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Frozen Origin 1

Zeus

Origin is the best in the field of DNA research, and they have finely tuned their craft. They started out with a line of supermen pulling all the best traits from the millions of human DNA samples they had available to them. These supermen were the smartest, fastest, strongest, and most adaptable the human race had to offer, but Origin wasn’t satisfied. When they expanded their facility in Antarctica, they discovered something that made the next level reachable. These were the gods, so far beyond the abilities of man that even with some of their gifts still undiscovered, they put the supermen to shame.

Origin managed to get by with enslaving the products of their research for years until they rented the talents of those products to terrorists that used them against the US and her allies. A team was sent to free them, and they were allowed to be an independent entity, free to rule themselves. They had much to overcome, and Origin wasn’t ready to give them up yet. Origin fought hard to recover their losses, but the gods fought harder to remain free especially once they realized that they could have a mate and children when they find the right woman.

Frozen Origin 2

Hermes

Hermes is captured by rogue Origin agents and meets his future mate under the worst possible conditions. He had hoped to mate a fierce warrior like Zeus did but is drawn to the timid mousy girl despite his wishes to the contrary. When she helps him escape, he begins to discover she isn’t anything like he thought her to be.

Origin continues to try to bring the gods back under their control and rogue agents with their own plans are added to the mix. The gods deal with the US military, spies in their midst, and are offered another captured Origin lab to use for their own needs. Zeus offers this to the demons, but Lu wants to think about it.

Several of the other gods suspect they’ve found their mates, but they aren’t sure yet. Some of them wonder if they’ll ever be truly free of Origin and if they’ll ever have the things that other people take for granted.
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The gods, those who a company named Origin had developed from the DNA of the best humans had to offer, combined with the DNA of a creature found in a cave in Antarctica that had special powers even the Origin scientists weren’t completely knowledgeable about, were now free and trying to find their place in a human world.

Zeus, Hermes, and even Darius had found mates, now the rest would follow. Hades had what might be the biggest struggle with his mate, but was it really a case of simple stupidity on his part? How had he overcome the drive to claim only his one true mate to bed another? Nioma, Doc’s lab assistant, was driven to find out. Doc refused to allow her to do so, but Doc was far away right now and in no position to interfere. Nioma wondered if she would discover that there was no sign of the changes mating caused in the male in Hades’ tests, or if someone had managed to use drugs to overrule the changes, which was Nioma’s theory.

Her scientist mind demanded to know, and she needed to know as a friend also since she cared for Doc as a sister might. Before Doc and Hades returned from their mission, she would have the answers that were needed, and she would answer the questions once and for all. Were Doc and Hades soul mates? If they were, why had he strayed when he was beginning to make progress in their relationship? Nioma put on her lab coat and pulled the samples she had drawn from Hades the day she had found out about the video of him with a female that was not his mate. If anything was funky, she would find it. She was that good.
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Hades


Chapter 1


Welcome to the Jungle
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A slap sounded echoing through the jungle causing animals to run and a silence to descend on them broken only by the buzzing of the mosquitos who refused to leave the bounteous source of blood they had found. Hades turned shooting the human soldiers who accompanied them on their mission a look that would freeze the blood of even his fellow gods. Doc shot him an irritated look from where she stood beside the handsome young Darven.

Hades pretended not to notice though it pained him that his mate so obviously preferred the young LT to him. He couldn’t blame her, when he fucked up, he did it all the way. Although he still expected her to act differently now that she was affianced to Marlin. He didn’t know if he was happy or sad that she seemed to show no loyalty to the man she planned to marry, but he was definitely surprised. Hades had expected more of her.

Her eyes bored into Hades back while he continued hacking a path for the others to follow, as if she wished them to burn holes there. She didn’t really know what she expected from him, the damage was done, and it couldn’t be undone. Doc couldn’t look at him without images from the video of him with that bitch Dee, flashing into her head. Oh, she tried to forget it, she wanted nothing more than to wipe it from her mind. She tried sleeping it away, drinking it away, and even fucking it away with other men, but it always returned, and she thought it always would.

