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Chapter 1 

Buzz. Buzz. Buzz. 

Iriana rolled over and hit the stop button on her alarm clock, sighing in relief as the shrill buzzing 

sound  became  silent.  Keeping  her  eyes  closed  she  rolled  back  onto  her  stomach  and  promptly  fell 

asleep. 

Ring. Ring. Ring. 

Groaning  Iriana  rolled  over  again,  keeping  her  eyes  closed  she  reached  blindly  for  the  phone. 

“Hello?” 

“Where the hell are you? You were supposed to be here an hour ago. The bride is freaking out.” 

Her best friend and assistant Corrina hissed. 

Groaning Iriana opened her eyes and turned her head. The clock clearly read  10:20 A.M. “Shit.” 

She  sat  up  quickly  and  ran  a  hand  through  her  hair.  “I’ll  be  there  ASAP,  just  give  me  a  few 

minutes to get it together.” 

“Hurry up, if I have to hear, ‘It’s my day, I’m the bride.’ One more time I will be going to jail for 

sticking my foot up that pretentious heifer’s ass.” The line went dead and Iriana shook her head and 

let out a heavy sigh. “Today is going to be a long day.” 

She showered quickly, pulling her long, dark brown hair back into a low ponytail. Dressed in her 

favorite  red  suit  that  hugged  her  curves  perfectly,  she  checked  her  appearance  in  the  full  length 

mirror. Brushing off some lint from the smooth cotton fabric she smiled at her reflection and slid on 

her sunglasses. “Time to work my magic.” 

Turning,  she  left  her  apartment  and  headed  for  the  bank  of  elevators  on  her  floor.  Tapping  her 

foot  with  impatience  she  glanced  toward  the  panel  of  floor  to  ceiling  windows  on  either  side  of  the 

hallway.  The  sun  shone  brightly  in  the  sky,  large  puffy  white  clouds  floated  against  the  robin’s  egg 

blue  sky.  Smiling  she  felt  a  sense  of  calm.  The  wedding  she  was  heading  to  was  outdoors,  no  rain 

meant a happy bride, which meant less hissy fits. Her lateness could be smoothed over with a bribe, 

in the form of a specially designed, one of kind, crystal cake topper. 

Humming softy she watched the large sliding doors of the elevator open. Stepping in, she hit the 

button  for  the  lobby  and  leaned  against  the  back  railing  as  she  waited  for  the  cab  to  reach  its 

destination.  It  didn’t  take  long  until  she  was  at  the  lobby  and  out  of  the  building.  A  cool  breeze 

brushed her face and her heels clicked on the sidewalk as she made her way to the parking lot. 

“Beware, the end is near, Pluto will rise again.” 

Iriana passed by an old woman dressed in rags, holding up a sign that declared the rise of Pluto 

was  imminent.  She  just  shook  her  head,  “Hate  to  tell  you  but  Pluto  isn’t  even  considered  a  major 

planet anymore.” 

The woman rushed after her, grabbing her sleeve. “Beware, Pluto will rise again.” 

Iriana paused, “Sorry but I don’t think so. Here, take this.” 

She dug into her purse, pulled out her wallet and slipped out a twenty dollar bill. “I’m sorry it’s all 

I have on me right now.” 

“I don’t want your money,” the woman hissed, shoving Iriana’s hand back. “I’m here to warn you, 

Pluto will rise again, they all will.” 

“Uh,  okay,”  She  slipped  the  money  back  into  her  wallet  and  shoved  it  into  her  purse.  “Look,  is 

there family I could call, friends, maybe a doctor. There’s a homeless shelter just round the corner, it’s 

got rooms and a job center and helps people get back on their feet. I can take you there if you want.” 

The  woman  pulled  back,  looking  as  if  she’d  been  slapped.  Drawing  herself  up  to  her  full  height 

which was much more that Iriana’s five foot three stature, the woman loomed over her. “I, madam, 

am a seer, gifted by the divine. Mark my words, Pluto will rise and you will meet him.” 

She  blinked,  “Pluto  as  in  the  Roman  god  of  the  Dead?  Uh,  okay.  Look,  I  gotta  go,  it  was  nice 

meeting you and please do see someone or use the homeless shelter I was telling you about. It’s called 

the Sheltered Pines, run by a really nice woman named Ricki.” 
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Iriana pulled her arm away and turned on her heel, walking away. When she got to the entrance 

of the car park, she glanced over to where the old woman was but found her gone. Shrugging, Iriana 

headed for her car. That was the only part of her day that went right. The crystal cake topper hadn’t 

arrived  yet  and  she  had  to  wait  three  hours  for  it.  The  bride  threatened  to  sue  her  but  Corrina 

managed  to  smooth  things  over.  She  got  hit  on  by  no  less  than  three  drunken  groomsmen  and 

accidentally  sat  on  cake  that  someone  had  left  on  their seat. By the time the wedding was over, she 

was tired, hungry and had a pounding headache. 

Leaving her favorite coffee shop with a nice ham and cheese sandwich, she made her way to her 

car to find a parking ticket stuck between the windshield and the wipers. Growling she looked over at 

the parking meter that had taken her coins. “I fed you, gave you money and this is how you treat me? 

What the hell?” 

Thankfully the fine wasn’t too high so she wasn’t too mad. After sliding behind the wheel of her 

car,  she  put  the  key  in  the  ignition  and  turned,  nothing, not even a little sputter to tell her that the 

engine had some life in it. When she tried to call for a cab and the towing company she found her cell 

phone batteries were dead. Hanging her head she headed back to the coffee shop to find the phones 

were out of order. Rushing from store to store the same she found the same thing until she reached a 

tiny little TV repair shop. 

The owner, a tall man, with messy curly brown hair, blue eyes and sweet boyish look about him, 

let her use his phone. As she exited the shop a downpour started, lightning crackling in the sky and 

thunder rumbling after it. Shrieking, she rushed back into the small store. “You have got to be kidding 

me. Does God hate me today?” 

“Something wrong?” The shop owner asked coming out of the back room. 

“Sorry,  can  I  wait  here?  As  you  can  see  the  weather  has  gone  crazy.”  She  gestured  toward  the 

front window and looked back at the man. 

“Uh sure, stay as long as you need to. Would you like some coffee?” He smiled and gestured to the 

best thing she’d seen all day, a Java Express 4.5, the best coffee, cappuccino, espresso, latte maker in 

the world. Her shoulders sagged in relief. “Yes, yes, yes, I would love a cup. Can that thing do a mocha 

cappuccino?” 

He grinned, eyes crinkling at the sides making him even cuter than before, “Of course. I’m sort of 

a coffee snob. If it can’t make all my favorite coffee drinks the way I want them, then it’s not worth the 

metal that’s used for its casing.” 

She laughed. He’s weird but cute. “Do you have a bathroom? I’d like to try and dry off, if I can.” 

He pointed to a darkened hallway. “At the end, the last door on the left.” 

“Thank  you.”  Iriana  followed  his  directions  and  found  herself  in  a  small  bathroom  with  just  a 

toilet, sink and small mirror. The naked bulb overhead gave just enough light that she could see what 

a  mess  she  was.  Her  makeup  was  smeared,  hair  soaked  and  her  suit  was  wrinkled.  Looking  around 

she  didn’t  spot  a  hand  dryer  so  she  settled  for  paper  towels.  Undressing,  she  dried  herself  off  first 

before squeezing out the jacket and skirt as best she could, then blotting the material with the towels. 

When there was nothing else that could be done she got dressed again and made her way out to 

the front counter only to find the shop keeper gone. Figuring he had something that needed repairing 

she waited for the coffee to finish. When the timer went off and he didn’t show up, Iriana shrugged, 

made  her  way  around  the  counter  and  picked  up  the  cup  of  coffee  that  smelled  like  rich  decadent 

chocolate and coffee. Inhaling the scent deeply, she blew away some steam and took a tentative first 

sip. Her taste buds sang at the bitter sweetness that rushed over her tongue. 

She drank slowly. When her stomach growled she was reminded of the ham and cheese sandwich 

from the coffee shop that she had stuffed into her purse. She took the sandwich out of the bag in her 

purse,  unwrapped  it,  and  then  proceeded  to  devour  it  taking  large  bites.  When  that  was  done,  she 

found  herself  feeling  sleepy.  Yawning,  she  looked  around.  The  shop  keeper  had  yet  to  appear.  She 

walked around the counter and sat down on a small wooden chair. Tilting her head back she yawned 

again.  Her  eyelids  became  heavy  and  her  vision  blurred.  Arms  hanging  at  her  sides,  shoulders 

sagging, then darkness rippled at the edge of her vision. 
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In the distance she heard heavy footfalls. “Looks like the sedative finally took. I felt like I’ve been 

waiting forever. What do you think?” 

“She’s perfect. Pick her up and bring her to the back.” 

Iriana tried to open her mouth but found it too hard to do. Her eyelids fluttered and then closed 

as sleep overtook her. She didn’t even feel her body being lifted and moved. 


* * * 

The  shop  keeper  dropped  Iriana  on  a  couch  with  a  soft  oomph  and  stood  up.  “I  don’t  feel right 

about this.” 

“It’s for the best. We need a guinea pig.” The old woman said as she removed her rags to reveal 

jeans and an oversized sweater. 

“Why her?” He asked, looking at the sleeping woman. 

“Because she’s here and the damn thing seems to be working.” 

“But mother -” He was interrupted by the older woman. 

“I know, I know, but we must know if it works. Those damn cult leaders thrust us back in time as 

punishment. We need to get back and she’s our ticket to the other side. If the wormhole holds when 

we push her through, we can go back. If things remain stable we can send her back to this time and all 

will be well. Don’t worry; no harm will come to her. Besides she’s a kind woman. I met her outside of 

her apartment complex, she tried to be helpful.” 

“So, first she goes then I go?” He began to push buttons and pull levers. A large machine whirled 

to  life,  a  black  and  white  vortex  opened  up  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  papers  blew  all  around  the 

room and objects began to move. 

