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“In the Greco-Roman world, mystery religions were sacred 
Mystery religions, sacred mysteries or simply mysteries, were 
religious schools of the Greco-Roman world for which 
participation was reserved to initiates (mystai). The main 
characterization of this religion is the secrecy associated with the 
particulars of the initiation and the ritual practice, which may 
not be revealed to outsiders.” 

 

--The Great 21st Century Scholar, Wikipedia. 

   

“So, what, essentially, you’re telling me that the 
Mysteries were like that film where the guys beat each 
other up? Everyone’s a member, but no one talks 
about it?” 
“Even more so, because they’re still going on today...”  

“Bullcrap. That stuff can’t still be going on today. 
We’re gods, we’d know about it, wouldn’t we?” 
  “Tell me, oh mighty Apollo, have you ever been 
to a Baby shower?” 
“Point taken.”  
 

 Phoebe Thomas to Olisbeth Mason  



 

Disclaimer: If you have not finished reading My Lady 
Olives and want to read this chapter  anyway, it may 
contain minor spoilers for the ending of part one.  
You have been warned.  

 

Notes for those who HAVE read My Lady Olives:  

 

Arthur has followed Olisbeth to Greece because 
of {SPOILERS} and to fulfill a personal quest, to find 
out if there are any existing “Great Creatures” 
(mythical monsters) in the modern world.  In his 
quest, he met Billy, a Satyr, who has joined his quest.  

 



 

 

 

Chapter 7: The Bachelor Mysteries 

 

Halloween night was the most magical and mystical night of the 
year. Arthur Thomas was spending this magical night crouched in the 
brush, covered in camouflage clothing and paint. He sat very still, 
watching birds fly over the lake. Though he had seen several natural 
birds, he’d found only a handful of the mythological birds, taking each 
one down with a single, blunt headed arrow.  

Arthur approached the downed bird carefully. He was grateful to 
find the bird was still alive, and happier still to find it was a relatively 
smaller of its species, only the length of Arthur’s forearm. The biggest 
of the birds once had the wingspan of a school bus. This was what he 
sought. The bird had a bronze beak, metallic feathers. After Arthur’s 
first downed bird, he learned a lesson: do not touch the metallic beak.  

The beaks of the Stymphalian birds were made of bronze. Their 
feathers were sharp metal. A ripped jacket and scratched fingers when 
he captured the first bird told him he was wrong to underestimate 
them just because they were semi-unconscious when he went to 
collect them.  

The blunt-head arrows did not kill the birds, only stunned them. 
The stunned birds were also angry. While approaching the downed 
creature, Arthur made certain not to touch the beak while trying to 
recover the bird where it fell.  

Arthur quickly grabbed the unsuspecting bird with thick mesh 
gloves to tranquilize and microchip the flailing bird. Then, after 
tagging it and taking a few measurements and photographs, he let the 
bird go. His professor, Dr. Robinson, gave him 10 microchips for his 
‘Grecian zoological project.’ He told Dr. Robinson that he had an 
interest in the saker falcon (Falco cherrug) how it was losing its habitat, 
and he wanted to devote time tracking the creatures and their 
habitats.  

He had four remaining, and it was getting dark.  

Billy had come along on this trip, ecstatic for the chance to hunt 
alongside the god Artemis. He even supplied the truck for the 



journey. Arthur drove, while Billy navigated with the long set of 
directions to make the trip to Lake Stymphalia. The lake was difficult 
to find without a decent map or guide. Many of the roads and trails 
leading to the spot were hardly more than animal tracks and steep 
inclines. Billy had been invaluable as a research assistant, helping 
Arthur take notes on the birds. 

 When Arthur and Billy returned to the Jeep, Arthur picked up 
his cell phone and smiled, sending Olives a brief text message, “Love 
you MLO.” She replied quickly, with the text “<3.” He put his phone 
away.  

“Billy, we should probably head back tomorrow morning. Olives 
is probably getting worried about me, and I know you have to get 
back to your family, too.”  

“I am just glad we got a decent campsite, Arthur. This place is a 
pain in the butt to drive to.” Billy lit his cigarette as he spoke. 
Suddenly, the satyr’s ears perked up. Arthur heard a faint noise in the 
distance. It sounded like a low, growling thump, a constant noise 
repeating itself off in the distance. Arthur smelled a fire on the air. 
With the dry weather in this area, that fire could easily spread and kill 
off a lot of the wildlife.  

