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YOUR WISH IS MY COMMAND




Grace stepped back, her heart hammering. This wasn’t real. It couldn’t be real. She was just drunk and delusional. Or she must have whacked her head on the coffee table, and she was unconscious and bleeding to death.

Yes, that was it! That made sense.

At least it made a lot more sense than the deep, humming throb that burned through her body. A throb that begged her to jump this guy’s bones.

And they were such nice bones, too.

When you have a fantasy, girl, you definitely go all the way. You must have been working too hard lately. You’re starting to take home your patients’ dreams.

He reached out for her and cupped her cheeks in his strong hands. Grace couldn’t move. All she could do was let him tilt her head up until she looked into penetrating eyes she was sure could reach her soul. They hypnotized her like those of a deadly predator lulling its prey.

She quivered in his embrace.

Then hot, demanding lips covered her own. Grace moaned in response. She’d heard all her life about kisses that made women weak in the knees, but this was the first time she’d experienced one.

Oh, but he felt good, smelled good, and he tasted even better…
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AN ANCIENT GREEK LEGEND




Possessed of supreme strength and of unrivaled courage, he was blessed by the gods, feared by mortals, and desired by all women who saw him. He was a man who knew no law, respected no quarter.

His skill in battle and his superior intellect rivaled the very names of Achilles, Odysseus, and Heracles, and ’twas written that not even the mighty Ares himself could ever defeat him in arms.

As if the gift of the mighty War God wasn’t enough, ’twas also said that on his birth, the goddess Aphrodite kissed his cheek, and secured his place forever in mortal memory.

Blessed by Aphrodite’s divine touch, he grew into such a man that no woman could deny him her body. For when it came to the Art of Love, he knew no equal—his stamina far beyond that of any mere mortal man. His desires hot and wild, he could never be tamed.

Or denied.

Golden in skin and hair, and flashing the eyes of a warrior, ’twas said his presence alone was oft enough to satisfy women, and once touched by his hand they would become blinded by pleasure.

None could stand against his charm.

And so out of jealousy came a curse to endure. One that can never be broken.

Like poor Tantalus, ’tis his plight to forever seek his satisfaction, and never fulfill it. To yearn for his summoner’s touch and to bring about her complete and utter pleasure and satiation.

From full moon to full moon, he will lie with her, make love to her, until he is again forced from this world.

But beware, for once his touch is felt, it is branded into his lover’s memory. No other man shall ever satisfy her again. Because no mere mortal male can compare to a man of such beauty. Such heat. Such intrepid sensuality.

Behold the cursed.

Julian of Macedon.

Hold him to your breast and call for him three times on the wings of midnight under the weight of a full moon’s light. He will come to you then, and until the next full moon cycle, his body will be yours to command.

His only goal will be to please you, to serve you.

To savor you.

In his arms, you will learn true paradise.








CHAPTER 1




“Honey, you need to get laid.”

Grace Alexander flinched at Selena’s overly loud voice in the small New Orleans café where they sat, finishing up their lunch of red beans and rice. Unfortunately for her, Selena’s voice possessed a lovely octave that could carry plainly through a hurricane.

And it was followed by a sudden hush in the crowded room.

Glancing at the nearby tables, Grace noted the men had stopped talking, and turned to stare at them with a lot more interest than she cared for.

Ah jeez! Will Selena ever learn to keep her voice down?

Worse, what will she do next, strip naked, and dance on the tabletops?

Again.

For the millionth time since they had first met, Grace wished Selena could get embarrassed. But her flamboyant, often extravagant pal didn’t know the meaning of the word.

Grace covered her face with her hands and did her best to ignore the curious onlookers. An urge to slink beneath the table, followed by an even greater urge to kick her companion, consumed her.


“Why don’t you speak a little louder, Lanie?” she whispered. “I don’t think the guys in Canada were able to hear you.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” the gorgeous brown-haired waiter said as he stopped by their table. “They’re probably headed south even as we speak.”

Heat stole up Grace’s cheeks as the obviously college-aged waiter gave her a devilish grin. “Is there anything else I can get you ladies?” he asked, then looked pointedly at Grace. “Or more precisely, is there anything I can do for you, ma’am?”

How about a bag for my head, or a stick to beat Lanie with?

“I think we have it,” Grace said, her cheeks scalding. She was definitely going to kill Selena for this. “We just need our bill.”

“All right, then,” he said, pulling their ticket off and scribbling across the top of the paper. He set it down in front of Grace. “Just give me a call if I can be of any further service.”

It was only after he left that Grace saw his name and phone number on the top of the bill.

Selena took one look at it and laughed out loud.

“Just you wait,” Grace said, suppressing a smile as she totaled her portion of the food on her Palm Pilot. “I will get you back for this.”

Selena ignored the threat as she fished in her beaded bag for her money. “Yeah, yeah, so you say. If I were you, I’d hang on to that number. He is a cute little thing.”

“Young thing,” Grace corrected. “And I think I’ll pass. The last thing I need is to be locked up for contributing to the delinquency of a minor.”

Selena slid her gaze over to where the waiter leaned with one hip against the bar. “Yeah, but Mr. Brad Pitt look-alike over there might be worth it. I wonder if he has an older brother?”

“I wonder how much Bill would pay to know his wife spent her entire lunch hour ogling a kid?”

Selena snorted as she placed her money on the table. “I’m not ogling him for myself. I’m ogling him for you. It was, after all, your sex life we were discussing.”

“Well, my sex life is just hunky-dory, and not the business of the people in this restaurant.” Tossing her money on the table, Grace grabbed the last bite of cubed cheese and headed for the door.

“Don’t get mad,” Selena said, following her out into the busy crowd of tourists and regulars thronging Jackson Square.

A lone saxophone played jazz above the cacophony of voices, horses, and car engines as a wave of Louisiana heat assaulted her.

Trying her best to ignore air so thick it could barely be inhaled, Grace wended her way through the crowd, and vendors’ booths that were set in front of the wrought-iron fence surrounding Jackson Square.

“You know it’s true,” Selena said as she caught up to her. “I mean, goodness, Grace, it’s been what? Two years?”

“Four,” she said absently. “But who’s counting?”

“Four years with no sex?” Selena repeated loudly in disbelief.

Several onlookers paused to look curiously from Selena to Grace.

Oblivious as usual to the attention they collected, Selena continued without pausing. “Don’t tell me that you’ve forgotten this is the Age of Electronics? I mean, really, do any of your patients know how long you’ve gone without sex?”

Grace swallowed her cheese and gave Selena a nasty glare. Did Selena intend to shout it out for every human, and every horse for that matter, in the Vieux Carré to hear?

“Keep your voice down,” she said, then added dryly, “I don’t think it’s the business of my patients whether or not I’m a born-again virgin. And as for the Age of Electronics, I really don’t want to get personal with something that comes with a warning label and batteries.”

Selena snorted. “Yeah, well, to hear you talk, most men should come with warning labels.” She lifted her hands up to frame her next statement. “Attention, please, Psycho Alert. Me, he-man, am prone to nasty mood swings, lengthy pouts, and possess the ability to tell a woman the truth about her weight without warning.”

Grace laughed. She’d rattled off that spiel about men who needed warning labels countless times.

“Ah, I see, Dr. Sex,” Selena said with an imitation Dr. Ruth accent. “You just sit there and listen to them spout off all the intimate details of their sexual encounters while you live like a lifetime member of the Teflon Panty Club.”