“Right.  Now  get  her  to  the  machine  and  we’ll  push  her  in,”  the  older  woman  yelled.  The  shop 

keeper walked away from the panel of controls and scooped up Iriana in his arms. 

“Sorry  about  this,”  he  said  to  her  sleeping  figure.  He  walked  over  to  the  vortex  and  held  her 

before the swirling vortex. Squeezing his eyes shut he pushed her through and rushed after her. Icy 

air rushed over his body, it was like he had walked through a waterfall of freezing water. His body felt 

as  if  it  was  being  pulled  in  multiple  directions.  He  grabbed  his  thighs,  digging  his  fingers  into  the 

fabric  covered  flesh.  Gritting  his  teeth  he  prayed  the  ride  would  end  soon.  His  heart  was  pounding 

against his chest, his head was threatening to explode and then it was all over. Breathing harshly he 

stumbled forward and tripped over something. Crashing into a wall he slid down, his head spinning, 

vision blurry. 

When he finally recovered he looked down and found that he had tripped over Iriana’s crumpled 

body. Scrambling forward he checked to see if she was still alive. Thankfully her pulse was strong, her 

breath  was  slow  and even, the only downfall was that she was icy cold. Looking up at the vortex he 

was  relieved  to  see  it  hadn’t  dissipated.  A  few  seconds  went  by  before  his  mother  joined  him. 

Breathing harshly, she bent over, “Give me a second before we send her back.” 

Joy  over  their  success  at  returning  home  soon  turned  to  fear.  The  vortex  was  breaking  up.  Bits 

and pieces were floating away from the swirling tunnel. It was as if the phenomenon was cracking like 

a mirror, first one crack appeared, and then another and another and another until the whole thing 

looked  like  a  tie  dyed  spider  web.  The  shop  keeper  watched  in  horror  as  pieces  of  it  fell  from  the 

whole and disappeared until there was nothing but a tiny cloud left. His mouth fell open. All he could 

do was stare. 

“What?  What’s  the  matter  Josiah?”  The  older  woman  turned  and  looked  behind  her.  “What 

happened, where is it?” 

“It just seemed to shatter then disappear.” 

Footsteps  prevented  them  from  discussing  things  further,  “Quickly  we  must  hide  her.  Help  me 

get her somewhere safe.” 

Josiah  nodded,  picked  up  Iriana  and  dashed  after  his  mother.  Much  to  their  relief  they  were  in 

their old compound. Weaving the familiar halls they found their way to their old set of rooms. There 

they placed Iriana in a guest room afterward they went to their respective rooms bathed and changed 

before joining the rest of the community. 
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“We must discover what has happened in our absence and plan accordingly. Once we have the lay 

of  the  land  so  to  speak,  we  will  figure  out  a  way  to  return  her  back  to  her  own  time.  Come  let  us 

mingle among our people.” With that they left their quarters. 


*  * * 

Iriana awoke in the dark. Head pounding, body freezing. Grumbling she pushed the covers off of 

her, swung her legs over the side and stumbled out of bed. Blindly she made her way across the room 

and  out  the  door.  Squinting  against  the  sudden  harsh  light,  she  traversed  a  landscape  filled  with 

blurry outlines of shapes large and small. A door swished open and she tripped over something raised 

on the floor. She fell into a hallway, too slow to react, she landed flat on her face, air rushing out of 

her lungs on impact. “Omph.” 

Murmurs  sounded  around  her,  blinking  rapidly,  she  found  her  vision  clearing.  When  she  could 

finally  see  her  eyes  widened,  all  around  her  were  people  dressed  in  black  togas,  long  and  short. 

Scrambling up to a standing position, her head turned this way and that. She quickly backed up, heart 

hammering as confusion set in. “Where the hell am I?” 

The murmurs grew louder. She watched their eyes roam over her figure. Looking down she tried 

to understand what the fuss was about. Her suit was wrinkled but thankfully none of the buttons were 

undone on her jacket and her skirt hadn’t ridden up. She was missing her shoes, but she didn’t pay 

much attention to that. 

“Witch!” Someone shouted. Another person echoed that word and soon the crowd began to chant 

it. “Witch! Witch! Witch!” 

“Who? Me?” She asked. Okay, Iriana, this is dream, pinch yourself and wake up. She did exactly 

that,  only  it  hurt.  She  did  the  next  best  thing,  she  slapped  herself.  That  only  hurt  more.  The  crowd 

swarmed  her,  making  her  panic.  Closing  her  eyes,  she  forgot  all  of  her  self  defense  training  and 

started  swinging  her  arms  around  her  like  a  mad  woman.  It  didn’t  help,  someone  managed  to  grab 

one wrist and another person grabbed the other. Arms circled her waist and she was hauled against a 

hard body. A harsh voice in her ear hissed, “Stop resisting witch. We know what to do with people like 

you.” 

“Look, I don’t know what you’re talking about. I’m not a witch, I swear. I can barely make a cup of 

tea. I kill plants. I know nothing about magic. Okay, I did want to curse my ex-boyfriend but come on, 

is it my fault the guy got into a car accident? He’s a horrible driver. It’s not my fault he crashed into a 

cop car, it was pretty funny.” The man holding her against him growled and she felt sick, “Okay, it’s 

not funny. I swear, I wasn’t laughing. Look, I’m not a witch. I can’t even do that nose wiggle thing that 

Samantha  can  do  and  aren’t  you  supposed  to  have  a  cat  or  something  as  a  familiar?  My  building 

wouldn’t allow it. Please, put me down, I’m not a witch, I swear it.” 

“Quiet witch, your fate will be decided soon enough.” 

Iriana wanted to hurl and cry but didn’t dare do either for fear of what would happen. Instead she 

stayed silent and concentrated on her surroundings. The walls were all metal. Large panels were set 

every  few  feet,  some  blinked  while  others  were  lit  up.  Bright  light  streamed  overhead.  A  glance  up 

revealed  skylights  that  showed  dark  and  threatening  clouds,  thunder  rumbled  in  the  distance 

signaling a storm was near. 

She turned her attention back to her surroundings, strange symbols were carved into a wall  and 

then they passed a painting of a tall, faceless man holding a helmet under his arm standing on what 

looked like dark earth, black water seemed to lap at the shore, curling ink black hair fell around his 

shoulders to his waist. Just looking at the portrait made her break out in goose bumps. The hair on 

the  back  of  her  neck  stood  up.  Iriana  turned  her  head  away  from  the  painting  and  focused  her 

attention ahead of her. They were approaching a large metal doorway. The doors slid back with a soft 

woosh of air and she was confronted by a cavernous hall filled with people, the walls and ceiling, were 

painted a shiny black. A large cast iron chandelier came down from the ceiling, blue flames danced on 

the wicks of black candles in an unfelt breeze. 

In the distance came the sound of rushing water, the air smelled of rain and wet earth. 
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“What  is  the  meaning  of  this?”  A  large  voice  boomed.  Iriana  struggled  even  more.  The  arms 

around her increased their hold making it hard to breathe. She stopped struggling hoping he would 

loosen  his  grip,  he  didn’t.  Bastard.  Iriana’s  hand  felt  numb  and  cold,  her  head  ached  and  she  felt 

another wave of nausea. She managed to tamp that down quickly. But the words of the man holding 

her made her want to vomit. “We found a witch among us. We don’t know from where she came or 

how she infiltrated our compound. I say we offer her as sacrifice.” 

“Bring  her  here.” The loud voice boomed. The crowd in the hall murmured and Iriana began to 

struggle again. She felt eyes looking her over, their voices getting louder. Despite feeling light headed 

she demanded, “Put me down, put me down you bastard.” 

She didn’t care if she was using up most of her oxygen as he increased his hold around her waist. 

Iriana just wanted to be free of him. Unfortunately when he did release her, she fell to the floor, her 

knees and hands hitting the ground hard. On all fours she tried to regain her breath. 

“She is lovely for a witch. Flawless mocha skin, large brown eyes, full lips and high cheek bones. 

Her breasts and hips need to be larger but we can’t help that. We need a sacrifice now. She will do. 

Take her to the boat and tie her down.” 

Iriana  had  no  time  to  be  angry,  she  was  hauled  to  her  feet  and  duck  marched  to  a  small  boat. 

They set her down on a seat in the middle of the craft, picking up shackles that were attached to the 

boat; they grabbed both of her wrists and closed the cuffs, the lock snicked into place. She tried to tug 

on her restraints but they were bolted into place. Her stomach dropped as the sound of rushing water 

grew louder. The boat suddenly rose up in the air and moved toward the din. Her heart threatened to 

burst through her ribcage. Looking around, frantically she tried to understand what was happening. 

To her right was the hall. To her left were black rapids crashing against tall stalagmites that rose out 

of the water like jagged teeth of some ancient monster. Understanding dawned on her. 

“No, no, no, no, please, I’m not a witch. I can explain or at least I think I can explain. This is all 

some sick dream or a prank really gone wrong. For the love of God, please don’t do this.” She pleaded. 

Her words were drowned out by the water. The boat dropped and she screamed. The small craft hit 

the  water,  icy  liquid  splashed  up  around  her  and  sloshed  into  the  boat,  bathing  her  feet  in  freezing 

water. Cold air and moisture hit her face as the boat took off, pushing forward at a frantic pace, riding 

the currents. She opened her mouth to scream only to get a mouthful of freezing cold water. Though 

cold, she found the water refreshing, rejuvenating even. Swallowing it, her body began to surprisingly 

heat up. 

Using her new found energy she tugged frantically on her bindings but they still wouldn’t budge. 

She sent up several silent prayers that the boat wouldn’t hit a rock or tip over. The dark world rushed 

past her in a blur of gray. By the time the pace slowed she was dizzy, nauseous and hot, sweat mingled 

with the cold water that splashed her face. When the boat drifted to a stop, the manacles fell off and 

she scrambled over the side to throw up. She retched until her stomach was empty and she was just 

dry  heaving.  Wiping  her  mouth  with  the  back  of  her  hand,  she  flopped  down  to  the  bottom  of  the 

boat, breath coming out in pants. “I never want to do that again.” 

