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Trinity is prepared to become fated mates with a Viking dragon if it means saving humanity. What she isn't ready for is a Viking like Vicar. A man who suffers from multiple personalities. One is civil, the other ruthless. Yet when her dragon connects with his across time, and Loki's Dagger mysteriously ends up in her possession, she knows their paths are on a collision course.

Intrigued by Trinity's influence over him and determined to retrieve Loki's Dagger, Vicar heads to the future only to find Trinity on the run. In quick pursuit, he follows her back in time and learns the unexpected. Now that she’s in his era, she suffers from dual personalities as well. One is sweet, the other cutthroat. To make matters worse, they’re up against an enemy determined to pit them against each other and make Trinity his own. 

Thrust on a turbulent journey, they discover not only a forgotten past but learn they once shared a deep love. They also realize just how involved their savage nemesis was in their ultimate fate. Will they rediscover the sizzling passion they once shared despite all they’re up against? Or have they already lost the battle to something that’s been stalking them since childhood? Find out in the next installment of Viking Ancestors: Forged in Fire. 
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Eirik (eye-rick)

Frida (free-duh)

Håkon (hawk-ohn)

Helheim (hel-himm)

Leviathan (luh-vie-uh-thn)

Loki (low-kee)

Midgard (mid-gard) 

Mórrígan (more-i-gen)

Múspellsheimr (moo-spell-shay-mm)

Mt. Galdhøpiggen (gall-ter-peegan)

Naðr Véurr (nahdr vuu-ah)

Níðhöggr (neathe-högr or neathe-herd)

Valhalla (val-hal-uh)

Valknut (vulk-noot)


Dedication

For Zeke and Luna, Siberian husky pups who are equal parts sweet and mischievous. So very glad you came into our life. Welcome to the family!
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As foretold by the great serpent Níðhöggr, a Great War simmers on the horizon. This time, the Sigdirs and their allies are caught in the lethal crosshairs of battling gods. Determined to keep their fellow dragons and human counterparts safe, they will do whatever it takes. Even if it means tapping into the ancient power of a blade nearly as old as the gods themselves. A dagger that requires five male dragons be Forged in Fire with five females, harnessing the power of fated mates. First, though, their mate must agree to be together for all eternity.
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When Leviathan and Destiny were Forged in Fire in Ireland, they invoked Loki’s power and a call to arms. Leviathan’s Viking protégés must find women to mate with for all eternity. Meanwhile, four sisters just arrived in twenty-first-century Maine, heeding a prophecy that says they must travel through time to help humanity. Four sisters who eventually learn their souls came into existence via Leviathan and Destiny’s Forge. 

So far, Maya, the oldest sister, has traveled back in time and Forged in Fire with Dagr, making them Helheim dragons who aren't just fated mates but keepers of souls on Midgard. Jade and Thorulf have Forged, harnessing their Celtic godliness, allowing them to fight with magic kindred to the enemy’s. 

Now Vicar’s heading to the future to confront Trinity and figure out how she’s been able to influence him. Why she ended up with Loki’s Dagger. The only problem? He doesn’t arrive with his more reasonable Sigdir side surfaced, but his ruthless, confrontational Múspellsheimr personality in control. And so the story goes...
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Chapter One


[image: image]


Winter Harbor, Maine

Present Day

TRINITY had always known she was different than her sisters but had no idea how much until Loki’s Forge began. Especially when Leviathan and Destiny Forged in Fire and ignited Loki’s master plan to create dragons powerful enough to go up against Celtic gods. 

“I know you have Loki’s Dagger.” Her sister Raven narrowed her silvery turquoise eyes at Trinity. “What I don’t know is why you’re not admitting it.”

By admitting it, she referred to the brief telepathic conversation Aunt Elsie had with Jade across time a few hours ago. Jade claimed a Viking named Vicar swore the dagger had ended up with Trinity after Jade and Thorulf defeated their enemy. 

And he was right.

She had the dagger that had been at the heart of forging her sisters and their new mates in fire. What she couldn’t figure out was how Vicar knew that. 

Raven had just joined her on the back deck, where she’d come for some much-needed fresh air. After all, it wasn't every day a girl found an ancient-looking dagger lying on her bed when she ran upstairs to get a hoodie. It was almost as if it waited for her to be alone before it showed up.

“I’m not sure why I didn’t admit it initially either,” Trinity confessed, frowning at Raven. “I just...” What exactly? Because she wasn’t entirely sure other than part of her felt possessive of the blade. Like it needed to stay in her hands for safekeeping. “I just get the overwhelming sense I’m supposed to hold onto it for now.” She shook her head. “No one else.”

“No one else being Vicar Sigdir,” Raven surmised. She clipped back her jet-black hair and eyed Trinity in that eerie, sees-all way she had about her sometimes. “What was Jade talking about when she reached out to Aunt Elsie that first time? Why did she ask about you possessing her and Maya?” She cocked her head. “And why did she wonder if you’d already traveled back in time?” 

“First off, I don’t know Vicar, so why would I want to keep this dagger from him?” Trinity lied. Well, partially lied. “And I have no idea what Jade’s talking about. I haven’t time traveled.” She rolled her eyes. “And what do I know about possessing someone?”

Following her thoughts far too easily because they were so connected, Raven crossed her arms over her chest and arched a brow. “So, how are you only partially lying? A lie’s a lie, sis.”

She was glad to see her darker-energy sister standing outside safely rather than cowering inside, avoiding negativity. Avoiding anything that might drag her down and push her closer to evil and darkness. Nicer still to see her halfway upbeat, a personality trait that had been rare before the Forge began. 

“I guess I’m only partially lying because I might kind of know Vicar.” She sighed, pulled out the dagger, and eyed its charred blade. It wasn’t a beautiful knife by any means but sinister-looking. Intense. “As to traveling through time or possessing our sisters, if I did, I’m not sure how.”

“That sounds a lot like you did then.” Raven considered her. “What makes you think so, though? And how do you only,” she made air quotes, “kind of know Vicar.”

“Through dreams on both counts, mostly...strange dreams.” She sheathed the dagger, worried it might drag on Raven’s energy. “It was like I was pulled toward someone at certain times, and my connection with Jade and Maya was the only way I could reach them.”

“Them, or him, being Vicar,” Raven prompted when Trinity paused, grappling with the oddities that had overcome her lately. Namely, a sense she wasn’t exactly who she was supposed to be. Or that there was more to her than she realized. It was hard to make sense of. Yet, somehow, unfortunately enough, she knew it had something to do with how Jade claimed Trinity came across to Vicar. Dominant in a way that felt unfamiliar. 

At least before all this began. 

“Yeah, Vicar, I guess,” Trinity muttered, knowing darn well it was him thanks to her inner dragon. 

“Vicar, the guy with multiple personalities,” Raven commented. “One of them being ridiculously alpha.” Her lips twisted in repressed amusement. “And you acting like some sort of dominatrix.” She flat-out smirked. “Sounds like a disaster waiting to happen.”

“I’m not a dominatrix.” She scowled and shook her head. “I’m not anything near that when it comes to the bedroom.”

She avoided the word sex out of consideration for Raven, who’d had to remain a virgin because men and their volatile energy dragged her too low.

“I’ll admit, it’s hard to envision you being that in charge between the sheets.” Raven’s merciless smirk remained firmly in place. “But based on what Jade said, you definitely came across that way in front of everyone.”

Trinity groaned, mortified at what she’d said to Vicar through Jade. Worse yet, that she’d done it in front of his parents. In front of many of his people, for that matter. 

“So, are you coming for him?” Raven asked, chuckling. She repeated what Trinity had evidently said. “Are you keeping him until you’re done with him? Until he’s halfway civilized again?”

Honestly, right now, her gut was telling her to run from him. That he was the one coming for her, determined to figure out why she’d said those things. Why, as it had also been hinted at on Jade's journey, Trinity was hunting him, seeking him, then intended to keep him. None of it sounded like her. Not at all. 

That is until the Forge began.

Since then, she started having not just unusual dreams but sensations she’d never had before. Some downright naughty, others more passive. Too passive. Like her dragon would roll over for his if given half a chance. Which irked her to no end. She might like to help men, fix them as her sisters called it, but she rolled over for no man. That sounded like the complete opposite of being dominant. 

“You were lying,” Aunt Elsie exclaimed, cutting into her thoughts as she joined them. She frowned at the dagger Trinity tucked beneath her hoodie and gave her a wounded look. “First Jade, now you.” Her eyes rounded. “You never lie to me.”

“I know.” She hugged her aunt because she didn’t know what else to do. Aunt Elsie had taken such good care of her and her sisters over the years. She didn’t deserve to be lied to. “I’m so sorry.” She pulled back and dished out the sweet smile that usually got her out of trouble. “I just didn’t want to worry you.”

When her aunt’s brows shot up, Trinity knew she better come clean, so she told her what she’d just shared with Raven. 

“Well, obviously, you’re supposed to have the dagger.” Aunt Elsie’s expression softened. “Or it wouldn’t have found its way to you next instead of a Sigdir.” Concern lit her eyes when she glanced at the ash tree that doubled as a time travel portal. “Not to say a Sigdir isn’t coming for it and by the sounds of it, not necessarily in a peaceable way depending on his personality at the moment.”

She had learned enough about Vicar’s two personalities to understand why her aunt worried. If his kind inner Sigdir was at the forefront, a side she could evidently bring to the surface easily enough, their initial greeting should go fine. If his Múspellsheimr side surfaced, the more primal one born of dragonkind’s homeworld, God only knows what might happen. 

“At least he won’t be alone,” Aunt Elsie went on, referring to those following him. Not just Maya and Dagr, but Tor, who could generally balance Vicar. Considering the blade Loki had created was on the run, she wouldn't be surprised to see the god as well. 

Aunt Elsie squeezed Trinity’s hand and looked between her and Raven with renewed concern before continuing. “I’ll admit I’m worried about how things will go at this point for you both.”

No doubt she was, given Trinity’s emerging issues and the fact Raven shouldn’t be left alone without one of her sisters. Sure, she seemed better lately, but she’d never been without them, so it was impossible to know what might happen. Especially without Trinity here to keep her in balance. Because that was what she had always done for her sisters. Evened out their negative and positive energy, so they stayed on an even keel.

Was she still capable of it, though?

“You’re that off then?” Aunt Elsie murmured, following her thoughts easily enough now that Trinity wasn’t blocking them to hide the blade. Her aunt’s brows pinched when she looked at her. “I’m sure Maya will be able to help when she gets here. She’s very powerful now.”

“I’m sure,” she agreed optimistically, determined to keep her aunt from worrying any further. In truth, she had a feeling this went beyond what Maya could do. It was something else altogether. Something her sister’s dragon wouldn’t recognize because it had always been asleep inside Trinity. 

Not now, though. 

Whatever it was had stirred awake and woke more by the hour. She caught mental glimpses of not just foreign places but of Vicar. Never him in his entirety. Just bits and pieces. Enough to know he was intimidating. His Múspellsheimr side was ruthless by nature. Craved violence and bloodshed. His Sigdir half was far more tempered. Quick to humor even. She might not have seen him when she possessed her sisters, but she’d felt him. Understood how conflicted and tangled he was. How drawn yet repelled by her he’d been. 

Yet above it all, beyond his inner demons, was her unquestionable desire to untangle him. To, yes, fix him. 

She knew she should be frightened but wasn’t. Sure, she had flashes of fear, but they were always followed by a sense of certainty that she could fix Vicar like all the men before him. Because that’s also what she did. Helped broken men heal so they could enjoy a healthy relationship with whoever came after her. A given, considering she didn't stick around too long. There was no point when she inevitably got the craving to move on and help another.

“Move on,” she murmured, sensing something in that. 

More so, suddenly feeling like she needed to get moving. 

There was no time.

“What’s the matter?” Raven and Aunt Elsie asked at the same time. Both looked at Trinity with alarm moments before the ash tree whipped violently, appeared to go up in flames, and the ocean turned an angry black.

“He’s coming,” she whispered, sensing Vicar drawing closer. “And he’s mad.”

That’s all she got out before the world burst into flames, and she, at last, came face to face with him...or so she thought.
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Chapter Two
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VICAR STRUGGLED TO keep his Sigdir side at the forefront, but there was no hope for it. His inner Múspellsheimr screamed up as he landed beside Níðhöggr’s Ash, placed his hand against its great trunk, and willed it to take him to Trinity. To take him to the dragon who thought to control him. 

To keep him.

Who did she think she was? Nobody kept him. Period. No woman or man, dragon or not. If anything, he kept them. So why did a strange woman from the future think she could? Moreover, why did a blasphemous side, likely his weaker inner Sigdir, somewhat like the idea? Want to explore it?

No sooner did he think it then, for a split second, caught in an inferno unlike any other, there was no need to explore because Trinity was right there. Standing across from him, engulfed in flames she could somehow withstand in human form. While brief, the sight of her was enough to bring him to attention. From her thick wavy dark brown hair with auburn highlights to her thickly lashed fiery amber eyes, she was stunning. Her lips were full, her skin flawless, and her features far too alluring. Though she wore bulky clothing, he sensed her body would cause trouble with his fellow male dragons. All of her would.

Especially the equally fiery spirit he sensed within when she narrowed her eyes at him.

When she dared him to come get her. 

Regrettably, he found out it wouldn’t be quite that easy when the fire faded along with her, and he stood alone in front of the Maine chalet. Well, not completely alone. He homed in on the women standing on the deck. One was young with black hair, the other older and more full-figured. 

“Where is she?” he roared, striding for the deck, fully Múspellsheimr now and in no mood for games. Particularly the sort Trinity played. “Tell her to get out here.”

Even as he said it, he knew she was gone, no longer in the twenty-first century, but that didn’t slow him down any. He strode up the stairs, ready to find out where she went by any means necessary. Only it didn’t quite go that way when the black-haired woman who could only be Raven turned berserker and whipped fiery arrows at him.

“Stay away from my sister, asshole,” she roared in return, clearly buying Trinity time. “She doesn’t want to see you!”

“Now that’s where you’re wrong,” he shot back, dodging her arrows. He was never so certain of anything. “Whether she knows it or not, your sister wants to see me,” he assured with dark promise. “And she will once I catch her.”

“Which won’t be right now, cousin,” Dagr informed, appearing alongside Maya and Tor moments before Vicar dodged another one of Raven’s arrows and lunged at her. Or tried to before he slammed into a translucent wall made of Dagr and Maya’s Helheim magic. 

“Thor’s thunder,” Vicar growled, unable to go any further. He glared at Dagr. “I wasn’t going to hurt them.”

Not really. Not badly, anyway. Just some solid intimidation. Pain only if necessary. He chuckled when his inner Sigdir bristled at his thoughts. Best his other half stay repressed for the time being. He couldn’t handle Trinity if he tried. 

“Raven,” the woman who could only be Elsie exclaimed when Raven’s eyes rounded in horror at Tor of all people, and she stumbled back. 

“What’s happening?” Maya gave Dagr and Tor a look telling them to keep an eye on Vicar, and darted up the opposite stairs after her sister. “Oh my God, Raven!” A soupy black aura had started pulsing around Raven, and her eyes had turned to oil slicks. “We need to get you inside away from all this so I can get your positive energy up.”

Vicar had never felt anything quite like what was coming off of Raven. Darkness, to be sure. Maybe even darker than the enemy they had recently fought, which said something considering it was pure Evil. It seemed to be building around her like a tidal wave, swelling not in his direction but Tor’s. 

“Get out of here,” Dagr roared at Vicar, seeing it as well. “Take Tor and go. Maya and I will see to Raven.”

Though torn, wanting more answers, he would protect Tor above all others because if whatever was building inside Raven unleashed on him, Vicar knew it would be the end of Tor. No one could survive it.

“Oh, dear,” Elsie exclaimed, admirably level despite the three water spouts that had formed over the dark sea as it sucked back, indicating an incoming tsunami. She waved loosely at the terror unfolding and ushered Raven inside the best she could. “That needs to be dealt with immediately.”

Meanwhile, Tor seemed frozen in place, staring at Raven like she had come for his soul. Like he might even deserve it.

“Go,” Dagr roared at Vicar again, frowning at the weather and ocean. “Maya and I will handle this.”

Vicar nodded and flew back down the stairs, fighting the wind as the tornadoes grew closer, undoubtedly hungry for Tor. 

“Come, brother.” He didn’t waste time trying to convince Tor but clasped his shoulders and drove him back against the tree, willing it to take them where it would. 

Willing it, if possible, to help him pursue Trinity.

Thankfully, it took them swiftly. Unfortunately, he had no idea where they ended up when the tree vanished, and they were thrust into complete darkness. 

Until their dragon sight took over, that is.

“Where are we?” he grunted. While tempted to study their surroundings, his Sigdir side had surfaced just enough to keep putting Tor first. He frowned at his cousin. “Are you well now? You seemed...”

Before he could say terrified, something no male dragon wanted to be called, Tor nodded and met his frown. “All is well.” 

“What happened? It appeared—”

“All’s well,” Tor reiterated. Rather than focus on his own issues, he clasped Vicar’s shoulders and met his eyes. “What of you, brother? Have you leveled some?” Before Vicar could respond to the one person outside of Trinity who could pull his Sigdir side back to the surface, Tor’s brows shot up in surprise. “It seems you are without me doing a thing.”

Vicar frowned and rolled his shoulders, realizing Tor was right. His Sigdir side was sidling right past his inner Múspellsheimr no matter how much he tried to fight it. 

Tor narrowed his eyes, sensing him easily enough. “Why would you try to fight it?”

“I don’t know.” He raked a hand through his hair, as always, jarred by his personalities transitioning. The sense of lightheartedness he wasn’t sure he should feel. “Something about Trinity...” Vicar glanced around, still trying to pinpoint their location. “It’s starting to feel familiar here, but I’ve never been...” He trailed off when he spied the slight sparkle of a cave. “It cannot be.”

Tor flinched when he realized where they were too. One of the very few caves influenced by Alfheim, or elven magic, in the Realm. They had no idea why their great serpent ancestor Níðhöggr had used part of their world when making this Realm, considering it was generally off-putting to dragons, but he had. While Tor might have explored these caves in their youth, Vicar’s Múspellsheimr side had disliked them immensely, so he’d avoided them like the plague. 

Yet now, here he was, and, alarmingly enough, he felt rather at ease.

“Do you?” came an all-too-familiar voice from deep in the darkness. “Are you at ease now, Vicar?”

Trinity.

He narrowed his eyes, trying to catch sight of her, but she kept well hidden. Intrigued rather than upset like his other half would have been, he grinned, wondering at her game. “Why not come closer and find out, Trinity?”

“Because you’re just a little bit terrifying when you’re in a Múspellsheimr mood,” she replied. “And I’m not up for it right now.”

“Where sometimes you are?” he responded, certain of it, feeling her from the inside out for a flicker of a moment. “Why is that?”

“I was hoping you could tell me,” she returned, keeping with an honesty his Sigdir side appreciated. One his Múspellsheimr half would distrust. “Who are you to me, Vicar? How do I know you?”

Because they did know each other, didn’t they?  

“It must be like it was for Thorulf and Jade,” Tor suggested. “They knew each other long before they met but had no recollection of it.”

“Impossible,” he muttered. He loved his brother but refused to believe such a thing could happen to him too. “If my Sigdir side didn’t recall it, my Múspellsheimr half surely would have.”

Yet a nagging voice in his mind, his inner Sigdir, told him it was possible. 

“Come closer, Trinity,” he urged. “I won't hurt you.”

“I know,” she returned. “But your Múspellsheimr side will.”

He frowned, upset she felt that way even though she was right. His Múspellsheimr side wasn’t pleased with her and, granted, capable of things his Sigdir half wasn’t.  

“What if Tor comes and talks to you first?” He was careful not to touch anything in a cave that could play tricks on dragons. That could cripple them. “Might you talk to him?”

“You mean the guy who affected my little sister so much?” she reminded. “Who made her super furious? I don’t think so.”

Vicar shrugged at Tor. She had a good point.

“It wasn’t my intention.” Though Tor frowned, he was curious. “Do you know why I frightened her? Made her so angry?”

“No,” she replied. “But I can tell you this. Raven’s never been so mad, and that’s saying something. Luckily Dagr and Maya got her under control for the safety of the entire Northeast because that would’ve been one heck of a tsunami.”

He was glad she was so connected because he’d received no such assurance from Dagr. 

“Trinity?” Jade said, connecting telepathically with them all. “You’re here!” He could hear the confusion in her voice. “Where, though?”

“Beats me,” Trinity replied. “All I know is it’s a safe space. Somewhere Vicar can’t go all psycho.”

“There’s a place like that?”

“Seems so.”

When he scowled at Tor, his cousin only shrugged and grinned. “You do have a reputation.”

He did and didn’t much like it. 

“Just come out, Trinity,” he called. “I assure you, I’m fully Sigdir at the moment and would like to meet you.”

“How do I know you’ll stay Sigdir?”

Though tempted to remind her that she’d not only called this place safe but dared him with her eyes in the flames at the ash, he knew better. Best to embrace his kind, softer side and get her out of the shadows. Make her feel safe. Because she was. Very much so. He would never harm her.

At least not his Sigdir half. 

“See, now thoughts like that don’t help you any,” she grumbled, reading his mind far too easily. “I think I’m good right here.”

“Right here,” he murmured, realizing he could follow her thoughts just as easily. In fact...

He closed his eyes and focused on the feel of her. How soft and feminine she was. The opposite of the creature he had encountered when he first traveled through the ash. He could admit he liked the feel of her dragon. The goodness in her. The overwhelming need to help others. Something she felt right now, whether she liked it or not.

So much so that she had sidled closer, wondering if he was okay. 

She even wondered if Tor was all right after being subjected to Raven. He kept his eyes closed and focused. Moved past her mind to what she saw. Three shimmering stalactites. Two big boulders. One smaller moss-covered one. He opened his eyes and looked around for those landmarks, only to realize she was close.

Close enough that he finally closed the distance and confronted the woman who thought to tame him.
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Chapter Three
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Scandinavia

960. A.D.

WHERE TRINITY HAD thought she was getting a good idea of how different she was after the Forge began, she had no clue until she traveled back in time. More specifically, until she and Vicar stood face to face during that fiery transition.

For a brief moment, holding her ground against his Múspellsheimr side, she had become a different person. She’d been able to stand strong against a beast that would normally make her run in the opposite direction. Stood strong against a dragon who would have never been her type but sparked her every nerve ending. 

Sparked more than that, actually.  

She had expected Vicar to be good-looking based on what she’d heard of the others but not so ruggedly handsome and certainly not that alluring in his primal state. But something about his longish dark hair, searing gold eyes, and the tattoo plastered across his broad, buff chest had her inner beast squirming in anticipation. More than that? 

It made her strong. 

Far stronger than she usually was.

That was the only way to describe what she’d felt earlier. When she had faced off with him in the fire between times, she was ten times more kick-ass than Jade. More in charge of her emotions than she’d ever been. Not kind and passive, but confrontational. Unwilling to take no for an answer when it came to balancing Vicar’s turbulent personality shifts.  

She would fix him. 

Until then, Loki’s Dagger would be hers, and she would control him. 

Or so she thought until she landed in this quiet, dark, glittering cave that reminded her she wasn't a bully. She didn’t take what she wanted. When she helped men, it was by no means with the intention of controlling them. That wasn’t how people helped each other. That wasn’t who she was. 

Yet when Vicar sniffed, better yet sensed, her out in no time and held out a kind hand to where she crouched behind a rock, she knew the dagger had to stay with her. She wasn’t sure why considering his remarkable transformation, but she knew, for now, it must.

“I’m okay,” she managed, her voice a weak squeak when he held out his hand. “Thanks.” 

She stood, not surprised that he somehow seemed much taller now than he had in the fire. Then again, she’d grown much smaller when it came to courage. She blinked and cleared her throat, caught off guard to find him just as much if not more attractive now. Was that a dimple in his right cheek when he grinned at her? Had his features been that chiseled before with just a hint of a cleft in his chin? Surely not. He’d seemed hot but hard-featured. Lethal versus charming.

“I’m good,” she assured again, clearing her throat, trying not to sound wobbly. She stood on her own, dug her sweaty hands into her hoodie, and nodded once at both Tor and Vicar. Dear Lord, they made these Sigdirs big, didn’t they? She tried not to stare at Vicar’s broad shoulders but at his eyes. Probably not the best idea because they made it hard to speak, let alone think clearly and say something halfway intelligent. “I really am good.” She kept nodding like a fool. “And it’s a good place.”

A good place? She nearly rolled her eyes. A mere minute ago, she had sounded halfway intelligent and cautious. Now, confronted with the new, upbeat Vicar, she’d turned into a rambling idiot. 

“It’s a better place than I would have thought,” Vicar conceded, his deep voice vibrating right down to parts of her men never reached. His steady, inquisitive gaze remained on her face, his kindness obvious once one looked past all the inner conflict. He introduced himself, and Tor then cocked his head. “Why did you bring us here?”

Because she had, hadn't she?

“I’m not sure.” She eyed the stunning cave. “It was my inner dragon. She knew I’d be safe here...”

“From me?” Vicar prompted when she trailed off, trying to figure out why this place felt so kindred. So incredibly familiar. 

“I think so...sort of.” She decided to avoid his eyes to maintain sanity. “It definitely has to do with you...or half of you.”

“It did suppress your Múspellsheimr side,” Tor pointed out to Vicar. “I didn’t realize this area could do that.”

While Tor, with his classic Viking looks, seemed kind enough, she sensed various things running beneath his handsome façade. Inner anguish that flowed deep. Perhaps because of his love for Revna, the head seer who only loved him back when she felt like it? Then there was that whole Raven-going-demonic-on-him thing. That said something about him. But what? She’d never felt her sister get that enraged, and it was terrifying. Thank God Maya and Dagr were there to get things under control. 

“I didn’t know this area could repress a side of me either,” Vicar said, echoing Tor’s sentiment. His curious gaze never left her face. “I’m fairly certain it couldn’t when I was younger.”

“Which was the last time you came here,” she surmised. Drawn by the glittering rock in a way she hadn’t been when she first arrived, she ran her fingers along the stone closest to her, surprised by the warmth that curled up her fingers and arm.  

Vicar sensed it because his eyes narrowed. “What was that you just felt?”

She shook her head, uncertain yet somehow certain all at once. “I’m not sure...yet it’s familiar.”

Just like everything about him.

“What is this place exactly?” She shifted away from him for no other reason than his scent was becoming too overwhelming. Not like a guy wearing too much cologne but in a far more primal way. He smelled like an intoxicating mix of wild sea and chilled spicy pine that appealed to her human and dark, dangerous smoky fire that appealed to her inner beast. 

When Tor explained where they were, that this cave harnessed the magic of the Norse world Alfheim, home of the light elves, it felt right. Perfectly natural that she would end up here. 

“Oh, I’ve so been looking forward to seeing you,” Jade exclaimed, appearing at one of the cave entrances in all her insta-Viking glory. From her fur-trimmed sexy boots to her cleavage revealing leather tunic, she'd made herself right at home in this era. She strode toward Trinity with an I’m-so-proud-of-you look, embraced her, then held her at arm’s length beaming. “Just think, my good-girl little sister has grown up into a proper bad-girl.” Her brows shot up, and her smile grew wider. “Who knew?”

“I’m not a bad girl,” she muttered, frowning at Jade yet happy to see her. Happy to no longer be alone in this strange place with stranger men. Three now after Thorulf entered and kept a protective eye on Jade while scanning the cave warily. 

“Right, not bad or naughty at all.” Jade gave her an exaggerated wink, then grinned at Vicar like they were old chums. “So I see she’s already got you right where she wants you.” She eyed their surroundings as warily as Thorulf. “Which is where again, exactly?”

“A cave built with Alfheim magic,” Vicar divulged. “Somewhere I don’t recommend we dragons stay too long.” His gaze never strayed from Trinity. “Not when I’d much rather bring Trinity to the Keep and introduce her to everyone.” He offered a loose shrug, repeating what Jade had said with his own spin. “She can keep me there as easily as she can here.”

While she suspected his Sigdir side saw the whole thing as flirtatious, she guaranteed his inner Múspellsheimr thought no such thing. She also sensed returning to the Keep would give his darker half free reign over his Sigdir side. 

“No,” she blurted out, positive she wasn’t ready for that even as a small part of her wondered. Remained curious about her own ‘other side’ when it came to him. “I want to stay here for now.”

“Here?” Jade asked. “Why?” She shivered. “Aren’t you uncomfortable in this cave?”

“No.” She frowned. “Why would I be?”

“I dunno, sis, but like Vicar said, this place isn’t a good fit for dragons.” Jade narrowed her eyes at Trinity. “Though I definitely sense your dragon’s at ease here.” She arched a brow at Thorulf, who seemed ready to cut down the cave’s rock walls if they got any closer to Jade. “What do you make of that?”

“I think it’s worth paying attention to.” He shrugged at Vicar. “I also think if she’s more comfortable here, then she should stay here for now.”

“I agree,” Tor seconded despite Vicar’s scowl. Tor’s kind light blue eyes went to Trinity. “You’ll have to leave eventually to discover why you might be part of the Forge, but not right now.” He noted the setting sun beyond the cave entrance. “We can manifest bedding and provide food and drink to make you comfortable for the night.” 

“Thanks.” She looked at the others, most pointedly Vicar this time, and put on a brave face. “You guys don’t need to stay here. I’ll be fine.”

“Like I’m gonna leave you alone.” Jade shook her head. “Not happening.” She manifested a small fire and frowned at Trinity. “Besides, you shouldn’t be so confident about being by yourself here. Remember, we’re fighting some nasty gods. Ones who I imagine have their sights set on you next.” She gestured at Loki’s Dagger. “Especially considering you actually do have that despite denying it when I asked you before.” Her sister cocked her head. “A blade that I get the feeling you’re in no rush to give up.”

“No,” she agreed, startled when Jade manifested a horn of what smelled like ale in Trinity’s hand.

“And why is that again?” Jade asked as everyone settled around the fire. It seemed nobody would be leaving yet.

“I’m not sure,” Trinity replied softly. “All I know is my dragon wants me to hold onto it. That nobody else should have it right now.”

“And by nobody, you mean Vicar,” Jade surmised, following what she wasn’t saying easily enough. 

“I mean, whoever’s supposed to have it next,” she said vaguely.

“Yet you don’t want Vicar having it?” Jade pressed. “Vicar, who you’ve been chatting with across time by possessing Maya and me?” She narrowed an eye at Trinity. “Not cool, by the way.” Then she shrugged a shoulder. “I’ll admit my interest is super piqued about a number of things you’ve said and done over the past few days, though.”

She was about to say more but didn’t have a chance before everything around them brightened, and someone else appeared. Someone who confirmed that Trinity belonged in ancient Scandinavia every bit as much as her sisters.  

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Four
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IT WAS IMPOSSIBLE for Vicar to describe how he felt when a tiny ethereal dragon the color of Trinity’s eyes, half flew, half stumbled into the cave. Smoke curled off her like she’d just been subjected to a great deal of fire. Her eyes were wide and terrified.

“Oh my God,” Trinity whispered, her present-day self just as wide-eyed. “What on Earth...”

Jade grinned and patted her shoulder when she trailed off in shock. “Welcome to where you began, sis.”

“Not began,” Vicar corrected, noting they were witnessing a memory in Helheim. “But passed through.”

“Right,” Jade agreed. “Because just like me, Trinity was born onto another world before passing through Helheim and being reborn onto Earth or Midgard.” She frowned at tiny Trinity’s smoking scales and horrified expression. “Something tells me it wasn’t a particularly pleasant world, either.” 

“What am I doing?” Trinity murmured. Her tiny dragon had stopped, glanced back in fear, then zinged deeper into the cave only to hide behind the very rock she hid behind when first arriving here.

“I don’t know,” Jade replied, “but you’re terrified.”  

“Of what, though?” Thorulf’s brows shot up when Vicar’s tiny dark crimson dragon skidded to a halt at the entrance. He frowned at his brother. “You?”

Still caught by the sight of Trinity’s tiny dragon, more so his overwhelming sense of familiarity and connection with her, Vicar couldn’t manage much more than a shrug. He didn’t need to ask to know this was what Dagr and Thorulf had felt when they first saw their mates as babies in Helheim.

“Aww, you don’t look that threatening, Vicar.” Jade watched tiny Vicar as he sank low, kept to the shadows, and tip-toed forward. “If anything, it looks like you’re playing hide and go seek.”

“It does,” Trinity conceded. “But I don’t get the impression my dragon was playing.” She frowned and shivered a little. “If anything, I’m trying to get away from him...or away from something...somewhere.”

“Somewhere that left you smoking,” Vicar noted, sensing something in that. “Somewhere that attracted my dragon to yours in the first place.”

“Oh, no way,” Jade exclaimed, looking at Trinity in shock. “Múspellsheimr? Because what other world would attract Vicar than the one his previous incarnation is from?”

“Múspellsheimr?” Trinity managed, just as shocked. “Why would I be born on such a terrible world?” She flinched at Vicar, her gaze apologetic. “Sorry.”

His Múspellsheimr side would likely bristle at her contempt, but his current Sigdir side couldn’t care less. He understood her disdain. “You need not apologize. Outside of those who were born of that world, most feel the same way about Múspellsheimr.”

“So Trinity was possibly born of Múspellsheimr,” Tor mused, eyeing tiny Vicar as he crept along, his excitement at odds with tiny Trinity who visibly shook in fear. “Yet if that’s the case, why is Trinity so comfortable in this cave? One in direct odds with Múspellsheimr? Easily the polar opposite?”

“More curious still,” Vicar finally tore his gaze from tiny Trinity and looked at her present-day version, “how could you possibly help balance your sisters’ energy if you were subjected to Múspellsheimr from the start? If anything, that world would have made your energy more like Raven’s. Your general negativity, intense. Likely permanent.”

“Good point.” Jade considered Trinity. “And that’s not you. Never has been.” Her attention returned to the memory. “Not now and certainly not your tiny terrified self.”

“I don’t know what to tell you.” Trinity’s voice shook as though she felt what her tiny dragon felt. “I think I’ve been there, though...I think I’ve been somewhere extraordinarily different than this world.” She cringed. “Somewhere hellishly sinister.”

Though unsettled, Vicar couldn’t help but notice that Trinity’s gaze flickered to his tiny dragon more often than not. 

“Well, that sucks, sis.” Jade gave Trinity a sympathetic look as Vicar’s tiny dragon drew closer and closer to tiny Jade. When his young dragon’s face lit up with more and more anticipation, he felt his other self’s excitement. His eagerness at finding the stunning little fiery amber dragon.  

“Seriously, though,” Jade went on. “Vicar’s right. How could you have been subjected to Múspellsheimr and be the positive woman you are today, Trinity?” The corner of her mouth shot up. “The positive yet properly naughty woman, that is.” 

“Which I imagine is something worth looking at.” Loki stepped out of the crackling flames and sat beside Trinity, his tone curious. “Why do you have such positive energy, dragon? And what are we to make of this naughty side?” He grinned and looked her over with appreciation. “I’m Loki, by the way.” His gaze settled on her chest. “Here to help you in any way I can.”

Where Vicar had applauded Loki’s lustful behavior with Jade, something about the hopeful desire in the god’s eyes when he looked at Trinity set his inner dragon on edge. That and how Loki sat far too close. 

While Vicar would have liked to think Trinity shifted away from Loki for his benefit, he knew better. The god was simply overwhelming her with his flirtatious ways. 

“I don’t have a naughty side,” Trinity shot back at Loki, yet there was no missing the hesitation in her eyes. “Not that I’m aware of, anyway.”

Vicar’s tiny dragon finally locked onto Trinity’s dragon and leapt around the rock at her. She, in turn, scrambled back in renewed terror before the memory faded.

“I think you are aware of your other side, sis,” Jade replied and gave her a knowing look. “And I say we get back to that. Back to everything you’ve been up to lately and why you won’t just admit you’ve got more than a little dominatrix in you.”

Though Trinity appeared to have no reaction to that, he sensed she’d like to crawl under a rock. Maybe even fly out of here and never look back. Anything to put distance between her and this conversation. 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Trinity lied because Jade was right. She was aware. He could feel it inside her. The version of her he’d seen in the fire. And she knew exactly what Jade was talking about. Reveled in the fact it was finally breaking free. Finally clawing its way to the surface. 

“Bull, you don’t know,” Jade returned, calling her on it, sensing Trinity’s inner struggle as well. “But something tells me I’m not going to get much more out of you quite yet.” She eyed their surroundings. “Not here.” Her gaze slid Vicar’s way. “I get why hanging here a while longer isn’t such a bad thing, though. Especially considering how level it’s keeping you two. I’m not sensing the magnets attracting repelling thing here at all. Attracting? Yes. Repelling?” She shook her head. “No.”

Trinity frowned. “What magnets attracting repelling thing?”

When Loki went to shift closer to Trinity again, Vicar cleared his throat and narrowed his eyes. Loki, of course, did precisely what Vicar’s Múspellsheimr half would have done and ignored him. Instead, he continued eyeing Trinity with a mix of curiosity and lust. 

“Your sister refers to both the friction and connection that exists between you and Vicar.” Loki rested his hand on Trinity’s thigh. “Surely you feel it, dragon. The push and pull. The lust and repulsion.” 

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.” She brushed Loki’s hand away and avoided looking at Vicar. “What I do know is I feel safe here, so this is where I’m staying.”

“Maybe for tonight.” Loki shook his head. “But no longer. There’s no time for that.” He frowned at the cave. “Besides, this is no place for dragons and will ultimately hold you back from discovering what you need to know for the Forge.”

“Assuming I’m meant for it,” Trinity said weakly, realizing how futile her hope was. 

“Seeing your younger self confirmed it.” Loki gestured loosely at Vicar. “Seeing his younger self following more than confirmed it.”

“You would think,” Vicar replied dryly, scowling at the god, not afraid of him in the least. “Yet here you sit wanting to sample Trinity every bit as much as you did Jade.”

“Just like you wanted to sample Jade,” Loki reminded, shooting him a sly grin. “So let’s not cast stones.”

“Vicar’s Múspellsheimr side wanted to sample me,” Jade corrected, noting how Trinity tensed then seemed to force herself to relax. She looked at her sister with reassurance. “And I’d say it was all a show to kill time until he got to you, sis. I wasn’t the dragon he wanted to—”

“Enough.” Trinity’s cheeks flamed red in what could be either frustration or embarrassment. “I don't care either way.”

Another lie. So said the turbulence in her inner beast. 

“Yeah, sure, whatever you want to tell yourself.” Jade winked at Trinity again. “I get it.” She bumped her shoulder against Thorulf’s. “I played the denial card when I arrived, too.”

Evidently sensing she needed saving from just about everyone here, Tor gestured at the cave. “Would you like me to show you around, Trinity?”

“I would.” She stood up so quickly there could be no doubting her discomfort nor her trust in Tor. “Thank you.”

Vicar might have had something to say about it if any other male had asked her, but he trusted Tor. More than that, he knew his cousin would protect her. 

“You mean not lust after her like Loki,” Tor corrected telepathically. “Because I know you would find a way to protect her no matter where we go in this cave.”

Vicar offered no response, but he didn’t need to. Tor was right. 

They had only just left the main cave when Jade looked at Vicar in astonishment. “Who are you?” She shook her head. “Because the Vicar I’ve come to know and love would’ve never allowed her to go off with another guy. Not even the Sigdir side.”

“Ja, it would have,” he countered, then relented, knowing full well something was off with him. Typically he would have insisted on joining Tor and Trinity. Not because he distrusted his cousin but because he wouldn’t want Trinity out of his sight. “Okay, maybe I wouldn't have.” He shrugged. “Whichever way you look at it, I’m sure your sister appreciates my ever improved Sigdir side.”

“Probably,” Jade conceded, perplexed. Her curious gaze went from him to Loki. “What do you make of this?” She looked around at the cave again. “Because I get the sense it has to do with this place.”

“Most certainly.” Loki contemplated Vicar. “Or more specifically what this place does to Vicar when Trinity’s in it.”

When Jade arched her brows in question, Loki presented a theory that surprised them all.
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Chapter Five
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“LOKI THINKS I might have passed through more than one world before I was born,” Trinity exclaimed when she telepathically caught the conversation she’d left behind. Grateful for the distance she and Tor were putting between them and everyone else, she stuck close to him as he showed her around the Alfheim cave. “How is that even possible?”

Despite Raven’s terror of Tor, Trinity felt at ease with him. More comfortable with him than the others. Thorulf seemed fine, but Loki, Vicar, and even, regrettably, her own sister, not so much. She loved Jade, but she was too blunt and thought nothing of talking about sex. Something she so wasn’t about to do in a room full of Viking men. 

“If I’ve learned nothing else in all this, it’s that anything is possible.” Tor pointed out how the water running down one wall shimmered a thousand different colors. “It would make sense you might have been subjected to more than one world before being born on Midgard. Especially Alfheim, given how comfortable you are in this cave.” He smiled when she crouched beside a pond glittering the same colors as the waterfall and ran her hand through the icy water. “Point, in fact, no dragon would attempt that. Yet you’re not suffering any negative effects from it, are you?”

