
Chapter One 

 

 

 

The pull is a painful ecstasy.  Her body and mind are neither here nor there, shifting like 

an apparition in an incorporeal, disembodied state.  Blindly floating through the colorful swirling 

wisps of misty fog with an unknown destination.  She feels anxious, but excited.  Never knowing 

if what will be shown to her will be beneficial or malevolent, helpful or harmful.  But she does 

understand that whatever is shown to her, she must pay heed.  For the message she receives 

could mean the difference between life and death to someone…man, woman or child, alike.  

Unbeknownst to them, no one was safe from the evil that penetrated the earth and her destiny 

was to aid in their safety and survival. 

Slowly, her vision clears, the ethereal fog rolls away and she can once again feel the solid 

ground beneath her spectral feet.  She knows this place.  The salty smell of the sea, the moisture 

floating on the air that strays from the forceful waves crashing into the cliffs below, the battering 

wind whipping around and through her, it’s eternal beauty…home. 

Images of the past threaten to crush her spirit.  One of the worst days in her long, long 

memories happened here.  So much loss.  So much pain.  The Great Battle. 

She quiets her grief and focuses on the task at hand.  Still an unseen observer, she 

watches as mortals labor around what appears to be a large ominous cavity in the earth.  She is 

immediately propelled forward by an invisible force and there in the hands of a young man is a 

sight she never thought to behold. 

This can’t be.  It shouldn’t exist, unless… 

Violently startled, she is fiercely ripped from her vision, feeling as if she’s falling into a 

free floating vortex of a furious storm.  Her eyes flutter heavily as she tries to regain her 

conscious state.  Instead of awakening in her meditative lotus position in front of the altar, she 

finds herself prone on the stone floor of her dimly lit sacred shrine. 

Painfully inhaling deep agonizing breaths, Zahara gasps, “Is it possible?  Could he be 

alive?” 

 

***** 



 

Zahara sought out Thunder with urgency as she rushed through the training compound so 

flustered it never occurred to her to simply trace to her destination.  Her only thoughts were to 

reach her leader to inform him of her latest vision. 

She was a tall, willowy beauty with an incandescent glow to her skin.  Her long black 

hair draped down her back over her flowing robes and framed her face with a light silver frost.  

She served as a visionary and a member of the Freyodin Warriors in the fight against the demon 

Huldrekall.  She was an original member of the three hundred Shieldmaidens, sometimes called 

Valkyries, the women warriors who fought and died so bravely at the Battle of Bråvalla in the 

year 750 AD and made immortal by the Goddess Freya.  She now used her gifts as a visionary, 

an empath and a scryer to aid the warriors’ efforts in protecting mankind.  She was a well-

respected member and served as Freya’s co-captain for the female warriors, overseeing with an 

even temper, normally handling crises with patience and love at the forefront. 

But this vision was anything other than normal, thus her current anxious state of mind.  

She located her superior in his office with his nose buried deep in an unsteady pile of paperwork 

that looked as if it would topple with the slightest nudge or miscalculated touch. 

Thunder, also known as Thor, son of Odin and a God in the immortal realm, was the 

leader of all earth planed warriors, male or female.  He was a demanding but fair authoritative 

leader with the massive six foot eight inch build of a thousand year old Viking, with rippling 

muscles to spare.  He had the power of not only his legendary mighty hammer, but control of 

thunder, lightning and sonic waves, and a direct connection with the Gods themselves never hurt 

either. 

Golden shoulder length blonde hair partially covered his sparkling blue eyes as she tried 

to greet him casually, but her anxiety showed through the constant fidgeting of her hands.  Her 

normally angelic voice was unusually rushed and high pitched. 

“Thunder, I’ve just had a very disturbing vision.  A binding chain has been unearthed.  I 

believe it belongs to Alarr.”  She saw the look of confusion flash across his face before he 

replaced the mask of control took over once more. 

Although a God, and demanding some modicum of respect, Thunder was usually just one 

of the guys around the warriors he commanded.  With his deep based voice he replied, “Good 

day, Zahara.  Please calm yourself.  Everything will be alright.” 



Zahara relaxed somewhat realizing she may have overreacted in the tiniest way.  At least, 

that was all she was willing to admit to herself. 

“Where is the chain now?” he asked. 

“In the hands of mortals.  We must retrieve it immediately.  I don’t understand how the 

chain still exists.  It should have perished with Alarr hundreds of years ago.  Unless…” 

“No,” he stepped in.  “I know what you’re thinking, but there’s no way Alarr is still alive.  

We can be sure of that.  I don’t know what this means, but I’ll consult with Odin and Freya on 

the matter.  I agree though that we must get that chain back and out of human hands.  In the 

meantime, give me all the details you can from your vision and then summon Danielle for me.  

I’ll need to inform her of what’s happened.” 

Zahara filled him in on every detail she could recall about her vision, including the 

location of the sighting.  Thoughts of their homeland always brought back unhappy memories of 

a time they could never forget and losses they had all endured.  After imparting all she knew, she 

excused herself and hurried away to call Danielle. 

Having no idea where Danielle might be at the moment, she took a few deep breaths to 

calm herself and reached out to her through a mental link.  Danielle, I hope I’m not interrupting 

something important, but Thunder needs to see you right away in his office, please. 

No, you’re not interrupting.  Just sword practice with Slash.  Heading his way now.  

Thanks, Danielle answered. 

 

***** 

 

Straightening gracefully from her attack stance with one arm arced above her head, 

brandishing her mighty magical sword in a full circular motion in front of her skilled and toned 

form, Danielle brought the exercise to a sudden halt. 

“Sorry to break this up, Slash, but the big guy beckons.”  And big she meant, as they 

didn’t come any bigger than Thunder. 

“No problem, love.  We’ll catch up later.  You know…you almost had me there.  That 

sword of yours is one special weapon,” Slash said with a wink of one of his deep dark eyes. 

“Yes, but it only works like that for me.  You know that.  Maybe you can talk Freya into 

gifting you with one someday.  But, then again, you’re uber talented with your monster scimitar.  



That damn thing scares the crap outta me,” she laughed easily. 

She enjoyed the comfortable relationship she had with Slash.  He was one of the warriors 

she could at least flirt with innocently, knowing he would never cross the line with her.  She had 

a ‘thing’ about crossing that line and it wasn’t good.  But she and Slash, they shared a mutual 

respect between them. 

“Alas, I must trace.”  She mockingly said, bowing low. 

Slash simply laughed, shaking his head and rolling his eyes. 

“Later.”  Then she was gone. 

With the fading sound of Slash’s laughter ringing in her ears, Danielle proceeded to trace 

from their training ground directly to the outside of Thunder’s office at the compound.  She 

could have walked it, but when being summoned by Thunder, it was best to hurry.  Besides, 

she’d gotten enough of a workout in today and felt like being a little lazy.  Wondering just how 

serious this was, she knocked on his closed door and waited patiently for his reply. 

“Enter.” 

She opened the door and made her way to the front of his desk suddenly feeling a bit 

nervous.  Although clad in simple jeans and a T-shirt, Thunder sat with a majestic air behind his 

ordinary office desk and continued with what he was doing, making no move to acknowledge 

Danielle upon her entrance. 

Clearing her throat, Danielle inquired, “You asked to see me, sir?”  Her mind raced 

through countless scenarios.  Goddess, I hope I’m not in trouble again.  I can’t think of anything 

I’ve done lately.  Shit! 

“Yes, Danielle.  I’ve just returned from an impromptu meeting with Odin and Freya.”  He 

raised his head and met her eyes as they widen in obvious fear. 

Oh shit, shit, shit!  I’m really screwed! 