Dropping her accent, Selena added, “I can’t believe after all the stuff you’ve heard in your sessions that none of it has ever gotten your hormones revved.”

Grace gave Selena a droll look. “Yeah, well, I am a sex therapist. It wouldn’t do my patients much good for me to have la petite mart while they’re in the middle of spewing out their problems. I mean really, Lanie, I’d lose my license.”

“Well, I don’t see how you can advise them when you won’t go anywhere near a man.”

Grimacing, Grace led the way back to the other side of the square, across from the Tourist Information Center where Selena’s tarot card and palm reading stand was set up.

When Grace reached the small card table draped with a dark purple cloth, she sighed. “You know, I would date if I could ever find a man worth shaving my legs for. But most are such a waste of time that I’d rather sit at home and watch reruns of Hee Haw.”

Selena gave her an irritated smirk. “What was wrong with Gerry?”

“Bad breath.”

“Jamie?”

“His fondness for mining nose gold. Especially during dinner.”

“Tony?”

Grace just looked at her.

Selena threw her hands up. “Okay, so maybe he did have a little gambling problem. But then, everyone needs a hobby.”

Grace glared at her.

“Hey, Madam Selene, you back from lunch?” Sunshine asked from the next stand over where she hawked her sketches and pottery.

A few years younger than them, Sunshine had long, black hair and always wore clothes that reminded Grace of a fairy princess.

Her costume today was a wispy white skirt that would have been obscene if not for the pale pink leotard beneath it and a pretty peasant blouse.

“Yeah, I’m back,” Selena said as she knelt to unlock the doors on her metal wheeled cart that she secured every morning to the wrought-iron gate with a bicycle chain. “Did I get any interest while I was gone?”

“A couple of guys took your business card and said they’d be back after they ate.”

“Thanks.” Selena placed her purse inside the cart, then pulled out the dark blue cigar box she used to hold her money, her tarot cards that she kept wrapped in a black silk scarf, and a thin, yet humongous, brown leather book Grace had never seen before.


Selena put her large-brimmed straw hat on her head, then turned and stood.

“Did you get all your pieces marked?” she asked Sunshine.

“Yes,” Sunshine said as she grabbed her purse. “I still say it’s bad luck. But at least if anyone wants to know the price for anything while I’m gone, it’ll be there.”

A rough-looking biker pulled up to the curb. “Hey, Sunshine,” he shouted, “get your butt over here. I’m hungry.”

Sunshine waved her hand dismissively. “Keep your chains on, Harry, and lay off or you’ll be eating by yourself,” she said as she walked slowly toward him. She climbed up on the back of his motorcycle.

Grace shook her head at the two of them. Sunshine needed dating help a whole lot more than she did.

She watched as they drove past the Café du Monde. “Ooo, I bet a beignet would be good for dessert.”

“Food is no substitute for sex,” Selena said as she placed the cards and book on her table. “Isn’t that what you keep telling—”

“All right, you’ve made your point. But really, Lanie, why are you suddenly so interested in my sex life? Or more importantly, the lack thereof?”

Selena handed her the book. “Because I have an idea.”

Now that was something that chilled her to her bones, even in this wretched heat. And Grace didn’t frighten easily. Well, not unless it involved Selena and one of her cockamamie ideas. “Not another séance?”

“No, this is better.”

Inwardly, Grace cringed and wondered what she’d be doing right now if she’d had a normal roommate her first year at Tulane instead of the flighty Gypsy wanna-be Selena. One thing was sure, she wouldn’t be discussing her sex life in the middle of a crowded street.


In that instant, she became acutely aware of their differences. She stood in the humid heat wearing a thin, sleeveless Ralph Lauren creme silk dress, her dark hair pulled back into a sophisticated chignon while Selena wore a long flowing black broomstick skirt with a tight purple tank top that barely covered her ample chest.

Selena’s shoulder-length frizzy brown hair was pulled up with a black leopard silk scarf and she had huge silver moon earrings hanging to her shoulders. Not to mention the silver mine she had strapped to both her wrists in the way of about a hundred and fifty silver bangles. Bangles that jingled every time she moved.

People had always remarked on their physical differences, but Grace knew Selena hid her astute mind and insecurity behind her “exotic” attire. Inside, the two of them were far more alike than anyone would ever guess.

Except for Selena’s bizarre belief in the occult.

And Selena’s insatiable appetite for sex.

Moving to stand beside her, Selena forced the book into Grace’s reluctant hands and thumbed through it. Grace did her best not to drop it.

Or roll her eyes.

“I found this the other day in that old bookstore by the Wax Museum. It was covered by a mountain of dust, and I was trying to find this book on psychometry when I came across it, and voilà!” Selena pointed triumphantly at the page.

Grace looked down at the picture, then gaped.

Never had she seen such a thing.

The man in the picture was riveting, and the picture absolutely shocking in its detail. If not for the deep impression marks on the page where it had been drawn, she would have sworn it was an actual photograph of some ancient Greek statue.


No, she corrected herself—a Greek god. Surely no mortal man could ever look that good.

Standing in full naked glory, the man oozed power, authority, and raw, animal sexuality. Even though his pose was a casual stance, he looked like some sleek predator ready to spring into action at a moment’s notice.

His very veins stood out on a body made perfect with the promise of a hard, lean strength designed purely for feminine pleasure.

Her mouth dry, Grace trailed her gaze over his muscles, which bulged in perfect proportion to his height and weight. She followed the lean, hard muscles over the deep indentation that divided his pectorals, down the washboard stomach that just begged for a woman’s touch.

To his navel.

And then to his…

Well, no one had bothered to put a fig leaf there. And why should they? Who in their right mind would want to cover up so nice a masculine package?

For that matter, who would need anything with batteries around with that in the house!

Licking her lips, Grace looked back at his face.

As she stared at the sharp, handsome features that held just a hint of a devilish smile, she had an image of a breeze tugging at sun-kissed, tawny locks that curled around a neck made for suckling. Of steely blue eyes piercing in their intensity as he raised an iron spear over his head and shouted.

She felt a sudden stirring in the thick, hot air around her, one that seemed to somehow caress her exposed skin.

She could almost hear the deep timbre of his voice, feel strong arms wrap about her and pull her back against a rock-hard chest while warm breath tickled her ear. Feel strong, competent hands roaming her body, giving her delight as they sought out her most private places.


A chill stole up her spine, and her body throbbed in areas she’d never known a body could throb. It was a fierce, demanding ache she’d never before known.

Blinking, she glanced up at Selena to see if she’d been affected the same way. If she had, she gave no clue.

Grace must be hallucinating. That was it! The spices from the red beans had finally seeped into her brain and turned it to mush.

“What do you think of him?” Selena asked, finally meeting her gaze.

Grace shrugged in an effort to subdue the slow burn of her body. Still, her eyes lingered on his perfect form. “He looks like a client I signed up yesterday.”

Well, it wasn’t exactly true—the guy she’d seen had been fairly attractive, but nothing like the man in the drawing.

She’d never seen anything like him in her life!

“Really?” Selena’s eyes darkened in a way that warned her she was about to begin her long lecture on kismet and chance meetings.

“Yeah,” she said, cutting Selena off before she could start. “He told me he was a lesbian trapped in a man’s body.”

Selena’s face fell. Grabbing the book from her and slamming it shut, Selena glared at her. “You know the weirdest people.”

Grace cocked an eyebrow.

“Don’t say it,” Selena said as she took her usual seat behind her table. She placed the book down beside her. “I’m telling you, this”—she tapped the center of the book twice—“is the answer for you.”

