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Dedication

Love always wins, 

Loving hugs are awesome, 

And you’re awesome too. 

Never forget it. 
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Author’s Note

[image: ]


This book has been a real journey for me. In the first instance, I wasn’t sure I could write about Apollo – I have difficulty with perfect people. And then, when I got a handle on how I felt he could be, I got the weird idea his mate should take him on a road trip from Buffalo to Denver, and possibly on to Austin. 

In an effort to make sure the trip was as credible as possible, and given that I live in New Zealand, I reached out to my wonderful readers on Patreon and Facebook. And you all responded. You were incredible, offering suggestions on festivals, dining places, and special places Apollo and his mate could go. If I had included all the wonderful suggestions offered, my characters’ trip would’ve taken at least three months. 

I was also offered more practical suggestions on commercial truck driving in the US, including driving distance expectations, traffic expectations, the time zone differences on the route from Buffalo to Denver, and even an estimation of how long a tank of gas would last in a commercial truck. Considering I hadn’t even thought about time zone differences, or toll roads and things like that, I am truly grateful. 

It is unlikely that you will see your suggestion in this story – when it’s all said and done, my muse picks the bits that fit with the flow of the story and keeps going. My focus is always characters first, plot second, and place third. But please know that as I wrote this book, I knew I was doing it with you by my side, cheering me on and keeping me going even when I struggled. 

I have said publicly a hundred times that I have the best readers on the planet, and I’m saying it again. Thank you so much, my lovely friends. 

Hug the ones you love, 

Lisa xoxo. 
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​Chapter One
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Apollo, ancient god of many things, was in love. That was a common state of affairs for him. He’d been in love a thousand times throughout numerous lifetimes, but as he always ended up single again, he decided many moons before that love really wasn’t worth the effort.

Which was why he wasn’t going to do anything about his latest love interest – it would be a waste of time and a tragedy for all concerned. But daydreaming about the individual did help alleviate the intense boredom Apollo was feeling. 

He was supposed to be listening to his sister Artemis as she went on and on about something. It might have been finances. The conversation would definitely have been business-related, but as Apollo rarely got asked for his opinion, it’s not as though he had to pay attention. Not when thinking about a certain tall, dark personage who seemed to walk around with his own personal light show was far more appealing. 

“You’re not listening to me,” Artemis snapped, her tongue as sharp as the suit she was wearing, cutting through Apollo’s thoughts. 

“What would be the point?” Leaning back in his chair, his feet resting on his desk, Apollo shrugged. He was wearing a suit, too, only because he didn’t have any desire to listen to Artemis’s lecture on appearances. He’d heard that one far too many times. Hell, he could repeat it back to her, word for word, if he felt inclined. “You aren’t asking my opinion on anything. The company is running perfectly. I’m not sure why you came in to talk to me at all.”

Artemis’s eyes narrowed. “You’ve been very distracted lately,” she warned. 

“That’s my nature.” Apollo’s smile was completely fake. “I have no head for business, and you know the only reason I’m here is because I have no desire to spend my time on Olympus.”

“Are you seeing someone?”

“I’m seeing you right now.” Apollo flicked a hand in his sister’s direction. “I saw Janice at her desk when I came into my office. I saw Roger at the coffee shop earlier when I stopped in for my drink order. Darling Betsy drove me in this morning because nothing will convince me to get behind the wheel of my car, and I know you said how important it is not to just translocate into the office. And then there was...”

“You know what I mean. Your...” Artemis wrinkled her nose. “Your sex life. Who are you seeing in that regard?”

Apollo yawned. The sun shining through his large picture window was relaxing. “No one at all, and I find I’m appreciating how peaceful that way of living can be. I sleep alone on a cloud-filled mattress – I can spread out, scratch my balls, never have to worry about someone complaining about the crumbs in my bed. I can even snore, if I feel so inclined, snore to my little heart’s content, without someone moaning they couldn’t sleep because of the noise. Why would I want to do anything to change what is already a perfect existence?”

Artemis’s eyes narrowed. “That does not sound like you at all. Have you seen something in your prophecies – another tragedy perhaps?”

By the Fates, does she actually care? But Artemis hadn’t finished talking. 

