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Blurb

Faith Meets Fornication
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Faith gave up on finding the right man...because she’d never considered the possibility of the right men.

Faith’s nights are filled with erotic dreams of two Greek gods who claim she’s their long lost goddess. Life is one big, fantastic coincidence when she meets two men who bare a striking resemblance to her dream gods But, love and nights filled with fornication won’t be enough to make this relationship work. She’s going to have to start believing the impossible.

Hypnos and Thanatos failed to protect their goddess centuries ago. When she emerges again in modern times, missing her memory, the two can’t decide if it’s a blessing or a curse. All they know is will have to choose between accepting Faith for who she is rather than who they think she is, before she’s ripped from their arms again.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Faith Meets Fornication

Temptation of the Gods

Book 1

Kayleigh Malcolm


www.KayleighMalcolm.com

[image: image]


[image: image]

Writing is a solitary adventure, but it’s impossible to get anything truly accomplished without the love and support from my family and friends. Thank you all so much for always being there to listen to me complain when I needed to vent and cheer me on when I did something I was proud of. I couldn’t do this without you. xoxo

[image: image]

PROLOGUE

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

EPILOGUE

ABOUT

[image: image]

“He will destroy them.” 

The queen of the gods, curled her fingers around the gilded marble frame of the window, her knuckles paling from the strength of her grip. Hera altered the vista beyond the window to observe the war between the Trojans and her beloved Greeks from her perch here in Olympia. 

The faint resonance of blood curdling death cries resonated in her sensitive ears. Certain the second hand view of the massacre didn’t do the brutality justice; her heart ached for the slaughter she was powerless to stop. Hera watched in horror as her faithful patrons begged for the intervention she’d been forbidden to give. She lifted her hand and lightly touched the enchanted image. “How dare he forbid me from aiding them.” A soft Olympic breeze chilled the single tear she allowed to slide down her cheek.

The weight of her torment pulled at her bones as she felt each of her champions fall under cold steel. Hiding the emotional tremble in her hand, she curled her fingers into a fist before pushing away from the window ledge, unable to witness any more. 

“If you do not help, they will not survive.” The weight of her curls swirled around her hips as she spun around. Hera strode across the marble floor toward her only hope of saving her favorite humans. The silken caress of her transparent robes fluttered over her limbs, as she strode away from the window.

Lounging with one leg draped over the armrest of Hera’s ivory throne, Hypnos, the god of sleep twisted his hips and settled into the white cow skin cushion. He rested his hand on his raised knee. Jet-black hair curled over bronzed shoulders and stopped above his bare, sculpted chest. His chestnut eyes narrowed, glaring at his queen. “And why is that my problem? I ensured his slumber once before so you could torment his son Herakles. As a result, I came much too close to being sodomized by a lightning bolt.” 

Hera flexed her fingers to stop from clenching them again and reveal her true feelings. She refused to expose her frustration at his defiance, turning instead to the cloaked form leaning against a nearby wall, his form shrouded in darkness. 

“Thanatos, talk to him!” Her attempted facade of calmness slipped when she stomped her foot and pointed at the God of Sleep. “You’re the only one he listens to. Tell him to do as I say.” 

Despite her demands, the large shadow didn’t stir from his position. The intensity of his black gaze sent a shiver along her spine, a silent refusal to her demand. 

Hera growled in frustration and spun on her heel to pace back and forth between the two men. “I told you I will wear him out. All I want is for you to make his sleep deep enough that he will not wake when I have Poseidon rally the warriors.” She halted, she turned back to Hypnos. “This time, I promise, he will never know you interfered.”

Thanatos stepped away from the shadows, the darkness concealing him melted away to reveal a god of heartbreaking beauty, except Death carried an aura which unnerved even her.

“It’s not worth the risk.” Hypnos spoke quietly as Thanatos moved behind him, resting his hand on his lover’s shoulder. 

