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Chapter One

"Faster," the nynmph told Kalliara coldly. "You need to spinfaster, and nore
finely, or we'll give you to the Maenads. It's your choice."

Kalliara felt as though a ball of fire was burning in her stomach. It took
every bit of her strength just to hold her conmposure. She gripped her spindle
tightly, and | ooked up into the nynph's eyes. The creature was beautiful, wth
pal e green skin and darker, riotous green hair that hung down in waves to
bel ow her wai st. Her shinmering gown was created from woven thread so perfect
that not even a spider's silk could rival it.Never in a thousand years will |
be able to spin thread that delicate , Kalliara thought in desperation

She was going to die here. She knew it.

"Gracious Lady," she whispered, fighting back her tears. She kept her words
formal, hoping to appeal to the nymph's vanity. "I cannot do as you ask. No
mere nortal will ever be able to spin thread such as that produced by you and
your sisters."”

The nynph's beautiful features twisted into a sneer. Around them Kalliara
could hear the other nynphs | aughing, like the sound of a thousand tiny silver
bell's. How coul d beings so beautiful be so cruel? They knew her task was
i npossi ble. They were sinply playing with her before they killed her...

"Mortals are so foolish," the nynmph said, shrugging. "You really should have
consi dered that before you boasted of your skills. By challenging us, you
seal ed your own fate."

"I didn't challenge you," Kalliara whispered. She could feel the tears
wel ling up again, and she bit her lip sharply. The salty taste of her own
bl ood filled her nouth, and the sharp pain of the bite distracted her. She
took a deep breath and continued. "I have never clained to spin better than
any of Dionysus' children. | don't know where you heard that | had, but I
assure you it never happened."”

"Well, sonme human said something about it," the nynph said, waving a hand
languidly. "I can't be bothered to try and tell you apart. Once we heard such
a thing, we could hardly let it stand, could we? Now spin for us, little

human. Prove your skills or pay our price. And spin quickly. The waiting grows
t edi ous. "

Kal I i ara ducked her head, and started spinning again. Steadily she wound the
coarse wool between her fingers, trying to make the thread as snooth as

possi ble. As the spindle slowy dropped toward the floor and the |ength of
thread grew, she couldn't help but feel some pride in her work. The thread was
| ovely, without lunps, strong and snmooth. But it would never rival the thread
spun by the nynphs of Dionysus. She was definitely going to die.

Soon they woul d give her to the Maenads, crazed wonen who would rip her apart
with their bare hands. This was D onysus' island, and tonight was his
festival. The god of birth and death woul d show her no pity, she knew t hat
al ready. She had never been one of his children

She tried not to listen to the low, tinkling murmur of the nynphs and dryads



around her. Even as they tornented her, they prepared thenselves to cel ebrate
the god's festival. Soon revelry would overtake the island. They would drink
and dance with the satyrs, while the Maenads raged around them drunk on the
god's power. W se humans kept thenselves |ocked in their stone houses on
nights like these, praying for mercy. But Kalliara's home was mles away, on
the other side of the small speck of land that Dionysus had claimed as his
own. Few humans lived on Naxos by choice, and those who did had | earned to be
cauti ous—

One of the nynmphs gave a shriek, a conbination of surprise and fear
Kalliara's head jerked up. Al around her, satyrs were pouring into the wooded
cl eari ng where the nynphs hel d her prisoner. Enornous, standing taller than
any man in the village, the satyrs terrified her. Their bodies rippled with
nmuscl e, dark and tanned fromthe sun. They swept in, |aughing and | eaping,
grabbi ng up the nynphs. Their hair flewin all directions, and nany had bushy
beards. WIld creatures, conpletely uncivilized, their upper halves resenbled
those of nen, but their |legs were those of goats. Aroused goats, she realized
with a shudder.

Their penises were |arge and erect. Right before her eyes, one of the satyrs
grabbed the cruel nynph who had tormented her. He threw her to the ground,
ripping at her clothing and thrust hinself between her |egs. The nynph
screamed, but her |egs wapped around his wai st and she held himtightly as he
rode her. Bile rose in Kalliara's throat.

She suddenly realized that for the first time since they'd taken her, the
nynphs weren't paying attention to their captive. This was her chance to get
away, if she moved qui ckly enough. She pulled the I ength of her shaw up and
over her head, and ducked down. For once she was grateful that she'd never
been able to afford expensive dyes for her clothing. The dun-col ored wool
woul d serve her well as canouflage while she made her way across the island at
ni ght .

She raised her spindle to her nmouth, biting through the thread to free it.
The silliness of her actions startled her—ef all the things to worry about at
atine like this, keeping her spindle should be a very low priority indeed.
But inthe tine it took her to think it, the spindle was free and tucked in
the cloth pouch that dangled fromher belt. She scuttled across the clearing,
ducki ng between satyrs and nynphs, trying not to take in what was happening
around her. They were coupling wildly, gripped by the ecstasy and viol ence
that only the god could induce. It sickened her

At | ast she was on the outskirts of the clearing, scranbling through the
brush. She paused to catch her breath when a new sound filled her ears. It was
t he high, keening shriek of the Maenads. They were near, and if they found her
she woul d die at their hands. She had to keep novi ng.

She pull ed herself to her feet, desperately clutching the folds of her shaw
around her head.

Time to go.

* *k k* k* %

There was sonething different in the air, Sabiniano thought, setting down the
scroll he was reading. It was the eve of the md-winter festival, and al



around him his people were starting their revels. He could sense their every
nmoverent, smell their lust. Already they were drunk. The Maenads roved through
the forests, looking for their victins and dancing in praise of the god. Al

of that was as it should be. But there was sonething el se.

Slow y he wal ked through the tenple of Dionysus, passing through the broad
pillars and out onto the porch. The tenple stood on the highest point on the

i sl and, and from his vantage point he could see across the wooded hills al
the way to the ocean. The moon was full, casting silvery light across his
domain. He sniffed the air, closing his eyes to focus on the scents around
him There was a group of satyrs and nynphs, fucking wildly. Nothing of
interest. He could snell the Maenads, too. They had found a deer, and were
cornering it. Soon they would rip it apart with their bare hands, drinking the
bl ood. Once again, nothing of interest to him There were many ways to worship
t he god. Sabini ano knew all too well how the snell of blood pleased D onysus.

He turned, extending his senses further. He could feel the fear radiating
fromthe humans who lived at the small port. They, too, existed to serve the
god, providing his people with what little they desired fromthe outside
wor |l d. The humans were |l ocked in their small stone houses, calling on Dionysus
to keep them safe. Sabiniano snorted in anusenent. He knew how little Di onysus
cared for these souls under his protection. The humans would Iive tonight, but
only because they served a purpose. He had | ong forbidden his people to enter
their village during the festival. Wen the god touched themw th his nadness,
the tenptation to rape and kill was too strong. Dionysus was many things, but
never gentle.

There was nmore fear. Here and there across the island were snmall groups of
humans. He tested each of themsonme were wonen who had come to join the
Maenads. Their fate was out of his hands; either the god woul d accept them or
he woul dn't. In another place he sensed two teenage boys. They had snuck out
of their parents' hones, daring each other to spend a night in the forest
during the festival. Sabiniano wondered idly if they would survive the
ni ght ..t hey had found a good place to hide. He could snell their strength and
vitality, and smiled. Such daring was appealing to the god. They woul d
survive, although perhaps not with their virginity intact. The nynphs and
dryads were fond of tasting human neat between their thighs.

Still further he reached out, until he found what he was | ooking for
Sonet hi ng unusual , a wonan running through the trees. She smelled |ike fear
like the village. When would the villagers learn to stay inside at tines |ike
this? he thought in disgust. Her fear would excite the god; there would be
little mercy for her if the satyrs caught her. He breathed in the air nore
deeply, then stopped in shock. No wonder she snelled different. This was no
child of Dionysus; this wonman worshi pped At hena, and she had invaded their
sacred rites.

Sabi ni ano tensed, opening his eyes and squeezing his fists in anger. She was
an interloper; she would be punished. How could he have m ssed her presence on
the island? She was a villager. How | ong had she been in their mdst, existing
beneat h his notice? Sabi niano reached back into his menory, searching for the
last tinme he had gone anongst the villagers and inspected them Wth a shock
he realized it had been nore than a century. He shook his head in
sel f-disgust. He had allowed his boredomto interfere with his duty to
Di onysus.

Time to go find the woman.



* *k k* k* %

Kal liara ran through the trees, gasping for breath and clutching her dress up
around her knees. She had no idea where she was, no idea how to find the
village, but to stop running was to die. She burst into a clearing, uncertain
of which direction to go. Al around her were predators. In the distance she
heard the sound of drums and pi pes playing. She froze, trying to control her
br eat hi ng. More satyrs? She wondered.

Instinctively, she ducked into the brush ringing the clearing, pulling as
much of it over her body as she could. The mnusic grew | ouder, and with horror
she realized they were conming directly toward her. Filled with dread, she
ducked her head into the ground, praying to Athena to protect her fromthem
The rich, loany scent of the earth filled her nose. The druns grew | ouder, and
the pipes wailed like living things, screamng into the night for rel ease.

Agai nst her will, she felt sonme of the god's wildness comng into her. The
air itself was filled with it, and the earth felt warm and soft agai nst her
skin. Unable to control her curiosity, she opened her eyes and | ooked up just
enough to peek through the brush at the mnusicians. A procession of satyrs and
nynphs was entering the clearing, clutching skins of wine and drinking deeply.
The satyrs were the nost frightening. Their eyes were wild, and with a shock
she realized that they had horns sprouting fromtheir foreheads. They danced
naked, their erect cocks jutting proudly into the night air. One threw his
head back, dropping a hand to stroke himself lewdly. H's hips thrust against
hi s hand, and he howl ed with pl easure.

Then a nynph, her body brown and speckl ed, canme up and rubbed hersel f agai nst
hi m She reached up, draping her arns around his neck, and pulled himdown
toward her for a kiss. Sinuously w apping one of her |egs around his body, he
reached down to hold her, digging his fingers into her ass. Wth a cry, he
threw the nynph down to the ground, wenching her |egs apart. She clawed at
himwi th her fingernails, and small rivulets of blood started running down his
back. He how ed again, and thrust hinmself into her cunt, hunping at her like a
maddened dog.

Kal liara realized she was hol ding her breath. She'd never seen anything |ike
this before; she didn't know what to think. Al around the clearing, the
nynphs and dryads were flinging off their clothing. A wild dance was starting;
they leapt and circled to the wail of the pipes. The beating of the druns grew
| ouder until it filled her ears and pounded through her. It was a rhythmc
poundi ng. The satyrs thrust their cocks against the night air, then started
grappl ing the nynmphs and pushing themto the ground.

One coupl e landed on the ground directly in front of her. She could snell the
hot musk of the satyr, and hear the nynmph shriek in pleasure and triunph. They
rolled with each other, the nynph scranmbling out of his reach directly into
the arns of another satyr. He grasped her shoul ders, pushing her to her knees
until his enornous erection touched her mouth. Wth a sensuous snile, she nade
a purring noise and parted her lips. She pulled himin slowy and steadily,
and he threw his head back with a grow .

The second satyr crawl ed up behind her. He grasped her around the waist,
pul | ed her body back against his. Kalliara could see his enornous cock jutting
agai nst the nynph, hard and snmpboth. A tiny vein pulsed up along its length to
the wide, flaring head. A pearl of fluid beaded up on the tip, and the satyr
shuddered. He pulled the nynmph's | egs apart, fingering the wet hol e that
awaited him In fascination, Kalliara watched as he fitted his cock head
against the hole, then thrust in slowy and steadily. How could such a |arge
object fit into the nynmph's small body? She wondered. It was amazi ng,



mesneri zi ng.

The satyr grunted in satisfaction, gripping the nynmph's waist tightly. Then
he started thrusting against her hard, slamrng her head forward into the
other satyr's cock. The three creatures tw sted agai nst each other in dark
pl easure, the nynph a full participant in the seem ng violation of her body.
The earth seened even warnmer beneath Kalliara, and she felt a hot noistness
growi ng between her |egs. Dionysus' magic—thick with sex and viol ence—hung in
the air like a tangible thing.

The t hreesone pounded away at each other for |ong nonents, their novenents
growing nmore and nore frantic. Finally, the satyr who was still standing
pull ed his hard I ength fromthe nynph's nouth, spraying her with white, ropy
| engths of his seed. She cried out, and the satyr behind her pushed her upper
body down into the ground. Now only her hips remai ned high, the satyr ranm ng
into her again and again. She clawed at the earth, npani ng and shuddering as
he cane into her one last time. Hi s buttocks spasmed and he grunted, how ing
his pleasure. Imediately they leapt to their feet, rejoining the dance. The
whol e thing seenmed |ike a dream

She rai sed her eyes, |ooking across the clearing. Alnpst all the dancers were
coupling now, satyrs and nynphs, even satyrs and satyrs. Every hol e was
filled, every hand groped at the bodies surrounding it. They squeezed and
clawed in their madness for each other, and screans cut across the nusic as
of ten as noans. Anot her groupi ng caught her eye. Three green nynphs had
captured a satyr. One held his legs, and another his arns, while a third rode
himw ldly, holding the Iength of his beard like a bridle. He thrust up at
her, struggling desperately to get free.

Three other satyrs stopped dancing and fell upon them Two grabbed the nynphs
who had been holding their brother's arns and | egs, falling upon themlike
starving nen on food. The third pushed the nynph down across the satyr she was
riding. Her victimcried out in triunph, pulling her nouth to his for a brutal
ki ss. The creature behind her rubbed his hard cock several tines then fitted
it against her tight, green ass. He thrust into her with a triunphant shout,
and she cried out, pushing herself up on her arns. Pinned between the two nen,
she could only brace herself against their thrusts, nobaning with every
novenent. Kalliara shuddered, and a tear of terror ran down her cheek. How
woul d she survive if they caught her?

Even as the thought formed, she felt a heavy wei ght come down on her. A hand
cane around, covering her nouth, and another pulled the shaw from her head.
The body on top of her was hard and nale. She could feel the tensed strength
in every inch of him He was breathing slowy and steadily, and to her horror
she coul d feel sonething thick and hard pressing agai nst her ass.

It was too | ate; she was caught.

She breathed deeply, trying to control her panic. Then a deep, runbling voice
spoke in her ear.

"What do you think you're doing on ny island, little human?" the voice asked,
its tone cruel and nocking. "You don't belong here, and now you're going to
pay the price."

Chapter Two

Sabi niano all but tasted the fear coursing through her. She was |ike a doe
cornered by Maenads. He | aughed, feeling the god's power building in him It



had been far too long since he'd participated in D onysus' worship, he
thought. This little one's fear was delicious to him and anticipation gushed
through himlike sweet wine. He shifted, slipping a knee between her |egs and
pushing them apart. His cock felt like it would explode, cradled as it was in
her softness. The harsh wool still separated them but not for long, he

t hought with dark satisfaction. Athena's virgin would be food for D onysus
that night ...

He | eaned closer to her ear, whispering, "Do you see how ny people worship
their god tonight, human? See how the pleasure and the pain mx, building in
intensity until all becones one with the divine? That is what | will do with
you tonight. You shouldn't have come into ny realm little one, because | have
no mercy in nmy heart this evening."

He | aughed darkly, feeling the flutter of her heart within her frail body.
How easy it would be to sinply pull up her dress and thrust into the softness.
The pipes and druns coursed through him naking his cock pul sed in response.
She woul d be soft under him and he would enjoy her virgin's blood. He pressed
hi s hi ps down agai nst her body, and to his surprise he nmoaned al oud i n need.
He had forgotten how exciting it could be to fuck a human.

He shivered in anticipation, then nipped lightly at her ears with his teeth.
It was going to be a long night.

* *k k* k* %

Kal liara quivered in fear. There would be no escaping this man. If he was a
man.\WAs he a satyr? WAs he the god hinself? No, surely not the god. D onysus
woul dn't trouble hinself with one stray nortal. She considered biting the hand
he hel d over her nouth. Did she dare?

He thrust hinmsel f between her |egs, noving sinuously. She felt that
traitorous heat rising in her again. The god's presence was powerful, but she
had to resist. She focused instead on the calm cool face of Athena, her own
patroness. All her life, the goddess has been there for her. Her spinning was
one of Athena's gifts, and it was out of dedication to her that Kalliara had
saved her virginity all these years. She was nearly 30 years old, yet she had
al ways refused to take a husband. The goddess required chastity of her
foll owers...

She whi spered a prayer, and Athena's cool ness washed over her. The goddess
was with her. She bl ocked out the sensation of the nman on top of her, thinking
only of Athena. Athena would save her. She inmagined a sage smle on that stern
but beautiful face, and her panic faded away. She knew what to do.

Del i berately, she let her body go linp, and gave a small, pitiful whinper.
The key was convinci ng her captor she was hel pl ess, she thought. Her
traitorous heart whispered that she trul ywas hel pl ess. Not as |long as the
Goddess stands by me , she told herself desperately. Athena hel ped those wonen
who held true to her ideals; women who weren't afraid to be strong. It was
time to be strong.

She worned her hand down toward her waist, deliberately raising her hips to
cradle the man's erection. He shuddered agai nst her. She took a deep breath,
preparing herself for escape. Even as she rubbed agai nst hi m sensuously, she
slipped her hand into the pouch hol ding her spindle, pulling it out slowy to
her side. It was a sinple tool, a bobbin on a stick. But the stick was strong,
the end sharp and pointed. At hena, guide my hand



Movi ng as quickly as she could, she slamed the spindle into one of his arns,
using every bit of her strength to drive it into his flesh. He tensed, and in
that instant she sank her teeth into his hand. Hard. A gush of hot, salty
bl ood rushed into her nmouth, and he cried out in startled pain. It threw him
of f bal ance | ong enough that she was able to push himoff, rolling out from
under him Viciously, she attacked himagain with the spindle, plunging it
into his side. Where she found the strength to do so she didn't know, but she
felt as if Athena herself was there, guiding her hand. She tried to pull back
to stab him again, but the spindle stuck in his flesh.Run , a voice seened to
whi sper in her mnd. She obeyed.

She junped to her feet and took flight into the trees. Al around her the

pi pes and druns wailed, nixed with the hows and screans of the nynphs and
satyrs. No one would have heard his cry, although she had no doubt that within
seconds he woul d have the entire group after her. But which way should she go?

A snowy white oW swooped down before her, its soft feathers brushing agai nst
her face as it passed. Wondering if she was crazy, she followed the ow,
running as fast as her |legs would carry her.Could the bird be a guide from
At hena? She wondered. There was no way to know. She certainly didn't have any
better idea of where to go, though

Branches tore at her face and clothing as she ran, and with di sgust she could
feel the worn | eather strap of her sandal |oosening. She'd needed to get it
fixed forever, and now the damm thing m ght cost her life. It worked its way
| oose, and then was flopping agai nst her foot, nearly causing her to trip. She
paused for a second, trying to tie it. She could hear sonething crashing
t hrough t he underbrush behi nd her. Nearby, the ow hooted urgently. Kicking
of f the broken sandal, she started running again, ignoring the pain as she hit
a sharp stone. Adrenaline kept the pain fromslow ng her down, but that wasn't
goi ng to be enough. She knew she must be leaving a trail of blood. She heard a
how from her captor ringing through the woods; in the distance, a group of
Maenads screamed in answer.

The ow flew ahead of her, as a roaring noise grewin her ears. At first she
t hought it was her own breath. She barely managed to stop in tinme when she
cane upon a cliff overlooking a waterfall that fell downwards for hundreds of
feet. There was nowhere left to run. She gave out a whinper of defeat. The ow
had m sl ed her, and now she was going to die. She sat down, holding her knees
up to her chest tightly and started rocking back and forth, moaning in fear

The owW screeched at her, soundi ng al nost annoyed. She | ooked up to find it
hovering over the waterfall, swooping down and flying back up to her. It was
as if it wanted her to junp...

"I'f I jump, I'Il diel"™ she yelled at the bird, growing hysterical with fear
"I can't survive a fall like that. | can't even swin'

The bird screeched again and flew abruptly at her head, beating her face with
its wings. A sense of cal mwashed over her when she realized the bird was
trying to save her from sonet hing worse than death. Junping off the cliff
woul d be better than bei ng gang-raped by satyrs, before being ripped apart by
Maenads. At least this way she would go quickly, with her dignity and
virginity still intact. Athena was giving her a choice, she thought. By
junpi ng, she could control her own tine and place of death. Whispering a
prayer of thanks to the goddess, she stood and | eapt off the precipice before
she coul d change her mind. Cool air rushed by her, and for brief seconds she
felt suspended in space. The water rushed up at her like a wall; then it was
upon her. The ow screeched in the darkness, and consci ousness ended. Her | ast



t hought was of the goddess, cool and calm reaching out to catch her

* *k k* k* %

Sabi ni ano grow ed in anger, feeling that small facade of civilization he
cultivated slipping away |like a mask as he ran after the human woman. How dare
she chal l enge hin? He was master of this island, son of Dionysus hinself.
Imortal, powerful! Yet she had felled himwith a spindle. It was nmaddeni ng.

When he caught her she woul d pay for her transgressions, he thought darkly.
He would rip her apart. No, he would fuck her until she screanmed for

nmercy. Then he would rip her apart. He could still feel the surge of lust and
triunph that throbbed through himwhen she'd started responding to his touch
How dare she try to escape hin? She belonged to him as did all the hunans and
creatures of the island. He woul d teach her obedience if it was the last thing
he di d.

He caught a new scent as he ran—the snell of bl ood. He paused, picking up a
delicate, worn | eather sandal. She was barefoot, and sonething had cut her. It
woul d sl ow her down, making her easier to catch. He howled in triunph, and in
t he di stance of pack of Maenads answered. He could feel their hunger around
him and a strange possessiveness came over him He would not share his little
human with them he decided. He didn't like the idea of themtearing at her
soft flesh. She was all his and he would have to make sure the Maenads and
satyrs understood that, he thought grimy.

A roaring sound grew in his ears; he realized he was com ng up on a

waterfall. He knew which one—+the girl would be trapped on the cliff, there was
no escape. He slowed his pace, allowing a snmle to steal across his face. Wth
surprise, he realized that her puny spindle was still sticking out of his

side. He reached down and pulled it out, wincing slightly at the pain. He

heal ed quickly, and the wound wasn't deep. He examined the little wooden tool
marveling at the courage it took for a woman, a nere nortal, to attack him
with such a pathetic weapon. She was a feisty little thing, and he liked that.
H s anger faded a bit at the thought of the fun he would have with her.
Wthout a thought, he threw the spindle awnay.

Qut of nowhere, sonething flew out of the darkness at his face. He swatted at
it, but it ducked away. It swooped back at him powerful claws raking his
flesh. The wound burned with a pain that he recogni zed at once as being
unnatural . This is no ordinary bird, he thought grimy. It attacked again; this
time he waited and struck out at it right before it reached his head. It
screanmed in protest as he squeezed it, then it abruptly transformed into a
tall, beautiful woman with pale white skin. Wth a cry, he junped away, his
skin burning where he had touched her

"Who are you to touch ny child, Sabiniano?" the goddess Athena asked coldly.

Sabi ni ano shook his head in disbelief. How dare the goddess interfere with
Di onysus' sacred rites? He had never heard of such a thing.

"I dare much, Priest," she said. Her lovely face was w t hout expression; she
seened carved in stone. There was no conpassion in those features. He could
feel her power radiating across himmaking his skin cram. Atiny part of his
soul screamed for himto bow down before her, but he focused on resisting.

"This one was the daughter of nmy Priestess, and she was special to ne,"
At hena said, her voice |low and snooth. It conpell ed obedi ence. "You will pay



the price for what you have done."
"Gracious Lady," he replied in a courteous but firmvoice. She m ght be a
goddess, capable of destroying himwith a word, but he was the son of a god
and ruler of the island. She had no right to interfere in his business. "I do
not question your |ove for your priestesses, but this wonan bel ongs to

Di onysus. This is his island, and all that live here do so by right. Do you
guestion his sovereignty?"

She gazed steadily at him not answering. He schooled his features carefully,
not wanting to show the triunmph he felt; he had caught her. Surely the human
worman wasn't worth chal |l engi ng Di onysus over. Athena had great power, but on
this island in the mdst of Dionysus' festival, Zeus hinself would have been
hard pressed to over-power Sabiniano's god.

"I amnot a pleasant enemy to have, Sabiniano," Athena said finally. She
turned and wal ked slowy away fromhim "Renmenber that."

In a flurry of white feathers, she transforned back into an ow and flew off
into the night. Sabiniano grinaced. It was never good to have a goddess angry
with you, but he had his duty to his god. As long as he was Hi gh Priest and
ruler of the island, no one woul d take precedence over Di onysus.