Grace stared at her friend, thinking how true to form Madam Selene, self-proclaimed Moon Mistress, looked sitting behind her tarot cards and purple table with the arcane book beneath her hand. At that moment, she could almost believe Selena was a mystical Gypsy.

If she believed in such things.

“Okay,” Grace said, giving in. “Quit stalling and tell me what that book and picture have to do with my sex life.”

Selena’s face became gravely earnest. “That guy I showed you…Julian…is a Greek love-slave who is completely controlled by, and devoted to, whoever summons him.”

Grace laughed out loud. She knew it was rude, but she wouldn’t help it. How in the world could a Rhodes scholar with a Ph.D. in both ancient history and physics, even one with Selena’s idiosyncrasies, believe in something so ludicrous?

“Don’t laugh. I’m serious.”

“I know you are, that’s what makes this so funny.” Clearing her throat, Grace sobered. “Okay. What do I have to do? Strip off my clothes and dance by the Pontchartrain at midnight?” The corners of her mouth lifted even as Selena’s eyes darkened in warning. “You’re right, I’d get sex all right, but I don’t think it’d be from some gorgeous Greek love-slave.”

The book fell from the table.

Selena jumped with a shriek and scooted her chair back.

Grace gasped. “You pushed that with your elbow, didn’t you?”

Her eyes as round as saucers, Selena slowly shook her head no.

“ ’Fess up, Lanie.”

“I didn’t do it,” she said, her face deadly serious. “I think you offended him.”

Shaking her head at that nonsense, Grace fished her sunglasses and keys out of her purse. Yeah, right, this was just like the time in college when Lanie had talked her into using a Ouija board and Lanie had made it say that Grace would marry a Greek god by the time she was thirty and have six kids by him.

To this day, Selena refused to admit that she’d been pushing the planchette.

And right now it was too hot under the August sun to argue. “Look, I need to get back to the office. I have a two o’clock and I don’t want to get caught in traffic.” She pulled her Ray-Bans on. “Are you still coming over tonight?”

“Wouldn’t miss it for the world. I’ll bring the wine.”

“All right then, I’ll see you at eight.” Grace paused long enough to say, “Tell Bill I said hi and thanks for letting you come over for my birthday.”

Selena watched her walk off and smiled. “Just wait until you see your birthday present,” she whispered, picking the book up from where it had fallen. She trailed her hand over the soft tooled leather, brushing away a few grains of dirt.

Opening it back up, Selena stared at the gorgeous picture, and at eyes that were drawn in black and yet somehow gave the impression of a deep, cobalt blue.

For once, her spell would work. She was sure of it.

“You’ll like her, Julian,” Selena whispered to him as she traced her finger over his perfect body. “But I should warn you, she’d try the patience of a saint. And getting inside her defenses will be as hard as breaching the walls of Troy. Still, I think if anyone can help her find herself, it’s you.”

Underneath her hand, she felt the book grow warm and instinctively she knew it was his way of agreeing with her.

Grace thought her crazy for her beliefs, but as the seventh daughter of a seventh daughter and with the blood of Gypsies flowing thick through her veins, Selena knew that there were certain things in life that defied explanation. Certain arcane energies that ebbed and flowed unchecked, just waiting for someone to channel them.

And tonight was a full moon.

Placing the book back into the safety of her cart where she locked it up tight, she was certain that kismet had placed the book in her hands. She had felt it calling to her as soon as she’d approached the bookstore shelf where it lay.

Since she had been happily married for the last two years, she knew the book wasn’t meant for her. It was only using her to get where it needed to go.

To Grace.

Her smile grew wider. Imagine having such an incredibly handsome Greek love-slave at your beck and command for an entire month…

Yep, this was definitely a birthday Grace would remember for the rest of her life.








CHAPTER 2




Hours later, Grace sighed as she opened the door to her two-story bungalow and stepped into her polished foyer. She tossed her handful of mail onto the antique drop-leaf table by her staircase before she shut and locked the door behind her, then dropped the keys next to the mail.

As she pulled off her black high heels, silence rang in her ears and a lump settled deep in her chest. Every night she followed the same innocuous routine. Come home to an empty house, drop her mail on the table, trudge upstairs to change, eat a small meal, sort the mail, read a book, call Selena, check with her answering service, then go to bed.

Selena was right, Grace’s life was a short, boring study in monotony.

And at twenty-nine, Grace was tired of it.

Heck, even Jamie the nose-picker was starting to look good.

Well, maybe not Jamie, and most especially not Jamie’s nose, but surely there was someone out there somewhere who wasn’t a cretin.

Wasn’t there?

As Grace headed up the stairs, she decided living by herself wasn’t so terribly awful. At least she had plenty of time to devote to her hobbies.


Or to develop some hobbies, she thought as she walked down the hallway toward her bedroom. One day, she really was going to get herself a hobby.

She crossed her bedroom and dropped her shoes by the bed, then quickly changed.

She’d just finished pulling her hair into a ponytail when the doorbell rang.

Heading back downstairs, she went to let Selena in.

As soon as the door opened, Selena huffed, “You’re not wearing that tonight, are you?”

Grace looked down at the holes in her jeans and her oversized T-shirt. “Since when did you start caring about what I look like?”

Then she saw it in the huge wicker bag Selena used to carry her groceries. “Ugh, not that book again.”

Looking a bit peeved, Selena said, “You know what your problem is, Gracie?”

Grace looked up at the ceiling, seeking heavenly help. Unfortunately, none was forthcoming. “What? That I don’t go moon-crazy and toss my freckled, fat self at every guy I meet?”

“That you don’t know just how adorable you really are.”

While Grace stood dumbfounded by such an uncharacteristic remark, Selena took the book into her living room, and set it on the coffee table. Next, Selena removed the wine from her bag, and headed for the kitchen.

Grace didn’t bother to follow after her. She’d called for pizza before she left work, and she knew Selena was just getting wine glasses.

As if pulled by an unseen hand, Grace felt herself drawn toward the coffee table and the book.

Unbidden, her hand reached out for it, and as she touched the soft leather, she could almost swear she felt something brush her cheek.


That was ridiculous.

You don’t believe in this stuff.

Grace ran her hand over the smooth, perfect leather, noting that no lettering or title appeared anywhere on it. She opened the cover.

This was the strangest book she’d ever seen. The pages looked as if they’d once been some kind of scroll or something that had later been bound into book form.

The bleached parchment crinkled under her fingers as she turned to the first page and saw an intricate emblem of painted scrollwork that had three intersecting triangles and a beguiling image of three women united by swords.

Frowning, Grace vaguely recalled it as some sort of ancient Greek symbol.

Even more intrigued than before, she flipped through the book only to find it was completely empty except for the three pages…

How weird.

It must have been some sort of sketchbook for an artist or a sculptor, she decided. That would be the only explanation for why the pages were left blank. Something must have happened before the artist had a chance to add anything more to the book.

But that didn’t really explain why the pages looked a whole lot older than the binding…

Flipping back to the drawing of the man, she studied the writing across the page from him but couldn’t make any of it out. Unlike Selena, she’d avoided language classes in college like they were poison, and if not for Selena, she would never have passed that part of her core curriculum at all.

“It’s definitely Greek to me,” she said under her breath, then she returned her attention to the man.

He was amazing. So very perfect and inviting.

So incredibly sexy.


Completely captivated by him, she wondered how long it would take to make a drawing so perfect. Someone must have spent years on it, because the guy literally looked as if he could step right off the page and into her house.

