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      Blurb

      

      She's in trouble now. Thor has three divine personalities, and he'll use each and every one to punish her.

      Oh, and save her.

      The forces that hunt her only grow stronger. If Thor can't find a way to keep her from them, then the end of the gods will finally arrive. And he'll lose everything, from his throne, to his hammer, to his heart.

      ...

      Trapped by Thor follows a hidden goddess and an irritating, bearded hero fighting through myth for the truth - and ultimately, each other. If you love your contemporary fantasies with action, heart, and a splash of romance, grab Trapped by Thor Book Two today and soar free with an Odette C. Bell series.
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    Chapter 1

    As soon as Thor signed those contracts, I knew that trouble was in my lap. It wasn’t the way he looked at me with the most mischievous smile. It was his general atmosphere. It wasn’t one particular detail that seemed to lead to my conclusion, but all of them at once.

    Oh, I shouldn’t have thought that, I realized as I put a hand up to my forehead as pain snaked through it.

    Thor took the time out from silently grinning manically to glance over at me. If he was worried, I couldn’t tell through the pain. “You know,” he said in a conversational tone, “The more you think like that, the more it will hurt.” He crossed his arms and stared down at me.

    There wasn’t an “Oh, you look like you’re in pain. Are you alright?” or a “Hey, Details, are you okay? Can I get you a glass of water/ambrosia?” Nope, he just pointed out something useless and in a detached tone.

    He walked up to me, clapped a hand on my shoulder, and patted it gruffly (and a gruff pat from Thor was about as rough as it sounded). I shook from the weight.

    “Alright, Details, this paperwork is done. It’s time to go grab your file,” he said with another smile. He was prepared, apparently, to ignore the fact I was in pain right now because it wasn’t convenient.

    I took a sharp sniff. “Thank you so much for your kindness,” I snapped, unable to hold the vitriol in.

    “Oh, that’s fine, Details. I’m the friendly giant of the Nordic gods, you know.” He took a rattling sniff. “Let’s go. Where do you keep the files, anyway?”

    The pain was abating because I was absorbed in hating Thor. I kept my lips tightly pressed closed, not wanting to tell Thor where they were in case he went in there and sorted through all the files on every goddess rating them for hotness before collecting all the contact details and addresses he could carry.

    Thor marched from my office. You didn’t need directions when you had a hammer and an idiotic brain to guide you. Or, more likely, he had already been there before and was only asking me out of a misplaced attempt to annoy me.

    I followed several steps behind him, sneering at his back.

    “What we need, Details, is to look at your file.” Thor was obviously thinking as he walked, as his words were a lot slower than usual. For a god that sometimes – as if in a flash of lightning – had unfathomable wisdom, he spent most of his time with the intelligence of a gnat. “If needs be – as I’m sure it won’t contain all the information we are looking for – we will have to make a call to the ol’ gal.”

    I didn’t stop to ask which ol’ gal Thor was referring to. It could be any number of people from mysterious mother goddesses to a great whopping cow in a paddock somewhere.

    Thor led me, without apparent knowledge of where he was going, right to the file room of the Integration Office. He must already have known where it was, that or he was just that good at guessing. Considering he was the god of victory, I imagined his luck on the battlefield might extend to general winning-vibes when it came to orienteering, too.

    It was called the Archive Room and was right in the middle of the building. Apart from the room that held the sacred contracts binding gods to the rules of the Integration Office, the Archive Room was the most important place in this entire building. It contained the complete and detailed legends of every single god registered with the Integration Office. Without a doubt, it had all the files pertaining to every single person wanting to kidnap me. My attackers, and their historical motives, would be contained in these files… somewhere.

    The room itself wasn’t like a classical Archive Office like you might find on Earth. There weren’t shelves upon shelves with neatly stacked files or boxes. There weren’t packing crates. There wasn’t any dust. What there was, however, were pictures. Hundreds of thousands of them. The legends of the gods were portrayed in each and every one of them. Glorious paintings the likes of which humans would never see, and yet, if they glimpsed them, they could never forget. For the detail, color, vibrancy, and form of each picture gave it a life that ordinary human art or photography couldn’t manage. Staring into any one of the gloriously framed pictures that were hung up on every space around the walls would tell you everything you needed to know about the god it depicted.

