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Dedication

A huge thank you to my readers who make me
smile every single day – I couldn’t do this without you.

To my wonderful editors, Jon, and Holly from
Publication Pixie, thank you for smoothing Loki’s rough edges.

Sending love and cyberhugs to those who
believe in the power of love and the necessity of peace for
all.

I stand with Ukraine.












Author’s Note






One of the interesting things about Loki was
that most of the stories in the ancient mythology about him (not
the more modern films and adaptations) was that there really wasn’t
a huge amount of information about him.

Scholars made a great deal about his ability
to change forms and seemed fixated on the idea it was just as easy
for Loki to take the form of a woman, as it was for him to become a
credible four-legged mare. They also insisted that he was a
trickster god, much like Odin, and yet, I really didn’t find much
evidence of that.

Because of his history, though, it did take
me sometime to work out who would be the right mate for the
loveable god. And then I remembered, from my book about the
Egyptian god Seth, about Anubis. He was another very fascinating
god, but there wasn’t a lot written about him either. To me, that
meant the possibilities were endless for them as a mated pair.

Usually, I would apologize to any scholars
for mistakes I might have made in my depiction of Loki and Anubis.
However, this time I also feel the need to apologize to those of
you who enjoy the popular depiction of Loki in modern movies. I
like to think my version of Loki is unique and I must admit, this
was one of my favorite pairings in the Gods series.

I hope you enjoy it.

Hug the ones you love,

Lisa xx







Chapter One






Following Odin and his little wolf around had
gotten decidedly boring. Loki had been following along like a burr
on Odin’s ass for a good three months before he started seeing a
pattern. Odin’s cute little wolf seer would have a vision. He’d
flick his long dark hair over his shoulder and give his mate a
wink. Odin would start panting like Pavlov’s dog, and after a
tumble on the nearest flat surface, they’d disappear courtesy of
Odin’s powers to help the next shifter, vampire, and on one
occasion, a stuck up fae who should never have been on the earth
realm at all.

Helping people. That was it. Kentucky,
Washington D.C., New York, a tiny village in Hertfordshire,
England, Copenhagen… the list went on and on. And every time, all
Loki got out of it was the chance to improve his disguises, which,
he had to admit, were already pretty damn perfect. But he still
couldn’t get close to Odin, and from what he had seen, Odin was
showing no signs of being disenchanted with his wolf.

Which meant Loki was going to have to
consider that the mate’s scenario was looking decidedly realistic.
Once Loki got bored following Odin, he paid a discreet visit to
Thor – who was busy with twins – and not the sexy blond kind with
big tits. The man Loki considered a brother had children - little
children - twin boys, in fact, who looked a lot like Thor. Mated
bliss was emanating from every pore of the big guy’s body.

Thor’s little Orin, who Loki had written off
as a book nerd, didn’t just encourage Thor to jump into fights like
Thor had been doing since his origin, Orin enthusiastically cheered
from the sidelines while keeping an eye on the twins. Thor and
Orin, along with Poseidon’s son Lasse and his mate Ja, who had yet
another kid, even went rock climbing and to open-air concerts,
complete with their little mini-me’s. Loki remembered Ja when he
was a cage fighter – now it was all domestic bliss and being
devoted in love with one person. And they weren’t the only ones.
Ancient gods on a range of pantheons were meeting their fated
mates.

Loki couldn’t work it out. Gods could pretty
much do anything, and okay, after the Great War, which was a real
cluster fuck for virtually everyone, there were laws put in place
and agreed upon by all pantheons – gods could no longer interfere
in mortal affairs. Bam. Just like that. Gods who had no other
purpose but to interfere in mortal affairs suddenly had nothing to
do. And it had been like that for millenniums. And while it wasn’t
easy for a lot of gods, some of them got really mopey about it
even. Eventually everyone adapted, and life went on. Earth became
like cable television. It was worth watching if you had nothing
else to do.

