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Chapter One

Somewhere under the sea.

Bored. Poseidon,
Greek god of the sea, brother of Zeus and Hades, ruler of the
waters, earthquakes, and storms, and rightfully worshiped as a
fertility god (at least in his opinion), was bored. His bed warmer
for the evening had already gone home. Poseidon frowned as he tried
to remember the name. Bob…Job…Percy? He flicked a finger, watching the huge diamond on his
dresser quiver and shake. Will it…won’t it…damn, it didn’t fall.
Which meant Poseidon didn’t
have a reason to get out of bed and pick it up. Not that he had to.
Another flick of his finger would take care of that.

“I’m fucking bored,” he yelled at the ceiling,
his words echoing around the cavernous room. That was the problem
with being a god. It wasn’t easy to make friends. Everywhere he
went people fawned over him, usually wanting a favor or
bed-bragging rights. Poseidon sighed and plucked at his coverlet.
Even sex was getting boring; not that he’d admit that thought to a
living soul. A different face every night was fun for a while but
after a few millennia…boring.

What was it Nereus said? My bedroom should have a revolving
door? Poseidon flicked a
finger again watching as the dark oak doors that guarded his inner
sanctum changed to a circle of glass panels. “UGH. I don’t know how
people can stand those things. Revolving doors indeed. Makes my
room look like a department store.” At least, Poseidon guessed
that’s where someone would find a revolving door. It’s not as
though he’d ever been in any kind of store in his life. A quick
finger flick got rid of the offending pieces of glass.

I wonder what Zeus is doing? But no, Poseidon quickly shoved thoughts of his
brother away. If he and Zeus got together there’d be a fight. Damn
man still hadn’t forgiven him for stealing his ambrosia. He could
visit Hades, but then…Poseidon shook his head. Hades had been in a
weird mood lately. Something about Thanatos finding his mate and
bringing him to the Underworld. Poseidon wasn’t sure if Hades was
happy for the couple or not. Sometimes it didn’t pay to
ask.

This mate business is certainly keeping those old bats
busy, he mused as he lay
back on his covers, studying his reflection in the mirrored tiles
on the ceiling. That was something else he’d never say out loud.
The Fates were still cross with him for sinking Atlantis.
What are those
busybodies up to? First, there was Nereus. Poseidon was sure his son Nereus was
pulling his leg when he claimed to have not one mate but two. Now
he had one son living in a wolf pack of all places while Nereus’s
brother, Lasse, was pleading with the Fates to give him a mate
too.

Abraxas, there’s another one. Poseidon wondered if that was why he was feeling
so out of sorts. He and Abraxas, one of the Sun Horses, had shared
a long and very casual affair for almost eternity. They had two
sons; both of which had been passed into Poseidon’s care from a
young age. Mers couldn’t live in the House of the Sun; a fact that
broke Abraxas’s heart. And now they’re all playing happy families.
Maybe…. Poseidon sat up,
pushing that thought away. He did not believe in mates for gods and
definitely didn’t want one.

“I’ll go out,” he announced to the room in
general. “I’ll go and see if that delicious little pack is gathered
around Nereus’s pathetic little pool. If they’re not, I will hunt
them down. All those hot bodies. I won’t be able to touch, but
hell, it’s fun to tease.”

Without questioning his decision, he was a god,
after all, Poseidon closed his eyes. Seconds later the cavernous
room under the sea was empty. Nothing but rumpled bed sheets to
indicate he’d ever been there.



Chapter Two

It was a lovely day in Cloverleah. For once the
men weren’t training or hunting down bad guys. Kane announced a day
off at breakfast and with the sun shining, the breeze warm and the
birds singing, it was a great time to run in animal form. Diablo
stopped at the shoreline of Nereus’s lake, his big furry feet
sinking slightly in the sand. He and Griff were tracking each
other. Well, Griff wanted to spend the day in bed, but Diablo’s cat
needed a stretch and he’d suggested tag instead. Griff still hadn’t
caught him although Diablo knew he wouldn’t be far away.

