


Got a question? Drop us a line at eilisflynn@aol.com or heather@heatherhiestand.com. Maybe we’ll have an 
answer! What we don’t know we’ll gladly make up.  Next time we will be telling you what we have in 
store for the coming months.

February Freezes, continued

APPEARANCES (TENTATIVE)
Eilis Flynn: 
•	 “Readers’ Luncheon,” Rose City Romance Writers, Port-

land, OR, April 2010

Heather Hiestand/Anh Leod: 
•	 At home with baby Andy!
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what new twist will await us when we open up our 
email!
	 And now, back to Holly and her men…

Holly’s Pledge
Glaukos, a legendary Greek warrior, hunts for an ancient 
killer in modern day Los Angeles but finds a desirable beauty 
instead. Greg Levendakis fantasizes about a curvy redhead, 
not his girlfriend. Two men, but the same woman.
	 Holly Bowles wants a boyfriend and thinks she’s 
found one in Greg, but he’s unavailable. Luckily, there’s 
another man right around the corner. Sparks fly when she 
spends the night in Glaukos’ arms, but can they find a way to 
be together when the god Hades has only offered his servant 
thirty days in the mortal realm?
	 After Greg’s breakup with his girlfriend, it’s time 
to make Holly his own. Has he waited too long? It’s a good 
thing he believes if you love someone, you take the three-
some.

Chapter One
A chime turned Glaukos’ attention from a glowing filing 
cabinet back to his computer. He poked at the flashing 
icon and a new sub-screen opened but before he could 
look at the contents he was interrupted.
	 A delicate brown hand tipped with sharp red nails 
pulled his fingers from the liquid gel monitor. “Pay atten-
tion to me.”
	 “Go away, Desdemona,” he told the demoness 
as he extricated himself from her hot grip. “This isn’t my 
downtime.”
	 The beautiful demoness pouted. “It’s never play-
time with you anymore.”
	 “I’m busy,” he muttered, moving his gaze from 
the almond-eyed beauty to the email on the screen from 
caoneandonly@hotmail.

	 Torc is in Los Angeles.

Hades! Damn him! Glaukos swore aloud. He pushed his 
chair back and was standing before he realized it. The 

old enemy had resurfaced, spotted by his half-divine 
friend. Email was new in the Underworld, but cer-
tainly useful.
	 “Leave!” he ordered the irritating creature. 
Their relationship had been over for centuries, but de-
monesses liked nothing better than abuse, so periodi-
cally she revisited him for some.
	 Her full lower lip poked out even further. 
“No.”
	 “Son?”
	 He turned and saw his father, King Minos, 
once ruler of Crete and now a judge in the Under-
world, standing at the door. Minos’ long tunic glit-
tered with gold braid as he plucked a fig from a tray 
by the door and bit into it. When his father caught 
sight of the demoness he dropped the fig and raised 
his hand.
	 Desdemona’s mouth formed a circle of 
surprise. She blinked rapidly then vanished before 
Minos could take a swipe at her.
	 “Cherokee has found Torc,” Glaukos told 
his father. His fists clenched at his waist. He couldn’t 
wait to get them around Torc’s neck.
	 Minos selected a date next. “I see. You know 
you can’t go after him.”
	 “Why not?” Glaukos pushed thick black 
curls out of his eyes and refreshed his screen. No new 
emails.
	 “How old are you now?”
	 “Three thousand, five hundred, thirty-nine,” 
Glaukos said, knowing his father was perfectly aware 
of that. “Each day the same since we came here. 
Good souls move to Elysium. The others move to 
Tartarus. I schedule your hearings, protect you and 
Uncle Rhadamanthus from the evil ones in court then 
file the paperwork.” The gods knew he was sick of 
the routine.
	 “If you go up to the mortal world you’ll lose 
your immortality,” Minos warned.