Heavy  footfalls  signaled  someone’s  approach  and,  based  on  how  loud  the  footsteps  were,  they 

seemed to be a big someone. Fear raced up her spine. She rolled into a little ball and began to plead 

with the universe, “Please, don’t eat me. Please don’t let it eat me. I don’t taste good, not even with 

ketchup. Please, whatever it is, don’t let it eat me.” 

“Who are you talking too?” A smooth deep voice edged in roughness asked. 

Her  stomach  tightened,  heat  washed  over  her  body  as  her  nipples  tightened  painfully,  her  sex 

became heavy and knees felt like jelly. Slowly she moved to one side of the boat and peeked over the 

side.  Her  eyes  met  knee  high  black  boots  with  what  looked  like  black  metal  shin  guards.  Her  gaze 

traveled up over tight black breeches, a long black silk shirt and then to the pale face of a man with 

stormy  gray  eyes  and  long,  curling  ink  black  hair  that  fell  around  his  shoulders  to  his  waist.  He 

reached up and brushed some hair out of his face and she just stared mouth open. Normally I don’t 

go for the pale type but dayum. 
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His  face  looked  like  it  had  been  carved  out  of  marble.  He  had  high  cheek  bones,  a  square  jaw, 

high forehead and long straight nose. His eyes were hooded with a thin slash of black eyebrows and 

framed  by  thick,  long,  black  lashes.  His  lips  neither  full  nor  thin,  although  the  bottom  lip  was  a  bit 

plumper  than  the  top.  She  just  sat  at  the  bottom  of  the  boat  staring  up  at  him.  He,  in  turn,  looked 

down at her, hardly blinking. 

“Could you blink or something, you’re creeping me out.” She declared finally breaking the silence. 

He did as she asked, lashes moving slowly down then up. 

“Is  that  all  right?”  She  shivered  at  the  sound  of  his  voice,  like  whiskey,  smooth  and  yet  rough 

around the edges, warming you from within. Swallowing she just nodded, not trusting her voice to be 

even. 

“Good, I suppose you are their latest sacrifice to me. Please come along then.” He turned and she 

got  a  wonderful  view  of  the  back.  His  tight  breeches,  showed  off  his  high,  ass  perfectly.  The  cheeks 

looked so hard you could bounce a quarter off of them and get change back. 

“What lovely peaches,” she murmured. 

He looked over his shoulder, an eyebrow raised in question, “What?” 

“Nothing,  nothing.  Um,  excuse  me,  but  who  are  you?”  She  scrambled  up  quickly  and  leapt  to 

shore as the boat rocked back and forth. 

“I am Pluto, Roman God of the Dead.” 




















































Chapter 2 

Pluto tried to ignore the way his body was reacting to his latest sacrifice or captive as he preferred 

to call them. His heart was hammering against his chest, he felt light headed, his balls ached and his 

cock  was  pressing  against  his  breeches  demanding  its  freedom.    He  absently  adjusted  himself  as he 

walked toward his palace. He almost stumbled twice when his thoughts drifted back to the sacrifice. 

She is lovely, her lips are quite tempting and despite her soaked appearance she is attractive. I 

just wish I could get her out of her clothes. He came to a sudden stop and cursed at himself. I am not 

going to sleep with her. She is obviously not of this time. I will send her back and wait for them to 

send me someone else. Someone who actually wants to be here. He continued walking. Keeping his 
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senses open just in case she needed help walking over the rocky shore. A soft squeak caused him to 

turn  around  and  find  her  on  her  butt,  knees  together,  shins  apart.  Starting  back  to  help  her,  he 

stopped when she pushed herself up and got to her feet, reaching behind to dust her bottom off. 

She made her way carefully over the stones until she reached him. “So let me get this straight, you 

are Pluto, Roman God of the Dead?” 

“That is what I said.” 

She blinked. “And this is all real?” 

“Yes.” 

“Uh huh, do you have another name? You know maybe Hades?” 

“That is my cousin.” 

“Okay, so no other name. Can I call you P? Pluto reminds me of the dog, you know from .  .  .” 

He held up a hand, “I understand, yes, you can call me P as you put it.” 

Trying  to  hold  back  a  chuckle,  he  turned  and  began  walking.  He  could  feel  her  behind  him, 

carefully picking her way over the rocky terrain. Stopping again he turned, “Do you want me to help 

you?” 

“Nope, nope, I got it P. I don’t mean to be rude but did your parents hate you?” 

“Excuse me?” 

“Did they hate you? I mean come on; you’ve got a planet named after you that was demoted and a 

dog from a cartoon. I can’t take you seriously with a name like Pluto.” She looked up at him and he 

couldn’t hold back the laugh. He laughed long and loud. The sound echoed off the walls and ceiling of 

the cavern back to him. When he finally stopped, he was wiping away tears. When his vision cleared 

he found her standing before him, her lips twitching as if she was trying to resist smiling. 

“My  parents  did  not  hate  me,  perhaps  they  are  disappointed  with  me  but  they  don’t  hate  me. 

Come, I’m sure you’re hungry and need a change of clothes.” He nodded his head toward the palace 

and began to move. 

“You really need to look into paving, walking this shore or whatever the hell it is, is a bitch.” 

He  chuckled  in  response.  Pluto  was  quite  thankful  that  she  wasn’t  peering  closer  at  the  stones; 

she  would  have  found  she  was  walking  on  skulls  and  bones  mixed  in  with  rock.  When  they  finally 

reached  the  steps  of  the  palace  she  looked  tired.  He  felt  bad  for  her  so  without  asking,  he  stooped 

down and scooped her up in his arms. “Hey, put me down, I can walk thank you very much.” 

“Yes, but you shouldn’t have to. You made it this far, let me carry you. You must be tired.” 

She didn’t look at him when she muttered, “I have legs and I know how to use them.” 

“Yes, but you’re tired. Let me carry you. Please, it’s the least I can do.” 

Iriana finally turned her head to look at him, weariness in her eyes, “You’re going to eat me aren’t 

you?” 

His cock twitched in response. “Not unless you want me to.” 

He swallowed and cursed silently, he hadn’t meant to say that out loud. 

Much to his relief she didn’t respond to his comment instead saying, “Well, there is a rock in my 

shoe. Fine, you can carry me. But just so you know I’m not letting my guard down.” 

“Of course. I’ll put you in the best guest bedroom where a nice bath will be drawn for you, some 

warm clothes put out and a meal sent up, does that sound okay?” 

“Yes. Question, how come you speak so well? I mean, that didn’t come out right.” 

He understood what she meant perfectly so he interrupted her, “I watch TV.” 

Her jaw dropped and he chuckled. He began to walk, holding her close to him. Her body weight 

in his arms felt right. When it was time to put her down, he was reluctant to let her go. He did what he 

needed to do, gently putting her on her feet and taking a step back to prevent himself from taking her 

in  his  arms  again.  “You’ll  find  your  room  right  beyond  those  doors.  I’m  sure  you  have  a  lot  of 

questions, I’ll answer them later. Please, for now just relax. You’ve been through so much.” 

Before she could say anything he turned and walked away, regretting each step he took. He had a 

feeling that unlike the other sacrifices she would be the hardest to let go of. He put as much distance 

between them as he could, retreating to his study in order to gather his wits about him, unfortunately 
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his  mind  had  other  plans,  X-Rated  plans  that  had  him  picturing  her  in  a  bubble  bath,  the  bubbles 

barely covering her slick mocha skin. 

Groaning he gritted his teeth. “I should not be thinking of her like this. I’m only going to let her 

go.” 

Taking deep breaths and blowing them out, he tried to concentrate on something else, anything 

else. As his body calmed down he entered his study and took in his solace, the one place in the palace 

that didn’t remind him of his job. Breathing in the scent of old parchment, he let out a relieved sigh. 

Here death didn’t touch him and the weight of fate didn’t hang heavy over his head. 

Closing  the door behind him, he wandered toward his favorite wingback chair, covered in black 

leather. Picking up the book he had been reading before he had been alerted to the cult sending him a 

new “sacrifice,” he sat down and began to read, determined to ignore his current houseguest. But it 

was  hard,  his  thoughts  kept  wandering  back  to  her.  There  he  had  been  standing  on  the  shore 

watching the boat coming closer and then he heard her pleading with the universe that whatever was 

approaching her location, would not eat her. It had been both amusing and confusing. The cult told 

the  sacrifice  many  things  depending  on  the  person,  their  crime  and  the  reason  why  they  had  been 

selected as an offering. 

The leaders of the cult itself knew nothing about what went on once an offering reached his end 

of  the  cavern.  They  were  just  following  tradition  just  as  the  leaders  before  had.  It  had  been  an  odd 

occurrence to him and his fellow deities to suddenly be recognized and worshipped again. Almost like 

coming out of deep sleep to find the world suddenly remembered you were there. At first the offerings 

of  food  and  flowers  had  been  nice  and  then  someone  thought  it  would  be  wonderful  to  send  living 

people  down  the  river to him. He had been confused at first, finding a person bound and gagged at 

the bottom of the boat. After some explanation he understood. 

The traditional big three faiths had broken down and war was declared. With the destruction of 

the big three imminent, people turned to old times when polytheism was popular. Now, he was back 

in vogue and he wasn’t sure what to do with this sudden recognition. He had a cult like the other gods 

but  he  didn’t  desire  the  notoriety.  He  preferred  his  solitude.  To  go  to  shore  every  month  and  calm 

some poor person down and then send them on their way was irritating. Now he was attracted to one 

of  the  offerings.  Sighing  he  put  down  the  book  and  hung  his  head.  He  could  ring  up  one  of  his 

brothers for help but they would only laugh in amusement. 

He allowed his mind to wander toward his attractive guest. “If I indulge in the attraction, it may 

be easier to let her go.” 

Getting up he made his way to his suite of rooms. Once there, he undressed and climbed into bed. 