Sniffing the air, making sure no one else was
around; Diablo shifted into his human form and waded into the
water. The water was still cold in the spring air and he gasped as
it lapped at his balls. Taking a deep breath, Diablo dived under
the water, heading for the island. His mate deserved a special
reward when he caught up with him; a different kind of tag. Pulling
himself up on the rocks, Diablo found a flat shelf and stretched
out. Closing his eyes, he let the sun soak into his bones. The
warmth of the sun and the smell of the salt water relaxed him.
Stroking down his chest he grabbed his cock, gently pulling,
feeling himself harden as he thought about his mate. His mate who
would find him and…

“Well, hello beautiful. Need some help with
that?”

That wasn’t Griff’s voice. Diablo’s eyes flew
open to see Poseidon leering at him. Scrambling to his feet, his
hard-on forgotten, Diablo said quickly, “No, no, I’m fine. Just
leaving.”

“Didn’t look like that to me.” Poseidon
straightened, his hands outstretched. Diablo backed up but he
didn’t have a lot of room to move. The rock he was on was high up,
with a large drop down one side. Poseidon was between him and the
rocks he’d scrambled up. He was trapped.

“Seriously, I’m good.” Diablo held up his hands,
keeping one eye on the god of the sea, the other eyeing that
drop-off. “Griff’s looking for me.”

“Aww, don’t be like that. Come on. I’ve never
got it on with the King of Cats. It will be a first.”

“Not happening. Already mated.” One final look
and Diablo shifted and jumped; his panther swam toward the
shore.

“Oh. Catch the pussy cat. I love games. If I
catch you, you have to be the bottom.” Leaping into the air,
Poseidon morphed into the graceful form of a dolphin, hitting the
water with nary a splash. Diablo picked up speed. Reaching the
shore, he didn’t bother to shake himself off, heading straight for
the trees. Poseidon shifted back to his human form on the shore.
“Come out, come out, where ever you are...”

Like hell. Diablo buried himself in the undergrowth. He wasn’t moving
until Poseidon went away. His fur still dripping, Diablo hoped
Griff didn’t show up. He’d either drool over Poseidon or try to
dismember the teasing god. A sudden crash startled him and Diablo
didn’t hesitate. He leaped straight up the nearest tree. Peering
through the leaves, his whiskers twitching, he saw Killer prancing
around the base of the trunk, yapping his head off. He would swear
the little shit was grinning. Fuzzy little asshole. Then he heard human laughter and spotted Griff,
naked, holding his sides. Diablo snarled, showing his
teeth.

Finally, Griff managed to gasp out, “Killer
treed the cat. He finally did it; he treed the king of the
cats.”

Diablo shifted and yelled back. “Yeah? Well, the
cat made Griff sleep on the couch. For a week.”

The laughter
stopped. The barking didn’t. Noisy little furball. At least there was no sign of Poseidon.

/~/~/~/~/

Dean studied the picture he was working on. The
color didn’t seem quite right especially around the tree. More
shadow maybe. He glanced up to look at that spot again and instead
of the tree saw a hard penis. Not one he was used to seeing.

“Hi.” A voice sounded above his head. “I thought
you might need a model to add some contrast to this dreary green
landscape.”

Dean’s mouth dropped open. Poseidon stood there
in all his glory, and without clothes, there was a lot of glories
to appreciate. He opened his mouth, closed it again. Swallowed.
Nope. He couldn’t speak.

“So, do you want me to pose over here?” Poseidon
winked out and appeared near the tree where he posed in the shade,
his skin pale against the bark. “Or over here?” He vanished and
appeared in the full sun next to the fence. “I mean, I can pose
anywhere you like.”

Dean stared. He knew he should say something.
Tell the God to go away, but damn…he was a sucker for beautiful
beings and Poseidon….