    The room itself was endless, literally. Standing at the mouth of it, you couldn’t see the far wall because there wasn’t one. It had a clean, pearl-white marble floor (Thor wasn’t kidding when he’d said that gods like their marble), and large, carved pillars kept the domed ceiling aloft. On the walls were the paintings of the gods.

    It was breathtaking (if I had any breath to take). It was also the kind of place where a goddess like me could get lost for life.

    Even if my true power and mythology lay elsewhere, I could still feel myself being drawn toward the innumerable paintings with their infinite details and characters.

    I let my eyes flutter closed, allowing the scene to move over me like a pleasant, welcoming trickle of water. I felt like I stood under a gentle waterfall in full glorious sunshine. This place caressed and invigorated my senses.

    I allowed my eyes to open again, and I caught Thor staring at me. He had a far more thoughtful look on his face than he usually did, but what he was thinking, I didn’t know.

    He shifted his gaze back to the paintings around us as if the great god of beer and jerkiness cared that I’d sprung him staring at me.

    “Right,” he boomed, though his voice didn’t echo as far as it should. Instead, it swelled around the two of us.

    “Where are you, Details?” He cocked his head to the side and stared at me.

    “I’m here,” I answered curtly. I knew, however, that wasn’t the answer he was looking for.

    He remained deadpan for several long seconds, then burst into laughter. “Your attempts at humor are worse than your attempts to protect yourself from sea monsters.”

    I walked off ahead, leaving before he could finish his guttural whoops of laughter.

    If I didn’t feed the inferno, I reasoned, then it would burn itself out.

    As I walked, I tried not to glance too much at the universe around me – and it was a universe. It was infinite. The room itself was not all there was. The paintings – all of them – held their own universe of infinite details, too. It was a beautiful, life-giving, infinite act of recursion.

    I took several more steeling but unnecessary breaths.

    Each painting with their gilded frames had been painted by the hand of the greatest master imaginable.

    Walking into this room, seeing what I saw, being where I was… it was impossible that I could be anything but the goddess of details. Thor was mistaken. He was playing a joke on me. I could feel myself being empowered by this place.

    I almost – in my pure moment of reverie – ignored Thor. But he clamped a hand down on my shoulder and stopped me in place with the weight of a thousand mountains. I ground to a halt and gave a splutter of surprise.

    “Details,” his voice had dropped low, “Do not allow yourself to be overcome by this place. You are not in control of your powers; they appear to be in control of you.”

    I gave another splutter at the shock of being pulled from my divine wonder. Then my shock turned to anger. I felt the pang of being tugged away from reveling in my powers.

    He could see the anger flashing across my face because he raised an eyebrow. “Whatever you are thinking, I suggest you stop. Combat in these hallowed halls would be glorious, but unwise.”

    “I’m not going to fight you, you big brute,” I snapped, tone harsh. I shrugged his hand off my shoulder.

    “Details,” he put his hand right back on my shoulder, anchoring me to the spot again, “You must not lose your head. We have important—”

    “Shut up, Thor,” I snapped at him, glaring up at his face. “When it is convenient for you to act, then you want to act. When it’s convenient for you to laze about and do nothing at all, then that’s what you do. When – and only when – you want to share information with me, then you do. It’s all about you,” I summarized, my lip kinking up and to the side in a sneer. “You control this situation every freaking step of the way. Except you are not very bloody good at it. You want to control me as—”

    “Control you?” Thor appeared to take several seconds to mull that one over, then he leaned down, eyes not all that far from my own. “Details, if I wanted to control you, I would.” He let that gem hang there for a while until my stomach gave an almighty kick. “But I don’t,” he straightened up, “I want to find out who you are.” He pulled his hand from my shoulder.

    Here we go again – dramatic, gravitas-filled, important, universally-wise Thor had appeared on the scene. He had his usual effect: I could feel the importance and truth of Thor’s words grappling with the anger that had moments before rippled through me.

    Though his words won the fight, I still didn’t let them win completely. I tucked my anger into my pocket knowing I’d need it in oh, around twenty seconds when Thor would snap to being the uncaring ass he was for 90% of the time.

    He held my gaze like a man holding the only torch in an infinity of darkness: I had no hope but to notice him and him alone.

    Then he dropped it, but this time he didn’t drop the act with it. He didn’t snap back on himself with a crappy one-liner; he just held all that authority as he walked along, pointing before him with a clear indication it was time to get back to work.

    I was quietened, humbled, but still annoyed on the inside.

