
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Saving someone doesn’t always involve physical strength.

	 

	 

	Sam doesn’t like gods. They’re arrogant and look at humans as if they’re beneath them, and maybe they are, but Sam has no problem letting them know what he thinks of them. He tries to stay away from them as much as possible, but it’s not always easy, since he works as a bartender at a trendy club.

	Loki is used to people throwing themselves at him, be they humans or gods. Right now, he has too much on his mind to bother with any of them, what with his family members killing each other. Gods have always brought trouble, and his nephew Baldur’s death isn’t any different.

	When Loki meets Sam, he can’t stay away, and no matter how much Sam tries to resist, he finds himself falling for the god, something he’d promised himself he’d never do. Things between them are going well, but the same can’t be said for the world around them, especially Loki’s family. Will they be enough to make Sam give up and push Loki away? Or will he be able to hold onto that love and maybe be the unlikely savior Loki needs?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Loki couldn’t avoid looking at Jimmy. It was stupid, and he knew it, but he’d really thought he and Jimmy could have something. It wasn’t like him, but then, Jimmy wasn’t the kind of guy Loki usually went for. He was nice and gentle, and he wanted forever, which he now had with Qebui.

	And Loki had nothing.

	“You’re out of sorts,” Nu said from beside Loki.

	Loki plastered a smile on his face, not wanting his old friend to find out what he was thinking about. They were sneaky, and they’d get everything out of him if he wasn’t careful. “Just a bit worried.”

	“Does it have anything to do with that family emergency you had?”

	Nu understood family emergencies. They were one of the oldest gods in their pantheon, and they had their fingers in every situation, or so it seemed. Loki was pretty sure they knew everything that happened in their palace and that the only reason they stayed out of most of the fights was that they just couldn’t be bothered.

	Loki understood. Most days, it felt too much for him to deal with his family, and he didn’t even live in Asgard. Usually, people went to Odin when they had a problem, but this time, Odin was right in the middle of it.

	Loki shook his head. “Can we please not talk about it? I don’t even want to think about it, to be honest.” Because it was a mess, and while he’d tried, he doubted there was anything he could do to smooth things over. He’d have to continue trying, because otherwise things would become worse, and when gods were involved, that could mean anything, but for now, he wanted to focus on this family dinner.

	He looked around the table. This was a family dinner, no matter how strange it might look from the outside. With his pale skin and leather pants, Loki didn’t belong, but he wasn’t the only one. Jimmy had lived in the United States until recently, but he’d integrated himself and looked at home. What was surprising was that Nu had left their palace to come down to the human one. Loki couldn’t remember the last time they’d done that beyond official ceremonies, and it could only mean that they wanted to spend more time with Jimmy and Merry, who were both human. They could have gone up to the sky palace, as Jimmy called it, but clearly, Nu wanted to stay away from it.

	Nu patted Loki’s knee. “But remember that if you need anyone to talk to, you can come to me. I, more than anyone else, can understand what it’s like to deal with a family like yours.”

	Loki forced himself to smile, then turned his attention back to his plate. The king had gone all out for this dinner, but then it made sense. He was meeting his consort’s great-great-great-something-grandparent, and he wanted to make a good impression. Loki wanted to tell him he didn’t have to and that Nu already loved him and everyone else around the table, but it wasn’t his place.

	What was his place? It wasn’t in Asgard, and it wasn’t in the human world. It wasn’t exactly here, surrounded by Egyptian gods.

	Loki had never really had a place, but he could see himself becoming more comfortable with visiting, even without being with Jimmy. The only thing he wanted was for Jimmy to be happy, and he was—much more than he could ever have been with Loki.

	Loki wasn’t a relationship kind of person. He had fun, lots of sex, then disappeared and never visited the people he’d slept with again. He wouldn’t have been able to do that with Jimmy. So in a way, he was glad they’d never gone beyond a date. He was pretty sure Qebui was glad for that, too. He wasn’t holding a grudge, but he clearly wasn’t as happy with Loki as he’d been before.

	Loki didn’t care. Qebui should have gotten his head out of his ass much sooner, and if he had, Loki wouldn’t have taken Jimmy on a date.