"Zahara has had a vision that pertains to your past.  Something valuable has been found 

and this item needs to be recovered before the mortals who found it have time to examine it 

properly.  The Gods feel it is best that you retrieve it.  I really hate to have to tell you this, but I 

must.”  He paused and reached for her hand tenderly. 

Danielle allowed his comforting touch and swallowed painfully, not being able to begin 

to know what he was referring to.  Her emotions warred between feeling confused, distressed 

and slightly relieved.  Her mind felt as if she was in a hurricane, but had it passed or was this just 



the calm of the eye before the real shit hit the fan.   

Seeing the confusion on her face, Thunder continued, “Alarr’s binding chain has been 

located.  There was no mention of remains, just the chain being unearthed.” 

A shudder shook her body as Danielle reached her trembling hand up to touch the chain 

that would forever grace her throat, the twin to the one in question that once belonged to her 

bondmate.  Memories of the past flooded her brain like a rising tidal wave threatening to drown 

her beneath its weight.  She remained silent, staring sightlessly beyond into nothing, having no 

further reaction or response to Thunder’s news. 

“I realize this comes as a shock to you, Dani.  It’s a shock to us all.  It has been over eight 

hundred years since…” he trailed off, being at a loss for words. 

She didn’t hear him though, didn’t even notice that he called her by her hated nickname, 

of which he meant no offense.  Danielle was swimming in a mindless, unfathomable foggy sea 

that she couldn’t seem to reach the surface of.  She was near the point of panic, her breath 

becoming fast and shallow. 

“Danielle, are you alright?” he asked taking note of her countenance and full of genuine 

concern.  “Here, why don’t you sit?  I’ll call Emeline.” 

“Yes, I…I mean no.  I’m all right.  Don’t call Eme.  Please, I just need a minute,” she 

barely murmured under the short breaths she managed to draw in.  Her chest felt constricted and 

her lungs were screaming, but she knew it wasn't too serious.  There was no need to call their 

healer for a simple panic attack. 

“Okay, I’ll just step out for a moment and give you a little time to yourself.  Call me if 

you need me.”  Thunder exited his own office, closing the door behind him and saying a silent 

prayer to the Goddess for Danielle’s wellbeing. 

This type of event had never happened before.  The binding chain was only received and 

worn by those who became truly bonded mates and only broken and removable by death.  It was 

a ceremony blessed by Freya, the Goddess of love, war and fertility herself, equivalent to a 

mortal’s marriage but binding for the remainder of their immortal lives together.  It was a sacred 

symbol of that commitment and psychically bonded the lovers allowing the bonded mates to hear 

the thoughts and feel the emotions of their counterpart.  A true connection of mind, body and 

soul. 

The chain in Zahara’s vision belonged to Alarr, Danielle’s lost love, who died in The 



Great Battle for the Eye of Odin.  It was assumed that he died, although his body was never 

recovered, because Danielle lost her connection with him.  Freya and Odin were correct in that 

Danielle should be the one to retrieve it.  It would call to her and obtaining it should help close 

any remaining old wounds she may harbor.  She had never been the same since that day of loss.  

No one who lived through it had.  Such a day of tremendous loss of friends and fellow warriors 

and such a waste of life, as the Eye of Odin was never retrieved. 

 

***** 

 

The Windjammer was the hottest club within a hundred and fifty miles of their secluded 

mountain home, supplying alcoholic libations, loud music, local drug dealers and all the sex you 

could handle by gyrating out on the dance floor to whatever top forty, rap or R & B artist was at 

the top of charts at the moment.  And one night a week they offered karaoke to the faithful 

patrons who liked that sort of thing. 

Makayla, Justice and Vex had the night off from assignment and made their way through 

the smoke filled atmosphere to their usual table nearest the exit, in case they had to make a hasty 

departure.  No VIP seating in this joint.  This was Oregon after all, not New York or California.  

Still, this place was doable.  It offered a great sound system, lighted dance floors on two levels, 

the drinks weren’t watered down and if you ordered that drink at the second level bar, you could 

ride the twisted slide all the way back down to the first floor.  Of course, if you weren’t very 

careful, you’d also be wearing that recently purchased pomegranate martini and would be going 

back for a replacement. 

Makayla swept her auburn hair up into a pony tail high on her head.  She took in the club 

with her almond shaped brown eyes flashed fiery green specks when caught by the club lighting 

that swirled rhythmically around the club’s surfaces.  She was short for a warrior at a curvy five 

foot three inches, but made up for being height challenged with her fiery bow and arrow – a gift 

of Freya, of course, that only performed its extraordinary feats when used by Makayla herself.  

That was the catch with the females’ weapons.  The weapon only reacted to its owner, capable of 

extraordinary feats, otherwise it was just a normal bow and arrow, spear, etc.  Of course she had 

her warrior training and superior strength, which certainly didn’t hurt either.  But tonight 

Makayla wanted to unwind and have some fun.  Sing a little, dance a little, drink a lot, which 



was afforded her because it took a lot of alcohol to even get a buzz when you had the metabolism 

of an immortal. 

She was accompanied by two of her fellow Freyodin Warriors, her World War Buddies, 

she liked to call them.  First there was Justice, an eccentric, explosives expert and avid Elvis fan 

from Memphis, who was ‘brought over’ from World War II.  His career choice would have been 

to be an Elvis impersonator and he claimed to have personally met The King, but not during his 

mortal life.  That life ended before Elvis’ career began.  He even sported sideburns with hair just 

a hint of the early Elvis style and aqua blue eyes, but the huge muscles and fangs brought the 

similarities all to a crashing halt.  Plus, although he had a wonderful voice, he didn’t sound 

enough like Elvis to pull it off successfully. 

Completing the WW buds was Vex, who was brought over from World War I.  Vex’s 

specialty was knives and daggers.  He bore an underlying sadness he refused to talk about, and 

was sometimes very bitter, but all in all, he acted as the protector of the Shieldmaidens and was a 

most reliable warrior in battle.  The kind you always wanted by your side.  He drank way too 

much, was a master at poker and enjoyed loud music.  Mostly current and 80’s rock.  But the boy 

could croon like an angel and, because it was karaoke night, the patrons of the Windjammer were 

in for a real treat. 

Vex raked his slender fingers through his shoulder length wavy brown hair, something 

that he did frequently when he was preoccupied or nervous, and perused the song list.  He had an 

almost baby face with an irresistible smile that topped a sinewy warrior’s body.  His eyes could 

be either blue or green depending on what he wore that set the color in motion.  Tonight they 

were deep green. 

Being ‘brought over’ was the politically correct term for male warriors who died bravely 

in battle, were delivered to Valhalla and transformed into an immortal vampire via a blood ritual 

performed by the God Odin.  Not all who died were worthy to become warriors and their 

numbers were not as strong as in the past due to the losses of The Great Battle, but they were 

rebuilding, slowly and steadily.  Along with this transformation, they received powers that 

assisted them in their fight to protect the mortal realm against the demon Huldrekall.  They were 

not the vampires spoken of in movies and legends.  They only partook of bottled or donated 

blood about once a month unless they were severely injured, but they also required a physic 

charge taken from a woman during sex to replenish them.  And acquiring sex for this bunch of 



fellows was not a problem.  Sunlight could not hurt them and they loved to eat, a lot.  They were 

big muscular warriors, after all.  Their transition saw to that. 

Makayla took a sip of her lime flavored kamikaze and reached across the table brushing 

Vex’s shoulder tenderly.  They were not lovers, but they shared a special bond, nonetheless. 

“Ve-ex, please sing some Journey for me tonight,” she begged shamelessly in a sing-song 

voice, comically batting her eyelashes at him.  She loved to hear him sing and hoped she could 

con him into it tonight. 