“Your exploits were fine back at the beginning of time, but in modern society anything you do can impact our business, and I won’t allow that. If you’ve seen something, you need to tell me about it immediately.”

“Don’t tell me you believe the crap written about us.” Apollo yawned again. Just thinking about his mattress had him wishing he’d stayed in bed. It truly was a divine mattress. “I may be the god of prophecy, but as no one has asked me for guidance in centuries, my skills are decidedly rusty. It’s not like I talk to my reflection in the mirror, asking myself what I see about my own life.” 

“Maybe you should.”

“Why?” Apollo flung his hand toward the window. “I’m a sun god as well, but Helios does a perfectly good job driving the sun chariot without my input and has done so for a millennium. Even if he took a day off, which I know he does frequently now that he’s hooked up with his bear shifter, the sun would still rise and set the way it has since inception. 

“Music is also my purview, but I don’t see you asking me about my abilities with a musical instrument, or if I’ve inspired any new songs lately. Most modern people don’t even know what a lyre is. If people want healing, they go to a medical professional, and I can’t think of a single reason why this domain needs another plague. So, why should I worry about my ability to prophesize when that’s not useful either?”

“You could...”

“I could what?” One thing Apollo was good at was interrupting his disapproving sister. He’d had plenty of practice at that. “You run the business. I’m fine with that. If you asked me to run it with you because you think you can use my powers of prophecy, then why haven’t you asked me to read your life? Huh?” He twitched his fingers in his sister’s direction. “You’re the actual balls of this business venture, not me.” 

“I do wish you wouldn’t be so crude.” Artemis’s disgust was written all over her beautiful face. “There is nothing wrong with wanting to be independent, and running a business in this modern world is seen as the epitome of what it means to be successful. As part of the ancient pantheon, there is also nothing wrong with using the gifts we were blessed with and worshipped for to further our cause in modern times.” 

“Then you should’ve opened a garden stall or a hunting shop.” Apollo waved his forefinger at his sister. “Are you interfering in mortal affairs in the name of business? You know that’s not allowed. In fact, it’s expressly forbidden.” 

“I have no interest in mortals.” Artemis sniffed. “Ergo, no wish to interfere, as you call it. Running a business, however, means there are times when I, or should I say we, need to present a public and civil face to other businesses, so that this business can prosper.”

Behind Apollo’s relaxed posture was a shrewd brain. “What do you mean, we? My name is on the website, along with a brief bio your HR department drew up. I come into the office at least three days a week since you let me have the office with this gorgeous window. I sign the letters you put in front of me, and in all other matters, I defer to your judgment and have been happy to do so publicly since you started this business. How much more ‘we’ do we need to be?”

“There is one little matter...”

“Oh, no.” Apollo frowned as he shook his head. “Are you making appointments for me again without checking if I’m free first? I’ve told you numerous times I won’t act as your PA, your boyfriend or husband, manservant, or potential investor again. How about you start filling those slots with... Oh, I don’t know...real people?”

“No, no.” The flash of worry crossed Artemis’s face so fast, Apollo almost missed it. “You’d be representing the company in your true capacity as part owner – meeting with the owner of another company.” 

“I’m half-owner of this company.” Apollo’s correction of his sister was automatic, but every hair on the back of his neck was standing up and waving. Artemis always conducted meetings with business owners and potential investors herself, claiming Apollo was too flighty to present the serious image she wanted the company to maintain. It was a true assessment, so Apollo didn’t take offense. “Who is this business owner you want me to meet on your behalf, and more importantly, why don’t you want to take that meeting yourself?”

“The person is a wolf shifter.” Artemis shuddered. 

Apollo couldn’t see a problem with that. “That will be perfect for you then – being a nature goddess with your love for all furry beings.”

“My affinity is with natural animals, not ones who walk on two legs and wear suits to breakfast.”

“I seem to recall you do the same – wearing a suit as you delicately nibble on your avocado on toast. Just reach into that tightly controlled heart of yours and imagine this person in their fur during your meeting. You should be fine.” 

