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Desire of the Gods

Book One: Apollo

When Mrs Stephanopoulos gave the magic statue
of Apollo to Paula she said, “You’re a kind girl; you deserve good
luck in love and you haven’t had it lately.”

She knew all about Paula’s fiancé’s going off
with a girl of twenty just weeks before the wedding. Paula thought
poor Mrs Stephanopoulos had even worse luck, with her husband just
dead of a heart attack.

Paula used to smile on seeing them together.
She thought it sweet the way the man still looked at his plump wife
as if she was the most desirable woman in the world.

“I’ll never look at another man myself,” Mrs
Stephanopoulos told Paula as she handed her the tawdry little
statue, “But you’ve got your whole life ahead of you. Now, this is
the ritual that you have to do. Trust me, it won’t fail.”

Paula thanked her warmly, trying to sound
enthusiastic. She thought it all nonsense. Still, it was kind of
her neighbour and she’d given her word. She kept her word, unlike
her ex- fiancé Nick. He’d always laughed about her funny, old
fashioned ideas about honour.

Paula wasn’t happy at having such a tacky
ornament as this statue in her bedroom, but seeing who it came
from, she’d keep it. It was almost as bad as one of those figures
on top of those trophies awarded at darts matches.

Well, at least it seemed to be made of stone
under the gold spray. It stood about fifteen centimetres tall; it
depicted an athletic, muscular male holding one of those antique
harps; it was sprayed in flaking gold paint and stood on a chipped
wobbly little base. There was Greek writing engraved on it, so
battered that it was unreadable.

Mrs Stephanopoulos came out to watch Paula
across the street. Glancing up at the night sky she said, “All
those stars! So many of them are gods and goddesses, you know.”

“With Venus the brightest of them all,” Paula
agreed.

“Aphrodite,” said Mrs Stephanopoulos.

As she let herself back into her own house,
Paula thought sadly of Mrs Stephanopoulos eating the soup and
scones Paula had brought over, by herself in front of the
television. Then she thought how glad she was that Kirsty was
out.

She’d had no choice but to get a housemate
in, now she had to pay off the mortgage without any help from Nick.
The only people interested had been Kirsty, a woman with three cats
and a trumpet or a man who knocked everything over and leered up at
her bottom as he’d followed her up the stairs.

Kirsty was tall and graceful, with a mane of
streaked blonde hair that always looked unreal and a ridiculously
pretty face and her leggy figure was a slim hour glass. She worked
in advertising and planned to retire at forty-five. Paula thought
she ought to revise that downwards to forty. Paula supposed that
Kirsty had only chosen to live with her because she hadn’t much
choice either. As a walking threat to all women with boyfriends,
most avoided her. It would be no good her sharing with men, as
they’d all be fighting each other over her unless they were
gay.

Paula sometimes thought cynically how If Nick
was to see her new housemate he might think he’d been a bit hasty
in moving in with that Samantha.

Kirsty made Paula feel even more inadequate
than she had anyway since Nick had walked out on her. Sometimes, as
she went off to bed by herself yet again, Paula could sense
Kirsty’s pitying gaze following her up the stairs: What a loser! Why doesn’t she try and get over
it?!

How she missed Nick’s caresses! He was so
good at making her feel totally desirable. First he’d kiss her all
over - starting at her forehead and going down her face, lingering
over her mouth, inserting his tongue, then pulling his lips away to
travel on, lingering still more as he kissed down her throat,
between her breasts, down her midriff, perhaps pausing to give her
too round stomach the gentlest nip before going on down to her
thighs.

He’d pause there, and grin up at her
wickedly. And then he would put his head between her thighs, and
then when he inserted his tongue... But she wasn’t going to think
about that, or how when he finally slid into her he went in as if
Paula had been oiled, while she moaned aloud.

Tonight Paula stayed up to watch the news -
all bad - and went to bed to escape Kirsty. If Kirsty came in and
saw Paula with a face like a boot again, she might give her one of
her pep talks about there being plenty of fish in the sea. Kirsty
didn’t mind quoting old clichés like that outside work, saving the
catchy new slogans for work hours; she got paid for them there.

Paula couldn’t face Kirsty tonight of all
nights: tomorrow she’d have to see Nick about his getting back what
he’d paid into the house. She knew Nick wouldn’t spend five minutes
talking to her and then realise that he was still in love with her,
though that was what she had stupidly hoped for on the other couple
of times they’d had to meet since the break up.

No, he’d try and hide his smugness, looking a
bit guilty and sorry for her. Then, as soon as they’d sorted out
the financial stuff he’d be off like a shot. That was exactly how
he’d been the other times; there was no reason to expect anything
to change.

Paula told the statue: “Well, here goes. I
promised to do the ritual, and I will. At the moment I feel as if
you’ll be the nearest I get to a naked man for the rest of my
life.”

Really, she might as well have the coil she’d
had fitted when she and Nick got together removed, but she kept
forgetting to make an appointment to have it done

She frowned again at the tackiness of the
statue. Mrs Stephanopoulos said that it was very old, but stone
under the sprayed on bronze paint or not, it looked like something
from a shop selling tourist tack.

She lit the candle that Mrs Stephanopoulos
gave her and called on the great Sun God Apollo. She felt so silly
she was glad there was no chance of Kirsty walking in on her. She
remembered reading somewhere how disbelief would undo any chance of
magic working. A fine get-out for people who insist it worked,
that!

Now the candle flame burnt extra brightly,
filling the room with light, and yet the flame wasn’t high.
Frowning, she caught a strange scent - was that the candle? She
hadn’t realised it was scented.

There was an odd, muted flash. A superbly
built male figure stood before her in a golden glow. She gasped,
wanting to run, but panic rooted her to the spot.

He smiled with a flash of brilliant teeth,
and that smile was oddly reassuring. He was tall, spare yet very
muscular, with beautiful proportions. Paula had picked up quite a
bit about body sculpting from Nick, and she could tell how
perfectly this being was put together. He was powerfully built, but
not what Nick would call ‘muscle bound’ like some of those body
builders. His chest and shoulders were broad, and she had never
seen such a great six pack. His legs were long and astoundingly
developed, his waist hollow, his abdomen superbly defined, while
his arms and legs would make Nick burn with jealousy. His head was
set upon what she has heard called somewhere a ‘column like neck’.
His features were classically perfect, with a long Grecian nose,
while his thickly lashed, wide spaced eyes were the bluest that she
had ever seen. His long mane of thick waving hair was pure gold,
his skin a light shade of gold too, and the air about him glowed
gently golden. He wore some flimsy toga-like garment.

Natalie knew that having called him up, she
ought to say something, but she just gulped stupidly.

He smiled kindly, “Paula. What can I do for
you?” If his voice wasn’t so magical and musical, he’d sound as if
he’d been on some customer care course.

All Paula’s life she’d wanted to have her
wishes granted, and now a Greek god was asking to do just that and
all she could do was stand staring in her low cut, partly
see-through nightie, tongue tied with embarrassment and
amazement.

Then she stuttered, “Apollo - er - greetings.
You’ve come to grant my wish?”

“As one of my magical icons is now yours,
yes. Don’t feel the need to make obeisance.”

She thought whatever that was it was just as
well he was letting her off doing it, as she didn’t know how. He
went on wearing a look of kind encouragement.
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