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      Eros: The God of Love

      Greece 1919

      There was a crisp spring wind as I strolled the streets in the early morning.

      The day was stunningly beautiful in the remote Greek village where The gods and goddesses had ruled for thousands of years. The sun was just beginning to rise, and the scent of fresh blooms filled the air and tickled my nose.

      My favorite day of the whole year had arrived. The Day of Love.

      Why then, was my stomach tied up in knots? Why could I not get over the feeling that something was amiss?

      It was as if there was a storm cloud floating above my head, just waiting to catch me in a downpour.

      I looked up, expecting to find that that truly was the case. Instead, directly above was the most perfect cloud I had ever seen. In the distance, the sun seemed to peek out from behind it, saying good morning to the world.

      Perfection. Literally. I could not have dreamed up a more perfect day, and still I felt sick to my stomach.

      A grave sense of foreboding had attached itself to me, and it didn’t seem to want to be shook, no matter how hard I tried.

      Something was amiss in my perfect little world. I knew it in my gut, and I would not rest until I found it and fixed it.

      I would probably need to call an Assembly of The Gods. It was always a risky thing to do, as gods were a proud and arrogant sort, and some were inclined to do the opposite of get along and work together.

      It had been this way for thousands of years, and it wouldn’t be changing anytime soon.

      Maybe I could put off calling for an assembly until tomorrow. I didn’t want the antics of my colleagues to put a damper on this special day.

      I would just have to force myself to shake the ever-present doom cloud. If I didn’t, this day would surely get worse.

      Flapping my wings, I flew up to a cloud, using my hands to fluff it just right. I took my bow and arrow from its quiver, and leaned back against the pillows of the freshly fluffed cloud.

      Hanging my feet off the edge, I kicked them to clear a line of view down to the world below.

      I set the arrow into the bow, and pulled back, holding it in wait.

      There were matches to be made this day, and I was ready.

      Up here in the clouds, I felt more at ease, more like myself, and the discomfort that had been assaulting my very being seemed to fade.

      Love was in the air.

      Now I just had to wait for the people to wake up.

      I changed position, peering over the clouds into the city below, watching as it came to life.

      Villagers  flung open windows, hanging their wash on lines strung up between their houses.

      Children headed out to the chicken coops to gather eggs for breakfast.

      The baker flung his shop sign over, declaring himself open for business, and an artist sat in front of an easel at the mouth of the river, painting the sun as it rose over the water.

      A baby floated in a basket made of woven sticks and straw down the same river.

      Wait. What?

      A baby?

      In the river?

      The sick to my stomach feeling returned, and I abandoned my post, flying down to the water below.

      I didn’t bother landing. I swooped down just far enough to scoop the baby up, basket and all, and  carried him back to my resting place in the clouds, telling myself I just wanted to investigate further before I took him to Zeus. I just wanted a better look.

      “Well hello there, baby,” I said, unsure of what I was actually looking at here.

      The baby was extremely good looking. I didn’t know much about babies, but I remembered how my own children had looked when they were born, with oddly shaped heads, and puckered purple skin.

      This baby boasted a head that was perfectly round, framed in a circle of dark auburn curls.

      Bright blue eyes peered out from beneath the frame of curls, and gave way to a set of cheeks that were adorably plump and rosy.

      A golden halo crafted from river reefs perched atop his head.

      The baby’s cheeks dimpled as it  smiled up at me.

      The diaper was still fresh, and I peeled it back. A quick peek revealed that this handsome child, was in fact, a boy.

      A boy child. A baby. When was the last time I had been around a baby? My own children were long grown, living their own lives. My son had rejected the family business. His departure had set off a string of discord amongst the Erotes, until there were none left.

      I was the last of my kind, brought out of retirement by the fact that without Erotes shooting love into the world, there would be no more love.

      A world without love was not a world I could abide. So I had come out of retirement to ensure that the world stayed the lovely place that it was meant to, and that it didn’t become darkened by hatred and war and chaos.

      Of course spreading love was not a one-god job.

      The hate and chaos and war had grown more rampant over the years, but there was still a balance. I had made sure of that.

      “Da-Da,” the baby cooed, bringing me out of my reverie.

      “Da-da!” He reached up and grabbed my nose.

      My heart swelled with love at the sweet baby sounds and the memories they evoked.

      If I turned him over to Zeus, there was no telling what would become of him. They could take this sweet baby, and give him to anyone, make him anything.

      And they would. There were gods who were far more important, often given superiority over myself.

      He could become a force against everything I stood for. Another source of evil to spend my days fighting against.

      The baby laughed, kicking his feet, and flailing his arms. The sound was so pure and innocent.

      “Da-da!” He said it again, and my heart squeezed.

      I knew what I was going to do.

      I would take this baby, and raise him as my own, smothering him with love, and building him up in the ways of an Erote.

      He would be my son, and I would name him Cupid.

      I would dedicate my days to training him, not allowing the evil influence of other gods to sully the glow of purity and love that shone from his very being.

      Then, someday, when he was ready, he would take over for me, find the love of his life, and train up a new generation of Erotes to bring love to the future generations.

      Day of Love indeed.
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      Cupid

      Present Day

      “Oooh Daddy! Shoot me with your arrow!”

      The buxom blonde with the low cut tank top and long pigtails looked like something out of a porno flick. And I liked it.

      Not that I had a type. I didn’t. My pheromones seemed to attract all types, and I loved them all.

      But Barbie over here was a wild one. She always called me Daddy, and she liked it dirty, hard, and rough. None of which came as a hardship for me.

      With a salacious grin, I pulled out of her, aimed my cock at her belly-button and prepared to shoot. I had it in my hand, poised above her as I stroked it off, bringing me from the edge to the point of release.

      I was ready to go.

      And then, poof, I wasn’t.

      “Oh my gods! Son!” Put your arrow away!”

      Bright lights blinded me, and the booming voice above me belonged to my father. I was no longer in my bedroom. But, I still had my dick in my hand. Awesome.

      “My god! Can’t a guy get a little privacy without being summoned all the time? You would think after the first ten times you caught me in a compromising position, you’d have learned your lesson.” I grabbed at my pants, thankful that they had still been around my ankles, and had therefore been summoned along with me. That hadn’t always been the case.

      My father regarded me with an expression of bemusement, and raised eyebrows. “By now, you would think you would have learned something,” he countered.

      “Yeah, Yeah.” I fastened my belt, and looked up at him. “All right, I’m here. Against my will, might I add. Now what did you need?”

      My father sighed, and I finally looked around the room. It wasn’t his office I had been summoned to, it was the office of our boss, Zeus. Shit.

      Zeus was standing behind his desk, with his arms crossed over his chest, frowning down at me with disapproval.

      I had some disapproval for him, too.

      I crossed my own arms, matching his stance and expression perfectly.

      “Well, I’m here. What did you need?”

      My father sighed. His face fell. He said nothing. Zeus cleared his throat, and looked at him expectantly.

      “Cupid, I’m sorry to have to do this, but we are stripping you of your wings. Your services are no longer required. Your replacement has been chosen and training has already begun.”

      My adoptive father, Eros, scowled, looking very disappointed, and Zeus came behind me and started tugging on my wings. It hurt.

      “Hey! What the hell, man? Those are attached!” Zeus stepped back when I jerked away from him. I turned my attention back to my father, knowing that this was not his doing. The job of spreading love into the world was far too important to him for him to fire me, and hire some rando off the street. I was his son, not his flesh and blood, per say, but I was an Erote, and a damn good one.

      “What are you talking about? What kind of sorcery is this? You can’t just strip me of my wings and hire a replacement like this is a hot dog stand! You can’t train someone to do what I do. What you trained me to do. The job of being Cupid is the only one I know. If I’m not Cupid, what am I supposed to do? And where are you going to find someone else to take it as seriously as I do?”

      My father frowned, looking gutted. “That’s the problem, son. You aren’t taking it seriously. Case in point. Right now, when I summoned you. If you had been doing your job, I’d have interrupted you flying amongst the clouds, making love matches with your bow and arrow. Instead I caught you with your pants around your ankles, giving it to some blonde bimbo. You’re supposed to be spreading love and romance, not your seed.”

      “Excuse me? Like you never spread a little extra love back in the day!” I scoffed, knowing he most certainly had. The perks of the job were all double edged swords, and one of them was that our scent exuded strong pheromones that evoked feelings of lust in all women who came within a hundred feet of us.

      Zeus hummed under his breath, raised his eyebrows, and shot my father an accusatory glare. Oops.

      “It’s not just your extracurricular activities that are the problem, son. Half of your matchings don’t even make it to the altar. Then they flit around from relationship to relationship, sabotaging themselves and being miserable. Sometimes in all this, they marry the wrong person, and become even worse off.”

      “Oh, and that’s my fault?” I interjected, gearing up for an epic rant. My father ignored my little outburst, and continued.

      “Then there are the couples you match that do manage to make it to the altar. Over half of those marriages end in divorce. You just aren’t meeting the quota for successful pairings, Cupid. It’s making a mockery out of the legend. It’s embarrassing, and quite frankly, it's a disgrace.”

      My father stopped there, but Zeus was quick to pick up where he left off. “You, Cupid, are a disgrace.”

      I saw red. I slammed my fist down on Zeus’ desk, making his papers jump.  “That is not my fault! And don’t you dare even act like this is my fault! I’ve been trying for years to talk to you about this. I’ve sent emails, I’ve texted, I’ve called. I’ve pulled you aside after monthly progress checks. You have done nothing. You haven’t listened to me. You haven't even responded with a ‘k’. And now this?”

      Zeus regarded me with a blank stare.

      “You’re Cupid. You’ve been trained as an Erote by the best of the best. How is this not your fault? The men in your family have been doing this job for generations. Their numbers were never this low. But yours are. Sounds like your fault to me. Of course, they were Erotes by birth.”

      The reference to my adoption was a low blow, and I had to keep myself from flinching. Instead I met his smirk with a cool stare.

      “So, now the problem is my bloodline, but to fix that problem, you’re going to hire someone who also is outside the Erote bloodline.” I nodded. “Makes perfect sense.”

      “Your bloodline is only one of the problems.”

      “Whatever. When my father and my grandfather had my job, things were different. Gender roles were more defined, the workplace wasn't quite as demanding, and social media didn’t exist. People don’t even know how to talk to each other anymore, and they certainly don’t know how to have a meaningful committed relationship. It’s a generation of selfishness and instant gratification. Nobody wants to put in the work, and they run screaming in the other direction the minute things don’t go exactly their way.”

      “He, uh, might have a point, sir,” my father stammered behind him. Hope burned in my chest as Zeus peered down at me pointedly from under thick bushy eyebrows. He still looked pretty hard, but I saw a glimmer of interest beyond the pursed lips and narrowed eyes.

      “It’s not my fault, sir,” I repeated, swallowing my pride and giving up the blame game now that I had my father backing me. “Please give me another chance. I’ll prove that there is nothing I could be doing differently.”

      Zeus scowled.

      “I’ll stop screwing around so much. I’ll employ the use of pheromone blockers during the day when I’m supposed to be working, and I’ll um...I’ll come up with a plan to change the numbers in the future. A fool-proof plan.”

      “How are you going to do that?”

      “I...um...I..”

      How was I going to do that?

      I had no idea yet, only desperation. I could not be stripped of my wings and bring shame to my father. If I wasn’t Cupid, I don’t know what I would do with my life. Matchmaking was all I knew. I had never done anything else. I didn’t know how to do anything else. I didn’t want to do anything else. And, besides any evidence to the contrary, I was damn good at my job.

      “He will find his own perfect match. He will woo her perfectly, and she will fall head over heels for him. They will get married, and everyone who sees the two of them together will agree that they are soulmates.” My father came to stand beside me. He crossed his arms over his chest as I had done, and met Zeus’ eyes with a hard stare.

      Zeus was listening now, stroking his beard thoughtfully as he paced the room in front of us.

      I was holding my breath, and my father was too.

      Finally, he stopped and nodded. “You will step down from your position, and relinquish your wings.”

      My face fell, and my heart sank to my stomach. I had fought a good fight, but I had lost.

      “For one year,” Zeus continued, and I jerked my head up to stare at him. “You will have one year to fulfill your mission and prove that you are still fit to perform your duties.”

      “I can’t match people for a whole year?” I questioned, shaking my head. “Sir, that would be detrimental to society. As would having someone else stepping into my matchmaker position. It simply won’t work.”

      “I never said you couldn’t match people.” Zeus countered, crossing the room to open his desk, and digging in the oversized bottom drawer. It was his signature move. I was pretty sure the drawer was bottomless, and he could pull just about anything out of there. I’d seen everything from a paperclip to a kitten to a full turkey dinner come out of that drawer. I could hear the rustle of papers and the clinking of glass and the scraping of metal as he dug around.

      When he finally withdrew a large piece of wood, painted white, about two feet long, a foot wide, and an inch deep. I didn't know whether to be scared or happy.

      “You can still matchmake,” he continued, flipping the piece of wood over to reveal a sign. “You’ll just have to do it the old-fashioned way.”

      The sign read Cupid’s Matchmaking Service in bright bubblegum pink lettering. I groaned.  “You couldn’t have gone with something a little more masculine?”

      “Nope.” Zeus grinned, and handed me the sign and I took it, because what choice did I have? It was either this, or give up my wings, resign from my rightful role, and shame my family name.

      . “However,” Zeus continued, addressing my concerns about the sign, “if you would like to go by your more traditional given name while you are away from us, that would be amenable.”

      “Fine.” I sighed. “I’ll do it. And I’ll go by Eros. Do we have a location for this,” I paused and looked at the sign again, “Cupid’s Matchmaking Service or do I have to figure out that too?”

      Zeus opened his desk drawer again, his top one this time. I breathed a sigh of relief and waited. He handed me a scrap of paper. “This is the address for your shop, and the address of an apartment in the area that I have procured for you.”

      I took the offered scrap and glanced at it. The address was not a local one.

      “This is in the states!” I lowered my voice to an incredulous whisper. “You’re sending me away? I can’t matchmake in the states!”

      Zeus ignored my protests. “You can open as soon as possible. You only have one year to complete your mission. Or else.”

      “One year to find your perfect match, and fall in love.” My father added, softening Zeus’ hard-ass approach. “Just remember, you won’t have your wings, your bow and arrow, or your magic. You must fall in love the old-fashioned way.”

      The idea of falling in love the old-fashioned way was daunting, but I couldn’t let him know that. I shrugged, keeping my expression confident.

      With a curt nod, I handed over my bow and arrow, and waited for the wing stripping. Zeus made a twirling motion with his finger, and suddenly I felt about fifty pounds lighter. My wings were gone, and I guessed my magic was also.

      My father wrapped his arms around me in a hug while Zeus watched from nearby.

      “One year,” my father whispered.

      “I’m Cupid. I won’t need a year.”

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      Rebekah

      Left. Left. Left. Left. Left again. Disgusted, I threw my phone down on the seat beside me as I turned into the small lot behind my shop and parked.

      What kind of professional matchmaker looked for dates on Tinder anyway? I was a fraud, that’s what I was.

      Of course, my profession didn’t exactly give itself into my very own happily-ever-after. Sexy, successful men didn’t come into my shop wanting to hook up with the matchmaker.

      “Oh, who am I  kidding?” I said to myself as I stepped out of the car, grabbed my phone and briefcase from the front seat, and my coffee from the center console, and slammed the car door shut with my hip. Sexy successful men didn’t really frequent my shop these days. It was mostly women. Unfortunate, since it takes one of each to make  a match. Well, in most cases anyway.

      Without any thought, I went through my morning routine. I put on another pot of coffee, checked emails and phone messages, and thumbed through the pile of bills that had been accumulating. Cringing, I picked up my overdue mortgage bill. Business had been slow of late and things were not looking good for my little shop.

      Understatement of the year.

      Tinder and quick hook-up sites were stealing my business. Nobody cared about true love anymore. It was all about a fast fuck, and instant gratification. Dating was becoming a lost art.

      The bells from the backdoor jingled announcing an arrival, and I ,  quickly shoved the paper in my back pocket.

      “Hey!” I smiled as I greeted my best friend, Kimmy, who owned a bookstore two doors down.

      “Morning!” She bounced in with all the pep and excitement of a kid in a candy store. “I brought you something to read between clients.”

      The dirty book with the sexy man ravishing the young woman on the front of the cover was more the type of thing I wanted to read in the privacy of my own bedroom than at work where I might be seen reading it, but I thanked her anyway, tucking it into my purse.

      “Looks like a good one.”

      “I love that the dirty stuff is becoming more mainstream these days. I think that back shelf is fast becoming my favorite,” she quipped, referring to the shelf in the back of the shop where she kept all the books my Nana would have called “bodice-rippers”.

      “So, what’s on your agenda today?” She poured herself a cup of my watered down coffee and grimaced when she took a sip. It was bad, I knew, but I was trying to save money. “Girl, this coffee is nasty. Let me bring you some of the good stuff from my place. You have to have good coffee at a bookstore, or the customers will riot.”

      “Okay.” I chuckled before answering her original question.“Brittany is coming in for her fourth consultation.”

      Kimmy groaned and we both cringed at the mention of my most difficult customer to date. “Yikes. You think she will ever be happy with a match?”

      “She damn well better,” I mumbled. Kimmy left, presumably to get me coffee,  and I took my phone to one of the meeting rooms so I would have privacy when I called the mortgage company and begged them for an extension on this month’s payment. One problem after another this morning. First the bills, and then Brittany. Brittany and her picky, high maintenance demeanor was a big problem, currently.  My reputation was flawless and I wasn’t going to let one spoiled little drama queen ruin that for me. I had enough competition with social media and the Internet. I didn’t need any more.

      “Umm, Bekah? I think you need to come see this!” Kimmy yelled just as I was about to dial the mortgage company. That’s unusual.

      I set the bill and my phone on the table and went back out to the waiting room.

      She was standing frozen at the front door pointing across the street, her mouth agape and her eyes wide with disbelief.

      “What’s wrong with the Tillman Building? Did it finally get torn down? Are you o—”

      I followed her gaze, and stopped dead in my tracks feeling exactly as stunned and confused as she looked. There, on the front of the old building across from mine, the one that had stood empty for the better part of a decade, was a giant white sign with bubble gum pink lettering. White curtains framed a window that just yesterday had been filled with cobwebs. The loopy scrawl across the front window proclaimed the new business to be “Cupid’s Matchmaking Service”.

      What in the actual fuck?

      I nudged Kimmy out of the way and stepped out onto the sidewalk. The entire front of the building had been updated with a fresh coat of paint and new windows. It didn’t even look like the same place.

      “I didn’t know you could remodel an entire building in a weekend.” Kimmy followed me out the door and stood next to me. “Why would someone put a dating service right across the street from yours?”

      “I have no idea, but you better believe I’m going to find out. Hold down the fort, I’ll be right back.” I stomped across the street not even bothering to take the crosswalk on the corner. It was early and traffic was slow.

      As I approached the door, I pulled down the banner hanging from the awning.

      “Grand opening, my ass,” I mumbled to myself as I ripped it down. “Not if I have anything to say about it.”

      I flung the door open as hard as I could, dissatisfied with the fact that it didn’t slam against anything. I needed a slam.

      “Good morning, miss—”

      “Don’t you good morning me, you business-stealing piece of shit. This is my neighborhood and business is not exactly booming to begin with. So I’m going to need you to pack your silly store up and move it to another building, preferably in another city because this,” I threw the sign on the floor in front of me and stomped on it, “this is not going to work for me.”

      Out of breath I stopped my tirade and finally looked up.

      Fuck my life.

      The man standing there with a surprised smirk on his face looked like a fucking Greek god. His olive skin, dark brown eyes, and almost black hair gave him a mysterious and menacing look. Muscles rippled and bulged beneath the tight fabric of his form fitting shirt. My gaze traveled from his sculpted pecs to the rippled six-pack above his belt. And lower. The front of his pants were fitted, and bulging. This man was packing.

      On a scale of one to ten, he was a hard fifteen. HARD.

      My gaze dropped again to his crotch.

      Hard.

      One look at him, and I forgot that I wanted to punch him into the next town.

      All of a sudden, all I could think about was wrapping my legs around those lean hips, riding his hard cock, and licking the crevices between each smartly outlined muscle.

      Fuck. Me. Daddy.

      Oh my god. What in the hell is wrong with me? Put a hot man in front of me and I take complete leave of my senses, and forget that he is a literal threat to my livelihood? My Nana’s legacy. Everything I’ve worked for.

      Obviously, I need to get laid or something. This is not normal.

      I had to force my mouth closed before I started drooling, or worse yet, gave voice to the things I was thinking.

      He took a step toward me and extended his hand. “Hello, my name is Eros Adonis. Thank you for your… unique welcome to the neighborhood.”

      His mouth quirked again and the cocky attitude snapped me out of my trance and back to the here and now and I was pissed again.

      “Are you serious right now? That’s your opening line after everything I just told you?” I had to look beyond him, at the wall, to ensure that I didn’t stop yelling at him and start making out with him. Because dammit, his voice was as sexy as the rest of him.

      My panties are wet. Fuck.

      “Well it does seem you are better at grand entrances than I am, but if you would like me to burst into your store and throw things I certainly can do that.”

      Words caught in my throat as I struggled to find a comeback, but nothing came to me. Very few things could set me so far off my game that I was speechless. It was maddening. I couldn’t even look at this man without thinking about him naked. I wanted to take my panties off and climb into his lap, and ride him like a coin-operated racehorse in front of the general store. It was seriously like a drug, or some bizarre chemical reaction. I had never before reacted to a man like this. Not even in my lustful, boy crazy, hormone riddled, angst-filled teenage days.

      “I was here first,” I ground out between clenched teeth, my hands in tight fists at my side.

      Greek god man— fuck, he even had the name of a Greek god—smiled. “It seems you were and I apologize for that. I was not the one who purchased the building, I was simply put here.”

      “Put here? What does that even mean?” I made the mistake of jerking my gaze to meet his in confusion, and I was once again overcome with lust. Need and a desire to fuck clouded my judgment.

      Stay strong, Rebekah. It’s not like you haven’t seen a hot man before.

      “My investors saw a need and they seized it. I’m an innocent bystander.”

      “Need? Need! A need for what exactly? There is a dating service ten yards away! My dating service!” I was yelling. I shouldn’t have been, but I was. Screaming like a banshee.

      He held up his hands in a placating manner and it took all of my self-control not to deck him.

      Or hump him. I wanted to do both equally.

      “I can see that you are angry, but there has to be a simple solution to this. Some way we can coexist?”

      Angry didn’t even begin to cover what I was feeling at the moment. His calm and patronizing attitude was doing nothing to help the situation.

      “Coexist?” I lifted a fist as if to punch him, and shook it in the air. “At a time when dating websites are booming and I’m barely existing on my own, you want to coexist?”

      He dropped his hands and shrugged. “Other businesses do it all the time. I’m sure we will be just fine.”

      Just as I had decided to punch him in the nose the door opened behind me. I turned heel and stared at the person who dared interrupt us.

      Brittany. My client, Brittany.

      “He’s closed.” I snapped, just as Eros walked around me with his hand extended toward her. “Don’t even introduce yourself to him. This is all one big bad joke. This shop does not exist. Go back across the street and we will discuss your next match.”

      It was too late. I could see it in her eyes as she stared at his god-like physique. What was this drug-like effect he seemed to have on people? Were we really that shallow?

      Brittany might be. What’s my excuse?

      Eros took Brittany’s hand and I had to watch as she all but melted into a pile of pink glittery goo right there on the spot.

      “Next match, you say? In my opinion, it should only take one.”

      I was going to kill him. Right there in front of a witness, I was going to maim him. I looked around for something to grab but matchmaking shops run very short on objects that could be used as projectile weapons.

      I saw Brittany giggle and lay a hand on his chiseled chest. Her shoulder lifted, and one foot lifted into the air behind her. I went from wanting to heave a paperweight at Mr. Greek god to wanting to gouge her eyes out with a letter opener for flirting with him.

      What in the hell is wrong with me? Why does this hunk of a man-god make my pussy gush while simultaneously making me shake with homicidal rage?

      I needed to get out of there before I did something I was going to seriously regret.

      Like hurt him.

      Or sleep with him.

      I tossed a glance over my shoulder as I opened the door to leave, making sure not to make eye-contact with the damn wannabe love god. Brittany was glued to his chest, pressing her breasts against him with all the subtlety of a brick to the face.

      I didn’t look to see what he was doing, but he was obviously an asshole, so I could only imagine what would happen next.

      I should probably leave before they start going at it like rabbits in heat right there on the showroom floor.

      If he wanted Brittany, he could have her. She was a pain in the ass anyways and I would be damned if another client walked through these doors.

      Over my dead body.

      Leave, and don’t say anything. Don’t let them know how angry you are.

      Or how horny. Especially not how horny you are.

      “Fine, you know what? I have more important things to do than stand here and argue with some cocky asshole that wouldn't know a match from a ham and cheese sandwich. I have work to do and real clients to tend to. Clients who actually want to find their happily ever after.”

      That last shot was fired at Brittany as I pushed past the two of them and exited the shop the same way I came in, pissed the fuck off.

      So much for not letting them know I was angry.

      At least I didn’t let them know I was horny.
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      Eros

      The door slammed behind her, shaking the fake certificate I had just finished hanging on the wall. The flimsy frame fell to the ground, shattering the glass.

      I barely registered the crash as I pushed the over made-up blonde in the designer suit off of me and stared out at the red-headed goddess that had just stormed out. She was petite, and curvy, with thick hips, and bouncing breasts. She had a little meat on her bones in all the right places. When she yelled, the golden flecks in her brown eyes had lit up, creating little rays of fire in her irises.