“The man is an alpha wolf.” The look of pure disgust on Artemis’s face made Apollo want to laugh. “He throws his pheromones around as though he expects anyone and everyone to lunge for his zipper. It makes me uncomfortable just being in the same room as him. He leers at me.”

“Ah, well, there’s a good reason for me not wanting to meet him right there. The man clearly doesn’t have any taste if he’s lusting after you.” There were times when Apollo thought a roll in the hay would be good for his sister – it might help her appreciate some of the human enjoyments in life, like love, music, and happiness. She used to dance, but she hadn’t done that for a very long time. He never understood why she insisted Zeus gift her with celibacy. “Who is this person in a business sense, and why are you even attempting to have anything to do with this lecherous wolf shifter?”

“His name is Titus Haverland, and he’s the owner of Titus Industries. We, or rather you, have an appointment to meet with him here in our offices this afternoon. His transport company has gone nationwide, and with a solid contract, he could potentially save us...”

But Apollo was shaking his head as soon as he heard the name, even as his insides were quivering with anticipation. He quickly squashed that down. Meeting the object of my interest would ruin everything. “No,” he said firmly, cutting Artemis off mid-stream. “No, I won’t meet with Titus Haverland. Just no.” 

“I can’t think why you wouldn’t have anything to do with him. It’s not like he’s in your current circle of friends. But from a business perspective, access to his trucking company could save us a fortune in logistics, and it would be a solid partnership for our company to grow on,” Artemis insisted. 

“Then you meet with him.” Apollo stood up and glanced out of his window. It truly was a beautiful day. “I’m sorry, but I have other places to be. I’m sure you’ll handle Mr. Haverland the way you handle everything else – efficiently and successfully. Excuse me.” 

Before Artemis could talk him into something that could have terrible outcomes, Apollo translocated out of the office building with its beautiful city views into the peaceful serenity of his massive garden, edged with high walls. Artemis would likely add his translocation to the long list of sins she believed him capable of, but Apollo let out a long breath and felt his whole body relax the moment he was free from the office. 

“We can’t actually meet the sexy and devastatingly handsome Titus, can we, my loves?” He stroked over the leaves of the laurel tree that had pride of place in his garden, before moving onto his massive hyacinth bush. The buds were just starting to bloom. 

Plonking himself down in the shade offered by his treasured tree and bush, Apollo sighed, staring up at the sky. “If I meet you, then I’ll fall in love with you for real, even more than I am now,” he explained as if the sky was listening to him...and maybe it was because he was a sun god after all. 

Titus Haverland was the man Apollo lusted after and dreamed about. They’d never met, obviously, but Apollo had seen him on a television screen being interviewed when he was in a coffee shop, picking up a quick snack. Just one look and Apollo was hooked, the man causing romantic dreams of walking along a beach at sunset, or spending cozy time together in a club listening to music. 

Ah, Sundays in bed. I could click you up any meal your rugged heart desires, just so we never have to leave the sheets. It was Apollo’s ultimate dream – spending time with someone who was happy to be with him as much as he was with them.  

Unfortunately, Apollo knew it couldn’t happen. Although he’d seen the man around town countless times since, he knew better than to make any approach. 

“If I meet you, then something disastrous will happen and you’ll end up as a tree, or a bush, or a statue situated on some remote island – nothing more than a shitting station for local bird life. I don’t need my powers to know that when my life experiences remind me of that every day. I can’t meet you. I can’t put you through tragedy just because my knees go weak when I see you going about your business. Absolutely not.” 

He nodded at the blue sky with its puffy white clouds. “I have had enough of being the harbinger of doom for those who stir my blood and set a fire ablaze in my soul. I will wait and watch as Titus meets his mate, and they have happy puppies together, no matter how much my heart might ache at the very thought.” He rubbed his chest absently. “It’s not as though the pain of heartache is something new to me.” 

The leaves of the laurel tree and the blooms of his hyacinth bush waved in response, but whether it was because they heard Apollo’s vow or because a light breeze skipped through Apollo’s garden, he couldn’t tell. And it really didn’t matter, anyway. 

