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Dedication

To Phil – it was thanks to your advice, research,
and our chats that this book got written at all.

To Pat and Amanda for letting me know when my words
needed work.

To my lovely readers – you manage to make me smile
every single day.

Thank you.












Author’s Note

Many of the “facts”
we know about ancient history, particularly in relation to ancient
gods in mythology is based on the writings of scholars from days
gone past, and our current interpretation of those works.
Academics, archeologists, and researchers from all over the world
apply their unique skills and insights into lives we can only dream
about.

I will be the first to tell you, I’m no
scholar, but the research I read while writing this book truly
fascinated me. However, I wouldn’t be an author if I didn’t put my
own spin on things. My apologies in advance for any glaring
mistakes you might find with my line of thinking – please put it
down to fictitious license.

I hope you enjoy the story.

Lisa







Chapter One

“I should’ve known
I’d find you in a place like this.” Lasse looked over his shoulder
to see his oldest friend Thor glaring at the sexy scenery. “Haven’t
you had enough of these weak little pups that don’t stick around
long enough for round two?”

“I’m looking for permanence, you know that.”
Lasse turned and winked as a young guy with a mop of red curls
caught his eye and then wiggled his ass at him. “I figure shifters
are the way to go seeing as that’s who my brother and father ended
up with. Even Sebastian ended up with the leader of the hellhounds
and he found his mate right here, in this club.”

“Bah.” Thor lowered his bulk into the booth.
There wasn’t an ounce of fat on Lasse’s friend, but his broad
shoulders and thick thighs took up a lot of room. Poseidon, Lasse’s
father, always thought it was ironic that his son spent so much
time with the Norse God of thunder, lightning, and storms but Lasse
and Thor had been friends for almost longer than time. That didn’t
mean Lasse needed his friend to rag on him now.

“Before you say it,” he said quickly, waving
his hand to a cute young thing wearing nothing but the shortest
pair of shorts Lasse had ever seen and biker boots, carrying a
tray, “I’m aware that no one in this pack is my mate. I’d have met
him by now if he was. But Damien doesn’t have a problem with me
being here and they do get a lot of visiting shifters through the
club. Four beers, thank you. Add them to my tab,” he said as the
young man with the tray smiled at him. As the boy walked away,
Lasse would swear that receding ass was winking at him and he
nudged his cock into a more comfortable spot in his leathers.

“You’re getting lazy,” Thor yawned, showing a
row of perfect white teeth. With his mass of long blond hair and
muscular stature, he was attracting plenty of attention himself.
“All you’ve been doing is sitting around here, night after night,
letting these young things fawn all over you. You screw someone
once, and then what? They leave you if you get too clingy. Why do
they do that?”

“Because they’re not my mate; I’m not a Dom,
and I just want someone to love me for who I am not what I can do
for them.” Lasse’s good mood disappeared, and he scowled as the
waiter with the barely clad ass set down four beers on the table.
He didn’t need his best friend to remind him of just how clingy he
could get at times. Was it so bad that all he wanted was someone to
hold in his arms forever? Angry over Thor’s accurate assessment of
the situation, even the sight of the young man walking away wasn’t
enough to lift his spirits. But then Thor had a habit of doing that
to him. “I don’t see you coming up with any other suggestions? All
you’re doing is ruining my mood. You might not want to find your
mate, but I do. I don’t even know why you’re here.”

“I came to see if the rumors about your baby
brother were true.” Thor lifted his bottle and sculled half the
contents before wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “Word
around the cosmos is Baby’s been dumped with your daddy dearest and
his puppy mate after causing a riot in another pack.”

“I wouldn’t let Claude hear you call him a
puppy. He is the son of Fenrir after all.”

“Ah.” Thor’s eyes widened along with his
grin. “So, news of you having yet another two half-brothers weren’t
an exaggeration either. We all know how potent your father can be.
How did the son of Fenrir react to being pregnant with twins?”

Chuckling, Lasse set down his beer and leaned
closer to his friend. “It wasn’t Claude who gave birth,” he
whispered. “It was Poseidon.”

