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Dedication

As this is my first book for 2021, I want to
wish all my lovely readers a Happy New Year, even if it is a bit
late. Thank you all so much for being so amazing and showing me how
much you care.

To Jon, my newest editor – keep pulling me
up on those pesky details I miss – you are doing an awesome job,
thank you.

To Carla and Kathy – you guys are so amazing
– the way you polish my prose always makes me smile, thank you.

To Phil – you should be writing but thank
you for helping me with Odin even though you told me time and time
again Norse gods weren’t your thing.

I won’t lie – I miss hugging people, but I
am getting better at this cyber hugging business, so consider this
book my hug to you.












Author’s Note






I say this at the beginning of every God’s
series book – I am not a scholar and these stories are fictional. I
do my best to weave my ideas through the known “facts” about my
gods, and I’ve done that with Odin in this book. I do hope you
enjoy it, because Odin turned out to be one of my favorite ancient
gods.

Hug the ones you love,

Lisa xx







Chapter One






“That sexy silver fox with the eye patch is
here again, insisting he be seated in your section.”

Evan Parker barely glanced up as Duncan
sashayed past him. He was busy double checking his order for table
fourteen. He might be working for his aunt, but he took his job
very seriously. Two double mac and cheese. One chicken salad -
hold the chicken. Three dressings. Garlic bread for three…

“It must be because of your scar, man; the
reason he’s always asking to sit in your section.” Duncan nudged
his shoulder as he put his tray down on the serving bar and grabbed
a handful of napkins. “There’s no way someone like that would go
for someone like you when they could enjoy my sparkling personality
and sexy body. The guy’s probably got a fetish. I mean he has to be
richer than Hades. Did you see his suit? Those rich types go for
looks and brains and we both know those things are in short supply
with you.”

Wondering how the pint-sized human could
possibly know how rich the lord of the underworld was, Evan double
checked his tray one last time and picked it up, bracing it on his
forearm. As he walked across the room, he ran his tongue around his
teeth, hoping the action would loosen his voice box. He rarely
spoke, but Evan liked to think he could if one of the diners had a
problem. No one can ever say I don’t try.

Fortunately, the lunchtime crowd at table
fourteen were regulars of his. They were busy staring at a laptop,
hands and arms flapping, talking over each other. One guy was so
engrossed his friend had to smack his shoulder before he sat back
enough so that Evan could put down his plate.

Table fourteen, order complete. Evan
mentally checked that off the list in his head, returning his tray
and feeling in his apron pocket for the small tablet the wait staff
at Rosie’s used for orders. Although the system had been in use for
six months now, Evan still triple checked to make sure he was on
the right screen, typing in ‘11’ in the box for the table number.
Once he was sure he had the right number, and the right table, he
made his way across the room to where the Silver Fox, as Duncan
called him, was waiting, the menu flat on the table in front of
him. He probably doesn’t need it, seeing as he always orders the
same meal every time.

As always, when Evan approached the regular
stranger, his stomach started fluttering and his wolf paced under
his skin. With his nostrils assailed with everything from fried
foods to the perfumes so many people wore, men and women, the
stranger was an oddity – he had no scent. At all. Even Evan knew
that wasn’t normal.

The man had to be a paranormal of some kind,
but Evan didn’t know any non-human who could hide their scent, let
alone one who could lose an eye – at least that’s what he thought
the patch indicated. But the lack of scent made him edgy, his wolf
anxious, as though whatever the diner had to hide had something to
do with him in some way. Which, as his aunt had said often over the
past two weeks when he mentioned it, was him being him. “His money
is as good as anyone else’s,” she’d said when Evan first told her
about how the man didn’t smell of anything at all and how it
bothered his wolf. “So long as he doesn’t cause any trouble, he’s
welcome to eat my food.”

So, Evan kept serving him. His aunt was a
very clever woman who ran her business single-handedly. If she
wasn’t worried about the eye patch and the lack of scent, then Evan
had to put it out of his mind. Taking his place beside the table,
his stylus in one hand, his tablet in the other, Evan tilted his
head down just enough to be respectful. The man was wearing an
amazing pair of black shoes so shiny Evan could see his reflection
in them. They had two straps held with silver buckles running over
the widest part of the foot and Evan wondered if they were for
design or functionality.

