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Аннотация
His Fate is finally in front of him�and he�s never letting go.
Morgan and Magnus Grimm return from their search for Skuld, Norn of the Future, only to find that she�s been living under their noses this whole time. Now that Morgan finally has the woman of his dreams within reach, nothing�not amnesia, not Odin, not even his father�s death�will prevent him from claiming the Fate he�s wanted for centuries.
Skylar Kincade is lost among these crazy people who swear that they�re the old Norse gods. But�there�s something that strikes a chord deep within her. Something from which the hot, redheaded Morgan wants to protect her.
But when the memories burst free, there�s no softening the devastating blow. For overstepping her bounds and changing their fates to save their lives, her powers were stripped away, leaving her as just another Norn.
And it seems more punishment is coming down: one of Logan�s children is missing. Skye is determined to do her part to make it right�by journeying all the way to Valhalla to meet a fate from which Morgan may not be able to save her.
Warning: This novel contains explicit nookie on a kitchen table, graphic language in one or more dialects, and a Fate worth living for.
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by
Dana Marie Bell 

To Mom, who is always proud of me, even when she thinks I�m being an idiot. You keep asking me for that mansion and yacht. I�ll keep laughing my ass off.
To Dad, who still wants to know when I�ll write a book he�s allowed to read. I love my parents. They make me laugh so hard.
And to Dusty, who is fully aware he�s about to become a Dragon Age widower once more. Here�s hoping they�ll give me another hot, hunky elf love interest! Oh, and some female LI for Dusty, just to be fair. May she be small breasted and dumb as a box of rocks. Not that I�d be jealous or anything�


Prologue

Modi grimaced as Hrungnir laughed raucously, the sound crass in the golden halls of Valhalla. The Jotun was uncouth, loud and rude, and had insulted god and goddess alike more than once with his boasts and his constant demands for ale and wine.
Valhalla, the highest seat in Asgard, should not house such as he.
It had all begun with a wager, a silly one that Odin had, for some unknown reason, chosen to take up. Whether it had been Loki egging him on, or Thor�s smug belief that none could best a god, Modi did not know, nor did he care to. While Sleipnir and Gullfaxi raced to see who was the swiftest, Hrungnir chose to make a pest of himself at his grandfather�s table.
How could anyone think a mere horse could defeat Sleipnir? He was so swift it was believed by some that he had eight legs instead of the normal four. Indeed, some mortal artists had begun to depict him that way, much to Odin�s amusement. He did nothing to disabuse them of the notion, going so far as to cast illusions when he stopped to talk to mortals in Midgard, making it appear that Sleipnir did, in fact, have eight legs.
It always surprised him that Sleipnir was so different from his half brothers and sister. Born of Loki and a mortal horse, Sleipnir was not the shape shifter his siblings were and exhibited none of the signs that he held human intelligence. He was certainly smarter than your average horse, but that was it. Loki grieved for that more than he wanted known, but at least Sleipnir was well treated as the favored mount of the king of the gods.
The giant�s raucous laughter rang out once more and Modi hid a cringe. While not all Jotun were like this one, there were several who would think nothing of acting in exactly the same way.
He exchanged an annoyed look with his twin, Magni, who looked equally disgusted by the giant�s antics. What right did he have to come here and mock the gods? �Twas bad enough he�d sworn his horse Gullfaxi could defeat Sleipnir, son of Loki. But to then enter Valhalla and demand sustenance, to grope the younger goddesses as if they were his personal playthings? It was not to be tolerated. By the gods, even Loki was becoming annoyed, and it took much to move the Trickster to action for more than amusement or personal gain. If someone didn�t do something soon, the Trickster would act, and not even Odin would be able to stop him.
Who knew what mayhem would ensue, should Loki become involved?
�More ale, wench!� The giant laughed once more as he slapped a Norn on the ass. ��Tis pleasing to be surrounded by so many lovelies, Odin. You are a lucky man indeed.�
The Norn he�d slapped scowled at him, her blonde hair pulled back from her face, her strong jaw clenched. When Modi realized which Norn Hrungnir had insulted, he nearly stepped in, despite the man�s guest status.
No one should touch Skuld without her permission.
To Helheim with that. No one should touch her without his permission.
Her gaze darted toward him and she blushed, but instead of making her way toward him she joined her sisters away from Hrungnir. Modi relaxed as the woman he�d been yearning for put herself out of harm�s way.
He wanted her with a fire that refused to be quenched by any other female he bedded. He just couldn�t stop watching her. Oh, the pale blonde hair that brushed her shoulders was certainly pretty enough. But he�d seen shinier, more golden locks. There were plenty of goddesses with fairer, rosier skin than hers. And her blue eyes were the color of the summer sky on a cloudless day, pure and pale, but Morgan had stared into eyes far purer and more brilliant a blue. Her nose was broader than the delicate one most of the goddesses sported, and her jaw was far squarer, giving her face an appearance of strength rather than delicate beauty.
And there was the draw. She exuded an inner strength that belied her slender, fragile frame. The only truly delicate thing about her features was her lips. Painted a pale rose and glistening, they were a perfect Cupid�s bow. They, more than anything else, drew his gaze.
His grandfather had told him those particular Norns were not to be touched on pain of death. He could bed any other he fancied, but the three�Skuld, Urdr and Verdandi�were off-limits.
It was one of the few times he�d been drawn to go against one of Odin�s edicts. The temptation to taste those honeyed lips, to see those pale blue eyes darken as they pleasured one another, was almost overwhelming. But his father had sided with Odin, and for once the man made a good point.
One did not bed fate without facing the consequences.
Magni had tried to get Modi to ignore the edict, knowing how Modi pined for the pale-haired Norn with the sky-blue eyes. Magni understood what it was to yearn in secret, even if he�d never once admitted to Modi how he felt about�
No. Modi wouldn�t even think the name of the woman his brother wished were his. Not here, in Odin�s hall, while Thor looked on. He smiled grimly.
To do so would be to tempt fate.
But Magni, despite his temper, had a compassionate side none but those he cared deeply about ever saw. Perhaps, he claimed, if Modi wanted her so badly, then maybe fate wanted them joined.
Such thoughts led to treason. Modi had chosen to obey his father and the All-Father. He backed away from her and hungered in secret. None other would ever satisfy him, but she was part of a greater plan, one not even Odin himself could control or contain.
She was off-limits by the simple virtue of what she was, and Modi respected her role enough not to force his attentions upon her. Even when it caused him pain to walk away.
Hrungnir�s rough laughter once again drew him away from his melancholy thoughts. Odin smiled as they all watched the giant make a fool of himself. What was the Old Man up to? He would not tolerate such behavior from his kin, so why did he allow it in an unwelcome visitor?
Magni was becoming enraged. Modi was uncertain if he would be able to stay his brother�s wrath. Sons of Thor though they might be, they did not have their father�s strength. Children of his affair with the giantess J�rnsaxa, they were looked down upon as less than the other gods, unworthy to sit by their father�s side.
Sometimes, Modi understood how Loki felt, the only Jotun living in a sea of Aesir and Vanir. Not that he would ever speak such blasphemy within earshot of either his father or grandfather. Odin was not known for his understanding ways.
�I hear your apple wine is famous, dear Odin. Will you not allow me to try some?� Hrungnir slapped Sif, Thor�s wife, on the ass, and Modi had to stop his brother from running forward and breaking the giant�s hand. �Fetch me some, wench!�
Odin�s smile was�strange, but Modi did not have time to contemplate why his grandfather�s expression gave him chills, for the Aesir roared their disapproval of the giant�s audacity at touching the wife of the mighty thunder god.
Frigg�s shrill voice rang out through the hall, demanding satisfaction of her husband. �My lord, will you allow such a creature to abuse us so?�
Modi snorted, unheard. Of course Odin would if it meant his amusement. He sipped his wine and grimaced.
Apple again. Perhaps he�d give the giant his cup and sip the ale Hrungnir disdained so. He sipped again, the sweet tartness spilling over his tongue, reminding him why the apple wine had become so famous among gods and Jotun alike. Perhaps he�d wait, sit back and watch as his grandfather did. Was this buffoon worth his anger?
�If grandfather does not do something soon, then I will.� Magni clenched his fist so tightly his goblet cracked.
He had best nip this in the bud. Magni could get into a great deal of trouble if he interfered in the Odin�s plans. �Peace, brother. The Old Man is up to something.�
Magni grumbled, but drained his cup. �So be it, brother.�
Modi sighed. Sometimes reining in Magni�s temper was a full-time job, but where Magni would balk at such interference from others, he accepted it from his twin. Strength and Anger, they were called, just pieces of their father rather than the whole. But some forgot that Anger was as strong as his brother, and that while Strength was quiet, that did not mean he held no anger.
�Allow me to teach the wretch some manners, Father.�
Modi refrained from rolling his eyes, his attention once more on the fool of a Jotun seated at his grandfather�s table. Of course Thor would step up, offer to defend the non-existent virtue of the goddesses, especially if there was a chance he would get in their furs this evening.
Yet another reason Magni wished so desperately for Sif. If his father had truly loved her, been faithful to her, then perhaps Magni would have been content.
Instead, both he and his twin had to watch while the women they loved were mauled by an ass parading as a man, and do nothing.
�So be it, my son.� Odin stood and clapped his hands, and Modi instantly found his attention focused solely on him. As Valhalla fell silent, he was reminded of why his grandfather was the king of the gods. �Hrungnir, you have abused the hospitality of my hall.�
�And lost, it seems, to Sleipnir.� Loki was hanging out the window, his dark, fiery hair blowing in the wind. The wistful pride as he spoke of his bestial son was strange. Had Loki not voluntarily given Sleipnir to Odin, giving up all claims to the creature? �Look, Sleipnir returns, leading the way for Gullfaxi.�
�No! You lie.� Hrungnir tossed his mug at the Trickster, who danced out of the way at the last minute.
�Normally I would say I do, but in this case, I don�t.� Loki grinned, that maddening look that had sent more than one warrior reaching for his blade. And in truth, he was proven right, for Sleipnir leapt into Valhalla with a triumphant whinny, his white mane tossing around him as the stallion reared on his hind legs. The beast smelled of sweat, the exertion of defeating the golden-maned Gullfaxi glistening on his hide.
�My pet. You have done well.� Odin stepped forward and offered Sleipnir his favorite treat, an entire apple from Idunn�s garden. �Rest, my pet. I will have need of you later.�
The horse snorted and shook his head, accepting the apple with grace before leaving the hall. It astonished Modi that such a slender beast carried the great Odin upon his back. Some days he looked as if a stiff breeze would break him.
�Father.� Thor stood before the throne, waiting for Odin to acknowledge him.
Odin turned to his son, and Modi shuddered. Odin did not look pleased, his single eye gleaming with godly light. Thor paled, but did not move. Modi was never after certain if it was bravery or foolishness, but Odin seemed to soften in his regard toward his favorite child. �Yes, my son.�
Thor nodded once and turned to the Jotun Hrungnir. �Face me, and know your death.�
Hrungnir stood, his stone shield before him, his stone mace held aloft. �You think to attack me, a guest in your house?�
Loki laughed. �A guest or a pest, it matters not if you have overstayed your welcome.�
�Silence, Loki.� The Trickster glared at Odin, unflinching, but Odin was unmoved. �Allow Thor to deal with this.�
Loki bowed. �Of course, Old Man. As you wish.� Loki picked up his mug and settled back at the table, but his sharp, bright gaze following Hrungir�s every move.
Modi blinked. How had the Trickster gotten his hands on some ale? Everyone else held the goblets Odin used to serve his wine, but not Loki. Had Odin decided his precious apple wine was too good to pass the lips of a Jotun? Or had he turned it down, simply to be contrary? Modi would put nothing past the Trickster when it came to his quiet feud with Odin. For all Morgan knew the wine was in the mug and Loki was simply out to annoy the leader of the gods.
Thus it was that, as he had paid far too much attention to Loki�s antics, Modi missed the cowardly attack of Hrungnir. The Jotun flung his stone weapon at Thor�s head.
But Thor was the consummate warrior and had fought Jotun before. He knew their tricks. Wielding the hammer Mjolnir, he shattered the thrown weapon before it could reach him.
Yet still, the Jotun took first blood, for a piece of the shattered mace struck Thor upon the head, cutting him deeply. Enraged, Thor swung Mjolnir and hit Hrungnir square on top of his head, shattering his skull with a sound not unlike that which the Jotun�s mace had made upon impact with the mighty hammer. Hrungnir crumpled to the ground, dead, but Thor, blinded by blood in his eyes, also fell, crushed beneath the giant�s body. Hrungnir had his father trapped.
The hall fell silent as the Jotun did not move.
Nor did the thunder god as he lay nearly hidden beneath the greater girth of the Jotun.
�Father!� Magni was the first to move, racing to Thor�s side. Modi swiftly followed, ready to assist his brother in lifting the giant corpse off their father. He was strength. He could do this.
But before he could reach the corpse, Magni had lifted it and flung it aside like a rag doll, his rage and fear giving him the strength he needed to save Thor. Their father groaned, sending a shaft of relief racing through Modi�s veins.
�You ass! Jump out of the way next time.�
Loki burst into laughter, falling out of his seat to roll on the ground like a child. Even the Fates smiled at his brother, amused by his outburst no doubt. Modi stilled, his heart yearning as he took in Skuld�s beauty.
Skuld should always be smiling like that. If he could, he would see to it that she knew no other expression.
But he couldn�t, so he turned back to his brother and his father. Thor grumbled but took Magni�s hand and allowed his son to lift him to his feet. �You are strong, my son. Truly worthy to be called my own. In recognition of this, I give you Gullfaxi, mine enemy�s steed, for your own.�
For a split second, Magni�s expression was filled with joy, but it was soon shattered.
�Hold, my son. How dare you give such a fine steed to the bastard child of a Jotun rather than your own father?� Odin swept between Magni and Thor, glaring at the latter as if he�d performed some foul deed rather than reward his own child. �Gullfaxi is mine, won by the might of my steed.�
�Father��
�Enough!� The Godspear flashed into Odin�s hand, the butt crashing into the golden floor of Valhalla and echoing throughout the hold of the gods. �It is done. Be grateful I allow the boy to live among us.�
If Modi could pray, he would, just so that he never saw that look of pain on his brother�s face again. Magni felt everything deeply, but especially Odin�s rejection. If they had been children of Sif, they would have had his full approval, but no. That was denied them, as were the ones they loved.
�He is my son!� Thor roared his own anger at his father, but Odin held up his hand, stopping him.
�Your son he may be, but he is barely one of us. Remember that, as I do.�
Thor growled, and thunder rumbled outside the hall. �He and his brother shall wield Mjolnir when Ragnarrok fells us all. Remember that, Father.� And Thor stalked off, leaving Magni and Modi both to face the tender mercies of the man they called Grandfather.

Chapter One

Morgan Grimm knocked on the Tate-Saeters� door, weary to the bone. It had been a long-ass trip, and all they had to show for it was sore feet and bad news. The Norn of the Future, Skuld, was missing, and her sisters couldn�t find her.
�Are you sure they didn�t know where Skuld was?�
Morgan gritted his teeth. �For the sixth and final time, yes.� Magnus hadn�t dropped it since they got off the Bifrost Bridge and headed home to Center City, Philadelphia. The moment he�d seen that statue of William Penn on top of City Hall he�d wanted to collapse in relief.
Philly really had become home, in ways he never would have thought possible.
�And if they were lying to us?�
Morgan shrugged. �We spank their asses until they scream.�
Magnus chuckled. �The redhead was kind of cute.�
�If you could get past the thees and thous. I prefer more modern screams myself.� Not that he�d be crazy enough to try and get it on with a Norn of Fate.
Or at least not those Norns. Now, if he could find Skuld, it would be a whole different story. Her, he�d happily tie to his bed for the rest of eternity. Maybe even beyond.
A familiar, blood-curdling scream sounded right as Morgan opened the door to Logan, Kir and Jordan�s condo.
Magnus tapped him on the shoulder. �Will those do?�
Morgan rolled his eyes and stepped into the Tate-Saeters� condo. He did his best to ignore the mayhem as Jeff, his half brother, chased his twin sister Jamie around Kir�s living room. The two of them were yelling so loudly Morgan was surprised Hel didn�t come to ask them to keep it down because they were waking the dead.
Magnus, however, never could ignore a good fight. �Get him, Jamie! Run, Jeff, run!�
The two paused, and Morgan blinked. Jeff, whose curls had been short when he left, now had� �What is up with your hair?�
Jeff growled, pulling a waist-length mass of red curls over his shoulder. �Jamie stole my rubber band.�
�It was my rubber band. You stole it to begin with.�
�I need it! Fenris won�t let me cut my hair.�
Magnus started to laugh, but Morgan was watching them both closely. Something was wrong. The two of them were crazy, but they were never manic. Today, their playing had a whiff of�desperation? Sadness? Whatever it was, the pair looked far too unhappy to be joking the way they were. �What do you mean, he won�t let you?� No one stopped Jeff from doing what he wanted. No one. Not even their father.
�Did he say Fenris won�t let him?� Morgan was stunned. He remembered Fenris�lfr. The wolf was fierce, but Morgan doubted he would ever harm Jeff. He tugged absently at the magical earring Logan had given him just before they�d departed for the bridge. It hid them from Odin�s scrying, allowing them to get to Yggdrasil without having to confront him openly. They�d left just before Jeff, Travis and Jamie departed for Norway to save Fenris.
Rumor on the bridge had it that the Old Man was hiding in Valhalla after his defeat at the hands of Fenris, but Morgan knew better. If the man was in Valhalla instead of on Earth, it was because he was up to something.
There had been other rumors, dark ones, but they hadn�t dared linger. Skuld was most likely on Midgard instead of under the World Tree, and that meant she was in danger. That Magnus had agreed with him and hustled them both home only caused his anxiety to grow.
The Wonder Twins ignored him. Jamie held out the hair band and shook it in Jeff�s face, dancing back when he tried to snatch it. �It�s mine, dickhead.�
Jeff growled and chased Jamie around the sofa again.
�You know, I�m sure Kir has a nice, quiet quest he can send us on.� Magnus was watching his brother and sister act like idiots with an amused expression.
Morgan flinched as the rubber band smacked Jeff right between the eyes, Jamie crowing in triumph over her �kill shot�. �I hear Barbados is lovely this time of year.�
The two started backing toward the door when the Wonder Twins suddenly froze. �Oh my god.� Jamie stared at them out of huge, tear-filled green eyes, as if just realizing they were there. �Jeff. Magnus and Morgan are here.�
�Welcome home.� Jeff bound his hair with shaking hands, but now that Morgan looked closer he didn�t seem to be any better than Jamie. What the fuck is going on?
The twins exchanged a look that had Morgan�s heart pounding in fear. He was right. All the horsing around suddenly made sense�the Wonder Twins were trying too hard to get back to normal.
Something bad had happened while they were gone.
�I�ll go get Kir and Logan. You go get Jordan.� Jamie nodded and took off.
Instead of heading off to fetch Logan and Kir, Jeff approached Morgan and Magnus.
Something in the way his brother moved told Morgan everything he needed to know. Fenris, Logan�s son, had claimed Jeff as his mate. His brother had always been nimble, but now he moved with a preternatural grace that hadn�t been present before. In his gaze a fierce predator lurked.
He�d deal with that, and Fenris, later. The wolf would take care of Morgan�s brother, but still. Jeff was his little brother, and Morgan would let it be known that Fenris was not the only one watching out for him. �What happened?�
�I didn�t want to say it in front of Jamie. She�s cried enough for both of us. But, Morgan, Magnus�� Jeff sighed, grief tightening his features. �Dad�s dead.�
Morgan blinked. He hadn�t heard what he thought he�d heard. He couldn�t have. Thor was�
Thor. Invincible.
Jeff nodded, as if he sensed Morgan�s disbelief. �Grimm killed him.�
No. Morgan shook his head, unwilling to believe that�
That�
Magnus gripped his arm as he swayed, steadying him.
�The bastard nearly killed you as well, elskede.� Fenris came out of the kitchen and wrapped his arm around Jeff�s waist. His gaze was hard as he stared at the brothers, as if he thought Morgan and Magnus were somehow a threat to his beloved. �He killed Thor to get to me, but took Jeff by accident. As Jeff had changed for the first time, he assumed the wolf was me.� He grabbed Jeff�s wrist and lifted Jeff�s arm, much to Jeff�s obvious aggravation. �He still bears the scars of the Old Man�s cruelty.�
Morgan recognized the line of scars running down his brother�s arm and felt rage threaten to blow the top of his head off. While he�d been merrily tripping along the Bifrost Bridge, Grimm had nearly killed his brother. �He tried to skin you?�
Jeff flinched. �Yeah.�
Morgan took a deep breath, desperately trying to calm himself even as Magnus punched a hole in the wall. Their grandfather, in his insane bid to retake the Vanir and Aesir, had once again gone too far. While they�d been gone on their useless, stupid errand, Jeff had nearly died, and Thor�
Dear gods. Thor.
How could it be? His father had become an ass thanks to Grimm and his manipulations, but he�d finally been throwing off the effects of the mind-altering apples Grimm had been feeding them all for centuries. He�d been coming around, trying to reconcile with his children, and no matter how angry Modi and Magni had been with him they�d loved him dearly.
He was their dad. The man who tossed them in the air, who fought Frigg and Odin when they would have banished them. The man who�d known that while Magnus loved horses and swordplay, Morgan loved puzzles and reading. But as time wore on, that loving man had become cold and harsh toward his children, mimicking Grimm�s behavior and driving his children away.
None of them had seen, not one of them had realized, what was really going on, except Loki. And Grimm had tried to kill him too.
Only Loki had been immune to Grimm�s power. He�d saved Baldur�s life, taking Baldur�s place, and his pain, within the Thing, when Grimm would have seen Baldur slain. Loki had saved Baldur�s life that day, almost at the cost of his own.
Changing their names to Logan and Kir, they�d gone on the run, eventually becoming lovers. They�d been hunted and terrorized by Grimm, with the help of all the gods, including Magni and Modi, who now called themselves Magnus and Morgan Grimm.
They�d all believed Grimm�s lies, that Loki had caused Baldur�s death and that he was using some look-alike to taunt them. His fake grief, combined with his powers of persuasion and the mind-altering apples, had kept them in line. They�d been obedient little drones until Logan and Kir managed to cut off Grimm�s supply of apples, causing them all to realize how far Grimm was willing to go to avoid the prophecy of Ragnarrok.
He�d tried to kill one son to avoid death, and had succeeded in killing the other.
Oh, gods. He was going to miss his father.
Speaking of family, he needed to know. �Where�s Jeanne?�
�Here. She�s with Jordan, trying to deal with Dad�s death and Jordan�s weird pineapple thing.�
Morgan groaned. Jordan had become pregnant with fraternal twins, one from Kir, one from Logan, and ever since she�d been obsessed with, of all things, pineapples. The scent, the taste, even the look of them. If he stumbled over one more pineapple he was going to lose it. It was driving them all crazy. She�d even tried to buy yellow paint, a color that normally made her shudder, over the Internet. She�d bought pineapple-scented candles, pineapple-scented room deodorizers, and insisted on canned pineapple on everything, even beans. Hell, she�d even put pineapples on the holiday tree, for fuck�s sake. Her kids were going to be even freakier than their fathers.
Dad would have loved it. Jordan might not have been his flesh and blood, but the moment he�d married Jeanne, Jordan had been his. The pang of grief that went through Morgan nearly dropped him to his knees.
�Dad�s funeral is in a couple of days. We got word to Gra�� Jeff winced. �I mean, to Frederica, and she requested that we not be there.� He smiled viciously. Morgan blinked in shock as his brother grew fangs. Fenris gave off a low growl, responding to his mate�s anger. �We told her to go to hell. We even offered to provide the hand basket.�
Of course Frigg wouldn�t want her exiled family to come to her son�s funeral. Morgan cursed under his breath. Their grandmother had become just as much of a problem as Grimm in her own way. But if she thought she could stop them from saying good-bye to their father she was sadly mistaken. Enough of the younger gods followed Kir now that she�d have a battle on her hands if she tried to enforce her rule.
�Tell us exactly what happened.� Magnus settled himself on Jordan�s pristine white sofa and clasped his hands between his knees. The others might not realize it, but Magnus was far more shaken by their father�s death than he was willing to let on.
Fenris escorted Jeff to the sofa and settled him next to Magnus. Jeff allowed it, oddly enough. He, too, must be far more hurt than he was willing to admit if he was allowing Fenris to pamper him. Jeff took hold of his mate�s hand before speaking. �Dad was calling me, wanting to work things out.�
�That�s good.� At least Morgan knew his father had tried to make things right with the twins before he died.
Died. Gods. Not a word he�d ever thought he�d associate with his father. Ragnarrok had been a fairy tale, the death of the gods so far in the future he thought it would never come. Now the first had fallen, and the rest would soon follow.
�It would have been better if he�d lived.� Jeff huffed out a breath when Fenris stroked his hair, but the gesture seemed to calm his brother. �Anyway, he came to visit, and we had�words.�
And that would hurt Jeff more than anything else, that his final words to their father had been said in anger. Morgan needed to make sure his brother understood he had nothing to be ashamed of. �He knew you loved him, Jeff.�
�Yeah.� Jeff�s voice broke. He cleared his throat. �Dad, he was� I�� He turned his face into Fenris�s chest. �I can�t.�
�Hush, elskede. I will tell them.�
�I swore I wouldn�t cry until that fucker was dead.� The vicious tone was thick with tears.
�A vow none of us will fault you for breaking, min kj�rlighet.� Fenris buried his face in Jeff�s thick curls as Jeff sobbed on his chest. �Your father, he came to make peace, but a hole in the defenses allowed Grimm through.�
Part of him wanted to snatch his brother from Fenris, to give him comfort himself, but the very fact that Jeff was crying on Fenris told him exactly how his little brother felt about the wolf. Jeff loved Fenris with everything in him, and would probably fight to the death to stay by his side.
�How did the hole get there? Logan�s been pretty good about keeping the shields up.� With Jordan�s pregnancy and Kir�s safety on the line, the Trickster would have done everything in his power to keep his lovers safe.
�They made a mistake. They thought they needed to get to you two quickly, so they traveled through the veil to the Bifrost Bridge quick and dirty instead of carefully. It meant tearing a hole in the defenses around our homes.� Fenris continued stroking Jeff�s hair as Jeff�s sobs quieted. �Because of the urgency of their message, they felt it best. But it didn�t allow time to gently part the protections. They relied on Jordan and Tyr�I mean, Travis�to put them back up.�
�Why? Why were they coming for us? They should have been here.� Magnus snarled what Morgan was thinking. They would have returned eventually. What was so important that it couldn�t wait, that they�d risk Jordan?
Fenris sighed as Jeff shivered. �Skuld is here.�
Morgan let loose a string of curses that would have done his brother proud. Of course. As soon as they realized Morgan and Magnus had been on a fools� errand they would have done their best to fetch them home, fearing some sort of trap. �How did she wind up here? Was she delivering a message?�
�We don�t know, and neither does she. She has no memory of her life beneath Yggdrasil, or of what she truly is. She calls herself Skylar Kincade, and believes she�s a photographer.� Fenris tilted his head, his expression confused. �Heimdall was supposed to tell you all of this. Did you not meet him on the Bifrost Bridge?�
Magnus and Morgan exchanged a quick, confused glance. �No. Heimdall wasn�t there.�
Fenris sighed wearily as Jeff sniffled. �Damn. This is troubling. We still do not know whose side the Guardian will come down on. If Heimdall chooses to follow the Old Man he will be a powerful enemy.�
�Where is he?�
Jeff, his eyes tear stained, lifted his head from Fenris�s chest. �Who? Grimm, or Dad?�
�Dad.� Morgan would deal with Grimm later. The fucker would pay, and pay dearly, for killing Thor and hurting Jeff.
�John Kline Funeral Home.�
That was only a few blocks away from Kir�s home. �Frederica let Kir make the arrangements?�
�Nope. Mom made them and then told Frederica after the fact.�
Go Jeanne. His stepmother was a feisty woman, and would make a bad enemy. A lot of Jeff and Jamie�s temperament came from their seemingly sweet-natured mother, even if neither of them could see it. They adored their mother and thought her a saint. �Is Jeanne all right? Nothing happened to her, did it?�
Both Jeff and Fenris shook their heads. �She was kept safe.�
�And we�ll continue to do so, no matter how much she argues with us.� Kir, his blond hair gleaming, his blue eyes full of sorrow, came into the room. He was quickly followed by Logan, who was rarely far from his lover�s side. �She�s staying with us while Jordan is pregnant.�
�Hey, the M&M�s are back.� Logan grinned, but there was a shadow over it. Thor�s death had apparently struck the Trickster harder than Morgan would have guessed. Either that or Jordan�s grief was weighing on his mind. �Have a nice stroll, boys?�
Magnus flipped him off. �Why isn�t Grimm dead?�
�You think we didn�t try?� Kir settled on the ottoman that doubled as their coffee table.
Logan sat right behind him, one arm draped across Kir�s shoulders. �Fenris damn near chewed his face off, and then Jeff had a go at it. The fucker healed everything we did to him.�
White clouds began to race across the blue of Kir�s eyes. �My father killed my brother as he once tried to kill me. He nearly killed my nephew and my niece.� Thunder sounded outside the condo. Just remembering what Grimm had done to Jeff and Jamie had the god ready to explode, and that wouldn�t be good. �I�ve been tempted to ask Fenris to change me just so I would have the pleasure of��
�Hell to the no, Blondie. Not in any lifetime.� Logan�s arm tightened around Kir�s shoulders, pulling the startled god closer. �Jordan, back me up here.�
Morgan looked over his shoulder to find Jordan had entered the room. Jordan shook a finger at her lover. �No wolfing out on us, Kir.�
Kir�s brows rose. �You two are always telling me to sit and stay anyway. So why not make it official?�
�I am not a dog, Kir.� Fenris huffed indignantly. �No matter how many times Jeff says otherwise.�
�What I want to know is, how did Odin kill Thor? I thought J�rmungandr was supposed to do that.�
Magnus had a very good question. According to the prophecy of Ragnarrok, Fenris was supposed to kill Odin and J�rmungandr would kill Thor. But with Thor already dead, the prophecy was all askew. And if Fenris had already tried to kill Grimm and failed, what other parts of the prophecy were wrong?
Damn it. He rubbed at his eyes, hoping no one saw his tears.
�Here.� He looked up to find his stepmother, Jeanne, standing in front of him, a tissue in her hand, Jordan close by her side. She looked haggard, the loss of her husband weighing on her.
He took the tissue. �Thank you.�
�You�re welcome.� Jeanne settled down on the ottoman after nudging Kir and Logan over. It was huge and would easily take all three of them, but they gave her the lion�s share anyway. �I loved him too.�
�Dad told me before�� Jordan gulped. Behind her glasses her eyes filled with tears. �He said that J�rmungandr wasn�t the serpent.�
Morgan nodded. It made sense. There was more than one kind of serpent. �Then the serpent, the betrayer, is Odin.�
Magnus tensed next to him. �And Grimm must die.�
�He�ll have his Ragnarrok.� Morgan�s fist clenched.
�And we�ll deliver it to him.� Magnus held out his hand. �For Dad.�
�For Dad.� Morgan covered his brother�s hand, smiling as the others echoed the sentiment, placing their hands over his and his twin�s. After a brief moment he sat back, ready to avenge the man who�d raised him and, more than once, defended him. �Tell me the plan.�
Before they could respond, Uncle Val strolled through the front door. It wasn�t an unusual an occurrence these days. Val had wormed his way into the good graces of all of them, protecting Jamie and Jordan with his life.
But that wasn�t what captured, and held, Morgan�s attention.
He had a woman tucked under his arm, complaining softly about something Morgan paid no attention to whatsoever.
Dear gods. Could it be? He hadn�t seen her in centuries, but his heart leapt at the sight of her strong jaw, her cool blonde hair. Even her sky-blue eyes were the same.
After all this time, he still wanted to know what those perfect, heart-shaped lips tasted like, wanted to savor and caress every inch of her skin.
Skuld met his gaze and blushed a fierce red. Even the tip of her nose burned bright before she turned away from him and back to Val. Morgan�s cock pulsed at that small sign of interest.
Magnus gasped. �Holy crap. Is that Skuld?� He jammed his elbow into Morgan�s side. �Hey, bro! You�ll finally get your shot at her!�
Morgan stared at the blonde and groaned. Hell. He had a boner for Fate, the same one he�d been warned off of all those years ago. All the reasons to not claim her still existed, still tied him away from her as much as the rope Gleipnir had once bound Fenris away from the world.
Shit.
�Morgan?�
Skuld was watching them curiously, her pale blue eyes running over him before she blushed again. Of all the Fates, he had to pick this one to want. She literally held their future in her hands.
She glanced at him again out of the corner of her eye and, as impossible as it seemed, that deep red blush darkened. She lowered her lashes, hiding her eyes from him. She gripped the edges of her purse until her knuckles turned white.
Even standing across the room from her he could see the way her breath sped up.
�Morgan. Do it.� He glanced Magnus, who nodded at him. �Make something good come out of all this shit. Get the woman you�ve loved forever.� Magnus smiled sadly. �One of us should.�
He found his gaze drawn to Skuld again, almost growling at the way she�d transferred her grip to Uncle Val�s arm. He wanted her to hold him in her hands. His cock didn�t care that she was supposed to be off-limits. It stood straight up, saluting the delectable female hanging on his uncle�s arm.
Magnus was right. Their father was gone, dead, lost to the Old Man�s schemes. And Morgan was never going to listen to one of his grandfather�s lies ever again.
First, he would honor his father, bury him in the Viking way. Then�
Then he�d test his fate. The beautiful, confused woman would be his, in every sense of the word.
�Magnus?�
�Hmm?�
�She�s mine.�
Magnus patted his arm. �I know, bro. I know.�

