Drawing in a long breath, she pushed her panties down her legs. Heat infused her skin as she looked at him.

She heard the snag in his breath as his eyes moved down the length of her body. The depths flickered with a blue-black flame.

“You’re a goddess in human form.”

“I’m nervous as hell,” she blurted, and wanted to kick herself. “God, I sound like a teenager.”

He chuckled and closed the distance in two steps. “That part of your nature turns me on.” His palm cupped her right buttock and squeezed as he pressed her against him, his erection like hot steel on her skin. He traced her lower lip with a finger. “However, with me, you will soon lose all fears and inhibitions. Nai?”

“Nai,” she whispered, having expected this. Leandros wasn’t an ordinary man.

As he led her to the bed, he said, “Do you know that it is safe to have sex with me without protection? Nor will you become pregnant.”

All gods were immune to any sexually transmitted diseases and didn’t carry any themselves. Nor could a child be conceived from a union between a demigod and a human.

“I know.”

He reached out, gathered the pillow shams and tossed them onto a large armchair on the other side of the bed, save for one which bounced to the floor. Then he pulled back the plush bedcover and the top sheet. He urged her onto the bed and she sat with her legs curled at her side, anticipation drumming inside her.

“Tell me you want me, in Greek.”

Her memory plucked the phrase he’d said earlier. “Se thelo.” It was little more than a husky whisper.

She heard the low growl of pleasure as he came onto the bed, chiseled muscles rippling like those of a panther stalking its prey. He slid an arm around her back and raised her up on her knees as he brought his mouth to hers.

“Your sweet accent does something to me…”

Then his mouth moved across hers with sensual possession, soft and hard. He took pleasure yet gave twice as much with a skill honed by maybe hundreds of years’ experience. She had no clue how old he was. He moaned and parted her mouth. The invasion of his tongue sent a spiral of heat to her sex and she dug her fingers into his shoulders. He gave her tongue a few teasing flicks and then explored with short and deep jabs that stirred every cell in her body, left her breathless. He devoured her mouth. She might as well have been kissed for the first time. Anything before this didn’t even qualify. He continued until she went limp against him, could barely think straight.

The cool, silk sheet against her heated skin was heavenly when he lowered her to the bed. His dark head dipped and she closed her eyes as his mouth and hands caressed their way up her legs, relishing his slow lovemaking. It occurred to her that he could do just about anything to her and she wouldn’t protest. The man was truly dangerous. He stopped planting kisses and gave tiny bites to her inner thighs, which coaxed energy back into her muscles.

When his breath fanned her sex, she got up on her elbows and watched him. He pushed her legs farther apart and murmured something in Greek. Then he looked up at her for a few seconds, perhaps to gauge her thoughts, before fixing his gaze on her flesh. Vicky knew her arousal was evident, felt it collected between the lips.

“Every inch of you is perfect,” Leandros said, his voice thick with desire. His fingers glided up and down the sides of her sex, avoiding the region that craved his attention the most. By nature, she had very little pubic hair. “Silky soft, dark pink…swollen with need.”

He narrowed the span of his fingers, now sliding along the edge of her most sensitive flesh. She bit her lip to keep from moaning.

His nostrils flared. “I can smell you…you’ll taste like honey and berries.”

Oh, God…

“Do you always get this wet, Vicky?” he asked.

The brazen question brought color to her face. “I…I don’t know.” She made to close her legs but he stopped her. The answer was no. She never got so wet that if he spread her legs any wider her arousal would trickle down into the sheets.

A smile danced about his mouth as he looked up at her. “That’s a good thing, sweetness. It will be more pleasurable when I take you.”

Her sex pulsed in response, needing the hard heat of his…cock. It was a word she shied away from, used it only in the heat of passion. Without warning, his fingers swept up the seam of her sex, spreading her juice all the way to her clit. Her hips bucked and a ragged cry broke in her throat.