“To knowingly betray him a second time is suicide.” Thanatos’ deep voice remained calm, but she knew he would protect Hypnos from even her. “If Zeus were to find out, there would be no hiding from his rage. Have you thought about how Hypnos’s death would affect humanity?”

“Fine then.” Hera fought to conceal her disdain as Thanatos lifted a grape from a nearby dish and feed it to the other god. The energy such a simple act created vibrated the air around them. She knew the way each cared for the other. To gain the agreement she desired, both would have to be convinced. 

Hera moved to the middle of her temple, her place of power. Posing with her hands on her hips, she allowed a smug smile to curve her lips as she offered what she knew they both wanted. “I will give Pasithea to you. Will you do my bidding then?”

The men turned their heads simultaneously, neither of them remembering to hide their true emotions. Thanatos narrowed his gaze at her, when he realized she knew their heart’s desire. Hypnos wasn’t as astute and sat up from his languid position. “You swear?”

“Of course,” she assured them with a wave of her hand and then drifted back toward the open window. The winds of change gently lifted up the feather-light draperies, causing them to flutter softly before they drifted back down into place.

“Swear on the Styx.” Thanatos’ low voice cut through her confidence like a steely dagger. 

Avoiding eye contact with them both, she curled her lips in frustrated anger. The audacity of him to demand an oath on their sacred river ruined any opportunity for her to change her mind later. She dearly wanted to make their lives miserable for daring to defy her, but today desperation clouded her judgment. From the concern their gazes held, she could tell they knew it too. 

Clenching her teeth together, she pressed her lips together and forced a smile. With a wave-like curl of her fingers, their surroundings melted away like hot wax, revealing the bank of the mythical river. She stepped with ease away from the marble floor of her sitting room onto plush green moss. The damp ground dipped with each footstep as she walked to its bank. Lowering to her knees while Hypnos and Thanatos towered over her rankled, but she’d punish them for the insult another time. 

Cupping her hands together, she pierced the cold, black surface of the Styx and scooped up the dark fluid. The mass flowed around her fingers and began to take shape as she spoke. “As your queen, I do swear by the waters of the Styx, Pasithea, youngest of the Kahrites, goddess of relaxation and my daughter, shall be given to you for eternity upon your completion of my task.” 

Excess fluid escaped from her palms and trickled back into the flowing river leaving behind a perfect golden apple in her hands. Of course it had to be another damn apple. The entire war started because of one these.  

Gracefully she rose back to her feet and held the offensive object by its stem. “Your promise, gentlemen?”

Hypnos snatched it from her hand before she’s completed the sentence. “Done.” 

[image: image]

“Are you listening, love?” 

Faith Bitonu looked over her shoulder in the direction the gentle voice had come from. Her granny, Flora Daniel, had been in and out of consciousness for the last few days, drifting off mid-conversation only to wake up later not realizing she’d fallen asleep. 

“Of course,” Faith had been leaning against the windowsill, watching the hypnotizing view of sunbeams dancing along the lake’s surface. She’d never pointed out the lapses in conversation to avoid upsetting her granny. Uncrossing her arms, she moved across the room to perch on the side of the hospital bed. 

“I’m listening. You had reached the part when Hera’s plan to use Thanatos and Hypnos changed the outcome of the Trojan War. The goddess vowed on the Styx at the gods insistence.” She gently patted her granny’s hand where it rested on the emerald green blanket. Thin fingers, covered by wrinkled, transparent skin, so delicate compared to the strength Faith remembered from her childhood. Granny’s hands had fixed her bike, landscaped yards and cared for a huge vegetable garden.

“Oh, yes.” Flora’s expression softened. Shifting slightly, her arms shook with the effort to move. Faith got up and slipped an arm behind the older woman’s shoulders, assisting her into a sitting position. After fluffing the pillows behind her, Faith helped her rest back against them. 