She knew why she was here, or at least what they had told her. Origin ran a club where they whored out the gods, they kept there for whatever money they could make. Rumor was the club was quite successful. The gods kept in the club, the club which catered to rich lonely women, might be in need of medical help.

No one else was willing to go and Doc had been a soldier long before she’d become a doctor. She’d been breaking bones long before she’d been setting them, even as a medic, which she was before becoming a doctor. Thirty years old and so disillusioned by life she felt fifty. If they made it through this mission without her and Hades killing each other, she was taking a long vacation somewhere without the infernal heat and mosquitos.

Something buzzed past her and Darven, but it wasn’t a mosquito. It took her mind a second to catch up and she pushed Darven to the ground as another buzzed by. Someone was shooting at them and by now, Hades had everyone on the ground while he scanned the surroundings as well as anyone could under the circumstances. There were no sounds besides her breathing and that of the men around her. Even the insects seemed to be taking a break, that was when it hit her, the smell of burning wood. It was barely there, like a campfire put out some time ago. Somehow, they had run upon the camp of someone that didn’t want them around. Origin or not, she didn’t know, but right now they had declared themselves their enemy by shooting at them.

She watched him, she couldn’t help herself. He moved with the grace and strength of a predator, his body hard and muscled. Every move he made telegraphed the danger he represented to the enemy that had dared to challenge him. In seconds, he disappeared in the direction the shots continued to come from. She was pinned down for now and unable to do anymore than hunker down with the rest of the squad. With Hades stalking the enemy that threatened them, it would be foolish to take risks to try to run for cover. Unfortunately, one of the humans the military sent with them didn’t realize that. He broke for cover and was hit by a bullet.

Her training kicked in as she assessed what she could from where she was. The bullet had entered his lower back. The bleeding wasn’t bad, yet, but could get worse quickly. If it missed all the vital organs, it wouldn’t be serious, if it hit one, he might be dead before she got to him. Her mind made up, she began a slow crawl toward the bleeding soldier. No bullet whizzed through the air, had Hades stopped them? She moved faster getting to him then accessing her med kit from her pack. Doc gently rolled him over, thankfully it was a through and through. She wouldn’t have to dig for a bullet.

It looked like a minor nick to his liver, it would probably stop bleeding on its own, so she concentrated on stopping the wound itself from bleeding, disinfecting it, and the area around it. She first gave him a shot for pain and ended by packing and bandaging the wound. The biggest problem would be what to do with him now. They couldn’t get him out, so he had to go with them. He shouldn’t walk because that would stress the wound, so he had to be carried. That was going to slow them down once Hades took out the enemy now pinning them down and was ready to move on. She had no doubt Hades would do just that. If only she could have the same faith in him when it came to them.

When she was through, she noticed it was still quiet. Either the shooter had run, or Hades had taken him out. She looked up seeing Hades strutting back to her, the long stride and confident walk could be described no other way.

“How is Driver?” Hades asked.

Most of the military men were called by nicknames, his was the job he did the best. He was a top-notch driver. “I can’t guarantee the wound isn’t worse than it appears without any equipment, but I feel confident saying with no straining, he should recover. He can’t walk without hurting his wound.” Hades nodded walking away. Next, he sent two men over and who stood near her waiting for her instructions.

“We need to make a stretcher to carry him on.”

The two men found two long, thick wooden sticks, some vines, and she had a durable blanket in the med kit used for patients in shock, or those that needed warmed up for any reason. They used vines then fastened the blanket across the top using rope they carried in their packs to attach it. It wasn’t pretty, but it worked.

Hades called a brief meeting to inform all of them about what was going on. “I took out two men that were shooting at us. I think we’re getting close to the club, and they are guards that work the perimeter. If they radioed in about us, I don’t know, but they will be alerted before long, so this is what we’ll do.” He took a moment to look each person in the eye before he continued. “Driver is out of commission and there’s no point in moving him forward. Dewey and Kicker will carry him back to the landing zone, if they arrive before we do, they’ll wait for us. The rest of us will continue on to the club as fast as we can.”