	But meeting Jimmy had made Loki think, and he was never comfortable when that happened. He didn’t do relationships, but watching Jimmy and Qebui together made him wonder what it could be like. What if he, too, had someone to go home to at night? It was good enough for Jimmy and Qebui, so why couldn’t it be for him? He’d always avoided it because it was better to stay away from complications, especially considering his family, but maybe it was time to ignore them for a while and focus a bit on himself and what he truly wanted in life.

	Something brushed against his leg, and he looked down to find Nu’s cat making eight figures around his ankles. He’d been surprised to find the mummified animal was there, especially with Loki the dog hanging around, but neither of them seemed to have a problem with the other. The dog was wary of the cat and kept his distance, but the cat loved the attention, so Loki leaned down and gave his bandaged head a scratch.

	When he looked up, it was to see Jimmy and Qebui kissing. It wasn’t sexual, which made the situation worse as far as Loki was concerned. If what Jimmy and Qebui had was just sex, he wouldn’t be jealous. Instead, there was true love and care in the kiss, as if it was something they did just because they wanted to and because it was nice to tell the other they loved him. It made Loki look away, but he couldn’t stop thinking about it, and after a moment, he got to his feet.

	Everyone turned to look at him.

	Loki was shameless, so he wasn’t embarrassed by the attention. He grinned, and even though he knew the smile was lackluster, he was pretty sure the others didn’t realize that. He raked a hand through his hair, pushing it away from his face, and smiled.

	“I apologize, but I have to go.”

	Jimmy frowned. “Already? Is it the thing with your family?”

	Loki hadn’t told anyone what was going on with his family, and he wasn’t about to now. He was sorry he was involved in it, and he didn’t want anyone else to be. He didn’t have a choice, but they did, and he’d be damned if he’d pull them into the mess.

	Still, he couldn’t exactly tell the people around the table that he was feeling maudlin and that he couldn’t stand to stare at their happiness for much longer. “It is.”

	“Bullshit,” Nu grumbled, but thankfully, they didn’t call out Loki beyond that.

	Loki was pretty sure that the next time he came around, they’d corner him and force him to talk, but that was a problem for the Loki of the future. Loki of the present wanted nothing more than to leave, and Loki listened to what that Loki wanted.

	“Thank you again for the very nice dinner and for including me,” he said, bowing slightly. “I’m sure I’ll see all of you soon.”

	“You better,” Jimmy said. “I’ve been worried about you, and I want to know what’s going on. If you need help with anything, you can always come to us.”

	It still bewildered Loki that a human felt that way about him, but then he’d treated Jimmy very differently than he usually treated humans. Jimmy seemed to see something good in him that Loki himself couldn’t see, and while it was touching, it was also confusing and a bit scary.

	“Of course,” he said with a smile that felt more natural.

	He stepped away from the table, had to lean down to pat the heads of both the dog and the cat, and then, finally, he could leave. He didn’t miss the way both Qebui and Nu stared at him as he walked away, but he didn’t dare look back. Eventually they’d demand an explanation, and he wasn’t sure what he’d do then. Yes, he considered them his family more than the gods who lived in Asgard had ever been, but that didn’t mean he could burden them with what was happening.

	He breathed in and out a few times once he was in the palace garden. He could have left right from the dining room, but he wanted to see this place first. For some reason, he loved it, even though it was so very different from the place where he was born. Everything here was warm, both in temperature and sights. It was a good home, but it wasn’t Loki’s.

	He put his hands on his hips and shook his head. He might not be in a relationship, and he might not know what to do with his sudden willingness to have one, but he could still have fun. He was still Loki, and he knew exactly where to go in order to prove that to himself.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Samuel put the glass containing a cocktail and a bottle of water on the bar in front of him. “Here you go,” he said. He had to raise his voice so the woman on the other side could hear him.

	She turned around, saw the drinks, and smiled. She leaned forward, pressing her breasts into the counter, possibly so that Samuel would get a better look at them. Samuel could have told her he didn’t care about boobs, but instead, he kept his focus on her face.

	“I’ve been told this club is a place where gods often visit—is it?” she asked.

	Samuel almost sighed. It wasn’t the first time someone asked him, and his answer would be the same as it always was. “I wouldn’t call them regular. They come around sometimes, though.”