“No, not at all.” She closed her eyes and breathed a sigh of relief when warmth spread up her arm, and she relaxed. “I feel more balanced than ever. Completely at ease.”

Grateful, she smiled in return, comfortable being honest with him. “Thanks for getting me out of there. It was getting a little intense.”

Tor nodded. “It was.” He considered her, clearly debating how much he wanted to say before continuing. “But not as intense as it could have gotten, and I wonder at that.”

“You mean you wonder at Vicar’s behavior,” Trinity guessed. She stood and dried her hand on her sweatshirt. “Because he’s not usually this calm.”

“No.” His wise gaze remained on her. “But you already knew that, didn’t you?”

While she was by no means ready to admit as much to everyone else, something about Tor kept her honest. “I have a better sense of Vicar than I should, considering we’ve only just met.” She reflected on the memory they had just witnessed. “Or so I thought.” She sighed. “Either way, I feel connected to him in ways I shouldn’t. Connected in ways that make no sense...but do.”

“You’re referring to your more dominant side, I assume?” They continued further into the cave. “A side you didn’t know you had until recently?” He arched a brow at her. “A side more suitable to Vicar’s Múspellsheimr half?”

“Maybe.” Trinity winced. “Not sure I’d call it suitable, but an accident waiting to happen.” She shook her head. “Because there’s no way that whatever’s buried inside me will back down from him.” This time she outright cringed, just imagining it. “She’ll die before she lets him control her or tell her what to do.”

“Yet you’re not all that worried about dying,” he contemplated. “Are you?” Remarkably observant, he tilted his head in question. “You’re more worried about what this other side of you is capable of. What kind of damage she could do to your sisters...what kind of harm she could do to Vicar.”

“Yes,” she admitted, not liking any of it. Not the demon she felt brewing inside her or that she worried about harming a perfect stranger almost more than she did her own sisters. “What do you make of it?”

“That good and bad war inside you every bit as much as they do Vicar,” he replied. “Two sides of the same coin. Sides that I suspect only your inner dragons understand. Two halves that unquestionably bind you.” He gestured back the way they had come. “And we just caught a glimpse of it in the memory back there.”

“Hard to imagine,” she murmured. “Split personalities or not, we couldn’t be more different in real life.”

She might be overly attracted to Vicar, but the buck stopped there. He was, in every sense of the word, terrifying. Despite how rational his Sigdir half came across, she could still feel his Múspellsheimr side simmering beneath the surface. A wild, cutthroat beast willing to do anything to get what he wanted.

“Real life?” Tor chuckled, showing her various nooks and crannies in the magical cave. “And what is real life? The time you spent in the future where you clearly forgot your past? Time that couldn’t have truly molded you into the dragon you’re supposed to be? Not when you’d already connected with your mate here.”

“My mate?” She shook her head. “Sorry, but I’m not nearly there when it comes to Vicar.” It might be forward, but it was the truth. “If anything, you seem more my sort.”

She wasn’t sure why she said it considering Raven’s reaction to Tor and the fact he was in love with someone else, but she did. Maybe because she knew it was safe to say. To hide behind. Not to mention, he was exceptionally level, which she appreciated in a man. 

“But I’m not your sort,” he assured, kind in his rejection. “Not when I know Vicar already cares. That you mean something to him. Something he’s yet to figure out, but I sense is strong.”

She had to give the guy credit for standing by his cousin even if his real reasons were more obscure. 

Rather than counter him because he was right as a whole—the sparks just weren’t there between them—she focused on what Loki theorized. “Could I have somehow entered two Norse worlds before passing through Helheim?” She ran her hand along the cool, sparkling rock, more enchanted with it by the moment. “Could I have passed through Alfheim as well?”

“It would explain why you feel so comfortable here when this place works against dragons.”

“Why is that?” She frowned. “Why would the Múspellsheimr dragon who created this Realm for dragons have put things in it that worked against our kind?”

“A question many have asked over the years.” Tor eyed her with amusement. “Perhaps now we have our answer.” He gestured at their surroundings. “Níðhöggr knew a great war was coming, which means he likely knew who would be needed to win it. In your case, perhaps he put pieces of Alfheim here to offer you comfort or to trigger your memory.”

“Which would mean he would’ve foreseen Loki creating the Forge.” She narrowed her eyes. “Going off that premise, assuming I passed through two worlds before being born, is there anything here of dragonkind’s homeworld, Múspellsheimr?”

“Yes.” His eyes darkened. “But only in Mt. Galdhøpiggen’s underbelly.” He shook his head. “A place you should never go.”

Loki had trapped Goddess Carman’s son, Darkness, there, but Trinity wasn’t daunted. Something about knowing that’s where she would find remnants of Múspellsheimr pulled at her. Didn’t frighten but compelled her in a way that made no sense. 

“Yet I want to go,” she said softly, certain she needed to. “Have to go.”

“No.” When Tor’s eyes sparked with concern, she realized it was for Vicar because he knew he’d follow her. “He can’t go there, Trinity. It’s far too dangerous for him.”

“Then he won’t.” Grateful her normal side was able to repress it, she shivered against the demon trying to roar up in her. “Not if I don’t let him.”

Tor stopped and narrowed his eyes, evidently sensing the slight shift in her. The other side struggling to surface but repressed not by her normal side, she realized, but by this place. 

“You think you can stop Vicar?” His brows whipped together. “That you could go anywhere now without him following you just like his young dragon did in that memory? Following you, because he’s drawn to you in a way Vicar isn’t drawn to any dragon, let alone a female.”

She ignored the uncomfortable thrill that shot through her at the power she already had over him. A sense of possession she would never, ever feel about another human, never mind a dragon. “You say that like he has issues with the opposite sex.” She had made sure she understood Vicar’s history on a broader scale. “You say it like he didn’t single-handedly lead dragons from Múspellsheimr to this world in another life because he didn’t want females brutalized anymore. He wanted them to be considered equal to their male counterparts.”

“Vicar does have issues with females but not in the way you think.” Tor sighed, clearly not happy speaking so freely but doing so regardless. “He allows them close to satisfy his cravings. Never for love. It’s never been his way.” He shook his head. “He doesn’t like to make emotional connections with anyone, especially women. I’ve seen him...treat them poorly if they try to get too close.”

Anger swept through her. “Like hit them?” Or just as worse. “Mentally abuse them?”

Tor seemed equally taken aback. “No.” He frowned as they headed back toward the main cave. “He shuns them. Sets them aside once they’ve satisfied him.”

While that didn’t sound all that much better, her shoulders relaxed a fraction. She might be able to forgive a lot of things when it came to men, but abuse wasn’t one of them. 

“That couldn’t have been easy on them.” She worked hard not to show more emotion than she anticipated. Frustration, jealousy, and anger toward perfect strangers who clearly didn’t deserve it. 

“No, it wasn’t easy on the few females he should have never taken,” Tor conceded before snorting, telling her far more than she wanted to know. “As to all the Múspellsheimr females, I’d say they love him all the more for it, considering they wait patiently time and time again for another turn.”

“Lovely,” she muttered, thankful dragons couldn’t catch sexually transmitted diseases because it sounded like Vicar should be a walking Petri dish of nastiness. So super-hot in a guy. Not. She’d slept with a few guys but not many and always fully protected. 

Tor had no time to respond before they returned to the others, but that was probably for the best. She was done talking about Vicar’s harem of women. Done thinking about it altogether, for that matter. 

Or so she thought until she spied the new arrivals sitting around the fire.
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Chapter Six
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WHERE VICAR USUALLY enjoyed Torc’s company, and most certainly the women his friend had brought along, his timing wasn’t good at the moment. Not when he sensed rather than saw Trinity’s reaction to them. 

“Sis, this is Leviathan’s brother, Torc,” Jade said in introduction before Vicar had a chance. “Torc, my sister, Trinity.” She purposely narrowed her eyes at the women. “Vicar’s likely mate.”

“Not mate,” Trinity clarified, her cheeks rosy with embarrassment. She smiled kindly at Torc and the women. “Nice to meet you.”

Not surprisingly, Torc seemed smug, and the women amused if not disdainful of Trinity’s sweetness. His friend didn’t want him Forged, in case it changed him. The two of them were brothers-in-arms when it came to rallying dragons to fight sooner rather than later. Fight now instead of waiting for the gods to help them. Where Trinity had struck Torc as a threat to that goal, now, seeing how friendly and even timid she was, he no longer appeared concerned. She wouldn’t be swaying Vicar to do anything he didn’t want to do and surely wasn’t a suitable mate.

Naturally, the women Torc had brought were all Múspellsheimr dragons. The best sort to keep Vicar’s attention and any possible threat, like Trinity, at bay. What he couldn’t have foreseen was just how different this place made Vicar. 

“You can’t intend to spend the night here.” Torc welcomed two of the women on his lap when Vicar, much to their chagrin, shook his head no to them. His friend’s expression soured. “This place is foul.”

He knew by the way Trinity sat as far away from Torc as possible that she wasn’t a fan. She probably sensed his varying motivations for being here. Not just to stop any connection between Vicar and Trinity but to make Liv jealous with the flock of women trailing after him. Something he would have no luck with, and Vicar had told him as much. His cousin wouldn’t care. She didn’t, as a rule, run jealous and had already made it clear everything would be on her terms if she took Torc as a mate. 

“I’ll stay here as long as Trinity remains here,” he informed Torc, taking a measured sip from his horn of ale.

“Which will be no longer than tomorrow morning,” Loki clarified, welcoming the remaining women on his lap. “Then she must make her way to the Keep.”

“Why the Keep?” Jade asked. 

“Because it’s Vicar’s primary home.” Loki, as bold as Vicar usually was, allowed a woman to trail her fingers along his arousal while his lustful gaze remained on Trinity. “And it is best Vicar’s mate be subjected to his surroundings.” A cunning grin curled his mouth. “That she soak it up if you will.”

The women on his lap chuckled and rolled their eyes dubiously at Trinity. 

“You make that sound dangerous,” Thorulf grunted, no longer hesitant to take issue with Loki now that he’d harnessed his Celtic godliness. “As though you look forward to Trinity being put in harm’s way.”

“To a degree, ja.” Loki caressed one woman’s breast while flicking his tongue along the other’s neck, sampling her. “More specifically, I look forward to seeing what she does when faced with so much,” he smirked at Vicar, “diversity.”

For the first time in his life, Vicar actually regretted all the diversity he’d enjoyed over the years and knew it was the cave’s influence. Or, more to the point, Trinity’s when they were in this place. Because normally, even his Sigdir side had no regrets. Why should he? He’d never been devoted to women, and with good reason. They didn’t deserve what his Múspellsheimr side was capable of. How heartless it could be. Besides, as a general rule, when his Múspellsheimr half surfaced, the thought of being with just one woman seemed ridiculous and wasteful. 

“I’d say my sister’s doing okay so far being subjected to Vicar’s diversity.” Clearly not liking Loki’s methods any more than Thorulf, Jade scowled at the god. “So maybe staying here a tad longer than a night wouldn’t hurt?”

“No, it’s fine,” Trinity assured, seemingly at peace with Loki's directive. But then, this place clearly had a calming effect on her. Not just that, but she thought it would keep Vicar away indefinitely to see her in his environment. To witness first-hand just how ill-suited they really were. 

“Loki created the Forge, so he knows what should come next,” Trinity added.

She also thought she’d be proving to Loki how wrong his Forge was about her and Vicar. 

Pleased, Loki nodded before it seemed he’d had enough of the conversation and stood. “Come, ladies. I could use some entertainment.” He swaggered down one of the various tunnels, his godly voice echoing off the walls. “From all four of you.”

Torc scowled, and Tor chuckled when all four scurried after him in anticipation. 

“He could have left me one,” Torc grumbled, frowning at Vicar. “Come back to the Keep now, friend.” He gestured loosely at the others. “You need not suffer this place. Let them keep her company overnight.”

“Her name is Trinity,” Vicar reminded, doing his best not to stare at her so openly anymore because he knew it made her uncomfortable. “And I won’t be leaving her.”

Torc’s scowl deepened. “Why, when—”

“I won’t,” he reiterated calmly when usually, not a fan of others arguing with him, he’d growl or snap his response. “Go back to the Keep and see a chamber prepared for her.”

Torc seemed both put-off and taken aback that Vicar would order something like that before, assuming he jested, he issued a slow grin. “It already is, my friend. Your chamber.”

Torc might be an alpha in his own right, but he knew better than to push his limits with Vicar.

“Go.” He inflected just the right amount of warning in his request. “See it done, Torc.”

Realizing he might have more to worry about when it came to Trinity than he’d initially thought, Torc’s eyes narrowed on her before he departed, muttering his disgust the whole way.  

“I’m not sure I’ve ever seen you talk to him like that, brother.” Thorulf nodded at Vicar with approval before eyeing the cave and Trinity. “I think this place might be good for you after all.” 

Whether it was or wasn’t, leaving Trinity alone wasn’t an option. Not until he understood their connection and especially until he retrieved the dagger. 

Though the conversation continued on, he contributed very little, more content to watch Trinity discreetly and listen to her. Not that she talked much. Like him, she seemed to prefer observing everyone. Then again, outside of Jade, he supposed most in her position would. Jade had been an enigma upon arrival, and Vicar could admit he felt guilty about kissing and lusting after her.

When, “Good, you should,” whispered through his mind, he glanced at Trinity, caught off guard by the feel of her voice in his mind. How kindred it seemed. Did she even know she spoke to him, though? She wasn’t looking his way but appeared focused on the conversation. A lively one in which the other three filled her in on everyday life here. What to expect. Who to avoid. 

“Should I feel guilty, then?” He watched Trinity closely for a reaction that she had heard him. If she did, she hid it well because she showed no response. It had definitely been her who'd spoken telepathically to him. He was positive. Yet why hide it? 

Foolish question. As the evening wore on, it occurred to him just how much Trinity disliked the situation. To be expected, when her first introduction had been to sorts like Torc and Loki. 

Something he pointed out the next morning when they were preparing to leave. 

“They’re fine,” she lied, at least looking at him now. “Just different than what I’m used to.”

Without a doubt, they were. Just wait until she met his Múspellsheimr side. He cringed to think of it. 

“It is a different era,” he reminded, actually wishing they could stay on here longer. That he could spend time talking with her. Get to know her better before his other side took over, and everything was out of his hands. His alternate personality had never been a man of talk but of action. Taking the time to get close to a woman wasn’t his way. He enjoyed her flesh then moved on to the next. 

“Not everyone is like Loki and Torc,” he continued, unsure what else to say. “Especially not at the Sigdir Fortress.”

She knew because everyone had discussed it last night.

“I look forward to going there.” She shifted away when he got a little too close. “It’ll be cool seeing an actual Viking community.”

Right, because the Keep was nowhere near that. From its architecture to the various types of dragons that called it home, the Keep was something else altogether. 

As was he when there.

Maybe it would be different now, he reasoned, as they left the Alfheim cave behind and entered the thick forest of the Realm. Perhaps spending the night here, influenced by how she affected him in this place, would make a difference. Would make his alternate personality more manageable.

“Do you feel any different?” Tor asked, falling in beside him when Trinity joined Jade and Thorulf. He glanced at Vicar with concern. “Typically, the moment you step foot in the Realm lately, you shift to your Múspellsheimr side.”

He did. Almost instantly. So this was good.

“No, all is well,” he replied, more surprised than he let on. He couldn’t remember the last time he walked this forest without an agenda. Without scoping out his next kill or relishing the chase when a female wanted to play. He grinned at Tor, relieved. “I feel good.” He outright smiled. “Wholly Sigdir.”

Or he did until Trinity took matters into her own hands.

Better yet, until she showed everyone just how much trouble she and Vicar were really in.
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Chapter Seven
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TRINITY HAD DREADED every moment leading up to leaving the cave but knew she had no choice. Not only because of Loki but because she had a role to play in all this, whether she liked it or not. It wasn’t about her. There was a bigger picture. 

Saving humanity and helping her sisters and their mates.

So she did her best not to avoid Vicar the next morning but to speak with him, however briefly. She’d already spoken to him telepathically the night before by mistake, and he’d caught it. Not that she had acknowledged it. Had she, they would have had a discussion about Jade she wasn’t ready for. One she would just as soon not have but knew if she and Vicar were destined for each other, would happen eventually.

She rolled her shoulders and kept any angst she felt from her face as they headed outside. Truth be told, she was more bothered by Vicar hitting on Jade than she let on. More bothered by his lifestyle with women overall. Last night had been a perfect example of what she could expect when his Múspellsheimr side surfaced. She truly believed all four of those Viking women would have shunned Loki’s invitation if Vicar had given them half a chance. She didn’t doubt it for a moment.  

The feeling she’d had when she and Tor rejoined the others last night had been pitiful. Pure jealousy. Something she had never felt before this all started. Then red-hot anger she’d had to bury fast. Violent emotions she tempered before anyone caught them. 

“Are you okay?” Jade asked when she joined her. “You look good, but I’m sensing some turbulence beneath the surface.”

“No turbulence,” she fibbed, more overwhelmed by the moment. Not by the whole Jade-Vicar thing but by her surroundings. Since the moment she’d stepped foot outside the Alfheim cave, things had started to look familiar. 

Now it was just uncanny.

“No turbulence, my ass.” Jade narrowed her eyes. “I’m sensing frustration at Vicar...” Her eyes narrowed even more. “Oh shoot...and at me.”

“Can you blame me?” Trinity knew just what mountains she would see as they headed deeper into the woodland. “You weren’t all that considerate before my arrival.”

“Considerate,” Jade mouthed. Rather than lash back like she might have in the past, she sighed and nodded. “You’re right. You really are.” She stopped Trinity and gave her the puppy-dog eyes she’d been good at since they were kids. “And I’m sorry, sis. So sorry.” She shook her head. “I never should have hit on Vicar. Whether I was trying to make Thorulf jealous or not, there’s no excuse for it. Total dick move.” She flinched. “Not Vicar's dick. I swear. He didn’t get aroused once, and I sure as hell didn’t go anywhere near it.” She flinched again. “Well, yeah, I sat on it on his lap, but it was totally flaccid. Zero response.” More puppy dog eyes. “Please forgive?”

If anyone could overshare in a really bad way, it was Jade.  

“I don’t care what you did on Vicar’s dick,” she replied before flinching herself and walking on. This conversation needed to end. Now. “It’s over, Jade. Let it go.”

Was it, though? Moments ago, she would have said absolutely not. Now? It seemed less and less trivial with every step she took. 

Or, more specifically, less of a threat. 

“Um, okay.” Jade caught up with her. “Are you sure? Because I wouldn’t be so good with it if I were—”

“I’m fine.” She frowned, feeling less like herself by the moment. “You did what you had to do at the time, and I applaud it.”

Both stopped short at that. What had she just said?

“Are you all right, sweetie?” Jade cocked her head and frowned. “Something feels off about you, all of a sudden.”

“Not off,” she whispered, struggling to make sense of her conflicting thoughts. Emotions that felt familiar despite her never having felt them before. “Not off at all...”

“Sis?” Jade said, but she sounded far away as Trinity continued down the mountain path like she’d walked it a hundred times before. 

“Trinity?” Jade called after her. “Hey, wait up! What’s going on?”

She passed familiar trees, navigating roots and rocks like it was second nature before she broke from the tree line and stopped short on a cliff. While she knew deep down she was still herself, she was also anything but as she crossed her arms over her chest and glared at the gothic-looking castle beneath a majestic golden ash tree. Níðhöggr’s Ash. 

“Hey!” Jade skidded to a halt next to her, followed swiftly by the other three. She frowned at Trinity. “What the hell’s going on?”

Trinity inhaled deeply, relishing the cool air. The renewed power coursing through her. The difference she felt, not just within herself but all around. Something had changed big-time. Scratch what she’d said moments before. 

She wasn’t herself by any means and enjoyed it immensely. 

“You tell me, Jade.” She narrowed her eyes at her sister, about over her groveling. “What the hell’s going on?” She chuckled and eyed the Keep again. “Because it’s not you anymore. That sad boat has sailed.”

Jade managed to whisper, “You don’t swear...this isn't you,” before her jaw dropped, and Thorulf pushed her behind him, his weapon aimed at Trinity. In turn, Vicar was there too, his blade aimed at his brother. 

“Enough.” Tor stepped between them, facing Trinity and Vicar. “What’s happening here?” His eyes narrowed at Trinity with good reason, considering the enemy gods everyone had faced lately. “You don’t seem like yourself, Trinity...not at all.”

She chuckled, rolled her eyes, and focused on the Keep again. Like Jade had wanted to visit the Fortress when she was younger but was kept away, Trinity had wanted to go to the Keep. She knew it like she knew she did, in fact, have a very naughty side. 

One that had completely taken over, and she couldn’t be more pleased.

“Enough of this,” she muttered. “I grow bored.”

Leaving the squabbling behind, she strode down the path that would ultimately bring her to a Keep she should have been able to access long before this. She knew Vicar followed. That his mood was changed too. That he wasn’t half as soft and pitiful as he’d been the night before.

“You grow bold, woman,” he growled from behind her. “Above yourself.”

His Múspellsheimr side had surfaced. She felt it in her bones. Her very soul. Felt the pure hatred and lust she had for it. She didn’t bother responding but chanted herself into form-fitting dark brown supple leather and strode on. 

“And you thought I was a problem when I arrived,” she heard Jade say from what seemed across a great divide. “I was nothing compared to this.”

This? Why did she sound so wary? Because this felt great. Everything Trinity was supposed to be. 

“Trinity?” Tor caught up with her. “What’s happening? Why are you—”

“Why am I what, Tor?” He was allowed to remain by her side, but that was it. The only one worth her time at the moment. Nothing against Thorulf, but he served no purpose. “All is well.” She winked at Tor. “Never better, actually.”

Before he had a chance to respond, she jogged the last few feet down the current path, broke free from the tree line, shifted, and launched into the air. Exhilarated, she roared with the freedom of spreading her wings when she so rarely did.

“Not without me, woman,” Vicar growled into her mind. “That is my Keep, not yours.”

“You mean Leviathan’s Keep,” she mocked, not bothering to slow down or look back. Not when his dragon only weakened her. “A Keep I’m long overdue to visit.”

When a tiny part of her flailed at her behavior, she stomped it down and roared at whatever tried to keep her leashed. Roared fire at any tree that possessed Alfheim magic. Why had she ever fled to that Alfheim cave? To that awful repressive peaceful magic when there was so much violence to be had?

“Visit the Keep then,” Vicar granted, swooping out ahead of her, his great crimson beast admirable enough. “But only in my tailwind.”

As if.

Not about to let him show her up, she roared fire at him, not concerned when her behavior gained her a great deal of attention. Not just from Vicar, who wasn’t just competitive now but surprisingly alarmed for her well-being when several dragons headed their way with teeth bared. 

“Foolish woman,” Vicar muttered. “You make enemies far too quickly. Enemies far stronger than you.”

“Maybe, maybe not.” She knew the enraged dragons were Vicar’s cronies. Devout worshipers. Múspellsheimr dragons that only respected brute power. Something she might not necessarily have due to her size, but she had other methods. Maneuvers that occurred to her out of nowhere. 

Relishing her inspiration and taking advantage of Vicar’s weakness when it came to her, she summoned every bit of magic she could to swoop up over him, wrap her tail around his neck then drop altitude sharply. 

“Thor’s thunder,” he roared as they tumbled toward the ground. 

Sure, he could probably fight back but didn’t. Not really. So she kept using his great body as an effective wall against his fellow dragons until they crashed into the ground and started rolling. When they came to a stop, she whacked the tip of her tail against him and bolted free before he could lock her down. He almost caught her a few times, but she was quick, scurrying out from his grasp before he could get a hold of her. 

Meanwhile, his airborne crew tried to figure out how to come between them, especially when it became clear Vicar was simultaneously staving them off while trying to catch her. And that’s all she needed to close the distance between her and the Keep. 

Almost there. 

Just a few more feet. 

Or so she thought until something slammed down in front of her that stopped her dead in her tracks. 
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Chapter Eight
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VICAR HAD NEVER been so furious or impressed in his life. No dragon, be it female or male, had ever taken him down like Trinity just did. It was fair to say he was partly distracted by protecting her from his Múspellsheimr followers, but not that much. Her maneuver had been masterfully executed, using her slight weight and twisting body to keep him off-balance the whole way down.

“Shift back, Trinity,” Destiny roared after she landed square in front of Trinity. Her pearly white dragon shimmered in the sun. “Now.” Her demi-god dragon eyes flared in warning. “Shift back, or you’re not welcome here.”

Trinity’s glorious amber dragon seemed unimpressed, her personality still not her own. “I’m here at Loki’s command.” She notched her chin in defiance and flicked her tail at the Keep. “I’m to come here to help with the Forge.”

The two of them had never met in person, but that didn’t matter. Trinity clearly recognized Destiny. Knew she was more her creator than her own mother.

“I would not test my mate,” Leviathan warned. His great black dragon landed beside Destiny. “Shift, Trinity. For we will not have your kind of strife inside these walls.”

“My kind of strife?” So opposite the woman she had been earlier, Trinity chuckled darkly. “Is it so very different than Vicar’s?”

She sensed it, then. Knew she was behaving more like a Múspellsheimr dragon.

“It’s no different at all,” Vicar growled at her. “But there is room for only one of my sort here, and it isn’t you.” 

“I imagine it would be if I simpered at your heels.” Trinity shot him, of all things, an impressed look before she glanced up at his followers. Dragons he sensed were more taken by her than they dared admit. “And while I admire you keeping everyone in line, don’t think you’ll do the same to me.” Undaunted by their size differences, she stepped closer, glared at him, and told him exactly how things would be. More than that, reminded him that her ever-surfacing dominant side was alive and well. “You heel to me, or you stay away, Vicar.” Her eyes narrowed further still. “Understand?”

Heel to her? Over his dead dragon body. He didn’t care what kind of connection they might have. Nobody talked to him like that, let alone controlled him. 

“Don’t do it, protégé,” Leviathan growled, stopping him before he wrapped his teeth around her neck and brought her to the ground. Not to kill her but to warn her in a way she’d never forget. To show his every last follower what happened when they defied him. 

“Oh, please do,” Trinity taunted, egging him on, clearly confident she had a countermove that could take him. “Let’s show ‘em all who’s really in charge.”

Again, he was caught somewhere between rage and being impressed. Who was she to him? Because he recognized her stunning dragon. Her fiery eyes. Her bold disposition. She was as familiar to him as the tiny, frightened dragon who had hidden from him in the past. 

“Enough.” Destiny frowned at them both. “Either you two shift and pull it together, show everyone a better front than you have so far, or stay away.” She shook her head, frank with him. “These dragons can’t handle two of you, Vicar. Not right now.”

Where others might get offended, he didn’t. He knew many were frightened of him, especially at the Sigdir Fortress and Stronghold, but he had long accepted it. Here at the Keep, he was far more revered, so it softened the blow of being shunned by his own people. Here, Múspellsheimr dragons, as well as a few Ancients, thought he was the epitome of strength. Alpha only beneath Leviathan. 

Which meant this situation needed to be handled delicately if he hoped to achieve his goal. 

He needed to keep the respect of his followers and appease his King and Queen at the same time. To that end, he needed Trinity to heed him yet still feel like she’d gotten her way. Because this version of her wasn’t just ruthlessly stubborn but rebellious to the bone. 

So he offered her a happy medium she should be honored to receive. 

“Shift as requested, remain by my side, and you will be my equal until you’ve proven yourself as more.” He flicked his tail from his followers circling overhead to those glaring at her from the castle walls and turrets. “Shift, and none will touch you despite what you just pulled.”

“You’re equal?” Trinity mocked, pushing her limits, not threatened by the numerous dragons waiting to pounce on her. “You really think that highly of yourself, don’t you?”

“Ja,” he replied without hesitation, gesturing at his followers again. “As do all of them.”

“It’s a good offer,” Destiny said, making it clear Vicar held some sway. Enough sway that Trinity would find herself in more trouble than Destiny and Leviathan could protect her from if she didn’t comply. She eyed the Múspellsheimr dragons circling overhead warily. “An offer I'd take sooner rather than later if I were you.”

What Trinity didn’t realize, and none were about to tell her, was that his offer was a Múspellsheimr pact and would literally lock her by Vicar’s side until she really did prove herself. She would have accepted his challenge, which meant she was vying for his position. And that made her a threat to other Múspellsheimr dragons hoping to achieve the same. A threat they wouldn’t hesitate to extinguish the moment they got her alone. 

“You underestimate me.” Clearly catching his thoughts more readily by the moment, Trinity’s steady gaze turned his way. “I’m not so easily extinguishable.” She tilted her head and considered him. “I am, however, an opportunist.” Her every word dripped with confidence. “I accept your offer, Vicar Sigdir.” She shifted back to her human form, stood tall, and spoke loud enough for all to hear. “I will be your equal until I’ve proven myself as more.”

He had never dealt with such insolence, let alone from a female, but found himself more intrigued than angry now. Not just that, but confident she wouldn’t succeed but eager to watch her try. He shifted back as well and nodded in acquiesce. Oh yes, it would be very entertaining watching her, mainly because he intended to test her relentlessly. Test her until she was on her knees, begging him to let up or doing far more favorable things. 

Once Destiny and Leviathan shifted as well, and Destiny urged Trinity to join her, Leviathan fell in beside him.

“This is not what I expected.” His mentor frowned at Vicar’s following, who continued watching Trinity with a mix of uncertainty, cunning, jealousy, and a smattering of respect. “We don’t need the turmoil this is likely to bring. Has to bring now that you’ve made this pact with her.” He glanced at Vicar. “A move I could never have imagined you making.”

“Nor I,” he conceded, narrowing his eyes at the scant few Múspellsheimr dragons foolish enough to eye Trinity with appreciation. They would be dealt with later. “But it’s for the best, is it not? Until she’s back to herself?”

Leviathan and Destiny had already been caught up on everything telepathically, from Trinity’s arrival in the Alfheim cave to her obvious personality shifts.

“I see no alternative to the pact you made with her,” Leviathan granted, “but fear it might not be the best situation for either of you.”

“Ah, because I can be just as unstable, ja?” He didn’t mince words. “Just as unpredictable?”

“Yes,” Leviathan replied bluntly. “But also because of the impression your connection with Trinity gave her sisters before her arrival. The volatile nature of it.” 

“A nature we’ve no choice but to explore,” he reminded. “Now that we know I met her when we were young. That we formed some sort of connection that brought her back to me.”

It had too. Straight back to him and no one else. He was certain of it.

“I know,” Leviathan murmured, noting, like most here, the confident, almost confrontational way Trinity sauntered into the courtyard. As if she were a queen returned to her lair and everyone best fall in line. “I’ll admit, I was hoping she would be the version of Trinity who helped you. The only version her sisters have ever known.”

While he understood it and knew his Sigdir side would feel the same, he much preferred Trinity like this. A challenge he intended to conquer. It made his blood rush and, considering the voluptuous figure she had, in fact, been hiding, made his cock swell. Trinity was lithe and curvy all at once with her long, fit legs, rounded ass, tight waist, and sizeable breasts. She had much for a man to hold onto when thrusting, and he fully intended to sample every part at his disposal. Because every last bit was his until she either proved herself or didn’t. Then, and only then, would he cast her aside for others to enjoy. 

“You think thoughts at odds with what you must accomplish, protégé.” Leviathan shook his head and frowned at Vicar. “As you just said yourself, you met as children, so setting aside Trinity is not possible.” 

He knew Leviathan called him protégé more than the others to remind him he wasn’t in charge here. Yes, the Keep was his to rule in his mentor’s absence, but that was it despite how many were loyal to Vicar. 

“I will see through what I must,” Vicar said vaguely. He would, too. In his own way. Which, to his mind, meant working around the Forge. Mate with Trinity? Sure. Then they would invite many to their bed. Become fated mates with her? Nothing seemed more absurd. The best way to go about things was to bring her to heel, utilize her strengths, rally his followers, and fight without the Forge. Fight as dragons were meant to. 

Without depending on gods to lead the way. 

“I’m glad you’re thinking clearly once more, friend,” Torc said telepathically before he flew over, scoping out the situation. “Now, it’s only a matter of time before you retrieve the blade and we take action.”

Naturally, they kept the conversation private and with good reason. Leviathan would not like what he and Torc had been planning any more than his unknowing Sigdir side would. They wouldn't appreciate Vicar, Torc, and their following seeking out the battling gods without the power of the Forge. But they were tired of waiting for Loki and Thor to lead them into the godly war. Tired of standing by and looking weak. 

So they would initiate their own uprising. 

First, though, he needed Loki’s Dagger in hand.

While Torc insisted they had no use for the godly blade, Vicar sensed they did. That, Forge or no, it was a weapon they should have when they made their way into one of the godly storms, then hopefully, into the full war. 

“I have Trinity in a good position,” he assured Torc. “Now that I’m myself again, it won’t be long before she returns the blade willingly.” Convinced she would be simpering at his feet soon, most likely by this eve, he grinned inwardly. “In little time, she’ll be begging me to take it, if only to feel more of what I have to offer.”

“Good.” There was no missing the approval nor the smugness in Torc’s voice. “Then it’s fortunate I never saw to her chamber here. That there are but chains and pleasure awaiting her in yours.”

“Brother,” Leviathan said in greeting when Torc swung back, shifted, and fell in beside them. He narrowed his eyes at his brethren. “I thought when Liv shunned you that you’d returned to your people.”

“She’s only shunned me temporarily,” Torc promised. “Otherwise, she would not be back here so soon either.” He shot Leviathan a knowing look. “Because Liv is back here, ja? Despite knowing Vicar had gone to the future, which meant he was likely meant for the next Forge.” He clasped Vicar’s shoulder. “Which also meant I would return to help my brother-in-arms any way I could.”

Though Leviathan’s eyes were no longer narrowed, Vicar felt his distrust. It was to be expected, though. Vicar and Torc were notorious for making trouble together.  

“Trouble, eh?” Trinity murmured into his mind, her voice so crystal clear and confrontational now, his dragon started to rev up again. “I like the sound of that.”

She swung back and headed their way, proving quickly enough how good at making trouble she actually was.

Moreover, that she had a plan to counteract his.
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Chapter Nine
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TRINITY KNEW VICAR had no intention of letting her usurp him when it came to his standing at the Keep, so she intended to play by her own set of rules. 

A little game she liked to call divide and conquer. 

That in mind, more impressed by Torc now that she'd embraced her new and improved personality, she swung back and sauntered his way. Where she’d found his tall, swarthy, broad-shouldered looks far too primal yesterday, she could admit she found them more alluring today and made sure Vicar knew that. Torc was decorated much like Leviathan, from the slashes in his brow to signify his ranking to his various tattoos and piercings. 

“Well, well, well,” she purred, cozying right into her new persona. “Hi, there, handsome.” Ignoring Vicar’s growl, she offered Torc a naughty smile and trailed her finger down his broad chest like she’d seen Jade do a hundred times to various men. “You seem a lot more likable in the light of day.” She grabbed his arousal and held Loki’s Dagger up in warning at Vicar when he thought to make a move. Keeping her gaze firmly on Torc, she licked her lips. “You seem more everything in the light of day.” 

Vicar thought he would bring her to heel? Not if she brought him to heel first. And the best way to do that was to show him that he wasn’t a kingpin around here. Not every woman wanted him. Especially not her when she could have his good friend and partner in crime first. A means, of course, to put Vicar in his place and make him doubt himself. Make him doubt until she swooped in and proved in some unknown way she’d yet to figure out that she was better than him. 

“I am more everything,” Torc conceded. He grinned and shrugged at Vicar in a what-can-I-do way. She didn’t have him by the balls but a far more pleasurable area, after all. One she was sure to declare damn impressive. 

“Who are you?” Jade landed, shifted, and frowned at Trinity. “And can I have my sister back?”

Meanwhile, Vicar had tamed his inner dragon enough to stop growling and turn things around on Trinity. Or so he wanted it to appear when he crossed his arms over his chest, offered a lazy crooked grin, and perked a brow at her. “Give it a good squeeze, so you know what to expect.” He offered Torc the same what-can-I-do look right back before winking at Trinity. “Because I have more to offer.”

Jade rolled her eyes and shook her head at Thorulf when he landed and shifted beside her. “No worries. Just another day in the Forging-gone-crazy process.” She gestured at her sister. “Trinity’s gone from beating your brother up in the air to grabbing his best friend’s dick to make him jealous.”

Sensing the immediate threat was over, Leviathan and Destiny headed into the courtyard. Vicar had all but claimed Trinity in his ridiculous Múspellsheimr way, so Trinity suspected they figured he could deal with her. And they were right. He could.

From afar.

“Come.” Trinity looped arms with Torc and urged him on but not before she eyed his groin with appreciation and spoke loud enough for Vicar to hear. “Or so I hope.”

“It can’t hurt to hope.” Torc grinned at Vicar over his shoulder. “Though, as a rule, I like to share.”

Nixing any possibility of Vicar joining in the fun, she ignored Torc's comment and eyed every Múspellsheimr dragon she could, spying them easily enough. How could she not? They were the most kindred and ferocious. Not to mention they provided the most trouble when it came to Vicar. Because whether he admitted it or not, he wanted to sample her first, and that’s what she would use against him. 

He’d stand in line and wait his turn. 

“Hey, sis.” Jade caught up, a frown firmly in place. “Are you in touch with yourself at all? Because you’re thinking a whole lot more like me than I know you’d like to. At least the old me.” 

In no mood, she didn’t bother with Jade but made a come-hither motion at another Múspellsheimr male, who started in her direction but backed away when Vicar must have given him a look. So be it. She gazed around the teeming courtyard. There were plenty more where he came from. They just needed to grow a pair and stand up to their alpha. 

Until then, she would allow Torc to show her around. 

Or so she thought until Vicar fell in on her other side and informed her she would be going no further than the great hall until he was good and ready. Torc only chuckled and shrugged when she shot him an aren’t-you-going-to-stand-up-to-him look. When he put up his hands in defeat, shook his head, and backed away, all the while grinning, she moved on to her next target.

Better yet, focused on the tall, dark-haired Viking woman eyeing her with amusement. 

How curious because most females with Vicar in their line of sight were doing no such thing. Either they seemed frustrated, jealous, or willing to share, but not amused. So Trinity headed her way and asked her what she found so funny. It turned out she was Vicar’s cousin, Liv, and her humor was solely directed at Torc.

“I enjoy anyone willing to toy with that one.” She snorted at Vicar. “And at your expense no less, cousin.” The corner of her mouth shot up. “Might our new friend, Trinity, be the great divide that finally convinces you to send Torc on his way.”

Liv didn’t bother waiting for a response but rolled her eyes at Torc, spun on her heel, and strode inside, gesturing over her shoulder for Trinity to follow. While she instinctively liked Liv, allowing anyone to order her around went against her newfound grain and would do her no favors trying to gain the upper hand with Vicar’s followers. 

“No,” she said and kept eyeing the courtyard. Soaking it up. From the transparent dome overhead to the godly storm brewing beyond. One that called to her in a way she couldn’t explain. “I think I’d rather get the lay of the land.”

Vicar didn't respond but watched her in that predatory way of his. A look mixed with enough intelligence and cunning to let her know she had a worthy adversary. Something made more obvious when he nearly let her leave through another exit, only for Jade to stop her before she could.

“Don’t.” Jade grabbed Trinity’s arm and shook her head. “Leviathan and Destiny’s powers added extra protection to the dome. Protection that can harm people coming or going.” She scowled at Vicar. “Something someone should have told you, but I suspect he’d rather you make a fool of yourself.” 

“Right,” Trinity said slowly, grinning at him. “Makes me look impetuous and foolhardy. Not quality leadership at all.” She nodded once with approval. “Good one.”

“In his defense, you sort of had a one-track mind when you tried to barrel out into an incoming storm.” Jade nudged her away from the exit. “I get that you’re going through some shit right now, but you need to get a grip, sis. Get back to the girl determined to fix Vicar, not the one determined to outrank him.” She shook her head. “Honestly, I pictured this naughty side of you a little differently.” She frowned at Vicar. “And you. I’m a fan, you know I am, but if you let my sister put herself in danger again, I’ll kick your ass.” Her eyes ignited with Celtic magic. “You know damn well I’ve got the power to back up that threat.”

“I really do!” came a little voice in their minds, echoing Jade’s sentiments before another memory manifested nearby. 

“It’s happening to you guys like it did to Thorulf and me on our adventure,” Jade murmured.

Though Trinity tried to watch with a detached eye, she couldn’t help but feel the fury of her little dragon as she kept slamming into the transparent dome, only to be repelled time and time again. 

“We’re older now,” she noted, eyeing little Vicar, who tried to stop Trinity. “Not much but some.” She shook her head. “And I feel nothing like I did the first time I met you.”

“No.” Vicar considered his younger self with equal detachment. Or so it seemed. “I still feel the same, though.” He narrowed his eyes and frowned. “I feel...”

When he trailed off, Jade urged him to go on.

“Very Sigdir,” he finally said, yet seemed perplexed. “I didn’t understand why Trinity wanted to come here so badly when this wasn’t my home. Not then, anyway.”

“No, it was the Sigdir Fortress when you were a child,” Thorulf reminded, joining them. “Though you did enjoy the Realm even at that age.”  