It’s Wednesday, and I do have an appointment in a few hours. I didn’t lie to my sister. In the meantime, the sun is warm, and I’m not stuck in an office. As far as Apollo was concerned, that was a win. 
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​Chapter Two
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Titus Haverland checked his appointments, frowning when he saw he had a two o’clock with the owner of Orion Industries. He had met the woman just once before – a breakfast meeting conducted in a public restaurant. As an introductory meeting, it went well enough, but there was something very off about the woman. 

She had been glamoured for one thing, and Titus had a healthy distrust for anyone who tried to be sneaky with him. She also flinched every time he did anything, such as reaching for the freaking saltshaker on the table between them. 

In normal circumstances, Titus would’ve just said “thanks but no thanks” to any potential deal and filed the company and their suspicious owner under the “too weird to deal with” column. 

However, there was something about the woman, introduced as Ms. Artemis, that was setting his wolf on edge, and he was curious enough to want to know why. Titus wasn’t attracted to her – beyond noting that she was a stunning woman. He could appreciate someone’s looks and not want to tangle with them. 

The feeling he experienced over breakfast was different from carnal attraction, though. It was also a totally foreign one for him. In the privacy of his office, Titus could laugh at himself for even considering it, but when he met Ms. Artemis, he got the sense he should know who she was behind the glamour. Even more intriguing was that his wolf felt she was family, and yet prior to the meeting, Titus had never met the woman before. From what he could tell, she didn’t have a drop of shifter blood in her. 

Reaching into his lower drawer, Titus flicked through the files there, pulling out the one he had his investigative team prepare about Orion Industries and laying it on his desk. One of Titus’s main rules of business was to know the ins and outs of all of his current customers and potential customer base – their business, their lives, their contacts. Regis, his second-in-command, said he was an information hoarder, and there was an element of truth in that. 

Titus had already read the file before he’d had his breakfast with Ms. Artemis. There was nothing in the prepared report that pinged his wolf or his instincts. He flicked through the pages now, stopping at the picture of the woman he’d met. Again, his wolf perked up, but Titus still didn’t feel any attraction toward her, and he was sure that wasn’t the signal he was getting from his wolf either. Fuck, I can’t even remember what she smelled like, and scent was important to a wolf. 

But there was something. Titus tapped the picture, his brain working hard. Maybe it’s not her specifically – maybe it’s something else to do with the company that’s sending my senses haywire? He flicked through the pages again, but there was very little information on anyone else at Orion Industries in it. 

He recognized the legal and accounting firms mentioned as being on retainer for the company. They were expensive, conducted themselves impeccably, and any company would be proud to be represented by them. 

Is the company a front for something else? That was a possibility. Titus had been approached by shady companies many times since he’d bought his first truck. While many modern companies focused on the internet – the so-called information highway - goods still needed transporting, and Titus’s company was one of the best in the country for getting goods of any kind from point A to point B. 

The report noted that Ms. Artemis’s company employed between twenty and fifty people – on the face of things, it appeared Orion Industries was structured the same as any other company. “So, who is on your management team?” Titus muttered. There was no information in the file. Titus’s eyes gleamed as he noticed a website address. Bingo. Ignoring the paperwork, Titus tapped on his computer keyboard. 

The Orion Industries interface was clean-cut and professional. Titus approved. It was also easy to navigate. The “About Us” section was bland and generic. The mission statement spoke about enhancing planet resources, blah, blah. If Titus had been asked to review the mission statement and subsequent commentary, he would have thought it was written by someone in school trying to complete their first business plan for class. Whoever had written it was simply ticking boxes. 

Red flags were starting to flutter in the back of Titus’s head. While he found it difficult to believe the woman he’d met for breakfast could be the head of a criminal organization, bland and generic mission statements on the website were screaming “scam site.” 

What does this company actually do? Titus found that information on a press release page. It appeared that Orion Industries was involved in financing and project managing global community projects that focused on saving animals and the environment. Some of the projects listed included preventing the deforestation of jungle tracts in South America, the prevention of animal poaching in various parts of Africa, and, strangely, at least to Titus, the funding of various dog shelters around the US. Specifically, hound shelters. 

This is definitely weird. Titus didn’t have any issues with private companies funding community initiatives. His own company donated huge amounts of money to the protection of wild wolves and funded organizations whose goals were to stop the hunting of his natural counterparts. It was far too easy for shifters to get caught in the gun sights of a zealous hunter or farmer, and Titus would prefer that the practice be stopped completely. But hounds?