Dewey and Kicker moaned, but they were the two slowest on the team. The team would move faster without the two of them. Hades had also considered that Kicker was a sniper so if they got pinned, he’d be able to protect them. Dewey had medic training and both he and Kicker had extreme survival training which also helped. Both were strong enough to carry a heavy load and make it back slow, but steady. He had made good choices, but now they had all better move out quickly if they wanted any hope of completing the mission.

The club, called the Lonely Woman’s Club officially, had to be close now. They needed to push hard to get there as soon as possible, or they might find it packed up and empty once they arrived. This heat was stifling, but they pushed on with their clothing wet from sweat. Doc wasn’t a complainer, she sucked it up and moved on trying to keep an eye out for any more attacks as she moved. She tried not to, but her eyes moved to Hades’ back and yes, to his ass, constantly. Was he her one true soul mate? He certainly had the looks that could drive any woman to distraction. Hades was the tallest and strongest male in this group of tough soldiers.

They stopped for a brief break so they could grab a trail bar, take a drink, and they all watched Hades consult a map and recheck the Intel he had for the mission. He waved his hand letting them know break was over. She hoped the club was nearby, not just because she was tired, which she was, but the quicker they got to it, the more likely they would free the gods held captive. Right now, they were trekking through a jungle that didn’t look like modern man had ever stepped foot here. She knew that was just an illusion, but it was a damn good one. It didn’t daunt them since they knew the club was a self-contained facility unreachable by any roads. Clients were flown in to visit for however long they chose to stay.

No one really knew exactly how the facility was kept up, they assumed a water treatment plant was on site and other needs were met by flying in the products needed. Origin needed locations that weren’t easily accessible, the more remote the better since most of their leaders were being hunted. Unfortunately, Origin going to ground made it harder for the gods to find their missing brothers or the demons still unaccounted for.

A particularly large mosquito landed on her arm causing her to shake it then finally to use her hand to push it off. She looked where Hades was just turning away, she would have sworn he was smiling. He didn’t look as miserable as the rest of them, he was probably enjoying the fact that the mosquitos who were feeding off the rest of them didn’t seem to enjoy the taste of his blood. Damn him to hell, anyway. Why couldn’t she stop thinking about him and looking his way?

Two more hours of trudging through the forest before Hades called a halt. She knew they were close, he would send a couple scouts ahead to see what they were heading into. Doc was there to help with medical needs, he also had a computer specialist, and some personnel that had little training in fighting that he needed to protect. They would be held back until the facility was taken, then he would bring them in to do what they needed done.

Monroe and Heftner slipped out of camp in the direction they had all been heading after they spoke to Hades. Doc figured they would scout everything out and come back with recommendations. Accomplishing this mission wouldn’t come a moment too soon. This had to be one of the most miserable places on Earth which was why Origin had chosen it. Olympus was too cold, this place was too hot, and maybe they could find where their facilities were just by finding the places people didn’t want to go. It was something to think about. Doc would bet they had a desert location and maybe an overwhelmingly wet location like a swamp. A shudder ran through her as she thought about swamps which were even worse in her mind than jungles, even if barely so.

Guards were on duty, so she pulled out her mat, a convenience most of the soldiers had decided to forego. She picked a level area in the middle of the group since the noise they made was easier to put up with than a snake or a bug crawling on her. Doc put her head on her hands and was asleep in seconds. A low insistent voice woke her what seemed like seconds later. It was Hades, he was rubbing her shoulder sending delicious tingles down her arm that settled lower in that needy place between her thighs. How could this man, this god, still make her heart flutter and her panties get damp after all that had happened between them?

