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Dedication

My heart goes out to those victims of hate crimes
and anyone who feels as though they are “different”. Please know
you are loved.

To my readers, you are the light in my soul.

Huge thanks to Amanda and Phil for keeping my facts
straight and my prose polished. Any mistakes are all mine.

This was my 60th book – woo hoo.












Quick Author’s Note






My books are professionally edited, however
sometimes mistakes are missed, and the responsibility for that is
all mine. When I was writing this story, I was having an issue with
apostrophes, in particular, those relating to possession. In books
I’ve written in the past, I have always used the “s’s” system –
like in Nereus’s story, where I didn’t have a problem using the
extra “s”. However, for some reason in Hades’ story that didn’t
seem right, so the lack of the extra “s” is deliberate and from
what I understand about grammar, is perfectly correct provided I am
consistent with it.

As for the facts in this story, I have used
fictious license again, as I have with the other Gods stories.
Hades is the Lord of the Underworld. Zeus and Poseidon are two of
his brothers. He does have a big dog called Cerberus and he was
“married” to Persephone who was known as “the dread Queen
Persephone.”

One issue from my editors was that I
mentioned that Persephone was Hades’ niece – which she was, as her
mother was Demeter who was Hades’ sister. While in modern times we
would consider such a relationship far too close for comfort,
scholars tell us the Olympians had no such concerns. I haven’t
shied away from the family connection, but hopefully you will like
what I’ve done.

If you have any questions, please don’t
hesitate to contact me using the details at the back of the story.
As with all my stories, my aim is to make you smile.

Lisa [image: tmp_a3d8ec76c928d0ee53e17d733fba64ff_hnL6pl_html_a4702e1.jpg]







Chapter One






“Twice in one month, brother. Some little
cutie must have caught your eye. How come you’re lurking back here,
instead of pumping your cock into the delightful cuties’ ass in one
of the back rooms.”

“Not everything’s about sex, Sei, as you
should know by now.” Hades didn’t bother turning around. His
brother would seem as though he was talking to the pole Hades was
leaning on and that was fine by him. If he wanted to be seen by the
others in Claude’s club then he would have shown himself.

“Aww, are you having some problems in the
dick department,” Poseidon teased. “Maybe you need something
special to get your equipment working again. Tell me what you need,
and I’ll point you in the right direction. We cater for all types
here.”

“The only one being a problem dick around
here is you. There’s never been anything wrong with my equipment,”
Hades said, stung more than he probably should be. “Can’t a guy
just lurk once in a while?”

“Hey, yeah, you know you’re always welcome
here.” Poseidon’s shoulder nudged at Hades’ arm as he leaned on the
same pole. “We’ve got amazing scenery here; you have to admit that.
There must be someone here who catches your eye.”

“So many handsome faces, but there’s no
light,” Hades said sadly, looking over the crowd of healthy
shifters dancing, laughing and so much more. “I keep looking for
the light, that spark that tells me my forever’s finally in my
sight, but I can’t find it.”

“You’ve been talking to Lasse again.” Sei
shook his head. “I know my sons, Sebastian, hell, even that
dickhead Thor keeps talking about those mystical lights when they
found their mates, but I didn’t see one when I met Claude.”

“Are you sure about that?” Hades looked down
at his younger brother. In human form, he was at least a foot
taller than the God of the Sea. “Hells teeth, you were probably
that blinded by lust you couldn’t see past Claude’s magnificent abs
and huge package.”

“Meh. Maybe.” Hades noticed Sei didn’t deny
his description. “I felt a pull, and I will admit to not caring
what Claude was to me so long as he used that cock of his to my
advantage.”

“And now you’re in love, raising twins and so
domesticated it would’ve made your teeth ache in another life.”
Hades went back to perusing the crowds. “I want that for me, well,
the love side of things. You can keep the twins.”

“You keep coming back here. Are you
sure…?”