The man tapped the table with his chunky
fingertips. His nails were very clean and well-shaped. Evan looked
up.

“That’s better.” The stranger’s voice was
smooth, low and had a hint of an accent. “I prefer it when you look
at me.”

Biting the inside of his lip, Evan tapped the
stylus onto the tablet before realizing his mistake. Checking the
screen, he saw table eleven now had a large order of fish and fries
– something the stranger never ordered. Frantically, he searched
for the undo icon, huffing when he finally found it and the order
disappeared.

The man was still watching him when Evan
caught his eye again. He immediately slid his glance away, so he
was looking at the man’s very straight nose.

The man sighed. “You don’t say much, do
you?”

I can’t. Evan could feel the familiar
feelings of frustration curdling his gut. He pointed at the tablet,
making sure he didn’t hit the screen this time.

“Ah, yes. The order. Are you watching my
lips, boy?”

Resisting the urge to stick out his tongue, a
childish move that would probably get him fired, or at least
lectured at, Evan dropped his eyes that little bit further. The man
had hard, perfectly formed lips that looked as though they never
smiled, framed in an immaculately trimmed beard.

“I’ll have three orders of your steak
sandwiches, two of them in a to-go box.” The man enunciated,
exaggerating the movements of his lips with every word.

Evan tapped the relevant boxes on the screen,
and then leaned forward and tapped the empty glass on the table,
tilting his head slightly, his eyebrow raised.

“Just water.”

I can do that. Evan nodded. He’d
played this game of charades with the stranger for the past two
weeks. From day one, when he first walked into the diner, Evan was
drawn to him, although he didn’t know why. He’d been terribly
flustered, taking that first order and when he tried to thank the
man for his tip, Evan’s thanks had come out as a grunt.
Embarrassed, Evan didn’t even try to speak to the stranger on
subsequent visits. He didn’t understand why the man always asked
specifically to be served by him, especially if he was looking for
conversation. Duncan was right in that respect – he was a lot
better at flirting and chatting up the customers in the hopes of
increasing his tips.

But no. The man came in every time Evan was
on shift. He’d order the same three steak sandwiches and take two
of them away, and he always left Evan a hefty tip. But today…
something about the man’s cocky attitude, his perfect unsmiling
face, and the patronizing way he called Evan ‘boy’… the way he
seemed to be almost goading Evan to talk to him…

Flicking his hair away from his neck, and
yes, showing the scar that ran across it, Evan slipped his tongue
over his lips, praying hard. “Not deaf. Not boy,” he rasped
quietly, thankful he could get his words out instead of grunting.
The man’s ice blue eye widened, a fraction, and Evan knew he’d seen
the ugliness in all its glory. That’s probably cost me another
customer, Evan thought as he turned away to get the order
filled. He wasn’t sure why he found the idea so upsetting.

/~/~/~/~/

Well, well, well. Things just got
interesting. Odin leaned back, ignoring the squeak of the vinyl
seat. Having the gift of foresight, Odin had been seeing Evan in
his visions for months. Usually, if someone attracted his
attention, Odin sent his ravens, Huginn and Muninn, or his wolves,
Geri and Freki, to check things out and to keep an eye on that
person, reporting back to him every single aspect of that person’s
life.

But Odin was also known as a canny
strategist, and he was well aware of what the beam of light that
surrounded the young wolf shifter meant for him. What he didn’t
understand was why the Fates, or Norns as he called them,
would dare to pair him with someone so ordinary. And that
question was intriguing enough for Odin to check things out for
himself.

Odin knew suppressing his scent would upset
the wolf from day one. Wolf shifters were notorious for the
importance they placed on being able to scent anything from
emotions to what a man had for breakfast. But Odin hardly wanted a
young shifter making a fool over him in public and he assumed there
was nothing wrong with Evan’s scenting ability. Evan’s clumsiness,
taking his order for the first meal should’ve been enough to send
Odin running. But one meal stretched into another – Odin collecting
clues about the young shifter and tweaking his assumptions with
every visit.