“Once receiving Hera’s vow, Hypnos did what she wanted. The goddess led her husband to a mountain, and true to her word, she seduced him. When Zeus fell asleep in her arms, Hypnos arrived and sprinkled water from the Lethe River in his eyes, causing the king of the gods to slip into a deep slumber. Poseidon then marched up and down the ranks inspiring the Greek warriors with his battle cries. By the time Zeus woke up, the tide had turned, so to speak, and his mighty Trojans defeated.”

Flora paused; her hand trembled as she reached for a drink. Faith quickly grabbed the glass of juice from the night table and held the straw still for her to drink from. Once finished, Flora leaned back with a sigh. 

“Would you like to rest a bit?” Faith returned the glass to the side table. If only she could do more to help her with the pain. She had left her job as a nurse in New York to come back to her hometown of Delphi in Maryland to care for the most important person in her life. Sometimes she wished she had never chosen a medical career because then she wouldn’t completely understand what little could be done at this point to help. 

She tried to keep Flora in her own home as long as possible but the time came when she couldn’t care for her alone. After her first tour of the hospice, Elysian House, Faith knew it would be perfect. The rooms in palliative care were cheery and bright, with large throw pillows and chenille blankets in rich jewel tones on the beds. All medical equipment was hidden behind warm oak cabinets, ensuring the rooms looked more like a bedroom then a hospital. 

“No, not yet, sweetheart. As you well know, the story ends there or alludes to Hypnos escaping Zeus’s notice. What I’ve never told you before is, there’s more. Zeus is the god of the gods. Of course, he found out and directed all his fury at Hypnos for betraying him again. 

Zeus wanted to make an example out of Hypnos for what he considered the ultimate wrong. He forbade the union Hera had sworn they’d receive. In an effort to circumvent Zeus’ decree, Thanatos stepped forward, stating he had nothing to do with their plotting, and demand Hera’s vow be honored. Showing him the golden apple she’d created with her vow on the Styx.” 

Flora’s words painted an ominous ending to the tale. 

“But even Zeus can’t break a vow sworn on the Styx. Can he?” Faith had never been told this ending to her favorite bedtime story and wanted to know more. “He had the golden apple as proof.”

“A vow on the River Styx cannot be broken. Knowing full well the men were lovers and planned to share Pasithea, Zeus wasn’t about to hand her over to Thanatos. He had to allow his wife to give the men the one creature they’d wanted since the beginning of time. Only after, he delivered a crushing punishment. Poor Pasithea paid for Hypnos’s crime. Zeus pushed her into the Lethe River, erasing her memory of everything, including the men who loved her. And with a blast of one of his lightning bolts, he destroyed her and the apple.” 

A chill scuttled over Faith’s shoulders, sending a rush of goose-bumps down her arms. She shivered looking around the homey room wondering where the cold breeze had emanated from. The dark, solid door to the hallway remained closed, although the large windows had been opened a bit. That must be it. 

“What happened then?” Faith gently pulled the soft, airy chenille blanket up a bit higher on the old woman’s chest. Not all of granny Flora’s stories had happy endings. Like life, sometimes the lessons are learned through death. But this one she’d always found particularly disturbing. 

“Thank you, dear.” Flora patted the blanket before resting her arms on it. “Oh, um, nothing I’m afraid. Poor Hypnos and Thanatos were devastated but by then nothing could be done. I’ve often wondered if that heralded the beginning of the end of Zeus’s relationship with Hera. If a man ever destroyed one of my children, you had better believe I would have his guts for garters.” 

The sudden flash of life sparkling in her eyes faded, and Flora glanced warily around the room before fixating on a spot over Faith’s left shoulder. “I’ve known for a while my time here was ending, but I had hoped to spend some more time with you. He’ll be coming for me soon.”

“Who?” Faith looked back behind her, trying to figure out what caught her granny’s attention. There was only the poster of Monet’s Water Lilies hanging on the wall across from the bed. It had always been Flora’s favorite painting.

