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Author’s Note






In my Gods series books this is usually where
I apologize to ancient history scholars for taking so many
liberties with the scant amount of information there is about the
men in my stories. I have taken the same liberties here, but I am
assuming if you are a regular follower of my work, you already know
this.

But I did want to mention to my wonderful
readers that this book is a bit different. So different in fact I
did something totally outside of my comfort zone and asked three
people to read it before I had even finished writing it. I never do
this, but I did for Helios and Bruno.

One person who read it for me said to just
keep writing and it was fine as it is.

One person made some suggestions on how to
make one point in a specific chapter clearer than it was (thank you
so much).

The third person told me making some points
clearer in the middle of the book wasn’t going to work at all as no
reader was going to make it to that point in the book as it was.
The third person suggested a complete rewrite.

I went with my gut and wrote the story the
way it was “told” to me.

If you decide to read this, I’d be really
curious about your opinion. Be sure to let me know.

Huge hugs

Lisa xxx







Prologue






The forest was dark, sinister shadows sprung
out from everywhere. Bruno was running… running… running… he had no
idea where he was going or what he was running away from, he just
ran. The only shapes he could make out were the limbs from the
trees, all reaching for him, as if they were going to catch him…
Bruno couldn’t let that happen.

He fell – sprawling face down in the mud and
mulch of the forest floor. He could smell the dirt, the decomposing
leaves, and the dung from a possum. All he could hear was the
harshness of his breathing. His face was covered in sweat, and his
chest was heaving. Forcing himself to get up, Bruno kept stumbling
forward. There was nothing in front of him except more black trees
and dark shadows, but something kept him moving forward.

As he ran, Bruno caught sight of something
big and huge run across his path – it was hairy, and massive, and
had sharp teeth, the white of which glowed in a light Bruno
couldn’t see. Was the creature friend or foe? Bruno didn’t know.
All he could knew was that the animal was blocking his path.

And then a shot rang out…

“Fucking hell.” Bruno bolted upright in his
bed, automatically checking the time on the alarm clock on the
bedside cabinet. 03:05 – the lack of light coming through the
curtains letting Bruno know the time was a.m., not p.m. Slapping
his hand on his chest, Bruno tried to regulate his breathing and
his heart rate. He felt anxious and edgy – too full of adrenalin to
settle back to sleep again.

Cursing the nightmares that plagued his
sleep, Bruno stumbled out of bed and into the bathroom. He was
awake. He might as well go to work. Maybe today is the day I’ll
make a good impression, he thought sarcastically.


Chapter One






“Helios. Helios. What’s wrong? It’s well past
time for you to be up. The horses are waiting for you.”

“I don’t want to go.” Helios buried his head
under his thick fluffy blanket.

“Helios.” This time the tone was full of
concern. Darn it. “Are you depressed again? Come on. You
know once you get up and are riding through the sky, you feel so
much better.”

“I’m a god. You can’t make me go if I don’t
want to.” Helios squeezed his eyes shut. Maybe that would help him
sleep.

There was a dip in his mattress. Double
darn it. “Helios, you always ride the chariot of the sun. Every
single day without fail, you go out and ride through the sky…”

“You know I don’t have to, right?” Helios
sighed, throwing his coverlets back so he could see the annoying
human sitting on his bed. Jordan was very cute and very sweet.
Abraxas had done well in scoring him as a mate – the first one in
the House of the Sun to do so. It was Jordon who taught Helios the
joys of percolated coffee with cream and shots of vanilla or
caramel, and where to get the best fluffy slippers online. But
sometimes, he was too nosey for his own good.

“I’m sure you learned, while you were still
in school, about the solar system and about how the sun is this big
burning planet or star or whatever they call it that doesn’t need
me, or Ra, or anyone else to go carting it anywhere so the precious
masses that walk the earth can worry about getting sunburned.”

Nothing fazed the little human who reached
over and patted him on the hand. “You always feel better when
you’re doing something. Keeping busy is good for you. You just get
depressed if you stay in bed.”

It was on the tip of Helios’s tongue to say
there was no point in doing something if he was by himself, but he
held it back with effort. The last time he’d said something like
that, he’d been subject to Jordan’s shiny disposition all freaking
day.

“I’m just not feeling it today. You should be
pleased. It means you can spend the day with your wonderful mate
doing whatever it is wonderful mates do with each other all
day.”