“What?” Slapping his leg, Thor roared with
laughter, causing more than a dozen heads to look their way. Not
that Lasse or his friend were in any danger in a wolf pack, but
Malacai, Damien’s second, shot them a wary glance. “Oh, my freaking
gods, wait until Odin hears about this. He’ll have kittens.”

Considering Thor’s father had a similar
reputation to his own father, Lasse wasn’t so certain. If anything,
the news might cause the mighty Odin to curtail his travels
somewhat, in case he met a male mate of his own. Only male couples
who both had links to the gods could get pregnant and it was
unlikely Odin ever worried about something so trivial seeing as it
happened so rarely. Like himself, Thor had a wide circle of
half-siblings. Personally, Lasse always wondered about Odin’s
relationship with his four familiars – two wolves and two ravens.
He seemed to spend a lot more time with them than any of his wives
or consorts. It would be amusing if Odin got caught up in the
latest wave of matings.

“Come on,” Thor said, slamming down his
second empty bottle. Lasse had barely touched his. “Let’s get out
of here.”

“But….” Lasse cast a longing look at the
dance floor. Wolves were such uninhibited creatures and there were
three subs vying for attention that’d caught his eye.

“You’ve got a better chance of finding your
mate where we’re going,” Thor said, standing and stretching out his
spine. That move alone was enough to cause the two men at the
adjoining table to drool and Lasse resigned himself to being Thor’s
wingman for the evening.

“Where are we going?” Lasse stood and
blatantly rearranged his cock. His leather pants and waistcoat were
ideal for Damien’s, but if they were going anywhere else, he’d have
to change. Unlike Thor, Lasse didn’t like to stand out in a crowd.
It was hard enough for him to blend in as it was thanks to his six
feet seven inch stature. Combined with his wavy blond hair and
matching beard, he often grumbled to close friends he looked like a
blond Father Christmas; without the portly belly. Sometimes he
wished he had more of Thor’s attitude, although he knew in his
heart he was a lover more than a fighter. His friend always looked
as though he was itching for a fight, even when he was
relaxing.

And thinking that should’ve reminded me of
the things Thor likes to do, Lasse thought as Thor’s eyes
gleamed.

“We’re going to a fight club. No holds
barred. Anything goes. It’ll be great. Don’t let go.” Grabbing hold
of Thor’s ever-present hammer automatically, Lasse closed his eyes
as he felt his molecules disperse.

Fucking fight club. So much for getting
laid tonight. Because if there was one thing Lasse didn’t need
in his life, it was a man with more testosterone than brain. Nope.
He was looking for the same kind of twink like Abraxas’s sweet
Jordan, or his brother Nereus’s equally adorable Raff. Thor was the
testosterone junkie and he was exhausting enough even in small
doses.

It’s only one night, Lasse thought as
he re-materialized again, although as his nose was hit with the
stench of stale sweat and his ears rang from the cheers in the
crowd, he wondered for the millionth time in his existence, why he
followed Thor around like a demented puppy. Watching people
pummeling each other was not his idea of a good time.

/~/~/~/~/

“Jason, you’re up.” Jaxarinth Savopoulos
looked up as he heard the English derivative of his name he learned
to use long ago. Walking among humans was at times tiresome and in
his opinion unnecessary, but…Jason tightened the leather cuffs that
covered his wrists. “It’s a big money crowd tonight. Winner takes
on all comers. Play your cards right and you’ll be walking out of
here with a ton of coin.”

Ignoring the middle-aged speaker with the bad
comb over, Jason felt his muscles flex in anticipation as he
sauntered down the narrow corridor to the makeshift cage. Thousands
of years before he’d made a vow not to isolate himself. During
times of war, it was an easy promise to keep. But the present day
wars were human inspired and technology based. No one fought with a
sword anymore and distance killing didn’t hold Jason’s interest. He
had no interests in politics or religion. Not anymore.

Fighting hand to hand became one of his few
passions. Cage fights, underground fights; Jason didn’t care who or
where. He showed up, punched and kicked the bad guys into the mat,
concrete, or wooden floor and left with his winnings. The outcome
was never in doubt, only the length of time it took him to win. It
was why he moved around so much – it was the only way he could find
anyone to fight him.