“You just want to indulge in your Steve Perry fantasies.  Don’t you get enough of that 

messing around with Savage?  The resemblance between the two hasn’t gotten by me, you 

know,” he jested back at her.  Although he knew he’d do it for her, he really enjoyed making her 

beg. 

Justice beckoned a nearby waitress and turned toward his friends.  He loved to tease and 

saw a golden opportunity, so he couldn’t help but jump in the fray.  “Yea, you should have come 

back as a groupie, not a warrior.” 

They all shared a big laugh picturing Makayla as an 80’s groupie, then placed their orders 

for more drinks when the waitress approached.  Makayla couldn’t help secretly agreeing with 

Justice’s assessment.  A girl could dream after all. 

Turning slightly serious, Vex leaned into her and inquired about her dual relationship 

with Vengeance.  There was no use whispering as Justice’s hearing was as good as his own and 

would hear it anyway.  “If you’re living your fantasy with Savage, why Venge?” 

Picturing both of her fierce warrior lovers with a dreamy look in her eyes, she replied, 

“Because he’s a long, tall drink of sexy Viking.  Why not?  The boys are cool with it, so am I.  

And they both have such gorgeous hair.”  She suddenly sobered.  Her smile not as bright and the 

playfulness gone from her voice.  “Besides, I’ve done the chain bonding thing.  I won’t do it 

again.”  Adamancy shown in her eyes and stature as she threw back the shot of Patrón sitting on 

the table in front of her.    It went down a little too smoothly and she needed something stronger, 

something with more heat to it.  She longed to feel the burn scorching the back of her throat. 

Vex felt a similar stabbing in his chest as a near fresh wound, but hid any physical 

reaction.  “Yea, I’ll never chain bond.  That ship passed me by,” Vex mumbled solemnly, turning 

away from his friends to check out the club goers and effectually hiding the remorseful look on 

his somber face that had silently crept up on him. 



Makayla recognized the pain of loss that etched across his now stern face, how his jaw 

had tensed and he resumed running his long fingers over the top of his head and through his 

chestnut hair.  She also wondered when/if Vex would open up to her and tell her what his pain 

was all about.  Now was not the time to press the issue. 

The ribbing had died down along with the laughter, but this subject brought Danielle to 

mind.  “Did you guys hear about Danielle’s new mission?” Makayla inquired attempting another 

sip of her drink and remembering she’d drained it already.  The others nodded. 

“It’s so strange finding Alarr’s binding chain after eight hundred years.  I really can’t 

imagine what she’s going through right now,” she said sympathetically, running her fingers 

along her own binding chain that was hidden beneath her top. 

“Yea, but it’s a simple search and retrieval.  She ought to be in and out easily enough,” 

offered Justice while sucking on his usual drink of choice, a cold-as-ice long necked beer, 

wrapped in his personal beer koozie that boldly read ‘I deliver justice.  Want some?’ 

“Think someone should go with her?  I hear she’s going out by herself,” Vex asked, 

turning back with sudden interest.  He always felt the need to protect the ladies even though they 

were very capable of taking care of themselves. 

Makayla signaled the waitress over again, still craving the burning sensation.  “Nah, she’s 

tough enough to handle it, I think.  And since it’s so personal, she probably prefers to do it alone.  

It’s just so strange that the thing still exists.  Her bondmate has traveled across the Veil and his 

chain should have accompanied him.  Besides, we don’t get a night off that often and I’m ready 

to cut loose a little.” 

“I’m with ya on that one.  Hurry up and pick out a song, Vex.  It’s time to get this party 

going.”  Justice reached for the song list Vex was hogging but he wasn’t quite quick enough. 

Jerking back away from Justice, Vex snarled, “Hey, wait your turn.”  Then he took on a 

look of nonchalance and added gruffly, “Besides, you’re just gonna sing some Elvis number 

anyway and you know them all by heart.” 

Makayla shot him a sharp look of disapproval. 

“Not that you don’t do them well,” he threw in quickly trying to soften his harsh 

comment in an unspoken apology.  Thoughts of his past had soured his mood. 

Justice didn’t let it bother him though.  He was used to Vex’s occasional flights of fury 

and thought nothing of it.  He recognized the bitterness in his friend’s life and forgave him his 



sometimes transgressions. 

The three loved to sing and had an unspoken understanding that, although karaoke might 

not be all that cool for badass warriors to be doing, it was a vice they permitted amongst 

themselves and ragging on each other about it was not cool.  Besides, when you’re a badass 

motherfucking immortal warrior, you could pretty much do whatever the fuck you wanted, as 

long as you didn’t piss off the Gods. 

“Hey, Vex.  Wanna try that duet again tonight?” Makayla said trying to change the 

subject. 

“Sure, Mac.  Sounds good.”  He flashed a small grateful smile at her realizing that he 

could really be a dick sometimes.  Circumstances had caused his past problems, not his friends, 

so he shouldn’t take it out on them. 

“Great.  I’m just going to the little ladies.  Be right back.”  Makayla left the table noticing 

eyes watching her.  She looked great tonight in her tight jeans, low cut halter top and red fuck me 

heels.  She accented her ensemble with a belt decorated with four inch spikes that not only gave 

her a Gothic edge, but conveniently fit her mini crossbow that she carried with her on outings.  

Heading to the second level of the club, she kept an ever watchful eye for any Huldrekall demons 

that might be lurking around causing trouble and in need of being dispatched.  Huldrekall were 

the demon horde that crossed into the mortal realm in human form who compelled evil or weak 

minded humans, their minion, to perpetrate all manner of evil on earth.  They were formidable 

opponents.  Strong and fast healing and were ruled by the God Loki who falsely promised them 

immortality for their service.  Loki’s demi-god son, Tormond, reigned here in the mortal realm 

over the horde in his father’s stead.  He was just as ungodly as his father was. 

As Makayla climbed the winding stairway, she felt the familiar vibrations in the air, 

along with the slight scent of brimstone, warning her of a demon presence.  At the far end of the 

bar sat a Huldra, a female demon disguised as fair red haired human, wickedly laughing with a 

group of unsuspecting humans.  Within seconds, she spun around on her bar stool and met 

Makayla’s hated glare head on. 

Wonderful.  So NOT what I wanted to do tonight, she thought as she returned the 

hardened hateful look.  Looked like she’d have to put her bladder on hold for the moment.  

Huldrekall always ran in packs, never alone.  Somewhere in this establishment were at least two 

more male demons, otherwise known as Hulders.  Confrontation in the presence of mortals was 



an unspoken rule, but miraculously one they all seemed to abide by. 

She could have communicated their presence via a mind link, but chose not to.  She 

wanted to be there when the shit hit the fan.  With a quick leap she landed on the two-story 

twisted slide and rode it back down to the first floor, then hurried back to their table.  “Heads up, 

guys.  We’ve got company.” 

“Seriously?  No night off.  Damn!” Justice complained.  “Let’s try to get this over with 

quick ‘cuz my song is coming up and I don’t wanna miss it.  I was gonna sing C’mon Everybody 

from Viva Las Vegas.  Love that Ann Margaret.  Elvis was one lucky son of a bitch.”  Then he 

jumped up from the table and did the ever famous hip wiggle of his legendary idol. 

“Let’s do this.  I’m sooo in the mood to kick some ass,” Vex chimed in.  He knew from 

experience that a good fight would alleviate the thoughts of the past that haunted him.  A little 

beat down was just what the doctor ordered.  “Come on, Justice.  This won’t take long.  You can 

even sit this one out and watch.” 

“You’ve been in a mood all night.  So yeah, I’ll let you have ‘em.” 