With his mind he pulled open the drawer of his nightstand and took out the lube. Flipping up the top 

he squeezed a small amount into his palm and returned the tube. Reclining against a pile of pillows, 

he  closed  his  eyes  and  pictured  his  guest.  Her  visage  came  easily  to  him.  He  could  see  her  flawless 

mocha skin, large almond shaped brown eyes framed by long black lashes, her cute button nose and 

tempting  full  lips.  He  could  see  her  naked  in  the  tub easily, skin glistening from the water, bubbles 

sliding gently over her flesh. 

Her  back  arched,  her  breasts  rising  above  the  white  frothy  wonderland.  Her  dark  chocolate 

nipples, tightened from being exposed to the cool air. He longed to lick the turgid peaks, sucking one 

into his mouth as his body slipped into the water, covering hers. He could feel the slick glide of her 

flesh against his. Groaning, he wrapped his hand around his cock, slowly pumping the hot, hard flesh. 

With his other hand, he cupped his balls in his hand, rolling and tugging the delicate eggs. Sparks of 

pleasure rushed through his body as fire washed over him. 

He could taste the salty sweetness of her flesh; hear her sigh softly as she buried her fingers in his 

hair. Her back arched as she urged him closer. Their bodies brushed against each other in the water, 

his  fingertips  traced  her  side,  over  her  ribcage,  following  the  curve  downward  to  her  hip.  Her  body 

shifted underneath him and like a dance they moved against each other, each bump, each glide, each 

caress only heightened the fire that danced between them. Each touch teased, offering just a taste of 

what it would be like to feel her body fully against his. 
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Taking hold of her hip before she could float away, he pulled her against him, groaning at the feel 

of her hot silken flesh against his. He released her nipple with a pop, looking at her. Their eyes met 

and  sparks  arched  between  them,  the  fire  burning  in  her  eyes  could  scorch  him  alive  and  he  would 

gladly burn. Never had he felt so alive, so connected to another person. 

“I don’t even know your name,” He murmured, “And yet you’ve captured me.” 

Her lips curved into a smile, “My name is Iriana.” 

“Iriana,” He repeated, the name rolled off of his tongue easily. So exotic and beautiful, befitting 

the enchantress before him. “I love it.” 

“Pluto, make love to me.” The husky timber of her voice trailed up his spine like fingers of fire. He 

moaned, cock twitching in his hand as he stroked his shaft faster. 

“Gladly my sweet, gladly.” Taking hold of her other hip, he pulled her closer to him. She wrapped 

her legs around him. He kissed across her collarbone, up her neck, tracing her jaw with the tip of his 

tongue  before  pressing  his  lips  to  hers.  She  opened  her  mouth  and  the  tip  of  his  tongue  tentatively 

traced first his bottom lip then the top before running along the seam of his lips. Thrusting his hips 

forward, he mimicked the act of love he wanted to perform with her. She rocked her hips against his 

as his cock slid along her stomach. 

Their bodies slid against each other, hips grinding as he deepened the kiss. Burying his fingers in 

her  hair,  he  tugged  her  head  back.  He  shoved  his  tongue  in  her  mouth,  withdrawing,  matching  the 

pace of his thrusts. Moaning, her hands ran over his back, her fingernails racked the skin. The pain 

added  to  the  pleasure,  growling  he  pulled  his  head  back  and  released  one  of  her  hips.  He  floated 

above  her,  reaching  between  them  he  positioned  his  cock  at  her  entrance,  with  one  thrust  he  was 

inside of her slick wet heat. They both cried out. Her inner walls contracted around just his cockhead. 

Withdrawing he shoved his hips forward sinking deeper into her tight channel. 

They  moved  together,  thrusting  forward,  pulling  back,  fucking  slowly;  stoking  the  fire  that 

threatened  to  turn  into  an  inferno.  His  hand  moved  in  time  with  his  fantasy  self’s  hips.  He  could 

practically feel her vaginal walls squeezing his cock, the slick heat surround him. Groaning he thrust 

his  hips,  his  dream  self  matching  his  pace,  faster  and  faster  they  moved,  fucking  her  harder  and 

harder. The fire built, higher and higher it climbed. His balls drew closer to his body, aching with the 

need to be emptied, the base of his spine tingled and trails of heat rushed up and down the column. 

His cock twitched and expanded, he cried out as he came. Hot, streams of cum hit his chest, stomach, 

coating his hand, hips and balls. He didn’t stop pumping until every last drop of seed dribbled down 

his hand. 

Breathing hard, body covered in sweat, his heart was threatening to burst from his chest. He was 

surprised  to  find  he  felt  dizzy.  Never  had  he  come  so  hard  with  a  partner  or  alone.  He  could  only 

imagine what it would be like with her. He let out a growl of frustration. Now he wanted to be with 

her in reality. Masturbating had done nothing to squash his desire for her. He let go of his now limp 

cock and crawled off the bed. He made a beeline for the bathroom, showered and changed into jeans 

and a button down T-Shirt. 

He made his way to the room she had been given and knocked, praying she was still in the bath. 

“Come in.” 

His cock twitched at the sound of her voice muffled from behind the door. Sighing, he ordered his 

body to calm down and opened the door. His breath caught in his throat when he saw her. She was 

wrapped in a large fluffy towel; her hair was also wrapped in a towel. 

“Hey, P. I just got out of the bath. Thank you for your kindness.” 

“No, problem.” 

“So,  questions,  I  have  several.”  She  gestured  toward  an  empty  chair  but  he  couldn’t  move, 

couldn’t  think,  all  he  could  do  was  stare.  Her  face  was  free  and  slick  with  moisture.  She  looked  so 

beautiful, he was in awe. Swallowing he ordered himself to move but his feet wouldn’t cooperate. 

“Okay, so stand there why don’t you. I’ll just sit down. She padded across the thick carpet in her 

bare feet and sat down in the chair she had offered him. 

“I’m Iriana by the way.” 
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He kept his mouth shut. He had unconsciously delved into her mind during his fantasy. Cursing 

himself he prayed she hadn’t noticed the intrusion. 

“So what am I dealing with here? I went back in time? Judging by your dress I think not. What’s 

the year?” 

“The  year  is  2025.”  He  launched  into  a  brief  explanation  of  what  was  going  on  now  currently. 

“Basically  the  major  three  religions  launched  an  all  out  war  on  each  other.  People  got  tired  of  the 

fighting and turned to other means of spirituality including polytheism.” 

“So you’re telling me that all those gods I studied in school, you guys are real?” 

“Yes.” 

“Cool.” 

“Cool? You’re not scared, freaked out?” 

“Well, I was thrust through time, branded a witch, offered up as a sacrifice and now I find out the 

gods are real. I’ve freaked out, hurled, freaked some more and now I’m good. I’m drained. Maybe I’ll 

wake up in the middle of the night screaming but for now I’m good. Sooo, Mr. High and Mighty God 

of the Dead, what do we do now? Do I stay here? Or are you going to kick me out into the great wide, 

unknown future so I can fend for myself? What’s the plan here?” 

She turned away from him, her eyes roamed over the table loaded down with enough food to feed 

a small army. He took that small reprieve to think. He knew he had to tread carefully. 

“You have many options,” He started off, “You could stay here or return to your time.” 

She stopped looking over the table and turned toward him. “What?” 

Her eyes were wide and glistening, he could see hope. Reaching up he rubbed the back of his neck 

and  looked  away  from  her.  “You  can  stay  here  or  I  can  return  you  back  to  your  own  time.  It’s  not 

difficult but it will take some waiting. I can only open a portal in time on a full moon. That is when 

the  connection  between  worlds  is  the  greatest.  Don’t  ask  me  why  I’m  not  sure.”  The  thought  of  her 

returning  did  cause  an  ache  in  his  heart.  He  wasn’t  sure  why,  he  felt  anything  at  all.  There  was  the 

spark  of  attraction  but  there  shouldn’t  be  anything else. She wouldn’t be staying and yet he wanted 

her to. 

Her  attitude  toward  her  current  situation  astounded  him.  She  was  so  calm  and  collected.  He 

marveled at how contained she was. He admired her for that. He didn’t want to but he did. 

“So  the  full  moon  is  what  a  month  away.  Well,  that’s  a  vacation  I  wasn’t  counting  on  and  I  do 

need a break. Sooo, do I get to stay here or am I going to have to go out there?” 

“Out  where?”  He  asked,  not  liking  the  idea  of  her  wandering  around  out  in  what  she  would 

consider her future world or a possibility of the future. 

“Out there in that world. I’m curious about it. Have you ever seen it?” 

“Well . . .” He didn’t finish. He felt a sudden sense of idiocy. He had never really ventured beyond 

the safety of the underworld. What would happen if I left for just a month? Hades wouldn’t mind, he 

always said I needed to get out more. Looking her over he had a sudden urge to see the outside world 

with her. Discover the wonder with her. What’s a month? 

“No, I’ve never seen it up close. But if you’d like we could go together. You don’t have to say-” 

“Wonderful, so we can search this world together. I’m so curious to see this future. I mean I know 

things may not happen to make this my future but it’s so cool. When can we start?” 

Eagerness shown on her face and his heart swelled. “Are you scared of anything?” 

“Spiders,  falling  out  of  a  perfectly  good  airplane,  sharks,  aliens,  really  horrible  B  movies  and 

Botox. What are you afraid of?” 

“Being alone.” The words came out before he could stop them. They hung in the air like vapor. He 

felt scared at her reaction, relieved that he had said the words out loud and angry that he had let his 

control slip like that. He watched warily as she processed the words. 

“That too. It can be both exhilarating and scary to be alone. Do you have anyone? I know Hades 

has Persephone but do you .  . .” 

“No,  there  is  no  one.”  The  words  didn’t  make  him  feel  as  lonely  as  they  had  in  the  past.    The 

emotion he had, when making his confession was indescribable, part happy he had no one and part 
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afraid she would say she did have someone. The thought of her having left behind someone she cared 

about caused him to ask, “Do you have someone?” 

“Nope, no one, thank goodness. Although I’m sure my friend Corrina is freaking out right about 

now but nope no man in my life.” She said it with a smile. “Not that I don’t want one. I would love to 

have someone but my life is sooo busy right now. I plan weddings and try not to kill the bride and/or 

members of the wedding party. So far so good, no having to get bailed out and no one suing me for 

assault.” She grinned and he laughed. She was enchanting. 