Assuming Evan was deaf, and mute was an easy
mistake to make. In the two weeks Odin had been watching him work,
he’d never seen the wolf shifter ever speak to anyone, and if
someone spoke to him, he always watched them intently but never
verbalized a reply. Evan would point, go and do something, or tap
something out on his tablet which he always seemed to have in hand,
but he didn’t talk.

I can’t believe I didn’t notice that
scar. Odin mentally added a few more clues to his profile of
the man. Admittedly, Evan was tall and slender, so he was more
inclined to drop his chin when listening to his customers, which
would have hidden the bulk of the mess around his neck. The
ridiculously silky long dark hair which was always falling around
Evan’s shoulders hid the rest. It’s surprising no one’s
complained about that hair, given the possibility of it getting in
a person’s food.

But Odin hadn’t only been watching Evan. He’d
noticed that anyone who sat in Evan’s section seemed to know the
boy, or his aunt who Odin often heard mentioned. None of the diners
in Evan’s section seemed to expect him to speak and didn’t try and
engage him in conversation.

They talked to him, and Odin admitted to
himself he liked it when Evan’s face would light up when he smiled
in that shy manner of his. The smile gave the boy a rather stunning
glow. But new people, and Odin was getting to recognize the regular
customers now, were usually directed to another section to be
served on by someone else. The only reason Odin got to sit in
Evan’s section at all was by sheer fluke. He’d picked a busy day to
arrive, in the hopes of being able to observe the object of his
interest with the privacy that comes from being alone in a crowd.
Evan’s section had the only table free, so Odin got closer than he
thought he would to the young shifter, and from then on, he kept
coming back.

Lost in his thoughts, Odin almost jumped when
Evan started putting his food down on the table. Almost, because
Odin was the Father of All and it took a lot to surprise him. But
instead of just putting the food down on the table and leaving,
Evan placed the food perfectly and then held out his tablet, his
manner hesitant. Odin frowned. “I need to sign something?”

Evan shook his head and Odin noticed he had a
wealth of worry in his eyes. He waggled the tablet again and this
time Odin took it, taking care not to touch Evan’s fingers. He had
no idea how effective his glamor would be under his mate’s
touch.

It was a note, and it was clear from the
first sentence, it wasn’t written by Evan.

Dear Sir,

The management has been informed that your
server was overly forward with you while taking your order and
disclosed with you elements of his personal afflictions which
should have been kept private and covered as determined by Evan’s
employment contract.

Here at Rosie’s, we believe in giving
everyone a chance to make something of themselves. However, we are
also sensitive to our customer’s needs, and appreciate that Evan’s
scars make many people uncomfortable which would impact their
positive dining experience. It’s for this reason Evan’s employment
contract expressly specifies that he must keep his disfigurement
covered at all times when dealing with our valued clientele.

You have our sincerest apologies, and it is
our fondest hope that you won’t let this one action sour your
appreciation of our fine food and warm hospitality. We will ensure
that on your next and subsequent visits that you will be served by
someone else.

Regards…

Of all the no-good poxy
discriminatory… Odin looked up. Evan’s cheeks were flaming red,
his hands fisting nervously by his side. Glancing across the room,
Odin could see the other server, Duncan, who was sharing smirks
with another young waitress over by the kitchen hatch. There was
another woman, an older lady peering at him from the kitchen side
of the hatch, trying not to be seen.

Informed. Odin was disgusted. Duncan
was responsible for that – his delight at Evan’s discomfort was
written all over his face.

Afflictions. Odin tapped the screen.
“They refer to your scar as an affliction and disfigurement that
makes customers uncomfortable.”

Evan nodded; his eyes miserable.

“In my culture, such marks are deemed a badge
of honor, worn by those who survive.” Odin shook his head. “How do
I reply to this… this… insulting garbage?”

The question was evident on Evan’s face. Odin
wondered if the young wolf realized how expressive two dark brown
eyes, a nicely proportioned nose and a full lush mouth could be.
A mouth that would look perfect stretched around my thick
cock.

“I want to send an aptly worded reply,” Odin
explained curtly, resisting the urge to squirm in an effort to
release the tension in his well-fitting suit pants. “If I cross
this room to discuss the matter with the author of this note, which
is what I’m inclined to do, things won’t be pleasant. That slutty
server is likely to find himself out of a job for a start, and the
management of this establishment will find themselves broke and
homeless battling the lawsuit I will raise regarding the
discrimination this workplace is showing against you.”

