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EXCERPT:
The story so far: Nerissa, a former nymph in the service of Aphrodite, runs the www.paranormalmatessociety.com agency, which matches up vampires, werewolves, yetis, gods… you name it.
Ceyx, who was once a satyr and loves causing trouble, has hacked into the computer systems and messed things up completely.  He recently sent Ares on a date with a Fury, both of whom now want to see Nerissa dead.

In a bar in modern Rome, Nerissa has just caught up to Ceyx…

“I love the street theatre in Rome,” she said, still looking out at the piazza below.

Ceyx took the other chair and glanced over in the direction she was looking.  Nothing special was happening, just people walking about in pairs or small groups.

“People talking and laughing and drinking,” she went on.  “Falling in love.  The air smells of sex.”

“That’s probably the couple who were fucking in the bathroom earlier,” Ceyx said.  He picked up the matchbook sitting on the table and flicked the cover open with one hand.

“Rome hasn’t changed much.”

“Neither have you.”

She turned then, looking at him, and settled back in her chair.  “Since when?”

“Since the last time I saw you.”

“And when was that?”

“I don’t remember.”

“You don’t remember?  But you remember that I was different.”

“You were different.”

“How was I different?”

“You didn’t ask so many fucking questions.”

Her eyes gleamed a second, and she smiled minutely.  There was a hint of satisfaction on her smooth, golden face.  She sipped her brandy.  Ceyx tore a match from the book and lit it.

“You ditched the peplos,” he said.

“About nineteen hundred years ago.”

“And the toga?”

“Fifteen hundred years ago.”

“The Romans had less staying power.”

“Sure.  That’s why they call this the Eternal City.”

“No, that just explains how long it takes to serve a meal here.”  The match burned down to his fingers, and he tossed it over the balcony.  The nymph — damn, he really should figure out her name — inhaled her cognac, sipped, and exhaled.  The movement of fine muscles under her skin had him entranced.

He really had spent too much time with mortals if five minutes with a nymph had him drooling.

“What have you been doing since last time I saw you?”

“When you don’t remember how different I was?”

He didn’t smile.  She shrugged.

“I’ve been settling down.”

“Settling down?  What, husband, kids?” Ceyx joked.

“Yeah.  His name is Kevin.”

He stared for a long second before he realized she was joking too.  Well.  Joking implied some kind of mirth, and so far she’d yet to crack a proper smile.  She just sat there, leaned back in her chair but with every muscle tense, radiating sexuality.

“And the kids?”

“George and Louise.  We live in Michigan.”  She swirled her cognac.  “What about you?”

“Paris.  My wife’s name is Gina.  She teaches schoolchildren.”

“Kevin is a salesman.”

“What sort of sales?”

“I really don’t care.”  She put down the glass, clearly bored now.  “What are you calling yourself now?”

He eyeballed her, the tight curves of her dress and the brush of her hair over her bare skin.  “Ceyx.”

A flash of something, not jolly enough to be amusement, flashed across her face.  This was one pissed-off nymph.

“Come on, it’s a little funny.  What about you?”

“Nerissa.”

“Meaning nymph.”

“Less funny than yours.”

“And what have you really been doing?”

“I’ve really been settling down.”

“With Kevin in Michigan?”

“No, with a business in Tuscany.”

“So this is local to you?”

“More local than Michigan.”

“What kind of business?”

She shrugged.  “I’m a nymph.  What kind do you think?”

He frowned.  The elegant line of her bare shoulder as she shrugged it notwithstanding, she was getting a little annoying.  “You own a brothel.”

She rolled her eyes.  “Satyrs.”

“What do you do?  Marriage counseling?”

“Matchmaking service.”

He raised his eyebrows.  “And that’s a business now?  Time was, we weren’t so formal about things.”

She drank a little more brandy.  “Well, time was, we weren’t getting sued all the time.”

He winced.  “Bureaucracy getting to you too?”

“I have to file business plans now.”

“Tell me about it.”  Was she finally warming up?  “Last year I had a couple sue me for breaking up their marriage.”

“Did you break it up?”

“Well, sure, but not on purpose.”  He flashed her a never-fail grin, to which she didn’t respond.  Maybe she wasn’t warming up.  “I may have supplied the alcohol and the dancing girls, but I didn’t make anybody sleep with anybody.”

“He slept with a dancing girl?”

“They both did.”

That earned a raised eyebrow from her.

“Humans these days are so litigious,” she said.

“They sue at the drop of a hat,” Ceyx agreed.  “Or they just stop worshipping.  Whatever happened to the good old days of smiting?”

“They realized no one was listening when they prayed, so they stopped caring about retribution.”

“I remember when Ares had his hands full of favors,” Ceyx said fondly.  “Waging war on anyone who’d offended the gods.”

“Good times,” she said, taking another sip.  “Of course, his hands are still full now.  There are more wars than ever.”