      Her cheeks had been flushed and rosy, and when she wasn’t cursing both me and my shop, her mouth had settled into a perfect heart shaped pout.

      She was the one. My match. The one I had been sent to find. I had known it from the moment I had laid eyes upon her beauty. When she opened her mouth, and cursed me to hell and back again, I had heard only a melodic symphony.

      And yet, she had seemed immune to my charms and my god qualities. I had never before encountered a woman who was immune to the effect of the pheremones that were an erote’s curse.

      Or blessing. Sometimes they were a blessing.

      The fact that she seemed more inclined to murder me than fuck me only made me want her more.

      There was a moment before she turned and left, where the sun had streamed through the windows in such a way that seemed to cast a glow around her form.

      She had looked like an angel, and in that moment, that brief and beautiful second, it had been as if the gods and goddesses of love were all smiling down on me offering their guidance and blessing.

      She would be mine.

      She was mine. And I didn’t even know her name.

      “So, Eros, is it?” The  desperate and perky blond in a tailored pant suit and designer shoes took a seat upon my solitary chair. She was pouting and batting her eyelashes at me. I got the distinct impression she was quite used to men falling all over her, and that my brush-off had been taken as a personal affront.

      I knew the type. She would not rest until I gave in to her feminine charms. With my reputation and proclivity for buxom blondes, it would be quite easy to do. But I was on a mission, and I had to keep my eye on the prize. The voluptuous, drool-worthy red-headed prize that had just walked out my door.

      “So you said it should only take one match?” Blondie leaned over the desk, giving a little shimmy so that her cleavage was generously displayed.

      She’s trouble. I need to get her out of my shop, and out of my hair. And soon.

      I hadn’t even put my open sign up, but it was go time.

      Operation: Match The Busty Blonde is on!

      “Yes, that would be me. Eros Adonis at your service.”  I swept a hand in front of me, and gave a fake bow, careful not to make eye-contact. Avoiding doing so seemed to lessen the effect of the pheromones, if only ever so slightly.

      Tomorrow I would make sure to use a pheromone blocker.

      “I’m Brittany.” She smiled coyly, and extended a hand in my direction. I shook it briefly.

      “I take it you are also a client of,” I paused trailing off, remembering belatedly that the woman of my dreams hadn’t given me her name, “my competition,” I finished lamely.

      Brittany nodded. “Rebekah has matched me three times. All total duds.”

      Rebekah. Her name is Rebekah. A finer name I have never heard.

      Brittany frowned. “I know I’m a bit particular, and some would say difficult, but what can I say, I know myself well. Including what type of man suits me.”

      I nodded, and grabbed an intake form from a pile on my desk.

      “Well, Brittany, you’re my first client. I just opened for business. So unfortunately, I don’t have any viable matches at this moment, but if you can wait about a week, I should have someone that is perfect for you.”

      I spoke with utmost confidence, standing just out of her line of sight.

      Brittany nodded, her attention already focused on the clipboard in front of her.

      “I can wait. I have my eggs in a lot of baskets. Someone will find the man for me. Who knows? It might even be you.”

      It would not be me. I knew that for a fact. Brittany might be throwing herself at me right now, but that was simply a side-effect. I was not actually her type.

      And I had told her to give me a week, but I had a strong feeling it wouldn’t take me anywhere near that long.

      A man strode by purposefully in a pinstripe suit. Lawyer?

      I studied him with interest, watching as he took note of my sign as he passed by.

      He’d be back.

      But he wasn’t the one for Brittany.

      At first glance, anyone would have thought they would be a perfect match, but appearances can often be deceiving.

      But he was close, I could feel it. I may not have my wings, or my bow and arrow, but I still had my instincts, and those were on point.

      Another man walked by. This one in a name brand polo shirt and expensive jeans. A light blue sweater was tied around his shoulders.

      Again, they looked like each other’s type, but this wasn’t him either.

      Maybe this match making the old-fashioned way thing was going to be harder than I thought.

      I sighed, and grabbed a broom, attending to the mess of glass on the floor while she was filling out the intake forms. I swept carefully, making sure to get every last minuscule shard.

      The last thing I needed was to get sued my first day on the job. I’d lose my wings for sure.

      I was emptying the dustpan into the wastebasket when I saw him.

      He was a week overdue for a haircut. Day old stubble. A crisp flannel shirt. Work jeans. Boots. He carried a bright yellow hard hat in one rough calloused hand. A laborer, but also a leader.

      He would be the ying to Brittany’s yang. The peanut butter to her jelly. The spaghetti to her meatballs.

      And if I didn’t stop waxing poetic, and do my job, he would be gone.

      The bell on the door jingled and clanged as I threw it open, chasing him down the street.

      “Excuse me! Sir!”

      He turned and peered at me over his shoulder, but didn’t stop.

      “Excuse me, sir, are you single?”

      That stopped him mid-stride.

      He spun on his heel, and regarded me with a bemused expression, looking me up and down. I held my breath and hoped the pheromones didn’t work on him. They usually were a woman only attractor, but every once and awhile, they attracted a man or two. The last thing I needed was a man throwing himself at me out here on the sidewalk in plain view of my soon-to- be-goddess Rebekah.

      That would throw a definite crimp in my plan.

      Luckily, Construction Man didn’t appear to be interested as he frowned and nodded wearily at me.

      “Yes, I am.”

      His eyebrow arched up toward his hairline, and he smirked. “And you are a very good looking man. But I don’t swing that way. I’m flattered, though, truly.” With that, he turned and walked away.

      Oh god. He thought… Well, shit. That was the opposite of my assumption. I blushed, and considered letting him get away, but I had no time for pride.

      I ran after him, catching up to him at the crosswalk at the end of the block.

      He glanced at me out of the corner of his eye but said nothing.

      “That’s not why I asked.” I spoke with a tone that was kind and firm, rushing to explain myself before the light turned.

      “I’m a matchmaker, and there is a woman sitting in my office right now that I know is your perfect match.”

      His brow quirked again, just as it had before, but he said nothing.

      “I know it sounds crazy, but if you’ll just come with me. I won’t charge you. And if I’m wrong, I’ll offer my services free of the charge in the future.”

      I could see that he wanted to laugh, and scoff, and tell me to get lost.

      Just when the light turned, and the white blinking man signaled that it was safe for us to walk, and I assumed all was lost, he turned to me, clapping a hand on my shoulder.

      “Are you talking about the hot blonde in the pink suit?”

      I could tell his interest was piqued.

      “That’s the one!” I confirmed. “Brittany.”

      “And what makes you think she’d even look twice at me? I’m not exactly the posh princess’s type.”

      “I’m very good at my job, sir.”

      He hesitated, and I could feel him wavering. He wanted to believe me.

      “Nothing to lose,” I reminded him hopefully.

      A wide grin spread across his face. “What the hell?” he boomed. “It’s Friday, and I could use something to do this weekend. Let’s go see if you’re really as good as you claim.”

      Please, gods and goddesses, let me be correct.

      And get Brittany out of my shop so I can concentrate on more important matters.

      Like making my own match, and not getting killed in the process.

      We rushed down the street, and were almost back to my shop, when plaid shirt guy stopped short, turned back, and started to walk in the other direction.

      Had I lost him? I stopped and stared, scratching my head as he purposefully strode away from me.

      I was about to call out, when he grabbed a door to a shop three doors down, and flung it open, walking in like a man on a mission.

      I followed him, smiling when I read the sign.

      Sue’s Flower Shop.

      Good. The man has class.

      I grew even more confident in my instincts as I waited outside.

      Leaning up against the brick wall that connected a string of storefronts, I cast my gaze across the street, looking for the building that belonged to the beautiful— albeit angry—little erote.

      It wasn’t hard to pick out which building was hers.

      It was white with pink doors and window frames. Scrawling letters adorned a sign that hung from the awning, declaring it Happily Ever After Dating Service.

      I narrowed my eyes and peered into the large glass window.

      I could see her bustling around in there, looking agitated. She kept picking up and straightening the same pile of papers. There were no customers in there, but a tiny sprite of a woman with pink hair the same shade as the paint on the door leaned against a counter, drinking coffee and looking worried.

      She hated me. Rebekah did.

      That much was obvious. I cursed my father for dropping my shop into this particular location.

      Oh well. At least I had a nice view.

      My shoulders twinged with ache, and I remembered my missing wings and the reason I was here.

      I had to do a lot more than just admire the view. I had to make her fall head over heels in love with me. Without my wings. Without my bow and arrow. Without magic.

      How did I even do that?

      And what if I failed? I’d lose my wings forever.

      And worse than that, I’d lose my job. My purpose for living. The very reason I awoke every morning with a smile on my face.

      In short, I was screwed. I needed a game plan, and fast.

      But first I needed to get Brittany out of my office.

      Preferably happy, matched and out of my hair for good.

      I heard a whistle to my left, and plaid shirt dude strolled out of the flower shop holding a bouquet of pink roses and white daisies. It seemed an odd pairing to me, but then again, so did they.

      We finished the walk down to my shop.

      Brittany pegged me with a scathing glance as I entered. “Do you make it a habit to run out on your clients?”

      “Only when their perfect match walks by without stopping,” I promised, waiting for her to notice the man behind me, whose name I still didn’t know.

      “My perfect match?” Her laugh was high pitched and skeptical. “You haven’t even looked at my paperwork yet. Actually, I haven’t even finished it yet. There is no way you could have found my perfect match so quickly. Maybe Rebekah was right, and you are simply a clueless fraud.”

      Well, the pheromone effect seems to be wearing off. That’s new.

      “He very well might be, miss, but he claims to be good at his job.” Her match stepped out in front of me, brandishing the bouquet of daisies and roses in front of him.

      “I don’t know about you, but I’m inclined to give him the benefit of the doubt. So, what do you say?” He placed the bouquet on my desk in front of her.

      She stared at it for a moment, as if it were a nest of hornets, ready to swarm and attack.

      Then her face softened and she smiled.

      “I love daisies,” she admitted, picking one from the bunch and fingering the soft, plain petals.

      “I picked them because they reminded me of myself. A little plain, not too fancy, but still quite appealing and lovable.”

      Brittany nodded. Her pale blue eyes raked up and down his lean frame as she studied him.

      She must have liked what she saw.

      “And the roses?” she asked.

      “Well, those reminded me of you. Classically beautiful. They can be dressed up or dressed down. They are suitable enough for every day, but perfect for special occasions.”

      He smiled, looking her up and down, just the way she had him.

      “That’s a very pretty suit, but I’d bet you look just as good with your hair in a messy bun, curled up next to me on the couch dressed in sweats and one of my old T-shirts.”

      Damn. He is good. I should be taking notes.

      Brittany’s eyes lit with interest, and she stood, took two steps forward, and extended her hand.

      “I’m Brittany.”

      “Jake.” He took her offered hand, and lifted it to his lips, kissing it gently.

      She giggled and blushed.

      “Well, Brittany, I have to get back to work. My men are waiting for me. But we break for lunch at noon. If you don’t mind me showing up looking like this, I’d love to take you out for lunch. Maybe the little cafe on the corner?”

      “I love their soup.”

      “Then soup it is.” He placed his hat back on his head, and nodded, tilting it as he did so. “I’ll see you then, Miss Brittany.”

      He left, and Brittany sank down into my chair, looking flushed and slightly twitterpated.

      The look of new love. I knew it well.

      I probably wore a similar expression this morning.

      She fiddled with the papers on the clipboard, leaving it on the desk.

      “I should probably finish filling these out.” She sighed. “Just in case it doesn’t work out with Jake.”

      I shrugged. She didn’t need to. It would work out. I knew it in my bones.

      She never picked up the papers.

      “We should probably discuss your fee.” She lifted her purse from its spot on the floor beside her, and dug in it, extracting a checkbook in a pink monogrammed sleeve.

      “I’ll tell you what,” I declared. “Let’s call this one a freebie. A first client special.”

      Her eyes widened, and she shook her head. “Oh no, Mr. Adonis. That really isn’t necessary.” She opened her checkbook. A sleek pink pen hovered in her hand above the paper.

      “Put it away,” I commanded firmly. “Just do me a favor. If your lunch date goes well, tell your friends.”

      And please leave.

      Brittany hesitated at my gesture, and I could see she still wanted to argue. I raised my eyebrows and nodded toward her purse. She got the message and put it away.Standing, she nodded, shook my hand and left.

      I breathed a sigh of relief as I looked around at my bare shop.I had so much to do.But all I wanted to think about, or do anything about, was the woman across the street.

      The one who hated my guts and probably wanted me dead.

      The one I was meant to make mine.

      I needed a plan.There was only one problem.

      How do you make a woman fall in love with you without bows and arrows, and magic? I had no idea.
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      Rebekah

      “Hi Patty? This is Rebekah from Happily Ever After. My records show that you had three successful dates with your last match. I was wondering if that was still working out for you or if you needed to come in for another consultation.”

      And another subscription, I thought to myself.

      After spending an hour staring out the window, alternating between wanting to take a wrecking ball to a building that should have been demolished years ago and wanting to storm in there, yell, “Fuck me, daddy!”  and run my tongue over every inch of his rock-hard body, I had decided I couldn’t waste another second being mad that some asshole had decided to hitch their wagon to the same lame horse as me.

      Matchmaking was a dying business. Every month less and less clients came in looking for my services.

      And it sucked, it did, but as my Nana used to always say, there’s more than one way to skin a rabbit.

      If the clients weren’t coming to me, I would go to them.

      I could do follow-up calls till I was blue in the face. While sometimes tedious, follow-up calls served dual purposes.

      They reminded me of my past success, or they reminded the client that I was still here, which sometimes resulted in another three or six month subscription to find new matches.

      Did it make me a bad person that I was rather hoping for the latter over the former?

      “Oh hi, Stella! It’s so good to hear from you!” Patty bubbled into the phone, making me wince. At least one of us seemed to be having a good day. I just wished I had brought a spare set of panties to work. After my run in with Mr. Adonis, mine were soaked.

      “I was just thinking about you. I truly was! I was just saying to myself that I ought to send you an engagement announcement, and maybe a save the date card!”

      “Oh, really? You’re engaged?” I smiled into the phone, half faking it, before I remembered that Patty couldn’t see me. “Well that’s wonderful!” I scrolled down the page for the name of the last man we had matched her with.

      Patrick Flannerty. Patrick and Patricia? Really?

      I smiled even harder and faker. “That’s really amazing, Patricia! I’m so happy for you and Patrick and so pleased that I got to take part in the two of you finding your happily ever after. Congratulations, and please give Patrick my best.”

      “Patrick?” Patty’s voice lost a little of its bubble. “That guy was a total loser. He fell for my cousin— my male cousin, mind you—and he didn’t like my dog!”

      She seemed way more upset about the dog than she did about him being gay and falling for her cousin. I made a note to call Patrick and see if I could match him with a guy this time.

      “So, um, you aren’t engaged to Patrick?” I regarded my file. Their third date had only been four months ago. So whoever the mystery fiancé was, they had moved fast.

      “Oh god no! My fiancé’s name is Logan. He’s an investment banker. We met on Tinder.”

      I couldn’t even decide how to compute that new information. Do I first focus on the fact that ditzy, laid back earth mother Patricia is engaged to an investment banker, or do I worry more about the fact that a dating app known for being hook-up central was having better luck as a matchmaker than I was?

      I mumbled something unintelligible and hung up the phone, burying my face in my hands.

      Today was shaping up to be another one of those days where it was beginning to look easier to throw in the towel.

      And then use that towel to mop off the sweat glistened muscles of a certain god of a man.

      God dammit. Why can’t I get my mind off that asshole and his bulging muscles?

      I wouldn’t throw in the towel. Matchmaking ran in my blood. This shop was my grandmother’s legacy, and the only thing that had helped me feel close to her after her death.

      So as tempting as it may be, there would be no towel throwing on this day. No matter how hard it got, or how many Tinder weddings I got invited to, or how many bill collectors were blowing up my phone.

      And no matter how bad my subconscious wanted it, there would be no towel mopping either.

      I would press on.

      But for right this moment, I didn’t want to press on. I didn’t want to make more cold calls, or pretend that I wasn’t stressed out and pissed as hell. I didn’t even want to jump his bones.

      In this moment I wanted to throw an epic shit-fit of a temper tantrum and cry my eyes out.

      I dropped my head onto the desk, pounding the wood with my fists.

      “Arrggghhh!” I screamed, pummeling the desk some more.

      “Stupid, stupid, stupid, stupid! Stupid Tillman Building! Stupid Greek god of a man trying to steal my business! Stupid bill collectors! Stupid mortgage payments! Stupid dating apps! Stupid people who wouldn’t know true love if it bit them on the ass!”

      The last little screamed expletive got to me, and I broke down into sobs.Was I even good at my job anymore? One would argue that in this technologically focused day and age, people didn’t know how to have a relationship anymore. One might even say that that was on them, and not me, but it wasn’t like suitable matches were knocking down my door either, and I had matched Patty up with a dude that was into dudes.

      He didn’t tell you that. It’s not your fault Patrick was still hiding in the closet.

      “Arrrghh!” I screamed again, still with my face planted onto the cool oak of my oversized desk.

      And that’s when the bell on the door jingled, signaling an arrival.

      Oh lord. Please let it be Kimmy, maybe with more of that delicious coffee.

      Pulling my hair out of my eyes, I lifted my head and looked out at the front of my office.

      It wasn’t Kimmy. But it wasn’t a client either.

      Instead there was a delivery man, whose face was blocked by the most giant arrangement of roses and wildflowers I had ever seen.

      Dozens and dozens of roses were crammed into a pink crystal vase, tucked in between a smorgasbord of wildflowers in every variety and color imaginable.

      “Um, hello?” I stood up from my desk, and walked to the reception area, thankful that I couldn’t see his face, and he couldn’t see mine. “Can I help you?”

      “Delivery for Rebekah.” He cleared his throat. “No last name. Just Rebekah.”

      “I’m Rebekah,” I admitted wearily.

      The bouquet shifted and I grimaced. He was going to have to put it down soon, or I was going to have to grab it, and then I would have to show my face.

      The only thing I could do now was hope that there was enough space between my office and the reception area that he hadn’t heard the tail end of my little shit-fit meltdown.

      “I’m hoping these flowers will help make your day a little better,” he said as I reached to take the vase from him.

      No such luck.

      For both of us.

      I set the vase down on the entry table, and took the offered clipboard, signing to confirm that I had received delivery.

      I managed to do all of that without looking at him. But then I sneezed. Three times in quick succession, and when I looked up after the third sneeze, I looked straight into his eyes. Thank god it wasn’t anyone I recognized.

      At this point, that wasn’t even my biggest problem.

      I was allergic to roses. I could already feel my eyes watering and my nose itching from being this close to them.

      I would be a sneezing, sniveling mess as long as this ridiculous bouquet sat here.

      I had to get rid of it.

      Maybe I could give it to Kimmy, and have her take it over to her bookstore, or drive down to the nursing home and split the fragrant blooms among the residents.

      Maybe.

      But first I had to figure out who they were from.

      “Is there a card?” I asked, refusing to look at him.

      I swear he rolled his eyes at me before reaching over and plucking a small white envelope from its place, nestled in between two large blooms.

      I glared back, and snatched it from his hands. Whoever had sent it wasn’t important, because if they were they would have remembered I was super allergic to roses and pollen, and hopefully refrained from trying to kill me.

      I sneezed again, a powerful and wracking sneeze that propelled the upper half of my body forward, forcing me to bend at the waist.

      When I stood, I wiped my nose with my sleeve, and lifted the flap on the tiny envelope, pulling out a pretty one sided note card. The top was adorned with a floral design.

      

      Thank you for the lovely welcome to the neighborhood. Let’s do dinner sometime soon.

      Yours,

      Eros Adonis

      

      Fuck my life. His name was Adonis? My Greek god was literally named after a Greek god. Two of them.

      I wasn’t an expert in Greek or Roman mythology but even I knew enough to recognize that the name Eros was the Greek version of the Roman god, Cupid.

      Great. A hot as hell god-looking man was bad enough for business. A gorgeous as sin matchmaker who was literally named after Cupid was brutal.

      And what kind of matchmaker honestly thought that the way to a woman’s heart was stealing her business and following it up with some flowers she was allergic to and a dinner invitation?

      An egotistical moron, that’s who.

      I threw the card in the garbage and watched as the delivery man hightailed it out of there. Now the flowers. I scowled at them from across the room.

      The arrangement was obnoxiously large, which meant the fragrance and allergens were overwhelming.

      I had to get it out of here.

      Covering my face with the neck of my sweatshirt, I picked it up, and hauled it to the front door. I would take it to the nursing home after work. I was hell bent on the idea that something good had to come out of this disastrous day.

      If some roses sent by a self-important, narcissistic prick would brighten the day of some sweet old women, I could at least be happy for that.

      I flung the door open, stepped onto the sidewalk, and stopped short at the scene in front of me, utterly stupefied.

      The traffic on Main Street was bumper to bumper, and parked cars lined the side of the street. The sidewalks were packed with people, and I immediately got shoved into the crowd, almost dropping my vase full of flowers.

      I looked to my left, and saw the delivery man still standing there, gazing out at the chaos with a stunned and confused stare.

      “Is it a holiday?”

      I shook my head.

      “A festival?”

      Again, no. We had several festivals in the summer that crowded the sidewalks and blocked the roads, but they were tame in comparison to this.

      I sneezed again, and shifted the flowers.

      “Where did all these people come from, then? And what are they doing?”

      One glance across the street gave me my answer, and had me choking in shock.

      My little friend’s business was completely full of people. Standing room only, with a line out the door and down the sidewalk.

      “What in the everloving hell?” I whispered. My jaw tightened and my heart began to race.

      I had been here for years, in a shop handed down to me by my Nana. I was a staple in the community.

      I had to practically beg for business anymore.

      And now this yahoo swoops into town and suddenly the streets are lined with every single person for a hundred miles?

      You have got to be kidding me.

      Never underestimate the power of a nice set of abs.

      A couple walked out hand in hand. I recognized the woman as a client of mine whose subscription was about to expire. She had been on my call list.

      I saw red. Literally, red spots swam on the sidewalk in front of me. I held back a sneeze and remembered the stupid flowers.

      I hated them even more now.

      Pure and unadulterated anger overtook me, and before I knew what was happening, I was marching across the busy road, wedging myself between cars as I made my way to the other side of the street. I hopped up onto the sidewalk with purpose, shoving people out of my way. I even body-checked one poor unsuspecting gentleman.

      Finally I was at his door. A simple glance through the glass confirmed that there was no way I was getting inside anytime soon.

      “Hey, no cutting! The end of the line is back there!” A busty brunette with bright red lipstick and no wrinkles to speak of attempted to shove me out of the way.

      “Oh calm your tits,” I muttered. “I’m not going in.”

      I wasn’t going in. That much was clear. I sneezed again, and looked down as I did so.

      I was standing on a bright white welcome mat that matched his sign, and the writing on the window.

      Cupid’s Matchmaking Service.

      Stupid ass name.

      Seeing no other course of action, I unceremoniously turned the vase upside down, dumping the cloudy water all over his perfect white mat.

      Several bystanders jumped out of the way to avoid getting hit with the splash. Some of them cried out in surprise. All of them looked at me like I was crazy.

      When the water was emptied from the vase in a puddle at my feet, I smiled, and shook the vase harder.

      The crammed in flowers fell into a pile on top of the wet spot.

      I caught the eyes of a few gapers, before grinding the blooms under the heel of my boot.

      It felt good.

      For my closing act, my grand finale, I took two steps back, and hurled the vase at the ground with every ounce of force I could muster.

      Watching it shatter on the cement felt good. Empowering. Vengeful. A fuck you to a man who thought he could steal all my business and then win me over with a bouquet of flowers.

      I have news for you, buddy. I’m not that kind of woman. Fuck your flowers and fuck you too. This is war.
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      Eros

      “Lila.” I gestured to the seventy year old woman, clutching her purse with a death grip as she balanced a questionnaire on a clipboard on her lap. “You can keep filling that out if you want, but, it really isn’t necessary. I found someone special for you, and he’s on his way back down here as we speak.” I was careful as I spoke to not look directly at her, and I was thankful that her attentions seemed focused on the papers in front of her at the moment.

      Lila, with her frosty white curls and pearl necklace regarded me with a high level of suspicion. “My granddaughter, Brittany, seems to think you are some sort of love guru, but as she’s been with the man you found for her for a grand total of seven hours, you’ll have to forgive me if I don't share her high level of confidence just yet. I prefer to finish filling out the form, young man, if it is all the same to you.”

      I didn’t have an argument for that, being unable to explain my true identity, so I just smiled and nodded.

      Lila eyeballed me shrewdly, and I averted my gaze, but I knew the exact moment that my best efforts were thwarted. The clipboard made a noise as she decisively slammed it onto the desk. I watched with horror as she stood, and walked around the desk, until she was only inches away from me. She was a petite woman, and came barely up to my chest, even with her sensible old lady heels. I looked down at her, and she looked up at me, licking her bubble gum pink lips.

      “Have you ever been with a cougar?” she asked with a wink.

      I’m pretty sure you’re well past the age of cougar.

      “I’ve aged like a fine wine,” she informed me, mischievously, grabbing my waist with both hands. “Most men my age can’t keep up with me. Their thingies just don’t work anymore, if you catch my drift.” She jerked her head downward, and I could feel her gaze boring into me as she zeroed in on my crotch. “I’m pretty sure you wouldn’t have that problem.”

      One hand left my hip, and she placed a finger below my belly button, slowly tracing it down my happy trail to my belt buckle.

      Stupid pheromones.

      I stared at the front door, willing her match to appear.