    I’d get him one of these days.

    We walked down the ever-lasting corridor, our footfall the only sound as it echoed out to eternity. I tried hard not to look at the paintings around me – I didn’t want to be drawn into them again only to have Thor uppercut me in an attempt to keep me focused.

    “Details,” he said, though his voice still had the endless note it had had before (said, therefore, being hardly an appropriate verb to describe it). “Where is your painting?”

    I sliced my eyes to the side – glancing this way and that to gain a bearing of where I was, whilst still trying not to be overcome by the detailed paintings at the same time.

    Considering who I was and how I gained power, it wasn’t all that much of a surprise that I didn’t come down to the Archive Office too often. Once I had accidentally spent a full week down here wandering around in a daze when I’d only come down to check the details on a small-time pine-tree goddess. Barney, the cleaning god, had found me in a right state staring at one of the paintings and had dragged me away. That was when I’d first come to work for the Integration Office, but I was far more controlled now (or so I thought). If I came down here these days (and I tried to avoid it on account of not wanting to get divinely side-tracked), I went in and out without looking at anything else. I’d memorize where the painting was that I wanted to find – I’d march there with blinkers on, then march the hell out.

    I was meandering with Thor (though meander was an inappropriate word to use for a man who had a stride of about a meter). Thor didn’t know where we were going, and now I’d come to mention it, neither did I.

    I’d become sidetracked again, hadn’t I? At first, it had been my anger at Thor making me grant him three visas, then it had been the details of the paintings, and now it was bloody Thor again. With all that had happened to me over the past several days, I hadn’t come into this room with the correct precautions in place.

    “Details,” he turned on his heel, Mjolnir banging against his leg with a light, but terribly endless ring. “Where is your painting? I thought I would be able to find it,” a look of confusion crossed over his face, “I cannot.”

    Did that mean he’d lost? There was actually something in this universe the god of victory could fail at?

    “Details, you must pay attention,” he flapped a hand at my face, “You are allowing both the details of the room and the details of your thoughts,” he tapped two fingers to his temple, “To distract you. From now on, allow neither. Where is your painting?” he asked with a ringing note of finality. Mjolnir picked up the note – as if the hammer was also getting bored walking around this divine-equivalent of an art museum.

    I felt an out-of-place blush cross my cheeks – almost as if I was ashamed at how distracted I’d allowed myself to become.

    Concentrate, I told myself. Where was my painting from here? I tried to think and simultaneously not be epically put off by Thor’s thundering presence as he stared at me, waiting for my answer.

    “It’s this way,” I said, surging ahead.

    For the most part, there was no order to the way the paintings in the Archive Office were arranged – which annoyed the god of archiving, I was told. The arrangement often changed – reflecting some natural, self-organized movement of the paintings that pertained from the fact they weren’t of the ordinary canvas-and-oil variety and were instead very much divine.

    You could always find what you wanted if you held the desire in your mind long enough. Also, if you knew enough about the god or goddess you were looking for, by holding onto those facts – you could use them to guide you through the endless (and paradoxically straight) maze. That’s what I always did when I needed to find the painting of a god – I found out enough about them until I got a clear enough picture in my mind, and allowed that to guide me where I needed to go.

    Though the hall was technically endless and the paintings drew on forever, you never had to walk forever to get what you wanted. There was a fundamental truth of reality reflected in that architectural design, or so I’d been told by one of the gods of esoteric buildings.

    I let my pace draw on a little quicker. Now I had my focus back, I wanted to get this part of our task over and done with as quickly as I could. There was an eerie sensation crossing over my back and through the top of my chest – it was cold, quick, and deep.

    I drew to a halt, confident that my painting should be before me.

    That’s when Thor let a sharp, harsh whistle escape through his teeth. We were both standing before a section of wall – a section of blank wall. Right in front of my nose was a space where a painting should be. A square of white surrounded by an endless sea of framed pictures.

    “Oh,” I said, voice barely audible.

    “Damn,” Thor boomed far, far louder. “This is not good.”

    No development in my story thus far had been good – why should now be any different? I thought bitterly as I drew my arms up and around myself.

    “They have stolen a painting from the great hall of Archives,” Thor’s voice had an angry and indignant edge – at least he wasn’t directing it at me, though. His voice echoed all the way through the hall – the trapped eternity seeming to rumble and resonate with Thor’s exact note of doom.