Chapter Two

Why was she here? Skye didn�t belong here, not with these weird people. They�d practically kept her under lock and key since the vision she�d had sent her racing to warn Fenris Saeter that someone was after him.
Someone willing to kill an entire family just to frame him for murder.
But there she sat, at the front of the funeral parlor with a stranger�s huge-ass family, listening to two women screech at each other about who had rights where a dead man was concerned. A dead man who looked disturbingly familiar, with his bright red hair and fierce features.
A man she was certain she�d never met before.
�He was my son! How dare you make arrangements without me?� The young-looking blonde woman did not seem old enough to have a son the age of Fred Grimm. His sister, maybe, but not his mother. Who did she think she was kidding?
Still, that shrieking voice was also disturbingly familiar. Skye shook her head, trying to remember where she�d heard that voice before.
The woman who did look old enough snorted. �Because he was my husband, you old witch. That gives me every right.�
Skye shook her head. These people were crazy, and she needed to get out of here before she caught whatever it was that had driven them nuts. Staring around the room as people literally took sides, she was afraid it might be catching. Not even Val could make this comfortable for her, and he�d done his best to make her feel like she was at home no matter where the others stashed her. He was turning into the big brother she�d always wanted but never had.
Val had laughed, delighted, when she�d told him she secretly called him the Terminator. How could you not like the guy? He was fiercely devoted to his family to the point of being overprotective, and adored his nieces and nephews with a love usually reserved for one�s own children. He�d told her he�d sacrificed himself to a madman to keep them safe, and she believed him. She�d sensed the truth ringing in his words.
�Enough.� The crowd parted as several people made their way forward. Logan, his bad-boy looks tempered by his dark suit, had his arm around a brunette with a thin, clever face and dark-rimmed glasses. Jordan Tate-Saeter was married to both Kir and Logan, a relationship that made Skye blush every time she thought about it. She was obviously pregnant, about five months along, the bump definitely visible as the twins she carried grew inside her.
Next to Jordan and Logan stood Kir, his pale good looks eclipsing almost everyone in the room, including the women. He was one of the most beautiful men she�d ever seen, and utterly devoted to his lovers. The pendant at his neck caught the light just right, gleaming in the otherwise dim room. �Jeanne is right, whether you choose to believe it or not.�
Flanking Kir were the two men she�d seen at the Tate-Saeters�, two men with bright red hair that matched the dead man�s and dazzling blue eyes darker than her own, sapphire to her sky. They were so close in looks it was obvious they were twins, with matching chiseled jaws and wide shoulders. They too wore dark suits, and their arms were crossed over their chests. But where one twin stared at the screeching harpy and glowered, the other stared at Skye with a hungry expression that made her want to squirm in her seat, and not in a bad way.
Superimposed over the vision of the men in suits were the two men dressed as, of all things, fierce Viking warriors. But it was still the one twin who snared her gaze.
Why did she remember him? Worse, why did she remember wanting him?
There was something about Morgan Grimm that called to her, more so than his twin, Magnus, despite how similar they appeared. It was as if she�d craved him forever. She wanted to get up out of her chair and cross over to him, hold his hand and stand next to him. Just to support him through this tough time, of course.
She sighed. That was a lie. She was supposed to be with him. The certainty that he would eventually belong to her rang through her, settling into her bones and becoming simply a part of her like her hair color or her unholy love affair with nachos.
Yup. The crazy was definitely catching. Time to get the hell out of Dodge. The last thing she needed was to start something with one of the people who surrounded Kiran Tate-Saeter.
No matter how right Morgan Grimm felt to her senses.
The family relationships between these people were confusing as hell. Jordan was married in spirit to both Kiran Tate and Logan Saeter, but legally only to Logan. The three had taken each other�s last names, so they were the Tate-Saeters. Kiran was the uncle of Morgan, Magnus, Jamie and Jeff, making Jordan the aunt of her half brother and sister and her two stepbrothers. Jeff was the partner of Fenris, who was not the cousin of Logan Saeter no matter what they�d originally told her. That made Logan both Jeff�s uncle through marriage, and his father-in-law. Making Aunt Jordan her nephew/brother�s mother-in-law.
The song �I�m My Own Grandpa� started playing in her head. Thank you, Ray Stevens, for providing the perfect musical accompaniment to my crazy thoughts.
At least Jamie hadn�t married someone related to her siblings. That would have made it even more complex. Trying to keep everything and everyone straight was giving Skye a severe headache.
She glanced away, back toward Jeanne and the lady who claimed to be Fred Grimm�s mother, but she could feel his gaze boring into her, demanding she turn her attention back to him.
She ignored him as best she could, but she could feel the heat climbing her cheeks. His regard was intense.
�He should never have married you. You were beneath him.�
Jeanne�s brows rose as Frederica Grimm sneered, but Skye could tell she�d had enough. Jeanne�s hands were clenched, the knuckles white. Mrs. Grimm had been screaming at Jeanne nonstop since she�d arrived twenty minutes ago, and she was about to get her ass beat if Skye was any judge. �And above him, and bent over in front of him, and�� The sound of gagging cut her off. �Oh please, Jeff. How do you think you got here?�
�Mom!�
Skye almost laughed at the little-boy whine in Jeffrey Grimm�s voice. The ookie face he made was absolutely adorable, and from the look on his boyfriend�s face she wasn�t the only one who thought so.
�You allowed the abomination to come to my son�s funeral.� Steam was practically pouring out of the crazy lady�s ears as she glared at Fenris Saeter.
Jeanne snarled at Mrs. Grimm. �He�s my son-in-law, and can go wherever the hell I do.�
Mrs. Grimm laughed. �Then he can follow you there.� She raised her hand, prepared to strike Jeanne Grimm down. Skye stood, feeling that somehow, some way, that blow would be lethal if it landed. She had to protect Jeanne Grimm from the crazy lady before� Lightning flashed, so sudden and so brilliant Skye had to hide her eyes. Thunder crashed, shaking the room. �Enough!� Kir strode forward, dark glasses perched on his nose. Skye frowned, confused. Those hadn�t been there before. His hand was clasped tightly around his pendant, yet somehow she could still see the glow of it through his fingers. �Enough, Frigg.�
Frigg. Skye frowned at Kir, wondering why that name slithered through her, a cold touch that left her shivering. A vision of Frederica Grimm with long blonde hair, dressed in a flowing red gown and wearing a gold and silver torque superimposed itself over the actual woman. Frigg nodded to her once, smirking, before turning to Kir.
What the hell was that all about? The last thing she wanted was the attention of more crazy.
�It will never be enough. Not while my beloved son Baldur consorts with monsters.�
Baldur? That name� Why did that name make her want to bow her head in respect? None of this made sense, damn it!
The hairs on Skye�s arms stood straight up as Kir took another step toward Frigg. �Logan is no monster. You are.�
�No, Blondie. Not here, not now.� Logan took hold of Kir�s arm.
�Sit, Kir. Stay.� Jordan�s voice was shaking, but she too took hold of Kir, reaching for his other arm and clasping it tightly.
For just a second it seemed that Kir would attack the woman he�d called Frigg, but after a moment his head bowed. He stepped back into the embrace of his lovers and everyone except Frigg seemed to relax. The hairs that had been standing up on Skye�s arms settled back down.
Whatever Kir had been planning to do had been averted. For now, anyway.
�Here.�
Skye looked up to find Morgan Grimm holding out his hand to her.
�Come with me.�
�Yes. Get her out of here. She doesn�t belong either.� Frigg waved her hand dismissively. �None of you do.�
Skye was really beginning to dislike the woman who claimed to be Fred Grimm�s mother. She opened her mouth to give her a piece of her mind when something odd happened. She saw the woman bent with grief, sobbing her heart out while at her feet lay� �Then is fulfilled Hl�n�s
second sorrow,
when ��inn goes
to fight with the wolf,
and Beli�s slayer,
bright, against Surtr.
Then shall Frigg�s
sweet friend fall.�
Frigg stepped back as Skye�s voice rang out, her eyes wide with horror.
Skye had no idea what was going on, or why she�d said something so weird, but she took Morgan�s outstretched hand and allowed him to pull her away from the madness surrounding the casket of Fred Grimm.
�Nice one.�
�I have no idea why I said that.� Or why she felt so comfortable with the hot man leading her to the front door and possible freedom.
�I do, and I�ll protect you as best I can.�
She blinked. �Um. Yeah. I have enough protectors.� She pointed her thumb over her shoulder. She just knew the Terminator was watching them. She could feel those eyes of his boring into them, keeping an eye on all of them.
But the Terminator had turned out to be a cuddly teddy bear in disguise. It looked like it was the women of this wacko family you had to watch out for.
�Ah. Uncle Val is watching out for you.�
�Uncle Val?� Damn. This family must have a direct line to the fountain of youth.
Morgan shrugged. �It�s a long story.�
�I keep hearing that, but no one�s willing to read it to me.�
That startled a quickly muffled laugh out of him. Morgan sat next to her, keeping hold of her hand when she tried to pull away. He absently stroked her knuckles, his gaze holding hers despite herself. �I give you my word, after the funeral we�ll help you make sense of it all.�
The shrieking harpy sailed out the door, but not without one final death glare at Morgan Grimm and the rest of her family. �I will find a way to free Baldur from you, Loki.�
Morgan stood, blocking Skye�s view of Mrs. Grimm. �In your dreams, Grandmother. Kir and Logan have the support of the sons of Thor.�
Grandmother? Sons of Thor? Was this some sort of secret cult thingy, and �grandmother� was a title? That might actually make a weird sort of sense. It certainly made more sense than these young men being the children of a man who appeared to be the same age they were.
�Your father would be ashamed of you, but what can I expect from the children of a Jotun?� Mrs. Grimm sneered.
�My father loved me. Can you say the same, Grandmother?� Morgan didn�t sound fazed by the vicious jab.
Man, she was getting a headache from all of this. She rubbed at her forehead wearily. She needed a nap after this. Or a shot or two of tequila. Whichever she could get her hands on first.
�At least you and your twin aren�t part human.� And with that last jab she was gone, trailed by Chanel No. 5 and half the room, not all of who looked happy about leaving. One blonde in particular was sobbing as she reluctantly left, her gaze straying one final time to the casket.
Human. Right. Skye began looking around for the white rabbit, because hell if she hadn�t fallen down its hole into Wonderland. �I so need a drink.�
She thought she�d said it quietly enough, but Jeff Grimm and Fenris Saeter both turned and stared at her with amused expressions before talking quietly with Jordan. The woman was standing by the casket, her shoulders slumped as she sobbed on Kir�s shoulder. Logan was rubbing her arms, obviously trying to keep her calm.
Off to their side, Travis Yardley-Rudiger was holding his fianc�e, Jamie Grimm, while she quietly cried. Jamie sniffled and wiped away a tear. �I can�t believe them. How could they do this to Dad? They want to confront us, fine, but do it after the funeral, damn it.�
�Shh. Forgive it, but don�t forget it, sweetheart.� Travis pulled Jamie away from the casket, making room for Magnus to step forward and pay his respects.
�Let them go, Jamie. They aren�t worthy of our anger, or our father.� Morgan retook his seat next to her and picked up her hand again. �Your name is Skylar, right?�
She nodded. �They told you about me?�
For just a second his expression turned wary. �A little bit.�
�I�m sorry for your loss.� Morgan should be up at the front of the room with the rest of the immediate family, all of who looked far too old to be Mr. Grimm�s children. �But shouldn�t you be up there?� Not back with her, stopping her from leaving?
Morgan tugged her to her feet, tucking her hand through his arm. �Thank you, and you�re right. I should be.� She followed him to the casket, unwilling to make a scene. No matter what she thought of all this madness, a man was dead. A man these people obviously loved.
Morgan placed his free hand on his brother�s shoulder. His voice, when he spoke, was filled with a mixture of rage and grief that sent shivers of apprehension down her spine. �We will avenge him, Magnus.�
�I know.�
Morgan squeezed Magnus�s shoulder before tugging her forward. �Skylar Kincade, meet my twin brother, Magnus Grimm. Magnus, this is Skye.�
The brothers exchanged an unreadable glance, then Magnus held out his hand. �Pleased to meet you, Skye.�
�And you. I�m sorry for your loss.�
Magnus nodded his head, grief tightening his features. �Thank you.� He slid his arm around her shoulders and she tensed. As much as she didn�t want to admit it, she preferred Morgan�s touch to Magnus�s.
Magnus smiled briefly and pulled her away from the casket. He bent and whispered in her ear. �Would you be willing to sit with Morgan? I have some family business to deal with before I can join him.�
�Uh�� All she�d wanted to do was go, but it seemed the Grimm family was determined to keep her around. She sighed, defeated. How was she supposed to say no to a man who was mourning his father? �Sure.�
�Thank you. I appreciate that. Dad�s death has hit him pretty hard, even if he�s not showing it. Morgan�s all tough on the outside but a marshmallow on the inside.�
�Like Uncle Val.�
Magnus blinked, his gaze darting over to the intimidating man standing next to Jamie and Travis. Okay, so marshmallow might not be the first thing that sprang to mind when you met Val�s cold gaze. �Yeah. Just like Uncle Val.� He smiled weakly and walked her back to Morgan. �Keep an eye on her, brother.�
�Will do.� Morgan placed her hand through his arm.
�Why do you need to keep an eye on me?� Skye was becoming frightened. She was terrified they weren�t ever going to let her out of their sight. If this was a kidnapping, it was the weirdest one she�d ever heard of. Who carted the victim off to a funeral?
�I promised I�d answer your questions after the funeral, Skye. I�ll hold to that promise, but for now, all I�ll say is we believe you may be in danger.� Morgan pointed to his father�s casket. �Danger that could wind up with you in the same position as my father. I know you don�t believe me, but we�re trying to protect you.�
She stared at Fred Grimm and swallowed hard. �No one wants to hurt me.�
�You�re wrong, but that�s part of what we need to explain to you.� He sighed. �I wish my brother and sisters had explained all of this to you while Magnus and I were gone, but��
�They were grieving.� But even with all of that, one of the odd family was constantly nearby, keeping an eye on her. She�d even overheard some of them declaring that she should be moved to �their� floor. If so, she wanted her old condo back. She still didn�t believe Logan when he said that Jeff and Fenris had been living there for some time. That had been her condo, dammit. She just couldn�t prove it. Even the mark she�d left in the doorjamb was gone, erased as if it had never been there.
Morgan looked about ready to reply but closed his mouth when Kir stood in front of the casket and held up his hands. The room went silent as the handsome blond clasped his hands in front of him. At some point, he�d taken off his sunglasses, perching them on top of his head. On anyone else, it would have looked stupid. On Kir, the effect was enough to have even a confirmed hetero looking twice.
�I want to be the first to say a few words about Fred Grimm.� He cleared his throat and glanced at Jeanne Grimm, who gave him a shaky smile. Kir�s gaze darted toward her before he turned back to his family with a smirk. �Fred Grimm could be one huge pain in the ass.�
Jordan groaned as Jeanne Grimm gasped.
Kir ignored them. �He was stubborn, prideful, and loved to hear himself talk. Any tale involving him was his favorite, and the more you told it, the more he loved it.�
Jeanne was smiling through her tears.
�When we were younger, no one could out-drink, out-party, or out-fight Fred Grimm. He was the quintessential warrior, and there were none who could get the best of him. Not even me.� Kir�s own eyes were beginning to look suspiciously wet. �We had our differences, more than some of you could possibly imagine, but when he decided you were worth protecting, he did so with everything in him. He loved just as hard as he fought, and if you were one of the privileged few who got to see the real Fred Grimm, you�d know he would have fought the Old Man to his dying breath to protect his family.�
Logan reached out and took hold of Kir�s clenched fist. �Go on, Blondie.�
Kir�s answering sigh was broken. �Logan?�
Logan nodded and stood behind Kir, clasping the slightly shorter man back to chest. �I�m here, Kir.�
Kir nodded, his blond hair tangling with Logan�s as Logan placed his chin on his shoulder. He took a deep breath and smiled. �I never thought I�d be standing here. I never thought I�d be saying good-bye like this.� His voice broke and he cleared his throat, looking away for a moment. �He was larger than life, larger than anyone I knew. He was my big brother, and I worshipped the ground he walked on before it all went to hell, before my father broke our family apart with his lies and his treachery.�
Logan�s eyes closed wearily as Kir almost broke down. His arms visibly tightened around Kir. �Finish it, Blondie, then let�s go home.�
�None of us expected this.� Kir glanced around the room, the only sound the occasional sniffle from one of the women who claimed to be Fred Grimm�s daughters. �We all knew the day would come when one of us would lose our life, but not like this. It was supposed to be a war, a glorious battle between good and evil. It wasn�t supposed to be an assassination over a prophecy none of us understand.�
Jeanne sniffled into a tissue, but Skye was mesmerized. There was something about Kiran Tate that drew her attention as no one else did, not even the man at her side. She wanted to hear what he said, wanted to bask in his smile like a child in sunlight, turning her face to the sky.
�He was not supposed to be gunned down by the man he called Father.�
Skye grimaced. Oliver Grimm was officially a missing person, and had been for months. No one knew where he was, but quite a few people believed he was dead, murdered by his family members for his fortune. But according to Kir and Logan, Oliver Grimm was alive and well, and the biggest son of a bitch to ever walk the face of the earth.
He was also the man they held responsible for Fred Grimm�s death.
Kir cleared his throat, his voice rough as he finished. �At the end, when it was too late to save him, we all knew the truth. My brother loved his family, and if he could have done anything different, I think the only thing would have been to save Jeff from the Old Man. As he lay there dying, all he could think about was saving Jamie from his father and letting his kids know how much he loved them.�
Jamie curled into Travis, hiding her face in his suit coat. Jeff was holding on to Fenris�s hand so tightly the poor man�s knuckles were white. Jordan was comforting her mother, stroking her back and speaking quietly in her ear.
Morgan and Magnus sat side by side, their heads held high, but Skye could see the tears they were fighting.
�There isn�t anything more you could ask of a man, of a father or a brother, than to know he�d been trying to right his wrongs, to make amends for the mistakes he�d made. Mistakes that weren�t even his, but the result of someone else�s greed.� Kir shook his head, his grief overwhelming his expression. �We�d been fighting for so long I�d forgotten what he was like. I�d forgotten how he would fight, always, for those he loved.�
Logan pressed a kiss to Kir�s forehead as Kir�s eyes closed once more. Jordan reached out from where she was sitting with her mother and snagged Kir�s hand, holding tightly to her lover. Kir placed his free hand on Logan�s forearm, connecting the three in a way that anyone looking at them could tell was meant to be. Skye saw it then, the way the other two held Kir, gave him the strength to continue. But it worked both ways. Kir was giving vent to all their grief in a way they couldn�t.
Kir looked up, and something in that bright blue gaze held her spellbound. �I always thought the comics and the movies got it dead wrong.�
�Comics?� Skye whispered to Morgan.
�Shh. Later.�
�Thor was no hero. He was not the god Marvel made him out to be, ready to sacrifice himself for the greater good. I always thought that, when the time came, he would fight at Odin�s side as he always had, and that I�d have to face my brother on the battlefield. I always thought he would die as he�d lived, a great warrior in service to his lord.
�But I was wrong.� Kir�s gaze raked the room, and Skye could have sworn she saw clouds scuttle across the brilliant blue of his eyes. �I was wrong. The comics, the movies? They were the ones that got it right.� He closed his eyes and slipped his sunglasses back down his nose, despite the fact that clouds seemed to have covered the sun, darkening the parlor of the funeral home. Off in the distance, thunder sounded as a single tear escaped from behind those dark glasses. �My brother was a hero, and nothing, not Grimm, not lies, not even death, can take that from him.� His voice took on an odd, echoing timber as Logan�s eyes opened. She would swear up and down that flames danced in the foxy brown of his eyes as he gazed at Logan. �Remember that. Remember the man who tossed you in the air, who defended you against the ones who should have loved you most.�
Beside her, Morgan�s breath hitched.
�Remember the man who defied his father to marry a human despite the influence of Idunn�s apples.�
Jeanne broke down and sobbed.
�Remember the man who wasn�t ashamed to ask for forgiveness.�
Jeff nodded sharply.
�There are few so deserving of Valhalla as my brother, but deep inside I hope he does not go there.�
Travis gasped, looking shocked. Morgan twitched, his brother grumbling under his breath.
�I hope with everything in me that he does not go to where my father rules the dead. I hope he does not have to look his murderer in the eye for the rest of eternity. I hope my brother goes safely into the embrace of death, that he sits at the side of my lover�s daughter. I hope that when Grimm�s Ragnarrok finally comes, my brother will be at the head of the army that will ride from Helheim and finally take him down.�
Lightning flashed, followed swiftly by thunder as Kir�s voice rang out, echoing through Skye. She had the strongest urge to bow her head to Kir, the power in his voice almost too great to withstand. She�d been drawn to him from the start, but not like this.
Skye knew if Kir asked her to join that fictional army, she�d sign up in a heartbeat. And that frightened her more than anything else that had happened during this insane week.