 

Selena paused in the doorway as she watched Grace staring at Julian. In all the years she’d known Grace, she’d never seen her so enthralled.

Good.

Maybe Julian could help her.

Four years was really too long.

But then Paul had been an inconsiderate, self-centered pig. His callousness for Grace’s feelings had even made her cry the night he’d taken her virginity.

And no woman deserved to cry. Especially not while she was with someone who had told her he cared about her.

Julian would definitely be good for Grace. A month with him and Grace would forget all about Paul. And once Grace tasted what real, mutual sex was like, then she would be free of Paul’s cruelty forever.

But first Selena had to get her stubborn chum to be a little more compliant.

“Did you order the pizza?” Selena asked, handing her a full glass of wine.

Grace absently took it. For some reason, she couldn’t quite take her eyes off the picture.

“Gracie?”

Blinking, she forced herself to look up. “Hmm?”

“Caught you looking,” Selena teased.

Grace cleared her throat. “Oh, please, it’s just a little black-and-white drawing.”

“Hon, there ain’t nothing little in that drawing.”

“You’re bad, Selena.”

“True enough. More wine?”

As if on cue, the doorbell rang. “I’ll get it,” Selena said, setting the wine down on the end table, then heading to the foyer.

A few minutes later Selena returned to the room. Grace let the wonderful aroma of a large pepperoni pizza drag her thoughts away from the book. And the man who seemed to have branded his image on her subconscious.

But it wasn’t easy.

In fact, it seemed to get harder by the minute.

What the heck was wrong with her? She was the Ice Queen. Not even Brad Pitt or Brendan Fraser made her lustful. And they were in full, living color.

What was it about that drawing?

About him?

Grace took a careful bite of the pizza and defiantly moved to an armchair across the room. There. She’d show that book and Selena that she was in control.

 

Four pieces of pizza, two Hostess cupcakes, four glasses of wine, and a full movie later, she and Selena were lying on the floor draped over stacked sofa cushions while they laughed at Sixteen Candles.

“ ‘You say it’s your birthday,’ ” Selena started singing as she pounded the floor like a bongo drum. “ ‘It’s my birthday, too.’ ”

Grace swiped her head with a cushion, then giggled as her head buzzed from the wine.

“Gracie?” Selena asked, her voice full of mirth. “Are you tipsy?”

She giggled again. “Maybe just comfortably toasty. Pop-Tart toasty.”

Selena laughed at Grace, and pulled the band from Grace’s hair. “Then are you willing to try a little experiment?”

“No!” Grace said emphatically, brushing her loose hair behind her ears. “I don’t want to Ouija, or do the pendulum thing, and I swear if I see one tarot card or rune stone I’ll yack cupcake all over you.”

Biting her lower lip, Selena pulled the book off the table and flipped it open.

Five minutes to midnight.

She held the picture up for Grace’s inspection and pointed to the incredible form. “What about him?”

Grace looked at it and smiled. “He is yummy, isn’t he?”

Well, that was definitely progress. Selena couldn’t remember the last time Grace had complimented a guy’s looks. She waved the book teasingly before Grace’s face.

“C’mon, Gracie. Admit it. You want this handsome guy.”

“If I said I wouldn’t toss him out of my bed for eating crackers, would you leave me alone?”

“Maybe. What else wouldn’t you toss him out of bed for?”

She rolled her eyes and laid her head down on the pillow. “Eating greasy grimy gopher guts?”

“Now I think I’m going to yack.”

“Watch the movie.”

“Only if you’ll try this one itty-bitty chant.”

Grace raised her head and sighed. She knew better than to argue with Selena—she had that look. And nothing short of a meteorite crashing through the house would make her stop until she got her way.

Besides, what was the harm? She’d learned years ago that nothing ever came of Selena’s silly chants and spells. “All right. If it’ll ease your pain, I’ll do it.”

“Yay!” Selena said, grabbing her arm and pulling her to her feet. “We need to go out to the deck.”

“Fine, but I’m not ripping the head off a voodoo chicken or drinking anything disgusting.”

Feeling like a kid at a sleepover who had lost a truth-or-dare contest, Grace allowed Selena to pull her outside  her sliding glass door. The damp air filled her lungs as crickets chirped, and a thousand stars twinkled above them. Grace supposed it was a beautiful night to summon a love-slave.

She snickered at the thought.

“What do you want me to do?” she asked Selena. “Wish on some planet?”

Shaking her head, Selena moved her to stand in the circle of moonlight where it fell over the eaves of her roof. Selena handed her the opened book. “Hold this to your breast.”

“Oh, baby,” Grace said in mock desire as she cuddled the book to her chest like a lover. “You make me so hot and horny. I just can’t wait to sink my teeth into that wonderful body of yours.”

Selena laughed. “Stop it. This is serious!”

“Serious? Please. I’m standing out here on my twenty-ninth birthday, barefoot and in jeans my mother would burn, holding a stupid book to my chest in an effort to summon a Greek love-slave from the great beyond.” She looked at Selena. “I only know one way to make this even more ridiculous…”

Grace held the book in one hand, opened her arms wide, tipped her head back, and implored the dark sky above, “Oh, take me, great gorgeous love-slave and have your wicked way with me. I command you to rise,” she said, wagging her eyebrows.

Selena snorted. “That’s not how you do it. You have to say his name three times.”

Grace straightened up. “Love-slave, love-slave, love-slave.”

Her hands on her hips, Selena glared at her. “Julian of Macedon.”

“Oh, sorry.” Grace hugged the book to her breast and closed her eyes. “Come and ease my aching loins, O great Julian of Macedon, Julian of Macedon, Julian of Macedon.”

She looked back at Selena. “You know, that’s hard to say three times fast.”

But Selena wasn’t paying a bit of attention to her. She was busy looking around for the appearance of a handsome Greek stranger.

Grace rolled her eyes again as a subtle wind swept across the yard and a faint scent of sandalwood wafted around them. Grace took a second to savor the pleasant smell before it evaporated and the breeze settled down to the hot, thick air that was so common on an August night.

All of a sudden, there was a faint sound in her backyard. A small rustle of leaves coming from the shrubs.

Cocking her brow, Grace looked to the bushes that were swaying.

Then, the imp in her took over. “Oh, my God,” Grace breathed, pointing toward a bush in the backyard. “Selena, look over there!”

Selena turned around in a hurry at her excited gesture. A tall shrub swayed as if someone were behind it.

“Julian?” Selena called.

Selena took a step closer.

The tree bent over. Suddenly, a hiss and a meow sounded an instant before two cats darted off across the backyard.

“Look, Lanie, it’s Mr. Tomcat come to save me from my celibacy.” Cradling the book in one arm, Grace lifted the back of her hand to her brow in a feigned swoon. “Oh, help me, Moon Mistress. Whatever am I to do with the attentions of such an unwanted suitor! Help me quick, before he kills me with my allergies.”

“Give me that book,” Selena snapped, snatching it from her chest. She headed back into the house while she flipped through its pages. “Dammit, what did I do wrong?”

Grace slid open her door to let Selena back into the cool house. “You didn’t do anything wrong, hon. It’s a farce. How many times do I have to tell you that some little old man sits in a back room somewhere making all this stuff up? I’ll bet he’s laughing his head off right now that we were dumb enough—”

“Maybe there was something else we needed to do. I’ll bet there’s something in the first few paragraphs that I can’t read. That must be it.”