He strode off in the direction where he knew the woman rmust be hiding, com ng
up short as he stepped on something. It was sharp, and it drove up into the
pad of his foot, sending a shooting pain like fire up his leg. He stopped
short, lifting his foot to discover the dammed spindl e he had discarded. Wth
a shock, he realized why it had been such an effective weapon. Mere gl anour
made it appear to be wood. It was pure silver, stanped with the markings of an
At heni an priestess. The goddess' power within it was alnmost a living thing,
crackling about his fingers as he pulled it fromhis foot.

Shaking his head, he turned to follow the trail of her blood. Strangely, his
anger was all but gone. In its place was a sense of anticipation, excitement.
She was a puzzle, one that tantalized and ni pped at his brain. How long had it
been since anything had interested himlike this wonan? A long time, indeed...

He | oped along the trail sniffing the air for any sign of her. The roar of a
waterfall grewin his ears, and a snmle transforned his face. He knew the area
wel | ; she would be trapped by the cliff. He slowed his pace to a walk,
reaching out with his senses to find her.Nothing. He stopped, forcing hinself
to focus solely on his target. Once again, he felt nothing. Had Athena sonehow
spirited her away? She woul d answer to Dionysus if she had, he thought darkly.

He was alnost to the cliff, but there was no sign of her. The sound of the
water had grown to a roar. A twinge of unease ran through him Were was she?
Finally he was at the cliff's edge. The trail of blood ended, and he exam ned
the soft earth for her footprints. She had still been wearing one sandal, the
other foot left bare and bl oody. Her toes had left little hollows in the
earth; several white feathers dusted the ground. Realization cane over
Sabi ni ano. She was dead; At hena had spoken of her in the past tense. She had
thrown herself over the cliff rather than face him

Sone new, terrible enotion filled him He struggled to recognize it,

confused. Gief? Did he feel grief for this human? He had never felt anything
like it before; it tore through himlike a rough-edged knife, slowy slicing
down the length of his chest toward his stomach. He knelt down, touching her
small footprint. It was not the first time he had killed. Not even the first
tinme he had killed a human worman. But it was the first time he had killed an

i nnocent, he realized. She was dead, as surely as if he had slain her with his



own hands. A part of himseened to be dying with her. It was unbearable...

He raised his eyes to the heavens and how ed, crying out his frustration and
regret. He could still feel her trenmbling against him still feel the savage
pl easure her fear had brought. He felt dirty, disgusting. Hs how turned to a
keeni ng noan. The Maenads how ed in answer, and across the island the cry went
up anong his peopl e.

Sabi ni ano nourns, they whi spered. W rmust appease him
Chapter Three

Mount O ynpus

“Hell o, Athena," Dionysus said | anguidly, |eaning against the door frane.
At hena | ooked up with a | ook of cool distaste fromthe scroll she was
carefully witing. Behind himstood the figure of her Hi gh Priestess, Mercia,
wringi ng her hands fearfully. Wth a sigh, Athena waved a hand at the woman in
di sm ssal

"And to what do | owe this pleasure, Dionysus?" she asked, setting down her
stylus. "You've certainly succeeded in terrifying nmy staff."

"I understand you paid a visit to ny son," he said, maintaining his rel axed
pose. He lifted one finger, examining the nail carefully. Athena |eaned back
in her chair, eyeing him He was tall and nuscular, with fair skin and
piercing green eyes. His face was the portrait of physical perfection. Full
sensual lips. Chiseled features. Dark, curly hair just |ong enough for a woman
to run her fingers through..none of that inpressed her, however. Beneath that
facade of beauty, he was cold and heartl ess.

"I prefer not to be disturbed when I'min ny study,"” she said finally. He
qui rked an eyebrow at her, his expression nocking.

"Ch, really?" he asked, sauntering across the roomand dropping into a chair
near her desk. He | eaned forward and his face grew cold and harsh. "I prefer
not to be disturbed in the mdst of nmy annual festival. | should be fucking
nynphs right now, and drinking, dearest goddess. Instead, | find nyself forced
to come here and see you. Wiy were you on ny island? Sabiniano tells nme you' ve
interfered with ny people.™

"Kalliara was not yours," Athena said quietly, folding her hands in front of
her. "She was mine and al ways has been. | saved her fromyour son, and took
her to the underworld nmyself. She'll be safe there, with her nother. There's
no reason to discuss the issue further."

"I's that so?" he said quietly, his voice filled with nenace. "I don't

appreci ate your presunption, Athena. If you had cone to me asking for this
one, | probably woul d have given her to you. But you invaded ny space and took
what was mine. | sinply can't tolerate that. |'mtaking her back, and if |
find out you' ve been bothering Sabiniano again, | won't be as polite about it

as |'ve been today."

"Are you threatening ne?" Athena asked, startled. She'd expected himto be
upset, but a direct challenge was sonmething el se entirely. "Are you sure you
can beat nme, Dionysus? No one's bested ne so far."

"There's only one way to find out,” he replied lightly, his tone nocking.



"I"'mat the height of nmy power, Athena. Every time a nortal takes a drink of

wi ne, fucks or dies, | get stronger. Don't push ne, pretty virgin. I'll push
back. Ilike the taste of blood..and sonething tells nme yours woul d be sweeter
than nost."

Wth that, he stood and strode purposefully out of the room Athena stared
after him filled with surprise. She'd never taken Dionysus very seriously.
Per haps she had underesti mated him she thought.

She picked up her stylus again, and turned back to her scroll. She chewed
t houghtfully for a mnute on the witing utensil, then placed it back on the
table with carefully controlled novenents. She had to do somethi ng about

Di onysus. The thought of her poor little Kalliara at his nmercy was unbearable...

Then an idea came to her, and a slow snmile spread across her face. It m ght
work, if she could get Aphrodite to help. That shouldn’t be a problem her
sister goddess still owed her for taking Kalliara's nother. Time to call in
the debt.

She stood and stretched her arms above her head. Purposefully, she forced out
the tension Dionysus' visit had brought. She inhaled, willing herself cal mand
focusing on the feeling of her body as she stretched. She was stiff, and she
wonder ed how | ong she had been sitting at her desk, witing. Three days? Four
days? It was hard to keep track sonetines, she thought ruefully.

She | eaned over to one side, enjoying the pull of her tight nmuscles as she
nmoved. Finished with her stretch, she wal ked across her study to the door. She
stepped out into the hallway, then started nmoving through her tenple toward
t he open porch. Her priestesses scurried about, watching in awe and concern as
she strode through their mdst. Perhaps it had been | onger than three or four
days, she thought. They certainly seened surprised to see her

Ahead, on her right, a young woman dressed in the white robes of a novice had
stopped in her tracks, staring at the goddess with an open nouth. Athena's
nmouth twi tched in anmusement.

"Who are you, child?" she asked kindly, pausing before the girl. She reached
out to touch the novice's chin with her finger, raising her head so she could
see into her eyes. She quickly searched through the girl's mnd, drinking in
her personality and spirit like fresh spring water. She was pure of mind and
body, a devoted servant. Her name was Savronia, and she was 19 years ol d.
Athena smled in delight, patting the girl's cheek. Her skin was soft and
fresh; she trenbl ed under Athena's touch

Savroni a seened unabl e to speak, and Athena | aughed, her heart lifting.
Savroni a woul d be an excellent addition to the tenple's staff, she thought in
sati sfaction.

"Don't worry, you don't have to answer," she said. "Please go to the stables
and have ny chariot brought around. | have a visit to make."

The novi ce nodded, trenbling. Athena |eaned forward, allowing her lips to
touch the girl's cheek ever so softly. She pulled back, smling gently.
Turni ng away, she started wal king out toward the front of the tenple and porch
agai n. Behind her, she could sense Savroni a watching her, one hand pressed to
her 1ips.

"I need my chariot today, Savronia," she said lightly, and the girls’
footsteps rang through the hallway as she ran off to do her nistress' bidding.



* *k k* k* %

Aphrodite lay on her stomach, purring like a cat. Her newest pet massaged her
with strong fingers, digging into the flesh of her |egs and ass deeply and
rhythmcally. His fingers weren't the only part of himthat had delved into
her deeply in the last hour; she felt sleek and satisfied. Now, if only she
could find another just like him she thought |anguidly. She'd always |iked
t he t hought of being pleasured by a nmatched set...

A light tapping on the door caught her attention. Wiy would one of her
priestesses be interrupting her? she wondered. They woul dn't bot her her unl ess
it was inportant.

"Come, " she called, |eaning up on her el bows so she could see her visitor

"I amsorry to bother you, ny Lady," her priestess said quietly, her eyes
filled with ame. "But the goddess Athena is here to see you."

"Pl ease, make her confortable," Aphrodite said, surprised. She rolled off the
bed, pulling on a filny robe. Her pet, a well-endowed Cretan she'd found in a
shi pwreck, sat back on his heels, smling. He was besotted with her, she
t hought in anmusenment. How much fun nortals were to play with..She | eaned over
and ki ssed himon the cheek

"Il be back before long, darling."

Then she wal ked out of the room follow ng her priestess into a
wel | -appointed sitting room Athena was standing to one side, carefully
exam ning the nosaic fl oor

"I't's my son Cupid," Aphrodite said, gesturing toward the design. It showed a
nynph and her human | over staring deeply into each other's eyes, while
woodl and ani mal s danced around them Athena cocked one eye in question, and
Aphrodite expl ained further. "Cupid designed the nobsaic. | think it's lovely."

At hena nodded, her face unreadable. Aphrodite burst into |aughter

"You must need sonething fromme," she said. "Qtherwi se you woul d never agree
that you like the design. Now admit it, you find it overly sentinmental, even
nauseating."

"You know ne too well, Aphrodite,” Athena said, anmused. She wal ked across the
room and al |l owed her sister goddess to envelop her in a warmhug. "I do find
it nauseating, but | didn't want to offend you..

"Please, sit down," Aphrodite said as they pulled away from each ot her. "Make
yourself confortable, and I'Il ask ny priestesses to bring us sonething coo
and refreshing to drink."

"No, this won't take too long," Athena said. "|I can see | interrupted you.
What is he? Human?"

Aphrodite | aughed again, stretching her arnms up in the air like a cat.

"Cretan," she said with satisfaction. "I rescued himfroma shi pweck; he's
been showing ne his appreciation ever since. I"'msure I'll tire of him
eventually and et himreturn to his people, but for now? I'mcertainly
enjoying nyself. What is it that you needed?"



"Do you renenber a priestess of mne naned Kalle?"

Aphrodite cocked her head, thinking. "Refresh ny nenory."

"It's been years, but you lured her away fromne," Athena said quietly. "
was quite upset at the tinme. She was traveling in nmy service when her ship ran
aground on Naxos. She fell in love with a weaver, a runty little man. | never
understood her interest in him"

Aphrodite thought for a nonment, and the nenory cane to her.
"Ch, yes," she said, her face softening. "They were very much in | ove,
Athena. | never neant to steal her away fromyou, but | sinply couldn't bear
to separate them They were neant for each other!"

"Real | y?" Athena said wyly. "If they were neant for each other, how cone she
died ten nonths later giving birth to her daughter? She regretted what she had
done toward the end, you know. She called upon ne to accept the girl into ny
service, and watch over her."

"That was the pain and fear talking," Aphrodite said gently. "She didn't mean
it. Besides, true |love transcends death. They're together in the underworld
now, and happi er than ever."

"Well, regardl ess of how nuch happiness it brought them they |left a daughter
behind with no one to protect her. Her name was Kalliara," Athena said coolly.
"Do you know what happened to her?"

"I have no idea," Aphrodite said lightly. "As you so gently rem nded ne, her
not her gave her intoyour service, not nine."

"Di onysus' son, Sabiniano, tried to rape her yesterday," Athena said. "She's
dead now. | saved her. But Dionysus is angry with ne for interfering and he's
decided to retrieve her fromthe underworld. He's doing it purely out of
spite.”

"What ?" Aphrodite asked, her face twi sting in disgust. "That poor child. She
doesn't deserve that. Dionysus nakes nme so nmad sonetinmes..He doesn't give a
damm about the peopl e under his protection.™

"Yes, | know. That's why | need your help," Athena replied. "He's forbidden
me to interfere. If | do, he'll consider it a direct challenge, and |'m not
sure | can afford to fight that battle. But he didn't say anything about you
interfering."

"You want ne to go and save her?" Aphrodite asked, shocked. "You know |’ m no
mat ch for Di onysus, Athena. He's so violent, and | don't even know how to
fight. |1 could never beat himin a direct confrontation."

"You can't beat nme in a direct confrontation, either,"” Athena said, her voice

filled with bitter hunor. "It didn't stop you fromstealing Kalle fromne. You
did it right under ny nose. | never saw it comng. | want you to do the sane
for Kalliara. It's too late to keep Sabi niano fromgetting her. But if he
falls in love with her, he'll treat her well and she'll be spared suffering

what ever Di onysus has in mnd..

"At hena, as nuch as | want to help, |I can't nake | ove appear where there's no
feeling at all," Aphrodite said, her voice filled with concern and pity. "
can encourage it to grow, but | can't create it out of nothing. If Sabiniano



doesn't have any softness in his heart to begin with, then he's beyond ny
touch. "

"I didn't realize that," Athena said slowmy. "I thought you coul d nmake anyone
fall in love..
"No, | can only encourage what's already there, sister," Aphrodite said

sadly. "OQtherwise |'d share the gift of love with everyone."
At hena stood slowy and wal ked across the room deep in thought.

"What if there was a hint of softness in Sabiniano?" she asked finally,
turning slowy toward Aphrodite. "Could you do sonething then?"

"Perhaps," she replied. "I've never sensed openness in his heart, though."
"When | took Kalliara away fromhim he was upset," Athena said slowy. "
could hear his howing all over the island. H's reaction was very strong, far

stronger than | osing a hunan woman he had just net shoul d have evoked. Could

t here be sonething behind that anger? Aren't |ove and hate cl osely connected?"

"I'f he was truly as cold as he seens, then he shouldn't have cared about

| osing her," Aphrodite said slowy. "But are you sure his anger wasn't sinply
because you stepped into his father's territory? He may not have cared about
the woman at all, you know. "

"Yes, | know, " Athena said, her voice tired. "But it's the only hope |I've got
for Kalliara, sister. He'll rape her and give her to his satyrs when he's
done. And when they're done, the Maenads will rip her apart and drink her
blood. | can't let that happen to ny child, Aphrodite. If there's a way you
can make Sabiniano fall in love with her, then she'll be safe.”

"If she falls in love she won't be your child anynore," Aphrodite said
gently. "She'll be mine. You ve never willingly given me one of your daughters
before. "

At hena turned to her, and to Aphrodite's shock, there were tears in the
goddess' eyes.

"I"ve failed her, Aphrodite," she said sinply. "I failed her nother, and now
I'"ve failed her. | pronised to keep her safe. If | have to attack Di onysus,
will, but that will mean war here on Aynpus. It would be better if you could

take her fromme and keep her safe.”

"I didn't realize it was this inportant to you," Aphrodite said softly. "Of
course I'll try to help. But | can't nmake any guarantees."

"That's all | ask."

Chapt er Four

Sabi ni ano lay back in his bed, staring at the ceiling. It was made of snooth
bl ack marble, inset with thousands of tiny dianonds representing the stars.

A bl ue-haired nynph |lay snuggled next to him her fingers running idly over
his body. He couldn't renenber her nane. But he could renenber the feeling of
her hot flesh closing over his cock



It had bored him

Even now, she was trying to bring himback to life, to bring himto physical
pl easure yet again; but no matter how many tines his body responded, it
woul dn't nmake a difference.

Now, his little human...

A twi nge of that aching sensation coursed through himfor the thousandth
time. It had been a full week since the human had di ed, and yet he was stil
unable to shake this feeling of sorrow at her death. Wy had he allowed her to
junp? If he had only paid nore attention, thought nore carefully about his
actions, he never would have | ost her. But he'd allowed the heat of the
nmonent, the god's madness, to overcome him

He'd al nost raped her, and for what, a nonment's pleasure, surrounded by pain?
He truly was his father's son, he thought in disgust.

The nynph's fingers danced across his stonmach, and against his will he could
feel his nuscles tightening in anticipation. He could feel her fingers running
al ong the ridges of his stomach muscl es..then they di pped | ower, and she was
running themtoward his sem -flaccid penis. Gently, she touched it, taking it
into the circle of her fingers and slowy noving them back and forth along its
| ength. He sighed, closing his eyes. Maybe she could take away the nenory, if
only for a short tine.

He flung one armup and over his head, and dropped the other across his face.
She was moving | ower on his body now, kissing her way down his chest. Her
mout h grazed his belly, tongue darting into the small indentation in the
center. What would it have felt like to have his little human touch himthis
way, he wondered? A twinge ran through him and he could feel his cock
har deni ng. The nynph ki ssed down further, until her |ips cane into contact
with hard length. He groaned, tw sting his hips beneath her mnistrations and
i magi ni ng the human touchi ng him..

Her hot, wet tongue came out, slowy tracing the ridge that marked his cock's
head. He shuddered, and her mouth opened, sucking himin steadily. Her clever
fingers massaged the base, then drifted lower to cup his balls lightly. She
squeezed themgently, rolling them between her fingers within their sacs of
flesh. A low groan came from between his |ips.

Her mouth envel oped him pulling himdown into her throat. She swall owed, and
he shuddered at the feel of her flesh surrounding him He was rock hard now.
He could feel his balls tightening in anticipation. She pulled at them again,

t he sensation exquisite and painful all at once.

Abruptly she was pulling away fromhim her mouth sliding back up his length
so slowy he thought he would scream She pulled away fromhimentirely and

gi ggl ed.

"You seemto have recovered your strength, nmy Lord," she said flirtatiously.
Instantly, Sabiniano's arousal flagged, and he sighed. He didn't want to be
rem nded that this was sinmply one nore nynph...

"Don't talk," he said harshly. "I don't want to hear your voice."
"Playi ng ganmes, ny Lord?" she asked archly. "I |ike games. Who am | supposed
to be?"

"Don't worry about that," he replied tightly. "Either continue or |eave, but



don't speak again."

She gave anot her | augh, and he knew his unusual request woul d soon be the
talk of the island. They feared him structured their lives around his w shes.
Yet anything he did was fuel for their gossip.

Her mouth cl osed over himonce nore, and he pictured the human again. As the
nynph's nouth noved over his erection, her ninble fingers playing with his
ball s and nmassaging him he tried to i magi ne how the human woul d have | ooked
doi ng the sane thing. For the thousandth tinme, he regretted not getting a
better 1ook at her. It had been dark, and the god's madness hadn't left him
with much interest in getting to know the succul ent nmorsel he'd found spying
on his peopl e.

He'd sinply seen her tight, round little ass poking out fromthe underbrush
and he'd wanted to thrust hinself into her body. He had snelled her fear, and
her virginity had waved before himlike a red flag. He'd known she woul d be
tight and hot around him She would be afraid, but then the god's nadness
woul d have overtaken her as well, and they would have rolled through the brush
and cl awed at each other like wild animals. Every scratch, every orgasm would
send them scream ng their pleasure for Dionysus' ears, and the night would
have grown heavy with their power...

The nynph was noving faster and faster. Her nouth sucked Sabini ano down into
a dark spiral, until he felt like screaning. What if he and his little human
had done this? He could inmagine her snmall, soft nobuth. She wouldn't be as
skilled as the nynph; she'd never had practice. But the god' s madness woul d
have nade up for her inexperience with enthusiasm Sabiniano would have
spurted into her small body Iike a fountain, perhaps getting a child on her
He i magi ned her belly swollen with his child, and a wave of frustrated anger
rushed through him Such children, conceived during the god's festival, were
precious in Dionysus' eyes. Her death had cost Sabiniano nore than pleasure,
he thought savagely. In killing herself, she denied themtheir child.

The pressure building in his groin was grow ng al nbst unbearable. It wound
tight within him a dark nmixture of anger and desire. He forced hinself to lie
still beneath the nynph's touch, willing hinmself to maintain control. He
wanted to sit up, roll her beneath himand fuck her until she screaned. No. He
wanted to fuck his human until she screanmed. She was gone, and it was never
goi ng to happen.

He was getting close. He could feel his release al nost upon him and he
silently willed the nynph to nove faster. Her nouth and fingers were flying
over him He could feel his nuscles tensing, to the point that he knew woul d
be sore when it was over, but he didn't care. He sinply clenched his fists
agai nst the bedcl othes, and waited for it to wash over him

Just as he was about to come, the traitorous nynph pulled away. Her fingers
wr apped about his testicles like iron cuffs. He was | eft hanging, mnd and
body scream ng for rel ease. She | aughed, and then spoke.

"I really think you should tell me what gane we're playing, Lord Sabiniano,"
she said, her voice dripping with sadistic pleasure. "I don't think I should
have to be doing all the work and not even know what's going on..lt really
isn't fair."

He roared to life, pressed beyond his endurance by her taunting. Ignoring the
shaft of pain it caused him he ripped her hands away from his body and threw
her beneath himon the bed. She grunted in satisfaction, quickly wapped her
| egs up around his waist and pulled himdown into her body. H's cock, hard as



one of the stone pillars surrounding the tenple, pushed into her w thout
preparation. She was wet and slick, nore than ready for his touch

As soon as he ripped into her, she gave a how of satisfaction and raked her
fingers down his back. Around himhe could feel the god's energy building, the
dark passion of a deity devoted to fucking, drinking and death. He sl ammed
into her body, reveling in her cunt's tight enbrace. She screeched, then
reached up and pulled his body down onto hers. He thought she nmeant to kiss
him and he bared his teeth in rejection. Instead, she |laughed wildly, and
sank her teeth into his shoulder. It was not a gentle bite, and pai n whi pped
t hrough his body. The twin lusts for sex and viol ence overwhel med hi m and he
| ost control what little control he had left.

He pounded into her body, shaking the bed. For all he knew, he was shaking
the tenple. The idea of the stone pillars and walls falling down around them
as they fucked nmade himwi ld with destructive joy. For that second, hewas
D onysus; destroyer, creator, god of pain and pleasure.birth and death. It was
too much, and in a rush of agonizing joy he rel eased his seed into the nynph's
body, shuddering with the intensity of his rel ease.

She screaned beneath him and he could feel her body spasming around his as
she orgasned again and agai n. Hot bl ood gushed fromthe wound in his shoul der
spl ashing across her body as she came. He shuddered, feeling his entire body
grow shaky with the aftermath of his rel ease, and he col |l apsed on top of her
They pant ed, exhaust ed.

He lay there for several minutes, hearing the rushing sound of his own bl ood
in his ears, when a new sound intruded. A slow, steady clapping.ln horror, he
rolled over to see his Lord and father standing at the foot of his bed, his
face filled with satisfaction and pride. The dark god wore only a light tunic,
with a delicate golden chain draped across the crook of his arm

"Sabi ni ano, you are truly the son of nmy heart as well as ny body," Dionysus
said, his voice dark and | anguid. He smiled at the nynph, who was staring in
shock. 1n sudden realization, she scranbled off the bed and dropped to her
knees before the god. Her long hair trailed across her body, mxed with
spatters of Sabiniano's blood. Her eyes were glassy as she drank Di onysus
presence w th hunger and awe.

"This one | ooks talented,” Dionysus said. "Do you nmind if | borrow her for a
whi | e?"

Sabi ni ano shook his head, still reeling fromthe intensity of his experience.
The god's presence always had that inpact, but he would never grow used to it.
He shoul d have known his father was near when he |lost control |ike

that ..Reality came back to himand he rolled off the bed, bowing with as mnuch
dignity as he could under the circunstances.

"Al'l of Naxos exists to serve you, ny Lord," he said, mnd racing. Wiy was
Di onysus here? He hadn't cone to visit Sabiniano in nore than a century,

al t hough Sabiniano regularly reported to himin his tenple on Munt d ynpus.
"OfF course it does," Dionysus said snoothly. "And |I'm gl ad you renenber that,
despite the fact that Athena chooses not to. She's angered nme a great deal

you know. "

Sabi ni ano nodded, straightening to | ook his father in the face. It was a
liberty few were all owed. Di onysus had been cal mwhen he'd heard of the
goddess' interference, but Sabiniano knew himwell enough to realize how angry
he'd been beneath that facade.



"I"ve already discussed the matter with her," Dionysus continued. "She won't
be bothering you again, ny son. And |'ve brought you a little present, too. It
shoul d hel p nake up for what happened..!

Sabi ni ano | ooked at hi m questioningly. D onysus gave a cold snmile, and tugged
on the chain. Someone gave a small, whinpering sound, and then a small woman
wal ked sl owy out from behind the god. Her |ong, brown hair was wild and
ragged. Her clothing was tattered, offering tantalizing glinpses of soft, pink
flesh. She clutched her arms across her chest, shivering in fear and
confusion. Sabiniano starred in puzzlenent, then realization hit. It was his
little human, back fromthe dead. Why woul d Di onysus have done such a thing?
Even for a god, bringing a human back fromthe dead cost trenmendous energy and
strengt h.