With one hand keeping her body still, he repeated the motion, using at least three fingers to stroke up and down. He circled around her clit with a feather light touch but didn’t focus on it. Instead, he shifted lower, to the short area between the clit and the tip of the lips, which he caressed with quick strokes.

“Ohh!” Her nails dug into the bed sheet as an unexpected quiver went through her. Since when was that area so sensitive? He dipped into her orifice and returned to the spot to wet it again. The sensation was silken torture. Her hips tried to buck again but he held her still. Coils of pleasure unfurled in small doses, making her flesh contract under his fingers.

“You like this, Vicky?”

Unconsciously, she licked her lips and saw a muscle in his jaw clench. “Mmm…yes. But it’s…driving me crazy.”

The corner of his mouth quirked. “That’s the point.”

She had no doubt. He was keenly aware of her arousal—there was obvious control in his stimulation. He wouldn’t let her climax now. When a stronger quiver shook her he moved up her body, tracing a warm path with his mouth over her belly.

“You’re intoxicating,” he purred against her skin.

She couldn’t help her heart from fluttering with female pride.

His knee pressed against the aching flesh between her legs as he filled his hands with her breasts, molding their fullness and tweaking the nipples. Vicky’s breasts were generously proportioned for her slim build. Even his large hands didn’t fully cup her. When he pulled a taut nipple deep into his mouth, she moaned and her back arched higher. She twined her fingers in his thick hair and pressed his head to her. Tight pleasure rippled around the bud as his mouth sucked firmly and licked, making her body quiver restlessly against him. He administered exquisite pain with his teeth and soothed the tender tips with his tongue. He devoured her breasts as he’d devoured her mouth.

“Mmm…I could do this all day…,” he said with heavy desire. He shifted, reached down between their bodies and pressed his fingers to the opening of her sex. He slid two fingers inside her and slowly moved in and out. Her senses scattered at this double assault.

“Leandros! It’s too much…” she whimpered. Anymore and she’d come. She squirmed against him.

He released her breast. “Shh, baby. I’m preparing you. You’re lubricated but you’re tight.”

It had been almost a year since she’d had sex.

Leandros eased her back onto a big, soft pillow, and pushed her legs apart. His large erection drew her attention. It rode high toward his abdomen. The size of it made her breath catch. She wasn’t sure if she could take him all in.

“Don’t worry, sweetness. I won’t hurt you,” he said as he wrapped his hand around the thick shaft.

A rasp shattered in her throat when he glided his cock’s head up and down her cleft, coating it with her arousal and then pushing between her folds, slowly, gently. She glanced up and noticed the hard tension in the corded muscles of his body. He was restraining himself. A soft smile curved her mouth as she met his gaze to communicate her trust.

Mesmerized, she watched his hard flesh disappear into her inch by inch, stopping once their groins met. They rasped unintelligible words, hers in English, his in Greek. He didn’t move for a very long moment while her muscles contracted around him, adjusting to his girth. His hard, silken warmth filled the aching hollow perfectly, filled every pore of her body. Moisture pricked her eyes. This was a magic moment, with this demigod. She would treasure it forever, even if she fell in love with someone.

“Vicky?” A frown edged across his handsome face.

She smiled. “I’m fine. You feel amazing.”

His palm moved down her thigh as raw hunger flashed in his eyes. “I won’t tell you what I’m thinking, feeling, this moment because I don’t want to frighten you.” He shut his eyes and grunted as her muscles clenched around him. “But I want you so much it’s driving me mad,” he said.

He slipped his hand under her left knee and pushed her leg higher as he began moving inside her.

A cry wrenched itself from her throat as her nails curled into the sheet. “Tell me,” she demanded.

“No. Later.”

After that, any words were crushed by the force of pleasure that overcame her as he drove into her with long, steady thrusts. Only raw sounds tumbled from her lips. His size forced her flesh farther apart as he quickened the pace, drawing almost all the way out before plunging back in. His cock was like a silken piston. Powerful arms hooked the backs of her knees over his upper arms as he lowered himself over her. The position gave him a certain angle into her body that left her completely vulnerable to his merciless thrusts.

