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  For my Patrons,
Thanks so much for your support!! 
I hope you won't mind just a little bit more Thor :)








  
  One


It was a kind of torture, watching over the House of Lions while Eve lived among them. Thor had done it before, of course, when he and Ra had rescued her from the Asylum in her last life and brought her to the cottage to live, broken-minded; when she married the Marquis, four hundred years before that; and nearly 1600 years before then again, during the war between Carthage and Rome, when Adam had advised Hannibal, and Eve, then the daughter of Pyyhrus, had feigned her death and fled to the Alps to live out the last years of her long life freed of the politics of Epirus. But to be forced by Adam’s impositions to stand guard over Eve’s own wedding to another man, to see her lying unconscious and pale as a result of his actions, and be unable to offer her any comfort, any reassurance at all… 
Thor hated it. Every moment of every day he was forced to return to those lands, either at Garrit’s summons or with news of his own to pass on to the man Eve had chosen to wed. He had resented Ryam, the Marquis, in his day. But Garrit—Garrit, who had not even believed in Eve, who had not even recognized her for years even after she had come to his bed—Garrit, in Thor’s estimation, was unworthy of her loyalty and love. 
Perhaps if it had been Luc, he’d have felt differently. Brienne’s son had always kept faith, had never doubted him, when he’d come; begging for more stories as a child and more again, as he had grown, listening thoughtfully, attentive to every word Thor spoke. Luc, he might have respected. Might even have grown to like, had Eve set her heart upon him. At least he would have recognized her, known who had arrived on his doorstep, and welcomed her with all due honor, known to guard himself against her power and in turn, evaluate carefully his own responses.
But then again, forced into such proximity with her husband and unable to reveal himself, perhaps Thor would have grown just as resentful of Luc, as well, in time. Because none of these Lions could keep her safe, truly. Not without his help, his support, the threat of his lightning and his power wielded against Adam, to keep him in line. Jean had not even had wit enough to summon him until after Mia had run off altogether—though Thor took some small responsibility for missing Adam’s return to France, thinking him still well away, in India, with Ra.
“I could hardly shackle him to the walls,” Ra had said wryly, when Thor had found him later, furious that Adam had wed himself to Eve’s sister beneath all their noses. Found another way to bind himself to Eve, after her marriage to Garrit. “You know the risk we take, meddling in the affairs of God’s children, and I would not have Michael’s eye turned upon me or Bhagavan. It would be a poor repayment for his hospitality.”
Thor had grunted, accepting the rebuke and knowing his anger and frustration was rooted in his own failure. Even his irritation with Jean was, in part, misplaced. Thor ought to have watched Adam more closely, after the wedding. But he could never have imagined Adam would go to such lengths. And marrying himself to Mia, of all people! That flighty, self-absorbed, spoiled little fool.
“You’re speaking out of anger,” Athena had said, when she’d come to spell him during Mia and Adam’s extended honeymoon on the DeLeon estate. While Adam remained under the same roof as Eve, they watched him in shifts—and even Odin could not begrudge it, granting him Baldur’s support and assistance as well. No god rested easy with Elohim’s twins so near to one another, so entwined in one another’s lives, married elsewhere or not. “And even in anger, I’ve never known you to be so cruel. I realize you have a duty to the Council, Thor, but perhaps—perhaps you should take some time away. Find some distraction, some relief, before you return again.”
“And when I looked away for a moment, just weeks ago, Adam took Eve’s sister to his bed,” Thor said. “How am I supposed to find relief of any kind, until they are both dead!”
“Now you’re being dramatic,” Athena said, offering him a crooked smile, her gray eyes bright with amusement at his expense. “We’ve only to wait until Eve ages beyond her fertile years, truly. Forty years at the most, and we will all breathe that much more easily. But it does not have to be you who watches her, or Adam for that matter. And it would do you good to take a lover. To focus your attention anywhere but here.”
Even the suggestion that he take another lover turned his stomach sour. It had not even been half a century since he’d been with Eve. Her mind had been too shattered to know him as anyone but Thorgrim, and he’d exploited the loophole in his father’s edict to come to her as often as he’d dared. Not to take advantage of her—but to offer what comfort and care he could provide her, as her husband, albeit from another life. 
Most often, he merely held her in his arms, soothing her thoughts and doing what he could to piece back together the fragments of her memories while she slept. Jormungand’s venom, whether Loki had intended it or not, had made a child impossible even if Eve had been well enough to carry or care for one, so on the occasions she had desired more than comfort from him, he hadn’t refused her—not so long as her mind was clear. And better she find release and relief in his arms than go in search of it elsewhere, for she would never have forgiven herself if she’d inadvertently harmed one of her Lions, her mind so open and unguarded in taking her pleasure from him. As a god, it was a simple thing to deflect what he could not absorb, but all that emotion funneled into a mortal mind—he did not like to think what damage she might have done to a human lover, had she taken one then.
“She is married, Thor,” Athena said gently, and whether it was because she followed his thoughts or simply knew him so well, he could not say. “For love in this life, no less. And if she knew—do you truly think she would want you to live such a lonely life? That she would begrudge you the right to find comfort where you could, while she was engaged elsewhere?”
Of course she wouldn’t. Just as he did not begrudge her the husbands she’d had since. It was only the men she married who had abused her that he took true issue with—or that had been the way of it, before now. But if Eve had known he lived, that Thorgrim had never died, he did not think she would have married Garrit. He did not think she would have married that monster Frank, before that. And she would not have needed Ryam DeLeon to ride to her rescue, bribing the Church to secure her freedom. She would have called to him, and he would have come. Every life, every age, every hour, he would have spent beside her. Loving her as she deserved to be loved.
“You know I do not choose my partners lightly,” he said. “And whether she has married a mortal or not, in my heart, I am still her husband above all else. So long as Adam haunts her steps, I cannot leave her. I will not leave her to face him alone.”
Athena sighed, and with a rush of wind and the rustle of snakeskin, transformed into an owl, spreading her wings and launching herself up into the old, scorched oak from which he watched over the manor. At least sleep while she does, she said. Trust that I will guard her well in your absence.
“And if Adam wakes?” he asked.
She cocked her owl’s head, glaring at him with moon bright eyes. I will call to you at the first sign he stirs, and forgive you for suggesting I would do otherwise, this once. She fluffed up, feathers ruffled with irritation. Go now, before I change my mind.