Grace locked the sliding glass door and begged for patience. And Selena calls me stubborn.

The phone rang. Answering it, Grace heard Bill’s voice asking for Selena.

“It’s for you,” she said, handing the phone over to her friend.

Selena took it. “Yeah?” She paused for several minutes and Grace could hear his excited chatter. By the sudden pallor of Selena’s features, she could tell something had happened.

“Okay, okay. I’ll be right home. Are you sure you’re all right? Okay, I love you. I’m on my way—don’t try and do anything until I get there.”

A horrible stab of fear knotted Grace’s stomach tight. Over and over, she saw the policeman at her dorm room door, heard his dispassionate voice: I’m sorry to inform you…

“What is it?” Grace asked.

“Bill fell while they were playing basketball and broke his arm.”

She released her breath in relief. Thank God, it wasn’t a car wreck. “Is he all right?”

“He said so. His friends took him to a doc-in-the-box and had it X-rayed before they dropped him off. He told me not to worry, but I think I better get on home.”

“You want me to drive you?”

Selena shook her head. “No, unlike me you’ve had one too many glasses of wine. Besides, I’m sure it’s nothing serious. You know what a worrywart I am. You stay here and enjoy the rest of your movie. I’ll call you tomorrow morning.”

“Okay. Let me know how he’s doing.”

Selena gathered up her bag and dug out her keys. As she started out the door, she paused and handed the book back to Grace. “What the hell. Keep it. It should give you a good laugh for the next few days while you remember what an idiot I am.”

“You’re not an idiot. Just eccentric.”

“That’s what they said about Mary Todd Lincoln. Until they locked her up.”

Laughing, Grace took the book and watched Selena walk out to her car. “You be careful,” she shouted out the door. “And thanks for the gift, and for coming over.”

Selena waved before getting into her bright red Jeep Cherokee and driving off.

With a tired sigh, Grace shut and locked the door, then tossed the book on the sofa. “Now don’t go anywhere, love-slave.”

Grace laughed at their silliness. Would Selena ever outgrow such nonsense?

She turned off the TV and took their dirty dishes to the kitchen sink. As she rinsed out the glasses, she saw a bright flash of light.

For a second, she thought it was lightning.

Until she realized it came from inside the house.

“What the…?”

She put the wine glasses aside and walked toward the living room. At first she didn’t see anything. But as she came flush with the doorway, she felt a strange presence. One that made the hair on the back of her arms and neck rise.


Cautiously, she entered the room and saw a tall figure standing in front of the couch.

It was a man.

A handsome man.

A naked man!








CHAPTER 3




Grace did what most any woman would do while confronting a naked man in her living room. She screamed.

Then she ran for the front door.

Only she forgot about the cushions that were still on the floor where they’d piled them. Tripping over two, she went sprawling.

No! she silently cried as she landed in a painful heap. She had to do something to protect herself.

Terrified and shaking, she scrambled through the cushions, looking for a weapon. Feeling something, she pulled her hand up, only to find a pink bunny slipper.

Dammit! Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the wine bottle. Grace rolled toward it and grabbed it in her hand, then whirled to face her intruder.

Faster than she could react, he wrapped his warm hand around her wrist, tenderly immobilizing it. “Are you hurt?” he asked.

Good gracious, but his deep masculine voice was rich, with a thick, lilting accent that could only be described as musical. Erotic. And downright yummy.

Her senses dulled, Grace looked up and…

Well…

Quite honestly, there was only one thing she saw, and it made her face hotter than Cajun gumbo. After all, how could she miss it since it was just an arm’s reach away. And it was such a large it, too.

In the next instant, he knelt by her side and gently brushed her hair out of her eyes. He ran his hands over her scalp as if feeling for an injury.

Her gaze feasted on his chest. Unable to move or look past all that incredible skin, Grace fought the urge to moan at the intensely wicked sensation of his fingers in her hair. Her entire body burned from it.

“Did you hit your head?” he asked.

Again that strange, glorious accent that reverberated through her like a warm, soothing caress.

She stared at the wealth of golden, tawny skin that seemed to beckon her hand to reach out and touch it.

He practically glowed!

Compelled, she wanted to see his face, to see for herself if the whole of him was as incredible as his body.

As she looked up, past the sculpted muscles of his shoulders, her mouth dropped. The wine bottle slid from her numbed fingers.

It was him!

No! It couldn’t be.

This couldn’t be happening to her, and he couldn’t be naked in her living room with his hands in her hair. Things like this just didn’t happen in real life. Most especially not to average people like her.

And yet…

“Julian?” she asked breathlessly.

He had the sleek, powerful build of a finely toned gymnast. His muscles were hard, lean, and gorgeous, and well defined in places she didn’t even know a man could get muscles. On top of his shoulders, his biceps and forearms. His chest and back. His neck to his legs.

You name it, it bulged with raw, masculine strength.


Even it had started to bulge.

His golden hair fell in haphazard waves around a clean-shaven face that looked as if it really had been carved from stone. Unbelievably handsome and captivating, his face was neither pretty nor feminine. But it was definitely breathtaking.

Full, sensuous lips curved into a halfhearted smile, displaying a set of dimples that cut deep moons into his tanned cheeks.

And those eyes.

Gracious!

They were the clear celestial blue of a perfect cloudless sky with a tiny band of dark blue highlighting the outer edges of his irises. His eyes were searing in their intensity and shining with intellect. She had a feeling his looks, really could kill.

Or at the very least, devastate.

And she was certainly devastated at the moment. Captivated by a man too perfect to be real.

Hesitantly, she reached out and placed a hand on his arm. She was amazed when his arm didn’t evaporate, proving all this was just a drunken hallucination.

No, that arm was real. Real and hard and warm. The skin beneath her palm flexed into a powerful muscle that made her heart pound.

Stunned, Grace could do nothing but stare.

Julian arched a puzzled brow. Never before had a woman run away from him. Nor discarded him after she’d spoken the summons’s chant.

All the others had waited in expectation for his incarnation, then fallen instantly into his arms, demanding he pleasure them.

But not this one…

She was different.

His lips itched to smile as he swept his gaze over her. Her thick, sable hair fell to the middle of her back, and her light gray eyes looked like the sea just before a storm. Gray eyes flecked with tiny bits of silver and green that shone with intelligence and warmth.

Her smooth, pale skin was covered with little light brown freckles. She was every bit as adorable as her smooth, accented voice.

Not that it would have mattered.

Regardless of her looks, he existed only to serve her sexually. To lose himself in the savoring of her body with his, and he fully intended to do just that.

“Here,” he said, taking her by her shoulders. “Let me help you up.”

“You are naked,” she whispered, looking him up and down in astonishment as they came to their feet. “You are so naked.”

He tucked the ends of her sable hair back behind her ears. “I know.”

“You are naked!”

“We’ve established that.”

“You’re happy and naked.”

Confused, Julian frowned. “What?”

She looked down at his arousal. “You are happy,” she said with a pointed glance. “And you’re naked.”

So, that was what they were calling it in this century. He would have to remember that.

“And this makes you uncomfortable?” he asked, amazed by the fact that a woman would mind his nudity when no one ever had before.

“Bingo!”

“Well, I know a cure,” Julian said, his voice dropping an octave as he stared at her shirt, and the hardened nipples that jutted out from the thin white material. Nipples he couldn’t wait to see.

To taste.


He moved to touch her.

Grace stepped back, her heart hammering. This wasn’t real. It couldn’t be real. She was just drunk and delusional. Or she must have whacked her head on the coffee table and she was unconscious and bleeding to death.