Makayla led the way through the emergency exit door by their table knowing no alarm 

would sound when it opened, then carefully checked for their enemy and any possible traps that 

might be waiting for them.  Seeing and sensing that the coast was clear, Vex took the lead and 

they continued towards the back alley.  They were assaulted by the stench of the dumpsters 

occupying its space. Clumps of weeds grew up through the uneven ground and the wind whipped 

discarded fast food wrappers in a circular pattern as if a mini cyclone were passing through the 

passageway.  The lighting in the alley was almost nonexistent, but Vex and Justice didn’t need 

light with their exceptional eyesight.  All of their heightened senses were on alert, and Makayla, 

not being blessed with the sharper senses, took up position between the male warriors. 

When the Shieldmaidens were transformed by Freya they were made stronger than 

humans and had the ability of accelerated healing, but they also received the abilities to shadow, 

trace and speak – the ability to communicate with the other warriors via thought.  Odin’s 

transformation of his warriors through a blood ritual changed the males into vampires with 

additional abilities but also additional needs.  Makayla didn’t begrudge the men their additional 

abilities because she didn’t want to have the additional needs to go with it.  She wanted to have 

sex purely for enjoyment, not because it was necessary at times. 

The air was stifling and the pungent odor that fell around them grew stronger.  Makayla 



armed herself with her mini crossbow and quickly loaded the spikes from her belt.  This was a 

street fight and no place for her gifted weapon, not that she’d carried it with her tonight.  She was 

supposed to be off tonight and was hoping for a little downtime, but was always prepared for 

battle.  Vex motioned for her to hold up as he rounded the corner of the club, spotting their prey.  

Joining him, Justice whispered, “Well, there you go, Vex.  I promised to sit this one out and let 

you have ‘em.  Knock yourself out.” 

Standing in the back alley were three large, malevolent looking demons with one of their 

small minded minions in tow.  The warriors had no misgivings about taking out any minions that 

were foolish enough to confront them, even though they were still technically human.  If their 

minds were evil or weak enough to be controlled by the Huldrekall, they were too far gone to 

save anyway and posed too great a danger to others. 

These motherfuckers are fast.  They beat us out here.  Must be itching for a fight tonight, 

like I am, Vex projected silently. 

Just be careful and don’t get too cocky, Makayla chided and pinched the back of his 

leather jacket.  I’m right behind you.  Let’s do this.  The Huldrekall knew they were coming.  

There was no need for a sneak attack. 

Full of confidence, Vex rounded the corner, dagger drawn, and taunted, “Well, well, well.  

Look what we have here.  Who wants to be first?” 

The greasy haired minion who resembled a gang reject was feeling extremely brash, 

filled with the compulsion of his demon counterparts.  He stepped up first wanting to impress 

everyone present with his boldness, obviously not realizing who he was up against.  “Me.  I’ll 

kick your ass and send you home screaming to your mama, asshole.” 

“Ahh, come on guys.  You gonna let a newbie fight your battles for you?  He’s so green 

he doesn’t even know who he’s dealing with.”  Their only reply was to snicker and grunt their 

distaste of their opponents.  What did they care?  Minions were a dime a dozen. 

“Okay by me,” Vex said as he calmly walked up to the unlucky fellow and slit his throat 

with a quick raise of his arm.  With red streaking down the front, the body slumped toward the 

hard gravel filled ground making strangled bubbling noises.  No need to make him suffer too 

much. 

And just like that, the fight was on.  Two demons leapt at Vex, the third charging 

Makayla, who began firing her four inch spikes at her targets into the melee, working that 



crossbow just like a six shooter, spike after spike.  The scent of fresh blood filled the air.  True to 

his word, Justice stood back leaning against the brick wall with a confident playful smile on his 

face, his bulging arms folded across his chest and took in the display, making sure to keep a 

protective eye on Makayla. 

Vex removed the first unfortunate by grabbing his thick neck and slamming him into that 

same wall head first, just shy of Justice’s inclined body, receiving a look of surprise from Justice.  

Then Justice threw his hands up in the air and broke out in howl of laughter.  Demons were a 

little harder to kill than minions, but were not immortal.  They could perish by a mortal wound, 

but it had to do enough damage that their quick healing abilities couldn’t repair it before their 

complete termination.  That being so, Justice reached down, grabbing the crumpled body and 

finished the job by plunging his dagger through its still beating heart, instantly turning the demon 

to ash.  He snickered at Vex with a sense of accomplishment. 

The red haired female, attacked from behind brandishing a six inch switchblade and 

managed a minor injury to his throat before Vex reached back grabbing her shoulders, whipping 

her over his head and into a full body slam onto the unforgiving terrain.  He then fell upon her 

disarming and dispatching her quickly by gouging her chest and obliterating her heart.  Ash 

floated thick around him as he searched for Makayla’s whereabouts, knowing that Justice would 

look out for her, but needing to know she was okay for himself. 

And she was.  Having discharged all of her spikes, she was engaged and holding her own 

in a tangle with a six foot and muscled looker.  Hate to mar that pretty face, but a girl’s gotta do 

what girl’s gotta do.  She didn’t have Vex’s and Justice’s vampire speed, but she could kick and 

punch with the best of them.  The looker didn’t have a chance as she used her shorter status to 

her advantage quickly nailing him with a right hook and ducking back low thwarting his attempts 

to grab her.  She’d managed previously to injure him with a couple of her piercing spikes that 

now protruded from his chest and dripped his crimson life force heavily on the surface with a 

consistent plop, plop, plop.  Taking advantage, she grabbed and drove them deeper hoping to hit 

something vital to weaken him further.  But he wasn’t slowing down fast enough and managed to 

wrap his arms around her slender waist, crushing her body to his.  Makayla was suddenly trapped 

and unable to wrench her way free of his embrace. 

Vex and Justice both lunged for the remaining demon at the same time breaking his hold 

on Makayla and flinging him backward through the air with mighty force.  Vex said, “I’ve got 



this,” and proceeded toward the downed offender ending his existence. 

Makayla had dropped to the ground but quickly recovered as Justice helped her stand 

with an inquiring look.  Dusting herself off and finger combing her long auburn locks, she said, 

“I’m fine, Justice.  Thanks, guys.  Now, let’s get back inside and have some fun.” 

“Sure, I just need to dispose of this,” Vex said as he lifted the minion’s remains and 

traced off into the deep woods.  Within seconds, he returned and joined the others reentering the 

club. 

“Alright!” Justice yelled.  “Let’s sing!”  The three friends smiled and nodded to each 

other in agreement and as they settled themselves back at their table, a fellow crooner was on 

stage singing Cutting Crew’s I Just Died In Your Arms Tonight.”  Makayla put on a mischievous 

grin and snickered, “Oh, the irony….” 

 

***** 

 

After overcoming her initial shock of the news, Danielle realized that she'd been chosen 

to retrieve the binding chain.  Freya's orders.  Mom, huh.  Being a demi-goddess and one of the 

daughters of Freya wasn’t all it was cracked up to be.  More of a hindrance, in her opinion. 

The second shock came when she discovered she’d be flying back to the shores of the 

North Sea.  She hadn’t been back in that area of the world for eons, it seemed.  She lived and 

trained in their little village community, magically hidden in the Blue Mountains of Oregon since 

its inception over a hundred years ago.  It felt like home now.  Those long ago memories faded in 

the past.  A feeling of dread came over her like a strong ocean wave that threatened to grab hold 

and drag her into its icy depths.  She was afraid nothing good could come of this mission, even if 

it was classed as a simple retrieval.  She had so many questions that she feared discovering the 

answers to. 

It was a spectacular day for air travel.  At least the weather was cooperating.  That was 

one positive aspect.  Too bad she couldn’t come up with even one more.  And it would surely be 

cold when she reached her destination.  Cold and gloomy.  She would have preferred an 

assignment on the coast of California with sun and the sea.  She couldn’t fool herself though.  

Any other assignment would have been preferable. 