“Thanatos. Death. I don’t think I’m ready. Now is not the best time to be second-guessing myself, but what if my beliefs were wrong? What if I end up damned for something that has felt right all my life?”

Faith leaned forward to brush a soft curl off the old woman’s forehead. “I honestly do not believe there is one true religion. I believe, your faith is what’s important. If you believe, then you’re right. No one can tell you different.”

Granny huffed softly before deciding whether to believe her or not. Faith had learned over the years that sound meant her granny had listened to her and would decide for herself. This is why she had left her job as a nurse to be here. Faith would walk through fire if it meant she could help her granny. 

She had no idea how much her life would change the day she stood on this woman’s doorstep so many years ago. Faith could still recall looking up at the door of yet another foster home, a sick feeling in her stomach, as her young mind formulated another plan to run away. 

Granny had told her the story of her arrival many times. How her blonde hair hung limp around her face, while she watched her life being decided for her from behind uncut bangs. She’d been a thin, ragged-looking ten-year-old who’d long before decided to hate the world she believed hated her. And I managed to stubbornly maintain the belief for about two weeks. 

Flora had announced she didn’t allow those types of negative feelings in her home, as it threw off the natural vibrations inside and made the house terribly nervous. The only cure, homemade papanasi made from a secret recipe. According to the eccentric old lady, it had been handed down to her from a Romani family she’d lived with and she would teach Faith how to make it. Piquing a young imagination created a magic of its own, and by the time they sat down to devour their soft, sweet, delicious creations, Faith hoped she could stay a little while. From that afternoon on, the older woman became more of an eccentric granny to her than merely another foster mother. 

The older woman looked over at the water lily poster and a small smile curled her lips. “My time is coming,” she said simply and laid her head back against the pillows, then closed her eyes before quickly opening them again. “You do believe, don’t you? Faith? Please tell me you believe.” 

“Of course, I do.” Faith carefully leaned up and kissed  her Granny’s forehead. “We can talk more about it tomorrow if you’d like.”

Flora smiled softly, similar to the way a child does when she’s fighting sleep. She rubbed her eyes with the back of her hand. “I would like that. I’ll miss our talks. Now remember, if something happens, don’t let them use all that bloody machinery on me. Much too violent. The last thing I want is to attract the Keres.”

“I promise.” Faith’s voice strained against the burning in her throat. Faith remembered having nightmares about the Keres when her Granny first told her the vicious spirits attracted to violent deaths. 

This can’t be happening already, not yet please. She’d watched the monitors and noted the declining vital signs. Earlier in the day the nurses had turned down the volume. No one needed to hear the mechanical sound of their own death. 

Faith gently stroked a finger down the side of her granny’s face, almost afraid she would hurt the tissue paper skin. Deep down she knew when Flora drifted off to sleep next, she wouldn’t wake back up. I thought we’d have longer and I wasted so much time with Geoff. I should have come home sooner. 

She never revealed the details of relationship with Geoff. Granny Flora never did like him and tried her best to talk Faith out of moving in with him. Too bad she hadn’t listen. The few times they spoke on the phone, Faith would avoid any questions about him if he came up in conversation. 

In the beginning Geoff had acted like the sweetest, most attentive boyfriend. She’d foolishly believed his insistence she didn’t make the long drive to visit Granny by herself had emphasized his concern for her safety. He always promised they would go together, as soon as he got a couple days off work. It wasn’t long before he started questioning why she insisted on wearing much makeup. He loved her as is, and she didn’t want to get anyone else’s attention...did she? 

As time passed his preliminary tenderness shifted into an ugly display of control. He’s demanded she comply with his expectations of who she should be, who she could see, what she could wear and it got worse from there. Soon after, his insistence grew to aggression, so bad he frightened her on more than one occasion. From there it escalated to threats against her life. That warning bell she didn’t ignore and she left him. If only I’d left sooner it sooner.