Yes, that was it! That made sense.

At least it made a lot more sense than the deep humming throb that burned through her body. A throb that begged her to jump this guy’s bones.

And they were such nice bones, too.

When you have a fantasy, girl, you definitely go all the way. You must’ve been working too hard lately. You’re starting to take home your patients’ dreams.

He reached out for her and cupped her cheeks in his strong hands. Grace couldn’t move. All she could do was let him tilt her head up until she looked into those penetrating eyes she was sure could read her soul. They hypnotized her like those of a deadly predator lulling its prey.

She quivered in his embrace.

Then, hot, demanding lips covered her own. Grace moaned in response. She’d heard all her life about kisses that made women weak in their knees, but this was the first time she’d ever experienced one.

Oh, but he felt good, smelled good, and he tasted even better.

Of their own accord, her arms wrapped around his shoulders, broad and rock-hard. The heat of his chest seeped into hers, beckoning her with erotic, sensual promise of what was to come. And all the while, he ravished her mouth masterfully like a Viking marauder bent on total devastation.

Every inch of his magnificent body was pressed intimately against her own, rubbing hers in a manner meant to heighten her feminine awareness of him. And oh, baby, she was aware of him in a way she’d never been aware of any other man. She slid her hand down the sculpted muscles of his bare back and sighed as they bunched beneath her hand.

Grace decided right then and there that if this was a dream, she definitely didn’t want the alarm to go off.

Or the phone to ring.

Or…

His hands roamed her back before cupping her buttocks and pressing her hips closer to his as his tongue danced with hers. The smell of sandalwood filled her senses.

Her body molten, Grace explored the taut, corded muscles of his naked back with her palms as his long hair swept against the back of her hands in an erotic caress.

Julian’s head swam at her warm touch, at the pleasant feel of her arms wrapped tightly around him as he ran his hands over the bounty of her soft freckled skin.

How he loved the sounds she made as she responded so provocatively to him. Mmm, he couldn’t wait to hear her scream out in release. To see her head thrown back while her body spasmed around his.

It had been so very long since he’d last felt a woman’s touch. So long since he’d last had any human contact at all.

His body was white-hot with desire, and if this were anything but their first time, he’d devour her like a morsel of sweet chocolate. Lay her down and ravish her like a starving man at a banquet.

But that would have to wait until she was used to him.

He’d learned centuries ago that women always swooned from their first union. And he definitely didn’t want this one to faint.

Not yet anyway.

Still, he couldn’t wait another minute to have her.

Scooping her up in his arms, he headed for the stairs.

At first, Grace couldn’t think past the incredible feel of strong arms surrounding her with heat—of a man actually picking her up and not groaning from the effort. But as they passed the large wooden pineapple at the base of her balustrade, she woke up with a start.

“Whoa, buster!” she snapped, grabbing on to the carved mahogany pineapple like a life preserver. “Just where do you think you’re taking me?”

He paused and looked down at her curiously. In that instant, she realized that as tall and powerful as he was, he could do anything in the world he wanted with her and she would be powerless to stop him.

A tremor of fear thrummed through her body.

Yet for all the danger, some part of her wasn’t afraid. Something in her gut told her he wouldn’t intentionally hurt her.

“I’m taking you to your bedroom where we can finish what we’ve started,” he said simply, as if he were discussing the weather.

“I don’t think so.”

He shrugged those wonderfully broad shoulders. “You would prefer the stairs, then? Or the couch perhaps?” He paused and looked about her house as if considering his choices. “Not a bad thought, actually. It’s been a long time since I took a woman on—”

“No, no, no! The only place you’re going to take me is in your dreams. Now set me down before I really get mad.”

To her shock, he complied.

Feeling a little better once her feet were safely on the ground, she ascended two steps.

Now they were eye to eye, and on a little more equal footing—that was, if a person could ever be on equal footing with a man who possessed such innate power and authority.

Suddenly the full impact of his presence slammed into her.


He was real!

Dear heaven, she and Selena had actually conjured him to life!

His eyes bored into hers, his face stoic and completely unamused. “I don’t understand why I’m here. If you don’t want me inside you, why did you call for me?”

She almost moaned at his words. Worse, the image of his golden, lean, and powerful body thrusting against hers flashed through her mind.

What would it feel like to have a man so incredibly scrumptious make love to her all night?

And he would be scrumptious in bed. There was no doubt. With the prowess and moves he’d shown her so far, there was no telling just how much better…

Grace tensed at the thought. What was it about this man?

Never in her life had she felt sexual hunger like this. Never! She could literally lay him down on the floor and devour him.

It didn’t make sense.

Over the years, she’d grown more than accustomed to sex being described in the most graphic of terms—some of her patients even purposely tried to shock or arouse her.

Never once had they elicited such a heated response from her.

But when it came to him, all she could think of was taking him into her arms and riding him into the ground.

That completely uncharacteristic thought sobered her.

Grace opened her mouth to respond to his question, then stopped. What was she going to do with this guy?

Other than that.

She shook her head in disbelief. “What am I supposed to do with you?”

His eyes darkened with lust as he again reached for her.

Oh, yes, her body begged, please touch me all over.


“Stop that!” she snapped at both herself and him, refusing to let go of her control. Rational thought would reign here, not her hormones. She’d already made that mistake and she wasn’t about to repeat it.

She jumped up another step and she stared at him. Holy guacamole, he was gorgeous. His wavy, tawny hair fell midway down his back where it was secured with a dark brown leather cord. All except for three thin braids that had beads attached to their ends—braids that swung in time with his movements.

Dark brown eyebrows slashed over eyes that were both beguiling and terrifying. Eyes that watched her with way too much heat.

And in that moment, she definitely wanted to kill Selena.

But not nearly as much as she wanted to crawl into bed with this man and sink her teeth into that golden tan.

Stop that!

“I don’t understand what’s going on,” she said at last. She had to think through this—figure out what to do. “I need to sit down for a minute and you…” She trailed her eyes over his perfect body. “You need to cover up.”

The corners of Julian’s mouth twitched. In the whole of his life, she was the first person to ever say that to him.

Indeed, all the women he’d known before the curse had done nothing except try and get him out of his clothes. As quickly as possible. And since the curse, his summoners had spent days staring at his nudity, running their hands over his body, savoring the sight of him.

“Stay here for a minute,” she said, before darting up the stairs.

He watched her hips sway with her steps, his body instantly growing hot and hard. Clenching his teeth in an effort to ignore the burning in his loins, he forced himself to look around. Distraction was definitely the key—at least until she gave in to him.

Which wouldn’t be long. No woman could ever withhold herself from him for any length of time.

Smiling bitterly at the thought, he glanced about the house.

Just where and when was he?

He didn’t know how long he’d been trapped. All he could remember were the sounds of voices over time, the subtle shifting and changing of accents and language dialects as the years passed.

Looking up at the light above his head, he frowned. No fire burned. What was that thing? His eyes watered in protest and he looked away.

That must be the lightbulb, he decided.

Hey, I need to change the lightbulb. Do me a favor and flip the switch by the door. ’Kay?

Remembering the shopkeeper’s words, he looked to the door and saw what he assumed was the switch. Julian left the stairs and pulled down on the tiny lever. Immediately the lights went out. He switched them back on.

In spite of himself, he smiled again. What other marvels did this time hold?

“Here.”