Maybe there’ll be a bear, his animal
half nudged his mind and Jason’s step quickened at the thought.
Human contenders never put up much of a fight against him, no
matter how big they were. Over the years, Jason fought many lone
paranormals in the human rings – refuges from their packs, clans,
herds or tribes much like he was. Once, he’d even come across a
vampire. The poor man spent so much time trying to control his
fangs, Jason eventually felt story for him and punched his teeth
out; all in the name of keeping the existence of paranormals a
secret from humans, of course.

No bears. His animal half would have
already scanned the crowd. No paranormals at all.

It’ll be an easy night for us then,
Jason tried to cheer up the other half of his soul as he stepped
into the cage. I’ll get us a bucket of chicken wings on the way
back to the motel.

Muted silence greeted his attempted bribe and
Jason sighed. The commentator was amping up the crowd; he’d heard
it all before. His opponent barely came up to his shoulder,
although he was prancing around as though he’d already won, doing
that obnoxious ‘I see you’ motion with his fingers. All Jason was
waiting for was the sound of the bell. As soon as he heard the loud
ding over the yells from the audience, he swung into action.

It was halfway through his fourth fight, this
time with an overblown windbag who was all mouth and trousers, that
Jason’s animal half suddenly sat up and paid attention. Ducking
around a flailing fist and landing a solid punch of his own, Jason
tried to scan the crowd, unsure what or who his animal was focused
on.

His opponent fell back against the steel bars
of the cage; winded but not out. More’s the pity. What the
heck? Jason barely caught sight of a huge blond man pushing
through the crowds towards the cage before his opponent grabbed him
around the neck. Furious at not being able to watch the man’s
progress, although unsure why, Jason reached behind him and grabbed
the man by his thick neck. “You should’ve stayed down,” he snarled,
his animal half flashing behind his eyes. Three punches and a
roundhouse kick later and his opponent did as he was told.

Turning, Jason saw the blond had reached the
cage bars. He wasn’t alone. Another equally tall, white blond man
stood with him and for a moment, recognition tugged at Jason’s
memory. But whatever it was he was struggling to remember was from
too long ago. Besides, he had more important things to worry about.
For the first time in a thousand years, his animal half sang and
Jason’s heart dropped to his stomach. He knew exactly what that
meant.

“This really isn’t a good time. I’m working
here,” he yelled, resisting the urge to move closer.

“This,” the blond man waved at the cage,
“this is what you do for a living?” Jason could pick out every
detail of the huge man’s face. The sweep of his hair, the elegant
arch of his brows; the full lips framed by a delicious trimmed
beard. One aspect stood out. The kindness and pain in the man’s
deep brown eyes. Jason would bet his winnings the pain was for him
and that wasn’t something he could face.

“This is who I am,” Jason spread his arms
wide as he pulled on a sneer for the crowd. “If you can’t handle
it, make sure you’re gone before I’m finished. I haven’t got time
for this or you.” Turning his back deliberately, Jason waited for
his next opponent. He knew the instant the man had gone; his animal
half stopped singing.







Chapter Two

“Keep ‘em coming,”
Lasse tugged at the bartender’s sleeve, trying to make him move
faster, but the wily sod evaded his grasp. Shaking his head, Thor
slapped a hundred dollar bill on the counter. Good. We’re still
in the states then. Not that it matters.

No. Nothing mattered. Nothing would ever
matter ever again. From the moment Lasse caught a glimpse of the
rugged form of a dark haired warrior, Lasse knew the Fates had
slapped him around the face and left him reeling. At the time he’d
been stunned; watching the man dancing around the cage as though
lit with his own personal spotlight among the dim lighting and
cigarette smoke. Although, dancing wasn’t the right word either.
The man was a warrior – well trained, every muscle tightly honed,
fighting with a casualness that could only have come from decades
of muscle memory.