"I refuse to allow Athena to steal fromme," D onysus said, his voice
enotionless. He pulled the chain again, bringing the wonan closer to him He
reached out and pulled her against him This caused her to shriek in pain and
horror. The god smiled, seeming to enjoy her distress. Dionysus ran his
fingers through the wonman's hair lightly, and smled as she shivered, her
voi ce lowering to a noan.

Sabi niano felt a wave of nausea roll over him H s father had al ways been
cruel, but this was a new | ow...

"She's yours," Dionysus said abruptly, tossing the chain to Sabiniano.
Automatically, he reached up to catch it. The woman's eyes net his. She was
i ke an animal before a hunter, terrified and i ncapabl e of novenent.

"How | ong since you brought her back fromthe underworl d?" Sabi ni ano asked,
wonderi ng how nmuch she understood of what had happened to her

"It's been about half an hour," Dionysus replied lightly. "I had to take her
fromher parents, and they were very troublesone. As if ghosts can fight a
god," he continued, his voice filled with anmusenent. "I had to di spose of

them"

Sabi ni ano shuddered, trying not to think of what m ght have been done to
t hose hapl ess shades.

"Well, don't fall over yourself to thank ne," Dionysus said wyly, turning to
wal k out of the room "It's unseemy to display too much excitement when your
father gives you a present.”

Sabi ni ano cl enched his teeth, biting back the sharp response he | onged to
gi ve. Dionysus | aughed, and the sound echoed through the tenple. He turned and
spoke agai n.

"Have fun with her, Sabiniano," he said. "And try to convince her to switch
her loyalties to me, will you? | would dearly love to see Athena's face if |
could tell her that her daughter has becone mne."

Sabi ni ano nodded, trying not to | ook at the human. She still stood in the
center of the room holding herself tightly. Her face was bl ank, and the gold
col lar and chain hol ding her prisoner made her seem even nore snall and
fragile.

"I'f she won't follow nme, we'll let her go back to the underworld," Dionysus
continued, a small smle playing at the corners of his nouth. "But don't I|et
her go so easily this tine. If she won't give in to you, give her to the



Maenads. And don't let themeat her head. | want to give that to Athena
nmysel f. Oh, and don't take off her collar. You can renove the chain, but the
collar stays. It's keeping her anchored in her body.

Wth that, he turned away and strode out of the tenple.

* *k k* k* %

Kal liara clutched herself tightly, wondering how she had gotten there. She
had been so happy. Her nother and father had been overjoyed to see her. Athena
hersel f had brought her to them They had been safe together in the
underworl d; no one would ever hurt them again. The goddess had prom sed. It
had been like a dream each mnute nore peaceful than the next. She had been
floating...

It had seenmed |ike forever, or maybe only a few m nutes, andhe had arrived.
Her parents had been screaming, trying to hold her to them buthe was stronger
than all of them conbi ned. He grabbed her, snapped the gol den collar around
her throat, and with a rush she re-entered her corporeal body. There was
i ncredi bl e pain; every nerve screaned in protest as it canme awake. The dark
one hadn't bothered to explain hinmself, hadn't let her adjust. He sinply threw
her into his chariot, and next they were flying across the sky.

She' d screanmed and screaned, and he | aughed at her pain. She could feel his
power, and knew deep down in her heart that it was D onysus who had conme to
take her. Wiy, she had no idea. And now she was here, with the man who had
tried to rape her in the first place. Every nuscle in her body hurt, and the
light was too bright for her eyes. Even worse, she had just heard the god tel
his priest to feed her to the Maenads. Oh, Athena , she whi spered, her heart
tearing apart. Tears welled up in her eyes, spilling down across her cheeks.

Sinking slowy to her knees, she let those hot scalding tears run down her
face. It was time to suffer sone nore, but if she was just patient he would
kill her and she could go back to her parents. She nmpaned, rocking back and
forth, wishing it would go away. But it wasn't going away. |nstead, strong
arnms were picking her up; she was cradled in soneone's arns. She clutched her
eyes tightly shut, willing reality to go away.

"Shhhhhh, little one," Sabiniano said. She could feel his voice runbling

t hrough his body. He was naked, and his skin was wet and sticky. Blood. That
creature had bit him she renenbered after a second. He and the blue worman had
been mating wildly, and D onysus had forced her to watch. They had been
covered in blood, and at first she thought he was killing the nynph...

"I"’'mnot going to hurt you," he said, rubbing one hand gently over her hair.
"I"'mso sorry that | hurt you before. So sorry."

She said nothing, shivering in his arns.

"I know you don't believe ne, but | never neant to hurt you," he said.

"Then why did you?" she asked, renenbering how to speak. The nonent was
unreal, and for a second she forgot to be afraid. She straightened in his
arnms, pushing away fromhima little. He let her sit back on the bed, and
| ooked deeply into her eyes.

"Because | amny father's son and | wanted you," he said sinmply. "The nmadness
was on me. | suppose | could have fought it if | chose, but | didn't want to



Al 1 wanted was you on the ground underneath ne."
"You're a nonster," she whispered, gazing steadily into his face. Hs hair
was runpl ed, his skin covered with a sheen of sweat. Dried blood coated his
chest, yet in that instant he took her breath away with his sheer physica
beauty and power. She breathed in raggedly, forcing herself to see himfor
what he was. Immortal, son of a god and a nynph. No conpassi on and no
humani ty.

"Yes," he said sinply. For a monent he seened al nost sad, but that had to be
an illusion, she told herself. Silence filled the room and they stared at
each other. Finally she couldn't take it any nore.

"What are you going to do with nme?" she asked
"Take you to the bathing pools," he replied sinply. "W both need a bath.
"Il decide what to do after that."

He stood, and held out one hand to her. She stood shakily, ignoring his offer
of help. He smled sadly, and handed her the end of her chain. She took it
wi t hout speaki ng.

He wal ked out of the roomw thout another word, and after a nonent's
hesitati on she foll owed. She didn't have anywhere else to go, she realized.
She was conpletely at his nercy. She mght as well take a bath. That way she
woul d at | east be clean if he raped and killed her

They wal ked in silence for several minutes, until he stopped and turned. She
al nost bunped into him still dazed by all that had happened.

"I don't want to hurt you," he said quietly. She nodded, not really paying
attention.

"No, you need to understand,"” he insisted, taking her shoulders gently into
hi s hands. He | eaned over, staring her directly in her eyes. "I don't want to
hurt you. We'll find some way out of this. |I promse."

"Your promi ses don't nean a lot to me," she said with quiet dignity.

"I know," he replied tightly. Then he turned and started wal ki ng agai n.
Unabl e to do anything el se, she foll owed hi magain.

Chapter Five

She hardly seenmed aware of his presence.

Sabi ni ano had expected her to fight himwhen they arrived at the bathing
room |ocated deep within the tenple. It was fed by a natural hot spring, and
was nmore cave than true bath. distening spears of crystallized mneral rose
around the baths, and steamwafted to the ceiling. Perhaps nost notably, it
was all one room There were no separate areas for men and wonen.

But she sinply followed himw thout speaki ng. She seened hopel ess, her
spirit broken. Alnpst as if she was still a shade in the underworld, not a
living womman at all. She stood in the center of the room waiting to be told
what to do next.



"You'll need to take off your clothing," Sabiniano said quietly. "Do you
need hel p?"

"No," she said quietly. "I don't need your help. Do | have to do this with
you in here?"

"Yes, you do," he said. "I'"'mafraid that if | |leave you in here alone you'l
drown. "

"I"'mfine," she said, her face finally showing an enmotion. Anger. He held
back a snmile, relieved to realize that she was still capable of experiencing
strong feelings. More than a shade, he thought.

But as quickly as she showed her anger, it faded. In its place was a dul
acceptance of her fate. Sabiniano gritted his teeth. If he was going to rescue
her fromthe terrible fate his god had decreed, he would have to get nore
reaction out of her than that.

"Take of your clothes," he said roughly. She nodded and reached down to pul
the drab and torn gown she wore over her head. She paused in her novenents.

"Can you please turn the other way?" she asked in a soft voice. "I don't want
to do this while you' re watching ne."

He nodded, and turned. He coul d hear her novenents behind him using his
supernatural senses to nmonitor her as she pulled the gown over her head. She
padded down the carved stone steps and entered the pool quickly, gasping as
the hot spring water surrounded her. The heat took her by surprise.

"I can't believe how hot this is, it's burning ne!" she called. He smled. It
was as if the water had awakened her froma dream He was feeling nore and
nore hope for the situation they found thensel ves in.

He turned, and she ducked down behind the rock |edge. I|gnoring her
di sconfort, he wal ked al ong the edge of the pool until he reached the deepest
area, then dove in cleanly. The heat of the water pulled himdown, and he
could feel the scratches the nynph had left on his back burning in pain. The
pain ripped through him anchoring himin his body as it always did. Hopefully
it would do the same for her

He swam underwater toward the woman, allow ng hinself a glinpse of her body
as he swam It was hard to see her through the bubbles welling up fromthe
bottom and he grinmaced in annoyance. There were far nore bubbl es than usual
The nai ad of the spring nmust be playing tricks on him he realized.

No sooner had the thought come into his nmind, than the naiad hersel f swam up
next to him Her long, white hair spread out between him and the human woman.
She bl ocked his passage with her body, smiling and beckoned himto come wth
her. He frowned, and she spoke underwater, the sounds strange and difficult to
under st and.

"Come with me, Lord Sabiniano," she said, her voice caressing himlike the
tinkling noise of a stream "Allow your servants to care for you and ignore
this human. She is nothing to you, yet her presence causes you disconfort. If
you but say the word I'Il take her into the water with me, and she will never
troubl e you again."

He gl ared at her, annoyance welling up within him Wy were his people so
determ ned to keep himfromhis human? And she was his, his to protect if at



all possible. He may have hurt her once, but he was determ ned not to hurt her
again. Not after what she'd been through because of his selfish desire.

Poor .wi th a shock, he realized he didn't even know the woman's nanme. Wat ki nd
of nmonster was he? The kind who tried to rape humans, he thought in disgust.

"I want you out of here," he said coldly to the waiting naiad. A flash of

di spl easure washed across her face, but she bowed her head in assent. She
woul d do as he had ordered. None of his people would dare risk his wath,
Sabi ni ano t hought. They were far too frightened of him She glided out of his
way while he continued swiming toward the woman. He really needed to ask what
her name was...

As he cane closer, he could see her nore clearly. She seened agitated,
bobbi ng up and down in the water, as if |ooking around the room Wat was she
doi ng?

He surfaced behind her after taking a monent to savor the sight of her tight,
pi nk butt. She was adorable. Desire rolled through himbut he tanped it down.
He woul d have to move slowy. He didn't want to scare her. He only had a nonth
to convert her to Dionysus' worship, or he would | ose her again. She would
suffer terribly if he wasn't successful, he rem nded hinself. He couldn't
allow himself to mess this up by being too eager

She screaned as he surfaced. He shook his head, startled. Had her experience
wi th death nade her unbal anced? Wat was wong? After her abrupt shriek she
grew silent, staring at himwi th w de eyes.

"How did you do that?" she whispered. "It seened |like you were underwater
forever. | though you nust be dead."

Sabi ni ano started, then burst out | aughing.
"I"'mthe son of a god, little human,” he said. "I'minmortal. It would take a
great deal nore than water to slow nme down, let alone kill me. | don't believe
it's even possible, actually," he added thoughtfully. Could an immortal die?
It seened a contradiction in terns. It mght be worth researching.

He turned his attention back to the woman. She was staring at himas if he
were a snake.

"What's your nane?" he asked sharply, tired of thinking of her as "human." It
suddenly struck himjust how different they were. She would age. What if she
got old and died before he tired of her? Anger rose in himagain. He woul dn't
allow it to happen

"I"'mKalliara," she said, eyes wide. "Wiy are you doing this to me?" she
asked in a rush. "Why are all of you doing this to me? | didn't do anything to
deserve this! Please let ne go." she added in a whisper. Atear welled up in
one eye.

He felt his heart twist. He didn't want her crying. He had no idea why it was
so inportant, but it was. He had to distract her

Not pausing to consider his actions, he reached out and pulled her agai nst
his body. Her formwas warm and slippery in the water. She squirned again him
whi npering. It wasn't working; she was still going to cry. Wat would he do if
she were a nynph?

He pressed his lips against hers, willing her to respond. She tw sted agai nst
hi m whi npering. He pressed against her nore firnmy, gently noving his nouth.



He dropped little kisses, nipping at her lips and licking at her tears. His

hands ran up and down the | ength of her back. She felt so good, so alive and
beautiful. He wanted to pull her onto him to drink up her essence, consumne

her .

He could feel hinself hardening in anticipation, but he forced hinmself to
nove slowy. The last thing he needed was to scare her again. He wanted to
confort, to sooth. She was still tense in his arms, but she was responding to
his touch. Her lips parted ever so slightly, and he pressed his advantage. He
| eaned into her, dipping into her nouth with his tongue. She seened startled
at first, but he kept up his assault.

He moved agai nst her with inexorable purpose, refusing to give her the
opportunity to breathe, to protest, to think about what was happening to her
I nstead, he touched his tongue lightly to hers, reaching one hand up to cup
her breast. She quivered. He pressed the advantage, teasing her tongue and
daring it to join his. Hs fingers found her nipple, soft fromthe warmnth of
the water. He ran his fingertips across it, back and forth, and to his
satisfaction he could feel it tightening under his touch

She was now ki ssi ng hi m back, however shyly. Her tongue reached up
tentatively toward him and he shuddered. It would be so easy to thrust into
her. So easy to push her back against the | edge and push her |egs apart. A
wave of hot lust gripped him and for one nonent he al nbst gave into the
tenptation. There was a roaring in his ears, and in the back of his mnd he
could hear his father's laughter. D onysus would enjoy it if his son |ost
control.

I nst ead, Sabiniano thrust into her mouth. It was too rmuch for her, but he
couldn't help hinmself, the blood was roaring in his ears. It was all he could
do not to take the tenpti ng woman spread out before him So he took her nouth.
Took it as if he was dying and she was his only sustenance. He wanted to be
i nside her, to take possession of her body and make it his. Blood pounded in
his brain, as he pressed his erection against her soft body.

She twi sted against him whether in pleasure or pain he couldn't tell. He
forced hinself to slow down. He pulled his mouth away fromhers and rested his
forehead agai nst her own smaller one. Taking deep breaths, he closed his eyes
and focused on her body.

She was small and sexy as she squirmed against him Her nipples were hard
poi nts agai nst his chest and hand, and he felt a satisfaction at that. She

m ght still be afraid of him but she wanted him too. O at |east her body
did. That was good enough for him at least for now He could use that. He
squeezed her breast, then frowned as something hard pinched at his finger. It
was the gold chain; he had forgotten about it. Pausing to catch his breath, he
fumbled with the latch holding it to the golden collar she wore. A whispered
word of Dionysian magi c—his birthright—-4oosened the clasp, and he pulled it
free of the collar. He lifted the chain, and threwit deep into the depths of
the spring. Perhaps that woul d appease the naiad, he thought w th dark
amusenent .

Turning his attention back to the woman in his arns, Sabiniano massaged her
breasts for several mnutes, plucking first at one nipple and then the other
She wi ggl ed against him as a whi nper escaped her. Unlike her earlier cries,
this was a whinper of desire. A surge of triunph rolled through him She was
his...

He started kissing her again, moving his hands to roam up and down her back
She was soft and slippery, her skin so snmooth it felt unreal. The nynphs of



his island were nore physically perfect, but none had ever felt this good to
his touch. No human mal e had ever touched her this way. She was all his and he
relished the feeling of ownership it gave him

H s hands dropped |lower to cup her butt, and he pulled her against him
tightly. In doing so, he nade it inpossible for her feet to touch the stone
floor of the bathing pool. She bobbed up in the water, and her arns w apped
tightly around his shoul ders. Her fingers dug into the nuscles, and he could
feel his entire body tightening in response.

He pressed his erection against her, and for a monment he thought he m ght
expl ode. She was so soft, conpletely hel pl ess before him The power of it sang
out to him and he could feel the god's darkness rising. He thrust his tongue
into her nmouth, and reached down behind her to pull her legs apart. But she
resisted, and he forced hinself to slow down. He would do this his way, not
his father's, he rem nded hinsel f. Force was not an option

He allowed her to float away fromhimjust a bit. He brought one hand around
to her front, trailing the fingers along her belly, slowy reaching down to
the thatch of hair between her legs. She stiffened. He pulled his nouth away
from hers and nade soothing noi ses. But even as he did so, he pressed forward
with his fingers. She shivered as he found the tiny nub between her |egs for
the first time. He brushed his finger across it, toying with it gently. He
could feel her body stiffening, which caused her to npan again. For a nonent
he wondered if she would ask himto stop. Wuld he be able to?

But he didn't have to make that choice, because she suddenly squirmed agai nst
him hips twisting with need. He continued to toy with her clit, allowing it
to roll between his fingers as she gasped in his arms. Every tine she noved,
he coul d feel her body brushing against his swllen flesh. He felt Iike
expl odi ng, but at the same tinme there was a sweet tension building in himthat
he fought to hold and savor

Over the course of his long life, he had fucked a thousand nynphs. Hunans,
too, Even a witch. They had brought himto physical release in too many ways
to count, but this was different. There was a softness in the way he felt now
that was conpletely newto him Wat was it about Kalliara that had the power
to move himin this way?

She whi npered and dropped her head to his shoul der. He di pped one finger into
the soft fold of flesh below her clit, and she clutched his shoul ders nore
tightly.

"Do you like that?" he asked in a whisper, slipping a second finger into her
hot, tight passage.

She refused to answer, and he |aughed. She liked it all right.

He delved in further, exploring and finding the barrier of her virginity. Wy
had she deni ed herself the pleasures of the flesh for so long? He | onged to
ask her what had convinced her to give her devotion to Athena, a goddess so
cold conpared to his own father. But the last thing he wanted was for her to
t hi nk about her actions. Nothing would break the sensual spell he was weaving
bet ween t hem nore quickly than a di scussion of religion.

So instead, he pressed his finger against the snall nenbrane, wondering about
the best way to break it without hurting her. He never wanted to cause her
pain again. It hurt so nmuch to think of what had happened to her because of
his selfishness. He would save her, no matter what it took, he vowed silently.
He woul d convince her to give up her cruel goddess. And once she was converted



to Di onysus' worship, they would live together on the island, ruling over it
and showering each other with pleasure. H's heart raced at the thought.

He renoved his finger, and gripped both hands around her waist tightly,
boosting her up in the water. She gasped, and steadied herself against his
shoul der as he latched on to her breast with his nouth. The tight little
nubbi n of her nipple was like a small, hard berry against his tongue. He
sucked deeply, wrapping one armaround her waist to free the other hand. Her
| egs cane around himinstinctively, and she gripped himhard for bal ance. He
t ook advantage of the new position to slip his fingers into her tight little
cunt again, and started working the flesh between her legs in time with the
suction of her breast. It was exquisite; he shivered with lust. How soon woul d
he be able to convince her to join with hin®

He could feel the tightening in her body, and her fingers clutched his
shoul der spasnodically. Her breathing was loud in his ears. She was | osing
control; soon she would orgasmfor the first tine in her life. And it would
happen in his arnms, he thought with savage pl easure. He dragged his nouth to
her ot her breast, suckling deeply. H's fingers noved nore quickly between her
legs. Inpatiently she twisted in his grip.

He sucked harder, twisting and thrusting his fingers up into her body. She
whi npered, and started thrashing against him He could feel the waves of

pl easure building within her. Soon the orgasmwould hit. He increased his
efforts, and she shuddered and then suddenly screaned out, the cry echoing
t hrough the cavern. He could feel her body spasming. It was tine. He thrust
his finger up into her cunt, breaking through the thin barrier of her hynen.
Her fingers dug once into his shoulders, and then it was done. She coll apsed
in his arnms, |inmp with exhaustion and pl easure.

H s own erection still throbbed fiercely, but he forced hinself to keep
control. Instead of pushing her against the wall of the pool and thrusting
into her hot flesh, he gently wapped his arnms around her. He carried
Kalliara, legs still tight around his waist, to where stone steps |led up out
of the pool. Holding her gently, he strode out of the water, |aying her
exhaust ed body out on a padded stone bench. \Were were the drying cloths? He
found one, and w ped the noisture fromher slowy. She was still breathing
heavily, watching himthrough veiled eyes. If she objected to his touch she
wasn't sayi ng anyt hi ng.

Every touch of the cloth against her body nade himhotter. Her breasts were
high and firm Not too |large, but definitely lovely. Her waist was thin, but
she had generous hips. The curly brown hair between her |egs hid treasures he
longed to explore further. His erection was heavy with need, and against his
will he | eaned forward, touching it agai nst her hinp.

She quivered, and a bolt of hot need shot through him In that instant, he
realized that if he touched her even once nore he would take her. Fuck her
wi thout nercy. It wouldn't nmatter if she screaned for himto stop, it wouldn't
matter if Athena herself came to Kalliara's defense. He had to get away from
her. Now.

Wth a shudder, he stepped back and turned away from her. He strode across
the room grabbing a robe and throwing it at her wi thout |ooking. He grabbed
anot her for hinmself, wapping it around his wai st w thout bothering to dry
of f.

"Put that on and follow nme," he said curtly. He had to get out of there; had
to find a safe place for her. He didn't trust the naiad not to hurt her if he
left her alone in the bath...



He could tell she wasn't moving, there was no sound.
"I said put it on and follow ne," he growed, trenbling in his need. "If |
was going to rape you today | would have by now 1'll show you somewhere that
you can sleep."

"Al'l right," she said softly. Her voice, so soft and human, caressed his ear
and his anger faded slightly. He strode out of the room shaking his head. \Wat
was it about this worman that touched hi mso?

* *k k* k* %

Kalliara followed him trying not to stunble. He was wal king so qui ckly she
could hardly keep up

She could still feel the tingles of pleasure drifting through her body. She
wanted to lie down, to savor the sensations he'd given her. Instead she was
runni ng after himthrough the tenple, trying to keep up and not fall prey to
the creatures she knew must live there. She'd had enough contact with satyrs
and nynphs to last a lifetime, she thought grimy.

What an incredible feeling his touch had inspired in her. She shivered,
renenbering. It was part of sex, although he'd only penetrated her with his
finger. She was fairly certain she was still technically a virgin. She
certainly hoped so-At hena deserved nore devotion than her daughter had shown
that day. @Quiltily, she wondered why it was that Athena forbade her followers
this physical joy. It was hard to understand, but it wasn't Kalliara's place
to question a goddess, she rem nded hersel f. Athena had cared for her since
birth, and through one death, she thought wyly. It wasn't tine to question
t he goddess' rules.

Al'l she had to do to remain faithful to her mstress was survive the festiva
wi t hout succunbing to Dionysus' pleasures. It would be hard. Sabiniano, while
still frightening to her, had shown her sonething new today, sonething
wonder ful . Sonething, if she were honest with herself, she enjoyed. It would
be so much easier to give in to him

If she did, she wouldn't have to die at the end of the nonth.

But she had al ready died once. It had been horrible, frightening, unpl easant.
But the underworld was a good place. Her parents were there, and Athena's |ove
for her had renmai ned constant throughout her ordeal. As long as the price of
survival was betrayal of Athena, Kalliara vowed to remain strong. Nothing was
wort h betraying the goddess.

Not hi ng.

Chapter Six

She awoke the next norning feeling alive. Alive and wonderf ul

She was in his bed, alone in his chanber. He had prom sed her the night
bef ore that he would stay away, and he had kept his prom se.

Al t hough she knew she nust be within the tenple, Kalliara could hear birds



all around. They were singing in a new day, new |life, and for once she
i magi ned she coul d understand what they said.

They were expressing joy in life, and she felt like junmping up and dancing to
their nusic. Whatever m ght happen to her at the end of the nonth, she was
going to enjoy this |last chance to experience the world.

First things first. Tinme to find sone food...

She sat up, still wapped in the cloth fromthe bathing room and wal ked
across the roomto a cabinet. She found clothing inside, and while there were
no wonen's dresses, one of Sabiniano's tunics was |arge enough to nore than
cover her. She could tell that nynmphs had spun and woven the fabric as soon as
she pulled it out. It was fine and snoboth, far lighter than anything she had
ever owned. She dropped the drying cloth to the floor and pulled the tunic
over her head.

It was soft against her, and to her enbarrassnment she could feel her nipples
hardening in response to its smooth and silky touch. Wat would it be like to
wear such garnents all the tinme, she wondered? No wonder Athena preferred
coarser clothing.This was far too distracting for confort.