Julian looked at Grace who stood on the bottom step. She tossed him a long rectangle of dark green fabric. He caught it against his chest as a wave of disbelief consumed him.

The woman had been serious about covering him up?

How very odd. His frown deepening, he wrapped the fabric around his hips.

Grace waited until he moved away from the door before she looked at him again. Thank goodness, he was finally covered. No wonder the Victorians insisted on fig leaves. Too bad she didn’t have a few in her yard. The only thing out there was holly bushes and she doubted he’d appreciate that.

Grace headed to the living room and sat down on the couch. “So help me, Lanie,” she breathed. “I’m going to get you for this.”

And then he was there, sitting beside her, firing every hormone in her body with his presence.

Moving to the opposite end of the couch, Grace eyed him warily. “So, how long are you here for?”

Oh, great question, Grace. Why not ask him for the weather or his sign while you’re at it? Jeez!

“Until the next full moon.” His glacial eyes melted a degree. And as he ran it over her body, his gaze turned from ice to fire in the space of about two heartbeats.

He leaned toward her, reaching to touch her face.

Grace jumped to her feet and went to stand on the other side of the coffee table. “Are you telling me that I’m stuck with you for the next month?”

“Yes.”

Stunned, Grace rubbed her hand over her eyes. She couldn’t entertain him for a month. A whole, solid month! She had responsibilities, obligations.

She had a new hobby to learn.

“Look,” she said. “Believe it or not, I have a life. One that doesn’t include you in it.”

She could tell by his face that he didn’t care for her words. Not at all. “If you think I’m thrilled by being here with you, you’re sadly mistaken. I assure you I’m not here by choice.”

His words stung her.

“Well, not all of you feels that way.” She gave a pointed glare to the part of him that was still ramrod-stiff.

Looking down at his lap and the lump bulging under the towel, he sighed. “Unfortunately, I don’t have any more control over that than I do being here.”

“Well, there’s the door,” she said, pointing toward it. “Don’t let it hit you on the rump on your way out.”

“Believe me, if I could leave, I would.”

Grace hesitated at his words, and their significance. “Are you telling me that I can’t wish you away? Or make you go back into the book?”

“I believe your word was bingo.”

She fell silent.

Rising slowly to his feet, Julian stared at her. In all the centuries he’d been damned, this was the first time this had come up. All his other summoners had known what he was, and they had been more than willing to spend the month in his arms, happily using his body for their pleasure.

He’d never in his life, either this one or his mortal one, found a woman who didn’t want him physically.

It was…

Odd.

Humbling.

Almost embarrassing.

Could it be that the curse was weakening? That maybe at last he might be free?

But even as the thought crossed his mind, he knew better. When the Greek gods handed down a punishment, they did it with style and with a vengeance that not even two millennia could mellow.

There had been a time once, long ago, when he had fought against his damnation. A time when he had believed he could be free. But over two thousand years of confinement and unrelenting torture had taught him one thing—resignation.

He had earned his hell, and like the soldier he’d once been, he accepted his punishment.


Swallowing the gall that stuck in his throat, Julian spread his arms out, and offered his body to her. “You can do with me as you wish. Just tell me how to please you.”

“Then, I wish for you to leave.”

He dropped his arms to his side. “Except for that.”

Frustrated, Grace started to pace. Her hormones finally whipped back under control and her head clearer, she yearned for a solution. But no matter how hard she tried, there didn’t seem to be one.

A terrible ache began throbbing in her temples.

Whatever was she going to do for a month, a solid month, with him?

Again an image of him poised above her, his hair falling around them in a soft canopy while he plunged himself deep inside her body, tortured her.

“I need something…” Julian’s voice trailed off.

She turned back to face him, her body still begging for his.

It would be so easy to give in to him. But that would be wrong. She refused to use him that way. Like…

No, she wouldn’t think about that. She refused to think about that.

“What?” she asked.

“Food,” Julian repeated. “If you’re not going to use me right away, would you mind if I ate?” The sheepish, half-angry look on his face told her he didn’t like asking for anything.

Then it dawned on her that as odd and difficult as this was for her, what on earth must it feel like for him? To be snatched from wherever it was he lived and thrown into her life like a slingshot? It must be terrible.

“Sure,” she said, motioning for him to follow her. “The kitchen’s in here.” She led him down the short hallway to the rear of the house.


She opened the fridge and let him look into it. “What would you like?”

Instead of sticking his head in, he stayed about three feet back. “Do you have any pizza left?”

“Pizza?” she repeated in shock. How did he know about pizza?

He shrugged. “You seemed to really enjoy eating it.”

Her face flamed as she recalled her earlier play. Selena had made another comment about food substituting for sex, and she had faked an orgasm while savoring her last slice. “You heard us?”

His face stoic, he spoke quietly. “The love-slave hears everything said near the book.”

If her cheeks turned any hotter, they would explode. “I don’t have any pizza,” she said quickly, wanting to bury her head in the freezer to cool it off. “I do have some leftover chicken and pasta.”

“And wine?”

She nodded.

“That’s acceptable.”

His commanding tone really set her ire off. It was one of those “I’m the man, baby, get me some food” Tarzan tones that just set her blood to boil.

“Look, buster, I’m not your cooking wench. Mess with me and I’ll feed you Alpo.”

He arched a brow. “Alpo?”

“Never mind.” Still irritated, she pulled out her chicken primavera and prepared to nuke it.

He sat at her table with this oozing aura of male arrogance that just grated on her tolerance. Wishing she really had a can of Alpo, Grace forced herself to dump a heaping serving of pasta into a bowl.

“Just how long have you been in that book, anyway? Since the Dark Ages?” At least that’s what he acted like.


He sat as still as a statue. No emotions, no nothing. If she didn’t know better, she’d swear he was an android.

“The last time I was summoned, it was eighteen ninety-five.”

“Get out!” Grace gaped at him as she placed the bowl in the microwave. “Eighteen ninety-five? Are you serious?”

He nodded.

“What year was it when you first got trapped?”

Rage flashed across his face with such high intensity that it startled her. “One forty-nine B.C. by your calendar.”

Her eyes widened. “One forty-nine B.C., as in one hundred forty-nine years before Christ? Holy guac. When I called Julian of Macedon, you really are of Macedon. Of the Macedon.”

He gave a curt nod.

Her thoughts whirled as she closed the door to the microwave and turned it on. This was impossible. It had to be impossible!

“How did you get trapped in the book? I mean, the ancient Greeks didn’t have books, did they?”

“I was originally entombed in a scroll that was later bound to protect it,” he said darkly, his face still impassive. “As for how I ended up cursed, I invaded Alexandria.”

Grace frowned. Now that didn’t make a bit of sense, not that very much of any of this made sense to her. “Why would invading a city get—”

“Alexandria wasn’t a city, she was a Priapine virgin.”

She tensed at his words, and the implication of how invading a woman might get a man trapped for eternity. “You raped a virgin?”

“I didn’t rape her,” he said, meeting her gaze with a hard stare. “It was by mutual consent, I assure you.”

Okay, there was a nerve there. Grace could see it clearly in his icy demeanor. The man didn’t like talking  about his past. She would have to be a little more subtle in her questioning.

Julian heard the strange bell toll before Grace pressed a bar and opened the black box where she’d placed his food.

She set the steaming bowl of food before him with a silver fork, knife, paper napkin, and glass goblet of wine. The warm aroma filled his head, making his stomach ache with need.

He supposed he should be shocked by the way and speed with which she’d cooked, but after hearing about things called a train, camera, automobile, phonograph, rockets, and computers, he doubted if anything could take him by surprise now.