And then the fated mates’ phenomenon hit the
Greek pantheon. Technically, the first one wasn’t a god, nor was
the second. Thanatos, Death to those who didn’t recognize the name,
and his son Sebastian were the first to fall. But then the Greek
god of the sea, Poseidon, got a mate – another wolf shifter. Then
it was like a domino effect. Lasse and then Artemas, and that was
fine because they were from the Greek pantheon too, but then Loki
heard Thor got hit with the mating bug as well. Loki disappeared
into the Sahara Desert for three weeks when he heard about that
one.

Then there was Hades, then another one of
Poseidon’s sons, Baby, Zeus, and then Ra, who was the head honcho
of the Egyptian pantheon, all succumbing to the Fated Mates
Syndrome. The effect was spreading, but Loki never imagined in a
million years that Odin would catch it. I was so sure it was
just Odin playing tricks on an unsuspecting wolf shifter… but
no, all indicators showed Odin was as sickeningly in love with his
little wolf as the other gods were with their mates.

That was about six months before, and now
Loki was restless, edgy, and he wasn’t sure why. Although he did
know why. There had been one more mating since Odin – apparently,
the Egyptian god of storms and deserts, a real surly bastard known
as Seth, had also found a mate and had become a new man. Which got
Loki thinking, did the Fates just overlook me, or did they
decide I wasn’t worthy of a mate of my own? Not that Loki was
sure what he would do with one, but still…

Just stop thinking about it. It was a
summer day somewhere. Loki wasn’t sure where he was, but it didn’t
matter. He was taking advantage of one of his favorite powers –
that of shapeshifting. Not the common garden variety shifting that
was written of him – so, what if he could change shape or gender?
He’d also taken the form of many types of animal life from
something as small as a fly to a beast the size of a horse… well,
actually a mare. Loki had gone on to give birth to the eight-legged
horse Odin liked to ride, thanks to that little episode.

But his current type of shift was different.
Loki was currently at one with a stream. Not in it. Not on it. At
one with it - his cells shifting into water droplets, trickling
over rocks, plunging into depths to tickle the fish, and bouncing
back up into the air to gleam in the sun like liquid diamonds. Loki
adored spending time in a non-human form. Being at one with the
elements allowed the constraints of time and societal pressures to
conform to just fall away.

The river accepted him, swirling him,
carrying him along, chattering away about the nonsense that comes
from not having to do anything else, but follow a roughly
pre-defined path. The river didn’t care about the past or future –
its freedom came from being entirely in the present, and Loki loved
it. While he was just as keen to be one with the wind, the rain,
shifting sands, and stormy seas, even hailstones on occasion – they
hurt when he hit the ground – Loki’s favorite hiding place from his
kin who didn’t understand him and the people who mocked him or
scoffed his efforts to help, was in the river.

Beep, beep, beep. Beep, beep, beep, beep.
Beep, beep, beep. Beep, beep, beep, beep.

The river ignored the electronic noises, but
Loki’s sense of self smiled. He knew the sound. He had an
appointment to get to, and after giving thanks to the river who’d
made him feel so welcome, he formed back into a human shape in the
public restroom of the ODEV building in New York. No, he wasn’t
spying on Odin and Evan, even if it was one of their many
buildings. It was time to be Harold Burns, the man who had an
appointment with a therapist.

/~/~/~/~/

“Harold, this is your third visit with me,
and I feel, before we go any further, that we should do a bit of a
check in and see how you believe you’re getting on.” Judith
Chalmers, the therapist, worked very hard to be welcoming and
friendly while maintaining a professional demeanor.

Her blond hair was shoulder length and loose
but styled to stay off her face. Her pale blue blouse and the black
pants combination gave her a cleavage with just a hint of something
interesting, whereas the cut of the pants suggested she was all
business. Flat black shoes completed the ensemble along with a
small pair of diamond earing studs in her ears. “We’ve discussed
your family dynamics and your issues with colleagues at work. And I
feel you’ve accepted my suggestions readily enough, but are you
seeing any signs of success in any of the key areas of your
life?”