My fucking mate. The man, Jason
someone in the crowd called him, was a professional fighter. A
professional underground fighter. That much was clear. As Lasse
pushed and shoved his way through the bustling audience all focused
on the actions in the cage, he heard far more than he ever wanted
to hear. Saw him in Mexico…they say he killed a man…never lost a
fight…got no heart…shows no mercy…They say he fucks like he fights,
like an animal. Admittedly the last comment was between two
women, but that didn’t help Lasse’s cause.

Why shouldn’t his mate be straight? Nothing
else about the rugged fighter matched the dream Lasse had been
holding onto. Jason not being gay was just the frosting on the
fucked-up fate cake. Lasse felt worse when he finally made it to
the bars of the cage. His mate was a paranormal; he could see it in
the man’s chocolate brown eyes. His mate knew they were supposed to
be together and still he gave the impression punching humans for
money was the most important thing in his life.

“Have you worked out how you’re going to
hobble this guy?” Thor asked, resting his elbows on the bar. Lasse
was surprised his friend found the room. His corner of the bar was
littered with more than a dozen empty glasses.

“No point.” Lasse tipped his head back and
emptied another glass. The burn from the unknown liquid seared his
throat and Lasse waved for another one. “I’m going to find those
bitches that did this to me. I’m gonna get ‘em and wring their
fucking necks for what they’ve done to me. What the hell have I
ever done wrong?” His sweeping arm knocked four glasses onto the
floor, but Lasse didn’t care about that either.

“I’ve been the good one,” he yelled, stabbing
his own chest with his finger. “I had nothing to do with Atlantis,
that was my father. He’s the dick. Not me. How come he gets what he
wants, and I don’t. Nereus. Fucking Nereus. He got two. He’s no
better than I was. Why me?” More glasses crashed to the floor as
Lasse held his face in his hands.

“Come on, bud, you’re starting to share more
family secrets than you should in a place like this.” Thor’s arm
across his shoulders was a weight Lasse had felt a million times
before, but this time it felt wrong. “The locals are looking at us
funny,” Thor bent and whispered in his ear. “Let’s go somewhere a
bit more private, aye?”

“Just fight ‘em.” Tears made it difficult for
Lasse to see. He was gutted. He just wanted to wallow in it. “You
love to fight. That’s all anyone wants to do anymore. Fight. Fight.
Fight. Did you see him? My mate. The best fighter of them all.”
Lasse swayed on his stool and would’ve fallen if Thor hadn’t been
standing there.

“He’d have a hard time fighting me. I could
beat his ass into the mat with one hand tied behind my back,” Thor
promised and while there was a teeny tiny part of Lasse’s brain
lucid enough to know his friend was trying to be supportive, the
other part, pickled in god knows what rotgut he’d been drinking,
simply heard a threat to his mate.

“Don’t you dare touch him!” Swinging around
on his stool, Lasse’s fist caught Thor’s jaw with a crack loud
enough to cause thunder. His swing caused him to barrel into Thor
and both men fell to the ground. Grunting, kicking, and punching
the two men rolled this way and that; tables and chairs crashing as
the bar patrons stumbled to get out of the way. Someone yelled for
someone else to call the police, but Lasse was beyond caring at
this point. A blinding punch to his nose rolled him back a bit, but
he swung his leg around, kicking his friend in the head.

“Bastard.” Thor wiped the blood from his
split lip before leaping up and smothering Lasse’s body with his
own. Lasse tried to punch and kick his way out, but Thor’s grip
around his shoulders was like a vice. Anyone watching them might
have thought they were getting off on each other, but all Lasse
felt was blinding rage. Waiting until Thor rolled them enough he
was on top, he leaned his head back and smashed it down on his
friend’s nose.

“Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Not the face, ass wipe,”
Thor snarled and then both men stiffened as they heard the wail of
a police siren. “Shit, our dads are going to be pissed if we get
locked up,” Thor muttered quickly.

Nodding, Lasse scanned the room. “Back exit,
ten o’clock.”

“Now.”

In a move used more often than either of them
cared to count, both men rolled and were on their feet in seconds.
“This’ll pay for the damages,” Lasse yelled as he threw a bag of
gold coins at the bar tender. “Keep the change.”