She looked up into his olive colored eyes, they glowed with the strong emotions he felt. Doc knew it was the need to mate that was reflected there. The need to mate with him she felt as well, but it wasn’t as strong as it had been before she had felt betrayed. It was a case of her mind overruling the needs of her body and the pull of her heart. As a woman, she felt like such a sap, her heart wanted to give him another chance while her body just wanted him. If not for her clear-thinking mind that refused to be overwhelmed by emotions or needs, she would be in his arms right now, drawn by the mindless desire. Her brain refused to submit no matter how much she wanted, needed to. Sometimes having such a strong will was hard to live with. This was one of those times.

“We’re moving out, Doc. Let me help you pack back up,” Hades said as he took her arm and helped her up. He grabbed her mat rolling it effortlessly then handing it to her so she could attach it to the top of her backpack.

The others were still scrambling about packing up, drinking, and finishing off their meal as she moved into position to follow the path to their destination. She was strong and she would stand firm no matter how unfulfilling it felt. Doc took a deep breath, damn, he’d been out in the jungle with them, but still he had a musky masculine scent that drew her in. The rest of the men just smelled of sweat and jungle which made her keep her distance. Nothing seemed to make him less attractive to her regardless of the circumstances.

Hades put them in line, fighters first, support teams last. He had her at the very end of the line where she would be protected more than anyone. She looked at him, he had removed his shirt and sweat slicked his hard muscles making her hand itch to touch him. He looked wicked, made just to draw her into a hot, wet dream of utter fulfillment. Her eyes traveled up where they were caught and held by his glowing olive ones. Her lips parted in a pant as heat shot throughout her body. Her eyes broke free and moved down to the steely length that seemed to grow until it stretched upward to his belly. He couldn’t hide his desire, it was there for all to see.

OMG! That thing is huge. Would it even fit? Her mind kicked in telling her she would never know. He wasn’t the one for her, not anymore. Hades was too much like her father had been, that rolling stone would collect no moss and she had no desire to raise a child by herself and explain why daddy was never there. She remembered her mom trying to explain why dad had to leave and why his visits were always so short.

Doc remembered the pain each time he left and the sense of betrayal when she found out his commitment, such as it was, was to another woman and other children. She had cried and cried while her mother had apologized as if it were her fault that her father had children with women all over the place. He was the one that should have thought of the children he might have and the women he would have to leave. As far as she had seen, Hades was just like him and that, she couldn’t live with.

They moved forward, those in support positions moved slower so the fight, whatever that might entail, would be over by the time they arrived. The others moved quickly, ready to take out the enemy and take over the facility. They were out of sight in no time as they sped up to a lope ready to get the job done so they could leave this infernal place, Doc was in wholehearted agreement.

Her ears strained for sounds of combat, but there were none. An outlying building came in sight, the guards already taken care of. The guards at the front moved in checking just to be sure they were all dealt with. She couldn’t help but look in the building as they walked by, but no one was in there. It was about thirty minutes later that they came to the main facility. It was clear there had been a battle here, but looking at the guards in place, their guards, it was clear who had won. Would Origin send in their soldiers to try to recover this place, or would they write it off and save their strength for the next fight?

Doc moved to the front pushing her way in to see if anyone needed her skills. Mostly minor wounds were on those she saw and only one fatality, it was one of Origin’s personnel. Hades had moved ahead and was now sitting with a man who was handcuffed to a chair. She moved up close to Hades looking at the man with a question in her eyes. Was this him?

“This is Jones, he’s in charge here,” Hades said in answer to her look.

She examined the average looking guy, neither tall, broad, nor muscular. The only exceptional thing this man had was an oversized ego. Doc had listened to and read some of the intercepted communications and this man thought the world of himself. He was bad, but Smith, the generally acknowledged leader of what was left of Origin, was much worse. Jones smiled at her giving her his most flirtatious look. Why did this jerk think she would be interested in him especially with what he had to know about her?

“I think he likes you,” Hades whispered in her ear. Shivers ran through her as her heart sped up and her panties grew damp.

“So, I don’t care what he likes,” she whispered back.

“You have no patients, maybe you can help us with him.”

He was right, she hadn’t seen one serious injury except the fatal one. “What do you want me to do?”

