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    To those who fell for the ones they couldn't resist—For the charmers with hidden storms,And the collectors of both art and hearts.

This is for you.

May your love spark brighter than lightning,May you always find beauty in the chaos.
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Chapter 1
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The myths of Ancient Greece survived because they were spoken aloud and passed from one generation to the next. Even the Romans borrowed and reshaped them. Myths explained the world—how the universe began, how love could twist into betrayal, and why hubris always demanded punishment. Civilizations fall, but stories endure.

Moreover, sometimes, just sometimes, the gods who inspired those stories walk among us again, disguised as mortals.

I have been obsessed with Greek myth since middle school. Zeus—god of lightning and justice—was the one who always snagged my imagination. I secretly hoped he might be more than just a story recited in classrooms. I should have known better than to wish for what I got.

My name is Alessia Hadria, and this is the day I stepped straight into a myth.

*****
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IT WAS MID-AFTERNOON, and the Lyon Museum’s basement smelled faintly of dust and stone. I was sorting through crates of artifacts when the director called me upstairs.

“Alessia, may I see you, please?” she asked, her voice carrying the kind of calm authority that always made my stomach lurch.

I stacked the last file, brushed my hands on my trousers, and followed her down the corridor. Her mahogany desk gleamed in the sunlight. I sat, trying not to fidget.

Did I do something wrong? Was I about to be fired? My mind sprinted through possibilities.

Then she smiled. Relief flooded me.

“Your final project for your degree was on Ancient Greek sculpture, yes?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I managed.

She leaned forward, intertwining her fingers. “The National Museum of Sicily is mounting a grand exhibition. Greek statuary, royal gems. They’ve asked for experts. I recommended you.” She slid a file across the desk.

“This is the opportunity of a lifetime, Alessia. What do you say?”

My pulse thudded. “When do I start?”

“Immediately. You’ll be coordinating with another consultant, Zander Borgia. He has... particular expertise.” A curious pause lingered on her lips before she continued. “I expect you to work closely together.”

I thanked her profusely, embarrassingly—and walked out clutching the file like a lifeline. I was still flipping through the documents when a low, velvety voice stopped me in the hall.

“You must be Alessia.”

I turned. The man before me was impossible to miss—tall, broad-shouldered, dark hair falling just so over a chiselled face. His eyes were a startling shade of electric blue, the kind that seemed to see too much. He held a folder identical to mine, though he carried it like it weighed nothing.

“Yes... and you are?”

“Zander Borgia.” His handshake was firm, warm. “Your partner in this little venture.”

Partner. The word felt heavier than it should.

Before I could respond, another voice chimed in—a blonde woman with sharp blue eyes. “And I’m Lyana Debaux, from the Louvre. I’ll be handling the gem collection.”

Three of us, then. However, it was Zander I kept glancing back at.

We decided to meet over lunch to outline plans. I offered to drive, and soon we were weaving through Lyon’s streets toward a quiet bistro I liked. Zander sat in the passenger seat, silent at first, but his presence filled the car.

“You don’t waste time,” he finally remarked, watching the city blur by.

“I prefer efficiency,” I replied, hands tight on the wheel.

“And yet,” he said softly, “you also crave order because you know the world rarely gives it.”

I shot him a look. “Do you always psychoanalyze your colleagues within five minutes of meeting them?”

A faint smile tugged at his lips. “Only when they’re interesting.”

Heat flickered in my chest. I turned my focus back to the road.

At the restaurant, Lyana talked logistics—the transport crates, the cataloguing system, the order of display. I tried to focus, but Zander’s quiet intensity kept pulling me in. He listened intently, asked precise questions, but there was something in the way his gaze lingered, like he was measuring more than just our words.

When Lyana excused herself to take a call, the air between us shifted.

“You love the myths,” Zander said, his voice low. “Not just the art. The stories.”

I blinked. “How did you—?”

“I can tell,” he said, leaning back. “Most people look at statues and see marble. You look at them and see gods, lovers, battles. You believe the myths still matter.”

I felt caught, exposed. “Myths do matter.”