“True,” Ceyx said, thinking with glee of the private war he’d caused between Ares and the Fury.

“And all he wants now is peace.”

“Is it?”

“Yeah.”  She finished her cognac.  “He came to me looking for someone peaceful.”

“To you?”  Ceyx opened his mouth to ask why he’d come to her, and then it hit him.  Matchmaking service.  Paranormal Mates.

Oh, fuck.

She was watching him like a cat.  Ceyx closed his mouth and smiled weakly.  “Fancy that.”

“Yes,” she said, eyes narrowed.  “Fancy.”

“And, ah, who’d you find for him?”

“Well,” Nerissa said, tapping one nail against her brandy glass, making it ting, “here’s the thing.  Ares wanted someone peaceful.  Someone innocent.  Someone unlike all the scheming goddesses and nymphs,” she tapped the glass especially hard, “in the pantheon.  He put this in his profile.  He ticked all the boxes.  Clicked all the buttons.  Embedded his choices in the computer program’s algorithms.”

“Did he, now?”  Ceyx tapped his beer bottle, and it refilled itself.  A little trick he’d got from Dionysus.  Only he wasn’t filling it with beer, this time.

The absinthe hit the back of his throat and made his eyes water.

“The computer should have chosen matches for him.”

“Amazing things they can do, those machines...”

“Don’t you want to know who he got?”

“Uh,” Ceyx gulped his 70% proof beverage.  “Sure.”

She lifted her brandy snifter and ran her finger around the rim.  It hummed, and then an image appeared inside the glass.  Ceyx shrank back in his chair as Ares’ disastrous dinner swam into vision.  He watched the red-haired Fury spit an oyster in the god’s face, and tried to melt into the wood of the chair.

It didn’t work.  Nerissa was staring fixedly at him, her expression frighteningly neutral.

“You know, it’s weird,” she said.  “Thera is a natural disaster Fury.  She controls storms and the like.  Brutal, powerful.  She’s not known for her innocence and peaceful qualities.”

“Good job she’s hot, then,” Ceyx croaked, and Nerissa’s eyes flashed.

“So I wondered how the hell my computer system had managed to set them up together,” she said.  “Because, you know, they’d have to have emailed each other once or twice before they met.  Don’t you think?  I mean,” she gave a sudden smile that lit up the entire balcony like bright daylight and nearly knocked Ceyx off his chair, “let’s face it.  I know the pantheon are randy fuckers but the Furies aren’t known for being easy.  And it’s not like any of the Olympus crowd ever matched us for casual sex, right?”

Her sudden confiding tone had him worried, but the way she leaned across the table, her cleavage so softly rounded and gorgeously tempting, a warm scent rising from her golden skin, made Ceyx lean forward too, just to be closer to her.

“You remember the good old days, Ceyx,” she said, her voice rich and warm, like good wine.  “Playing tricks on mortals, the ever-full wineglasses, playing chase with us nymphs.  We always let you win, you know that?  The chase was just a little bit of fun before the fucking.  You remember the fucking, Ceyx?”

He could only nod, speechless.  His cock certainly remembered it.

“Yeah, I remember it too.  It’s not the same any more.  I mean, the pantheon are so dispersed, always busy with other concerns.  Last time I saw Aphrodite she was wearing a suit.  You trick half a dozen mortals into a ménage and the next morning they’re suing you for sexual harassment or moral defamation or something.  And all you wanted was the comfort, the pleasure, of warm skin and soft mouths.  A soft breast in your hand.  A hard cock in your mouth.”  

She licked her lips, and Ceyx went light-headed.  All the blood in his entire body had headed to his rock-hard cock.

“But it’s so hard to come by now.  You have to have permission from mortals before you can even set them up any more.  It takes skill to do it, Ceyx.  It’s not just the computer program.  I personally approve of every match that thing spits out.”

She leaned back abruptly, leaving Ceyx stretched so far over the table he was almost in her lap.

“Until it started doing things all by itself and allowing my members to contact each other and set up dates without apparently having ever read each other’s profiles.  Now that’s weird, Ceyx.  That’s really weird.”

He swallowed and made a strangled noise in reply.  She didn’t seem to notice his discomfort.

“I once read in a mortal newspaper that if you bought a computer and let it run by itself it would never need maintenance and never break down,” she said.  “It’s only when people start interfering with the program that it all goes wrong.  Cogito, ergo corrumpo,” she added.

“I think, therefore I corrupt?”

She flashed another smile.  “Or as the help website put it, ‘To err is human, but to foul things up completely requires a computer’.”

Ceyx relaxed a tiny bit and smiled.  She didn’t know it was him.  She didn’t know who the hacker was.  Then Nerissa held up the brandy snifter, and every nerve he had screamed in horror.

There he was in the little moving image, spilling soup all over the table in front of Ares and Thera.

She knew.

He was so dead.