From behind
him, a deep loud growl sounded. Matthew. Dean inhaled the familiar scent.

“Oh, there’s no reason to get testy, handsome.”
Poseidon didn’t seem put off by a snarling wolf. “Shift into your
delicious human form and you can pose with me. And then
maybe...”

Matthew’s huge black furry form brushed past
Dean, his teeth on full display.

“Maybe later, when he calms down, pretty little
one.” Poseidon winked and vanished.

/~/~/~/~/

Fafnir studied the ceiling of their room. “When
did Jax say he would be back?”

“About 15 minutes. He had to check one last
camera they weren’t sure was working. Then he’s promised to spend
the whole afternoon with us.” Aelfric rolled on his side to watch
his mate. “So... shall we put on a bit of a show for when he
arrives? Get warmed up for him?”

Fafnir grinned. “Depends on what you have in
mind.”

“Well, we could start with a kiss and see where
it goes from there.” Aelfric sat up and leaned forward.

“Sound workable.” Fafnir rolled on his side,
raised himself on his arms and leaned forward puckering his
lips.

The bed sagged between them and they connected
with cheek. An unfamiliar cheek.

“What the hell?” Fafnir jerked back.

“Hello, my lovely little Fae. I thought you
could use some help warming up.” Poseidon leered at Fafnir then
Aelfric. “Always happy to help.”

Both Fae winked out.

“Oh, that just wasn’t fair.” Poseidon flopped
back on the abandoned bed. “I can’t follow you to the Fae
lands.”

A disembodied voice said, “Good.”

/~/~/~/~/

Well, you have to start somewhere. Tobias eyed up the huge box sitting by the door.
Luke, being Luke, just had to buy the ultra large playground in a
box and now Tobias was the one assembling it. When it was put
together, Tobias admitted Ollie would love it whether he was
running around on two feet or four. But as he looked at the mass of
pieces, Tobias sighed. It would have been easier to tap the Djinn
or the Fae who could zap it all together with a flick of their
fingers, but still...Luke said part of the fun was assembling
it. Although, he
thought ruefully if it was so much fun, why am I the only one doing
it?

Heaving a sigh, he started looking for what the
instructions euphemistically called “part A”. Of course, the
smallest part would have to be at the bottom of the box. He leaned
in as far as he could go, his feet on tiptoe, his ass waving in the
air.

So engrossed in trying to get the errant part,
Tobias actually squeaked when two hands grabbed his waist as he was
tugged out of the box. “Interesting as that position is, you might
faint if all that blood rushes to your head and really, that makes
for sad-sack sex if one partner is unconscious. So, since I saved
you, about that sex...”

“Poseidon, let go of me.”

“But Wolfie, we can have such an entertaining
time. As for that... well.... A sexy wolf like you doesn’t need to
be wasting your time with manual labor when I’m here.” Poseidon
snapped his fingers and the box vanished; replaced with the whole
Ultra Deluxe Playland complete with swing set fully assembled. “Do
you want to try out the swings?” Poseidon waggled his eyebrows. “I
know some really great positions.”

Pulling himself free of Poseidon’s grip, Tobias
stepped back. There was no way he was turning his back on Poseidon.
Yeah, he wouldn’t force him but geez, the guy was handy. “I don’t
think so.”

“How about just a little kiss and we’ll discuss
it.”

“Are you bored or something?”

“Yeah, I was. How did you know?”

“A wild...” Tobias found himself cornered
against the slide. “Guess...”

A loud roar sounded and something large
thundered into view. “Oh shit. Kurt. Kurt, he’s not… Kurt! Don’t
eat him! Apparently, he’s important! Kurt!”

Poseidon disappeared leaving a massive bear
sniffing angrily at the spot where he’d been.

/~/~/~/~/

“Kane? We have to do something about Poseidon.”
Shawn pulled the biker magazine away from Kane.