Thinking quickly, Arthur pulled his bow and followed his nose 
to the smell of the burning brush, an arrow in his hand. Behind him, 
Billy held a flashlight and a tranquilizer gun, pointing off to the brush 
on the right.  The thumping noises were starting to make his heart 
pound. What was the source?  

The two men crept around the shores of the lake, past the 
campgrounds until they found the source of the smoke: it was in a 
clearing surrounded by brush. Arthur heard laughter, and a waft of 
wine shifted through the air. As Arthur stepped into the clearing, he 
was met with raucous laughter and cheering. The source of the noise 
was a loud stereo system hooked up through a parked car across a 
clearing.  

The first thing Arthur saw was the impish grinning face of Miles 
Herman, the current incarnation of Hermes. Miles wore a green 
sparkly skirt, a long red wig, and a purple clamshell bra. Around his 
neck was a set of pink pearls. 

Arthur lowered his bow in confusion. A large bonfire burned in 
the center of the clearing. Surrounding the fire were dark-skinned 
women, dancing to the beat of loud, thumping techno music 
pumping out of the stereo of a large truck parked across the way. 



There were several men staring and watching belly dancers. Arthur 
did not recognize most of them. The men were all dressed in strange 
Halloween costumes.  

“Here, Arthur.” Miles said, “Glad you could make it!” 

“Miles, what’s going on?”  

“Have a drink.” He handed Arthur and Billy shot glasses that 
filled with dark liquor. Almost as if by habit, the three men downed 
the drinks together. Arthur looked around the party some more, and 
shook his head. He was not a fan of dark rums, and this one had an 
unpleasant aftertaste. 

“Got any tequila? Or beer?” Arthur asked. Miles bent down into 
a cooler and pulled out a bottle of beer, opening it and handing it to 
Arthur. He noted that the girls were dancing around the fire in a 
rhythmic, sensual fashion. He chugged his beer down and reached for 
a second, if only to get the taste of the nasty rum out of his mouth.  

Miles walked him around the clearing and introduced him to the 
four girls, who Miles introduced by their stage names.  Kandi, Destni, 
Bambi, and Cheri. Arthur doubted any of the men actually knew him.  

Combined with the rum, Arthur could start to feel the effects of 
intoxication. Man, I really do not drink much anymore, do I?  

As Arthur started to feel the smoothing effects of mild 
intoxication, he saw something that nearly made him laugh hard 
enough to spew beer out of his nose. A stocky man with ruddy skin 
and bright violet hair curling around his ears was dancing around in 
the crowd. He was dressed in clothes that more resembled the style of 
Arthur’s grandfather: a brown tweed jacket, a white, button-up shirt 
with a blue bow tie, black pants and boots. He also wore a grey, five-
button waistcoat and had a fob watch chain in the pocket of the 
waistcoat. He was trying to single-swing dance amongst the twerking 
girls. 

Arthur was not sure who this man was, but he was certain that 
he should know. As the man looked at Arthur, he had a momentary 
flash of his first time in dad’s scotch cabinet. Dionysus. 

“Glad to see you could make it, Arthur!” Except for the old man 
clothes, Dionysus could have easily belonged in Phi Phi Alpha. He 
looked young, had the early stages of beer gut and a baby face. 

 “Wha—” Arthur was stunned. “Does anyone want to tell me 
what is going on here?” A few feet away, he saw a few ladies in harem 



pants and veils belly dancing in front of a rowdy group of men. 
Arthur shook his head as he realized that one of the men, dressed like 
a vampire, was his cousin Alex.  

“You’re getting married.” Miles explained, with a laugh. Miles 
gestured to Dionysus, “We need to do your stag up right.” He was 
still as obnoxiously British as he had been the last time they spoke. 
Why is he here?  

A girl ran past the purple-haired party planner and he spun 
around and with eyes alit with glee, followed her in a bad disco style. 
Dancing to the rhythm of the loud music shortly, Dionysus kneeled 
as a move in his dance, pointing in random rhythmic directions 
before pretending to pat her on the butt and sending her away. She 
giggled uncontrollably as she bent into the ice chest to pick up a 
strawberry-flavored wine cooler. He noticed the beer chest open and 
reached in. 