Harold, aka Loki, sat on the edge of his
chair as though afraid his bulk would break it. Whereas Loki was
tall, with more of a large lean swimmer’s build, Harold was built
like a tank. He hid behind his bushy beard, and his longish red
hair was tied with a leather strap at the base of his neck. Harold
didn’t like looking at Judith’s face – his whole body language
screamed that he did not fit in. Which was Loki’s point.

“I’m not worried about fitting in with my
family,” Harold’s voice was surprisingly higher than Loki’s, but he
kept the volume low. “I’m thirty-six. I haven’t lived at home for a
long time. My boss is the only one who’s opinion matters to me at
work, and he’s only concerned with results. I can meet those
results, but I don’t understand how people fit in.”

Harold managed to look up quickly. “I feel
like I’m on the outside, watching the world go by on a screen. How
do people get invited out on a Friday night? How do they know
someone is interested in them for a relationship? How do they go
about getting a date?”

Judith checked the notes in front of her.
Loki noticed the little downturn in her lip. “We haven’t touched on
your dating history, so far, Harold. I see from your records you’ve
never been married, and I assume from your question you want some
help with how to recognize attraction in someone now, so I guess
you are single. How would you describe your romantic relationships
– ones you’ve had in the past.”

Harold shrugged. Loki was working hard not to
let his internal laughter show on poor Harold’s face. “I kissed a
girl on my seventeenth birthday, and that made me feel sick,” Loki
said in Harold’s higher tones. “Then a man grabbed my balls when I
was having a smoke outside a club one night… I think I was twenty.
It felt really good, but he laughed at me, said something about me
having a decent handful, and then he walked away. That sort of
stuff didn’t seem romantic to me, but then that’s all I’ve
had.”

Judith was looking suitably sympathetic, and
Loki guessed he should feel bad about tugging on the woman’s
heartstrings. But his decision to have therapy was based on a very
real need. Somewhere in his reasoning about why he hadn’t been
granted a mate yet, Loki figured that maybe it was because he’d
never learned to truly get on with the mortals that inhabited the
earth realm.

But as there were so many social niceties
mortals expected the others around them to follow, Loki decided to
indulge in some professional help. Human help. He didn’t fancy
being made a mockery of by anyone in any of the pantheons by trying
to discuss anything with them, and he had no intention of being the
only god left without a mate of his own.

“What does romance look like to you, Harold?”
Judith asked in her ‘you can confide in me’ tone. “What would you
like to have happen with a significant other?”

Oops. Harold didn’t know what to say
because Loki wasn’t sure what the answer was either. “I’ve talked
about my family,” Harold said hesitantly, “I didn’t have a lot of
good role models there, so I don’t think I’d want a relationship
like the one between my mom and dad.”

And wasn’t that the truth. The thing
is, Loki had been in relationships eons ago, he’d been married
before. He had children. Those indicators would make most mortals
assume that he would know how to ‘relationship,’ but if Loki was
honest with himself, he felt more of a connection to Svaðilfari,
than anyone else. Svaðilfari being the impressive stallion he’d
been fucked by back at the beginning of time when he was a mare,
leaving him pregnant with Sleipnir, the eight-legged horse Odin
favored. Yes, I can’t see Ms. Chalmers appreciating a story like
that. Loki had read about mental health wards when he was
researching therapists.

“Can you think of anyone, among your
colleagues, people you see on a regular basis, even couples you see
on television, who have the type of relationship you would like to
share with someone?”

Loki’s mind immediately flew to Odin. Of
course, he couldn’t mention the god by name, but he could
improvise. “There’s this man, he’s older, I’ve seen him around a
lot, he recently got engaged to this other man, who was a lot
younger. That is all right, right?” Harold would check with the
therapist.

“There’s absolutely nothing wrong with
same-sex relationships,” Judith nodded. “The heart wants who the
heart wants. Provided both people in a relationship are adult and
capable of making their own decisions, then there’s no reason a
younger person couldn’t date an older one or the other way around.
What aspects of their relationship, that you’ve seen, appeal to you
when you think of a significant other for yourself?”