He studied me, electric blue eyes glinting like lightning caught in stone. “Then maybe you’ll understand what you’re about to step into.”

A shiver ran down my spine. The words felt like a warning—yet also a promise.

Lyana returned, breaking the tension, and we resumed our business. However, my mind stayed tangled in his words.

Who exactly was Zander Borgia? Moreover, why did it feel like meeting him was not a coincidence at all, but destiny?
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I never expected that after only a few months of working together, Lyana would invite me to her wedding. It was not a lavish affair with gold leaf and chandeliers; instead, it was quiet, intimate. There was only a priest, a pair of witnesses, and vows spoken with trembling voices.

Lyana glowed. Her happiness lit up the little stone church as if she had swallowed the sun whole. I smiled for her, though somewhere deep inside, an ache tugged at me. Would anyone ever look at me the way her husband looked at her? With that kind of unshakable devotion?

When the ceremony ended, we stepped into the crisp air outside. Lyana clutched her new husband’s arm, radiant.

“So, what is next?” he asked her with an easy grin.

“Honeymoon, of course,” I teased, earning a glare from Lyana. “She deserves one after working herself half to death on the Ancient Greece exhibition.”

Her husband chuckled, but Lyana hissed my name like I had just shouted a state secret. I only smirked, but before I could add more, my phone buzzed in my bag.

Her husband leaned closer. “When does the exhibition open?”

“Two days,” I answered, already fishing my phone free. “Not in France, though—Sicily. Gorgeous island, perfect for a honeymoon-slash-work trip.”

Lyana nudged me sharply, scandalized, but I only shrugged. “What? I am trying to help.”

The buzzing grew insistent. My director’s name flashed across the screen. I excused myself with a quick congratulations and hurried to my car.

“Hello?” I said, tossing my handbag on the passenger seat and fastening my belt.

“Alessia, we have a problem,” the director’s voice crackled through.

My stomach dropped. “What kind of problem? Do not tell me it is Sicily—”

“It is.”

Of course, it was. I slid on my Bluetooth headset and started the engine. “What happened?”

“The High Society of Sicily has refused to approve the gem display. They claim the pieces are not native, and they will not allow them to be exhibited.”

I groaned. “But the brochures already advertise them. Visitors will expect jewels. How were we supposed to know their demands? Unless a miracle drops from the sky, we will never find someone willing to donate that calibre of gems.”

Silence hummed on the line, then her voice came, almost too calm. “That is why you will be flying to Sicily today. To work things out.”

I slammed the brake at a red light, earning a chorus of angry honks behind me. “Excuse me? You expect me to fly to Sicily tonight, with no warning or packing? That is impossible—”

“Do not worry. Mr. Zeus has arranged everything.”

I froze. “I’m sorry, who?”

“Mr. Zeus,” she repeated lightly, as though it were perfectly ordinary. “You’ll be meeting with him directly. He’s the heir to one of Europe’s most powerful gem dynasties. If anyone can save this exhibition, it’s him.”

I tightened my grip on the steering wheel. “And you expect me to... what? Beg?”

“Well, plead. Persuade. Convince. Whatever it takes. Mr. Zeus specifically requested that the curator speak to him herself. Consider it... an audition.”

I rubbed my temples. Mr. Zeus. What kind of parents named their son after a Greek god? Moreover, if he was anything like the myths, then he was a pompous, womanizing nightmare.

“Alessia,” the director said softly, “this could make your career.”

I stared at the museum’s familiar facade as I pulled into the lot. My home for five years, steady, safe... but maybe too small now. Perhaps this was my chance to step out of the shadows.

I sighed. “Fine. I’ll go. But I’m not begging. I’ll talk to Mr. Zeus, making him understand the cultural value and the prestige. If he has any sense, he’ll agree.”

“Perfect. I’ll expect you in Sicily within forty-eight hours. Bonne chance!”

The line clicked dead.

I sat there, hands on the wheel, whispering to myself. “It’ll be fine. A little work. A little Mediterranean sunshine. Practically a vacation.”

However, even as I said it, a chill crept down my spine. Because deep down, I knew this was not a vacation at all. It was the beginning of something else entirely.
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