“Cutie-pie, you really throw the best parties!” She squealed, 
leaning over to kiss the man on the cheek. Dionysus stopped her, 
“No kisses, Kandi-darling, you’ll muss my hair and each one is 
purposefully out of place!” She tittered and scampered away. After 
doing so, she noticed Billy, and grabbed his arm to run off towards 
the party.  

 “She’s right!” A loud voice said, laughing from behind Arthur. 
Arthur shook his head as he looked to the voice of the man who’d 
clearly snuck up on him and saw probably the last face he’d ever 
expected to see at a party, especially one thrown for him.  

The man had large, extended butterfly wings, a black body suit 
and a head mask with two red orbs protruding from the top of his 
head. His wings were light blue tinged in the light of the fire. The 
costume hid his short-cropped black hair, but Arthur could tell it was 
“Him.” It was Arthur’s hero, his heart throb. If there was a man 
Arthur would go gay for, well...it was...  

“Eduardo Rojas! Man! I loved you in The Brothers Tres! That 
kissing scene! Freaking awesome! I learned things!” Arthur felt like 
the stereotype of a fan girl, seeing his favorite action/romantic 
comedy actor at his party. “I took my girl to see that right before she 
left for Athens, and wow...” 

“Call me Eddie, and thanks” Eddie said smiling. He had clearly 
heard praise for his works before. “I’ve known Miles for a long time, 
Archie boy, and when he said ‘bachelor party,’ and ‘old family friend’ 
I was like, ‘Sure, bro! I just finished my latest flick, and I am in 



Europe anyway, so I will stop by.’ You guys will love my latest film, 
by the way... probably the best role I’ve ever had. But, I say that with 
everything. They are a great team to work with.” 

“Is it a sequel to that new Space version of Hamlet?” Arthur 
asked, gushing. Dummy! He died in that film!  Arthur blushed slightly.  

“Naw, man. I am good, but I cannot rewrite Shakespeare. The 
new film is like the stage play based of the Pygmalion myth, but with 
a guy being upgraded from nerd to sports lawyer. I try to do a Rom-
Com for every action film I do. It helps increase the draw to both 
types of films.” 

“Yo! My man!” Arthur heard a voice say from the crowd of 
men. The women were beginning to remind Arthur of cafeteria lunch 
desserts. There was a lot of gelatin wobble, but still not quite 
appetizing. A tiny part of Arthur felt disgust at the display. Alex stood 
up and ran over to his cousin, stinking of licorice liquors.  

“Did ya see who came? My man Eduardo Rojas! Arthur, my 
man, our women will be jealous that we have met him. With no 
thought to decorum, Alex pulled Arthur to Edward’s side. “Edward, 
my man, We are big fans. Can we get a picture, my dude, with you, 
my best man Arthur, and me?” Eddie nodded and smiled while Alex 
handed his cell phone to Miles. Eddie just smiled at the camera, “But 
seriously, this cannot end up on a wedding or party highlights video. 
Your wives will kill you. Say Cheese!” 

Although he gave the camera his best side, Arthur was certain 
that he looked awful in the picture. He barely washed the camouflage 
off his face, his cousin was dressed like a puffy vampire and one of 
Hollywood’s up and coming actors was standing there, smiling, 
butterfly wings spread. The three men each held a beer in one hand 
and did a ‘thumbs up’ with the other.  

“Alex, how did you get here?” Arthur tried to change the subject 
so he would not seem like a fanboy next to a celebrity. 

“Well, Olives’ friend, Miles here, came by and picked me up, my 
man.” Alex slapped Miles on the shoulder. “He told me we were 
partying, way out here, and asked if I wanted to come along, so I did, 
my man. You are my favorite cousin. This one was not to be missed.”  
Alex reached into the ice chest and pulled out a bottle of beer, 
chugging it down in three gulps. “I haven’t been to a party like this 
since we were kids!”  He stumbled away with his beer towards the 
fire.” 



“We haven’t set a date, why now?” Arthur looked around 

“We wanted to take you out before...” Dionysus said, taking a 
large gulp from a bottle of Shiner Bock. “We will not have time later.” 
Miles popped the top and handed Arthur an open glass bottle of the 
frothy brew.  