Laughing like loons, both men stumbled out
the back entrance, finding themselves in a garbage filled alley.
“Yours or mine?” Thor asked holding out his hammer.

“Yours.” Lasse held on and waited for his
body to translocate. The fight definitely helped clear his head,
but his chest still felt like Thor was sitting on it. He could’ve
sworn he saw the glimmer of dark eyes and hair as his body
disappeared from the alley. Wishful thinking. Bastard must have
clocked me one harder than I thought.

/~/~/~/~/

Keeping a sharp eye out to ensure no one
would see him, Jason crept to where the two men disappeared from,
his animal half on high alert.

He’s been fighting with his friend.

Yeah, so much for being a peace lover.
Jason rolled his eyes. He found it easier to get angry at his
mate’s disheveled state. Otherwise he’d be inclined to worry about
him.

Blood drop. There. It’s his. Using his
spirit’s eyes, Jason found the droplet.

How can you tell it’s his? They were both
bleeding. He bent over and lightly touched the deep red
droplet.

One man smells of thunder and lightning; our
man carries the sun and sea in his veins.

The sun and the sea. Jason flicked
through his memories of the vast array of paranormals he knew as he
sniffed the blood on his finger. It was an unusual combination.

Ancient folklore, his animal half
prompted.

Which one? Jason knew most of them.
He’d lived through the worst of most of them. The ancient
Egyptians, the Roman gods, pagan, and pacific. “Greek,” he
whispered. “Our man is descended from a Greek god, but his friend
is something else entirely.”

The hammer, his animal reminded
him.

“That was Thor? I knew I’d seen him
somewhere.” Jason’s eyes widened. “Which would make our mate…”
Sticking out his tongue, he touched the end of it to his blood
stained fingertip. “Poseidon. Our mate is descended from Poseidon
and one of the horses of the sun. Abraxas.”

They had two sons together, His animal
spirit whispered. Nereus is younger. The older one is Lasse
although many consider them twins.

“Because there’s only two years between them,
I remember.” Shoving his hands in his pocket Jason sauntered out of
the stinking alley, planning his next move. The urge to flee was
riding him hard, but isolated as he was, even he knew a fated mate
couldn’t be ignored. The Fates were too canny for that. The thing
he had to decide was did he give chase or wait for Lasse to come to
him? Waiting sounded like the more boring alternative. We
chase, his animal roared.







Chapter Three

“Why isn’t it
raining?” Lasse clutched his head as he struggled to get upright.
“Give me some cloud cover at least. That fucking sun is too bright
and what the hell crawled in my mouth and died?”

Opening his eyes, Lasse groaned as he took in
the surroundings. He was in what Thor called his ‘power fuck pad’ –
a huge penthouse apartment that took up the top floor of one of
Manhattan’s highest skyscrapers. Lasse knew Thor only bought it
because he liked to stand on the balcony at night and imagine
smiting what he called the worker ants who lived below. Not that
Thor would ever do that. Odin would kick his ass to the seven pits
of hell if he tried. Gods stopped intervening in the lives of
mortals centuries ago. But the last thing Lasse needed to be
confronted with in his current state was miles upon miles of
freaking glass. His friend didn’t believe in curtains and the guest
room resembled a very large, plush, goldfish bowl.

“I’m not robbing my little worker ants of one
of their rare glimpses of genuine sunshine,” Thor said as he strode
in bare chested and wearing nothing but a pair of black jeans.
Lasse had seen his friend naked a thousand times so the sight did
nothing for him, even if Thor was one of the sexiest men in
existence. He was more interested in the large bottle of water Thor
was carrying.

“Gimme. Gimme,” he said, holding out his
hand, snatching the bottle from Thor’s grasp. “And how many times
do I have to remind you, the good folk living in this city are not
your little worker ants. They all have busy productive lives of
their own and probably don’t know you exist.”

“I miss the good old days,” Thor moved over
to the window, scratching his belly as he frowned out the glass.
“Back in the day, all this would’ve been ours for the taking.
People would fall to their knees as we walked by; offerings would
be left at our doorstep. Maidens would cook giant feasts for us and
all we’d have to do is keep our population safe.”