      Bert would be here any minute, and then, if my instincts were correct, which I knew they were, Lila would become a believer, just like her granddaughter. And, hopefully, she would forget about me, and turn her interests to a man who wasn’t half her age.

      The door started to rattle, and I carefully disentangled myself from the frail but amorous Lila, and rushed to unlock it. I had already closed up for the day, and had only let Lila stay behind because I knew Bert was coming. If they were any other couple, I might have made them wait until tomorrow, but when you were as old as they were, every minute counted.

      I unlocked the door, and Bert stepped in, holding a very dapper looking hat. He wore a dark blue suit and a colorful tie, and he lit up the room when he smiled.

      “Sorry, I’m late. That’s quite the mess out there.”

      “What?”

      “Never mind.” His gaze was zoned in on Lila, who hadn’t noticed him yet. I could feel her eyes on my ass.

      Lord help me.

      The presence of a true match seemed to be the only thing that broke the spell of the pheromones, and I held my breath, praying that I had been right about Bert and Lila.

      I hope his thingy still works, or I’m screwed.

      “Well hello, little lady. You must be Lila.”

      She looked up then, her eyes widening as she seemed to break from the trance of the pheromones.  Her cheeks turned pink as she took in the dashing older gentleman I had chosen for her. Her hand flew up to clutch her pearls.

      Thank the gods.

      “Oh my.” She tottered over to us, a bit unsteady on her feet, and held her hand out in front of her, with the palm turned downward rather than sideways, as if she expected him to kiss her knuckles. “Yes, that’s right. I’m Lila. And you are?” She tittered. “I’m sorry. I didn’t catch your name.”

      “It’s Bert.” He took her offered hand, but instead of lifting it to his lips as she so obviously expected, he used it as leverage, pulling her to him with a flourish, knocking my chair over in the process.

      Her body was now pressed tightly against his, and she was blushing as she stared up at him, batting her fake eyelashes.

      I watched in awe as he wrapped an arm around her, and dipped her body as if they were dancing and coming in for the big finish. When he pulled her up, he didn’t hesitate, closing his lips over hers in a kiss that was dramatic and breathtaking, even to watch.

      Lila must have felt the same way because when they came up for air, she covered her lips with one hand, as if they were burning and she was trying to cool them. “Oh my.”

      Bert smiled, flashing a set of pearly white teeth that I was pretty sure were real, and offered his arm.

      “Now that the introductions are out of the way, what do you say we go get some dinner, and get to know each other a little better?”

      “I’d like that very much,” Lila agreed, taking his arm.

      As they walked out, I heard him whisper, “If you play your cards right, maybe we can have breakfast too.”

      I laughed as I let go of the door, letting it slam and locking it behind them.

      Lila might have had her doubts, but I had chosen well, and neither one of them would be needing my services in the future.

      Seventeen solid love matches. Fifty-six appointments on the books for this week, and 100 interest surveys filled out.

      A stellar and productive first day.

      I had been a little bit worried about my ability to perceive matches without my wing magic and my bow and arrow, but it seemed that those were just my props and symbols. They did not make the man.

      Ninety solid years of training did. In god years I was 100, basically still a baby, but in mortal years, I was a mere thirty two.

      This mortal thing was something else. With my wings, 100 matches in a day was all in a day’s work, and the job was far more physical with all the flying and shooting involved.

      Matchmaking as a mortal was all paperwork and instincts. I could sit on my ass in a chair all day, and basically had.

      So why then was I so flipping exhausted? My shoulders ached and my back felt cramped. I felt a slight twinge of pain behind my eyes and my stomach was making a weird rumbly noise.

      I needed to get out of here, and find the apartment that Zeus had procured for me. I had no expectations that it would be set up at all, but as long as there was a couch or a mattress or a mat on the floor where I could crash, I would be happy.

      I should probably get some food too. Then maybe my stomach would stop making the weird growling noises it had been making all morning.

      Back home, I ate, like a king actually, but I didn’t have to. There were no physical manifestations of hunger if I didn’t. Here, away from the gods, that didn’t seem to be the case.

      Jake had mentioned a cafe on the corner. Maybe I would stop in on my way to my apartment. I checked the address on the note Zeus had sent with me.

      Calling it a note was generous.

      It was a plain piece of white paper that had an address for home and an address for work, and four words in chicken scratch writing at the bottom of the page.

      One year. Or else.

      He was waiting for me to fail. Expecting it even. I had no idea if he and my father  were watching over me and tracking my progress, but I hoped they were because I had had a damn good day.

      Those were the thoughts running through my brain as I shut the blinds, and flipped the signs, closing up shop until tomorrow.

      And then I stepped outside. I heard the crunch of glass under my feet and I looked down. Glass and broken flowers littered the sidewalk in front of my shop. Roses and wildflowers. Just like the ones I had sent to Rebekah.

      My day had gotten so busy, I had almost forgotten.

      She had apparently gotten them. And hated them. As evidenced by the mess I was currently standing in.

      Flowers were a no-go, I surmised. And this woman, the love of my life, was determined to hate me. Suddenly, all of the day’s successes seemed trivial and meaningless.

      If I couldn’t get Rebekah to fall for me, I was a goner. And it wasn’t just about getting my wings back anymore. Since the moment I had laid eyes on her, my heart had become part of the equation, and now it felt broken.

      It seemed to clench in my chest as I stared down at the smashed petals.

      Nobody ever said finding your perfect match would be easy. That was a line I had been preaching all day.

      Saying it to clients was easy. Accepting it for myself was a different story.

      Wearily, I stepped over the mess, and turned toward the address that my apartment would be located at. I would worry about clean up, and a broken heart, tomorrow.

      Tonight, I had only three priorities. A game plan for phase two, food, and sleep. In that order.

      I stopped at a deli and grabbed a pre-made sandwich to go, a cookie, and a couple of bottles of water. I had no idea what to expect when I got to my new home, and I wanted to make sure I at least had dinner and water.

      My apartment ended up being only a few blocks from my shop, which was a convenient little detail.

      It was a secure building with a keyed front entry, and stairs to the next three floors. There was an elevator that didn’t appear to be in service and a panel of mailboxes lining the wall near the entrance.

      Not fancy by any means, but clean, and not a total dump.

      My apartment number was 310 and my thigh muscles burnt as I warily climbed up two flights of stairs and walked to the end of a short hall.

      My keychain had three keys on it. One for the shop, one for the apartment, and a smaller oddly shaped one that I assumed went to the mailbox.

      I took the middle one and turned it in the lock, pushing the door open. I breathed a sigh of relief as I looked around. It was furnished. Not just furnished. It was totally pimped out and looked exactly like my place back home in Greece.

      I breathed a sigh of relief and dropped wearily onto the white leather couch, grabbing a gold threaded pillow and stuffing it behind my head.

      I propped my feet up on the leather and gold ottoman/coffee table and looked around the room. Everything was here. Bookshelves, and my big soft recliner, and my ginormous flat-screen TV. I leaned forward and peered into the kitchen. Through the glass-front cabinets I could see a set of dishes, and a cabinet of my favorite foods. A case of water sat on top of my dining table.

      I would bet that the fridge was stocked with all my favorites, like fresh granola and Greek yogurt, and the makings for cesar salad.

      Zeus may be rooting against me, but at least my father had come through. I ate my dinner out of a paper bag on my lap, and downed both of the waters, now that I knew I had more for later.

      Finding the remote, I clicked the TV on, letting it rest on whatever channel it was tuned to.

      Some sort of romantic comedy by the looks of it.

      I turned the volume down, and leaned back in the chair, closing my eyes.

      I was in that state of half sleep, half awareness when a knock at my door jolted me out of my comfortable stupor.

      Startled, I jumped up, and crossed the room to the door, in three long strides, flinging it open without any thought to who might be on the other side.

      It was her.

      “Ernest said we had a new neighbor, and I thought I’d give you a proper welcome to the building gift, so I baked you a pie. I hope you like peach.”

      She had been staring down at the pie while she spoke, and when she finally looked up at me, her eyes narrowed into slits, and her jaw dropped. “You!”

      “Me,” I confirmed with a smirk. “Judging by the mess on my doorstep, is it safe to assume you did not appreciate my gift?”

      “I’m allergic.” She scowled. Her teeth were gritted and her jaw was clenched in anger.

      Before I could utter a single word of apology, the pie hit my face, straight on. The crust busted into a flaky mess, and the warm peach filling coated my skin. It smelled of summer, with a hint of cinnamon and vanilla.

      I dragged two fingers across my cheek, and stuck them into my mouth, smiling widely as I did so. “Thank you. It’s delicious.”

      “You can not live here!” she retorted, stomping her foot. “Seriously, can this day get any worse?”

      “A day can always get worse. Take mine for example. First, I got cussed out by the most beautiful woman I had ever laid eyes on. Not wanting to start off on the wrong foot, I bought her a present, one she was apparently allergic to. Instead of thanking me, and then putting the gift to good use by sharing it with someone who wasn’t allergic, she dumped the flowers on my doorstep and smashed the vase to smithereens. Then, I get home to my new apartment, only to discover that she is apparently my neighbor and has baked me a pie. But when she sees me, she decides to slam the pie into my face instead.So not only did she destroy a gift I had given her as a peace offering, she then made me a gift, and destroyed it as well. Destroyed it, might I add, on my face. So yes, to answer your question, a day can always get worse.”

      The cute little scream of frustration that followed simply made her more endearing.

      I stared at her, looking for words, and wondering if she was going to say anything or just scream.

      I could relate to her frustration. I was frustrated too. Frustrated and angry. I had found my perfect match in my first hour of the mission, but getting her to like me, or hell, just not hate me at this point, seemed to be an impossible feat.

      Taking a page from Jake’s book had blown up in my face, so maybe it was time to take a page from Bert’s.

      Stepping forward, so that my foot was now resting atop the aluminum pie plate and a pile of warm peaches, I grabbed her waist with one hand, and caressed her cheek with the other. Before she had a chance to push me away, or question my approach, my lips descended firmly onto hers. I expected her to fight me, but she doesn’t. Her lips were soft and pliable. They parted ever so slightly as my tongue pushed past them. I tightened my grip on her waist, and pulled her against my chest. She gave a little mewl of pleasure. I deepened the kiss, kissing her harder and claiming her lips as mine.

      My heart seemed to dance in my chest, a little jig of happiness over the fact that I have finally made progress with this woman who I was determined to make mine.

      Finally. I realized it had only been a day, but I was not a patient man. I moved my hand from her cheek to the curve of her hip. She moaned, underneath my lips, sending a spasm of vibrations down my body. Her tongue explored my mouth, and I hardened, pressing my pelvis against hers.

      And then, it stops. She jerks way from me, and before I have a chance to gather my wits, her hand cracks hard against my cheek.

      I blinked, as I reeled back, staring at her in confusion.

      So much for progress.

      “What in the hell is wrong with you, you crazy woman?”

      “What in the hell is wrong with you?” she countered, rearing back her arm as if to slap me again. “Who kisses someone who throws a pie in their face?”

      Her hand flew toward my face, and I grabbed her wrist, stopping it an inch in front of my cheek, just before she made contact a second time.

      “I don’t know! I’ve never had a pie thrown in my face before! Who does that?”

      Her eyes bulged in their sockets, and she stomped her foot angrily, looking like she was a mere inch away from a full blown tantrum. “ I want you to leave!”

      “This is my apartment.” I deadpanned, waiting for the imminent tantrum.

      It didn’t come.

      Instead her face slackened and all her tightened features took on an eerie coolness.

      “There’s more where the pie came from, Mr. Adonis. Much more. Mark my words, I will make your life hell until you leave me and my business alone.”

      She was cute when she was calm. And when she was angry. Hell, she was just cute. I supposed the threat was meant to be a bit scary, but it was more intriguing than anything else. I loved a good prank war, and I could give as well as I got.

      The poor little lover would have no idea what hit her.

      Little lover. That’s a cute nickname. Very professionally appropriate, and as a bonus, I know she will hate it.

      I let my head drop and rose as I slowly perused her up and down, mentally undressing her before I spoke.

      “Sorry, little lover, no can do. I’m stuck here for the foreseeable future and there is nothing you can do to change that.” I winked, watching as she fumed at the new nickname I had bestowed. “I do love a good prank war though, so bring it on!”

      Her chin jutted out and her eyes flared with surprise. That was not the answer she had been expecting and now she wasn’t sure how to respond.

      “Well...” she stammered. “Good then. I will. And here’s a little lesson for you buddy, never tell a woman she can’t do something because she will dedicate herself to proving you wrong.”

      I shrugged. I didn’t want to be mean, but she was just asking for it.  I loved seeing her body react as she struggled to get the last word.

      My ego won out and I delivered a one liner that I knew was beyond epic. And very uncalled for.

      “Well, at least you’ll have something to keep you busy then since all your clients are coming to me.”

      She slapped me again. I saw it coming, and I let her because her touching me was better than her not touching me and her torturing me was better than her ignoring me. At least I got to feel her skin against mine, and know that her thoughts would be on me each and every day.

      “See you tomorrow, little lover.” I said, closing the door and thus ensuring that I had the last word.

      I walked a few short steps to my couch and had just collapsed onto the soft leather, rubbing my aching jaw, when the muffled scream echoed down the hall.

      This romance stuff was not for the faint of heart, I realized. Being able to spot a perfect match was one thing. Getting that perfect match to like you was another altogether.

      The opposite of love is hate, I reminded myself. At least we are on the same coin.
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      Rebekah

      “A prank war?”  I grumbled to myself as I unlocked the door to my apartment a mere five doors down from his. “Where in the hell had that come from?”

      I hadn’t said anything about a prank war! I had never played a prank in my life, unless you count calling someone and asking if their refrigerator was running, and then telling them they had better go and catch it.

      And let’s be honest, that doesn’t even count. I was ten for one thing, and for another we had prank called my best friend’s mom while my best friend sat there snickering into her hand.

      Her mom had known it was us, of course, and played along. I had no game back then. I have even less now.

      But in some ridiculous comedy of errors, I had somehow managed to challenge this Greek god of a man with a Midas touch for matchmaking to a prank war.

      A war. Two sided. I prank, and then he pranks, and then I prank and so on and so forth.

      With my luck, he’s probably as good at pranking as he is at matchmaking.

      And flooding my panties.

      I groaned as I pressed my fingers to my lips, remembering his kiss.

      That’s probably what happened, Bekah. Greek god boy kissed you like you’ve never been kissed before and you temporarily lost your senses.

      Temporarily lost your senses? Every time you’re near that man, you want to throw him up against the wall, rip his clothes off, fuck him senseless and call him Daddy.

      Again with the daddy thing. Don’t even get me started on that particular issue.

      He wouldn’t even make a good Daddy Dom. Too egotistical and stubborn.

      And hot. Don’t forget hot.

      I really need to get laid apparently. Maybe I should go on Tinder myself and find a one-night fuck-buddy. Maybe then Greek god boy wouldn’t drive me so out of my mind with desire and hormones.

      I shook my head hard from side to side to rid my mind of the thoughts that were betraying me, and paced around the living room. Whatever happened to me when he was around had nothing to do with my sex life or lack thereof. I saw hot men all the time, and nobody ever affected me the way he did.

      Something about him made me act completely insane when he was around, like some demented sex starved nut-job.

      Way to put your best foot forward, Bekah.

      And  now, my temporary loss of senses had resulted in the declaration of a long term prank war.

      Great.

      I didn’t want to prank the dude, I wanted to get him shut down and out of my life. Off my street, out of my apartment complex and back to wherever the hell his stupid charming tight little Greek god ass had come from.

      I paced into the kitchen and flung open the fridge. I needed to grocery shop. Badly. Devoid of choices, I quickly devoured two slices of cheese and a container of Greek yogurt that was dangerously close to its expiration date, then washed it down with Sauvignon Blanc straight from the bottle.

      I didn’t want to be involved in a prank war that dragged on back and forth for ages. I needed one epic prank that would get him out of my life for good.

      And we are back to square one. I suck at pranks.

      The harder I tried to brainstorm, the more blank my mind was.

      Still holding the wine bottle, I slammed the fridge shut and marched down the hall to my bedroom.

      The day had been mentally and emotionally taxing, and I just wanted to lay down and close my eyes for a minute. I set the wine on the nightstand, and collapsed onto my bed, face first with my legs dangling off the edge.

      I needed to close my eyes, and clear my mind, and try to come up with the prank to end all pranks.

      You could drive his car into the lake.

      I’d have to steal it first, and that’s a felony.

      You could t.p. his house.

      He lives in an apartment building. My apartment building.

      You could have 100 pizzas delivered to his shop.

      And he could share them with his 200 clients while I foot the bill.

      “Arrrghhh!” I scream into my pillow, and pound my fists against the mattress. I’d been reduced to tantrums and I didn’t even recognize myself anymore. Throwing flowers all over his doorstep in front of the whole town. Throwing a pie in his face. Slapping him. Twice. Letting him kiss me like that. And then getting drawn into a goddamn prank war.

      It was like my body and mind had been taken over by crazy lustful aliens the minute he rolled into my town.

      Maybe he’s an alien! It’s not normal to be that hot.

      An alien, Bekah, really? Maybe you need sleep.

      Accepting that I was not going to come up with the perfect prank in my current state of mind, I rolled over, grabbed the bottle of wine, and sat up just enough to finish off the last bit, before letting it drop to the floor beside my bed, and reaching into the drawer of my night table.

      I may not need a one-night stand with a hot fuck buddy to solve my problems, but after the day I had had, I desperately needed an orgasm to take the edge off.

      Standing, I shimmied out of my work clothes and undergarments, and threw on an oversized T-shirt.

      The wine I had chugged was starting to go to my head, and I held up the pink nubbed vibrator with rabbit ears in front of me, and grinned drunkenly.

      “Why hello, there, Bob-ert. You are looking mighty fine tonight. What’s that you say? I’m looking particularly smashing tonight?” I giggled, and fluttered my eyelashes. “Oh stop! You’re too much! You’re not just saying that to get in my pants, are you? Because I’ve got a secret for you.” I lowered my voice to a whisper.

      “I’m not wearing any.”

      Smashing? Smashed was more like it.

      Note to self: Two slices of cheese and four ounces of yogurt does not mix well with a half bottle of wine.

      Clutching Bob-ert to my chest as if we were hugging after our flirtatious exchange, I lowered myself onto the bed, on my back this time, with a pile of pillows behind my head.

      My battery-operated boyfriend needed an upgrade as badly as my love life did, but he would do the trick for now.

      “Okay, Bob-ert. Let’s see what you can do.”

      I positioned his head at the entrance of my pussy, and clicked the button that turned him on. The gentle whirring sound he made as he came to life was familiar and comforting.

      The rabbit ears were already strumming against my clit, and I whimpered. I should really do this more often.

      “Oh, yeah, that’s good.”

      You’re talking to your vibrator like he’s a real man, Bekah.

      I think you might have reached a new low in life just now.

      “Oh shut up! I just need to get off.”

      I pushed the tip of the vibe inside of me, arching my back as the vibrations hit my G-spot.

      I bent my knees, and flattened the soles of my feet against the mattress, digging them in, as I pleasured myself with gusto.

      “Oh god. This was just what I needed.”

      Bob-ert was better than any man. Bob-ert did all the work. He didn’t need sweet nothings or dirty talk, or constant encouragement. I didn’t have to grab his ass, or pull his hair, or tweak his nipples or caress his balls. All I had to do was not drop him.

      “Oh yes!” I pushed him deeper inside me, and the rabbit ears hit my clit with an unrelenting pressure and speed.

      “Oh yes!”

      I was hovering right on the brink of orgasm. My hips lifted off the bed, thrusting of their own accord, toward the pleasure source.

      My body tensed, and a flush of heat spread up my core.  closed my eyes, and curled my toes.

      “Shit! Shit! Shit!” I screamed as the pressure built, knowing I was seconds away from climax.

      My back arched, and I almost dropped Bob in my frenzied motions as I primed for release. Just when I was about to come, the image of his face popped unbidden into my mind.

      I squeezed my eyes tighter as if to block it out, but it was no use. First it was his face. Then his pecs, and abs, and that tight shirt, and the probably huge cock that he had hidden underneath those sexy pants, and the next thing I knew I was reliving that kiss as I screamed my release, and there was no stopping, and there was no getting him out of my head.

      Fuck. My. Life.

      I exhaled deeply as the tension left my body. My tight muscles became jello as I collapsed back onto my bed, flattening my legs, and letting my hips slacken against the mattress.

      My body filled with a deep satiated exhaustion. My eyes were heavy. The orgasm served its purpose in aiding to put the horrible day behind me.

      I no longer had the energy to stress about prank wars, or overdue bills, or hot hungry kisses.  I didn’t even have the energy to put panties back on, or move Bob back to his hiding place. Curling onto my side, I grabbed the blanket folded at the foot of my bed, and pulled it up over me. The soft fabric was a comforting cocoon, and sleep beckoned, teasing me with its peace.

      I totally relaxed as I drifted off to dreamland.

      

      “Daddy is not pleased with your behavior, little girl.” His voice rumbles in my ear from behind me, sending shockwaves straight to my pussy.

      “I’m sorry,” I moan as his fingers continue to torture my sensitive nipples. “Please.” I beg.

      “Please, what? Please stop?” His hands still and I press my ass backwards into his groin. His cock is hard against the crack of my ass and I revel in the fact that he craves me as much as I ache for him.

      “Please, more.” I rotate my hips creating friction between the two of us. His soft moan makes me smile and I attempt to roll out of the spooning position. If he isn’t going to give me what I want maybe I will take it. He tightens his arms around me, halting my advance. My small unathletic body is no match for his strength which only magnifies my desire for him.

      “Stop wiggling and tell Daddy exactly what you need, little love.”

      “You know,” I whine, continuing to gyrate against him.

      “I want to hear you beg for it.” His fingers resume their play on my nipples, softly rubbing and pinching the peaks until I want to cry. He always wants me to beg and I always protest, but when he deigns to give me what I so desperately want I am wet and ready and it never takes more than a second for the screaming orgasm to rip through me.

      “Please give me your cock, Daddy,” I ask prettily, hoping it is enough. I really want to come.

      “You’re going to have to do better than that, little love. You have been a very very naughty girl.”

      Why does he keep saying that? That is a new line. More importantly though, why does it give me the urge to fall to my knees in front of him and show him exactly how sorry I am, even if I don’t know what misdeeds I have committed?

      “Why don’t we start with an apology, hmm?” His hand trails down the front of my naked form and head straight for my clit. He circles the sensitive nub and my brain clouds with lust forgetting what he wants from me.

      “Yes, please.” I arch into his touch.

      “Not until you apologize for how you treated me today,” he whispers.

      My eyes shoot open as his words register. And I strain my neck to look behind me at my partner. My typically faceless dream man has been replaced by my worst nightmare, Eros Adonis.

      I sat bolt upright in my bed, panting and sweating and achingly frustrated at this unwelcomed turn of events. First my business, then my home, and now my dreams! How much more was this infuriating piece of man-meat going to invade my life? Worse still, why was I still thinking about his fingers and his cock?

      I had taken care of my own needs before bed, making this dream, and the star of it,totally unnecessary and unwanted.

      I threw myself back onto my bed, smothered a pillow over my face, and screamed. “Aaaarghhhh.”

      I hated him. I hated him so much. Why did he have have to be so damned fucking handsome? Why did the one man who could ruin me have to be the one man that had stirred my interest in years? I needed to get rid of him and I needed to get rid of him soon.

      And I still have no idea how I am going to do that.
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      I patted myself on the back as I sat at my desk smiling and waiting for the little hand on the clock to tell me it was eight a.m.

      Eight was the time that I would make the phone call that would get Eros out of my life for good. I hoped.

      After all, I had had five hours to plot and execute the perfect plan to bring down his stupid little matchmaking service. I hadn’t been able to get back to sleep after waking up from that ridiculously disturbing dream at three in the morning. So after a hot shower and four cups of coffee, I had come up with a foolproof plan to get him shut down and stop this ridiculous prank war before it even began.  But this was about far more than just pranks and unwanted competition now. It was about getting him gone before I did something ridiculously stupid. Like fuck the enemy. Lord knows I was unable to keep my wits about me whenever that man is within spitting distance.

      At five I had been waiting down the road at the pet shop, where I knew the owner well. He was always there early to feed the animals and clean out cages before customers arrived. I had procured a dozen mice and taken them across the street to the Tillman Building.

      Picking the lock to the back door had been outrageously simple and I had made a note to upgrade the locks to my own shop, not that robbers were apt to break into a building with no merchandise or cash business, but one could never be too careful.

      I had cracked the door open just enough to roll in the huge wheel of cheese I had  purchased at the cafe and release the rodents inside and then snuck back to my store to wait. The health department opened at eight and after I called and reported the building I could happily go about my day and focus on paying my bills and saving my shop.

      And not focus on how sweet his peach pie covered lips had tasted when he kissed me. And not on how many pairs of panties I had gone through in the last twenty-four hours since I met him, either.

      Definitely not that.
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      Eros

      A new day. A new plan.

      That was my mantra and would continue to be every day until I made her mine.

      The only problem was, I had no plans. Not for today or any other day thereafter.

      All I had known when I had woken up this morning with a hint of a hand shaped bruise on my cheek was that I couldn’t wait to see her again.

      I had lingered at my apartment as long as I possibly could, enjoying the benefits of my fully stocked fridge and home-like apartment. After a long hot shower and a leisurely breakfast, I was chomping at the bit to get to work, but it was only six in the morning.

      So I had gone for a jog, indulged in a second hot shower, downed three bottles of water in five minutes flat, while dripping dry on the kitchen floor, and changed into work clothes.

      At seven-twenty I left my apartment. I was hoping to catch a glimpse of Rebekah, but I was pretty sure she was trying to avoid me at all costs.