Sighing, Kane sat back in his chair letting
Shawn straddle his lap. “Like what and why? You already said he’s a
Force of Nature so we can’t do anything to him. And you can’t do
anything about him.”

“He needs to get laid.”

“Don’t look at me. I’m not volunteering.” Kane
hugged Shawn close. “I have all I want right here.”

Pressing on his chest, Shawn kept his distance
so he could look his mate in the eyes. “So far he’s pissed off
Matthew and Kurt; Dean is still looking stunned; Tobias can barely
walk; Diablo is giving Griff dirty looks; the Fae are missing and
Jax left a note saying they would be back from a castle inspection
when Poseidon left, and...”

Kane held up his hand. “All Poseidon?”

“All Poseidon.”

“Shit.”

“Yeah. Tobias said he’s bored.”

“So how do we unbore...”

A loud crash and a shriek sounded and Nereus’s
voice followed. “Damn it, Dad!”

“I don’t even want to know but I have a feeling
that was the roast beef for supper.” Shawn closed his eyes, letting
out a long breath as he snapped his fingers. “Fixed.”

“We have to get him laid, Shawn.”

“I already said that.”

“I wonder if he does B&D? What am I saying?
It’s Poseidon. He does anyone anywhere.”

“Damien’s?”

“Hell no. Damien would never forgive me.” Kane
grinned. “Claude’s, though. Claude’s would work. I think Claude
would be fascinated by our troublesome god, don’t you?”

“He does love a challenge.” Shawn leaned his
head on Kane’s shoulder and both men chuckled.



Chapter Three

Claude’s
– Tulsa

Claude lifted a hand to his barman, who hustled
over to fill his glass. He loved his pack and his position as
Alpha. A raised eyebrow, a beckoning finger and he could have
anything he wanted; a cold drink or a hot body to play with. But as
he picked up his glass it was hard to keep the cool, grinning
façade he was known for in place.

Kane called. Nothing unusual about that. Their
packs had been friends for years. Claude helped defend the small
but powerful pack on more than one occasion and with less than an
hour’s drive between territories, the boys from Cloverleah often
stopped in for a night of fun. Hell, Griff and Diablo met in the
club; Diablo claimed Griff in his personal suite. But Kane
mentioned they were bringing someone special. Someone he thought
Claude would view as a challenge and Claude was intrigued.

The door to the club opened for the twentieth
time since Claude took his post by the bar. The club was busy; a
mixture of humans and paranormals merrily enjoying their evening.
The BDSM side of the club was only open to shifters, but here in
the dance bar, the drinks were flowing and humans danced with horny
shifters, unaware their date for the evening could turn furry.

Claude
straightened his spine as Kane and Shawn strolled in, Kane holding
open the door. Griff and Diablo followed. Damn that cat shifter is tasty. If
I’d seen him before Griff…. Claude’s mind went blank. There was a part of him aware
that Adair and Vassago were also escorting their Alpha but…. He
whistled under his breath. Diablo was stunning with his flowing
blond hair and sleek body but Kane’s visitor defied description.
Long silvery hair flowed down a straight back, gently nudging the
most biteable ass Claude had ever seen.

Kane nudged
the newcomer’s arm and pointed in his direction. It was customary
for visiting pack members to say hello to him first. But Claude
wasn’t sure how he was meant to greet his guests. His mouth was
dry; his cock was beating a frantic tattoo in his pants. He held
the man’s stormy turquoise eyes with his own as the group made
their way towards him. His wolf, usually bored with proceedings at
the club unless a fight broke out, surged forward, unusually eager
to meet their guests. It wasn’t until the intriguing scent of salt
spray and sugar candy met his nose that Claude knew why.
MATE!

“Claude,” Kane stepped forward, clapping his
shoulder. “Good to see you, old friend. I hope your bouncers are on
full alert tonight. Our new friend has been causing trouble at home
all day.”