Chapter Three

Morgan sat at his stepsister�s dining table and stared at Skye. He burned every time he was near her. He hadn�t been able to leave her side, even at his own father�s funeral.
How fucked up was that? He bet Frederica would be cackling over her cauldron right now if she knew.
�Thinking about bedding your Fate?�
Morgan resisted the urge to punch his twin. �Shut up.� He managed to drag his eyes away from Skye long enough to shoot Magnus a dirty look. �I�m just fascinated by her face.�
�And her cleavage.�
�Ye�what were you doing looking?�
Magnus chuckled. �Why not stamp mine across her forehead?�
�Or her cleavage?� Morgan�s frown turned into a scowl as his brother laughed harder. �You are such an asshole.�
�Yeah, but I�m an asshole staring at a pair of truly magnificent�ow.� Magnus rubbed his shin and glared at Jamie, who was seated across from him. �What?�
She glared at him for a second before Travis got her attention by nodding toward Skye. �Sweetheart, I think she�s ready.�
Whatever reply Jamie gave her fianc� was lost as Morgan�s attention was once more captured by Skye. The Norn cleared her throat as she rapped against her glass with her fork. �I�m sorry, but I can�t stand it anymore. Could someone please explain to me what�s going on?� She stared at each of them in turn. �Fred Grimm couldn�t be your dad. He�s too damn young! And the crazy lady is a grandmother? And why can�t I go home?�
Silence greeted her shouted question, but then Kir sighed and also stood. �What do you know about Norse mythology?�
�Oh, here we go,� Jordan muttered.
�It worked on you, didn�t it?� Logan kissed her cheek as she grumbled into her Sprite.
�What bit of Norse mythology?� Skye was watching them all like she�d stepped into a loony bin and all the loonies were loose and having a tea party with the white rabbit.
�I�d start with the bit where Loki was directly responsible for the death of Baldur.� Logan winked at Kir, who smiled back.
�Plan A-1, here we go.� Jordan chugged the Sprite and ended up choking on the bubbles.
Skye inched toward Morgan, making him insanely happy. It was as if she expected he�d protect her from the insanity going on around her.
If only she knew the truth. He was just as crazy as the rest of them.
�I�ve heard of Baldur and Loki. I think I remember the myth. Hodr was tricked into killing Baldur with an arrow made of mistletoe, right? The one thing that could kill Baldur, like he had a massive allergy or something. Then Odin got it on with his mistress and created a child that killed Hodr in retaliation.� She frowned and rubbed her temples. �I don�t remember the rest.�
�The myth is a giant lie.� Kir grinned at Logan, but there was pain in his expression too. Now that Morgan knew the sacrifice Logan had made for Kir, he understood that pain all too well. �Most of it anyway.�
�Uh. Okay.� Skye scooted closer to Morgan. When she was within reach, he tugged her down beside him.
�Think about this. Baldur was invulnerable to all substances, save mistletoe, which was, at the time, too young a plant to give its word not to harm him. Loki supposedly discovered this, handed the blind god Hodr a dart or arrow tipped in mistletoe, and guided his hand. Baldur died as the mistletoe pierced his heart. Loki fled as the gods killed Hodr for Baldur�s death. Hel claimed she was willing to release Baldur back into the world if every living being cried, mourning him. But the gods found one holdout, a witch named Pokk, who was supposedly Loki in disguise. Pokk refused to weep. Hel held Baldur in her grasp and refused to let him go. When the gods realized they�d been tricked, they returned to the cave, determined to exact revenge. Pokk fled into the back of the cave, turned into a raven, and flew off into the night. Eventually the gods tracked Loki down, tied him to a mountain with the entrails of his own son, there to writhe in torment until Ragnarrok.� Kir grimaced. �The goddess Nanna, on hearing of Baldur�s death and the failure of the gods to bring him back to life, committed suicide.�
The familiar lie, spoken by the same man who was supposed to have died that day, had everyone�s attention. Even Jeff was sitting still, watching raptly as Kir spoke.
Kir fingered his necklace. Gungnir, the Godspear, was shrunk down to the pendant Kir never went without. It glowed at his touch, once more acknowledging that he, not Grimm, was now the leader of the gods. �If you�re familiar with Loki then you�re familiar with his ability to shift shape.�
�I know Loki gave birth as a horse, so yeah.� Poor Skye looked so confused.
They all ignored Logan�s pained grimace. All except Jordan, who rubbed his arm. Logan was devoted to his children. All of them, even the ones Grimm had destroyed in his effort to get to Loki. The fact that he�d been separated from them for so long pained him deeply. It was one of the reasons he was so overprotective where it came to Jordan and her pregnancy. Logan would allow no harm to come to the woman he and Kir had claimed as their own.
Morgan couldn�t be happier about it despite their rocky start. �Did you know that the only form Loki can�t shift into is a bird?�
Skye looked thoughtful. �No, I didn�t know�can�t?�
�Caught that, did you?� Jordan held out her glass for more soda, and Logan obliged. �He had to borrow Freya�s cloak to do it. So if Loki couldn�t turn into a bird without Freya�s cloak, how did he, as Pokk, turn into a raven in the back of the cavern and fly away from the gods?�
�I have no idea, but I�m certain you�re going to tell me.� Skye was looking more and more confused.
Morgan couldn�t help it. He stroked Skye�s arm, gaining her attention. �It will all make sense soon, I promise. Just�listen, and keep your mind open. All right?�
She sighed. �All right, but you understand this all sounds nuts.�
�We know, and I�m sorry about that.� He�d dearly love to find out why she didn�t seem to know any of this. Hell, she�d lived through most, if not all, of it. The myths should have started bringing back her memories, but her confusion told him otherwise.
�Skye?� Kir had taken hold of Jordan�s outstretched hand. �Whose bird is the raven?�
�The All-Father.� Skye blinked, a frown crossing her face. �You�re saying Odin framed Loki.�
�Yes. Odin is a shape shifter too, and he�s called the Father of Lies.�
Skye tilted her head, her gaze narrowing on him. �Is?�
�Is.� Kir tugged, and Gungnir came loose in his hand. �I am Baldur.� The spear grew, the tip burning brightly. Instead of the intense blue it had burned for Odin, Kir�s love for Logan and Jordan caused it to burn bright red, like flame.
�And I�m Loki.� Logan grinned cheekily at Skye and waved his hand. �Hi.�
�And I�m the Tooth Fairy.� Skye stood. �Also, I�m outie.� She started to head for the door. �Y�all are nuts.�
Kir laughed. �Maybe, but we can prove it, you know.�
Logan grimaced. �Time for Plan A-1?�
Jordan laughed, her expression fond. �No one is ever ready for Plan A-1, Logan.�
�You certainly weren�t.� Logan�s answering wink was wicked.
Skye turned and glared at Kir. �You can prove he�s a fire giant and you�re an invulnerable god?�
�Yup.�
�Just because you grab your spear and make it grow��
�Hey, now.� Jordan stood and wagged her finger. �I like his spear.�
Logan�s grin turned wicked. �I�m rather fond of it myself.�
�Can we not discuss Kir�s spear?� Magnus shuddered. �I still have nightmares about that elevator ride.�
Kir sighed and grabbed the bridge of his nose. �Children.�
While Logan, Magnus and Jordan were playing around, Skye had backed toward the front door. Morgan jumped up and blocked her exit, holding out his hands when she tried to move past him. �Wait. Hear the rest of it.�
She glared up at him. �Let me go, Mr. Grimm.�
Ouch. She was pissed. �Please.�
She sighed, her shoulders slumping. �Fine. But only because you asked nicely.� She rolled her eyes and turned back to the table. �Even if you are�all� Holy shit.�
Morgan glanced over to the table to see what had her all pale and wide-eyed. �Oh. That. Yeah, he does that sometimes.�
�Morgan.�
�Hmm?�
�He�s made of fire.�
�Uh-huh.�
�He�s not screaming in agony.�
�No, of course not. Why would he?�
�He�s eating pancakes.�
Morgan shrugged. �He�s hungry.� She stared up at him. �What? It�s been a long day.�
She sat down abruptly. Unfortunate, the Tate-Saeters didn�t have chairs by their front door, so Skye wound up on the floor, bouncing a little as her ass made contact with the maple. �What is he?�
�Logan is Loki, a pure-born fire Jotun who became blood brothers with Odin after saving his sorry ass, something I�m sure he still regrets.�
�Nah,� the man of fire responded. �If I hadn�t I wouldn�t have become immortal and I wouldn�t have Kir and Jordan.�
Kir smiled at Loki, but Morgan noticed he didn�t take his lover�s hand. Kir might be invulnerable, but he could still feel heat. Everyone else had backed away from the burning man.
Morgan pointed to Kir. �Kir is Baldur, son of Odin and brother of Thor. And my uncle.�
�Ah. Okay.� Skye put her head between her knees. �I think I�m going to puke.�
He knelt at her side and began rubbing her back. She felt good beneath his palm, even trembling with fear. �Believe us now?�
She looked so lost it almost broke his heart. �Where do I fit into all of this?�
Morgan took hold of both her hands and held on tight. �You�re the only one who can explain our future.�
�Where do you think you are going?�
Oliver Grimm reined in Sleipnir as the deep, familiar voice rolled over him. His shoulders tightened, expecting the worst. After all, the man asking the question had given him nothing but trouble since Baldur took up the Godspear. Rina, sensing his agitation, pulled her blade.
He had no desire to face the Guardian. Not now, and certainly not here, on the Bifrost Bridge. Here, Heimdall was the stronger of them and could easily refuse Grimm passage. Grimm would be forced to obey or be tossed from the bridge, his plans abandoned.
And that just wouldn�t do.
As it was, he�d have to arrange for something to befall the Guardian before too much longer. He couldn�t risk Heimdall blowing his horn, signaling the true beginning of Ragnarrok. If Heimdall took it into his head that Odin�s reign was over�
He gritted his teeth. Technically, his reign over the Aesir and the Vanir was already over. His bastard of a son, Baldur, now held Gungnir, giving him supremacy over all the other gods. With Loki and Tyr whispering in Baldur�s ear, egging him on, it was only a matter of time before the younger gods that followed Baldur turned on Grimm once and for all.
But that was an issue for another day. Today, he was off to see some very important ladies, and he couldn�t afford to be late. �I�m going to Yggdrasil.�
The sense of tension in the air increased as Heimdall studied him with a cold, impartial gaze. �You�re going to see the Norns.�
Grimm nodded. This was where Heimdall could fuck up his plans. Grimm would have to be honest. Lying to the Guardian now wasn�t an option. Heimdall would sense it, and it would all be over. �Yes.�
He waited in silence, knowing this was it. If Heimdall kicked him out, Grimm would have to go with the next plan. Skuld would still die, but it would be far messier than he�d like. Getting to her now that she was behind Loki�s fucking wards would be near impossible. He�d have to wait, bide his time, and pray that she didn�t give them the information that they sought. If she did, they would finally have the information they needed to see to it that Odin�s life ended.
He wouldn�t allow it. He couldn�t afford to let them discover the true destiny of the gods.
�You may pass.�
He didn�t allow the relief he felt to bend him. He sat straight and tall, as befitted the true ruler of the gods. He nodded regally. Even if he couldn�t see the Guardian, the courtesy was ingrained. Even he was afraid of the man that would someday kill Loki. �Thank you, Guardian.�
�Do not thank me, Odin. I know why you go to see the Norns, and I know what your plans are. Remember this, Father of Lies. It will be what it was meant to be.�
�Not if I can help it, Guardian.� Odin kicked Sleipnir viciously, setting the horse galloping across the bridge toward Yggdrasil, and answers. Sleipnir whinnied in protest, but what could the dumb beast do but obey? It was a pity the rest of the Aesir and Vanir weren�t as obedient as his steed. None of this would have happened otherwise.
Damn the Norns, and damn their prophecy to hell. If they hadn�t come forth from Jotunheim, he would have been the ruler of the gods for eternity, a golden age that all the gods had adored. They�d had gold aplenty, food enough to make even Thor satisfied, and women, ah women, soft and pliant and ripe for the picking.
But, no. The Norns had to come forth from Jotunheim, taken one look at the World Tree and declared that mortals deserved more than what the gods had given them.
How dare they place themselves above gods and men? They were nothing more than Jotuns, giantesses, no better than Loki. Yet they dared to spin the destiny of men and gods, for good or ill, sending their acolytes out to perform the tasks allotted to them. To some, like Baldur, they gave good fortune, determining that he would one day rule over a golden age he hadn�t earned. To others, like Odin, they gave nothing but strife, grief and blood.
The Norns had come from nothing, yet they held his fate in their grasp. The only time he�d ever felt free had been when Fenris had been unable to kill him. That shining moment had lasted for two whole days.
Then he�d remembered. There was more than one wolf in the world. Rina had scurried fast, efficient as always, readying for their trip to Yggdrasil and the answers both sides now sought.
He should have killed them long ago, before prophecy had spilled from pretty Skuld�s pink lips. He would have, had it not been for the tie they�d somehow established with Yggdrasil. To destroy them would be to destroy the World Tree and everything associated with it. Odin would die, and everything he�d striven for would be for naught. The only attractive point of the idea was that all the others would die along with him. Jotun, Lios Alfar, D�kk Alfar, all would be stricken by the falling world branches, screaming into the night as their lives were snuffed out like a child�s birthday candles.
If it came to it, if he absolutely could not win, Grimm was willing to chop the damn tree down himself. It would be worth it just to watch Tyr burn for stealing Gungnir from him and giving it to Baldur.
Sleipnir whinnied again, the sound so loud it shook the bridge. Grimm grinned as Sleipnir took them over it faster than any could possibly hope to. None had ever been able to match his steed for speed. The day he�d persuaded Loki to give him the foal had been a hell of a triumph in more ways than one. The foal had proven to be swift, loyal�and utterly animal.
And horses loved to nibble at apples, ensuring Sleipnir�s loyalties would forever be to Odin.
He grimaced as Sleipnir�s hooves finally struck the sand and dirt that surrounded the World Tree. He hadn�t been able to give Sleipnir his favorite treat since Baldur received Gungnir. While Heimdall was allowing Odin over the Bifrost to speak to the Norns, he�d denied him access when he�d tried to go see Idunn to take more apples, proving once more that he truly did rule the Bifrost Bridge with an iron fist.
Heimdall was meant to destroy Loki during Ragnarrok. If he had to die, Grimm hoped he lived at least long enough to see that.
Sleipnir picked his way carefully over the loose sand and soil. They�d traveled this way many times before. The horse knew the route almost as well as he knew the way to Odin�s favorite home, Valaskj�lf, where the high seat, the magical throne Hlidskjalf, rested. From there, Odin had been able to see the entire world, granting him almost the same gifts Heimdall had. But Odin couldn�t sit on the magic throne often, so, unlike Heimdall, there were things he missed.
Important things like Loki taking Baldur�s place, so that Baldur lived through the death Odin had planned for him. Things like Tyr falling in love with Grimm�s granddaughter, Jamie, and handing over Gungnir to the one person who could stop Odin in his tracks, even if he didn�t realize it yet.
Things like Fenris getting free of his chains.
Grimm shuddered as they traveled across the roots of Yggdrasil. That had given him a nasty turn, knowing the wolf destined to kill him was free. But Fenris had been unable to harm him. Grimm had already won.
Now all he had to do was ensure his victory by keeping Baldur and Loki from discovering any more of the truth than they already had.
�Hail, Odin, All-Father. The Norns greet you.�
Grimm reined in Sleipnir and bowed low. As much as he hated the triple bitches, it wouldn�t do to show it. �Hail, Urdr. How dost thou fare this day?� It always paid to butter up Urdr by speaking in her chosen tone. The Norn appreciated it, and was far more likely to give him the information he sought without a word battle that could take days.
�I fare well, All-Father, thank you. And you?�
Grimm gritted his teeth. He�d have to endure the pleasantries to get to the root of the problem. No pun intended. �I am well, great Urdr.�
�Then come, Odin. Join us in our repast.� The redhead smiled at him and gestured for him to dismount. �Your companions are welcome to join us as well, for what we have to say may impact them as well.�
Grimm dismounted, helping Rina off Sleipnir. �I fail to see how my horse will affect the outcome of fate, dear Urdr.�
Urdr lifted her hand to hide her smile. �Indeed, Odin. Indeed.� She bowed them beyond the curtain that led to where she and her sisters made their home by the well Urdarbrunnr, the Well of Fate. It was from there the Norns took the water they poured over the roots of Yggdrasil, keeping the World Tree green and healthy.
He�d once toyed with the idea of poisoning the well, but the knowledge of what would happen should he do so had stopped him. He shivered hard. Nothing, not even his impending death, could get him to tamper with Urdarbrunnr. The fallout would be far too great. If Grimm fell in battle with Fenris, at least he would still exist in Valhalla. Some part of him would continue for eternity.
But if he poisoned Urdarbrunnr�
Well. Best not to think on that.
Urdr led them to the base of the tree, where Verdandi sat spinning. �Sister, the All-Father is here.�
Verdandi looked up with an expectant smile. �Odin, Rindr. Nice to see you again.� She glanced behind them and frowned at Urdr. �Where�s Sleipnir?�
Urdr�s welcoming smile faded. �He bides beyond the veil to our home, sister.�
�Oh.� Verdandi shrugged. �His loss.�
�Indeed.� Urdr sat beside her sister and adjusted her skirts. She held out a cup to Rina. �Tea, dear Rindr?�
�Thank you, Urdr.� Rina was charming Urdr the same way she did everyone else. What would have been different had he met her first? Damn Frigg and her ways. Baldur would have been Rina�s child, and the prophecy would have been completely different.
�Tea, Odin?�
Why not? It had been a long trip from Midgard to here. �Thank you, Urdr, you�re too kind.�
�What brings you to us, great Odin? What is it you seek?�
He saw no reason to beat around the bush. They would already know why he was there. �Skuld, of course.�
Verdandi muttered under her breath as Urdr scowled. �Of course. As soon as she was found, we became aware of her presence in the world.�
�Which is not what we told those idiot sons of Thor when they got here.� Verdandi snickered. �You should have seen the looks on their faces.� She batted her lashes at Odin. �Oh, whatever shall we do? The future is missing. We�re doomed.� She placed the back of her hand against her forehead, sagging dramatically before breaking out into giggles.
Odin blinked, startled. �Magni and Modi were here?� If Magnus and Morgan had come here, then the others knew the prophecy had been interpreted wrongly.
No wonder they were holding so tightly to Skuld. The woman hadn�t done any of the usual things she�d done since falling to Midgard, or she would already be his.
�Yes, they were.� Urdr sniffed disdainfully. �Great brutes they are, who seek to take Thor�s place. As if any could.� Verdandi nodded, straightening up and returning to her spinning. �The twin sons of Thor may be fated to wield Mjolnir, but they will never live up to their father�s greatness.�
Grimm nodded sadly, even though he disagreed. Thor had been one disappointment after another, but he could hardly say so to two of his greatest admirers. �I know, and I regret that my blow was the one that took him from us.�
Urdr patted his hand. �It is what it was meant to be, All-Father. Of that, we are certain.�
�What did Magni and Modi ask you, great Urdr?�
Urdr shrugged. �They wished to know the prophecy, great Odin.�
Shit. Just what he didn�t want to hear. �And you sent them away with their wish unfulfilled.�
�Indeed.� Urdr handed Rina a plate of tea cakes. �But we know why you are here. You wish to know why Skuld has lost her memories.�
Verdandi snorted. �Of course he does, because he�s not stupid.�
Urdr scowled at her sister before smiling once more at Grimm. �Skuld sought to change that which will be, and in doing so angered the one who placed us in guardianship over the Well of Fate. Her punishment was to lose that which she most treasured.�
�And that would be?� Odin bit into a surprisingly tasty cake. �This is good.�
�Thanks. I got the recipe off of Martha Stewart�s website.�
�Sister, please.�
Verdandi rolled her eyes. �Fine, fine. Keep thee-ing and thou-ing them to death, I have a life to spin. Pain in my ass.�
�Skuld lost her future.�
Odin choked on the sweet treat. �What?�
Urdr nodded. �She lost that which made her what she is. In tampering with fate, she was lost to it herself.�
�She�s mortal? For real?� Oh, that would be sweet, poetic justice. Odin was certain he knew exactly which prophecy she�d tampered with. The knowledge that she was paying for such a gross abuse of power was sweeter than the cake on his tongue.
�No, not mortal. But�lessened. She shall never again sit beneath the branches of Yggdrasil and sip the cool waters of the well. She has changed her fate by tampering with yours, and the price she pays now is greater than you could possibly imagine.�
Above them, Yggdrasil trembled.
Grimm eyed the swaying of the World Tree�s branches with some misgiving. It was a sign of Ragnarrok that the tree itself moved. �So Tyr can�t find out the true prophecy?� Of course, neither could Grimm, but that was beside the point.
�He can, if she remembers who and what she once was.� Verdandi looked at the life thread she�d spun and frowned. She picked up a pair of shears and snipped the thread, ending the life, a job that had once belonged to Skuld. �If that happens, she�ll be able to interpret the prophecy for them, or at least most of it.� She glanced up at him from under her lashes. �If that happens, they�ll know everything you do.�
Grimm growled. �Then she must die.�
Rina laid her hand on his arm, stilling him. �Why did you want Sleipnir here?�
Good question. They�d been rather upset not to see his horse. �Yes, why?�
�Because what was lost shall once again be found, and when it is, the next step of the prophecy will be fulfilled.�
�And Sleipnir is tied to this somehow?�
Urdr giggled behind her hand. �Intimately.�
�Really?� He�d have to keep a closer eye on his horse. The beast was smarter than most, but had none of the shape-shifting abilities that Loki�s other children had. And he wasn�t spoken of at all in Ragnarrok, while both J�rmungandr and Fenris, his half-brothers, were. �Now, isn�t that interesting.�
Sleipnir would be watched. If the last of Loki�s children was going to betray him, then Odin would find a way to do without his services. Permanently.
�How will he be tied to the prophecy?� Rina, bless her heart, had kept her head, asking the question he should have.
�The Guardian shall slay the Trickster.� Urdr ignored Verdandi�s scowl.
Grimm couldn�t contain his glee, not that he wanted to. �Oh, one of my favorite parts of the prophecy.�
Urdr giggled. �Indeed. And it shall be his own doing.�
Even better. Loki would die soon, and Grimm wouldn�t have to lift a finger to achieve it.

Chapter Four

A shiver ran down Skye�s spine as she settled down in the Tate-Saeters� spare bedroom. She had a lot to think about. What was real, and what was false? Everything she thought she knew was turned upside down. The only thing that had felt at all normal was her attraction to Morgan, and even that she was questioning.
The Norse gods were real, and they thought that she had something to do with the insanity that was their lives.
She had enough craziness in her life, thank you very much. She didn�t need theirs on top of her own. She�d leave in the morning. She needed to get away from them before they found a way to abuse her gifts, or worse, keep her locked here forever.
They thought she was the future, but all she had was a past, a past none of the people in the other room could possibly understand. Not even the super-luscious Morgan.
Her parents and aunt hadn�t believed her when she�d told them about the dreams. They�d shushed her, told her to hide that part of herself for fear others would think she was insane. They hadn�t listened when she told them that they would die if they drove off that day. She�d been hysterical, inconsolable, only leaving the living room when her mother sent her to her room. She�d run, hidden in her room until they left, ignoring her father�s pleas to say good-bye and her mother�s soft, soothing voice, trying to calm her down.
Her Aunt Maria hadn�t been so forgiving, especially when Skye refused to recant her prediction. She�d told Skye that she was wishing harm on her family and had punished her severely, locking her in her room, denying her anything except trips to the bathroom and the most basic food. Maria had only relented when word came back that her parents had, indeed, died in a car accident.
Her aunt had looked at her differently after that. Things between them had never been the same. Skye had left once she was eighteen and hadn�t looked back. Skye hadn�t spoken to her in years, not since her aunt called her cursed.
Skye wasn�t cursed. She wasn�t some punishment from the gods, or possessed by the devil. She�d done her research when and where she could sneak away for it. With the help of the few friends left to her, she�d discovered the truth.
Skye was psychic. The term for her particular gift was precognition, dreams and visions of the future she couldn�t always control. Like the prophetic words she�d spoken to Frederica Grimm, sometimes things just popped out without conscious thought.
Her friends thought it made for one hell of a party trick.
She glanced toward the wall that separated her from the bedroom of Kir, Jordan and Logan. These people believed her. They had from the moment she�d knocked on Fenris Saeter�s door and told a tale no one should have.
Was it because they were just as crazy as she was?
She rolled over and groaned into her pillow. Great. Now she was comparing her own brand of insanity with theirs. She bet her aunt would love that. Maria Bergen had never once attempted to contact her since Skye had left her home, not even when Skye almost lost her scholarship to Penn State. Her aunt had ignored all the paperwork, sending it back unopened, leaving Skye with one hell of a mess to clean up when she�d been informed of it. She�d had some help from the school counselors and administrators, but it had taken weeks and nearly cost her a semester.
Maria Bergen could rot in hell. Skye had loved her parents, and her aunt, but Maria hadn�t loved her. If she had, she�d never have let Skye go. They were all they had left of their family, all that remained of the Bergens, but that had meant nothing to Maria.
�Is she asleep?�
Skye blinked as that deep voice rolled over her and sent her pulse racing. Morgan hadn�t gone back to his condo after all.
�I think so.� That was Jordan, her smooth voice so much lighter than her stepbrother�s.
�We should have told her the rest before she went to bed.�
Yes, they should have. On that, she and Morgan agreed wholeheartedly.
�Morgan, you know why we didn�t.� Magnus, his voice almost identical to his twin�s, spoke up. There was a roughness to his tone that Morgan didn�t have, an underlying passion that made Skye wary. It would take a stronger person than her to tame Morgan�s twin. �She doesn�t remember anything. The last thing we want to do is frighten her any more than we already have.�
�Are we even certain she�s who we think she is?� Jordan�s tone was skeptical. �I mean, isn�t she supposed to be all-powerful?�
Morgan snorted. �No. She�s just as immortal as the rest of us, but for some reason she believes she�s totally mortal.�
�So you think it�s amnesia, and someone gave her false memories?� Magnus�s tone became thoughtful, far more like his twin�s. �If so, we can�t tell her too much. I remember hearing that with amnesia cases you can actually make things worse if you give them too much information at once. Sort of like, if you wake a sleepwalker, you can accidentally startle them into a heart attack.�
�I thought that was a myth?�
�Are you willing to risk it?�
One of the brothers sighed roughly.
�Look, you two. If we could really damage her by telling her everything at once, then I say we hold back.� Skye stiffened as Jordan talked about keeping Skye ignorant about�whatever they were discussing. So much for trusting the Tate-Saeters. �If we tell her who she really is, I�m afraid she won�t take it well.�
�That�s an understatement.� Morgan�s voice was full of regret. At least one of them didn�t want to keep her in the dark. �We need to fill her in gently, coax her into remembering. The last thing we want to do is cause her any more pain.�
Aw, how sweet. But if he didn�t fill her in, she�d show him what real pain was.
�I agree with Morgan. Whatever caused her to forget who she is couldn�t be good. It would take one hell of a trauma to make one of them lose themselves. Besides, we�ve got more important things to worry about.�
�Like?�
�Like, where�s Mjolnir? It should have come to either Morgan or me.�
�You mean the movies are true?� Jordan�s voice squeaked at the end. �Oh, man, that�s so cool.�
There was silence, and for a second Skye wondered if they�d moved past her door. Then Morgan spoke once more. �We�re not sure how it�s supposed to work. We might have to go to Dad�s and look for it.�
�We could try calling for it.� She could almost hear the shrug in Magnus�s voice. If she were a little bit braver she�d sneak to the door and open it, see if she could watch them. But with her luck she�d be caught, and they�d stop talking. She was still hoping one of them would say something more about her. Why did they think she had amnesia? She remembered her childhood perfectly. Hell, she even had a few childhood scars she could show them.
Something wasn�t adding up. How could she have had a perfectly normal life, yet have a bunch of living myths saying she wasn�t remembering who she was?
�We could, but if it works do you want to explain to Kir why his window is broken? Or to Logan how his protection wards got taken down? Mjolnir may be one of the few things that could punch right through them without even slowing down.� Morgan sounded frustrated. �Logan�s fire magic is pretty damn strong, but not as strong as Mjolnir.�
Magnus, his voice just a hair lighter than his twin�s, sounded more amused than annoyed. �We could blame Jordan. She�s pregnant. She could get away with it.�
There was the twin sounds of flesh on flesh and two masculine voices saying �Ow.� Jordan must have smacked her brothers. �You two should go to Dad�s to look for Mjolnir.�
�No.� Morgan�s instant disagreement was firm. �I won�t leave Skye unprotected.�
The warm fuzzies that filled her at the sound of his determination scared her almost as much as the fact that they were discussing mythology like it was the real deal.
�You seriously think Kir and Logan couldn�t keep her safe?�
The silence that answered was thick with tension. �I know they can, but�� Morgan�s sigh could be heard through the door. �You don�t know how long I�ve waited to be close to her. Now that she�s here, I don�t want her out of my sight. Not even for a moment. The danger she�s in just makes the need to keep her near worse.�
They kept saying that she was in danger, but so far Skye hadn�t seen a hint of it.
�Okay, Morgan.� Magnus was taking his brother�s side. �Then we wait and see if Kir can�t unlock some of Skye�s memories. Maybe if she remembers who she is we�ll finally get some answers about the prophecy.�
What prophecy? Skye shivered again, frightened beyond anything since she�d watched her parents take off in their car for a day trip to the shore. That sixth sense that gave her visions told her exactly what they were speaking about.
They were speaking about Ragnarrok. The end of the world. Suddenly, the danger they were discussing made a macabre sort of sense. If the Old Man she�d seen killing that family thought she could somehow answer the questions of the Tates and Grimms, he�d stop at nothing to kill her.
Skye huddled under her blanket and prayed to whatever god was listening that she was wrong. Because if she wasn�t, things were far more fucked up than she�d ever thought possible.
�I heard you guys last night.�
Morgan, Magnus and Jordan winced. Perhaps she could have been more diplomatic, but damn it, she was tired of being treated like a mushroom. She was stepping out of the dark and demanding they stop feeding her bullshit. �You keep telling me it will all make sense, that you�ll explain everything.� She pinned Morgan down with a glare when he started toward her. �So. Explain. Why is the Old Man coming for me, and why won�t you let me go home?�
Kir and Logan exchanged a grim look before Kir smiled at Skye. �I think we need to sit and talk privately. It will be less confusing than if we try and have everyone explaining everything at once.�
�He�s right. And he�s probably the best one to explain all of this. There were things Magnus and I didn�t see, things only Logan and Kir know that might help with all of this.� Morgan�s expression was full of concern, and something else. Something that sent a wave of heat through her. It wasn�t the first time a man had wanted her, but it felt like no other had ever wanted her quite so badly. �Go with Kir. He�ll answer everything for you.�
�But��
He placed his finger on her lips, silencing her. �No buts.�
�Not yet, anyway.�
She heard someone smack whoever had spoken, but at this point she didn�t care who it was. She couldn�t take her eyes off of Morgan Grimm. He was giving her a faint, sardonic smile, one that said he knew full well how everything seemed but was going to drag her further into it anyway. �Trust me.�
She blew her bangs out of her eyes. Damn it, she did trust him deep in her gut, but she couldn�t let him know that. It would give him far too much power over her. �I don�t know you.�
�You do. You just don�t remember it.�
She tilted her head and frowned. �I�m pretty sure I would have remembered meeting you.� As hot as he was, she would have more than remembered. She would have had wicked, dirty fantasies for months.
His smile turned sultry, as if he knew exactly what was going through her mind. �Go with Kir. We�ll discuss how memorable I am later.� He helped her to her feet, frowning at her hands and grimacing. She hadn�t realized how badly she was shaking until he brought her attention to them. �It�s all right, Skye. You don�t need to be afraid. No one here will ever harm a hair on your head.�
She looked down, trying to regain control. It was as if she were on the brink of something momentous, but she couldn�t stop. Like being at the top of the roller coaster and just waiting for that long, sharp drop into oblivion. �Everything�s been so strange. First I have one of my visions, one of a man killing an innocent family. Next thing I know, I�ve got tons of new babysitters and I�m not allowed to go to work anymore.�
Morgan held up his hand toward the people at the table. �The same thing happened to Jordan unexpectedly. She didn�t take it all that well, but she understood the need to be safe. You know now what we are, who we are. What Kir will do is help you understand who you are.� He lifted her hand and kissed her fingers.
She rolled her eyes. �I know exactly who I am. I�m Skylar Kincade.� But�not. She blinked as a vision flashed before her eyes.
She stood at Morgan�s side, watching as her lover hurled a war hammer toward an enemy who dodged out of the way. She called a warning to his brother, Magnus, who caught the hammer and threw it again, playing a deadly game of catch that could only end in bloodshed.
�That�s only one of your names.� She blinked as the vision faded, focusing once more on the here and now. �Do you remember anything about your life before you came to live here?�
�Yeah, sure. I was an only child, my parents raised me until I was sixteen. They died in a car accident, and I went to live with an aunt.�
�What were your parents� names?�
�Elsa and Howard Kincade. My aunt�s name was Maria Bergen.�
�Elsa and Maria Bergen.� Morgan glanced over her shoulder but quickly turned his attention back to her. �Those are Norwegian names.�
She gestured toward her face. �My dad said that, with my face, they should have named me Brunhilde. Mom and Aunt Maria always chased him away when he said that.� Gods, she missed her family. Her parents had adored her, and she them. She�d never once doubted that she was loved by them, despite Aunt Maria�s ultimate rejection.
Behind her, someone choked, but Morgan merely smiled. True, it was a bit strained, but it was still beautiful. It lit his eyes, making them sparkle. �Does the term Jotunheim mean anything to you?�
That name jolted her. It did sound familiar. God, this was getting weirder and weirder. �You called Logan a Jotun, so I�d say it has something to do with him.�
She didn�t understand the confusion in his expression. �No. Actually, Logan comes from Muspelheim, the land of the fire Jotuns. No, the Norns of Fate hail from Jotunheim, a land of frost and rock giants.�
�Norns of Fate.� That was a name that did mean something. As a child, her mother would read the myths of her homeland as bedtime stories, but when Skye was about eight years old, her parents told her she should read to herself. She�d put the mythology aside and started reading books like C.S. Lewis�s The Lion, The Witch and The Wardrobe, but for some reason the Norns of Fate had stuck out when the other myths had slowly faded away. �Like the Moirai? The three Fates of Greek mythology?�
�Exactly like them, except you�re not a goddess. You�re a Norn.�
She sputtered out a laugh. �Whoa. Back it up there. I�m a Norn?�
He nodded.
�And you�re a god?�
He nodded again. �You�ve got it.�
�I�ve got something, all right.� She tugged on her hands but he didn�t let go. �Which Norn am I supposed to be?�
�Skuld, the Norn of the future.�
Before she could object to something so blatantly ridiculous, Kir stepped beside her and placed his fingers over her mouth. �You spouted prophecy at Frigg when she challenged your right to be at the funeral. Remember what you said?�
Skye tilted her head, and the strange urge to speak came over her once more.
�Then is fulfilled Hl�n�s
second sorrow,
when ��inn goes
to fight with the wolf,
and Beli�s slayer,
bright, against Surtr.
Then shall Frigg�s
sweet friend fall.�
Morgan smiled, looking oddly proud of her. �Do you know what it means?�
She shook her head, terrified. Why wasn�t she saying what she wanted to? It was like some alien force had taken over her body.
Morgan pressed a soft kiss to her lips, startling her. His mouth was soft, yet firm, and he didn�t press his advantage.
She wanted a real taste of him, more than that encouraging peck.
�You�re doing great, sweetheart.� That endearment rocketed through her like a lightning bolt. �You can do this.� He kissed her again, a little more firmly, a little more possessively. She could almost taste him, but he wasn�t giving her what she needed. She parted her lips, inviting him inside.
He took what she offered, taking the kiss and making it his own. His arms tightened around her as he took his time, letting her know exactly who was in charge. She�d given him what he really wanted, and now there was no going back.
When the kiss ended she was dazed, panting and ready to leave the Tate-Saeter home. She wanted to be alone with Morgan, to feel him doing more than devouring her mouth.
She wanted him to devour all of her. She opened her mouth to beg for another kiss� �Then comes the high
Sigfathers son,
Vidar, and shall
the wolf war give.
In Kvedrung�s son
his sword pierced
to the heart;
avenged was his father.�
Skye shook so hard her teeth started to chatter. �What�s happening to me?�
Morgan�s determined expression didn�t waver. �You�re speaking prophecy.�
�What?� She�d had prophetic dreams and the occasional vision, but she�d never starting speaking in poetry.
Not until she�d met the Tate-Saeters.
It was these people. It had to be. They were doing this to her somehow, forcing her gift to speak through her instead of her speaking about her gift. It was the only thing that made any sense. �Morgan.� She didn�t know why, but he was the only one who could make all this stop. �Please.�
He kissed her again, and she could feel her power respond to him. Why him? �I can�t. You�re beginning to wake up. Everything you thought you knew, every part of your mortal life, was imposed upon your memory. None of it was real.�
She shook her head and began struggling against Morgan�s hold. �I don�t want to understand. I want to be me.� It made no sense, but the fear that she was about to lose everything she�d ever known gripped her so tightly she could barely breathe. She looked up at Morgan, aware of how desperate she must look. �Please, Morgan.� Something terrible would happen if this continued, she just knew it.
He pulled her close, cradling her head against his chest, his hold on her both soothing and proving once and for all that she was no longer in control of her destiny. �I�m so sorry, elskede.� He nipped her earlobe, sending tremors through her. �Remember, Skuld. Remember who you are.� He nipped harder, and she gasped. The sensation was far more pleasurable than she�d expected. �Remember me.�
Skye closed her eyes and sobbed as visions flooded over her. She was forced by something beyond herself to speak.
�High blows Heimdallr, the horn is aloft;
Odin communes with Mimir�s head;
Trembles Yggdrasill�s towering Ash;
The old tree wails when the Ettin is loosed.
What of the Aesir? What of the Elf-folk?
All J�tunheim echoes, the Aesir are at council;
The dwarves are groaning before their stone doors,
Wise in rock-walls; wit ye yet, or what?
Hrymr sails from the east, the sea floods onward;
The monstrous Beast twists in mighty wrath;
The Snake beats the waves, the Eagle is screaming;
The gold-neb tears corpses, Naglfar is loosed.
From the east sails the keel; come now M�spell�s folk
Over the sea-waves, and Loki steereth;
There are the warlocks all with the Wolf,
With them is the brother of B�leistr faring.
Surtr fares from southward with switch-eating flame;
On his sword shimmers the sun of the war-gods;
The rocks are falling, and fiends are reeling,
Heroes tread Hel-way, heaven is cloven.
Then to the Goddess a second grief cometh,
When Odin fares to fight with the Wolf,
And Beli�s slayer, the bright god, with Surtr;
There must fall Frigg�s beloved.
Odin�s son goeth to strife with the Wolf,
V�darr, speeding to meet the slaughter-beast;
The sword in his hand to the heart he thrusteth
Of the fiend�s offspring; avenged is his Father.
Now goeth Hl�dyn�s glorious son
Not in flight from the Serpent, of fear unheeding;
All the earth�s offspring must empty the homesteads,
When furiously smiteth Midgard�s defender.
The sun shall be darkened, earth sinks in the sea,�
Glide from the heaven the glittering stars;
Smoke-reek rages and reddening fire:
The high heat licks against heaven itself.�
Skye lifted her tearstained face from Morgan�s shoulder. Kir, whom she remembered as Baldur, looked sympathetic, the bright god�s inner self far more beautiful than his outer. Logan�or Loki�held Baldur�s hand, their fingers twined tight as Jordan snuggled between them. Vali the Avenger nodded once as Tyr, known as Travis, smiled.
And the twins. Magni�s expression was grim, but it was Modi who held her attention, promised to make everything all right again. �I remember. May the gods help me.� Because everything she�d ever believed about herself had been a lie.