      Or she was planning to prank me.

      After our run in last night, that was a possibility, and one I was prepared for.

      I couldn’t wait to see what my little red-headed temptress cooked up in her efforts to get rid of me.

      The walk was short and quiet in the morning hours. There were cars on the road, of course, and kids waiting for the school bus, but there was a briskness in the air and a peacefulness that seemed akin to the energy I had already experienced here.

      The town seemed dull and listless, devoid of excitement. It made me that much more eager for Rebekah’s arrival.

      My little lover would surely spice things up.

      When I reached our block, I saw no sign of her, so I doubled back and grabbed a coffee and croissant from the cafe for a mid morning snack.

      The coffee was hot and rich, and the heady scent floating up from the paper cup filled my nostrils, and seemed to add a pep to my step before I had even lifted it to my lips.

      Today was going to be a good day, I thought as I reached my door, and pulled my keys from my jacket pocket.

      I had barely gotten the door open before I saw the evidence of my little lover’s shenanigans.

      “Well, what do we have here?” I chuckled aloud as I entered, closing the door behind me.

      In the middle of the floor in the entryway, not five feet from the door, sat a group of cute little white and gray mice, gathered in a circle around a huge block of cheese that looked to be a one pound loaf. A lone dark gray mouse perched atop the middle of the loaf as if he were the king. The cheese was his mountain, and the other mice were his trusty men, ready to ride into battle with him to defend their mountain, or in this case, their breakfast.

      Mice? That was her big first move?

      They squeaked in unison, and I snickered, looking around for something to put them in before my shop filled up with clients. A large file box was perched on an empty bookshelf. I removed the lid, and peeked in at a stack of empty file folders, which I dumped on my desk. Using scissors, I stabbed a few large holes in the lid, and some smaller ones on the side to create ventilation.

      Then I set the box down on the floor, and scooped the nibbled block of cheese into the box, taking king mouse with it. Once the cheese had been captured the mice started to scatter, so I quickly broke off a large chunk and threw it into the center of the circle.

      Note to self: Next time, grab the mice, and then the cheese.

      I waited a few seconds for them to scurry back to their original circle and then began to scoop them up one by one, and gently place them in the box. They were cute and tiny, and fit in the palm of my hand with room to spare.

      Once they were all secure, I replaced the lid, and lifted the box back to its place on the bookshelf. Shaking my head, I stepped back and stared at it.

      Fucking mice. Really?

      She’s an ameteur prankster, apparently, and not a good one.

      I wasn’t sure what to do with them, or her, but I could figure it out later. It was eight o’clock . Time to open and I had appointments lined up all day.

      I ran a broom over the middle of the floor to catch any leftover mice residue, turned on the lights and flicked my open sign. I had barely returned to my spot behind my desk and flipped open my appointment book when the bell on the door jingled, alerting me to the arrival of a client.

      My first appointment didn’t start for twenty minutes. I looked up expecting to see an eager female in her mid forties or an older gentleman, as they seemed to be the majority of my client base by a wide margin.

      Instead, I found a gentleman who looked to be in his early forties. He wore a cheap suit, that I could tell had come off the rack of a department store, with a name badge attached just below the lapel. The badge told me his name was Hank. The hair on his head was thinning, and he wore round wire rimmed eyeglasses. Hank was wearing a wedding ring.

      I hoped he wasn’t here for my services, because I didn’t do that kind of matchmaking. I was in the business of making marriages happen, not destroying them.

      Wearily, I cleared my throat, and extended my hand. “What can I do for you Mr….?”

      “Oates.” He stepped forward, but did not take my offered hand. I dropped it to my side and watched as he scanned the room with his eyes. He appeared to be looking for something, but I wasn’t sure what.

      Finally, he seemed to stop searching, and frowned, turning his attention toward me. “We got a call about an infestation at this address. Do you know anything about that?”

      “An infestation?” I stared at him dumbly for a split second before the pieces started to come together in my brain.

      Oh, you got a call did you? Well, well, well, my little lover isn’t quite as amateur as I thought.

      I smiled warmly at the confused looking man in the cheap suit. “Do you mean to tell me you got a call about my pet mice?”

      “No.” He frowned. “Um, yes. Maybe?”

      “Well, you’re welcome to take a look at them.” I walked over to the box , and placed both hands on the lid, but didn’t lift it. “What business did you say you were with?”

      “The Department of Health in Valentine County.”

      Valentine County, huh? How had I missed that?

      “Well,  Mr. Oates.” I lifted the lid. “Allow me to introduce you to my new pets.”

      The health inspector raised his eyebrows as he peered in the box. “New, huh? Do they have names?”

      “Names?”

      Yes, you doofus. Pets have names. Think fast.

      “I named them after Greek gods!” I exclaim, a little too loudly. I cleared my throat, and lowered my voice. “You know, Zeus, Ares, Artemis, Apollo, Aphrodite, Callypso…” I rattled off names until I was sure he was buying it.

      He looked bored, and a little disgusted by the cute little rodents. I replaced the lid, and he seemed visibly relieved.

      “Well, Mr. Adonis, we aren’t sure what the anonymous reporter would like us to do about your umm…” he waved his hand in the direction of the vented filing box I had set up on the corner of my desk, “your mouse situation? You do not serve food or sell… anything really.  And as you claim they are pets, it would be a bit insensitive to recommend a good exterminator. However, I would recommend that if you intend to keep them here as pets, you get them set up with a real cage and feeding system, instead of a filing box and a brick of cheese.”

      “Absolutely sir,” I agreed, jovially, eyeballing the clock. My first client was due to arrive soon and I had one thing I wanted to do before she came in. “I can get that done today right after work.”

      Please leave.

      Thankfully, Hank did exactly that, shaking my hand and leaving hastily, as if he couldn’t wait to put space between himself and said “rodents”.

      I had only a few minutes before my shop filled up with love-hungry mortals, and I was dying to confront the naughty little minx behind my sudden infestation.

      Anonymous, my ass.

      No, I knew exactly where my little furry mice friends had come from and exactly who had  called the health department. I had even spotted her peeking out her blinds at us at least a half dozen times during Hank’s short visit.

      Following him outside, I leaned against the brick wall, and stared across the street waiting for the blinds to move once more. It only took a minute or two before I caught her. I pointed and turned my wrist before curling my finger up in a ‘come here’ motion. The blinds snapped shut again, but there was no other movement. I stretched, and rested my arms behind my head. I had all the time in the world to wait, I was immortal after all.

      We continued our little dance for ten minutes before she gave in and stomped out her door.

      “What?” she yelled across the street.

      “You know what.” I smiled and shook my head. I couldn’t help it. She was so damned cute with her hands on her generous hips and an angry pout on her face. “Why don’t you come over here so we can talk?”

      “I don’t want to talk to you. I want you to leave.”

      I shook my head again, slowly this time to ensure she would see it. She stomped her foot.

      “Come on over here,” I shouted. “I’d come over there, but I’m expecting clients any minute. I know you can’t say the same.”

      That did it.

      Her face turned fifty shades of red and she stormed across the street like her shoes were on fire and I was her only hope of extinguishing the flames.

      As soon as she got to the sidewalk, I turned and went inside praying she would follow me.

      She did.

      The squeaking from the box of mice was incessant, and I could see the exact moment that she noticed it.

      Her eyes narrowed and her mouth opened slightly, her lips forming a little “o” when she realized her plan hadn’t gone quite as she had expected.

      She bristled slightly more, but quickly recovered.

      I stood behind my desk and waited, smirking, for her to speak.

      “Why is your open sign up?” She finally managed. “Didn’t you get shut down this morning? Wasn’t that Hank from the health department I saw from the window?” Her chin jutted out, with a hint of stubborn pride. “I set him up with his wife, you know.”

      “Good. That’s good. It’s nice to know you do have some matchmaking skills, at least. I’m sure they are very happy, especially with Hank having all the personality of a dirty kitchen sponge.”

      “That’s mean. I hope you treat your own clients a little nicer than that. Everyone deserves love, you know.”

      “I do know. And I’m going to be the one who finds it for them. Despite your sad little attempt to put me out of business this morning.” I shook my head, and tried to frown.  “Mice. Really?  I think I’ll do you a favor, and forfeit this little prank war right now. Seeing as how you obviously have a fourth grade aptitude level when it comes to a good prank. I’m on a much more advanced level than you, and I don’t want the unfair advantage.”

      “Good! End it then! If you forfeit does it mean you leave? Cause that would be awesome!”

      I crossed in front of the desk and patted her head. “No silly. It means you prank me and I don’t prank you back.“

      “I don’t want to prank you!” she all but screamed, stomping her foot and turning red again. “I never did! I suck at pranks, you’re right—that’s not news. I’m not the one who declared a prank war begin with. That was all you, buster. So I’ll be damned if you’re going to forfeit and refuse to participate.”

      I quirked a brow.  “Buster?” I scoffed. “ And excuse me, little lover, but I am quite certain that it was you, and not me that started the prank war.“

      “I didn’t start it,” she repeated deadpan. “I said I was going to get rid of you, and I am. Mark my words.”

      “Right. You’re going to get rid of me. I’m dying to see how, since your first attempt was so epic and inspired.” My voice was heavy with sarcasm.

      She was sputtering and staring again at the box that held the mice. I walked over and retrieved it from the shelf, holding it out in front of me.

      “You know, I really must thank you. I’ve never been away from my family before, and I imagine it will get quite lonely. I would have never thought on my own to get a pet, and now I have a dozen. Would you like to meet them? Or should I say, reacquaint yourself?”

      Before she could answer, I popped the lid off, and placed the box on my desk. “This is Ares, and that’s Zeus, and Apollo, and Callypso. Over here on this side of the box we have Aphrodite and Artemis.” I rattled off the names I had given Hank and added a few more to be sure everyone had a name. “That’s Triton and that’s Persephone and that little white one sleeping in the corner is Morpheous. The dark gray one on top of the cheese is King, and these little lovers right here,” I said pointing  to a pair of mice currently going at it, while mentally patting myself on the back, “are Cupid and Bekah.”

      “Oh that’s cute. That’s really cute. And really, you named them after Greek gods? Obsessive much? It seems like you have a god complex going on,” she spat, looking quite pleased with herself.

      I shrugged. “It’s not a complex.” I didn’t bother to explain. She wouldn’t have believed me anyway.

      “You can’t keep them as pets!” she exclaimed staring straight into my eyes.

      I quickly looked away knowing the pheromones would kick in. I was quite enjoying this battle of the wits we had going on at the moment.

      Mostly because I was winning.

      “I can, actually. You did buy them at the pet store didn’t you? Let me guess. The owner is a friend of yours? Maybe you introduced him to his wife too?”

      “I did, actually.”

      “Well, like I said, it’s nice to know that you actually do have some talent in the matchmaking department. Of course it’s not going to do you any good here because all your current clients are coming to me.”

      We stared at each other hard. I knew it was a bad idea, but I couldn’t look away. I could feel the air around me seem to shift as the sexual tension grew thick and heavy between us. We were going in circles, and the next move was anybody’s guess. For two minutes, the room was fully silent save the squeaking of mice chomping on cheese.

      Then she scoffed. “What are you staring at anyways? Cat got your tongue?”

      I didn’t know where the cat came in, as last I checked we had been talking about mice. But it didn’t matter anyway.  I breathed a sigh of relief, and wondered, not for the first time, if she was immune to the pheromones. Besides our little kiss the yesterday, she certainly seemed to be. Either that, or she had epic amounts of adrenaline flowing through her body from all our mental and physical sparring. Adrenaline could sometimes counteract the effects of the pheromones.

      I could have come up with a comeback on the fly, despite not knowing what she was talking about with the cats, but our little battle of wits had continued long enough and I was about to put an end to it. For today anyway.

      “I was just trying to decide, whether to give you a hug and thank you for the present, or do what I really want to do, and turn you over my knee and teach you a lesson.”

      “Don’t you dare touch me,” she growled.

      I didn’t. Nor had I planned to. I barely refrained from scratching my head at the unexpected threat that had left my lips.

      Where had that come from?

      Of course once I said it, I couldn’t take it back, and the thought of her plump heart-shaped ass splayed across my lap, twitching under the palm of my hand while she squirmed and cried out and begged me to stop had me struggling to keep my arrow from going erect under my slacks. I had spanked many a lovely ass in my day, but always for pleasure never for punishment, and always because they had wanted me to.

      This woman drove me crazy, in every sense of the word.

      I fully expected her to slap me again, as a reaction to my insane and presumptuous comments, and I braced myself as she rushed toward me, closing the distance between us.

      I couldn’t discern the nuances of her expression and I wondered if she might punch me this time, instead of slap me. My little lover was a violent little minx.

      She didn’t slap or punch me. She hurled her body at mine, wrapping the fingers of one hand in my hair while her other hand gripped my waist possessively.

      She hit me with such force I fell back, giving an oof of pain as my back slammed against the brick wall.

      Her lips pushed hard against mine in a kiss that was demanding and desperate.

      What in the hell just happened?

      Oh. The pheromones.

      I should probably fight this.

      I don’t want to.

      I might be a god, but my mortal desires kicked in, and I shoved my fists into her hair, grabbing the shiny auburn locks by the handful.

      I told myself it was only a kiss, nothing we haven’t done before, but before I  had even finished the thought, I lifted her shirt over her head, and threw it down to the floor.

      Her fingers worked the small buttons of my dress shirt, and she was too slow. I wanted her to touch me. I wanted to feel her fingers on my chest, dragging through the curly hairs that decorated my pectoral muscles. I grabbed the collar of my shirt on each side, and pulled, ripping the shirt down the middle, and sending buttons flying across the room.

      The move shocked her, and for a brief moment, her lips left mine.

      Her eyes widened, and I thought to myself that this was it. The spell had been broken and she was going to slap me now.

      Instead, she muttered, “wow” , and let me kiss her softly. Her hands dropped to my waist as she began to fumble with my belt buckle.

      I opened my eyes. The blinds were open, and people were walking by on the sidewalk. I realized belatedly that the door was unlocked and business hours were looming.

      Scooting away from the wall, I grabbed her under her ass, lifting her legs to bend at the knees and wrap around my waist.

      Then I backed up again and slid slowly down the wall so that she was straddling my lap, and our bodies were hidden from view behind my oversized desk.

      She didn’t react to the shift in position, but gave a triumphant cry when she managed to free my belt from its loops and unbutton my fly.

      Reaching inside the flap of my pants, Bekah wrapped her hand around my cock. I heard a sharp intake of breath, and I wasn’t sure if it came from her or me.

      She was impatient, scooting the fabric of my slacks and boxers down my hips until I was sitting bare assed on the cold tile floor.

      This is wrong. So wrong. Abort mission. Cease and desist.

      My conscience screamed at me, as she began to work her magic on my cock, stroking it slowly up and down in her tight little fist.

      I focused my gaze on her pretty red nails, and tried to shut up the angel on my shoulder, but it didn’t work.

      This was the wrong direction to take in the process of claiming her as mine. I knew it instinctively, but I couldn’t bring myself to stop it.

      In my Cupid form, sex had never felt this way. Sure it had been good, and satisfying and scratched the eternal male itch, but it had never felt like the simple act of having a woman jack me off was squeezing my heart in a vice, threatening to shatter it into a million pieces.

      I watched wordlessly as she shifted in my lap, pushing her skirt up, and shoving her stockings and panties down. She lifted her body so that she was up on her knees, with her wet pussy balanced above my erect cock. Her eyes were clouded with lust, and I could tell she had dissociated herself from the scenario, and from me. I was, at this point, as she sat perched to impale herself with my thick arrow, simply a means to an end, with the end being the powerful orgasm I was going to make sure she had.

      She smiled at me, a sloppy drunken-looking smile, and shoved her wetness down onto me.

      I recognized the glazed look in her eyes, and winced. The pheromones.  Once my arrow was exposed they were ten times stronger than usual, making any woman within a hundred feet of me crazy with desire and lust.

      It was precisely why I had not meant for this to happen.

      I closed my eyes as her pussy walls contracted around me.

      Hot damn. She felt good, fitting perfectly, like our bodies had been created for one another.

      She began to rock back and forth on my lap, thrusting her hips forward and backward as she rode me. She was euphoric and giggly, cupping my face in her hands, and leaning in to steal greedy kisses.

      “You’re so sexy,” she muttered, with her lips pressed against mine. “So gorgeous, and charming, and I really wanted to hate you. But your beautiful green eyes, and these perfect lips, and those muscles that bulge in all the right places. I can’t hate you right now.”

      “Well that’s good,” I whispered, tucking her hair behind her ear, praying that the euphoria would last past the time she was attached to my body by way of her pussy on my cock. “I don’t want you to hate me.”

      “I can’t,” she said seriously. Well, her tone was serious, but her expression was comical as she peered down at the base of my cock.

      “I really like this.”

      “This? What’s this?”

      “This!” she wrapped her fingers around the very base, and jerked my cock hard while it was still inside of her. “This love stick. It’s very nice. And big. And thick. It fits me, and it feels good.”

      Wow. These pheromones seemed to be abnormally strong, or she was more susceptible to their powers than most.

      “It likes you too,” I whispered, grabbing her hips, and guiding her back and forth on my lap, slowly at first, and then increasing speed when she moaned.

      That did the trick of lulling her from her giggly drugged state, into one of frenzied passion.

      Her feet were flat on the floor as she gyrated against me with wild abandon. She was concerned only with her own pleasure, and watching her take what she needed was turning me on. I wrapped my arms around her, gripping her back, digging my nails gently into the freckled skin.

      The little bit of pain seemed to drive her wild and her face morphed into something primal and indescribable as she pushed toward the looming orgasm.

      The clock on the wall chimed as it struck nine, and I held my breath, waiting for her to come, praying she would get there before the first wave of clients got here.

      Her body spasmed as she screamed out, riding an orgasm that seemed to last way longer than normal.

      When it finally passed, she collapsed against my chest for a full minute, then calmly pulled herself off of me, tugged up her panties and stockings, righted her skirt, and ran her fingers through her hair.

      The glazed daze left her eyes as I quickly pulled up my own boxers and slacks, hurrying to fasten them. My shirt was ruined, but I had a whole wardrobe in a back closet.

      I stood as she did, and leaned forward to kiss her cheek. She turned her face sharply, dodging my affection, and I sighed.

      Back to square one.

      Her heels clicked on the tile floor as she made her exit.

      She paused at the door, and said the one sentence that was the last thing I had been expecting to hear.

      “You better prank me tomorrow, you big jerk. It’s your turn, and forfeiting is not acceptable.”
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      Rebekah

      Walking across the street felt like doing the walk of shame back in college after a wild one night stand with a frat guy who later ended up being my roommate’s boyfriend.

      Only this one was way worse. I wasn’t a college kid anymore, and there had been no jello shots or beer bongs involved in my poor decision making.

      Just a couple of mice, a hard-up vagina and sheer stupidity.

      Pulling the door to my shop open, I was grateful for the fact that I wasn’t expecting clients and didn't expect to get any. Of course, across the street they were lining up like he was giving away $100 bills with every match.

      I went in, and locked the door behind me, collapsing on the fancy chaise lounge I had purchased for the front reception area.

      My heart was racing, and my pussy was pulsing and tingling. My whole body felt clammy and shaky, and I was filled with self loathing. I sat up with a start, placed my elbows on my knees, and buried my face in my hands.

      “Bekah,” I moaned, angry at myself. “What in the hell was that?”

      “A hate fuck.” I answered myself, astonished at the way the tension seemed to melt away when I said the words aloud. “That was a total hate fuck and now that I got it out of my system I can focus again.”

      I stood up and stretched. The mice may have failed me, but there was plenty where that came from.

      As soon as I can come up with another idea.

      But now was the time to fight fire with fire. I needed to figure out how to get my clients back. I thought about all of the customers that had walked into my shop lonely and hopeless and walked out with a successful match. I had history in this town and I wasn’t going to let the shiny new toy across the road take my legacy away from me.

      Hopping on my computer I quickly crafted a sale sign and sent it off to the office store to be printed. Then I sent some emails to happy clients promising them some referral benefits that I could not afford, but if I could get some momentum back then maybe I would be able to save this mess.

      I smiled to myself. “This is exactly the drive I needed to light a fire under this business again. Thanks for that Mr. Greek-god.”

      My pussy spasmed.

      Dammit, don’t think about him and his magical cock.

      His cock is not magical, you are desperate.

      I’m not desperate.

      You’re arguing with yourself.

      I growled.

      “Everything okay, Bekah?” Kimmy asked. I looked up to see her standing in the reception area.

      When did she get here?

      “Uh yeah, everything is fine. Can you keep an eye on the shop while I run down to Office Rite and grab the stuff I’m having made up and go hand out fliers?”

      “Sure. What are you up to?”

      “I’m running a deal for fifty percent off. I want my clients back.” I shut down my computer and got ready to go.

      She nodded and smiled. “You go girl! None of that,” she waved her hand in the air indicating Eros’ shop, “makes any sense anyway. You’re damn good at this job. And when they all figure that out they will come crawling back.”

      “Thanks, babe. Unfortunately, no matter how good I am, if I don't get some income it’s all over.” It felt weird to admit that out loud. Weird, but good. Saying it out loud made it real, which was horrifying, but it also lit my resolve. I could not lose this place.

      “That bad, huh?” Kimmy asked with a grimace.

      “Worse.” I cringed. I didn’t want to talk about money, but it was weighing me down and fucking me all up.

      Is that why you threw yourself at Mr. god-man and his glorious cock?

      Oh my god, shut up!

      “That sucks, dude. I’m sorry.” Kimmy commiserated.

      “Sucks is an understatement.”

      Shit. Don’t think about sucking.

      No sucking for you.

      Get it together, woman!

      I squeezed my eyes shut and willed my wayward thoughts to cooperate.

      Grabbing my purse and keys from the locked drawer in my desk, I headed toward the door where Kimmy was still standing.

      “I don’t think anyone will stop by, but if you could just keep a lookout, I would appreciate it.”

      “No problem.” She stepped in front of me, halting my escape. “Are you sure you’re okay? Your face is flushed and you look really flustered.”

      “I’m good, I swear.”

      Liar.

      I smiled and held the door open for her to leave. “I’ll let you know when I get back.”

      She took one last glance at the fake smile I had plastered on my face and rolled her eyes before walking out. I locked up the front and put up a sign that I would return by eleven and left out the back.

      Once in my car, I took a deep breath and tried to clear my thoughts.

      Maybe you should ask Kimmy for a book on meditation so you can get sexy as fuck Mr. Adonis out of your head.

      Step one:stop thinking about him as sexy.

      Step two: focus on getting him out of your life instead of getting in to his bed. Or his chair or the floor. We had never actually made it to his bed, or even to his apartment.

      Ughhh.

      So much for clearing my thoughts, now all I can think about is his bed.

      I started the car, turned the radio up as high as I could handle without blowing out my eardrums, and headed to the office store.
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      “And now a song from Cupid to his little lover,” the over-dramatic voice of the radio DJ announced as I got back into the car with my sale materials.

      “From who to who?” I screeched and turned up the volume hoping he would say more.

      The radio station was the only one in the county and every single resident listened to it. You could walk into any place of business and this was the station that was playing in the background.

      Make You feel my Love began to play and I wanted to throw up. I loved the song.

      It spoke of the kind of love everyone longed for. The kind of love I believed in. And just like that, he had ruined it for me.

      Cupid? Little lover? It couldn’t be.

      He wouldn’t, would he?

      The awful song with its powerful lyrics continued to play and I hit the power button to shut it off.

      There’s no way that could be from him to me, right?

      He can’t be that delusional.

      Wait, maybe this is his idea of a prank?

      This is utter bullshit.

      And he’s way better at pranks than me.

      I’m sure the serenade upset me way more than the mice upset him.

      That means he’s winning.

      I can’t let him win.

      Abandoning my mission to get customers, I refocused on the prank war and how I was going to get back at him for embarrassing the fuck out of me in front of the entire town.

      At least no one knows he calls me that.

      I took a deep cleansing breath to calm the rage that had built inside of me. Putting the car in drive, I headed back to my shop in silence. I needed to do some research on pranks. I parked in my spot behind the row of shops and got out of the car. I could hear music playing, loudly, which was unusual on our quiet block. I wrote it off as a car passing by and went inside, but it didn’t stop. The sound came through my old, single paned front windows.

      I could still hear the DJ’s voice loud and clear.

      “Little lover, your Cupid wants you to know that your meeting this morning was unforgettable and he looks forward to your next date. Cupid, listen man, you are making us all look bad...” The DJ continued to talk, but my ears were ringing and I could no longer decipher his words. The the music started to play. I recognized the song instantly. Another favorite.

      You have got to be fucking kidding me.

      I stomped to the front door, unlocked it and threw it open, looking for the source of the music. I wanted to rip out the speakers and smash them to smithereens. I looked up and down the street, but nothing seemed amiss. I took a few steps trying to figure out where the sound was coming from. That’s all it took.

      His shop. Of course.

      I had to  force myself to not run across the road. I desperately wanted to give him a piece of my mind, but his shop was full of witnesses and I could not afford to make myself look bad. The goal was to drive customers back to me, not away.

      I made my way across the street, with a slow and deliberate gait. Squaring my shoulders, I thrust out my chest, jutted out my chin, and entered his shop, zeroing in on him as I did my level best to portray my frustration with my stare. It took him a full minute to notice I was there, and when his eyes met mine I instantly felt my body react. My sex pulsed and my nipples hardened.

      Danger!

      Abort! Abort!

      No, I just need him to shut off the speakers. I can do this.

      I balled my fists, digging my nails into my palms, as I watched him saunter toward me.