“Before?” Arthur accepted the beer. Dionysus belched a quick 
buttery roll call of words, “Abka, Def, Gi, Jeckyl, Munop, Kurs, 
Toov, Wixees”  

 Arthur laughed, spraying foam everywhere. “What was that—
ow!” His nose began to run and his eyes watered with laughter and 
pain. 

“That was how you say the alphabet as a word.” Dionysus was 
proud as rum punch.  

Alex looked confused. “I am sorry, my man. I thought I was 
silent.” 

Miles snotted his beer again. Arthur laughed as heartily as his 
chest allowed. “Seriously though,” Arthur wept a little from the 
bubbles in his nose, “Before what?” he repeated. Arthur realized that 
any quizzical look on his face would be FaceSpace fodder so he tried 
to look nonchalant.  

Miles laughed. “Like you don’t know, Arthur. We are all men 
here. We know you will not be able to go out and have fun after your 
kid is born. Worse yet, she will not let you. You know how mums-to-
be are.” Miles stage whispered, “Needy.” 

“How do you know about...?” Arthur looked around the gods 
curiously. The only other god they told was Phoebe. 

“Let’s just say the rumor is out.” Dionysus said, motioning one 
of the girls over.  

“Why didn’t you guys co-opt Phoebe for this?” Arthur asked, 
“You know she is always down for a party, especially if there are 
pretty girls.” His sister would be angry that he went out on a bachelor 
party without her. He opened his beer and started to drink. He 
considered, for a moment, letting Phoebe know what was going on, 
but decided against it. It would only anger her that she was left out.  

“Cause she’d take all the girls for herself!” Miles said with a 
laugh. “Now, that’s out of the way... Dionysus, what do we have 
planned?” 



Before anyone could answer, a pair of women walked up to 
Arthur, smiling with sharpened teeth. He noticed the two women had 
purple-green hair, covered in body glitter, and reeked of some cheap 
and fruity perfume. The taller of the two women turned her 
attentions to Arthur for a moment, “Oh, a new person! This is the 
best party ever! Are you the Bachelor?” 

Arthur nodded. Maenads?  He mouthed to Dionysus, who 
nodded with a grin like an invisible cat. Arthur groaned. Maenads 
were like nymphs who attached themselves to Dionysus. They were 
the scariest party girls on the planet, like drunken sorority sisters with 
shark teeth and a taste for flesh. These two girls grabbed Arthur by 
the hands, one each, and dragged him to a chair, tying his wrists with 
a vine-like rope behind his back.  

A third girl stepped out from the crowd. She was dressed like a 
hunter... kind of. She had on fluorescent white platform shoe, Day-
Glo green fishnets over dark purple leggings, too-short white shorts 
with the cargo pockets dangling from the sides. Her chest area had 
passed the point of believability without a plastic surgeon and bound 
into a too-tight button up pink shirt. The shirt had a crude phrase on 
it in silver letters. That has to be the most misogynistic thing I have read in a 
while, Arthur thought. Her hair was shaved on the sides and the crown 
hair gathered into a ponytail on the back of her head. She had a metal 
piercing in her belly button that was difficult to identify and a lower-
back tattoo shaped like growing grape vines.    

The music shifted again to an 80’s song about the sun and the 
moon being beautiful and she started to dance. Arthur knew the song 
from several movies he seen as a kid. The bass voice laughing just 
made the song seem even dirtier. She walked over to Arthur, 
straddled his lap, and removed the clip from her hair, tossing it 
towards the fire. 

Now, Arthur loved Olisbeth with all his heart, but it was hard to 
focus as a muscular, lithe, half-dressed girl started to strip before him. 
He almost felt relieved when he heard a nearby horn honk. 

“The limo’s here!” Dionysus said cheerfully, running towards the 
stretched vehicle, dashing into the car as the driver opened the door.  

“I was just starting to have fun,” Bambi said, disappointedly 
getting up. The other guys piled into the car as Arthur took a moment 
to stand up. Miles hastily paid the girls and told Kandi he would see 
her at home, tossing her his keys. Just before he hopped in the car, he 



asked Arthur for his phone to call ahead. Arthur pulled out his phone; 
Miles made a call, saying 

“Hello? Yes, be there in two, love. Bye!” Hermes quickly hung 
up before running both phones to “Kandi.” 