    I reached out a hand and touched the bare space where my painting should be. It was cold. I removed my fingers at once.

    This was clearly what reality felt like when creation was taken away.

    “Officina,” Thor used my real name, and it was clear he meant business, “This will not stand,” he thundered. The paintings on the walls shook. “How dare they remove a painting from the hall—”

    “Thor,” I cut in, though quietly and through a short breath, “What do we do now? What do we do now?” I repeated, voice a touch dejected.

    “We find another way to win,” Thor supplied, almost sounding normal (though his words were anything but).

    I shrugged my shoulders and tried not to stare too much at the space on the wall where my painting should have been. In all the time I’d worked at the Integration Office, I’d never heard of a painting being stolen or going missing. This was the Integration Office – some naughty painting-theft god or illegal-art-dealing god couldn’t walk in here and reef the darn things off the wall.

    Now I was being forced to revise upwards my estimate of how much trouble I was in. I wasn’t just dealing with a trio of powerful, mostly evil gods – I was also dealing with the kind of trouble that could impress itself on the most secure of places. If Loki and his un-delectable duo of friends could make it in here to steal my painting, then they could make it in anywhere.

    Thor could see how much I was spiraling into a funk because he pulled me back from the wall (never one to ask for someone’s attention with a kind word or a delicate tug – why ask when you can grab?). “Details, quick, stare at my nose again.” He looked serious.

    At Thor’s request that I stare at his nose in this time of great, desperate need – I couldn’t help but roll my eyes. “It’s not that nice a nose,” I replied.

    He blinked so slowly it looked like a mountain growing. “Excuse me?”

    I looked away, biting my lip.

    “I will ignore that divine insult,” Thor sniffed, “Only because these dire times call for sacrifices.”

    If Thor was intending to mean that not taking the time to bash me over the head for my deliberate attempt at nose-insulting was a sacrifice, then screw him.

    “So what do we do now?” I replied, voice serious (I couldn’t help it, because nose-distractions aside, this situation was only growing further and further out of control). “If we don’t have my painting – if we can’t see my file… how do we gather clues about my past? We should concentrate on…” I paused, not wanting to suggest what I was thinking. “I don’t know – shouldn’t we concentrate on hunting down Lok- the bad guys – instead?” I stopped myself from mentioning Loki just in time.

    Thor took a moment to stare down at me with something that looked like pride in his eyes. “You are suggesting honorable battle, Details?” he sounded – if you could imagine it – like a happy clap of thunder. “You do yourself great honor. For the first time since I have met you, you suggest a plan that does not involve weakness, apathy, and general failure.”

    One of my eyebrows raised as my lips gently dropped. “You are infuriating,” I told him.

    “Incorrect, I’m Thor,” he noted with a dip of his head, “Jupiter and Zeus.” He grinned wildly. “Speaking of which, it may be time to change out of the old gold beard,” he said as he grabbed a hand to his beard and tugged it gently.

    I knew what that meant: Thor wasn’t about to shave, though I had to admit that a clean-shaven Thor would hardly be an ugly sight. Thor was going to change a lot more than his beard.

    “Who?” I asked with a deep sigh. I didn’t fancy either Jupiter or Zeus appearing in front of me. As much as I hated to admit it, I’d grown accustomed to dealing with Thor. His other two personalities would take longer to get used to (especially if I had to constantly keep thwacking Zeus with a broom to keep his eyes off the ladies and on the task at hand).

    “Details, I believe it is time we track down who is doing this to you.” He nodded sagely.

    “Who?” I repeated as I clasped my hands onto my hips, “Who are you going to change into?”

    “Ah,” he smiled, “I believe it is time for, as you might say, a holiday in the sun.” He kept grinning.

    Hardly illuminating – that could pertain to both Italy and Greece; both Jupiter and Zeus.

    I tapped my foot on the ground and stared at him. “What is the plan here? Why would they take my painting?” I asked as I glanced up at him, realizing the question was as important as what godly fashion Thor would hop into next (polo shirt or oily black suit?).

    Thor remained silent and still. Then he closed his eyes. I wondered if this was how he changed identities – and whether I would soon be treated to the sight of one god melding into another. He opened them again. “There could be countless reasons.”

    Great, no clues there. I sighed.

    “None of them pleasant,” he continued.

    I sighed again.