“Get me in, Vicar,” little Trinity demanded. She stomped her foot and narrowed her eyes at him. “Right now!”

“You never acted like that as a child, Trinity.” Jade shook her head. “You’re like an entirely different dragon.”

“Not entirely different.” Trinity hid her confusion at her little dragon’s emotions. “I feel like me. This me. How I should be.”

Because who wanted to be the sweet pushover she’d been before?

“How curious.” Jade considered little Trinity and Vicar. More so, the worried and defeated look on Vicar’s face. “So you acted this way here, and Vicar clearly didn’t like it.”

“No,” big Vicar concurred darkly, vague as usual. “It was...hard.”

“It is, is it not?” Thorulf clasped his shoulder in support. “I lived with it, with you, as did our kin.” He eyed the little ones again. “Not then, though. You were all Sigdir at the beginning.”

He was? Hard to imagine.

Before the memory sucked her in any further because it was trying too, chiseling at a heart she had no use for, Trinity headed for the Keep. Maybe she could find another Múspellsheimr dragon to show her around. Maybe she could...

She slowed and frowned when an unusual feeling swept over her. A warmth that spread through her veins. Not in a welcoming fiery way but another altogether. 

One that, alarmingly enough, made everything change in the blink of an eye.
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Chapter Ten
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VICAR HAD NO idea what to think when Trinity stopped short and glanced around with a mortified look. Gone was the ruthless usurper dragon she’d been moments before. In her place, the woman she had been when she’d first arrived.

“Oh my God, it worked.” Jade closed the distance and clasped Trinity’s shoulders. “How do you feel, sis? Are you okay? More yourself now?”

“Yeah.” Trinity blinked at her surroundings as if waking up and blushed when too many brazen males for Vicar’s taste eyed her. Not Múspellsheimr dragons this time but Ancients who swore no allegiance to him. Ancients who sensed the shift in Trinity from a dragon who would tear their throats out in bed to one far more docile. 

“I...” Trinity swallowed hard, once again avoiding eye contact when Vicar joined them. “I’m so sorry.” She shook her head. “Not sure what came over me.” Her gaze grew apologetic when she looked Jade's way. “I'm so sorry about how I treated you.”

“No worries.” Jade waved it off, clearly grateful to have her sister back. “I had it coming.”

“Why has she returned to this?” Wanting the Trinity back that took him out mid-air, Vicar glared at Jade. “What did you do?”

He ignored the little voice in his mind that welcomed Trinity being back to herself. That was eternally grateful she wasn’t so cutthroat anymore.

“Returned to this?” Trinity asked incredulously, surprising Vicar when she stood up to him. Not in the way her former self would have, with a knife to his throat, but with a wounded frown. “This is a thousand times better than what I just was.” She looked at Jade. “What did you do because I’m so thankful.”

“I took Thor’s advice and tried something.” She patted Trinity’s pocket. “Whatever you do, don’t lose it.”

Trinity reached in and took out a pebble. “What is this?”

“That’s my brother-in-arms meddling where he shouldn’t,” Loki grumbled, manifesting beside them in a burst of flames. He held out his hand. “Let me have it so that you progress as you should, Trinity.” 

“No.” Thorulf looked at Trinity with reassurance. “Keep the stone. Thor retrieved it from the Alfheim cave in hopes that it would even you out some, and it clearly has.”

Though obviously uncomfortable disobeying Loki, Trinity again showed gumption when she shoved it back in her pocket. “I think I’ll hold onto it for now.”

“Good call.” Jade scowled at Loki. “Now I know what you meant by Trinity soaking up this place. You wanted to see just how crazy she got.” She shook her head. “Seriously not cool. Not when she put her life on the line acting the way she did.”

Though tempted to make himself scarce and find a more entertaining female, Vicar sensed something interesting churning in Trinity. Yes, fear and nervousness, but something else. A nugget of who she had just been hovered beneath the surface. Perhaps because of its small size, she could push past the pebble's influence if given the right motivation?

“Trinity’s actions upon arriving here at the Keep were impressive,” Loki praised, manifesting a horn of ale for all. He eyed her over with renewed approval before shooting Vicar a telling look. “I can only hope she returns soon so I can show her what to do to gain ground in these parts.” There was no mistaking his implication. “After all, claiming a god as one’s own, no matter how briefly, would impress every last dragon here.” 

He was right. It would. Vicar scowled at the thought of Loki sampling her first, no matter which personality. Did he care nothing for the Forge? Or was this his warped way of driving them closer? Impossible to know. Either way, Vicar wouldn’t accept leftovers and said as much.

“Hell,” Jade muttered. “You’re really pushing your limits.” She rolled her eyes at Vicar and led her sister up the Keep’s stairs. “C’mon, sis, let’s get you acclimated.” 

If Vicar knew nothing else at this point, it was that, pact or not, Trinity would be remaining by his side until he’d had his fill of her. Once she’d felt everything he had to offer, it wouldn’t matter what persona she embraced. She would know better than to vie for his position. Because if she did, she wouldn't enjoy the pleasure of having him twice. Not just that, but he needed Loki’s Dagger. A blade she had masterfully kept from him thus far, even when battling in dragon form. 

“She remains by my side,” he reminded Jade. Falling in beside Trinity, he downed half his horn of ale before reaching the massive wooden doors flanked by equally large torches. “We have an agreement.”

“You mean you and whatever possessed me had an agreement.” Trinity shook her head and preceded him into the great hall. “Not you and I.”

“One and the same.” He finished off his ale and waved over another. “You might suffer various personalities, but you are a single dragon. A beast who made a pact for all to witness.” He shook his head as well. “If you break that pact, the consequences will be considerable.”

“Truly?” Trinity frowned at Jade and Thorulf. “Surely not?”

“It would be risky,” Thorulf confirmed, clearly not happy to be the bearer of bad news. “Múspellsheimr dragons take pacts like yours seriously. Break the pact, and you’ll be shunned, never accepted by them, and very likely killed as punishment.” He frowned at Vicar. “Keep the pact and leave Vicar’s side and suffer the same consequences because there’s always a Múspellsheimr dragon vying for my brother’s position.”

“Super,” Trinity muttered. “Me and my alternate self’s big mouth.” 

She took several gulps of ale and eyed the cavernous great hall with its three massive fireplaces and endless glass spire overhead. 

“Careful with that,” Jade warned, gesturing at Trinity’s ale. “You don’t drink much, and that’s strong.”

“But no doubt it’s what she needs.” Vicar urged her to drink more, curious how much it would affect her. How compliant it might make her. 

“Why?” she said under her breath, following his thoughts a little too effortlessly now. “You can’t possibly think I’ll sleep with you.” 

“Ja, I can.” He steered her toward one of the larger side chambers that housed the majority of Múspellsheimr dragons. Best his followers see her personality, so they realized who would always be their alpha. “And I will.” He raked his gaze over her boldly, just imagining the positions he would force her into. “Until I’ve had my fill.”

“Not the way to woo this Trinity,” Jade echoed as they made their way to Vicar’s throne-like chair.

Perhaps, perhaps not. Despite being wary of her surroundings, he sensed Trinity’s awareness of him. Not obvious arousal. Not quite yet. A grazing touch or two away at best. 

“I don’t want to be wooed,” Trinity snapped, sipping more ale. She looked around as she sat beside him. “Where’s Tor, anyway? Is he here?”

“Yes, but he’s none of your concern.” Vicar received another ale and eyed Trinity with amusement rather than show her the unexpected jolt he felt at having her in the chair beside him. One meant solely for his future mate if he ever got around to taking one. “Tor would never satisfy you, woman. He doesn’t possess the ability to please your particular sort of dragon.”

“Particular sort?” she mouthed before taking another sip. “You mean the sort like you that won’t be surfacing again,” she tapped her pocket, “because I’ll never let this go.” 

She might not think so, but he fully intended to see it gone eventually. Once he’d broken down this side of her enough. Because what fun would there be in only tasting the sweet when the sinful was likely just as delicious?

“So what are we to make of Alfheim leveling you out again, sis?” Jade said, obviously changing the subject for her sister’s benefit. “Or I guess the bigger question is why did you go all Múspellsheimr dragon on us minutes after stepping out of the Alfheim cave?”

“One of many questions I'd like answered,” Loki mused, joining them. He crossed his arms over his chest and looked skyward when thunder crashed. “I would’ve thought it would have happened when Trinity reached the Keep and was around so many Múspellsheimr dragons, but it happened far sooner. Happened when nothing was going on but this incoming godly storm in the distance.” He looked at Trinity quizzically. “A storm that piqued your attention earlier, yes? That called to you when you were your other self?”

“Yes,” she admitted, sipping again. “There was a certain...draw.”

“Interesting,” Loki murmured. When the ground shook with the power of the next thunderclap, his eyes lit with anticipation. “I must go. Thor shouldn't battle alone in this storm.” His gaze swept over the lot of them. “You should go to Vicar’s chamber. Get as close to this thing as possible without risking your safety.” He gave Thorulf and Jade a pointed look. “Keep your Celtic magic at the forefront and sniff out what might be at the heart of this beast.”

They had no chance to respond before Loki vanished in a sizzling pop of flames.

“Let him and Thor figure it out.” Wanting time for his fellow Múspellsheimr dragons to see Trinity’s meeker personality, Vicar waved off the deity's order. “Are they not gods? Do they not know who they fight on the battlefield?”

“A battlefield you don’t seem eager to seek out, brother,” Thorulf noted with surprise. “I find that curious.”

Vicar did too, but he wasn’t about to admit it. He couldn’t remember the last time he hadn’t wanted to join one of these godly battles. The idea of slaying Celtic gods gave him great pleasure. Yet the sensation wasn’t there like it should be. Rather, his inner beast preferred to remain here and battle with Trinity, no matter her personality. Her timid side was starting to bite back, and he liked it. Liked the fire he felt churning in her soul when he spoke. A slow burn that he suspected would explode into a raging inferno with the right motivation. 

“We should listen to Loki,” Trinity said softly. Her gaze drifted upward when wind started howling. It whipped through the castle and blew back her hair, almost as if it were seeking her out. 

He tensed at the sensation. At a masculine energy far more powerful and ruthless than his own. A dark soul with vicious teeth and a long memory.

“What memory, though?” he murmured, sensing his dragon knew.

“A memory we’ll find up there.” Trinity kept gazing skyward. “An answer we’ll get if we listen to Loki.”  
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Chapter Eleven


[image: image]


WHILE TRINITY DREADED every step up the stairs to Vicar’s chamber, she’d also never been so eager. And it had nothing to do with him. Or so she kept telling herself as they climbed stairs that magically got them close to the top despite only going up a few flights. 

Vicar’s vast, cave-like chamber was as familiar to her as the Keep from afar. How, though, if she’d never breached the Keep’s dome as a little dragon? She was still reeling from seeing another memory of them, plus all the havoc she had caused. Because she remembered every last bit of it. Remembered it because somehow, despite it not being her at all, it had been.

She’d been in there relishing every minute even as she felt mortified.

Though she would never admit it, there had been something gratifying about living outside her boundaries. Not worrying about balancing her sisters or keeping her own energy balanced but letting loose and teetering one way entirely. Embracing a side of her she’d had no idea existed but felt sinfully good. Responsibility free and dangerous. There was no fixing others in that mode. Only a sense of being carefree in an unfamiliar way.

“Why do I remember this place?” she murmured before she could stop herself. Vicar’s fur-covered bed was ridiculously large and his décor abominable.

“I dunno, sis,” Jade drawled, chuckling. She eyed Vicar with approval and rolled her eyes at Trinity before admiring the various sexual contraptions hanging alongside his weapons. “But this all fits with the kind of naughty I sensed off you before you traveled back in time.”

“I would never,” she swore, not about to justify a single chain or any other awful device designed for pleasurable pain. The kind of bondage paraphernalia she wouldn’t dream of using. Well, dream might be a stretch. There might have been a fantasy or two over the years. 

“Yeah, yeah,” Jade replied, sensing Trinity’s thoughts every bit as much as Vicar. He, however, seemed out of sorts the moment they entered the room. 

“What is it?” Evidently sensing it too, Thorulf frowned at him. “You feel off in the last place you should feel that way.”

No doubt. This was clearly Vicar’s sexual oasis. 

“Not off.” Vicar shook his head and glanced at Trinity in shock. “Just back to my Sigdir self.” His brows pulled together. “What did you do?”

“Nothing that I know of.” She shook her head, relieved his better half had returned. Mostly relieved anyway. God, what was happening that a teensy tiny naughty part of her hated to see his Múspellsheimr side go? Hated to see the side go who would force her to feel pleasure?

Unfortunately, when his brows perked with surprise, she realized he’d caught that. Fortunately, he didn’t make a big deal out of it but kept the conversation on track. 

“You must have done something, Trinity,” Vicar said. The four of them headed onto a spacious rock ledge overlooking an angry sea beneath an equally turbulent sky. “You’re the only one who can do that so easily.”

She warmed at the feel of his strong hand on her lower back when he steered her to the right away from a much narrower path along the rock wall. Despite her reservations, she couldn’t help but wonder how his hand would feel elsewhere. What it would feel like sliding along her skin in the heat of passion.

Embarrassed by the unwanted thoughts and once again overwhelmed by his scent, she shifted away but feared it was too late. Her body had responded, and arousal flared. The sort of arousal his dragon couldn't miss. She could only be grateful he was his Sigdir self at the moment because his Múspellsheimr side had been waiting for this moment. 

Waiting for her body to defy her and give in to his allure. 

When he inhaled sharply, she nearly leapt over the edge and shifted to get away from the embarrassing moment, but Jade put a hand on her arm and shook her head. “Don’t you dare.” She waved Trinity’s arousal away, yet again, way oversharing. “It’s perfectly natural and doesn’t do a thing for Thorulf, so all’s good. As to this version of Vicar, he’d never take you against your will.” She winked at Trinity. “But then, based on the thoughts I just caught, when it comes to him, your will’s fair game.”

She could only imagine how red her face was. Why, oh why, wasn’t Maya, the well-behaved, typically less sexual, sister along with her right now? A thought Jade caught. 

“Good thing my feelings don’t get hurt easily.” Jade pouted, then grinned and shrugged. “And you can wish all you like, but something tells me in the end, you’re gonna love having me as your sidekick. I can give you so much advice on how to—”

“Watch the storm,” Trinity interrupted before Jade said something vastly inappropriate. She gestured at the sky, trying to ignore the unusual sensations coursing through her at the sight of the lightning-lit black clouds. “Loki said you and Thorulf especially needed to keep your eye on the ball, remember?” 

Trinity was overly aware of Vicar moving closer to her as the storm raged. An impressive yet frightening sight at this proximity. Terrifying in its glory when angry red lightning mixed with white. Inky clouds whipped violently, and frigid rain sliced sideways, thrashing against the dome in a horrifying yet mesmerizing cascade. 

“I don’t think I’ve ever witnessed such a violent godly storm.” Vicar’s golden gaze narrowed on the sky. “As Loki implied, it feels different than the others.”

“It does.” Thorulf stilled. His eyes flared with his inner green Celtic magic at the same time as Jade’s. “Very violent...very...”

“Unique,” Jade murmured when he trailed off. “There’s something in it...fueling it.” She shook her head. “And I’m not talking about an actual physical god battling Loki and Thor but perhaps its essence. Its sheer energy.”

A chill raced down Trinity’s spine before fire shot back up it. Her inner beast was responding to whatever they were talking about. Whatever was in the storm reached out to her. Beckoned her. Wanted her to find her way back to it.

“It’s so strong,” she whispered, enthralled, lost in the feeling. She rolled her shoulders. “Like nothing I’ve ever felt before.” 

Enchanted by the violent churn of the clouds and the pulsing pull of whatever summoned her, she drifted forward. Or she started to before she jolted awake for lack of a better explanation when Vicar wrapped an arm around her and yanked her back against him.

She blinked. Tried to acclimate. It felt like she had just been sleepwalking. “What was that...”

There weren't enough words to describe what she’d just felt. Endangered yet tempted. Excited yet dancing with death.

“It’s nothing you need ever go near,” Vicar said darkly, tightening his hold on her. “Yet something that wants you.”

One type of excitement was swiftly replaced with another at the feel of his hard body. At the sensation of being wrapped up in his masculine scent. Though mortified when she released a low, throaty purr, there was no stopping it. He electrified her inner dragon in a way that made the otherworldly thrill she’d just experienced seem like a walk in the park.

Not just his arm tightened slightly in response, but his whole body, it seemed. From the wall of muscle at her back to the unmistakable hard ridge that proved, yes, he had Torc beat but not by much. She wasn’t surprised by his low growl or how deeply he inhaled again. Not when she realized that their good sides could be just as naughty as their bad sides. 

“While I applaud all the friskiness,” Jade positioned herself in front of Trinity along with Thorulf, “the rest of this storm is better enjoyed from inside.” She gave Vicar a warning look over her shoulder. “Whatever’s spiking that godly battle wants Trinity bad. Really bad.”

“Ja.” Thorulf looked at his brother with just as much warning. “Worse yet, it’s Celtic and furious at you, Vicar. Full of violent rage that—”

“Thorulf,” Jade roared in warning, clearly getting her point across telepathically before they began throwing green fireballs at a storm that now literally thrashed at them. The dome stopped the fiery red whips, but it took a battering.

“Get her inside, brother,” Thorulf roared, but Vicar was already one step ahead, and she was airborne with one mighty swing of his arms. She screeched and landed on his bed, only to feel an immense flash of fear when she glanced back.

Vicar was getting ready to embrace his dragon. 

He intended to confront the storm.

“No,” came an ungodly roar before what could only be Thor’s great lightning bolt crashed into the dome, and more protection fell over everyone. Seconds later, Loki’s magic aided as well, frothing and wicked against the violent weather seeking them. 

Vicar’s skin had only just sheened with his inner dragon when Thorulf and Jade joined them inside. Thorulf grabbed him by the shoulders and forced him to look at him. “No, brother. Look at me, not it. Don't let it reel you in because that’s its goal. To see you shift and engage it so it can bring you to a swift end. And it will be swift, for you’ve nowhere near the power to fight it yet.”

“You don’t know that,” Vicar growled. “Now let me—”

“No, Vicar,” Trinity cut in. Finally gathering her wits, she scrambled off the bed and went to him. Put a hand on his sizeable bicep. Tried to soothe him as she had across time. The way she was only just remembering now. Soothed because whatever sought her had ripped his Múspellsheimr side to the surface. “Thorulf’s right. You must stop. This thing’s far too strong. Far too everything.”

Nearly as dangerous as what had just tried to snag her, Vicar’s fiery dragon eyes turned her way. That’s when she realized. She hadn’t been able to sway his Múspellsheimr side but his inner dragon. She felt it in the fiery response of her own eyes. 

Their dragons had far more sway over each other than their human halves. 

“Please, Vicar.” She kept her touch gentle but her voice firm. “Know what you’re fighting before you fight it. Know what kind of strength you’ll need before forfeiting your life.”

She sensed his inner Múspellsheimr struggling against his dragon. Longing to push past and have its way.

“Please,” she reiterated, certain she was right. “Because if you don’t, if you go fight now, there will be nobody left to protect me. Nobody left to help me find the strength I’ll need to stop it from taking me somewhere I’ll never come back from.”

His turbulent, near-violent gaze lingered on her face, and the moment stretched. 

Would he listen? Or was it already too late? 

Moments later, she found out.
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Chapter Twelve
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WHILE VICAR WAS desperate to go fight, to tear what had tried to take Trinity from him to shreds, her inner beast did indeed bring him to heel. Leaving her to battle anything became impossible. What was this power she had over him? This immense connection she shared with his dragon? Because it was most certainly their dragons at work. Their dragons seeing the wisdom of remaining together now rather than battling anything just yet.

So he nodded in compliance.

“Yeah?” Her beautiful fiery eyes never left his. “You’ll stay?”

“Ja, I will,” he managed, going from rage at his unseen enemy to desire at the feel of her delicate hand on his heated flesh. He wanted her cool touch everywhere. Touching places no woman had, however impossible that technically was. 

Undoubtedly sensing it, her hand lingered a moment longer than expected before she pulled away and looked at Jade and Thorulf with concern. “Are you guys okay?” Her brows flew together. She looked Jade over. “Are you hurt anywhere, sis? Was your negativity brought too low? Do you need me to balance you out?”

“No, I’m fine.” Jade breathed a sigh of relief and glanced between them. “I’m just glad you are too.” Her attention returned to the storm still raging beyond not just one magical wall of protection now but three. “That was fucking unbelievable.” She frowned at Thorulf. “What was that exactly? A god or something else?”

“A god,” came Loki’s booming voice before he materialized out of a fire that combusted in a nearby fire pit. He eyed the ongoing storm with a mix of fury and anticipation. “It seems brother number three has arrived and has a personal vendetta against Vicar.” His warning gaze cut to Trinity. “More than that, a shockingly hearty appetite for you, dragon.”

“Why?” She shook her head. “I don’t understand.”

“By brother number three, I assume you mean Carman’s son, Violence,” Jade said before Loki had a chance to reply. “Because what the hell else would cause that kind of weather? That kind of violent hatred?”

“Ja, Violence,” Loki confirmed. “His brother Darkness had hinted Evil wasn’t the only one to slip through, but I refused to believe it.” Disgust flared in his eyes. “How could not just two but three Celts have slipped by us?”

“Good question.” Back to his Sigdir side, Vicar frowned. “And why Trinity? Why me? What else do you know, god?”

“Very little at this point other than you must stay here until I say otherwise.” Loki homed in on Trinity. “Then, when Thor and I feel it’s right, we will go where your dragon leads us next.”

“Why my dragon?”

“Because yours is the one that, without doubt, passed through Múspellsheimr before being born,” he replied. “That means something to Violence. We could feel it in the way he focused on you. In the way he longed for you and loathed Vicar.” He looked at Vicar in warning. “He sees you as a wall between him and Trinity. Always has. Which means his best hope will be in exploiting your Múspellsheimr side. In making you act rashly and impulsively.” His gaze returned to Trinity. “Thor was right giving you the stone from Alfheim’s cave. Without it, you wouldn’t have stayed balanced, and Violence would already have you.”

“Balanced?” Trinity frowned, incredulous. “I felt anything but balanced when it...” She choked off before clearing her throat. “I’ve never been so easily sucked into anything.”

“Had your other personality been present,” Loki informed, “that kindred to Múspellsheimr,” he shook his head, “you would have flown into Violence’s rhetorical arms so fast none of us would have been able to stop you. Your craving for what he has to offer, what makes up his very essence, would have been irresistible.” 

What she has to offer is mine, Vicar nearly growled but refrained. Trinity didn’t need to be any more frightened than she already was. Or should he say unsettled? Because he sensed she wasn’t as afraid as she should be and with good reason based on what Loki said next. 

“Trinity’s Múspellsheimr side continues to influence her but is held back by her Alfheim stone,” he said. “A stone that won’t be strong enough as time goes on.”

“Because it’s not big enough, huh?” Jade sighed. “I told Thor we should’ve gone bigger, but he assured me this was the best size to slip in her pocket if need be.”

Trinity frowned. “Again, when did you see Thor?”

“Here and there before we left the Alfheim cave.” Jade, in turn, frowned at Loki. “I’m right, aren’t I? Yet again, bigger is better.”

“Yes,” he confirmed. “It seems larger would have likely been better, but there was no way to know that until it was given to Trinity when she was under the influence of her inner Múspellsheimr.”

The last thing Vicar had expected in a possible mate was that she might be influenced by dragonkind’s homeworld too. It made for both daunting and intriguing possibilities. 

“The Alfheim stone will only help Trinity for so long, then?” Vicar deduced. He glanced from Trinity to Loki. “Because it’s so small, it can only keep her inner Múspellsheimr at bay for a limited time?”

“That would be my guess.” Loki looked at him again in warning. “Which means, whether in your Sigdir or Múspellsheimr state, you’re truly the only thing standing between her and the enemy. The only one who can keep her from giving herself over to him the moment her Múspellsheimr surfaces enough and he latches on.”

“You can’t be serious.” Vicar narrowed his eyes at the god. “Did you not catch the pact my Múspellsheimr side made with her Múspellsheimr half? A pact that means I’ll willingly let her go to keep my standing in this tribe. To remain head alpha just beneath Leviathan.” He shook his head. “My dragon will have it no other way.”

“Or so you think.” Loki considered him in that cunning godly way of his. “When just minutes ago, it occurred to you that your dragons shared a stronger connection than your human halves. That your dragons are more in control of your connection than you realized.” He nodded once, surprisingly serious for Loki. “Use that, Vicar.” He looked from Trinity back to Vicar. “Until I can retrieve a larger stone, use that when her inner Múspellsheimr inevitably tries to surface. Use that to keep her safe.”

He was about to reply, to ask exactly how he was supposed to do that when her Múspellsheimr side was just as strong, but in typical Loki fashion, the god vanished before he could.  

“Great.” Trinity frowned and sighed. “So now we’re trapped here praying the stone keeps me steady or else.”

“No or else,” Vicar vowed, meaning it. He urged her to sit in front of the fire and manifested not a horn of ale but a glass of chilled white wine. “Violence will take you over my dead body.”

Stunned, she looked from the glass to him. “How did you know I like wine?” She sniffed it and narrowed her eyes. “More so, how did you know exactly what kind?”

He had no idea. But he could speculate. “I can only assume because I knew you as well as Jade and Thorulf knew each other at one time.”

“Right.” Jade shot Thorulf a teasing look and sat next to Trinity. “Count your blessings you didn’t start your journey with warm, bitter ale.”

“Well, technically, I did.” Trinity reminded, shooting Thorulf a sympathetic look before she perked a brow at Jade. “Besides, you could have manifested yourself a cold beer just as easily as Vicar did chilled wine for me.” She took a small sip and offered him a small, much-welcomed smile. “Thank you. This is more appreciated than you know.” 

Drawn by her smile, Vicar skipped manifesting himself ale and joined them by the fire. In a strange way he’d never admit to, either in Sigdir or Múspellsheimr form, he wanted more of that. More of the way her simple smile made him feel. It was unfamiliar. Or was it? Because he felt like he instinctually knew it every bit as much as what she preferred when she drank.

“Because you didn’t usually,” he murmured, staring at the flames, trying to grab hold of a memory just out of reach. 

“Didn’t usually what?” Jade wondered, eyeing him curiously.

“As you mentioned earlier, Trinity was never a big drinker.” He met Trinity’s eyes. “It was too risky because it might have thrown off your balance which meant you wouldn’t have been able to help your sisters.” He kept following the memory. “Not just that, but it wasn’t something you craved regardless.”

“That’s right.” Trinity narrowed her eyes. “But how do you know that? When did I tell you?” The corners of her mouth pulled down. “It’s so frustrating not knowing.”

He shook his head, sure one second then clueless the next. “I wish I knew.” He rested his elbows on his knees and stared at the fire. “I feel like I know you better than anyone else, yet at the same time, you’re a complete stranger.” His throat thickened with unexpected emotion. Powerful emotion that his Múspellsheimr side would detest. “You were never supposed to be a stranger, though, Trinity.” He met her eyes. “Whatever happened, we weren’t supposed to forget each other...” He blinked against stark certainty. “But I had no choice.”

Though Trinity was quick to hide it, he felt the same emotion swell inside her before she pushed it back down and looked at him with what most would see as simple curiosity. “Why, Vicar?”

“I don’t know,” he whispered, drawn to the flames in the fire. The volatile nature of them. “It was the only way I could...”

“Could what?” Trinity prompted when he trailed off.

“Could save you,” he replied, echoing Loki’s words. He dragged his eyes from the telling flames back to Trinity and told her about the last thing she probably wanted to hear.
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“I THINK I did save you, Trinity,” Vicar said. “And I think it cost us everything.”

“Everything,” Trinity murmured, wondering just what that meant. How much had they lost? “That sounds like a lot.”

“Which means you might share as much history as Thorulf and I did.” Jade’s eyes widened on Thorulf. “Do you think Violence got inside their heads when they were little like Evil did us?”

“Impossible to know,” he replied. “Though it certainly sounds like Violence has been in their lives a long time.”

Trinity shivered at the thought. It did sound that way. Which led her mind back to the worlds she was evidently subjected to before being born. 

“I just wish I knew why I would have gone anywhere near Múspellsheimr, to begin with.” She looked at her sister. “Ireland made sense for you because that’s where our spirits first came into existence. Helheim for Maya but Múspellsheimr for me? How did I get there?”

“Assuming you went to Múspellsheimr first,” Vicar said, the deep rumble of his voice drawing her gaze his way. Everything about him, for that matter. When she first arrived, he seemed like too much all the way around. Now she saw his sinful allure clearly. His magnetic draw. She had thought he’d gone overboard with his tattoos. Now she wanted to explore them. Run her fingers over the intricate triangular one she could only see so much of but suspected dwarfed his chest.

“There’s every possibility you went to Alfheim first.” Vicar arched a brow at her. “That would make more sense, no? Would perhaps draw a dragon such as yours?”

“Aww.” Jade nodded, following his thought process. “Because she’s sweet by nature and more peaceful.”

“One half of her, to be sure,” Vicar conceded, clearly appreciating both sides despite being Sigdir right now. 

“Going to Múspellsheimr second would align with how my tiny dragon felt when I arrived at the Alfheim cave,” Trinity relented. “I was terrified.” 

“I’m dying to know what happened after that first meeting between you and Vicar,” Jade said. “Obviously, things must have improved before they got worse again.” She gave them a sympathetic look. “Or at least before little Trinity went all Múspellsheimr on little Vicar.”

“It wasn’t all the time,” Trinity murmured, certain of it. She glanced at Vicar in surprise. “In fact, at first, I think it rarely happened.”

No sooner did she say it than another memory manifested, and two little dragons whipped into the chamber from outside. This time her dragon was riding Vicar’s. 

“I remember that!” She couldn’t help but smile at the feeling. It had been great fun. 

“As do I.” A small smile hovered on Vicar’s mouth as well. 

This had happened a few months after the memory they had witnessed outside. This time, Trinity was clearly her normal self.

“We’re in!” Little Vicar exclaimed. The two danced around in excitement after Trinity hopped off. “We did it!”

The chamber had no furnishings and appeared unused. 

“You said we would.” Trinity rubbed her neck against Vicar’s, proving just how close they had grown. “Together. As a team.”

“I never tried to come here when I was normal,” Trinity realized, following her little self’s thoughts. “It was your idea, Vicar.” She glanced at him, amazed at how someone who had seemed like a perfect stranger hours before became more and more familiar. “You thought the Keep might be protecting everyone from my meaner personality, as you called it.”

“I did,” he agreed. “Strange that it might have been true considering the Keep welcomes Múspellsheimr dragons.” He shook his head. “It would never repel one.”

“Unless,” Thorulf theorized, “it sensed Violence’s connection to her. In that case, it would make sense. The magic Leviathan used to build this place would have protected dragons from outside influence. Especially that of gods who don’t belong in this world.”

Vicar nodded. “True.”

“I can’t wait to finally meet your family!” Little Trinity’s eyes lit up, and she raced for the stairwell only to slam into an unseen wall before she could exit. Distressed, she looked from Vicar to the doorway before she revved up and tried again, only to be repelled so hard, she was thrown back. She would have rolled right out the exit overlooking the ocean if Vicar hadn’t moved fast and stopped her.

She blinked, baffled before her little eyes filled with tears, and she peered at him in confusion. “Why won’t it let me go meet your family?”

“I feel for you, sis.” Reflecting on her own experience, Jade patted Trinity’s shoulder. “Truly sucky feeling.”

“It was,” she agreed. “And makes no sense...” She frowned at Vicar. “Or does it?”

He shook his head, clearly unsure how to answer as their dragons tested a theory. Little Trinity crawled onto Vicar’s back again, and he tried to get her through that way, but it was a no-go. He could pass through, but again she was propelled back. Thankfully, the wall stopped her this time before the memory faded.

“Well, look at the bright side.” Jade tried to focus on the positive when she undoubtedly felt Trinity’s sadness. “At least you got into Vicar’s chamber. That’s further than I ever got at the Fortress.” She cocked her head at Vicar. “Or was this your chamber back then? It looked unused.” 

“Leviathan had chambers set aside for all us Sigdirs near the top of the Keep.” Vicar crossed his arms over his broad chest and eyed the space. “Interesting because I asked to start spending time here around that age.” His gaze softened on Trinity in a way that did all sorts of interesting things to her. “It must have been because you could be here.”

She nodded. “I think you’re right.” Her cheeks warmed when she glanced at the various contraptions hanging from the walls. “Pretty sure those weren’t here, though.”

“No.” Vicar might have chuckled, but there was a curious look in his eyes when he gazed at her. A look that said he wondered if she really despised them as much as she claimed. “I became more...creative when I was eighteen winters old.”

“That’s very specific,” she noted, cursing her hoarse voice. 

“And very ironic,” Jade added, right on time to mortify Trinity. “Because that’s how old you were when you lost your virginity, sis.”

She wasn’t sure what embarrassed her more. Jade sharing something so personal or that there was every possibility Vicar’s décor had something to do with her.

“I didn’t,” she stuttered, gesturing between her and Vicar, “we didn’t.” She rounded her eyes at Jade. “You can’t mean to imply Vicar and I slept together already? Or that I somehow lost my virginity to him? Or, God forbid, that these atrocious contraptions had anything to do with my being here?”

Jade grinned and made checkmarks in the air. “Check, check, check.” She gestured between herself and Thorulf. “Don’t forget, we lost our virginity to each other and totally forgot.” She gave a chain hanging nearby a pointed look and offered Trinity and Vicar a crooked grin. “Just like we forgot other nefarious details about our time together.” Her grin turned especially naughty when she narrowed in on some strips of leather. “I mean, just imagine what you might have done with—”

“I think we’ve seen what we need to for now,” Trinity said to Vicar, cutting her sister off before she embarrassed her even further. “How about a tour of the castle? Now that I remember not seeing the rest of it, I’m eager to explore.” She peeked around, wondering how much privacy Norse gods ever really gave mere mortals. “Do you think Loki would be okay with that? Or are we only safe in here?”

While being alone with Vicar might be asking for trouble, he was fully Sigdir right now, so she should be safe. Even if he was Múspellsheimr, she’d want to get away from her sister before the discussion grew any more mortifying. 

“The gods have protected the entire dome over the Keep,” Vicar replied, “so I see no reason not to.”

She sensed he wanted to hold out his hand to her when he stood but refrained. 

“Come,” he went on. “There is much to see.”

“We’ll come too in case—”

“No.” Trinity gave Jade an apologetic but firm look. “If you don’t mind, I’d like some time alone with Vicar to get to know him better.”

“But what if you get attacked again despite the added protection?” Jade looked from the godly storm to Trinity with concern. “Our added Celtic magic might be able to assist Vicar in keeping you safe.”

“Doubtful, and you know it,” Trinity returned. “Loki made it pretty clear the only thing between me and Violence is Vicar. He’s my only hope at the moment.”

“And that seriously sucks.” Jade shot Vicar an equally apologetic look. “No offense.”

Trinity didn’t give him a chance to respond but told Jade and Thorulf she would see them in a bit and pulled Vicar after her. It was the first time they had been alone together since she’d arrived, and she felt it acutely when he steered her down an endless torch-lit hallway with a tall, arched design. His sheer size had a way of filling up a space. Reminding her of his power. How strong he actually was. 

Which, interestingly, aroused her for various reasons.

Ones that didn’t align at all with her usual way of thinking.

What would it feel like being pinned down by him? Unable to break free as he pleasured her? Could she push past his sheer strength? If so, what would it feel like to pin down someone so mighty? To be in control of such a large man?

When he cleared his throat, obviously aware of where her mind was going and without a doubt smelling her blasted arousal again, she cursed her thoughts and focused elsewhere. Specifically, on the intricately designed hall and its almost cave-like yet still gothic feel. 

Clearly trying to focus on something else as well, Vicar swung into tour guide mode. 

“Though the godly storms were still years away when Leviathan built this, he did it solely with dragons in mind,” he explained. “It would not only be a place for various breeds and tribes to come together in peace but a place that could house and protect them for long periods of time.”

“That’s why the chambers feel like lairs,” she presumed.

“Ja.” He opened a wide wooden door and gestured that she enter before him. “Outside of the human aspects you’ve seen so far, everywhere else in this place was designed via magic to make dragons feel at home.”

“Oh wow,” she whispered when she didn’t step foot into another chamber but onto one of many docks lined with Viking ships overseen by a huge walled-in community. For all intents and purposes, she was outside. The air smelled of brine, fish, sea, and various baked goods. Cold, salty air gusted. “Where are we?” 

“This area is for Sigdir dragons.” He inhaled deeply, relishing the familiar scents. “And this is their Fortress.” He shrugged. “Or should I say Leviathan’s magical version of it.”

“Unbelievable.” She shook her head, not just impressed but suddenly so much more. 

She blinked back tears, looked his way, and again confirmed just how much history they actually had together. 
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“I’VE BEEN HERE, too, Vicar.” Trinity looked at him in amazement. “I’ve walked these shores.” Her gaze went to one boat in particular. A soft smile curled her mouth. “I’ve ridden on that ship...” her eyes returned to him. “Your ship.”

“Ja.” He nodded slowly, remembering as well. “As a young dragon...” He narrowed his eyes, yet again surprised. “Even as a little girl.” He blinked, shocked when he put two and two together. When he realized how similar the dragon face on the front of his ship was to her dragon's face. “I even had King Sven carve the figurehead in your likeness.”

Before she could respond, he took her hand and pulled her after him. How could he have forgotten so much? And why did his family not know about her? Had she somehow hidden their memories like Jade had of her and Thorulf? 

“Yet wouldn’t Sven have asked who I wanted him to carve?” He murmured, helping her onto the boat. “For your dragon face is...” Perfect. Remarkable. “Unforgettable.” 

While there was no missing her telling blush, Trinity was taken enough by the ship that she didn’t let it embarrass her overly long. 

“This is incredible.” She touched the mast and looked up at the furled sail with a smile before she drifted toward the figurehead. “And that,” she whispered, “it really is me, isn’t it?”

“It is,” he confirmed. “I’ve been asked whose likeness it was, but I passed it off as one female or another.” He shrugged a shoulder. “And for some reason never questioned it myself.” He rested his hand on its sleek neck. “Though I can safely say I was always drawn to it. Taken by it.”

Even fantasized about having it but wouldn’t tell her that. Not yet. 

“This is all so unbelievable.” Trinity rested her hand on its neck as well. “I just don’t understand...” She tilted her head in question. “How could I be here without your family ever seeing me? Because I was right here.” She pointed at various benches. “And there and there.” Then encompassed the whole ship. “I was just about everywhere.”

As if in response to her question, a memory manifested nearby. Shocking, considering this wasn’t the real ship, so the memory couldn’t have taken place here. It had, however, without doubt, happened on the actual ship. They were out to sea now, and interestingly, slightly-less-little Trinity was transparent.  

“This is the ship before Sven made me the figurehead,” he divulged as little Trinity leapt up where her likeness would someday be and roared into the wind.

“I wish I could always stand here for you,” she declared to slightly-less-little Vicar, who gazed up at her most impressed. “No ship would dare approach, and I would keep you safe always.”

Vicar cocked his head and thought about that. “Shouldn’t I be the one to protect you and the ship?” 

“Why am I transparent now when I was solid before?” Trinity wondered. “And my personality’s not quite what it was before in your chamber. Sure, I seem fine, but the version of me who grew up in New Hampshire rarely embraced her dragon. Now I've seen me do it three times.” She shook her head. “And I certainly wouldn’t have roared like that.”

Unsure, he shook his head as well. 

“I think I can protect you every bit as much as you can me,” little Trinity said. She roared at the sky again before tucking her wings in neatly and batting her lashes at Vicar prettily. “Besides, wouldn’t you like to see me when I’m not here? Wouldn’t you like to gaze longingly at your future mate?” 

Trinity’s and Vicar’s brows shot up in surprise at that. It sounded like they had everything figured out. 

“I would,” little Vicar agreed and hopped up beside her. He rubbed his neck against hers then scowled when he couldn’t wrap his wing around her. “You realize there are things we must do before becoming mates, though, ja?” 

Trinity narrowed an eye at Vicar. “What are you up to?”

He couldn’t help but smirk, sensing his little self’s intentions before he spoke.

“Well, according to my cousins and brother, we must fit our pieces together,” little Vicar said matter-of-factly. “Then, and only then, can we properly mate.”

“Good God.” Trinity met his smirk. “Even then, huh?”

He shrugged innocently, not surprised in the least he was eager to lie with her as soon as possible. Múspellsheimr and Ancient dragons became intimate at a young age, where Sigdir dragons, more native to Midgard, preferred to wait longer. 

Little Trinity cocked her head, quite intrigued and painfully innocent as she should be at that age. “How do we fit our pieces together?”

Thankfully Vicar didn’t have a chance to answer before they were interrupted by another Viking on board. 

“Who are you talking to, young Vicar?” He grinned up at him. “You seem to be having quite the conversation.”

“How is that possible?” Trinity asked as the memory faded. “Unless...” She narrowed her eyes. “Was I a ghost?” 