“I can see why.” Claude barely gave Kane a
second glance. “And you are?” Oh, his fingers twitched. Look at
that brazen man eyeing the club members like a starving man at an
all you can eat buffet.

The newcomer spread his hands and the club noise
was silenced although no one else seemed to notice anything was
amiss. A paranormal then, obviously. “I am Poseidon, god of the
sea, earthquakes, and storms,” Poseidon met his eyes proudly.
“Brother to Zeus and Hades and worshiped for centuries as a
fertility god; people customarily bow before me.”

“Don’t forget to mention all round pain in the
ass,” Vassago added, digging Poseidon in the ribs. “Claude, it’s
great to see you again. Can we leave this reprobate with you? We
were hoping you could get him laid. He’s been bugging our friends
all day.”

“I’ll take care of it personally,” Claude’s grin
couldn’t get any wider. “Come, little man, let’s go and have a
drink in private.”

“Little man?” Poseidon huffed as Claude hopped
off his stool, but Claude could smell his arousal and slipped his
arm around Poseidon’s shoulders. “Didn’t you hear me when I
introduced myself?”

“I did,” Claude gently moved his mate away from
prying eyes. He glared at one particular Dom with a predatory look,
only satisfied when the man backed down. “But this is my territory.
I’m the Alpha and it’s my duty to ensure your safety while you’re
here.”

“Am I going to get laid? Because honestly, it’s
the only reason I’m here.” Claude stifled a moan as a strong hand
cupped his balls. “You’ll do for a start.”

Start, finish and everything in between. You ain’t having
anyone else ever again. “Let’s have a drink first. I want to get to know you a
bit.”

“Wouldn’t you rather fuck?” Poseidon’s fingers
found their way inside Claude’s pants. As a shifter, he never wore
underwear and as his length grew even bigger under questing
fingers, Claude was all for throwing the man down and fucking him
over the nearest table.

“Humor me,” he managed to grunt, his instincts
warring with the desire to give in and the need to have some
privacy before he stripped his man naked. He’d never been so
pleased to see the door to his suite in his life.

Inside his room wasn’t any easier. The moment
the door slammed in its frame, Poseidon was on him; his shirt
ripped off, his torso attacked with bites and licks. “Hang on,” he
muttered, trying to stop Poseidon’s heated attack. “We’ve got all
night and we really need to talk.”

“All night?” Poseidon stopped long enough to
gaze at Claude’s face. “Interesting concept, but I’m game. As for
talking, surely all we need to know is who’s going to top? We’re
both adults here. We know what this is.”

“You know we’re mates?” That stumped Claude for
a moment. He wondered how a god knew when they met the one the
Fates picked for them. But then, who knew what a god knew.

“Mates? I have dominion over the seas. I rule
seventy-five percent of this planet. I don’t believe in mates like
shifters do.” Poseidon tried to open the door, but Claude was
leaning on it, unwilling to let his man go. “Maybe I should go,”
Poseidon added when it was clear he couldn’t get past. “You’re a
hunk and exactly my type. At any other time, I’d be more than happy
to bend over for you, but if you’ve got some silly mate idea, then
I’ll find someone else.”

“No, you won’t,” Claude snarled, his wolf
incensed. “You’re mine. I knew it the moment your scent hit my
nose.” Letting out a long breath, he pulled the pretty man into his
arms, surprised when Poseidon came willingly. “What do you have
against mates, my pretty?” He asked in a lot softer tone. “All of
us pray the Fates will bless us one day. Even a god must get
lonely.”

“Maybe,” Poseidon wrapped his arms around
Claude’s neck, their lengths nudging each other. Encouraged, Claude
continued.

“You want me, I want you. Would it really be so
bad being mated to me?” Claude’s hands slipped down Poseidon’s side
and anchored on his hips. A swivel of his hips made Poseidon
moan.

“What does this mating of yours entail?”
Poseidon’s voice held a hint of breathlessness.