    “It may be to stop people from finding out who you are,” Thor – for the first time – was filling me in on much-needed information. It was obvious he knew far more about this situation than he was letting on.

    I stopped sighing.

    “It could be to find out details about your past that they require – assuming that your painting is accurate, that is.” Thor glanced down at me. He had a thoughtful look on his face and didn’t seem like such a giant oaf any more. That, or, for the first time, I was giving him credit for what he was saying.

    “What do you mean if it is accurate? How could it be a lie?” I blinked hard.

    Thor shrugged. “Ah,” he smiled, “Therein lies several secrets of reality I’m sure you are too small to understand,” he put up a finger to make his point, “The vagaries between creation, representation, and truth would – I’m sure – be too much for you, Details.”

    I curled my fingers into my palms and shot him a death stare.

    He replied with a soft snigger. “Your actions only serve to amuse me. When – and if – you are ready to follow up your threatening gaze with an attack,” he leaned in and tapped the underneath of my chin with a speed that I couldn’t track, “I’ll be ready for you,” he said in a low tone, arching an eyebrow.

    I blinked in shock, then rubbed a hand on my chin.

    Damn stupid, fast, idiotic, mean, cruel, infuriating, beer-guzzling, Nordic, bearded princess!

    He posed before me like a statue. “We must go down to Earth to track your attackers. We must find your painting – as I’m certain it holds necessary clues to your past. We must do this now, Details – you must not waste my time anymore,” he said genuinely with a quick nod. “No more getting distracted.” He wagged his finger.

    I could have bitten it off, but my chin was tingling something frightful. “Fine,” I snarled, “Where do we start, your highness?”

    Thor nodded, appearing to appreciate the title even though I’d said it with enough vehemence to melt diamonds.

    “We must go to Rome,” he said as he patted Mjolnir.

    “Why?” I crossed my arms and blinked up at him, though all I wanted to do was give my chin another jolly good rub. “So you can swan around with your shirt half-open and your chest hair struggling to get out?” I twiddled my fingers in the air.

    “Details,” Thor sounded shocked, “I will have you know that – as Jupiter – I’m dressed in an appropriately manly and powerful way, such as to depict and embody my godly strength in garb appropriate to the times. You may be right that togas are no longer the fashion,” he slammed a hand into his breastplate, and it gave a resounding ring, “But a nice, well-made suit is right for a modern god.” He nodded.

    I shook my head. The hair gel, gold chain, and gun tucked into the back of his pants were modern fashion, were they? I rolled my eyes – about the only move left open to me when in the company of this divine idiot.

    “In Rome, we will track down some colleagues of mine – they may be able to help us ascertain who else is after you.”

    At the reminder that we still didn’t know who was after me (in addition to Loki and his maladapted pals, that was), I quietened. There was still so much about this situation that was up in the air, and it was hanging there with all the anger, ferocity, and foreboding of a Seth-induced storm.

    “Dear Details, we will travel to Delphi,” he looked off into the distance, and a broad smile took to his mouth.

    I knew why he smiled. We would be going to Delphi on his yacht, I was sure of it. Thor smiled because he knew that soon he would be traveling the high seas in his high-series yacht, in his high-cut white pants with all his low-class goddess hangers-on by his side.

    Despite Thor’s admission that this was all serious stuff, I couldn’t see him taking things so carefully that he wouldn’t find the time to party. Especially not when he had the prospect of being Zeus to look forward to.

    “Details, it is time for us to leave again.” He reached over, grabbed my wrist, and started pulling me along before I had time to protest or note that look of… something in his eye.

    There was a lot about Thor/Jupiter/Zeus that I didn’t know – and more that I didn’t want to find out. Occasionally – and especially when I caught that glimpse in his gaze – I wanted to know it all.

    Thor pulled me along like I was a puppet (perhaps he’d always had a manly, god-approved doll as a child, a bear or a world-strangling serpent – and the action of dragging it behind him on his adventures was familiar to him). I, however, was no limp doll. After my protestations proved too loud for him to bear, he let me go, though with the warning that if I should fall behind, he’d have to drag me the rest of the way.

    We headed, confusingly (though, not, considering it was Thor) for the broom cupboard again. There was a set of godly-acceptable, dignified, brilliant diamond stairs that joined the Integration Office to Earth. We could use them to get to Italy in style. But Thor led me straight back to the broom cupboard we’d arrived from barely an hour ago.