Still, those azure eyes watched her for any signs of discomfort. On the contrary, her body handled his fierce passion well. Her fingers clenched the solid muscles of his arms as another ripple of sweet tension furled in the core of her sex.

He rasped her name as his head dipped, teeth grazing the edge of her throat. When their eyes met, he drew her into his primal nature, locked her there. The coils of pleasure that had merged snapped all at once, sending spirals of sensation through her body so intense they bowed her off the bed, her nails raking deep lines into his skin.

In the grip of ecstasy, Vicky faintly heard his ragged moan as his mouth crushed hers, but felt the spurt of his hot seed as he embedded himself inside her.

She didn’t recall dozing off so she was surprised to wake with the heat of his cock inside her and a possessive hand on her breast. When she stirred he kissed her shoulder and flicked a finger over her nipple, which grew taut again. He fondled her until her sex dampened.

“Sweet Vicky,” he purred, and took her from behind, gentle thrusts at first as he nuzzled her neck.

Rarely had she enjoyed this position—most of her exes found it uncomfortable. She made a cat mew as her back curved, thrusting her buttocks outward in silent demand.

Leandros manoeuvred her on all fours. He drove into her with gradually harder thrusts while twisting her hair in his fist. He gave her buttock a firm slap before dipping his fingers to her parted sex. Boldly, he ran his wet fingertips between the crevice of her butt cheeks, lingering on the tight entrance.

On instinct, she squeezed her cheeks together and moaned a protest, though the sensation was surprisingly pleasurable. She wasn’t expecting this sort of sex play. He parted her cheeks and resumed stroking her.

“Leandros…please…”

“No inhibitions, remember? Relax your body and enjoy,” he ordered with velvety gruffness.

The traditional part of her brain scolded her for being so wanton, for letting this man turn her body into an instrument of carnal pleasure. It was silly chasteness that was as solid as the mists that floated around Olympus. He spread her legs wider and pushed his finger into the opening gently, curved upward and glided in and out about two inches. Her sphincter contracted with initial discomfort but soon loosened.

“Ohh!” The shameless man! She pushed her hips back against his, not in objection but in demand for more. The pleasure was different, like wicked little tingles, and he was hitting a spot that was…so damn good….Combined with the glide of his cock, it drove all reason from her mind.

“I can’t fuck you enough, sweetness,” he growled softly. Then he grasped her hips and took her hard and fast, her arms buckling under the force as she cried out, lustful animal sounds pushing through her mouth. He brought her to a quick, intense climax and then pulsed inside her.

* * * *

Leandros sat at the dining room table and watched Vicky eat with a healthy appetite. Before arriving at the cottage, he’d requested that their chef prepare several meals and Leandros chose to serve the stuffed vegetables and roasted potatoes for dinner.

“This is delicious. Best stuffed veggies I’ve ever had,” she said, and took a sip of red wine.

A smile tugged at his mouth. “I’m glad you like it. Mihalis is a talented cook.”

“He comes all the way up here just to cook for guests?”

“Yes.”

“Wow.”

His gaze fell to the dark bruise on her shoulder, exposed by the loose neckline of her t-shirt. A new bruise. After their late afternoon lovemaking, he’d rubbed the aches from Vicky’s body with an oil that acted as a salve as well as an aphrodisiac—a mistake, he realized afterward. He’d intended to lower her into the warm, bubbling hot tub he’d prepared and leave her there, but her curiosity made her grab the bottle of oil.

By the time she was in the tub, she’d tasted it and purred, “This is delicious. It’s one of those edible sex oils isn’t it?”

It was more than that—a product that was available to his kind only. His damn cock stirred but he ignored it. “Rest your body, Vicky. I’m going to warm dinner.”

“No. Join me, Leandros.” She gave a deliberate pout.