Chapter Five

�Tell us what happened.� Morgan led a rattled Skye to the white sofa and settled her down. It killed him to see the tears still on her cheeks, so he wiped them away. It was a travesty to see anything other than a smile gracing her face. �Can someone get her some tea or something?�
�I�ll take care of it.� Logan headed for his kitchen, his sanctuary. He�d surprised them all with his domesticity. He was an incredible cook and had fed them all on numerous occasions.
�Thanks.� He turned back to Skye and wiped away her tears. �It�s okay, Skye. Just tell us what happened.� What had caused that look of grief and despair just before she began to speak the prophecy?
�I changed something. Something I wasn�t supposed to.� She sniffled, the sound oddly endearing. The tip of her nose was red, her cheeks blotched, and her eyes were bloodshot.
She was so strong, so beautiful, and despite her fears she�d tasted divine. There was no way he was going to be able to resist taking her to bed. She brought out every protective instinct he had. Through everything that had happened to her she hadn�t collapsed, but her fragility was evident in her shaking hands and continuing tears.
He had to get her to see that she was safe. He wouldn�t allow anything to harm her, and once he and Magnus had Mjolnir he would be more than capable of enforcing that vow. �Shh. It�s going to be okay.�
�No, it�s not.� She accepted the tissue Magnus held out with a watery smile. �But thank you.�
�What exactly happened? Can you tell us what exactly you changed?� Travis spoke quietly, like you would to someone who�d been involved in a horrible crime. As a one-time PI and the god of justice, Travis was used to speaking to victims.
She made a cute face that made him want to pull her into his lap and cuddle her. She looked like a confused little puppy, endearing and lost, and he wanted to kiss her again so badly he ached. �Our job is to set the fate of gods and men, not to interfere in it.�
�And the Norns under you carry out your edicts.� Morgan took over. No one else, not even Travis, would question his Norn.
She looked up at him and he saw the sad knowledge that was the burden of a Norn. �Yes. For good or ill, to alter fate is to alter the fabric of time itself. What must be will be, and it is not my place to change it.�
�But you did.�
She nodded, her face crumpling once more.
Morgan couldn�t stand it. To hell with propriety. He pulled her onto his lap, ignoring her squirming to get free. She was his, and they both knew it, even if they hadn�t spent a single day alone together. It was about time he made his claim to her clear, to her and to everyone. �You aren�t going anywhere, sweetheart. Just tell us what we need to know.�
She sighed at the endearment, relaxing marginally against him. It wasn�t much, but it was a start.
�When Odin summoned me I spoke the prophecy as I saw it at that time. I told him about the death of Baldur, the great war that was coming. I told him all about Ragnarrok, and his own doom.� Skye continued her tale, her words oddly formal. She was Skuld for the moment, the Norn of the Future, and she�d been tasked with delivering information to them.
He silenced everyone with a look. He would be the one to ask her questions, at least for now. She was still far too stiff for his liking. �I bet it wasn�t what the Old Man wanted to hear.�
She chuckled darkly. �No, it was not. He was enraged, and then he was cold.�
Morgan held tighter as she shuddered. He remembered all too well his grandfather�s cold wrath, and the usual end result. Jeff bore the physical scars. �He left, and you went back to Yggdrasil.�
�Yes. I watched, and I snipped the threads of men. And then��
�Yes?�
No one else spoke to Skye. They watched, silent, enraptured, as Morgan coaxed the story out of her. �And then Loki took Baldur�s place, and almost died for him. It was both the most horrifying and beautiful thing I had ever seen.� She glanced over at Logan. �You loved him even before he loved you.�
Logan nodded once, sharply, but for just one brief moment Morgan saw the longing, the pain of loneliness in his gaze. Logan had suffered just as Morgan had, loving someone he couldn�t have. Except Logan had gone after what he wanted and to hell with the consequences, earning both Kir�s devotion and Jordan�s love.
Kir kissed Logan�s forehead, but he was paler than usual. Apparently he didn�t like remembering that time any more than Logan did. �When I realized what was going on, what Logan was doing, I struggled to get free, but he�d bound me too tightly. I couldn�t save him.�
�You saved each other, Kir.� Jordan stroked Logan�s cheek, but her eyes remained on Skye, waiting for her to continue her story.
�She�s right. We did, Blondie.� Logan pressed a soft kiss to Kir�s lips before turning back to Skye, Jordan snuggled close to his side.
Morgan turned his attention back to Skye. �That wasn�t supposed to happen, was it?�
She shrugged. �I don�t always understand the prophecies. I believe it happened the way it was meant to.�
Shit. If even Skuld couldn�t tell them what the prophecies meant, they were screwed.
�Odin sought to prevent Ragnarrok by altering what was supposed to be. He chained up Fenris�lfr, but he could not do so without chaining J�rnsaxa�s other children as well.� She shrugged, suddenly Skye again. �Balance, everything having a price, something like that. So he bound J�rmungandr to the sea, and Hel to Helheim, without realizing what he�d unleash by doing so.�
�And my other children?�
Morgan didn�t blame Logan for interrupting. He�d want to know too.
She was Skuld again, the change so quick Morgan wondered if Skuld and Skye would ever again be one person. �Bargaining tools to be used to keep you in line, and when he realized the time of Baldur�s death was coming, he took the opportunity to place the blame upon you. That was the sole purpose of it, to keep you tied up so that you could not free Fenris�lfr.�
�I was supposed to free Fenris?� Logan sounded both pleased and shocked.
Skye smiled sweetly at Logan through her drying tears. �And you did. You sent him Jeff, told him what to say to get the wolf to trust again.�
�I�� The sound Logan made was somewhere between unbearable pain and the realization that he�d been ultimately responsible for freeing his son.
Fenris murmured to Logan softly in Norwegian, but Morgan didn�t pay attention to the lilting words of his homeland. His attention was still focused solely on Skye, who�d turned back to him. �So the Old Man�s plan was to stave off Ragnarrok for as long as possible.�
�I believe so, yes. He felt if he controlled the players��
�You control the outcome.� He could see it, how Grimm had taken the prophecy to see how he could manipulate it, and everyone involved in it, to his own ends. The idea was brilliant, but it had a fatal flaw. �But you can�t stop fate.�
�No, you can�t. And that�s where my arrogance led me.� His expression must have shown his confusion, because Skye patted his cheek. He leaned into her touch, enjoying her soft sigh as her touch lingered. �I saw the sacrifice Loki was willing to make, and could no longer sit by and watch.� Her hand dropped back into her lap, her fingers curling around one another. He doubted anyone but he could see how they strained together. �I changed one of the key elements of the prophecy, knowing that not even Odin, who�d heard the original prophecy, would be able to remember it properly.�
�I think I know which part you changed.� Kir and Jordan now cuddled close to Logan as he rubbed his hand over Jordan�s stomach.
Some of Kir�s color had come back as they moved on from Logan�s sacrifice, but Logan held Kir�s hand tightly in his free one, staying connected to both his lovers. Kir looked at something over Morgan�s shoulder, and Morgan realized it was Fenris. �The wolf.�
�Yes, Pappa. I believe you are right.�
Skye bit her lip. �I�m not sure if that was the one or not. My memories are jumbled, mixed between Skylar Kincade and Skuld.� Skye took a shuddering breath. �Gods, not even my parents were real, were they?�
�It�s all right, sweetheart.� Morgan kissed the top of her head, her sweet scent filling his senses. �We�ll figure it out together.� And whether she became both Skye and Skuld, two minds in one body, or if Skuld only came to speak of Ragnarrok, Morgan would accept her either way.
�I was supposed to kill Odin, but I failed. He healed everything I did to him.� Fenris didn�t sound angry, just thoughtful.
�Has the prophecy changed?� Magnus shrugged as everyone turned to him. �Uncle Val could still be right. If a wolf is supposed to kill Odin, then it just means Fenris isn�t the killer. For all we know, it could be a normal, Fate-touched wolf that makes the kill.�
Logan shook his head. �There are other werewolves, ones not descended from Fenris. It could be one of them.�
�Travis told me. We should be looking for them, Pappa.�
�There are more than you might think, scattered all over the world.� Logan�s gaze was glued to his son, but his hand kept moving over Jordan�s stomach. The talk about his children had probably upset him more than he was willing to show, and he responded by making sure the children he and Kir had started with Jordan were safe. �I�m not sure we could find them all no matter what we did.�
Magnus started pacing in front of the window, his quicksilver brother unable to keep still any longer. �It�s possible that the reason Fenris failed was timing. He wasn�t supposed to kill Odin yet, so he couldn�t.�
Skye tilted her head, and spoke.
�Now comes to Hlin yet another hurt,
When Othin fares to fight with the wolf,
And Beli�s fair slayer seeks out Surt,
For there must fall the joy of Frigg.
Then comes Sigfather�s mighty son,
Vithar, to fight with the foaming wolf;
In the giant�s son does he thrust his sword
Full to the heart: his father is avenged.
Hither there comes the son of Hlothyn,
The bright snake gapes to heaven above;
Against the serpent goes Othin�s son.
In anger smites the warder of earth,�
Forth from their homes must all men flee;�
Nine paces fares the son of Fjorgyn,
And, slain by the serpent, fearless he sinks.�
�So Grimm was supposed to die before Dad, but he didn�t.� Jordan grimaced and pushed her glasses up her nose. �Shit. This so is fucked up.�
�The wolf isn�t specifically named.� Morgan pushed gently at Skye�s head until she sagged against him, resting against his shoulder. The tiny, nearly silent sigh of relief she gave was his reward. Skye didn�t realize it, but she needed him, needed to feel safe. He�d give her that, and so much more if she�d allow it. �I do think Uncle Val is right. It�s not Fenris.�
�Or me.� Jeff sighed behind him, but with his arm full of Skye, Morgan couldn�t see his brother. �But that means it could be anyone.� Jeff chuckled. �Okay, any werewolf.�
�They might come if we call, elskede.�
�That could be dangerous, wolfman.�
�Or it could give us our answer.�
There was silence as they waited to see what Jeff replied. That it was his brother, rather than Fenris, making the decision should have surprised Morgan, but it didn�t. Morgan was certain Fenris would swallow the sun if his lover asked it of him.
And Jeff made the decision he�d known his little brother would. �Hey, Logan? Think we can handle an influx of furries?�
Skye suddenly relaxed completely against him, like she�d been holding her breath and now could let it go.
�You were hoping they�d decide that.�
She nodded, her hair tickling his chin. �Yeah, I was. If they�re right, then this might be the only way.� She shrugged. �What was meant to be shall be, but that doesn�t mean we can�t help it along.�
�Why didn�t you remember who you were?� Kir�s question was a good one, a question Morgan had meant to ask.
�I�m no longer the Norn of the Future; another will take my place soon. By changing fate, I defied that which defined me. I can still speak prophecy, and I�m still a Norn, but I will no longer live beneath Yggdrasil, no longer drink from the Well. And because of my interference, I will not be assigned to mortals as other Norns are.� She snuggled closer into Morgan�s embrace. �What I am now, what I have been forced to become? It�s my destiny.�
Morgan would see to it that she didn�t regret one single moment of it.
The silence that followed her pronouncement was absolute, so when her phone rang it startled the hell out of her. Skye reached into her pocket to pull out her cell, wriggling in Morgan�s lap and bringing to her attention exactly how happy he was about that. �Hello?�
�H-hello?�
She frowned. The voice on the phone was unfamiliar, yet something about it tugged at her senses. The voice sounded hesitant, young.
Terrified.
�Who is this?�
�It doesn�t matter. You�re Skuld, right?� It was a masculine voice, light but raspy, as if the speaker had a sore throat.
�Yes.� She darted a glance at Morgan, who was frowning.
Put it on speaker, he mouthed at her.
She nodded and hit the speaker button. �Who is this?�
The caller sighed. �Listen to me. Odin, he�s going to do something to you. Something bad. I don�t know what, but he�s consulting with the Norns and he looks really happy. They�ve mentioned your name several times.�
She held up her hand to make sure no one else spoke. She didn�t want to spook the caller. �How do you know Odin?�
The caller made a frustrated sound. �I just do. Please, I don�t have a lot of time. He�ll be coming for me soon, and when he does we�ll be� Never mind. Just don�t leave the place were you are now, and everything should be fine.�
�Are you safe?�
�Are you?�
�Yes.�
A snort answered her declaration. �You only think you are, but he�s coming for you. He doesn�t want you to tell the others what you know, and he�ll kill you to silence you. He�s done it before.�
The prophecy. �He knows I�ve remembered who I am?�
�He suspects, yes, and that�s all he needs.�
She shivered hard. �Why are you telling me this?�
�Because�� The caller sighed wearily. �Because I want to be free, and if the only way to do that is to die for doing the right thing, then so be it.�
The voice was definitely male, youngish sounding and more frightened than any voice she�d ever heard before. She had to help him. �No one has to die. Just tell us who and where you are, and we�ll come help you.�
Logan and Kir nodded even as Morgan�s arms tightened around her.
�No one can help me. I was given away, and now I�m stuck here forever.�
Logan�s breath stuttered in his chest, his eyes going wide with horror. �Sleipnir?�
�Remember. Odin will be coming for you.� The voice was even shakier after Logan�s outburst.
�Sleipnir!� Logan practically leapt off the ottoman. �Tell us where you are. I swear, I will come for you.�
�Like you came for Fenris? Or Hel? Like you noticed me all those years, left me with Odin like I was nothing?�
�He did come for me.� Skye glanced over at Fenris, who was staring at the phone as if he could reach through it and pull his brother to safety, his expression as equally horrified as his father�s. �Pappa did come for me, and cried over me, just as he has for Hel and J�rmungandr.�
�But he never cried for me.�
The sorrow in that young, raspy voice nearly had her crying.
�I did cry for you, more than you�ll ever know. I didn�t�Why didn�t you tell me? Why didn�t you shift for me? If I had known you were�� Logan took a deep breath. �If I�d been aware that you knew what was going on around you, that you were just like Fenris and J�rmungandr, I would have never left you there. Never.� The agony Logan was exhibiting was tempered by his very obvious guilt. The fire Jotun was practically dripping with both.
�If you�d known I was just the same as them then Grimm would have known. I would have been banished along with the others. That�s why I didn�t tell you. If I had shifted, there would have been no hiding from him, ever. I�� Sleipnir�s voice was shaking so hard Skye had to strain to understand him. �I�m not strong enough to be alone.�
Logan whimpered, reaching for the phone as if he could touch his son through it. �Please, Sleipnir. I couldn�t save you before. Let me save you now.�
The other side of the line was so quiet that for a moment she feared Sleipnir had hung up, before that raspy, hesitant voice returned. �You can�t save me, but I can save you. The wolf, the one meant to kill Odin? It�s closer to you than you think.�
�The hell with the wolf. Tell me where you are.� The command in Logan�s voice was strong, overwhelming.
�Tell Fenris I�m glad he�s free. One of us should be.� The bitterness in Sleipnir�s voice died away. �You have to stop him, Pappa.� Logan whimpered in pain as his son called him Father for the first time. �Odin will kill all of you to get what he wants.�
�We know.� Skye leaned forward, trusting Morgan to keep her from falling. She had to get through to Sleipnir, had to get him to come to them before it was too late. �You need to come home.�
Was that a sob? She wasn�t certain. �I�� The hesitant way he answered made it clear he was torn.
�Come home, Sleipnir.� Kir spoke up this time, placing his hand on Logan�s shoulder as the Trickster God buried his face in Jordan�s shoulder and sobbed. �We want you here, I swear.�
�Come home, Sleipnir.� Jamie held Fenris�s hand tightly. �Fen needs his brother.�
�Kommer hjem, min bror.� Fenris�s low growl reverberated through the room. �Come home where you belong.�
�I�I�ll think about it.� There was a rustling sound. �I have to go. If he catches me like this he�ll kill me.�
�I love you. I always have.� Logan sounded heartbroken as he stroked the phone, his only connection to his son.
�I�m not sure I believe that.� Sleipnir laughed softly even as Logan hid his face again. �But I�ll try to. Now, I have to go. Keep Skuld safe, okay?�
�Stay safe yourself, and know you�ll always be welcome here.� Kir stroked Logan�s hair.
�I�ll remember.� A soft click, and the unexpected caller was gone, leaving behind more questions than answers.
Fenris sighed. �I didn�t know Sleipnir could become human.�
�I should have. How could I not have known?� Logan was devastated, leaning into his lovers hard as he broke down.
�We�re going to save Sleipnir, Logan.� Kir stroked the tears from Logan�s face. �We will. I swear it.�
Kir was clutching Gungnir as he said it, the oath now binding the king of the gods.
Logan shuddered, but he nodded and relaxed against Jordan as Kir settled down behind him.
�Okay, hothead.� Logan didn�t even twitch at the nickname Travis called him. It must be a common thing between them, something Logan was used to hearing. �Think. Where does Odin stable Sleipnir?�
�Valhalla, lefty. Where else?�
Travis grunted. �That might be a little difficult to get to.�
�Just a little bit.� Logan rolled his eyes at Travis. �Jamie�s the smart one in your relationship, isn�t she?�
Travis flipped him the bird. �Yeah, sure. I�m the pretty one.�
Jamie nodded wisely. �You are.�
Travis shook his head at his fianc�e, but Skye could see the heat in his cheeks. He was far more pleased with the compliment than he was willing to admit.
Skye had been right all along. These people were nuts, but not in a bad way at all. �The prophecy says nothing about Sleipnir one way or the other.� She yawned. God, it had been a long fucking day.
Morgan forced her head back down on his shoulder. �Go to sleep, Skye. We�ve got this.�
�Bossy.� He was. And he smelled incredible. He hadn�t splashed himself with cologne like some of the men she�d dated had. All she could smell was warm man, and whatever deodorant he used. Good scents.
Right ones.
�Yup. You�ve had a long day, sweetheart. Rest.� She could have sworn she felt him press a kiss to the top of her head. �You deserve it, and you�re safe here.�
Safe. She glanced at Val, saw him wink at her, and knew Morgan told the truth. Whatever else was going on in her life, while she was here, with these people, she was as safe as she could possibly be.
She yawned again. You�d think she�d be raring to go after all of the revelations, but she was exhausted, physically and mentally. �I should leave, go back to my place.�
�No!�
Skye jumped. Wow. When they all yelled at once, the condo�s windows shook. �Okay. Sit, Skye. Stay.�
Kir chuckled. �Woof.�
Even Logan, heartbroken though he seemed, laughed at that.