“I would take you to that bed behind you,”
Claude dropped his voice opting for a husky tone. “I would strip
you of these delightful clothes. After I’ve kissed every inch of
your delicious body I’ll sink inside of you and fuck you like
you’ve never been fucked before. Then, when you’re begging for
climax, and only after you’ve begged, I’ll bite you, right here,”
he licked the spot for emphasis, “and I promise you, you’ll orgasm
seeing stars.”

Poseidon arched his neck; his body trembled in
Claude’s arms. “That’s all there is to it?”

I wish, Claude
thought but he knew he had to finish. “You’ll never get hard for
anyone else again. Our life threads will be entwined and we’ll be
together a long, long time.”

“Eternity,” Poseidon moaned. “I’m immortal.
Gods, let me taste your lips.”

As Claude
bent his head, a little niggle in the back of his head worried
Poseidon hadn’t heard him; or perhaps wasn’t aware of the
ramifications of what mating a shifter meant. But after what felt
like centuries of waiting, Claude finally had his mate in his arms
and it would take a stronger man than him to resist. Electricity
seemed to crackle the air as their lips met and fisting Poseidon’s
hair Claude’s dominant nature took over. If this is a mistake, I’ll worry
about it in the morning.



Chapter Four

What the fuck do you think you’re doing? Alarm bells were ringing in his head but
Poseidon was too swept up in his lust to listen.

He called you his mate? Do you know how
important that is to shifters?

Yep, Poseidon was well aware of how shifters
viewed their mates. Abraxas had droned on about that, as had
Nereus, but being in Claude’s arms made his body hot, his mind
fuzzy and Poseidon didn’t want to stop. The man was perfect for
him. Tall with shoulders big enough to hold up the world and yet a
lean, sharply cut face. With emerald green eyes and full red lips,
Poseidon was a gonna. Claude was strong, powerful and with a hint
of otherworldliness about him that set another warning bell off in
Poseidon’s head; one Claude’s dexterous tongue caused him to
ignore.

His feet left the ground; strong hands holding
him steady as Claude lurched forward. His back met the softness of
a mattress and Poseidon grinned. He was on familiar ground. Not
content to lie there like some of the men he’d bedded, Poseidon
waved his fingers. Clothes were such an inconvenience when there
was so much willing flesh on offer.

“Spoilsport,” Claude muttered, pulling back from
their lip-lock. “Tricks like that will result in a spanking on any
other day.”

Interesting. Poseidon’s butt cheeks clenched and Claude’s grin turned
evil.

“You like that idea. Handy to know. Now let me
see…” Claude shook his head as thick fingers pushed at Poseidon’s
hole. They slid in easily. Poseidon’s fingers could multi-task.
“Another spanking to add to the list,” Claude groaned as he tested
Poseidon’s stretch capacity. “You’re clearly impatient.”

“I thought you wanted to fuck me.” Poseidon
didn’t see the harm in preparing himself. It’s not as though he
bottomed very often and from the length leaving smears on his leg,
Claude was bigger built than most.

“I’m going to claim you,” Claude said, his green
eyes sparkling with lust. Unable to meet such an avid stare,
Poseidon decided to take matters into his hands yet again, wiggling
and then flipping over, pointing his butt in the air.

“Get on with it then.” He flicked his hair over
his shoulder, looking back to see Claude behind him, his mouth
open. “Fuck me through this mattress.”

Claude’s mouth snapped shut and Poseidon could
feel the power in the room increasing. Electricity buzzed through
his body as hands cupped his hips to hold him steady and he felt
his hole breached with something thick and warm. “Oh yeah,” he
groaned, dropping his shoulders so he could rest his head on the
mattress, “that’s what I needed.”

“Perfect.” Claude shoved forward and Poseidon
let out a long breath. Everything tingled; his body seemed to crave
Claude’s touch. For the first time in centuries, Poseidon felt a
true connection with another being. Sure
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