Lust clenched his insides like a fist and he ground his teeth together. “I’ll wear you out, baby.”

Like a sea nymph, she rose from the water, rivulets flowing over her curves, clinging to her hard nipples and the soft hair of her mound. Skin glistening with oil. His heart stopped for countless seconds before jumping against his chest. She reached out and brushed her fingers over his cock.

“I want you in here,” she demanded with willful eyes.

He wanted to howl, in fury or in joy, he wasn’t sure. Instead, he climbed into the tub and consumed her. Her supple, slippery skin pushed him off the edge of control, made worse by the reflection of her naked body in the mirrored wall. He feasted on her tender breasts as she rode him. Plundered every inch with fingers and mouth wet with her female juice and the oil. Trapped her wrists in one of his hands and drove into her from behind as she cried her pleasure, even when his teeth sank into her flesh.

Leandros gave himself a mental shake and looked at her as she finished her meal, feeling a stab of guilt for subjecting her to his primitive needs. After all, he’d invited her here.

“Leandros?”

He wiped his mouth with the napkin and inclined his head. “Yes, I have a brother. Like you and your sister, we’re quite different.” Though he’d been drawn into the brief reverie, he’d heard every word she’d said.

He wondered if this wild-spirited twin had placed the vial of STX in Vicky’s bag. He wrestled with his professional obligation for a silent moment, but decided to avoid the subject. Vicky was clean and there was no reason to upset her. They cuddled on the sofa and watched TV until she fell asleep in his arms. Her lovely face was so innocent, angelic almost.

Yet she was made for uninhibited passion. Soft feminine curves to fill a man’s hands, to fit against his body, skin like silk and cream. Tasting of vanilla. He would taste the sweetness of her female flesh in the morning. Leandros’ sex drive was voracious. He could make love for hours, all night if he was in the mood—and he usually did, with his immortal lovers. But humans were more delicate. His thumb caressed the bruise. He really had to be more careful with her.

An odd sense of possessiveness had gripped him the minute he’d laid hands on her, by the window. Since then, he’d touched her body like he owned it, branded her core with every thrust of his cock. In those moments, the wish that she were immortal had pierced him. The thought alone took him by surprise. He respected humans, but none had elicited this urge. He didn’t like it one bit because humans couldn’t be made immortal. Furthermore, romantic relationships between gods and humans were strictly forbidden by the laws of his people.

His gaze traced the outline of her profile. A true shame. This woman tugged at his soul. A muscle clenched in his jaw as he forced the thoughts from his mind. He stood up and carried her to the bed, tucking her under the soft sheets. She curled to her side with a content sigh.

Leandros walked to the kitchen to refill his glass with Terra Leone Ammos, a potent, black cherry-flavored Greek wine, and then pulled out a thick history book from the bookcase in the living room. These trifle distractions would do little to alleviate the restlessness that ran through his veins, but it would keep him away from the bedroom for at least a couple of hours. Perhaps a cool shower was in order, too.

The feel of soft hands on his body pulled him from a light sleep. Leandros blinked in the darkness of the room, faintly illuminated by the pale glow of moonlight that filtered through the curtains. He sensed it was some time before daybreak.

Vicky was sitting up in bed, caressing his naked chest and abdomen. A ripple of heat went through him, pooled in his groin. His gaze moved over her beautiful face, the elegant lines of her throat and her shoulders, the tumble of golden locks over her full breasts, rosy tips poking out from the strands. He clamped down on a groan and felt his muscles tense under her hands.

Despite her boldness in the tub, her smile was timid as she met his gaze. “I couldn’t resist. You’re so beautifully formed.”

His male ego swelled in response, as did his cock. He kept quiet, allowed her to explore at her pace, which was torture for him. He tucked a hand behind his head and watched her tug the sheet past his groin.

Her breath snagged. “You’re always so…aroused.”