      The closer he got the wetter my panties became.  Worse, there was nothing I could do to stop it. My eyes stayed locked on his until he was close enough to touch and he dropped his gaze. The pulsing slowed and I felt myself breathe again. The lust cloud remained, but I was able to give voice to my anger.

      “Point to you, now shut it off.” I spoke quietly through clenched teeth.

      “You don’t like music, little lover?” He was not so quiet and  my cheeks heated with embarrassment.

      Grabbing his arm, I pulled him further from any customers. Touching him was a bad idea. Electric shock waves shot through me, sending vibrations to all of my erogenous zones. It was as if someone was holding a hitachi wand to every single one of my sensitive areas. He took a step back, breaking the physical connection.

      Thank god.

      I shook my head, trying to get control, but it was no use. I was dizzy with need and had completely lost track of my senses. I didn’t even remember my purpose for being there. All I could think about was his cock. I needed it and I needed it right at that moment.

      I reached for him, but he took a step back.

      “Go back to work, Rebekah.” He seemed almost angry, but that couldn’t be right. I was supposed to be angry with him. Instead, I wanted him to touch me.

      “I can’t… I need…”

      What do I need? I have no fucking clue what I need.

      “I will shut off the music, okay?” He sounded frustrated, but there was no way he could be more frustrated than me. I needed to come. My hand slid down my stomach and toward my sex, of its own accord, but it didn’t make it. Eros seized my wrist and the vibrations started again.

      “Fuck, Bekah.” He pulled me out the front door and across the street back to my shop. Once inside he let go of me and I collapsed onto the chaise. “Stay here. I will turn off the music.”

      “I don’t care about the music, it’s kind of nice.” I laid back against the seat and spread myself open to him. “It sets the mood, don’t you think?”

      He shook his head and backed away. “I’m going back to my clients. You stay here.” With that, he left.

      I was covered in sweat, and  my body  was screaming for something that I could not provide on my own, not like he could at least.

      Oh my god, Bekah. Did you really just do that?

      The haze began to dissipate and I was able to form rational thoughts again.

      Holy fuck, What just happened? What did I just do?

      You threw yourself at a man like a crazed lunatic, that's what you did.

      Shit. Shit. Shit.

      That’s twice in one day.

      What the hell?

      Obviously, I can’t trust myself to be anywhere near that man. I have to get rid of him. Now, more than ever.

      Game on.

      Again.
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      Eros

      I adjusted my erection as discreetly as I could as I made my way back to my crowded shop. Having Rebekah throw herself at me and turning her away like that had not been easy. I could have taken her, again. Pulled her into the backroom and fucked her with a shop full of people, and no one would have been the wiser.

      And fuck, I had wanted to, but I was actually feeling guilty about that morning, and the guilt was louder than the arousal currently. Just barely, but it was.

      The little redhead hated me and she made no effort to hide it. When my pheremones had overtaken her, I should have stopped it, but I wanted her as badly as she had wanted me in that moment. I still did and I didn’t see anything that would change that fact.

      She loathed my very existence, yet I loved everything about her. She wanted me out of her life, but all I wanted was to hold her close. I had the desire to pamper and spoil her. I wanted to spank her sassy ass and then worship her body so thoroughly that she  finally forgot I was the enemy, and started to reciprocate my feelings.

      As soon as I got back to my shop I shut the speakers off. Serenading her with love songs had seemed a genius idea a few hours ago, but now I wasn’t so sure. I had no idea how to get through to my little lover. Everything I tried seemed to make her hate me more. Every attempt to show my love had ended in her being even more angry and frustrated.

      “Mr. Adonis?” A young brunette approached holding her clipboard to her chest, a deep blush colored her cheeks. “I’ve finished my forms. Is there anything else I can do?” She took another step toward me, fluttering her eyelashes.

      Fuck my life, this is actually beginning to get old.

      “Thank you, I have all the information I need. I will be in touch as soon as I am able to locate a compatible partner.” I took a step back and held out my hand for the paperwork. Out of  the corner of my eye, I could see her staring at me, but she did not hand me the clipboard. Instead she placed her hand in mine and sidled up close.

      I hated to be rude, but I was so over it. I pulled away and scanned the room. A man in his mid thirties caught my eye, Kirk was his name. We had had a brief exchange before I had given him his forms. He wasn’t sure if my service was for him and of course I convinced him otherwise.

      “Actually, why don’t you follow me?” I spoke to the lovesick woman over my shoulder as I headed toward the other man. “Kirk, I would like you to meet Sara. Sara, this is Kirk.”

      I saw the spark the second it happened. Their eyes met and I no longer existed.

      Just the way it’s supposed to be. Now if only I could get Rebekah to look at me like that, without the pheromones influencing her.

      I left them to get to know one another and went around checking on some of the others. I needed to keep busy.
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      “Fire!”

      A surprised scream interrupted my consultation with a thirty year old single mother and I jumped up like a bolt of lightning had struck me. The voice was Rebekah’s. I would recognize it anywhere.  My heart thudded in my chest as I ran to see what was happening. Was she in danger? Where was the fire? I had to get to her. I burst through the front door, and stopped short, almost stepping in the small pile of flames on the other side of my welcome mat. I looked up and down the street, and across it, but I didn’t see Bekah. At least I knew she was safe.

      What the hell?

      The pile of flames appeared to be coming from a large paper shopping bag, that was exuding a particular scent.

      A shit bomb.

      The little brat had shit bombed me.

      Well, at least she’s getting slightly better at this pranking thing, although a shit bomb in the middle of town in the middle of the day was an extremely risky move. I just hoped I could get the situation under control before some well meaning busybody alerted the police.

      It would serve her right if they did.

      I shook my head. I didn’t want that. I preferred to deal in my own brand of justice, and if she got in trouble with the law due to this stupid war we had going, I would never forgive myself.

      With that thought on my mind, I hurried to the small emergency fire extinguisher that hung from the wall behind my desk, removed it, and ran back to the entrance. Everyone from inside and outside the shop had crowded around the small flaming bag, gawking like they had never seen a fire before in their lives.

      “Excuse me!” I announced, but I didn’t wait for anyone to move. Shouldering myself through them, I prepped the fire extinguisher, pointed the nozzle, and proceeded to put out the fire.

      “This makes no sense!”

      “How does a random fire start in the middle of a cement walkway?”

      “Someone put it here, but who? And why?”

      People in the crowd were chattering and asking questions. I had questions of my own, but I already knew where it had come from. What I didn’t know was where she had run off to.

      “What’s that smell?”

      The smoke was clearing and the scent of fresh dog shit permeated the air.

      “It smells like shit.”

      Ya think? Apparently these people had never heard of the flaming bag of poop prank before.

      The crowd started covering their noses and moving away and I caught sight of Rebekah among them. She must have been hiding nearby, and when the crowd had gathered, she couldn’t help herself, and had to sneak back into the fray.

      She was smirking at the charred object, but the second she realized she had been spotted the smile on her face turned into a little “o” of surprise and she backed away.

      I quirked a brow and shook my head at her.

      “Why would someone light shit on fire and leave it in front of your shop, Eros? Who could do such a thing?” One of my customers asked, taking my attention from Bekah.

      “Misplaced anger and frustration, I’m sure,” I answered, keeping my voice calm. “It’s all fine now. Everyone go about your business and let’s find you all some love so you aren’t the next ones leaving flaming shit on my doorstep.” I chuckled, making a joke out of the situation.

      I glanced back at Rebekah. Her face was red with anger as the customers made their way back inside and the passersby continued on their way. She threw her hands in the air before putting them on her hips and stomping her feet on the ground. I had to smile, she was just too damn cute for her own good.

      “What? Did you expect they would all be disgusted and leave over a very amatuer high school prank?” I asked, careful to avoid eye contact.

      She turned and continued her stomping tantrum all the way back to her shop without a word.

      I sighed and looked at the mess on the concrete.

      The longer it sat, the stronger the stench became and I did not want to be smelling that for the rest of the day.

      How the hell am I supposed to clean this up?

      I should make her do it, after I redden her ass for playing with fire.

      My cock hardened for the upteenth time that day because of her. I envisioned turning her over my knee and lighting a fire to her seat.

      After all, turnabout is fair play, isn’t it?

      Tit for tat and all that?

      Unfortunately, spanking her naughty little ass wasn’t going to solve the underlying issue.

      I mean, it could, but it was highly unlikely.

      I settled for going inside and calling the company that cleaned my shop at night. They were happy to send someone out when I mentioned paying them double for that evening.

      I should send her the bill.

      No, that won’t help either.

      I should send her something, though.

      It was my turn after all, but what could I send? Her little prank hadn’t left me in a very romantic mood, and the flowers I had sent  had gone over as well as a root canal, so that was out.

      Needing inspiration, I looked around the room at the men and women filling out forms and an idea struck. I started leafing through a couple of the completed forms and reading the section that was titled “Most romantic thing someone has ever done for me or I have done for someone else.”

      There was such an array of answers and some would not help at all, not now at least.

      Picnic in the park.

      She doesn’t want to be near me.

      Couples massage.

      We aren’t a couple.

      Surprise trip.

      She would never go anywhere with me.

      Chocolate covered strawberries.

      That I could do!

      I picked up the phone and called the sweet shop I’d seen on my way into work that morning. I ordered a ten pound box of fresh assorted chocolates, wishing I knew what her favorite might be. Hopefully she wasn’t allergic to chocolate like she was to the roses I had sent.

      “Do you have a delivery option?” I asked the saleswoman.

      “I don’t, but I can take it next door to the flower shop if you would like to add a little extra pizzazz.”

      “Well, she isn’t a huge fan of flowers, unfortunately. She is allergic to them.”

      “Balloons?” she suggested.

      “That could work. I will call them up next. How long until you can get the box to them?”

      “Five minutes.”

      “Perfect, thank you so much for your help.”

      “You are very welcome, sir. Good luck.”

      Luck? Yeah, I could use all the luck I could get.

      I called the flower shop and made the final arrangements. The balloons and chocolate would be delivered to her within the hour, just before closing time.

      Perfect.

      Finally, I was able to turn my attention back to work.
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      I checked my watch and walked to my front window. My shop was empty, the closed sign had been put in place and I was ready to go home a little early after a long, trying day. But I was waiting for something.

      Right on time, a man carrying a huge bouquet of at least two dozen colorful balloons and a giant box of chocolate, entered Happily Ever After. I wished I could see and hear what was happening, but when the man left calmly a few minutes later, I considered that a good sign.

      I held my breath and waited.

      Would she come over and thank me? Would she storm over and yell at me? Would she climb on top of my desk, and jump me again?

      I didn’t have to wonder long.

      After only a minute or two, Rebekah emerged with the balloons, struggling to get the whole bouquet out the door.

      I might have gone a little overboard on the balloon bouquet.

      She walked into the middle of the road, glanced over at me and opened her hand. The rainbow of balloons floated upward into the sky, scattering as they rose.  When they were well up into the clouds, she smiled, turned, and flipped me off before going back inside without a second glance.

      Well, at least she kept the chocolate...

      That has to count for something.

      Right?
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      Rebekah

      The closed sign was up, but the door was unlocked. I pushed it open, knowing full well I should have just left the bag on the doorstep. Then again, after yesterday, he probably wouldn’t trust a bag left on his doorstep.

      I snickered at the memory of him standing in front of a flaming pile of dog poop the day before.

      The prank thing was getting a little easier.

      Today wasn’t about a prank so much as it was about trolling him and his piss poor definition of what a prank was.

      The idea had been cute and funny when I had come up with it, but now that I was looking at him, I was beginning to see a flaw in my plan.

      A major one.

      The one where I didn’t seem to be capable of making good decisions where he was concerned.

      Just being in the same room with him already had my heart beating faster, and he hadn’t even noticed me yet.

      “We’re closed for the day. Come back tomorrow, and we’ll get you set up. Literally,” he joked without looking up.

      “If you’re too busy, you could always send some clients my way. I’m not that incompetent you know. Despite all the jokes you make that insinuate otherwise.”

      He looked up, and we locked eyes. “I know,” he said.

      I don’t know what happened after that. Not really. My brain went blank, except for the thought of his cock inside my pussy. One minute I was standing there holding the gift bag I had brought over as a joke, and possibly a peace offering, and the next I had leapt on top of his desk, and jumped into his lap.

      The chair he was in fell backwards from the force of my body hitting his, and we fell onto the floor in a heap, with various body parts entangled in parts of the overturned chair.

      I ripped my dress off, over my head, and had my bra off before he was even over the shock of the fall. I straddled him in only my panties, and undressed him as quickly as I could, wishing that just once he would wear something with less buttons.

      I was like Sonic the Hedgehog on ecstasy and we were both undressed in thirty seconds flat.

      He didn’t have time to protest, and I didn’t have time to contemplate my actions as I greedily shoved my lips onto his. My kiss was hard and demanding. He was like a drug I couldn’t shake my addiction to, and I was jonesing for my next fix.

      I pushed his mouth open with my tongue, slipping it inside his mouth,and exploring everything I found there like an archeologist digging for bones.

      But it didn’t stop there. My hands raked up and down his bare chest and back, through the tufts of dark curls that lay atop his perfect pecs, and down his stomach to his treasure trail.

      When I found his cock, the squeal of delight I made didn’t even sound human to my own ears. I grabbed it with both fists, prying my lips away from his long enough to slip it inside my wet canal.

      There was no foreplay. It wasn’t needed.

      It never was with him.

      He made me wetter and hornier just by looking at me than most men could with an hour of foreplay.

      The fuck was hot and hard and fast. I was barely breathing one minute, and panting like an animal in heat the next.

      He cupped my breasts with both hands, murmuring in appreciation as he teased my nipples.

      My orgasm was instantaneous.

      “Holy fuck!” I yelled as I came, riding his cock and the waves of my release.

      This man.

      His cock.

      Holy fuck.

      “You really shouldn’t use such colorful language, little lover. It’s not very professional.”

      The admonition jolted me out of my hormone induced haze.

      It was annoying and presumptuous but hot. I’d never admit this to him, but it was a line straight out of my fantasies.

      Don’t think about that. Don’t start to wonder if this man could actually be the one who fulfills more of your fantasies than he already does.

      This is a hate fuck.

      Another hate fuck.

      An incredibly hot and addicting hate fuck, but a hate fuck just the same.

      “It’s okay,” I muttered, prying myself off of him and gathering my clothes. “I’m not here in a professional capacity. And don’t call me little lover. I’m not your little anything, and I hate that nickname.”

      Donning my underwear first, and then my jeans and sweater, I was dressed again in no time, and feeling wholly embarrassed at my wanton behavior. He probably thought me a horrible slut with the way I kept throwing myself at him. I didn’t see how he could possibly think anything less, but he didn't seem to mind. He didn’t even seem the least bit surprised as he stood there calmly re-buttoning his shirt.

      “Well that was certainly a fabulous way to end the day,” he quipped, ignoring my request like I knew he would,and  straightening his collar after he fastened the last button. “But something tells me that wasn’t the reason you came in here, was it?”

      “The reason I….? Oh.” My cheeks flushed as I looked down at the abandoned bag at my feet. I had been hastily shuffling towards the door in an attempt to escape before things got any weirder. And he was right, I had forgotten the real reason I had come over.

      How does this keep happening to me?

      I scooped the bag up, fluffing the tissue paper that was spilling from the top, and held it out to him. “I brought you these. Seemed like you might need them.”

      He pushed the paper aside, and peeked into the bag, raising an eyebrow when he looked back at me. “Books?”

      “Specifically, a dictionary and a thesaurus. You seem slightly confused as to what the meaning of the word prank is. I thought this might help.”

      He chuckled. “Oh, little lover. I assure you that I have a very comprehensive understanding of the meaning of the word prank. I just don’t want to prank you. You seem to have enough reasons to hate me. Why give you more? I’m focusing my energy on the opposite.” He looked me up and down grinning salaciously as he seemed to undress me with his eyes. “I think it’s working.”

      “It’s not working!” I informed him, far too loudly.

      Me thinks thou doth protest too much, Bekah.

      “Well, keep the books, anyhow.” He winked. “Oh and take this one too.” He walked over to his bookshelf where those stupid mice now lived in a completely decked out cage, and picked up a gift bag identical to the one I was holding.

      Wearily, I took it from him, and shoved my hand inside, withdrawing a thick yellow book with black writing on the cover.

      Pranks for Dummies.

      I shoved it back in the bag, and shoved the bag against his chest.

      “Hardy-Har-Har,” I retorted. “Thanks, but I don’t need this. I’ve only been warming up, you see. Getting a feel for what you can handle, so to speak. I assure you that I have something epic planned for next time.”

      I have nothing planned, epic or otherwise.

      “If you say so.” He smirked, and I wanted to wipe that silly smirk right off his face. With my fist.

      “I do. I said I’d get rid of you, and I will.”

      His jaw was twitching now, and I could tell he was trying not to laugh. It was, quite frankly, pissing me off.

      “Laugh it up now, buster,” I scolded, wagging my finger at him, as I turned and marched toward the door. “Laugh it up while you still can. Because soon, you won’t be laughing at all. I’ll be the one laughing. I can promise you that.”

      I cannot promise that. Not even a little bit, but I know better than to show my hand.

      “I’m shaking in my boots,” he assured me, struggling to keep a straight face.

      I said nothing more, turning to stare at him through the glass door as I stepped onto the sidewalk.

      I watched as he shook his head, walked behind his desk, and bent at the waist.

      What is he doing?

      I put my face against the glass as I peered inside, trying to catch a hint of what he might do next.

      He had something in his hand, as he came around the desk, but I couldn’t see what it was.

      Something black. Whatever it was was soft, and malleable, and able to be crammed into his fist.

      Shit! He’s coming straight toward me!

      Crap!

      I quickly turned tail and started to walk across the street toward my car, but I could hear his footsteps pounding the pavement as he jogged  behind me.

      “Bekah,” he called softly.

      I ignored him.

      “Bekah!” he called my name again.

      We were in the middle of the road, and I was not stopping to see what he wanted.

      I hoped he would just take the hint and go away, but I wasn’t that lucky.

      I made it to the sidewalk, with him right behind me, and I stopped so that he wouldn’t follow me to my car.

      We lived in the same building and I would feel obligated to give him a ride, which I did not want to do.

      “Oh my god!” I exclaimed turning to him, with my hands on my hips. “ What do you want?”

      “You forgot this.” He lifted his arm, and uncurled his fist, revealing the object I had been trying so hard to see just minutes before, dangling it from one finger.

      It was a concoction of black lace and satin, and I was mortified as the realization dawned. I looked down at my chest, thankful I still had the perky breasts of a woman in her twenties, despite the fact that I would be thirty in a few months.

      How had I walked out of there without my bra and not noticed?

      That’s what he does to me.

      I grabbed for the bra, and shoved it into the pocket of my hoodie, scanning the area as I did so, and praying nobody saw. It was the end of the work day and Main Street was just closing down for the day. Somebody was bound to have seen. Hopefully it was somebody with enough class and tact to keep it to themselves.

      That’s all I can hope for at this point.

      “Thanks,” I mumbled, looking down at our shoes, waiting for his to move and him to walk away.

      Thankfully, he did, I watched as his shiny loafers turned in the direction of his shop and he walked across the street.

      I leaned against the front door of my shop, attempting to act casual as a couple walked by holding hands.

      Nothing to see here, folks.

      They were so wrapped up in each other they didn’t give me a second glance.

      Breathing a sigh of relief I began my walk to the back lot, toward my car.

      I hadn’t made it more than three steps before I heard Kimmy calling my name.

      Shit.

      I was not in the mood for chit-chat. I just wanted to go home, crawl under the covers with a bottle of wine and drink until I forgot that I had thrown myself at that man, yet again.

      “Bekah!” she called again, and I turned. The last time I had tried to avoid someone calling my name it had not ended well for me.

      I plastered on a smile and turned around again. “What’s up?”

      At this rate I would never make it to my car.

      “Did I just see Eros out here?”

      I shrugged, trying to pull off nonchalant.

      Pretty sure I’m failing.

      “Well, he does work across the street.”

      Her eyes narrowed and she crossed her arms over her chest.

      “Yes, he does. And it seems to me like you’ve been going over there a lot. In fact, I could have sworn that I just saw him handing you a bra.”

      She stared pointedly at my chest, and I forced myself to meet her gaze head on.

      “I don’t know what you are talking about,” I swore.

      “Really? So he didn’t just hand you a bra? That’s funny, ‘cause you don’t appear to be wearing one.”

      I groaned, and crossed my arms over my chest. My only hope now was to attempt to change the subject and pray that it worked.

      “You know, Kimmy, I’m glad you stopped me. I was planning to come into the shop in the morning. There’s a book I need. Have you closed out the till yet?”

      She looked annoyed at my change of topic, but she still allowed it to happen.

      “Nope. Not yet. You’re just in time.”

      “It will just take a minute,” I assure her, already walking toward her shop that was two doors down from mine.

      She followed behind me, and I made a beeline for the back of the shop where the DIY and self help books were.

      The yellow dummy books took up a whole small bookshelf by themselves, and I quickly located the one I was looking for, and clutched it to my chest as I marched to the cash register.

      Kimmy was behind the counter, doing last minute checks and balances, and I slammed it on the glass countertop in front of her.

      She picked it up, and scanned it, and bagged it, and ran my card, and only then did she comment.

      “Pranks for Dummies? Such an obscure and peculiar subject matter, especially seeing as how April Fools Day is still months away, and yet, this is the second one of these I’ve sold today. Want to guess who bought the other copy?”

      Kimmy tucked her pink hair behind her ear, and looked at me over the black plastic eyeglasses she wore for show only.

      “Someone else bought this book today?” I asked innocently. “Isn’t that peculiar? An interesting coincidence, but I don’t know anything about that.”

      “Mmmhmm,” Kimmy murmured shaking her head as she smirked at me. “For fucks sake, Bekah, what are you planning to do? Prank him out of business? What about your sale?”

      Grabbing the bag off the counter, I turned away from her and marched to the door with a snap in my step. “I’m gonna do both.”

      And I’m not going to fuck him again.
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      Rebekah

      This book sucks. That was the conclusion I had come to after three glasses of wine and two hours of searching it’s depths for the perfect prank to put Eros out of business and get rid of him once and for all.

      All of the pranks listed in the book were amatuer status at best. They even had a section for prank calls, and the “is your refrigerator running joke” was in there.

      Fuck My life.

      The book could have been written by sixth graders.

      It contained nothing clever enough to bring down the business of a competitor, and most of the best pranks that weren’t sixth grade level either required lots of money I didn’t have or lots of time spent around the person you were pranking.

      That wasn’t a risk I was willing to take.

      Sighing, I closed the book and downed the rest of my glass of wine.

      There was a trashy reality show playing on tv. The kind where one partner might be cheating so they set them up to catch them in the act.

      Spoiler alert: They are always cheating.

      The show itself is horribly depressing, especially to someone in my profession, but there’s a small part of me who loves this kind of thing.

      Misery loves company, right?

      Sometimes at the end of a depressing day, this show made me feel a little less alone, and empowered in my misery. It made being a single matchmaker a little less sad when I saw the horrible stories of love gone wrong.

      Leaning back on my couch, I dug in my purse for the bag of peanut m&m's I knew I had stashed there.

      I ripped it open with my teeth, poured a half dozen or so into my mouth, straight from the bag and settled back to enjoy the misery of people who were not me.

      This woman, for instance, a school teacher and dance instructor from New York was especially pathetic.

      She had to have been blind to question whether or not her man was cheating. The signs were all there.

      The texts from other women, the long hours supposedly spent at work, mysterious expenditures that went unexplained.

      A text on his phone from a “friend” that literally said, “I love it when you eat me. I can’t wait to return the favor.”

      And his crazy wife still believed  his lies and lame excuses. She continued holding out hope.

      I called bullshit.

      Cheater, cheater, pussy eater.

      The producers and staff on this show were just as flabbergasted as I was by this woman’s faith in her husband’s innocence. So of course, they set a trap, and surprise, surprise, the cheater fell  right into it.

      They sat in a surveillance van outside the hotel where the decoy ws. The cheating husband was   not wearing his ring. He got the decoy’s  number and asked  her out to dinner. It wasn’t  not until they were sitting at the hotel restaurant and he mentioned having a room upstairs that his poor wife stopped defending him.

      Then she just lost it. She completely fell  apart. She was sobbing, she was cursing, she was on the phone with her attorney, all before the cameras stopped rolling.

      But that was where it got interesting. Usually at this point in the show, the woman jumps out of the surveillance van, storms the restaurant and creates a huge scene. Smacks her husband, throws her ring at him, cusses him out and generally loses it. The kind of breakdown reality tv producers live for.

      But not this woman. This bitch was savage as fuck. She dried her tears, cleaned out their joint bank account with a phone call, and straight up told the producers no when they asked if she wanted to go in there and confront him.

      This had never happened on this show before, and  was all in. I leaned forward, gaping at the tv, and waiting to see what happened next.

      I was on the edge of my seat as she grabbed a piece of paper and a pen from the table, hits down a sentence or two, and pushed it across the table.

      Cut to commercial.

      I finished off the rest of the m&m’s while I waited, and absentmindedly thumbed through the stupid book again, pausing when an ad on the second to last page caught my eye.

      It was for a product that touted itself as chaos in a box, and promised to deliver an epic prank that would go down in history and be remembered for years to come.

      That sounds promising.

      I tore out the page and stuffed it in my purse for later, just as the show came back on with seven minutes left in its time slot.

      The camera cut to the woman, standing outside a large downtown skyscraper, the kind that houses affluent businesses and offices on every floor.

      She looked like a million bucks with her hair perfectly coiffed, a fresh manicure and a sexy red dress that looked more suited to a fancy romantic dinner and some dancing after than it did to hitting an office downtown in the middle of the day with a camera crew.