“Show him some sympathy while I act like I don’t like the attention he’s getting from you.”

Good cop, bad cop? Okay, she was game. She nodded, she could do that, and Hades would fill his role effortlessly because he never liked her attention on another male. “So, Jones, how did a nice guy like you end up in a mess like this?” She moved closer to him with a sweet smile on her face.

“I don’t really know,” he said with a nervous laugh. “The job was just supposed to be supervising a lab that worked with DNA, no big deal, right? But nothing was what it was supposed to be. I didn’t know they had men they had fucking made. What gives anyone the right to create people much less for your own particular purposes? By the time I realized exactly what was going on, it was too late, I was in, part and parcel.”

“Why didn’t you just take off?”

“At that point they said I was in, and they wouldn’t let me go. I knew too much to be allowed to leave. I’ve never harmed anyone, I just do what they tell me which is mostly gather information that was until they put me in charge of this place.”

“Jones, you’re a fool if you think information never hurt anyone,” Hades growled.

“I do what I have to do to survive, just like anyone else would.”

“I’m not sure how this is going to work out for you, but if I was you, I’d tell them what they want to know and ask for mercy,” Doc advised.

Jones hung his head, it was never smart to go along with the herd. He’d known it, but he’d done it anyway, now he would pay the price.

Hades sat in the corner watching Jones while others watched through a two-way mirror. Achilles sat there, he was his second in command and one of the few gods that had come along. He spoke to Hades on his headpiece. “She’s a keeper. I think he’s ready to talk now.”

“She’s a keeper, but she doesn’t want to be kept.”

“You’re not a quitter. Go after what you want. You made a mistake, you’re as much man as god. She craves you, I see it, smell it. Make her see you two belong together, if that doesn’t work, throw her over your shoulder and take her to bed.”

Hades and she stepped out the door into the hall leaving Jones alone to stew. Hades and Achilles would handle him now. Her god went to her, grabbed her arm leading her to a room set up for a doctor. “I need you to check out every god they kept here to be sure there isn’t anything we missed. Helicopters will be here in a few hours to start pickup.”

“It looks like a standard set up in here,” Doc said as she looked around.

The freed gods were already lining up. She was sure they would be glad to leave, but they would miss the regular booty calls. Gods loved women, they saw the beauty in every one of them. Only one thing that turned a god off, was a lack of beauty on the inside. If they had to, they’d screw them anyway, but it took away a lot of the enjoyment for them.

“I’ll get right on it,” she said as she opened the door for the first god to come in. 

Hades left returning to Achilles to question Jones. Maybe they would find out something that would help them before Jones was turned over to the US government. Zeus had made a deal with Mark that would give them Jones once the gods were through with him. Hades wondered what Mark really wanted the Origin leaders for, but he supposed it didn’t matter. Mark had financed this mission, supplied most of the soldiers, and was letting them keep most of the equipment they were using here including one of the helicopters, it was one of the new ones. It just seemed to Hades that they wanted Jones too much which meant they hadn’t been honest about why. He could only hope that someday when they found out, the gods didn’t regret letting him go.

Doc was going through the line quickly and efficiently with help from a medic. These gods weren’t sex starved so they weren’t as bad as those at Olympus had been, but these gods didn’t realize Hades claimed rights to her, so they hit on her. At least they did until Hades told a few of them they wouldn’t live to touch her. Everyone feared Hades, she couldn’t help wondering why. She worked through nearly a hundred gods. They were all healthy, handsome, and seemed to be in good spirits. Jones certainly hadn’t tortured, starved, or otherwise mistreated them. It was a point in his favor, of course they needed to be kept healthy for the role he needed them to fill.

She was halfway through the check ups, when the first helicopter arrived. That made her smile, thank goodness they wouldn’t have to hike out of this place. Doc tried to speed up her work, home was calling, and she was ready to answer. She finished the last physical she needed to do when Hades came in. The look on his face alarmed her, not for her safety, but that he was bringing bad news.