The faint echoes of a high pitched beep resonated in her ears, followed a soft whoosh of the door opening. A woman wearing a brightly-colored uniform and silent shoes came in to check the printouts. She gazed sympathetically at Faith. “Is she sleeping?” 

Faith couldn’t do anything but nod.

“Good. It’s better this way. She will never know. She’s a special lady.”

“Yes, she is. She told me she doesn’t want any resuscitation.”

The nurse nodded. “She told us that too, something about it being too tempting?”

“To Keres,” she explained. They’re mythical creatures who are part woman and part vulture. According to Greek mythology they’re attracted to violence and will amplify a violent death. They’re the opposite to Thanatos who is the god of peaceful deaths.” 

The nurse patted Faith’s shoulder sympathetically. “It makes sense then. She told me that Thanatos is a hottie and when she goes she wants a good looker to walk with her.”

Faith sniffed, a heated tear escaped out the corner of her eye. “That sounds like her.”

Perched on the edge of the bed, Faith held her Granny’s hand, gently stroking the soft skin across her knuckles, remembering all the wonderful memories she’d been blessed with. 

[image: image]

“My sweet Faith, I wish I could spare you the pain you’re going to feel.” 

“Hello, Flora.” Thanatos stepped through the veil of the otherworld, not quiet entering the human’s domain. This inbetween of space and time is where he spent almost every waking hour when most of the world believed in him. 

The old woman he’d come for stood next to hospital bed, her fingers trying to touch the wild curls of a younger woman sitting completely still on the bed. She looked up at him; tears swimming in her eyes, the ones that escaped were caught in the many creases on her face. “I can’t leave her all alone again. She needs me.”

“I promise you. She will be fine.” This wasn’t the first time Thanatos arrived to collect a soul who didn’t want to leave their loved ones behind. But, it had been so long since anyone waited for Death he felt compelled to arrive. He wasn’t in a hurry to rush the moment. “Is she your daughter?”

“Granddaughter of my heart,” Flora reached out and tried to touch the younger woman again. Her fingers passed through the foggy image. “Can I touch her one more time?”

“You’ve passed beyond that ability.” He moved around to the other side of the bed. The riot of blond curls sparked a memory he’d tried for millennia to forget. Driven by a curiosity he couldn’t explain, he wanted, needed to see what she looked like. 

Frozen in time, she stared at the old hand she held completely unaware of their presence. Of how much she’d shocked him. He couldn’t believe his own eyes. His chest felt like it was caught in a vise grip fashioned by Hephaestus.  It couldn’t be...  

“Pasithea?”

“No.” Flora’s voice cut through his musings. “No, she’s not. Her name is Faith and I raised her from when she was a child. She’s not your goddess. She’s mine.”

“No. She couldn’t be, could she?” Thanatos held out his hand. “It’s time Flora.” He could feel the resentment building in Flora’s soul. The longer they stayed in this space the more she would fight leaving. 

“Could I have another minute, or two?” Flora stepped away from him as she tried to touch the young woman, anger drawing her brows together when her hand passed through the image in front of her. 

“No, it’s not safe for you here.” Thanatos knew they had lingered here too long as it was. “There is nothing to be afraid of.”

“Oh, I know that you silly man. Did you see any Keres about?”

The sudden change in attitude surprised him and he felt the corner of his mouth tug up. “No, ma’am not a one, you were brave.”

“Of course, I was.” Flora straightened her nightgown, “I do hope I’ll have a change of clothes where we’re going. This is my most comfortable nighty but I don’t want to spend eternity in it.”

She walked around the bed, and after one more lingering gaze over her shoulder she placed her hand in Thanatos’. “Let’s do this before I change my mind.”

You and me both. Thanatos wanted nothing more than to take the additional step into the human world and hear the young woman’s voice. Would she sound like Pasithea? 