	It was enough to satisfy her, and she stepped away from the bar with a smile on her face. Samuel realized that most of the people came here to get a peek of the gods, but he could have done without it. He hadn’t seen any of the gods yet, but he knew that eventually he would. The only reason he hadn’t was that he’d just started working here a few weeks ago, but his boss had been clear when he’d told him how to behave if a god ever came around. Samuel was to give them whatever they wanted, when they wanted, and to put them before any human customer they had. That bothered Samuel, but considering his boss was the one signing his paychecks, he’d have to obey when the time came.

	He just hoped it wouldn’t be anytime soon.

	Of course, he was wrong. About half an hour later, there was a commotion near the entrance. It got the attention of Samuel and the other two bartenders who worked behind the counter, and Samuel held his breath, wondering if a fight had broken out. It wouldn’t be the first nor the last, but he was relieved to see that tonight that wasn’t the case, at least until he realized what had happened.

	A tall man strode into the club.

	Samuel didn’t have to ask who it was. He was very much aware of Loki, and he was pretty sure everyone in the club was. All gazes were instantly on the god, even Samuel’s, no matter how little he liked it. He felt as if he couldn’t look away, but it wasn’t just because Loki was a god and his power almost crackled on his skin.

	Loki was gorgeous. Samuel had seen pictures, but that hadn’t prepared him for the real thing. As Loki strode toward the bar, he couldn’t look away. The god was as tall as Samuel, but where Samuel was broad and muscled, Loki was thin, almost as if a strong gust of wind would be enough to send him to the ground. His long black hair hung around his face, and his dark eyes sparkled as he leaned against the counter. His skin was much lighter than Samuel’s, even though Samuel was blond with blue eyes. He tanned easily, but Loki looked like he hadn’t spent one day in the sun.

	Samuel cleared his throat and straightened his back. He plastered a smile on his face, berated himself for thinking about Loki that way, and leaned forward.

	“Can I get you anything?”

	Loki cocked his head as he stared. “You’re new,” he said.

	It wasn’t a question, but Samuel nodded anyway. “I am. So? Can I get you anything?”

	“I’ll get your usual,” one of Samuel’s colleagues said.

	He turned to glare at her, but she wasn’t looking at him anymore. She’d already turned to grab whatever Loki’s usual was.

	Samuel supposed that meant he wouldn’t have to worry about the god, so he turned to move on to other customers. The god was in good hands, which meant Samuel was free to continue doing his job. He served drinks for several more people, and all of them kept staring at Loki, who was now holding a glass of something dark and sipping on it as he stared at Samuel. He wasn’t even trying to hide it, for fuck’s sake.

	What did he expect Samuel to do? Fall all over himself so he could get Loki whatever he was drinking? Well, if that was what the god had expected, he had to be sorely disappointed. Samuel didn’t lick anyone’s boots, not even Loki’s.

	But it would probably be a good idea not to be too antagonizing. His boss had been clear when he’d told him what to do in the event gods visited, and while Samuel had done everything he had to, he was on the edge of not being polite. He was relieved the other two bartenders had Loki in hand and were serving him every time he wiggled his fingers at them. Loki never tried to get Samuel to come closer, which Samuel was more than happy with.

	The problem was that no matter how hard he tried to ignore the god, part of him was hyper-focused on his presence. He kept peeking in that direction, even though he told himself he shouldn’t every time it happened. It was even more infuriating when he realized that Loki enjoyed the attention. There was a smile playing on his lips, which made him even more handsome for some reason.

	As if Loki needed that.

	The next time Samuel walked past Loki, the god leaned forward, clearly wanting Samuel’s attention. Even though Samuel wanted nothing more than to run away, he stopped and focused on the god.

	“How long have you worked here? Because I would have remembered you if I’d been since the last time I was here.”

	Samuel arched a brow. “Would you have, really?”

	He hadn’t meant to be rude, but he still realized how his tone could be taken. Thankfully, the god didn’t seem to care, or maybe he didn’t notice. He grinned at Samuel, his teeth very white in the half-darkness of the club.

	“How could I have not? You’re the most gorgeous person in the club tonight.”

	Samuel barely resisted the urge to roll his eyes. “That’s bullshit.”