      She looked into the camera and smiled, tossed her hair over one shoulder and marched into the building with the camera crew hot on her heels.

      The elevator ride up was tension filled. They really upped the drama for the viewers at home.

      It’s working.

      I stared at the tv as she stomped down a long hall filled with cubicles and office doors. Finally, she stopped. There was a nameplate on the door, but they blurred it out. She flung open the door, and a man stood. His pants were unbuckled, and dropped to his feet.

      I gasped, knowing it was her husband. He was standing behind a large walnut desk, and I just knew that there was a woman now hiding underneath.

      His wife knew it too.

      She stormed over there, calmer than shit, and leaned down, pulling the woman into view. By her hair.

      The other woman was your typical va-va-voom brunette, with a tiny waist and huge breasts busting out of the top of a blue dress that wasn’t at all workplace appropriate.

      Her husband tried to intervene but she slapped him, and shoved the woman out of the way.

      Then, and only then did she cry, letting the tears fall freely as she went to town on the poor bastard’s face.

      I couldn’t believe they were still filming, but then again, I could. This was reality tv gold right here.

      She cursed and screamed, and hit him, smacking his face, punching his chest, and calling him every name under the sun.

      Inwardly, I cheered for her, but this went on for so long, I started to feel sorry for the guy, and wonder if the whole thing was staged.

      Just when I was about to turn it off, she stopped, stepped back, took off her ring, and threw it in his face, before turning and high-tailing it out of the room.

      The brunette was in the corner, smirking, looking like the cat that ate the canary. She thought she was about to have her cake and eat it too.

      Oh, honey.

      Predictably, the husband rushed after his wife, still fixing his pants with one hand, as he chased after her screaming her name, hollering apologies, and proclaiming that the brunette means nothing to him.

      They could have ended the show there, but they didn’t. Instead, they followed him down the hallway, but they weren’t focused on him. They were the only ones not focused on him. Everybody in a cubicle was standing to watch the  drama as it played out. Every office door that was closed on the way up, was now open, with men and women in expensive suits standing in the doorways, like a pack of vultures circling its prey.

      That’s when I realized that the husband had much bigger problems than just his wife leaving him. Professionally, his career was shot. I wasn’t sure what he did for a living, but it didn’t look like the type of place that relished the idea of becoming a video clip of reality tv moments for years to come.

      And that’s when I got the idea.

      Eros, your poor bastard.

      You should have never tried to give me that stupid book.
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      Eros

      When I got to work the next day, I saw that Bekah had decided to fight arrows with hearts.

      That is, she wasn’t taking the usurping of her customers sitting down, and she was no longer trying to fight me with pet mice and shit bombs.

      There was now a huge bouquet of pink and white balloons attached to a sign board outside her shop and a large hot pink banner proclaiming “Find Your Happily Ever After for Valentines Day!”

      Valentine’s Day was three weeks away, and you could definitely tell that people were anxious for it. I was busier than ever, with clients coming from two towns away every day, hoping to find their one true love. My consultation calendar was booked up until Valentine's Day.

      No lonely person within a hundred miles was leaving anything to chance this year.

      I turned my key in the lock, but I didn’t go in. I pivoted and looked again at Happily Ever After with its bright banner and cheerful balloons and smiled.

      Good for her.

      I hoped it brought her some business. Contrary to Bekah’s belief, I wasn’t trying to steal her customers or destroy her business.

      I just was really good at what I did, and I couldn’t leave.

      At this point, I could stand to have a few less customers, and a lot more time to woo my little lover.

      I had even tried to send some of my clients to Happily Ever After, but it was my reputation that had brought them here, and I was the one they wanted.

      I saw a couple of people stop when they saw her sign, Hope leapt in my heart, and just as quickly deflated, when they looked across the street, pointed, smiled, and started walking in my direction.

      Crap.

      Sighing, I flipped the sign, and opened the blinds.  I was ready for another day of making love matches for other people while the one I loved still hated my guts.

      Yay, love.

      The two women I had spotted in front of Bekah’s entered my shop, and I held back a heaving sigh.

      Time to pull out the charm, and give them the old Eros Adonis smile.

      Just don’t make eye contact, or your morning will get really interesting.

      Time to make sure everyone is in love but me.

      I put on my most blinding smile, and greeted them warmly, careful to not look directly at them as I introduced myself.

      “Good morning, ladies, and welcome to Cupid’s Matchmaking Service. Here we believe in true love, and when you know, you know. And I know that we can find you ladies some love today.” I grabbed two clipboards from the desk and handed one to each of them. “If you’ll just get started filling these out, we will see what we can do to get you matched up with your perfect match. Sound good?”

      “Absolutely.”

      “Sure thing.”

      The first woman sounded far more confident in my abilities and excited about the prospect of love than her much more cynical friend did, but that was okay, because I already knew the perfect men for both of them. All I had to do was make a few phone calls, and if I played my cards right, they would both be believers before lunch.

      Let’s get this party started.
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      Two hours later, my shop looked more like a singles mixer than a small-town matchmaking service, but that was what always happened once my day got started. People seemed to show up at exactly the right time to meet their one true love, whether I orchestrated the meeting or not.

      I really need to get more chairs in here, I told myself as I leaned against the desk, balancing a clipboard on one knee while chatting up a group of brand new clients who had just walked in.

      “Hi ladies, and welcome to Cupid’s Matchmaking Service. My name is Eros Adonis, and if you can believe it, I already have the perfect men in mind for each of you. If you want to fill out these forms and mingle amongst yourselves while I make a few phone calls, I bet you’ll be feeling like you were hit by one of Cupid’s arrows before the day’s end.”

      I had just finished my spiel, and turned around to grab my cell phone and rolodex from the desk behind me when the front door flew open—and banged shut—loudly.

      I turned around, startled to see Bekah standing in the middle of the fray of people. Before I could say hello, or react at all, she marched straight up to me, with anger in her eyes.

      “You bastard!” she screamed.

      Um...what?

      I looked all around me, wondering if she was in fact yelling at someone else, because this time, for once, I truly had not done anything.

      Everyone was staring at her, and talking amongst themselves in hushed whispers. They were just as confused as I was.

      “You dirty, lying scoundrel! You filthy, rotten two-timing asshole! You despicable manwhore!”

      Scoundrel? Two timing? Manwhore? What in the hell was going on here?

      “Um...Bekah,” I began, looking at her, before quickly dropping my gaze to focus on her lips rather than her eyes. “Who are you talking to?”

      She didn’t answer. No, that would have been too easy. Instead, she marched straight up to me, and slapped me across the face as hard as she could.

      It felt like she had gotten stronger since the last time.

      “Bekah,” I growled, fully aware that the gaze of everyone in the room had bounced from the angry screaming redhead to me, the guy with the handprint on his cheek. “What is going on here?”

      I was lost. Genuinely confused, and a little worried. She wasn’t making any sense at all, and she was acting more than a little unhinged.

      I needed answers, but she didn’t offer any.  Instead, she grabbed at her hands, like she was wringing them together. Then I saw the ring on her right hand. A stunning one carat solitaire, princess cut.

      And fake as fuck.

      I deduced all of this right before she slipped it off her finger, and flung it in my face.

      “It’s over!” she screamed, turning on her heel. I caught her by the back of the elbow before she could get away.

      Everyone was staring at me, waiting for an explanation. I could hear the hushed whispers bouncing around the room.

      Okay, I see what is going on here. Now it all makes sense.

      I cleared my throat.

      “Okay show’s over, folks. And we are closing up for the day, as it seems like I have some personal business that needs attending to. Come back tomorrow morning, and you can have a full explanation, and if you want it, a full refund.”

      The clients shuffled out in silence, and as quickly as they possibly could. I had never seen it clear out that fast.

      Finally, it was just me and Bekah.

      I was still holding her by the elbow, and she was still facing away from me. I stalked to the door and locked it, dragging her with me as I went. When it was locked, the sign was flipped back to the side that said closed, and the blinds were shut, I released my hold, and turned her to face me, blocking the door with my body, in case she had any ideas about making a quick escape.

      “That was quite a stunt you pulled there, little girl.”

      She shrugged, and a hint of a smile played on her lips.

      “You might have actually done some damage there, this time.”

      “So? You can stand to lose a little business.”

      “And you could stand to gain some, is that it?”

      I felt for her, I did. Of course, she didn’t know that and I couldn’t tell her. She wouldn’t have believed me anyway, if I did.

      “Some business would be nice, yes,” she admitted. “You rolled into town and said it didn't matter that there were two of us, that we could co-exist. Well, I’ve got news for you. Only one of us is existing, and it’s not me. I’m drowning.”

      I could see the sad desperation on her face, and it broke me.

      “I’m sorry,” I said softly, right before she jumped me.

      Shit. I looked her in the eyes.
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      Rebekah

      I closed the door to my shop behind me, and let out a blood curdling scream.

      What in the fuck was wrong with me, and why, no matter what the circumstances were, did I keep ending up in his arms? Naked!

      Screaming didn’t make me feel any better, so I picked up a box of file folders and flung it at the door. The lid crashed to the ground and paper followed, fluttering through the air gracefully before landing and making a mess.

      What the hell? It’s not like a client was going to walk through the door, and see it or me.

      That would mean a customer would have to actually walk through the door.

      “Arggggh!” I screamed again and chucked the phone book at the wall.

      Angry, and sad, and terrified that I was about to lose the thing that meant so much to me, I slid to the floor and buried my head in my hands, and began to sob.

      When the bell on the door jingled, signaling the arrival of a new client, or more likely, the mailman, I rushed to dry my eyes on my shirt sleeve.

      It wasn’t a client or the mailman bringing me more overdue bills to ignore.

      It was Kimmy, and I had forgotten to lock the door, again.

      I looked up as she peeked her head in.

      “Are you alright?” she asked, her eyes widening when she noticed the mess.

      “No,” I snapped. “I’m not okay. And I’m not going to be okay anytime soon, and I don’t want to talk about it. Go away.”

      She didn’t go away. She did the opposite of go away. She came in.

      “Oh sweetie,” she clicked, flopping down on my desk chair. “Is this about Eros? Trouble in paradise?”

      “There’s no such thing as paradise.” I scowled. “And if there was I assure you that Eros Adonis has nothing to do with it. Especially not my paradise.”

      “Oh please. Honey, I know you’re not blind, and that man looks like he flew in from paradise. That boy is palm trees and white sand and fruity drinks all rolled into one with a cock attached, and I imagine it’s a nice one, too.”

      It was.

      “And everyone has seen the way you two look at each other, Bekah. You can spin it however you want, but we see the truth.”

      “Please. We look at each other like we are each trying not to get infected by the plague.”

      Kimmy sighed, and then smiled. “Well, maybe you look at him that way sometimes, but he looks at you like he wants to eat you up. Or out. Out is probably more accurate.”

      My face flushed at the memory of him doing just that less than an hour ago.

      “Yeah, right,” I muttered. “All he cares about is taking away all my clients and putting me out of business.”

      Kimmy frowned. “Still that bad, huh? What about the sale? How’s that going?”

      “It’s not. I’ve put up signs, sent emails, passed out fliers, and even did a radio ad. And it isn’t doing a lick of good. Not a single client has even stopped by to ask for more information or inquire about their free consultation.” I shook my head. “No wait. I take that back. A lady stopped by this morning.”

      “See that’s good!” Kimmy exclaimed excitedly. “You just have to give it time. It will pick up.”

      “ No.” I stopped her short. “No, they came in to ask me if I knew where Cupid’s Matchmaking Service was located.”

      “Oh. That blows.”

      “It super blows.”

      “Well girl, fuck. You were here first, and your nana before you. Matchmaking is in your blood. We need to get rid of him!”

      Don’t you think I know that?

      “I’m trying.”

      And when he’s gone I’ll miss him.

      Don’t have to worry about that. Your miracle isn’t coming. You’ll be gone long before he is.

      Panic rose in my chest, and I burst into tears. Kimmy was at my side in an instant with a box of tissues from my desk.

      “Oh sweetie, here ya go, let it all out. Sometimes all we really need to get our head on straight is a good cry. Or a good fuck.”

      I’ve had a good fuck recently. Several of them.

      “Sex is part of the problem!” I wailed. “Actually, sex is most of the problem.”

      “Well now, this just got interesting!” Kimmy’s eyes lit up as she peered at me over the top of her glasses. “I knew there was something going on between you guys! I knew it! Now, spill. I want to hear all the juicy details.”

      I hiccuped between tears. “He’s really sexy, Kimmy. Like drop-dead freaking gorgeous hot. And good in bed. Like, really good. But, what kind of horrible joke is the universe playing on me dropping this perfect specimen of a man in my lap, and then making him my competition—the one thing standing between me and everything I want?”

      “Not everything,” Kimmy corrected.

      I knew what she meant. Like anyone else, I wanted to find love. He wasn’t standing in the way of that. He was that. He could be my chance. I could see that now. I believed in love. I did. I wanted it, of course, but I couldn’t put it above all else. I couldn’t take that kind of risk. As much as I was attracted to him, as much as I loved his smile, and his choice in songs when he serenaded me, and the crazy insult wars we had whenever we happened to be in the same room, I didn’t think he felt, or could feel, the same way I could. The same way I did. He saw me as a nuisance, or a fun play thing. He probably kept me distracted so that it was easier for him to steal all my customers. I was probably just a pawn in his game to take over, and here I was falling for this man like an idiot. And worse, I knew I could free fall if I didn’t nip it in the bud.

      “Yes, Everything,” I countered in a tone that brooked no argument. “He might be hot as hell, but I am not the kind of woman to allow myself to fall prey to these kinds of distractions. I've been letting him win, simply by fighting. By indulging in a fight, I’m standing in my own way. No more.”

      Kimmy nodded. “Okay! You go girl. You show that stupid hot monster what’s up! You are back in the game! Let’s get your customers back! How can I help?”

      “I have no idea,” I wailed. Getting my customers back, and avoiding Eros was easy to say, but doing it was a whole different ball game.

      “Well, he closed up for the rest of the day, right? So that gives us a head start. Operation leave Eros in the dust and get rid of Cupid’s Matchmaking Service is a go. How do we do this? Let’s make a plan.”

      She grabbed a spiral notebook and a pen off my desk, and shoved it into my lap. “Okay, what’s first?”

      I grabbed the pen, and flipped the notebook open to an empty page, scribbling furiously.

      Step 1: Stop sleeping with him.

      Kimmy read over my shoulder. “Yup. that’s a good start. No more consorting with the enemy.”

      I shook my head. “It’s not that easy. I never even meant to consort with him in the first place. I never mean to. It’s not at all a conscious decision. One minute we are fighting and trading insults, and the next minute, I’m jumping on his desk and ripping his clothes off. I don’t even know what’s happening. It’s like I can't resist him at all.”

      “Jumping on the desk and ripping his clothes off?” Kimmy gaped at me. “Bekah, that doesn’t sound like you at all. Maybe this thing with him is worth looking into if he has that kind of effect on you.”

      “No!” I yelled, firmly. “No, I am not going there. My days of sleeping with Eros Adonis are over. They have to be.” I hoped I was convincing her. I wasn’t convincing myself.

      Kimmy looked disappointed, but she nodded.

      Step 2: Stay away from him, completely.

      “Completely?”

      “Yup. I’m not taking any chances. If I don’t have to see him or talk to him, I can’t sleep with him.”

      “Okay. what else?”

      Step 3: Concentrate on creating business and making money.

      I would start selling things if I had to. I could cut back on luxuries at home, and move into a studio apartment in my building. Hell, I could live off ramen noodles and peanut butter sandwiches for a while. It wouldn’t be the first time, and I was willing to do whatever it took to get my business back.

      “Okay! Looks like a solid plan! Is that it?”

      “There’s just one more thing.”

      Step 4: Put an end to the prank war. No more pranks. Don’t give him any attention.

      Kimmy frowned. “Shouldn’t that be step three?”

      “It would be. If I didn’t already have one more prank in progress as we speak.”

      “Oh. Well can’t you stop it?”

      “I would if I could. But I can’t. It’s too late.”

      She grunted. “Do I dare ask what it is?”

      “You don’t want to know.”
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      Eros

      Keep your dick in your pants.  Keep your tool in the box. Keep your arrow in its sheath.

      No matter which way you said it, I really needed to stop having sex with her. Or letting her have sex with me, as the case may be.

      God, or mortal, I was a man, and as a man, I could tell you that it is wholly impossible to do the above when the woman of your dreams is jumping onto your desk and ripping your clothes off.

      Of course the fact that she was currently ignoring me, and had been for several days since the unfortunate ring incident, was making it much easier.

      In theory. And in reality.

      But in my fantasies we were fucking 24/7.

      I dragged myself up the stairs to my apartment after a day that seemed like it had been twice as long as all the ones before it. It hadn’t been of course, but I knew exactly what had been making it seem that way. Bekah was now full-on avoiding me.

      You would think I would be happy about the fact that she wasn’t letting mice loose in my shop, or throwing fake engagement rings at me, and making a scene in front of my customers, or leaving flaming bags of dog shit on my doorstep, but I wasn’t.

      And I certainly wasn’t happy that we weren’t having sex every time we ended up in the same room together, either.

      Sure, I felt guilty about that, but that doesnt mean I wasn’t enjoying it.

      I had been enjoying it very much, and I missed it.

      I missed her.

      And getting her to fall for me was starting to feel like an impossible feat.

      Of course my perfect match had to also be a matchmaker.

      And I had to be the competition.

      The successful competition.

      After all I’m fucking Cupid.But still, what were the odds?Had Zeus and my father known? Did they know?Were they keeping tabs on my progress or did they just plan to check in after a year? I didn't know, but I missed my father, a lot. Zeus, not so much.

      I had been here in the states, living among the mortals, for only two weeks, but it was starting to feel like I had been here forever and I would never get to go home.

      The days felt like they were getting longer and longer.

      Word had spread like wildfire about my matchmaking abilities and the constant flow of customers was exhausting. The thrill of the perfect match had faded, and I had learned that it was a lot tougher to make matches while living amongst the mortals than it was from my perch in the clouds where I could take naps throughout the day or sneak away for a little attention from one of the ladies.

      The nine to five thing was not my jam, and I was no closer to my goal than I had been on day one. Rebekah hated my guts, and I had no idea how to change that.

      Romance is hard.

      Add in the complications of being business competitors and being involved in a crazy prank war, and one of us being Cupid, and it was damned near impossible.

      At least I knew I was still on her mind even if our little war seemed to have come to a screeching halt.

      I caught glimpses of her peeking across the street through the blinds every so often. I’d smile and wave when I did, but the defeated glare she shot me in return practically gutted me. The very existence of me and my shop were making her miserable. I had been a fool to think things would turn around after our last encounter.

      All attempts to reach her had failed and I was running out of ideas. I had sent more flowers, balloons, candy, dedicated songs to her, had lunch delivered, basically any romantic thing I could think of, I had tried, even while she was still pranking me. Nothing had worked. Most of the things had done the opposite of work and had been the opposite of appreciated.

      It’s possible I was just having a bad day, and was panicking a little prematurely but all the time in the world would not help if I could not even get into the same room as her.

      I have to get in the same room as her.

      I have to and I will.

      I knew she was mine, and I was not going to give up until she knew it too.And no matter how hard she fought, I would not allow myself to get discouraged.

      I had eleven months to go, and I would start tonight.

      Resolved, I stopped at her apartment door on the way to mine and knocked.  The doors and walls were thin, and I could tell she was home. I could hear her swear softly. There was shuffling around and the unmistakable sound of footsteps coming toward me. I even heard her press her body against the door to peer in the peephole.  Then nothing. Not even the sound of her moving away.

      “I know you’re in there,” I growled, my patience running thin again.

      This woman was meant to be mine. So why was she being so freaking difficult? My palm itched with the desire to put her over my knee and spank the stubbornness right out of her sexy little bottom.  “Open the door, Rebekah. I want to talk to you.”

      Nothing.

      I’ll come back later. Maybe I could bring her dinner or ply her with wine. I hadn’t tried that yet.

      Sighing heavily, I turned and headed for my door, rolling my eyes when I saw the three packages sitting on my welcome mat.

      More gratitude gifts.

      There had been a constant stream of them since the second day of matchmaking. Apparently people were really thankful when you helped them find their one true love, especially the older women. If I got another box of homemade desserts I was going to have to look into a gym membership.

      Maybe.

      Okay, so my body was immortal which meant it didn’t metabolize food in the same way, but who knew if that would keep up the longer I was here? I didn’t really know all of how this worked, but no way was I going to chance trading in my ten pack abs for a dad bod.

      I scooped up the boxes and put my key in the lock, glancing one more time at my little lover’s door as I pushed mine open. Once inside, I  dropped everything onto the coffee table and headed to the kitchen for a beer. I could have gone for something stronger, but the liquor in the states sucked worse than the beer. I desperately wanted a good ouzo, but I had yet to find one to fit my standards.

      Grabbing the remote control for the television from the bar, I walked back to the couch hoping there was something in the boxes to take my mind of my current predicament. The whole situation was getting increasingly more frustrating by the second and I had no idea how to fix it.

      The first box was cute. A gift basket with wine and chocolate and other gourmet goodies. I hoped the wine was good. The contents of the basket might come in handy later.

      The second box was from Lila, the little old lady I had matched on my first day in town. Bert loved when she baked for him and she did so often and then sent me the extras. The box was filled with brownies and chocolate chip cookies. I rolled my eyes and grabbed a brownie before moving on to the third.

      I didn’t need it, but chocolate seemed like the antidote for my current ails.

      The third and final box was a white package with a light blue bow wrapped around it and tied on the top. It was fancier than the others and hadn’t been postmarked. I had matched several of my neighbors so that didn’t seem too amiss. I tugged on the top of the bow and all hell broke loose.

      A loud pop rang through my apartment and the sides of the box fell flat as rainbow colored glitter literally exploded from it and into the air like sparkly tear gas. It wasn't just a “bang” and it’s done either, the glitter kept spraying from the middle of the box, effectively covering every inch of available space it touched. I couldn't see more than an inch in front of me. The air was thick with the sparkly iridescent squares.

      What in the actual fuck?

      It all happened so fast, but it felt like I was watching the destruction in slow motion. I was so stunned I couldn’t  move. I sat there staring at the mess as it floated through the air, each tiny square coming to settle on a piece of furniture, or the floor, or the table. Nothing was safe. There was even glitter in my beer.  When every single piece had landed, I stood and turned in a circle, looking around at the damage.

      So much glitter. How do I clean this up? Where do I even start? I didn't even own a vacuum yet!

      A loud laugh and shuffle outside my door caught my attention and I made three long strides toward the door. As soon as my hand was on the knob I flung the door open hard, almost ripping it off its hinges. Right before it opened, I heard a door slam down the hall.

      I looked left and right, and of course no one was there. I didn’t need to see the red-haired troublemaker to know that she was the one responsible. This had my little lover’s name written all over it.

      I had to hand it to her. She had finally bested me, and found a prank that had left me speechless.

      Speechless and covered in fucking glitter.

      If she thought I would take this prank as calmly as I had taken the mice or flaming dog shit, she had another think coming.

      I charged down the hall toward Rebekah’s apartment, glitter falling off me with every step. Abandoning all niceties, I grabbed the doorknob, and jerked it hard.

      To my surprise it flung open.

      Unlocked.

      I shook my head, and glitter fell from my hair to the ground. Bekah peeked out from behind the kitchen island.

      “Rebekah!” I howled, stomping toward her. She fought to hold back the laughter when she saw me, but she was smart enough to throw a hand over her mouth and run.

      I chased after her, leaving glittery footprints along the way.

      Good. She deserved to have her apartment covered in glitter as well. It was nothing compared to the mess that was waiting for me back home.

      Plus,I knew that the adrenaline pumping through both of us from the chase would counteract the effect of the pheromones for now, and that was good.

      Sex was not on my agenda until much, much later.

      

      Bekah was now on one side of her kitchen table and I on the other. Whichever way, I ran, I knew she would run the other.

      That was predictable enough.

      What she didn’t know was that I wouldn’t run out of breath anytime soon. She would. I lunged right, and she took off at a sprint. I chased her around the kitchen, and into the living room. She was backed into a corner now. If she tried to run back into the kitchen, she would have to run past me, and I could catch her.

      I watched as she scanned the room with her eyes, searching out her route of escape. The apartment was small, and there was really nowhere she could go that I wouldn’t eventually catch her, but for now we were at a standstill, neither of us moving, but both of us positioned to run at any moment.

      The glitter was itchy. I reached behind me and scratched my neck, and a new flurry of rainbow colored paper fell to the ground.

      Bekah grinned. “Who’s the amatuer prankster now?”

      “You may have achieved a promotion in your prankster status, I'll give you that, but I am the one who will have the last laugh tonight.”

      “I don’t know. I’m laughing pretty hard.” She giggled. “Pretty sure I’m going to be laughing well into the night.”

      “I’m pretty sure I can make you stop,” I countered, taking a step toward her. Her apartment had the same layout as mine and all I had to do was make sure she never had access to the hallway off the kitchen.

      If she could get to the bedroom, or even the bathroom and lock the door, I was screwed.

      Bekah was still giggling, and I took another step toward her.

      “You’ll have to catch me first!” she cried, as she ran past. I blocked the hallway with my body, and she ran to the dining table again. I stayed where I was.

      “You are going to pay for this little stunt,” I informed her dryly.

      “Send me a bill,” she quipped, between giggles. “It was worth it!”

      A bill? She wished.

      I was currently picturing her naked on her hands and knees, picking specks of glitter out of my carpet with her bare hands while I sat behind her, admiring her very red and very sore ass, clutching a paddle in my hand for insurance, just in case she got any ideas.