She made her way out to the private airstrip that was located just outside of their village 



and boarded the sleek silver Falcon 900LX, the private jet that was owned and utilized by the 

warriors.  Mumbling sarcastically to herself about honor and duty, she brusquely closed the door 

of the jet, locking it in place, took her seat and signaled for the pilot to commence the flight. 

Looking back from the cockpit, the pilot ignored her obvious bad mood and greeted her, 

“Mornin’ ma’am.” 

“Good morning, Taylor.  You’ll forgive me if I’m not very sociable today.  I just want to 

sit here silently and think.” 

“Of course, ma’am.  I’ll just close the door and give you some privacy.  Have a pleasant 

trip.” 

“Thank you, Taylor.” 

They were lucky to have Taylor and others like him.  He descended from one of the few 

mortal families that served the warriors through the ages in capacities they would otherwise have 

to enthrall mortals to perform for them.  The trusted families shared their secret and considered it 

an honor and privilege to be of service. 

As the jet leveled off, she took note of the vision surrounding her.  The sky was resilient 

with the splendors of white cottony clouds and golden streams of sunlight weaving through 

them, laid against an azure backdrop.  She longed to lay upon one of those clouds and let it 

engulf her with its welcoming gentleness. 

It would be a long flight and she had already been exhausted both mentally and 

physically before it began.  She’d make the best of it and catch up on some much needed rest.  

There, that was positive.  And the flight was nonstop, not some commercial flight switching 

planes in different cities with constant layovers.  She was on a roll.  Two positives. 

Try as she might to push them away, the memories of her past kept haunting her.  She 

reached over and pulled the sliding shades down over the windows nearest her blocking out the 

welcoming clouds beyond.  With heavy eyelids, she reclined in the comfortable leather seat and 

closed her weary eyes.  Letting herself mentally drift on a sea of clouds, she began to dream... 

 

***** 



Chapter Two 

 

 

 

Eight Hundred Years Earlier… 

 

“Danielle, you must hurry.  Alarr will be arriving any moment and we still need to ready 

you for him,” Valeria said.  Danielle had always loved and respected Valeria, so beautiful and 

with such a wondrous heart.  She always looked upon her as a motherly figure, as did all of their 

close community.  She was someone Danielle could turn to when she needed advice.  Valeria 

could be relied upon to provide her assistance and opinions to all that required them, but with the 

warning that they shouldn’t ask, if they didn’t really want to hear it.  At times, her advice could 

be harsh, but it was always given in the spirit of love.  Danielle would never have felt 

comfortable turning to her Goddess mother for such guidance.  Freya was completely beyond 

such things. 

The binding chain ceremony had taken place only a few hours earlier in the presence of 

Freya with everyone of importance in attendance.  It seemed no one dared miss the joining of the 

demi-goddess and a high ranking officer of the Freyodin Warriors.  Chain bonding oneself to 

another was a serious matter indeed.  It was a commitment to be bound through mind, body and 

soul for the rest of your immortal life.  It was not a step to be taken lightly, if at all. 

Danielle had been in love with Alarr Janssen for as long as she could recall and she 

couldn’t believe her dreams were coming to light.  She remembered the first time she had met 

him.  Such a mighty brave warrior, he’d caught her eye immediately.  He is everything I’ve ever 

wanted in a man.  He was gorgeous, of course, in every way that a Viking warrior could be, 

strong with a powerfully built muscular body.  He always respected her as a woman, not just a 

fellow warrior.  Daniel had always hated that she was the physically strongest of the female 

warriors and that all of the males looked upon her as too manly…even going as far as 

nicknaming her ‘Dani’, knowing she hated it.  I am not a man! I have womanly feelings, too. 

She took a deep fortifying breath and straightening her spine with resolve, she said, 

“Alright, Valeria, I put myself into your hands.  I know you’ll make me feminine and beautiful.  

If you could manage somewhat sexy, too, I’d be forever grateful.  I want Alarr to be so beside 



himself with lust that he will never for a moment regret falling in love with me and becoming my 

bonded mate.” 

Valeria stopped brushing the new bride’s long blonde hair, sighed and cupped her face 

with her hands.  “Danielle, you are so gorgeous, why would you ever doubt it?  Being strong, 

does not reflect all that you are.  My dear girl, I hope in time you will come to believe it and see 

the woman that I see in you.”  She removed her hands and turned her forward again to resume 

brushing.  “Now.  We’ve had this conversation before.  Time is fleeting and we must get you 

ready.”  Valeria wished Danielle had more confidence in herself.  Despite her size and strength, 

she really was a truly beautiful woman.  “Here, let’s put on the beautiful nightrail that your 

mother gifted to you, then we will quickly braid your silky hair.” 

Thankful for the blazing fire that was chasing away some of the chills rippling along her 

skin, Danielle lifted the nightrail that she would receive her newly bonded mate in.  She had to 

admit, the nightrail was the most beautiful garment she had ever seen, other than her ceremonial 

gown.  She slipped it over her head and admired its beauty.  Its sheer flowing panels draped over 

her sensuous curves in the most alluring way. 

With her hair intricately braided in several long blonde locks and settled over one 

shoulder, Valeria drew Danielle’s attention to the reflection in the tall gilded mirror that sat in 

one corner of the stone floored room.  “There now, look, Danielle.  See how beautiful you are.  

Alarr will see you as you are, truly stunning.” 

“Oh, Valeria, you are so talented.  Thank you for assisting me this evening.  It means 

more to me than I can ever say.”  With an excited yelp of a young girl she continued, “I can’t 

wait for him to see me.”  As she admired the sight of herself, the sound of approaching footsteps 

invaded the room.  Revelry turned to hurried anticipation.  “Quickly, I hear him coming up the 

stairway.”  She gave a quick hug to her warrior sister. 

As Valeria opened the door to exit the room, before her stood the quintessential form of a 

Viking warrior.  Standing proud, strong and sure, Alarr inquired, “May I enter?  Is my lady ready 

for me?” 

“Hello, Alarr, I was just leaving.  Yes, Danielle is waiting for you inside,” Valeria said as 

she quietly turned towards the stone steps and made her exit.  She hoped this night would be 

everything Danielle wished for and that Alarr would be gentle with her.  Danielle may be as 

strong as a man in battle, but the ways of a woman and love were physically unknown to her. 



 

***** 

 

Entering his room, Alarr immediately saw Danielle standing before the hearth.  She 

breathed deeply of the subtle scents of beeswax candles and citrus wreaths that hung in the air 

attempting to sooth and calm herself, but the sight of him resurrected chills throughout her body.  

“Danielle, you are so lovely,” he said as he took the few steps needed to reach her. 

She shyly looked into his eyes unable to hide her apprehension.  He wrapped his arms 

around her waist and gently hugged her to him.  Slowly, he lifted her chin as he leaned down to 

give her a sweet kiss.  Wetting her own lips with the tip of her pink tongue, she met his kiss with 

her own tenderness and all trepidation within her melted away. 

Sensing her assent to move forward, he deepened the kiss, invading her mouth more 

forcefully and slowly backed her towards the bed in the center of the room.  Momentarily 

breaking their kiss, he gently began to lift her nightrail to bear her beautiful body.  Her breasts 

were high and firm.  Her skin light and creamy with curves belonging to a woman, not a warrior. 

Oh Goddess, how I love this man, Danielle thought as Alarr lowered her to the bedding. 

Although, some rumors amongst the warriors and community speculated otherwise, she 

believed Alarr had come to love her for herself, not due to her position as the daughter of the 

Goddess.  Oh, how blessed I am! 