“I’m happy to see you don’t disappoint, Thanatos. All those pictures of you in a hooded black robe and skeletal hands, I’m glad to see you prefer tight jeans.”

Thanatos laughed and kissed the back of the woman’s hand. “I gave up the robes centuries ago, people are more likely to come with me if I look unassuming.”

“And gorgeous...gorgeous helps at least my generation it does. You might have a harder time of it with this next lot coming up. You’re going to need more than your good looks.”

“I’ll keep that in mind, Thank you.” Two steps and a thought later, they stepped out into the rolling meadows of the afterlife. The sun shone down from a cloudless sky, warming his face. 

“Welcome to your new home, Flora.” Thanatos pointed at a quaint cottage with a mass of flowerbeds around it. “Now, you can be anything you want...” The frail crone had been replaced by a curvy brunette, a blue bandana tied her hair back, her lips a dark red against her pale skin. The soft nightgown had been replaced by a light weight pink top under a pair of denim overalls. 

“You caught on quickly.”

“Are you kidding, I’ve been waiting for this since my crow’s feet got really deep.” Flora let go of his hand. “I’m off to explore. Thank you for the escort. I’ll be fine now.”

“Yes, you will.”

Flora skipped a few feet away before she stopped and turned toward him. “Will you watch over her for me? Somehow, let her know I’m not in any pain anymore?”

“Yes.” He nodded having given this same promise thousands of times. Flora would soon forget her life in the mortal world, and eventually her soul would return for another lifetime. 

“I want your promise Thanatos. My Faith is special and now that I’m gone...” The woman’s face pinched as if she was remembering something and it worried her. “She will need help.”

Thanatos looked around, quickly spotting what he needed. He plucked an apple from a nearby tree. The sun glinted off its gold skin, reflecting against Flora’s skin. “I swear to you. I will watch over her.” It was an easy promise because deep down he knew, knew, somehow that was Pasithea sitting on the bed. Could fate have finally given them a chance to regain some of their lost power?

Flora took the apple from his fingers and tucked it into the front pocket of her overalls. Bouncing up she pressed a kiss to his cheek. “Thank you. 

[image: image]

When Death came, Faith didn’t see anyone. Flora’s passing was so peaceful, she wasn’t completely certain when the frail, shallow breathing had stopped. Unwilling to let go yet, Faith rested her head on the bed next to Flora’s shoulder. Emptiness expanded in her chest, robbing her of the ability to breathe. Tears burned her eyes but didn’t fall. 

She had no idea how much time had passed before she became conscious of the fact she was no longer alone. There was no telltale whooshing of the door or the squeaking of shoes that always heralded a person’s arrival. The intense numbness which numbed her muscles became a welcome relief as it muted the painful grief shrouding her heart. 

A deep and gentle voice finally spoke from behind her. “You need to let her go.” 

“I don’t know if I can.”  For a brief, insane moment she thought perhaps Death himself stood behind her. That wasn’t reality though. The reality was she couldn’t change her Granny’s fate and now she was gone and Faith was alone.    

“Here, take my hand.” The unexpected warmth of a large palm rested against her back, and his open hand moved into her view. She released her tight hold on her granny’s fingers with unease and placed her hand in his. 

He helped her to stand and she moved against him. Her gaze dropped to the name on his ID badge hanging down the middle of his white shirt from a lanyard. The swelling tidal wave of tears blurred her vision preventing her from reading his name. 

Tears broke free, making hot trails down her cheeks as she started to shake. He was a big man and engulfed her in a tight embrace as she sobbed all over the front of his scrubs. He held her until the tears subsided into hiccups and she finally managed to get some semblance of control over herself. She lifted her face from his chest but didn’t look up at his face. 

“I’m sorry about that,” she said, swiping at her cheeks with the heel of her hand before he passed her a tissue.

“Grief is nothing to apologize for.”