His erection was full, angled high. There was awe in her hazel eyes as her hand tentatively brushed over his shaft.

It twitched in response, making his hands ball into fists. Her small hand wrapped around him, fingers barely closing and she began to stroke. Lightly at first, then more firmly, from the ridge of his head to the base of his shaft. He felt blood rush through his flesh and pulse hard.

Her thumb traced the vein on the underside. “I feel your pulse,” she said, bringing her head closer to him.

“Mmm…” Visions of that pouting mouth on his cock nearly snapped his control.

She went lower, cupping his balls. Leandros shut his eyes for a few seconds as a current of pleasure shot through his flesh. He was painfully hard, arousal beading at the tip. She noticed this and flicked her finger over it. He braced himself as she raised the finger to her mouth and licked it.

“Woman…,” he groaned, unable to hold back much longer.

“Yummy, too,” she said huskily. She swiped her tongue across his throbbing head, once, twice, and then opened her luscious lips and took him into her warm mouth. A fireball of pleasure arced through him.

Fuck!

She pulled back a little and went down again, taking more of him in, stroking with her tongue and milking him with the moist walls of her mouth. She kept a steady rhythm and he reached down and pushed her hair away from her face without putting any pressure on her head. The woman would be his undoing. A human female. Blood surged in his flesh, engorging it further. He was close.

“Vicky,” he began, and she paused and looked up at him. He felt his nostrils flare at the vision of her wide eyes, her lips stretched around his flesh. “I’m going to come in your mouth if you go on.”

Her response was a content moan. Five more strokes and his release tore through him. Unconsciously, he pushed his cock deeper into her mouth, his fingers gripping her head. Only when he was spent did he realize what he’d done. Perhaps she’d wanted to pull away.

“I’m sorry,” he rasped, his heart still pounding.

Her eyes, hazy with passion, looked up at him as she wiped her mouth. “Don’t apologize. I wanted to taste you.”

His jaw clenched. “It was more than a taste.”

A mischievous flicker danced in her eyes as she straightened. “You’ve turned me into a bit of a bad girl, but that’s okay.”

Her response was lighthearted but his stomach knotted. He sat up and cupped the side of her face. “I hope you didn’t feel any pressure to—”

She silenced him with a finger to his mouth. “No. I haven’t done anything I didn’t want to do.”

Tension released his body and he closed his mouth over hers in a gentle kiss that belied the need that pummeled him. He broke the contact and said, “My turn.”

Leandros got Vicky on her back and slid a palm under her buttocks. She parted her legs with an eager sigh and her sweet, female scent filled his nostrils. Juice glistened between the folds of her lips. He nudged them apart with his tongue and caught the stream before it disappeared between her buttocks. Berries and honey, as he’d expected. The taste of her flared his arousal.

He swept his fingers up her cleft and tugged lightly on the flesh above her clit, stretching her seam. It would enhance her pleasure. He swirled his tongue in lazy circles over her ripe lips, sucked them into his mouth as he reached her clit, then flicked his tongue over it several times before starting over.

He enjoyed her rasps of pleasure and controlled the bucking of her hips. She’d risen on her elbows to watch with heavy-lidded eyes. He stroked her silky-slick flesh with varying degrees of pressure. Spreading the folds of her clit, he urged the tiny bud out of its hood. He showed it no mercy, lashing it with rapid tongue flicks, sucking it into his mouth.

Her cry of pleasure rippled through his veins, joined the surge of his blood. He dipped his mouth to her entrance and pushed his tongue as deep as it could go, drank her nectar as her flesh contracted. He’d never be able to fully have this woman, but he’d leave a temporary mark on her body. He replaced his mouth with two fingers, curled them up to her g-spot and stroked it firmly while licking her swollen bud.

He felt the quivers coursing under her skin. She was close. He stroked harder and she bucked.

“Oh, God! Ohh!”

“Yes, baby…come for me.”