“No, please.” At least, that is what Odin
thought Evan was trying to say. But the young wolf’s hands were at
his throat and while it was working and so was his mouth, all that
was coming out was garbled grunts. Evan’s frustration with himself
was evident and that stirred something in Odin he’d never felt
before - protectiveness.

To hell with hiding. The boy already knows
I’m not human. Odin waved his hand over the small screen,
changing the words to fit his message before handing it back to
Evan. “I won’t be served by anyone else,” he said firmly. “This
message states that quite clearly. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’d
like to eat before my meal is cold.” And I need you to move away
from me before my hormones take control and I whisk you out of here
and raze this pathetic human establishment to the ground.

Something of his intentions must’ve shown on
Odin’s face, because Evan fled, tablet in hand, back to the
kitchen, his face still red and his eyes full of tears. Odin found
that far more unsettling than the sight of ugly scars.







Chapter Two






Why did he do that… why did he try and
protect me? It was many hours later and Evan was finally home,
in the small apartment he rented above his aunt’s garage. It’d been
a long and anxiety-inducing afternoon, with Duncan snipping at him
every five minutes and his aunt’s disapproving glare burning into
his back every time he left the kitchen. Evan was only glad she
saved the lecturing until the rest of the staff had gone home.

People don’t need to see that ugly sight
with their meal… You’re lucky I let you work with customers at all…
You’re stirring trouble with the other servers… I can’t show any
favoritism…

Of course, Evan didn’t say anything during
the tirade, and his aunt didn’t expect him to. A kind-hearted woman
with a mop of red hair brighter than fireworks, she’d taken Evan in
when his family and pack had disowned him, nursing him back to
health as best she could, seeing as doctors weren’t an option for
him. Although Rosie wasn’t a wolf shifter, she was part of a local
witch coven, with enough magical skills to be respected by her
peers. Evan had always believed that if it hadn’t been for his
aunt, he would’ve died from his injuries.

And she had been good to him; Evan knew he
had a lot to be grateful for. But since that fateful night when he
lost his home, his parents, and his pack, no one had ever protected
him from anything. Rosie saw to it he was fed, and that he had a
roof over his head. She taught him all he needed to know about his
job, and how to do basic things like drive a car, cook for himself
and pay his bills. But she hated the sight of what had been done to
him, and even tried to implement scarves into the uniform at one
point so his scars couldn’t be seen. Rather than protect him from
the scorn of others, she’d insisted time and time again, it was up
to him to stand up for himself.

And yet this stranger was angry with her
because of me. Why?

Reaching into his pocket, Evan pulled out a
printed copy of the response his customer had given to management –
his aunt, in other words. The words were very formal and legal;
half of them Evan didn’t understand. But the message was very
clear. The stranger insisted that if Evan wasn’t able to serve him
when he came in for his meal, then the stranger would leave. For
some reason, Rosie had been really upset about that, although Evan
was confused about that too. The diner had lots of customers, so
one wouldn’t be missed. But no, his aunt was so upset, she even
snapped at her favorite, Duncan, after he kept whining at how Evan
got all the good tipping clients because he was disfigured.

Maybe there was something else I missed in
the message. Evan glanced over at his old laptop – he could
google the meanings of the words he didn’t understand, which might
help. Evan’s head ached just thinking about wading through websites
and words he didn’t understand. Being around people all day was
difficult enough for Evan, although he appreciated making his own
money and feeling useful. A headache was threatening behind his
eyes, and Evan put the note carefully on his coffee table. It was
Friday night and Evan had somewhere else to be.

Changing out of his uniform - white polo
shirt and black dress pants - Evan folded them carefully and placed
them in the empty laundry basket. He would do his laundry when he
got home. Pulling out a pair of comfortable sweatpants, Evan
slipped them on, before stuffing his feet into his sandals. His
hair still stunk of fried foods, but he tied it back. He had the
weekend off, and he would have plenty of time to shower when he got
home.