“So what’s up with the clothes? They wear jeans in the future?” Her eyebrow rose as she took him 

in  causing  warmth to spread in the wake of her gaze. Licking his lips he tried to find the words but 

arousal was clouding his mind. 

His cock pressed against the fly of his jeans and his balls ached. He wanted to turn around and 

walk away but couldn’t. Never in his life had he felt so nervous, scared and unsure about someone. 

“They have yet to invent those space age clothes you see in the cartoons and movies. Instead style 

of  dress  depends  on  your  comfort,  what  cult  you  belong  to,  so  on  and  so  forth.  So  jeans  are  still 

around.” 

“Why then the garb you wore riverside? Not that I’m complaining, you looked good in them but 

couldn’t you just have shown up in what you’re wearing now?” 

“Would you have believed me if I had shown up in jeans and a T-Shirt?” 

She tilted her head to the side and a smile spread across her lips, his heart warmed in response, 

“You never know. Maybe, I was having one hell of a day.” 

Pluto  laughed  and  she  joined  him.  Her  laugh  was  filled  with  joy  and  happiness,  it  was  like 

sunshine and something sweet all mixed into one. He loved it. Silence fell between them and it wasn’t 

uncomfortable. It was easy, friendly, content. The small moment was interrupted by the sound of her 

stomach  rumbling.  She  chuckled.  “I  guess  that’s  a  signal  that  I  better eat. Join me? I want to know 

more if you don’t mind me picking your brain.” 

“Not at all.” He finally moved forward and sat down across the table from her. “Please do ask any 

questions  you  may  have  and  I’ll  try  and  answer  them.”  For  the  next  hour  she  asked  everything  and 

anything  that  came  to  mind.  She  didn’t  hold back and he found that refreshing. He answered every 

one  of  her  questions  about  television,  the  state  of  movies  and  science.  Her  range  of  interest  was 

delightful.  She  seemed  to  be  curious  about  everything.  Their  evening  came  to  a  close  before  a  fire, 

while they sipped hot chocolate. She tried to smother a yawn with the back of her hand but couldn’t 

hide it. 

“You are tired. It’s time I left you. Sweet dreams Iriana.” 

She  gave  him  a  sleepy  smile  before  placing  her  cup  on  the  table  and  heading  for  the  bed.  He 

watched her progress hungrily. When she stopped and turned around to look at him, he wasn’t sure 

what she was about to do. With a cheeky smile. “Sweet dreams, P.” 

With  that  she  undid  the  tie  on  her  robe  and  shrugged  out  of  it  exposing  her  naked  body.    Her 

breasts were just as he imagined. Her stomach was slightly rounded, hips flared out sloping down to 

show  off  her  shapely  legs.  Her  mound  was  bare  except  for  a  single  thin  line  of  pubic  hair  that 

disappeared  between  her  legs.  He  groaned,  wanting  to  see  the  treasure  between  her  thighs. 

Movement caught his eye causing him to look up. Reaching up she pulled the towel off of her head, 

her long dark hair fell around her shoulders in waves of varying shades of brown. 

“You’re beautiful,” Pluto murmured. 

“Thank you, now I’ve given us both a thrill and I know you’re attracted to me so it’s time for you 

to go.” 

“What?”  He  groaned.  Arousal  flared  white  hot,  rushing  through  his  body  riding  him  hard.  He 

wanted to undress and worship every inch of her body. 

“You have to leave now.” She pulled back the covers and climbed into bed. Pulling the covers up 

to her chin she gave him a look of innocence but her eyes sparkled with devilish glee. 

“Tease,  you’ll  pay  for  this.  Out  of  politeness,  I’ll  leave  but  next  time  I  won’t  be  so 

accommodating.” He stood up and headed toward the door. 
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“You promise.” 

He looked back at her and gave her a wicked smile, “You have my word.” 

“Good,”  she  yawned  and  snuggled  down,  her  eyelids  drifting  down.  He  didn’t  leave  the  room, 

instead  watching  as  sleep  slipped  over  her.  He  couldn’t  resist,  walking  silently  across  the  carpet  he 

walked toward the bed and stood over her taking in her relaxed features. Without hesitation, he bent 

down and brushed a kiss across her forehead. “Good night, Iriana.” 
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Chapter 3 

Iriana  awoke  surprised  by  the  sound  of  birds  chirping.  Getting  out  of  bed,  she  walked,  nude, 

toward a large wall of curtains. Taking a deep breath, preparing herself for anything, she pushed back 

the panels and was awed by what she saw. Light flooded the stony shore, whites and grays of varying 

shades decorated the ground, the boat rocked gently in the black water. Ravens and little black birds 

she had never seen before hopped over the ground, flowers in varying shades of red and white hung 

low,  wet  with  dew.  There  was  no  grass  that  she  could  see  but  even without it, all was beautiful and 

then he came into view. 

He rose up out of the water like the god that he was, his pale torso decorated with slivers of dark 

water  trailing  down  his  body  then  disappearing  into  the  black  trunks  that  hung  loose  around  his 

waist. She swallowed, his shoulders were broad, his chest looked hard and his abs were more like an 

eight  pack  than  a  six.  He  had  a  swimmers  build  but  his  arms  were  heavily  muscled,  not  in  a  body 

builder  sort  of  way,  but  a  man  used  to  hard  labor  with  his  hands.  She  shivered,  nipples  tightening, 

body  slowly  heating  up.  Her  stomach  clenched  as  her  core  clamped  down  on  nothing,  her  sex  was 

heavy with desire. 

Licking her lips she continued to watch in awe as he walked up the rocky shore without wincing, 

toward a small flat white space. He stopped, ran a hand over his face and then through his long, curly 

hair, that fell all the way to his waist. Her mouth went dry when he hooked his thumbs into the waist 

band of his trunks and pushed down, exposing, thick muscular thighs. His cock hung flaccid between 

his  legs.  She  was  surprised  to  find  he  was  circumcised.  She  wondered  what  he  would  look  like 

aroused. She squeezed her thighs together trying to ignore the ache that had begun. 

He  looked  up  and  she  stilled,  hoping  he  hadn’t  seen  her.  His  eyes  remained  on  her,  lifting  his 

hand  he  brushed  his  finger  tips  down  the  middle  of  his  chest  and  over  the  ridges  of  his  abdomen, 

through  the  thick  dark  patch  of  hair  to  take  hold  of  his  not  so  flaccid  cock.  She  swallowed  as  she 

watched him stroke himself. Looking back into his eyes, she shivered at the blatant desire that burned 

in his stormy gray depths. Payback. She knew that he had to be doing this to repay her for last night. 

Her  eyes  drifted  back  to  his  hand.  Raising  a  hand,  she  let  it  drift  between  the  valley  of  her  breasts, 

over  her  stomach  and  slip  between  her  thighs.  She  ran  a  single  finger  up  one  plump  pussy  lip  and 

down the other, pausing to circle the wet entrance of her core. 

Her  finger  traced  a  path  up,  delving  between  her  nether  lips,  she  found  her  clit,  circling  the 

hardened nub before brushing the head with just a light touch. A shiver ran through her at the light 

touch.  Running  her  finger  again  over  her  clit  with  more  pressure  she  watched as his hand began to 

move  faster.  Bringing  her  other  hand  up,  she  cupped  one  of  her  breasts,  kneading  the  mound. 

Moaning she found her nipple, pinching the tightened peak. Electricity shot straight to her core, her 

cunt contracted as juices slipped down her thigh. “Fuck.” 

Squeezing her thighs tightly she worked her clit, increasing the pressure. Her hand moved in time 

with his. Iriana pinched, rolled and tugged her nipple, while watching him stroking his cock. A glance 

at his face made her knees weak. His eyes were practically glowing with gray fire. I want you. 

His voice slipped into her mind making her knees buckle. I want to fuck you so badly right now. 

She sank to the floor slowly, her hand still moving between her thighs. She rubbed her clit harder, her 

orgasm building, curling within her. She felt as if she was being burned alive, by desire and his gaze. 

“Please.” 

Her plea was a husky whisper that hung in the air. In the time it took to blink he vanished from 

her  line  of  sight.  He  took  hold  of  her  waist  and  helped  her  up  to  her  feet.  Heat  surrounded  her, 

blazing from in back of her. She felt the hot press of his flesh against her back. She felt the hardness 

of his cock against the cleft of her ass. 

“Tease. You shouldn’t tease me like that.” His hips rolled against her ass letting her feel the hard 

heat of his shaft. 
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“I will fuck you. But not yet, not now.” His lips brushed the side of her neck, causing her to groan 

softly. Her hand moved faster between her thighs, rubbing harder, her juices slipped down her thigh 

as she pinched and tugged her nipple harder. “Pluto.” 

He nipped her ear lobe taking the delicate flesh between his teeth and tugging softly. “I want you 

but not yet.” 

His moist breath caressed her ear a shiver rushed up her spine. He stepped back taking his heat 

with him. “Show me that you want me.” 

She turned around slowly, hands dropping from her body. Iriana watched as he crawled onto the 

bed she had just abandoned. Plumping up the pillows behind him, he spread his legs and took hold of 

his now fully hardened cock. He was thicker than her past lovers but not longer. “Show me.” 

He gestured to a chaise lounge that had not been there before. Without thinking she sat down on 

the chair and sat back, spreading her legs exposing her slick nether lips. 

“Perfect,” he murmured. He began to pump his shaft slowly. “Touch yourself. I want to watch you 

come.” 

She spread her pussy lips and touched her clit, tentatively at first. She had never masturbated for 

a lover before much less a soon to be lover.  Even though they had only known each other a night she 

felt more comfortable and safe with him than anyone else. Giving herself over to the heady feeling of 

him  watching  her  as  she  pleasured  herself,  she  began  to  circle  her  clit,  faster  and  faster,  her climax 

building  higher  and  higher.  She  pinched  and  rolled  her  nipple  with  her  free  hand,  tilting  her  head 

back, relaxing under his gaze. 

“Look at me, watch me, watching you.” 