“Miles, you just gave a stripper my phone. I do not know her 
and I cannot have her making strange calls or taking pictures with my 
camera. Olives will kill me if she finds pictures of other women on 
my phone!”  

Miles laughed, “She’s a professional. Besides I told her it was my 
phone and mine was yours. I already have pictures of her. Plus, in her 
interest to be naughty, I will just wind up with more. Thanks for 
making me your best man, mate!” and hopped in.  

He’s not my best man, Lucas is!  I can barely stand Miles! Who was 
Arthur to argue, at that moment, with someone so keen to party with 
him?  

When he got to the limo, Arthur was stuck way in the back. 
With exception of Dionysus who was sitting at the front to ride 
backwards, each man had a maenad fawning over him. These girls 
were not the same women that had attended the party, but true 
maenads. 

The girls looked between one another with self-satisfied smiles, 
and Arthur had the distinct feeling that the men were the prey 
tonight. If this limo did not take them to some place amazing, Arthur 
was afraid the girls would turn them into party snacks.  

Before the limo pulled away, Miles crawled tot he front to tap on 
the window and whispered some directions to the driver. He turned 
back, leaving everyone to stare at his pants seat. “I know Billy led you 
out here on a snipe hunt to the arse end of nowhere out here so I 
gave the driver the direct route to shorten the trip.”  

Once Miles was finished crawling in reverse from giving his 
directions, the limousine pulled away from the lake and started 
moving down the roads and turns towards this secret ‘after party’ that 
Miles had planned.  

“Where are we going?” Arthur asked as the limo pulled out. 

“Nowhere.” Miles grinned. Arthur decided it was best not to 
ask.  



“Arthur, my boy, have a cigar!” Eddie said, handing out a 
selection of Cuban cigars and matches. Arthur had never been a 
smoker, and looked at it with a wary eye. 

“Dude, it’s just a cigar. Smoke up, already!” Dionysus taunted, 
lighting his own with a flare and puffing away. He blew smoke rings 
around the head of one of the four maenads sitting in the back of the 
limo. “It’s part of the bro club.” His aim was good enough the rings 
hung like Hawaiian leis making her not unattractive. She is a man-eater 
and you are marrying Olisbeth. 

“Why are you guys doing all this?” 

“It’s tradition!” Dionysus said with a smile, “The Bachelor 
mystery, one of the few things really left to men.” he laughed heartily.  

 “Wait... bachelor parties are mysteries?” Arthur asked quickly.  

Alex sat there, smoking his cigar with a puzzled look. Miles 
laughed, and Dionysus followed suit, explaining, “Of course they are. 
Consider the facts. No one talks about what happens at the parties, 
often gender-specific, and everyone goes through at least one in their 
life, as a party guest or as the guest of honor.” 

Arthur lit his cigar. As he inhaled, he coughed nastily. At least he 
had some good strong whiskey to drown the taste of the cigar. The 
maenad at his side rubbed him on the back.  

“Time for a roast!” Alex proclaimed. “And since I am the only 
family, I want to start. My man AJ is a real dog. When we were young, 
he had a new girl every night, every week. His bedroom was a 
revolving door of women.”  

Miles laughed in agreement, “Arthur, when I met you, what was 
the name of the girl you were dating?” The girl at Miles’ side fluffed 
his hair as if trying to turn Miles a ginger-colored hedgehog.   

 “That would be Olisbeth, my bride-to-be.” Arthur said. “She 
told me you were into men, dude.” The girl stopped playing with 
Miles’ hair for just a moment.  

“Are you sure? I mean, I thought it was.... No, you are right. 
When we met, your lady told you I was into guys so you wouldn’t 
punch me for trying to get in a quick snog.” Miles smiled. “I really did 
once date a man named John, and had a quick fling with a rocker in 
the 90s.” Kandi started playing with Miles’ hair again.  

At that, Dionysus started trying to guess the name of Miles’ 
rocker ex-boyfriend. “Was it a guitar player? A lead singer? OOH... I 



bet you had a drummer. No, the bass guitar. Will you even tell us 
which band? Is it someone still alive, or someone who’s dead?” 

Miles ignored Dionysus, “But really, I’ve heard the stories, mate, 
saw what that girl with the crazy eyes did to your dad’s car.”  