“It certainly looked that way.” He shifted closer and held her in place when an especially high wave tilted the boat. 

Trinity, in turn, stilled at his proximity much like a frightened animal. 

“You must know I won’t hurt you.” Unable to stop himself, eager to touch her soft skin, he tilted her chin until their gazes were aligned. Perhaps not the best idea because his inner dragon roared to the surface, desperate to taste her. Every last bit. “I especially won’t hurt you in this personality, and I strongly suspect not in my Múspellsheimr personality either. He’s...” his gaze dropped to her mouth when she licked her lips, “equally taken by you.”

Something about that, about knowing, without a doubt, that she was safe from both versions of him, made him finally do what he’d been longing to do since the moment he laid eyes on her. He closed his lips over hers. Not hungrily like he wanted to but gently. More tenderly than he’d ever kissed a woman, no matter his personality.

While he thought at first she would pull away, he was pleasantly surprised when she kissed him back. Though tentative at first, the kiss grew more heated within seconds, and she twisted her hand in his tunic, pulling him closer. He had kissed more than his fair share of women, but something about her opening up to him, wrapping her tongue with his, made everything come alive in a whole new way...including his inner beast.

Growling, unable to help himself, he wrapped an arm around her, yanked her closer still, and kissed her like he’d never kissed another. The sweet taste of her mouth alone made him desperate to taste other things. Made him eager to devour her juices and...

“No,” Trinity gasped, tearing her lips from his. Her cheeks were flushed. Her eyes both dewy and alarmed. “I can’t.” She shook her head, breathing heavily. “It’s drawing her to the surface.”

It took him a moment to figure out what she meant. “Your Múspellsheimr side.”

“Yes.” She unraveled herself from his grasp. Her gaze dropped to his obvious erection before darting elsewhere. “She’s all about what you were wanting to do.” 

“And were you?” He did his best to do away with his arousal via magic, but things were still uncomfortable, and the telling flare of her pupils didn’t help. The scent of her arousal.

“I think we both know the answer to that,” she murmured. 

Desperate to distract himself, he gestured that they get off the boat. Despite her having already been here, he wanted her to see where he grew up before he became so infatuated with the Keep. “Come, let’s explore more.”

“Sounds good.” She seemed relieved that he wasn’t dwelling on their kiss. That he wasn't pushing things. “Where to next?”

“I thought I would show you around before we visited more of the castle.” He helped her off the boat and led her down the dock toward the village. “See if we witness any more memories.” 

It just so happened they did. More than anticipated, but as a rule, unlike on the ship, not around people.

“I think we must have figured out that you looked a little crazy talking to thin air,” Trinity teased after they discovered a memory in the stables that didn’t last long because they were spooking the horses and then another in the armory that lasted a tad longer. 

“I know you can’t take the blade because you’re transparent right now, but you can see my grip and mimic it later,” young Vicar counseled. This time he was human and looked to be around ten winters old. He held out a dagger just so then thrust it like he was downing an opponent. Young Trinity, utterly pretty with her thick waves and big amber eyes, paid attention, scowling when she couldn’t try it herself.

“I grow tired of visiting this way when the other way is so much better.” She eyed the various weapons with anticipation. “Might you bring a few to our cave? Or even our lair?”

“Our?” Trinity mouthed. “I didn’t even have one of those back home.” She narrowed her eyes. “Do you think our lair is the Alfheim cave?”

“I don't think so,” he replied, still caught off guard by such stark confirmation of how close they had actually been. Because he would never share a lair with a female. Tor’s prophecy or not, his inner dragon had always shunned the idea. Could it be because it already knew it shared one? “As to our cave, I believe it's our chamber at the Keep.”

“You're right,” she replied. “I can sense it in my younger self’s thoughts.”

So where was their lair? Because he couldn't imagine it being the Alfheim cave. Then again, it did keep them level, so why not?

“What about that one?” young Trinity asked, pointing at a particularly vicious axe hanging too high for them to reach. It was double-bladed with a sharp point thrusting out from the middle. “How do you use that?”

Trinity’s shoulders tensed. “I craved that like I craved getting into the Keep. Craved fighting like a man.” She shook her head. “And trust me, the latter of the two couldn’t be more unlike me. I never desired to fight when I was younger.” She shivered. “And downright hated violence.”

While that could be said of many, he sensed it ran especially deep for her. 

“Not anymore, though,” Trinity went on, her voice off just enough to alarm him. “Now, I can think of nothing better than slicing my enemy’s throat.”

“Yes, you can.” Sensing her Múspellsheimr side surfacing, drawn to the axe and the harm it could inflict, he pulled her out of the armory and away from the memory. Away from weapons that bred nothing but violence. He seized her by the shoulders the moment they were outside and met her eyes. “Are you all right, Trinity?” 

“I want to go back in the armory,” she ground out. More than familiar with the sensation in himself, he could feel her two sides warring with each other, struggling to remain on top.

“No.” He shook his head. “You want to stay here. Right here.”

Well aware he could manifest anything in this place to suit his dragon’s needs, he surrounded them with as much joy and happiness as possible. Anything to push her dark side back down. To do as Loki requested. Gentle snow began falling. A holiday sprang to life around them. A bonfire crackled in the distance. Children ran by smiling and laughing. Young couples just finding love strolled by.

One couple, in particular, turned out to be a memory.

A memory, as it happened, that offered them another much-needed piece of the puzzle. 
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WARMED BY THE sight of her and Vicar walking by as teenagers, so clearly in love, Trinity blinked away the darkness that had been surfacing and breathed a sigh of relief. Anyone else looking would see Vicar walking alone, but they saw Trinity too. Felt their intense emotions. 

“Come.” Vicar pulled her after him when he knew she was all right. “Let’s follow them.”

They did, all the way to a snow-covered lodge she remembered well. She smiled at him. “This is yours!”

“I believe it was as much ours as our lair and cave.” He grinned when his younger self sprinted ahead and opened the door for her. To any onlooker, he merely held it open long enough to shake off the snow.  

When Trinity and Vicar slipped in after them, Trinity stopped short in awe. An inviting fire crackled on the hearth, and magical stars twinkled everywhere, flickering the color of whatever object they were closest to.  

“You created them to look like the Alfheim cave,” Trinity said softly, moments before her teenage self said the same thing. “Because it was where I was most at peace.”

“You like it then?” teenage Vicar asked, hopeful. “Ja?”

“Yes.” Trinity looked at him with her heart in her eyes. “Thank you, Vicar.”

She was about to say more when he unsheathed his sword, fell to a knee in front of her, and gazed up at her.

“I’m mimicking what you told me modern-day men do,” Vicar revealed, as baffled by the scene as her. 

“What’s that?” she barely managed, overcome with emotion. 

There was no need to answer because their younger selves showed them.

“As you know, we don’t exchange rings here,” teenage Vicar began, his voice a little shaky. “But a sword from one family to another.” He laid the blade at her transparent feet. “So I ask you over my family’s blade, will you marry me, Trinity?” He pulled something shocking out of his pocket and laid it on the blade. “Will you, with a piece of Alfheim as our witness, become my wife and fated mate?”

“Oh, wow,” Trinity whispered, stunned. “Is that what I think it is?” She pulled the Alfheim pebble from her pocket and looked between the two rocks. “It is! They’re identical.” 

“So the Alfheim cave must be our lair,” Vicar managed, his thoughts all over the place. She knew he had never wanted to marry, never mind mate or become fated mates, yet here was proof he once had. Proof that he’d wanted to bind himself to her life after life.

“And that stone is very much the one you hold now,” he went on. “Because Alfheim rock repels dragons, it took every ounce of magic I had to break it off the stone you first hid behind because I wanted you to always remember...”

“Remember what?” she whispered, wiping away a tear as the memory answered her question.

“The stone is so you always remember there’s no need to be afraid when you’re with me,” teenage Vicar said. “I will always protect you, Trinity, no matter Múspellsheimr’s influence over you or the monster seeking you out.”

“So we faced something even then.” She sniffled a little and looked at him with concern. “Do you think the monster is Violence?”

“I’d bet my life on it.” He squeezed her hand. “But at least we knew what we were up against. Hopefully, that will help in the end.”

“Yes,” teenage Trinity gushed, falling to her knees in front of him with tears in her eyes. While Trinity felt her overwhelming happiness, she also felt her profound sadness. “How though, Vicar?” She reached out to touch the sword and stone, but predictably, her hand only passed through them. “How when most of the time I can only come here as a ghost thanks to Raven?”

“Raven?” Trinity gasped, confused. “How is that possible?” She looked at Vicar as though he might have the answer even though she knew he didn’t. “She doesn’t possess that kind of power. Nobody does...right? Because it’s...what exactly?” She gestured at her younger self. “I’m a ghost!”

“But still alive in the twenty-first century,” he reminded as the memory faded and the room went cold and quiet. Sad as if echoing the loneliness it might have felt after they left. Perhaps this had even been the last time they were here. 

“You weren’t actually dead when you were transparent,” he continued. “I know you weren’t.” He shook his head. “This wasn’t some sort of bizarre haunting that took place after you died, and you kept aging.”

Right? Because she was alive and older now.

They exited his lodge only to end up back in the hallway of the Keep. While one part of her wanted to rush back into the Fortress chamber, another dreaded it. As though they might open the door again and find a cold, dead place. As if her very presence there might have tainted it. “Why do I feel that way?” She shifted closer to Vicar out of instinct, fearing that he might vanish too. That this might all be some sort of dream. “Why do I suddenly feel so displaced? So evil and good all at once?”

“Because that’s what it feels like to suffer multiple personalities.” He kept her close and steered her down the hallway back in the direction of his chamber. “Witnessing those memories affected not just this side of you but your other half. A side capable of anything. Or so you assume.” He shook his head. “It might seem like it sometimes, but your other side isn't evil. It’s just following its natural instincts.” He stopped outside his door and tilted her chin until she had no choice but to look at him. “You’re no more evil than I am, Trinity. You’re just a victim of circumstance...”

She didn’t blame him when he trailed off. Hadn’t she uttered those very words to him at one time? They had discussed their Múspellsheimr sides before. And while she meant to say something, anything, she got caught up yet again by the feel of his fingers against her skin. At their weapon-roughened texture and the intensity simmering between them. 

She’d been kissed enough by other men but never lost herself like she had when he kissed her on the ship. Never felt the entire world melt away. It was as if he held her suspended in a romantic oasis. All-consuming didn’t begin to describe it. She’d felt like she was coming home but at the same time, kissing a man for the first time. 

“What happened to us, Vicar?” she whispered, understanding what Jade must have suffered when she learned Thorulf had been ripped from her memory. “Who did this to us?”

Was it her? She didn’t think so. Vicar? Impossible to imagine. Raven? Maybe. But even then, it felt off somehow. Like she might have played a part in all this but was by no means the sole culprit.  

“I don’t know,” Vicar murmured, clearly remembering the kiss as well when his gaze fell to her lips in that I-want-to-eat-you-alive way of his. A way that made her knees so weak, she was surprised they still held her up. How could she have ever forgotten the way the golden hue of his eyes darkened with desire just for her? How the feel of his gaze set her inner beast on fire?

“You don’t know?” she whispered, mindlessly repeating his words, falling into him like a woman diving headfirst into love while at the same time clawing her way to the surface. 

Not just clawing but luring. 

Gaining strength to attack.

“I don’t know,” he repeated before he blinked and snapped out of wherever she'd been taking him. 

“Don’t,” he growled. His words came from a great distance away like they had at the armory. “Don’t try to gain strength and understanding by letting your Múspellsheimr side take over. By allowing her to lure me.” He pressed something cold and hard into her hand. “You find strength in this, Trinity. In Alfheim.”

Disgusted, not herself at all, she nearly tossed whatever he’d put in her hand away but stopped short when warmth curled through her. Once again, she had the sensation of jolting awake, only this time he’d pressed their Alfheim stone into her palm to bring her back. 

“My other half is getting stronger,” she said, trying to get her bearings. Trying to get a better sense of her other personality. She might not be evil, but she certainly was ambitious. “She’s just realized Violence can help her take your position among your followers.” Sensing even more, she looked at him with concern. “And I think she’s aiming even higher now.”

Vicar narrowed his eyes as if catching not just the intent of her inner self but something else as well. “My Múspellsheimr side knows.” He sighed and shook his head. “Worse yet, I think he’s daring her to do it.” He winced. “All the more reason to do away with her.”

Say what? “Do away with me?” 

“Do away with her,” he corrected. “He wants you to live but her to vanish.”

“While I appreciate the sentiment,” she replied, “I’m not sure it works that way.”

“Yet he seems determined to see it happen.” He offered an apologetic look. “Not out of any sort of sentiment, I’m afraid, but because he sees the benefit in keeping your less-threatening side alive and well.”

“Ah.” The flash of hurt she felt caught her off guard. “Keep me meek, and his alpha position remains solid. I’m no longer a threat.” 

“That would be the idea.” He gave her a reassuring look. “What he forgets is my Sigdir side has a much stronger, if not more permanent hold, as long as this side of you is surfaced.” He shrugged. “Who knows? Perhaps in destroying your other half, he’ll destroy himself too.”

“No.” She might have replied instinctively, but she meant it. “I don’t want that, Vicar.”

He frowned, a little wounded. Even jealous if she didn’t know better. “Why not?”

“Because he’s half of you,” she exclaimed. “A half that did an amazing thing in your previous life leading Múspellsheimr females off that horrible world so they could start a new life. One where they were no longer enslaved and repressed by their male counterparts. That’s got to mean something.” She rested her hand over his heart. “Because somewhere behind the uber-alpha personality that wasn’t nearly so strong when you were younger is the good and noble stuff. The red dragon that risked everything, so other dragons stood half a chance.” 

“You have a unique way of looking at him.” He rested his hand over hers. “One I appreciate more than you know despite my aggravation with his behavior.”

“Good,” she said softly. Her gaze lingered on his face a moment before she tore her eyes away, worried at her vulnerability. She shook her head. “My Múspellsheimr side, however, is another story. She needs to go.”

“Or does she?” he wondered. “Perhaps, as it was with me when I was younger, there’s a less intrusive version of her.” The corner of his mouth inched up. “Because she does have her perks.”

Though she should be mortified at his implication—would have been hours before—something about their time in the Fortress had changed things. Brought her closer to him. Made her realize that she could deny it all she wanted, but she wasn’t entirely opposed to her other half’s sexual appetite. Like Maya, she’d always played it safe when it came to intimacy. Best that she kept her inner vibration up for her sisters. So entertaining thoughts that went much beyond the missionary position had been back-burnered. 

“I suppose she’s not all bad,” she conceded, meeting his smirk, saying more than intended. “She’s definitely...” Naughty? Sinfully dangerous? “Experimental.”

“Yes, she is and,” he began but trailed off when they heard a commotion from inside his, their, chamber. Or cave, as they’d called it. 

“What is that?” she exclaimed, frowning. It sounded like a man and woman fighting. “Is that Jade and Thorulf?”

“I don’t think so.” 

It turned out when Vicar opened the door, he was right. Someone else was fighting, and yet again, more questions were answered.

Answers that explained just how she’d come to be so very naughty.
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Chapter Sixteen
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VICAR CLOSED THE door behind them as a memory unraveled that he’d rather others didn’t see. It was too personal. Too theirs. This time he and Trinity were about eighteen. He was clearly trying to romance her because the chamber was decorated much like his lodge had been when he proposed. 

“I grow tired of being stuck here,” young Trinity grumbled, just as lovely then as she was now. She paced and eyed the door as though contemplating ways around it. “I want to meet your family. Join the festivities I hear year after year downstairs.” Disgust flared in her eyes. “Let all those female dragons simpering around you know that you’re mine.”

“I’m not myself.” Trinity's brows swept up. “And I’m not here as a ghost this time. Why is that?”

He shook his head, unsure. “I sense we’re taking a chance. That...”

When he trailed off, she realized, and her eyes rounded. “I did this on purpose. We did it so we could finally...”

This time she trailed off as the memory reeled them in. 

“This isn’t about any other female.” Young Vicar pulled Trinity close when she tried to pace by him again. “Like it’s always been, this is about you and only you.” He tilted her chin until her eyes met his. “It’s about finally being together as we should at least once.”

“Thor’s teeth,” he managed. “It’s true. We intend to lose our innocence to each other.” He had a better appreciation now for what Thorulf had suffered when he’d learned the same had happened to him and Jade. “Yet you’re not the woman,” he cleared his throat, determined to be truthful, “women I was with my first time.”

“And you’re definitely not the guy.” Trinity frowned. “Singular, not plural.”

He understood her angst because he felt it too. What had happened to make them forget what they shared? Such an important moment? He sensed they had put it off because her Múspellsheimr side had grown so unstable, but clearly, they were only willing to wait so long. Then again, it sounded like they were running out of time. Something young Trinity seemed to touch on, considering what she said next. 

“Lie together at least once,” she mocked, pulling away before Vicar could kiss her. “What’s the point in that?” Exasperated, she flung her hands up in the air and strode for the door. “It’ll be nothing but a tease. Nothing but a—”

That’s all she got out before he grabbed her wrist, yanked her against him, and dug his hand into her hair. His eyes flared with his inner beast, and an all-too-familiar side surfaced. “I’m not letting you get hurt again when you try walking out that door.” 

“It’s...your other half.” Trinity’s eyes widened. Her cheeks flushed. “The first we’ve seen of him in these memories.”

She was as aroused as her younger self, and his dragon took notice. Remembered along with his human side how he’d felt back then. How much his frustration was rising. 

“Ahh,” young Trinity purred. “I wondered if your other half was gonna come out and play. I see him so rarely.”

“With good reason,” Vicar ground out, struggling before his Sigdir overcame his Múspellsheimr, and he loosened his grip on her. “This is not how I wanted things to go our first time together.” He shook his head. “Not how I wanted it to be for you.”

“Right.” Trinity rolled her eyes. “You wanted romance.” She shoved him away, not interested in his Sigdir side. “Well, not me.” She licked her lips, teasing him before she sauntered for the door. “I want action, excitement, a genuine thrill. If you're not up for it, then I might as well try getting further into the castle. If nothing else, it'll give me a much-needed jolt.”

“Stop,” he growled, once again struggling with his other half. Trying to keep it down.

She gave him the finger over her shoulder. “Make me.”

“Stop now,” he repeated. His Múspellsheimr side had screamed back up. Refused to be kept down.

“Nope,” she chimed. “I’m over the crappy Alfheim lights and—”

That’s all she got out before he caught up with her in two long strides, slammed her against the wall, and pinned her arms against the cool rock. 

“And what?” Dragon eyes afire, he came nose to nose with her. “What else are you done with, woman?”

“You.” She laughed wickedly, taunting him, daring him once more, clearly relishing his darker side. Glad to see he wasn’t so sweet anymore. Wanting to see how far she could push him, she drove her knee up between his legs, but he was faster. Keeping her arms pinned back with magically manifested chains, he grabbed her knees and wedged her thighs apart. 

“Oh, damn,” Trinity managed. Her eyes might be wide with shock, but the scent of her arousal was unmistakable. “I was...this is...” She squeezed her eyes shut then opened them, being as honest with him as he’d been with her. “I liked it. Him. This version of you. What you were doing to me.”

“So did I,” he replied, hoarse with arousal. He had liked the control he’d had over her. How she was at his mercy, her inner beast tamed. For now, anyway. “There was no stopping you when your Múspellsheimr side surfaced. You were wild. Uncontrollable.” He narrowed his eyes. “Yet it was rare...we made sure of it.”

“That’s why I started coming back more and more in spirit form,” she said, figuring it out as well. “Because this side of me was getting worse and worse.”

“It was.” He tried to focus on the conversation, but the more the memory unfolded, the harder it got. 

“This isn’t how I wanted our first time to go,” young Vicar reiterated. He pulled her scent into his lungs and ground against her. “You know that.”

“Maybe not your good side,” Trinity purred, catching his lips in a kiss that would put Jade at her naughtiest to shame. “But definitely your kindred side,” she continued after she nipped his lip so sharply he pulled back. 

“Kindred,” he murmured, surprised. “Yet I get the sense that side of me didn’t exist when I first met you.”

“How can that be?” she began but trailed off when young Vicar didn’t bother with magic but ripped young Trinity’s clothes right off. It wasn’t a messy, yanking affair either but smooth and precise like he’d weakened the fabric of her clothing in just the right places.

There was nothing more arousing or frustrating than seeing her full, well-rounded breasts exposed. Seeing her smooth flesh and her body visibly quivering for him.

“I don’t know what I feel more,” he managed. “Jealousy of my younger self or rage that he took you this way.”

“A way we both wanted,” she reminded softly. “Because I egged you on.” She shook her head. “This side of me didn’t want romance. Not at all. She wanted...this.”

He flinched when his younger self dug his hand into her hair again, especially rough this time, and thrust his hand between her legs. He dared her to show her pleasure when she was determined to remain in control and unaffected.

“Is that all you’ve got?” young Trinity taunted despite the desire in her eyes. Despite the way her nipples pebbled and she pressed against his touch. “Is that all—”

She groaned in approval, and her head fell back when he thrust first one, then two, fingers into her. When he angled her head and nipped and bit his way down her neck while he worked her flesh. He wasn’t gentle but hungry and ruthless. Precise and very, very good at what he did despite his innocence.

“My dragon knew what yours wanted every step of the way.” Needing to show her a gentler side than what his younger self had subjected her to, Vicar pulled Trinity closer, her back to his front, and wrapped his arms around her. “I think you told me your fantasies...what your Múspellsheimr side craved.”

“She told you?” she murmured, not pulling away from him. “Or I told you?”

“Both of you.” He inhaled not just the scent of her arousal but her flowery hair and silky skin. “Your inner Múspellsheimr wanted to take control, but you, the side I met when you first arrived, craved this.” Her breathing increased along with his as they watched his younger self bring her to peak. As her eyes slid shut and she trembled on a long, throaty moan. “You craved giving up control because you had to maintain so much of it in the future. In some small way, your Múspellsheimr side was making sure you got it.”

Almost the moment he said it, they felt something inside her younger self shift. Her Múspellsheimr side fell away, and her gentler side surfaced. When her eyes opened, it wasn’t to his Sigdir side because he hadn’t followed suit. Instead, his Múspellsheimr side stared back, intrigued, unwilling to budge.

“What is he doing?” she whispered. “Why hasn’t your other side surfaced along with mine?”

“Because my Múspellsheimr side wants to finish what he started.” Vicar narrowed his eyes, feeling out his younger self. “He’s not the same man he is today but somewhere in between. Less hard. More forgiving. But just as aroused.”

“So, is this some kind of stand-off?” Trinity asked, the scent of her arousal so strong now it was a wonder he didn’t have her on the bed, to hell with the memory. “Because it feels...strange. Like I wanted it but feared it from that version of you.”

“And he knows that.” He perked his brows in surprise when his younger self stepped closer, wrapped his hand around the back of her neck, and his dragon eyes flared. “He’s letting both sides surface at once...both his Sigdir and Múspellsheimr.”

“I didn’t know you could do that.”

“Neither did I.” 

“What are you going to do, Vicar?” young Trinity breathed. Her eyelids went half-mast. “Are you going to romance me now that I’ve returned to normal?” She pulled against the rings holding her wrists on chains. “Or are you going to take me like I’m a slave at your mercy.”

He felt Trinity’s heart skip a few beats. Like him, she was beginning to remember exactly how this went. How, for all the innocence in her voice when she asked, she wasn’t really curious at all. 

They both knew what she wanted. 

Not hesitating a moment longer, as eager to have her then as he was now, young Vicar chanted away his clothes, hiked her against the wall, and took her. While neither saw it because the memory faded, they felt what their younger selves felt when he didn’t thrust deep in one fell swoop like Múspellsheimr Vicar of today would, but slow and easy. 

“You were,” she whispered hoarsely, “he was...” 

Trinity didn’t try to move away when he pulled her more firmly back against him. So close, there was no mistaking his need. His desire to experience what his younger self just had. Because he remembered every moment of it now. How hot and tight she had felt. How receptive she’d been to the feel of him filling her. The throaty groans and moans she’d made. 

“I had no idea I could feel that way.” Her head fell back against his chest. Her breathing grew harsher as her gaze roamed over the various contraptions on the wall. “No idea how much I enjoyed...other aspects of being with a man.”

He pushed down jealousy at her being with any other man, period, and focused on the moment. Her. Where this might be heading.

“I think you know where it’s heading,” Trinity said softly, inside his mind more by the moment. She was giving herself to him. More importantly, it was her kinder side, not the other. 

Now he just needed to figure out how to proceed. What side of things she truly craved.

Thankfully, she made it clear moments later.
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Chapter Seventeen
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HAVING FELT THE strong connection between her and Vicar in enough memories, Trinity knew there was no avoiding this. No ignoring the inevitable intimacy they craved. And God knows she didn’t want to. Not for a second. Not just because of how aroused she was by witnessing their younger selves losing their virginity to each other, but because she missed Vicar. Missed him in a way that made sense because she had known him for so long and yet not at all because she’d only just met him. 

Yet he was hers. Always had been. Would always be. She felt it deep down in places she had yet to understand.

So she turned in his arms and looked up at him. 

“While I can’t say I feel one hundred percent what I once did for you, I suspect it's only a matter of time.” She stood on her tip-toes and cupped his cheeks, thrilled by the jolt touching him like this brought her. Not too intimate, not yet, but soon. Now if she had her way. “I want to feel what my younger self just felt...I think.”

“You think,” he murmured, seeming to understand. “You’re nervous, ja?”

“I think so,” she murmured back, pulling his lips down to hers. In truth, she was, and she wasn’t. She knew what she wanted but wasn’t sure how to initiate it. How to get there.

Fortunately, he took matters out of her hands when he hiked her up until she straddled him, then crawled onto the bed and rested her on a cushioned headboard she couldn’t help notice was at the perfect height. 

Undoubtedly easing her into what was coming, he didn’t do anything at first but kiss her. Long, deep, toe-curling kisses combined with gentle caresses here and there. As though he were mapping the way but not being too forward. Honestly, it was a wonder she didn’t liquefy right away, considering how practiced he seemed.

“Practiced because I’ve done this before,” he said between kisses. “Practiced because our dragons remember exactly what the other likes.”

He was right, and bit by bit, she could sense it. Feel their inner beasts coming back together. There was so much emotion in it. Not just arousal but far more. Remembered passion, respect, happiness, but most of all love. Truly, there was nothing stranger than feeling such a strong emotion for a man she’d only known for days. 

“Not days,” he said into her mind, kissing her so deeply now she was barely aware of him raising one arm and securing her wrist to something. “Years. Nearly our whole lives.”

It had been, hadn’t it? And she was only just sensing the enormity of that. Of being so close, so incredibly intimate, with a male dragon she had completely forgotten. 

“Not anymore, though,” he said softly. “Never again.”

When he pulled his lips away, she tried to follow, but he had fastened both her arms to the wall over the headboard. She yanked a little, but they weren’t budging, so she tried with magic. No luck.

“How are you doing that?” A variety of sensations washed over her. Panic and anticipation. Nervousness and arousal. “How are you overriding my magic?” 

“I’m not.” He hooked one finger over the front of her tunic and ripped the material down the middle as easily as his younger self just had. “Between your inner Múspellsheimr and your dragon, you don’t want to be unbound.” He scowled at her bra and tore it away. “Not yet.”

She felt deliciously laid bare. Brazen and shy all at once. She instinctually tried to close her legs, but he was between her thighs already, allowing for little movement. He rested one strong hand on her thigh and squeezed in warning before his languid, predatory gaze roamed over her chest with appreciation. 

“What if my other half takes over again?” The more vulnerable to his evaluation she became, the more aroused she got. “What if the stone doesn’t work?” Were they being foolish doing this? “Should we wait until—”

Vicar put a finger to her lips and shook his head. “The time to stop has passed.” He cupped her cheek tenderly, assuring her he was still all Sigdir. Yet she knew his Múspellsheimr side was right there simmering beneath the surface. Taking notice. Eager to join the fun. “If your other half surfaces too much, I’ll stop.”

Which told her he wasn’t opposed to her surfacing a little. Just enough to enjoy her naughty side. They knew it was risky, but any further argument died on her lips when he fondled then sucked on her nipple. She groaned, lost in the sensation until he nipped, and she jerked away. 

She wasn’t sure what turned her on more. Being unable to stop him or the way he looked at her when she fought the chains. When fire flared in his eyes at her vulnerability. Her exposure. Desperate to assuage the horrible ache that had blossomed between her thighs, she pressed against him. Wanted her pants gone. Needed him to touch her throbbing flesh.

“Patience, little dragon,” he said so softly, so teasingly, the dull ache of her arousal became a raging blaze of need. If that weren’t enough, he pulled off his tunic and tossed it aside, finally giving her an eyeful of his glorious upper half. And it was everything she imagined. Chiseled and well-muscled with a light smattering of hair over the massive triangular tribal tattoo on his chest. 

She could barely catch her breath when he wrapped his large hands over her backside and ground against her ever-so-slightly. Just enough to ramp her up even more while he slid the stone out of her pocket and strapped it to her arm. It wasn’t a quick tie-off either but a slow, excruciatingly erotic one where he came close enough that she felt the contact of his warm chest against her breasts. His sizeable erection against her pulsing center. 

On a mission to torture her, he finally finished tying off the stone. He didn’t rip off her pants but took off her boots then slowly pulled them down. Inch by painful inch, he followed in the wake of the material, licking and nipping his way from her hips to the tips of her toes. 

By the time he made his way back up, she was writhing with need. When he growled with approval at the swollen flesh between her legs and licked his lips, she knew exactly what he had in mind.  

And, not surprisingly, he didn’t disappoint.

“Oh, my...” Her head fell back, and she clamped her teeth down hard on her lower lip when he didn’t just sample but devoured her. He was more aggressive than anyone she’d been with, and she liked it. Loved it. From the masterful way he manipulated her with his tongue and teeth to the pleasure mixed with pain he invoked. Not a lot of pain. Just enough. A nip here, a pinch there. He was so good at what he did that when he pressed a finger inside her, she started to come undone, but he pulled away before she could.

“Don’t go,” she gasped, teetering on the edge. In pure agony. 

“I’ll do as I please.” He twisted his hand in her hair rough enough to still her and magically did away with his pants and boots. “And you’ll do as I please.” He shook his head. “You won’t let go until I’m inside you and I tell you that you can, ja?”

There was no mistaking the dark promise of punishment in his eyes if she disobeyed, nor his inner Múspellsheimr struggling wildly to get to the surface. To be in charge. And there was certainly no mistaking how much both sides wanted her. It was obvious in his long thick erection. Not only could she see it but felt how painful it was becoming. 

“Ja?” he repeated when she didn’t answer. He shifted even closer and angled her head until she had no choice but to look at him. “You don't give in until I give you permission.”

“No,” she whispered, wondering how she would manage that. She was far too turned on, convinced the moment his hard hot length grazed her skin, she’d be done for. 

Yet something inside her obeyed, enslaving her on the edge of release when he continued what seemed a slow, methodical attack on her senses and rubbed himself against her. Taunted and teased until she begged.

“No,” he warned. “Not until I’m inside you.” He shook his head. “And not until I say so.” Just enough Múspellsheimr flashed in his eyes to both frighten and arouse her even more. “If you do, you won’t like what happens next.”

Unwilling to find out what that was, she gave a small, accepting jerk of her head.

“I don’t know.” He narrowed his eyes. “You don’t seem very convincing.”

She imagined she didn’t, but it couldn’t be helped. 

“I’ll wait,” she said as dutifully as she could manage. “I won’t let go until you give me permission.”

While she resented it, she also relished it. Liked that he ripped away all choice. All control.

Either he trusted the submission he saw in her eyes, or his own self-restraint had finally snapped because he, at last, eased into her. Filled her in a way that felt not just physical but emotional. Physically, it was exquisite. Every nerve ending came alive. Emotionally, it was overwhelming. As though a piece of her that had long been missing clicked back into place. Made her whole for the first time in a long time.

He felt it too. All of it. She could see it in the tortured bliss on his face. Feel it in his thoughts. In his very soul. He had done this to her before. Not much. They hadn’t had that kind of time. But at least once...

“Just that once,” she whispered, pained by the revelation. Heartbroken when she realized. “We only had that one night together.”

But they had made it last, utilizing every second of every minute. She couldn’t recall all the details yet but knew she would soon enough.

He didn’t respond but fully seated himself, cupped her cheeks, and kissed her so passionately she would have let go had he not growled into her mind to stop. He hadn’t given her permission. Miraculously, despite being convinced she couldn’t fight an orgasm, she did, not wanting to risk what might happen if she didn’t. While she knew he’d never hurt her, there was a certain thrill in the fantasy. And it was just that. Fantasy.

A damn effective fantasy because when he grabbed her hips and began moving, she had no idea how she didn’t scream into climax. It was there, roiling beneath the surface, torturous in its intensity, but she kept it down. Kept it repressed as such intensifying pleasure ebbed and flowed through her, she never thought she’d make it. And she almost didn’t when he moved faster.  

Deeper. 

Rolled his hips. 

Drove her to the precipice.

“I can’t...” she gasped, “take this...much longer...please.”

He wrapped his hands over hers against the wall and ground into her, the friction of their lovemaking unbearable, before he thrust one last time, roared, and locked up. She whimpered at the feel of him throbbing deep inside her. At the sensation of his pulsing hot, liquid heat. 

“Now, little dragon,” he murmured in her ear. “Let me feel you let go.”

Just like that, her body obeyed, and the floodgates opened. And opened. And opened even more. She might have purred, groaned, or screamed. She had no idea. All she knew was everything let go. Exploded from the inside out. Her body convulsed in a delicious mix of pain from muscles tightening then extraordinary pleasure when everything expanded with hot sinful pleasure. Pleasure that began as colorful and loving before it became red and fiery. 

Angry in its rampant need for more lust. 

Less love. 

More violence.

“Oh no,” she tried to say, but it was too late.

Her Múspellsheimr side got the upper hand, and everything fell away.
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Chapter Eighteen
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VICAR CURSED HIS incredible lust for Trinity when he realized he had gone too close to the flames. Let her down. Because her Múspellsheimr side had broken free. 

Even worse? His Múspellsheimr side followed. 

“Enough with those two,” he ground out with disgust, ripping away the troublesome stone he’d strapped to her arm until he needed it again. Thrilled to still be inside her, to have her at his mercy, he pinned her throat to the wall and offered a slow dark promising grin. “Now, what to do with you next?”

He’d like to spill his seed inside her a few more times just to irritate her then vanquish half of her, but how to go about that? While he’d initially thought to end her after enjoying her body for daring to usurp him, he found her complacent side a decent enough fit for general living. She would bend to his will in front of his followers then bend to his will even more when chained to the wall. 

Not the walls inside either but the one outside where all could watch. 

She would enjoy it too. They both would. Because if nothing else, they were a good match in bed. He wouldn’t grow bored too quickly. Not for another day or two, anyway. 

Trinity chuckled darkly and thrust her hips a little, daring him. “Only a day or two?” Her brows flew up, and she looked at herself with approval. “Figure the odds.” She snorted. “You’d be my slave in no time. Bending to my every whim until I was done with you.” The corner of her mouth inched up when he predictably swelled inside her. “See what I mean?”

Damn woman. He wanted to rip her heart out and slam into her at the same time. 

“Trinity,” Jade roared moments before she and Thorulf burst into the room. Where most might feel bad about intruding, Jade obviously didn’t care when she put her hands on her hips and made an exaggerated gesture between them and outside. “Do you not see what’s going on?” She tilted her head and cupped her ear. “Hear?”

Noticeably more intense now that Trinity's Múspellsheimr side had surfaced, the storm raged like a rabid beast. There could be no doubt Violence wanted her. Would do anything to get her. Which didn't faze them in the least because neither seemed particularly inclined to stop what they were doing. 

“Speak for yourself.” Trinity offered a low throaty laugh and glanced from him to the intensifying storm. “Why would I want you when I could have him?”

“Get her out of here, Vicar,” Thorulf growled. He kept his eyes averted and joined Jade when she started whipping Celtic magic at the storm. Smarter than he typically gave his brother credit for, Thorulf got through to him effectively when he said, “Get her out of here so you’ll be able to use her kind side to your benefit as time goes on.”

Trinity perked her brows. “Kind side?” She licked her lips and shifted her hips just enough to remind him how much he enjoyed this side too. “Now why would you want that bitch back when I can—”

Rather than manifest a blade and slit her throat, he put a hand over her mouth, freed his cock, redressed them with a chant, and narrowed his eyes. “Give me any trouble, and I’ll end you before you take your next breath.” 

“I’d love to see you try,” she taunted into his mind, her amused gaze both sultry and mocking. 

Keeping her thighs wedged apart so she couldn’t kick him, he strapped the Alfheim stone to her ankle. Before she had a chance to yank it free and retaliate, he unchained her wrists, tossed her over his shoulder, and headed for the door. While she kicked and punched, it wasn’t with as much zest as it might have been without the stone.

After nodding thanks to Jade and Thorulf as they battled Violence’s influence over the godly storm, he strode out of his chamber and down the hall. He might not particularly like the chamber he headed for next, but it was her dragon's best hope of getting her other side resurfaced. Because that’s what it would take. Assistance from her inner beast. 

“Which means your nicer half surfacing too,” she reminded in her mocking tone. “And we both know how we feel about him.” She made a sound of disgust. “Weak and pathetic. Emotional rather than strong. He’s no leader at all. Just pitiful...”

She went on, but he tuned her out. Had to, or else he’d never make it without ending her. 

Thankfully, he got up the stairs and into the chamber before she pushed him too far. Though she’d stilled in his arms and her thoughts were shifting, he set her down carefully so she didn’t hit something that would drop him to his knees. Fortunately, by the time her feet hit the floor, her kinder side had risen, and with it, his Sigdir side.

“Oh my God.” Trinity blinked as though waking from a dream. “I’m so sorry she took over me like that!” Her cheeks grew rosy, and she flinched. “And in front of...” She closed her eyes and shook her head before she opened them again. “I can’t believe Jade and Thorulf saw us like that.”

He smiled and pulled her into his arms, just glad they had both resurfaced before any more harm came to her. Either from him or Violence. “No need to be sorry. Jade thought nothing of it, and Thorulf kept his eyes averted.”

“Still.” She rested her cheek against his chest and cozied in like she’d done it a hundred times before. “I might be embracing my naughty side some, but I’m not into public exhibitions. Especially in front of my sister and your brother.” He felt her hesitation before she kept going. “It’s one thing for her to kiss you, another thing altogether to see...that much.”

He realized that however much she might not like being intimate in front of others, she was less concerned about the sex and more put off by Jade seeing him. He also realized his Sigdir half hadn’t addressed what happened between him and Jade yet, and it still bothered Trinity.

“You must understand by now that wasn’t me.” He cupped her cheeks and made sure she looked at him. “That was all my Múspellsheimr side. A side that thinks nothing of that kind of behavior.” He shook his head, hoping she understood. That she felt his emotions as strongly as he felt hers. “I feel nothing for Jade outside of friendship, and that will never change. My Múspellsheimr side only used her to get closer to you.”

Her brows pulled together, and she frowned. “Not sure I’m much crazier about that.”

“Yet it’s true.” Vicar brushed his lips across hers and met her eyes again. “I’ve never met anyone like you, Trinity.” He offered a small smile, hoping to pull one out of her as well. “Unless we count the version of you I knew from the beginning.”

“While I still don’t like it and you have a lot of making up to do, you’re lucky I can feel your emotions and hear your thoughts.” Any frustration or jealousy she might have felt vanished. “Or else I don’t know how we could have moved forward.”

That sounded promising. 

He couldn’t help a wider smile this time. “You hope to move forward with me then?”

“Wasn’t it obvious back in your chamber?” Trinity blushed but didn’t look away. “I...we...that was unbelievable. All of it. Not just the intimacy but the emotions.” She released a choppy sigh that spoke volumes about how she had felt. How she still felt. 

And he agreed.

He’d heard it said time and time again over the years how different it was to be with a mate, never mind a fated mate. How intense the bond was, not just physically but emotionally. Yet, like his kin before him, he doubted it until he understood.  Until he felt it firsthand. Letting Trinity go would be impossible, so they had to find a way through this. Find a way to not necessarily defeat their other halves but temper them. Make them more manageable.  

“How do we do that?” she asked, following his thoughts. “How do we repress them and still defeat Violence?” Before he could respond, their surroundings finally caught her attention. “And where are we exactly?” Her gaze returned to his face. “Because it helps me like the Fortress chamber did, doesn’t it?” 

“Ja, I thought it might.” He took her hand and gestured at the massive torch-lit cave. “This is the main cave of many. Commonly known as the Sigdir Lair, it was one of the original dragon lairs in these parts. It has housed my kin for at least five generations.”

“So all things Sigdir make me better,” she murmured, drifting forward. “It’s beautiful.”

He had never heard it described that way nor seen anyone unrelated take to it like she did. He certainly never had. “I’m glad you think so.”

“Why is that?” she wondered, responding to his thoughts. She didn’t look his way but drifted down one of several tunnels stemming off from the main chamber. “Why don’t you like this place?”