Chapter Six

�Stable him.� Grimm handed the reins to his groom, studying his loyal steed with suspicion. The horse had been acting strange ever since they left the Bifrost Bridge. No, before then. When he�d returned from his meeting with the Norns, Sleipnir had been shying away from him, only standing still when Grimm barked out his name. Rina had noticed as well, and stood off to the side, glaring at the white horse. She�d been whispering in Grimm�s ear the entire ride home about the warning of the Norns.
Something had spooked the horse, something that frightened him almost as much as Grimm did.
Either that, or the Norns had told him the truth. Somehow, Sleipnir would betray him, and that was something Grimm would not tolerate.
Still, Sleipnir had been useful in the past. He was still faster than almost anything the mortals had come up with, and he could bridge the gap between the worlds without the flash-bang tactics that had taken down Logan�s wards around the condominium complex he currently lived in. Even better, none could sense Sleipnir�s passage except for Heimdall, but that was the man�s job. If Grimm could get his hands back on Idunn�s apples, Sleipnir would once again be his. He�d use the magic apples to influence the beast, making him pliant to Grimm�s commands.
To kill, or to wait? That was, indeed, the question. He eyed Sleipnir and noted how the horse�s trembling had increased.
Would he need the horse any time soon?
�Wait.� He took the reins back and took a step closer to the pale horse, watching Sleipnir�s every move for signs that something more than exhaustion was going on with the horse. He had run him hard, after all, refusing him sleep until they�d returned home.
Sleipnir froze, only his tail swishing. His dark eyes rolled, but he stood stock-still, held tightly in Grimm�s grasp.
�Sir?�
�Yes?� he answered the groom, but kept his eye on Sleipnir.
�Are you angry? Sleipnir�s reacting as if he senses that you�re upset.�
Could that be it? Sleipnir hadn�t tried to rear, but the horse had always been intelligent. The one time he�d done so, Grimm had beaten him bloody for being defiant. The young horse had naturally reacted with fear, desperately trying to get away, but Grimm had kept him chained and helpless for hours, wielding the crop with a ruthlessness that had lost him a favored groom when the man had tried to step between him and the horse. But Grimm had known Sleipnir would survive the beating.
He had his father�s ability to heal, after all, something that Grimm had utilized more than once over centuries of battle.
The beating had been lengthy and brutal, but in the end, Grimm had won. The young horse never defied him again, no matter what Grimm asked of him. He�d broken him, made him obedient in every way.
Still, it was better to be safe than sorry. �I think we�ll be cutting back on his feed for a bit.� Let Sleipnir go hungry. Grimm would feed him before the next time he needed him, and in the meantime the hunger would weaken him, keep him pliant. It was a tactic he�d used multiple times to keep the creature in line.
Of course, he�d had the apples to add to what little feed he did give the horse. Now, he�d have to rely solely on his own power to keep the creature in line. With that thought in mind, he yanked viciously on the reins, dragging Sleipnir�s head down until they were eye to eye. �Listen, and listen well. If I find out that you�ve done anything to aid your father, I will strip the hide from your bones and hang you from the Bifrost Bridge.�
Sleipnir�s eyes went so wide Grimm could see the whites.
�I know you understand me at least a little bit.� Grimm had never been certain, but he feared the horse understood him far too well. If so, he might be forced to take more drastic measures. For all the creature couldn�t speak, he could still find ways to ruin Grimm�s plans. All it would take was one act of free will, and all that Grimm was trying to build would come tumbling down. �Defy me, and I will kill you. I don�t need you that badly, and the pain it would cause your father would be more than sufficient payment for your loss.�
Grimm handed the reins back to the groom and took a step back. �Stable him, but keep an eye on him. Quarter rations until I say otherwise.�
�Aye, sir.�
Grimm turned his back on them and winked at Rina. �Oh, and Sleipnir?�
The horse snorted.
�I�ll be watching you.�
The caw of his ravens, Hugin and Munin, sounded from the rafters. Thought and Memory would watch Sleipnir closely. If he set a hoof out of line, Grimm would know it in a heartbeat.
�Have a good night.� He stepped out of the stable and wrapped his arm around Rina�s waist. �It�s a beautiful evening, isn�t it? Loki will be dead soon, and Heimdall will be the one to do it. I�m not sure it gets any better than this.�
She snuggled close, and he could feel the hilt of her favorite dagger against his hip. As always, she was careful not to cling too closely without an invitation. �It does. Eventually you�ll kill Baldur as well.�
�I know.� Her faith in him was admirable.
She sighed deeply as she glanced back toward the stable. �As much as I hate to waste an asset, it might be better just to kill him.�
Grimm nodded. �I�ll think about it.�
�If you wish, I will do it for you.� Rina stroked his chest, her fingers sliding under the buttons of his shirt. Her nails scratched lightly in a pattern she�d learned would set his body on fire. �I would destroy the world to keep you safe.�
He took a deep breath at the seriousness of her tone. Of all the people who�d been with him for all those centuries, only Rina had stood by him. Therefore, only she had earned his loyalty�and, surprisingly, his love. He snuggled her close, grinning at the thought of what he had planned for them once they were snug in their bed. �I know, my love. And when we win this war, you�ll be at my side for eternity.�
She stopped and glided in front of him, smiling when he wrapped his arms around her waist. �Queen or concubine, I am yours.�
He gripped her hair and pulled back until she arched under his hand. The moan she gave him had his cock rock hard within seconds. Oh, he�d never had anyone as willing to play with him as Rina. �Yes, you are.�
He was, as always, trapped in hell with no way out. His only hope lay with the father who�d abandoned him and a brother who�d never looked at him twice. A father who would soon die. He snorted, ignoring the meager feed the groom placed in his bucket. His only hope lay in warning his father to beware of Heimdall. He�d have to trust that Skuld would warn him, keep him away from the Guardian. It had taken him weeks to get her number. The others were far too well guarded for him to find anything that he could use to contact them.
If his father died before he rescued Sleipnir�
Sleipnir eyed the ravens above him and shivered. They would sit, watching him, until Odin called them back.
I�m so screwed.
�You. What are you doing here?�
Morgan blinked in shock at the sight of Frigg standing in the doorway of Jeanne and Fred Grimm�s home. She wasn�t supposed to be here. She was supposed to be in her rambling, ostentatious mansion, plotting whatever revenge she was going to take against Jeanne for taking Thor�s corpse from her.
Or maybe this was the revenge. Maybe she was in Jeanne�s home because she knew it was the best way to wait for her, like a spider sitting in someone else�s web. Frigg hadn�t even let Thor�s corpse get cold before she�d snuck into Jeanne and Fred�s house and begun removing things. He wondered if, had they not come looking for Mjolnir, she would have taken Jeanne�s underwear.
She must have come straight from the funeral with a group of people to get all this done in such a few short days. �That would be my question, Frederica.� Morgan crossed his arms over his chest. He wouldn�t hesitate to throw her ass out if it saved Jeanne Grimm any further grief.
�This was my son�s home, and you aren�t welcome.� Her sneer was wiped away when Magnus pushed past her into the house, shoving her into the wall. �You can�t come in here!�
�Oh yes we can. Jeanne gave us permission, as did Jeff, Jamie and Jordan.� And now Morgan was glad they�d talked Jeanne into remaining behind. His stepmother did not need yet another confrontation with his grandmonster. Now they�d have even more ammunition to convince her to stay safe in the condo complex rather than return here.
Morgan entered the house behind his twin, giving Frigg his own sneer. He deliberately blocked her view of Skye, who hovered on the top step with an uncomfortable expression. �You�re the one who isn�t welcome here.�
�Frigg, where should we�oh.� Thor�s ex-wife, Sif, stepped back into Jeanne�s living room with a startled expression. She glanced between the three of them with a concerned look that marred the perfection of her face. Her golden hair was pinned up, neat and gleaming in the lamplight. She was the most beautiful goddess in the pantheon, and Thor had dropped her like a hot rock for the vivacious, loving Jeanne. �Is there a problem?�
Still, she�d never been rude to Morgan and Magnus, and for that Morgan could be polite to her. �Not if you leave, Sylvia.� The front door was still open. Mortals might hear them arguing, so he called Sif by her mortal name, Sylvia.
�Leave this to me, Sif. I�ll have these�people out of here within moments.� Frigg�s sneer was going to become permanent if she didn�t remember to use some other expression. Disdain, maybe?
�Frigg, they have the right to be here.� Sif�s soft voice was trembling. She�d had no problems screeching at Thor when they�d been married, but since the divorce she�d lost the spark that had been her true beauty. Now, with Thor�s death, she seemed lost and alone.
Sif had never been the bitch Frigg was. She�d loved his father fiercely. It hadn�t been her desire to end their marriage, but Thor had loved Jeanne desperately and had left Sif when he realized Jeanne returned his feelings. The fact that she�d born a child of Frey�s, Jordan, hadn�t deterred Fred Grimm from loving the mortal with everything in him.
�Do not interfere, Sif. This is none of your affair.� Frigg�s cold snap was going to break something. Already he could feel the temperature dropping.
Sylvia winced, her pain obvious. �Frigg��
�Enough.�
Huh. You could speak clearly through clenched teeth. Who knew?
Frigg had become a serious bitch now that she was no longer being fed her daily apple toddies. Frigg had, under the influence of Odin�s apples, welcomed Jeanne and Jordan with open arms, adoring the tiny Jordan as her grandchild. Now off the influence of the apples and no longer under the Old Man�s control, her true colors had come out. She despised the mortal woman Thor had married, and equally loathed their children.
It was just one more blow Jeff, Jamie and Jordan had to endure from the grandparents they�d loved so much. Morgan wanted them dead just for that alone.
�It�s okay, Sylvia. We�re just here to look for something.�
Shit. Magnus had to open his big mouth, but his brother had always had a soft spot for their father�s ex-wife. His tone was always gentle when he spoke to her. Morgan wondered if his brother would ever have the chance to claim the woman he�d wanted for centuries.
Sylvia gave him a shy, sad smile, but didn�t respond, her gaze darting once more to Frederica as she awaited her orders.
It didn�t really matter. No doubt Frigg would figure it out quickly. Her eyes were already narrowed in thought as she waved Sif back into the family room.
Morgan caught a glimpse of other people moving around inside the townhouse. Fred Grey, Jordan�s father, was there, as was his sister, Freida. That Frey and Freya were inside the Grimm house didn�t surprise him. They�d chosen to side with Frederica, no doubt due to their hatred of Logan. They should have followed Tyr when he�d thrown his allegiance to Baldur, but neither Vanir had followed their ex-leader.
He also saw Henry and Luther Grimm, the Old Man�s brothers, hefting boxes from room to room. Nadine and Sonia Grimm, Frederica�s handmaidens, were quietly talking to Sylvia. And Sydney Saeter, Logan�s ex-wife, was staring at them from the top of the steps, her perpetual look of sorrow replaced by one of surprise�and fear. Sigyn had never gotten over her love of Loki, going so far as to take his last name for her mortal name. Sif had done the same with her name, Sylvia Grimm.
If Idunn, Bragi, Njord and the others were in the house Morgan didn�t catch sight of them. He wouldn�t be surprised to find that Idunn was avoiding Frederica like the plague. As the guardian of the apples, and a Vanir, she�d be doing her best to make sure they were never again used against the Vanir. Her husband, Bragi, was more than likely by his wife�s side. The god of poetry was devoted to his spouse, despite the fact that he was Aesir and she, Vanir.
Njord had always been a bit of an outsider, but his attachment to Tyr would hopefully cause him to come down on the side of Kir.
�Sif doesn�t matter. None of them do. You and I both know what matters here, Modi.�
Yes, they did. Somewhere in this house was his father�s greatest legacy, and he had every intention of claiming it.
�It belongs to us, Frigg.� Fuck it. She insisted on calling them by their immortal names, so be it. Maybe the humans would think they were LARPing or something equally nerdy. Not that he knew any live-action role-players, but still. He�d be willing to bet the Wonder Twins did. The two tended to make friends in the oddest places.
Magnus growled, and Morgan could sense his twin�s temper rising to the surface. �Get out, Frigg.�
She crossed her arms over her chest. �No.�
Magnus grinned, and it wasn�t pretty. Frigg paled at the sight of Magnus�s anger, as well she should. Magnus had been known to destroy buildings when pissed enough.
For once, Morgan wasn�t going to talk his twin down. Frigg had earned Magnus�s wrath. �We�re done here.�
Magnus grabbed hold of Frigg�s arm and tried to throw her out of the house, but the goddess resisted. She started screeching at the top of her lungs, demanding that Magnus release her.
When his twin merely pulled harder, she turned to Morgan. �Make this ignorant ass release me!�
Morgan looked at his twin and tried to hide his amusement. �Yeah, Magnus. Can�t you release her ass back into the wild?�
�I�m trying, but her wild ass won�t go!� Magnus grunted as he tugged again on Frigg�s arm.
Skye, silent up till now, giggled, earning a glare from Frigg.
Morgan turned back to Frigg and shrugged. �He�s right. You are wild. Getting it on with Henry and Luther all these years.� He tsk�d. �You dirty girl, you.� Behind Frigg, he saw both Luther and Henry Grimm freeze as Sif and Sigyn choked.
But the one he wanted to get to froze as well, and Magnus was able to push Frigg�s ass out of Jeanne Grimm�s home and onto the sidewalk, where she stumbled in her ridiculous high heels.
Who wore fuck-me pumps to pack up a house in the middle of the night?
�Hey! You can�t do that!� Luther was the first to come to the door, ready to defend his lover. He was followed swiftly by Henry, who looked just as pissed as his brother.
Morgan moved until he blocked the doorway, ready to defend Jeanne�s home. He didn�t want Frigg getting back into the house.
�Watch us.� Magnus�s hands were flexing, clenching and unclenching. If Henry and Luther weren�t careful, Magnus would be on them like the berserker he was. He�d fling them around like the Hulk did Loki in that superhero movie, the one Logan liked to watch so much even while he bitched about how he really wasn�t like that, and what was up with that stupid hat?
Morgan figured Logan had a thing for Captain America. The actor looked a hell of a lot like Kir, but with shorter hair and not nearly as pretty.
Morgan decided he didn�t really want to have to explain to Jeanne why they broke into her house. It would be better if the others left peacefully. He ignored the way Frigg was pounding on his back. If she thought she could hurt him she had a surprise coming. �I think you should all leave before Logan and Kir get here.� He had every intention of calling them and asking Logan to place wards around Jeanne�s home.
Never again would the Aesir take something of hers. Not if Morgan could stop it.
Henry and Luther both took deep breaths, exchanging worried looks. They might not fear Logan, but Kir was another matter altogether. As long as he held Gungnir, he held sway over all of them, whether they liked it or not. He could, and would, enforce his will upon them.
Gungnir had changed Kir in certain ways. He was more confident in his actions, more certain of his power and his place in the world. More like the Baldur Morgan remembered, but�not. Love had softened Baldur�s edges, turned the fun-loving Kir into a leader Morgan was proud to follow.
Luther held up his hands in the universal sign of surrender. �We�re going.�
Henry nodded, following his brother�s lead by putting his own hands in the air. �We don�t want trouble with Baldur.�
Morgan moved just enough to allow Sif to silently move past him.
�Logan is coming?�
He looked at Sigyn, the hope in her expression lighting her up.
Damn. She still loved her ex-husband. �Yes.�
�Let me stay.�
�Sigyn��
She took a step toward him, her hands folded together almost as if she was praying. �Please.�
Morgan felt for her, he really did, but Logan was married to his stepsister now�and Sigyn had chosen to side with Frigg. �I can�t.�
It was hard, watching her face fall, knowing she still hoped for something that would never be. �I understand.� She smiled sadly. �I just wanted to say hello.�
�Sigyn. Come here, now.�
Sigyn winced at the snap in Frigg�s voice. �Yes, Frigg.�
He let her by, knowing that her request was going to earn her quite the lecture from Frigg. He didn�t think the elder goddess would harm her or he would have tried to stop her.
No, Sigyn would only wish she were dead by the time Frigg was done with her.
�Gina. Sonia. Let�s go. These motherless sons of a Jotun whore have declared we aren�t welcome here.�
Gina and Sonia Grimm, aka Gna and Sjofn, were Frigg�s most dedicated handmaidens. They did anything Frigg asked of them without question. If Magnus went for Frigg, the two women would undoubtedly throw themselves in front of her to protect her, despite the fact that neither was a warrior. Magnus would easily destroy them if it came down to a fight.
Morgan held out his hand to stop Magnus from going for Frigg�s throat. �Enough, Frigg.�
She took a step back as Morgan tried to hide his shock. The rumble of thunder had been in his voice, officially declaring him the successor of his father. Magnus stepped up beside him, lightning crackling around him in a visible display that had him thankful it was the middle of the night.
Scratch that. Declaring both of us Dad�s successors.
Sif closed her eyes and swayed, pale as milk. Even her hair seemed less lustrous as she shook with silent sobs. �Oh, Thor.�
Magnus winced at the sound of his father�s name on Sif�s lips. Morgan hurt for his brother, but there was nothing he could do.
Not even the Gods could force someone to love you.
Morgan allowed the feeling that had overtaken him, the anger and the determination to remove Frigg from his sight, to linger. The thunder remained in his voice, echoing oddly with his words. �You will leave, and you will not return.�
Magnus flicked his hand toward the Aesir gathered in front of Jeanne Grimm�s home, and lightning struck at their feet. Morgan could feel the thunder rumbling through him, sounding from him in a quiet fury.
Skye stepped around the gathered Aesir and Vanir and into the house for all the world like a princess entering her castle, calmly and demurely. She took her place at his side, her hands clasped in front of her as he�d seen her do countless times over the centuries.
She�d made her allegiance known, and he saw that knowledge settle over Frigg like a dark cloak. Morgan wrapped his arm around her waist, making his own point more than clear.
Skuld was under his protection, and anyone who fucked with her would have to deal with him.
Frigg lifted her chin. �Baldur will come home to me. He will see the mistake he�s made in standing by Loki�s side when Ragnarrok begins.� Frigg was vibrating with anger, but at least she was backing away.
�Idiot.� Magnus was shaking his head. �Ragnarrok has already begun.� He stepped backward into the house.
�You�re the idiot. When Ragnarrok comes and Loki dies, who do you think Baldur will turn to?�
Morgan also stepped back into the house and exchanged a glance with his brother. �If that happens, he�ll turn to his family.� He smiled at Frigg. �That would be us.� And he closed Jeanne�s door quietly, having more respect for Thor�s second wife than he would ever have for his grandmother. �Damn. I hate that bitch.�
Morgan took a look at the boxes piled around Jeanne�s home and nodded. �Let�s get started. Thanks to Frigg, this is going to take a lot longer than I thought.�
Magnus groaned, but he opened a box, just the first of many.

Chapter Seven

�It has to be here somewhere.� Skye stood, her hands on her hips, and glared down at the unopened box.
�For all we know, we accidentally buried him with it.�
�Well. That would suck monkey balls.� She sneezed at the dust that rose from the box she�d just opened.
Magnus choked. �Monkey balls?�
She shrugged and turned back to the box, but Morgan could see her cheeks turn red. The way she seemed to switch between Skylar Kincade, American photographer, and Skuld, all-powerful Fate, was endearing as hell.
�That�s what you think. Dad could have stashed it somewhere in Valhalla and we�ll never see it again.� Morgan grimaced as Magnus pulled out yet another box. They�d been at this for hours and still hadn�t found a hint that Mjolnir was anywhere in the house.
�You think Frigg found it?�
Morgan sighed, taking the dusty box from Skye as she started sneezing again. �That woman is seriously fucked in the head. If she�d found it, she wouldn�t have been able to stop herself from gloating.�
�She was like that from the beginning.� Skye wiped her eyes and sniffled. �She was a bitch from day one. Always thought that because she was fucking Odin we owed her something. Vicious twat.�
Magnus was staring at her like she�d grown a second head. He turned to Morgan and grinned, waggling his eyebrows. �I like her. Can we keep her?�
Morgan rolled his eyes even as Skye laughed at his idiot brother. �Frigg won�t be coming back. Can we work now?� They�d make sure of it. Jeanne�s home, her sanctuary, the place she�d raised their brother and sisters, would remain in Jeanne�s hands for as long as she wanted it. Logan and Kir had immediately agreed with Morgan when he contacted them. The two were on their way to set up the wards that would keep any but Jeanne and her brood out of this house until Jeanne said otherwise.
They weren�t sure if they would tell Jeanne what her mother-in-law had done. She�d be far too angry to think rationally, and no one was willing to risk what would happen if Jeanne went up against Frigg. Jeanne was mortal. Frigg would tear her apart to get what she wanted without a qualm.
On the other hand, Jeanne Grimm could be one scary-ass lady when pissed. Morgan might bring popcorn to that fight.
Morgan opened his senses, looking for that point of strength that was Kir, and found it barely two blocks away. Whatever had delayed the other gods, they were here now. Jeanne�s home would soon be safe.
�You�re always such a ray of sunshine, Morgan.�
�It comes out of my ass on cloudy days.�
That set his twin off again. Morgan shook his head and got back to the task of looking for the Hammer of Thor. If Mjolnir were in the house, the two of them should be able to find it.
Unless Thor put it under some sort of ward, one that wouldn�t allow anyone to detect it. His father never had the magic of the Jotuns, but he�d had allies who would be willing to hide the hammer for him. Allies that might not want either side to have Thor�s mightiest weapon.
�Damn it. What did that bitch do with it?� Magnus tossed aside a box that held some of Thor�s clothes. It broke open, scattering jeans all over the place.
�Then he gave the hammer to Thor, and said that Thor might smite as hard as he desired, whatsoever might be before him, and the hammer would not fail; and if he threw it at anything, it would never miss, and never fly so far as not to return to his hand; and if be desired, he might keep it in his sark, it was so small; but indeed it was a flaw in the hammer that the fore-haft was somewhat short.� Skye hummed. �It�s possible it�s been shrunk down and that�s why we can�t find it.�
�Magnus.� He reached for his brother, wincing when Magnus danced out of reach. �I really don�t think she found it. Frigg would have gloated if she had, but instead she was just as frustrated as you are.�
Magnus sighed and ran his fingers through his bright red hair. �I know, I know. But��
Morgan grabbed Magnus and wrapped his arms around his twin. �I miss him too.�
�We didn�t have him for years. Not really.�
�And he didn�t have us.�
The tension left his brother�s shoulders. �Yeah. I know. One more thing Grimm needs to pay for.� Magnus sighed deeply and pulled free of Morgan. �I�m thinking of changing my name again.�
�What�s wrong with Magnus?� He was rather fond of his brother�s name. They always picked their mortal names together, and he�d been pushing for Magnus for his twin for two centuries. Magnus had finally given in twenty-five years ago. The name just seemed right for him.
�No, not Magnus. Magnus was never the problem. I want to get rid of Grimm.�
�Oh.� Yeah, he could see why Magnus would want to change their other name. �But Dad�s name was Grimm.�
Magnus�s head snapped up, the beginnings of a scowl darkening his expression. �So is his.�
Morgan wasn�t averse to the idea of changing their names, but he wanted to make sure his twin had thought it through. �A lot of the relatives we love have Grimm as well. Jeff, for instance.�
Magnus snorted, amused, a habit he�d picked up from Logan. �Like he�s not already Jeffrey Saeter.�
�Jamie.�
�Jamie Yardley-Rudiger.�
There was only one other person they needed to talk about, but he wasn�t sure if Val would influence this decision or not. Besides, he had an idea of what last name they�d take if they could. �Then if we�re going to pick a new name, I think we should take Tate.�
He heard Skye suck in a breath, but she stayed silent.
Magnus stilled, his expression instantly lightening once more. �You�re all right with that?�
Morgan grinned at his twin. He should have known Magnus had a plan. �You�ve been thinking about this for a while, haven�t you?�
�Yeah. I think it�s the right thing to do, to honor Kir and Logan�s sacrifice and ditch the Old Man�s taint.�
�What about Uncle Val? He�d still be a Grimm.�
�We can talk to him, see what he wants to do. I�m not certain he�ll want to hold on to the Grimm name any more than we do, but I�m not sure he�ll want Tate either.�
�They are brothers. He might be willing.�
�He might.�
Magnus was grinning so wide Morgan was surprised his lips didn�t hit his earlobes. If this helped ease his brother�s pain, Morgan would gladly become a Tate. �Then we talk to Kir and make sure it�s all right with him.�
�It�s more than all right.� Morgan jumped at the sound of Kir�s voice. He turned to find Kir in the doorway of Fred and Jeanne�s bedroom, tears in his eyes. �Having my family again�� Kir looked away and swallowed hard. �You have no idea what that means to me.�
�Hey, Blondie, what�s�� Logan stopped, took one look at Kir�s teary expression and shot a black look at Morgan and Magnus. �What happened?�
Morgan and Magnus exchanged a glance. Morgan shrugged. �We want to change our last name to Tate.�
Logan�s expression went completely blank. �Ah. Yeah, that would do it.� He wrapped Kir in his arms, his gaze tender. �Jordan�s gonna love this.�
Kir chuckled. �Yeah, she is.�
�You�re all right with this?�
Logan winked, and Morgan felt the flex of the Trickster�s magic surge through the room. �Morgan and Magnus Tate sounds fine to me.�
Morgan pulled out his wallet and stared at his driver�s license. There, in black and white, was the name Morgan Tate. �Cool.�
�Thank you.� Kir kissed Logan�s cheek and stepped out of his hold.
�You�re welcome.� Logan grimaced. �Now all we have to do is get J�rmungandr and Sleipnir, and our family will be complete.�
Kir smiled at his lover. None of them were fooled by the forced cheer in Logan�s voice. They�d gotten to know him well in the close quarters they now lived in. That false bravado hid a bleeding heart. �We�ll find him and save him.�
�I know, Blondie. But right now we�ve got bigger fish to fry.� Logan nodded toward the twins. �You find the hammer yet?� He blinked, looking around the room as if seeing the boxes for the first time. �Why did you pack?�
�Frigg did it.�
Logan cursed viciously under his breath. �I�ll get started on the wards. Jeanne doesn�t need this shit.�
�Logan.� Morgan waited until he had Logan�s undivided attention. �I think Frigg might turn out to be as big a threat as Grimm. She�s gone beyond pissed and into psychotic. She thinks once you�re dead, Baldur will return to her.�
Thunder rumbled outside, and it didn�t come from him.
Oh, someone didn�t like that. One of the few things that could rouse Kir and unleash Baldur, leader of the gods, was a threat to either Logan or Jordan.
Logan nodded once, sharply, before turning and heading back down the narrow stairs of Jeanne�s row house. He�d use his magic to make sure the wards were strong enough to keep Jeanne�s home safe.
Kir glanced around the room with a slightly confused expression. �Frigg should have been able to find it easily. Are you certain she didn�t walk out with it? I mean, it�s not like the comic books, where Thor was the only one who could lift it.�
Logan snorted in disgust. �Please. With all the stuff they got wrong, like that stupid horned hat, you expected them to get that one right?�
�Get over the hat, Logan.� Kir�s tone was amused.
�We didn�t frisk her, so it�s possible she managed to sneak it out.� Morgan shuddered at the thought.
�Or not.� Kir shrugged. �It might still be here. Try calling it. Now that your father is gone, it should respond to either you or Magnus.�
�This I�ve got to see,� Skye muttered. She backed up until she was standing next to Kir. �I wish you could summon popcorn.�
Kir grinned. �So do I.�
He cocked an eyebrow at Magnus, who nodded. Magnus would call first, trying to pull Mjolnir to himself.
Morgan watched as his brother took a deep breath. Magnus held out his hand, his brows drawn together in concentration. �Come.�
Nothing happened.
�Try Norwegian.�
Magnus shrugged. �Komme til mig.�
Again, nothing happened. �Try saying its name.�
Magnus rolled his eyes. �Komme til mig, Mjolnir.�
Morgan crossed his arms. �Maybe I should try?�
�Damn it, it�s supposed to belong to both of us.� Magnus threw his hands in the air, that temper of his flaring up. �Mjolnir! Get your ass here now!�
Magnus flew across the room as a tiny flash of silver slammed into him. He hit the wall so hard he cracked the drywall.
�Holy shit.� Morgan fought his own laughter as Kir collapsed against the doorframe, giggling like a child. Skye laughed so hard she fell on her ass. �Hey, Magnus? I think you found Mjolnir.�
�Ow.�
Morgan fought his own laughter. �Good thing your head is so hard.�
�You suck so bad.� Magnus was slumped against the wall, a small silver pendant resting on his forehead. Already, a hammer-shaped bruise was forming where Mjolnir had struck him. He glared at Morgan. �Dickhead. You call it next time.� Morgan lost it as Magnus picked the small silver hammer off his forehead and flicked the tiny piece of silver at him. �Asshole.�
Logan leaned in and stared at them all, grinning widely. �Oh, hey. You found Mjolnir!�
This time Morgan lost it as his brother told Logan exactly where he could stick his hammer.
They�d found Mjolnir.
They�d found the hammer of Thor, and it was�pretty. Delicate.
Skye bit her lip as Magnus grumbled again, leading the way into the condo the brothers shared. �Fuck a duck.�
Morgan sighed and headed straight toward the kitchen. �Now what?�
Magnus collapsed onto the sofa with a sigh. �I don�t know. Skye?�
She shrugged. �You�ve got me.� Whatever she might have known about Mjolnir was still lost to her, deep in the foggy recesses of her life as Skuld.
Morgan came back into the room with three glasses of wine. He handed one to her last, his fingers lingering on the stem, bringing them together. She could feel her cheeks flushing, her skin heating with the need for him to touch her.
What she did know was that she�d wanted Modi long before she�d lost everything, and now she�d have the chance to have him. There was nothing, absolutely nothing standing in their way. There was no honor or duty that demanded she set aside her desire for him, no prophecy that declared he would ever love another. No whisper of her power demanded she pull away from him.
He wanted to give her everything, and she was more than willing to take what he was offering.
�Morgan?�
Skye licked her lips, well aware of what she was also offering her future lover.
�Skye? C�mon guys, I�m right here.�
Morgan ignored his twin, offering Skye a sip of wine from his own glass. She allowed him to bring it to her lips, savoring the deep, rich flavor. A bit of the wine remained on her lips, glossing them. Tempting him.
He licked her lips, tasting her offering. �Say yes.�
�Hell. I�m outta here. Have fun, you crazy kids.�
Morgan was smiling as his brother left the condo, but Skye was mortified. She�d totally forgotten he was even there. �He�s going to hate me.�
�Never.� Morgan took both their glasses and placed them on the table. �He understands more than you know.� She raised a brow, ready to question him on that, but he pressed his finger to her lips. �Say yes, Skye. Be mine.�
She pretended to think about it, toying with one of the buttons of his shirt.
�Please.�
That tortured whisper filled all the empty places inside her. That she�d brought Strength itself to his proverbial knees meant more than all the prophecies, all the years spent under Yggdrasil. �Yes.�
He let his forehead rest against hers and groaned. �Thank fuck.� His hand curled around the back of her head and he took her mouth, plundering her like the Viking god he had always been.
She didn�t know which one of them moaned, and she didn�t care. All she knew was she had to get this man naked now. She�d longed to see him naked, visited that particular fantasy almost every night for years before she�d lost herself, and now she was going to see everything she�d always dreamed of.
She pulled free of his mouth. �Bedroom?�
�Too far.� He tugged her shirt off over her head. �Table good?�
She giggled. She�d reduced him below Viking, her lover grunting like a caveman as his shirt flew across the room.
�Your turn.� He inched her back until her ass hit the edge of the kitchen table, tugging her pants down. He grunted again, rolling his eyes when she began laughing in earnest. �A little help here? Kick off your shoes, maybe?�
She did, leaning back against the table with a happy sigh. She loved playing with lovers, knowing it was safe to laugh even in the midst of something so important. Morgan shook his head as he eased her pants off, smiling until he realized that all she wore was the lacy pink bra and panty set. �Oh, fuck me stupid. This is what you wear under your clothes?� He visibly swallowed as she shoved the cups of the bra down, exposing her breasts to his gaze. �I�m doomed.�
She ran her hands down her chest, pinching her own nipples. �Uh-huh.�
He growled, watching as she ran her hands over her stomach. �Never mind. You�re doomed. I�m never letting you go again.�
She looked up at him from under her lashes. �Good. Because if you do I�m going to hunt you down and do some really horrible, nasty things to you.�
He unclasped her bra, some of the driving urgency gone. �Like what?�
There was one thing boys, no matter what their age, feared more than anything else. �Sic Mama Jeanne on you.�
He glared at her, but humor lurked in the expression, ready to burst at any moment. �You play dirty.�
She toyed with the lacy top of her panties. �Uh-huh.�
He lowered his head to her shoulder, his whiskers rasping against her skin. She shivered, the desire to play one game fading as the desire to begin another filled her. �That�s just evil.�
�Your point being?�
Every thought left her head as he licked one of her exposed nipples, tasted it, savored it until it was a diamond point against his tongue. When she took his head in her hands and guided him to her other breast he took the hint, loving on both nipples equally. She whined, ready to beg him for anything he was willing to give if only he�d quench the fire he�d caused to rage inside her.
Morgan delved beneath the edge of her panties, stroking her clit with sure, even strokes that sent her over the edge with a startled cry.
He didn�t let up, not for a second, his fingers and tongue just�just�
�Oh, god, Morgan. Right there.�
He was too much, and it wasn�t enough, and soon she was keening in pleasure again as the orgasm ripped through her.
He lifted his hand from her body, licking his fingers clean as she watched, enraptured by his every move. The heat in his gaze threatened to burn her as he took her mouth. The faint taste of her pleasure lingered on his tongue.
They were both sheened with sweat, her panties and bra taken off her and tossed to the floor as he tasted her pussy, the want and need growing with each stroke of his fingers, each flick of his tongue.
�So sweet. I knew you�d be sweet.� He feasted on her, his expression at once tender and hungry.
She sucked in a breath at his voice, the need and desire inside him overwhelming her. �More.�
�And more, and more.� He smiled down at her as his cock nudged her opening. She gripped the edge of the table, bracing herself for what was coming. �Anything for you.� He kissed her, his mouth hard and hot on hers. �You look like a debauched angel.�
�Come inside me, Morgan.� She wrapped her legs around his waist, her arms around his neck, reveling in the way he shuddered at her touch. �Make me yours.�
�No one else gets you but me from now on.�
�Never again, Morgan.� He�d ruined her for other men, and he hadn�t even entered her fully yet.
He slid into her, the hard, hot length of him joining them together. �Stay with me.�
She tightened around him, enjoying the way his big warrior�s body shook. �What about you? Does anyone else get you?�
�Hell no.� He leaned down and took her mouth. �You�re it for me.�
She looked up into his eyes and read the truth there. He loved her. He probably always had, and that knowledge settled everything for her. She would stay, would be with her lover, her warrior.
It was her fate, and she embraced it gladly.
She wrapped her legs around his waist and gave in to the one thing she�d wanted all her life. �Love me, Morgan.�
He shuddered. �Yes. Yes, Skye.�
He started moving, dragging that hot cock of his in and out of her body, shutting her mind down to everything but the sensations he gifted her with. His fingers plucked at her nipples, the twinge of pain and pleasure zooming straight down to her clit. She held on to his arms for dear life, the sharp edge of orgasm closer and closer to cutting her open, exposing forever the heart he�d always owned, if only he�d known it.
His eyes scrunched closed, his movements becoming more and more uncoordinated. �Come for me, Skye. C�mon, baby. Come for me.�
His thumb stroked her clit once, twice, three times and she screamed. Her nails dug into his arms as the orgasm shook her whole body. She shuddered beneath him, her legs pulling him into her as she convulsed around him.
His body locked, his limbs quivered and a groan escaped his mouth. He came, filling her with his warmth, his expression a grimace of pleasure. He leaned down until his forehead touched the tabletop, his panting breaths hot against her neck.
�Morgan, we need� Aw, man.�
Her eyes flew open in horror as Magnus�s voice washed over her, the amused disgust not helping her embarrassment one little bit. That Morgan had frozen, bent over, his softening cock still half inside her, told her that he wasn�t handling his brother�s sudden intrusion any better than she was.
When Magnus spoke again, it took everything in her not to buck Morgan off her with her laughter. �Shit, dude. I mean, c�mon. I eat there.�
Morgan flicked his brother the finger, but not once did he lift himself off her body. �What do you want, asshole?�
�Asshole? I�m the asshole? You�ve traumatized my Cheerios!�
Morgan lifted his head just far enough that he could share a look with Skye, the laughter almost breaking free as they gazed at one another. �Why did you come back?�
�Logan and Kir want to powwow at their place, but I�d suggest you both put on pants before strolling over.� As Magnus made to leave the condo, out of the corner of her eye she caught him shaking his head. �What is it with this family and fucking in kitchens?� He shook his finger at them as he strode out the door. �This right here is why I eat out!�
The door slammed shut behind him, and they burst into laughter, unable to hold it in any longer.