 “What does he mean when he calls you a dog, Arthur?” Eddie 
said, lighting his own cigar. Arthur was enthusiastic that his favorite 
movie star was here, at his party.  

“I have dated quite a few women,” Arthur said. “Most of them 
were only one night affairs.” 

 “Broken a few hearts, then, haven’t you?” Eddie said with a 
slight upturn of the eyebrow.  

“No one can prove that,” Arthur said, squirming.  

 “Oh...that reminds me...Yes! We can prove it.” Alex said with a 
smile, pulling a DVD out of his coat. It bore the label, ‘Arthur 
Thomas.’  

“This is for when we get to where we’re going.” 

The wait did not turn out to be very long, because a few minutes 
later, the limo pulled up at a small marina, and Miles led them to a 
yacht named “Pouthená.” Hmm... Nowhere, that is what he meant. Arthur 
thought to himself as he stumbled aboard. Arthur, Dionysus, Alex, 
Miles, Eddie, and the four girls found their way into a luxurious 
media room below the deck. Once everyone was aboard, Alex 
popped in his DVD.  

For the next several minutes, Arthur was subjected to watching a 
play-by-play film of several, but not  all, his ex girlfriends show on the 
projection screen, mostly in still frames with a couple of rips from 
home videos. Some of the footage dated back to high school. Arthur 
had forgotten the names of most of the women. A few of the more 
memorable ones had fortunately not  made it into the video, so Arthur 
knew that it was not  a complete retrospective of his dating history. The 
background music, which resembled the soundtrack for a BAD 1970s 
porno, made the video horrifying. The more faces that showed on the 
screen, the redder Arthur got.  

Finally, it ended with a picture of Olisbeth, with her proper 
name and in a flattering pose, wearing her bomber jacket and 
prescription sunglasses. She looked cute, adorable, and amazing.  

“You dated all those girls?” Eddie said, “And I thought my 
number was impressive. There had to be close to 400 girls there!” 



Eddie was a notorious flirt, and had dated quite a few starlets, 
including many of his co-stars. He leaned over producing a fist for a 
‘fist bump.’ Not to turn down the chance to fist bump the celebrity at 
the table, Arthur obliged, but he did not feel it and he felt obvious in 
his hesitation. 

A few memories flash before his eyes. She watched as the neighbor’s 
son drove up to the house in his shiny new sports car. He was the first in their 
street to get one, a dark blue, ’23 Crossley Tourer. The joy on his face told her 
that Theodore was happy.   

Arthur shook his head quickly. That was the least helpful vision 
he ever had when touching the divine. Cars? “Hephaestus?”  

Eddie shook his head. “Do I look like I walk with a limp to you? 
I am not important, you are! But, being who you are, you’ve had quite 
the love life, and I am impressed!”  

Dionysus scratched the back of his head, “And quite a few of 
those girls really like the booze. Do you need to get them drunk 
before you get them home?” 

 “Yeah, I was a dog.” Arthur scowled. The maenad who ‘chose’ 
Arthur started rubbing his biceps. “Where you find all those pictures 
for the video?” He looked over to Alex, who was trying to shoo away 
the girl who was blowing on his ear.  

“I found an internet forum called “Arthurthomasisadog.com.’ 
All your exes join up and trash-talk you. Phoebe showed it to me.” 
Alex said. “She’s an admin of the page, under username 
‘OrangeePop.’ She actually bought the domain name.”  

Arthur laughed. He really had no way of knowing, but he look it 
up later. Of course, it sounded exactly like the kind of stunt his sister 
would pull. She seemed to make torturing him her life. Born two 
minutes sooner and you think she was twenty years older. Brat. In case you are 
listening, Phoebe, yes, I am talking about you. There were no responses 
from his sister.  

“You’re lying, Alex. If Phoebe had a website like that, she would 
call it something like ArthurSallyThomasIsamanwhore.com, and you 
know it. Now, how did you get all those pictures?”  

The maenad rubbing Alex popped a gum bubble, “His middle 
name is Sally?” 



“No, my man Arthur has a sister who likes to make up names 
for him to anger him” Alex seemed to be drifting in some of his 
words. 

Dionysus commented, “If Sally was in there, none of the girls 
would find it as that search parameter is way weird and obscure.” 