“They seem to do everything together. You
never see one without the other,” Harold said slowly. “They are
very affectionate, with each other, of course, and he, this older
guy, he always seems to be so focused on his fiancé. They don’t
even seem to notice anyone else. They seem complete. Like a whole
unit. They just fit.”

“It does all sound very romantic,” Judith
said, “although I would hesitate to recommend a relationship where
two people were so absorbed with each other they didn’t engage with
other people. Being totally co-dependent, where one person in a
couple can’t be without the other, or at least gives that
impression, is not a healthy way for anyone to be.”

You should see mated shifters. They
genuinely can’t live without each other, Loki thought, but
Harold nodded.

“It is interesting how you reflected on how
well this particular couple fit well together. That seems to be a
common theme for you.”

It was Loki’s third visit as Harold. He knew
a lead-in when he heard one. “I know I struggle with fitting in.”
Harold shrugged. “I have no idea how people walk the line between
being themselves and fitting in with the way society wants them to
be. I mean, I understand the basics. We can’t all walk around
naked, or we’d end up with frostbite in some interesting places in
winter.”

Judith chuckled, but it wasn’t overdone.
Very controlled woman. Loki approved.

“I want someone who accepts me exactly as I
am.” Harold hugged his fists to his chest. “Who doesn’t expect me
to change.”

“I think we all wish for that from our
significant others, Harold.” Judith sighed, and Loki wondered if
her love life was as rosy as it could be. There were no rings on
her fingers. “But don’t you think, if you found someone you loved,
you would be happy to compromise with that person over some areas
where you had differing opinions?”

“Compromise?”

“It’s what people do when they want to stay
with someone they care deeply for,” Judith explained. “It could be
over simple things like whether one person prefers washing dishes
at night, and the other person is happy to do them in the
morning…”

“Or they could get a dishwasher,” Harold
interrupted. “And in that case, who is right? The person who wants
things clean and tidy when they get up in the morning, or the one
who would rather spend their free time with their partner at night
and has the time to do the dishes in the morning.”

Judith chuckled, adjusted the glasses on her
nose, and tapped her notepad. “Yes, well, that’s why compromise can
be difficult, although it’s easier when two people communicate
honestly and easily with each other. Anyhow, your time is up for
the day. I think, as your homework for the next week, that you
should visit clubs, pubs, gyms, libraries, shopping malls, and
places where people congregate. Look for examples of couples who
compromise, who seem to be independent of each other, and yet
appear as a solid unit to outsiders.

“Perhaps also give some more thought to the
type of person you’d be attracted to, and next week we can go over
some tips and methods you can use to know if someone is attracted
to you in return, and how you can proceed to asking someone out for
a date without being confrontational or making a stranger feel
uncomfortable. How does that sound?”

She stood up. It wouldn’t matter if
Loki/Harold had a dozen other life and death questions, Ms.
Chalmers knew how to keep her clients moving through her office on
schedule. Harold got up more slowly, but he took the hint. “I’ll
try,” he said in his same hesitant way. “I really want someone just
for me, you know? I didn’t realize it would be so difficult.”

“You just need to move out of your comfort
zone.” Judith was walking him to the door. “Go somewhere different.
Do something different. Get a part-time job during the weekends or
attend an evening course. You never know where you’re going to meet
a significant other, but it is a lot easier to do if you’re out
among people. Be open to the opportunity, and it will present
itself. Same time, next week. Bye.”

Harold let himself get shuffled out the door,
but inside, Loki was thinking about Judith’s last piece of advice.
The account was already paid. Ms. Chalmers didn’t give anyone any
of her time unless it was already paid for. Loki wondered if she
had a girlfriend or boyfriend and if she charged them by the hour
as well. And then realized that was one of the petty ways of
thinking that usually got him into trouble.