	Loki seemed delighted that instead of saying thank you, Samuel was contradicting against him. “Is it? Can you find one person who is more beautiful than you are?”

	Samuel didn’t have to look too far. He pointed at one of the men dancing. He was a regular, and he had everyone’s attention when Loki wasn’t there. He seemed a little miffed tonight, and he kept staring at Loki, but then, so did everyone else. “Him. He’s beautiful.”

	And he was. Samuel didn’t know his name, but he’d nicknamed him Blondie in his mind. The man was as blond as Samuel, but he was shorter. That didn’t make him any less muscled, but his body was on the slimmer side, like Loki’s. He was beautiful under the club lights, and he knew it.

	“Meh,” Loki said. “I mean, don’t get me wrong, he is cute, but he’s got nothing on you.”

	Samuel wasn’t ugly. Many guys seemed to like the blond hair and blue eyes he had going on, which meant he never had to look for company when he wanted it. He wasn’t quite sure if Loki was outright lying to him or if he meant it, but either way, why was he doing this?

	Samuel shook his head. Whatever the reason behind Loki’s words, Samuel was going to stay as far away from the god as he could. Loki had a reputation of getting everything and everyone he wanted and for not being picky when it came to getting people in his bed—or in the bathroom, or against the walls. Apparently, he wasn’t picky about where he had sex, either. Samuel had heard many stories since he’d started working here, but he’d never become the protagonist of one of them.

	He forced himself to smile anyway. He had to be polite and let Loki down nicely, although he wasn’t sure that was possible. Would Loki get angry if he didn’t give him what he wanted? So far, he seemed nice enough, but there was no way to know how a god would react when they weren’t given what they wanted. The problem was that Samuel had no intention of getting involved with a god, even if it was for only one evening or half an hour. It would be too messy and complicated, and Samuel didn’t do messy and complicated.

	The problem was that Loki was staring at him as if he were a giant ice cream cone, and if there was a picture in the dictionary under the entries for messy and complicated, it had to be Loki’s.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	The bartender was barely looking at Loki, which wasn’t what Loki was used to. Usually, the bartenders fell over themselves to give him what he wanted, and the other two people behind the counter tonight weren’t any different. This one was, and Loki found he couldn’t stay away.

	He leaned over the counter, wanting to be closer. “What’s your name?”

	The man hesitated as if he didn’t want to tell Loki his name. Maybe he didn’t. He surprised Loki in a way that Loki didn’t think any human could surprise him except for Jimmy.

	Then the man looked at someone behind Loki, and he swallowed heavily. Loki turned around to find the owner of the club staring at them with his arms crossed over his chest, but before he could ask what was going on, the bartender finally answered his question.

	“My name is Samuel.”

	“Can I call you Sam?”

	Sam arched a brow. “Would you do so even if I told you no?”

	Usually, Loki would have. He didn’t care about what other people wanted, humans or gods. But for some reason, he didn’t want to displease Sam. “Just tell me what you want me to call you, and that’s what I’ll call you.”

	Sam blinked as if he didn’t understand what Loki was saying. “Sam is fine,” he finally said with a grunt.

	Loki beamed at him. “Good. I’m Loki.”

	“I’m pretty sure everyone here knows it. I certainly do.”

	“But we’ve never met before.”

	Sam looked at Loki as if he were stupid, which wasn’t something that happened often. Most normal people, especially humans, were terrified that Loki would smite them. He had the power to do that, but he didn’t usually kill without a good reason, and glaring at him wasn’t one.

	“Is there anyone here who doesn’t know who you are, even people you’ve never met?” Sam asked.

	It sounded like a rhetorical question, but Loki still felt the need to answer. “How am I supposed to know if people know me? I certainly don’t know any of them.”

	“You’re a god. You don’t have to know any of them, but they have to know you.”

	“That doesn’t seem right. No one has to know me.”

	Sam rolled his eyes. “Fine. They don’t have to know you, but it’s better for them if they do. They wouldn’t want to disrespect a powerful god like you.”

	Loki couldn’t stop smiling. He didn’t usually enjoy banter with humans, but Sam was different. He wasn’t fawning over Loki and rushing over to give him everything he wanted. If anything, he seemed annoyed by the attention Loki was giving him, which made Loki want to do it even more.