“Because it never suited me.” He shook his head and followed her, sensing something he couldn’t quite put his finger on. “Why?”

“I don’t know,” she said softly, heading toward the cave and lair that had been given to him if he ever wanted to use it. “Everywhere else has been familiar but this,” she stopped at the entrance of his cave, put a hand to her heart, and teared up, “this is something different.”

“What do you mean,” he began but trailed off when a memory manifested the moment he joined her at the entranceway. Like most lairs here, it had a wide yet protected opening that overlooked the ocean. 

“Leave me alone,” tiny Trinity wailed, zinging into his lair with tiny Vicar right behind her. Whimpering, she whipped under his fur-covered bed flanked by torches and scurried back as far as she could go, shaking in the shadows. 

“I was terrified,” Trinity whispered. They crouched down and watched the scene unfold. “I took off after we first met at the Alfheim cave and ended up here.” She glanced at him, and her brows pinched. “What are the odds?”

He agreed. It was telling. “What made you head in this direction? It’s a good distance.”

She thought about it a moment. “I guess it just felt safe.”

“Yet I didn’t?”

“I think I was afraid of all male dragons at that point.” She frowned at her tiny trembling self. At her wide eyes reflected in the darkness staring back at tiny Vicar. “I’d seen something right before arriving in Helheim...something horrendous.”

“I won’t hurt you,” tiny Vicar assured, crouching down. Careful not to move any closer and scare her, he smiled. “I promise. Like I told you before, my name’s Vicar, and I’ll protect you.” Quite serious now, he shook his head. “Never hurt you. That’s not what Sigdir dragons do.”

Trinity peered back at him with uncertainty for a few moments before responding.

“You won’t try to wrap me up in angry fire?” she asked shakily. “You won’t enslave me?”

His eyes widened. “Enslave you? Never!” He puffed his tiny chest as much as he could from his crouched position. “I would only ever protect you.”

“I was seriously traumatized by whatever I’d witnessed,” Trinity said softly, shivering.

“I remember,” he murmured, narrowing his eyes. “Because you told me...at some point.”

Tiny Trinity looked around nervously before her gaze returned to him. “How do I know for sure you won’t hurt me, though?”

“I don’t know.” Perplexed, Vicar cocked his head this way and that, thinking about it before his tail perked. “How about this?” He sank to the ground. “I’ll stay right here, and we’ll just talk until you trust me.”

She cocked her head in return. “What are we going to talk about?”

“There’s all sorts of things.” His eyes lit up. “I can tell you all about my Fortress and lair. Oh, and about my family. I have a mom from the future and even have my very own brother, Thorulf. I also have a second brother, Tor.” He shrugged. “Well, Tor’s really my cousin, but he feels like a brother.” He narrowed his eyes, mulling it over. “Then there’s Dagr. He’s a cousin too. .” He nodded once. “He’s nice.”

Trinity shot Vicar a little smile. “You were a talker.”

He chuckled. “So it seems.”

“Do I have a brother or cousin?” tiny Trinity wondered. “And where’s the future?”

“I don’t know if you have a brother or cousin,” Vicar said. “If you haven’t met them yet, just keep an eye on your mom or aunt’s belly. If they swallowed a big rock, you’ll see it there, and pretty soon, it will pop out as a cousin or brother.” He shrugged. “As to the future, it’s way ahead of us.”

“A big rock?” Trinity mouthed at Vicar, chuckling. “That’s right up there with fitting our pieces together.”

“A big rock?” tiny Trinity echoed her larger self. Her eyes rounded on a nearby stone. “That must really hurt to swallow.”

Vicar nodded gravely. “I imagine it does.” 

Trinity looked around curiously, evidently trying to find the future. “And where’s way ahead of us?”

Vicar thought about that with uncertainty. “I think it’s the day after tomorrow or maybe even next week.” He shrugged. “It could even be next month.”

Trinity chuckled again. “You had a cute take on things when you were a baby.”

He was about to respond but stopped as the memory continued, showing them a beginning they had completely forgotten.  

A beginning that revealed another piece of their puzzle.
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Chapter Nineteen
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THE MORE TRINITY and Vicar watched the memory of their tiny dragons getting to know each other, the more they remembered. Almost as if witnessing the memory pulled back a veil. Their dragons had been talking for some time now, and Trinity’s tiny self seemed much more relaxed. 

So relaxed that she finally took a few tentative steps toward Vicar.

“I intend to remain right where I am until you’re comfortable,” Vicar said softly, almost as if he feared interrupting their tiny dragons if he talked any louder. 

It turned out he was right because tiny Vicar never moved until she made it all the way to the edge of the bed a few steps at a time. 

“So this is your lair?” tiny Trinity asked, at last poking her head out from under his bed. “It’s awfully big.” 

“Well, of course.” Vicar moved back, giving her more space. “I’m going to grow into it someday.”

“Really?” Her eyes widened at the cave, then him. “You’ll have to eat an awful lot of rocks.”

Vicar laughed and shook his head. “No, that’s only if I wanted to make baby dragons.” He thought about it. “I’ve never seen males turn rocks into babies, though.”

She shrugged. “Maybe they don’t.”

“Maybe not,” he agreed.

“We had a lot of conversations in this cave,” Vicar realized, baffled. “I didn’t remember any of them until now.”

“Me either.” Trinity shook her head, considering it. “But we were really young.” She eyed her tiny self as she finally came out from under Vicar’s bed. “Both times.”

He nodded slowly, catching what she had just caught. Tiny Trinity hadn’t been born on Earth or Midgard yet, so like Jade, she must have found her way back. When she did, this was where she traveled first. 

“You were completely wiped from my memory.” Vicar pulled her close like he didn’t want her vanishing again. “Because this wasn’t a lair I ever utilized. Or so I thought.”

Yet it was clearly their lair rather than the Alfheim cave.

“Why?” Her brows bunched. “I know you said it didn’t suit you, but there must’ve been a reason.” 

“Honestly?” Vicar shook his head. “I don’t really know. My dragon just wasn’t drawn to it.” He mulled it over. “If anything, my inner beast had an aversion to it.”

“Because of me?” she wondered, gesturing at tiny Vicar showing tiny Trinity around the vast cave. 

“Why would I avoid this place because of you?” he asked.

She felt his affection for her tiny self. How much he had cared about her. 

“I don’t know,” she replied. “I get the feeling we shared wonderful memories in this lair. That I felt safe here.”

“I feel the same.” They followed their tiny dragons as they made their way to the rocky shore at the mouth of the cave. “Do you remember how you traveled here from the future?”

Trinity shook her head. “Not yet.” She kept eyeing her surroundings, baffled that she had forgotten this place. “But this was definitely where I ended up when I came back to visit you.”

“Trinity?” came Maya’s echo-like voice in her mind. “Are you there?”

“I am,” she responded, knowing Vicar could hear as well. “Is everything all right? Is Raven doing okay?” 

“Sort of.” She heard the hesitation in Maya’s internal voice. “She’s just not herself. Her energy’s going from super negative to null and void. You know those strange trances she goes into.”

“Yeah.” Trinity sighed, worried. “Should I come home? Try to help balance her out?”

“God, no,” Maya said. “The best place for you is on your journey so we can finally get these godly wars over. How’s it going anyway?” Hesitation. “I sense something different about you. You’re less...I dunno...held together.”

Memories of Vicar and Trinity when they were younger continued to come and go. Sometimes they raced around or zinged along the water. Other times they sat shoulder to shoulder by the shore, chatting away. Then other moments still, they simply entertained themselves, content in knowing the other was nearby. 

“I seem less held together?” Trinity replied to Maya, chuckling. “That doesn’t sound good.”

“It is, though,” Maya assured. “Like me, you’ve loosened up some. Not sure how else to describe it.”

Trinity could only imagine after what she’d experienced with Vicar.

“So Vicar really is the one,” Maya exclaimed, surprised but in her usual positive vein. “I’m happy for you, sis.”

She would be fooling herself if she denied Vicar and she weren't destined to be mates. They might still be learning about each other, but it was only a matter of time. Their connection was only growing stronger. 

“Thanks, Maya.” Now back to the matter at hand. “Did Raven share why she responded so strongly to Tor?”

“Other than to say he’s the devil incarnate, and she’ll never step foot near him? No,” Maya replied, concerned. “Let’s put it this way. As seen clearly in the weather she manifested, her rage at Tor put what Jade initially felt toward Thorulf to shame.”

Not good because Jade had been beyond furious.

“It must have to do with Revna then.” Who wouldn't have issues with the woman who hooked up with their fated mate? “That’s all that makes sense. I don’t blame her either. Especially if her history with Tor is anything like what the rest of us have experienced with our Vikings. Because they’re obviously destined to be together, right?” 

“You would think,” Vicar said. “If for no other reason than the coincidence nobody seems to be pointing out.”

Trinity tilted her head in question. “What’s that?”

“Revna means Raven in Norse.”

“No way, that’s,” Maya began, but her voice faded away before she had a chance to finish her sentence.

“Seriously?” Trinity arched her brows. “That’s a pretty big connection.” She frowned. “Far too coincidental.”

“I always thought so.” He shrugged. “I mentioned it too, but Tor dismissed it.” 

“Dismissed it like it didn’t matter? Or, because he had no intention of ending things with Revna?”

“Likely the latter.” He sighed as the latest memory of their little dragons faded. “Can you blame him?” He reeled her close and cupped the back of her neck beneath her hair. “I would feel the same if I found the kind of love he has with Revna. The kind of love you and I share.”

She stilled at him using that word so freely. It seemed like too much too soon while at the same time perfectly natural.

“Because it is.” He rubbed the pad of his thumb back and forth ever-so-gently on her neck, sending delicious shivers through her. “I loved you, Trinity. Deeply.” While understandable hesitation flickered in his eyes, it didn’t last long. “I think I still do.”

“I’ve never loved a man,” she said softly. “Or I never thought I did, anyway.” She searched his eyes, recalling how many times she’d done that over the years. How much comfort and solace she had found in them. Exhilaration and excitement. He was home. The home she’d forgotten to remember. “I think I might love you too...I think...”

She trailed off because she wasn’t sure how to phrase everything she felt. There was too much. So many emotions. But one thing was certain. Something she felt soul deep.

“I never had to balance you out.” She shook her head. “I never needed to fix you.”

“Something that’s become your life mission with other men,” he murmured, still doing that thing with his thumb that drove her to distraction. That was slowly but surely making her body come alive again. Or more alive than it already was around him. 

“Why do you think that is?” he prompted, wondering about the men before him. Or, technically speaking, those after him. “While balancing your sisters was second nature, you didn’t do the same for men, no? You didn’t balance their energy. You simply felt the need to fix them?”

“Yeah.” She gave his question some thought. “Honestly, I’m not sure why either. I just...” What? When had it begun? “I guess from the beginning, I sought out guys who were struggling. The boy next door whose parents were divorcing. The guy whose previous girlfriend had treated him like crap.” She narrowed her eyes, sensing something in it now that she couldn’t quite pin down. “It was important to me to help them. To make them better. Almost like...”

When she trailed off, unsure why she suddenly felt this way, he urged her to go on.

“I felt like I owed them, I guess.” She pressed her lips together, emotional. “Like it was my fault they were that way.”

His brows pulled together. “Why would it be your fault?”

“I don’t know.” More aware of his masculine scent by the moment, by the heat of his strong body, she gestured between them. “Though I never wanted to fix you when we were younger, the moment I felt you needed help now, I wanted to be there for you. Wanted to reach across time and make things right.”

Make what things right? It was related to his multiple personalities somehow. She was sure of it. 

“What do you remember about that?” Clearly picking up on arousal she couldn’t control, he reeled her even closer. Let her feel the hard ridge straining against his leather pants. “You claim you didn’t do it, but you did. You brought my Sigdir side to the surface effortlessly despite over a thousand years between us.” 

“No doubt because of our connection.” Emotions kept rolling through her that she didn’t understand. Ones that threatened to overwhelm her. “I have no recollection of doing it, though. I’ve had strange dreams. Ones I’m sure had to do with you. But I don’t remember talking to you through Jade or Maya.” She wiped away an unexpected tear. “I feel now like I wanted to. Had to. That I owed it to you.” She cleared her throat when it thickened. “I think I felt like I couldn’t imagine not helping you. That...”

When she broke off, too emotional to keep going, he wrapped his arms around her and held her while she wept. Not because of her need to fix him but because of the intense connection between them. The overwhelming emotions. How had she forgotten how much she’d cared about him? How much she actually loved him? Loved him from the moment he coaxed her out from underneath his bed. From the second he made her feel safe when she knew, without question, she’d been subjected to pure hell before being born. 

“We’ll figure this out,” he said gently, stroking her hair, so very opposite of the Vicar everyone had come to know. “I promise you we will.”

She nodded, grateful to be in his arms. To know he didn’t hate her when he should. To have his support. 

“Why would I hate you?” he rumbled. “You did nothing—”

“But I think I did,” she whispered, startled by her vague thoughts. She met his eyes. “I feel like I hurt you a great deal. Like I need your forgiveness.”

“But you don’t.” He shook his head. “Because no matter what happened, no matter what we forgot, remember that Violence was likely at the heart of it. Violence who made you do whatever you did.”

“Or,” she reminded him, “my Múspellsheimr side.”

A Múspellsheimr side that seemed non-existent when she was a baby dragon but had clearly progressed as time went on.

“That’s what we focus on first, then. Who you were before Múspellsheimr started influencing you so much.” Vicar brushed his lips across hers. “And we do it by continuing to remember.” He led her to a fire he manifested by the shore and sat her beside a small table with roasted meat and a glass of chilled white wine. “Sit, eat, and wait. Because I’m certain if we do, more memories will manifest. More answers will reveal themselves.”

She nodded, grateful he wasn’t angry because she felt like he should be. That she had done something that bad. Something she both wished and dreaded remembering based on how horrible she felt. 

An emotion echoed in what appeared next.
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Chapter Twenty
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RATHER THAN SIT right away to eat with Trinity, Vicar rested his hands on her shoulders when the next memory manifested. She had clearly been born at this point but was still relatively small. 

“I’ll catch you fish,” his little dragon assured when little Trinity pouted. “I always do.”

“I know.” She tapped an impatient talon. “But maybe it’s time I caught my own.” She smiled sweetly at Vicar, which was natural for her, before her gaze changed. “Maybe it’s time I take care of myself more when I’m here instead of depending on you so much.”

“While that sounds like a perfectly logical thing to suggest,” Trinity murmured, “I get the sense it’s not quite natural...” The corners of her mouth tugged down. “I’m not quite natural.”

Something that little Vicar picked up on as well.  

“Why are you acting so different?” He cocked his head. “I told you that you could hunt anytime you like, it’s the way of our people, yet you act like I hold you back.” He cocked his head the other way. “You know I would never hold you back, right?”

“You say that.” She padded toward the shore, eyeing the water for jumping fish. “But I’m not so sure you really mean it.” 

“Of course I mean it.” Vicar frowned and followed her. “Why wouldn’t I?” He stopped beside her and peered from the sea to her. “I’m ready to teach you now if...”

He trailed off when she shot him a flippant look, took off, and snagged a fish out of the water with expertise before the memory faded.

“It was my Múspellsheimr side surfacing for the first time,” Trinity said softly. “That’s why your younger self was so confused. He sensed something different stirring in me.” She looked at him over her shoulder as the memory faded. “I was infected with it before you.” She shook her head. “Because I didn’t sense any difference at all in your dragon, did you?”

“No.” Confident Trinity was all right now, that her emotions no longer overwhelmed her, he sat beside her and sipped the ale he’d manifested for himself. “I was all Sigdir.” He frowned, perplexed. “Interestingly enough, my kin and I never really looked at that. We never paid attention to when I started acting like my other half.”

“So they didn’t sense your Múspellsheimr side in you from the get-go?” she asked. “Your parents didn’t sense it when you were born?”

“No.” He shook his head. “They knew who my soul had been in my previous life but thought nothing of it until I started acting differently.” 

“So they assumed it just surfaced out of the blue.” She sipped her wine. “Because things like that can happen.”

“Ja.” He nodded. “In fact, a personality from a previous life surfacing is probably one of the least bizarre things that have happened to us Sigdirs over the years.”

Trinity offered him a small smile. “Somehow, I believe that.” Yet, she sensed more to it. “Do you think I influenced you somehow?” She pondered the possibilities. “That by affiliation, your past life started seeping through? And if that’s the case, why isn't your Múspellsheimr side not more like your previous soul? Because I highly doubt he slept with slews of women at once, never mind chained them to a wall.” She shook her head. “Hard to imagine when he did nothing but advocate for women’s rights Múspellsheimr style.”

“No, he wasn’t like my current inner Múspellsheimr.” He offered a small smile, too, understanding twenty-first-century dialect well enough to appreciate what she was saying. “I’ve heard the tale of my previous incarnate, and he was exceptional. Never cruel.” He shook his head. “Never a usurper who would have...”

He hesitated, caught off guard by how clearly his Múspellsheimr side’s motives of late suddenly came through. Motives his other half had done well keeping from him.

“Would have what, Vicar?” Trinity asked when he didn't go on.

“Torc and my Múspellsheimr side,” he murmured, feeling out his other half’s intentions. “They’re planning something.” He frowned at Loki’s Dagger. “They intend to rally dragons to fight sooner than we’re able to harness the power of the Forge.”

Trinity’s hand went protectively to the dagger sheathed at her waist. Her eyes grew wary. “Are you sure?”

“Ja.” He nodded, unsettled. “That’s the sole reason I...he, went to the twenty-first century. Yes, to confront the woman who thought to control him but to get that too.”

“To serve what purpose?”

“None really,” he realized. “Other than that it might offer them more power in battle. Perhaps not as much as the Forge but enough.” He shook his head again. “You were of little consequence. A mild curiosity...at least at first.”

“Right,” she said. “Until he realized I could be used to his advantage.”

He nodded, unsure what to say. His other half’s actions were so different than how his Sigdir side would act. 

“I’m sorry,” he said softly. “I don’t feel how he feels.”

“Any more than I feel how my other half feels.” Trinity looked at him with understanding. “I’m just glad we’re starting to see your other side’s intentions more clearly. Now we just need to understand mine. Sure, we know she wants to be in charge, but why did she start surfacing to begin with? Was there motive in it?” She fiddled with her food rather than eat it. “Because I get the distinct impression she was more familiar with the enemy than I’d like.”

A surge of anger and jealousy blew through him when he realized she might be right. “My other half knew it too.” He narrowed his eyes. “He didn’t just see Violence as mere competition but more.” His dragon eyes flared. “He wants vengeance.”

Her brows shot up. “For what?”

“I don’t know.” Frustrated, he downed more ale. “But it clearly has to do with you.” His vision turned red as more came through. As he was able to look deeper into his other half. Begin to see beyond the mental blocks he had put in place. “I think it might be at the root of his eagerness to fight the Celtic gods.”

“That would make sense.” She visibly shivered, tying everything together that they had learned thus far. “So before I made it here, there’s a good possibility I passed through both Alfheim and Múspellsheimr where I feared being enslaved in angry fire. Then, not long after being born, my Múspellsheimr personality started to kick in. Now Violence wants me, my other half wants him, and your other half is out for revenge.” Her brows pulled together. “While I get Violence being drawn to my Múspellsheimr side and vice versa, when and where did we first connect?” She shook her head. “And how can my other half be so drawn to a god that seems to be made more of violent energy than of flesh and blood?”

“At least what we’ve seen of him so far.” He scowled, sure there was more to Violence than met the eye. “Remember his brother, Evil, in particular, presented himself as a dragon to Thorulf and Jade when he’s no such thing in reality.”

“True.” Trinity took several sips of wine, clearly trying to come to grips with things. “So, Violence could have approached me as a dragon.”

“Or a human.” He shrugged. “Whatever would have appealed to your other half at the time.”

“So essentially,” she said softly, upset, “where Thorulf and Jade speculated that they had cheated on each other with Evil, I actually did with Violence. Or so says all the evidence.” 

“Whether you did or didn’t,” he tried to rein in his anger at Violence, “it was your Múspellsheimr side at fault.” He shook his head. “Not the real you. This you.”

“But she’s part of the real me,” she reminded. “So I’m not entirely blameless.”

“Any more than I.” He hated to point it out, but how upset could he be with her considering his own actions? “As you well know, my Múspellsheimr side hasn’t been faithful to you, either, Trinity. He’s been anything but.” He sighed. “I’ve been anything but.”

“Because you didn’t remember me.” She sighed as well. “At the end of the day, our situations aren’t all that different from Jade and Thorulf’s. We were just easier targets because of our Múspellsheimr personalities.” 

He knew she was right, but that didn’t make it any easier. The truth was, he wanted revenge on Violence as much as his other half did.

“How to do that, though?” Trinity wondered, following his thoughts. “Because I want revenge too. Revenge on something I’m sure came between us.” Finding an appetite with her need for payback, she took a bite of meat. “How do we take out a god like Violence?”

“I don’t know.” In no mood for food, he took another sip. “But chances are we’ll know soon enough just like those before us.”

“Right.” She took another bite. “Which means waiting for our memories to reveal themselves.” Her gaze swept over the lair. “We won’t see everything we need to here, though. I’m certain of it.”

He followed her meaning. “You’re still determined to travel to Mt. Galdhøpiggen’s underbelly. To seek out residual Múspellsheimr magic.”

“If that’s the only place here influenced by Múspellsheimr, then yes.” Seemingly sensing something, she paused with another bite halfway to her mouth. “Is there another Alfheim cave between here and there? Or is the one I arrived at the only one?” 

“There is, but it’s considerably smaller.” He hesitated, wondering just how much he should share, only to realize she would know soon enough if not already by following his thoughts. “And while not influenced by Múspellsheimr magic, there is a Múspellsheimr chamber here at the Keep.”

“Seriously?” Her eyes widened. “Isn’t that a little risky?”

“Believe it or not, it's less risky than having Alfheim caves anywhere near dragonkind,” he said. “Even though Múspellsheimr dragons fled their homeworld and Ancients were born here on Midgard, both still enjoy visiting the Múspellsheimr chamber for its environment.”

“I don’t know.” She flinched. “From what snippets I can remember of Múspellsheimr, it was awful. As close to Christianity’s version of hell that you’re ever going to get.”

“Even so,” he relented, “it’s a place that puts many dragons at ease. Gives them a sense of their homeland without the endless violence and repression.”

“And there’s that word again.” No longer interested in food, Trinity set aside her last bite. “Violence.” She took a sip of wine, contemplating their enemy. “It makes perfect sense that Violence, assuming he entered this world as easily as his brother, would lock onto me after my brush with Múspellsheimr, but Alfheim was first. A world that would have repelled him, right?”

He nodded. “You would think.”

“So, what? He tracked me leaving Ireland after Leviathan and Destiny Forged in Fire and waited patiently for me to emerge from Alfheim? Then, miraculously, I shot through Múspellsheimr, making me his perfect target?” Her brows furrowed again. “That seems off somehow, doesn’t it?”

“I imagine it all depends on what happened to you in Ireland,” he replied. “We should discover much from that.”

“You’re right.” She reflected on Jade’s journey. “My sister learned what happened to her in a dream.” Her gaze flickered to his bed. Their bed. Because it had once been such. Not for intimacy, of course. They never got that far. But for affection, to be sure. “Maybe that’s the key for me too?” 

“It very well could be.” Not to mention the perfect way to get back to more pleasurable things. That in mind, he wasted no time playing games but scooped her up and headed for the bed. “Best we find out right away, ja?”

“Best,” she agreed, just as eager as him. “Never know what we'll discover.”

He had a good idea and longed to feel it again. From the way she welcomed him into her willing body to the look on her beautiful face when she peaked. This time he would take her even farther. Show her even more.

Or so he thought.
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Chapter Twenty-One
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WHILE TRINITY KNEW she and Vicar played with fire when he laid her on the bed, she couldn’t seem to see reason any more than he could. Not when they could feel the way they did earlier again. When they had so much time to make up for. Because they did. So many sensual experiences that should have been theirs.

She could tell by the desire in his eyes that he was determined to make this time more romantic and loving. Determined to remind her there was a side to him that had no intentions of using and setting her aside. She felt it in the deep kiss he gave her. In the way, he didn’t dig his hand into her hair roughly but gently.  

This time their Múspellsheimr sides would be left out altogether. 

It would only be them.

Or so she thought until a familiar voice interrupted them. 

“While I applaud your zest,” Loki said, manifesting out of the fire, “and would love to watch if not participate, best you two learn a bit more before overindulging again.”

“We are learning more,” Vicar ground out, scowling at the god. “More about what things should have been like before Violence meddled in our lives.”

“You mean before Trinity’s Múspellsheimr side surfaced,” Loki corrected, pulling a horn of ale out of thin air. “Because I’m fairly certain that’s what meddled in your lives first.”

“Whether it was or wasn’t,” Vicar mumbled, obviously loathe to shift away from her, “merely touching Trinity won’t surface our other halves that quickly.”

“Seen so clearly when you merely touched before,” Loki replied dryly, manifesting a horn of ale in Vicar’s hand and a horn of wine in Trinity’s, forcing her to sit up. “We all know touching leads to far more enjoyable things.” The god eyed her pebbled nipples straining against her tunic with remorse, unhappy he had to break up a good time. One in which he had undoubtedly hoped to participate. “Far, far more enjoyable things.”

“So, is that how it’s going to be for us?” Vicar groused. “Trinity and I can’t touch until Violence is defeated?” He frowned at Loki. “Because if I remember correctly, intimacy moves things along. Helps everyone remember.”

“Usually.” Loki shrugged. “All I know is you’re not close enough yet to risk Trinity’s other half going to Violence.” He gave her a cunning look. “Though in my opinion, it would be just the thing to do. Bring us right to the beast or the other way around.” When Vicar scowled at him with disapproval, he waved it off and rolled his eyes. “Maybe you don’t agree, but your other half would see the wisdom in it.”

“Because my other half thinks Trinity is disposable,” Vicar reminded. “He thinks...”

When he trailed off, she knew he had just come to the same realization as her.

“No, he doesn’t,” she murmured, surprised by how firmly she felt that. By how fooled they had been by his other side. “He’s angry and might make us think he only wants me for sex and to show his followers he’s conquered me. Might even make us think he wants to dispose of my Múspellsheimr half.” She shook her head. “But the level of vengefulness he feels toward Violence is more than just wounded pride.”

Vicar nodded slowly. “It is.” Clearly sensing his other half’s emotions, he white-knuckled his horn. “He had to have cared deeply to feel that kind of hate.”

“Hate we need to get to the bottom of,” came another voice before a stunning woman with jet-black hair and wisps of smoke curling over her skin sauntered in. She offered Loki a sultry look that bordered on teasing before she dismissed him and looked Trinity’s way with curiosity. “So I finally meet the woman determined to tame our ferocious Vicar.” 

Even if she hadn’t seen Revna in her sisters’ minds, there was no mistaking the head seer with her mesmerizing yet daunting fire demon attributes. 

“And I finally meet the woman in love with my sister’s fated mate,” Trinity returned, not frightened by Revna like some might be. If anything, she felt a certain affinity. Likely because they both had a half influenced by Múspellsheimr.

“In love?” A womanly smile curled Revna’s mouth. “Perhaps.” She shrugged a slender shoulder. “Perhaps not.”

“In love with a dragon?” Loki visually licked Revna from head to toe with the way he looked her over. “When you could have a god like me?”

“I have no need for a god like you.” She might not have spared him a glance, but the way she sauntered over to Trinity was most certainly for Loki’s benefit. “I do, however, have a need to understand this particular sister better.” She stopped in front of Trinity and tilted her head this way and that as if studying her. “You do have a conflicted spirit, don’t you, she of three dragons? The perfect trinity of worlds.”

A strange sensation rolled through her at that. “As far as I know, I’m only one dragon.”

“And you are.” Revna cupped her cheeks and looked deeply into Trinity’s eyes. “One dragon strongly subjected to three worlds. One dragon fighting to maintain balance.”

Though she had passed through Helheim, too, she wasn’t there long enough for it to matter. Long enough to be one of the worlds that influenced her.

“It’s never felt like a fight,” she murmured. Was the seer hypnotizing her? “It came naturally...helped others.”

“But a fight regardless,” Revna said so softly she barely caught it. “One you must get to the bottom of.”

“I couldn’t agree more,” came a third voice. “And to do that, she must witness Múspellsheimr.”

There could be no doubting the identity of the tall, muscular blonde who appeared with a hammer strapped to his back. Not just because of his overwhelming presence but because she actually knew him. Perhaps not as well as Jade, but well enough.

“Thor,” she exclaimed, humbled. “I...” Missed him? Forgot how much she respected him? Best to stick with the obvious because it made perfect sense now. “You held onto our stone for us all these years.”

“I did.” He took her by the shoulders when Revna backed away and looked at her fondly. “You have done well since you left here, Trinity.” He nodded once with approval. “Done well taking care of your sisters.”

“My brother-in-arms,” Loki murmured. “Forever surprising me with how involved you were with my Forge.”

“Someone needed to be.” Though Thor spoke to Loki, his gaze remained on her face. “For your female dragons were put at much risk before they were ever even born. Much risk because you acted so rashly.”

“Rashly?” Loki snorted. “Has this war not been strengthened by what I did? Will we not win because of such?”

“Maybe.” Thor squeezed her shoulders and stepped away. “Maybe not.”

“How do we know each other?” she asked Thor, still reeling that she knew the God of Thunder. The guy from Norse mythology who wasn’t supposed to actually exist. “How did you end up with our stone?”

“You know me because you sought me out when you were little.” Thor gestured at the shore, where another memory manifested. This time without little Vicar present. “You sought me out because you were scared of losing Vicar.”

Her dragon was around the age she'd been when she wanted to become the figurehead on Vicar's ship.  

“I’m so sad,” she murmured when her dragon’s emotions washed over her. “And confused.”

Little Trinity sat on the shore, roared at the incoming storm, then lowered her head in worship. “Please help me, Thor,” she prayed. “Please tell me how to make this stop before I lose Vicar.”

Nothing happened but rumbling thunder in the distance, so she shifted to her human form, fell to her knees, and prayed in Norse.

“I know Norse,” Trinity whispered, startled. She glanced from Vicar to her younger self. “You taught me your language.”

“Ja,” he murmured, remembering along with her. “The more outgoing and different you became, the more important it seemed.”

“In case I found myself in a difficult position,” she realized, recalling as well. He’d spent long hours teaching her. 

“Which you did on more than one occasion,” Thor said. “Enough so that I knew you needed my help every bit as much as Jade did.” 

“But not at the beginning, right?” She looked at him. “You weren’t there in Ireland for me, were you?”

“No.” He shook his head. “Though I wish I were, I was not summoned by Adlin MacLomain, so I didn’t come.”

She wasn’t sure what to make of that. Adlin was an infamous time-traveling wizard who did everything in his power to keep not only his Scottish kin safe but their Viking ancestors, the Sigdirs. So coming to Jade’s aid made sense. Why not Trinity’s, though? Something she asked Thor, but he had no answer for.

“I can only assume you never stepped foot in Ireland, so you were beyond Adlin's reach.” He gestured at her younger self saying Norse prayers to the God of Thunder. “You were touched by two Norse worlds before being born, Trinity. Two of such varying degrees, such polar opposites, that I imagine Adlin couldn’t help you even at his strongest.” 

“You’re coming,” she whispered in awe, drawn to the scene unfolding. Lightning splintered across the sky, and black-bellied clouds rolled low over a frothing ocean. “You’re actually listening to my prayers.”

“Of course I am.” Thor rested a comforting hand on her shoulder. “That’s what gods do. That’s where we gain our strength and in return help those who worship us.” He shook his head and sighed. “It’s when mankind stops believing in us that we become irrelevant. We still exist in our world, but we can no longer help you. No longer be there for you.”

“That’s sort of sad,” she murmured, thinking about all the various religions over the millenniums. How many thousands of gods had become irrelevant when no one believed in them anymore. She supposed the only comfort in it was that they still existed somewhere. They still went on.

“And they do,” Thor assured, obviously following her thoughts. “We do.” He gestured at the sky. “For we Norse gods have eight more worlds beyond Midgard. Worlds that still believe in us. As does your Earth have galaxy upon galaxy where gods of old still flourish.” 

That was a lot to take in. “What of our one God then?”

“What of him?” Thor replied kindly enough. “Other than to say he’s done well for himself.” He again nodded once with approval, seemingly undisturbed that God had made gods of his era null and void. But then Thor was one of the good guys when he wasn’t striking down the wicked with lightning. “His following is vast and impressive.”

Oh, but for the conversations one never thought they would have.

Loki crossed his arms over his chest, muttered something about Norse gods being stronger than ever depending where you were in time, and shook his head at the scene unfolding. Lightning had just splintered down feet from young Trinity, leaving Thor in its wake. “I still can’t believe you kept all this from me, Thor.”

All this being Thor’s obvious part in helping Loki’s Forge along. 

Which meant he had to know even more. He had ended up with their stone, so he must know why Trinity and Vicar went their separate ways. She was about to ask him but was drawn back into what was unfolding in front of them. The certainty she had felt at the time. “I knew you’d come, Thor,” she said softly, glad when Vicar remained close, a solid wall of support. “I knew you’d help me.”

“But I didn’t.” Thor shook his head. “Not to the extent you were ultimately helped.”

“Thor,” young Trinity said reverently, coming to her feet. Unlike how her sister, Jade, had greeted him for the first time, she was much more serious. Then again, she was a different sort than her sister. Not just that, but her situation was becoming more and more dire. “Please tell me what to do. How to stop becoming someone else.” Her eyes welled. “I don’t want to be cruel to Vicar anymore.” She blinked away her tears and stood up straighter, determined to be strong. “He’s my best friend, and I don’t want to lose him, so please, grant me your wisdom.” 

Lightning splintered off Thor and danced around Trinity as he considered her plight. Low, easy thunder rumbled deep in the cave. “I see no way to stop this other side as time goes on,” he finally said gravely. “I do see a way for you to remain relatively well when you’re with Vicar, though.”

“How?” she asked.

“How, indeed,” Revna murmured, seeing the answer before the rest of them. “For there is only one way to do that.” Her eyes seemed a little different when they drifted to Trinity. “A way that was much closer than you ever realized.”
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Chapter Twenty-Two
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“SEEK OUT RAVEN?” Trinity frowned at the memory of her younger self fading. She had just asked Thor to help her not drive Vicar away. “She could help me stay with Vicar?”

Though she looked Thor’s way, both he and Loki had vanished in a flash when a loud whooshing sounded overhead.

“Violence is more riled up than ever.” Fire flared in Revna’s eyes, and flames rather than smoke curled over her skin. She looked at Vicar in warning. “I will assist the others in keeping Violence away from Trinity. Meanwhile, you two must make haste. Go with Thorulf and Jade to the Múspellsheimr chamber. From there, they’ll take you to the smaller Alfheim cave.”  

Neither of them had a chance to question her before she chanted and vanished in a wisp of smoke. 

“The Múspellsheimr chamber?” Trinity frowned at him. “Is that really such a good idea? Won’t it prompt our other sides to resurface?” Her eyes narrowed at where the memory had just been. “And Thor told me to seek out Raven to help? Raven, who supposedly helped me turn into a ghost and travel back in time to see you? Turned me into something that wouldn't allow my Múspellsheimr side through as much when I was with you? Because she clearly came through a little.”

“Evidently.” While Vicar would much rather pick up where they’d left off in bed, he sensed Violence's ever-growing intensity. His rabid need to get to Trinity. So he pulled her after him. “As much as I’d rather stay here, we should heed the gods. Danger gets closer by the moment.”

“Danger that’s putting all your people at risk.” 

He felt her shame that she had only just realized that.

“Vicar, I should have never come here. I’m so sorry I didn’t realize—”

“You should have come here and nowhere else,” he said before she could finish. “Even if it wasn’t the right path on our journey, which it was, I would have you nowhere but by my side.” He opened the door to the Keep’s hallway once they made their way through the main cave of the Sigdir Lair, then looked at her dead-serious. “Only ever by my side now, Trinity.”

When their gazes lingered, he knew she understood how deeply he felt. How, in some strange way, both his personalities were connecting with her. Merging in a deeper and deeper need for her, the more they remembered. 

“Why is that?” she whispered because she couldn’t quite find her voice. Not with the emotions he felt rushing through her. Love, hate, anger, defiance. Too many to count. “Why does it seem like everything’s dwindling down to something singular...yet still separate?” 

“Because it probably is, sis,” Jade said. She and Thorulf rushed by, urging them to follow. “Loki says we need to hit the dark stuff, so let’s get this done.”

“Why are you guys coming with us?” Trinity asked, in pursuit. “Shouldn’t you be here protecting the Keep?”

“We’re coming because we’ve got the best shot at getting you to the next Alfheim cave.” Jade winked over her shoulder. “Thanks to good ole Celtic magic.” Her brows flew up. She shook her head. “Pretty damn telling that you two shouldn’t step foot outside if you can help it.” She looked skyward. “Then again, Violence is one mean sonofabitch. He's just as negative as his brother, Evil, but he’s got a shit-ton more energy.” She made an explosive gesture over her head. “It’s going off everywhere. Fireworks times a thousand.”

“All the more reason you should stay,” Trinity argued.

“You would think.” Jade shook her head. “But Loki and Thor say they’ve got this for now. You two moving forward is the only way to defeat this thing.” She frowned. “Besides, there’s no way I’m letting you go anywhere without me.”

“So no mention of Violence’s mother, Goddess Carman?” Vicar asked. “Or Mórrígan?”

After all, Mórrígan, to the best of their knowledge, was their biggest enemy.

“Thor and Loki assume that, as it was with her son Darkness, Carmen held the door open long enough to get her offspring through or,” Thorulf shot Vicar a warning look, “Violence, like Evil did Jade, locked onto Trinity somehow and slithered his way through much earlier.” 

“Either way,” Jade looked at Trinity with concern when they stopped at the Múspellsheimr chamber door, “we’ve no choice but to go forward.” She glanced from the door to Trinity. “Are you ready? You got this? Because I’ll,” she gestured at the men and corrected herself, “all three of us will be by your side every step of the way.”

“Yes, I’ve got this,” Trinity murmured softly, her gaze a little different as she stared at the door. “I...need this somehow.”

Though Vicar didn’t like the sound of that, her inner dragon still seemed aligned with his. Her Múspellsheimr side wasn’t surfacing yet. 

“Because it’s not genuine Múspellsheimr magic,” Trinity said, following his thoughts. “But it’ll take me close.” Her eyes met his. “Us close.” She nodded once. “Close enough to pull back the veil more.”

“Then we move forward.” He slipped his hand into hers, glad the Alfheim stone was firmly in her pocket. “And we’ll see what it has to show us.”

While he wished Thor could have brought a larger Alfheim stone, he now understood that her little stone, their stone, was always going to be their best shot at protection. It was too much a part of them and their memories, the love they’d shared, to be anything else. He could only be glad Thor had held onto it. How he’d ended up with it had yet to be answered.

“Have you seen inside this chamber, Jade?” Trinity asked.

“No.” Jade shook her head. “Until you arrived, I had no idea Leviathan’s Keep was capable of all this. It wasn’t part of my journey back to Thorulf.” 

Trinity inhaled deeply and nodded before she gestured at the door. “All right then.” She looked at Vicar. “Let’s do this.”

His Múspellsheimr self had been to this chamber countless times, so he knew what to expect. Trinity, however, had no idea. Or should he say this version of her because her much younger self obviously did. So said the way her eyes rounded when Jade opened the door, and her hand shook in his. 

“Oh my God,” she whispered hoarsely, swallowing hard as she stepped inside and took it all in. From the pitch-black sky to the sizzling rivers of lava. Everything was aflame, from the trees to the mountains to the fire pouring out of dragons crashing into each other overhead. The cloying air smelled of soot, smoke, blood, and decay. There was nothing sweet in this world. Only sinister and at war.  

“You all right, sis?” Jade looked at Trinity with concern. “You’ve gone white as a ghost.”

“I know this place,” Trinity managed, leaning against Vicar when he kept her close. Though she trembled much like her little dragon had under his bed, she didn’t shy away but kept looking. “I’ve definitely been here before. Or should I say been to the world it represents.” She trembled more by the moment as she looked up. Her voice dropped to a shaky whisper. “I thought it was a nightmare,” she shook her head, “had to be a nightmare...but it wasn’t.”

“Remember, this isn’t real.” Vicar kept his tone gentle. “This is but a chamber made of Leviathan’s magic. Nothing here will hurt you.”

Trinity nodded and shook her head at once. Despite him keeping her close, her hand rested on the hilt of Loki’s Dagger as though she sensed something right around the corner. As if she expected something to attack. And who could blame her after what her tiny dragon had claimed happened?

Something that manifested moments later when Trinity finally managed to take a step further into the chamber.

She put a hand over her mouth, and Vicar tensed when her tiny dragon fell out of nowhere, like a tumbleweed caught in fiery flames. Terrified, flailing, her wail of horror made his chest clench. 

“Oh, hell, no,” Jade ground out, pulling her weapon free, set to slay whoever went near her sister even though it was only a memory. It seemed she might have even sensed what was coming because moments later, a massive male dragon swooped down like a hawk after its prey.