    Who should be standing next to it, but Barney? The cleaning god looked at Thor, then over to me.

    Before I could tell Barney that this wasn’t what he thought it was, Thor got there first. He grabbed my wrist, gave Barney a whopping great stage wink, then cocked his head toward the door. “Are you finished in there, god of cleaning?” he said with a voice filled with drama, “Because I’m not finished here.” He winked again and pulled me into the broom cupboard.

    I had enough time to see Barney narrow his eyes and shake his head at me.

    My reputation was ruined. “Thor,” I screamed at him as the door closed.

    The anomaly engulfed us, and my protestations were engulfed by the void.

  
    Chapter 2

    The swirling vortex of the anomaly engulfed me and cut through my righteous anger. All that I could perceive was the void.

    Then there was a thump as the anomaly dumped us back in reality. I lost my footing, and thwacked into Thor with all the force a rip in space-time could spit you out with.

    Except it wasn’t Thor. The face I stared up at was, for one, lower down than usual. Secondly, it had slicked back, black hair and dark brown eyes that glittered with a terribly oily knowing.

    Jupiter.

    A grin snaked across his face as my body – unavoidably considering my fall – pressed into his. Thor was the tallest and hairiest of the god’s forms, but Jupiter was the sleekest (or slipperiest, considering all that hair gel).

    It was such a shock to go from falling into a broom-cupboard anomaly with Thor, to winding up on the other side with Jupiter.

    “You look a little,” Thor – Jupiter – brought his hand up and tapped it on my nose, “Confused,” he formed the word slowly with his slick lips.

    He winked at me.

    I instinctively closed my eyes and straightened up – pulling free from Jupiter, and not opening my eyes until I was standing on my own.

    I slowly peered back at him.

    Continuity – it was always a problem of mine. I’d never experienced it as sharply as the oak-tree-in-the-middle-of-the-road incident. Yet it still climbed my back with daggers of confusion.

    I constructed my reality out of details from the bottom up (when I didn’t want a headache, that was). Continuity was my mainstay – without it, my reality fell apart. If one set of details didn’t mesh with the next, I didn’t know where to turn.

    “Oh, baby doll,” Thor tapped my nose again, “It’s confusing, ha?” He straightened up and gave an almighty tug on the ends of his jacket, then shrugged his shoulders and stretched his neck from side-to-side. He was getting comfortable in his new form.

    He gave another shake of his shoulders then a slight sniff (though nowhere near as rattling as Thor’s usually were). “Hey, if you need to, you can go ahead and take in every detail.” He gestured toward his face and body.

    He winked again.

    He winked a lot.

    I blinked. It was the sharp change – it was the pace of it. I’d seen Jupiter before, and I’d seen Thor before. I knew that they were both the same god. I’d never experienced the shift this quickly though, and I wasn’t able to catch up.

    Though I knew Thor better, I was finding it hard not to see the Thor still present in Jupiter. I saw the suit, I saw the chest hair valiantly springing free from the top of his shirt, and I saw the golden-eagle ring on his finger. I also saw – somehow, near the edge of reason – the breastplate, the golden-beard, and Mjolnir – especially Mjolnir.

    Except none of those details were present, my rational mind tried to point out in a violent and disruptive tone.

    I closed my eyes hard and tried to bury my head in my hands.

    “Come on,” Jupiter said with a sigh, pulling my hands free. His grip was a lot softer than Thor’s, though his hands had a far wirier, sinewy strength. If it came to it, Jupiter could be just as tough on those sea monsters as old golden beard had been.

    I kept my eyes pressed closed. I couldn’t stare into his oily visage just for it to become bearded once more. During an identity crisis as divinely large as mine, I didn’t need any more fuel to feed my insanity fire.

    Jupiter sighed again, blowing a blast of air against my cheeks. Some of the tendrils that had broken free of my super-serious bun brushed against my forehead.

    “Do you need wine?” he asked, hands still around mine, presumably so I couldn’t bury my face in them again. “Or grapes? Or a feast?”

    Really…? Did he think that was how you fixed broken-reality-induced headaches?

    “Come on, it’s not that bad,” he said, his accent different to Thor’s, yet his voice somehow the same.

    I groaned again.

    “You know, Details, the more you put it off, the longer it will hurt for.”

    “The more I put what off?” I asked through a hiss of air. I wanted to bury my head in my
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