Grabbing the first t-shirt that was in his
drawer and tugging that on, Evan automatically stopped at the list
he had by the front door – the one to remind him of the things he
needed to have when he left the house. Keys. Wallet. Phone. Holding
up all three items, Evan confirmed to himself he had them before
running out the door. Another sign on the end of the porch, just
before the stairs, reminded him to check that he’d locked his door.
Good thing that was there. Evan hadn’t even closed it. It
was like his wolf knew what day of the week it was as well and was
keen to stretch his legs.

In the car, Evan followed his regular
routine. Start the engine. Check the gas levels. Make sure there
were no lights flashing on the dashboard. Then he pulled his phone
out of his pocket and texted his aunt – heading to the forest.
Will text when I get home. His wolf didn’t wear a watch, and
with no alpha, he didn’t have to answer to anyone. But in the early
days of living with his aunt, one evening the wolf had lost
complete track of time, meaning Evan was out all night. His aunt
panicked about it, not realizing he’d gone for a run. Evan learned
how important it was to let someone know where he was going from
then on.

Taking a moment to close his eyes, Evan
mentally ticked off everything on his going out list. Once he was
confident he hadn’t forgotten anything, he put the car in gear and
eased out of the driveway.

There wasn’t a lot of traffic in the small
town of Shortland, especially in the evening when most people were
at home with their families. Evan tried not to get distracted. His
neighbors had their lights on when the sun set, like normal people
did. But they often left their curtains open making it possible for
anyone driving along to see into their homes. Evan was always
fascinated by glimpses of human lives he could see – families
sharing meals, parents playing with their children - but his need
to run helped him focus on the road. It was easier to do when the
houses fell away, and tall dark trees started to thicken along the
road. Ten minutes later, he was pulling up a dirt track, his car
bumping along the potholes until he reached the parking area.

Stepping out of the car, Evan shook out his
arms and let out a long breath. It was the same every time.
Surrounded by trees, and the sounds of the creatures running around
the forest – it was the only time Evan could truly relax. His
shoulders felt lighter, and the headache that had been threatening
at his apartment disappeared. Here there were no expectations he
was expected to follow. No people with disappointed faces. No one
trying to get him to talk to them. Evan gave a momentary thought to
the protective stranger and then dismissed him from his mind as
well. His wolf was ready, alert and eager under his skin. All he
had to do was strip off his clothes and hide his car keys. In less
than five minutes, a long-legged rangy gray wolf disappeared into
the trees.

/~/~/~/~/

You want us to play with that wolf? Play
with him?

Invisible to the naked eye, Odin glanced down
at his faithful companions. Geri and Freki were easily three times
the size of the wolf Evan shifted into, their coats thick and long,
better suited to European winters.

“I’ve always thought a solitary wolf looks
lonely. Unnatural.” Odin kept his voice low although his glamor
meant Evan couldn’t see, hear, or scent him unless he dropped it.
“I’m interested – curious to see how he interacts with others of
his kind.”

We’re hardly his kind, Freki huffed,
shaking out his coat. He’s likely to shit himself if he sees
us.

“Language!” Odin scowled. He could cuss with
the best of them, but he wouldn’t allow trash talk from his
companions.

Longevity and familiarity bred contempt, even
among loyal wolves. A thousand pardons, my lord. Freki bowed
low. What I meant to say was the young wolf shifter is likely to
defecate all over himself when faced with much larger examples of
his own kind.

“I’m not so sure. Satisfy my curiosity.” Odin
tapped his chin with his index finger. “Natural wolves are
creatures of instinct – they fight or run when faced with an
unusual situation, especially when they’re on their own. Obviously,
they stay and fight to protect their young or food, but single
wolves only have themselves to protect.”

Now I’m confused. Freki tilted his
head. He’s a shifter, not a natural wolf. You said you wanted us
to play with him. Wagging tails, bouncing around – play. Why would
he want to fight or run away?

“He might not. That’s what I mean. I’m
curious. I want to know how he’ll react when he sees you two -
being playful.”

His companions didn’t get it; Odin knew that.
Truth be told, the whole experiment would be a waste of time. But
there was something compelling about Evan – Odin couldn’t stop
thinking about him, although he tried.