“I’m transparent but only because this is a memory,” Trinity noted. Her voice might have been as shaky as the rest of her, but she was paying attention. Remembering what she needed to. “I was solid when I arrived here. Solid enough to attract attention. Which means I was born somewhere else first.” She breathed a sigh of relief and nodded once, glad for the confirmation. “It had to have been Alfheim.”

“While that’s good,” Jade conceded, rushing forward like the rest of them when tiny Trinity got caught in a fiery gust of wind and tumbled along, still wailing in fear, “does it matter considering you ended up here? More than that, wouldn't it have put a target on your back?” 

Trinity eyed the dragons zooming toward her tiny self as closely as Vicar did. If he didn’t know Trinity needed him by his side, he’d have already shifted and protected her other self the best he could, despite it being a memory. 

“Wouldn’t being born on Alfheim have made you more vulnerable here, Trinity?” Jade went on. “Because you’re about to be—”

That’s all she got out before an especially vicious male snatched tiny Trinity up in his talons and took off. 

“I remember that,” Trinity croaked. “I remember the horror I felt. The utter helplessness.” She looked at Vicar. “That’s the dragon who tried to enslave me in fire until I was old enough to breed for him. Jade's right. I was considered a prize to be abused more than most because I was born in Alfheim, a world hated by Múspellsheimr dragons.”

Vicar tried to fight it, he really did, but his Múspellsheimr side had gone livid and screamed to the surface, pushing his Sigdir half down before he had a chance to stop it.

“I’ll kill it,” he ground out.

Fully Múspellsheimr now, he shifted and launched into the air. He’d find a way to reach into the memory and tear the other dragon’s head off.

“Vicar,” Trinity cried, but he ignored her. This wasn’t the time to coddle her but to begin reaping vengeance on all that had stolen her away. From the dragon who just took her to Violence, who took advantage of her Múspellsheimr half. Because he had. Bit by bit, year after year, he had whittled her into someone else. 

“He did it by possession in the beginning,” he said into her mind because she needed to remember too. “He took over fellow dragons and prompted your Múspellsheimr side to be more ruthless. Less like it was originally.”

“Then it wasn’t that bad at first?” she asked.

He was pleasantly surprised to see her fly up alongside him. Or, more specifically, this version of her. Because he still wanted to put her other self in her place. Not to the degree that he'd wanted to before but in her place regardless. She had tried to usurp him, after all.

“My other self,” she murmured, catching his thoughts which in turn affected her thoughts. Ones that started to morph. Change. As though him just thinking about her other side dragged it to the surface.

“Oh, no,” Jade warned. She and Thorulf had shifted and were right behind them. “Her other side is surfacing. I thought that wasn’t supposed to happen here?”

“Yet it has.” Trinity, fully Múspellsheimr now, swooped down after her tiny self. “So deal with it.”

While the tone of her inner voice was most certainly her Múspellsheimr half, it didn’t rile Vicar up as much as it had before. He didn’t even have the overwhelming need to put her in her place that he'd had moments before.

“Why do you suppose that is?” Thorulf asked him privately. 

“It doesn’t matter.” 

But it did. He was recalling just how much he’d cared for Trinity right along with his other half. Remembering a time when their two Múspellsheimr sides had gotten along much better. They hadn’t wanted to slice each other’s throats. Why was that, though? When precisely had this side, who he was now, first emerged? He supposed they would find out at some point.  

When tiny Trinity released another wail of fear through the waterfall of fire her captor had just flown through, he shot after them only to witness another enlightening memory on the other side.
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Twenty-Three
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TRINITY WAS SURPRISED by the change she felt in this version of Vicar. The change she felt in herself, for that matter. He was still teeming with internal ruthlessness and the need to battle, but his desire to toy with her and put her in her place had lessened some. While she wasn’t about to tell him as much, it had for her too.

Her need to destroy another, however, was stronger than ever when she shot through the fiery waterfall in the Keep’s Múspellsheimr chamber and remembered how terrorized she’d been. The Múspellsheimr dragon that had snagged her up had dropped her into a sooty talon gash in the rock and imprisoned her with a transparent wall of fire over the top.

“Bastard,” she ground out, wishing this were real. That she could slam her spiked tail right into his throat. “He has no intention of ever letting me go.”

She would remain in this cave all her days, breeding his offspring. Being his grand prize until she had outlived her usefulness. 

“Holy hell,” Jade exclaimed when she and Thorulf joined them as well. “How did you ever get out of here, sis?” 

Jade looked as furious as Trinity felt. Meanwhile, Vicar tried to snap his teeth around the male dragon’s throat. Naturally, he merely passed through it, but she understood he had to try. It enraged him to a point he wouldn’t normally want her to sense, never mind see. 

“Good question,” she said in response to Jade’s inquiry. How had she gotten out of here? Because a full-grown Múspellsheimr dragon couldn’t push past that fire, let alone one so tiny.

Or so they thought.

Beyond enraged now, Vicar roared fire at the male dragon so robustly the ground shook, and tiny Jade’s eyes went wide.

“I sense you,” Trinity said, baffled. She lowered her head closer to her tiny self. “Somehow, even though this is a memory, I sense you.”

“And I sense you,” Vicar replied, going still. “I was in the Realm and had just blown fire for the first time when I sensed your fear. Your plea for help.” 

“How is that possible?” Thorulf wondered. “Unless your Múspellsheimr half had begun emerging far sooner than we thought.”

“Or his Múspellsheimr side connected with me because I was in Múspellsheimr and part of a Forge that would someday affect us,” Trinity theorized, curious why she wasn’t put off by that when she would have been hours before. Back when she fully intended to rip out his throat after she usurped him. 

“Either way,” Trinity went on, “sensing Vicar gave me unexpected strength and courage.” She looked at him with surprise that he might have been at the root of her better half. “Connecting with you sparked my inner Múspellsheimr. Me. Who I am right now. A dragon who might have been born in Alfheim but was just as affected by Múspellsheimr because I had passed through it.”

“Making you both an Alfheim and Múspellsheimr dragon before you were ever born,” Jade concluded. “Just like Thor said.” She looked between Trinity and Vicar. “That’s all it took to connect you two. One an incarnate, the other, half Múspellsheimr not in blood but in soul.”

She was about to say more when tiny Trinity, very much embracing her newborn Múspellsheimr side, roared fire at her flaming prison. Roared not regular fire but shimmering flames that mixed two worlds together. That, in its perfect balance of good and bad, blew a hole large enough through her captor’s fire for her to burst free. Rather than stand and fight like Trinity knew she wanted to, she decided it was better to harness more strength first. Get her rhetorical wings under her, so to speak. 

Which meant finding the little dragon on the other end of the roar that had saved her.

So up she went, staying but a talon’s length ahead of her captor before white light flashed and she vanished. Determined to remind her other self not to be afraid because she was about to revert to her more boring side, Trinity shot after her. Not only was she getting ready to forget her inner Múspellsheimr, but what had happened here. How courageous she’d been. Who had helped her get there. 

It would all vanish. 

“Wait,” Thorulf roared after her. “Stop!”

But it was too late. 

Somehow, likely because of her Alfheim side, Trinity was able to follow the memory out of the Keep, beyond its protective dome, straight into the Realm. Fortunately, everyone was able to follow her because, as much as she hated to admit it, she could probably use the backup. 

“Go,” Jade roared at Vicar as the memory faded. “Get her to the other Alfheim cave!”

“I refuse to run,” Trinity growled when Vicar fell in beside her. “You should too.” Where she had craved Violence before, now she felt rage. A need for revenge that made little sense. “We could end him now. You and I. Then see our pact through.”

“You think I intend to let you usurp me?” His internal chuckle was dark but not quite as sinister as before. “When I can end Violence now for all to see? For all to understand who their true leader is?”

“Leader under Leviathan,” she reminded, gaining altitude, hungry for battle. Hungry to meet the god that had wreaked so much havoc within her. Eager to remember what he had done so she could have her revenge. “Don’t forget that you’re—”

That’s all she got out before she was shifted back to human against her will.

“What the hell?” she roared before she landed on Vicar’s back. Of course, he was beyond thrilled that everybody below had witnessed her disgrace. 

“What happened?” she asked, furious. 

She tried to leap off him, certain she would shift back, but he locked her down with dragon magic that was stronger than hers in this form.

“It looks like you won’t be battling Violence after all,” Vicar mocked, his amusement infuriating. “So enjoy the ride.” 

In his glory, he swooped low, making sure everyone got a good look at her weakness before gaining altitude again. 

Or so he thought.

No sooner did he pump his wings twice when a sharp wind shear undoubtedly caused by Thor shoved him back down. So low that his belly skirted the trees, causing just enough distraction for her to break from his magic and leap onto an Alfheim tree of all things.  

Almost the moment she fell into its surprisingly soft canopy of leaves, her Múspellsheimr side faded, and her normal half surfaced. In the meantime, shoved down even further by Thor’s furious wind shear, Vicar slammed into another Alfheim tree so hard he got a mouthful of leaves.

“Not good,” Jade warned. She and Thorulf roared green fire at the sky, trying to protect them the best they could. “We don’t need Vicar in that state right now. We need him fighting and getting you to safety.”

“Oh, no.” She’d nearly forgotten what these trees were capable of. It seemed light elves had created them with the sole purpose of disabling dragons via lust. Jade was right. About the last thing anyone needed at the moment was this version of Vicar aroused.  

“How am I supposed to—” 

Before she got the rest of her words out, she was snagged from the tree, the world flipped upside down, and she found herself lying on the ground staring up at Vicar’s dragon. He lowered his great crimson head down so close, anyone who wasn’t dragon would have had a heart attack. If that weren’t enough, his wings lowered, trapping her in a cave no human could escape.

“Shift back,” he demanded, drugged up on elven magic. His nostrils flared, and his dilated pupils churned with lust. “I wish to mount your dragon.”

“Um, Jade? Thorulf?” she squeaked into their minds. “Thor? Loki?” Trinity remained perfectly still when Vicar’s massive body lowered until there were only inches between them. She stopped breathing altogether when she caught sight of his arousal. Oh, dear God. “Anyone? I’m in a little bit of a predicament.”

“Not if you shift back,” Vicar growled, ignoring the sound of trees snapping in the distance. Blowing off the encroaching danger. “Shift and let me take you, woman.” It sounded like a freight train was heading their way as Violence began filling the woodland. “Let me show you how good—”

“No,” she growled, doing her best to sound like her other self. In control. Fearless. She needed to take charge because everyone else was too busy trying to slow Violence down to help her. 

As it turned out, it was easier than she imagined. 

“I can’t shift back, or I would.” Fearful or not, she touched one of the scales on his nose. Rather than cool, it was warm to the touch, reflecting his arousal. “You know I would, Vicar,” she said softly, caught off guard by how strongly she felt about him, even in this form. In this personality. She ran her fingers gently over one of the scale’s ridges, and her vision hazed red. “I would take you like this if it were possible.” Trying to snap him out of it, she lent some humor to the situation. “But our pieces just won't fit together.”

Truth told, if they weren't in danger and she could shift back, she would take him in dragon form. And that said something. Sure, she had shifted on occasion back home, but she’d never slept with a dragon in dragon form. It had always seemed like too much. Now? Not at all. She would someday. After they defeated Violence. But not now. Not yet. Not with the monster bearing down on them. 

“Shift back, Vicar,” she urged, ignoring the little thrill that went through her when his dragon eyes flared. When he lowered even more. “Fight the pull of...”

Her words trailed off when she no longer touched a scale but his cheek. Thankfully, she had just enough forethought to chant him into clothes before he wedged her thighs apart because the feel of his erection against her center sent shockwaves through her. Tremors of awareness that showed her how aroused she’d actually become. How turned on she was by any version of him. Any form. Enough so that she would have given in here and now. Anything to have him inside her again. To lose herself in how he could make her feel.

“I shifted back,” he ground out hoarsely, pinning one of her hands by her head, “but I’m capable of no more.”

Wind gusted heavily, and rain began pouring.

“You have to be, though,” she pleaded, both unable and unwilling to shove him away. Her body wanted him too much. Her very soul. She kept her free palm against his cheek and gazed into his eyes. Tried to help him see past all the rampant lust the Alfheim leaves had caused. “You have to fight it so we can continue our journey. So we can find our truth.”

“And find it fast, sis,” Jade urged. She and Thorulf were fighting so hard her inner voice sounded taxed. “Because I’m pretty sure you’ve got incoming.”

“Incoming?” she managed. 

Violence was close but not that close.

“Yeah,” Jade confirmed. “You’ve got Mórrígan possessed warriors heading your way, so Vicar needs to seriously snap out of it!”

“Eventually,” he murmured, grinding against her, making it hard to think. “After we’ve—”

“No,” she said firmly, needing him to pull himself together if for no other reason than she wouldn’t see him cut down in such a vulnerable position. He didn’t deserve that. He was too great a warrior. So she yanked her hand free of his, cupped his cheeks, and reminded him of that. “Vicar, we’ve got incoming warriors. A lot of them.” She pleaded with her eyes, her very heart. “Do you understand? You need to fight to save us. Our future. What I know we can share together again.”

“Share?” His eyes narrowed. She sensed he was going to say something condescending but instead paused, seemingly torn between his two halves. “I don’t share.” His gaze roamed her face with a mix of distrust and tender appreciation. “At least I didn’t think I did...” His pupils flared, and his brows shot together, his internal struggle obvious. “What happened to me? Is happening even now...” He shook his head. “I should be inside you already. Cutting them down as I take you.”

She got the distinct impression he wasn’t kidding. That he could, in fact, battle while having sex. That he might have even done it a time or two. 

“You’re not taking any chances,” she said firmly, still cupping his cheeks, still holding his gaze, willing away the influence of the Alfheim leaves. “You’re pushing past this and helping me get to the Alfheim cave.” Her voice grew hoarse. Her need every bit as great as his. “You’re helping me so we can have each other again. So I can feel what I did in your chamber at the Keep. Not just from your Sigdir half but this half. You. The one who saved me from Múspellsheimr in the first place. The one who cares for me just as deeply.”

It was a long shot trying to appeal to the softer side of this Vicar, but she had no choice. She needed him to see reason and see it soon. If it took reminding him of what she sensed in the Múspellsheimr chamber when he pursued the dragon who stole her, so be it. 

“You think I care for you?” he ground out. His dragon eyes flared in defiance.

“I know you do.” Her dragon eyes flared right back. “And you’re about to prove it.” A strange feeling overcame her. “Better yet, I’m about to prove it.” Warmth spread from her core, down her arms to her hands. “I’m going to show you just how much I care for you in return.” She searched his eyes. “Both sides of you. All versions of you.”

She did too. 

In a way neither could deny.
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VICAR HAD FELT his Sigdir side struggling to surface from the moment he repressed it. From the second he shifted in the Múspellsheimr chamber at the Keep determined to slay a memory until this very moment with Trinity at his mercy beneath him. Luscious and gorgeous and as wet for him as she’d ever been for his Sigdir half. 

The Alfheim leaves that he’d consumed had made it nearly impossible not to take her. Especially when she lay beneath his dragon, so prone and vulnerable. He could have yanked her inner dragon to the surface. He knew it like he knew all the different ways she liked to be tied up. Chained down. Taken until she cried in pleasure. 

It might have only been one night, but he knew her. Wanted her. Craved her again so much that when she cupped his cheeks and pleaded for him to wait, to fight the incoming warriors, there was nothing he wouldn’t do for her. No stubbornness of his own that would deny her.

It seemed—dominant disposition or not—she held all the power. 

So said the warmth that spread through him at her touch. The ebbing of lust that had moments before made it nearly impossible to think. Her dragon eyes flickered all the spectrums of the Alfheim cave, her magic not abhorrent as it should have been, but gentle and coaxing, leading him back to clear thinking.

Back to what charged out of the tree line moments later.

Thanks to Trinity’s Alfheim magic, he was able to break free not from his Múspellsheimr half but from his sensual stupor moments before the first line hit them. Roaring with rage, he leapt to his feet, shoved her behind him, and started whipping daggers in rapid succession. One, two, three, five, seven warriors fell to their knees before he withdrew his axe and shield and ordered her to stay behind him.

“No.” While Trinity sounded like her softer side, there was no mistaking the glimmer of battle lust in her gaze when she manifested an axe and sword out of thin air and joined him. She looked his way and nodded, still her...but not. “You didn’t just teach me Norse, Vicar.”

Equal parts intrigued, aroused, and, shockingly enough, worried for her, he nodded, eager to see what she could do while at the same time dreading it. Fearing her being put in harm’s way. 

That’s when he realized.

He had without a shred of doubt fallen into the same trap as his kin. He had come to care for her. Could not imagine her getting hurt. Loathed her being put in any kind of danger. Did that mean forever with her? No. But it meant something.

“Yet I’ve got to put myself in danger,” she replied, her focus where it should be. She whipped her axe and lobbed off an opponent’s sword arm, then glanced at their kin battling vicious storm clouds. “We all do until this war is over.”

Vicar nodded, impressed by her aim. He remembered teaching her that. Recalled so much as they raced into the fray together.  

“Back to back,” his younger self said as a memory manifested nearby. “When you’re outnumbered, the best way to fight so many is back to back.”

Falling into sync beside their younger selves who were merely training, Vicar and Trinity went back to back and fought in a way he’d never quite fought with a woman. Mainly because they didn’t have the talent that came so naturally to her. 

“I don’t think I could ever kill anyone,” young Trinity said, shaking her head as older Trinity whipped a dagger into a warrior’s windpipe. “It’s just not in me.”

“Maybe not you,” young Vicar said as big Vicar ran his sword across the guts of three men. “But perhaps your other side.”

“I don’t like her, though,” young Trinity complained before the memory faded. “Not really.”

“That’s right,” Trinity said. She and Vicar battled on. Trees snapped and cracked the closer Violence got. “Because I did like her some.” She side-kicked a warrior then drove a dagger into the stomach of another man rushing her. “I liked how courageous she was. How upfront about how she felt. What she thought.”

He could admit he liked that about her too. Liked more about both Trinity’s sides than he was willing to admit. Which evidently gave his inner Sigdir just the amount of sentiment he needed to surpass his inner Múspellsheimr.

“You’re back,” Trinity said, feeling it the moment it happened. She crossed swords with an opponent while Vicar did the same. “Just like that, your Sigdir side has returned, and your Múspellsheimr half has taken a back seat.”

He had, but it felt different this time. The anger he usually experienced at knowing his other side had taken over wasn’t there. Instead, he felt more of a comradeship. Gratefulness that his other half hadn’t done anything awful to her. Hadn’t behaved like he might have even a day ago. 

“We need to keep moving,” he urged. “Now.”

Despite how impressive her battle skills, they could only hold up for so long with this many men coming at them. Worse yet, there was a bigger beast on their tails.

Following his thoughts, Trinity knew their best course of action. They would cut a line through the warriors coming at them from the left and make a run for it.

“I’d say we should shift to dragons again,” she said, “but I have a feeling my inner Alfheim will only shift me back.”

“Because it did the first time,” he realized as they started battling their way to the left. “Just like reverting you to your softer self when you landed in the Alfheim tree, it was protecting you from Violence. It’s trying to keep him from being drawn to your Múspellsheimr side or you in dragon form.”

“You’re right.” She sounded certain. “I’d bet anything Violence initially approached me in dragon form after years of possessing others. That it was my dragon, he manipulated.”

“Which makes your inner beast more susceptible to his draw.”

“Exactly.”

As if he knew how close to the truth they were getting, the outer rim of trees closest to them slammed to the ground, and the air seemed to electrify. 

“Go,” came a voice nearby. “Run!”

His cousin Estrid had manifested with an army of dead that had grown substantially in the short time since Midgard’s Rift had come into existence. Deceased men and women who chose not to be idle in death but fight the war from the other side until Helheim was open to them again. 

Vicar didn’t hesitate but, knowing he could move faster, threw Trinity over his shoulder and bolted. Meanwhile, Estrid and her warriors attacked Mórrígan’s possessed Vikings with sound and touch they couldn’t see or hear. 

“What about Jade?” Trinity worried. “Though I can’t shift, I shouldn’t leave her back there all alone.”

“She’s not alone,” he reminded. “She has gods fighting alongside her, as well as a mate who would never let harm come to her. Not just that, but few fight as well as your sister.”

“She really is good, isn’t she?”

“Ja.”

“I’d tell you I could run on my own,” Trinity mused, logical, clearly trying to focus on something other than worrying about her sister. “But I’ll admit you really are faster than me.”

He smiled despite the dire situation and moved faster still, zigzagging in and out of trees. Violence’s presence loomed larger and larger. Clouds whipped into a frenzy overhead, fueling the frothing rage of possessed warriors behind them. So said their grunts of warfare becoming outright roars as Vicar put more distance between them.

“We’re tracking you,” Thorulf said into their minds. “Once you’re in the cave, keep running, brother. Run until we’ve fully protected everything. Tor will be waiting.”

It was a wonder Thorulf and Jade could accomplish such a feat alongside Thor and Loki. It spoke much to their increased power and gave him great pride in his brother. Tor waiting on the inside was welcome news too. If nothing else, his brother-in-arms would only level him more, which meant less chance of his other side creating problems. 

“I’m not so sure he will anymore,” Trinity said. “He’s...” she hesitated, searching for the right words, “changed since this all began.”

She was right. He could feel it from the inside out. His Múspellsheimr side was by no means tamed or kept as Trinity had threatened on Jade and Thorulf’s adventure but pleasantly subdued. More level. He was there, ready to battle, to satiate his bloodlust, but it wasn’t so he could prove to his following how impressive he was. Not anymore. Now he simply wanted to end what had affected him and Trinity so much. What had caused such havoc in their lives. 

Not for his following but for her. Them. 

“And what about her?” he wondered, jumping a log then picking up his pace again. “Has your inner Múspellsheimr softened any? Because she felt different back in the Múspellsheimr chamber. Less aggressive, perhaps?”

“Perhaps,” she agreed, amused despite the danger they were in. “She didn’t want to castrate you then hook up with Violence anymore, so that’s a pretty big step.”

He chuckled. “You think to convince me she wanted to castrate me?”

“True.” She met his chuckle. “Maybe that’s going too far but close enough.” 

While he expected to feel discomfort when they entered the Alfheim cave, he didn’t this time. Instead, it felt almost welcoming. 

“Welcome, brother,” Tor said into his mind. “Keep moving. The others are already sealing things behind you.” 

They were too. In record time at that. He felt the same godly shield fall around the cave that had been around the Keep moments before he skidded to a halt where Tor already had meat roasting over a fire. 

Tor smiled hello to Trinity when she was set down and clasped hands with Vicar.

“Good to see you both in one piece.” Tor shook his head and urged them to join him by the fire. “That was foolish even by your Múspellsheimr side’s standards, Vicar.”

“Yet not his fault.” Trinity sighed, thanked Tor for a glass of wine, and chanted her and Vicar dry. “That was all my other half...sort of.”

“Your tiny other half,” Vicar corrected, accepting a horn of ale. “You couldn’t be blamed for following her.”

“On that, we agree.” Tor removed the meat from the fire, assuring Trinity that Jade was well before she had a chance to ask. Because she was going to. The worry was obvious in her eyes. “They should be here soon.”

Trinity’s brows shot up. “How do you know that when even I don’t?”

“Because I can follow the thoughts of the dead fighting alongside Estrid beneath your sister,” he enlightened. “Jade is just fine. Violence will go no further for now.”

“Right.” Frazzled by everything that had happened in the past few hours, Trinity took several sips in a row. “Because you’re a medium.” She glanced back the way they had come, then looked at Tor again, a little amazed. “One heck of a medium if you can follow the thoughts of so many dead people. There had to be a few hundred out there.”

“Ja.” Tor set aside the meat to cool and admitted more than Vicar expected. “More than I’d like sometimes.”

“I can only imagine.” Trinity considered him. Her mind worked much like Vicar’s based on what she said next. “Which is ironic, considering my sister Raven, the woman you must be meant for, somehow turned me into a ghost over the years so I could visit Vicar.”

“Interesting, isn’t it?” Jade said, appearing alongside Thorulf at the cave’s entrance. Though smoking slightly, they seemed all right. “A sister who can create ghosts and the guy who can read their minds and talk to them.”

Reflecting on Tor’s prophecy, that which prepared Vicar and his male counterparts for the possibility of fated mates from the future, Trinity eyed Tor with as much curiosity and speculation as Jade. “A guy who’s been haunted his whole life by a girl born of powerful fire from both the past and future. Fire that would rile the gods, who would then wreak havoc on their people.” She narrowed her eyes. “It’s Raven, isn’t it?” She shook her head. “I would’ve thought the idea was crazy before all this, but now, knowing she was able to send me back in spirit form, I’m open to just about anything.”

“Me too,” Tor agreed softly. He manifested a horn of ale and urged Thorulf and Jade to sit as well. “And I think the time has come, at least for yours and Vicar’s part in all this, Trinity, that I share what’s been coming to me of late.” He looked back and forth between them. “What I know Raven would want you to know.”
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Chapter Twenty-Five
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TRINITY listened with a great deal of interest as Tor revealed how he now believed there was a connection between Raven and the girl who had haunted him for much of his life. Right up, ironically enough, until he fell in love with Revna. He also felt that she had a gift with astral projecting people from their dream state to wherever they desired.

So she didn’t direct ghosts per se, but living people.

“That’s unreal,” Jade exclaimed. “So Raven can do what Thor can? Because he did something like that to me when I first met him in the twenty-first century.”

“Yes, much like it,” Tor responded. “Only one uses godliness where the other has a different sort of magic.” 

“What kind of magic?” Trinity cocked her head, curious. “And it couldn’t have gone over your head that Revna means Raven in Norse.” 

“I did notice,” he conceded, “and mentioned as much to Revna.”

“And?” Vicar prompted.

“She claimed it was a coincidence.”

“Yeah, right.” Jade snorted. “God knows, I’m a big fan of Revna, but she’s up to something. I could sense it at the Fortress when she was toying with you and Loki.” Though Tor shook his head, about to deny it, Jade being Jade, didn’t hold back. “Oh, please. I haven’t known you long, but I know you’re not stupid. It's clear she’s been keeping you on a string for years. It might be hard to hear, but you haven’t totally locked her down. Not by a long shot.” She took a swig of ale. “Not with the way she’s been acting with Loki. Those two are—”

“Enough, sis,” Trinity cut in, coming to Tor’s rescue. She shot him an apologetic look. “Sorry, she didn’t mean to say—”

“She did,” Tor intercepted, having no intention of being coddled. “But she doesn’t know Revna like I do.” He shook his head. “Doesn’t understand how difficult it is to be so powerful. Torn between two worlds.”

Right. For Revna, it was Vanaheim and Múspellsheimr. Her seer and fire demon halves.

“No, but I do,” Trinity said gently. “At least what it feels like being torn between two worlds.”  She might not like Jade’s overly blunt way of handling things, but she agreed with her sister. “Surely, you must see Revna’s not as devoted to you as you might have hoped. Not all the time anyway.”

Tor didn’t say much to that, but she hadn’t expected him to. Based on his unsettled expression and the genuine pain she sensed off him, this was a hard topic. But not one he was oblivious to by any means.

Sensing the same off his kin, Vicar got the conversation back on track. “So how do you know Raven can astral project people via the dream state?” He tilted his head in question. “And what makes you think there’s a connection between her and the girl from your prophecy?”

“I know she can astral project people because I’m beginning to remember seeing Trinity when she was little.” Tor looked at Trinity. “Thinking you were a ghost at first, I remember asking you why you were so drawn to Vicar.”

“My God,” she whispered. Something about gazing into his eyes brought it back. “That’s why I liked you so much when we first met. I already knew you.”

Tor looked from Vicar to her, asking them both permission with his gaze before his attention settled on her. “Touch is the best way for me to look closer. To see things that other people can’t.” He crouched in front of her. “Can I have your hand?”

She nodded and gave it to him.

Unlike touching Vicar, there weren’t any sensual sparks of awareness, but there were sparks of another variety. Energy unique to Tor. Not just of the healing variety but psychic energy. She wasn’t sure how she knew, only that she did. His magic felt kindred to hers. Peaceful and balancing. Insightful. 

So insightful that she clearly recalled spending time with him when they were children.  

More than that, she remembered Raven approaching her when they were young. The age Trinity had been when she’d sought Thor’s counsel on how to control her other half. 

A memory that everyone present could follow.  

“What is it?” Raven had asked. “Why are you crying?”

It was nighttime, and her sister should have been asleep by now. She and Raven had shared a bedroom. Maya and Jade had shared another. The idea had been to keep a more negative sister with a more positive one when they slept. A means to keep everything in balance. 

“I’m not crying,” Trinity had denied softly. 

“You are,” Raven’s vision was excellent at night. “Even if I couldn’t hear you, I can see you.” Before she knew it, Raven had crawled into bed with her, whipped a blanket over their heads, turned on a flashlight, and met her eyes. “So why are you crying? Because you've never been so sad.”

She had done well thus far keeping everything secret from her sisters, but something about that moment, or perhaps even the way Raven could pull information from people so easily, made her finally share everything. From meeting a little red Viking dragon boy to time traveling back and forth to see him.

“How did you travel back?” Raven had asked. 

“I call or roar to Vicar, or he calls or roars to me,” she replied. “If we’re able to hang out, the other replies, and I end up with him.”

When Raven looked at her with confusion, she elaborated. 

“I think it’s because of how we first met.” She explained how she eventually remembered sensing him from Múspellsheimr before she was born. How she heard his roar, and he felt her distress. It connected them somehow. So much so that even after she was born, they were able to find each other across time.

“Wow.” Trinity shook her head at Vicar. “How did we forget that?” She frowned. “And how did I forget this memory? It was one of the few times Raven didn’t seem despondent. It rang true to her somehow. I could see it in her eyes. She cared deeply. So I came clean about everything.”

“And she never said a word,” Jade kicked in, baffled. “More than that, she kept it deeply repressed because none of us ever sensed it in her mind.”

“Any more than we sensed anything in any of our minds about this place and our time here,” Trinity reminded. “So she might not have repressed it. Someone else might have.”

“True,” Jade conceded as the memory continued. 

Young Trinity poured her heart out, right down to Thor giving her counsel. 

“He said I should ask for your help,” Trinity said in conclusion.

“Then why didn’t you?” Raven asked, perplexed.

“Because I didn’t want to upset you,” Trinity replied. “I didn’t want your energy to get too low.” She shrugged a shoulder. “What good would that do? Especially considering you knew nothing of this so how could you help? How could you make it so I could be around Vicar without my mean side taking over?”

“Well, does your mean side take over when you sleep?” Raven wondered, not missing a beat. 

“Not that I know of.” She frowned. “Maybe a little but not too much.” She wiped away a tear. “Why?”

“Because I think I can help,” Raven revealed. “I do this thing that might work for you too.” She touched Trinity’s bracelet. The one Aunt Elsie had given them, so she wasn’t subjected to their varying energies when she communicated telepathically with them. A bracelet that also bonded her to her sisters. “I leave my body and travel when I sleep. I’m pretty sure I could help you do it too.” She wiggled Trinity’s bracelet. “All you have to do is touch this to get back.” She snapped her fingers. “And just like that, you’ll be back here in bed dreaming.”

“You mean I can leave my body and travel back to visit Vicar?” Trinity said. “Spend time with him without my mean side taking over?”

“Yes.” Raven nodded. “Just let me know where you want to go, and I’ll send you there.”

She went on to explain how Trinity wouldn’t be whole, as she called it, but transparent. She would still be there, though. Still able to converse with one person. 

“Why just one person?” she had asked.

“Because that’s how it goes,” Raven explained. “You can connect with one person, and that’s it. And only ever that same person.

“So why were we able to see each other?” she asked Tor. “Because Vicar was obviously my one person.”

He shook his head, unsure. “I can only assume it’s because I’m a medium...though you were never really a ghost.”

“Or,” Vicar presented, “Raven had already made contact with you, Tor. You and you alone. So she thought that was the only way.”

“That would make sense,” Trinity said. “Yet how did she know she could do it for me?”

“Sorta makes you think Raven knows more than she’s been letting on all the way around, huh?” Jade crossed her arms over her chest. “I’d say she’s definitely been holding out on us.” She perked a brow at Trinity. “And you know what’s strange? Up until now, I had no recollection of you having another side or acting differently when we were kids. Now,” she narrowed her eyes, “I’m starting to recall bits and pieces. Starting to remember you having seriously off moments.” She considered what she had felt from Raven in the memory. “I get the feeling our little sis helped you for more reasons than one.”

“Me too.” Trinity sighed. “She was worried about my fluctuating personalities. You all were considering I balanced everyone.”

“Trust me,” Jade responded, “though us getting unbalanced would have been bad, we were all more worried about you.” She shook her head. “I just can’t believe we forgot!”

“You mean you were made to forget,” Trinity clarified, more curious than ever now. What had hidden all of this from their memories? Better yet, who?

“What makes you think Raven’s holding out on you?” Tor asked, focusing on the first part of what Jade had said. He shrugged and came to Raven’s defense. “She could have been as much in the dark as the rest of you before you traveled back.”

“Maybe.” Jade shook her head, understanding Raven better than most because they both ran on a negative spectrum. “But somehow, I don’t think so.” She gave Tor a look. “After all, she’s the only one who was actually told by one of her sisters that they’d traveled back in time. The only one who went on to help that sister travel for what?” She looked at Trinity. “Years?”

Trinity nodded. “Easily.” She gave Tor a look as well, blunter than she would have been before all this. But then, her other side had some say. Made her less uptight as a whole. “Right up until I traveled back normally so I could be intimate with Vicar for the first time.”

“That explains why it was so volatile,” Vicar said. “We knew we were taking a big chance.”

“We did,” she agreed, recalling more by the moment. How her Múspellsheimr side took over more and more as time went on. How they could only have a normal relationship if she traveled back as an astral projection. “I can’t believe how much my brief contact with Múspellsheimr started to affect me.” She swallowed hard. “How much, Violence aside, it stole from us.”

Because the worse it got, the less she could travel back as herself. The less they could hold hands or kiss or do things people falling in love should be able to do. 

“So if you knew Trinity back then, Tor,” Jade wondered, homing in on a good point, “if you knew she traveled back in time even before she astral projected, which I’m assuming you did, you had to have put the pieces together.” She gestured between Trinity and Vicar. “It was too coincidental not to be related to your prophecy somehow. Wouldn’t you have said something to Leviathan or your family? Let them know what was happening?’

“No,” Vicar said, clearly remembering more by the moment as well. He looked at Tor with thanks. “Per our request, he agreed to wait until we figured out how to fix Trinity’s Múspellsheimr side. He agreed it was safer that way.”

In truth, it would have been smarter to communicate with Vicar’s family to see if they could help, but they were young and thought they had things under control. That they would figure it out. Worse yet, they never mentioned Violence stalking Trinity because they thought they could handle that too. Despite a war going on with the Celts and Violence being Celtic, they, in their naiveté, figured once they had dealt with her Múspellsheimr side, he would lose interest and leave. Which begged the question, where had Violence gone during the years Vicar and Trinity had forgotten each other? Had they somehow accomplished their goal despite her Múspellsheimr side surfacing again? 

Clearly not because Violence had returned with a vengeance.

“I’d like to say because Tor could see you, everyone else probably could too, Trinity,” Jade shook her head, “but I suspect they couldn’t. That you suffered the same thing I did when I was with Thorulf.” She looked at Tor. “Honestly, in some weird way, it makes sense you might’ve seen Trinity, especially if you're connected to Raven somehow. Raven, who was undoubtedly connected to Trinity every time she helped her astral project. Not just that, but you obviously connect with souls on a different spectrum.” She shrugged. “Spirit on another plain of existence? Spirit projected out of a living body? Close enough if you ask me.”

Naturally, this brought the conversation back around to Tor’s abilities.  

“Either way, Raven clearly knows you, Tor,” Thorulf said, referring to her overwhelming response to Tor in the twenty-first century. “But what makes you think she and the girl who haunted you have a connection?” 

“The overwhelming sense of familiarity I felt when I saw her.” Tor returned to the meat. “There’s only one problem, though.”

“What’s that?”

Tor turned grave eyes on Jade and Trinity, as blunt with them as they had been with him. “The girl from my prophecy was dead.”
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Chapter Twenty-Six
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“WHAT DO YOU mean, dead?” Trinity asked when Tor said the girl who had haunted him, the source of his prophecy, was dead. The girl he had become more and more convinced was Raven. “I thought the word haunted was figurative.”

So had Vicar. He frowned at his cousin, waiting for an answer.

“I never got the sense she was alive,” Tor replied. “Not like you, Trinity. I knew your ghost was an astral projection of your real self.” He shook his head. “But whatever connection I had with Raven wasn’t like that. At least I don’t think so.”

Vicar understood Trinity and Jade’s frustration and worry. He would feel the same if he were in their position. 

“You don’t think so?” Trinity said, putting emphasis on the word that provided the most hope. “So there’s room for error?”

“There is.” Tor handed out meat. “But I’m rarely wrong about these things.”

He wasn’t. Tor had always been exceptionally accurate when it came to the spirit world. More so, even, than Dagr, who derived from Helheim itself. 

“Well, you’re wrong this time, Tor.” Jade nodded at Trinity with reassurance. “Because Raven’s very much alive.”

Tor merely nodded, and they set to eating, but there was no missing the lingering unrest. What were the missing pieces in all this? How could Raven have been alive yet seemed dead to Tor? Did Raven know more than she was saying? And what was the connection between Raven and Revna? Because Vicar didn’t believe in coincidences. Especially not ones this profound.

“I should have asked Tor more questions,” Trinity said when everyone went their own way for some much-needed rest. “Because he knows more than he’s saying. I can feel it.”

They had asked him more about what he remembered of meeting Trinity as a ghostly child, but it was sporadic. He knew Vicar loved her deeply and hoped they would someday be mates. That she would be able to meet all of Vicar’s kin. Because she never had. Not even when she traveled back regularly. 

“We were too worried about your other half to share that you even existed,” he recalled, leading her into one of the cave’s smaller chambers. A cozy space with sparkling water running down one wall into a cave below and a bed of soft, vibrant green grass that shouldn’t exist in a place like this. “We were too concerned your Múspellsheimr side might do something.”

“Which makes me wonder about Violence possessing random dragons over the years to influence me.” She arched her brows at him. “Wouldn’t those dragons have told your family about me?”

“Not necessarily.” He saw it clear enough. Saw how he had been transitioning right along with her but far slower. “Not if they were Múspellsheimr dragons.”

She frowned. “Which means they should have remembered me, right?”

“Ja.” He removed his weapons and set aside his fur cloak, growing tired of speculation. Not when she had made promises to him earlier. Vows to his other half that he fully intended to take advantage of. “Don’t forget, however, that everyone on our kin’s adventures forgot things too, so it’s not surprising the same happened to not just us but fellow Múspellsheimr dragons.”

“True.” Eyeing him with just as much desire, Trinity removed her weapons and cloak as well. “So I guess we’re at another wait-and-see part of our journey.”

“So it would seem.” He yanked off his tunic and pulled her close, well aware of how much she liked his chest in particular. “Until then, best to get back to what you promised me outside.” 

“I promised you something?” she teased, a little bit of both her personalities if he didn’t know better. “Or did I just say whatever it would take to get you out from under the influence of Alfheim leaves?” 

“You said what you meant.” He grabbed her ass and pulled her tight against his throbbing arousal. “And I intend to make sure you get it.”

When she trailed a nail down the side of his neck and licked her lips, he was certain both sides of her were enjoying this. As was his other half when he spun her, chanted away her clothes, and forced her to grip the wall. While intrigued by the rainbow-like water trailing over her arms and misting her soft skin, he was more captivated and aroused by the feel of her rounded backside against his cock. By how she rubbed against him in a way that beyond dared him. 

“You’re not entirely yourself right now, are you?” he murmured in her ear. “But I wonder,” he caught her chin and kissed her hard before he met her half-mast eyes, “how much unlike yourself, are you?”

“I wondered the same about you.” Her gaze went from sweet to bold, from normal to Múspellsheimr as she pressed back against him. Pushed him away just enough to see what he would do. “Which Vicar are you...or are you both?”

Though tempted to ask her which she would prefer, there was no need.

She wanted both. 

The love and lust. The safety and lack of control.

So he did away with the remainder of his clothing and gave her what she needed. 

What he needed. 

“Keep your hands where they are,” he demanded. “And spread your legs. Offer me what’s mine to take.”

When she shook her head, he wrapped his hand around her throat and warned her the way her other half liked. “Do it now, or I’ll make this hell for you.”

He would, too. He’d keep her under his control and on the edge of release all night. Perhaps he’d never even let her peak. 

“You say that,” she mocked. “But you—”

Before she could finish her sentence, he put one hand over her mouth and the other where he could torture her best. He might need his cock in her like a man needed to eat and breathe, but he would suffer if it meant her suffering too. If it meant pushing her to the point she broke down in tears, whimpering and pleading. 

Trinity groaned in approval when he manipulated her soft, hot flesh the way she liked. Two fingers deep inside while he worked the tiny nub at the apex of her pleasure. 