That did stop Jordan for a moment, but then
the concern was back on his sweet face again. “I’m worried about
you,” he said, and the problem was Helios knew he was telling the
truth. If Helios didn’t say something, tell him some reason why he
absolutely did not want to get out of bed, then Jordan would just
hang around trying to make him feel better.

“Fine. If you must know, I think the Fates
have forgotten about me,” he admitted pulling his blanket up around
his neck. “I’ve been looking for my mate every day since Poseidon
got his and I haven’t seen any indication of the beam of light that
is supposed to be the Fate’s sign that my mate is in sight.”

Even Jordan’s frown was adorable. Jordan
wasn’t Helios’s type, but he could admit his horse Abraxas had
someone cute to wake up to every morning. “There’re a lot of gods,
and not many of them are mated yet, from what I’ve heard,” Jordan
said slowly. “Why would you think you’d been forgotten?”

“I’ve got a theory about that.” Helios sat
up, crossing his legs in front of him and clicking up a mug of his
favorite coffee. “How many Greek gods have found mates?”

“Is that counting the second generation like
Abraxas’s sons or just the main ones?”

“Just the main ones.”

Jordan nodded. “Three. Poseidon, Hades, and
Zeus.”

“And how many Norse gods have been
mated?”

Jordan scrunched up his nose. “Two… no, three
of them. Thor, Odin, and then Loki not that long ago.”

“Exactly, even Loki got a mate.” Helios
forced himself back on track. “And then the Egyptian gods – how
many of them.”

“Two.” Jordan beamed. “Ra and Seth, although
Ra did get two mates.”

“He is one of my closest friends, but I still
think Ra was just being greedy. But you missed one, little
precious. Who did Loki claim as a mate?”

“Oh, that’s right. Loki and Anubis are mated,
he’s the Egyptian god of the dead.”

“And they’re expecting children.” Helios
huffed.

“I still don’t see why you think that means
you’ve been forgotten. The Fates found mates for all of Poseidon’s
sons, as well as Thanatos and his son Sebastian. Plus there’s
Abraxas, of course. And don’t forget one of Poseidon’s sons was
mated to the polar bear god who wasn’t Egyptian, Greek, or Norse.”
Jordan was beaming again.

“You mean Owen.” Helios had to grin at the
polar bear god reference. “But see, my little human dumpling,
you’re forgetting the rule of threes,” Helios added, and this time
he was being perfectly serious.

“I don’t get what you mean.” But Jordan
wanted to – Helios could tell.

“The number three is a very mystical number,”
he explained, “and it stands to reason that the Fates would use it
as they cast about for gods to find mates for. You probably haven't
heard of the Greek philosopher Pythagoras, but he believed that
every number had significance. The number three is a perfect number
– some would call it the first perfect number.

“It denotes the combination of harmony,
wisdom and understanding. It is also, and this applies to the Fates
as well, a number of time - past, present, and future, or you could
say birth, life, and death. And finally, it is considered the
number of the divine – and divine is linked to gods, so you see my
little humanoid, the number three would have a high significance
for the Fates and as there are three main gods in the Greek
pantheon that are already mated – the three main brothers - that
means they've forgotten about me.”

“But what about Poseidon's sons, and that
wolf shifter that Thanatos's son claimed as a mate,” Jordan asked.
“They don't fit in with the power of the number three.”

“Practice runs.” Helios sulked for a moment.
“The Fates were probably just making sure their system was
right.”

“Owen's a god too, and so is Silvanus who
mated Artemis,” Jordan clearly didn't agree with his theory.

“I’ve thought about this a lot, all right?”
Helios took a sip from the mug he’d forgotten he was holding. “The
Fates will probably move onto another pantheon, and I could be
waiting centuries for a mate to call my own.”

Jordan sighed and slid off the bed. “Fair
enough. I’ll let Abraxas know the horses aren’t needed today.
Clearly, you’ve thought a lot about this and probably just want to
sulk for the day.”

I do. Well, not really. But Helios
wasn’t sure what else he could do.

“I do know one thing though,” Jordan added as
he sauntered to the door.

“And what might that be, oh wise human one,”
Helios teased.

“You won’t find your mate staying in bed.”
Jordan opened the door, calling over his shoulder. “Someone wise,
and I am sure it was from this house said that no mate would come
knocking at the door of the House of the Sun, which means if you
want a chance of finding your mate, then you have to be watching
earth. What better place to do that from, than your chariot.”