There was nothing el se for her to wear, however, so it would have to do. She
found another strip of cloth and belted the tunic around herself tightly. Tine
to find something to eat, she rem nded herself, and perhaps find her way out
of the tenple. She had no idea if Sabiniano would allow her to return to the
village, but she wanted to try. She wanted to see her friends again, and
per haps give away some of her possessions. She had one nmonth |eft; she would
use that time to finalize her business in life.

But the first challenge would be sinply finding a way out of the chamnber.
There were doors at one end, but they | ooked vast and heavy. Enornous sl abs of
carved wood, they reached all the way to the ceiling, and she doubted she
woul d be able to budge them Assunming they weren't | ocked...

On the other end of the roomwas an archway covered by billow ng drapes. A
bal cony? It |l ooked like it. She could hear the birds outside and sunli ght
seened to be filtering through. Perhaps there would be a staircase down into a
garden. She wal ked over to the opening and pushed aside the fabric. Her breath
caught at the beauty of the site before her

She stepped out to the railing, marveling. Spread before her was all of
Naxos. She could see the forests, the oceans, the hills. This was a view fit
for a king, and for the first time she understood the breadth of Sabiniano's
power. There was nowhere she could go he couldn't easily find her. She could
even see the village fromher viewpoint. It |ooked snmall, unprotected. There
were several little fishing boats in the harbor, but nothing capabl e of
hel pi ng her escape to another island. She was well and truly stuck here...

"Are you hungry?" Sabiniano asked, his voice |ow and snmooth in her ear. She
turned to him startled. He was dressed in a tunic simlar to the one she wore
herself. But a light cloak was draped across his shoul ders, colored a
brilliant purple, and a thin gold circlet crowned his brow. The conbination
was utterly sinple, yet regal at the sanme tinme. It took her breath away.

"I just returned from Munt A ynpus,” he said quietly. A chill ran down her
spine. He radiated power; he traveled with the gods. How woul d she ever find
the courage to stand up to hin? But she had to, if she was to stay true to
At hena. She shivered again.



"Good norning, Lord Sabiniano," she said respectfully. She dipped in a
graceful curtsy of respect, frantically trying to figure out what to do next.
"Good nmorning," he replied, an amused snile playing across his lips. It was
hard not to stare; he was so handsone. She bl ushed, remenbering the way he had
touched her in the pool the night before. Who woul d have thought such a thing
possi bl e?

No wonder so nmany of the villagers worried about their children being swept
away by Dionysian lust, she nused. Had the nynphs and satyrs really felt like
that? They had been Iike ani mals when she'd seen themin the woods..but so had
she. She had had no nore control over her reaction to Sabiniano than an
ani mal . Would Athena forgive her for what she had done?

"You didn't answer ne," Sabiniano said softly, breaking through her thoughts.
She | ooked at hi m bl ankly.

"I asked if you were hungry," he repeated. "Are you?"
Her stomach runbled | oudly, and he | aughed at her

"I thought you m ght be,’
back fromthe dead."

he said. "After all, it's not every day you cone

She bl ushed and ducked her head. Every time he spoke he unnerved her. O
course, the sight of himwas unnerving, too. There was no way she was going to
win with this man...

"Yes, | would like sonmething to eat,"” she said, trying to sound calm He
gestured toward the archway gallantly, waving her to wal k ahead of him She
did so, and her breath caught.

Bef ore her was a large table, spread with every kind of food she could

i magi ne, and quite a few she had never seen or heard of before. There were
fruits, pastries, delicately sliced neats.Mre than enough to feed the entire
vill age, she realized, marveling.

"Where did all this come fronP" she asked in a whisper. Sabiniano | aughed.

"I have a pouch that produces it," he said, snmling. "I won it severa
hundred years ago in a dice game with Hernmes. He still hasn't forgiven ne."
"But there's so nuch!" she said. "Who will eat all of this?"

"I have no idea," Sabiniano said, shrugging lightly. "It sinply appears when
the bag is opened and di sappears when it closes.™

Kal i ara thought of all the times during her life that she and her fell ow
vill agers had shivered with the cold while their enpty bellies runbled. Last
year, three of the youngest children in the village had died of hunger..Unabl e
to control her disgust, she burst out.

"What the hell is wong with you? You're a terrible ruler, to have food |ike
this and not share it with your people!"

H s face darkened, and she raised her had to her nmouth in horror. How had she
dared say such a thing to hinP Wat would he do to her? Wuld he kill? Wth
dark hunor, she realized that if she spurred himinto killing her now, it



woul d save her a much slower death later. But instead of striking her down, he
turned and strode back toward the bal cony.

"Eat your fill," he said curtly before di sappearing behind the curtains. She
nodded and turned to the table. No matter what el se happened, she woul d need

her strength. She had to learn to keep her nouth shut. Her father had al ways

said she tal ked too nuch for a wonan, that her sharp tongue would get her in

troubl e.

He had been a wi se man, she thought wyly. And accurate.

* *k k* k* %

Sabi ni ano paced the bal cony, then turned abruptly to | ook out over his |ands.
In the distance he could see snoke fromthe cooking fires in the village. She
was right. He could have easily fed these people, yet it had never occurred to
him He hadn't worried about their lives any nore than he worried about the
lives of the birds and squirrels in the forest. The strong would live; it was
nature's way.

But the | ook on her face when she saw all the food told a different story. He
was cold and uncaring; his people could suffer and not only did he not care-he
didn't even notice. How had be beconme so cold and enpty?

He thought back over the course of his long life, wondering when the change
had occurred. He hadn't been born uncaring. H s nother, a nynph, had been kind
and beautiful. He had never spent nuch tinme near human children, but she had
taught himto be careful of them She had reninded himconstantly that their
lives and bodies were fragile; they should no nore be crushed w thout reason
than the flowers of the field...

But that had been a long tinme ago. And he hadn't paid any attention to
flowers recently, either, he thought wyly. Hs studies still brought him

pl easure, but little else touched him Even sex, drinking, the violence that
was his heritage were little nore than rituals to be perforned this past
century.

He picked up a small pebble lying on the bal cony's stone railing. Wthout
thinking, he tossed it into the distance. It flewwth great force, and then
he heard a screeching noise. He'd hit a bird, and nowit was falling fromthe
sky. He closed his eyes in disgust. No matter his intentions, destruction and
death foll owed him

Kal i ara was naking himthink far too nmuch, and he didn't like it. Not one
little bit.

* *k k* k* %

She had never tasted anything as good as the food on Sabiniano's table. Each
grape burst in her nmouth, filled with sweetness and juice. The bread was |ight
and crispy, the cheeses rich with flavor. There were several goblets on the
table; each filled with a different kind of wine. O course she had drunk w ne
before, but it was usually mxed with water. This was strong, heady stuff and
she questioned the wi sdomof drinking even a little bit. But the first sip was
so good, and then she was filled with a thirst that was inpossible to ignore.
She tipped the goblet, drinking deeply, and the wine sang into her veins like



a drug.

She grew |ight-headed, and before she even realized what she was doi ng, she
danced around the room Junping up on the bed, she | aughed out |oud. Being
alive was wonderful! How little she had appreciated it before. The underworld
had been safe, pleasant even. But this roomwas filled with bright colors and
fresh air. The food was wonderful, and she felt as is she could fly.

But before she flew, she wanted another drink

By the time Sabiniano cane back, she was giggling to herself, clutching the
gobl et and staring at himwi th wi de eyes. He stopped in his tracks.
"This is really good stuff,” Kalliara told himgravely, trying not to wobble.
Why had she been so afraid of himbefore? He seenmed perfectly fine now Except
he didn't have any w ne.a wave of conpassi on washed over her. Everyone shoul d
have wi ne, she thought. She woul d share hers!
"You havegot to try this," she said, standing shakily and offering himher
cup. He reached out, catching her before she could fall down. She | aughed, and
collapsed into his arms. He lifted the cup and sniffed curiously.

"Why you doing that?" she asked, confused. Her word sounded strange, garbled.
It was hard to talk. "You're supposed to drink it, not sniff it."

"I can't believe you drank this," he said, his voice tight. What was w ong
with hin? It was good stuff, and he should be drinking it. She reached up and
ti pped the goblet toward his face. It over-bal anced, running down the front of
his tunic and she cried out in horror.

"You shoul dn't pour wi ne over fabric like that," she said in disgust. She
| ooked up into his face, trying to convince himof the inportance of what she
was saying. If she was going to get that stain out before it set, she would
have to get tunic off himand in sonme water right away, she thought. She
pushed away from him struggling to say upright, and reached toward t he edge of
his tunic. Gasping the hem she pulled the fabric up. He gave a startled gasp
and tried to grasp her hands. She | ost her bal ance; then she was on her knees
before him It was a nost interesting position...

He had a big cock. Right in front of her face. It was swelling up, and she
cocked her head, fascinated by it.

"You were going to stick that in me?" she asked, |aughing out loud. "There's
no way it would fit in me. | think you nmust have made a m stake."

Then her view was cut off as he pushed his tunic back down. H s hands were
graspi ng her upper arms, and he was flinging her over his shoul der. She
squawked in protest, w ggling against himto get away, but he ignored her

He wal ked across the room pushing open the nmassive doors as if they weren't
even there, and started through the tenple. She braced her head up against his
back with her el bows, and watched in interest as they nmoved al ong. Nynphs
wat ched them from corners, giggling and gossiping with each other. She saw
groups of satyrs as well, sone of them | ooking worse for the wear. They mnust
have been drinking and carousing |last night, she thought sagely. Too bad they
didn't have sonme of her wi ne. They wouldn't | ook so unhappy if they had the
good stuff, she thought in snug satisfaction. Their sickly expressions made
her giggle, and she twi sted, wanting to share the joke with Sabiniano, but he
simply ignored her.



They wal ked out the front of the tenple, and he headed down the broad steps.
Each step bounced her against him hard, but she didn't care. Everything was
so beautiful, and the air smelled wonderful. The grass was such a bright
green, and each stalked of it seems to be conpletely defined to her eyes. \Wat
would it feel like toroll init? She had to find out...

She thunped again his back, wanting himto |let her go, but he ignored her.
She kicked at him and he swatted her butt. Hard. Pain cracked through her
and she got angry. Wio was he to keep her fromrolling in the grass?

She coul d feel the nmuscles of his back noving with every step he took, and
she was struck with sudden inspiration. She would bite him

Braci ng hersel f, she picked the biggest, juiciest nmuscle she could find
within reach and sank her teeth into it.

Har d.

She i magi ned she was a dragon taking a big bite of nmeat, tearing at it with
her powerful jaws. Hot blood filled her nouth, and he gave a cry of anger. She
dug deeper, enjoying the feeling of control. Finally, she was doi ng somnething
to him

The she was flying through the air, landing in a soft clunp of grass.
Overjoyed, she rolled over, letting each individual stalk touch her

Unable to control her enotions, she whispered a little prayer of thanks to
At hena.

It was good to be alivel

Chapt er Seven

The grass was perfect for rolling.

Biting himhad definitely been a good idea. Too bad she hadn't thought of it
earlier, she mused, blowing at a tufted weed. But no sooner had she forned the
t hought than she could feel his arms around her again, hoisting her back up

But this time she was cradl ed against his front, and one of his hands was
covering her nouth. No fair.

He wal ked purposefully, and after a nmoment's struggle she realized she wasn't
going to get anywhere with him Instead, she just laid her head back agai nst
hi s shoul der and | ooked at his face. He was beautiful ...

H s cheekbones were high and scul pted, his eyelashes long and full .lt really
wasn' tfair,she thought. Her eyel ashes had never been as long and full as that.
Why did he get to be imortal and beautiful ? All she got was a spindle, she
t hought darkly. Athena could have thrown in sone |ong, blonde hair. Bigger
breasts woul d have been nice, too.

As soon as the thought was forned, she regretted it. But there was no calling
it back, and it niggled at her. Wiy was Athena forcing her to choose between
her life and her honor? It didn't seemvery fair that she should have to die
to make the goddess happy, let alone die twice. And based on what little
experi ence she had, sex with Sabiniano wouldn't be all that unpl easant. Just
t hi nki ng about his hand between her legs in the bath sent a wave of warm



| ongi ng t hrough her. Perhaps she should just—

Bef ore the thought could fully form he dunped her into something cold and
horri bl e, and she screanmed in protest. Fluid rushed into her nouth; cold shock
took over her entire system For an instant she wondered if she was dying
again. She couldn't breath. Water. She was surrounded by water

He had thrown her into cold water.

She ki cked out, and her |egs nmade contact with a layer of smooth rocks. Her
head burst through the surface. She was in an icy pool, fornmed by a rock dam
someone had built across a wide stream She coughed, spitting out water, and
stood up. Her head felt suddenly clear, and while the col ors around her were
still bright, they didn't seemto glowin the same way that they had just
nmonent s ago. \Wat had happened?
"You were drinking anbrosia," Sabiniano said. She | ooked around, and found
himstanding in the water to one side. He had waded in up to his knees before
throwing her into the deepest part of the pool. Standing, it barely canme to
her wai st.

She reached up and pushed the wet hair back off of her face in confusion

"Way did you that to ne?" she asked.
"Anbrosia is the wine of the gods," he replied. "Humans aren't neant to drink
it. You were drunk, crazed with it. You bit me, by the way. Do you renenber?"
"Yes," she replied tightly, thinking of her roll through the grass with
enbar rassnent .

"It didn't occur to ne to warn you about the w ne,"
never had a human guest before."

he said, frowning. "I've

"Way did you throw nme in the water?" she asked, |ooking down. She realized
that the thin fabric was al nost transparent when wet and her nipples were
tight and hard, clearly visible to him And he was |ooking, too. H s gaze
seened riveted to her. Blushing, she turned away, folding her hands across her
chest.

"Living water breaks anbrosia's hold," he said. "This was the cl osest place
could think to take you."

"Thank you, | think," she said caustically, |eaning over to wing out her
hair. She wal ked slowy toward the bank, and realized she had anot her problem
Her tunic was fully transparent. She might as well be naked in front of him
yet she could hardly stay in the water. Her teeth were already starting to
chatter. It was a warm sunny day. If only she could lay out in the sun and
all ow her clothing to dry...

"Can you | ook the other way?" she asked. He gave a harsh bark of |aughter

"I"ve already seen what you have to offer," he said.

"Pl ease?"

"Al'l right," he replied, his tone anmused, and turned. She quickly pushed
t hrough the water to the bank, and clinbed out awkwardly. Barefoot, she ducked
behi nd a bush, calling out to him "It will take a while for ny clothing to
dry. If you like, you can go back to the tenple and I'I|l meet you there



| ater."

"Right," he said dryly. "I hardly think so. I will be happy to wait with you
whi | e your clothing—er rather, my clothing—dries. Wuld you Iike to cone out
into the sun?"

She hesitated, then realized how foolish she was being. Dry clothing wasn't
going to magically appear.at |east, not unless he had another of those bags.
And he was right. He had seen her already. It wasn't |ike she had anythi ng new
and different on her body. There were nynphs running wild all over the island
and every one of them had nore to show than she did...

She stepped out, quickly walking to an open, grassy area and | ayi ng down on
her stomach. The position, while far fromideal, left her feeling | ess
vul nerabl e. Resting her arms in front of her, she dropped her head down and

cl osed her eyes, trying to appear relaxed. But her facade of cal mwas broken
seconds later. One nonment she was al one, and then he was |ying next to her

One of his legs touched her foot, but other than that he remmi ned separate. It
was just enough contact to keep her from bl ocking out his presence, she
t hought darkly.

They remained silent for several mnutes, and then he spoke.

"Kalliara, we need to talk," he said. "I knowyou are thinking[M1] of what
Di onysus said when he brought you to me. If you don't convert to his worship,
"Il have to give you to the Maenads. | don't want to do that."

She remai ned silent, wondering what he expected from her.
"WIl you consider converting?' he asked finally.
"Wul d you consi der betraying your god?"

"No," he said after a pause. "But it's not the same situation. D onysus is
also nmy father. | don't have a choice."

"Well, ny nother died when | was born," Kalliara replied. "And Athena has
taken care of ne ever since. She's ny nother, and | won't betray her. You can
do whatever you want, you can even— her voice broke, "rape ne. But | won't
betray ny nother."

"I don't want to rape you, Kalliara," he said quietly. "I can understand why
you m ght not believe nme when | say that, but | give you ny word it’s true.

want to save your life."

"Saving my life isn't worth betraying everything | believe in," she replied
tightly.

"Why i s keeping yourself chaste worth deat h?" he asked, his voice filled with
frustration. "It's ridiculous. What Athena is asking of you is unfair; it's
wrong. You shouldn't be in this situation."”

"I't wasn't Athena who put ne here, it was Dionysus," she said in a choked

voice. "It's his peopl e—your people who attacked nme in the first place. And
he's the one who brought nme back here to die again. Athena brought nme to ny
parents after | died. I'mgrateful for what she did."

"But she killed you in the first place," he said, his voice filling with
frustration. "She pushed you off that cliff. She's the reason you di ed! What
do you owe her after that?"



"No, you idiot!" Kalliara said, |eaning up on her elbows to glare at him How

could he be so dense? "You'rethe reason | died. | didn't want to get raped, so
I ran. And when |I got to the cliff, | junped. Happily. O ny own free will,
just to get away fromyou! Athena didn't force me to do that; | chose to die.

At the time, it seenmed |ike the best choice | could make."

"How coul d death possibly be better than sex with ne?" he asked, his voice
rising in frustration and confusion

"Rape is not sex," she said tightly. "You were going to rape ne. And when you
were done, you were going to give me over to the satyrs and they were going to
rape ne. And if | was |lucky enough to survive that," she continued, her voice
cold and nocking, "I would have been torn apart and eaten by Maenads. |nstead
| died quickly and painlessly. Athena herself caught nmy spirit, and she took
me to my parents. That's hardly unreasonable of her, nowis it?"

* *k k* k* %

He | ooked at her, stunned. Her face was twisted with the force of her anger
and a new enption hit him

Shane.

Since nmeeting Kalliara he had experienced so many strong feelings. Enotions
he'd forgotten he still had. Lust. Anger. Regret. Gief. And now shane, the
wor st of themall.

"I"'mso sorry," he said, realizing the words were inadequate. He | ooked away,
unable to neet her gaze. "I wouldn't have turned you over to the satyrs. |
woul d have kept you."

She snorted in disgust, dropping her head back down.

"That is hardly a confort," she said coldly. "I'"mnot even real to you, aml?

You say you woul d have 'kept nme.' |I'mnot an animal, you know. Until very
recently I was a free and i ndependent wonman. | have nmy own thoughts and ny own
dreans. | don't need you to nake decisions for ne, and | don't want you to

save me. The only one | need saving fromis you!"

Chapt er Ei ght

She was right.

For the first tinme, Sabiniano | ooked at her and realized that, as a human,
she had just as many thoughts and enotions as he did..if he respected her, he
woul d have to all ow he to nake her own deci si on.

H's blood ran cold. He could | ose her

Part of himscreaned to stand up and how, to proclaimhis rage across the
island. He wanted to tear up trees and frighten his people. He wanted Kalliara
to stay with him But she was going to have to choose himof her own free

will, and that wasn't |ikely to happen.

He could still force her...



Force wasn't an option, he rem nded hinmself. He refused to be that kind of
creature again. He had | earned; he was better than he was before.

The pain of that realization was al nost unbearabl e.

"I don't want you to leave," he said, his voice filled with raw enotion
"WIl you consider staying with me? At least for a while? | won't force you to
do anything you don't want to do."

"Do | have a choice?" she asked dryly.

Hi s heart hardened. Lust and anger welled up within him and he fought to
mai ntain control. He wanted to roll her under himand fuck her until she
screamed. G ving her nore freedom went agai nst every instinct he had.

He took a deep breath and spoke.
"Yes, you can leave," he said tightly. "But | don't want you to | eave. | want
you to consider that death is not the only way out of this situation. Athena
has al ready asked too much of you."

"At hena has never asked anything of nme that | wasn't willing to give," she
said, turning her face to his. He could see tears welling up in her eyes, and
he I onged to kiss them away. But that woul dn't sol ve anyt hi ng.

"I will let you go," he said. "But | ask sonmething in return. | ask that you
give me the chance to convince you to join nme. | won't force anything on you,
but I want you to truly consider what it would be like to stay here."

"Sabiniano, it's not a question of wanting to stay," she said softly. "
don't hate sex, I'mnot frigid. Don't you think I know what it is to burn in
the night? | choose abstinence because ny goddess asks her followers to share
her discipline. It has nothing to do with refusing sex for its own sake. |
need to avoid tenptation to stay true to Athena."

"If Athena wants you to die for her, won't she give you the strength to stand
up to tenptation?" he asked. "Have you considered that maybe she doesn't want
you to die? Have you considered that giving her one life is enough of a
sacrifice?"

Kal I i ara | ooked confused for a noment, then | aughed.

"You're just trying to confuse ne," she said. She reached out and touched his
face lightly. Her fingers were soft as a butterfly's w ngs, but they sent a
chill all the way to his groin, and he shivered.

"Kalliara, let ne kiss you," he said softly. "If you let me kiss you, then
"Il escort you to the village and you can see your friends."

"WIl you let me go al one?" she asked, testing his newfound tolerance.

"I'f you let ne kiss you," he replied, trying not to grow .

"It's a deal," she replied, blushing slightly.

He | eaned over to her, and carefully brushed her lips with his. He knew she
was expecting an assault on her senses, so he kept his touch light. He kissed
first her upper lip, then noved along to the corner of her nmouth. Hi s tongue
darted out, tracing the line of her lips w thout pushing further



He dropped his head | ower, kissing along her chin. She was breathing quickly,
and he could see her pulse beating in the delicate contours of her neck. He
brought his nmouth back up to her Iips.

This time she net him her own |ips softening under his touch, and he held
back a sigh of triunph. She was definitely responding to him He nipped at her
lips, laving themw th his tongue.

"Open for ne," he whispered. "I need you."

She did as he asked, and he gently probed her. Her tongue net his shyly. They
danced around each other, and he could feel his arousal building. How | ong
woul d he be able to keep this up? He needed to roll her under him to plunge
into her. Hard. He needed to ride her until they were both gasping for air,
whi npering with need.

I nstead, he pulled away, deliberately ending the kiss before he |ost control

"Go to the village," he whispered. She nodded her head, clearly shaken.

"I"ll be back this evening," she said. "If | choose. If | don't cone back
will you let me stay with my friends?"

"No," he said, his face darkening. "I'mwlling to give sone freedom but not
that. If you' re going to nake a true choice, | need the opportunity to
convince you to stay here. | can't do that if | never see you. Be back by
sundown. "

"Al'l right," she said quietly. She raised herself slowy to her feet. The
tunic she wore was dry, but she was still barefoot. He thought about that

ni ght he’d chased her through the trees, follow ng the scent of blood from her
cut feet, and guilt tore through himyet again.

"Come to the tenple and 1'll find you sone sandal s," he said.
"No, I'l'l walk fromhere and get new ones in the village," she replied
tartly. "I can go by nyself."

"What about your feet?"

"They're pretty tough," she replied, laughing. "At |east when |I'm not being
chased. I'ma village girl, remenber? | grew up runni ng barefoot around this
i sland. "

He had the grace to | ook away, ashamed. But she sinply |aughed again.

"I"'mnot angry about it anynore, Sabiniano," she said, her voice grow ng
kind. "You are who you are. | guess being dead has changed ny perspective a
bit. Dying doesn't take long, and the underworld is a good place. | won't be

unhappy when | have to go back."

Hi s blood chilled. How could she be so cal mabout the prospect of being torn
apart? He wanted her to be afraid of death; to choose life. To choose him..

* *k k* k* %

Goi ng back to the village was harder than she coul d have dreaned



Arriving alone, even if wearing only a tunic, had seemed a good idea at the
time. Independence was far nore inportant than appearances. But the | ooks on
the faces of her former friends as she entered were horrified, filled with
shock. And fear.

One child ran screaning

They turned from her, nmaking signs to ward off evil as she wal ked down the
center path between stone buil dings. Doors closed, and nen who had lived and
worked with her father held sticks threateningly. Confused and saddened, she
skirted them as nmuch as she coul d, making her way silently to her own hone.

She had expected it to be enpty. Instead, she heard a shriek as she
approached. There was a blur of terrified activity. A woman—was it

Mari ana?—grabbed a small child and sl anmed the door. Kalliara could hear the
bolt sliding home on the other side.

"Hel | 0?" she called, cautiously knocking at the door. "Please, let nme in!
don't want to hurt you!"

"Pl ease go away," Mariana's voice called out in terror. Kalliara shook her
head. She had known this woman all her life; why was Mariana so frightened?
"Please, | didn't nean to take anything of yours, but you' re dead. You don't
need this house anynore!"
"Well, I"’mnot dead any nore," Kalliara said, feeling somewhat bernused.
Everything | ooked just as she had left it, yet it was all changed. "All | want
is to collect sone of nmy clothing."