“You need to move with the times. It takes
more than your fancy hammer to keep populations safe these days.”
Lasse gingerly moved to the side of the bed. Now his throat wasn’t
so parched, he desperately needed to pee. “Besides, all the ancient
gods were corrupt fornicators that did nothing more than fight
amongst themselves. You should know, you were one of them. How many
kids did you end up with before humans invented birth control?”

“None.” Thor turned from the window. “I spent
all my time in battle and it wasn’t as though I’d let my cock get
anywhere near anyone with a hint of god’s blood in them. Speaking
of sticking your cock anywhere, what are you going to do about your
errant mate? ‘Cos I have to tell you, while drunk fighting with you
is always a barrel of laughs, I don’t want you breaking my nose
again. It took me two hours to get it perfectly straight last
night.” His finger ran down the aristocratic length mentioned.

“I’ve never met anyone so vain about their
looks, except my father. A broken nose would give your features
some character.” Lasse gently shook his head as he stood. It wasn’t
a good move. The pounding in his head increased accompanied by the
hollow beat of his heart. Ignoring Thor’s digs about his mate, he
shuffled over to the bathroom, making sure the door was firmly shut
before doing what he had to do.

He was trying to relax the ache in his neck
and shoulders under the heat of a powerful shower when Thor came
barging in again. “So, what’s the plan with your mate? Kidnapping,
chains, a pleasure dungeon?” Bouncing Thor was more annoying than
Lasse ever remembered his brother, Nereus being.

“I don’t have a plan. I don’t see the point
in one.” Turning off the water, Lasse stepped out of the shower and
grabbed the nearest towel. “You were standing right beside me when
I was outright rejected. You heard what he said as clearly as I
did, not to mention half the audience in the front row of that
wretched fight. I’m not going to go chasing after a thug who
prefers beating humans to a pulp rather than wooing his mate. I’m
not that damn pathetic.”

“Hey,” Thor said quietly. “I never once said
you were pathetic and if I ever hear anyone else saying that about
you, they’d cease to exist. Did you want me to have a chat with my
father and see if he can get you an audience with the Fates? Maybe
we can see if they would switch your mate to someone more in tune
with what you’re looking for?”

“Nah,” Lasse shook his head, pleased to feel
his headache disappearing. Hanging up the towel he’d used, he
dressed himself with a click of his fingers. In deference to the
warm day he’d opted for cargo shorts and a sleeveless tank-top.
“Your dad’s great and all that, but if he knew I was having mate
problems then he’d call my dad and then my dad would tell everyone
down here and in the Sun palace. Face it. I’ve been without a mate
this long. Maybe if we stay away from each other I might get a
chance at another one in a couple of hundred years or so.”

Somehow, that thought didn’t make Lasse feel
any better, but it was a better response than crying like a baby,
which was his first reaction. All this time he’d dreamed of holding
a mate so badly…and yeah, he’d been given the short end of the
stick, that’s for sure. But he knew better than to break down in
front of Thor – in front of anyone really. Demi-gods weren’t
supposed to have soppy emotions.

Unfortunately, he wasn’t as successful as
hiding his emotions as he thought. “Fuck, you know I’m not good at
this comforting shit.” Lasse found himself the recipient of a giant
bear hug. “If that Jason thug doesn’t want you, then he’s the
fucking fool. No one could be a kinder or sweeter mate than
you.”

Thor’s body was hot and strong against his,
but he didn’t know his own strength. Lasse huffed as his nose and
mouth were smothered in his friend’s hair and he struggled to
breathe. “It’s all good,” he gasped, slapping Thor on the back.
“I’ve got friends. I’ve got a huge family. I am who I am and yeah,
you’re right. I would be kind and sweet as a mate.” Pulling away
from Thor’s hold, he tilted his head. “But is that part of my
problem, do you think? Maybe I’m just too nice?”

“Well, you have been known to give me a
toothache from time to time,” Thor agreed as he guided Lasse out of
the bathroom. “But if you’re thinking about a change of image, then
how about we plan that over breakfast? I could eat a horse and then
fuck the rider.”

“Isn’t that how you
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