Arthur’s maenad tried to put the conversation back together, 
“So guys, how did you find all those pictures?” She hugged Arthur 
before he could stop her, and then went back to holding his upper 
arm. 

Arthur nodded waiting for the same thing, “Miles?” 

Miles shrugged his shoulders. “FaceSpace, some questions 
directed at your sister, your cell phone. You do not delete your 
numbers.”   

Dionysus shook his head, “Miles has a thing going with Iris, 
goddess of the internet.”  

“Had! Had a thing! Not anymore!” Miles exclaimed, gathering a 
slight blush to his cheeks. Alex looked confused. The girls laughed. 
“Sorry, I mean, yeah. The internet is a great and wonderful place of 
wonder, but Iris and I are just friends.” 

“My man AJ is a heartbreaker.” Alex said, “He broke many 
hearts last time he came to Greece, including the heart of my Emilia’s 
cousin.” Arthur buried his hand in his face, trying to ignore the 
maenad who was now playing with his hair.  

“Now I have to know, Artie,” Miles said, “What’s that number, 
really?” 

 “Yeah! Drinking game!” One of the girls shouted. “Everyone, 
here.” She passed out papers and some sharpies he had stashed away. 
“Write down the number you think belongs with the groom, whoever 
is furthest off buys our round when we get to where we’re going. 
Whoever is right gets... a surprise.”  

The other men, and the maenads, wrote down numbers. Who is 
Eddie, why did I see a man and his car? I could just be hallucinating. As they 
finished writing, they looked at Arthur.  

Arthur said, uncomfortably. This girl really needs to lay off my biceps. 
She is starting to work for me. “I didn’t have sex with most of them. I 
fooled around with quite a few of them, third base action mostly. 
Except for one, none were exactly ‘maidens’ when I got to them.” 



“I mean, when we were kids, you said your number was like... in 
the twenties?” Alex asked, raising an eyebrow, looking at his paper.  

Arthur shook his head and laughed. “Dude, I was seventeen! If I 
thought there was a higher number that you would believe, I would 
have said it! But I only ever... with one girl by that point.”   

“Was it the girl with the lazy eye? The one in the flight suit? The 
brunette with the sundress?” Miles laughed; trying to imitate one of 
Arthur’s many ex-dates as he flounced goofily. His mermaid costume 
amplified the dance.  

“No, none of them. They were all too much like prey. And I am 
not going to tell you.”  

“Prey? What do you mean, my man?” Alex said, shooing his 
maenad off his shoulder.  

“I am a hunter. I have always looked at women, and my 
relationships like animal relationships. In the animal kingdoms, 
creatures look for mates that will best suit their needs. Larger breasts, 
wider hips, stronger legs all show that a woman will be able to feed 
my children, bear them with ease, and be able to run away from other 
predators if necessary.”  

“That’s sick, Arthur,” Eddie said, “Women as animals?” 

“Think about it, I know how women think, how they act, and 
react, what makes them tick. Most of the women I have dated act like 
wounded animals, easy to take down, easy to claim. Take these pretty 
girls here. Tonight they are throwing themselves at us, and that would 
not interest me. I like women experienced enough to know what they 
want, but not dull-witted enough to toss themselves to any man who 
comes along with a box of candy and a smile.” 

The maenads frowned as he said that. “Sorry ladies. Women 
throw themselves at me, and I don’t have to try. Most women I meet 
are too easy, too soft, or too dull-witted. I needed a woman who 
would hunt me, and let me hunt her back. The women that attracted 
me, that drew me in for more than a date or two, were the ones who 
made me hunt them. I do not mean”  

Arthur leaned over and grabbed his cousin by the collar, 
bringing the man extremely close to his face. He held Alex by the 
collar for an uncomfortable length of time. The two cousins’ noses 
could have touched each other if either moved. One of the girls 
whispered, “Now that’s a sandwich I could be a part of.”  



 “I like a woman to take me by the collar, look me in the eye, 
and tell me ‘You are mine,’ but then make me work for her affections. 
I enjoy the mutual pursuit. I need a woman with the backbone to 
argue with me, to hunt me.” He released Alex’s collar and sat back.   

“Come on, boys! The game is on the line!” One of the maenads 
proclaimed.  

“Before I answer this, let me ask you a question in return, Alex. 
How long have you and Emilia been married?”  

