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In Love with
a Greek God
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He gets drunk every night.

He asks for bottles of wine and loud music.

He grabs me and dances wildly with me.

Despite his unpredictable nature, I will never let him go because
he is a Greek god.



I have come to terms with the fact that he will never be faithful
to me.

He desires many women and most of them indulge in his
desires.

It's hard to disagree with him because he carries the flames of
life in his eyes.

Everything becomes an adventure with him.

I fell in love with him when I first saw him, even if that sounds
like a cliché.



His body is like marble turned to flesh.

He made me feel an ecstasy I had never known.

He played his games with me.

I was earthly and he came from Olympus.

He had thrown thousands of excessive parties and still looked so
innocent.

I knew that he lied when the truth stood in his way. 

And he destroyed when he didn't like the order — but even his
violence had a tenderness, even his tenderness had a
violence.

He was stronger and wiser than everyone and I knew that I would not
be able to love anyone after him, because the others were only
human.
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