Alarr trailed kisses down her jaw to her throat, kissing, nipping and licking down to 

where her pulse beat rapidly.  He stroked his hands caressingly down around her breasts cupping 

and lightly pinching her nipples.  She gasped taking in the musky scent of his skin and couldn’t 

stop the moan that escaped caused by his ministrations.  His sweet touches made her body ache 

and long for more.  Kissing his way down to her breasts he took a nipple into his mouth, lightly 

suckling one and then the other, bringing them to an almost painful peak. 

Alarr moved his right hand down to curve around her hip and on to the center of her 

thighs, the place on her body that she most ached.  She was so wet and ready for him, her body 

felt as if on fire.  Danielle’s passionate moans turned into whimpers.  “All will be well, Danielle, 

I will be as gentle as I can be,” Alarr consoled, interpreting her whimpers as hesitation.   

Alarr leaned back and looked at her hungrily, taking in the vision of her most precious 

part between her thighs, and quickly divested himself of his clothing.  Lids heavy with desire, 



Danielle forced her eyes open to watch as Alarr began kissing his way up her body.  As he rose 

above her, she admired the wonder of his broad shoulders and sleek blonde hair as it fell to 

curtain around her face.  Lowering himself to take her in another breathless kiss, he gently 

worked himself into her innocent core.  As she felt the sharp sting of him penetrating her barrier, 

her only thoughts were of her love for him and the future that they would forge together.  Their 

passion grew and peaked, each crying out their pleasure as Alarr bit into the pulsing vein at her 

throat.  As he fed on her blood and drew the physic sexual energy he required, she felt the pull of 

the chains they had donned during the binding ceremony, cementing their consummation.  A 

feeling of unity came over Danielle as she shuddered in Alarr’s strong and steady arms. 

She mentally reached out to him to test their newly formed connection.  “Oh, Alarr, how 

long I have waited for this…for you.” 

“So have I, Danielle.” 

As Alarr rolled onto his side tucking Danielle in the crook of his arm, he slowly caressed 

her back.  “Isn’t this strange?  I can hear what you’re thinking and feeling,” Danielle projected 

through her thoughts.  “Can you hear how happy I am at this very moment, Alarr?” 

“Yes, Danielle.  As am I.” 

Sated from their shared passion, she sleepily replied, “Oh, Alarr, we will love each other 

forever.  Goodnight, my love.” 

“Sleep well, Danielle.” 

As Danielle closed her eyes entering her slumber and being dragged deeply down into the 

oblivion of sleep, she caught a last escaping thought from Alarr, “I’ve secured my station…Won’t 

feel guilty…I know I’ll come to truly love her in time…” 

 

***** 

 

As Danielle awoke the next morning, she realized that she was alone in their bed.  Alarr 

had already left for preparation of the coming battle.  Memories of his last thoughts slammed 

into her, tormenting her.  She couldn’t believe he had chosen the binding with her for anything 

less than love.  Goddess!  This meant forever!  Anything less would mean an eternity of misery.  

She realized binding with her would raise his status in their ranks but believed his intentions to 

be honorable.  She was a fool to think any man could truly love her.  Unfortunately, she had no 



more time to ponder her situation now.  She had to ready herself for battle against the demon 

Huldrekall and join the others.  They must retrieve the Eye of Odin at all costs. 

Rising to don her battle gear, Danielle knew that her confrontation with Alarr would have 

to be delayed until after the battle.  She hoped he would reassure her that she was wrong.  She 

clung to that hope and steeled herself for the battle ahead. 

She made her way outside the castle searching for a glimpse of Alarr and was unable to 

mentally connect with him.  Finding none, she put up her own mental barrier, marched with her 

fellow warriors, gathering on the shore of the North Sea. 

With the roar of the battle cry rising around her, she put all thoughts of betrayal out of her 

mind and engaged the enemy demons with the ferocity of the true warrior that she was.  Slicing 

through the fray with her mighty sword.  A sword forged for her alone that was spelled to aid her 

in her efforts as a Freyodin Warrior.  A weapon that had been bestowed upon her by the Goddess 

of war herself.  No one else could make the weapon perform as she could. 

The battle raged on and on.  It seemed almost insurmountable.  Danielle watched as many 

of her fellow Shieldmaidens, friends and warriors lie wounded and dying around her.  Blood and 

death were everywhere.  She saw Emeline and other healers racing about attending the wounded.  

Wand wielders used their magic spells to amplify the strengths of others.  Shields threw up their 

protection spells all around.  Even Myste, with her hair flowing black as night, was raining down 

thunderbolts side by side with Thunder.  But there seemed no end in sight and no greater battle 

had been fought with such cost. 

Refusing defeat, she battled on with her mighty sword until an unbearable pain racked 

through her entire body.  It felt as though her soul was being ripped from her being.  With an 

agonizing scream, she fell to her knees and knew nothing more… 

 

***** 

 

Danielle started and opened her eyes, waking in a cold clammy sweat.  She was still in 

flight.  She tried to push down the bitter memories and wounds of her past that the dream had 

awakened.  Multitudes had died that day, including Alarr, and the Eye of Odin was never 

recovered.  Lost, they said.  But at least the demon horde didn’t still have possession of it.  Better 

lost than in their hands.  The horrors on earth would be endless. 



Because of their bonding, she had felt Alarr’s death immediately.  Although his body was 

never found, she felt it in her soul that he was no more.  She wrapped her fingers around the 

chain still located around her neck, where it would stay, removable only upon death.  A reminder 

of her bitterness and the resentment she harbors, of who she is and the position of her life that 

haunts her, keeping her from being the ordinary woman she wishes to be, immortal or not. 

I never wanted to be a demi-goddess anyway. 

All the perks seemed to be on the negative side and she’d gladly give it up any day.  But 

no one offered her the option of picking door number two.  Unfortunately, life, or in this case, 

immortality, just wasn’t a game show. 

 

***** 



Chapter Three 

 

 

 

This was the location in Zahara's vision.  As Freya had foretold, she could feel the 

presence of the binding chain in the area.  She was in the right place. 

She breathed in the salty sea air and was thankful for the shrouded cover of night.  The 

moon was not shining its brightest as the clouded skies obscured its pathway toward the earth’s 

surface.  Very few stars were visible in the smoky tinted heavens.  She wouldn’t need to utilize 

her shadowing skills that normally would cloak her from the view of unsuspecting mortals. 

Or would she?  She knew she was alone in the sense that no mortals were about, but 

something was near.  Something not quite ominous or threatening, but a presence none the less.  

Whatever it was, it masked its existence successfully like an unseen specter, with an almost non-

existent manifestation. 

Or maybe it was just her imagination, because Danielle had a great sense…of the 

paranormal or otherwise, and being paranormal herself assured her of that.  She was probably 

just spooking herself because of this assignment.  If you could really call it an assignment.  

Moreover, it was her duty to retrieve the binding chain.  A duty she dreaded more than ever after 

reliving the horrid past via her nightmare on the plane.  Too bad she couldn’t get one of the guys 

to erase that particular memory.  But that neat little trick wouldn’t work on her. 

Yes, that’s what it was.  Just her nerves working overtime.  Best to get on with it then. 

After a quick reconnaissance of the building and surrounding area, Danielle determined 

there were no guards or alarms to disarm.  That was a promising sign.  This mission might play 

out easier than expected.  Goddess, I love a quickie.  She snickered quietly to herself, glad that 

her mood had improved somewhat.  Nobody liked a ‘Debbie Downer,’ or in this case a ‘Downer 

Danielle”. 

With a deep breath and a quick shiver to dispel the lack of confidence she felt about this 

assignment, she grabbed her tool kit from inside her leather coat and proceeded to pick the lock 

of the solid steel door in front of her.  She preferred not to trace into unknown buildings.  Safety 

first.  Being immortal is no excuse for carelessness.  Running into something hard or sharp in the 

dark could be a real bitch.  Besides, it hurt. 