"I saw you buried!" Mriana cried. Her tone rose, and a baby started crying.
"I saw your body after they found it below the falls. You re dead! This is ny
house now Go away!"

"But —
"You don't need this housel! Go away!"

Kal | i ara stepped back, wondering what she should do now. She had expected
peopl e to be happy she was alive, not afraid. How many afternoons had she and
Mari ana spent visiting with each other? It hurt to think they would never
| augh t oget her again...

But Mariana was right. She didn't really need the house any nore. Shewas
dead. Or at |east she had been, and woul d be again soon. And who better to
have it than Mariana? The worman had been a widow for two years, living with
her in-laws and barely scraping out a living. But it would still have been
nice to see her hone again, and collect sone clothing.

Wth a sigh, Kalliara gave up and started wal ki ng away from the house. None
of her clothing had been that nice anyway, and her ol d sandals were | ong gone.
She assumed Mariana had found her small hoard of coins behind the | oose stone
near the fire, or would eventually. It was just as well. She didn't need them
anynore; Mariana would put themto good use.

As she wal ked, Kalliara felt sad and | ost. She wandered through the small
vill age, doors barred and shutters held cl osed agai nst her. She was at the
center forum before someone dared speak to her. It was Clotenis, the village
priest. He wore his formal robes, and carried his staff of office before him
in one hand, the entire assenbl age slightly askew. Cearly, he had pulled the



unusual garb on quickly. Before him he held an amul et of Dionysus fromthe
vill age tenple.

"Stop, unnatural one!"™ he cried out dramatically, waving the amulet. "I
conmand you in the name of Dionysus to return to the underworld. You have no
pl ace here."

"Di onysus is the one who brought me back," she said wyly. She stopped to
face him putting both hands firmy on her hips. This was getting out of hand.
"I didn't exactly choose this."

He | ooked startled. A small crowd gathered behind him watching the showdown
intently. Kalliara had to bite back a burst of laughter. How silly they al
seened, terrified to |l ook her in the face. Too bad they hadn't shown her such
consi deration during her |ife-she could have used nore custoners for her snall
busi ness. For one brief nonent she was tenpted to wave her arnms wildly and
junp about, just to scare them But she bit back the inpulse. After all,
bef ore her death she ni ght have been afraid of sonmeone back fromthe dead,

t 0o.

"I don't want to hurt you and I'mnot a ghost," she said, trying to calm
their fears. "The god brought ne back for his own purposes. | won't be here
long, but I wanted to cone and say goodbye. | also wanted to get sone new
sandal s and cl ot hing," she added hopeful ly.

They stared at her as if she had gone nad, and she sighed in annoyance. Was
it too much to ask that even one thing go right?

"W will give you clothing and shoes," the priest said, trying to naintain
his dignity. "But after that | wll banish you."

She burst out |aughing. This was too nuch.

"How exactly do you plan to banish nme?" she asked. "Are you planning to kil
nme agai n? Because in a way, that would be doing ne a favor..

H s jaw dropped, then he pulled hinself together. He | ooked so ridicul ous
that she found it hard to believe that she had held this same man in awe for
so many years. He had al ways seened dignified and i nmportant. Now she saw him
for what he was—a silly little man, drunk on the small portion of power that
cane frombeing priest of this village. It was pathetic. Pitiable, even.

He pul I ed hinmsel f together
"I will use ny powers as Priest," he said, his voice ringing out. The people
around hi m nodded, believing his every word. Had she ever really been one of
them she wondered? It seenmed as if her old life was conpletely foreign. Wth
a wave of insight, she realized that death had changed her in many ways..She
was a new person now.

"I just canme back to get some cl othes and new sandal s, "
"And | wanted to say goodbye. To give away ny things..

she said, sighing.

"I didn't nean to steal your house,"” Mariana said, stepping forward out of
the crowd. She clutched her baby to her, refusing to neet Kalliara's gaze. The
worman was clearly feeling guilty, but Kalliara was slightly inpressed she'd
gai ned the courage to | eave the house and confront her. Perhaps she wasn't a
conplete ninny. "But you were dead. W buried you, you were gone. | didn't
think it would hurt anyone if | moved in."



"No, it's all right with me," Kalliara said. This was getting tiresone.
"Consider it yours, with blessings from Athena. But can | please have a couple
of ny dresses back?"

The priest cleared his throat, about to speak again. But before he coul d,
there was a conmotion. Irenia, an older woman Kalliara had known all her life,
pushed forward.

"I"ll take care of the girl," she said, boldly walking toward Kalliara. She
gave a sigh of relief; at |east one of her old friends would still speak with
her. "She may be dead, but | was there when she was born and | washed her body
after her death. I'mnot afraid of her."”

Wth that, Irenia grabbed Kalliara's armand pulled her past the crowd. They
started wal king briskly toward the village outskirts, where the ol der woman
made her home. A burst of startled conversation had broken out anong those
left behind. Irenia was going to be the target of gossip for a long tine,
Kal l'i ara t hought to herself.

"Thank you for being willing to help ne,"
fromthe small crowd.

Kalliara said as they noved away

Irenia stopped wal king, turning to | ook at her. The wonman’s winkl ed, honely
face hol ding a strange expression

"I don't knowif it's really you or not, child," she said, her voice quiet.
"I saw your body. You were pounded on the rocks sonething terrible. | don't
see how you' ve conme back."

"Di onysus brought nme back," Kalliara said, patting Irenia' s hand gently. She
suddenly felt incredibly tired. "He has his reasons, but | don't fully
understand them | believe 1'mgoing to die again at the end of the nmonth."

Irenia stared at her.

"How can you be so cal m about this?" she whispered. "You sound as if you
don't care—the dying, the com ng back. And what's this about dying again?
Aren't you al ready dead?"

"I don't feel particularly dead," Kalliara said, shrugging. "The rest is a
long story, and while |I'm happy to share it with you, 1'd like to sit down and
rest. It's been a rough day for ne."

"Il bet it has," lrenia replied, shaking her head. Then her sense of
hospitality kicked in. "W'Il get you sone warmtea and talk all about it. And
some clothes, too. That tunic you' re wearing is beautiful, but it's hardly
decent for a young wonan of your age."

"I think I'"ve forgotten what 'decent' is," Kalliara said. She |aughed,
startling herself. "You'd be surprised at what can seem normal after you've
been to hell and back.."

* *k k* k* %

Sabi ni ano paced his bal cony, waiting for her to return. He had been in a foul
mood all day. Way woul d she choose to walk to her human vill age barefoot,
rather than accept his help? It was maddening. In his frustration he had
roared at the nynphs and satyrs who served himuntil they trenbled in fright.



Now all his people had fled into the forest. He knew they were whi spering
about hi m anong t hensel ves, that they would be watching himduring the com ng
days for signs of weakness. Or nadness. But he couldn't bring hinmself to care.
Al'l he could think about was Kalliara.

The sun dipped lowin the sky; soon it would tine to go after her. Wy had he
been so foolish as to believe her excuses? For all he knew she been pl anni ng
to escape even as she assured himshe would return. After all, there were a
nunber of fishing boats in the village. She would be a fool to believe that
she coul d get away him let alone D onysus. But that didn't change the fact
that she was still gone.

It was intolerable.
The sun was al nost fully set now

He turned, walking into the tenple with a heavy heart. He hardly knew why he
was so di sappointed. He didn't know what he had expected, after all. It wasn't
as if she were with himvoluntarily. How could he have been so stupid as to
bel i eve her promi ses? Nowit was time to take her back, teach her who rul ed
Naxos. He stopped, forcing hinmself to |l et the disappointment go. In its place
was anger, an enotion he coul d understand.

An emption he knew how t o express.

He strode through his roomout into the main tenple, his anger building with
each step. How dare she defy hin? This washis island, and she washis prize. He
had been foolish to give her even a limted anbunt of freedom And he had been
foolish to think he could convince her to abandon Athena and stay with him He
woul d take her, and at the end of the nonth he would keep her. H's father may
have deci ded she shoul d die, but Sabiniano would talk to him He had served
for thousands of years. He had earned this one boon; D onysus could hardly
deny him..

As he strode out the door, a small gathering of his people watched fromthe
forest edges. Nornmally there would be nusic in the air. The wi ne woul d be
flowing freely. The festival was barely a week old, hardly started. It was
time for revelry, yet he could hardly bear to | ook at them |If anything, they
di sgusted him He wi shed he was |ying between her clean, white thighs. There
he woul d forget his boredom his frustration. But she had left him

The enbers of anger flared to life, building within him

Ignoring the trenbling satyrs, he stal ked purposefully toward the village.
Time to retrieve his woman. Around him the wind rose. The white, fluffy
cl ouds seened to pull together, and in their center darkness grew. Wthin
nmonents the sun was shaded. The woodl and creatures shivered, crawing into
their burrows, and a chill fell across the island. Sabiniano continued his
steady wal k toward the village. There was a rushing sound in his ears. H s own
bl ood. How dare she do this to hinf

In the distance the Maenads caught his nood, and raised their voices in an
eerie how .

The wind built in speed as he noved, howing across the hills. Tree branches
waved wildly. The dying sun was all but gone in the clouds, no nore than a
fadi ng di m gl ow agai nst the horizon. He would destroy themall, he thought
darkly. The villagers would die, pleading for nmercy. There would be none.

Sabi ni ano crested a hill, and could see the village in the distance. Above it



stood the tower that guarded the small harbor, beyond which were the masts of
their pathetic fishing boats. Hs fury grew. Had she tried to take one of
t hose boats and | eave hinf

Wth a cry of rage, he raised one hand and the sky roared in answer. Thunder
crashed, and a bolt of lightning flew down at his command, striking one of the
masts. It shattered into a thousand tiny pieces. These humanswoul d pay for
stealing his woman, he thought. Red fury swirled at the corners of his vision
and he | aughed out loud. First he would destroy their homes, and then he woul d
destroy them No one took what bel onged to Sabiniano and |ived.

Chapter N ne

The wind nade it hard to wal k.

Her hair whi pped around her face. Her clothing was soaked, and her face was
scratched fromthe flying branches. Kalliara couldn't remenber the last tine
she'd been in a stormso fierce, and her initial instinct had been to turn
back. But she had to keep going if she was going to make it back and keep her
prom se—besi des that, she was enjoying the stormin a way. It was so wild and
free. Wth a startled | augh, she realized she had sonething in conmon with the
outraged el enents. She had nothing to | ose anynore. She would live to return
to the tenple or the stormcould kill her; either way, there were no secrets.

It had been so easy to lose track of time at Irenia' s house. The small room
had been filled with the warmconfort of a crackling fire. And after the first
few questions, Irenia had seenmed to realize that Kalliara didn't want to
di scuss it further, and respected her w shes.

Instead, after a few nonments of awkward silence, they tal ked about Kalliara's
mother. Irenia could renenber the first day that the beautiful young priestess
of Athena had arrived on the island. Her ship had dropped anchor in the harbor
just ahead of a storm Irenia was newy married at the time, but the elders
asked to | eave her husband and attend their guest. None of themwanted it to
be said that D onysus' people were | ess than hospitable.

The storm had raged for two weeks, longer than any in living nmenory.

At first Irenia had resented the sacrifice. After all, she had only been
married a few nmonths; she wanted to be with her husband. But that very first
evening the two wonen from such different stations in |life had becone fast
friends. It was Irenia who had introduced her to her future husband. And while
the resulting marri age had been short, it had been very happy.

The visit had been all Kalliara could hope for, particularly after her
earlier reception. The only awkward nonment had cone at the end, right as she
was | eaving. Irenia had | ooked deeply into her face and asked a question
Kal liara couldn’'t seemto shake from her mind

“Child,” Irenia had asked. “Is it really worth it? Dying agai n? You' ve been
gi ven a second chance at life. You' ve paid your debt to Athena. Perhaps you
shoul d consider taking a different path this tinme. There’'s a lot nore to life
t han serving the goddess.”

“Are you suggesting that | betray her trust?”

“Wuld it truly be a betrayal ?” Irenia asked in reply. “Your nother chose to
foll ow Aphrodite. Athena continued to | ove her. She took you under her w ng,



after all. Perhaps the goddess doesn’t really want you to sacrifice yourself a
second tinme.”

“My choice isn't Aphrodite,” she said. “It’s Dionysus. | don’t think Athena
woul d be half so forgiving of that betrayal.’
“Perhaps you're right,” lrenia said, pulling her close into a hug. Biting
back tears, Kalliara left the small, warm hone behind. It had been a wonderful
visit.

But now she regretted staying so |late. The sun had gone down, and now this
terrible stormwas brewi ng. She was havi ng troubl e wal ki ng upri ght agai nst the
wi nd, and she was very late. At the sane tine, the sheer force of the storm
filled her with energy. Every raindrop that struck her face seened to washing
away her old life. Al her former hopes and fears were gone; in their place
was uncertainty, and a nagging |longing. Wat would it be like to choose life?
When she was honest with herself, she had to adnit the idea was intriguing.

As was the thought of Sabiniano.

She shivered, remenbering how he had made her feel in the bath the day
before. Every touch had been like fire touching her skin. And when he had made
her explode like that, clutching her tenderly and cradling her close
afterwards, she had liked it. Despite all the reasons she knew it was a
betrayal, she had like it a great deal. Resisting himwas going to be very
hard...

The lightning strike took her conpletely by surprise.

One m nute she was wal king al ong the path, clutching tightly around her
shoul ders the wool en shaw Irenia had given her, and the next she was flying
through the air. Her first thought was that she had been hit, that she was
dyi ng again. Then pain | ashed through her body, and she | anded in a heap
beneath a tree. Dazed, she | ooked around, trying to understand what had
happened. \Were she had been standing was a large tree, flam ng against the
ni ght sky. Lightning nust have struck it, she realized, and the force had
thrown her nearly thirty feet. This was getting dangerous.

A thrill ran through her. For once in her life, she wasn't afraid of the
danger.

She picked herself up and started back up the trail, using every bit of her
strength to keep on her feet. The wind how ed and she coul d hear the baying
cries of the Maenads in the distance. The small part of her mnd that stil
housed the old Kalliara wondered if she nmight die; then a | augh broke through
her 1ips.

O course she might die.

But she had al ready done that once, and the underworld wasn't such a bad
pl ace. She had nothing to |ose; there was no fear

Opening her arnms wide, she enbraced the storm reveling in the power of the
heavens. Her feet were light, her spirit was high. She raised her head and
how ed |i ke a banshee. The sound was swal |l owed up, carried by the w nd, and
the Maenads echoed her call. For the first tinme in her life she felt the
tuggi ng power of Dionysus’ madness on the edge of her senses, and a sense of
| ongi ng washed over her.

No wonder the Maenads danced naked in the woods, scream ng and chasing



animals. This energy, this passion was exhilarating. Had Irenia been right?
Did she really owe Athena another life?

She crested a hill, and cane into an open clearing. Around her the heavens
raged. Rain started spattered the ground, pelting her face, and she raised her
head i n another how of exhilaration. Another bolt of lightning struck. This
time she felt the raw energy crackling through the air. She could feel her
body crackling, too, and suddenly she nade a deci sion

It was enough. She wanted Sabi niano. She had lived one entire life wthout
ever realizing how powerful a stormcould be. She had never taken a |over,
never given birth to a child. She had a second chance, and she was going to
take it.

To hell with Athena.

As if in punctuation, thunder roared around her, shaking the ground with its
force. She | aughed out | oud. Never before had she been nore fully alive than
right at that nmonment. It was tine to celebrate and enjoy this life, however
long or short it might be. Tonorrow could take care of itself.

* *k k* k* %

When he first saw her, he thought she was a Maenad. Her |ong hair whipped
around her body. Her arns reached up to the heavens, and she suddenly I et

| oose with a howl that could curdle a mere nortal's blood. But he could hear
t he exhilaration in her voice.

The god's madness, he realized with a sudden burst of insight.

It was upon both of them The storm coursed through his veins. Every breath
he t ook corresponded to the wind, and every tinme he cl enched his hands the
seas rose. In the distance he could hear Di onysus | aughing.

She turned to him her face filled with wild pl easure.

"Sabi ni ano,"” she called, twirling in the rain and wind. "It's magnificent.
I've never stood out in a stormlike this before. I was always too afraid!"

She | aughed, and cane running across the meadow toward hi m

As she came closer, he could feel a new enotion intruding on his anger
entwining with it and filling his heart with red and black swirls. Lust. Her
breasts rose and fell with each breath. Her rain-slicked face turned up toward
him She threw her head back, shaking her hair out with wild abandon

Unable to control hinself, he caught her up in his arns, draggi ng her agai nst
his body. He twisted her hair in his fist, holding her head at an angl e before
taki ng her mouth in a kiss meant to brand her as his property. It was a harsh
kiss, brutal inits intensity.

She clung to him responding as she never had before.
She was his prisoner, his captive, and this tinme he was going to take her
She twi sted against him her body pulsing in a rhythmas old as tinme, and he

clutched her inmpossibly closer. He wanted to squeeze into her, take every part
of her being and make it his own. He wanted to fuck her in the nud, on her



knees. And he wanted her to admt that they bel onged together.

The storm changed around them Were before had been confused, chaotic
energy, the forces of nature took form Lightning bolts continued to strike,
taking on brilliant colors. The wind turned in a | oose vortex, swirling around
the island and growing nore tightly controll ed.

She whi npered, digging into his shoulders with her fingernails. It sent him
wi | d.

Hi s cock was a pillar of stone against her body. Everything in himcried out
to push her down to the ground, to thrust into her again and again until she
screamed out in ecstasy. She would beg for himw th every thrust, pleading for
his length inside of her. Wien he finally plunged into her hot depths she
woul d beg for rel ease.

Still holding her nmouth prisoner with his kiss, he bore her down before him
Her small formtw sted, and he pinned her with his weight. No escape. The

pl easure of feeling her beneath himwas al nost too nuch to bear. For the first
time in a thousand years, he wondered if he would make it inside her body

bef ore coming. She nmade himfeel alive, |like a youth again.

How coul d he have possibly believed he could | et her go?

He raised his hand, finding the collar of her roughly woven dress, and pulled
it down. He had to touch her breasts, suck the nipples into his nouth and fee
her trenble against him He dragged his nouth away fromhers, lowering it to
her waiting peak. Her nmouth noved, and he strained to hear the thin cry of her
voi ce over the raging w nd.

"I need you," she screaned, tears running down her face and mixing with the
rain. "Sabiniano, | need you so badly."

He cried out in triunmph, and the storm echoed his enmptions. In the distance,
alarmbells rang in the village. Trees flew out of the ground, born aloft by
the winds. On the far side of the island a tornado touched down.

He didn't care

Al'l he cared about was getting rid of his clothing, plunging into her body.
He was going to fuck her until she screaned. There would be no mercy; no going
back. After this night she woul d be his, branded by his touch for al
eternity. He'd defy Zeus hinself to keep her, he thought savagely.

He found her nipple with his tongue. It was snall and round, a tart red berry
washed in rain. He sucked it into his mouth forcefully, and she arched her
body up into his. He reached down and yanked up her dress. She parted her |egs
for himwith a gasp, and his knowi ng fingers found the cleft between her | egs.
She was hot and wet for him Another wave of lust struck him and in his
mnd' s eye he saw a bolt of brilliant red lightning striking the roof of
Di onysus' temple. The force of the bl ow echoed across the island, shaking the
ground. Boulders rolled down hills; the nynphs whinpered and cried in fear.

Wul d the god be angry?Not |ikely , Sabiniano thought with savage pl easure.
Life and death. Creation and destruction. The god's madness was a holy thing,
and no building could be expected to stand in its way.

He fingered her roughly, and she panted in need. Her clit was pul sing, and
unable to control hinself, he slid | ower on her body and dropped his head
bet ween her | egs. She bucked agai nst himas he sucked the hot nub into his



mout h. He savored the salty taste, and pictured her white, silky thighs. Soon
he woul d be riding between them It was all he could do not to raise his head
and bite them to mark her as his possession with his teeth.

No man woul d ever touch her this way but him he vowed. Cunt, thighs,
breasts.they were all his.

She twi sted against him nmoaning and cl awi ng at shoul ders. The tinme was
right, now he could claimher. He noved back up her body, kneeing her |egs
further apart. Rising slightly, he pinned both her arnms above her head and
| ooked straight into her eyes.

"You are mne," he whispered, gazing upon her pinned, sprawled out formin
satisfaction. "Mne."

She | ooked back at him eyes wi de, and nodded.

"Yes, | am" she whispered, smling at him There was an enotion in her face
he’ d never seen before, sonething so tender and beautiful it nade his heart
ache.

And hi s cock

Wth a grow, he ripped his tunic over up and plunged his hard Iength into
her soft body. She screaned and bucked agai nst him A chorus of answering
cries rose around them and Sabiniano realized the Maenads were wat ching.

Cood.

Let his people know that he had clainmed a woman. Let them share in the
madness and joy that only Dionysus could inspire. Let them fuck and sing and
drink and kill in his name. This was what |ife on Naxos was supposed to be; it
had been far too |long since he abandoned hinmself in worship. Again and again
he thrust into her. She was wild beneath him struggling against his powerful
hol d. Was she trying to escape hin? No, he could see in her eyes that she was
just as involved in this frantic, passionate act. She fought to free her arns
and clutch himnore tightly to her. She wanted their flesh to be one just as
he di d.

He thrust again and again, each tine harder, each time nore deeply into her
soft flesh. He wanted to slow down, to nmilk her to climx so many tines she
woul dn't be able to breathe. But when he felt her body spasm around his, when
he heard her cry of ecstasy, it was too nuch. Wth a shout of triunmph, he
thrust into her one last time. As he did so, she |ooked up into his face and
whi spered, "Sabi ni ano..!

It pushed himover the edge. Wth a cry, he cane, hips jerking against her
like an untried youth.

Hi s hot seed shot into her in burst after burst until he was enpty.
Exhaust ed, he col |l apsed on top of her, barely nmanaging to push hinself to one
side at the last minute so as not to crush her small form She whinpered
agai nst him and he cradl ed her body close to his.

It was done.

She bel onged to hi m now.

And he bel onged to Di onysus.



* *k k* k* %

How many times had he taken her? Six, seven? It was hard to renenber, he
t hought in satisfaction. He could still remenber the sleepy little snmle on
her face as he left her early that norning. Even as he kissed her, he breathed
a spell of sleep over her. She wouldn't awake before he returned.

Now, dressed in one of his best tunics, he strode confidently through the
halls of his father's tenple on Mount O ynpus. It was tine to inform Di onysus
of his triunph, and claimhis woman pernmanently. She woul d be his consort on
Naxos, reigning by his side over the people..

Thi nki ng of people, he made a nental note to check on the villagers. None had
been killed during the storm but their hones and boats woul d need nuch
repair. That would please Kalliara, he thought in satisfaction. He could
afford to give the hunans a boon

The priest scuttling before him paused at a door, nodding toward it.
"The god is within, Lord Sabiniano," he said in a trenul ous voice. "But he is
busy, and has left orders not to be disturbed. | dare not open the door and
announce your presence."

"Il let myself in,
go."

Sabi ni ano said, waving his hand in dismssal. "You may

Noddi ng his head fearfully, the priest disappeared down a hallway. Such a
fearful little creature, Sabiniano thought.

Knocking lightly, he pushed the door open and strode into his father's
bedchanber. Dionysus didn't seemto notice his presence, his attention focused
solely on the wonmen beneath him She was bent forward over the foot of the
bed, her face buried between the | egs of a naked bl onde who noaned and
t hrashed her head. Di onysus stood behind both of them thrusting into one
worman' s ass roughly as he | eaned over and sucked the breasts of the wonman
lying on the bed. H s naked buttocks flexed with each thrust, and Sabi ni ano
was struck, not for the first tine, by the god' s physical perfection. Every
nmuscl e, ever inch of skin, was perfect.

The wonan on the bed started thrashing and noani ng as her pl easure increased.
Di onysus, nearing his own pleasure, raised his body and grasped the hips of

t he wonman beneath him He tore her away fromthe other wonan, standing her
before him supporting her frame with his powerful arns. Her upper body
dropped linply before him yet he held her hips tight as he pumel ed her ass.

The wonman | eft on the bed nmpaned, then rolled to one side and started worKking
her cunt furiously with one hand.

Sabi ni ano wat ched, nesmerized. How many tines had he joined Di onysus in
di spl ays just such as this one? And how enpty they seemed, conpared to his
tinme with Kalliara.

Di onysus caught his eye, then nodded quickly toward the woman on the bed in

i nvitation. Sabiniano shook his head, and Di onysus shrugged, turning his
attention back to the woman he held, ream ng her ass wi th powerful strokes.
She whi npered and noaned under his battering cock, her cries grow ng nore and
nmore shrill. The god’s magi c was heavy in the room Against his wll,
Sabiniano felt his own erection grow. Dionysus |aughed, his voice a m xture of



pl easure and dark triunph. Both wonen screanmed aloud in response, orgasns of
incredible intensity ripping through their bodies.