That little smart ass is right. One
click of his fingers, because Helios was a god when it was all said
and done, and Helios was dressed and sitting in his chariot as
Jordan came out of the house. “The person who said that was
Therbeeo. Are you coming for a ride, little human,” he called out
as he picked up the reins. “You can keep me company while I
look.”

It was no surprise Jordan came running to the
chariot. Helios had a blanket handy in case Abraxas’s mate got
cold. He didn’t take the sweetie along very often – Abraxas didn’t
pull the chariot every day – but it would be nice to have someone
to distract him, as Helios prayed to see a light he didn’t generate
himself.

/~/~/~/~/

Eight hours later and Helios was about to
concede defeat for another day. As the sun over the United States
was slowly sinking beyond the horizon, it was Jordan who mentioned
that it could be possible his mate was a night shift worker, in
which case he might not spend much time in the sunlight until the
days were longer.

It was a sensible possibility. But Helios had
been feeling rough for over a week, had gotten barely any sleep,
and he seriously felt his lack of mate was what was causing his
problems. It wasn’t as though gods got sick.

“You should speak to Zeus,” Jordan said as
Helios encouraged the horses to go home. “Didn’t you tell me that
he saw his mate in his screens? Maybe you can just say, ‘show me my
mate,’ or okay, maybe Zeus would have to do it because it’s his
system, but do you think that would work?”

“I’m not a hundred percent sure, my little
pudding pop.” Helios thought he caught sight of a glint of
something in the corner of his eye. “I would imagine if that was
possible, then any god who wanted to find their mate could call on
Zeus and offer him a favor in exchange for learning where their
mate was. I think he saw his mate in the screens because he hadn’t
been to earth in so long.”

“It wouldn’t hurt to ask…”

At least that is what Helios thought Jordan
was saying, but his attention was riveted to the ground. There,
disappearing into a dirty alley, he caught sight of a light, and it
wasn’t coming from a flashlight. It was really difficult, not
getting his hopes up, but Helios flung the reins at Jordan and
said, “The horses will get you home,” before he leaped over the
side of the chariot. Please let this one be for me.







Chapter Two






“A dark alley? Isn’t that a little cliche?”
Bruno Carpenter had his doubts about his date for the evening from
the moment he’d met her. After the week of hell he’d already had,
he really wasn’t in the mood for more games. “Is this where your
friends accost me, rob me of my wallet, watch, and phone, and then
leave me for dead? Need I remind you, I’m a police officer, and I
did three tours in Afghanistan before that.”

“You strike me as a man who likes a walk on
the wild side.” Jasmine flicked back her dark hair, her eyes
flashing. “Nigel told me all about it, how you haven’t dated anyone
in months.” She leaned against the block wall, her foot pressed
against it, causing her skirt to ride up, highlighting her very
shapely legs. “Must get frustrating, just dealing with your hand
every night.”

“Nigel is my work partner – he has no idea
what I do at night.” Although Bruno knew the comment wasn’t far off
the mark. Since he’d started working again, he hadn’t felt the urge
to do much in the sex department. His bear hated what he did and
didn’t think much of his working partner either.

It was Nigel who’d asked a favor – to show
his cousin around for the evening as he and his wife had a school
function to attend – but diving into an alley with someone he’d met
only an hour before was taking that favor a step too far. One
minute Bruno was trying to be polite, and the next he was being
coaxed into the shadows. “We have dinner reservations in twenty
minutes.”

“It wouldn’t take me that long to get you
off.” Jasmine arched her neck and ran her hand down a very shapely
torso. “You can’t tell me you don’t want me.”

Bruno sighed. He was not shagging some woman
he’d just met in an alley. That was not his style, and he had to
wonder whether Nigel knew how wild his cousin was. Or maybe
you’re being set up, his bear suggested.

Unfortunately, that was a possibility too.
Nigel had been really weird the past few days – more so than normal
- and the need to find a date for his cousin had been a short
notice event as well. As far as Bruno was concerned, he and Nigel
didn’t have that sort of association, and he only accepted the date
in the first place because it saved him having to cook a meal at
home. Speaking of which…

“I’m hungry,” he said out loud, “so I’m going
for dinner. You can either come with me, or not. But back alley
fucks are not the way I do things. Excuse me.”