  
  Two


He’d slept poorly, of course, unable to keep himself from reaching for Eve every time he woke, reassuring himself she and Adam still slept. And Athena had not been wrong about his temper, the edge of it honed sharper than ever before. 
He yearned for Eve. To give her comfort, to stand at her side. To act in her defense, not from the shadows, but fully in the light. He wanted desperately for her to know him—not as Thorgrim or some figment of her mind, or as Lars Owen, some old friend to the House of Lions, but finally and at last, as the angel had promised him so long ago, he wished to reveal himself as the god, the immortal he was. The presence in her many, many lives, which had always supported her with strength and love. He wanted her to know that he had kept his promises, all these long years, all these lifetimes, and now when it mattered most, she did not face her troubles alone.
But there was Odin still, his law, between them, and Thor had allowed his father’s manipulations to bring them far too near to Ragnarok already, once before. He did not dare break from him fully, and risk an open war—even if it was only within the Aesir, the devastation his father would wreak, given the smallest opportunity…
No. Thor would not tempt him. It did not mean that the constraints Odin had placed on his life, on his love for Eve did not chafe. And it made him all the more irritable with those who lived at Eve’s side openly. Especially her sister, Mia, who seemed perfectly oblivious to the pain and distress she’d caused Eve. 
Perhaps it was not fair of him—no, in his better moments he knew it wasn’t. That he had treated Eve’s younger sister coldly, even cruelly. He was ashamed of himself, truly, for his unkindness was contrasted so sharply against Eve’s generosity. Her desire to protect Mia, to guard her in all the ways Thor had failed to. But he’d believed her besotted with Jean. Thought her safely away, in Paris, living her frivolous life, her adventures there paid for with Asgardian gold, the true source of the DeLeon’s wealth, though of course she could not have known it. He had been wrong, and now Eve suffered for it. Just as she had suffered in her last life when he had been too distracted by the war to realize what had become of her.
“You cannot blame yourself for it,” Baldur had told him, often enough in the last century that he could hear his brother’s voice clearly, even when they were parted. Baldur who had born witness to the atrocities committed against not only Eve, but so many other women in that thrice-cursed ward where Loki, Lugh, and Sif had played such monstrous games. “If you had ignored the war, gone
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