Then Di onysus hinmsel f came, clutching the woman to his punping hi ps and
groani ng deeply. He held her there for several seconds, then let her slide
slowy to the floor. Sabiniano watched as his father turned to | ook at him

"To what do | owe this honor?" he asked nockingly, meking no effort to cover
his still jutting cock. Sabiniano politely ignored D onysus’ nudity, just as
he had on so nany ot her occasions.

"I"ve come to discuss Kalliara," he said lightly.
"Ch, yes," Dionysus replied, |eaning down to help the woman to her feet. Her
face held a stunned expression, and he kissed her cheek gently. "Allow ne to
di smss ny toys," he added.

He turned to the bed and reached out to the other woman. She junped up
ki ssing his hand, and he patted her cheek gently. Then he wapped an arm
around each of them kissing first one then the other deeply on the nouth.

"CGo," he said firmy, patting their asses in dismssal. "I have business to
take care of. Wait for ne in the bathing chanmber."

They nodded, then scurried out of the chanber. D onysus gestured politely
toward a beautifully carved chair, inviting Sabiniano to take a seat.

Waiting for his father to join himbefore sitting, Sabiniano spoke.

"I took her last night," he said.

"I know," Dionysus replied, amuserment twi sting his handsome face. He pulled a
I ength of silk around his waist and sat down, sprawling his |legs confortably.
Sabi niano joined him "All of dynpus knows, my son. That was quite a storm
you threw |l ast night."

"I was angry," Sabiniano said.

"So | gathered,"” Dionysus replied dryly.

"But the result was clear,"” Sabiniano replied. "She gave herself to ne
freely. Well, nostly freely. You' ve proven your superiority to Athena."

"I wonder," Dionysus said thoughtfully. He stared into the distance,
thinking. "Athena is still playing games with ne. There is no way this wonman
woul d have given in so easily if she hadn't allowed it. Kalliara was utterly
devoted to her; she changed her mind far too easily. Athena rel eased her hold
on the human’s | oyalty because she feels guilty. She wants the human to live,
and she thinks to trick me into allowi ng that to happen. | want you to give
her to the Maenads tonight, then bring me the head. That will teach Athena a
| esson about interfering in my business."

Sabi ni ano stared, shocked, as Dionysus stood and started wal ki ng across the
room

“I"mgoing to the bathing chanber now,” he said casually. “Wuld you like to
join me?”

"No," Sabiniano replied, standing quickly. "And I won’t allow the Maenads to
kill Kalliara. She is mne now, and | intend to keep her."



"What ?" Di onysus asked coldly, turning to stare at his son. "Sabiniano, are
you defying ne?"

"I ask this as a personal favor," Sabiniano said, thinking quickly. "I’ ve
served you ny entire life. | have never asked you for anything, but now | am
| want this woman. She is mine, and | will not give her up. You ve won. Isn't

t hat enough?"

"I cannot believe |I'mhearing this fromyou," D onysus replied, enunciating
each word crisply and clearly. A sign of anger Sabiniano had heard too many

times..."You are nmy son, ny priest. | have given you everything. How dare you
defy ne?"

"I will not give her up, father," Sabiniano said sadly, resolve hardening his
expression. "I will not allow her to die again because of ne."

"Because | love you, | will pretend | didn't hear that," Dionysus said. Hs
face was beautiful in its coldness, conpletely w thout expression. "Bring her
head to ne tonight and | will forgive you."

"I will not," Sabiniano said quietly.

"Then you will pay ny price. 1'll nake you suffer in ways humans can’'t even
i magi ne," Dionysus replied, his voice a dark hiss of anger. "Think upon it. |
expect to see you tonight."

Chapter Ten

Mount O ynpus

It was done, then, Athena thought quietly. How it hurt her to give up
Kalliara to Dionysus. O all her fell ow gods and goddesses, she despi sed none
as she despised him And now he had taken one of her npbst precious children as
his own. It pained her to even think of it.

But it was for the best. Kalliara would |ive, guarded by Sabini ano and

bl essed by Aphrodite. OF course, she would eventually wither and die
natural ly. But that wasSabi ni ano's problem not Kalliara's , Athena thought
with satisfaction. Utimtely, he, too, would pay a price for hurting her
child. He would be al one.

"Hell o, Athena," a cool, dark voice spoke behind her

She turned, startled out of her musings, to find Dionysus there, watching
her .

"l expect you've conme to gloat over your triunph," she said, keeping her tone
neutral. "I didn't expect Kalliara to give in, you know. She has proven to be
a less than faithful servant," she added dism ssively. D onysus |aughed, but
it wasn't the laugh of triunph she had expected. It was bitter and harsh.

"Don't play games with ne, pretty virgin," he said tightly. He | eaned in her
doorway indolently, but every muscle in his body seenmed tense and ready for
action. Sonething wasn't right, she realized.

"I know what you've done," he said, pushing hinmself away fromthe doorway. He
stal ked toward her, his gaze filled with an intense enotion she couldn't read.



This wasn't her plan at all...

"How stupid do you think I am Athena?" he asked coldly. "I see right through
your little ploy. You gave her to Sabiniano, probably even roped Aphrodite
into making himfall in [ove with her. And you expect me to believe that |'ve

won? | don't think so."

At hena kept her face carefully blank

"I have no idea what you're tal king about," she said coldly. "I've lost ny
priestess' daughter. Isn't that enough for you? Why are you still troubling
ne?"

"Sabi ni ano defied ne earlier," he said, noving closer. She swall owed
nervously. He towered above her, every inch of himhard and male. Their powers
m ght be equally mat ched, but physically he was nuch stronger than she. Wuld
he actually dare attack her?

He | aughed, as if reading her nind

"Fool i sh, Athena," he whispered, leaning in to speak directly in her ear. She
felt his hot breath against her neck and shivered. "I'll have her head yet.

But I'mvery angry with you right now, and it's no | onger about your stupid
priestess. It's about ny son."

" Sabi ni ano?" she asked, startled. "l've done nothing to him"

"Ch really?" he asked, |eaning back. He strolled back toward the door, every
inch of himfilled with suppressed energy. He was a giant black cat, poised to
pounce at the small est movenent. Ah, but shedespi sed Di onysus!

"My son defied ne earlier,"” he said, quietly, turning back to face her. "I
may have to destroy himtonight. If that happens, |I will hold you personally
responsi ble. And youwill pay. | pronise you that."

He turned and strode out of the room without another word.
"Damm t!" she cried, slamming her hand down on a table. It crashed to the
floor, shattered by the force of her blow She held her hand up and watched as

atiny trickle of blood ran down her arm

Thi ngs had spiral ed out of control

* *k k* k* %

Sabi ni ano stared down at Kalliara, sleeping so peacefully in his bed. His
heart filled with sorrow. This one day was all he would have with her, and
then an eternity of tornent.

But it would be worth it.

He woul d rather suffer for all time at his father's hands than give her over
willingly to the Maenads. He would | ove her today, and then, before the sun
set and his father canme for them he would kill her. Quickly and painl essly.
He would carry her spirit to the gates of the underworld, and then he would go
face his father.

There was no ot her way.



But in the nmeantinme he would bring her pleasure unlike anything she'd ever
experienced. It would be his final gift of I|ove.

* *k k* k* %

"Ch, this is horrible," Aphrodite said, dropping her face into her hands.
"Are you sure, Athena? Maybe he wasn't serious."

"No, I'msure," Athena said, unable to neet her fell ow goddess' gaze. She
stared at her hands, willing the problemto go away. It wouldn't.

"What are we going to do?" Aphrodite said in a quiet voice. "You have to
thi nk of sone way to appease him Athena. And how did he guess that | was part
of it?"

"I don't know!" Athena said, throwi ng her hands up in the air. She stood
abruptly and paced across the room "W have to think of a way to save
Kal liara."

"What about Sabini ano?" Aphrodite asked quietly. "W have to save him too."

"I don't care about himat all," Athena said, her voice disgusted. "It's his
fault this happened in the first place. He's the one who tried to take her."

"Well, to be fair, it's Dionysus' fault," Aphrodite said tartly. "Sabiniano
was under his influence, wasn't he? Those rituals may seem|i ke a perversion
to us, but they are his duty as a priest. Not only that, D onysus possesses
his people with a special nmadness. | don't think we can hold hi maccountable
for that."

"I'"1l hold himaccountable for whatever | choose," Athena snapped. She turned
and sighed. "lI'msorry, you're right. But | refuse to feel sorry for him
Kalliara is nmy only concern.”

"Well, both of themare my concern,” Aphrodite said, her voice filled with
pain. "He |oves her. He's defying his father to protect her. As soon as he did
that, he becane ny child, too. | won't abandon himto Dionysus."

"What do you plan to do?" Athena asked quietly.

"I"'mgoing to go see Dionysus and talk to him" Aphrodite said. "I won't
abandon my children without a struggle. And theyboth becane ny children when
they fell in love. She's not your problem any nore, Athena."

Wth that Aphrodite stood and cl apped her hands sharply. Several beautiful
young priestesses appear out of the shadows to attend her, bow ng before the
two goddesses.

"Bring ne ny silver spider-web gown," Aphrodite said. "And prepare ny bath. |
have an errand to run, and | want to | ook ny best."

"\What about ne?" Athena asked. "Is there anything | can do to hel p?"

"Yes," Aphrodite said. "I want you to go to Zeus and ask a favor. | want him
to grant Kalliara imortality. That way, no nmatter what happens, the two of
themw |l be together. He's willing to give up everything for her. Let's give

her the chance to pay himback for that gift."



"I'"d rather she stay nortal,"” Athena said tightly. "Then she can go to the
underworl d and exi st in peace, no matter what happens.”

"Well, she's not your child any nmore, Athena," Aphrodite said coldly. "She
woul dn't have gotten into this situation if you hadn't held her to your

i npossi bl e standards, denying her a famly and husband. She's m ne now, and
she's in love. | want her to be able to stay with her man no matter what
happens. "

"Why should I go to Zeus?" Athena asked, disgusted.
"Because |'mthe only thing that stands between you and all-out war with
Di onysus," Aphrodite replied coldly. "So right now, you'd better focus your

attentions on keeping nme happy. Understand?"

"Yes," Athena replied softly. "I understand perfectly.”

* *k k* k* %

"Di onysus, may | speak with you?" Aphrodite said softly. She walked into his
private room careful to roll her hips as she wal ked, but no too much. She
didn't want to appear too obvious...

He turned to her, his face expressionless.

"My attendants told ne you were coning to see nme," he said coolly. "Any
particul ar reason you chose today? Usually you seemto avoid ny conpany."

She pouted her |ips, and he | aughed.
"You never change, do you?"
"Wuld you really want ne to?" she purred, lifting one arm sensuously. The

silky fabric she wore was nearly transparent; she could feel it pulling tight
agai nst her nippl es.

"No, not at all," he said softly. He glided across the room and lifted one
of her slender hands to his lips. "I would never want you to change a bit,
Aphrodite."

Then he dropped her hand, and his expression grew nocking.

"I suppose it's entirely coincidental that you' ve cone to see nme so soon
after nmy discussion with your bitch sister.™

She | aughed throatily.

"I"ve heard you accused of many things, D onysus, but stupidity has never
been one of them" she replied, allowing a soft smle to play across her |ips.
"I'm here about Sabiniano and Kalliara, of course.”

"They're really none of your concern,"” he said, turning away from her. He
wal ked across the roomto a wi ndow overl ooking the hills, and she foll owed.
Cal cul atingly, she allowed herself to stand so cl ose behind himthat her
ni ppl es grazed his back; his nuscles tightened in response.

"But theyare my concern, Dionysus," she sad softly. "They're in |l ove, and al



| overs are under ny protection. What will it take for you to |l et them go?
There are other ways for you to fight with Athena.”

"That's true," he said, turning to face her. He lifted one finger and gently
ran it along her face. "But this is about nore than Athena. It's about nmy son
betraying nme."

"He can't help his betrayal," Aphrodite whispered. "Love is nore powerful
than any of us. | couldn't give himback to you if I wanted to."

"Why did you have to take himin the first place?" he asked, and for one
nmonent she glinpsed pain in his heart. It startled her; she'd never known
D onysus to care about anyone but hinself.

"I didn't have to take him" she said, willing himto believe her. "I don't
create love; | nerely encourage what's already there. For sone reason
Sabi ni ano and Kalliara were neant to be together. You need to let himgo."

"But | don't want to let himgo," D onysus said nmockingly. Al traces of
enoti on were gone; once again, his cool, uncaring facade took over. "I want ny
son back, and |I want Athena's bitch human dead."

She stepped back fromhim allow ng her seductive nmask to slip off.

"I's there anything | can do to convince you to take your fight with Athena
el sewhere? She's already |ost, you know. Her priestess is mne now Kalliara
wi Il never be able to go back to her service. Isn't that enough?"

"I't would be enough if |I hadn't | ost ny son, too," Dionysus said harshly,
turning to face her. "He's chosen her over me. That | cannot accept.”

"What if | offered to conpensate you?" Aphrodite asked, taking a deep breath.
"What kind of compensation?" he asked, his face cold.

"Me," Aphrodite said quietly. "I"'moffering you me. O rather, use of ny body
for the day."

"What makes you think | want you that badly?" he replied, his voice
expr essi onl ess.

"Ch, you want ne," she replied, pressing closer to him She ran one hand up
his chest lightly, drifting across the hard nipples beneath his tunic. He was
noti onl ess beneath her touch. Laughing throatily, she rubbed her body agai nst
his. H's erection jutted against her; she purred in response.

"Al'l men want me, Dionysus," she said. Standing on her toes, she breathed

[ ight kisses against his neck. "I'm Love incarnate, and every creature
secretly wishes to have nme for their own. Wether they admt it or not. |'ve
seen the way you watch ne."

"I want to fuck you, I'll admt that," he said coldly. "But |I'mhardly
interested in love. My realmis physical pleasure. That's all | want, and al
"1l ever need."

"You can call it whatever you want," she replied, laughing. "It still comes

down to the same thing. Me and you. Naked. Together. \Watever you want, for
one day only."

"Let's nake it nore interesting," he replied smoothly. "I'Il make you a bet.



You cl ai mthat you—tove—+s nore powerful than lust—e. But |1'Il bet you that |
can nake you beg for ne before I"'mdone. If | win, | keep Sabiniano and the
human. If | lose, I'lIl give themto you and take my fight with Athena

el sewhere. Do we have a deal ?"

"Al'l I have to do is nake you beg?"
"Easier than that," he replied with a dark smle. "All you have to do is hold
out on ne. You don't beg, you keep Sabi niano and the human."

"One night only," she said, searching his face for signs he was telling the
truth. As usual, she had no idea what he was t hinking.

"Yes."

"Then we have a deal," she replied.

He | aughed, the sound deep and nocki ng. What had she done? she wondered. He
didn't even seemworried that he'd | ose the bet. He nust have tricked her in
sonme way...

Bef ore she could challenge him he thrust his hand into the carefully
arranged mass of blond curls on her head, twisting it and pulling her nmouth up
to his.

Hi s lips crushed against hers, and his other hand dropped to her butt,
pul i ng her against his erect cock. H s tongue invaded her nouth, and she
noaned.

This bet m ght not be the sure thing she'd thought it was...

Chapter El even

He swung her up into his arnms, carrying her across the roomto his bed, l|ips
| ocked agai nst hers. Heat built in her body.

Why was she responding to himso quickly? He was handsone, of course, but she
had had many handsonme nmen in her lifetinme. But there was sonething about the
hard tone of his nuscles under her hands that nade her want to clutch him
tightly to her, to open before him

Truly, he was the god of lust...

From his first kiss she would have thought he'd be rough, yet by the tine
they reached the bed he laid her down tenderly, brushing the hair away from
her face as if she were a fragile and precious creature. He sat next to her
trailing his hands up and down her body over the fabric of her gown, and she
tw st ed.

"This isn't right," she said. "I need to be touching you, too. G herw se the
bet isn't fair."

"W never said anything about the bet being fair," he replied darkly, his
face a mask of sensual pleasure. He | eaned over her again, and kissed her
deeply. He eased his body over hers, rubbing his erection against her through
their clothing, and she sighed in pleasure.

Ti ngl es were running through every inch of her skin.



She didn't even notice the silken |oops he slipped over her hands until it
was too |late. He nibbled at her nmouth, her chin and her throat. His breath
agai nst her ear made her shiver. She reached up to pull his nouth back down to
hers, only to discover her wists were tied.

He must have seen the startled, horrified | ook in her eyes, because he
started | aughi ng—a | ow, sensual |augh—at the exact moment she realized she was
his prisoner. He sat back up, watching her as she struggled against the ties.
"You are far too innocent for me," he said, his face nocking. "Do you really
think I'd make it easy for you to win this bet? You' re mne, now, pretty
goddess. It's going to be a |long afternoon.™

She glared at him but her dark | ooks seened to anuse himnore than anythi ng
el se. He stood slowly, and stretched.

"You seem upset right now, so I'll give you a little tine to think things
over," he said softly. "I have some business to take care of. |I'Il be back
within an hour or so. Don't get too lonely wthout ne..!

She growl ed at him tw sting agai nst her bonds, but it was no good. \Whatever
they were made of, it certainly wasn't the silk they resenbled. Even with her
supernatural strength she coul dn't budge them

He | aughed again, and strode out of the room She was al one.

If she ever got out of there, she was going tokill him she vowed. Bastard.
How dare he treat her this way?

* *k k* k* %

Kal l'i ara woke slowy, finding herself in Sabiniano' s arms. Wat a night they
had had toget her...She had never felt nore wonderful in her life. Every mnuscle
was tight, and she was nore than a little sore between her |egs, but it had
all been worth it.

O course, she had betrayed her goddess. A wave of guilt washed over her, and
she mpbaned softly. How coul d she have given up her vows to Athena so lightly?
What ki nd of woman woul d do such a thing?

A worman |i ke her nother

Her nother had given up Athena for Aphrodite, she rem nded herself. And she
seened to think it was worth it. The famly had only been together for a short
time in the underworld, but her parents had seened very happy there. Irenia,

too, seenmed to feel that they had nade the right choice.

|"msorry, she whispered in her heart. But |'ve already given up one life for
you. I"mgoing to live what tine | have |left here for ne...

She rolled over to find Sabiniano wat chi ng her
"How are you this norning?" he asked softly. "Any regrets?"

"No," she replied, boosting herself up to ook at him "No, |ast night was
wonderful . | wouldn't go back and do anything differently. So, what now?"



A shadow crossed his face, but it was gone so quickly that she seenmed to have
i mgined it.

"Now?" he replied lightly. "Now we enjoy what Naxos has to offer. | want to
make this day perfect for you."

She | aughed.
"But what about tonorrow?"

"Let's just worry about today for now," he said, pulling her on top of him
He tickled her, viciously, then rolled her beneath himon the bed.

"You're crazy," she said, giggling.

"Maybe," he replied, his face softening. "But | want to treasure this first
day we truly have together. Because we are truly together, right?"

"Yes," she whispered, reaching up and pulling his head down to hers for a
kiss. "We are together. 1've given Athena one life. Let ne give this one to
you. That is, if you want me. This is nore than just a passing fancy for you,
isnt it?"

"Ch, it's nore than a passing fancy," he said. He brushed his |ips against
hers, and she sighed. Tendrils of feeling spread through her body. As if she
had been created for his touch alone. He stirred sonmething so strong within
her that she was al nbst frightened by it. Al nost.

Once upon a time she woul d have been. But instead of pulling away, she cl osed
her eyes and allowed the sensation to sweep over her. She concentrated on the
snell of him the feel of himabove her. He was warm and he had a speci al
scent all his own. Rich, spicy. Masculine and powerful.

It made her want to touch him and with a frisson of excitenent, she realized
that she could. There was nothing to be afraid of. She had been so frightened
of him before, so frightened of so many things. But she was strong nowthere
was not hing he could ask of her body that she couldn't give. It was a
wonder ful type of freedom something so new she hardly knew what to think of
it.

But if she didn't know what tothink of it, she did know what todo about it.

She reached up, wapping her arns around his neck and pulled himclose as
t hey kissed. He groaned, the sound little nore than a runble in his chest, and
she felt a surge of power and excitenent.

He want ed her.

Even t hough they had nade | ove again and again |ast night, Even though she
knew he nmust have been with hundreds of other wonen before her, nmany of them
beautiful and acconplished beyond her w | dest dreans, this nman wanted her

She could feel it in the tension of his shoulders, in the tightening of the
nmuscl es across his back. He groaned again, and his |ips pressed hers open

Unli ke the night before, he was slow and cautious. Hi s tongue hesitated at the
entrance to her mouth before pressing in, delicately dancing across her own
t ongue.

She shi ver ed.



Agai n and again, he nibbled at her opening like a bee dipping into a flower.
Wth every touch she could feel the Ionging within her body growi ng, and a

sl ow, steady ache was buil di ng between her | egs. She shifted themrestlessly,
and he noaned. Intrigued by his response, she shifted again, this tine
pressing up with her hips.

Hi s erection was massive, pushing urgently between her cleft. He twitched as
she wiggled; a smile stole across her face. He lifted his head fromhers, a
nmock scowl marring his face.

"You like that, don't you?" he asked, his voice smooth and sil ky. She nodded,
trying to bite back a giggle. She lifted her hips again, and his face grew
pai ned.

"I'f you keep this up, I won't have much left to give you," he said wyly.
"Ch, | think you'll have plenty to give nme," she said archly. She all owed her
hands to play down his back, reveling in the feel of himunder her fingers.
Each grazi ng touch nade himstiffen further. A daring idea struck.

"I want to be in charge this tine," she said suddenly. He gave her a
guesti oni ng | ook.

"Every tinme we've been together, you ve controlled the situation," she said.
"I want to be in charge this tine. I want to control you."

"And just how do you plan to acconplish that?" he asked, anused.
"You're going to let ne," she said, smrking.
"I doubt that," he replied.

"Ch, yes, you are," she said. "And you're going to do it willingly. Because
have something to offer that you want."

"And what woul d that be?" he asked quietly. "Unless |I'm deeply m staken,
al ready have your body."

"Yes, but | haven't had yours," she said archly. "And | think you'd like it
if I did. Don't you wonder what it would be like if | took you in ny nouth? If
I rode you as hard as you've ridden ne?"

Hi s face flushed as she spoke; there was no doubt he was aroused by her
words. She decided to bring it hone.

"I"'mgoing to fuck you until you scream" she continued, her voice barely a
whi sper. He nodded, not speaki ng.

She pushed up against him palnms flat across his chest. He rolled over beside
her onto the bed. She | aughed. How qui ckly the m ghty Sabi niano had fallen...
She sat up, allowing the silken sheets to fall to her wai st and revealing her
naked breasts.

They were flushed fromlast night, pink where his face had scraped agai nst
him At first she had been startled by the feel of his stubble against her

nost sensitive areas. It felt so strange against her flesh.But every time he
took her nipples into his mouth she soared so high it nade her gasp and scream
with pl easure

Now j ust seeing the stubble on his face made her wet.



So she kissed along his jaw line, enjoying the rough touch. As she did, she
al | owed one hand to drop slowy down his chest. H's nipples were hard little
nubs; would they respond the way hers had? She decided to find out.

She dropped her head | ower, flicking her tongue. He was tight, the skin
surprisingly soft. He remai ned conpletely still as she touched him but she
could hear a catch in his breathing...

Wt hout warning she sucked himinto her nouth, hard. He gasped, reaching both
hands up to clutch her hair. She stopped i medi ately, and laid her cheek
agai nst his chest.

"Put your hands down," she whispered. "Renenber? This is about ne pleasuring
you. "

To bring home her point, she nipped himlightly on the chest with her teeth.
He obeyed.

She resumed her attentions to his nipple, flicking it back and forth with her
tongue. He squirmed, and a surge of lust swept through her. She had this

power ful man conpletely under her control. Wo woul d have thought power coul d
be such an aphrodisiac? She all owed one hand to brush against his cock; it

| eapt in response. lgnoring it, she dropped her hand | ower to his scrotum
fondling the | oose skin lightly. She took each ball into her hand, weighing it
and rolling it about. Here was his seed, the sane seed he spewed into her each
time they nmade | ove.

She wondered what it tasted |ike.

W thout stopping to think, she decided to find out. Dropping her head | ower,
she cane face to face with the long, hard length of his penis. It was
enornous—how did it nmanage to fit into her each tine, she wondered? It
stretched and filled her |ike nothing she could have imagi ned.

Experimental |y, she ran her fingers up and down its |length, touching only
lightly. He shivered. She repeated her actions, squeezing a little this tine.
Every muscle in his body was tense and hard; she could see his hand fornming a
fist on the bed beside her. He definitely Iiked that.