      The actual payment would probably fall somewhere between her version and mine, but she was right. I had to catch her first.

      I stayed where I was. She could run between the kitchen and living room until she wore herself out for all I cared, but in the end, I would catch her, and by the time I was finished with her, her bottom would match the hot pink confetti that was covering my shirt.

      “What are you going to do if you catch me?” she taunted. “Roll me in glitter?”

      “Not hardly, and wouldn’t you like to know?”

      She would. Not knowing was killing her. I could see it on her face, but she wasn’t curious enough to give up and end our little game of cat and mouse.

      “You know, once I make it down the hall and to my bedroom, I’m home free. You can wait me out of course, but it could be a very long wait. Seems like your time could be better spent, oh I don’t know, cleaning your apartment or something.”

      She winked and laughed, doubling over at the waist, amused by her own wit. I waited for her to straighten, and leveled her with a hard stare, looking at the wall just behind her so as not to make eye contact, and set off the pheromones.

      I wanted to win, but I wanted it to be a fair fight.

      “I’m aware of the conundrum I will face if you are able to make it past me and down the hallway,” I admitted. “I’m also not worried about it, because you will not make it past me.”

      “Oh yeah? You sure about that?”

      I crossed my arms over my chest, and spread my legs, widening my stance. “I’m sure.”

      I was also sure that she was going to try.

      She crouched into a sprinting position, and I uncrossed my arms to make it easier to grab her when she attempted to run past.

      She took off at a mad sprint, and I readied myself, expecting her to falter when she got close.

      She didn’t. Instead of trying to run past, she ran right up to me, dove to the floor, and speed crawled between my legs.

      I was stunned. It took me a minute to recover, but when I did I knew her goose was cooked.

      Her goose and her ass.

      I bent at the waist, and reached between my legs. She had slowed, and was scrambling to stand, a grave miscalculation on her part. If she had continued to crawl down the hallway, she might have stood a chance. I leaned over, until my head was between my knees, looking through my legs, and reached between them, grabbing her by the hem of her jeans, just as she pulled herself into a standing position.

      I tugged, and she toppled.

      “Shit,” she cried, as I turned and stood over her, my legs between hers.

      She was going to make another run for it, but I was faster. I still had the element of surprise on my side.

      “I told you I wasn’t worried about it,” I said with a smirk, as I leaned over and helped her up, scooping her into my arms, and flinging her over my shoulder caveman style.

      “Eros!” she shrieked, pounding my back with her fists. “Stop! Put me down!”

      In your dreams, little girl.

      I didn’t stop, nor did I put her down.I carried her into the living room, out the door and down the hall to my apartment.

      Her fear seemed to build as she realized where we were going, but she put on a show of sputtering bravado as she continued to hit me.

      “Stop! Eros! Put me down! I’m pretty sure this is kidnapping! I do not consent to this. You’re breaking the law!”

      I ignored her protests.

      “We haven’t even left the building. I’m pretty sure you don’t have a case,” I informed her, placing my hand on the doorknob.

      She heaved a long hard suffering sigh, and admitted defeat.

      “I’m sorry about the glitter.”

      “Oh you will be, little lover,” I retorted flinging the door open, and setting her on her feet in the middle of the mess. “You will be.”
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      Rebekah

      Holy fucking glitter.

      The ad for the bomb had promised a mess that would take weeks to clean, but I had not been prepared for this type of destruction.

      No wonder he’s so pissed.

      My heart beat wildly in my chest, as if it could sense the impending danger. I wanted to make a run for it again, and not stop until I was safely back in my apartment with the door locked this time, but Eros had a tight hold on my upper arm, and my body was backed up against his.

      “Are you starting to realize your error in judgment, little lover?” he whispered into my ear from behind and I shivered.

      “It’s pretty,” I sassed, shrugging my shoulders. No way was I going to show a bit of remorse. He deserved this. “If you would have left when I asked you nicely, you wouldn’t be in this mess. Literally.” I giggled at my own joke.

      “You never asked nicely, little girl, and even if you had, I already explained that I could not leave. But that’s not important right now. I would like to know what you’re prepared to do about all of this?”

      “Me? It’s your apartment, that makes it your problem. Now let me go so I can go home and clean up the mess you made there.” I tugged my arm, but his grip tightened, almost to the point of pain, but not quite. I could feel the strength in his grasp. I wasn’t going anywhere until he allowed it.

      “Well, if you aren’t going to help me clean it up, I will be forced to deal with you another way.” He sighed and tugged me toward his couch, which was also covered in glitter, except for where he had been sitting during the explosion. I dragged my feet.

      “Eros, knock it off! I don’t want any more glitter on me, it’s a bitch to get rid of.”

      He growled in the back of his throat and sat amongst the mess. “The only place you are going, little lover, is over my knee for the sound spanking you so sorely deserve.”

      What?

      “What?” I screeched.

      “You heard me. I am going to redden your sexy ass and then you are going to help me clean this up. If you’re a good girl for your spanking, maybe I will let you keep your clothes on when you do it.”

      “Are you fucking kidding me?”

      He wasn’t kidding.

      “I’ve never been spanked before.”

      For some reason, though, I’ve wanted to be. Of course, he would have to be the one to fulfill that particular fantasy. Fuck my life.

      “Never been spanked, huh? I find that hard to believe. This certainly isn’t the first time I’ve wanted to.”

      It wasn’t the first time I had wanted him to either.

      Still, I had to keep up my show of bravado. “I was spanked as a child. Once. By my father. But not since then because I’m a grown ass adult.”

      “Well, if it makes you feel better, while I do it, you can call me Daddy.”

      “In your dreams!”

      I struggled under his hold, and acted like I was pissed and horrified at his suggestion. I would not admit in a million years that he had just hit on another one of my fantasies.

      He gave off a total Daddy vibe sometimes.

      Especially right now.

      He yanked my arm and I fell sideways, sprawling over one muscular thigh. I reared up, but he wrapped his other leg over the back of my knees and snaked his arm around my waist, pinning me in place.

      This can’t be happening.

      This isn’t real.

      It was real.

      The first smack of his hand was sharp, but not overly painful. I was thankful I hadn’t changed out of my jeans when I got home, like I usually did. I knew I wanted to try to catch the action of the glitter bomb and I didn’t want to be running around the hall in my pink flannel pajamas.

      His hand came down three more times and it started to sting just enough to get my attention. I wiggled in his lap.

      “Okay, I’ll help clean up. Geez. You really need to get a sense of humor.”

      “Oh, I have a sense of humor, watch this.” With the hand that was wrapped around my waist he managed to unhook my jeans without any kind of struggle and before I could react he had them over the curve my ass and was poised to start spanking again.

      “No no no! This is not funny! This is the total opposite of funny.”

      “It’s funny to me. It's about to get even funnier.”

      The smacks against my panty covered bottom were not funny in the slightest. They hurt and I didn’t like it.

      “Ow ow! Eros, please stop. I get it. It wasn’t funny.”

      “I don’t think you’re sorry enough, little love. I think maybe you need to really feel this. I want you to think long and hard before you pull another stunt like that.”

      He continued spanking and I continued begging. But then a funny thing happened. The pain transformed into a warmth that almost felt… good.

      What is wrong with you? You do not like this.

      But I think I might.

      I squirmed on his lap, trying to find something, I wasn’t really sure what.

      He chuckled. “You are not supposed to be enjoying yourself, little lover.  This is a naughty girl spanking.”

      “I’m not!” I lied.

      He stopped swatting and leaned close to my ear. “Then why are your panties wet?” he whispered. His hand slid down the slope of my ass and rested again at the apex of my thighs. He cupped me gently. “Wet and hot. You are making it really hard for Daddy to finish your punishment, little lover.”

      I buried my face in my hands and whimpered as I felt another wave of arousal move through my body. There was no hiding it from him, his hand was right there and he chuckled again, obviously feeling the evidence of my excitement.

      Great. Now he’s gonna know I have a daddy kink and actually like it when he spanks me.

      “As much as I would love to make you scream in ecstasy, there is a point I am trying to make. Time to get serious.”

      Time to get serious? I thought we were already being serious?

      He hooked his fingers in the sides of my panties and slid them down and smacked my bare flesh. Hard.

      Shit.

      Fuck.

      That hurt!

      I kicked my feet. “No! Serious is bad. I don’t want serious.” Reaching back I made an attempt to rescue my panties, but before I could even reach for them, I found my hand pinned to my back.

      I screeched as he continued his assault.

      Okay, maybe I don’t like to be spanked! It fucking hurts!

      “Go ahead and yell as loud as you’d like, little love. We can let everyone in the building know what Daddy does to naughty girls.”

      Gah!

      “Stop calling yourself that!”

      It makes it really hard to be mad at you.

      “The only way I’m going to stop calling myself Daddy, little lover, is if you start calling me that.”

      He punctuated his declaration with two hard smacks to each of my thighs. I screamed, and threw my hands over my mouth to muffle the sound. He was right, the whole building likely heard the smacks and that was almost as embarrassing as being ass up over this sexy man’s knee getting my ass beat.

      Almost.

      Ok probably not even close.

      Tears built in my eyes at the pain and sudden wave of overwhelming embarrassment at my behavior. All of the things I had done to him slammed into my memory at once and I didn’t even recognize myself.

      Who treats someone like this?

      Pranking him one second and then jumping onto his cock the next?

      I’ve lost it.

      I need to be committed.

      I wonder if they sell straight jackets on the internet?

      Eros stopped spanking and rubbed my bare skin. It felt nice, but it didn’t put out the fire. I needed more.

      More of what?

      That was the million dollar question.

      More of whatever he wants to give me.

      That was the answer to the million dollar question.

      Embarrassment and guilt kept me quiet as he continued to stroke my backside from lower back to thighs, staying away from my sex.

      “I’m sorry.” I forced the words past the lump that had taken residence in my throat.

      “I know, little lover.”

      “You do?” I turned to see his smiling face.

      “Of course I do. Little girls are always sorry when they are being punished.”

      “No, but I really am. It’s not even about the spanking.”

      I think I love you.

      The fuck?

      Where did that come from?

      He stroked upward from my thigh, his fingers trailing gently, barely brushing my pussy. I pushed back into his hand.

      “Are you sure? I can happily spank this ass all night, but I would also like to make you scream in pleasure instead of pain.”

      I groaned. I wanted that too.

      The pleasure part.

      “Am I sure?” I scoffed. “Am I sure that I want you to stop spanking me, and fuck me? Hmm, let me think about that.” I rolled my eyes, and tapped a finger to my lips, pretending to think. “Yup. Pretty sure.”

      “Ha. Okay, you little smart ass.”

      “Smart or smarting?”

      “Both, I hope. If I have done my job right, both.”

      Oh, he had done it right. He had done everything right. The whole night was turning out to be something straight from my fantasies. Only one thing could make it better.

      His cock.

      He flipped me over on his lap. As soon as our eyes locked, it happened again. My throat went dry, my palms went damp, and my pussy gushed with arousal.

      I quickly pulled my shirt over my head, and my bra with it, until I was laying naked across his lap staring up at him.

      “Why can’t I resist you?”
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      Eros

      “Why can’t I resist you?”

      I cringed at the question. I knew it would come eventually and I knew I would have to tell her the truth. She deserved to know after all.

      “It’s my pheromones,” I admitted. “They’re enhanced.”

      She giggled, a sweet sound that I could get used to hearing. “You are such a cocky bastard.”

      “No, little lover. I’m being serious. It’s part of my gig as Cupid.”

      She laughed again.

      I sighed in frustration. This was harder than I thought. Sitting back against the couch, I pulled her into a sitting position in my lap facing me. There was a blanket folded across the arm of the couch, and I grabbed it, wrapping it tightly around her naked form. This served three purposes: it kept her warm, kept her tempting as fuck breasts from distracting me, and kept her tethered to me. I didn’t know how she was going to respond when she learned I was really a god, but I wasn’t letting her go. She was going to hear me out.

      “What are you doing? I was just getting comfy.” She pouted prettily.

      “Don’t do that. I need to tell you something, Bekah, and I don’t need your adorable antics to sidetrack me into fucking you right now.”

      She shivered and ground her hips into my groin, stirring my cock. “But that sounds like fun.”

      I grabbed her waist to stop her movement. “How about another spanking instead?” I growled.

      She stilled, her eyes widening and her mouth forming an “o” of surprise.

      “Good girl, thank you. Now listen. This is going to be difficult to explain and even harder for you to grasp. When I was a baby I was found by my father, Eros.”

      “So you’re Eros Junior? That’s cute.”

      “No, little love, Eros is just the name I took to fit in among you mortals. My father is Eros, the Greek god of love, son of Aphrodite and Ares. My mother is Psyche.”

      She fake yawned. “If I wanted a lesson in Greek mythology I would watch the History Channel.”

      “There is no myth about it, Bekah.  I was found and brought up by the gods, trained in the art of love and when I was old enough, I took over as Cupid.”

      She smiled unbelievably. “Come on, I may not be able to resist you and your sexy body, but I’m not that gullible.”

      I raked my fingers through my hair, frustration threatening to explode from my body.

      This is going nowhere.

      How can prove to her what I’m saying is true?

      “How else do you explain how a complete stranger can walk into a community and make 157 successful matches in two weeks without batting an eye? They flock to my store looking for love, when you have been established for years. Why? And yeah they fill out forms, but do you know I don’t even look at them? Its all for show. I can tell by looking at someone if they will make a good match.”

      “I really want to break your nose right now.” She crossed her arms over her chest and looked away.

      “I’m not telling you this to make you feel bad. I’m telling you because it's the truth. They flock because they can sense my abilities, even if they don’t know it. Plus the pheromones are known to draw people in as well. They have different effects on everyone.”

      “How can you expect me to believe this? Plus, if you’re the real Cupid, why are you here and where are your wings and your arrows and shit?”

      “Zeus took them away.”

      “Zeus, right. The god of gods.”

      “He’s my boss. Business has been tough, as you know, and I wasn’t exactly being the most responsible matchmaker. He banished me to the states and gave me a year to prove myself.”

      “And how are you going to do that? Do you have a quota or something?”

      Disbelief still saturated her tone, but at least she was asking questions. I pressed on.

      “I’ve already done it.” I caressed the bare skin beneath my hands.

      “Right, a hundred and fifty seven? Was that the number? Great so you didn’t need a year, you can leave now.” She pushed up trying to climb off my lap, but I held her to me.

      ”There is no quota, Rebekah. Zeus and my father agreed to give me my job back if I could find my one true love. And I’ve found her.”

      Her eyebrows furrowed in confusion. “You have? Who?”

      I laughed, she was so clueless. “You, little love. I’ve known from day one and I’ve been doing everything within my mortal power to win your love in return.”

      “You love me?”

      “Yes. With all my heart.”

      “And all those things you did with the prank war? That was all real? You weren’t trying to piss me off?”

      “It was all real. I had no idea how to woo a mortal woman, so I was taking my pointers from my clients and things I was seeing on television. You are a tough one to woo.”

      A blush colored her cheeks and she dropped her gaze. “I’m sorry.”

      “That’s okay, you’re worth it.”

      Her eyes came back to mine and I finally saw what I had been hoping to see from day one. Love. She felt the same way about me as I did about her. No matter what she said or did to try to prove otherwise. I knew that look well, it had just never been pointed at me. The lusty look of the pheromone haze was different.

      “No one has ever said anything like that to me before.”

      “Well you deserve more than that, but I’m glad I could be the first. I also plan to be the last.”

      “How can you say that? We barely know each other and I have been a total bitch to you!”

      “You have not. I’m the one who called for the prank war remember? I’m the one who invaded your neighborhood and I’m the one that kept poking you when I knew you would respond. Essentially, this entire thing is my fault.”

      “Well, I guess that’s true, but—”

      “No buts.” I cut her off and wrapped my hand around the back of her neck to pull her in for the most sensual, heartfelt kiss I had ever shared with someone. Our tongues danced with one another in perfect harmony. My cock stirred beneath her and she instantly lifted her hips. I quickly undid my fly, gliding my slacks over my hips and down my legs, so that I was also naked. She smiled, and lowered herself again, granting me entrance into her sweetness. She rode me slowlyly, and I allowed her the control. It felt fucking amazing. Keeping one hand behind her neck, I reached up with the other to tease her nipples. I knew it drove her to the edge faster, but I couldn’t help it. I loved to hear her moan, I loved to feel her walls contract, and most of all, I loved to see the glow in her eyes when we were finished.

      “Let me have it, little love,” I murmured into her mouth when I felt her holding back.

      “Not yet,” she protested, deepening the kiss.

      I smiled against her mouth, brought the hand from behind her neck to her other nipple, and rolled it with the perfect amount of pressure. She convulsed against me and screamed her release. I closed my eyes and bucked into her hard, finding my own ecstasy as her body milked my cock.

      She collapsed against my chest, both of us panting and sweating after the intense orgasms.

      “You don’t play fair.”

      “I never claimed to.”

      “I was enjoying myself.”

      “As was I.”

      She sighed deeply and rolled off of me. I let her fall to the bed before wrapping my arms around her and pulling her in close.

      “Where do you think you’re going?” I growled, nuzzling her neck.

      “Nowhere.”

      “Good. I want you in my bed tonight.”

      “Just tonight?” she asked timidly.

      “Every night, if I have anything to say about it.”

      She stayed silent for a long time. Her breath was slow and even and I thought she had fallen asleep until she spoke again.

      “Are you really Cupid?”

      “I would never lie to you.”

      “And you really love me?”

      “Same answer. I would never lie to you. It's not in my nature and the gods kind of frown upon that sort of thing, but in case you need some assurance, I love you Bekah. I have loved you since the first time I set eyes on you, and all I have cared about since I got here is making you mine. Nothing else matters.”

      She didn’t respond, but her arm tightened around mine.

      “I’m tired.”

      “Me too. It’s been a long day. Sleep, my little love.”

      “Okay, but can I tell you something first?”

      “Anything.”

      “I love you too.”

      Sweeter words had never been spoken.
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      Rebekah

      I woke up happy and content to be held in Eros’ arms. I hadn’t felt this good in a long time and I wanted to hold on to it for as long as I possibly could. I couldn’t believe the turn of events from the day before. Who would've thought a glitter bomb would be the catalyst to a crazy admission of love?

      That wasn’t the only crazy thing he said last night.

      Shh, leave me alone.

      You aren’t being rational

      I don’t want to be rational. I want to be in love.

      With a god?

      Fuck you.

      I couldn’t think while our naked bodies were still pressed up against one another. I needed to go home and get ready for work anyways. Gently, I lifted his arm up and slid underneath, putting my pillow where I had just been. He didn’t even stir.

      I took a second to really look at his face. It was the picture perfect example of peacefulness.

      Look at him, is it really hard to believe he’s a god?

      You have a point.

      Damn straight.

      At least I was on the same page with myself for a minute. I collected my clothes and dressed quickly before heading home and straight for my shower. I wanted coffee, but I could get that at work.

      Do not pass go, do not collect two hundred dollars.

      I chanted to myself as I passed by my kitchen. I needed to get out of here as soon as possible and put some space between me and him. It was the only way I would be able to really think clearly about life and this recent turn of events.

      After taking the quickest shower in history, I threw on some clothes, clipped my hair into a messy bun, grabbed my make-up bag, and basically sprinted to my car.

      I felt a little guilty for running out on him, but it had been necessary.

      I replayed the night again in my head.

      He spanked me and I  liked it. Then he fucked me and I liked that more. Then he tells me a pretty unbelievable story about being a god and that I am his true love and fucks me again. I’m not sure I see any flaws.

      Girl, you are fucked in the head.

      I groaned.

      Okay so maybe the god thing needs to be explored a little more, but it makes more sense than not at this point. How else does he make perfect matches with zero effort, and why is it that I  want to jump his bones every time I look at him? I have better self control than that, but in those moments, control is not an option. It is a drunk-like state of mind and my body just reacts.

      I knew myself. I was resolved to the fact that the arguments in my head were going to be a constant burden all day. I was just going to have to use the quiet moments of clarity to try and focus and get things accomplished.

      My sale hadn’t yielded any new customers and the emails I received back from my clients were no help at all. Everyone who knew someone looking for love was currently being matched by CMS—Cupid’s Matchmaking Service. I grabbed the stack of mail from my desk and sat down to sort through it. The outstanding bills were piling up and I was really at a loss. I opened each one, mentally tallying the amount.

      No matter how high the number seemed to get, I still held on to hope that something would give. Until I opened the very last letter from the mortgage company.

      

      Dear Rebekah James,

      Under the terms of the mortgage securing your loan, Valentine City Bank,  hereby notifies you of the following:

      1. You are in default because you have failed to pay the required monthly installments commencing with the payment for the past six months and you have fifteen days to vacate the premises or submit payment in full.

      2. As of the date this letter was issued, total monthly payments (including principal, interest, and escrow), late fees, insufficient funds (NSF) fees, and other fees and advances due under the terms of your loan documents are past due. This past due amount is itemized below. If applicable, your account may have additional escrow amounts that have been paid out and are due on the loan. If you have any questions about the amounts detailed below, please contact us as soon as possible at (999) 999-9999.

      

      The list of numbers at the bottom made me want to throw up. It was above and beyond anything I could ever pull together, especially in fifteen freakin’ days. My savings was long gone, Nana’s emergency funds were completely depleted, and I had zero income. To top it all off, the only way to get income was to try to compete with a Greek god.

      Fuck.

      It’s really over.

      My entire body went numb as I sat there staring at my desk. It didn’t feel real, but it was all spelled out right there in the letter. The bank was foreclosing. My entire legacy, the legacy of my nana, all of it was over.

      Standing up from my chair, I looked around the shop, tears clouding my vision as the memories floated through my head. So many happily-ever-afters had started in this room. So many smiles, so many tears, and now it was all over. I grabbed a piece of cardboard and wrote “Out of business” in bold letters.

      Not that it will matter to anyone.

      I taped it up on the window next to the closed sign, then I collected my personal belongings in a box and left my shop for the last time.
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      Eros

      Update: I did not keep my dick in my pants.

      At least we had honest communication open now. She knew about the pheromones and she knew I was Cupid, and she hadn’t run away screaming or tried to have me committed.

      Instead, after cleaning the living room for what I assumed was the first round of many judging by the ungodly amount of glitter still taking up residence on every available surface, she had spent the night in my arms.

      Who knew that the secret to her heart was a good hard spanking, and a crazy admission of my true identity?

      If I had known, I certainly would have done it sooner. Especially the spanking.

      Opening my eyes when my alarm went off, I stretched and reached for her.

      She wasn’t there.

      Damn. I had been hoping for morning sex. Or shower sex. Either would have worked. I wasn’t picky.

      I laid there for a moment, feeling bereft from her absence.

      Don’t be over dramatic. She probably went home to change. She lives down the hall for fuck’s sake. She works across the street.

      My stomach growled and I realized I was starving after all the exertion from last night's many activities.

      Rolling out of bed, I padded into the kitchen, drank milk straight from the carton and ate two protein bars while fixing myself a half a dozen scrambled eggs and three pieces of toast.

      I would have to jog to work to burnoff such a huge breakfast, but it would be worth it. I needed protein and lots of it.

      After inhaling my protein-packed breakfast, and taking a hot shower to wake up my sore muscles, I dressed in my usual slacks and dress shirt. I stopped at Bekah’s apartment, hoping we could walk to work together, but she wasn’t there.

      She must have already left.

      She, like me, seemed to be a morning person, and often got to the shop early, ready to start her day, long before the opening hour. At the cafe on the corner, I stopped and bought two coffees, a black espresso for myself, and a vanilla latte for her.

      I had a spring in my step that hadn’t been there the day before, and I was excited to get to work, and spread the love.

      I went to her shop first, and when I got there, I stopped short, dropping her coffee in surprise. It splashed all over the sidewalk, and my shoes, but I didn’t move out of the way as I stared at the giant cardboard “out of business” sign in the window.

      What the hell?

      I grabbed the door, and pulled at it, frantically. It rattled a bit, but didn’t budge.

      Grabbing my phone from my pocket, I pulled up her contact and hit send to call her. Straight to voicemail.

      “Fuck!” I yelled, far too loudly. She wasn’t at home. She wasn’t here. She wasn’t answering her phone. I had to know what was going on. Everything had been perfect last night, and now, she was what, ghosting me?

      Flabbergasted, I looked up and down the street as if she would just appear. Everything else looked the same as it did every other morning. The shop owners were just arriving, and turning over their open signs for the day.

      I turned to walk toward my own shop, out of sheer habit, and a lack of knowing what else to do, but stopped and headed to the bookstore instead.

      Kimmy was a sweetheart, and I knew that she and Bekah were close. She had to know what was happening.

      “Kimmy!” I called, poking my head in.

      She popped up from behind the counter, and smiled. Her bright pink hair was a cheerful beacon amongst the dark colored bookshelves in the dim room.

      “Hi Eros. What can I do for you today?”

      I stepped in, and closed the door behind me, walking up to the counter, and speaking in a whisper.

      “Have you seen Bekah today?”

      Kimmy shrugged. “No, but I imagine she will be here soon.”

      She wouldn’t, but I didn’t want to get into that.

      “There is an ‘out of business’ sign on her door. It wasn’t there yesterday.”

      Kimmy sighed. “What do you want me to say, Eros? She was struggling before you arrived. Now, with you here...things are really bad.”

      “How bad?”

      Kimmy sighed, shaking her head back and forth. “For her to put up a sign like that, I’d have to assume pretty bad. Happily Ever After was her grandmother’s. Bekah considered it her family’s legacy, and she would have done anything to protect it.”

      Anything but try to compete with a guy who was literally Cupid.

      Shit.