“I come back here because it’s one of the few
places I can get laid without everyone shuddering for all the wrong
reasons the moment I come into view. I come here because for a few
short hours I can be seen as a man, instead of some mystical horror
story whose name should never be mentioned. Your pack coped with a
Kraken landing in the middle of the club. They barely shiver at
me.”

“Yeah, fun times.” Sei grinned, and then his
grin got wider as he spotted his mate coming down the stairs. Hades
lifted a hand in a wave, well aware Claude was as immune to his
invisibility as his brother was, but Claude was clearly astute
enough to stay at the bar, rather than coming over to see him.

“You know,” Sei said thoughtfully, rubbing
his chin. “Maybe you’re looking for the wrong type, in the wrong
place.”

“Do not suggest any more of your ridiculous
places,” Hades said quickly. “It was bad enough the last time.
Thanks to you, I’ve tried human clubs. I went to a dozen libraries.
I wandered around a supermarket and tried sitting on park benches.
I even, Fates forbid, went to a human gym.” He shuddered. “Do you
know how ridiculous I look in shorts? It didn’t make any
difference. No one would come near me in any of those places. You
know my curse better than any man. The whole not speaking my name
concept must be genetically ingrained in the entire human race by
now, even if they’re not aware of it.”

“Your mate’s not likely to be human,” Sei
said. “I might not think much of the old biddies who join our
threads with others, but even they wouldn’t be that cruel.”

Hades wasn’t so sure. “I’m feeling my age,
Sei. All I have to look forward to at home is the incessant noise
of Cerberus’s howling.”

“You still haven’t let him out then?” Sei
smirked.

“After what he did to Lasse?” Hades shook his
head. “He’s lucky he’s just chained up and not rotting in Tartarus.
The Hellhounds do a good job of guarding the gates. No one can get
past them. I just don’t know where else to look. I’ve hiked trails
in a dozen countries, I’ve camped. In a tent. My gods, have you any
idea how basic that is? I had to pee in the bloody bushes. I’ve
gone to auctions in London, New York, and Paris. I’ve spent enough
time lurking around Lasse and Jason’s place in Greece to have their
little one calling me uncle. I’ve trolled the streets of Las Vegas,
now that was fun. Weird is acceptable there, but it didn’t make any
difference. I’ve visited a dozen packs, invisibly of course, but I
still haven’t seen that elusive damn light.”

“But who are you looking at?” Sei prodded
gently. Hades gave a mental vote of thanks to the Fates for his
brother’s mating. A year before Hades never imagined having such a
conversation. “When you look out at the scene here, who do you
see?”

“I see cute little wolves looking for strong
mates. Blonds, dark haired, even that little red head with the
freckles. So damn cute, every one of them, but none of them are my
mate.”

“None of the Doms tickle your fancy?”

“I don’t want to fight for my fuck on a daily
basis,” Hades snapped. “Thor might be into that sort of thing but
not me.”

“And Thor is mated to the cutest little cat
shifter you’ve ever seen – a man who adores books.”

Hades felt a shiver run down his spine at the
thought of Orin’s special book – it held the only spell in
existence that could summon a living ancient god. Sei had teased
him a dozen times about the loving pair inviting him for dinner,
through the use of the spell. Hades sent a large gift basket when
he heard about the arrival of their children with a short note
explaining he was traveling and would visit on his return.

“You see,” Sei said, stretching away from the
pole. “I think those Fates know more than they let on, but don’t
you dare mention I said so,” he added quickly. “But,” he went on,
“if you think about the mates we’ve all snagged so far, not one of
them was what we expected, but every one of them was what we
needed.”

“Are you boring your kids to sleep with
psychology books again?”

“Only sometimes, but then my kids are
geniuses, so it’s expected.”

Sei waited as if he expected Hades to agree,
but Hades just smirked and waited.