“You can’t leave me here,” Jasmine yelled as
he turned to leave. “What if I get raped, or mugged, or worse.”

“Finally.” Bruno half turned, looking back at
her over his shoulder. “So you are aware of the dangers of lurking
in dark alleys in city streets. I was beginning to think there was
something seriously wrong with you. I don’t believe this date is
going anywhere, but I said I’d feed you, and I will. If we get a
move on, we can still make our reservation.”

“I told Nigel this wouldn’t work – dumb fuck.
I can’t even get you close enough for an incriminating picture.
Fucking get him, you idiots. Take him down.”

The hit came from behind him, or in front of
him – definitely on his blindside and it wasn’t just a punch.
Someone whacked him around the head with a steel pole that rang in
his ears as Bruno hit the ground, as a human would, keeping his
eyes closed. He was aware of hands rifling his pockets – wallet,
phone, and watch gone in less than twenty seconds.

There was a clack of heels. “Is he dead?”
Yep, Jasmine was going to go down as one of his top ten worst
dates. Unfortunately, even with a bleeding head, she didn’t make
the top spot.

“With that amount of blood, it’s highly
possible. Which will be a positive.” The answering voice was deep,
and as Bruno peeked through slitted eyes he could see large shoes.
A tall man, then, but not Nigel. The scent is all wrong.
“He’s hidden where he is. It’s not likely anyone is going to find
him in an alley this time of night. If he keeps bleeding out there
won’t be enough for him to complain about us in the morning. Let’s
go and get some food on the officer’s dime and set ourselves up an
alibi, shall we?”

“Yeah, well the next time that fish-face
Nigel asks me for a favor, he can do it himself.” There was a swish
of skirt, as Jasmine stepped over Bruno’s bulk as bold as she
pleased, and then two sets of footsteps receding as they left the
alley, and continued left down the road.

Bruno waited until he couldn’t hear them
anymore and then pushed himself up on his hands and knees with a
groan. “Damn, that hurts.” He reached up, feeling the dampness on
his skull. He wasn’t too worried about a skull injury, he’d heal
soon enough, but he wanted to get home and find a phone. He wasn’t
quite sure who he was going to call. Working for the local precinct
didn’t do him any good when he’d clearly been set up by his
partner.

“Come on,” he muttered to himself. “Just get
up. Get moving.” Damn, I must’ve hit the pavement harder than I
thought.

“Oh, no, you’ve been hurt. Here, let me
help.”

Bruno flinched back as a figure appeared out
of nowhere in the middle of the alley. Peering in the dim light he
could see a man, albeit a young man, who didn’t look like he
weighed more than a hundred and twenty pounds soaking wet. He took
in the slight build, the brilliant white shock of hair. “If you saw
anything, please just leave me your name and number,” he said as he
pushed himself up… or tried to. “I might need it for the police
report.”

“I saw you with a woman.” Bruno’s keen eyes
saw the flush on the man’s cheeks. “You appeared to be on a date. I
didn’t want to intrude, so I… er… I didn’t look. But then I heard
her leave, and then you groaned, and usually people do that when
they’re together, not apart… and you are bleeding really bad.”

“I’ll be fine.” Bruno knew he should probably
be concerned about what someone so young and cleanly dressed was
doing in an alley. “Head wounds always look worse than they really
are.” Or so he’d been told. It wasn’t like he got whacked with a
pole very often. “Look, I’ve got places to be,” people to
throttle. “This isn’t the best place for you to be hanging
around…”

“I’m here for you.” The young man came
closer, and Bruno’s bear sat up and took notice, which gave him the
strength to get to his feet. There was a definite scent of
paranormal in the man, but Bruno couldn’t recognize the type. What
he couldn’t understand was why his body was reacting to that scent
as if…

“Oh no. No. No. It can’t be.” Bruno backed up
as if the man had the plague. “Who the hell are you? More
importantly, how the hell are you doing this to me?”

“Doing what?” At least the man didn’t come
any closer. But the confusion on his face didn’t lie. “You’re a
shifter, aren’t you.”

There was no point in denying it if the man
knew enough to ask about it. Bruno nodded.

“So you can scent who I am to you?”

Bruno inhaled deeply – an instinctive action.
It wasn’t the scent as such, it was what the smells evoked. His
bear was picking up the impressions of sand, and sun, warmth, and
power, with an underlying theme of hearth and safety. Concepts
Bruno hadn’t realized he’d been missing since he came home from
overseas. Bruno wanted to wallow in it so badly, but he put that
down to having been hit around the head.