Disappearing into the bathroom, Loki took the
nearest stall, locking the door, and sitting on the toilet lid.
Then he wrinkled his nose and translocated. If he was going to
think about things, he needed coffee. Maybe I should get a
part-time job, Loki thought as his cells broke down. That
would definitely be doing something different.







Chapter Two






Anubis, Egyptian god of mummification and the
afterlife, as well as the patron for lost souls and the helpless,
felt a tingle of awareness of ‘other’ just before Cooper knocked on
his office door. “Hey, babe,” Cooper didn’t bother waiting for him
to answer the knock and just bounced on in. “That guy who applied
for the bouncer job is here for his interview. Did you want to see
him, or should I send him to Jackson?”

“I interview all the new hires,” Anubis said
slowly, shuffling his papers together and putting them to one side.
“Show him in, please, and remember what I said about being
professional at work.”

“What did I…? Oh,” Cooper put his hand over
his mouth and giggled. “You know I didn’t mean to call you babe,
babe, but I can’t help myself. After three months of being the
apple of your darling dark eyes, my brain turns to mush every time
I see you.”

Anubis frowned, and Cooper was quick to pick
up on it.

“I know. I know. Be professional at work, but
did you want to come to mine tonight, or are we going to yours?
Only if it’s yours, I’ll have to get my sister to pop in and feed
my cat. You know, things would be so much easier if we moved in
together, and then I wouldn’t have to ask this every night.”

Shit, has it been every night? Anubis
was slipping again. “I’m not sure what I’m doing later,” he said
quickly. “You head home to yours, and if I can get there, I’ll text
you and let you know. All right?”

“Hell, no.” Cooper laughed. “It’s okay, big
daddy, I’ll hang around after closing like I always do. Anywhere
you go and all that. We can always pop into mine and feed Pookie
real quick on the way if you prefer to fuck me in your bed. I’m not
complaining. It’s bigger than mine.”

Anubis could feel a headache coming on. “Can
you show in the guy for the interview? What’s his name, again?”

“Huh. I forgot to ask.” Cooper giggled again.
“No worries. Did you want me here during the interview?”

Making a point of looking at the clock,
Anubis said, “Didn’t your shift on the bar start ten minutes ago?
Jackson will be expecting you.”

“Jackson knows I have an agreement with the
boss man,” Cooper grinned as he struck a pose with his ass out,
pressing his hands on the wall. “He’s not likely to be shitty with
me for taking a few minutes to keep the boss happy.”

“Yes, well, this boss is busy. Send the
interviewee into me, and then report to the bar.” Anubis looked
down at his papers so he didn’t have to see the pout he knew Cooper
would be wearing.

Cooper, one of his barmen, had an ass worth
worshipping, but he was also a classic reason why Anubis kept his
relationships short and usually out of his workplace. Clearly, he’d
been too bothered by the changes in Osiris’s behavior and that
business with Seth to concentrate on his mortal business, and in
the meantime, Cooper had somehow sidled in and was carving himself
a position Anubis preferred to keep vacant. Cooper wasn’t his mate;
he was just an adorable and usually happy twink with a wide smile
and a really cute bubble butt.

I get suckered in by the same things every
time. Anubis wanted to bang his head on the desk. He really did
know better. Disengaging himself from Cooper was going to be messy,
especially because neither one of them had kept the relationship
private. Which meant not only had he shit in his own club – with
one of his staff – but Anubis was also going to have to deal with
any fallout from the rest of his staff members if they thought he
was treating Cooper unfairly during the inevitable break up.

That sense of ‘other’ was back, shaking
Anubis from his thoughts. Another knock on the door – this time,
the person waited until Anubis called “enter.” But when the door
opened, Anubis knew Cooper was going to be the least of his
problems that evening.

“I don’t believe someone like you is looking
for a job,” he said as the source of the ‘other’ appeared. “Who the
hell are you, and what do you want?”