“Fine,” Sei huffed. “The thing is, despite
the number of shifters who’d graciously taken us on, not everyone
got a wolf for a start. Thor has a cat. Lasse snagged a sphinx for
goodness sake. That set Artie’s hair on fire just thinking about
it. And Artie – another classic example. He didn’t get a shifter or
a twink and he expected both. I did wonder if the Fates had got
their braids twisted or something, because Thor’s mate would be far
more suited to Artie in my opinion, but then despite the odds, all
of them are deliriously happy.”

Hades’ frown deepened. “The Fates would never
pair me with another god, not from any pantheon. No god could
handle living in the Underworld.”

“You don’t live there all the time,” Sei
pointed out. “I have to go. My mate is getting restless….”

“You’re horny because you’ve been watching
that threesome in the corner for the past five minutes.” It was a
good scene, but Hades’ cock barely reacted. Sei on the other hand
was bristling with arousal.

“Fine, I’m going to find my mate and see if
he’ll wrap his juicy lips around my cock. Happy? As for you, bro,
maybe you need to shed the mantle of gloom you carry and stop
thinking about your position as a curse. And get out more,” he
yelled as he walked away. “If your mate’s not where you’ve been
then you need to go somewhere else.”

Go somewhere else. Hades’ lips
tightened as the ache in his gut increased. Closer to Sei than
their brother Zeus, Hades knew his brother was trying to be
supportive. But watching as Sei was readily embraced by his huge
smiling mate, Hades’ sense of loneliness threatened to overwhelm
him. Taking one last look at the redhead with adorable freckles,
Hades disappeared back to his domain. It was time to gag that damn
dog of his so he could get some sleep.

/~/~/~/~/

“Hades?” The orb rattled on Hades’ desk.
“Hades, are you there? Answer me.” The orb rattled again. “Damn it,
Hades.”

“What do you want now, brother of mine?”
Hades asked through gritted teeth. It’d been three weeks since his
last visit to Sei and Claude’s club. Since that time, he’d written,
read, got caught up on his records, and refused to do anything for
Cerberus except give him a mute button. Souls were pouring in
faster than he could process them, and instead of how things were
back in the good old days where all souls came to the Underworld
for processing, thanks to the advent of a variety of gods, Hades
got stuck with the truly evil ones. That meant organizing more
demons, increasing the guards at the gates. Charon was threatening
to go on strike because none of those who demanded passage thought
to pay him anymore. The old ways were far more efficient,
Hades thought with a sigh.

“I did it, I finally did it.” Sei’s orb
cackled with excitement. “I asked Claude to marry me and he said
yes. Can you believe it? He said yes.”

“I can’t imagine your mate refusing you
anything,” Hades said, momentarily overcome by memories of his own
failed relationship with Persephone. “Haven’t you been married
before?”

Poseidon’s scoff came through loud and clear.
“I have bedded more than it would take a thousand story tellers to
tell, but I always believed marriage had to be to someone
special.”

“And Claude is your special someone.” Hades
couldn’t stay bitter, not when Sei’s orb was shining so brightly in
his dim domain. “I am truly happy for you, brother, although I
shudder at the thought of what a mortal clergyman might make of you
and Claude.”

“There’ll be no clergy at our wedding,” Sei’s
laughter rang around the hollow walls of Hades’ office. “Shawn, the
shifter guardian from the Cloverleah pack has agreed to marry us,
or bind us, according to wolf shifter ritual.”

“Er… don’t wolves have some archaic custom
where if they are going through the bonding ritual with a non-wolf,
that other wolves can challenge them for the right to mate?”

“Yes! Won’t it be exciting, that’s why I need
you to come, Hades, please. I need you there.”

Hades frowned. “You’re wanting me to scare
away any of the puppies who threaten your mate and mating?”

“Hell no.” Poseidon’s laughter made his orb
dance around the desk. Hades reached for it, before it shattered on
the floor. “Claude is relishing a fight. One of the shifters, Griff
from the Cloverleah pack was in the other night, crowing about how
he had to fight sixty challenges to mate with his cat shifter
Diablo. Claude is hoping to best that record.”

“So, you want me to fight wolves on your
behalf?”