When it clicked, Titus wanted to hit himself on the head. Artemis. Hound. He’d been in the presence of a freaking goddess. No wonder she was glamoured. The ancient goddess Artemis was not specifically associated with wolves – that was Fenrir – so Titus didn’t blame himself for not realizing who she was sooner. It’s not like anyone expected an ancient Greek goddess to own a business in any city in America. Especially one who attended professional meetings herself. 

A knock on the door and Regis popped his head around, coming in when he saw Titus wasn’t on the phone. Like Titus, he was a tall alpha wolf, but he was slimmer than Titus’s muscled bulk. Titus and Regis grew up together, and Titus considered him a brother from another mother. 

“You’re looking unusually pensive.” Regis settled himself in the chair closest to the desk. “Everything is ticking along the way it should be. I’ve just approved the payroll – we had six of our drivers hit their bonus status this month, and no one has had a crash or breakdown in almost two weeks, knock on wood. By all accounts, you should be celebrating.” 

“Hmm. I am. This is my celebratory face.” Titus circled his finger in the general direction of his face before flipping the bird at his friend. “What do you know about the ancient Greek goddess Artemis?”

“Not a lot.” To his credit, Regis didn’t look surprised at the question. But then he often joked over drinks that Titus’s mind was a veritable theme park, often jumping from one ride to the next. Just as Titus expected, Regis pulled out his fold tablet – a prototype model only he and Titus had so far, and swiped and tapped on his screen. 

“According to mythology, and we all know how ridiculous most of that is, Artemis is known as the goddess of the hunt. She apparently asked her father, Zeus, for everlasting celibacy and dozens of nymphs, although I’m not sure why.” 

Regis looked up and grinned. “No point in setting your sights on her if that’s where you’re going with this. There are some horrific stories here about what she’s done to men who’ve tried to get close to her. Let’s just say they died and leave it at that. You know, looking at this, I can’t see why you’d be interested in knowing anything about her for any reason.” 

“Except business. She owns Orion Industries. Ms. Artemis is looking to secure certain elements of her supply chain, although for what hasn’t been discussed yet. She thinks this company would be a good fit for her company’s needs.”

“Orion?” Regis chuckled. “Are you sure it’s the same Artemis? Only Orion is the name, depending on who you read, who was either her hunting companion or the man she loved dearly, even though she remained chaste. Either way, he ended up dead and floating around as the Orion constellation in our night skies.” 

“It’s the name of her business, so maybe she did have a soft spot for him.” Titus didn’t really care. “Anything else notable about her?”

“Nothing that us mere mortals need to be bothered with.” Regis chuckled. “There’s clearly no information about her since ancient times, so goodness knows what she’s been doing with herself between now and then. She’s the daughter of Zeus, she has a twin brother Apollo, she is often...”

“Twin. That.” Titus pointed at his friend. “Apollo, he’s a god, too, right?”

“I would imagine so, given he’s Artemis’s twin brother.” Regis shook his head, his fingers flying across his screen. “Apollo is a sun god and also the god of prophecy, music, and healing. Unlike his sister, he’s had many disastrous love affairs, and yeah, there’s not much else written about him either. It is said he and his sister are close, but you have to wonder how much of that shit translates to the modern world.”

“But he is here, listed as a co-owner of Orion Industries with Artemis.” Titus had turned to his computer and was scrolling further down the “About” section. “This bio information is all crap, likely written by some generic idiot who hasn’t even met the man. But yes...” Now Titus was looking at the brother’s picture, he could see the family resemblance. “There is nothing in this bio that suggests he takes any interest in the company at all. It just lists some degrees from Harvard and Yale...” 

“You can guarantee that entry will be fake.” Regis laughed. “Can you see a god sitting in classes?”

“I haven’t got a clue what gods do all day.” Titus couldn’t stop looking at the picture. He could imagine Apollo in a white shirt and pants, sitting under a tree, composing poetry or playing some stringed musical instrument. His wolf, who had shown mild interest in Artemis, was positively panting over Apollo, wanting to jump out and strut his stuff in front of the god. 