She slowy started punping her hand up and down the shaft, amazed at how soft
and smooth the skin was. But after a few strokes her hand started to stick a
bit. She needed lubrication, she thought. Time to lick him

Starting at the base, she touched himwith just the tip of her tongue. There
was a large, pulsing vein running the length of his cock. She decided to
followit, tracing the path all the way up to the mushroom shaped tip at the
top. He gave an uncontrol |l ed noan about hal fway through her trip up, and his
body cl enched.

Once agai n, she paused.

"Remenber, don't nmove unless | tell you to," she whispered, |aughing
throatily.

"I can't believe you're the same woman who was so afraid of ne,"
out .

he gritted

"Peopl e change," she said lightly. "Death will do that to you. |I'mnot going



to be afraid anynore. O anything."

Wth that, she lifted her head and engulfed his cock with her mouth, sucking
himin as deeply as she could. Inpossibly, he grew harder within her nouth. A
slightly salty taste filled her nouth.

She noved slowy, bobbing her head up and down as she sucked him She used
her hands to cup his balls, rolling them between her fingers. He was so
sensitive down there...

Curious, she allowed her fingers to wander further, brushing the soft skin
behi nd his scrotum He twi tched. Her fingers danced back and forth, intrigued
by his response. He tensed, his thigh muscles tightly defined. Another wave of
lust hit her. She wanted to fuck himso bad...

I nst ead, she turned her attention back to his scrotumHe definitely |iked
that , she thought. She pressed a little harder, and his | egs opened a bit. He
lifted one knee, and she could see the tight, puckered ring of his ass. Amazed
by her bravery, she let her fingers touch it. Once, tw ce. She pressed agai nst
it and he cried out.

"Damm t, worman!" he said. "You're going to kill me if you keep this up. |
need nore. Either suck ne harder or fuck nme. | can't take this any | onger."
She raised her head, licking her lips and smling at him

"Say 'please'," she said pertly. He stared in blank confusion. "Say
"please'," she repeated, keeping her tone light. She could see he was on the
edge of his control. She didn't want to push too far. But it was fun pressing
the imts, seeing whether he would snap. And a snall part of her wondered
what it would be like if hedid snap

"Please," he gritted out, his voice tight. She sat up, and turned to straddle
hi m

She positioned his cock against the noist slit between her |egs, shivering.
She | owered her body slowy, bracing her hands against his chest. Each inch
stretched her further, and she stopped for a nonent, gasping. Her interna
muscl es clenched himtightly; she concentrated on rel axing and all ow ng them
to | oosen up.

Slow y, steadily, she took himinto her body. Hi s cock pushed further inside
her body than ever before, as if he were spearing through to the back of her
throat. Then she hit bottom noaning deeply. Each breath she took squeezed
him H's face twi sted, al nost pained, and for a brief second she wondered if
she were hurting him Then he gasped, and spoke.

"That's so fucking good, Kalliara," he said. "It's all worth it. It will all

be worth it.."

What did he nean by that? Before she had a chance to ask, he bucked his hips
up, seemingly involuntarily, and she cried out. It was so rmuch, he nust be at
the nouth of her wonb. She was going to die...

He gripped her hips firmy in his hands and rai sed her up the Iength of his
cock, allowing her to fall back down on it. She screaned, and he gasped in
agoni zed pl easure.

For a second, she sat there, willing her flesh to adjust to the sensation
Then she squeezed her nuscles, and he groaned. The sound rem nded hershe was



in charge. It was up to her to take control, or she might lose it to him

Braci ng herself against his chest, she once again raised and | owered hersel f
experimentally. Beneath her, he gritted his teeth, eyes closed and head thrown
back. She | oved seeing himthis way, conpletely at her mercy.

She noved up and down nore quickly, then one hand slipped and she fel
forward agai nst his chest. Her hips, nmoving in a rhythmof their own, kept
goi ng and she made an incredible discovery. In this position, every time she
slid up and down her clit rubbed the tight rmuscles of his groin and stonach.

It was amazi ng.

Suddenly she found herself nmoving faster and faster, desperate to see where
this new position would take her. Wthin m nutes, her arousal was doubling,
tripling. Every nerve in her body cried out for rel ease. She had to have nore
or she was going to die.

Beads of sweat fornmed on her forehead as she noved faster and faster. She
grunted, feeling his hands sliding up to grip her waist tightly. Every stroke
was a mixture of agony and pl easure. She was going to expl ode.

He was cl ose, too.

She could feel it in the clutch of his fingers, in the tensing of his
al ready-taut body. He wanted her—needed her—n a way that she understood al
too well.

Then he lifted hinself up slightly, and the hard wall of nuscle scraping her
clit tightened. She screaned as her orgasmhit, hardly able to breathe. Every
fi ber of her being went tight, and she clenched himso hard within her body he
gasped.

Then he was spasmi ng, too. He bucked and shuddered agai nst her, spraying his
seed into her body. They collapsed in each other's arms, sucking air deeply
into their lungs. Sabiniano wapped his arnms around her, cradling her and
droppi ng ki sses on her hair. She could feel his cock within her, softening. It
was so intimte, she wanted to cry.

She had never felt so safe and happy in her life. Ei ther of her lives.

"It was all worth it," she whispered, her voice rough fromcrying out. "All
worth it, just for this noment. I'mso glad | died, Sabiniano. Oherw se

never woul d have been able to cone back to you like this."

He stilled beneath her, and she stiffened. He lifted one finger, touching the
gol den col l ar around her throat |ightly.

"What's wrong?" she asked.

"Not hing," he replied, too quickly. She | eaned up on her elbows to stare
ntently into his face.

"You're lying to me, sonmething is wong."

"No," he replied. He turned his head away from her penetrating gaze.

"Whatever it is, you can tell nme,
| think."

she said quietly. "I have a right to know,



"I't's nothing to do with you," he replied. "It's between me and nmy god."
"I'sn't he ny god, too, after all this?" she asked quietly. "I've given in.
|'"ve become a wanton. | think I rather like it, actually.”

"No," he said intensely, turning his gaze back to neet hers. "Dionysus is the
god of lust. You follow Aphrodite now This isn't any kind of ordinary |ust,
Kalliara. Believe nme, it is much, rmuch nore. What we have is far too special
to call it Dionysus'. "

She stared at him stunned.

"So you | ove ne, then?"
"OfF course," he muttered, shaking his head. "And you | ove ne. W were nade
for each other. Can't you see that?

"Yes, | can," she whispered, nestling her head against his shoul der. "But
until this monent, | wasn't sure if you could. | thought perhaps this was al
just a ganme to you."

"This is no gane, Kalliara," he replied, voice sounding heavy and tried. "I
only wish it was..

Chapter Twel ve

Aphrodite spent the first thirty mnutes of her inprisonnent so angry she
could hardly see. She pulled, tugged, kicked and even tried to bite her way
t hrough the restraints.

She coul dn't budge t hem

When that failed, she considered sending a mental message to Cupid, her son
There was not hing Di onysus could do to keep Cupid fromrescuing her. But if
she did that, it would all be over for Kalliara and Sabiniano. Not to nention
the humliation of trying to explain her situation. Being outsnmarted by
D onysus wasn't exactly something she was proud of ...

The next hal f-hour she wei ghed her options. She had agreed to do anything he
asked, without putting any provisions on the deal. That was her first big

nm st ake. She never should have trusted himto behave with the kind of inplied
decency she expected from other gods and goddesses.

But the deal was done, and she wouldn't let it be said she went back on her
wor d.

Still, there were certain things she wouldn't allow, she decided. No nortals;
no third parties at all. Not that she necessarily objected to sex with
nortals. She sinply didn't trust his judgnment and taste. Zeus only knew what
ki nd of nonster he mght come up with if she didn't make herself clear...

After an hour, resigned to her bargain with him she grew bored. She stared
at the ceiling, willing himto return. It had been centuries since she'd been
forced to endure such solitude, such lack of entertainnment in one formor



anot her.
That's when she noticed the spider

It was a small thing, unusually colored with pale spots. It wasn't all that
large, and it seened to be building a web in the drapes in the canopy over
Di onysus' bed. She watched as it went back and forth, each strand placed with
careful precision, until the spider suddenly stopped. She got the distinct
i mpression that the little creature had noticed her

O course, such a thing was absurd.

But then the spider began lowering itself toward the bed on a thin strand of
silk. Closer and closer it came, and to Aphrodite's horror, it appeared as if
the thing was going to | and on her gown.

She hadn't realized until that nonent just how little she cared for spiders.

"Cet away fromne," she hissed, filled with sudden di sgust. How dare
t hi s-thi sinsect nenace a goddess? "I conmand you to | eave ne!"

The spi der paused, seenming to cock its little spider head at her words. Then
it continued it journey, |landing on her gown. It craw ed slowy up her body,
nmovi ng toward her face, and she screaned.

Wt hin seconds, Dionysus strode into the room
"Cet it off nme, get it off me!" she shrieked. "Kill it!"
He | ooked at her quizzically.

"What are you tal king about?" he asked, apparently unconcerned by her
di stress.

"This damm spider, it's crawming all over ne,"
lost. "Get it off of nme and kill it right now"

she sputtered, all dignity

"A spider?" he asked, and for the first tinme he seemed truly concerned. "Calm
down, be still. Tell me where it is!"

She forced herself to hold still. She couldn't see it, but she felt it. It
had crawl ed up her neck. Now the horrible little thing was sitting right on
her cheek.

He reached over and carefully allowed the tiny creature to crawl on to his
fingers. She noaned in relief, her head rolling back against the pill ows.

D onysus was silent. After a nmoment she grew curious, and turned to watch him
He had lifted the spider up to his nouth and was whispering to it softly. The
| ook on his face was al nost tender; something she'd never seen before. What
was goi ng on here?

Then it was over. Dionysus raised his hand and deposited the spider back into
t he draperi es.

"Aren't you going to kill it?" she asked, fascinated by his display of
ki ndness.

"No," he said shortly. H's face had taken on that smooth | ook of cultivated
boredom she had some to expect from him



"Why don't you at least nove it away fromthe bed," she said quickly.

"It won't bother you again," he said, his expression inpossible to read. "It
lives up there, and | won't remove it fromits home just for you. But enough
about ny spider. W have other business to address.™

She watched himcalculatingly, trying to fathomhis notivations. He met her
gaze cool ly.

"I won't have sex with anything but you," she said quickly. "I want to make
that clear before we start.”

He | ooked anused.

"You must not trust ne, dearest goddess," he whispered, leaning in close to
her face. H s voice dropped to a whisper. "lI'mquite sure that you aren't
adverse to a good orgy under the right circunstances.."

Hi s hot breath tantalized her ear, and against her will she shivered. He was
far too attractive for her peace of mnd...

"These aren't the right circunstances," she replied, her voice taut with
tension. "I like to choose ny partners. | won't have them chosen for ne."

"But you do choose ne," he said, purring softly. He nipped at her ear with
his teeth, and a frisson of pleasure zi pped down her spine.

"I choose to save ny children," she said.
"Ah, yes," he replied. "The brave martyr. Admit it, Aphrodite. You've al ways
been attracted to ne. | represent everything that you aren't; everything that
you're secretly fascinated by."

It was hard to focus on his words. Even as he kissed her ear and neck, his
fingers slid down the fabric of her gown. It was a w ap-around, bound only at
the waist. Far too easily breached, she realized. Already his fingers were
cuppi ng her breast. When they fondl ed her nipple, she gasped.

"I prefer ny sex to be bound with enotion," she said, trying to ignore the
way he rolled the nipple between two fingers, then tugged gently at it. "I may
not love all those | take to ny bed, but | certainly care for them" she added
on a gasp.

"And what do you feel for ne?" he asked in a dulcet voice, bringing his Ilips
around to the hollow of her throat. H's tongue flicked out |ike a snake's, and
she npaned.

"I feel disgust for you," she replied, alnost incapable of speech. "The way
you treat humans and i mmortal s sickens nme. You care nothing for them only for
your own perverse pl easures and destruction.”

"So you hate me?" he asked. He nuzzl ed between her breasts, then kissed his
way over to one, flicking at the nipple before sucking it into his nouth.

She twi sted beneath him unable to control herself. The feelings he brought
out in her were far too strong.

"Yes," she nmuttered, trying to focus on anything but the feel of his nouth.
He raised his lips, and gave her a smle that could have nelted a gl aci er



"Hatred and | ove are very closely connected enotions, Aphrodite," he said
nmockingly. "I find nmyself enjoying your hatred very mnuch indeed.."

Wth that, she closed her eyes, unable to | ook at himany longer. It was a

m stake, forcing her to focus instead on the sensations he was building in her
body. His lips noved to her other breast, and she could feel his hand brushing
the inside of her knee. He slipped it between the fabric of her dress, and
slowy worked its way up the soft skin of her inner thigh

She squi rnmed, and sensation wound its way through her.[MI2] This was too
much, it was noving so quickly. She usually preferred to spend | eisurely hours
with her lovers, getting to know t hem bef ore abandoni ng herself to their
touch. But Dionysus, while noving slowy, was attacking her body with a steady
determ nation that made her feel weak and hel pl ess.

Bast ar d.

She didn't realize she'd said the word al oud until he lifted his head and
gave a nocking | augh. Her eyes snapped open agai n.

"Yes, | was a bastard," he said. "Zeus cane to ny nother and took her, much
as | plan to take you. You'll screamjust |ike she did before |I'm done."

Wth that, he pressed his thunb against her clit, pushing it gently w thout
moving it. She wiggled, wishing he would get on with it. She wanted to cone,
and knew instinctively that he was capable of bringing her to an incredible
orgasm

But to do it, he would have to press harder

Instead, he sinply left his thunb there, choosing to |lave her breasts with
his tongue instead. Wth every lick she grew nore tense, nore anxious. What
the hell was he doing? Wiy wasn't he working to arouse her?

"Patience," he whispered. "Remenber, if you get too excited you m ght beg ne
for release, and then you'll lose our little bet. You wouldn't want that,
woul d you? Especially so early in the gane..!

She bared her teeth at him growing in hatred. He | aughed again.

"That's what | |like to see," he said. "Alittle enthusiasm.Now, where were
we?"

She refused to answer, closing her eyes instead. It proved a nistake. He
touched her lightly, caressing her over her gown. Her breasts were stil
exposed, but he ignored them |nstead, he brushed up and down her side,
grazing the soft swells but never com ng close to her nipples.

Then his hand was on her knee, rubbing softly. He trailed up and down her
leg, allowing only the |lightest of touches across the tops of her thighs. It
was maddeni ng. She could feel the tendrils of sensation grow ng, but he wasn't
doi ng anyt hi ng.

Finally, after what seened |ike hours, he pulled her gown gently apart, and
she felt a cool brush of air against her skin.

She waited for himto fall upon her. O course, he had shown patience this
| ong...But she knew he had to be aroused by the sight of her body. He had
wanted her for centuries; she was |ove incarnate. No man or nortal had ever
gazed upon her without wanting to take her. Dionysus was little nore than a



beast in so many ways. Against her will, she shivered. In the deepest corner
of her mind, she adnmitted to herself that she might rather |ike being ravaged
by a beast ...

But his touch didn't come. She waited. Nothing. Finally, unable to contro
her curiosity, she opened her eyes. He watched her with wy anusenent.

"You're lovely, Aphrodite," he drawl ed. "But hardly so beautiful | can't
control nyself."

She bl ushed, angry for allowing himto read her thoughts so easily. She
shoul d know better than to take anything for granted with him He | aughed
agai n, then stood and wal ked around the bed. He went to a case against the
wal |, and slowy pulled open a drawer.

"What should | do to you?" he asked lightly. "I can't help but wonder if
you' ve ever seen the darker side of |ove, Aphrodite."

"Lust," she replied tightly. "I believe you're referring to lust. Love
doesn't have a dark side."

"I"d argue with that if | didn't have nore inportant things to do right now "
he said languidly. "But as it is, |I'd rather spend nmy tine playing with your
body. It's so hard to decide what to do first..

"Just get on with it," she said roughly. "These ganes are driving ne crazy."

"Are you beggi ng ne?" he asked, his voice |ow and dark. "Because if you are,
we' ve already finished with our little gane, and |I've won."

She turned away fromhim closing her eyes again. No matter how she responded
he woul d twi st her words. She could hear himnoving things around in the
drawer. There was a heavy thud as he di scarded sonething, then he noved across
the room back toward the bed.

He clinmbed up onto it fromthe far side of her; she could feel it dipping
under his weight. Then she felt the warmh of his body, and she turned her
head back to him As she opened her eyes, he dropped a black, silky cloth over
them She shrieked a protest as he blindfol ded her, which he ignored
conpl etely. Then he spoke.

"I'f you don't shut up | may be forced to gag you," he said. "OF course, that
woul d make it harder for you to beg me to nmake you come, but it might be worth
it to stop this racket. You're a goddess. Show sone dignity and act like it."

She quieted abruptly. Somehow he made her feel like an unruly child. H's
sel f-assurance was unnervi ng.

He rolled off the bed, and she heard nore rustling. WAs he renoving his
cl ot hi ng? The mattress depressed beneath her again. He was back. Every inch of
her body—spl ayed out before himfelt sensitized. Wien woul d he touch her, and
where? He was showing far nore subtlety than she'd ever realized he was
capable of. It was disconcerting.

Then she felt it.

The slightest tickling sensation against her ankle. She kicked out at him
but it was gone. H s |augh floated over her

"Patience," he said in a dul cet voice.



She stilled. Everything she did was playing into his hands.

The tickling touch cane again, this tine along the outer side of her knee. It
lingered there, then stroked over her leg to her inner thigh. Ever so slowy
it moved up her leg, closer and closer to her waiting center. Despite herself,
she shivered. The light touch played with her nerve endi ngs, making her want
to noan in protest. O scream She could feel the mpisture building between
her | egs and knew he coul d see her arousal

Di sgusti ng.
Mesneri zi ng.

Then the touch was gone. A whinper escaped her nouth. It had been so cl ose,
her clit had been so ready for it, and now it was gone.

She didn't have long to wait, though

The Iight touch—what was it, a feather?—-had cone back. This tine in the
val | ey between her breasts. It followed the curve along the bottom of her |eft
breast, outlining the soft mound and defining its shape. Then it did the sane
to the right before noving down her stonach.

Both ni pples were hard and tight. She could al nost feel the feather against
them but it cruelly noved away They ached to be touched, still swollen from
his suckling. The tingles raced fromeach tip toward her stomach, where the
feat her was dancing across the soft swell of her abdomen. She tw sted
slightly. It was too nmuch. If he'd just touch her, ravage her body, she would
be able to shut the sensations off.

Di onysus was far too devious for that, though. He was going to drive her mad.
Every touch made her quiver, and as he noved the feather |ower toward her
waiting clit, she npaned. Against her will, she raised her hips a little,

offering her clit to his touch. Wen it arrived, she nbaned agai n.

It was incredibly light, grazing her nost sensitive flesh just enough to |et
her know it was there.

Just enough to make her want to scream

He was doing it on purpose, the bastard. He knew what this had to feel like.
Each |ight touch made her quiver. Her hips thrust up once, twice, trying to
find somet hing harder. Each tine there was nothing..Even the feather
di sappear ed.

Then his tongue flicked across her nipple; every nuscle in her body went
tight. One of his fingers found her inner thigh, and he |laved her breast for
the second tinme that afternoon, his hands novi ng oh-so-slowy upward toward
her wet opening.

After what seened l|ike hours, he reached her center. She wanted himto push
his fingers inside, to press against her clit and make her scream

Instead, he touched it lightly, then allowed one finger to probe her gently.
Her aroused, dripping cunt offered no resistance.

She whi npered, bucking her hips up and wordl essly begging himto do sonet hing



about her need. She alnost cried out, then bit her lip to stay silent.

He thrust another finger into her body, and then his head lifted from her
breast. He lowered it to her clit, sucking the tiny nub into his nouth. She
bit down on her |ip harder, tasting bl ood.

H s tongue flicked back and forth across her clit, noving fast and then
sl owi ng down. Wthin her body, his fingers probed until he found just the
ri ght spot. She shuddered, and he lifted his head.

"I suppose it isn't fair to let you have all the fun," he said, and she felt
a surge of triunph. She might be close to going crazy, but he was hardly
unaffected hinself. She felt himshift on the bed. He knelt between her | egs,
hi s muscul ar thighs pressing hers apart. He |lowered hinmself gently, and she
felt the probing of his shaft at cunt. It was huge, hot. The head felt as if
it mght split her apart.

Magni fi cent.

Slowy, steadily he pushed into her. He braced hinsel f over her, sparing her
his wei ght, and she whi npered. What would his chest feel |ike against her

ni ppl es? Was his chest hair soft or wiry? She could inagine the steady flexing
of his butt, and wi shed her hands could cup himas he canme into her

Instead, she sinply lay there, waiting for himto fill her. He didn't
di sappoint her. The tip of his cock bunped agai nst her cervix as he bottoned
out, and she sighed in relief. He started noving, each thrust scraping her
clit, each stroke filling her conpletely. Enbers of arousal, sparked to life
by his evil feather, grew. He nmoved faster: she whinpered in satisfaction

Sensation washed over her, building each time he filled her. It was getting
harder and harder not to respond openly. Then realization hit her. As long as
she didn'task himto nmake her come, she could respond all she wanted.

There was no reason not to enjoy his "punishnent." Dionysus, whatever his
character flaws, was a nmagnificent man. And therewas | ove in her actions; |ove
for Kalliara and Sabi ni ano. Things were going to be all right.

Allowi ng herself to let go, she raised her |egs and braced them agai nst the
bed, thrusting up at himand matching his stroke. He gave a groan, noving
faster.

Agai n and again he cane into her. They were silent, their breath comng in
gasps, sweat building on their bodies. Aphrodite grew hot fromthe effort. She
was coning closer and closer to orgasm each stroke against her clit sent the
agoni zing spiral of arousal just a little bit higher. So close!

O enching her nuscles, she thrust against himlike a nadwonan. He responded
by suddenly grasping her hips and raising her body, even as he rose to his
knees. This new position allowed himto pound into her relentlessly, a man
possessed. She screaned.

Any second, and her pleasure would wash over her. Just a little bit nore...

He abruptly pulled out of her, allow ng her |lower body to flop to the bed.

She twi sted, frustrated and confused.

"What the hell is wong with you," she gasped. "lI'm so close. You have to
keep going."



"Beg nme," he said, his voice cold.

"No," she gasped, twisting in desire. She tried to clench her |egs together
create sone kind of friction to end this terrible ache, but his hands were on
her ankl es.

"Beg me," he said again, his voice a chilling whisper

"I won't beg," she gritted out, squirmng madly.

He reached between her |egs, tweaking her clit sharply. It sent a shockwave
of need through her, and she cried out. Just as quickly, his touch was gone.

"Beg me," he said a third tine. "Or I'lIl leave you here like this. I'll wait
until you' ve cal nred down, and then I'll cone back and do the same thing to you
again. Over and over and over."

She npaned, and he sl apped her hip sharply. The Iight pain raced through her
and she whi npered. Every nerve was on fire. Every nuscle begged for rel ease.
She coul d hardly breathe.

Then his finger tweaked her clit again. She broke, whinpering.

"Pl ease,"” she cried. "You' ve got to have pity on me. Make ne cone. Pl ease,
damm you!"

He | aughed, and then his |lips were covering her clit. He sucked hard,
fingering her cunt wildly, and she shattered into a thousand pieces. She
screanmed so loud they had to hear her all across Aynpus. It didn't matter
Not hi ng mattered except the way he made her feel

Bl essedl y, the tension had broken. She lay there, shattered, for ten or
fifteen mnutes, trying to control the gasping sobs that overtook her with the
cli max.

He stood. She could hear himnoving around the room Then he was untying her
bonds, and lifting the blindfold off. He stepped away, |eaving her spraw ed on
t he bed.

She opened her eyes slowy, trying to focus.
"I think that went very well," he said, his voice cool and cal m She turned
her head, finding himseated hal fway across the room He |ounged in a chair,
slowy stroking his still-ranpant cock

"You' ve won," she whispered, sitting up and rubbing her sore wists. "Aren't
you at least going to finish it now? You haven't come yet."

"Ch, it is finished," he said, still stroking hinmself lazily. "I find that
I"ve lost interest in our little tryst. | have other things to think about.
For exanple, | need to choose Sabiniano's puni shmrent. And perhaps 1'I1

supervi se Kalliara's execution nyself..

Hatred washed over Aphrodite, and she stood on the bed. She wanted to kil
him she wanted to scream How had she allowed this to happen? She had fail ed
her children. At that nonent, sonething caught the corner of her eye.

It was that damm spider



She snatched it off its web, holding it tightly in her hand. D onysus |eapt
to his feet, his face white.

"Let her go," he said, his voice tight with strain. She | aughed.