Chapter Eight

�Damn it, it doesn�t work!�
Skye flinched as Magnus punched the wall, rattling the entire condo in his rage. How he didn�t put a hole in the drywall was beyond her. Perhaps Logan had done more than just ward the brothers� condo. Outside, lighting flashed from cloud to cloud as the son of Thor lost his temper. They�d had the pendant for a week, and nothing, absolutely nothing had happened.
�Magnus, calm down.� Morgan�s gaze wasn�t on his twin, but on her. �You�re scaring Skye.�
Magnus snarled and held up the silver pendant. �Are you fucking kidding me? Who cares about Skye?� He ignored Morgan�s answering growl and shook the pendant. �Mjolnir is fucking broken.�
�It is not.� Morgan moved until he stood between her and his brother. She didn�t doubt for one single second that Magnus Grimm�no, Tate now�would cut off his own arm rather than hurt her or his brother, but Morgan didn�t appear to be taking any chances. �We just haven�t figured out how to activate it yet.�
Skye had an idea or two, if only the stubborn brothers would stop yelling at each other and start listening. �Um, could I��
�It�s ours now. It should be working fine. But no, we�re stuck with a piece of fucking campy jewelry. When Odin comes for us we can bat our lashes and flash our bling. Who knows, maybe we�ll blind him!� Magnus tossed the pendant toward the fireplace, ignoring the crash as the silvery, opalescent glass tiles shattered. Damn. It was one of the nicest fireplaces she�d seen in a while too.
Who�d have thought that Morgan and Magnus Gri�Tate would have modern tastes? The clean lines of the tan sectional sofa were offset by the focus wall of polished wood. Orange curtains and pillows were the only pops of color. Even the end tables were boxy, gleaming wood that matched the wood wall the sofa was against.
The fireplace jutted out slightly into the room, and the brothers had painted it the same orange tone as the curtains and pillows, while the mantelpiece and surround matched the wood tones of the accent wall. The rest of the walls were pale beige. The wooden floors were a lighter color than the focal wall and the end tables, contrasting them and picking up the orange tones scattered throughout the room. It was sleek and modern, yet warm at the same time.
She was certain it was far more Magnus�s taste than Morgan�s. She wondered how hard he�d argued with his brother for the orange colors that permeated the condo.
�Great. Just great. Now Logan�s gonna get on my case too.� Magnus ran his hands through his hair. �Shit.�
Morgan sighed. �Brother, it�s not that bad.�
Magnus snarled again and began pacing. �If we can�t make it work, we can�t protect anyone, especially her.� He waved his hand at Skye. �You know that.�
�I do, but flinging Mjolnir around and yelling isn�t going to solve the problem.�
Magnus threw his arms up in the air. �It worked for Dad!�
Morgan was silent for a moment. �We�re not Dad.�
Skye cleared her throat. That was the whole point, the one both men were missing. �I think you should��
�I know that.� Skye flinched as lightning flashed across the sky once more, but Magnus was on a tear now and there would be no stopping him. �I know! But you finally got�� His gaze darted to Skye, and with that single worried glance she understood just how long Morgan had wanted her and how far Magnus was willing to go in order for his brother to keep her. �And now she�s in danger and the fucking thing is nothing more than a trinket.�
As flattering as that was, without Morgan�s help Magnus would never get Mjolnir to work.
�In the gods� home Vithar
and Vali shall dwell,
When the fires of Surt have sunk;
Modi and Magni
shall Mjolnir have
When Vingnir falls in fight.�
�She�s right. Modi and Magni, brother. Both of us are necessary to make it work.�
Magnus rolled his eyes and began pacing again. �Wonderful. We�re joined at the hammer.� Morgan snorted out a laugh, but Magnus ignored him. �And when it comes time to fight, Morgan? What then? Let�s say we finally figure out how to get Mjolnir from limp to legendary.� Skye giggled, cutting it off when Magnus glared at her. He really needed to calm down before Morgan smacked him one. �What then? We play monkey in the middle?�
Skye held up her hand. �I vote for Grimm as the monkey.�
Magnus just stared at her for a moment. �Can�t you go make sandwiches or something?�
�Magnus.�
Morgan�s low, warning tone should have clued his brother in on how upset he was getting, but Magnus seemed to ignore the tone. �No offense, but unless you can tell me how to make Mjolnir work I think you should stay out of this.�
Skye shrugged. �I just did.�
�Ugh!� Magnus threw his hands in the air. �The only thing you told us was that we�d get Mjolnir when Dad died.�
�You have to work together to get it to work properly.� She took a step toward Magnus, despite Morgan�s scowl. Magnus wouldn�t hurt her no matter how angry he got. �You and your brother are needed. It won�t work with just one of you.�
�Great. Wonderful. So without Morgan I can�t make the hammer big.�
She tried so hard not to laugh. �Um�ew.�
Just for a moment, Magnus�s natural sense of humor almost broke through his anger and frustration. She could see him biting back his laughter, but then Morgan picked Mjolnir up and tossed it at Magnus. �Here, bro.�
Whatever Morgan had planned on wasn�t what happened. Mjolnir hit Magnus with all the force of the hammer of the gods, knocking him off his feet and into the wall.
�Shit, Magnus.� Morgan rushed to his brother�s side, his expression horrified. �I just thought if I tossed it at you that maybe it would work.�
Magnus grunted, the wind obviously knocked out of him.
�I�m sorry.�
Magnus lifted the silver pendant off his chest and dropped it to the floor beside him. He took a deep breath and groaned. �I�m really getting tired of that shit.�
Morgan placed his hand over the place where Mjolnir had struck Magnus and grimaced. �We can make this work, Magnus. Give it time.�
Skye nodded, even though neither brother was paying any attention to her. �Both you of you, put your hands on Mjolnir.�
The brothers looked over at her. Morgan was still crouched by his brother�s side, his hand still on Magnus�s chest. Morgan turned back to his brother, and Magnus cocked an eyebrow at him. �It�s worth a shot.�
�What�s the worst that could happen, right?�
Magnus rolled his eyes. �I get tossed across the room again, that�s what.�
�Better you than me.� Morgan laughed as he ducked his brother�s swipe. �Let�s make this thing work.�
Magnus nodded and put his hand on top of the pendant.
Morgan�s hand joined his brother�s.
Nothing happened.
They both turned to Skye once more, Magnus looking annoyed and Morgan looking puzzled. �Now what?�
She shrugged. �Wonder Twin powers, activate?�
Morgan lost it, falling on the floor as he laughed his ass off.
Magnus banged his head repeatedly against the wall. �I hate you all.�
Skye rolled her eyes. �It�s your hammer now. Yours. Stop thinking of it as Thor�s.� She believed that was at least half the problem, the other half being neither of them were listening to their guts. �What are your instincts telling you to do with it?�
Magnus was back to glowering at her. �Shove it up��
�Magnus.� And Morgan was back to growling at his twin. This was great. At this rate Mjolnir would never respond to them.
�Fine.� Skye headed for the front door. �Refuse to work with one another and the stupid thing will just stay a pretty piece of silver. Grimm wins, the end.�
She was in the air, held in Morgan�s arm, before her hand touched the doorknob. �You�re not going anywhere.�
She blew her hair out of her eyes. �Are you two going to play nice with each other? Or am I going home?�
Morgan freaking growled, and thunder rattled the building.
�Okay then.� She cleared her throat. �Put me down, please?�
�Are you going to leave?�
She stared at him.
�Skye.�
�I�m thinking.�
�Not now, Morgan.� Skye was startled when Magnus put his hand on Morgan�s shoulder. �Kiss the girl later.� Magnus�s expression was apologetic. �She�s right, and I�m sorry I snapped at both of you. The only way we�re going to figure this out and keep Skye safe is if we work together.�
Morgan slowly lowered Skye to her feet. He wasn�t even strained from holding her. It was as if she�d weighed less than nothing to him.
She forgot, looking at him, that he was strength embodied. If he wanted, he could probably take even J�rmungandr, the World Serpent, and tie him in a knot.
Morgan pressed a soft kiss to her forehead. �Thank you, sweetheart.�
She bit her lip. He was so affectionate toward her. It had been years since someone had just been casually affectionate. None of her boyfriends had absently loved on her the way Morgan did, and it made him all the more attractive. And when they made love, they both knew in their hearts what they�d been unwilling to say.
�Morgan?�
Morgan took a reluctant step away from her, and her skin actually hurt for wanting his touch. He stroked her cheek softly. �Soon.�
Her breath hitched. They�d made love again since that day in the kitchen, but they�d confined themselves to Morgan�s bedroom. �Soon.�
Morgan turned from her back to his brother. �Let�s do this.�
Yes, please. She licked her lips as Morgan walked away from her, his gait strong, sensuous. She was such a goner.
Let�s so do this.
It was late, he was tired, and damn if he didn�t just want to collapse into bed, preferably with a certain blonde tucked tightly by his side. They�d found Mjolnir, but neither Morgan nor Magnus had been able to get it to change size from the tiny silver pendant to the great war hammer their father had wielded. They�d spent hours trying different things to get the damn pendant to change size.
Hell, at one point, when Skye was in the bathroom, Magnus had even chanted that fucking Wonder Twins thing in sheer desperation.
So here they were, sitting in Kir�s living room and listening to the murmur of his family�s voices as they discussed�whatever it was Jamie and Jeff were on about this time. He thought for a fleeting second he�d heard the name Vincente and groaned.
Please, no gold lam� briefs. I�ll be scarred for life.
Skye was still upset over their inability to get Mjolnir to obey them. She�d absently curled up in his lap when he tugged her down, placing her head against his shoulder with an exhausted yawn. The trust she was showing him was devastating. She�d actually listened to him and fallen asleep to the quiet chatter of his family, snug and secure in his arms. Morgan was beyond pleased with that. The only way having Skye in his lap could be better would be if they were both naked. Right where she belonged.
Morgan cuddled her closer, smiling as she sighed, her breath warm against his neck. He caught Fenris�s eye, smiling when the wolf nodded at him. Fenris understood, the wolf�s gaze constantly drawn to his mate, watchful and protective.
Morgan would pull down the moon for Skye.
�Hey.�
Morgan turned to find Kir holding out a key. He took it and stared at the plain M&M embossed on the key ring. �What�s this?�
Kir shrugged, looking embarrassed. �For some reason, I keep thinking you and Magnus aren�t going to be living together for much longer.� His gaze darted to Skye, who was snoring lightly in Morgan�s embrace. Who would have thought a Fate could be so fucking adorable? �Magnus is going to find his own destiny soon, and I think��
�What?� Morgan kept his voice low. He didn�t want to wake Skye. She�d been through enough traumas for the evening.
�I think�� Kir smiled at where his own lovers sat, talking quietly to one another. Jordan was holding Logan�s hand, and whatever they were discussing had Logan smiling in a way he reserved solely for his lovers. �I think your brother�s fate is going to be more like mine.� He held up two keys, each with a peanut M&M on the key chain.
�Huh.� Now that was a surprise, and yet it wasn�t. Magnus with two lovers? Having two people to tame his rage made perfect sense. He�d seen his brother casting his eye toward both sexes, even if he�d tried to hide that interest from their father and grandfather. �One of them will be male.� Morgan was as certain of that as he was that Skye belonged to him.
Kir shrugged again. �I think so.� He ran his fingers through his hair. �I can�t explain how I know, I just do. Like I know Val will also find someone, and that J�rmungandr and Sleipnir will come home, but that Hel is already home and won�t be joining us.� He held up a fourth key with a seashell embossed on the key chain. �And neither Sleipnir nor J�rmungandr will be alone for long.�
�Thank fuck. Any idea how we�re going to get Sleipnir home?� Jordan put her hand over Logan�s.
�Not yet. Val has a few ideas, but mostly they consist of �let�s storm the castle.��
�I like storming the castle. You either get the dragon or the princess. Either way, you win.� Everyone stared at Magnus. �What?�
Morgan chuckled. Magnus was free to pursue his interests just as Morgan was. He wished his brother luck. �Anyone else moving in that we need to worry about?�
Kir sighed. �I�ve made the key, but I don�t know if it will ever get used.� He held up a key that had a shield on it.
A police shield? Morgan squinted, trying to get a clearer look, but Kir tucked it back into his pocket. �Is that for who I think it�s for?�
�If she wants it, yes.�
�Good.� Antonia Morelli was one of them, whether the stubborn human liked it or not. A mortal with the blood of Valkyries in her, she�d used her powers to help Jeff heal after Grimm nearly skinned him alive. They all owed her more than they could ever repay. Fenris had gone so far as to declare her family, and if he knew Logan and Kir it wouldn�t be long before the police detective was sharing blood with them as well.
If Toni moved in with them, Morgan would welcome her with open arms. He glanced down at the top of Skye�s head. Well, as long as he didn�t have an armful of Norn, that was. �I hope she accepts. She belongs with us.�
�She does.� Kir stroked Skye�s hair away from her face, revealing the affection Kir seemed to have for all those he�d chosen to take under his wing. He could see why Jordan had given the blonde her heart. The man had a huge one of his own. �Take her home, Morgan. She needs you more than she needs the rest of us.�
�Are you sure?� Hope pounded through him. Was this Kir�s blessing to the union Morgan wanted so desperately with Skye?
�She�s lost everything all over again. The person she was, the person she thought she was. Even though she�s hiding it pretty well she�s got to be torn up inside, and it seems that, other than Val, you�re the one she trusts the most to protect her.�
He would. He would protect her from anything. Even himself. �I would, with my life.�
He tried not to jostle Skye as Jeff slapped him upside the head. �No dying. Geeze, what is it with the Grimm family? One more person declares a death wish, and I�m biting their ass. Hard.�
�We�re not Grimms anymore.�
Morgan held back a sigh. Damn it, Magnus. He�d just gotten cozy, too.
Morgan glanced over at his twin, who shrugged. �Sorry. I shouldn�t have blurted that out.� Magnus batted his lashes. �Forgive me? Pleeeeease?�
Morgan bit back a laugh. �Dickhead.�
Magnus grinned.
�What?� Jamie was glancing back and forth between them, obviously confused.
�Did Logan marry you to someone without telling you first?� Jordan shot Logan an annoyed glance, one he returned with the devilish smirk Morgan was more than familiar with seeing on his face.
�No, Logan didn�t marry us. We�� Magnus turned to Kir, who was smiling and nodding like a proud papa. �We decided we�d rather be Tates.�
Jeff�s startled breath was nearly drowned out by Jamie�s soft �Oh!�
�You�re a Yardley-Rudiger now, sweetheart.�
�And you�re a Saeter, elskede,� Fenris growled softly.
�I know, but I think I want my maiden name to be changed to Tate.�
�I agree. We�re more Kir�s family now than the Old Man�s.�
�You�re Fred�s children.� Morgan followed everyone else�s gaze to see Jeanne Grimm standing in the doorway of the spare bedroom, staring at her children through tear-filled eyes. �Hate Oliver Grimm all you want. Rant and rave, plan to kill him. Hell, I am. But your father was Fred Grimm, a good man with a good heart. Don�t disown your father for the actions of your grandfather.�
�We could make Fred a Tate too, Jeanne.� Logan smiled at Jeanne. �It would mean a lot to Kir to have all of his family back, including you and Fred.�
Kir nodded, but Jeanne shook her head. �No. I�m a Grimm. Oliver isn�t taking that away from me, not now, not ever.� She grimaced. �I can understand the temptation to get Oliver out of every part of your lives, but you can�t. Every family tree has a few rotten nuts. I�m not chopping the whole tree down for that. I�m just going to crush the nuts.�
Morgan resisted the urge to cross his legs the way Logan had. That might wake Skye. �Point taken.�
�We, Morgan and I, have changed our names a number of times over the centuries.� Magnus�s soft words brought Jeanne�s attention back to him. �Sometimes we shared Dad�s last name, sometimes we didn�t. But that never made him any less our father.�
Travis nodded. �And someday, our names will change again.�
�We�ll hide in plain sight, just like we always have.� Kir�s expression was sympathetic. �And when we share blood, and immortality, you�ll do the same.�
Jeanne looked away from Kir, her lip quivering before her chin firmed. �Then maybe I won�t become immortal. Not if it means giving up Fred.�
�Mom?�
Jeff sounded shaken, but he was standing behind Morgan. He couldn�t see his brother.
Jeanne smiled at her son. �Don�t worry, baby boy, I�m not ready to start my bucket list yet.� She winked, but Morgan could tell it was half-hearted at best. �I�ll think about all of this.�
�No matter what you decide, you will always be the wife of Thor.� Kir stepped forward and hugged Jeanne. �You�ll always be my sister-in-law, no matter what.�
Strong, cheerful Jeanne, who had held strong in the face of Frigg, who�d learned only a few short days ago that her husband had been lying to her from the beginning, who�d stood up to Fenris�lfr and demanded to see her son when he was injured, finally broke down, sobbing on Kir�s shoulder like a woman who had lost her entire world, and her children weren�t far behind her.
�Hey.� He looked up to see Logan cuddling Jordan. �Take Skye home. Make sure she gets some rest, and keep her from leaving this floor unless one of us is with her. For all she�s a Norn, she�s no warrior.�
Morgan was more than aware of that. �Don�t worry. I�ll take care of her.�
Skye sighed against his neck and cuddled closer. It took everything Morgan had not to match that contented little sound.

Chapter Nine

It had been two weeks since they�d found Mjolnir, two weeks since Skye had moved in with him. �One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve, thirteen, fourteen, fifteen, sixteen.� Skye turned on her heel and began again. �One, two, three, four��
�What are you doing?�
Skye stopped counting and looked up at Morgan. �Counting the steps of my prison cell.�
He rolled his eyes. �You�ve only been here two weeks.�
�Two weeks without fresh air. Five. Two weeks�six�without Starbucks and my grande caramel Frappuccino. Seven. Two weeks��
��without a vision.� Morgan shrugged. �You take the good with the bad.�
She stopped again. �True.�
He held out his hand and smiled. �Nothing bad has happened for three weeks. No burning men, no suddenly revealed pasts.� His smile dimmed. �No deaths.�
She sighed and took it, shivering slightly. She could get used to the feel of his skin. It warmed her when little else could. Hell, even his home made her feel warm.
She glanced around feeling more and more at home here with every second. Where Jordan, Logan and Kir�s condo was all bright whites and pale blues, glass and chrome and light woods, Morgan�s condo was full of warmth. Whether he realized it or not, he�d done his condo in a warmer, more inviting version of his twin�s. He�d decorated with burnt umber and rich golden-browns. The furniture was plush and soft, rounded where Magnus�s was sharp, inviting you to sink into it with a good book and a mug of cocoa. The fireplace was surrounded with stone, which would have looked cold except he�d chosen orange-and beige-toned stones to complement the decor. The hardwood floors were hand scraped and soothing against bare feet. Even the lamps, with their gold and orange swirled bases, made her feel all toasty inside.
She hadn�t realized how cold she�d been, how alone, until she stepped into the warmth of Morgan Tate�s home and thawed. Not even Magnus�s condo appealed to her as much as Morgan�s did.
Still, she wasn�t sure she should stay here. It would be so easy to get used to living with Morgan. �I could go back to my condo.� It was the same thing she�d been saying every day for two weeks. Every day it came out less and less sure.
She didn�t want to be alone. She�d been alone all her life, and now she got to be with Morgan. Hell, she�d even put up with Jordan�s obsession with pineapple if it meant keeping Morgan in her life.
He stroked her palm, his expression warming as her breath hitched. She bet he could seduce a nun without half trying. �I could paint my toenails pink too.�
She tilted her head, fighting a grin. �Only if you use the glittery kind.�
He laughed. �C�mon, you.� He tugged her forward, and she allowed him to tuck her under his arm. Really, the man was simply massive. The top of her head barely reached his chin. �Lunch is ready.�
Morgan had been an incredible roommate and a generous lover, giving her the guest bedroom for her office and refusing her offers to help with the cooking. And honestly, he was a better cook than she was, so that was working out far better than she�d thought it would. She�d chosen to take over the dishes, dusting and vacuuming, and each took care of their own laundry. In all respects except one, he treated her like a treasured roommate, allowing her to pick movies more than half the time and letting her alone when she told him she needed time to herself. Hell, he�d even been caught researching ways to turn the third bedroom into a darkroom for her.
And, oh gods, she could so get used to the constant, heated glances, the soft touches to her arms, her hands, her hair. He was doing everything in his power to prove to her that she was safe with him, that he wanted her to the exclusion of all else.
She had to admit, it was working. Instead of constantly blushing and stammering, his gentle touches and warm regard were whittling away at any resistance that she might have had. Not that she�d had all that much. Her memories had completely returned, except for the one large, gaping hole where the changed prophecy resided. She still didn�t know what she�d done to alter things.
Before she could sit down to the tuna melts he�d made for their lunch, her phone rang. She sighed, knowing her sandwich would be good and soggy before she got a chance to bite into it, but something she couldn�t explain demanded that she answer the phone immediately. �Hello?�
�It�s me.�
Her gaze darted to Morgan as she recognized the shaky, terrified voice. �Sleipnir.�
�I don�t have a lot of time. The ravens are watching.�
The ravens. Odin�s ravens? Oh, shit. If he was calling them while the ravens watched, it was bad. �What�s wrong?�
�Beware Heimdall.�
�What?�
�I can�t. They�re watching, and I have to go. He�s going to come for me soon, so I don�t have much time.�
�Wait! Why should we beware Heimdall?�
�He�s going to kill my father. Warn him. Watch. Keep away from the Guardian.� A stuttering breath later, Sleipnir whined. �Oh, shit. I have to go!�
The phone clicked as Loki�s child hung up the phone. �Morgan.�
�I heard. C�mon.�
They left their lunch and darted across the hall to Logan�s condo, both of them pounding on the door until a tousled-looking Jordan pried it open. �What?�
�Sleipnir called.�
Jordan cursed quietly and opened the door further. �C�mon in. Logan�s going to want to hear this.� They followed the pregnant woman into the house. It was obvious that she�d been in bed, but whether she�d been alone, Skye wasn�t sure she wanted to know.
Of course, when Kir came into the room wearing nothing but a skin-tight black tank top and jeans, his feet bare, she thought maybe she could handle hearing a few details. When Logan followed his lovers with a yawn, his chest bare, his jeans zipped but not buttoned, she was certain of it.
She wanted Morgan, but she wasn�t dead, and those were two examples of prime grade-A beef.
�What�s up?� Kir�s lazy grin faded as he took in their expressions. �What happened?�
�Sleipnir called.� Morgan led Skye to the dining table, the one that had enough room for all the Aesir and the Vanir who�d chosen to follow Kir. �He had a message for you, Logan.�
Logan�s expression tightened. �What did my son say?�
�Beware the Guardian. He seems to think that Heimdall is going to kill you.� Skye settled in her chair with a smile of thanks. No matter what, Morgan always saw to her needs before anything. �Thing is, I don�t remember anything about it in the prophecies.�
The two men exchanged glances, but it was Jordan who voiced their thought. �I thought Tyr was supposed to kill you.�
�Why would you think that?� Logan tugged Jordan down until she was seated next to Skye. �Tyr was never the one who was going to kill me.�
�It�s one of the reasons we�ve never really trusted Nik.� Kir yawned and headed into the kitchen. �Anyone want pizza?�
Logan groaned. �Blondie��
�C�mon.� Gods, Kir made even whining look sexy as hell. �I haven�t had pepperoni in days.�
Jordan bit her lip and shot Logan a guilty look. �Can I get mine with extra pineapple?�
Skye shuddered. The woman had an unhealthy obsession with the stuff. The whole condo reeked of it. She�d heard of pregnancy cravings before, but Jordan was taking it to a whole new level.
�Fine, order away.� Logan flopped gracefully into the seat next to Jordan. He lifted her bare feet into his lap and began rubbing her arches. �What do you remember about my death?�
She closed her eyes as Kir�s soft murmur rolled over her. �The Prose Edda says that after Fenris dies�� she ignored Logan�s pained sound, ��Loki and Heimdall will kill one another, but it doesn�t say how.� She opened them again. �Also, it�s only in the Prose Edda that it�s mentioned. It�s not mentioned at all in the Poetic Eddas.�
�The Prose Eddas also mention who kills Fenris, and how.� Logan was growling, but his hands remained gentle on Jordan�s feet.
�And Fenris, again, is only mentioned by name in the Prose Edda.� Skye tapped her teeth. �I�m not sure what�s right and what�s wrong anymore, not where the Eddas are concerned.�
�Shit.� Kir joined them at the table. �We�ve been going mostly by the Poetic Eddas. The Prose just seemed like someone taking the Poetic and expanding on it.�
�It�s possible that�s exactly what it is.� In fact, Skye was willing to bet all their lives on it. �Still, Sleipnir went to the trouble of getting away from Odin�s ravens to call and warn us.�
�The Old Man has Hugin and Munin guarding Sleipnir?� Logan took a deep breath. �He knows.�
�Knows what?� Jordan hissed. Logan must have hit a particularly sore spot.
�That Sleipnir�s trying to warn us.�
Skye couldn�t argue. She wasn�t sure, but she remembered Odin, remembered how he�d take his ravens and use them as guards and spies. It was part of his need to know everything that was going on in his world, his way of controlling those that shouldn�t have been controlled. Gods weren�t meant to mindlessly obey, not even their leader. �I�d love to know how Sleipnir got away from them then.�
�He might not have.� Morgan grimaced as Logan shot him a dark look. �I�m sorry, but it�s the truth.�
Jordan sighed and pulled her feet from Logan�s hands. �Then we need to go rescue him.�
�No!�
Wow. The two men were loud when they yelled together.
�You stay here.� Logan�s expression was grim.
Kir rubbed her belly. �You have something more important to protect.�
She glared at him before sagging in her seat. �Fine. But you had better bring me back some really good pineapple.�
�I can�t wait until she pops that kid out,� Morgan muttered. �I�m getting so sick of pineapple. Pineapple-scented candles, pineapple-scented soap, pineapple syrup, pineapple bacon��
�They make pineapple bacon?� Skye shuddered and turned her attention back to the bickering gods.
Jordan had her arms crossed over her chest as she glared at her lovers. �Only one problem. If the Prose Edda is right, we need to keep Logan away from Heimdall. Which means you stay here too, Logan.�
�Not a chance. Blondie.� Logan was a very brave man. He ignored the storms gathering in his lover�s eyes. �He�s my son.�
Kir stiffened. �If you go, I go.�
Skye had to break the glare the two of them were giving each other. Rain began pouring outside the window, the flash and boom of thunder shaking the house. Baldur was getting pissed off. �Maybe neither of you should go.� She held up her hands when the two men turned to her. �Seriously. Let someone else take care of it for once. You two stay here and protect Jordan.�
�Magnus and I can go.� Morgan�s quiet voice broke the stalemate. �You can trust us to take care of Sleipnir.�
Logan shook his head. �I�m going.�
�Logan.�
�No. I left him there. Hell, I�m the one who handed him to that son of a bitch. I�m going to be the one to take him home or��
�Or die trying?� Jordan took Logan�s hand. �You�d leave Kir and I alone? Leave our children?�
The flash of lightning outside the window nearly blinded her as thunder shook the building. When she could see again, Gungnir glowed brightly around Kir�s neck. �No.� That odd, echoing quality was in Kir�s voice. Baldur was roused. �No. I won�t lose you.�
�Blondie.� Logan stood and moved around the table to cradle Kir�s face in his hands. �Help me save my son.�
The rain eased from a downpour to a steady rain. Baldur was still upset, but the god was going back to sleep, lulled by his lover.
�Please.�
Kir took Logan in his arms, his head resting against Logan�s chest. �I can�t lose you.�
�I can�t lose you, either.�
Both their voices were trembling, the thought that Heimdall could take Logan away obviously shaking them both to the core.
Morgan held his finger to his lips and gestured for her to get up.
�Where are you two going?� Jordan�s voice was none too steady either as she watched her lovers break down before her. She was stroking Logan�s hair and pressing soft kisses to Kir�s head where it rested against Logan.
She shared a quick look with Morgan. If she had her way, they were going to plot behind Logan�s back. Nothing was worth losing him. If they lost Logan, they�d lose Kir, and Grimm would win. �We�re going back to our place.�
Morgan�s expression was extremely pleased. It didn�t occur to her until she saw that expression that she�d said our. �You three need to talk. Let us know what you decide. You know we�ll back you.�
Logan looked at them both over Kir�s head and smiled. �Thank you.�
Morgan led Skye out of the Tate-Saeter condo. �So much for pizza.�
She laughed softly, but sobered quickly. �You think they�re going to go after Sleipnir?�
Morgan shrugged. �If I know Logan? Hell yes.�
She grunted. �It�s not safe. We can�t risk him.�
Morgan shook his head as he let them into the condo. �He�s been protecting Kir for centuries. He doesn�t really see risk to himself anymore. As long as Jordan and Kir are safe, he wouldn�t think twice about placing himself in danger.�
�That�s not good.�
�No. If we lose Logan��
�We lose Kir.� She made her way to the kitchen table and their cold, soggy tuna melts. �Ew.�
He laughed. �Give me a few minutes and I�ll make something else.�
She bit her lip and shot him a sideways glance. �Can we have pizza?�
He threw a napkin at her.
�Hold the pineapple.�
�Brat.�
She waited until he was in the kitchen, merrily whistling a tune. �Your brat.�
�He called Skuld.�
Grimm stared at Rina, his expression blank. Damn it, he�d hoped the stupid horse� Wait a moment. �He did what?�
Rina nodded grimly. �He shifted into a human and called Skuld. He warned her that Logan should beware Heimdall.�
Grimm took a deep breath at the betrayal. Not only had Sleipnir warned Grimm�s enemy, he�d hidden the fact that he was a shape shifter, the same as his brothers and sister. After everything Grimm had put him through, he would have thought the horse would change, try to escape long before now.
Instead, he�d spied on Grimm from day one, keeping the biggest secret of them all.
�Let me kill him.�
He held up his hand. �Wait.� He summoned Hugin, leaving Munin to watch Sleipnir. Hugin landed on the table, turning immediately to stone. Grimm caressed the head of the statue, allowing the scene to play out in his mind.
�He�s going to kill my father. Warn him. Watch. Keep away from the Guardian.�
�Logan won�t let this go.�
Grimm let the head of the raven free, sending it back to the barn and its brother. �What do you mean?�
�He�s visited Hel in her domain and freed Fenris. It�s safe to assume he�s looking for J�rmungandr as we speak.�
He settled his hip against the table. �He�s freeing his children.�
�And now that he knows Sleipnir is more than a dumb animal he�ll be coming for him.�
Grimm smiled. �And he�ll have to cross the Bifrost Bridge to do so.�
Rina�s answering smile was full of anticipation. �Can I watch?�
He chuckled. �I see no reason why not. I�ll want a full report on Loki�s demise. Understood?�
�Understood.� She turned to go, but paused in the doorway. �And if Heimdall does not attack Loki?�
He blew her a kiss. �Ensure that doesn�t happen.�
She dipped her head, bowing to him before leaving Valhalla.
While Rina dealt with Loki, Grimm would deal with Sleipnir. The horse would pay for warning Grimm�s enemies.