“You’re ruthless,” she managed on a weak whisper. “But so am I.”

He met her groan when she rubbed her backside along his shaft just right. When she showed him she could torture him every bit as much as he could torture her. Their bodies grew slick with their growing passion as they moved against each other. As he wound her up but wouldn’t let her over any more than she would him. 

“Let me,” she ground out. Pleaded. Her body shook against his. Her legs barely held her up, and his weren’t much better. Feeling her tight, soaked sheath with his fingers and her warm ass with his cock was a brutal combination. 

As it turned out, too much of one because holding back became impossible.

He gripped her hips hard and thrust deep where his fingers had just been. Thrust so hard that she yelped in painful pleasure then gasped when he pressed deeper still. When he tortured her with how much he could fill her. How much sensation he could wring from her. 

He sensed for a moment she was going to relent, let him have his way, but her Múspellsheimr side fought back, shoving against him hard. In turn, his Múspellsheimr half was tempted to shove her front against the water-ridden rock, lock her in place and take her until it hurt so bad she cried for release. 

Yet his Sigdir side still had the upper hand.

A side that wasn’t much more merciful at this point.

He spun her, hoisted her against the wall, and gave her no choice but to slide back down on him. No choice but to take all of him until he was finished with her. While his Sigdir side was determined she found pleasure first, his Múspellsheimr side preferred to torture her. To make her pay for her insolence.

In the end, there was no way to know who held the upper hand as he thrust again and again. Long, hard strokes mixed with slow swirls, then very little movement at all. Just pure feeling. Throbbing, pent-up flesh. Screaming highs and brutal lows.  

His Sigdir side wanted to feel her release. 

His Múspellsheimr side was determined to make her suffer.

“Vicar,” she moaned, wrapping her legs tightly around his waist. She dug her nails into his shoulders until she drew blood. “We can’t go on like this. We can’t...it hurts...”

He more than understood. They were at the whim of four personalities. Four push and pulls. Four heads with different goals. Four minds that had never found peace.

Never felt what was on the other side of all the rough, hungry intimacy. 

So he lowered her to the grass and tried something they never had a chance to enjoy before. Not like they should have. Their first and last night together had been a desperate rush to sample everything. Every position.

All but one, that is.

One that their Múspellsheimr sides might not like but needed to feel. Needed to understand existed within them just as much as their need for bondage and painful pleasure.

Romance.

Love.

So he brought her to the grass much like he had his bed at the Sigdir Lair, cupped her cheek, and kissed her deeply. Passionately. Showed her with the way he touched her how he truly felt. How he had always felt.

“I do love you, Trinity,” he murmured between kisses, remembering how he had held her when he first realized what mates could mean for dragons. How deep the connection could be. How sweet the moments. “Since the second I sensed you before you were born.”

He touched her here and there, sometimes gently, sometimes rougher, cherishing the feel of her soft skin. The plumpness of her full breasts against his chest. The way she wrapped her legs more tightly around him, wedged her heels in his backside, and held him deep inside her.

“I know,” she whispered, tears in her eyes. “And I love you too...almost.”

He understood what she meant. What he hadn’t said. While there could be no doubt his Sigdir side and her normal side had loved each other from the beginning, their Múspellsheimr halves took longer. Weren’t built for that emotion. Did his Múspellsheimr side care a great deal for her? Without a doubt. He would die for her. But it wasn’t unconditional love. Not yet. Rather he loved her without actually being in love. Scratched the surface but wasn't fully submerged. Not to mention he wasn't the committing kind. As far as they knew, neither of them were.

Now wasn’t the time to worry about that, though. If anything, it was time to show their other halves there was pleasure to be found in being less competitive. Combative. They didn’t need to prove anything to each other but sit back and enjoy how the other could make them feel. 

How good it could be.

Something even his Sigdir side didn’t realize until the unexpected happened.
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Chapter Twenty-Seven
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TRINITY HAD ENJOYED sex before, with Vicar himself even, but nothing could have prepared her for what it felt like to actually make love. To give herself over heart and soul to another via flesh. Because that was the best way to describe it. 

She lost herself in Vicar.

In his warmth and vitality. His strength and passion. In not just the way he touched her and felt inside her, but in the way he looked at her. How his every thought was of her and how he could make her feel. It was selfless and giving every step of the way. And in return, she did the same. Wanted to show him, give him, all of what she felt for him.  

So she did. 

They did. 

Again and again. 

She climaxed time after time, but it was more of a wash-through-the-body sensation that set her up for something bigger. Always something bigger even when she shook in his arms and wept because the pleasure was so intense. Even when she couldn’t catch her breath and her body locked up tightly. 

“I can’t get enough of you,” he ground out between passionate kisses. The kind of kisses that made her toes curl almost as much as the orgasms did. “I can’t get enough...”

She understood what he meant when he trailed off on a groan. They felt endless sensation but were held back by their wary other halves. Sides that refused to acknowledge they were falling in love yet were just as eager to find the crescendo they were heading for. A towering summit that would show them something they had never seen before. Never felt before.

Hours went by. Loving, perfect hours she wanted to feel for the rest of her life before she ended up straddling him. She didn’t take charge. Not entirely. Rather, they shared the control. She rode him slowly, relishing every moment, but he held her butt and steered too. Took from her what he needed.

There was something in that. Something made of both sides of him, the give and take, that allowed her other half to surface just enough. That allowed his other side to surface just enough. 

“It’s all of us,” she said hoarsely, riding him harder. “All four trying to...”

She trailed off, trying to find the right words. What they were searching for. 

“We’re, they’re, searching for us,” he managed, squeezing her ass so tightly now it bordered on pain. Really, really good pain. “They’re finding a common ground. Common...”

He trailed off on a long, low groan when she braced her palms on the upper corners of his chest tattoo and ground her hips so low that her belly brushed the lower point. When she did, a new kind of pleasure rolled through her. 

Not pain or pleasure but sharp exquisite euphoria.

His skin shimmered a deep crimson with his inner dragon and hers, amber, reflecting her inner beast. She dug her nails in deep, and he thrust up hard as whatever it was, finally took them screaming over the edge. It would be a disservice to merely call it an orgasm. It was pleasure at its most supreme. Its most unsurpassable. It blasted through her and tore through him before both let go, and she clamped down hard on him. 

So hard that she saw flaming, fiery red. 

Her dragon eyes weren't erupting but something else. A flaming triangle zigzagged over the massive tattoo on his chest. Painless fire the color of Múspellsheimr. Not the world that had terrorized her but the one that had brought them together.

“Trinity,” he groaned. He pulled her against him and released deep inside her. “Stay close. Don’t go.”

She wasn’t sure why he said that, but it felt right. Like she needed to hear those words. Because when she did, when he pulled her flush against his tattoo and the Múspellsheimr fire, she seized up then melted into a climax that made the world non-existent. Oxygen sucked from her surroundings before everything exploded in a supernova, and air rushed into her lungs. 

If she could explain what she was experiencing, she would, but there weren’t enough words. Enough adjectives ever created. So she sank into it. Lost and found herself. Floated until the same Múspellsheimr red that had filled his tattoo seemed to revive her just enough. 

Told her just enough.

“It just happened, didn’t it?” she whispered, meeting his eyes. Her heart leapt into her throat at the change she felt. The absolute certainty. “We just...” 

She wasn’t sure how to phrase it because she could have never imagined it. Never dreamed she would commit to that level.

“Yes.” He twirled a lock of her hair around his finger, mesmerized and at ease. Wondrous. “We just became mates.” His brows inched up, and the corner of his mouth curled. “And our other halves let us.”

Trinity met his smile and whispered as if it were some great secret their Múspellsheimr sides didn’t know about yet. “They did, didn’t they?” She cocked her head. “Why do you suppose that is?” 

Some might say that the power of love conquered all, but they knew their other halves weren’t in that deep yet. There was no way of knowing if they ever would be. If they were even capable of it. Sure, they had come far in little time but did that mean they were heading toward some great outcome? That they could be normal? It was impossible to know. 

“And why did your existing tat go all fiery instead of a new one appearing?” She traced her fingers along the triangular tattoo, captivated by it. “Because new tattoos appeared for my sisters and their mates, right?” 

“Ja, they did.” He rested his hand over hers on the tattoo, only for her question to be answered in a memory. One in which both their Múspellsheimr sides were surfaced. And it wasn’t that long before they last saw each other.

“Why do you hesitate?” teenage Trinity had wondered, eyeing him with frustration. “Why don’t you mark yourself with something that proves you care for me?” She gestured in the direction of the Keep. “Something that shows everyone that you’re taken?” Her eyes narrowed. “I see other Múspellsheimr dragons do it, yet you hesitate.”

“Only because I want you with me when I do it,” he had returned. “Standing solidly and proudly by my side rather than in spirit form. Standing by my side when I take you as my mate.”

“But we have no way of knowing how long from now that will be.” She had looked at him, wounded. “I don’t want to wait that long. I want you marked now. Claimed by me and only me.”

“I didn’t do it right then, though,” Vicar murmured as the memory faded, leaving certainty in its wake. “You had faded back to the future before I could.”

She kept tracing the tattoo. “Yet you obviously did it eventually.”

“I did,” he agreed, “to surprise you.” He shook his head. “But I get the sense if you saw it, you didn’t focus on it long. That the next time we met might have been the last.” 

“It’s beautiful,” she murmured, still trailing a finger along its intricate edges. “Tribal looking. Very Múspellsheimr.” Her eyes met his. “Does it mean anything?”

“I would have said no days ago, but now that I remember, I can safely say it means everything.” He traced his finger alongside hers. “The center marks represent our dragons coming together and the three main points, the worlds you were subjected to. The worlds that brought us together.”

“I love it.” Her eyes welled. “Thank you...or should I thank your other half?”

“I think we should both thank our other halves for letting us get this far.” By no means finished with her, Vicar rolled her onto her back and cupped the side of her neck. “For giving us hope.”

“Hope for what?” she managed when she felt him swelling inside her again. When just his stiffening sent her body into a slow roll of mini orgasms. “Because I can’t imagine anything better than this.”

She couldn’t either. Setting aside the endless physical bliss she was in, her heart had never felt so full. So consumed with another. They were mates now. Bonded for at least this life. Yet, Vicar wanted more. She saw it in the tender way he looked at her. Heard it in the thoughts rolling through his mind. 

While she sensed he wanted to say it, to tell her he longed to become fated mates, to be with her life after life, he showed her instead. Over and over, for hours on end, with Alfheim rock shimmering all around them. She swore the colors in the rock became more vibrant, almost as if they reflected the joy she felt. That they felt.

She had never experienced what she did that night. Never drowned in so much pleasure, knowing she didn’t need to fix him. Couldn’t if she tried. Why would she want to? She loved both sides of him. Wanted both sides of him. Life after life? Yes. Absolutely. But she wasn’t the one who needed convincing, and they couldn’t do this without her other half any more than they could without his. 

Without true love in every part of them.

Without a balance she couldn’t fix or find on her own.

She had no idea when they finally dozed off because there seemed to be no direct point. All she felt was love. Explosion. Lights and colors and warmth. Magic at its best. At its most peaceful. 

So peaceful, she followed it right into a dream.

Then right into a fiery explosion. 

She blinked and flailed, trying to get her tiny wings to work right as she shot out from a great flame.

A flame born of Leviathan and Destiny Forging in Fire.

The beginning of her and her sisters. 

Mesmerized, she gazed at it for a moment before she felt the pull of Helheim. The pull of needing to be born. So she turned to fly into the sun hitting the horizon only to run straight into a heavy gust of violent sinister magic. 

Dark magic that was being lobbed at the good guys in an ongoing battle.

Terrified, she tried to break free, but she was entrenched in it until her tiny ethereal body got caught up in good magic. Everything turned light for a flicker of a second before she bounced off a golden unicorn horn, rolled along the creature's equine back, then shot out of the battle altogether into the shadowed woodland of Ireland. 

She had only just stabilized when she sensed rather than saw numerous things in the forest. Not just Celtic gods but magical beings. Unusual creatures. Yet it was the gods she needed to worry about right now. 

So said an all too familiar voice.

“Come, little one,” came a deep, gravely voice. A darkly compelling voice. “Hold fast to what just touched you and come to me.”

Violence. 

She knew it like she knew her naughty half preferred blindfolds to gags.

Trinity had a split second to see an old man in long white robes out of the corner of her eye before someone with long black robes snagged her, chanted, and she whipped into the sun. Or so she thought until the world grew shimmering and peaceful. 

Alfheim. 

She might still be catapulting forward, but the terror she’d just felt washed away. Rather, she felt whole, home, and safe. And her tiny body reflected that growing solid before, whoosh, she was sucked forward even faster and fell straight into hell.

“No,” she gasped, jolting awake. She sat up terrified, only to realize she hadn’t just entered Múspellsheimr. She wasn’t about to be snatched up by that horrific dragon.

“You’re all right.” Having followed the dream as well, Vicar sat up and pulled her into his arms. “It was just a memory. You’re not there anymore.”

She trembled, trying to shake it off, but it wasn’t easy. 

“Now we know what happened,” she managed. “And it wasn’t all that far off from what I speculated about how Violence tracked me.” She met his eyes. “He was there. Many were. Watching. Some waiting for the perfect opportunity.” She shivered. “Evil saw his opportunity with Jade and Violence with me.”

“Yet it wasn’t right away,” he reminded, as relieved as her that Violence hadn’t somehow lured her then and there. It would have stopped the Forge before it had a chance to begin because they needed the power of all five couples. 

“Not going to Violence then made all the difference, Trinity,” Vicar said.

“Yet a teensy tiny part of me wanted to,” she confessed. “And you know it.” She released a shaky sigh. “Despite my terror, I was drawn to him.”

“Because your soul had just touched very dark magic,” he said, “right before it touched very good magic.”

“A unicorn,” she whispered, awed. “I’ve caught snippets of Destiny’s thoughts about her role in helping the MacLomains in Scotland and Ireland. Everything that led up to her and Leviathan Forging in Fire. So I knew a unicorn was involved.” She shook her head. “I never could have imagined feeling its magic, though. It was incredible.”

“And no doubt saved you from Violence,” he replied. “Then made sure you were touched by Alfheim before you ended up in Múspellsheimr.”

“Now you both know that’s not completely true,” Loki said, letting himself in despite their state of undress. He eyed Trinity with appreciation before Vicar manifested a fur blanket around her. 

“Now tell me,” the god went on. “What do we know about the man in black robes who helped you?” He narrowed his eyes. “Someone who had no place being near my Forge and could very well ruin it.”
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Chapter Twenty-Eight
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“I DON’T KNOW anything about the man in the black robes who helped me.” Trinity pulled the fur Vicar had manifested more tightly around her shoulders and frowned at Loki. “He was like Adlin, though, wasn’t he?” She considered the memory they had just witnessed in a dream. How she had ended up crossing through Alfheim and Múspellsheimr before being born. “Because that was Adlin MacLomain I saw out of the corner of my eye, wasn’t it?”

“It would seem so.” Loki narrowed his eyes. “But he’s not the one I want to know about.”

Though reluctant to end their evening together, it was morning, so Vicar dressed himself and Trinity with a chant and helped her up.

“Like I said,” Trinity repeated, holding her ground. “I don’t know who the guy in the black robes was, but I’m grateful for his help. Grateful that he got me out of there before I, God forbid, went to Violence.” 

She splashed water from the waterfall over her face, at ease in a way that told Vicar their mating had strengthened her. More interestingly still, her Múspellsheimr half seemed more aligned with her normal half, making her a little less sweet and a lot more direct. So said the way her gaze cut to the god, and she spoke bluntly. “Yet I get the feeling for all your curiosity, you have a better sense of who that guy was than I.” She perked a brow. “My take? I’d say he was a wizard like Adlin, only darker somehow.”

Vicar nodded. “I agree.” Though interested in the man’s identity, he had trouble pulling his gaze from Trinity. He wanted to lick the water trickling down her neck. Soak her naked body in water, then lick every part. And he would. Soon. Until then, he considered Loki. “Who do you think the man might be? Because it would take a great deal of power, both light and dark, to redirect a dragon soul subjected to two such varying types of magic. One so violent, the other so peaceful.”

“I think he’s someone who played a sizeable role in all this.” Loki clasped his hands behind his back and paced. “Somebody who stood to gain from wheedling his way into my Forge.” He shook his head once. “Undoubtedly an enemy who intends to wreak havoc we never saw coming.”

“Then why did he help me?” Trinity frowned. “That makes no sense.”

“Or does it?” Loki murmured before he vanished in a burst of flames.

“Unreal.” Trinity shook her head. “He’s fine with asking us questions, but forget us doing the same.”

“We will next time we see him,” Vicar assured, unable to tear his gaze from her. He liked the way her hair was tousled from their lovemaking. How dewy-eyed she appeared. Like a well-satisfied little dragon. 

One he would see fulfilled again. 

That in mind, he removed her clothes with a chant, walked her back against the wall, tilted up her chin, and eyed her tempting lips. “Meanwhile, I can think of a better way to start our day than trying to figure out a mischievous god, can’t you?”  

“I can,” she murmured, more than willing to pick up where they left off. 

So willing that they spent the next few hours enjoying one another. He might already know her body well, but it seemed brand new every time he pulled a nipple into his mouth or ran his tongue over her navel. Each time he nibbled the side of her neck or bit her ass. It never got old. He knew it never would.

Not this lifetime or any other if she’d have him.

He wasn’t precisely sure when he realized he wanted her to be his fated mate, only that he had. Again. Because he’d clearly already desired it when he proposed to her as a teenager. While tempted to tell her that sentiment had returned, it was pointless until his Múspellsheimr side felt the same. Something he prayed would happen because he couldn’t imagine letting her go after death. Never seeing her again.

Even when they eventually bathed and dressed to join the others, he wanted more of her. Somehow he was satiated and satisfied yet at the same time desperate to have her again. Needed the unique, untouchable sensation of being inside her.

“So what now?” Trinity wondered as they joined the others breaking their fast. After she filled them in on what they had discovered and revealed that they were finally mated, she cocked her head. “Is it time to go to Mt. Galdhøpiggen? Because I know that’s where Vicar and I ultimately need to end up.”

“Any idea why?” Jade asked. She congratulated them then winked. “I never thought I’d see the day either of you committed to one person.” She held up a horn of water in a toast. “May your other halves fall in line!”

Though the others raised their horns as well, Vicar sensed the unrest churning in Tor. Not because of Vicar and Trinity mating but because of something else.

“I have no idea why we need to get to the Múspellsheimr magic deposits beneath Mt. Galdhøpiggen, only that we do,” Trinity said in answer to Jade’s question. “I get the sense there’s something there we need to see...or remember.”

For the first time since this all began, Vicar agreed. He felt the pull of something important they needed to recall.

“I’m also hoping,” Trinity continued, “that Loki and Thor or even Vicar and I might be able to trap Violence along with Darkness down there.” Her brows swept up. “Do that, and we’ll have two of Carman’s sons trapped.”

“Which will increase the odds of her finally making her way here,” Vicar went on, liking the way Trinity thought. “Defeat Carman, then that only leaves Mórrígan.”

While it was safe to say numerous gods were involved in this war, Mórrígan and Carman had been the biggest players from the beginning. Gods who, once defeated, would very likely give the Norse the upper hand.

“Tell us more about this dark wizard who helped you,” Tor said, his gaze turbulent, the root of his unrest clear now. “Where did he come from? What did you sense off him?”

“If I didn’t know better,” Vicar eyed his cousin curiously, “I would say this is personal for you.” He tilted his head in question. “Yet how can that be?” 

“It feels personal,” Tor conceded. “And I have no idea why.”

“He came from the woodland,” Trinity said, more willing to help Tor when it came to the mysterious stranger than she had been Loki. “He was definitely Irish, powerful and,” she paused, thinking about it, “and most definitely from the past though I can’t say what era.” She narrowed her eyes as though following a sensation. “I’m not sure how I know, but I think he might have been related to Adlin.” She shook her head. “And, as all evidence suggests, I don’t think his intentions were malicious.”

“No,” Thor agreed, joining them after thunder rumbled through the cave. “In fact, the dark wizard made sure your soul, thanks to its brief contact with unicorn magic, was steered through Alfheim first. That was your saving grace, Trinity.” He gave her a dire look. “Had he not done that, your contact with not just dark magic but Violence would have sucked your soul directly to Múspellsheimr.” He shook his head. “Had that happened, you would have been born on Múspellsheimr and lost to us forever.”

“And we would have never sensed each other,” Vicar murmured, seeing it clearly now. “While Múspellsheimr connected us, you needed the power of Alfheim, the goodness of it, to help break you free.”

“Ja,” Thor agreed. “That combined with connecting with your destined mate saved your life. Or should I say, gave you a much better life and kept the Forge intact.” 

“Or so we hope,” Trinity murmured into Vicar’s mind. 

He understood her worry. If their other sides didn’t agree, they might never harness the power of the Forge. 

“What happened to us, Thor?” Trinity asked, picking up where they had left off in their lair before the god vanished. “Why did Vicar and I go our separate ways? How did I repress my inner Múspellsheimr for so long?”

“I wish I knew.” Thor shook his head. “While I remember much, I don't recall what happened in the end. How the stone came into my possession. I only knew that I needed to hold onto it for you. That you would need it again someday.” 

“Why not have us relay that message to Trinity when we gave it to her at the Keep?” Jade asked. “Rather than lie about it? I would think knowing the stone was part of their past would have helped things along.”

“Or not,” Thor returned, reminding them it was more about the journey than the destination. “Witnessing their memories showed them far better what they had shared than me telling them the stone's role in their lives ever could. They needed to see it. Feel it. Reconnect at their own pace.”

Jade could argue his reasoning, but they all knew he had a point. Moreover, the Forge had been designed this way. The gods would only meddle so much. Something Jade evidently concluded as well because she left it alone and focused on the here and now.

“So we have an unknown protector behind enemy lines,” she said, referring to the stranger in black robes. “Much like the MacLomains did when Leviathan and Destiny went to their aid.”

“It certainly seems that way,” Thor concurred. “Though I fear my brother-in-arms may not see it that way.”

“What’s up with that?” Trinity wondered. “Shouldn’t Loki be grateful?”

“He would be if he were in control of the situation and held all the glory,” he responded. “Yet, it’s becoming more and more clear others helped ensure his Forge worked. To his mind, that’s not helpful but intrusive for the simple fact that it implies his plan wasn’t flawless.”

“Well, hopefully, he’ll warm to it,” Jade said. “Because we could use someone like the dark wizard helping out from the other side.” Her concerned gaze went to Trinity. “Especially considering we still don’t know Raven’s story. Where she ended up after the Forge.”

“Or do we?” Tor murmured, his mood darker still.  

Thorulf’s brows flew up when Tor didn’t go on. “Do we, cousin? Do you?”

Tor blinked as if startled and frowned at Thorulf. “Do I what?”

Vicar felt the shift in Tor. The confusion. 

“Do you remember where Raven ended up after the Forge?” Vicar prompted. “Because for a moment there, I sensed you did.”

“Me too,” Trinity agreed, sensing even more. “For a second, I swore you knew the black wizard and his possible connection to Raven.”

The brooding anger they had felt in Tor moments before vanished as quickly as it came, and he shrugged. “Sorry, I sense nothing.”

He wasn’t lying either. He sensed nothing now.

Trinity and Vicar glanced at each other in confusion but didn’t go on about it. Obviously, there was some sort of connection between Tor, Revna, and this Irish stranger. A connection Vicar imagined they would understand sooner or later.

Likely sooner based on the urgency Vicar started feeling. Despite having been chasing them the whole time, Violence was getting even closer somehow. Closing in. He wanted Loki’s Dagger every bit as much as he did Trinity.

“No, not quite,” Trinity said softly, following his thoughts. “At the Keep, Violence was desperate to get to my Múspellsheimr side. He sensed she craved him as much as he did her. And at the time, he was right.” She met his eyes. “But that isn’t the case anymore. Now she wants revenge which means her usefulness is waning.” She shook her head. “She won’t be bringing Loki’s Dagger to him so willingly anymore.”

“Which means he’s solely after the dagger now?” Jade assumed.

“Mostly, yes,” Trinity replied. “But not entirely. He’s still attracted to the violent magic I came in contact with at the Forge. Attracted to the violence of my Múspellsheimr side.”

“Is that still in there, then?” Jade shot Vicar a crooked grin, then gave her sister a knowing look. “Because you seem like a whole new woman today. Not violent in the least but well satisfied.” 

“It’s still in there,” Trinity assured, not arguing that she was well satisfied. “It’s just more tamed than before.” She flinched and corrected herself. “Or should I say my Múspellsheimr side has better control over her emotions now.”

“Interesting.” Jade considered Vicar. “What about your other half?” Amusement lit her eyes as she quoted what Trinity had promised him on Jade and Thorulf’s adventure. “Is he kept or tamed now?”

“Way to rile up his other side, sis,” Trinity said dryly. “We kind of need him to stay in a good place right now, don’t you think?”

“I am,” Vicar assured her before he looked at Jade. “My other side is no more kept or tamed than Trinity’s Múspellsheimr side, but he is...content at the moment.” He was too. Instead of constantly trying to shove his Sigdir side down, he was simply watching for now. “He’s eager to see what happens next, though. More eager still to exact his revenge on Violence.”

“Who happens to be one of the last pieces in our puzzle,” Trinity said. “When did I actually meet him beyond possessions? If I fell for him, how deeply was it?”

“Right,” Jade echoed. “I’d also love to know what happened to your Múspellsheimr personality between your last visit with Vicar years ago and returning here. Why we all forgot that you were becoming affected by Múspellsheimr. Or better put, why you were suffering multiple personalities.”

“I’m curious too,” Trinity said. “Because I must’ve been having trouble balancing everyone’s energy which had to have caused a little chaos.”

“Without a doubt, it did,” Loki agreed, appearing right on time. He looked at Thor and scowled. “I was unable to learn much about the dark wizard because I couldn’t get close enough. Violence is right around every corner, making getting behind enemy lines next to impossible.”

“Will you be able to get us to Mt. Galdhøpiggen?” Trinity asked Jade and Thorulf, whose Celtic magic could shift them from location to location. “Or is Violence’s influence too strong?”

A valid question considering even Thor and Loki had refused to transport people that way when Evil was in pursuit.

“Normally, it would be a bad idea,” Revna said, appearing out of a wisp in the fire. “But with my help, we should be able to do it.”

There was no missing Tor’s instant tension when Revna not only ignored him but did something that definitely didn’t help the situation any.
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“I’LL NEED YOUR help, Loki.” Though Trinity sensed Revna was tempted, she didn’t glance Tor’s way but sauntered to the god. Sauntered to him in a way that made it clear she wasn’t all Tor’s. “Between your particular brand of godliness and my powers, we should be able to help Thorulf and Jade get Vicar and Trinity to my mountain.”

The corner of Loki’s mouth shot up. Fire flared in his eyes. “You mean my mountain.”

“I said what I meant.” Fire flared in her eyes as well. “I always do.”

“Do you?” His lustful gaze roamed over her body so slowly, Tor growled in warning. “Because I don’t think you do.” He didn’t bother glancing Tor’s way but flicked his tongue only for fire to trail up her neck. “Otherwise, you would tell the dragon that you prefer the god rather than play these games.”

“You mean tell the god she prefers—” Tor cut back, but Trinity shook her head sharply and interrupted him. 

“We don’t have time for this.” Trinity glanced up at the shimmering Alfheim cave ceiling, reminding them that Violence frothed and fumed in a godly storm above. “Vicar and I need to get to Mt. Galdhøpiggen’s underbelly. We need to figure out the rest of our truth.” 

“Trinity’s right.” Vicar slipped his hand into hers and kept her close. “We have no time to waste.” He looked Tor’s way. “And I want both my brothers with me.” He shook his head and made things clear to Revna above all. “Tor’s not to be left behind.”

Though Tor gave no response, Trinity sensed he was grateful. Not only because he wanted to remain by Revna’s side but because he was so close with Vicar. The idea that he might not be able to help his kin didn’t sit well. 

“Then we all go,” Loki said easily enough, clearly confident Tor was no threat when it came to Revna.

He might have been absent when Trinity mentioned it, but their plans were aligned based on what Loki said next. “Go and see if we can lure Violence into a cage alongside his brother.” 

Before anyone could say another word, fiery black and Celtic green magic whipped around them. The air thinned dangerously. Black lightning sizzled everywhere. The ground heaved then it felt like they whipped forward. Though the transition was hellishly choppy and unstable due to Violence battering at their magic, soon enough, shimmering Alfheim rock was replaced with the cool darkness of Mt. Galdhøpiggen. 

Everyone had arrived safely.

“We’re near the entrance,” Trinity murmured, certain of it. “But we need to be deeper.” 

“Ja,” Vicar agreed. She sensed he saw and felt this area in a way he never had before. “Not that much deeper, though.”

“No.” Seeing everything clearly with her dragon sight, Trinity looked around. “Do you remember, Vicar? Do you recall coming here as we got older?” 

“I do. Several times over the years.” He looked at Revna. “Surely you remember us like you recalled Jade traveling back in time?”

“I have no such recollection.” Revna shook her head slowly and narrowed her eyes. “And I should remember you stepping foot in my mountain more than the few times I knew you were here, Vicar.”

“Unless they harnessed a magic strong enough to make you forget too.” Tor shrugged a little when she shot him a figure-the-odds look. “Such happened with Jade’s Celtic magic and Thor’s influence before, did it not?”

Trinity felt the sparks between them. Tor’s discontent over Loki. Revna’s frustration that Tor would be callous enough to point out she might not be as powerful as she thought. 

“Ah, we had a feeling we might find you here,” came the last voice any of them expected. “We’ve come to fight alongside you,” Torc went on as he and Liv melted out of the darkness. “To finally bring the fight to the gods.”

Vicar frowned in confusion. “Why did you think you would find us here?”

“Did you not look outside?” Torc gestured that they follow him toward the exit. “There can be no doubt that this is where we take our final stance.” He made a flippant, dismissive gesture. “Despite you becoming mated.” The disappointment in his voice was followed swiftly by approval. “Yet I’ll concede Trinity was a good choice with her Múspellsheimr side. Your followers understand you won the pact, Vicar. That she submitted. They look forward to watching you keep her in line as time goes on.”

“In your dreams, asshat,” Trinity shot back, surprising Jade with her cursing. “Vicar and I are equals.” She frowned. “And why do Vicar’s followers think all that, anyway? I might have been shifted back to human and forced to ride Vicar the last time they saw us, but they had to have seen his dragon get taken down by Thor soon after.”

“They think such because that’s how Torc spun it,” Liv enlightened. She rolled her eyes and clarified her presence there. “And I’m not here with Torc but for my kin.” She nodded once at Vicar and Trinity before bloodlust flared in her eyes. “I’m here to fight alongside you.” 

Though she said as much, Trinity couldn’t help but notice the way she looked at Torc when he wasn’t looking. She had a plan where he was concerned. 

“She does,” Vicar agreed telepathically. “But I can’t imagine it being something he’ll agree to.”

“Why?”

“Because Leviathan is the only one she would have considered taking as a single mate,” he said. “And even then, I doubt she would have been satisfied with him and him alone for long.”

Trinity felt out his meaning only to raise her brows in understanding. “She wants more than one mate.”

“She does,” he confirmed. “I know of two she’s already considered making hers. Torc would be the third.”

“Oh, wow.” Trinity eyed Liv, totally seeing it. She was a warrior through and through with a strong mind and an independent nature. Three mates, a reverse harem, so to speak, would be a good fit for her. “While I get it, I can totally see it being an issue for Torc. He strikes me as super alpha. The sort who would have his own flock of mates.”

“Which he has in the past,” Vicar said. “Yet now he seems set on Liv. He’s determined to make it happen.”

“That ought to be something to see,” she remarked.

“It already has been,” he replied on an inward chuckle. 

“Wow,” Trinity said in awe when red appeared ahead. “What is that?”

“The reason I’m here,” Torc replied as they drew closer. “The reason all of Vicar’s followers will be.”

“Holy shit,” Jade murmured, as caught by the sight as the rest of them. “Seriously, what is that?”

While a vicious godly storm churned above the mountain, it wasn’t like the storms before it. Rather it looked like fire sizzled in the clouds and lava fell in the rain. 

“It’s Múspellsheimr,” Trinity whispered, shivering despite the heat coming off the storm. “Somehow, Violence has harnessed the power of Múspellsheimr.”

“No.” A slow, knowing smile curled Loki’s mouth. “Not Violence but you, Trinity.” His gaze went to Vicar. “And you.”

“How is that possible?” Trinity asked, surprised when fear didn’t fill her but unexpected strength. Power she had never felt before, never mind utilized. Instead of seeing oppression and violence in the blood-red clouds thickening overhead, she saw beauty. 

Magic she had never seen before. 

“It’s coming to your other half’s aid,” Vicar realized. “My other half’s aid.”

“I’d say they’re damn mad then.” She looked his way and offered a crooked grin. “That they’re in a fighting mood.”

He met her crooked grin. “I’d say you’re right.” 

“Are you strong enough to fight it yet, though?” Jade worried. “Because we all know Violence is waiting somewhere in that storm. It's probably the only Norse magic he can withstand because it’s so violent itself.”

“It is.” Thorulf eyed the bubbling cauldron of bloody clouds mixing with jet-black. “Worse yet, I’m not sure how well our Celtic magic will work in it. It’s too darkly Norse.” He shook his head. “Too volatile all the way around.”

“Ja,” Thor agreed. “Yet it won’t go away without this happening. Without Trinity and Vicar defeating all that has held them back.” His brow swept up. “Or, perhaps, accepting it all.”

“You might be onto something,” Loki mused, appreciating the vicious Múspellsheimr storm as much as Torc and Liv. “Perhaps the fight is in accepting that which has held them back.”

“You’re right,” Trinity murmured, understanding what they implied. Feeling it deep down. She looked at Vicar again. “There’s only one way to do this. To have any chance of defeating Violence.”

“Are you ready, though?” Not just his Sigdir side wanted her to be sure but miraculously enough considering his intentions at the beginning, his Múspellsheimr side. 

“I am.” She held out Loki’s Dagger to him hilt first. He had come far, so the blade should be in his possession now. His to find his Forge. “Both my sides are.”

Clearly no longer feeling the need to use it for nefarious purposes, he nodded once and wrapped his hand over hers on the hilt. While there were no big explosions of power, there was a telling recollection.

A memory that unfolded for all to see.

One that explained so very much.
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WHILE VICAR COULD have guessed at a great number of reasons why he and Trinity had ended up going their separate ways when they were younger, his speculations were nowhere near the truth. A truth they witnessed when another memory manifested near the exit of Mt. Galdhøpiggen’s cave. Around the same age they had been when they first slept together, his younger self had just followed her in from outside. 

She wasn’t a ghost but flesh and blood. 

“You can’t keep coming here,” his younger self seethed. “It’s far too dangerous.”

“No,” she countered, spinning on him. Her eyes blazed. “It’s the opposite of that.” She raked a hand through her hair and glanced over her shoulder at a tunnel that led down in the mountain’s underbelly. “This is the only place that will keep him away, and you know it. Because he’s coming for me. I feel it. You feel it.”

“He’s coming for you,” Vicar countered. “But he’s never caught up, Trinity.” He shook his head, pain in his eyes. “I won’t let him,” he swore. “You know I won’t.”

“We can’t keep doing this, Vicar.” Young Trinity had just as much pain in her eyes. “You can’t.” She shook her head. “I can’t for my sisters.” She choked up. Tears welled. “But above all, I can’t keep doing this to you.”

“Damn,” Jade said softly. “You’re talking about your other half, aren’t you, sis?”

“Yes,” Trinity murmured, clearly starting to remember along with him. “While I loved Vicar,” her tortured eyes went to him, “and I did love you...still do,” her gaze returned to Jade, “what I was becoming would have failed you, Maya and Raven. Failed Aunt Elsie.” She frowned. “It would have let you all down.” 

“So, what were you going to do?” Jade asked tentatively, meeting her frown. “Because it doesn’t sound good.” 

“The only thing I could think of,” she whispered as the memory continued unfolding.

“You’re not doing anything to me,” young Vicar growled, yanking her into his arms before she headed deeper into the mountain. He cupped her cheek and shook his head. “My kin barely notice the difference in me, so there’s no harm in it. All’s well.”

“All is not well,” she ground out, a little bit of both her selves. “While you’re an incarnate and an impressive one at that, you were never supposed to take on the attributes of a Múspellsheimr dragon.” She shook her head. “Not in this life.”

“Yet I am.” He stood up a little straighter. A dark sort of pride flashed in his eyes. “And it’s only making me stronger.”

“See.” Trinity sighed. “This isn’t you. Not the ‘you’ I first met.”

“Any more than you’re the version of you I first met.” He searched her eyes. Tried to make her understand. “Yet I still love you. Love you so much that—”

“I know.” Trinity yanked free and backed away. “You love me so much you’re willing to soak up my ever-emerging Múspellsheimr.” She wiped away a tear. “Anything to help me. To keep me balanced.” She wiped away another tear. “Keep me balanced even as I break you. As I—”

“No.” He pulled her close again and kissed her before she could say another word. Kissed her like he was afraid of losing her. 

“No,” she groaned, tearing her lips away before she melted against him. “Don’t you understand? Neither you nor my Alfheim magic will ever be able to stabilize me. Múspellsheimr magic is too powerful when it comes to dragons.” She shook her head. “I’ll never be like I once was.” She gestured deeper into the cave. “So I’m going back. I’m going where I can’t do any harm to you or my sisters. Going where my other side can flourish, and I won’t drain you anymore.”

“I’m going back to Múspellsheimr.” Shocked, Trinity looked from Vicar to Revna. “Because I can do that from here, can’t I? I can return to that world through the magical Múspellsheimr residue in the underbelly of this mountain.”

“If you were a Múspellsheimr dragon and possessed a tremendous amount of power, perhaps.” Revna glanced from Trinity’s younger self to her, sensing something. Startled if she didn’t know better. “But then you were a Múspellsheimr dragon as much as you were an Alfheim dragon, weren’t you?” she said softly, eyeing Trinity in a whole new way. “And a remarkably powerful one at that...something I only now see.”

“Yet it’s there.” Fire flared in Loki's eyes as he looked closer at Trinity in that how-can-this-benefit-me way of his. “If you can but tame your inner conflict, you could become even more powerful.” His cunning gaze drifted to Vicar. “Both of you could, for you are her other half. He who pulled her soul free of the darkness then,” he paused and gestured at the memory, “well, I suspect you’ll see soon enough.”

“I won’t let you go, Trinity,” young Vicar vowed, grabbing her wrist when she tried to head deeper into the cave again. He clenched his jaw. His eyes grew hard. Resolute. “Not when I have enough power now to stop you.”

She kept shaking her head, and more tears fell. “No, you don’t.”

“But you do,” Trinity said hoarsely. “And I knew it.” She inhaled a ragged breath. “By filtering my inner Múspellsheimr and making it your own over the years, you’d resurrected your former Múspellsheimr dragon enough to draw on his power. His Múspellsheimr magic.” 

“I wouldn’t see you give yourself over to that world again,” Vicar replied, remembering just as clearly as her now. “I wouldn’t have you taken prisoner by that male dragon again.” A vein ticked in his temple. “Because he would have seized you the moment you returned.” His gaze went to the churning sky. “Just like Violence would have the first chance he got.”

“Yet he never did,” she reminded, as glad to remember that as he was. Violence had pursued her, had come close to getting her with her ever-increasing volatile Múspellsheimr personality, but hadn’t yet. It was obvious in young Trinity’s eyes that she wasn’t going to let him either. 

Any more than she was about to let her sisters or Vicar suffer one more day. 

“I came close to giving into Violence a few times,” Trinity murmured. “I hadn’t seen him yet but felt him. Heard him in the dragons he spoke through. Felt his pull.” Her gaze went to Vicar. “Just like I did in your chamber at the Keep. That same compelling pull that had become so strong that I recalled it the moment he was close again.” She closed her eyes and thought about it before she opened them. “He never showed his face. Never would. Not unless I gave myself over to him entirely. Until we joined forces.”

“Because it’s too grotesque for you to appreciate unless you’d fully embraced your Múspellsheimr side,” Thor realized. “Unlike his brothers Evil and Darkness, Violence doesn’t morph as easily to anything other than what energizes him. Pure violence.”

“So, what are we talking here?” Jade wondered. “The Walking Dead sort of messed up?”

“No,” Vicar replied, in Trinity’s mind enough to know what Jade was talking about. “More like the face of every man or dragon who has met a terrible end in warfare. The face of someone who has suffered great pain. Brutal torture. Been caught up in unbelievable violence. The sort of violence that leaves even the strongest warrior broken for life.”

“Ah.” Jade cringed. “So way past the horror of what the undead look like.”

“Ja,” Loki confirmed. “Violence at his best.”

“Which I never saw and don’t intend to,” Trinity said, hoping she was right while at the same time dreading what was coming. 

What they both sensed moments before the memory played out.

“Yes, I do have the power to stop you, Trinity,” young Vicar promised.