He pulled her clit into his mouth and rubbed his tongue over it. He felt the peak of her climax, the one-second suspension before the onslaught of ecstasy. She screamed his name. He pushed her to a second orgasm, and before her shudders receded, he drew her to the edge of the bed. Standing up, he clasped his aching cock and sank into her quivering heat.

Her contractions milked his flesh to a fast orgasm that took him by surprise. He growled her name, waited a moment to catch his breath, and then took her until she came apart, took her some more while she begged for mercy, and one last time when the rage of their passions merged into sweet oblivion.






Chapter Five

Vicky drew lazy circles on Leandros’ chest. A blissful smile curved her mouth despite the nudging fact that they would leave for the village in about an hour and she’d return to her ordinary life. He’d treated her like a goddess and she’d ingested his aura, every passionate touch, every kiss, like oxygen. She was tempted to cling to him forever in this bed and forget about everything else. Any woman would be. “Tell me what you were thinking when you said you would frighten me if you told me,” she asked.

She felt the pause in his breath and then his chest shook with a chuckle. “Women. They can’t let certain things go.”

She nuzzled his throat where his pulse beat. “You said you’d tell me.”

His hand moved up her thigh and grasped her hip. “I wished you were immortal.”

Her heart skipped. She’d wished the same thing after their lovemaking sessions, when she’d lain twined in his arms and had a moment to think straight.

She traced his dark nipple. “Life is terribly unfair sometimes. Why is that, Leandros?”

He caressed her nape. “I don’t have the answer to that, sweetness.”

Vicky followed his steady heartbeat for a moment. “Chances are I’ll never see you after today, will I?”

She felt the heavy swell of his chest as he tucked his fingers under her chin and raised her face so their gazes met. His eyes smoldered with something dark yet indefinable.

“It’s the right thing, Vicky. You know why.”

She gave a faint nod. “Yeah, but I’ll miss you.” She chewed her bottom lip. “For a long time.”

In a flash, she found herself on her back, pinned under hard muscles. His hands cupped her face as his eyes flickered with a dangerous flame. A gasp escaped her.

“That’s not what I want to hear.” There was an edge of steel in his voice.

Difficult emotions rose inside her as she processed his response. She pressed her hands to his chest. “It’s how I feel. You can’t expect me to just erase you from my mind.”

His thumb brushed her cheek. “I can erase this from your memory if you want.”

A chill went up her spine as she searched his eyes. “You can do that?”

A muscle clenched in his jaw. “I can do many cruel things, sweetness.” His voice was soft but laced with warning.

She wasn’t an idiot. Leandros wanted to scare her for her own good. She narrowed her eyes. “Don’t you dare, Leandros. You invited me up here and I have the right to cherish every minute we had together.” She curbed her indignation. “But I understand, so don’t worry.”

A shadow moved across his face and tension lined his mouth. “Don’t think this is easy for me.” His voice was thick with unspoken thoughts. He kissed her forehead and met her gaze. “Promise me you won’t accept a man that can’t fulfill you emotionally and physically.”

Her heart squeezed, hurt by past experience, happy that he cared. “Easier said than done.”

“There are many good men who could be your soul mate. Follow your instinct, not just that over rational head.” He gave her temple a light tap.

“Over rational, eh? Are you psychic, too?” she replied playfully, though she couldn’t disagree with him. She tended to choose men based on criteria such as steady jobs and conventional lifestyles, assuming that they would be dependable, uncomplicated. But she’d failed to make deep connections with them.

A smile tugged his mouth. “Let’s say I’m old and wise.”

She laughed. “Okay. Good point.”

He dipped his mouth and claimed hers in a deep, sensual kiss that snatched her breath. When he pulled back, he said, “I’ll watch over you your entire life, Vicky.”

Her heart fluttered. “Like a guardian angel?”

He nuzzled her throat and murmured, “You know I’m no angel, sweetness…”

She couldn’t help the giggle, which turned into a sigh of pleasure as his teeth grazed her skin.
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