Raising  her  head,  she  watched  his  hand  moving  up  and  down  his  cock,  matching  her  rhythm 

perfectly. Just watching him increased her arousal. Closer and closer she moved to breaking apart. A 

wave  of  fire  washed  over  her,  her  core  clenched  on  nothing  as  her  limbs  shook.  Her  eyelids  slowly 

lowered, she was falling, breaking apart on her descent. A moan in the distance caught her attention. 

Her  eyes  flew  open  and  she  watched  as  he  came,  ribbons  of  cum  shot  into  the  air,  landing  on  his 

chest,  stomach,  thighs,  coating  his  hand.  She  watched  his  chest  move  up  and  down  rapidly  as  he 

caught his breath. 

Arousal still burned deep inside of her. What she had just witnessed made her want to lap up his 

seed, tasting the saltiness of him. Sliding off of the chaise lounge, on wobbly legs she made her way to 

the bed. Climbing up, she crawled toward him, taking in his legs lightly dusted with black hair. She 

could  smell  his  musk,  her  pussy  tingled  with  awareness.  When  she  reached  his  groin,  she  took  his 

hand, lifting it off of his flaccid penis. Gently she opened his fist and spread his fingers. Bringing it to 

her lips she lapped up his semen, her tongue moving up and down slowly over each digit. Growling he 

jerked  his  hand  away  and  wrapped  it  around  her  wrist,  yanking  her  forward  until she fell on top of 

him. His skin was hot, slick and sticky. 

She  planted  a  hand  on  the  mattress  and  pushed  up,  scrambling  up  until  her  face  was  over  his. 

“That was sexy.” 

She  kissed  him  softly.  Pulling  her  head  back  she  smiled,  feeling  warm  and  cozy.  She  had  never 

had an afterglow after sex or masturbation. She felt so relaxed. Laying her body down, she placed her 

head on his shoulder. 

“We could do it again. It was satisfying. Although I would prefer to come inside of you next time.” 

She shivered, her pussy fluttered at the thought. “Next time. For now, we’ll just relax, shower and 

head out. I want to see this new world.” 

She pinched his nipple causing him to moan. “Oooh, I’ll have to try that later.” 

He laughed, and smacked her on the ass. “Oh!” 

Warmth spread after the sting causing her to wiggle a bit. 

“Stop that or I will take you.” 

She gave him another kiss before scrambling up and getting off the bed. “Shower, get dressed and 

then we leave.” 

“Is that an order?” He rolled over onto his side. 
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“Yes,  that’s  an  order.  God  or  no,  you’re  showing  me  this  world.  I  only  have  a  month  here.  I 

haven’t  had  a  vacation  in  so  long  I  forgot  what  relaxing  is.  So  get  moving.”  She  dashed  out  of  the 

bedroom  and  into  the  bathroom,  locking the door after her. In the shower she couldn’t stop herself 

from giggling. She had just masturbated in front of a man who was nearly a stranger and enjoyed it. 

Iriana felt so free, there was no pressure from her other life to look perfect. 

She was one of the top wedding planners in the city. She had several high profile clients. She had 

an appearance to maintain. For the first time in years she could drop that façade and have fun, leave 

work behind. She was actually excited which surprised her. 

“I  actually  can’t  wait  to  see  this.  I’m  in  the  future,  spending  time  with  a  Roman  God  and  I’m 

having fun. Oh if Corrina could see me now. Whee!” She washed up not bothering to wash her hair 

and got out of the shower humming. After drying off, she headed into the bedroom to find clothes laid 

out on her bed including underwear much to her relief. Getting dressed she put her damp hair up in a 

messy bun and left the room. Her bare feet slapping against the hard wood. She was amazed at all the 

artwork on the walls. It was beautiful; some paintings were of lush landscapes, other of Gothic scenes 

depicting  what  she  interpreted  to  be  Pluto  among  the  dead.  There  were  statues,  vases,  urns,  plants 

everywhere. Despite the dark brick walls, dark wood and black marble the place did not seem dreary. 

There was a peacefulness and warmth about the place. She continued to wander down the corridors 

until she came to the entry hall. 

“May  I  help  you  madam?”  A  deep  voice  asked.  Turning  around  she  was  startled  by  a  man  with 

pale  white  skin  and  black  stripes,  golden  eyes  looked  down  at  her,  his  long  black  hair  fell  in  curls 

around his shoulders. He was dressed all in black, right down his knee high boots. Looking back up at 

him she blinked. 

“Um, hello, good morning, I think, have you seen Pluto?” She wasn’t sure how to approach this 

man. He made her uneasy. He blinked slowly, “He approaches now. Would you like shoes?” 

She looked down, becoming aware of her bare feet. “Oh, I forgot, um yes, do you have a size six 

and half?” 

“I can find some, excuse me.” He turned and walked away. 

“Thank you,” she called after him, he made no response. 

“Who are you talking to?” Pluto asked from behind her. 

She whirled around and ate up the visual. Today he wore worn jeans and a black, button up shirt, 

the top three buttons were undone showing off just a hint of pale flesh. Heat rushed through her body 

like a tidal wave. Her panties became damp. Her skin felt too tight, her stomach clenched, her pussy 

clamped down on nothing. She groaned softly. The events of that morning rushed through her mind 

and she wanted to replay them with him, only he was inside of her when he came. 

“Not now, Iriana, later.” His voice was so rough, the sound slid up her spine making her shake. 

“Who were you talking to?” 

She  composed  herself  by  taking  a  deep  breath  and  blowing  it  out  slowly.  He  may  be  god  of  the 

dead  but  he’s  making  me  feel  like  I’m  in  the  presence  of  Eros.  Clearing  her  throat  she  tried  to 

remember the golden eyed man. “He had stripes, was really pale, like porcelain but had black stripes 

on his face and neck and dressed all in black . . . oh with black curly hair.” 

“Ah,  you  met  Rory.  That’s  nice.  He  doesn’t  come  out  much.  Never  really  interacts  with  the 

offerings.”  Pluto  tilted  his  head  to  the  side  looking  thoughtful.  He  shook  his  head,  “What  did  you 

need?” 

“Shoes, you forgot to give me shoes. How did you know I needed something?” 

“He is my servant. If you need something he can assist you. What size are you?” 

“Six and half.” 

She  felt  the  room  get  warmer,  his  body  began  to  glow.  He  held  out  his  hands,  palms  up  and  in 

them was formed, much to her surprise a pair of black platform flats. 

“Those are so cute, can you make me some Jimmy Choos too? I want stilettos, black ones and the 

straps have to go up my calves. Oh and some Manolos too, red only strappy but not with leather silk 

ribbon and . . .” 
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He held up a hand stop her. “I can create things. But those I’m sorry to say no.” 

Iriana pouted and pointed, “But you made those cute ones.” 

“But I am only Pluto, not any of those designers.” 

“So I take it those shoes are still popular?” She asked taking the flats and putting them on. 

“Yes, many of the old TV shows are still popular. Some are even being remade today. A lot of the 

old fashions are making a comeback. Although, those brands of shoes are still highly prized.” 

“Interesting. So are you ready?” 

“Don’t you want to eat first?” 

She reached out and grabbed his hand, “Nope, besides I know the myth, eat the food of the dead 

and you stay here. You aren’t tricking me mister now let’s get to it.” 

She tried to pull him toward the door but he wouldn’t budge. “You do realize you ate some of that 

food last night don’t you.” 

She  stopped  tugging  and  her  body  went  cold.  She  dropped  his  hand  and  just  stood  there.  Her 

brain just froze, it became hard to breathe. “I have to stay here forever?” 

Her  voice  came  out  in  a  strangled  whisper  at  the  thought of never seeing her friends again, her 

family, not doing her job again.  She may hate some of the people she had to work for and some days 

were  more  of  a  pain  in  the  ass  than  others  but  still,  she  loved  her  job.  Reality  slammed  into  her. 

Sadness descended on her so fast she couldn’t hold it back. I could be trapped here forever. Her legs 

began to shake and she sank to the ground. She felt like crying. 

“Iriana, what’s wrong?” Pluto dropped down in front of her. He reached out and took her face in 

his hands, thumb stroking her bottom lip. 

“I  could  be  stuck  here  just  like  Persephone.  I  might  never  get  to  see  home  again.” She let out a 

sob, tears began to fall unchecked. 

“Oh, Iriana, nooo, that’s not what it means. You don’t have to stay here forever. But it does mean 

you and I are connected. You are now a part of this world, alive but not of this world and time. You 

have ties here but they do not bind you here, not like Persephone.” 

“But I’m just like her. I ate the food of the dead.” She sniffled and looked at him. 

“My rules for this part of the Underworld are different. You are different. You are not of this time, 

the rules are different. But we will have a connection you and I, can you handle that?” 

She sniffled one last time and wiped away the last traces of tears. Looking at his face, she had to 

be honest with herself, she wanted to know more about him. There were hidden depths and a sadness 

that  hung  around  him  and  yet  there  was  fire  and  passion  burning  inside  of  him.  She  wanted  to 

explore every bit of him, not just his body but mind and heart. He called to her. She felt safe with him 

and desired. He was the first person to interest her in a very long time. 

Nodding slowly, she smiled up at him, “Yes, I can handle that.” 

“That means if I wish it I can appear before you at any time and I can bring you to me as well. If 

you call for me I will answer you.” 

“So, what, just say your name and poof?” She couldn’t help but giggle. 

“I’ll explain it before you go. So are we going to eat breakfast or just crouch here in the foyer?” He 

smiled, and her heart melted. Iriana’s stomach grumbled answering for her. 

“Okay, let’s go eat but we must be quick about it, we’re burning sunlight or Underworld light or 

whatever the hell is lighting up the Underworld.” They laughed and he helped her up. He led her to a 

small  nook  where  breakfast  food  was  already  laid  out.  Her  mouth  watered  at  the  sight  of  pancakes 

drenched in maple syrup, waffles, bacon, scrambled eggs, toast, and crepe suzette with what looked 

like  strawberries  on  top.  “Maybe  we  shouldn’t  be  so  quick  about  eating,  you  taking  it  slow  and  all 

that.” 