In truth, there was nothing left for him to feel since, out of necessity, he’d banished his emotions long ago.

His existence was nothing more than snatches of days strung along centuries. His only purpose to serve his summoner’s sexual needs.

And if he’d learned anything over the last two millennia, it was to enjoy what few pleasures he could during each incarnation.

With that thought, he took a small bite of food and savored the delectable feel of the warm, creamy noodles on his tongue. It was pure bliss.

He let the smell of the chicken and spices fully invade his head. It had been an eternity since he’d last eaten anything. An eternity of unrelenting hunger.

Closing his eyes, he swallowed.

More used to starvation than nourishment, his stomach cramped viciously in reaction to the first bite of food. Julian clenched the knife and fork in his hands as he fought against the brutal pain.

But he didn’t stop eating. Not while he had food.

He’d waited so long to finally quench his hunger that he wasn’t about to stop now.


After a few more bites, the cramps eased, allowing him to actually enjoy the meal again.

And as the cramps lessened, it took all of his willpower to eat like a human and not shovel the food into his mouth by the handfuls in a desperate need to quench the gnawing hunger in his belly.

At times like this, it was hard to remember he was still a man and not some feral, rampaging beast that had been freed from its cage.

He’d lost most of his humanity centuries ago. What little was left, he intended to keep.

Grace leaned against the counter as she watched him eat, slowly, almost mechanically. She couldn’t tell if he liked the food, but he kept eating it.

Yet what amazed her were the perfect European table manners he had. She’d never been able to successfully eat that way, and she wondered when he’d learned to use his knife to balance the pasta on the back of his fork and eat it.

“Did they have forks in ancient Macedonia?” she asked.

He paused. “Excuse me?”

“I was just wondering when the fork was invented. Did they have them in…”

You’re rambling! her mind shouted at her.

Well, who wouldn’t? Just look at the guy. How many times do you think someone has acted like an idiot and had a Greek statue come to life? Especially one who looks like that!

Not often.

“The fork was invented sometime in the fifteenth century, I believe.”

“Really?” she asked. “Were you there?”

His features blank, he looked up and asked, “What, for the invention of the fork, or the fifteenth century?”

“The fifteenth century, of course.” And then thinking better of it, she added, “You weren’t there when the fork was invented. Were you?”

“No.” He cleared his throat and wiped his mouth with the napkin. “I was summoned four times during that century. Twice in Italy and once in England and France.”

“Really,” she said, trying to imagine what it must have been like back then. “I bet you’ve seen all kinds of things over the centuries.”

“Not really.”

“Oh, come on. In two thousand years—”

“I’ve mostly seen bedrooms, beds, and closets.”

His flat tone gave her pause as he returned to eating. An image of Paul pierced her heart. She’d only known one selfish, uncaring jerk. It sounded as if Julian had known many more.

“So tell me, do you just lie in the book until someone calls you?”

He nodded.

“What do you do in the book to pass the time?”

He shrugged, and she homed in on the fact that he didn’t possess a wide range of expressions.

Or words.

She moved forward and took a seat across the table from him. “You know, according to you we have a month together, why not make it pleasurable and talk?”

Julian glanced up in surprise. He couldn’t remember the last time anyone had actually conversed with him, except to issue encouragements or suggestions to help heighten the pleasure he was giving them.

Or to call him back to bed.

He’d learned very early in life that women only wanted one thing when it came to him—some part of his body buried deep between their legs.

With that thought in mind, he drifted his gaze slowly, leisurely, over her body, stopping at her breasts, which grew tight at his prolonged stare.

Indignantly, she crossed her arms over her chest and waited until he met her gaze.

Julian almost laughed. Almost.

“You know,” he said, using her words. “There are far more entertaining things to do with a tongue than talk—like run it over your bare breasts and through the hollow of your throat.” His gaze dropped down to the table to the approximate area of her lap. “Not to mention other places it can go.”

For an instant, Grace was dumbstruck. Then amused.

Then very horny.

As a therapist, she’d heard much more shocking things than that, she reminded herself.

Yeah, but not from a tongue that she wanted to do things with other than talk.

“You’re right, there are other things to do with one, like cut it out,” she said, taking some satisfaction in the surprise that flickered in his eyes. “But I’m a woman who likes talk and you are here to please me, are you not?”

There was only the subtlest of tenseness to his body as if he resisted his role. “I am.”

“Then, tell me what you do while you’re in the book.”

His gaze bored into hers with a heated intensity that she found unnerving, intriguing, and a bit frightening.

“It’s like being trapped inside a sarcophagus,” he said quietly. “I hear voices, but I can’t see light or anything else. I just stand there, unable to move. Waiting. Listening.”

Grace cringed at the very idea. She remembered once, long ago, when she had accidentally locked herself in her father’s toolshed. There had been no light, no way out. Terrified, she had felt her lungs seizing up, felt her head go light in panic. She had screamed and pounded on the door until she had bruised her entire hand.


Finally, her mother had heard her and let her out.

To this day, Grace was slightly claustrophobic from the experience. She couldn’t imagine what it must be like to spend centuries in such a place.

“How horrible,” she breathed.

“You get used to it. In time.”

“Do you?” She didn’t know, but for some reason she doubted it.

When her mother had released her from the toolshed, she found out she’d only been inside for half an hour, but to her it had seemed like an eternity. What would it be like to really spend eternity that way?

“Have you ever tried to escape?”

The look he gave her spoke loudly.

“What happened?” she asked.

“Obviously, I failed.”

She felt horrible for him. Two thousand years spent in a lightless crypt. It was a wonder he was still sane. That he was able to even sit here with her and speak at all.

No wonder he had wanted food. That kind of sensory deprivation was sheer, unrelenting torture.

In that moment, she knew she was going to help him. She didn’t know how, but there had to be some way to break him out. “What if we could find a way to get you free?”

“I assure you, there isn’t one.”

“Fatalistic, aren’t you?”

He cast a droll look at her. “Being trapped for two thousand years does that to a person.”

Grace watched him eat, her thoughts whirling. The optimist in her refused to take his pessimism to heart, just like the therapist in her refused not to help him. She’d sworn an oath to relieve suffering when she could and Grace took her oaths most seriously.

Where there was a will, there was always a way.


And come heck or high water, she would find a way to get him free!

In the meantime, she decided she would do something for him she doubted anyone else ever had before—she was going to see to it that he enjoyed his reprieve in New Orleans. The other women might have kept him confined to their bedrooms or closets, but she wasn’t about to put chains on anyone.

“Well, then, let’s just say that this incarnation is for you, bud.”

He looked up from his food with sudden interest.

“I’m going to be your servant,” Grace continued. “Whatever you want to do, we’ll do. Whatever you want to see, you’ll see.”

One corner of his mouth lifted in wry amusement as he took a drink of wine. “Take off your shirt.”

“Excuse me?” she asked.

He set his glass of wine aside and pinned her with a hot, lustful stare. “You said I can see what I want to see and do what I want to do. Well, I want to see your naked breasts, and then I want to run my tongue—”

“Whoa, big fellow, simmer down,” Grace said, her cheeks scalding, her body white-hot. “I think there should be a few ground rules while you’re here. Number one, there won’t be any of that.”

“And why not?”

Yeah, her body demanded in a half begging, half angry inner voice. Why not?

“Because I’m not some alley cat with her tail up in the air waiting for the nearest Tom to come over, stick it in, and leave.”
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