And that puzzle, set by the Norns,
Odin had no idea why they believed someone like Evan was meant for
him. It wasn’t like Odin had a caring bone in his body. He’d heard
Thor and Loki both complain bitterly about the way they’d been
raised, and Baldr hadn’t spoken to him in centuries – and he was
the good son. There had to be something special about Evan beyond
his stunning hair and shy, yet perfectly formed features and Odin
was determined to find out what it was. “Just go,” he said, waving
his hands. “Go and play – have some fun with the little shifter.”
It really wasn’t fair that Evan had no one to play with.

Giving their best approximation of a shrug,
his two unnaturally big wolves slipped through Odin’s wards and
headed out into the forest.







Chapter Three


Most people would assume a forest at night
was dark and forbidding, or completely devoid of life. But Evan
loved it when the sun had fully set and there was no one else
around. There was so much going on. Rabbits hopping around sniffing
for the best bits of new growth, the whomp of the owls’ wings as
they glided through the trees looking for their next meal. Evan
even thought hedgehogs were cute as they scrabbled through the
leafy undergrowth, although he was careful not to get his nose too
close to any of them.

It wasn’t as though Evan was hungry – he’d
never harmed another being in his life. He simply liked being part
of an almost secret society, or that was how Evan saw it. His wolf
enjoyed tracking, finding different and unusual scents, weaving his
way through the trees and avidly sniffing the patches of
undergrowth. On this particular night, the moon was a small sliver
in the clear night sky, but there was nothing wrong with Evan’s
night vision.

Occasionally, Evan would pick up traces of
humans – although he purposefully stayed away from the main trails.
His aunt had warned him repeatedly about hunters and had showed
Evan pictures of people with guns and their trophies. The whole
idea of anyone killing a creature, just to mount their skull on the
wall sickened Evan’s stomach and he’d missed two weeks’ worth of
runs after his aunt had finished her lecture.

That had been a few years before, but some
lessons Evan never forgot. For now, he was happy, running around on
four legs, his tail wagging madly, his ears twitching; one part of
the teeming night life of the forest, even as he ran alone.

He’d stopped for a drink of water from a
creek he’d found, when Evan froze. His keen ears had picked up the
faint sound of panting coming through the forest. Whatever it was,
it was big – far bigger than any of the normal wildlife that
enjoyed nights in the forest. Confused, Evan wasn’t sure what to do
– there were no other wolves around. Covens weren’t keen on living
near wolf packs and Evan had never heard of any bears or cougars
living in the area. But the panting got louder. Whatever was coming
was heading straight for him.

Hide. Hide. Evan looked left and
right, but there was nothing big enough for him to hide under or
in. He’d gone deeper into the forest than he’d realized and with
the trees so close together, the undergrowth was sparse. His legs
trembling, Evan scooted behind a wide tree, only his nose peeking
out, as he peered round the trunk, trying to see what was
coming.

As the noise got closer, Evan realized he
should have made more of an effort to hide. There wasn’t one
something running towards him, there were two. The panting sounds
were distinct now and there was a trace of musk in the air that
Evan knew only too well. Wolves! Evan whimpered, trying to
shrink in on himself, making himself smaller. But he instinctively
knew he was wasting his time. Wolves, natural or shifter, were born
trackers with amazing abilities to scent their prey. He started to
panic.

I’ve got to get to my aunt’s. Evan’s
breath sped up. There’s not meant to be wolves here. She…
She… Evan’s blood froze in his veins as he heard a distinct
howl. He knew that tone. The hunt. They’re hunting me. Oh, my
gods… I’ve got to…

But that was the problem. Evan couldn’t
think, he didn’t know what to do. He knew he shouldn’t run –
running would just make things worse. His feet started moving
anyway, his eyes blinded by panic. If he had any sense, he’d be
heading back to where his car was parked, but Evan’s mind was
filled with thoughts of the last time he’d been noticed by wolves.
He heard a snarl, real or imagined he didn’t know, but in his head
the wolves were right behind him.

Don’t look back… don’t look… Evan
glanced over his shoulder; he couldn’t help himself. It was wolves.
Huge unnatural wolves who were running at him. Mouths wide, teeth
gleaming in the partial moonlight, drool running down their jaws.
Brilliant eyes like gems latched onto him and





















cover.jpg
Oliver