Pain flashed in his eyes before he fully embraced his Múspellsheimr side and did something only he could because of their connection. Because of the power she herself had given him over the years.

“I’m sorry, Trinity,” he ground out before he pressed the Alfheim stone into her hand. A rock she had refused to touch for some time because her Múspellsheimr side was growing too volatile. The inner conflict touching it caused was too much. She didn’t know how to control it. 

Vicar did, though.

Enough to know when combined with his own power, he could keep her safe. He could keep her from returning to Múspellsheimr and forfeiting her life. 

“I love you, Trinity.” He cupped the back of her head, squeezed her hand tighter around the Alfheim stone, and made sure her eyes stayed with his. “And I will find you again.” He shook his head. “You might not like who I am when I do, but I will.” 

Ignoring her tears, he pressed his forehead to hers and did what he had done many times before, only a hundred times more intensely this time, praying it would work.  

“Stay close, don’t go,” he chanted, reciting what he had said when they lay together, only now it was a means to pull her into him. To transfer the difficult Múspellsheimr parts so he could alleviate her distress which would allow her to keep helping her sisters find balance. 

“Oh my God,” Trinity whispered, tears rolling down her cheeks as well. “What did you do, Vicar?” She looked from the memory to him, horrified. “What did you take on?”

“All of you he needed to,” Thor said softly, impressed. “Every last bit.”

Like Trinity, Vicar felt his other self’s every emotion. The extraordinary relief that what he was doing was working. That he could keep her safe. That he could give her back the balance she needed to help her sisters.

“I don’t think I’d ever hated and loved anyone so much as I did you at that moment,” Trinity managed, wiping away more tears. “You used my own powers against me, and it worked...” her voice dropped to a whisper. “We lost each other.”

“No,” young Trinity wailed, feeling her Múspellsheimr half draining into him. He was taking on far too much. Assuming such a heavy swing of multiple personalities that life wouldn’t be easy for him going forward. “Don’t,” she whispered. “Don’t do this to us, Vicar. Don’t do it to yourself.”

But it was too late.

While most would think Múspellsheimr and Alfheim magic were entirely at work, Vicar knew better. His dragon played a big part too. It wouldn’t see her suffer beneath a personality she couldn’t control anymore. Would not see Trinity’s dragon become less and less herself as more time went by. 

So he, in all his personalities and forms, would see her put first. Kept safe.

“Go home, Trinity,” he said softly before he sucked up every last bit of her Múspellsheimr powers and roared it at the heavens. Roared it like he had roared fire that got through to her in Múspellsheimr before she was ever born. “Go home and take care of your sisters.” Following the Múspellsheimr instincts filling him, he slammed a mental door shut. “You are not welcome here anymore.”

Knowing bone-deep that it would work, he called on Alfheim to keep her safe. To keep her free of Múspellsheimr so that she could live a normal life. To wipe away all memory of him and this place. To wipe it from everyone’s memory, even her sisters. Her aunt. Above all, though, the gods, both Norse and Celtic alike. Meanwhile, Thor would be compelled to keep the mysterious little stone in his possession for safekeeping until the time was right. 

If it was ever right.

Either way, if there ever came a time things could be corrected, she would start to remember again. They all would. When that happened, her Múspellsheimr personality would start regenerating and surfacing, but by that point, he had faith they would have found a way to be together without her inner Múspellsheimr changing her entirely. 

Without it being an endless draw for Violence.

Until then, he didn’t want anyone to remember how unbalanced Trinity had actually become. The dark path she had been going down. She deserved better than that. More than that. And he would see her have it.

Better put, her inner Alfheim, the magic of her true homeland, would see her have it. 

And it did. 

In a flash of blinding white light, Alfheim did what it had always done and protected her. Took her to a better place. 

“It did,” Trinity whispered, her eyes so full of love when she looked at him, it was humbling. “It took me right back to you. To us.” She glanced at the sky when it groaned with the sheer violence of clouds crashing together. “All of us.” 

Her gaze returned to him, a little different this time. Less emotional and more determined. 

So determined that her normal half didn’t stand a chance when her Múspellsheimr side surfaced. 

Furious at what had happened to them, she cocked a brow. “So what do you think, Vicar?”

Right there with her, his inner Múspellsheimr surpassed his Sigdir, and he shot her a crooked grin. “I think it’s time we have our revenge, mate.”
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Chapter Thirty-One
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TRINITY HAD NEVER felt as eager to battle as she did when she embraced her Múspellsheimr side, shifted, and launched into the air. She had been eager to have revenge against Violence for as long as she could remember. Wanted to make him pay for trying to lure her into the darkness from the get-go then trying to worm his way into her life ever since. To turn her to his side against her will.

Nobody did that. Period.

While she remained wary of the Forge and all it implied, she was more furious at Violence for trying to disrupt anything that might keep Múspellsheimr dragons safe here on Earth. And, she supposed, anything that might threaten humanity. 

Then there was Vicar.

As she climbed and climbed, fighting the turbulence of their Múspellsheimr storm spiked with Violence’s angry godliness, she was aware of Vicar falling in beside her. She still wasn’t sure what to make of their other halves becoming mates. Did it appeal? Yes. More than she would have thought. But what of their pact? Would he accept being both her mate and one rung lower than her? Because it would have to go that way. 

“Or,” he countered, following her thoughts easily enough, “you agree to be one rung lower than me.”

She snorted. “That’s a lot to hope for.”

“Yet my only offer.” There was no missing the amusement in his voice. “And here I thought you were bowing down when you handed over Loki’s Dagger.”

A dagger that her inner Alfheim of all things had ensured she held onto until Vicar was ready for it. Bold move considering her inner Múspellsheimr was destined to surface as well. A side that could have very well handed it over to Violence before they got this far.

“A foolish presumption to think I would bow down to anyone,” she replied. “My other half gave you the dagger because she believes you’re ready for it. I’m undecided.”

He was about to reply when the godly storm exploded, and things got interesting. Icy air slammed into fiery hot cloudbanks, and Violence was suddenly all around them. 

So were many more moments later. 

Not only had Thor and Loki arrived, as seen in the raging thunder and black lightning bolts, but their kin and fellow Múspellsheimr dragons. The only issue? No one had a clear sense of what direction to go. Who to fight. Where their opponent was. Sometimes they caught a glimpse of something here and there, but mostly they just fought a maelstrom of violent energy.

“Thorulf and I can’t maintain here long, Trinity,” Jade cursed, struggling against the onslaught of Múspellsheimr churned up by Violence. “Whether it’s controlled by you or not, Múspellsheimr’s influence is too strong. Makes me wonder how a Celtic god can withstand it no matter his disposition.”

“It does, doesn’t it?” Trinity replied, wondering about that. 

Though they roared and fought something unseen the best they could, they still struggled. There was no gratifying sense of revenge. No great dragon glory. 

“What are you thinking?” Vicar asked her, sticking closer than she expected. More protective than she would have anticipated. “You think there’s a reason Violence can withstand our Múspellsheimr influence over this storm, don’t you?”

“I do.” Getting a better feel for the Múspellsheimr weather around her, the magic they had created, Trinity thought about it. More to the point, she allowed her Múspellsheimr powers to feel out Violence. To understand his ever-shifting positions. “I can feel him...kinda like he’s a spider caught in our web.”

“Are we sure he's caught, though?” Vicar wondered, erring on the side of caution. “Or does he still have some control?”

“A little bit of both,” she realized, dropping beneath a fiery black cloud she swore had a nasty face in it. A visage with a gaping mouth and foul eyes. “He’s not entirely trapped. He can break free...but,” she kept following what her inner Múspellsheimr was telling her, “he doesn’t want to. He’s too drawn to the violence of the dragons within the storm. Too drawn to our Múspellsheimr powers.” She looked a little deeper, surprised by what she discovered. “Just like he was too drawn that day...”

When she trailed off, Vicar followed her thoughts. 

Saw how this could work in their favor.

Violence was not only drawn to her inner Múspellsheimr in particular but could withstand the storm because he had gotten so close the day her soul came into existence. So close after her spirit had touched such dark, violent magic.

“Which means I hold all the cards,” she said. “As long as I go about things just right.”

It also meant something far worse. Something she sensed the more the storm seemed to cluster toward Vicar. He had soaked up so much of her Múspellsheimr magic over the years that he’d become a conduit, and Violence knew it.

Long story short, he had set a trap, and there was only one way to handle it.

Moving fast before Vicar sensed her intentions, she snagged Loki’s Dagger out of his talon, ordered everyone to protect him, dropped altitude quickly, and headed back for the base of Mt. Galdhøpiggen. 

Though some might say her actions were glory-seeking, they were actually anything but. Surprisingly, they weren’t for prestige or for the sake of humanity but for Vicar. He might deserve a good usurp every so often, but he didn’t deserve what was coming for him.

More than that, she couldn’t quite stomach the thought of anything hurting him.

So she did all she could think of and prayed it worked.

“What are you doing, woman?” Vicar roared.

She didn’t respond but catapulted down until she flew into the mountain and kept going. All the while, she magnified and dragged her Múspellsheimr violence after her, hoping the enemy couldn’t help himself. That he wanted the feel of Múspellsheimr and Loki’s Dagger more than he wanted to possess Vicar. 

Because that was his end game.

An ultimate goal that, terrifyingly enough, he accomplished when he didn’t take the bait but broke past everyone’s defenses and hopped inside Vicar’s dragon.

“Shit, sis, this is bad,” Jade roared. “Hope you’ve got a backup plan!”

She didn’t. Not really. Mainly because she had played her hand wrong. Got too cocky. Had assumed her powers and the dagger would prove irresistible. Now she had Violence on her tail in control of Vicar’s substantial power.

There was no backup plan. No way to...

She paused mid-thought, realizing there was a plan. The same one she’d had years before. There was a snag, though. It could doom Vicar right along with Violence if she didn’t do things just so. 

“You wouldn’t come to me at the beginning,” Violence said into her mind, using Vicar’s voice. His intense allure. “So now I’m coming for you, little dragon. Coming for all you can offer me.” 

Grateful she knew where she was going, Trinity flew deeper and deeper beneath the mountain. The air turned frigid, then searing hot, then back to cold again. Slick oily walls made of debilitating magic closed in on her, then expanded, then closed in again, an endless maze of what most would consider pure terror. 

Not her, though. 

This place more than appealed to her. Especially when she started passing pockets of residual Múspellsheimr magic. Globs of violent power waiting for someone to touch them by accident. Because little was more harmful to dragons than Múspellsheimr magic. Shaken off by the original Múspellsheimr dragons who first arrived on Earth, it was remarkably lethal.

None so lethal, however, than that shed by the dragon who had led them here.

She remembered everything now. All the times she and Vicar had spent together when embracing not just their softer personalities but their mighty Múspellsheimr sides. One of her favorite memories was when he’d shown her his incarnate’s magical residue. While she’d found his actions on Múspellsheimr a little soft because she would have stayed and fought the whole of that world, she did appreciate that he considered females his equals.  

“It’s glorious,” she had said to him, admiring his seething red residue full of violence and hatred. Totally turned on, she had eyed him with a whole new appreciation. “Your incarnate was very powerful.” She’d nodded with approval. “Admirably ruthless before he fled.”

“But in charge when he’d fled,” he had replied. “Just like I will be again someday.”

Though she’d fully intended to claim the position even back then, she had appreciated his gumption. And, she’d reasoned, he had time and time again soaked up some of her Múspellsheimr so she could continue helping her sisters.

Now just look at where that had gotten him.

Possessed by the bad guy.

Not for much longer, she vowed. Not if she could help it.

Which meant he better have been right when he boasted that his incarnate’s Múspellsheimr residue would only ever protect him and most likely her because she had come directly from that world. If that were the case, while her life would be forfeited to the dragon who had snagged her before, she should be able to save Vicar from Violence and preserve Loki’s Dagger too. She understood that would disrupt what Loki had going with the Forge, but she had faith in everyone to find a way without her. 

“You truly think you can get away from me?” Violence taunted. “You think you can outrun the beast I’m in?” He issued a dark chuckle. “Because we both know you can’t.”

“Probably not,” she granted, fully aware he was right on her tail. A mere chomp away. “But I’m going to give it my best shot.” 

In sync with her other self, she held fast to the dagger, pulled all her Múspellsheimr magic close, cut a hard right, and leapt into the pulsing maroon residue of Vicar’s previous incarnate. Straight into what he had once said was a gateway into Múspellsheimr for dragons of that world's bloodline.

Thankfully, Violence took the bait and leapt in after her.

When he did, she rallied every bit of Alfheim magic she could muster and shot it back at him. Just as she’d hoped, combined with the spot’s need to protect Vicar, it stopped him from passing through the gateway. 

Not Violence, though. 

His ugly energy shot out of her mate and flailed into Múspellsheimr. 

“Take the dagger,” she roared, whipping it back to Vicar before she swung around, determined to lead Violence deeper into a world that would eventually destroy him. 

If Violence didn’t destroy her first, that is. 

After all, she might be able to sustain in Múspellsheimr but not her inner Alfheim. Magic that would soon render her too weak to fight off the enemy’s attack. But by then, it wouldn't matter. He would have been in Múspellsheimr too long as well and would go down with her. 

“I don’t think so,” Vicar growled. 

He caught the dagger, reached into Múspellsheimr, and snatched her back. 

Unfortunately, that gave Violence enough time to return as well.

When the enemy attacked them both with vicious, battering power, Vicar wrapped her in his wings. “You’re not going anywhere, woman.” He peered down at her with fiery promise. “Not now. Not in any life after this.” He repeated what his Sigdir side had said to her softer half time and time again. “You stay close. You don’t go.”

“Don’t tell me what to do,” she growled, caught between being mad at him for not letting her go so he survived and being turned on by his dominance. How strong he appeared taking the pain Violence inflicted. “If I want to be with someone else after this life, I will be.”

“Then so will I,” he vowed.

She didn’t much like that. “No, you won’t. Not after having me and me alone in this life.”

“What makes you think I want you alone?”

“Because you’ll never get any better.”

“No,” he agreed. “I won’t.” He narrowed an eye. “Nor will you.”

“No,” she conceded, more aroused by the moment at how well he withstood Violence. How hot he looked doing it. “So we’ll commit for this life.”

“And the next,” he reminded, amused now despite the beating he was taking. 

“We’ll see,” she allowed. “It depends on how well you service me in this life.”

“Enough to make you addicted.” Smoke puffed out of his nostrils, giving away the tremendous amount of pain he was under. Yet still, impressively enough, he managed a hefty erection. But then, pain was kind of their thing. “I’ll service you enough, so you never crave another.”

“I better not,” she warned.

“So you will relent?”

While she never thought she’d make such a promise to any man, at that moment, looking into eyes she had known since before she was born, she knew she would. If she were honest, some small part of her had always hoped it would happen, whether she usurped him or not. 

Was she really ready for this, though? 

To commit to him time and time again? 

To let him into her heart that thoroughly? 

“Yes,” she finally relented, realizing she had no choice. Somehow, some way, she had fallen in love. “I will allow you the pleasure of having me life after life.”

He no sooner grinned than bright red fire burst around them, and their more tempered sides rose to the surface.

“Vicar,” she cried, fearful for him. Terrified the enemy was finally overwhelming him. “Don’t leave me. Don’t go.”

“I’m not going anywhere.” He rested his dragon cheek against hers. “And I’m not in any more pain.” 

That’s when she realized what was happening. 

What these flames meant.

“Oh my God, this is it, isn’t it?” Peaceful warmth rushed over her, followed by a sharp thrill. “We’re Forging in Fire, aren’t we?”

“We are.” His tender eyes met hers. “However strangely they went about it when our other halves finally accepted they loved each other and were willing to commit, the Forge began.” 

While she had never been so happy, she worried.

“And the enemy?” She stared up at the brutal flames of Múspellsheimr mixed with the wondrous brightening effects of Alfheim. “Where is...”

She trailed off as the flames ignited something in her and Vicar. A slow burn that combusted into magic far more powerful than what they had possessed before. 

Magic born of both Alfheim and Múspellsheimr. 

The fire faded, and Violence, deprived of the connection he’d had with their Múspellsheimr sides, deprived of their inner conflict and exposed to their new magic, hovered vulnerable, immobile, and weak above them. Everyone was there watching. Waiting. Not just kin but Múspellsheimr dragons and Ancients alike.

What would they do next? 

How would they handle such a god?

Trap him or end him now? 

Because they could do that. They had that much power between them. So much power, the Celtic gods were in big trouble now. 

One Celtic god in particular. 

“I have the perfect idea,” she said, her Múspellsheimr side alive and well inside her. 

“Me too,” he replied, his Múspellsheimr half right there as well. 

“One more night first, though?” she wondered. “Give everyone time to prepare?”

“Ja.” His impressive erection hadn’t lessened a bit nor the lust in his gaze. “One more night.”

A night that would be the last peace anyone enjoyed before they set their end-of-war plan in motion. 
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Chapter Thirty-Two
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“SO WHAT NOW, mate?” Trinity purred, licking the length of his shaft before she straddled him. “Do we try to sleep or spend the rest of the night doing what we do best?” 

“What do you think?” He tried to pull a hand free from where she’d bound it to the headboard, but it wasn’t budging. She had done it up well with magic. So he bent his legs, forcing her to shift forward, then thrust up and filled her. “We can sleep after this is all over.”

“I agree,” she groaned, not moving. Simply enjoying the sensation of being filled by him yet again. They had been at it for hours, more than making up for lost time. Even better? They were doing it at the Sigdir Lair, where they had spent so much time when young. Somewhere they ended up shunning because they craved the Keep too much. Craved the presence of Múspellsheimr dragons. 

Of course, they had redecorated the place to suit their sexual appetites.

“So, do you think Goddess Carman will be surprised?” Trinity wondered. “Or will she in some unknown godly way know we’re coming?”

He grinned, reflecting on what they had done to Violence. 

He was trapped in the residual magic of Vicar’s incarnate until they said so. Then, and only then, rather than use him as bait and have Carman come to them, they would unleash the enemy into Múspellsheimr. He was so greatly weakened, he would flee back to Carman. When he did, not just Vicar and Trinity would follow but Thor and Loki. Violence would, as Trinity phrased it, become a Trojan horse, bringing the Norse behind enemy lines right into the heart of Celtic territory. From there, they would attack from the inside out. 

Attack until Carman and Mórrígan were finished off. 

“Carman won’t know we’re coming,” Vicar reminded, answering her question, adoring how powerful Trinity had become. He had too, but he appreciated her strength almost more than his own. “She won’t know because Violence won’t be warning her.”

“Right.” She shifted just enough to make him groan with approval. “Because even though we’re unleashing Violence, he’s still very much an animal on a chain. An animal whose mind is controlled by us thanks to him meddling so much in our lives.” She chuckled and traced her finger over the tattoo on his chest, enjoying the trail of fiery red left in its wake. “In the end, Violence was his own worst enemy, causing his own problems.” She flicked her tongue over his lips and threaded her fingers with one of his bound hands. “Now he’s ours to use however we’d like.”

Since Forging, they had been able to more easily switch between their two halves. Moreover, they enjoyed it. Liked the feeling of combining the four of them into something that satisfied all their needs, both of the heart and of the flesh. 

“So what are we to make of Tor’s behavior after he ended up with Loki’s Dagger?” she wondered. “Because he seemed far too torn for my taste. Should he stay and try to keep Loki away from Revna? Or should he head to the future to see if he can approach Raven without us?”

Because they really needed to stay here, putting their plan with Violence in motion.

“Your Aunt Elsie claims Raven’s alive and well and in one of her trances,” Vicar said. “So now would be the best time for Tor to approach her. To figure out how to protect her.”

“A plan of action Revna agrees with,” she replied dryly. “Why wouldn’t she when she and Loki were off to do God knows what with each other?”

She might not have known Revna long, but she felt the same aggravation as Vicar over her behavior. And he appreciated it because it meant Trinity cared for Tor. That she would look after him every bit as much as Vicar would. 

“Maybe we should go with him to the future,” Trinity’s worried, sweeter side said. “Maybe we should—”

“No.” He shook his head. “Tor and Raven will be all right. Maya, Dagr, Jade, and Thorulf will be there. We must be here, and you know that.”

“You’re right,” she said softly. Her eyes went half-mast when he thrust his hips up just enough to remind her he was still inside her. That they wouldn’t be going anywhere for the remainder of the night. 

They had figured out much on their journey, then more still when they came into their fullest power. Details they had remained curious about. For starters, they now knew Trinity’s Alfheim magic had allowed her to sometimes possess her sisters and, other times, seem like she was actually there on Thorulf and Jade's adventure. It was, after all, magic determined to protect her. She might have forgotten Vicar, but her inner Alfheim knew he was her destined mate. The one who would protect her best in the end. 

They also now understood why Trinity had spent most of her adult life trying to fix men.

“Who knew it was all because of you?” she murmured, following his thoughts. “That I was forever trying to assuage my guilt over what you had ultimately done for me?”

“Something you had no knowledge of,” he reminded. Taking advantage of her sweeter side surfacing, he broke free from his binds and wrapped his arms around her. Held her close. Moved ever-so-slightly once more to remind her he’d be satisfying her again soon. “So, really, all you did was try to help broken men. Help make the world a better place.”

“Did I though?” she wondered, having come into enough power that she now realized exactly what Jade had done for her over the years. How she’d picked up the pieces after Trinity unknowingly broke men’s hearts. “It sounds like I did the opposite.”

“The point is you tried to fix things.” He brushed his lips across hers. “You tried to do what was best.”

“You sound very Sigdir right now,” she teased, her eyes sparkling.

“And you, very much the original Trinity.”

“Yet you love both sides just as much,” she murmured between kisses. “Equally.”

“I do,” he confirmed, relishing whichever side of her presented itself. “And you both my sides.”

“As seen clearly when we visited the Keep earlier,” she agreed. 

Rather than run off to enjoy much-needed intimacy, they had stopped by a few places first. The Keep, where they were celebrated and respected by all dragons, most especially those connected to Múspellsheimr. No feat could be greater than taming Violence. Owning Violence.  

“We have decided to fulfill our pact in a unique way,” he had announced, his Múspellsheimr side at the forefront when he’d nodded at Trinity.

“As Vicar's incarnate would have wanted, we will be equals,” she finished. “We’ll lead Múspellsheimr dragons under Leviathan together rather than putting one above the other.” Trinity’s Múspellsheimr side nodded in return to him. “As fated mates.”

Roars of approval had resounded, followed by much celebration before he brought her to the Sigdir Fortress to finally meet his parents. Her sweet half, of course, alongside his Sigdir half. As to be expected, his parents liked her a great deal and wished they had known about her sooner. They looked forward to seeing them married and getting to know both her sides as soon as the war was over.

“You have returned, son.” His father had clasped Vicar’s shoulders before he and Trinity had left for the Sigdir Lair. “Your mother and I can sense you in your entirety again. Sense the peace between your two halves.”

“Two cherished halves,” his mother had added, tears in her eyes as she’d rested her hand on his shoulder as well. She had met his eyes, both relieved and serious. “Because whether you had done it for the greater good to help Trinity years ago, we do love both sides of you, Vicar. Appreciate both sides.”

His father had nodded in agreement before grinning. “As does the village, it seems.”

Where people had been wary of him before, now that they knew what had happened, what he’d done to help his mate, all was forgiven. Whether he was Múspellsheimr or Sigdir throughout the few hours spent there, people had, at last, approached him without fear. Thanked him for being just as noble and courageous as his incarnate had ever been.

“I really like your parents,” Trinity remarked.

“They like you too.” 

So much that they were eager for grandchildren.

“What about you? Are you eager?” Trinity rolled her hips just enough to drive him crazy. “Because I should be going into heat,” she ticked her fingers on his chest like she was counting down the minutes, “in just a little under an hour.”

His Múspellsheimr side clearly liked the sound of that because he screamed to the surface and grabbed her backside tightly. Half a heartbeat later, she was beneath him with her hands tied.

“And here I thought you weren’t a family man,” she teased, her inner Múspellsheimr right there too. “Glad to know you’re—”

That’s all she got out before he seized her mouth in a hungry kiss, and any further talk was finished. Instead, he took her every second of every minute for the remainder of the night, eager to plant his seed. To watch their child grow in her belly.  

To teach him or her the ways of Midgard, Alfheim, and Múspellsheimr. 

The war hadn’t been won yet, but they were almost there. Much had been gained by those who had already Forged in Fire. Now that Vicar and Trinity had harnessed the power of two more worlds and found a backdoor into enemy territory, it was only a matter of time.

There was still no way to know if Tor and Raven would find their way to each other or if the dark Irish wizard would help again, but everyone was better armed than they’d been at the beginning. Soon enough, they would be fighting a godly war for the ages, but not quite yet. 

For now, Vicar and Trinity would enjoy finally coming together as they should. They had embraced their various halves and found a far greater love because of it.  

But then that seemed to be the key all along. 

Accepting one another for all their various aspects, good and bad, violent and gentle, had allowed them to grow together. Find the perfect balance. But most of all, finally see their weaknesses for the strengths they really were. 
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The end is nearly here! Join Tor and Raven in the epic edge-of-your-seat conclusion of Viking Ancestors: Forged in Fire. Pre-order now.
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Just Curious?
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First off, I’d like to thank all of you who have kept reading my books and followed my characters over the years. As I always say, without you, they’d be voiceless, their stories forever untold. I’d also like to thank those of you who just found me. I hope you’ve enjoyed spending time with all my various characters. Enough so that you might share your experience.

To that point, if you enjoyed Vicar, would you consider leaving a review? Just a line or two. It would mean the world and make such a difference when it comes to reaching more readers and continuing the craft I so love. If you’re up for it, thank you in advance. I appreciate it more than you know, as do my characters. 

Fondest Regards,

Sky
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IF YOU ENJOYED THIS story, I invite you to join my private Facebook group, where I’ll be sharing things I don’t normally share on my Facebook Page or Profile, including never-before-read excerpts, upcoming projects, exclusive giveaways, advanced review copies, and so much more. 
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ENJOY LEAVING REVIEWS? If so, consider joining my ‘early eyes’ ARC (Advanced Review Copies) team. Sign up here. 
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Deities & Dragons
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Author’s Note: The following gods are known for several things. The descriptions given below are for the purpose of this series.
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LOKI– Cunning Norse god known for creating chaos. Also known as god of fire. Goddess Hel’s father. Dagr’s grandfather. Though not blood-related, also considered father of Destiny, Queen of the Dragons.

Thor– Powerful Norse God of Thunder and Lightning. Thrice removed grandfather to Thorulf and Vicar.

Mórrígan– Celtic Goddess of War, Fate, and Sexuality. Sometimes seen as a crow.

Donn Fírinne– Celtic God of Death. Biological father of Destiny, Queen of the Dragons.  

Carman– Celtic Goddess of Evil Magic. Leaves destruction in her wake.

Dub, Dother, and Dain– Carman’s sons. Darkness, Evil, and Violence.

Dragons

Sigdir dragons– The MacLomain Clan’s Viking ancestors. Dragons born on Earth/Midgard.

Ancient dragons– First-generation Midgard dragons. Parents born on Múspellsheimr, dragonkind’s homeworld.

Múspellsheimr dragons– Dragons born on Múspellsheimr who now live on Midgard.
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Series Cast
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Author’s Note: Characters will vary from book to book. This provides a general overview of main couples, allies, and enemies within the series. Various parents/elders may make appearances based on the particular hero/story.
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LEVIATHAN– King of the Dragons and an Ancient. Mated to Destiny.

Destiny– Queen of the Dragons. A Sigdir. Biological Daughter of Celtic Death. Mated to Leviathan.

Elsie– Aunt of the modern-day sisters. Dragon psychic. Motherly, calming disposition.

Maya– Highest frequency sister dragon. Very kind. Super positive. Lifts her sisters emotionally. Mated to Dagr. Queen of the dead on Midgard. Co-creator of Midgard’s Rift. Roars powerful Helheim fire.

Trinity– Second to highest frequency sister dragon. Can tap into various vibrational levels. Ultimate peacekeeper. Mated to Vicar. Múspellsheimr, Alfheim and Midgard dragon. Harnesses the power of both Alfheim and Múspellsheimr. 

Jade– Second to lowest frequency sister dragon. High-strung. Soaks up and helps sisters release negativity. Bit of a trouble maker. Celtic demi-god dragon.

Raven– Lowest frequency sister dragon. Needs to be in areas free of too much negativity, so she isn’t susceptible to death or evil.

Dagr– Sigdir demi-god Norse dragon. Son of Eirik, Kenzie, and Goddess Hel. Grandson to Loki. Mated to Maya. King of the dead on Midgard. Co-creator of Midgard’s Rift. Possesses powerful Helheim roar. 

Thorulf– Sigdir Celtic/Norse demi-god dragon. Son of Soren, Agatha, and Ava. Half-brother to Vicar. Grandson thrice removed from Thor. Heir to his own throne. 

Vicar– Sigdir dragon. Possesses some Celtic godliness. Son of Soren and Ava. Split personalities. Half Sigdir, half Múspellsheimr dragon from former life. Half-brother to Thorulf. Mated to Trinity. Harnesses the power of Múspellsheimr.

Tor– Sigdir dragon. No godliness. Even disposition. Medium and healer. Son of Sven and Emily.

Allies

Freya– Cupid dragon. Brings mates together. Daughter of Davyn and Shea.

Liv– Warrior dragon. Strong personality. Daughter of Rokar and Tess. Fated for Torc.

Torc– Leviathan’s brother. Adheres to Múspellsheimr’s more primal ways. Fated for Liv.

Ulrik– Sigdir dragon. Controls fiery gateway tunnel. Husband to Frida. Son of Håkon and Sage.

Frida– Wife of Ulrik. Helps protect Ulrik’s magic. 

Estrid– Dagr’s ethereal sister. Daughter to Eirik and Kenzie.

Revna– Head seer. Half seer, half fire demon. Daughter of Magnus and Vigdis.

Vigdis– Former head seer. 

Magnus– Leader of the fire demons.

Hel– Godess of Helheim. Dagr’s biological mother.

Loki– Cunning Norse god known for creating chaos. 

Thor– Norse God of Thunder and Lightning. 

Dark wizard– unknown Irish ally to the Forge.

Soren– Thorulf and Vicar’s father.

Ava– Thorulf’s stepmother. Vicar’s biological mother.

Eirik– Dagr’s father.

Kenzie– Dagr’s stepmother.

Sven– King of the Sigdirs. Tor’s father.

Emily– Queen of the Sigdirs. Tor’s mother.

Heidrek– Elder. Thorulf and Vicar’s grandfather.

Cybil– Elder. Thorulf and Vicar’s grandmother.

Enemies

Carman– Celtic Goddess of Evil Magic.

Dub, Dother, and Dain– Carman’s sons. Darkness, Evil, and Violence.

King Ødger– King of rival Viking tribe.

Mórrígan– Celtic Goddess of War, Fate, and Sexuality.

Donn Fírinne– Celtic God of Death.
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Midgard Locations & General Glossary
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Ancient’s Lair– Ancient dragon lair

Cave Catacombs– Network of interconnected caves across Scandinavia

Cave Harbor– Harbor in Ancient’s Lair

Cave of Memories– Cave born of Forest of Memories

Dragon Lair– Sigdir dragon lair

Forest of Memories– Powerful forest that captures traumatic events or memories and replays them

Hel’s Rift– A place between Helheim and Midgard for souls waiting to enter Helheim

Hvergelmir’s River– A river in Níðhöggr’s Realm that pours from the well that nourishes all life

Hvergelmir’s Spring– Spring that feeds Hvergelmir’s River

Maine Ash– Níðhöggr’s ash tree in modern-day Maine

Midgard’s Rift– A place on Midgard for souls waiting to enter Helheim

Mt. Galdhøpiggen’s Peak– Home of the seers

Níðhöggr’s Ash– Great serpent’s ash tree in Scandinavia

Níðhöggr’s Realm– (AKA the Realm) Home to Ancients and Múspellsheimr dragons

Place of Seers– Magical location only those with seer blood can go

Viking Fortress– Sigdir stronghold once ruled by King Heidrek, now ruled by King Sven

The Stronghold– A kingdom once ruled by King Bjorn, now ruled by King Soren

The Realm’s Keep (AKA Leviathan’s Keep)– Castle in Níðhöggr’s Realm

The Spot– Black spot beneath Mt. Galdhøpiggen where Celtic god Darkness is trapped

General Glossary

Loki’s Dagger– A dagger created by Loki to forge couples in fire. Creates fated mates.

Tor’s Prophesy– Prophecy made by a girl who’s haunted Tor his whole life. One born of powerful fire from both the past and future. Fire that would rile the gods, who would then wreak havoc on their people. This prophecy prepares Sigdirs for the possibility they’ll have to mate with women across time.
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Nine Worlds
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Please note that while these worlds do, in fact, reflect those from Norse Mythology, creative license was taken in the world-building of this particular series.

––––––––
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Niflheim (Old Norse: “Niflheimr”) means “mist home” or “mist world.”—The first of the Nine Worlds in Norse mythology, Niflheim is made of fog, mist, and ice. The darkest and coldest of the worlds, it possesses the eldest of three wells called Hvergelmir, a bubbling boiling spring protected by a dragon called Níðhöggr. It is said that all cold rivers come from this well and that Hvergelmir is not only the origin of all living but where all living will return. When the world tree Yggdrasill started to grow, it stretched one of its large roots far into Niflheim and drew water from the spring Hvergelmir.
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Midgard (Old Norse: “Miðgarðr”) means “middle earth.”—The homeworld of humanity, Midgard is connected to Asgard by Bifrost the Rainbow Bridge. Odin and his two brothers Vili and Ve, created humans. From an ash log, man. From an elm log, woman. 
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Asgard (Old Norse: “Ásgarðr”) Home of Norse gods and goddesses—The male gods in Asgard are called Aesir, and female gods Asynjur. Odin (All-Father) rules over this world and is chief of the Aesir. His wife Frigg is Queen of the Aesir. Within Asgard is Valhalla, a great hall where half the brave souls of Vikings who have died in battle are received to feast alongside Odin. The other half who died courageously in combat go to Fólkvangr, a meadow ruled over by the goddess Freyja.
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Vanaheim (Old Norse: “Vanaheimr”) Homeworld of the Vanir (AKA–Seers)—An old branch of gods, the Vanir are masters of sorcery and magic. They’re also well known for their talent to predict the future. This world possesses healing rock. 
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Muspelheim (Old Norse: “Múspellsheimr”) Homeworld of dragons—Burning hot, filled with lava, flames, sparks, and soot, Muspelheim is home to not only massive dragons but fire giants and fire demons. Ruled by Surtr, those on Muspelheim are forever warring and often threaten those on other worlds. Surtr swears vengeance on many worlds, including Asgard, vowing he will turn it into a flaming inferno beneath his fiery sword. 
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Helheim (Old Norse: Hel) Home of the dead—The final destination of anyone who did not die in battle. Families reunite in Helheim.
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Jotunheim (Old Norse: “Jötunheimr”) Home of the giants (Jotuns)—Jotunheim consists mostly of rock, wilderness, and dense forests. Lies in the snowy regions on the outermost shores of the ocean. Because of this, for lack of fertile land, the Jotuns live off fish from the rivers and the animals from the forest.
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Alfheim (Old Norse: “Álfheimr”) Home of the light elves—Ruled by the god Freyr, Alfheim hosts beautiful creatures called light elves that are considered to be “guardian angels.” Known for delivering inspiration via art or music, light elves are minor gods of nature and fertility with the ability to help or hinder humans with their knowledge of magical powers. 
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Svartalfheim (Old Norse: “Niðavellir or Svartálfaheimr”) Home of the dwarves—Masters of craftsmanship and ruled by King Hreidmar, the dwarves of Svartalfheim live under the rocks, in caves and underground. The gods of Asgard have received many powerful gifts from the dwarves. 
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~The MacLomain Series- Early Years~

Time Travel Fantasy Romance

Highland Defiance- Book One

Highland Persuasion- Book Two

Highland Mystic- Book Three

~The MacLomain Series~

Time Travel Fantasy Romance

The King’s Druidess- Prelude

Fate’s Monolith- Book One

Destiny’s Denial- Book Two

Sylvan Mist- Book Three

~The MacLomain Series- Next Generation~

Time Travel Fantasy Romance

Mark of the Highlander- Book One

Vow of the Highlander- Book Two

Wrath of the Highlander- Book Three

Faith of the Highlander- Book Four

Plight of the Highlander- Book Five

~The MacLomain Series- Viking Ancestors~

Time Travel Fantasy/Shifter Romance

Viking King- Book One

Viking Claim- Book Two

Viking Heart- Book Three

~The MacLomain Series- Later Years~

Time Travel Fantasy Romance

Quest of a Scottish Warrior- Book One

Yule’s Fallen Angel (spin-off novella)

Honor of a Scottish Warrior- Book Two

Oath of a Scottish Warrior- Book Three

Passion of a Scottish Warrior- Book Four

~The MacLomain Series- Viking Ancestors’ Kin~

Time Travel Fantasy/Shifter Romance

Rise of a Viking- Book One

Vengeance of a Viking- Book Two

A Viking Holiday- Book 2.5

Soul of a Viking- Book Three

Fury of a Viking- Book Four

Destiny’s Dragon- Book 4.5

Pride of a Viking- Book Five

~The MacLomain Series: A New Beginning~

Time Travel Fantasy Romance

Sworn to a Highland Laird- Book One

Taken by a Highland Laird- Book Two

Promised to a Highland Laird- Book Three

Avenged by a Highland Laird- Book Four

~Pirates of Britannia World~

Historical Romance

The Seafaring Rogue

The MacLomain Series: A New Beginning Spin-off

The Sea Hellion

Sequel to The Seafaring Rogue

~Viking Ancestors: Rise of the Dragon~

Time Travel Fantasy/Shifter Romance

Viking King’s Vendetta- Book One

Viking’s Valor- Book Two

Viking’s Intent- Book Three

Viking’s Ransom- Book Four

Viking’s Conquest- Book Five

Viking’s Crusade- Book Six

~Free Spin-off Novella~

Historical Romance

Highland Yule (A MacLomain and MacLauchlin Hogmanay Tale)

~The MacLomain Series: End of an Era~

Time Travel Fantasy Romance

A Scot’s Pledge

A Scot’s Devotion

A Scot’s Resolve

A Scot’s Favor

A Scot’s Retribution

~Viking Ancestors: Forged in Fire~

Leviathan

Dagr

Thorulf

Vicar

Tor

~Eclipsing Hearts~

Multi-author set that includes Her Wicked Dragons, a Forged in Fire spin-off tale

~The MacLomain Series: Irish Roots~

Coming in 2022

A Celtic Memory

A Celtic Secret

A Celtic Longing

A Celtic Vow

~Highlander’s Pact~

Historical Romance

Scoundrel’s Vengeance

Scoundrel’s Fortune

Scoundrel’s Redemption

Ringing in Yule (holiday spin-off)

~The Lyon’s Den Interconnected World~

Regency Romance

To Tame the Lyon

~Calum’s Curse Series~

Paranormal Romance

Sister series to The MacLomain Series. Can stand alone, but is best enjoyed after The MacLomain Series (Books 1-4) which includes The King’s Druidess.

The Victorian Lure- Book One

The Georgian Embrace- Book Two

The Tudor Revival- Book Three

~Forsaken Brethren Series~

Vampire Romance

Darkest Memory- Book One

Heart of Vesuvius- Book Two

~Pirate’s Intent~

Rescued by Passion

Steamy Historical Romance

Taken by Sin

Erotic Historical Romance

~Holiday Tales~

Time Travel Fantasy/Shifter Romance

Yule’s Fallen Angel

+ Bonus Novelette, Christmas Miracle

A Viking Holiday

~Viking Surrender Series~

Multi-author Anthology

Historical Erotic Romance

Ragnar
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Family Trees
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Click HERE to view Family Trees.
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Sky Purington is the bestselling author of over sixty novels and novellas. A New Englander born and bred who recently moved to Virginia, Purington married her hero, has an amazing son who inspires her daily, one ultra-lovable husky shepherd mix and two Siberian huskies full of wanderlust. Passionate for variety, Sky's vivid imagination spans several romance genres, including historical, time travel, paranormal, and fantasy. Expect steamy stories teeming with protective alpha heroes and strong-minded heroines.

Purington loves to hear from readers and can be contacted at Sky@SkyPurington.com. Interested in keeping up with Sky’s latest news and releases? Either visit Sky’s website, www.SkyPurington.com, join her quarterly newsletter, or sign up for personalized text message alerts. Simply text ‘skypurington’ (no quotes, one word, all lowercase) to 74121 or visit Sky’s Sign-up Page. Texts will ONLY be sent when there is a new book release. Readers can easily opt out at any time. 

Love social networking? Find Sky on Facebook, Instagram, Twitter, and Goodreads.

Want a few more options? “Follow” Sky Purington on Amazon to receive New Release Kindle Updates and “Follow” Sky on BookBub to be notified of amazing upcoming deals. 
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Crave historical romance filled with passion and red hot chemistry? Join me and my author friends in the Facebook group, Historical Harlots, for exclusive giveaways, chat with amazing HistRom authors, naughty shenanigans, and more!

Join Historical Harlots
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