      “It’s my fault,” I mumbled, talking more to myself than to Kimmy.

      “You didn’t help matters,” she agreed. “But I’m telling you, Eros, for her to do that, things had to have been really epically hopeless. I think she was behind on her mortgage. Things don’t get that bad in two weeks time.”

      “Okay. I hear what you are saying. I won’t blame myself.”

      But I will find her. And I will fix it. And I will make her mine.

      As soon as I figure out how.
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      Rebekah

      I stepped back from behind the stack of bookshelves and exhaled.I had been holding my breath the whole time he had been in the store.

      “Phew. That was close. Thanks for covering for me.”

      “I get why you are doing what you are doing, Bekah, I really do, but explain why you are hiding from Eros? We talked this morning, and you sounded so happy.”

      “That was before I got the letter about the foreclosure.”

      “I know that. I just don’t see what one has to do with the other. So you’re losing your shop. That sucks, but why are you giving up love? Shop or no, Bekah, you believe in love. You live for the happily ever after and you finally have a chance at your own, and you’re throwing it away.”

      “It’s complicated.”

      “Well, I’ll say, it must be pretty damn complicated given the way you are acting. My lord, Bekah, have you seen that man? He is head over heels in love with you, and he looks like a Greek god!”

      “Bingo. That’s exactly the problem,” I muttered under my breath.

      “Pardon?” Kimmy pulled her signature move, dragging her glasses down her nose and peering at me over the top of them.

      The way she was looking at me with that stern no-nonsense expression reminded me of Eros, and I fought back a fresh wave of tears.

      “Nothing. Never mind. Can you just call Gerald and makes sure it’s okay if I stay with you guys for a while? I just don’t want to go home right now. I don’t want to risk running into him.”

      Kimmy looked like she wanted to ask more questions, or to lecture me on running away from a good thing, but she didn’t.

      “Honey, I don’t need to call Gerald. He loves you as much as I do. You were the one that fixed us up, remember? Of course you can stay with us for a while.” She dug in her purse, and held out a key. “Stay as long as you like.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 16

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Eros

      I had called.  I had texted. I had knocked on her door every day before and after work. I had asked everyone I could think of, and Bekah was nowhere to be found. Or more than likely they were all covering for her. She was after all, a native, and I was only the charismatic newcomer.

      I  had continued to keep appointments and make matches. Now it was Valentine’s Day, and everybody was matched but me.

      As I did every day, I went in to work, but my shop was empty, save for my mice friends, and a few straggling visitors that stopped by with gratitude gifts.

      At ten, I was just about to close up shop for the day and go home to lick my wounds with a bottle of cheap ouzo and a plate of nachos for one when there was a flash of lightning in my store.

      Groaning, I waved away the cloud of smoke in front of me.

      “Happy Day of Love, son! Oh good, you have your pants on this time! Come give me a hug.”

      I couldn’t help but smile at my father’s cheerful face, as I stepped into his arms and took the offered hug. Zeus was standing behind him scowling with his arms crossed over his chest. I pointedly ignored him.

      My father embraced me tightly, then pulled away, gripping my shoulders. He looked at me, and smiled, and then hugged me again.

      This time when he pulled away, I stepped back, leaning against the desk.

      “Happy Day of Love,” I repeated back to him.

      “I’ve missed you. Tell me everything. How is it going? Have you found your one true love yet?”

      My mouth twisted into a grimace. “It’s complicated.”

      “It’s obviously not going well, Eros. I told you this was a lost cause. Just look at this place! It’s empty! On the Day of Love!”

      “That’s because I matched nearly everybody in this town, and the next towns over, and they are off celebrating with their new significant others,” I informed him dryly. “I’ve made three hundred and twenty-one successful matches since I’ve been here. It’s going very well.”

      “Three hundred and twenty-one, you say? Very good, very good indeed.” My father shot a smug smile to Zeus, looking for approval. He didn't get any.

      “And what about your love? Any news on that front?”

      I sighed deeply, not knowing where to begin, and not at all ready to admit defeat. I stared past them out the window, where that stupid cardboard sign still hung in the front of her shop.

      Two weeks since I had seen her face, and I still couldn’t believe she had given up. Maybe I needed to give up.

      A lightbulb went off in my brain, and my body buzzed with excitement as the solution hit me like a freight train that had come out of nowhere.

      “I need to give up!” I shouted. “That’s it! That’s the answer! I need to give up!”

      “See, Eros, I told you he couldn’t do it. He was never cut out to be a god. It’s not in his blood. We just made him one for you. You know we can’t have mortals living among us.”

      I shook my head emphatically from side to side at Zeus’s words of discouragement. “Not give up! Give it up! Give it all up for love! That’s what I need to do!” I had only processed his first sentence before the rebuttal was out of my mouth, and when the rest of his disparaging speech caught up with me, my mouth dropped open, and I whirled on him. “Wait—what did you just say?”

      My father's face was flushed with anger, and Zeus looked uncomfortable. “Did you say you made me a god? I wasn’t one?”

      “Well, you know I found you when you were an infant .”

      “Yeah, yeah, I know. I guess I just never thought about the implications. I don’t remember ever not being a god.”

      “Well, Zeus had the power to make you a god. You were just a baby, and he knew you would never know the difference. We made you a god, and gave you the powers of a god, and trained you up in the ways of a god. So no, you weren’t one by birth, but son, you are a god, and a damn good one.”

      I ignored the compliment. As my father, he had to say that. “And my wings? Did Zeus give me those too?”

      “Well yes, but, you needed them so that you would be able to follow in my footsteps. Finding you was a miracle. A gift from the gods, to ensure that love would continue to be spread throughout the lands.”

      I didn’t know what to believe anymore, but I knew what to do. Standing up straight, I squared my shoulders and looked Zeus dead in the eyes.

      “Make me a mortal.”

      “Pardon me?”

      “You made me a god when I was a baby, now make me a mortal.”

      “Think hard about this, Cupid,” Zeus warned. “Once it is done, it can’t be undone.”

      “You have all year to complete your mission, son. Let’s not make any rash decisions.”

      I glared at them both. “I told you a month ago, and I’m telling you now; I won’t need a year. Now, make me a mortal. Take my wings, take my powers. I wish to be divested of my god status. For good. Once and for all. No take backsies.”

      “Son.” My father was going to beg me to reconsider.

      “Stop it. Both of you. Just stop. You sent me here to make my match. You knew. You knew that this was going to happen. You just said that mortals can’t live among gods. She’s not a god. It doesn’t matter if I can get her to fall for me. I can’t return with her. Zeus won’t make her a goddess. You guys knew. You knew this would happen. So let it happen. Strip me of my position.”

      My father sighed, and even Zeus looked a little reluctant. “You are right. We knew it would happen. But we didn’t think it would happen this soon. You don’t even have her yet. Is she even in love with you? Where is she? It’s The Day of Love, and she’s not by your side. That doesn’t seem like a very promising situation. That seems like a very big risk, to give it all up, when you’re not even sure you will get what you want in return.”

      “If I don’t get it, you’re going to strip me of my status anyway, remember? Love, true love, is about risks. It’s about sacrifice. It’s about giving it all up for the one you love, and not caring if you’ll get anything in return. It’s not about bows and arrows, and flying around in the clouds shooting people in the butt. I thought, when I was banished here that I was screwed, that I was coming to a place where nobody knew the first thing about how to love or to be loved, but now I’m convinced that we are the ones who didn’t know.”

      Now they were both staring at me like I had grown a second head.

      “Un-god me, for fuck’s sake!” I yelled, growing tired of arguing and explaining myself. “It’s the Day of Love and I have to go get my girl!”

      Zeus circled me, three times, waving his hands in the air, and chanting in ancient Greek.

      When he stopped, I felt different. Lighter somehow, and older.

      “It is finished.” he said, when he stopped in front of me. “You, Eros Adonis, are no longer a god. You are a mere mortal, subject to all that that entails.”

      I was struck with a moment of fear when I realized the implications of what I had just done.

      The opposite of fear is excitement.

      “I want to shut down this building too. No more Cupid’s Matchmaking Service. Undo whatever magic you did here.” I looked at them sheepishly, realizing only then that I had acted a little rashly. “And if you can spare any more magic for an ex-god, I could really use your help.”

      “I suppose you’ll be wanting to keep the apartment too.”

      “For now.”

      Hopefully not for long.

      “Okay, here’s what I need you to do.” I beckoned them closer, and they leaned in for a huddle as I whispered out the bones of my plan.

      Operation: Cupid Daddy and his little lover is a go.
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      Rebekah

      “Happy Valentine’s Day!”

      Kimmy’s overly cheerful voice rang through the room and I groaned, pulling the covers tighter over my head. It was too close. She was too close.

      The covers were yanked off of me, and light filled the room, blinding me with it’s brightness.

      “Ugh. Go away.” I flung my hand over my eyes, and rolled onto my side, away from her judging eyes.

      She didn’t go away.

      She’s never been a very good listener.

      “Shouldn’t you be at work?”

      “I took an early lunch.”

      “Great. So go eat.”

      She sat on the edge of the bed, and grabbed my shoulder, rolling me onto my back.

      “Bekah, you know I love you, and that Gerald and I are always happy to have you and to help you with anything you need, but it has been two weeks and you have barely left my spare bedroom.”

      “I like it here. It’s cozy. And safe.”

      “Too bad. You’ve had your time to wallow and feel sorry for yourself. I’ve indulged your pity party, and I haven’t asked any questions. Now it’s time for you to rejoin the living.”

      “Tomorrow,” I grumbled, grabbing for the blankets. She ripped them off the bed and out of my reach, and clapped her hands together.

      “I don’t think so. Today is as good a day as any. Get up, shower, and get dressed. We are going to the cafe for lunch.”

      I tried to curl into a ball, making myself smaller in hopes that she would get the message and go away, but she wasn't having it. She yanked my arm hard, and I fell onto the floor with a thump.

      “Okay, okay, fine. I’ll get up.”

      My stomach growled and I tried to remember the last time I had eaten a meal that wasn't mostly comprised of ice cream or ding dongs.

      I really didn’t want to go out in public on today of all days, but now that she had mentioned the cafe, I couldn’t get their jalapeno-bacon mac-n-cheese out of my head.

      Sigh.

      “Okay fine, but you should know I’m not happy about it. And I will get back at you somehow.”

      “Yeah, yeah, whatever. You do that. C’mon now. Get up, and get ready.” She started to walk out of the room. “And make sure you start with a shower. You’re getting a little bit ripe!”

      Glaring at her, I lifted one arm and took a whiff.

      Ew. She wasn’t wrong.
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      Once I started getting up and indulging in a little bit of self care, it was hard to stop. Besides showering, and brushing my teeth and all the usual things, I had given myself a mud mask facial, painted my nails, and curled my hair.

      Forget human. I looked downright pretty.

      Too bad your life is falling apart, and the only person who will notice your efforts are Kimmy and maybe the waiter.

      If I’m lucky.

      Still, I put on the only dress I had with me, a pair of flats and a jean jacket.

      You couldn’t tell by looking at me that my business failed and my non-existent love life had imploded to status level defcon one. You couldn’t tell that I was a twenty-nine year old life-failure with as few prospects in the career department as I had in the romance department.

      None. Zero. Nada. Zilch.

      I’m not going to think about that. Not today. Today, I’m going to put on my brave face, go out with Kimmy, and convince her that I’m not about to become the sad pathetic friend who lounges in her spare room eating bon-bons all day, and crying over the mess I’ve made of my life.

      Maybe.

      When I walked into the living room, Kimmy wolf-whistled, and pumped her fist in the air.

      “Yes, girl! That’s what I’m talking about!”

      Her bubbly enthusiasm made me laugh, and I actually felt halfway decent as we headed to the cafe.

      I forgot that it was Valentine’s Day. I forgot that, thanks to Eros, everyone, and their dogs had been matched, and as the only decent lunch eatery in our small town, the cafe would be packed.

      It was wall to wall. I was shocked we were even able to get a table, as the host led us through the crowded room to a small table in the back, I looked around and took stock of the situation. Every single person I knew was in the cafe, happily seated with the love of their life. Some of the couples were new, and some were old. Some had been married for years, and some had been dating only a few weeks, but everyone was matched. Sappy romantic love songs were being piped through the restaurant's sound system, and I was trying not to gag.

      And I was there with Kimmy.

      Fabulous. Now I feel like an even bigger loser.

      “Kimmy,” I hissed, as the host led us to our seats. “This was a bad idea. Let’s just go.”

      “Nonsense. We’re not going anywhere. You were going to have to leave the house sometime, and today is as good a day as any. Sit your ass down.”

      She had her serious “mom” face on, and after two weeks hiding out in her house, I knew that that look meant you did not want to mess with her.

      I sat.

      But I’m not happy about it.

      “It’s going to take forever to get our food,” I complained, still holding out hope that I could convince her to leave.

      She pointedly ignored me. I picked up a menu, and sat in silence, reading each option as slowly as possible, even though I had been here a thousand times and probably knew every dish on the menu by heart.

      The sappy love music stopped abruptly, and it was quickly replaced with an old alternative rock song from the 90’s, at a much louder volume.

      Confused, I looked up. Nobody else had even flinched. They continued reading their menus or staring at their table companions with googly-eyes.

      Weird.

      When the singing began, I watched as slowly one by one, couples began to stand.

      Oh, god.

      My semi-peaceful lunch was about to turn into some weird over-the top flash-mob scene, to be recorded for posterity and blasted all over social media for months to come. It would probably end in some sappy proposal.

      Get me out of here.

      I looked over my menu at Kimmy, and she shrugged. Apparently she was not in on the happenings.

      She was the only one.

      One by one, every single couple in the restaurant stood. Some sang along, and some just mouthed the words. It was like a train wreck that I couldn’t stop watching.

      The song was a weird one. It had always been a favorite of mine, but it wasn’t inherently a love song, and it certainly wasn’t the type of song you would expect to hear in a Valentine's Day flash mob.

      I slowly looked around the room to see who wasn’t participating. That would usually tell you who the recipient would be. Everyone was standing.

      Everyone except us.

      Maybe one of the workers was the one getting serenaded? I looked around at the waitstaff. I knew them all and everyone over the age of eighteen was married.

      What in the hell was going on?

      I couldn’t make sense of it.

      The couple at the furthest table from us picked up a rose from the vase in the middle of the table and started dancing around the restaurant. They stopped when they got to us, and held out the rose in front of me.

      What the hell?

      I barely had time to question when it happened five more times, and in seconds I was holding a half a dozen roses, with a dozen more couples still dancing toward me.

      My heart was beating fast, and tears were welling in the corner of my eyes. They weren’t the happy emotional tears you usually see in these kinds of videos, though. I was confused and pissed as hell.

      Eighteen more couples. Eighteen more roses.

      The weirdest romantic song ever, and I still had no idea what was going on.

      And then I saw him.

      Walking toward me. Looking HOT.

      “Shit! Kimmy! It’s Eros! He’s here! You promised me we wouldn’t see him.”

      “I lied.” Kimmy smiled.

      I panicked and ducked under the table, roses and all.
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      Eros

      Most men would have given up when the recipient of their big romantic gesture ducked under a table to hide from them.

      I was not most men. Hell, up until two hours ago, I had been a god.

      The mortal thing was still sinking in.

      When she hid, the shift in the energy was tangible. The dancers faltered, and the wait staff gasped. Some people froze, like they weren’t sure what to do.

      I kept dancing, right up to her table. When I got there, I plucked the rose from the vase in the center of the table, bent at the waist, and held out my hand.

      “Rebekah.”

      I stared at her and waited. She looked stunningly beautiful, and I could cry just looking at her. Two weeks had been far too long to go without here in my life, and it was something I never intended to do again.

      I just need her to take my hand.

      Emotions flickered on her face while I waited. Confusion, and fear, embarrassment, and anger.

      I stood there so long, waiting that I feared the song would end, and I’d still be standing there, empty-handed and alone.

      Just when I was seriously contemplating giving up, she took my hand. I pulled her out from under the table, grabbed her purse, and ran with her out of the cafe, our dancing friends following behind us.

      The  sappy dance continued down main street, the music blasting on a boombox somebody was carrying.

      As we got closer to the spot where her shop had been, my breath hitched in my throat. My chest hurt, and I felt sick to my stomach, like I was going to throw up.

      Nerves.

      Well, I am fully human now. And all that goes with that is mine to enjoy.

      We turned the corner, and I smiled through the nausea.

      The song was coming to a close. I grabbed her and turned her, pulling her close, and making sure she was fully turned away from her building and facing mine.

      She frowned, rolling her eyes at me. “That’s a really weird song for a flash mob, Eros.”

      “I know.”

      “I’m not really sure what you're trying to say.”

      “Maybe this will help you figure it out.”

      I turned her towards Cupid’s Matchmaking Service, or rather, the building where it had once been.

      She gasped when she saw the empty building.

      “Eros! Where is your shop? What is going on? You matched everybody didn’t you? There’s no business left for either of us. Are you leaving?”

      Her face fell, and that gave me the glimmer of hope I needed to continue with my plan.

      Without a word, I turned her to face the opposite direction.

      Her shop, the one she had closed down two weeks ago, boasted a fresh coat of paint, and a brand new name.

      Cupid Daddy and Little Lover’s Matchmaking.

      “Cupid Daddy!” she sputtered, laughing angrily, and turning to face me. “Cupid Daddy? Don’t you think that’s taking things a little too far? Geez Eros, can your head get any bigger? And really? You did all this just to bring me down here to show me your new business? In my spot? What is wrong with you?”

      Well, shit. This isn’t going as planned.

      “Take a deep breath, and read the sign again.”

      She read it again, out loud, mumbling under her breath, faltering a little when it sank in.

      She turned to me, with her eyes full of questions.

      “What’s going on, Eros?”

      The nerves returned, as I dropped to one knee in the middle of the crowd of people.

      “Two weeks  ago I told you I loved you, and you said you felt the same. Then you disappeared without a word. When I found out why, I couldn’t breathe. I hated not seeing you every day. I hated knowing that I had taken away something that meant so much to you.Bekah, I never wanted this to happen. I never dreamed that it would. I love making matches, don’t get me wrong, it’s literally all I have ever known, but this shop, and running it, and being here...it was always about you. It was always for you. All for you,” I finished, naming the title of the song that was playing in the background.

      “Running me out of business? You did that for me? Oh geez. How romantic. You’re just a regular casanova, aren’t you?”

      Sarcasm was her favorite defense mechanism. I ignored it, and continued.

      “Be my partner, Bekah, my partner in business, and my partner in life. I bought the shop, and I want to run it with you, but it’s your name on the deed, and if you don’t feel the same way, you can keep the building and walk away, knowing you’ll never lose it again. We are both good matchmakers, Bekah, great actually, and together we would be unstoppable. What do you say, will you be my business partner?” I pulled some folded papers out of my jacket pocket and handed them to her. “All you have to do is sign this partnership agreement and we are business partners, 51/49 and you are the managing partner. What do you say?”

      Still on my knees, I held out a pen to her, praying she took it.

      She frowned. I could see the emotions at war inside her, plain as day on her face.

      “Say the word, and I will get up and walk away, and it will all be yours,” I reminded her.

      “Oh, give me the pen!”

      Kimmy ran forward with a clipboard, and Bekah used it behind the stapled packet as she signed.

      Her face was solemn as she handed the signed forms back to me. “Yes, Eros. I will be your business partner. Although, we might have to have a little talk about the new name.”

      “Noted.”

      I tucked the papers back where they had come from and grabbed a second object from the same pocket, staying in position on one knee.

      Drawing a deep and steadying breath, I held the ring out in front of me. It looked exactly like the one she had once thrown at me, but this one was real.

      “And in life? Bekah, will you be my partner in life?”

      The crowd around us went silent as they waited for her answer. Everyone was on pins and needles, but no one as much as me.

      Bekah gasped, a sharp intake of breath. Her hands flew to her mouth, and tears sprang to her eyes.

      “Oooh boy.” She blew out her breath in a short shaky huff. My stomach sank.

      Did I jump the gun? Is it too soon?

      Just when I was thinking about getting up, and walking away with my proverbial tail between my legs, she smiled, and nodded. She squealed and bounced, jumping up and down.

      “Yes, Eros. Yes. I will marry you. I can’t wait to be your partner in business, and in life.”

      I stood on shaky legs, slipped the ring onto her finger, and pulled her into my arms.

      “At least we know it will always be interesting,” I whispered right before I kissed her.

      Someone pushed a button, and “All for You” started to play again.

      The crowd danced around us, but the only thing I was interested in was Bekah’s lips on mine, the smile on her face, and the ring on her finger.

      As the crowd began to dissipate, and we finally came up for air, I searched out and found the two smiling gods huddled together on the outskirts of the group of dancers.

      “See!” I shouted over the din. “I told you I wouldn’t need a year!”
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        Did you enjoy Cupid Daddy? Don’t miss the first four books in the Fantastical Daddy Dom series!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Check out Genie Daddy!
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      Genie Daddy (Fantastical Daddy Doms Book 1)

      I lost everything, was shipped off to live with an aunt I barely knew, and was put to work cleaning her dilapidated antique shop.

      And then, I met Callum.

      Or should I say I released him?

      I was a socialite with a strong sense of entitlement and a lot of anger.

      He was a Dominant genie with a hard body and an even harder hand.

      It could never work.

      Could it?

      

      Check out Ogre Daddy!
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      Ogre Daddy (Fantastical Daddy Doms Book 2)

      The princess was destined to be mine. She just didn't know it yet.

      Sparks fly, skirts go up and panties come down. My stubborn princess will learn that her Ogre Daddy is determined to turn our nightmare into the ultimate happily ever after.

      

      Check out Santa Daddy!
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      Santa Daddy (Fantastical Daddy Doms Book 3)

      My most important job as Santa is to rid the world of non-believers of all ages. But first, I have to make one of them my wife.

      Crystal spent her entire life avoiding Christmas, and I have only two weeks to convince her otherwise. She is stubborn, but I am determined.

      She will learn the magic of Christmas either on Santa’s lap, or over it.

      The fate of Christmas depends on it.

      

      Check out Robot Daddy!
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      Robot Daddy (Fantastical Daddy Doms Book 4)

      Robo-Rob. The perfect boyfriend. Guaranteed to wow judgmental parents, spoiled little sisters, and pesky ex-boyfriends.

      

      What do you do when your little sister is marrying your ex and you need a date for the engagement party? Well, I don't know what you'd do, but I got wine drunk and built a boyfriend in the robotics lab where I work. Enter a six foot hunk of metal and silicone who randomly quotes obscure movies, turns me to mush with his smile and has a maaaajor daddy complex...

      

      What could possibly go wrong?
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        I now reside in Southern Utah with my husband, my two children, two dogs, my mother, my 92 year old grandfather and a lizard named Leo.
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      Stalk Me Links

      

      Facebook: goo.gl/8LJxBB

      Amazon: goo.gl/m4Y7X2

      Bookbub: goo.gl/KwFPCA

      Instagram: goo.gl/5BXfX9

      Twitter: goo.gl/WpkuVX

      Reader Group: goo.gl/H7e5LN

      Newsletter: https://www.subscribepage.com/z6y6z7

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also By Rayanna Jamison

          

        

      

    

    
      Love Multiplied Series

      Green Valley Brides

      Luke’s First Bride

      Luke’s Rogue Bride

      

      Corbins Bend

      A Perfect Partnership- Corbin’s Bend Season 2

      Ginger Up- Corbins’s Bend Season 3

      A Holiday Ruse- Corbin’s Bend Season 4

      

      Vegas Nights Series

      Collared

      Claimed

      

      Second Chance Ranch Series

      Winterland Daddies

      Spring Fever Daddies

      

      Fantastical Daddy Doms

      Ogre Daddy

      Santa Daddy

      Robot Daddy

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Other Books by Rayanna Jamison

          

        

      

    

    
      Catching Her Cowboy Daddy

      Cole for Christmas

      Santa Sir

      

      Collections

      Sweet Town Love (with various authors)

      12 Naughty Days of Christmas (with various authors)

      12 Naughty Days: A Holiday Collection (with various authors)

      A Spanking Good New Year (with various authors)

      Masters of The Castle: Witness Protection Program (with various authors)

      Other Uses for a Wooden Spoon: A Corbin’s Bend Cookbook

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Meet Allysa Hart and AllyCat’s Creations!

          

        

      

    

    
      I am a full-time mom to two sassy, strong-willed, loveable little girls. What can I say? They take after their mama. I’m on the wrong side of thirty, I have been married to my best friend for over ten years and I can’t imagine doing life with anyone else by my side. We are Southern California transplants, currently residing in a very rural part of the East Coast. I have two crazy dogs that I adore, even though they drive me out of my ever-loving mind most days.

      Writing and graphic design consume all of my spare time, and I could not be happier. This journey I am on is a crazy one, but I wouldn’t trade it for the world.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Follow Alyssa

          

        

      

    

    
      Make sure You don’t miss out on any of my newest releases by signing up for my newsletter!  https://www.subscribepage.com/z6y6z7

      You can also stalk me all over social media.

      Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/authorallysahart

      Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/authorallysahart/

      MeWe: https://mewe.com/i/allysahart1

      Twitter: https://twitter.com/HartAllysa

      Tumblr: https://www.tumblr.com/blog/authorallysahart

      Pinterest: https://www.pinterest.com/amhart602/

      BookBub: https://www.bookbub.com/authors/allysa-hart

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by Allysa Hart

          

        

      

    

    
      A Rose in Bloom

      Santa’s Little Helpers

      Adopting Katie

      Katie’s New Daddy

      Genie Daddy

      Ogre Daddy

      Santa Daddy

      Robot Daddy

      Masters of the Castle: Witness Protection Program

      Paris Heat
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