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        * * *

      

      The noisy city flushed with sounds of traffic and humans. The human-boats-on-wheels not only growled loudly as they whizzed by on the street, but gave hiccupping beeps in irritation at other humans whether they were in their own boat or merely walking across the road. Not only that, but these oarless boats stank worse than the newly arrived souls in Hel’s underworld. Lights on the front and back of the wheeled boats flickered and flashed in yellow and red, sometimes a pale blue too. Somehow, the humans knew how to read these and understood what the boat was saying. But sometimes the boats turned aggressively to nearly hit a pedestrian and more shouting ensued. Yes, the land of Midgard was noisy.

      The buildings also had flashing signs, either on the walls or on posts nearby where the humans in their boats could see them. The posts often carried the many-layered scents of other beasts of Midgard. Fenrir made sure his own patina was added with a quick lift of his leg. He wanted them all to know that a true Asgardian hound was among them.

      “It’s such a beautiful day out,” Jason remarked, glancing up to look at the tall buildings gleaming in the sunlight.

      “That it is. Lunch?” Loki asked, but not to Fenrir. As usual.

      Jason nodded. He was always agreeing with Papa. That’s what made Jason such a good and loyal subject. That and the way he opened doors for Papa, but this time, it was a black, wrought-iron gate for an enclosed courtyard with a fence of large, pale bricks with flower boxes set atop. There were several small, round, wooden tables here, each surrounded with two or three metal chairs which matched the style of the gate.

      “I’ll go order,” Papa said to Jason. As far as Fenrir could tell, Jason was happy with whatever Loki ordered. Again, a good subject. It made Fenrir proud to see his Papa so in control.

      Fenrir watched Loki disappear into the building as Jason took a seat and told Fenrir to sit. On the hard ground? No pillow or blanket? There was no grass in this courtyard either. Fenrir’s heart sank. Papa should order his subject to give Fenrir better treatment. He and Papa would have to discuss this later. Fenrir plopped down, resigning himself to boredom.

      A few humans left the courtyard and a couple more came in.

      Fenrir watched with little interest. Jason was a stick in the mud, one Fenrir couldn't pull up to run around and play with. Instead, Fenrir tried to guess what food came from the building as its new and interesting fragrances came out to greet him whenever someone walked through the same door Papa had gone through.

      A lady walked up in shoes that clicked on the cement. It was the kind that had the pointy stick in back which made women seem taller than they were. Fenrir thought it must be hard to walk on one’s toes all day. Lots of her legs showed. Poor woman didn’t have enough money to buy more fabric for her skirt. "Oh, what a cute little puppy."

      Trust me, he's not a cute puppy. Jason hadn't actually spoken the words, but he had definitely thought them. He couldn't hide his inner voice from Fenrir.

      "Is he yours?" the lady asked.

      Fenrir sneezed at the scent of her, a noxious floral odor which had to deaden the sense of smell in any human that stood close to her. No wonder they couldn’t tell just how badly the cities on Midgard stank. Humans and their fear of odors made them pile on others and nothing really cancelled anything out. They just lost their sense. Maybe that’s what made the wheeled boats mad enough to try to hit pedestrians.

      Jason rolled his eyes. "No, he’s not mine. I wouldn't take him. In fact, he kinda scares me, so don't get too close. I've seen him eat a bus."

      "Oh, you have kids. Did he eat their toy bus?” The thick, dark fur standing out from her brown eyes weighed heavily on her eyelids and she blinked when she smiled at Jason.

      Fenrir tried to do the same until he realized that he was doing an odd wink at her. He didn’t want her to find it cute. But that left him trying to stare at his own whiskers above his eyes; not an easy task He just hoped his weren’t as thick as hers. He’d have to check it in the tall mirror on Papa’s door when he got home.

      The woman continued, “My friend has a dog who is always chewing up her kids’ toys. I know what you mean."

      "No, like an actual Greyhound."

      The woman's eyes grew curious as she stared questioningly at Jason. "Like a greyhound dog?"

      "No, like a Greyhound bus. He tore up a full-sized bus."

      "Oh you little scamper. Did you go for a ride on a bus? Didn’t like public transportation very much, did you?" she addressed Fenrir, who found this semi-acceptable. She started to crouch down to pet Fenrir.

      Jason pulled Fenrir back. Of course he would do that, right when Fenrir was about to get some proper respect. "Seriously, he will take your hand off. If not your leg for being a meatier bone."

      “Oh,” the woman giggled. She touched her leg as she stood up, wanting Jason to see her do so. If humans like Jason hadn’t deadened their sense of smell with all the other stink, he would’ve known that she was interested in him. But no, Jason catches no clue of the pheromones coming off her. Sad, but true.

      Fenrir growled at the lady, mostly for show. Bored, remember? Besides, Jason was Papa’s loyal subject and she wanted to take Jason away as her own. Fenrir wouldn’t let that happen. Papa deserved followers.

      She jumped back. "Don't you know that dangerous dogs potentially should have a yellow ribbon on them to indicate caution?"

      "I don't think making Fenrir look pretty in a yellow ribbon is going to help his disposition in any way, shape, or form. He might just see yellow as the color of destruction."

      The lady harrumphed at him. She was about to leave.

      The gamy scent of disappointment came off of Jason, and Fenrir almost felt sorry for him. It wasn't Jason's fault that he couldn't make friends. As far as Fenrir knew, Jason didn't like anyone except for Loki. Jason needed some more fun in his life. Maybe then, the old stick wouldn't be so boring.

      Turning his growl into a yip, Fenrir rolled his tongue out of his mouth and began to pant happily.

      The woman squealed with delight, nearly hurting Fenrir’s ears. “You’re just kidding me, right? He’s such a cutie pie.”

      Where’s Loki when I need him? Jason thought and Fenrir heard.

      Papa might be a god, but he wasn’t going to get Jason a mate. Some things just weren’t worth a god’s time. Especially when Loki had other business on Midgard to attend.

      Jason gave a weak smile and muttered something which not only came tumbling out his mouth, but fluttered weakly through his thoughts as well. Fenrir tipped his head to look up at Jason, wondering what all that was about. Humans, they were so strange.

      Fenrir yipped
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