“Meh. It might come to that, I won’t know
until the day, but no, I want you here, supporting me, and….”

“Yes?”

“I’m not allowed to interfere with any of the
challenge fights.” Hades imagined Sei’s pouty face and bit his lip
to stop himself from laughing out loud. “It’s sounds dreary, but my
hunky mate tells me that I’m not allowed to use my powers and wash
away the challengers. I’m also not allowed to call my Kraken,
mermen, or set off large cracks in the challenge circle. Honestly,
these wolves have so many rules.”

“So, the plan is for me to do those things,
or stop you doing them?” As the eldest brother, only Hades had the
power to stop Poseidon or Zeus from doing anything.

“You’re supposed to stop me, at least that’s
what I told Claude you’d do, but….”

“If Claude is agreeable to my being there,
then I will do as he requested,” Hades said firmly, knowing
immediately what Poseidon was going to ask. “I can sit on you while
the challenges are going on and then leave when the festivities
start.”

“NO! Hades, you have to stay. Zeus won’t
bother to show up, he’s being rude and arrogant about my marrying a
wolf shifter. Personally, I think he’s just jealous because no one
can put up with his fat ass for longer than five minutes. But there
will be representatives from every other pantheon in existence
there for the binding ceremony as well as countless wolves from
packs all over the country – apparently this is a big deal. You
could find that shining light you’re looking for.”

“Or, I could scare everyone away and no one
will have a good time at all.” The anxiety in Hades’ gut churned
just thinking about all those people in one place.

“I want you there, Hades, please.” Oh, it was
no wonder Poseidon could calm the waters. When he put on his
persuasive voice, Hades was powerless to resist. “Stand by my side.
Stop me doing something stupid. I want this so much. I’ve had the
rings for months. I finally got up the courage to ask him and I
don’t want to fuck it up now.”

And if anyone could fuck things up, it’s
Sei. His mouth alone is legendary. “You know I’ll come. Let me
know when and where and Sei, I’m truly proud of you for doing this.
After countless millennia of not binding yourself to anyone… I’m
glad Claude is the one for you.”

“I want this. I know marriage is more of a
merger or power thing among our kind, but the humans had the right
idea about it. I finally know what it’s like to have a family,” Sei
said quietly. “It’s not just the twins, my other sons will be there
too with their mates, and Baby of course. Artie said he’d had a bit
of trouble, but they’ve both promised to come to the wedding. But I
need you when I stand before all others and make my commitment to
my mate. Only you know the full extent of what we’ve been through.
We share a wealth of history you and I.”

Ancient history. There were times Hades
forgot where he came from, or how he ended up where he was. Time
softened all memories, but he knew what Poseidon was talking about.
“I’ll be there, by your side. You have my word.”

In typical Poseidon fashion, the orb
disappeared without any goodbyes, but Hades knew he’d been heard.
Weddings, weddings. What do I know about…? Sweeping a hand
across his desk, Hades consigned all his papers to a heap on the
side. “Folsom get your ass in here,” he yelled.

“My lord, yes my Lord.” His PA, Folsom
stumbled in, tripping over a non-existent step in the doorway.

Hades raised an eyebrow at his PA’s
appearance. “I’m not sure purple and burnt orange are a good color
combination on you,” he said, eyeing the bright tie dyed shirt, and
huge purple pants that were hanging precariously low on Folsom’s
hips. Folsom’s dark green skin and hair clashed terribly with his
clothes.

“I made them myself.” Folsom picked himself
up off the floor. “It’s not easy keeping up with the latest
fashions when I’m not allowed to go topside. Amazon won’t deliver
and any of the television programs we get down here are years out
of date. If I could just….”

“No,” Hades said firmly. “I still remember
what happened last time you were allowed to go topside. You burnt
down an entire shopping block. The papers said it was a gas leak,
but I know it was you.”