“I don’t know what you think you know,” he
said slowly, “and I haven’t got a clue what you’re doing to me, but
I suggest you cut it out right now.”

“I know you can feel it. I can sense it.”

The sadness on the man’s face was more than
Bruno could cope with. He’d had a rough week, an even rougher
night, and he still wasn’t sure what the hell he was going to do
about the Jasmine/Nigel situation. Which is why, as he told himself
later, he lashed out the way he did.

“There was a reason I was in an alley with a
woman,” he said harshly, his fists clenched to stop from grabbing
the man. “I was on a date. I’m straight. I love women. I have no
sexual interest in men at all, and never have. Which is why I know
you’re messing with me. The Fates know what the heart needs, and
you ain’t it.”

The gasp was audible, and a single tear fell
from a smokey gray eye, but then, right before Bruno’s eyes, the
man stood straighter, even appeared taller, and the lack of emotion
on his face would freeze an inferno. “I have been yearning to meet
my fated mate since the beginning of time. Millenia I have been
looking for you and this is what I get. The one shifter in
existence who doesn’t believe in caring for their mate, or even
giving life with their gift a try. Fair enough. I won’t take you by
force.”

Bruno snorted. He couldn’t help it. He stood
tall at six foot six, and was over three hundred pounds of pure
muscle. Admittedly, he had recently been felled by a steel pole,
but that was a steel pole wielded by considerable force and he’d
been caught unawares. The thought that the little man in front of
him could do anything to him was laughable.

The man twirled his fingers in the air in
front of him, and Bruno was suddenly hovering three feet above the
ground. He went to reach out, to balance himself, but his arms were
pinned to his torso by an invisible force. He was being twirled
around and around, only slowly, but very definitely in time to the
movement of the man’s fingers.

“It’s rather tempting to leave you there,
pondering the cruelty of the Fates who would dare to give you a
male god instead of a willing female as your mate. Tell me who you
are – let me know that, at least, if you please.”

Bruno was stunned enough to answer. “Bruno.
Bruno Carpenter. I was a soldier for years, and then I came back
and now I work for the local police force. Please let me down. I’m
getting dizzy.”

“Of course, Bruno. We mustn’t forget your
poor head.”

Rather than being dropped, which was no more
than he deserved, the man – god – let him down gently, and then
there was a feeling of a warm washcloth moving over the wound on
his skull. “Unbound and healed. I hope you don’t think I’m taking
liberties.”

“No.” Bruno shook his head. “No. Thank you.
Look, I am sorry. I don’t know why the Fates got their wires
crossed. I’m sure…” Actually, he wasn’t sure about anything.

“You don’t have to worry about me. I’ve
looked after myself and my place in the pantheon for longer than
you can imagine.” There was still no expression. Just a solitary
tear that sat like a diamond on a finely crafted cheek. “I had such
hopes, but what is it the young people say these days? Ah, I
remember, that’s a ‘me problem’. Not yours. May you find a fine
woman who will bear you many children – may the sun always be on
your back, lighting your path, and may you grow old with peace and
family around you. Good evening, Mr. Carpenter.”

“Wait. Wait,” Bruno felt his bear surge as a
shimmer appeared around the man. “Shouldn’t I know who you are too?
Just… I don’t know… Please.”

“I can’t see why it would make any
difference. My gender has nothing to do with my name. But seeing as
you asked nicely.” The man swept into a bow. Straightening up, he
said with just a touch of arrogance. “Let the Fates know that Bruno
Carpenter, shifter, has soundly rejected the ancient Greek god of
the sun, Helios – one of the original titans, who, according to
mythology, drives the sun chariot across the vast skies. But even
I, with all my powers can’t change the fact I don’t have the bits
you crave or need. Live well.”

Before Bruno could say anything else, the man
just disappeared. There was a wrench in his heart as though
something vital had been ripped away, and his bear surged forward
as if wanting to hunt and track the man down. Three steps, that’s
all it took for Bruno to be standing where the man – Helios – had
been standing, sniffing long and hard at the remnants of scent left
behind. He whimpered at the rightness of the smell, holding a fist
to his lips with his jaw clenched hard to stop from roaring to the
night sky.