“Jones is spilling his guts and he told us there is an underground level he isn’t allowed to go to. We need you right away, we’ve found a small group of demons and they’ve been experimented on.”

Doc grabbed a bag and filled it with the things she would most likely need. Her day had been going too well, she should have expected something bad to happen. She followed Hades to a wall that opened into an elevator, they went down one floor and it opened. The smell of death and sickness hit her nose almost causing her to retch. Without being told any more she knew it was bad.

Hades led her to a lab with demons restrained to the beds. She knew without asking that Hades had left them strapped in so they wouldn’t hurt her. The first one she saw was so close to death she could see, hear, and smell it. Now she immediately started treating him with anything she could think of, it might prolong his life. If she could keep him alive long enough, his natural healing would cure him. She spoke to him softly telling him about Olympus and the freedom he would enjoy if he would just hold on a little longer.

“Your leader is Lucifer, he is a wonderful guy full of life and fun. Some of the gods have families, Zeus is mated to Sierra, and they have a beautiful daughter. Hermes is mated to Cherish, and they are raising her younger brother. They are planning for a large family and I’m sure they will have a child soon. They have parties where they meet females, the demons attend as well. Darius met his soul mate at the first one. If you are better, you’ll be able to attend the next one.”

Doc found herself talking to him the whole time she treated him knowing that the frame of mind a patient was in, could often determine life or death. Finally, she, was to the point where she could do no more. The outcome was now up to him, she turned away to go to the next patient and he caught her arm.

“I will live!” he vowed, his voice barely a whisper.

None of the demons had been treated gently, but none of the others were at death’s door like the first had been. All, but the first were ready to travel and two were placed on stretchers and put one per helicopter that left. Soon, the only one left was the first and he was much better then he had been. She walked beside his stretcher holding his hand until they arrived at the helicopter. Hades growled as he saw her hand in hand with the demon. She would have argued, but the demon moved his hand. The possessiveness of these gods was extreme, and they seemed to have little control of it. Her god had gotten worse since the start of this mission, and she feared they would have a serious argument soon.

He picked up Doc and jumped into the copter while two of his squad strapped the demon’s stretcher to the side of the copter. Hades pushed her into the seat next to him, but against the wall where she could see her patient, but no one else could get near her. She looked at the god who claimed to be her mate but had not acted like it. He was a puzzle to her, made up of opposing actions. Hades growled at her patient, but then placed her where she could see him. The god was a mix of kindness and deviousness. He was a little devilish, like his name might imply. Hades gave a lot, but he could take your soul. If she was honest, she wanted him, but she was afraid to have him.

The ride was uneventful, but hot and uncomfortable. They flew to a large city airport where half of those freed waited with part of Hades’ squad. The others had flown in another plane heading home ahead of them. Hades dragged her by her arm to the back of the plane where a private bedroom with a private bathroom was. He pulled out a drawer showing her it was full of clothes then he pushed her into the bathroom. It seemed he wanted her to clean up, she would, but only because she wanted to. He never spoke much, but this trip he had said almost nothing to her. Maybe that was for the best, there was really nothing left to say.

She showered, the water felt so good running over her skin, but she washed quickly. Doc was sure everyone on the plane would want to clean up. Finding a shirt long enough to call a dress she put that on with a pair of boxers, small ones, from who, she didn’t know. The sizes of the items of clothing in the drawers were all over the place. She hurried out to find a seat only to find Hades wanted her to stay in the room.

“Those here first took showers in the building as did those with us while you showered here. I’m the only one left so you can rest on the bed.” He had backed her into the room then gently shoved her on the bed. Hades walked past to the bathroom, and she heard the water turn on. 

In her naughty mind, she imagined him naked with the water running down his body. She had a good imagination and she let it take flight. At some point, as she grew tired of waiting for him to come out of the bathroom, she fell asleep. Waking, she felt enveloped in warmth and smooth skin was wrapped around her. She felt something poking her rear end, it was probably what had woken her. It took her foggy mind a few moments to realize what had happened. Hades lay up against her, his arm pulling her up close to him. She waited a little while enjoying lying with him before she woke him so he would move.