She  went  up  to  the  table,  slid  into  a  seat  and  began  to  load  down  the  empty  plate  before  her. 

When Pluto hadn’t moved she looked back at him, “Well, aren’t you going to eat something?” 

“I’ve never really eaten breakfast with someone else before, not since I was young. It’s both odd 

and nice.” 

19 

“Then  get  over  here,  sit  down  and  eat.”  She  gestured  to  the  chair  next  to  her.  For  half  an  hour 

they ate and talked sharing small tidbits and details of their life with each other. By the time they left 

for  the  outside  world  Iriana  wanted  to  know  more  about  him,  she  wanted  to  spend more time with 

him.  As  they  took  a  small  boat  to  the  mainland,  she  admired  her  surroundings.  The  trip  to  the 

Underworld had been scary, dangerous and fast paced. Now she could see how high the cave’s walls 

went, the plants that grew in small places, and the fish that swam in the water. It was all so peaceful, 

so relaxing, she actually found herself nearly falling asleep on the ride over. 

“Iriana take a look behind you.” He called out as he continued to row. She turned her head and 

was awed by the splash of color on the shore. Surrounding the dock and on the shore, flowers of every 

variety were growing, as they floated slowly toward the wooden berth. Once there Pluto dropped the 

anchor and leapt up. He tied the boat to a small post and helped her out of the craft. 

“Thank you.” She couldn’t help but smile up at him. Taking her hand in his, he led her toward the 

explosion of color. Bending down he broke off a red and orange tiger lily. “For you.” 

He  gently  tucked  some  strands  of  hair  behind  her  ear  and  slipped  the  flower  in  her  hair.  Heat 

washed her face and she had to look away, suddenly feeling shy and unsure of how to react. “Thank 

you.” 

He tugged her hand and she stumbled, falling against him. “It’s nothing to thank me over.” 

Iriana righted herself and looked up. 

“Ready?” 

“Ready.”  He  led  the  way  down  a  dim  passage  into  daylight.  What  waited  for  them  on  the  other 

side astounded her. A bazaar was in progress. There were so many people in all manner of dress and 

so  much  going  on  she  wasn’t  sure  where  to  look  first.  There  were  belly  dancers,  snake  charmers, 

magicians, and people climbing up ropes that weren’t attached to anything. There were so many stalls 

of food both cooking and not, stalls with spices, jewelry, oil, art. 

Seeing  it  all  made  Iriana,  go  into  work  mode.  Her  imagination  went  wild  with  all  the  scenarios 

she could create. Squealing she rushed forward dragging him behind her as she went from vendor to 

vendor  asking  all  sorts  of  questions.  She  even  tasted  some  of  the  cooked  food.  Pluto  went  with  her 

willingly,  not  protesting  one  bit  at  all  the  walking  they  did  or  the  sights  she  dragged  him  to see. As 

night fell, they found themselves outside of the city, sitting on a crumbling wall. 

“Did you have fun?” He asked, passing her a piece of candy. 

“I was in heaven. For the first time in a long time I loved the creative process. I’m sorry we didn’t 

get to see anything you wanted to see. You should have stopped me.” 

He shook his head. “No, no, I was just glad to be there with you. I had nothing in mind to look at. 

I just wanted to spend time with you.” 

Laying her head on his shoulder she looked at the midnight blue sky. “The future isn’t so bad.” 

“But this is merely one of many places we could see. I could show you a place where people live in 

the skies, would you like that?” 

She bumped him with her shoulder, “I thought you said that you never seen the outside world.” 

“When  the  dead  come  to  me  I  do  ask  questions.  There  is  also  what  the  sacrifices  tell  me,  such 

wondrous tales. There’s even a world of people who live in bubbles, just bubbles in the ocean and the 

sky.” 

“We can visit all of these places?” She reached over and broke off another piece of the large candy 

flower Pluto had gotten them. 

“Yes,  we  can,  but  we  must  return  to  the  Underworld  now.  It’s  getting  late.”  He  slid  off  the  wall 

and held his hand out to her. She took it and jumped down to the ground taking one last look at the 

soft glow of the city below them. Excitement boiled within her. Only thirty days left to see what the 

future could bring. By the time they got back to the palace she was tired, her feet and legs ached from 

all the walking they had done. When she got back to her bedroom all she could do was flop down the 

mattress and stare up at the canopy. 

“I’ll go run you bath.” Pluto called out. 

“Okay.” 
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Closing  her  eyes,  she  smiled.  For  the  first  time  in  a  long  time  she  was  genuinely  happy  and 

excited about something. 

“It’s ready, get undressed and I’ll bathe you.” 

A shiver of excitement raced up her spine at the thought of his hands on her. It surprised her how 

much  she  not  only  enjoyed  his  company  but  wanted  him.  No  other  man  had  made  her  act  like  this 

and  yet  all  he  had  to  do  was  speak  and  she  was  putty.  Smiling  she  sat  up,  slid  off  the  bed  and 

undressed, walking slowing toward the bathroom. Anticipation sung through her veins, she hoped he 

was naked. Taking a deep breath and closing her eyes, she walked through the doorway. The scent of 

lavender  and  lemon  wafted  in  the  air,  a  warm  humid  breeze  brushed  along  her  skin  causing  goose 

bumps to rise. Her heart hammered against her chest. 

Opening her eyes slowly, the image that met her gaze made her breath stall. He stood next to the 

tub in nothing but a towel. His alabaster skin, covered in a light sheen of sweat. He reached up and 

ran a hand through his hair. She watched as his hair swung back into place as if in slow motion, inky 

black  strands  slipped  over  his  skin,  shining  in  the  light.  He  snapped  a  finger  and  the  room  became 

dim. Blinking, she tried to comprehend what just happened. 

“Ready?”  He  held out a hand. She took it without hesitation, ready for what they were about to 

do. Her skin felt tight, the room was too hot. Her sex felt heavy, clit pulsing with need. The feel of her 

hand running over his callused palm only made her want to feel the roughened skin against the rest 

of  her  body. He pulled her toward the tub which seemed to have lengthened since the last time she 

was in it. 

“This place is very interesting, one minute that’s a normal sized tub the next it could fit at least 

four people in it.” 

He chuckled, “Yes, very interesting. Come let’s bathe together.” 

She stepped in the tub first and settled in, turning her attention to him. She watched as the towel 

dropped,  exposing  his  completely  nude  body  to  her  gaze.  She  smiled,  seeing  that  he  was  already 

aroused. “So the towel was what, a deterrent for not taking me right then and there?” 

Pluto chuckled as he climbed into the tub, “Yes. I find you quite irresistible. Besides I don’t want 

our whole time together to be just sex. I want to finally experience life with you.” 

He sat down next to her, placing his arm around her. She laid her head down on his shoulder. “So 

we’re taking it slow?” 

“If you don’t mind. I’ve never done this before. I normally keep to myself. I’m quite comfortable 

staying in my palace, being alone. You have come into my world and given me a dash of color. I want 

to enjoy every second I have with you in and out of bed.” 

“I have yet to see your bed.” She pointed out with a giggle. 

“If you behave tonight maybe you will.” He teased. 

Raising  her  head,  Iriana  looked  up  at  him,  “I  want  to  see  your  bed  tonight.  I  want  to  see  more 

than your bed tonight.” 

“What do you want to see?” 

“It’s not what I want to see, it’s more like what I want to do,” she corrected. 

“What is it that you want to do?” 

“This.”  She  sat  up  and  turned,  threw  one  leg  over  his  legs  and  sat  down  straddling  him  water 

sloshed the sides of the tub but did not spill over. Placing her hands on his chest, she leaned forward 

her breasts pressing against the hard wall of muscle. She traced her tongue slowly along his bottom 

lip, then the seam of his mouth before pressing the softest of kisses on his lips. That gentle touch fired 

her up, she wanted more, needed more. Reaching up, wrapping her arm around his neck, she buried 

one hand in the silken strands of his hair. 

She took control of the kiss, pouring passion into it. She took a hand full of hair and pulled back, 

rising up on her knees, her nipples brushing his chest as she rose. She nipped his plump bottom lip, 

tugging it with her teeth before sucking it into her mouth. He groaned, his hand sliding up and down 

her  back,  hardening  cock,  gliding  up  her  stomach.  He  slipped  his  hand  over  a  cheek  of  her  ass,  he 
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squeezed the rounded mound causing her to moan, releasing his bottom lip. He chose that moment to 

bury a hand in her hair and grab a handful, tugging her head back, her neck arched. 

He lowered his head, blazing a slowly trail of fire up her neck and along her jaw with soft nips and 

kisses. She moaned, “Pluto.” 

He let go of her hair and she looked at him. Their eyes met and a silent conversation began. Their 

gazes spoke of their desire for each other, their yearning for more. 

“I want . . .” She started. 

“We have a month, after that, we shall see.” He replied, reaching up to brush back a strand of hair 

that had fallen in her face. They didn’t speak again. She leaned down and kissed him. Taking his face 

in both of her hands, she poured into that one simple action, all her need and desire. The kiss spiraled 

into  one  of  possession,  need  and  dominance.  She  was  declaring  him  hers.  Releasing  his  lips,  she 

dusted kisses down his neck, nipping his shoulder before moving down. Iriana circled his nipple with 

the tip of her tongue before scraping the hardened peak with her teeth. 

She continued to trail kisses down until she reached the water’s edge. Looking up at him, “What 

do you want Pluto? Do you want to be with me tonight?” 

“Yesss.” He hissed. Iriana kissed her way back up his torso. “Let’s go to your bed Pluto.” 

She  stood  up,  water  slipping  over  her  skin.  Turning,  she  stepped  out  of  the  tub  and  grabbed  a 

towel. She heard the splash of water behind her but didn’t look back. Instead, she dried off and left 

the bathroom. Sinking into a padded chair she waited for him to join her. When he appeared in the 

doorway, her breath caught. Closing her eyes, she composed herself before standing up. “Let’s get to 

your room.” 