“They didn’t have the shirt I wanted in my
size, and they said it would take two weeks to order one in,”
Folsom stamped his foot and a spurt of flame licked the sole of his
boot. “I knew you wouldn’t let me go up again so soon, and I didn’t
have an address to get the thing sent to me….”

“We have a communal post box set up in every
capital city in the world. You can get things delivered. Stop your
pouting. You’re not going. Now, I want you to research wedding
gifts. For the man who has everything. I want something extra
special.”

“It would be easier to shop if I could….”

“I want the gift to come from this world. We
have many treasures here. I want one selected and gift wrapped
properly.”

“Gift wrapped.” Folsom gulped. “And who’s
names should I put on the card? I’ll need an address too.”

“Poseidon and his mate Claude are getting
married. I will be attending the wedding, so I’ll take the gift
myself.” Hades got up from his desk, ignoring Folsom’s incredulous
look. “Have it done by the end of the day and get rid of those
papers on my desk.”

“All of them?” Folsom eyed the pile with a
wary glance.

“All of them. I’m sick to death of paperwork.
I’m going to inspect the guards at the gate and speak to Charon.
I’ll be out for the rest of the day.”

“Lady Persephone wants to talk to you
and…”

“I’m going out.”

Hades knew the final note in his tone would
have Folsom agreeing to his orders, although he had no doubt half
of the papers at least would reappear in the next day’s pile. But
for now, he wanted to be alone. There were a host of souls waiting
for him to set up torture routines, and there’d been three messages
from Persephone he assumed he had to answer at some stage. But if
Charon was unhappy in his job, then Hades had to deal with that
first, and then feed the whining Cerberus and maybe… just maybe….
Hades sighed. It was the maybe that was killing him inside. There
was no one to have any maybes with.







Chapter Two






Red dinner jacket with black pants? Too
pretentious. Maybe jeans? Too casual for a wedding. What
about the gray suit? Can’t fight wolves in that. Hades
turned up the corner of his lip at his clothing choices. Worrying
about what to wear to his brother’s wedding was stupid, but he
couldn’t help himself. For three weeks he’d worried, fretted,
reaching for an orb to cancel a dozen times since he’d got the
call. But now the time had arrived, and all Hades had to show for
it was a disorganized wardrobe, bare skin, a knot in his stomach
the size of a melon and a sickly taste in his mouth.

Looking at the mess in his closet, Hades held
out a hand, causing an orb to appear. It’d be so easy. Sei will
be flat out busy. Just leave him a message, citing an emergency and
you can get on with your day. But it was the ‘getting on with
your day’ that was the problem. There was nothing in Hades’ day
except more of the same – more people to draft up torture routines
for, more paperwork to sign, more complaints to listen to and more
of Cerberus’s whining.

My mate isn’t going to find me down
here, and while Hades thought his chances of finding the light
he was looking for at Sei’s wedding was remote at best, I’d be
networking, I’d be doing something I don’t usually do and that’s
what Sei said I should be doing. Heaving a sigh, Hades tossed
the orb on the bed, dropped the towel hanging loosely around his
hips and waved his arms. There. Dressed. Basic black. It’s what
I’m known for anyway. The leather pants clung to his legs like
a second skin, the button up shirt was tight across his chest.

Grabbing his long leather coat from the hook
on the door of the closet, Hades slid into it, barely noticing the
weight on his shoulders. The coat was crafted from the finest
leather, woven with spells, and fitted perfectly to the upper part
of his frame before it flared out from the waist. His coat of
armor, Persephone called it and Hades winced at the memory. He
still hadn’t returned his ex’s calls. I’m busy, madam, he
thought as he scooped up the present Folsom had managed to wrap
somewhat successfully. See, I do have a social life, even if it
is only thanks to my brother.

Pushing back his negative thoughts, Hades
hovered for one more minute, eying the orb on the bed. Fuck it,
can’t back out now. Closing his eyes, Hades thought of his
brother and translocated out of his bedroom.