Entering the pitch black warehouse with caution, she immediately regretted not having 

the forethought to bring one of the guys along to be her eyes and ears on this one.  She could 

have used a pair of those wondrous preternatural eyes right now.  Why didn’t I get that nifty little 

gift?  Because you’re not a vampire, dip shit!  Alright, this was no time for jealousy.  Ahh, but 

Ghost would have been especially useful with his invisibility skills.  Another thing she’d never 

have.  She’d have to give herself a good ass-kicking later, but for now, she had a job to do.  She 

was just too disturbed by the discovery of Alarr’s binding chain, and all that it might imply, to 

think clearly enough to have handled this mission on her own.  Berating herself once again, she 

realized that she really had to get her head in the game.  Oh well, she’d just have to enter blindly, 

or rather with her standard issued flashlight. 

With a click, she was able to maneuver around the room enough to see tall, metal 

shelving lining the walls laden with objects that had been retrieved from the site where the 

digging was taking place.  In the middle of the room, long worktables ran parallel to one another 

down the length of the room.  Archeological tools for examination, along with a few finds in 

various stages of cleaning cluttered on the surfaces.  Knowing the chain was somewhere nearby, 

she wished she had another nifty little gift, like an alien tracking beam would be really nifty 

about now.  She snickered to herself. 

Supposing this was as good a place to start as any other in her search, she perused the 

shelves and tables as quickly and quietly as possible, but saw nothing remotely resembling what 

she sought.  Albeit, there sure was a lot of dirt and dust.  She felt the overwhelming need for a 

coughing fit, but managed to hold it in.  Bins full of dirt, covered by what she thought to be 

straining screens of some sort, sat haphazardly around the room.  Obviously used for sifting of 

smaller objects.  Didn’t even play in the dirt when I was little, now I have to go through all of 

this?  Yuck! 

Even as stealthy as she was, she knew she was busted when bright light suddenly flooded 

the darkened room. 

Oh well, can’t win them all, she thought as she turned, armed and ready for confrontation, 

toward a deep, rich, male voice clearing his throat.  When she met his gaze, she got lost in the 

abyss of his deep blue eyes. 

  Wow.  He’s beautiful.  He was unarmed and didn’t look threatening.  Shirtless and clad 

only in rumpled pajama pants, she took him in from head to toe.  His sandy blonde hair was 



disheveled with a bad case of bedhead syndrome and a strong, square jaw that needed a shave.  

Then there was that mouth…that very kissable mouth, whose lips tilted upward in a quirk 

showing a bit of curiosity.  Intrigued she continued her gaze downward admiring the tanned 

muscular build of his bare chest.  Hairless, I like it.  She could see the definition of every sinewy 

muscle, his flat stomach, then the fine arrowing of hair below leading to a pronounced V shape 

of his hips pointing the way to a nice sized bulge at half-mast that was strategically hidden by his 

pajama pants - until it twitched slightly under her gaze. 

“Are you quite finished?” he inquired very calmly. 

Snapping back to reality, she replied, “Excuse me?”  She realized she had completely 

forgotten to try and shadow herself or trace out of there.  Oops. 

“Checking me out.  Have you seen enough yet?  Or should I turn around and give you the 

full tour?  And while we’re at it, who are you and what are you doing in my facility?”  Aaron 

didn’t feel the least bit threatened but was definitely intrigued.  What was this black leather clad 

beauty doing sneaking around here? 

“Firstly, I wasn’t checking you out,” she lied unconvincingly.  “Secondly, my name is 

Danielle and I’m looking for something I’ve lost that belongs to me,” she confessed, not 

knowing why she offered so much information.  Goddess, she felt so embarrassed, which was 

kind of pissing her off.  She could feel the reddened flames crawling up her neck and onto her 

face, so wishing he’d turn the lights back off.  She should just conk the guy on the head and 

continue her search unimpeded, but for some reason she was drawn into the conversation, almost 

compelled.  I’m so screwed. 

Widening his stance, he folded his arms across the front of his chest displaying 

beautifully defined biceps and raised his eyebrow into an expression of disbelief, staring 

narrowly at her.  “You were so checking me out, Danielle.”  He realized sarcasm wouldn’t get 

them anywhere so he changed his tactics.  “What is it that you’ve lost?  Perhaps I can assist you 

in finding it,” he offered. 

“Believe me, if I was checking you out, you’d know it, buddy,” she threw back sassily at 

him placing her hands on her slender hips.  This was a distraction she didn't need.  A gorgeous 

distraction, but a distraction none the less.  She had to keep her mind on the mission and find the 

chain. 

Realizing he was starting to annoy her and enjoying it, he continued the banter in a 



playful manner.  “Oh, I’m absolutely positive, and turnabouts fair play,” he chuckled slightly 

then began to move toward her, slowly making his way nearer to his would-be burglar.  

Obviously, he wasn’t the least bit apprehensive of Danielle’s unexpected presence, but then he 

didn’t realize he was confronting an immortal warrior with superhuman strength. 

Again, she zoned out and stared glassy eyed at him.  All she noticed was the sleek, sexy 

swagger in the way he moved towards her.  Holy Hell, what is wrong with me.  Concentrate! 

With one hand on her concealed weapon, Danielle braced herself, widened her stance and 

put up the other hand in front of her signaling him to stop.  “Hold it right there.  Don’t come any 

closer.  I wouldn’t want to have to hurt you.” 

Although she had a veritable arsenal hidden in her leathers, hurting him was the very last 

thing on her mind at the moment, unless it was in a very good way.  This was so not the time to 

have a John Cougar Mellencamp melody running through her head.  She sure didn’t want to 

bruise the merchandise so she’d just have to play it cool and hope to get out of here as quickly as 

possible.  Then she’d get Ghost to come back with her to continue the search.  Thunder would 

just have to understand about the delay, somehow… 

As he walked toward her, he blatantly ogled her body by making a mental account and 

cataloging ever detail to memory.  She was quite tall for a woman.  He estimated her to be about 

five foot ten, with true hour glass curves.  Beautiful blond hair streaked with red and brown 

highlights which was braided and hung down to the small of her back, penetrating hazel eyes that 

were once more appraising his physical attributes with interest, and she must have had that black 

leather outfit custom made because it looked like she’d been sewn into it.  The black vest 

revealed a pair of the most beautiful breasts he’d ever seen, or at least they would, if she’d let 

him remove it.  She certainly wasn’t one of his crew or workers and she didn’t look like she 

belonged around here in any fashion.  Although he wasn’t normally the type to consistently 

peruse the fairer sex, he would have noticed this one for sure. 

“No need to get violent, Danielle.  I’m not going to hurt you.”  He wondered if the 

woman had actual training or if she was relying on some community self-defense type course 

that had been given by her local police or fire department.  By looking at her, he guessed it 

wasn’t the latter.  He threw his hands up in surrender and continued to come nearer, stopping 

with only an arm’s length between them.  He could smell her scent even through the stale dust 

filled air that surrounded them.  Vanilla and spice.  Intriguing. 



“Not even a concern on my part, mister.  So, what’s the verdict?”  Danielle swept her 

arms out in front of herself as if she was a merchandise model on a game show and her body was 

the display.  She still refused to admit she had started the obvious ogling.  Maybe if she just 

moved on and concentrated on his… 

“I’m afraid I may insult my own intelligence by answering that question and offend you 

in the process, which I really don’t care to do either of.  I must insist on reserving judgment at 

the moment.  Further investigation and analysis is required to provide a satisfactory and more 

accurate report.” 

Danielle just stared, unsure of what to say, which was very un-Danielle like.  Normally, 

her smartass comments seemed to be readily available without much thought at all.  She couldn’t 

recall ever feeling this disoriented, especially in the presence of a man.  And what a delicious 

man. 