I shouldn’t feel like this. He can’t be my
mate. In all the years Bruno had spent in the army, and then
the police force, or even before that as a teenager, he had never
looked at a man and got the urge to pin him down and smother him
with his scent. He could admit when a male was good looking, but he
never wanted to act on his feelings – hell, he’d never had any
feelings about a male, period. It was never allowed, and Bruno
never even considered it. But it was getting really difficult to
ignore the leaking lump hidden beneath his belt line. It’s an
adrenalin reaction, nothing more, I’m sure of it.

It was at least five minutes before Bruno
noticed a solitary white business card that looked completely out
of place in the alley. Picking it up, he turned it over, brushing
his finger over the raised H and the mobile phone number
underneath. Not a lot of good to me, Bruno thought as he
finally strode out of the alley. But he tucked the card into the
back pocket of his pants anyway. Just in case.







Chapter Three


“No, I am absolutely not sulking.” And Helios
wasn’t. He’d done his sulking, crying, and having a good old pity
party the night before, in private, all by himself. By morning,
he’d summoned Abraxas and Therbeeo, and Jordan of course, because
the little human hated missing out on anything, for a breakfast
summit meeting. He was making plans – a god on a mission – because
the alternative was just too unbearable to consider. “Bruno must
have really hurt his head last night, because he accepted that I
was there when that date of his was trying to seduce him, but he
never clicked I could hear everything she said after her friend hit
him with that pipe.”

“I can’t believe you didn’t stop the thug
from hitting him at all, if you knew the bear was your mate,”
Therbeeo said.

It was helpful - his friends knew everything
he did. Helios had been busy before the others had even gotten up
for breakfast. As soon as he had gotten over his pity party and
could verbally string a sentence together again, he’d sent private
messages to Zeus giving him Bruno’s name and where he was working.
Within ten minutes he had a complete life dossier on the man,
including the information of what type of shifter he was.

“I didn’t know he was a bear shifter at the
time.” Somehow Helios had thought Bruno, as a bear, would’ve been
hairier, but clearly that was a stereotype. “I mean, he’s big
enough to be a bear, but he was bald headed, and only had the hint
of a five o’clock shadow as a beard. I know I don’t get down among
people very often, but I always thought bears were big, burly, and
came complete with a beard, long hair, and beautifully big
hands.”

“Didn’t Bruno have lovely hands?” Jordan was
very perky considering how early it was. But then Helios couldn’t
blame him. Apparently Abraxas told him that when Helios had jumped
out of the chariot Jordan had almost fainted. It had taken his
horse’s mate a moment to remember that Helios wasn’t going to die
from jumping down into a sunset sky. Abraxas had taken the poor man
out to dinner to help him recuperate. The red marks on Jordan’s
neck suggested dinner wasn’t the only thing he’d enjoyed.

“Bruno has…” Helios frowned and thought about
it a moment. To be honest, he’d been stunned by his mate’s face.
Despite his size, Bruno had a very strong bone structure lurking
under his skin. A straight nose, and brilliant pale green eyes that
were shot with specks of yellow. For a man who came across as hard
as he did, Bruno’s lips were surprisingly full, and Helios had
cried over them as well. It’d been eons since he’d been kissed with
any passion. “He had lovely big hands, yes. But that’s not the
point.”

“You have two points from where I’m sitting,”
Abraxas said as he topped up his mate’s coffee mug. “One is the
issue that Bruno believes he’s straight, and the second thing is
this business you’d heard about that date of his setting him up to
get mugged, or more to the point, dead.”

“Which is why I don’t understand how you let
him get hit in the first place.” Therbeeo’s persistence could be
useful in some things, like keeping Abraxas from making things too
complex. But in this instance, Helios could do without it. “You
know the first thing paranormals do when they find their mate is
want to protect them.”

“Yes. Well. You weren’t there.” Helios
frowned when he remembered the scene he’d dived into. “She was all
rubbing herself up against a wall trying to sex him up. He clearly
didn’t want to be in the alley in the first place, but they were
definitely on a date. Can you think for a second how that made me
feel? How would you have liked it when the first time you’d seen
your little human twinkie bar, and he was being rubbed all over by
a woman?”

Abraxas and Jordan both shuddered which made
Therbeeo laugh. But then Therbeeo added, with the same persistence,
“But she wasn’t rubbing up against your mate. She was sexing up a
wall. In an
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