	Sam wasn’t the first human who acted as if Loki wasn’t anything special, but he was one of the few who’d gotten Loki’s attention. Usually, it was an act, but he could tell that in Sam’s case, it wasn’t. He didn’t care who Loki was, and if Loki was reading him right, he wished Loki would stop talking to him. Loki suspected that if the club owner hadn’t been staring at them, Sam would have told him to fuck off and gone back to work. Instead, he was forced to talk to Loki and give him what he wanted, and for the first time, Loki had a problem with it.

	He frowned. He wanted to talk to Sam, but he didn’t want Sam to feel forced to do so. Why didn’t he want to talk to Loki, though? He might not be in awe of Loki the way most humans were, but he seemed to be especially opposed to having anything to do with him, which Loki didn’t understand. It made him want to ask, poke and prod until Sam gave him the time of day and told him what was going on.

	“Do you need anything?” Sam asked.

	It was tempting to say that he did just to keep Sam here, but instead, Loki shook his head. “I’m fine, thank you.”

	“You said thank you.”

	“Well, I’m polite.”

	Sam snorted. “Somehow, I don’t think this is normal behavior for you. But I have work to do, so unless you want anything else from me, I’ll get back to it.”

	Loki waved for him to go. He stayed right where he was as Sam retreated. He couldn’t look away from Sam, but he wondered what had grabbed his attention. Sam was different from Jimmy, and not just physically. Jimmy hadn’t fallen all over himself to give Loki what he wanted, but he’d been in awe when they’d first met. That had quickly faded to friendship, and now Loki counted Jimmy as one of his closest friends.

	On the other hand, Sam was clearly bothered by Loki’s presence. Loki suspected that if Sam had things his way, he’d be kicked out of the club and ordered never to come back. No one would do that, and Sam didn’t have a say in it, but it made Loki want to stick around even more. He liked doing what people didn’t want him to do, after all, it was one of the reasons he was known as the god of mischief.

	He grinned and took one last sip of his drink. Being a god of mischief wasn’t a thing, but he couldn’t deny he was a trickster. He didn’t want to trick Sam, but he wanted Sam’s focus on him much more than he should. He put the glass down, then hopped off the stool and headed toward the dance floor. He loved dancing, and tonight would be even better because he could feel Sam’s gaze on him as he moved.

	Loki placed himself in the middle of the dance floor, making sure to be in sight of the bar. He didn’t look at Sam initially and instead focused on getting into the rhythm. After a moment, he almost forgot about everything and everyone around him and lost himself in the music.

	When he was dancing, he didn’t have to think about the people around him. He could feel hands on his body, some hesitant, some more sure as they touched him, but he didn’t care. It was nothing out of the usual, and the people touching him didn’t matter.

	He did slap a hand that was headed toward his dick, and thankfully, he didn’t have to do it again. Still, maybe ignoring the people dancing with him wasn’t the best idea.

	He opened his eyes, and his gaze collided with Sam’s. Sam looked away quickly, but Loki had seen him now. He’d been staring, and the thought made Loki grin wickedly.

	Even though Sam was trying hard to hide it, Loki had his attention.

	Loki decided to experiment. He continued to dance, first mostly on his own, then with others. Every time he peered at Sam, the bartender was staring at him. He seemed torn, possibly between being jealous of the people dancing with Loki and not wanting to be jealous. Loki hadn’t understood jealousy until recently, but now, he recognized it on Sam’s face. It didn’t matter that Sam quickly tried to wipe it away. Loki had seen it, and he knew Sam wanted him.

	And he wanted Sam.

	None of the people dancing around him were as good as Sam. Loki knew himself, and he realized that obsessing over one person, especially a human, could become problematic. That wasn’t going to stop him, but it did make him slow down.

	Even though he wanted nothing more than to head to the bar, grab Sam, and drag him toward the bathroom, he could tell Sam would tell him to fuck off if he did that. No, if Loki wanted Sam, he’d have to be smarter and much slower than he usually was. Normally, that would have annoyed him, but he found himself smiling.

	Even though the bartender didn’t know it yet, Sam would be his. Loki didn’t know how long it would take, but it didn’t matter. He was immortal, and he always got what he wanted.
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