“Have we not met before?” The other walked in
and closed the door behind him, looking more intrigued than
anything else. He was tall, with respectable shoulders and a lean
waist Anubis found attractive. His long legs were clad in jeans
showing well-formed thighs, and Anubis, who’d been fighting a
headache seconds before, felt his cock twitch. The man had an
angular chin, and pleasant features rather than pretty, but there
was a knowing in his eyes that called to Anubis’s soul. Long black
hair tied back completed a very attractive picture.

“I say, are you in there?” The man took a
step closer. “I have heard I can be stunning, but in most cases,
the people I meet can still speak.”

Shaking his head to clear the lust, Anubis
glared. “I asked the questions first. Who are you and what are you
doing here?”

“Hey, there’s no need for that sort of
aggression. I haven’t done anything yet. Most people don’t act like
that until after they know me.” The man tossed the ends of his hair
back over his shoulder. “For the purpose of this interview, my name
is Harvey Burns, because Harold sounds too old to be a bouncer,
wouldn’t you agree? And I am applying for the part-time job at your
club because my therapist said I needed to do things I hadn’t done
before.”

Scratching his head, Anubis shook his head.
“Who are you really? What pantheon are you from?”

“You really don’t know?” ‘Harvey’ folded his
arms across his chest.

“I wouldn’t be asking if I did. Do you know
who I am?”

“Egyptian, I’m guessing.” The man leaned back
and squinted his eyes in Anubis’s direction. “Jackal face. Anubis,”
he said, pointing his finger and grinning. “I’m right, am I
right?”

“You’re right. Now you.”

“Oh boy,” his mystery visitor said. There was
no way there was a god called Harvey in any pantheon. “Can you do
me a favor and smile at me first? Because you’re not going to do
that when you hear my name, and I rather fancy, if you smiled,
you’d be a stunning man. You’re drop-dead gorgeous as it is. Did
you see what I did there? Drop-dead because you’re one of the gods
associated with death.” The man chuckled.

“Very droll.” Anubis actually wanted to
smile, but he squashed that idea. “Who are you?”

“One more question, and then I’ll tell you.
This interview is going well, don’t you think?”

“Was that your question?”

“No, no.” The man shook his head. “I wanted
to know, did you know the significance of when a god looks at a
person and they appear to look like they’re carrying their own
light show gleaming over their head, like a solitary disco ball for
personal use.”

Leaning his elbow on his desk, Anubis rubbed
his forehead. “No, I’m not sure why that happens. It’s because
you’re an ancient god, I assume. A way of warning others if we’re
in different pantheons?” Although, when he thought about it, Anubis
realized he’d never noticed the same thing with other gods he’d
come across over the centuries. “Is it a new thing?”

“It’s new, in a way. You could call it a gift
of sorts. Your illustrious Ra knows what it means, Seth’s another
one. A few of the Greek gods have seen the same effect before as
well.”

“You’re Greek?” Anubis didn’t think that was
right.

“Norse.” The man shook his arms out and
rolled his shoulders. “My therapist never prepared me for a
situation like this, but then I’ve only been going to see her for
three weeks. It was her idea I get a job. But this is unexpected. I
didn’t expect it to work so quick.”

“What the hell are you talking about?”
Whoever the man was, he was doing a good job of driving Anubis to
drink. “For the last time, who are you?”

“You know, you really can’t send me away.
That shiny light thing,” the man pointed to the top of his head,
which sure enough, glowed, “it means we’re mates, so even if you’ve
heard some unattractive stories about me, you still have to give me
a chance. It’s not like you can just yell at me to fuck off because
the Fates or Norns think we’re perfect for each other.”

“You’re my mate. Brilliant. Just what I
wanted.” Anubis was ready to scream. He’d never met anyone so
damned attractive who was equally infuriating. “This is the last
time I’m going to ask you. Who the hell are you?”

The man straightened his spine. “I’m Loki,
father of Hel, Fenrir, and Jörmungandr. I also gave birth to
Sleipnir, the favored mount of Odin.”