/~/~/~/~/

“Ali, you came.” Aloysius Thorndyke
Barrington Garcia fumbled with his bulky present, almost dropping
it before Claude took it from his hands, depositing it on a handy
table. “I was so pleased you agreed to come. You missed the
challenges.”

“I knew you’d win,” Ali suppressed the shiver
he got when he thought about wolves fighting, and beamed at his
tall hunky friend. “Look at you, all married and bonded. Mated life
must agree with you.”

“It has its moments,” Claude’s smile was just
as wide. “You haven’t met my Sei, yet, have you?”

“Oh, it’s Sei, is it?” Ali laughed. “Only you
could claim bonds with an ancient god. For those of us a little
lower on the food chain, we know to refer to them by their titles,
not their nicknames. One doesn’t want to be pinned down by a
misplaced trident, now do we?”

“Sei will adore you,” Ali found himself
smothered in a hug that threatened his breath. While he had a
healthy distrust for wolf shifters for the most part, Claude had
always been one of the good guys. Although Ali was doubting his
decision as he struggled for breath. But Claude pulled back before
his face was completely beetroot red. “Come and meet him and see
for yourself.”

“I thought he’d be easy to pick out from the
crowd. Isn’t he like seven foot tall or something with green hair?”
Ali followed his tall friend who plowed through the onlookers
easily. There were wolves everywhere, some Ali recognized as being
pack and others who’d probably come for the challenges. An Alpha
mating ritual, as Claude explained it to him, was one time when
wolves came together from all kinds of packs. It was only Claude’s
reassurance that once the challenges were over, everyone came
together as friends, that saw Ali dusting off his best duds and
spending hours choosing a suitable gift for his friend’s special
day.

“He only looks like that when he’s pissed
off.” Claude stopped in front of an incredible looking blond.
“Babe, I’d like you to meet Aloysius Thorndyke Barrington Garcia,
aka Ali. He saved my life once back in the nineteen twenties and
we’ve stayed good friends ever since.”

“You saved my mate’s life?” The blond’s eyes
raked him up and down as if he had no clothes on.

Ali raised his chin and straightened his
spine. “You’re Poseidon, Lord of the Sea? You don’t look tall
enough. I imagined some big beefy bloke with a shiny tail and green
hair. You’re barely taller than I am.”

Sei exchanged heated looks with his mate.
“This one’s got spunk. I like it.”

“His spunk saved my life once,” Claude
agreed, his grin still firmly in place. “I was trapped in my wolf
form, in a cage, by some hunters who were threatening to skin me
alive. I was barely conscious – the guys had shot me, and I was
bleeding bad. This little guy was sitting up a tree munching his
nuts, saw what happened and came flying down, ran up inside this
one hunter’s trousers and bit him in the balls. Came flying out,
leapt off that one guy’s boots and attacked the other guy with a
full on facial, claws and teeth. Up and down, round and round. He
was moving so fast they couldn’t see him – he was just a blur.
After about two minutes they took off running screaming the devil
was after them. Ali shifted, got me out of the cage and we’ve been
friends ever since.”

“That was extremely brave of you. I think
you’ll be one of my new friends too,” Sei said warmly holding out
his hand. Ali took it and shook it tentatively, a teensy bit
worried the god wouldn’t appreciate his sparkling personality. “So,
tell me, little cutie,” Sei didn’t let go of his hand, “are you
here with anyone? Do you have a significant other who maybe
couldn’t make it to our auspicious event?”

Surely, he’s not hitting on me. “No,”
Ali tried to pull his hand away. “No, my scurry doesn’t approve of
my association with wolves, well, they don’t approve of my
association with anyone really. They’re a snobby bunch. I’m quite
alone, and quite capable of looking after myself, thank you very
much. Er, haven’t you got vows to make and things like that?”
Will you let go of my hand?

“It is just about that time, babe.” Claude
stroked down his mate’s long hair. “Are you sure you’re ready to
pledge yourself to a scruffy wolf like me?”