"I don't know why the hell you care about this creature,” she hissed at him
"But you've hurt ny children, and don't like that very nuch. Bastard. |'m
going to kill it. I'"mgoing to squash your stupid spider between ny fingers,
and wipe its little body right here on your bed. I'mgoing to enjoy every
second of it."

"No," he said, holding up one hand. He started toward her, but she raised her
arm

"Stop, or I'll do it right now," she said. "You can't get over here fast
enough to stop ne."

He stood there, his face filling with despair. Inspiration struck her

"How much do you care about this spider?" she asked, her voice as cold and
nocki ng as his had been earlier. "Do you care about it enough to bargain wth
ne?"

He wat ched her; a nuscle in his tenple twitched. She crowed in delight.

"You do care enough to bargain," she said in triunph. "You care about a damm
spi der, don't you? Wll, it's going to cost you."

"Let her go and we can talk," he said tightly. Hs eyes were filled with
fury, but they were filled with fear, too. Aphrodite felt a surge of pleasure
so strong it was al nost sexual

"You'll give Sabiniano and Kalliara to ne," she said. "You'll give themto
me, no strings attached, and I'Il let your little spider go."

He nodded tightly.
"Gve her to me now," he said. "And I'Il let you have them"™

"I don't trust you," she replied. "I think I'Il just take this thing with ne.
When Sabiniano and Kalliara are safely off Naxos and in nmy care, you'll get
her back."

"You can't do that," he said, his voice filling with anguish. "She's very
fragile. You could easily hurt her. She needs special food. | can't let her
| eave ny tenple."

Aphrodite | aughed again, beginning to enjoy herself. How ridicul ously
anusi ng, that the mighty Di onysus night be brought | ow by a spider

"You shoul d have thought of that before you tried to take ny children," she
said lightly. Carefully cupping the spider in tw hands, she junped off the

bed, still nude. She strode across the room then nodded purposefully at the
door.

"Why don't you open if for me, D onysus?" she asked politely. "I think it's
time for ne to go hone. You can keep the gown. | no |onger associate it with

fond nmenories."”

He did as she said, then stood to one side, clenching his fists. She felt a



nmonentary qual m she was making a powerful enemy. The spider ran around the
i nsi de of her cupped hands. Disgusting creature, she thought, shivering.

But she didn't drop it, though the tenptation was strong.

I nst ead, she wal ked through the tenple, ignoring the stunned faces of
Di onysus' priests.

It was time to go home, and arrange for a boat to go to Naxos.

Kal | i ara and Sabi ni ano were about to start a new life.

Chapter Thirteen

Sabi ni ano kissed Kalliara lightly, then fed her another piece of sweet citrus
fruit. She sighed in satisfaction, flicking her tongue out to catch the juice
that rolled down her chin. His finger chased the droplet too, and she |icked
him Then he touched her lip; she sucked his finger into her nouth. She was
filled with [ anguid pleasure, and for a nonment she considered rolling over
toward himto do nore.

But they had been nmking love all day. She was exhausted, and she suspected
he was as well. He'd been like a man possessed at first, taking her again and
again. Then he began to tire. Eventually they'd wound up sinply hol ding each
ot her, connected through their sexes.

It was so intimate that just thinking about it made her want to cry.

Now t hey were | ounging on | ow couches in a lovely dining room Nynphs brought
themlight fruits and neats, as well as crusty bread and wine. Kalliara
sighed. It had been such a wonderful day.

"Thank you for today," she said softly, |eaning her head agai nst Sabiniano's
shoulder. "I can't tell you how rmuch |'ve enjoyed this tine with you. Wl
every day be as good as this one, do you think? If so, | mght die again, only
this time of happiness." She laughed a little at her joke, but Sabiniano
stayed silent.

"What's wrong?" she asked, reaching up to rub his back gently. He had been
qui et all evening, ever since that last tine they'd nade | ove.

"Kalliara, there's sonething I have to tell you," he said finally. He set
down the piece of bread he'd been holding and rolled onto his side to face
her .

"Di onysus has asked ne to do sonething terrible,” he said finally. "And |I'm
going to refuse to do it. But there are sone consequences for you..

"What ?" she asked, concerned. He seened to be having trouble neeting her
gaze.

"He wants nme to give you to the Maenads," he said finally. "I'msorry, but
there's no easy way to say it. He wants you dead again, and |I' m supposed to do
it."

"Why?" she asked, shocked. "He won, didn't he? | abandoned Athena for himn



What nore does he want ?"

"You didn't abandon Athena for him you left her for Aphrodite. And Di onysus
suspects that Athena was a willing conspirator. He wants to hurt her and
you're his best tool for doing that right now. But | won't let him"

"What do you mean?" she asked quickly. "How do you plan to stop hin? He's a
god!"

"I plan to stop himby taking your life tonight," he replied, his face filled
wi th pain. Shock hit her, and she stared at him He spoke quickly. "It's the
best way, Kalliara. W can't escape him and if he catches you, your death
will be slow and terrible. This way is better. In a fewmnutes you'll go to
sleep, and then I'Il rempove the collar he used to bring you back to life. 1"l
take your soul to the underworld nyself, and see you reunited with your
famly. It's the only way."

"What about you?" she asked tightly. "Wat happens to you when Di onysus finds
out? He isn't gong to be happy."

He gazed at her, a strange expression on his face.

"What is it?" she asked.

"I don't know," he said slowmy. "I guess | expected a different reaction from
you. | just said I'"'mgoing to kill you. Do you understand?"

"Well, of course | understand," she said. "But |I'mnot particularly afraid of
dyi ng, Sabiniano. 1'm sad, because | don't want to | ose you, but |I've known
this day would cone. I'mnortal; | couldn't keep you forever. | just w sh

could have kept you a little |onger..!
Her voice trailed off. He stayed silent, and she shivered suddenly.

"What's he going to do to you?" she asked again, her tone urgent. "He's going
to be terribly angry if you kill ne."

"He'll get over it," Sabiniano replied, his voice determ ned. "Don't worry
about that. How are you feeling?"

"Alittle tired.." she said, swaying in her seni-prone position. She | ooked
around, realizing objects in the roomseened to be swaying with her. The
colors were strangely bright, and she | aughed. Her voice seened to be comni ng
fromfar away. "Did you put something in nmy food?"

"Yes," he said softly. "I'"'msorry, but | wanted it to be as painless as
possible. It was in the wine."

"That's the second tinme your wi ne has nessed ne up,"” she said, giggling. "I
don't think I should drink with you any nore.."

He nodded, his face sober. He | ooked so silly and strange like that. And sad.
Why was he sad, she wondered? She knew she shoul d probably know the answer.

Oh yes, he was sad because he was going to kill her
"I won't let you do it," she said abruptly. She swung her feet off the couch
and stood, pointing her finger at himthreateningly. He junped up, reaching
out to steady her. It was a good thing he did, because she couldn't quite
renenber how to stay standi ng up.Wat had she been thinking? Ch yes...



"I won't let you do it," she said again, her words slurring. "I think you're
lying to me. Dionysus is going to be really mad at you; he'll punish you.
don't want that to happen.”

"Kalliara, let's not spend our |ast few nmonents together fighting," he said
softly. Carefully, he |lowered her back to the couch, then sat beside her
cradling her body with his protectively. "May | kiss you one nore tine?"

"Sure," she said. She turned suddenly; her |ips bunped against his. She
gi ggl ed. Then he was kissing her, exploring her mouth slowy and steadily. She
| et her tongue nmeet his, and sank into his arns.

He was wonderful, she thought. Against her will, her eyes closed. Everything
was dark, but she felt safe and protected in his arns. Nothing would go w ong.
Everything woul d be fine. Sabiniano was taking care of her now...

Her body went linp in his arnms, and a wave of sorrow washed over him

He woul d never hear her speak again, never be able to kiss her. She was
nortal; death was her destiny. But why did it have to happen now, right after
he' d found her?

He hated Di onysus.

Even if the lies he'd told her were true, even if his god would forgive him
there was no way Sabi ni ano woul d ever serve Dionysus again. The ties between
t hem wer e broken

Lifting her small body into his arns, he wal ked out into the nmain hallway of
the tenple. He ignored his people's curious stares. Nothing they did mattered
to himnow, they belonged to Dionysus. He stepped out on to the porch where
the evening air was cool and crisp. The sun was fading into shadow in the
di stance. It was tine.

He took her back to the neadow where they'd met during the storm Laying her
gently in the grass, he knelt beside her and whispered a prayer to Athena and
Aphrodite to guide her spirit.

He reached down and uncl asped the gol den collar around her throat. d osing
his eyes, he prepared hinself mentally to | eave his physical body and foll ow
her soul to the underworld. Slowy he opened the golden collar and pulled it
from her neck.

Not hi ng happened.

He opened his eyes, confused. Her soul was still present. She was breathing
lightly, and when his fingers found her neck, the pul se was strong.

What was goi ng on here? He should have felt the soul |eave her body. How was
she still alive?

He stood shakily, rubbing one hand through his hair. Something had changed;
this was conpletely beyond his experience. In the distance he could hear the
Maenads bayi ng, and panic clutched his heart. He had failed her; and now she
was going to die at Dionysus' hands.

* *k k* k* %



Aphrodite stood over a delicate table holding a | arge bow of water. Next to
it was a small glass lanp. Her priestess had renoved the candle, creating a
prison for Dionysus' repulsive pet spider. It had already built itself a
little web inside. Now it sat watching her intently, alnost as if it sensed
t he danger she posed.

She turned her attention back to the bow, waving her hand over it. An inmage
formed in the water. It was a ship, noving quickly through the water toward
Naxos. She | ooked nore closely, seeing the formof her Cretan |over.

He was | ooked happy, clearly thrilled to be captaining his own vessel. She
snmled; it had been just one of the parting gifts she'd given himbefore
sendi ng himback to Earth. Now he was going to rescue Sabiniano and Kalliara
from Di onysus. Even though thinking of the god was enough to turn her stonach,
she couldn't help but feel satisfied.

This time he wasn't going to w n.

* *k k* k* %

What the hell was he going to do now?

Kal liara was nost definitely alive, despite the fact that her collar was
gone.

A part of his heart sang. He didn't want to | ose her. Yet he knew her death
at Dionysus' hands would be terrible. He could kill her another way. Hi s hands
were powerful and strong. Wth one quick tw st, he could break her neck

As soon as the thought entered his head he disnmissed it. He couldn't kill her
like that. There had to be sone reason she hadn’t died when the collar was
renoved. |If he could figure it out he mght be able to figure out howto save
her .

And if he couldn't figure it out, he would fight D onysus to protect her. He
woul d | ose, of course. Their battle would unl eash cataclysmic forces on the

i sland. He spared a thought for the humans in the village and his people, the
nynphs and satyrs. Could he really allow themto suffer in the resulting
destructi on? There was no easy answer ...

Layi ng down beside Kalliara, he pulled her into his arms, savoring the warnth
and beauty of her touch. She snelled so good. Cean and fresh. Beautiful .Hs
| over, and he wasn't even able to protect her

He had fail ed.

He closed his eyes, allowing his mnd to wander.Wat would it have been I|ike
if they could have lived together? He would have | ost her eventually. But they
could have | oved each other for a lifetime first. They could have had children
toget her; long-lived hal f-humans bl essed by the gods.

When she died of old age, he would have wat ched over those children, and al

t he generations to conme. They woul d be | oved, happy, successful. And when they
died, they would join her in the underworld. He and Kalliara would al ways
share that connection...

The ni ght grew cool er, and the noon rose slowly over the island. He stretched



out his senses, feeling for his father's presence.
Not hi ng.

The humans were in their homes. The nynphs and satyrs were quiet as well,
despite the fact that they were in the mdst of the festival. Normally the
woods woul d be ringing with their |laughter. They woul d be drinking, dancing,
wor shiping the god in a thousand small ways. Instead, they were cowering;
afraid of himand what he woul d do next.

H's entire world had turned upsi de down.

He opened his eyes and stared up at the stars. The sight startled him they
were so bright. The noon had set while he lay there, listening to the rhythns
of the island. How rmuch | onger did he have? He had expected Di onysus at
sunset. His father nust be playing some new kind of tw sted gane with them he
t hought .

The stars formed a river across the sky; how many of themwere imortals |ike
hi nsel f? He'd heard that when an immortal had so tired of life that they
couldn't stand the world any | onger, Zeus would occasionally set themup in
t he skies. He had al ways assumed he'd end up there, too.

Kalliara stirred next to him munbling in her sleep. He turned her in the
crook of his arm Ileaning over to kiss her. She sighed softly, then stilled.
He' d never dreaned she'd live to see the norning, and yet here she was. What
woul d the new day hold for then?

Hal f an hour |ater she stirred again. This tine her eyes opened.

"\What happened?" she asked softly. "I remenber falling asleep over dinner..and
somet hing el se.”

She seened lost in thought for a nonment, and then her face went bl ank
She sat up abruptly. He sat up too.

"You bastard!"she growl ed, then punched himin the face. Hard.

"What was that for?"

"For drugging nme," she said coldly. "And deciding to kill ne w thout even
talking to me first. Don't you think | deserved to have a say in this little
drama? You've got a lot of nerve."

He burst out |aughing, filled with such joy to hear her voice that his heart
wanted to burst. What a gift it was to be with the one you |love, even if she
was angry!

"Didn't it occur to you that maybe | didn't want to die that way?" she asked
tightly. "Wat right did you have to make a decision like that? I'man adult.
|'"'mcapabl e of determining ny owmn fate. | thought we'd already covered this..

"I was trying to save you pain," he said finally, rubbing his chin where
she'd punched him

"Sabi ni ano, look at ne," she said quietly, her face serious. "And listen to
what | have to say. Have you ever died? | didn't think so. | have. | know what
I"mgetting into. | should have been the one to nmake the decision. Did you
even think, for one mnute, that it mght nake far nore sense to |l et Dionysus



kill ne? Being torn apart by Maenads is a horrible death, but it is relatively
qui ck.

"Besides that," she added. "Once |I'm gone, you'll be safe. A few m nutes of
pain for your safety is worth it to me. | love you, and | have the right to
protect you."

"Then | have the right to protect you," he said. "And that's what | was
trying to do."

She fell silent, thinking over what he said. A startled | ook cane across her
face, and she raised her hand to her neck

"Where's the collar?" she asked. "You took it off, didn't you?"
He nodded.

"Then what happened?" she continued. "How is it that I'mstill alive? Ws
Di onysus |ying about the collar all along? Wy would he do sonething |ike
t hat ?"

"No, he wasn't lying," Sabiniano said, sighing heavily. "You aren't the first
nortal to be brought back fromthe dead like this. It's unusual, but it
happens. And there's always a collar involved. | have no idea why you're stil
al i ve—er why Dionysus hasn't cone for us, for that matter."

"It's almost nmorning," she said, looking to the eastern sky. He foll owed her
gaze. The sun was still below the horizon, but a |light gl ow touched the sky.
The clouds were slowy turning a |ight peach color and in the distance, birds
were starting to sing. She was right. Another day was begi nning.

"So what now?" she asked. "I didn't die. Dionysus didn't come. What do we do
now, just go back to the tenple and wait for hinP"

"No," Sabiniano said suddenly. He gazed into her face intently, a snmile
stealing across his face. "No, we don't go back. | don't know why things have
happened this way, but we've been given a little nore tine. Let's see what we
can do with it."

"What do you nean?"

"Well, Dionysus has spared us," Sabiniano said. "I've never known that to
happen; he isn't a merciful creature. There's no place on earth he can't
follow us if he chooses, but maybe he won't if he doesn't have to | ook at us.
| think we should | eave the island."

"I'"ve never been off Naxos," she said, her voice suddenly growing faint.
He burst out |aughing. "You' ve been to the underworld,” he replied lightly.
"I can't imagine that doesn't count as 'off Naxos'."

She gave hima dirty | ook, then started giggling.
"You're right," she said. "We don't have anything to lose. O course, he
m ght still get us..

Sabiniano let hinmself fall back into the grass, folding his hands behind his
head.

"Maybe he won't," he said after a |long pause. "If we really wanted us, why



didn't he take us last night? You' re right; he mght still hunt us down. But
maybe he's decided to let us go for some reason. If so, we should get off the
i sl and before he gets angry again. He's not known for being constant in his
enotions.."

"Al'l right," she said suddenly. "W'Ill do it, we'll try to escape. But you

have to prom se ne sonething. If he comes after us, you'll give ne to him And
you'll ask himto forgive you. I won't allow you to sacrifice yourself for
ne."

"No," he said. "I won't do that."

"Then I'1l just go up to the tenple and wait for him" she replied lightly.
"I'"ll be damrmed if 1'Il let you do this to yourself."

He ignored her, and she fell silent. The sun had risen high enough that a dim
gl ow had come over the neadow. There was a rustling noise, and a deer bounded
across the grass.

Finally, she spoke.

"I"'mgoing to the tenple now," she said. She stood, then suddenly shouted out
to the sky. "Did you hear me, you nasty stupid god? Come and get ne! |'ve had
enough of your shit for both Iifetinmes! Cone down here—*

Sabi ni ano abruptly leapt to his feet, tackling her and rolling her beneath
him One hand covered her nouth; he could feel cold sweat on the back of his
neck.

"Are you insane?" he hissed. "What the hell are you doing? Don't you realize
how foolish it is to challenge a god? Especially D onysus?"

She bit his fingers, and he jerked them away from her nouth.

"OfF course | know how foolish it is,” she replied tightly. "It's al nost as
foolish as sacrificing yourself for a |ost cause. Promise nme you'll let nme go
if he cones after us."

He stayed silent, and she drew in a deep breath, then shouted, "D —=

He cut her off, then closed his eyes, defeated.

"I promise," he said, lifting his hand fromher nmouth for the second tine.
"If he conmes after us, | won't stand against him"

"You'll hand me over, and then you'll tell himyou' re sorry," she said
firmy. "If things go wong, | want to know you are aren't suffering. | won't
be, you know. 1'll be with ny famly."

"Yes, | will."

"Then let's see if we can leave," she said quietly. "I don't think there are

any ships in the village | arge enough to take us to another island, though,"
she added. "Can we just fly, or something? How do you go up to O ynmpus? Can we
go like that?"

A harsh bark of |augher escaped him

"Not likely," he said. "Wien | go to Oynpus, | call down ny father's chari ot
to take me. Sonething tells ne that isn't a very good idea right now "



She giggl ed.

"l suppose not. So what now? The village?"
"I guess so," he said. They stood slowy, and she turned away from him
stretching like a cat. The absurdity of their situation struck him For the
first time in his centuries of life, he had no i dea what he was going to do
with hinmself. Frombirth, he had been fated to serve his father. Suddenly that
fate had changed, and it was all due to her, his little human...

He pulled her into his arnms, kissing her deeply on the mouth. She gave a
startl ed gasp, then wapped both arns tightly around his neck. Their bodies
twi sted agai nst each other, and he felt the famliar fire of arousal in his
| oi ns.

She pull ed her nouth away from his, then whispered, "I realize we should
probably get going, but do you think it would really hurt anything if we took
alittle time for ourselves? | |love you so nmuch, and | want to be close to
you.."

"I don't think it would hurt anything at all," he replied softly. He slid his
hands down her body, cupping her butt lightly. She shivered, then junped up
and w apped her | egs around his waist. He cradled her, pulling her tightly
against his pelvis. Already he was growi ng hard, and as foolish as it seened
to stay in the meadow, he couldn't have let her go if he wanted.

I nstead, they kissed each other nore deeply, and he slowy |lowered themto
the ground. Then he was sitting on his knees and she was straddling him The
sensation was al nost too nmuch to bear

"How was | lucky enough to find you?" he asked softly.

She smled, and replied, "I don't know It's amazing that we could live so
close to each other for so many years, and never neet. If it hadn't been for a
chance remark overheard by a nynph, we never would have. | find that

unbearably sad, in a way."

She pressed her lips against his again, cutting off any response he m ght
have nade. After a few nmonments of intense kissing, she pulled away, and raised
hersel f up.

Wth his help, she pulled up her gown, and he pulled up his long tunic. Then
she was sinking down on his erection, taking his hard cock into her a body
with an ease that anmazed him Were once she had been so tight, it was now as
i f she shaped herself to his size exactly. He thrust up at her, but she placed
a finger against his mouth, as if telling himto sl ow down...

"We do this so fast, usually," she said. "It's always so urgent, as if we've
known sonewhere in our hearts that our time together would be short. | don't
want to live like that any nore. Maybe our time will be short, but that

doesn't mean we have to rush through every nmonent. Let's just savor what we
have right now.."

So they sat there, connected in the nost intimte way possible, sinply
hol di ng each other. Eventually, she shifted, and started squeezing himwth
her internal nuscles. It was a slow, steady nmassage, and he let hinself sinply
enjoy the arousal building in his body. Eventually, what had started as a
conforting nmassage becane an agonizing torture. The urge to throw her down, to
thrust into her and take her, was strong.



Hi s desire to savor the nonent was stronger, however. Finally, he spoke.
"Every day fromnowon is a gift, sonething | never thought we'd have."

"Yes," she replied, stilling. She rested her head against his chest, and he
felt a trickle of npisture. She was crying.

"What's wrong?"
"Not hi ng, |I'mjust thinking about how happy | am"

Why does bei ng happy nmeke you cry?" he asked, confused. She |aughed, and
reached up to cradle his face in her hands.

"I doubt you'll ever understand," she said. "Just believe ne, |'m happy."

She ki ssed hi m again, squeezing his cock within her body, making him shiver.

"I don't think I can keep this up to nmuch longer," he said. "I want to take
you now. "
She nodded, kissing himagain. "I think I1'd like that. It can be our way of

sayi ng goodbye to the island.”

Leani ng forward, he pressed her down into the grass, and starting noving in
and out of her with strong, smooth strokes. She was hot and slippery beneath
him and every time she engulfed his hard length it felt |ike conming hone.
Not hi ng could be nore right than this nmonent.

Eventual |y, their novements grew nore frantic, and she whi npered agai nst his
shoul der. He increased his pace. She was close, and if he worked her just the
right way she would come right before he did. Her body would cl ench and
massage his, kneading himuntil he exploded with his own pleasure.

Al most there. Again and again he plunged into her. She whinpered each tine,
and clutched his shoulders tightly, digging nail marks into his back. The
[ight pain was good; it hel ped himkeep focused on his task. He wanted it to
be perfect for her, as perfect as she'd always been for him

Finally, just as he was starting to wonder if he'd be able to hold out, she
cane. It started with a noan, then shivers and chills wacked her entire body.
Her legs clutched his waist |like a vise even as she squeezed hi mpowerful Iy
i nsi de.

It was enough to send hi mover the edge.

Moani ng, he shot his seed into her body. Every nuscle, every nerve ending,
every bit of his being tightened.
"I love you," he whispered as he slowy collapsed, barely able to brace

hi nsel f and keep from crushi ng her. She nodded her head in response, too weak
to speak.

It had definitely been worth it, he thought. Leaving his hone, risking
D onysus' wath. Perhaps even an eternity of torture.

Kalliara was worth it all.



* *k k* k* %

It was anot her hour before they reached the village, arriving just as a ship
cane into the harbor. It was large and sturdy, and its Cretan captain was nore
than happy to take them on as passengers.

He woul dn't accept paynent, although Sabiniano tried to give himsone gold
coins in exchange for their passage. Instead, the man sinply smiled and said
he was doing a favor for an old friend.

Wthin an hour, the ship left Naxos. The first few days Kalliara kept
expecting Dionysus to hunt them down. But in the end she was able to rel ax,
and accept the fact that somehow, despite all odds, they were free.

They never saw Di onysus agai n.

Epi | ogue

Di onysus wat ched froma balcony in his son's tenple as the ship's mast
di sappeared over the horizon. They were gone. It was tine to get his spider
back fromthe bitch who had taken her

He never paused to think why he wanted the spider so badly. He just did.
There was sonething so terrifying, so horrible, about the thought of her
delicate little frame being at someone else's nmercy. Turning away fromthe
bal cony, he strode through the tenple to his waiting chariot, ignoring the
frightened nynphs and satyrs. Wth sonme distaste, he realized he would have to
find a new rul er for Naxos.

Per haps he shoul d come down and rul e here hinmsel f, he thought darkly. If he
couldn't trust his own son with the job, who could he trust?

Only hinsel f.

And the spider. The little creature had been his constant conpani on for
decades. Even as he fucked and sucked and drank his way through life, she

wat ched and spun her webs above him He had studi ed her work countless nights,
and the beauty of her creations never ceased to amaze him She shoul d have

di ed | ong ago, but he fed her anbrosia—diluted, of course—and it sustained
her. The very thought of |osing her was too nmuch to bear. He shook his head,
forcing the thought away.

Hi s chariot waited outside the tenple. Sabiniano was gone; there was no point
i n thinking about himany further.

It was tinme to go and get his spider back