There was a loud knock at the door, and
Anubis heard Cooper yell, “Are you in there, babe? There’re some
people out the front to see you, or I can handle them for you if
you want?”

Fury bubbled over – Anubis couldn’t take
Cooper’s attitude anymore. “Fuck off,” he yelled, but before he’d
finished speaking, Loki, his mate, was gone, and Cooper came into
the office.

“Hey, where did Harvey go? Were you yelling
at him?” Cooper looked around, his eyes missing nothing. “He didn’t
go past me.”

“That’s not important.” Anubis got up and
came around the desk, heading for the door. “Who’s looking for me?
Are they at the bar?”

“Hey,” Cooper caught hold of his arm, and
Anubis forced himself to stop. “You didn’t answer me. What happened
to Harvey? He’s not hiding under your desk, is he? Only you know
I’m the one who gives the best blow jobs in town.”

Even in his anger, Anubis could see lust
vying with the worry about being replaced by someone else in
Cooper’s eyes. Licking his lips, he said quietly and calmly, “If
you don’t mind, I do want you to stay behind after your shift
tonight. You and I need to have a talk about where you think this
relationship is going. Is that all right?”

“Of course.” But Cooper wasn’t stupid. “I’m
not going to like this, am I? If you think I’ve been overstepping
because we’ve been together so long, I can rein it back. That’s no
problem.”

“Three months is not a long time. It’s barely
a blink in the sands of time. Now, go back behind the bar.” Pushing
past, Anubis went out to find his visitors. It was going to be a
long night, and yet as the hours crawled by, peppered by sad puppy
dog eyes from Cooper, all Anubis could think of was the god known
as Loki.







Chapter Three


Sitting somewhere on the top of the
Appalachians, Loki knew he wouldn’t be disturbed. The cold fitted
his mood. He’d never felt so alone in his hugely long life.
Normally, when some being or action slapped him down, like the time
Odin threw a power suppressing spell at him in his bathroom, Loki
would just dissipate his cells, find the nearest desert or beach,
and mingle with the sand particles until he could pull himself
together. No leaky emotions. No hurt feelings. Loki had spent a
lifetime never fitting in. He’d had a lot of practice suppressing
the way others made him feel.

The sand wasn’t going to help this time. Loki
genuinely worried that if he let his cells spend time disconnected
among sand particles, he’d never reassemble them. Given the Fates
frowned heavily on careless gods who caused large rips in the
tapestry of life – something that would happen if he ceased to
exist – it would not be a good idea.

“You know,” he said in his usual tone, but he
was addressing the sky, “You, whoever rules us all, you’ve never
been very fair to me. I accepted in the balance of life that there
was a need for a joker, a scapegoat, and I’ll admit, I haven’t
always thought all my actions through in a long and colorful past.
But I’ve always been driven by the desire to help… to be useful.
Didn’t you ever see that?”

Skies were notorious for not being big
talkers, but they were cheaper than Judith, who didn’t have any
emergency appointments available. Loki definitely thought being
rejected by a mate was grounds for needing an emergency session.
“Is this one of those times when I should have spent time
cultivating friends?”

But friends with who? Technically, Loki was
born from a giant and a goddess, so he was of mixed blood which was
enough to cause problems back in the beginning of time. But he’d
also shared blood with Odin, and he was considered by most as one
of the Norse gods. When mortals came along and started writing
their stories, which for some reason other mortals believed were
the actual accounts of a god’s actions and lifestyle, Loki was
tarnished with villain status. It had even been said he caused the
death of Odin’s son Balder, when in fact it was Hod who threw the
mistletoe that hurt Balder. “And gods can’t even die,” Loki yelled
at the skies, “so I didn’t kill him, and how was I to know Hod
would actually hit him. The man was blind, for fuck’s sake.”

The punishment Loki was apparently banished
to, being bound by the entrails of one of his grandsons and forced
to endure the painful venom from a snake made him sick just
thinking about it. “Mortals,” Loki muttered to himself. Their ideas
were more fanciful than Loki’s, and that was
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