Doc finally turned to face him. “What do you think you were doing, getting in bed with me?”

“Holding a beautiful woman who happens to be my mate?”

“You know we’ll never be together, and you know why.”

“Is it because of Marlin?” She looked confused. “I know he proposed to you the night of the ball, I thought you accepted.”

Her face flushed slightly. “I don’t know how you found out about that. I turned him down and stopped seeing him after that. I’m not what he needs, but I’m not what any man needs.”

“You’re what I need, and I don’t know that we’ll never be together, and I know your reasons, but I don’t agree with them. Even if I did what you accuse me of, we were only to the friend level, we weren’t dating, and we weren’t having sex so I couldn’t cheat on you.”

She had to admit he had a point, but his actions had just cut her too deeply. He moved to where they were touching and while her mind tried to reason through what he had said, he claimed her lips in a kiss the like of which she had never felt before. Heat flowed through her body, her mind was like jelly, and all she could do was cling to him riding out the kiss and the touch of his hands which seemed to be everywhere at once. Before she could utter a protest, he ended the kiss leaving the room without a backward glance.

Doc didn’t know what to do, was it possible to be in love with someone who had no morals? Could she put that aside if she stopped considering how she and her sisters had been raised? And most importantly, could he change and learn the way a male should treat his mate, his wife? She knew she was grasping at straws because the truth was, in the time they had become friends, she had realized she wanted to be so much more.
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Chapter 2


The List
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Sierra watched with interest as Darius squirmed. “I’m not sure what you want me to do, Darius.”

“Tell her she has to stay with me.”

She fought not to laugh at him. He was a typical god, arrogant and clueless about how to handle a relationship with a woman. They were good at brief sexual contact, but a mate or a wife that was a whole new world for them. He wasn’t doing any better than Hermes or Zeus for that matter.

“I can’t do that. You need to resolve your problems between the two of you. Others can and often will give advice ask for or not, but the resolution is up to the two of you. If you’ve done something wrong, the resolution is up to you if you want her as your mate. Now tell me, what have you done?”

“I didn’t do anything wrong,” he said with a slight whine to his voice. “I just told her that she’s going to stay home to care for me and whatever children we might have. She doesn’t need a job, taking care of me is now her job.”

“You don’t see anything wrong with telling her that?”

“No, I don’t.”

“What would you do if she told you that?”

“Why would she tell me that? I have a very important job, I am Zeus’ personal assistant,” he said full of self importance.

“Why indeed? Did it occur to you she might feel her job was important too?”

“I didn’t say it wasn’t, I just want to take care of her.”

“You can take care of her better if you consider her job as important as yours, her opinions as valuable as yours.”

He sighed like only a long-suffering male could. “I’ll try.”

“Maybe you should send some flowers first.” Sierra remembered there was no flower shop. “Why don’t you go to the greenhouse and pick her a bouquet before you see her again.” He just nodded, at least he was listening now.

Once Darius was gone, she called Nioma to see if she had any results on Hades’ blood tests yet. “Hey, Nioma, this is Sierra.”

“I’ll tell you what I told you five minutes ago.”

“It’s just been five minutes? I would swear it’s been longer.”

“It hasn’t. Why don’t we meet for lunch? I’ll have all the results by then.”

“Okay, we’ll meet in my office, yours smells funny.”

“All labs smell like disinfectant.”

“That’s why we’re meeting in my office.”

“Okay, see you in about an hour.”

Sierra thought again about what the results might be and what they might mean. As soon as she had heard about what Hades had done or allegedly done, she had thought something was just not right about it. The clip she had seen had seemed off somehow. Her instincts had immediately rejected what her eyes had seen. She hadn’t followed up on her feelings and now she regretted it. Sierra didn’t want to be a busybody, but it was her sister she was talking about. Finally, she sent the video to an expert and was waiting for those results too. They would be coming in soon and she would know what had happened before Doc got back.
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