“But I soaked the front of your shirt.” She wiped at her eyes and finally blinked up at him. The room’s shadows dimmed across the strange man’s features and prevented her from getting a clear view. “Are you new around here? I thought I knew everyone.”

“I help out here when I’m needed, Pasithea.”

“It’s Faith.”

“Sorry, Faith. I overheard it earlier and thought it was yours.” He wrapped an arm around her shoulders and led her out of the room. 

“My granny always tells me...” Her breath caught in her throat. “What I mean to say, is she’s always told me stories about Olympus.”

“They have always been my favorite as well.”

One of the night nurses came in at that point and wrapped Faith in a warm embrace while soft murmurs of condolence echoed around her. She thanked the nurse for everything she had done and then turned to thank the man who allowed her to make a mess of his shirt, but he had already left.
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Dressed in a white shirt and black denim jeans, baseball cap on backward, Hypnos, the god of sleep, shifted his weight to his back foot and glared at the creature standing before him. He swung a large aluminum bat. A split second later the ball thunked into a mitt behind him.

“Fuck, they make it look so easy. What am I doing wrong?” His cheeks burned with fury as he stared down the insufferable demon. 

“Misssssssing the ball?” The hunched creature twisted his body like a pretzel. It’s long, grey, fingers wrapped around the ball hiding it from view while he got ready to launch the ball again.

Gripping the bat Hypnos fought the urge to explode in a childish display of temper. He’s lucky I don’t launch this bat down his worm infested throat...better yet, I’ll toss him into the Lethe River. 

“I found her.” 

“Just the distraction I need.” He turned to admire the god who strode toward him. A shiver of intoxication danced over his skin. At times it amazed him how much attraction still saturated him in Thanatos’ presence. Considering most creatures shied away from the God of Death, he couldn’t get enough of him. 

Thanatos gave the snake-like creature a pointed glare. “Leave us.” 

The aggravating demon bowed before disappearing in a puff of sulphuric smoke. 

“Found who?” Hypnos adjusted his footing and practiced his swing again, rolling his hips with a bit more enthusiasm. If he couldn’t connect with that damn ball then he would try to encourage a more pleasurable connection. Before he could swing a second time, his lover grabbed the bat away and embraced him. Thanatos’ arms shook with uncharacteristic tremors. Hypnos eased back and studied his counterpart’s eyes to find they threatened to spill over with tears. “What is it? You’re shaking.”

“Pasithea. She’s alive,” Thanatos whispered, his chin quivered as a shiver danced along his nerves.

Hypnos blinked in surprise and gripped the arms around him. The brief flash of hope devastated him with its brightness before crushing his heart. That’s impossible. “She can’t be, Than. Zeus destroyed her.” Fearing for his lover and best friend’s sanity, Hypnos gripped his hand and led him to a nearby bench. “Come on, sit down. Tell me what happened.”

“I don’t want to. Let’s go get her.” Thanatos tossed the bat toward a poppy bush. It vanished like the briefest of thoughts.

Hope is an evil lying curse, damn Pandora and her fucking box. Turning, Hypnos laid his hands on Thanatos’ upper arms, resting his forehead against the other man’s. “Than, Pasithea’s long gone, you know that.” 

“I thought so too, but tonight I saw her. She’s alive. On the head of Zeus, I swear it’s her.” 

“Okay, start from the beginning.” Hypnos pulled the ball cap off and tossed it aside, concerned his companion had done something drastic. The worst would be if Thanatos had decided to do the backstroke in the Lethe, except, the river would have stripped him of every memory, not a select few. The conviction and passion in Thanatos’ voice conveyed he truly believed he’d seen Pasithea. Thanatos slipped his fingers into the hair at the back of Hypnos’s head. Holding his hair tight enough to pinch, a sensation Hypnos loved but he knew arousal wasn’t Thanatos’ goal at the moment. 

“Before you ask, no, I haven’t lost my mind
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