“Just over five years.” he said. “Six, next month.”  

“How many women do you think I’ve taken to bed in my entire 
life.? What do you think my number is? Let’s just say, the last seven 
years, since I was seventeen and told you that outrageous number?” 

“I do not know- in the hundreds?” Arthur shook his head and 
laughed. 

“If you took out one a week for seven years, I think that adds up 
to... 364.” Miles said, with a grin. Eddie’s maenad whispered, “I could 
be 365 to give him a full year.”  

“Hush,” Eddie said, pulling her closer, “I want to hear this too.” 

 “I’ve been with my lady Olives for just over a year and two 
months, so subtract 64. That is 300 girls, perhaps an average because 
I have had weeks where I would go out with two girls and some 
weeks when I had a dry spell. I swear off women during field season 
every year, for three months to train. That goes down to what, 
200ish?” Dionysus did a victory fist pump at that number.  

“That’s just dating. My number is far, far less than that. Now, 
how many of those girls do you think I’ve bedded?” 

Alex looked at his paper, and smiled. “I do not know... 100?” he 
raised his eyebrows in anticipation.  

Arthur shook his head. “Ladies, back me up here.” The maenads 
perked up. “How many of you give it up on the first date, really?” 
The five maenads looked between each other for a moment. Only 
one raised her hand.  

The one hanging on Alex smiled, “Three dates, minimum. I flirt 
as much as I can, but if we have not shared at least three meals... no 
chance.”  

“It depends on the man,” a second woman said. The other two 
girls nodded.  



Arthur nodded, “You see, guys, these women are just the kind of 
girls I end up taking out on dates, and even they say women aren’t 
THAT free with themselves on the first date. If it were a 50/50 
chance that women were like that, they would cease to be an enigma. 
If you remember, guys, I do not like easy women. I find them boring 
and insubstantial.” 

As he spoke, Arthur noticed most of the rest of the group 
ripping up their papers. One of the girls said “I am up,” and counting 
the number of raised hands, she made a run to the refrigerator on the 
yacht and got a round of beer for the group.  

“You want to know my real number?” Arthur looked around at 
the group. He held up five fingers, and then shook his head to put up 
a finger from his other hand. He almost forgot about Marissa.  

“Six women including my bride, and with the exception of only 
one girl ...just one ... all were experienced. All of those girls... every 
one of them... made me hunt her. I do not mean that I prefer 
domineering women. I mean I date women who do not roll over 
and...”  

 “So why Olisbeth?” Miles asked, quietly. Arthur heard 
something outside. Is that thunder? “You claim to only like experienced 
women and we all know that she—” 

“I am not discussing the private details of my sex life with my 
bride with you guys. Ever. Now, who was closest to guessing?” 

Everyone stared blankly at each other. No one wanted to admit 
how far off the mark their guess was. The party had suddenly turned 
dark, and Arthur knew that the subject had to lighten. 

“Know what? I am starting to sober up. Now, let’s get me so 
drunk that I can forget I just told you guys all that!”  

It would be Arthur’s last clear memory before waking up with 
the worst hangover he would ever have.



Note from the Author 

 

Thank you for taking the time and reading/downloading 
this chapter from Maiden of Maidens, sequel to My Lady Olives.  
 
You may ask why I selected this chapter, of all the chapters in 
the sequel, to release for free.  

Well, there are three reasons.  

1. It’s placed in a very key point in the story, especially in 
Arthur’s personal Hero Cycle. This chapter sets the stage for 
Arthur’s part of the rest of the story. Book 1 focused on 
Olisbeth. Book 2 is where Arthur comes to his own, becomes 
much more than Phoebes brother/Olives’ boyfriend.  

2. For those who read book 1, Chapter 7 is also the chapter 
where Olives learns her real identity. I have this thing about the 
seventh chapter, I guess. It’s the last chapter at the end of part 
one, before “stuff gets really weird.”  

Maiden of Maidens is in editorial and beta phase right now. 
All things according to plan, I will publish in Spring of 2014. 
Yes, I know, it will be too late for Christmas time.  

For more information about Olisbeth Mason and her 
world, please check out my website: Olisbeth.wordpress.com, 
Facebook Author page: facebook.com/mandyoviattauthor or 
my Goodreads Author profile.  
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