Titus tapped his screen. “Ms. Artemis was not comfortable in my presence, and to be honest, I was thinking we didn’t need to go chasing their business to the point I was going to cancel our meeting. But if her brother is working with her, the situation could be more interesting.”

“What is this? Chase a god week? I didn’t have that on my bingo card of ‘Alpha conquests’ for this year. You usually prefer more submissive bed partners.”

Regis knew him very well. “I’m not sure if that’s it,” Titus said. “Although if the brother was offering, I wouldn’t be saying no. I’m just... I’m following my instincts. There was something about me that bothered her, although I know I behaved as respectably as any other business owner when taking a meeting over breakfast, so why was that? I was dressed, not a hint of fur showing.” 

“Well, that was a plus. Most of your bed partners don’t get breakfast.” Regis scratched behind his ear. “The goddess should feel blessed you had your pants zipped. That could’ve been your problem, though.” 

“We were in a café, I was hardly going to be naked.”

Regis tapped the screen of his tablet. “Did you miss the bit where I said the goddess Artemis asked her father for celibacy?”

“All the more reason to keep my pants zipped, I’d imagine. If I’d have known that, which I didn’t, but still. We were supposed to be having a business meeting, not a date. I don’t have breakfast dates.” Titus wasn’t sure where Regis was going with his explanations. 

“Alpha. Yes, I know, I rarely use that designation in relation to you, but I feel this time you need a reminder of it. What are the main tenets that determine an alpha shifter above others?”

“Is this going to get me any closer to determining why I’m having ‘instincts’ over a pair of ancient gods?” Leaning his elbow on his desk, Titus scratched between his eyes. 

“Humor me, please, alpha.” Regis was having too much fun with Titus’s confusion. 

“I can only speak for wolves.” Titus straightened up. “According to my father, an alpha wolf is highly protective of his pack. He is strong, honest, and fair, and treats younger and less strong wolves under his care with compassion and empathy. Is that what you’re talking about?”

“You missed the one other important part. Weird if you think about it, as it’s a core part of who you are and what you are known for.” Regis chuckled. “You forgot about virility. An alpha wolf is known for his raging virility.” 

“I’m a wolf in a suit. How raging can that be?” Titus let out a long breath. “Okay, so you’re suggesting the goddess side of the godly partnership is offended, bothered, or feels uncomfortable because of the way I naturally present myself?”

“As a sexually virile, objectively handsome wolf shifter? I imagine so, yes.” Regis nodded. “It might pay to tone it down a bit if you want Orion’s business.” 

“I don’t deceive anybody in any aspect of my business dealings, and that applies to all areas of my life.” It was Titus’s turn to grin. “If my rampant virility bothers the fair lady, perhaps she should let her brother handle the negotiations. In fact, I’ll suggest it if he’s not present at the appointment I have with them this afternoon.” 

“God chasing.” Regis shook his head as he got out of his chair. “I definitely need a new alpha bingo card. Happy hunting. Let me know how it goes.” 
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​Chapter Three
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“Hi, Mrs. Taylor, is there anybody in the music room today?” Apollo slipped through the wide glass door of the youth center, ducking his head as if he were shy. If anybody had seen him, they would never recognize him as an ancient god, or even the half-owner of Orion Industries. 

Once a week, Apollo glamoured himself to look like a young man, Ace. He appeared with a mop of dark curly hair and a skinny frame - a man who favored baggy faded blue jeans and old band T-shirts that were one wash away from being rags. He’d been volunteering as a music tutor of sorts at the youth center for a couple of years. It was the highlight of his week and an opportunity for Apollo to allow the power of his muse to run free. 

“It’s good to see you, Ace. I don’t think there’s anyone in there at the moment,” Mrs. Taylor said ruefully, flicking a glance at the music room door that was just down the hall from where her desk was. “You know what these youngsters are like. When the sun’s out, so are they – I think there’s a football match going on or something.”

“At least you know they’re getting some exercise.” Apollo flashed a grin. “That’s not a bad thing. Not everyone feels the music in their soul, and I can totally respect people wanting to spend some time outdoors.

“But if you don
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