“After all that fighting you did for me this
morning?” Sei huffed, but at least he let go of Ali’s hand so he
could wrap his arm around Claude’s waist. “I’d be stupid to back
out now. I just thought, if Ali didn’t have a date for this
evening, he could keep my friend company.”

“Your friend?” Claude’s eyes widened. “Oh,
you mean….”

“Yes, I think it’d be fun, don’t you?”
Poseidon interrupted smoothly. Ali found himself the recipient of a
charm offensive. “You don’t mind, do you?” The god purred, “only my
friend doesn’t get out much and he has this silly idea that people
shun him for no reason at all. I’m sure if he just smiled once in a
while….”

“Babe, we have to get to the challenge
circle. Shawn, the shifter guardian is waiting on us.” Ali shook
himself as Claude tapped his mate on the arm. The god of the sea
certainly had a persuasive way about him, although Ali wasn’t sure
how much of it was natural charm.

“I’ll come and watch the ceremony,” Ali said
quickly. “You go and do your thing. We can catch up after and you
can introduce me to your friend.”

Probably an ex-lover or something he’s
palming off to me, so Claude doesn’t get upset. Meh, at least Sei
said he’d be quiet. We’ll see.

The crowds were moving through into the main
hall of the club. Ali eyed the crush of people and then looked back
at the huge tables groaning under the weight of the food. Ninety
percent of the people here are taller than me – I’m not going to
see anything anyway. Making his decision, Ali scuttled over to
the tables and picked up a clean plate. Oh, my gods, the wolves
put on a good spread.







Chapter Three


Hades stood on the outside of the challenge
circle that still smelled of fresh paint and the blood of the
wolves Claude and his friends had challenged. Such a barbaric
idea, he thought trying not to dwell on the fact that despite
the room being crammed full of men and the occasional woman, no one
got too close to him.

A tall alpha wolf, not as tall as Claude but
healthily sized nonetheless stood beside him, but he only had eyes
for the shifter guardian waiting on the alpha pair. Kane,
Hades remembered Sei mentioning him as the alpha of the Cloverleah
pack – the tiny pack that took out the dark elves. His second
Griff, who was standing on the other side of his alpha kept giving
him curious glares, but Hades was well used to ignoring them.

“Everyone, if we can begin.” Shawn didn’t
raise his voice, but then in a room dominated by shifters he didn’t
have to. There were a few non shifters in the room. Hades noticed
Ra and his entourage across the circle from him. Their eyes met,
and Ra briefly nodded before his eyes slid away. Thanatos was in
the crowd, holding his wee mate up on his shoulders so the tiny
shifter could see. Hades picked out Thor and Orin, his nephews
Artemas, Lasse, and Nereus along with their mates. Baby was dressed
more somberly than usual, but he was standing between Artemas and
Silvanus which was not like him. He was holding onto Athena and
Tony’s hands as if they were trying to get away. Zeus was no where
to be seen, of course. Snobby sod.

“We have come here today to witness the Alpha
Mating Ritual between Claude, Alpha of the Tulsa pack and son of
Fenrir, to Poseidon, Lord of the Sea.” Hades stopped looking around
the crowd for familiar faces and turned his attention to the middle
of the circle. Poseidon and Claude both wore suits, but it was
their faces that captured Hades’ attention. All they can see is
each other. Hades’ heart almost stopped it ached so much.

“This is not something that is to be
undertaken lightly, as this bond, like any governed by the Fates is
unbreakable by any among us.” Shawn smiled as he looked around the
silent crowd. “It is usual at this point to ask if anyone has any
objections, but as Claude and his friends bested all of the
challenges placed this morning, I’m not going to. The Fates wove
the threads of these two men together a long time ago. No one here
will interfere.”

“If anyone dares raise their voice against
us, I’ll call the Kraken again,” Sei threatened. There were a few
laughs but the men from Tulsa looked uncomfortable.

“At this point,” Shawn continued smoothly,
“I’d like to ask Claude to speak to those present and explain why
he chose Poseidon above all others, for himself and the pack.”

“Aw babe
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