Chapter Ten

�We have to be the ones to save Sleipnir.�
Morgan glanced over at the woman he�d dragged into his condo two weeks ago.
Okay, maybe dragged was too big an exaggeration. She�d been sleeping peacefully when he placed her in his bed, settled her among his sheets.
His home, his bed. He shivered hard, the thought racing through him that, for once in his long life, he didn�t have to share everything with Magnus. This home and Skye were his and his alone, and he�d been giddy about that ever since he first placed her on his sheets. Hell, when she�d woken up that first morning the faint scent of his skin had clung to her, driving him mad with need. He laughed, thinking on that first morning together. He looked over at her pacing in front of the windows and grinned.
�What?�
He chuckled again. �Coffee?�
She grunted, and he laughed harder, but he got up and got her the damn coffee. He�d learned his lesson their first morning together. She�d woken with a lazy murmur, opened those pale, arresting eyes, and he�d smiled at the sight. She was so precious, like a sleepy kitten, all warm and fuzzy. He couldn�t help it. He�d kissed the tip of her nose.
How was he supposed know that simply saying, �Good morning, sweetheart,� would make her screech like a Valkyrie with her fingers caught in a meat grinder? Hell, two weeks later his ears were still ringing. She�d bolted out of bed and run for the front door, all the while yelling about axe murderers. Apparently, Norns were subject to some interesting dreams.
At least she�d still been in the clothes she�d worn the night before.
It had taken him a full fifteen minutes to calm her down, but only the scent of freshly brewed coffee had tempted her to stop. She�d stood outside Logan�s door, sniffing like the kitten he�d named her and literally mewling. He�d raced back into his condo, quickly brewed her a cup of coffee and lured her to his side with it.
Then he�d dragged her back inside and explained that she now lived with him in this condo while she soaked in caffeine and slowly came awake.
Then she�d blinked at him sleepily and asked about the kitchen table. She�d wanted to know if they should trade with Magnus, since he was still bitching about asses and Cheerios every time he sat down to breakfast with them.
Morgan wanted to spread her out and make her his breakfast.
He shifted in his seat, suddenly rock hard. They needed to do that, to christen every room in the condo, make it theirs.
�Morgan?�
�Hmm?� He blinked up at her, smiling when he realized she was standing over him. Her mug was on the coffee table, and her arms were crossed over that magnificent chest. Her blue eyes blazed with irritation. Apparently she�d called his name more than once.
�We can�t let Logan go after Sleipnir. It�s just too damn dangerous.�
�Mm-hmm.� She squeaked adorably when he tugged, stumbling into his lap and automatically wrapping her arms around his neck to steady herself.
�I also think if we take Magnus to get Sleipnir it will take his mind off of Mjolnir.�
He stroked her hip, his mind half on what she was saying and half on what he wanted to do to her. She was settling herself more comfortably in his lap, even if her concerned tone hadn�t changed. She was just as worried about Magnus as he was, and that made her even more desirable in his eyes. �I agree. I just wish I knew what the Old Man is up to.�
�That worries me. Ragnarrok is coming, yet Odin sits on his throne in Valhalla and does nothing? I don�t think so. There�s a reason he left Hugin and Munin to guard Sleipnir. He�s up to something, but what?�
He frowned. �Wasn�t there something in the prophecy about him consulting with Mimir�s head? Could he be doing that?�
Skye allowed her power to seep over her.
�Now Garm howls loud
before Gnipahellir,
The fetters will burst,
and the wolf run free;
Much do I know,
and more can see
Of the fate of the gods,
the mighty in fight.
Brothers shall fight
and fell each other,
And sisters� sons
shall kinship stain;
Hard is it on earth,
with mighty whoredom;
Axe-time, sword-time,
shields are sundered,
Wind-time, wolf-time,
ere the world falls;
Nor ever shall men
each other spare.
Fast move the sons
of Mim, and fate
Is heard in the note
of the Gjallarhorn;
Loud blows Heimdall,
the horn is aloft,
In fear quake all
who on Hel-roads are.
Yggdrasil shakes,
and shiver on high
The ancient limbs,
and the giant is loose;
To the head of Mim
does Othin give heed,
But the kinsman of Surt
shall slay him soon.
How fare the gods?
how fare the elves?
All Jotunheim groans,
the gods are at council;
Loud roar the dwarfs
by the doors of stone,
The masters of the rocks:
would you know yet more?�
�So he could be at the Well.�
�It�s possible.�
Morgan settled her a little bit more comfortably on his lap as she shuddered. �If Odin isn�t in Valhalla, it might be our best chance to get to Sleipnir, but we have no way of knowing if he�s there now or not.�
�There will be a fight if you go after him.�
�Maybe.� He stared into her eyes. �After everything Logan and Kir have done for us, we owe this to them.�
Skye studied his expression for a few moments before a relieved smile crossed her face. �I agree.�
�But if we tell them what we�re doing��
She nodded. �They�ll try and come with us.�
�It all depends on whether or not Odin is home.�
�And how sneaky the three of us can be.�
His brows rose. �You�ll be staying here.�
She patted his chest. �You keep thinking that.�
He stood up, ignoring her squawk of surprise. There was no way in hell he was bringing her anywhere near where Grimm might be. He�d seen what his grandfather was capable of. The thought of Grimm getting his hands on Skye made him want to smash something. Preferably Grimm�s face. �Oh, no. You are not going with us. If Grimm gets to you, it�s all over.� In more ways than one. He hadn�t taken his time, making sure Skye felt safe with him, just to have the Old Man fuck things up.
�I don�t remember the original prophecy, or what I changed. It�s possible he�s not after me.� She frowned as he carried her into the bedroom. �Morgan��
�He doesn�t know that. Even if he does, he�s not the type to take chances. Think of how long he�s been trying to kill Logan and Kir.� He set her on the bed and set his hands on either side of her head. �He�s tried using Jamie as a lure, nearly skinned Jeff alive, and had Uncle Val shoot Jordan. He even tried killing his own son and placing the blame on others. He�s a vicious bastard who won�t stop and think, �Hmm, maybe she doesn�t know anything. Aw shucks, I�m feeling all happy and sparkly today. I think I�ll let this one live.��
She rolled her eyes at his poor Barney the Dinosaur imitation. �Then how do we know that Sleipnir isn�t a lure too?�
He didn�t want to think that. It would break Logan�s heart if his son was still firmly on Grimm�s side. �It�s a chance we have to take, because if we�re wrong, Sleipnir could die.�
She sighed deeply. �That�s what I was thinking.� She put her finger over his lips. �I need to go with you. My power will be useful there.�
He scowled. The thought of her on the same plane as Grimm was unbearable. To have her actually enter Valhalla? He didn�t think he�d be able to stop himself from tearing the place down brick by golden brick. �Skye��
�Listen to me. I could open my senses, see things before they happen. I could help you and Magnus avoid guards, alarms, that sort of thing.� She huffed. �I need to do something to help that scared kid, Magnus.�
He gazed down at her. He took in her determined expression, felt the way her fingers clenched on his biceps. She had a tight hold on him as she tried to convey how deeply she felt about this. �Shit.�
She grinned. She obviously knew she�d won. �What are we going to tell Logan and Kir?�
He tangled his legs with hers and settled next to her. He stroked her stomach absently. �I don�t know. We�ll think of something.�
�Uh, Morgan?�
She�d gone breathless under his touch. �Yes?�
�Could you stop touching me?�
�Why?� He slipped just the tips of his fingers beneath her blouse, touched her warm skin.
�Because I can�t think when you do that.�
He cocked an eyebrow at her. �And this is a bad thing why?�
She swatted him, but she was laughing. �Morgan.�
�I�m serious. We have to go talk to Magnus, set up how we�re going to get to the Bifrost Bridge without alerting either Logan or Kir. We have to make sure Mjol�mph.�
As far as he was concerned, they were done talking. They were in his bed, he was touching her, and damn it, he�d been a very good boy for longer than he cared to think.
If she didn�t push him away in the next two seconds, he was going to be a very happy man.
She curled her arms around his neck, her nails scratching at the nape of his neck. Her mouth opened under his, welcoming him inside.
He had to make sure. She�d had so much taken away from her, he wouldn�t take her choices. �If you don�t want this, stop me now.�
All traces of humor were gone. With the most serious expression he�d ever seen on her face, she reached between them and grabbed his cock through his jeans. �I think I�ve always wanted this.�
He shuddered. �Yes, we have.� From the way her eyes widened he knew how savage he sounded, but he didn�t care. Skylar Kincade was finally his, and he would make sure the entire world knew it.
In between kisses hotter than any he�d ever given or received they managed to remove their clothes. Elbows and knees flew, banging into each other as they eagerly got rid of the cloth that separated their skin. She was giggling, laughing as he ran his whiskers down her side again. The first time he hadn�t even done it on purpose. He�d just been trying to get his jeans off, and his hands slipped. His face scraped along her side, his whiskers tickling her, and she�d lost it.
It was the worst, most uncoordinated seduction he�d ever made, and it was the best feeling in the world. Her hands were running all over him even as she laughed. �Anything broken?�
�Other than my pride?�
She curled on her side, laughing, her legs bumping his knees.
He blew a raspberry on her thigh. �Brat.�
She drew her leg up, either trying to get away or give him one hell of a view. �Am not.�
He nipped her hip, sucking up a mark. �Are too.�
�Ugh.� She wasn�t laughing now. She was holding still, her muscles tense as he slowly rolled her onto her back.
He gazed into her eyes and saw his future laid out before him. He was never going to let her walk away ever again. He just wasn�t strong enough. �Hi.�
She stroked his hair away from his face. �Hi.�
When she tugged him down for a kiss he went, the urgency that had been eating at him nearly gone. She deserved better than for Morgan to revert to his Viking roots, fucking her like he would some wench tumbled in a tavern.
He would show her how much she meant to him. He�d yearned for centuries for her, dreamed of her even when he was balls deep in someone else. He would do everything he could to show her what she meant to him. She was precious, and he would prove it to her.
The lazy slide of skin on skin intoxicated him. The scent of her filled his senses. He was drowning in her, kissing down her body, taking his time to worship her as she deserved. He lingered over her nipples, slowly loving them into hard, wet peaks, her sighs his reward. She moaned when he reached her stomach, the muscles tightening under his touch. She no longer squirmed away from the feel of his whiskers. Instead, she arched into his touch, begging him silently for more.
When he reached the apex of her thighs she opened eagerly for him, inviting him to taste, to touch, to feast on her until they were both sated. She moaned at the first touch of his tongue, moving her hips until they�d established a rhythm that had her panting with need.
Before too long she was coming on his tongue, her little gasps and sighs becoming one long, drawn-out groan. She cried out beneath him, her body bowing, arching, thrusting her beautiful breasts upward, and begging for his touch.
When she came down, her back once more on the bed, her legs wide and loose around him, he moved up her body again. He kissed each breast before he took her mouth once more, letting her taste herself on his tongue.
She pushed at his shoulder and he went where she directed, landing on his back. Oh, man. Please, please let her be about to return the favor.
She did, bending so swiftly to his cock he had no doubt as to her hunger for him. She sucked him in and took him deep, almost to the root. He buried his hands in her hair, not guiding, simply holding on for dear life.
Just before he thought he would lose it she let him go with a wet plop. Where he�d worshipped her, she�d devoured him, awakened his deepest hungers. She straddled him, but before she could take him inside he took back the control she�d stolen from him.
He grabbed her hips and pulled her up with him until his head rested against the headboard, his shoulders propped up. When she took him into her body he pulled her head down, kissing her, fucking her mouth with his tongue.
She rode him steadily, deeply, her head thrown back in pleasure. He stroked between her legs, the hard nub of flesh slick under his fingers. She whimpered when he pulled her forward, sucking her nipple between his teeth, biting down gently. He wanted her to come, to strangle him in her wet heat, to� She cried out, her movements stuttering almost to a stop. She spasmed around him, her pussy clenching him so hard he almost came with her.
Almost.
He grabbed a hold of her hips and held her steady as he pounded into her, all sense, all reason lost in the pleasure of her. The worship was over. It was time to conquer, to claim. He wanted to mark her, to brand her so that she never even looked at another man.
Skye sobbed, her nails digging into his chest as he dug his feet into the mattress and took her. �Fuck me. Oh, gods, fuck me harder.�
Morgan saw red, his vision narrowed down to her. Her face, her body, filled him as he gave her what she�d begged for. He fucked her hard and deep, his balls drawing tight as he neared his peak.
She screamed, her nails drawing little half circles of blood in his flesh as she came again. This time, Morgan tumbled over the edge with her, his own cries nearly drowning hers out.
So good. It was never this good, this all-encompassing, all-over orgasm that rocked him to his very soul. He poured everything he had into her, gave her everything he was.
When it was over, she was slumped over him, his half-hard cock still twitching inside her. They were breathing hard, panting, muscles spasming with their release.
She rested her head against is chest. �Whoa.�
He chuckled. �Yeah. Whoa.�
She licked her lips and did some sort of weird, wiggling thing with her hips that had his cock twitching with interest once more. Gods, all she had to do was breathe and he was rock hard, eager for her. �Again?�
He grinned at her moan as he thrust into her once more. �Again.�
�Your recovery time is��
�Divine?�
Her laughter quickly died as he showed her once more just how divine he could be.

Chapter Eleven

Skye stepped behind Morgan and Magnus. It had been a matter of hours to get Magnus up to speed and get the weapons the two men felt they needed.
They�d given her, of all things, a delicate short sword to strap to her side. Like she knew what to do with it. Her memories might have returned, but she�d never been a warrior.
Still, when one stormed heaven one should be prepared to defend oneself. She took a deep breath and nodded. �I�m ready.�
Magnus ruffled her hair. �You�ll be fine, sis.�
She cocked an eyebrow at him. �Sis?�
�You and Morgan, right?� He shrugged. �So, sis.�
Morgan looked far too satisfied about that. �Yeah. Okay. Maybe someday.�
Magnus�s cough sounded suspiciously like bullshit, but she decided not to call him on it. �All right. I�ve got Mjolnir, our packs and a little something to bribe Nik with.�
�What would that be?� Morgan was strapping on his sword. How the brothers thought they�d get far in the outside world with big, bulky weapons on their backs was beyond her.
�Toni�s private phone number.�
The brothers shared an evil grin. �Oh, man. He�s so going to owe you one.�
�That�s the idea.� Morgan looked around, his hands on his hips. �I think that�s everything.� He suddenly reached out and pulled Skye close. He kissed her with a possessiveness Fenris would have approved of, as if he hadn�t marked her thoroughly the night before. �You let Magnus and I handle any fighting, got it?�
She nodded, too busy relishing his taste to argue. Besides, hello! So not a warrior. �Uh-huh.�
That smug satisfaction was back on his face. �Good girl.�
She frowned. �If you pat me on the head and ask if I�m housebroken��
Magnus burst into laughter. �Can we get her a collar?�
She rolled her eyes and kicked Magnus in the shin. �I�ve got all my shots too. Asshole.�
Morgan just grinned and opened the door. �It�s time to� say hello to Logan and Kir.�
Skye whipped around so fast she hit Magnus in the thigh with her sword. �Hi, Logan and Kir.�
�And Tyr.� Travis grinned savagely at them. His eyes were glowing, hiding the bright blue they normally were, and his blond hair was mussed. He had a sword over his shoulder just as Morgan and Magnus did. Losing his sword hand had not apparently slowed the god of justice down one bit.
�And Val.� The Terminator wasn�t smiling.
Crud. Looked like they weren�t sneaking away after all.
Logan crossed his arms over his chest. �Going somewhere?�
Kir tsk�d. �And without us.�
Logan scowled at his lover. �If I had my way you�d be house-sitting Jordan.�
�She�s certainly getting as big as one,� Magnus muttered.
Kir scowled back. �Sit, Kir. Stay.�
�Woof.� The lovers turned to Val. �What?�
�Ugh.� Skye pushed her way past Morgan and Magnus, who�d taken a protective stance in front of her. �We�re going after Sleipnir.�
Val nodded. �We thought so. Let�s go.�
�Uh, don�t you have to stay here, Logan?� Morgan tugged her back behind him, ignoring her struggle. It was like a toy poodle struggling against The Rock. Unless she nipped his hand she wasn�t getting put down.
Flames licked up and down Logan�s body. �I�m going.�
Kir gave them that sweet, stubborn smile they�d all grown to know and fear. �Me too. If he gets to be stupid, I get to be stupid.�
Tyr shrugged. �I tried talking them out of it, but it�s like trying to persuade a yip-yip dog not to bark. It ain�t happening in this lifetime.�
�What about Jeanne?� Morgan kept Skye behind him. As if any of the men before them would hurt her. �Shouldn�t you guys stay here to protect them?�
�Jeff, Jamie and Fenris are staying behind to guard Jordan and Jeanne. They should be safe enough between the three of them, especially since they won�t be leaving the condo complex and we aren�t planning on traveling from here. The wards will hold for the length of time we�ll be gone.� Kir shrugged his shoulders and winced, the sword on his back shifting. �It�s been a while since I�ve had to carry one of these.�
�Can we go?� Logan�s voice was dangerously soft. �We need to get to my son.�
Kir stroked his arm, ignoring the flames that danced across his lover, scorching the tile beneath his feet. �Logan�s been having bad dreams for the past two weeks.�
Skye frowned. �My kind of dreams?�
Logan shook his head. �No, but�� He looked away and blew out a harsh sigh. �I can imagine what Grimm has been doing to Sleipnir all these years.�
And he was beating himself up with horrible visions. For so long he�d been unable to free any of his children, but the one he�d gone for first had been the one he�d thought hurt the worst. None of his children would blame him for that, or so she hoped.
So she decided to distract him, get him focused on the mission at hand. If things went right, his son would soon be home with them. �How are we going in?�
Kir sighed. �We thought maybe quick and dirty, but after what happened last time, I�m not willing to risk it. Not here, anyway.�
�Besides, if the Old Man is here and not there, he�d take advantage, and I�m not risking Fenris or Jordan.� The flames on Logan�s body died down, but remained in his eyes. �We�re going to Rittenhouse Square, and Kir will get us through using Gungnir.�
Morgan grunted. �So quick and dirty, but out in the open. What if some mortal sees us?�
�I�ll take care of that.� Surprisingly it was Travis who spoke up. �I should be able to put up a good illusion spell, but it will shatter pretty quickly once the portal is up.�
Val looked far too satisfied as he clapped Travis on the shoulder. �I keep forgetting you�re Vanir, not Aesir.�
Skye was confused. She pushed her way past Morgan, ignoring his grunt of annoyance. �Wait. What does that have to do with anything?�
Travis flared so brightly she could barely see, then dimmed it immediately. �It means I can bend light, making what we�re doing invisible to most people. The Vanir were the gods of the Lios Alfar and the D�kk Alfar. I was of the Lios Alfar, or light elves.�
�Do I want to know who was dark?�
Travis frowned. �No.�
The four men stood silently, staring at her. �All righty then.�
Morgan pushed her behind him again. �Even with those precautions Grimm will know we�re leaving. We�ll make far too much magical noise across the planes when we open the gate.�
Kir shrugged again. �Only if he�s on this plane. If he�s in Asgard, he won�t feel a thing.�
�And if he�s in one of the Heims?�
Kir and Logan exchanged a worried look, but even Skye could tell Logan wasn�t going to back down on this. Obviously so did Kir, because he turned back to them. �Then he might sense something.�
The flames hadn�t died down on Logan�s arms. �It�s worth the risk.�
Morgan put his arm around her. �Then let�s go.�
�About time.� Val grinned savagely. �I can�t wait to fight in Valhalla again.�
Skye shook her finger at the Terminator. �The plan is to not fight. Get in, get Sleipnir, get out as quickly and quietly as possible.�
�Plans change.�
�Val.� She grabbed hold of his arm, stopping him in his tracks. �You aren�t the one who�s supposed to kill him.�
�I�ve asked Fenris to change me.� Val�s jaw clenched. �Maybe that�s what you altered. Maybe I can be the one to bring Ragnarrok down on the Old Man�s ass.� He shivered, that savage grin returning. �I really want to be the one to kill him.�
Logan snorted, amused. �We couldn�t tell.�
�Even with the faux-gasm.� Kir chuckled as he hit the elevator button.
�Man, you have no idea.�
The ride down the elevator was silent, Morgan�s arm warm around her waist. Before too long they were striding out of the building, Logan first, demanding he be in front of Kir. He�d protected him for so long it was second nature to him, placing himself in danger before his lover. They�d seen it time and time again, to Kir�s utter frustration and Jordan�s amusement.
Val went next, stepping up beside Logan. Each scanned the street before them. Two fierce warriors, one harsh and strong as a broadsword, the other slender and deadly as a rapier, they looked like a matched set. Val nodded once to Logan and stepped to the side, allowing Kir to go through the door.
Magnus and Morgan flanked Skye, almost causing them to get stuck in the doorway, much to Kir�s amusement. Tyr brought up the rear. It was in this formation that they continued to Rittenhouse Square. They made their way quickly to a secluded part of the park, shivering in the cold night air, and ducked behind the statue Lion Crushing a Serpent by the French sculptor Antoine-Louis Barye. The area was small and surrounded by bushes on three sides, perfect for opening an unseen portal. There wouldn�t be much Travis would have to do to hide their presence, which was probably why it had been chosen.
Val smiled when he saw the lion. �I recognize this.�
Logan patted the lion fondly. �It�s where we made the YouTube video that freed the gods of Odin�s influence.�
�If we hadn�t seen that and realized what was going on, we�d all still be under Grimm�s thumb.� Tyr placed his hand on the lion beside Logan�s. �Idunn has managed to convince Heimdall to help her keep Grimm away from the apples.�
�That video also brought you Pita.�
Travis laughed as the air shimmered in front of them, blocking them from view. �Yes, it did.�
Skye frowned up at Morgan, who rolled his eyes. �Pita is Jamie. It stands for pain in the ass.�
�Oh.� She knew that. She just didn�t know who they were calling a pain.
Kir tugged on Gungnir and the spear came loose, growing until he held the weapon aloft. �Let�s go. Once we�re on the bridge we�ll have to get past Heimdall.�
Logan�s phone rang. �It�s Jordan. You guys get started, I won�t be long.�
Kir nodded. �I�ll hold it open as long as I can.�
�Good.� Logan answered the phone. �Hey, sweetheart. What�s wrong?�
Kir pointed the end of the spear toward the lion and began to speak. His eyes clouded over, quick storms chasing one another through the blue. His voice resonated through Skye as he chanted in a tongue long lost to man and barely remembered by one little Norn. Before them something swirled, bright as a clear spring sky. The scent of rich earth and green, growing things filled the air, odd in such a cold winter setting. Baldur�s power flowed over her, humming inside her as the god opened a portal to the Bifrost Bridge.
Beyond the portal she could see the burning rainbow bridge that joined Asgard, the realm of the gods, to Midgard, the realm of mortals.
�Logan, let�s go!� Val waved Morgan and Magnus through first.
Morgan took hold of her hand and pulled her through the portal. She felt the wind between the worlds battering at her, attempting to pull her away from Morgan and the bridge before she could get her footing. With Morgan�s help she stepped onto the Bifrost Bridge for the first time in�
Gods. It had been centuries.
Centuries.
How many mortal lives had she lived? She must have made some sort of sound, because Morgan held her tightly as she trembled with the knowledge that she�d been gone for so long. None of the gods had looked for her. Her own sisters had abandoned her. She�d been alone, lost, thought insane by those who didn�t, or wouldn�t, understand her nature.
�Shh. I�m here, sweetheart. I�m here.�
Morgan�s warmth seeped into her, warming her cold bones. No matter what else happened, Morgan wouldn�t abandon her or forget her.
She wasn�t alone anymore and she basked in that knowledge, let it fill her from the inside out. �I know.�

Chapter Twelve

Morgan held tight to Skye�s hand as they walked along the Bifrost Bridge toward Asgard. Ahead of them, smaller paths led away from the bridge, both before and behind them. One was lined with frost, mist obscuring the road to Nifleheim, the land of the frost giants.
Another was lined with rock, stalagmites making the road to Jotunheim a treacherous one to walk. That the three Norns had come down that road and made their way alone to Yggdrasil spoke not only of their bravery but of their power. It was not a road anyone treaded lightly.
Behind them, the road to Svartalfaheim, the land of the dark elves, led to the road to Helheim. While the road to Svartalfaheim was filled with shadows, it wasn�t nearly as dark as the road to Helheim. That road was filled with a sorrowful wailing wind, the songs of the dead crying out as they descended into darkness and judgment, one he prayed he never had to travel. He shivered. As much as he enjoyed Logan�s company now that they�d overcome their apple-induced differences, Logan�s daughter�s realm could remain a nice, dark mystery, thank you very much.
On one side of Svartalfaheim was Vanaheim, the former home of the Vanir. That land was an interesting study in contrasts. Both light and dark, it embodied the attributes of both of the elven races. Muspelheim, the fiery land that Loki hailed from, sat opposite Vanaheim, across the bridge.
And in the center of all of it was the entrance to Midgard and the land of mortals, with the World Tree over them all. It was so huge that no matter where you were on the bridge, you always stood under its branches.
�We�ll have to pass through Alfheim to reach Heimdall and Asgard.� At the top of the bridge, past the land of the light elves, was the home of Heimdall. The Guardian would be waiting for them there. It was up to him whether or not they�d be allowed into Asgard. If they made it, they�d have to cross Asgard to Valhalla.
For Skye�s sake, Morgan hoped they wouldn�t have to fight their way there.
Travis kept looking behind them and frowning. �Where the hell is Hothead? He should be here by now.�
Kir shook his head. �The portal is closed. If he doesn�t catch up soon we�ll have to assume he didn�t make it.�
�Shit.� Travis shook his head. �He�s gonna be pissed.�
�Logan�s strong. He�ll be all right.�
Kir didn�t look nearly as convincing as he probably hoped he did.
Skye let go of Morgan�s hand to touch Kir�s back. �He�s probably running after us and cursing up a storm.�
Travis nodded. �Yup. For once, Blondie didn�t sit and stay.�
Kir shook his head, but some of the tension left his shoulders. �You�re probably right.� He blew out a breath and picked up his pace. �Let�s get through Alfheim. If he�s behind us, great. If he�s not, we�ll tell him how it went when we get back.�
Magnus was toying with Mjolnir, fingering the pendant over and over again. His brother wasn�t as calm as his expression said he was. �Look on the bright side. If he got left behind he�s not going to run into Heimdall.�
That did it. Kir grinned so wide Morgan thought his face would split. �Very true.�
The trip through Alfheim was uneventful. Skye watched everything with sad, wondering eyes. Part of her was seeing the beautiful blue-green fields for the first time.
The Norn of the Future was mourning her loss once more.
Morgan needed to wipe that look off her face. It tore at him, that she was so sad in such a lovely place. �Hey.�
She glanced over at him, her eyes huge, her face pale. Damn it, she was holding back tears.
He took her hand, caressing her fingers, and her expression brightened. It didn�t wipe away all of the pain in her expression, but it was a start.
Some of the denizens of Alfheim greeted them, more and more coming to watch as Baldur and Tyr marched side by side with Vali the Avenger. They understood something was up. That the Lord of the Vanir had come home in such company had them optimistically cautious if their actions were anything to go by. If they could see Kir and Travis, mighty leaders of the gods, fighting over the last bit of pizza, or Uncle Val cuddling with the new kitten he�d found in the dumpster last week, some of that hero worship might fade away.
Logan would have had a fit at the number of people who stopped them just to touch the sleeve of Kir�s shirt and offer their blessings. Maybe it was best he�d been left behind. By the time they got out of Alfheim he would have been a growly mess and Kir would have been grounded to his room for life.
Morgan chuckled quietly. That would go over real well.
�What�s so funny?� Skye�s voice was soft as yet another Lios Alfar stepped toward Kir, eager to touch him.
�The thought that Logan would ground Kir to his room for years if he saw this.�
She bit her lip. �Oh gods, he would, wouldn�t he?� She cleared her throat, no doubt trying to stop her laughter. �But if Logan has pizza ordered daily and Jordan stayed naked all the time��
�Ugh.� Morgan gagged. �That�s my sister you�re talking about.�
�And that baby in her belly came from under a cabbage patch, right.�
�Damn straight.�
�It�s a virgin birth.�
�Totally.�
Ahead of them, Val�s shoulders began to shake as if he, too, were stifling laughter.
Magnus shot them a disgusted look. �I saw them in the elevator, remember? There ain�t nothing virginal about our baby sister anymore.� He scrubbed his eyes as both Travis and Val lost it. �I still can�t get the vision of Logan and Kir�s asses out of my head.� He sniffled. �I have nightmares, bro. Nightmares.� He shuddered. �It was horrible. I think I have PTSD.� He grabbed Travis around the waist. �Hold me?�
Travis pushed him off. �Asshole.�
Something, or someone, dashed by them so quickly he couldn�t tell whether or not it was one of the Lios Alfar, killing the jovial mood Morgan and Magnus�s banter had created. �Damn. Who was that?� It had gone by so fast he couldn�t even tell if it was humanoid.
Kir scowled and picked up his pace, jogging toward the border and Heimdall. They were nearly to the edge of Alfheim and the last leg of their journey to Asgard and Valhalla. �If it was one of the Old Man�s lackeys, we�re in trouble.�
�Could it have been Hugin or Munin?� Skye was forced to run to keep up with the taller men surrounding her.
�Doubt it. They�re enchanted statues. They can�t change into men, only ravens.� Kir pulled Gungnir from the chain around his neck, the pendant growing until he held the Godspear in his hand.
�Who do we know that can run that fast?� Magnus pulled Mjolnir from his neck, but unlike Gungnir it remained a pendant.
�It�s possible it�s Hothead, trying to get ahead of us.�
�I don�t know, but keep your eyes open. The Old Man has more allies than just Rina and the ravens.�
Morgan cursed under his breath. For all they knew, the figure that had dashed ahead of them could have been one of the Jotun, or one of the gods who followed Frigg. Morgan wasn�t certain whether or not Frigg was still working with Grimm. He doubted it, but stranger things had happened. While she might be ticked he�d picked another woman as his queen, he was still one of the most powerful gods in the pantheon. If he got his hands back on Gungnir, he�d be practically unstoppable.
One thing Morgan was certain of. If Grimm got the Godspear, the first thing he would do would be to go after Logan, Kir and the gods who followed them. He would kill each and every one of them to ensure that Ragnarrok was nothing more than a fairy tale.
They crossed the border of Alfheim at a run, making for that small patch of land where the Guardian�s residence rested. Himinbj�rg rested at the very end of the Bifrost Bridge, and marked the beginning of Asgard.
There, in front of the gates, stood Heimdall. On either side of him stood�
�Holy fuck.� Morgan stopped dead in his tracks, staring in shock at the double Logans.
�Which one is the real one?� Skye stepped forward and placed her hand on Morgan�s shoulder.
Morgan edged slightly in front of her. If this went south, he needed to make sure he stood between her and any danger. �Skye, does this look familiar?�
She shook her head. �No.� She shook her head. �Wait. There�s something, but I can�t quite place my finger on it.� She squinted, watching the scene before them as the two Logans argued loudly with Heimdall.
Heimdall stood and listened to them argue as if he had all the time in the world. Which, technically, he did. Heimdall�s dark hair was pulled back from his face. His piercing, crystal-gray eyes reflected the glow of the bridge, dancing with burning rainbow colors. Heimdall studied both of the men before him with a cold calculation that sent shivers down Morgan�s spine. Heimdall�s horn, the Gjallarhorn, was strapped to his right side, his sword strapped to his left. The unusual sword, embossed with the face of a man, was said to symbolize his connection to mankind. The silver nails of his left hand tapping against his leather pants, a sure sign that he was about to act.
Travis turned to Kir, his eyes glowing brightly. �The one on the left is��
Heimdall pulled his sword and plunged it into the chest of the Logan on the right.
�No!� Kir held aloft Gungnir. A vicious wind began to blow across the bridge, nearly knocking Morgan off his feet.
�Kir, stop!� The Logan on the left held up his hands, stepping toward them with all the caution of a mortal approaching a rabid animal. �Blondie, it�s okay.�
The impossible was happening. The branches of Yggdrassil swayed violently as the storm Kir was summoning began to descend on the Bifrost Bridge.
�It�s me, Blondie.� The left-hand Logan took another step toward them. �Do you need me to prove it?�
Kir growled an animalistic sound that had nothing to do with sanity. Morgan was shocked. He�d never heard such a sound from his easygoing brother-in-law.
Logan put his hands over his hips and cocked his eyebrow arrogantly. �Tone it down, tiger. They�re not ready for Plan A-1.�
The wind died abruptly, sending Skye to her knees. Morgan helped her back up as Kir took a step toward the man claiming to be Logan.
�As if a shape shifter could fool me.� Heimdall pointed toward the body on his right. �Look.�
Morgan cursed under his breath. There, lying in a pool of blood, was the frost Jotun Rina Sutherland.
Val turned his back to them all. The Avenger sighed deeply. �Shit.�
Skye ran to Val, hugging him from behind. �I�m so sorry.�
Val shook his head, and Morgan would have given quite a lot to see his expression. �No, Skye. I knew something like this would eventually happen.�
�Still. She was your mother.�
�She gave birth to me. She was never my mother.� Val turned back around, his expression grim. �She chose her path, and she died on it. C�mon. We still need to get to Sleipnir.�
�You were the one we saw on the bridge, the one that passed us?�
Logan nodded as he pulled Kir into his arms. �Sorry, but the phone call I received, supposedly from Jordan? It wasn�t her. I figured it out pretty quickly. When I realized I was dealing with someone pretending to be her, I tried to get out of them what they really wanted. Rina taunted me, said she was going to make sure none of you lived long enough to get past Heimdall. I ran as fast as I could, hoping I could keep Heimdall from attacking you.�
�How�d you make it through the portal so quickly?�
He shrugged. �Sleipnir isn�t the only one who can move really quickly when motivated.� He laughed softy. �Someone pretending to be my wife, hoping to hurt Kir? That�s serious motivation.�
Kir smacked him in the arm. �They weren�t after me, blockhead.�
�No. Turns out she was after me.� Logan glanced back at Rina and shuddered. �I hid and listened to her egging Heimdall on. She wanted him to attack me.�
�It would have fulfilled the prophecy, and in turn devastated Kir.� Skye shook her head. �Grimm put her up to this. The man�s a weasel.�
Heimdall shrugged. �I doubt it. Rina was vicious before she met Odin.� His expression turned smug. �I knew who she was before she even started. I don�t think she ever fully understood the differences between a frost Jotun and the Guardian.�
Logan nodded. �He saw right through her.�
Travis, the glow in his eyes dimming, patted Kir�s back. �If you have the vision, it�s easy to see if someone is pretending to be someone else.�
Heimdall�s expression chilled once more as he stared at Logan. �How do you think I tracked you down that time when you stole Freya�s necklace? Seal or no, I knew immediately that it was you.�
Logan rolled his eyes. When he tried to pull free of Kir to face Heimdall, Kir growled again in that utterly inhuman tone. Logan shushed Kir softly before answering Heimdall. �I was young and foolish.�
Heimdall cocked an eyebrow at Logan. �And now you are old and foolish.�
Logan stuck his tongue out at Heimdall.
Heimdall ignored him. �You�re going to Valhalla.�
Before anyone else could respond, Skye stepped forward, making her way gracefully to stand before the Guardian. �We are. We need to save Sleipnir from Odin.�
Heimdall stared at her for so long Morgan began to fear for her safety. He still held the bloody sword in his hand, the tip resting against the bridge. Sparks flew from where the blade met the fire of the bridge. �Sleipnir was gifted to the All-Father.�
She nodded. �But that was done under duress. Logan was under the influence of Idunn�s apples and labored under the belief that Sleipnir was nothing more than a beast.�
Was that surprise that flashed momentarily in Heimdall�s eyes? �And he is not.� Perhaps the Guardian did not know everything.
She shook her head. �No. He is not. He called us twice, both times to warn his father that Odin had something planned for me.�
Again, some emotion, there and gone in an instant, flashed across Heimdall�s face. �You are no longer truly Skuld.� Morgan saw her shoulders stiffen. �You are Skye, simply another Norn.�
�A Norn who knows when prophecy has been fulfilled.� She gestured toward Rina�s body. �As it has been here.�
Kir gasped, lifting his head to stare into Logan�s eyes. �You�re not going to die.�
Logan held him close. �No, Blondie. I�m safe.�
�For now.� Heimdall eyed them all coldly, but his expression when he turned back to Skye changed drastically. He warmed, his smile gentle as he took Skye�s hand.
Morgan wanted to rip it off and beat him over the head with it.
�In honor of your service and devotion to the Well and Yggdrasil, you may pass.�
Skye smiled sweetly. �Thank you, Guardian.�
�You are welcome.� Heimdall raked his gaze over the rest of them, only nodding to Travis. �You may all pass.�
Travis returned Heimdall�s nod regally. �Thank you.�
Morgan sometimes forgot that Travis, aka Tyr, had himself been the leader of a pantheon. It had, in fact, been the pantheon Heimdall belonged to. Did the Guardian still see himself as one of Tyr�s?
�Go. What is happening in Valhalla is�� Heimdall grimaced. �If I could interfere, I would.�
Logan swayed. �Shit. The Old Man really does know we�re coming.�
�Yes.�
�Kir?� Logan�s tone was uncertain, afraid.
�Let�s go.� The dark storms still dashed across Kir�s eyes. The clouds had lightened, but not by much.
Morgan wasn�t looking forward to what they would find when they entered Valhalla. If the Guardian felt the need to warn them, it was going to be very, very bad.

Chapter Thirteen

She�d forgotten exactly how large Valhalla was. The principle seat of the former king of the gods, it was imposing and intimidating. Valhalla stood before them, the enormous hall guarded by the golden tree Glasir. The hall�s roof, thatched with the golden shields of fallen heroes, glittered under Asgard�s sun. Mingling on the grass were the spirits of those the Valkyries had called home, heroes and kings who�d fallen in battle and been taken under Odin�s banner. The spirits stared at them curiously, but upon seeing Gungnir clasped in Kir�s hand drifted away.
The doors of the ancient gate Valgrind guarded the entrance. They would have to pass through Valgrind in order to reach Valhalla. If they�d been going for the front door they would have had to deal with the wolf Grimm had hung in front of its west doors. It struggled against its bonds, but instead of whimpering and crying it howled and snarled, snapping at any who were foolish enough to approach it. Who that wolf was, she did not know, but it was vicious.
She glanced up, not surprised to see an eagle hovering above the hall. That eagle had been there before Valhalla was even built. She sometimes thought it had been there long before, when Yggdrassil was nothing more than a sapling and the only worlds were Muspelheim and Nifleheim.
�We need to make our way to the stables. That�s where Sleipnir will be.� Val loosened his sword, making sure he could draw it easily. It was a familiar gesture, one she�d seen countless warriors perform over centuries of watching them.
�I can sniff him out, I think. I still remember his scent. If he�s not in the stables, we�ll need that to find him.� Logan shifted into a bloodhound and began scenting the air. He quivered once, then looked up at Kir and woofed softly.
Kir waved his hand, and Valgrind opened for them. �Lead the way.�
Morgan�s eyes were so wide she was surprised they didn�t roll out of his head. �Whoa.�
She grinned. �The gates are responding to Gungnir, much like the warriors did.�
Logan took off, his nose to the ground as he led them toward Valhalla and, hopefully, Sleipnir. Before too long he shifted back to human. �I smell blood.�
They flew across the grass, right under the golden tree, racing for the stables and Sleipnir.
What they saw when they arrived at the stables drew a shocked gasp from Skye and a low, tortured moan from Logan.
Grimm was slowly and methodically whipping Sleipnir into a bloody mess. Sleipnir�s pale hair and skin were soaked with blood, his dark eyes glazed with pain. Sleipnir�s eyes widened when he saw them, hope banishing the despair that had covered his face. �Pappa.�
Logan roared and knocked Grimm to the ground. The whip flew out of his hand, bright red drops arching away to stain the straw beneath them.
Grimm rubbed his jaw and glared up at Logan. �Somehow I knew you�d survive.�
Logan grinned viciously. �Rina didn�t.�
For one split second Skye saw such grief and rage on Grimm�s face that she thought he would go after Logan on the spot. When instead he dove at her, she was so shocked she didn�t get out of the way in time.
Grimm punched her so hard she fell into Sleipnir, who was swinging from the rafters by his wrists. Sleipnir cried out as she was knocked into him.
Magnus lost his famous temper. He swung at Grimm with the Mjolnir pendant.
A pendant that was suddenly a hammer, striking Grimm with such force that he broke through the stable walls, landing on the grass some twenty feet away.
�Cool.� Val pulled his blade and sauntered through the Grimm-shaped hole.
�Holy shit.� Skye, dazed that somehow Magnus had managed to change Mjolnir, pulled herself to her feet. She got out of Logan�s way as he freed his son from the bonds, gently holding him in his arms despite his whimpers.
Magnus stared at Sleipnir, his jaw clenched, rage burning in his eyes. A flash of lightning struck the ground out of a cloudless sky, startling them all. �Grimm will pay for this.�
Sleipnir held out his shaking hand to Magnus, who took it gently. �Be careful.�
Magnus nodded once before sprinting through the hole Grimm had made.
Skye had to see what was happening. Sleipnir was safe with Logan, Kir hovering protectively over them. Morgan was stepping through the hole, taking the path his brother had to Grimm.
She stepped into the shadow of the building�
And screamed as an arm came around her. A dagger pressed against her throat. �Your sisters send their regards.�
The knife slashed across her throat, the pain so sharp and bright she would have cried out if she could.
The twin sons of Thor scrambled toward her, Mjolnir flying through the air, but none of it could help Skye now. She was dead, doomed. Killing Grimm would bring them vengeance, but nothing more.
�Logan!� Morgan screamed the Jotun�s name so loudly the walls of Valhalla shook.
Skye�s vision began to fade. Crap. Crappity crap crap. She hadn�t told Morgan yet she loved him, and now she was drowning to death in her own blood.
�Shh. It�s okay, Skye. Logan�s coming.� Something dripped onto her face, blood or tears, she couldn�t tell. All she knew was the deep, masculine voice was not the one she wanted most to hear. As much as she cared for the Terminator, it was Morgan�s voice she longed for. �We�re going to save you.�
She tried to speak but couldn�t. She could hear the scissors snapping, threatening to end her once and for all.
�Shit. It�s not working, Kir.�
She struggled for breath, but it was too late. The darkness had closed in around her. The scissors were snipping her thread. She could feel them tearing at the cotton, shredding it, her sisters� glee as they destroyed the one they felt had betrayed them.
She was done.
�Not yet, little sister.�
�What the fuck?� Kir�s tone had taken on that deep, godly timber. Baldur had roused.
�Logan, I thought you said it wasn�t working.� Val�s voice was rough with tears.
�It wasn�t.� Logan sounded baffled.
She could hear her friends arguing around her, but none of them mattered. Only the voice in her mind did. �Who are you?�
�I am you. I am Skuld, and it is not yet your time to go.� The voice was young, sweet and innocent, yet tinged with the knowledge of things to come. Skye had once spoken in that voice, used it to declare the fates of the gods themselves.
Skye took a shuddering, deep breath, rolling over to her side to vomit up blood. She could feel the threads of her life weaving back together, firming until they shone with a golden light reserved only for the gods. �How can you be me?�
�I am who you were, and who I will be.�
�That�s perfectly clear.� Had Skye been as annoying as Skuld?
The voice giggled. �I am newly born, yet old as time. I make my way to our sisters� side, there to sit beneath Yggdrasil and speak of fates.�
The voice was fading, becoming distant as Skye regained her senses. �Do you know how I changed the prophecy?�
The voice sighed. �You will understand once more in the fullness of time. For now, enjoy your life with your love. You�ve both earned it.�
The voice faded away, leaving Skye to open bleary eyes. �Ow.�
Logan�s relieved smile was the first thing she saw. �Welcome back.�
�We didn�t think giving you Logan�s blood had worked.� Kir was leaning on Gungnir, his expression just as relieved as Logan�s. Sleipnir sat slumped at his feet, still bleeding profusely, but even as she watched his wounds were closing. His gaze was glued to something behind Logan, his full bottom lip between his teeth. �You should have his healing abilities now.�
�That�s not quite what happened.� Skye sat up, coughing up more blood in the process. �Ugh. Remind me to kill Grimm. I know just the pair of scissors to use.�
Sleipnir smiled shyly at her before turning his anxious gaze once more on the fight.
Fight? How had she missed the fight going on not ten feet away?
Morgan and Magnus were double-teaming Grimm, beating the holy hell out of him with Mjolnir. �They know they can�t kill him, right?�
Logan shrugged. �Sometimes you have to beat something until you�re satisfied.�
Kir tilted his head as Magnus got in a spectacular uppercut, the head of the hammer hitting Grimm so hard she could hear his jaw shatter. �I�d say they aren�t satisfied yet.�
Both brothers looked like the fierce Viking warriors they were. Their hair burned bright in the sunlight, the red strands almost glowing in the holy light of Asgard. Mjolnir passed between them as easily as breath, the hammer never failing to find its target before landing in an outstretched hand. No matter how many times Grimm reached for the weapon it eluded him, going to its masters like a well-trained hound.
She winced in sympathy as Grimm fell to the grass, so battered there wasn�t an inch of his face that wasn�t trashed. His nose looked broken, and both eyes were swollen shut. Even his mouth looked twice its normal size. His blond hair was just as matted with blood as Sleipnir�s.
Yet, before their eyes, he began to heal with a rapidity that made Logan swear. �Time to go, Blondie.�
�Not yet.� Magnus lifted Mjolnir, ready to land yet another blow. �I�m not done.�
Sleipnir tried to stand, crying out in pain and collapsing back on the ground.
Within seconds Magnus had the slim man in his arms, Mjolnir passed to his brother. �Shh. I have you.�
Skye blinked. The vicious warrior spoke with such pure gentleness she never would have believed he�d just been ready to pulp someone�s head if she hadn�t seen it with her own eyes.
She gasped as she found herself in a similar situation. Morgan lifted her in his arms and began striding toward the gates of Valhalla. �Let�s go before the asshole gets up.�
�Agreed.� Val threw a dagger at Grimm, smiling as it landed in the middle of his father�s chest. �That should hold him for a bit.�
Morgan�s hold on her tightened as his eyes scanned her for injuries. �I hate that fucker.�
�Amen, brother.� Magnus sighed as Sleipnir, apparently feeling right at home in the warrior god�s arms, snuggled close. �Amen.�
Skye woke slowly, all the aches and pains of the battle with Odin making themselves known. She glanced over at Morgan, smiling as she took in his nude form.
They�d made love before falling asleep, a slow, easy loving that didn�t hurt either of their bruises. He�d fallen asleep on top of the comforter, curling around her and snuggling, her head tucked under his chin. Morgan was someone who needed touch like some needed air. But in his sleep he�d rolled over onto his back, his legs splayed wide, his arms thrown out to either side of him.
Yet, even now, one of his hands rested on her hip, and he was rock hard. That thick, long prick jerked under her gaze. From the look on his face he was having one hell of a dream.
She�d have to see what she could do to make that dream come true.
She slid out of bed as quietly as possible and went to the bathroom, careful to make sure the door was closed. She didn�t want to wake him, but her mouth tasted like something furry had crawled in and died three days ago.
When she was done she tiptoed across the carpet, sliding back into bed as quietly as she could. It was time to show him how much his love and protection meant to her. Some of those bruises he bore because of her, and she was going to kiss each and every one of them.
She started by slowly easing her way down to the foot of the bed. Long, strong legs tapered to large feet. Even those were bruised, so she delicately kissed the tops before moving up to his calves. His brow furrowed, but he remained still, his expression slowly smoothing back into sleep.
Each and every mark Grimm had put on his body she kissed, moving up to his thighs and a particularly nasty one that would make moving difficult for him. He didn�t appear to have Logan�s miraculous healing ability. Neither twin did. But whereas Magnus was busy taking care of Sleipnir, she was here to make sure that Morgan was the one who was pampered.
The way Sleipnir had curled up against Magnus, the protective way Magnus was reacting toward the pale man, made her think that maybe Sleipnir wanted to pamper Magnus.
When she stroked the nasty bruise he hissed, swatting at her. She backed off, waiting until he settled back down before pressing her lips to a bruise just below and to the right of his belly button.
A drop of pre-come glistened at the head of his cock, and she desperately wanted to taste it. But not yet. He deserved to have her acknowledge each wound, love on them as much as she could.
Her hero. Her warrior.
Hers.
�Good morning,� he muttered breathlessly.
She glanced up at him through her lashes, her mouth close to his weeping cock, and knew what he thought had been going on. �Good morning.�
He grinned, a sleepy one that made him look boyish and so endearing her heart stuttered in its beat. �See anything you like?�
She rolled her eyes. �I was kissing your bruises, not your ego.�
Oh, look at that pout. �You don�t like my ego?� He stared down at his dick with sad eyes. �He�s, like, my bestest friend ever.�
She hid her face in his thigh with a groan, trying not to laugh.
Morgan patted her on the head. �You�re my second bestest friend.�
Skye patted his cock. �Should I leave you two alone? You haven�t shaken hands and said hello yet.�
He started to laugh, then groaned. �Please don�t make me laugh.�
She crawled up the bed until they were side by side, her hand resting lightly on his chest. �Are you hurt worse than you�re telling me?�
�No, elskede. I�m bruised, not broken.� He pulled her into his arms, not letting her go until her head rested on his chest. �I�ll be fine.�
She decided to voice her concerns. Sleipnir had latched onto Magnus, not his father, and had chosen to go home with Morgan�s twin. �Will Magnus be all right?�
Morgan was silent for far longer than Skye had thought he would be. She glanced up, thinking he might have fallen asleep, only to find his gaze on her. He began toying absently with her hair. �I think Kir might have been right.�
�That Magnus will have two people in his life?�
Morgan nodded. �And I think I know who the second one will be.� When she tried to sit up his hold on her tightened. �Don�t worry, Skye.� His grin was full of warmth and mischief. �I know who it is he�s been waiting for, and if she can get her head out of her ass she�ll be perfect for him.�
�As long as she doesn�t hurt Sleipnir.�
Morgan nodded. �Yeah.� He snuggled her closer, and Skye kissed his chest as he sighed wearily. �Yeah.�

Epilogue

Magnus was startled to find Sif pacing outside the condo complex. He pulled Sleipnir tighter to his side, determined to protect the damaged man from her. Sif had clearly sided with their enemies and, as much as it pained Magnus, Sleipnir�s safety had to come first.
Sleipnir still hadn�t completely recovered from the whipping Grimm had given him, but he�d persuaded Magnus to take him on a short walk outside. He�d been locked up for so long, only let out when Grimm allowed it, that he was chafing under the restrictions the others had voluntarily placed upon themselves.
He�d taken well to life away from Grimm. He didn�t smile nearly as often as Magnus would like, but he basked in Logan�s constant hovering. The Jotun was trying desperately to make up for lost time, and Sleipnir was eating it up. He�d even chosen a mortal name that honored Logan: Slade Saeter.
Magnus liked it. Slade just seemed to fit the fragile-seeming man who�d shocked them all with his strength. He�d literally waited centuries to be free, biding his time, hiding in plain sight and taking risks that made Magnus�s hair stand on end.
The knowledge that he�d immediately chosen Magnus as his own? No one had ever chosen Magnus. He was the hot-headed twin, the one the others avoided. To know Sleipnir relied on Magnus to keep him safe made him feel ten feet tall.
But Magnus wasn�t stupid. Logan would tear him a new one if Sleipnir so much as stubbed his toe, so he�d immediately called Logan and Kir to walk with them. No way would Logan allow his injured child out alone. It had taken some fast talking, but they�d agreed to let him out.
It just figured that the first person they saw was a woman Magnus would have once given his left nut for.
He glared at Sif, but it was half-hearted at best. Why did she always look so lost? It tore at him almost as much as Sleipnir�s injuries did. One wore his pain on the outside, while the other bore hers on the inside. �What are you doing here?�
Sif bit her lip, looking so uncertain, so fragile. He�d never understood why his father had chosen to turn away from her. He adored Jeanne, but Sif?
Sif was everything Magnus had dreamed a woman should be. Too bad she�d once been his stepmother.
Sleipnir whimpered, hiding his face against Magnus�s chest. To Magnus�s surprise, Sif blushed beet red at the sight. �I��
�You?� Kir and Logan stepped in front of Magnus, more than likely preparing to protect Sleipnir. What they thought Sif would do to him, Magnus didn�t know. She�d been fierce and brave when she�d been with his father, but even she wouldn�t dream of challenging Baldur.
She straightened her shoulders as if facing a firing squad. She took one long, odd look at Magnus before turning her attention to Kir. �I want to join with you.�
Logan edged a little in front of Kir. �How do we know you�re not a spy? Frigg could have sent you here to sabotage us.�
Sif shook her head, her expression sad. �I wanted to join you that day at Fred�s house, but I wasn�t certain I would be welcome.� She glanced at Logan, pushing her golden hair behind her ear. �Sigyn wants to come too.�
He could only imagine Logan�s expression. His ex-wife would be an uncomfortable addition to their little family, especially since she still yearned for Logan with all her immortal heart. Where Sif had accepted Thor�s desire to be with the woman he loved, Sigyn had never once given up hope that eventually Loki would return to her.
Logan shook his head. �Jordan won�t��
Sif held up her hands in a pleading gesture that nearly broke Magnus�s heart. �Please? She�s promised not to try and separate you. She�we just want to be free of Frigg.�
�But you can�t, not without someone strong to protect you.� Magnus stared down at the top of Sleipnir�s head, startled that the small man had caught on so quickly. His raspy voice held a note of compassion.
�You think we should allow it.� Magnus was stunned. She could be a spy for Frederica, or working for Grimm. No way would he allow her near Sleipnir.
Sleipnir looked up at him, his golden-brown eyes brimming with something Magnus couldn�t quite name. When the shifter went on tiptoe to whisper in his ear, Magnus bent so he could hear him better. What he said startled the hell out of Magnus, and gave him hope for the first time in centuries.
Odin carried his lover to the boat, placing her inside with all the gentleness she deserved. Grief, an almost foreign emotion, tightened his chest as he stared down at her pale, beautiful features. He placed her weapons at her sides, then covered her in her favorite white fur coat.
�It�s time.� Adam Grey, aka Frey, clapped Grimm on the shoulder, his gaze hard as it rested on Rina. Adam had sought him out; why, Grimm had no idea. He doubted it was in order to help Frigg, the frigid bitch. For now, Grimm would allow him in Valhalla, but he planned on keeping a close eye on the Vanir who�d fathered Jordan Tate-Saeter.
Odin nodded. Nothing could bring his beloved Rina back. Hel would ensure that. The bitch would see to it that Rina never again saw the light of day.
Ah, Rina. Foolish, beautiful Rina, who�d died for prophecy and would now spend eternity in Helheim, paying for imagined sins. His throat constricted, the pain almost too much to bear.
How had he allowed this to happen? How could he have allowed an emotion so deep to enter his heart? When Heimdall had brought her body he�d roared his rage, knowing she�d died by the Guardian�s hand. Not only had the Guardian killed his beautiful lover, he�d allowed the others to enter Asgard.
For that alone, Grimm would make him pay. And he knew just how to do it. But it would take time to plan properly, to make sure none of the others interfered.
The Guardian would regret taking his love away.
Grimm shoved the boat off the shore, keeping a stoic expression on his face as it set out to sea. Rina would have her lover see her off, would know even in the beyond that he�d remained strong for her.
He pulled an arrow out of his quiver, wrapping the end in a gasoline-soaked rag. He lit it on fire before sending it on its way. He watched the fiery light arc until it alighted on Rina�s pyre, the flames leaping high almost immediately.
When the boat was nothing more than a bright spot at the edge of night, he turned to Adam. �Now. About that alliance��
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