“Listen, nothing seems to be disturbed here so I don’t believe there’s any reason to 

involve the authorities or anything.”  He paused for a moment trying to judge her reaction to the 

situation, but she continued her doe eyed stare.  Then he smiled at her.  And it was a lovely 

smile, a genuine smile, not one usually given by such an attractive, confident looking man.  Not 

one of those Yes-I’m-Gorgeous-And-You-Know-You-Want-Me smiles. 

"Let me introduce myself.  I’m Dr. Aaron Janson.  I’m an archeologist from the 

University of Oregon, in the United States.  And you are currently standing in my storage and 

research facility.” 

Danielle accepted and lightly shook the hand that he offered.  “Very nice to meet you, Dr. 

Janson.” 

“And you, as well, Danielle..?” Aaron said fishing for a last name. 

“Please, just call me Danielle.”  Then with curiosity she added, “You’re very far from 

home.  What’s so important that brings you all this way to dig in the dirt?” 

“I’m here in search of an ancient relic.” 

“Hah!  Somehow I knew you’d say that.  Isn’t that pretty much always the case for 

archeologists?” she chuckled but then quickly recovered.  “I’m sorry.  May I ask what this 

ancient relic might be?” 

He saw no reason not to tell her.  She did look rather tough in her black leather get-up, 

but was surely no threat.  And she was oh so sexy, too.  Thinking with his other brain, he pressed 



on with his explanation. 

 “Sure.  It’s called the Eye of Odin which is rumored to have been lost somewhere in this 

vicinity around eight hundred years ago.” 

She immediately jolted back to her senses as if a lightning bolt had zapped her right in 

the ass.  “You’re searching for what?” Danielle asked in a surprised elevated voice, not truly 

believing what she’d just heard. 

“The Eye of Odin.  Local folklore and legend tells that there was a mythical battle around 

1200 AD in which the Eye of Odin was lost and never recovered.  I know it’s a long shot, but 

I’ve recently uncovered information that leads me to believe that the battle was not so mythical 

after all and the Eye really exists.  Hence, my presence in your fair country.” 

Holy shit!  This is worse than we thought.  He’s looking for the EOD.  Not to be confused 

with WMDs, but just as potent.  She couldn’t let him get his hands on the Eye of Odin.  

Somehow, he was correct in his knowledge that it had been missing ever since that mythical 

battle he referred to, which of course wasn’t mythical at all.  But just how did he know?  No 

mortals knew. 

“Okaayyy, Dr. Janson,” she sing-songed whimsically.  After a brief pause and further 

thought she continued, “Maybe I can be of help to you.  I’m sort of from around here, you know, 

my relatives and all.  We go waaaay back.”  Chuckle. Chuckle.  “I might be able to provide some 

insight or information that may be useful in your search.  Who better to know the local legends 

of the area?  I’d like it if you’d allow me to hang around a bit and help out.”  She really hoped he 

bought her feigned interest.  She had to locate the chain and didn’t believe he had even the 

slightest chance of finding the EOD. 

“Please, just call me Aaron, and I think I’d really enjoy having you around to give me a 

hand.”   Boy, would he?  He wasn’t quite sure what this sudden attraction was or why he was 

speaking in tacky double entendres, but he wasn’t getting any more sleep tonight and he sure as 

hell didn’t want Danielle to leave.  If he let her go, he may never find her again and he’d like the 

opportunity to get to know her better.  Much better.  “You can start first thing in the morning.” 

“Sure, that sounds great.  I’ll just be going now,” she said quickly, hoping to escape 

unscathed and before he came to his senses and had her arrested.  Well, tried to have her arrested 

anyway.  She passed by him quickly heading toward the exit she’d broken into earlier to leave. 

“Wait, you never told me what you lost and were looking for.  I’d still like to return the 



favor and assist you in your quest.” 

“It’s an unusual piece of jewelry.”  Wondering how best to put this to make it sound like 

a legitimate excuse, she continued, “A family heirloom, a chain, actually. One that I lost around 

here a while back.”   Like eight hundred years back.  “Figured that if you and your crew were 

digging around the area, you might have stumbled upon it.  I’d sure like to retrieve it, if 

possible.”  She pasted a semi-sweet smile on her face.  She had a feeling this relationship was 

going to be chocked full of half-truths. 

“A chain, huh?  Could you be a little more specific?” he inquired with curiosity. 

“Yea, as I said, it’s very unusual.  Made from a rare metal and it sort of… glows.”  Then 

she quickly added, “Well, actually it wouldn’t be glowing now.”  She hoped he didn’t put too 

much stock into the ‘glowing’ remark.  Why can’t I keep my big mouth shut? 

“It must be very meaningful to you to go through all this trouble.  You could have simply 

asked, you know.”  Aaron was full of sincerity and it was obvious that he truly meant his offer. 

She shrugged her shoulders, rolled her eyes and replied, “I’m not the type to do anything 

simply.  I’m the more adventurous type.”  When he didn’t respond, she continued, “So, anything 

like that happen to be found at your dig site yet?” 

”I’m not sure.  My workers brought in some items today that I haven’t been able to 

examine yet.  They still need to be cleaned, sorted and cataloged, but we could take a quick look, 

if you’d like.”  This was as good an excuse as any to enjoy even more of her company, and he 

looked forward to the task ahead.    With the closer proximity, he might even get the opportunity 

to touch her at some point. Accidentally, of course.  “They’re right over here,” he shared as he 

moved to the far end of the worktable closest to him.  “Please, join me.”  He crooked his finger 

in her direction beckoning her to him. 

Danielle sidled up next to him, feeling the heat his body exuded.  She breathed in his 

scent.  Spicy, earthy and all male.  Yum.  She had the oddest feeling that she’d met him before.  

He reminded her of someone…  She just wasn’t quite sure yet though who that might be. 

Aaron lifted several small items and began supplying various facts about each.  He 

obviously loved his work and was apparently very good at it, but most of what he said went right 

over Danielle’s head.  Not only because she was ignorant about the subject matter, but because 

her attraction was definitely getting in the way and making it difficult to focus on what he was 

actually saying.  She did enjoy watching his sensuous mouth though.  Thank Goddess there 



wouldn’t be a test later. 

Unfortunately, their search was fruitless, but with Aaron’s invitation to help out around 

the dig site, she wouldn’t get a better opportunity to continue with her own search.  Freya had 

insisted on its recovery and she didn’t want to piss off dear old Mom.  With that thought, she 

realized she needed to retreat and report on all she’d discovered, no matter how much she 

enjoyed the current view.  There was more at stake now than just the binding chain.  They had to 

discover just how close Aaron was and stop him from actually finding the Eye of Odin, or at the 

very least, retrieve it the moment he located it, if it really had ended up at this location.  She 

wondered just where he got his information, but would have to focus on that later.  No need to 

make him too suspicious. 

By sensuously stretching with her arms raised and bent behind her head, thereby jutting 

out her firmly pebbled breasts for his viewing pleasure, Danielle stifled a fake yawn and tried to 

excuse herself for the evening. No reason not to leave him with something to think about.  

“Thank you so much for helping me tonight,” she said.  “I apologize for not taking a more 

practical approach in my quest.”  Not.  She ambled toward the door adding a little sexy strut to 

her movements and, with a last perusal over her shoulder, she threw back, “I’ll see you in the 

morning.” 

Regretting that she was leaving and not knowing quite what to say, he spit out, “We get 

started bright and early around here.  I, uh, look forward to tomorrow.  Do you need a lift 

home?” 

“No thanks.  I’ve got my own transportation.”  With that she quickly exited the building, 

shot around the corner and disappeared.  Literally. 

For Aaron, morning couldn’t come soon enough. 

 