He walked over and took her hand. They left the room and went down the hall. He pushed open a 

set of double doors. Stepping over the threshold, Iriana gasped. The room was huge, the walls were 

covered  in  fabric  in  varying  shades  of  red  and  black.  Candles  blazed  away  in  a  large  bronze 

chandelier. The only piece of furniture in the room was a massive bed, covered in furs and silks. 

“Go  lie  on  the  bed  Iriana,”  Pluto  ordered.  She  didn’t  have  to  be  told  twice,  she  left  his  side  and 

climbed  up  on  the  huge  bed,  crawling  on  the  wide  expanse  of  furs  and  silk.  When  she  reached  the 

mountain of pillows she lay down and waited for him. She didn’t have to wait long. He joined her in a 

matter of seconds. He didn’t hesitate to cover her body. His head came down and he took her lips in a 

soft kiss. “Forgive me Iriana, but I can’t wait. I need to be inside of you now.” 

She responded by spreading her legs wide for him and tilting her hips upward. 

“Take  me,”  she  whispered.  Reaching  between  them,  he  took  hold  of  his  shaft  and  positioned 

himself  at  her  entrance.  With  one  thrust  he  was  inside  of  her,  stretching.  She  cried  out  at  the 

unexpected  pain.  Pluto  paused  and  she  shook  her  head,  “No,  don’t  stop,  please,  I  want  all  of  you 

inside of me.” 

She wrapped her arms around him, sliding her hands down his back and over his buttocks. She 

urged  him  forward.  He  pushed  his  hips  forward,  sliding  more  of  his  hard  length  inside  of  her. 

Moaning,  she  wrapped  her  legs  around  his  hips,  squeezing  her  vaginal  walls.  He  withdrew  only  to 

slam  into  her  hitting  her  cervix.  She  cried  out,  arching  her  back.  He  lowered  his  head,  flicking  her 

nipple  before  sucking  the  tight  peak  into  his  mouth.    His  pace  was  slow,  building  the  fire  between 

them.  She  met  his  thrusts  with  ones  of  her  own,  squeezing  her  muscles  around  him  every  time  he 

withdrew. 

Like a dance they moved together matching each other move by move. The fire was stoked higher 

and higher. Her orgasm built, twisting and curling tighter and tighter until the fire exploded within 

her, washing over her causing her to cry out as she came. He followed her, cock twitching before she 

felt the hot gush of his seed inside of her channel. He continued to fuck her until he was flaccid inside 

of her. She felt their combined juices slide down, coating her thighs and anus. 

Panting, he buried his head in the crook of her shoulder. “Let us rest before the next round.” 

She ran her hands through his damp hair. “Okay.” 

Closing her eyes she let out a sigh. A sense of heaviness descended on her heart. One day down, 

thirty to go, she thought sadly. 
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* * * 

The  days  went  by  quickly.  She  got  to  see  as  much  of  the future as possible. She even met a few 

gods and goddesses. However the thrill soon wore off as the day for her departure drew near. As the 

time drew near, Pluto became distant asking questions about her life, what she would do once she got 

back  to  her  own  present.  As  much  as  she  missed  her  friends,  family  and  her  job  she  didn’t  want  to 

leave him, not yet. She wanted to bring him with her or at least find a way to see him when she did 

return. 

Sitting in a window seat in one of the palaces many little nooks, she gazed out on the black water. 

It was a gloomy day. Light came through in patches. 

“Is there something wrong?” Rory asked. Glancing up, she saw he was wearing his usual all black. 

“I’m going to miss this place.” 

“You will be missed.” 

“Is there any way . . .” she started only to stop. Rory couldn’t help her with her problem. “Never 

mind.” 

“You wanted to know if there was a way to see him again once you’ve returned.” 

She didn’t respond, instead turning back to the river. 

“You  have  eaten  the  food  of  the  dead  he  can  find  you  in  any  time  you  are,  wherever  you  are.  It 

must be him who seeks you out, not the other way around. You have given him life. Let us see if he 

chooses to live it.” 

“What if he doesn’t?” 

“Then there is nothing we can do. Do not worry. I do not think he will let you pass him by.” 

She looked up at the man with the stripes and eerie golden eyes. “How do you know?” 

He gave her a Gallic shrug before turning on his heel and leaving her. Iriana let out a sigh, “I hope 

he does find me again.” 

For  the  rest  of  the  day  she  wandered  the  halls,  going  into  her  favorite  rooms.  Reliving  the 

memories she and Pluto had made. They had made love in every one of his favorite rooms. Night fell 

and the clock struck eight, dinner time. She made her way down to the dining room to find Pluto all 

dressed up. 

“Let us have dinner one last time and then make love. I need to be with you again before you go.” 

He said softly. 

Smiling sadly, she nodded. “Okay, P.” 

They  ate  in  silence  both  of  them  buried  in  their  own thoughts. When the meal was over, he led 

her  upstairs  to  his  room,  where  she  had  slept  every  night  since  they  had  first  made  love.  They 

undressed slowly, each one savoring the look of the other, memorizing every dip and hollow of their 

lover’s  body.  Once  on  the  bed  their  love  making  started  off  soft  and  tender.  When  she  came  tears 

slipped from her eyes. Burying a hand in his hair and urging his head down, she took a kiss from his 

lips. The action was meant to keep her from saying the words she really wanted to say, I love you. 

In one month she had fallen in love with the God of the Dead, knowing their relationship could 

never  truly  be.  When  he  came,  he  pulled  his  mouth  away  from  hers,  crying  out  her  name  as  he 

pumped every drop of his seed inside of her. She fell asleep in his arms and awoke the next morning 

alone in her own bed. Curling up in a ball, she cried, mourning the loss of her lover. When she finally 

did stop crying, she took a shower and ate something but refused to leave her apartment. When she 

did leave, she found out that she had only been gone for a few hours not days. Although relieved that 

no one had missed her, she still ached to see Pluto again. By the next morning, she was back at work 

feeling  terrible  but  wanting  to  bury  her  emotions  in  a  large  workload  of  planning  other  people’s 

happiness. 


* * * 

“Okay what’s wrong with you? You’ve been moping around here like you lost your best friend and 

I  hate  to  break  it  to  you  but  you  haven’t  lost  me  so  what’s  up?”  Corrina  sat  on  the  edge  of  Iriana’s 

desk. 

“I met a guy a few weeks ago.” 

23 

Corrina  hopped  up,  “What?  And  you  didn’t  tell  me?  What  the  hell?  That’s  it,  this  friendship  is 

over. I’d like my handmade, craptastic friendship bracelet back.” 

Iriana let out a sigh. 

“Okay, you can give me the bracelet back later. Tell me about this guy. What’s going on?” Corrina 

sat down again and Iriana looked up at her. 

“He’s  fantastic,  intelligent,  a  bit  quiet  but  that’s  okay,  caring,  sweet  and  a  good  person  but 

unfortunately we can’t be together. He lives really far away and it’s just hard. Work is getting us both 

down so we don’t have time to be together. I haven’t known him that long but I really like him.” 

“Okay, so take some time off and go see him. I know my way around and I promise not to beat the 

crap out of any bridezillas.” 

Iriana didn’t tell Corrina that seeing him was impossible, the only way to do that was to either die 

or go into the future and she couldn’t do either.  Opening her mouth to tell Corrina to forget it, she 

was interrupted by the bell over the door ringing. Looking at the front of the store her mouth dropped 

open. 

“P?” She stood up so fast her chair toppled over. 

“His name is P?” 

Iriana rushed around her desk, hating that she chose to wear a tight pencil skirt and stilettos that 

day.  She  ran  as  best  she  could  and  jumped  up  into  Pluto’s  extended  arms.  “Iriana,  I  missed  you  so 

much. I couldn’t go on not seeing you again.” 

He  wrapped  his  arms  around  her,  hugging  her  to  him.  She  closed  her  eyes  and  savored  being 

surrounded  by  strength  and  feeling  his  hardness  against  her.  Pulling  back  she  titled  her  head  up, 

“Kiss me.” 

He  did  as  she  ordered  giving  her  a  passionate,  dominating  kiss  that  made  her  melt.  He  pulled 

back his head, “Let’s go to your place. I need to be with you.” 

She giggled. “Okay, Corrina can you lock up?” 

Pluto carried her out of the shop. In the distance she heard, “Oh sure, don’t introduce me to your 

new boyfriend, just ignore me for that hot piece of marble. I hope you do the same for me when I find 

my own hunk.” 

Iriana  just  laughed  and  wrapped  her  legs  around  Pluto’s  waist.  How  they  got  to  and  in  her 

apartment was a blur. All she knew was that he was here and wanted to be with her. As soon as the 

door was closed the clothes came off. He took her against the wall, fucking her with an intensity that 

overwhelmed her. With each thrust he claimed her as his. 

“You are mine, forever, you and I will never be apart. I don’t know how we’ll work it out but you 

and I will be together.” 

“All yours, forever,” she whispered before taking his lips in a passionate kiss. When she came she 

screamed,  not  caring  who  heard  her.  That  only  made  him  thrust  harder  and  faster.  He  pumped  his 

hips  once,  twice  three  times  before  meeting  his  own  climax.  They  sank  to  the  floor,  their  arms  still 

around each other. Laying her head on his shoulder she let out a sigh. 

“So, have they continued to send you sacrifices since I left.” 

He  laughed.  “I  asked  them  to  stop  sending  me  people.  Now  they  are  sending  me  animals.  The 

palace has become a veritable zoo. I need to find a temporary place while Rory finds homes for them.” 

“You can stay here, that’s if it doesn’t affect death and all that.” 

“The other Gods of Death have that covered, don’t worry.” 

“Good, so I have you all to myself.” 

“Yup, all to yourself. Perhaps now that I’m in your world, you could show me around?” 

“I’d be glad to, just let me recover and I’ll take you to the best sushi bar in the city.” 

“I’d rather eat in.” 

“But  how  will  you  .  .  .”  She  gasped  when  he  thrust  his  hips,  he  was  now  hard  and  ready  for 

another round. 

“Yeah, eating in sounds really good right now.” 
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