
 

 

 

 

CHAPTER ONE 

 

 

 

It was the hardest goddamn thing he’d ever had to do. 

His gut clenched and he felt as if someone was ripping out his heart from his chest cavity 

with a million red hot pokers as he softly closed the door for the final time and began to force his 

feet to trudge down the cement walkway.  The pressure encompassing his head would surely 

explode at any moment and his vision blurred, making it impossible to decipher the jagged 

cracks on the pavement below.  The brilliant early morning sky above him resembled a 

kaleidoscope bursting upon the horizon, but all he could see was the gloomy grays burrowing his 

feet.  Oh Goddess, why did it have to hurt so much?  Why did he have to feel so much?  He 

hadn’t intended for this to happen, hadn’t planned it.  But it did.  Like it was preordained, 

predestined or something utterly unavoidable.  He wished he’d had Zahara’s gifts of sight and 

visions to forewarn him of this insufferable mistake.  He’d gladly go back and undo it all to stop 

this torture he alone must bear. 

Wait!  No!  That’s not right.  Never. 

Never would he forget, nor would he regret.  This was his path to travel and it had been 

so blessedly sweet while it lasted.  Somehow, he’d try to remember the happier moments when it 

became too hard to deal.  Like now.  He’d have to find a way to separate the pain from the 

memories.  Somehow. 

He attempted that now as his thoughts drifted to last night… 

 

***** 

 

It took everything he had within him to hold his emotions in check.  This was their last 

night together and she couldn’t know it.  If all went well, he’d keep it together long enough to 

use his gift of enthrallment to carefully extract all memory of him and their time together from 

her mind.  He had to do it.  It was the only way he could think to spare her the pain.  She 



 

 

 

 

deserved a better life.  Although letting her go would hurt worse than the pain of a thousand 

scorpion strikes upon his flesh, he knew it was the right thing to do.  For her sake. 

Thunder was right.  His leader had commanded him to end the relationship.  The 

relationship that should not have gotten as far as it did, especially in such a short time span.  

The warriors could dabble in sexual adventure with mortals but lasting relationships were 

forbidden.  It was too great a threat to their secret existence. 

Even though she was incredibly mature for her age, in reality she was only eighteen 

years of age.  She was finishing her first year at college and her life had just begun.  He was no 

match for her.  Only through the grace of the gods was he living out his second existence as a 

Freyodin Warrior.  A life she knew naught and could never be a part of. 

But knowing this hadn’t kept him from falling in love with her.  Falling hard and fast.  

And now he must end it.  But he would make love to her…one last time.  That is what he must 

think on for now. 

“Rebecca,” he murmured against the soft shell of her ear while running his strong hands 

up and down the length of her long, slender legs.  He continued his slow exploration of her body 

as they lay naked together, memorizing every curve, bend and dip of her.  Just as he would take 

her memories away, he wanted his memories to last until his last breath. 

Rebecca’s passion heightened almost to the point of madness. “Ben, stop teasing me,” 

she begged.  She was the only person he allowed to call him by his given name.  The name he 

answered to when he was mortal.  “Please.”  Her plea was a warm rasping whisper across his 

skin as she nuzzled into the crook of his neck. 

“In due time, my love.  We have all night.” 

“No, Ben.  I need you now.”  She writhed against him trying to find purchase and force 

him to cease his gentle ministrations, to touch her where she needed him most.  She wanted his 

rough hands on her, in her.  His mouth doing all the things she so loved that sent her soaring to 

the clouds. 

“And you have me now,” he teased with a slight laugh, refusing her request.  He 

continued with his light strokes up and down the sides of her ribs, barely brushing the underside 

of her breasts. 



 

 

 

 

“Stop mocking me.”  She playfully swatted on his powerfully muscular chest then ran her 

hand down his perfect stomach.  His torso was hard as granite and she bit her bottom lip to stop 

from moaning as she let that hand fall lower, taking a firm grasp of his cock.  Also granite hard. 

Vex growled against her throat as he involuntarily thrust up into her hand.  Only she 

could ring such intense reactions out of him so easily.  “You’re not playing fair, love.  But two 

can play that game,” he warned.  Then he bit down on her tender flesh where her neck and 

shoulder met with just the right amount of teeth and pressure.  Just enough pleasure and pain 

that he knew would make her squirm with need even more.  He knew all of her erogenous zones 

intimately and planned to draw them out. 

Tonight, he would explore, savor and commit to memory every part of her, every sound, 

sigh, cry or pant that emitted from her lips, the way she moved above and beneath him, how she 

felt as her silky core surrounded him, the feel of her hands and lips on his eager body, the look of 

rapture on her face as she came apart in his arms.  He wanted everything emblazoned in his 

mind so that he might recall it on the long lonely nights ahead of him. 

He gave her what she wanted, entering her core in maddeningly measured increments.  

He made love to her languidly, tenderly, passionately.  Long lingering kisses, slow deliberate 

strokes inside of her, building her desire unhurriedly to a fever pitch that caused her to beg for 

relief.  When she could finally take no more, he plunged harder, faster, and rose himself above 

her to view her beautiful face as she reached her peak, crying out his name.  The feel of her inner 

muscles contracting around him forced him to relinquish his own control.  He joined her in his 

own release, filling her with his seed, his heart and his soul with a gut wrenching cry. 

Vex immediately gathered her to him, holding on so tightly, his body refused to let her go.  

It was too hard and he was too emotionally raw, but he knew he had no choice, so he quickly 

pulled himself together and fixed a false smile on his face.  Fortunately, she still floated in her 

bliss and his blunder hadn’t given him away. 

They laughed, talked and made love several more times before dawn.  As Rebecca drifted 

off to sleep wrapped tightly in Vex’s arms, she murmured, “Thank you, Ben.  It was a wonderful, 

unforgettable night.  You know I love you, right?”  Her long tawny eyelashes fluttered slowly 

down to rest on her cheeks. 



 

 

 

 

“Yes, Rebecca.  I know.  I love you, too, and I shall never forget,” he answered her 

though he doubted she was cognizant enough to hear it. 

He would hold her while she slept this one last time, as he began the agonizing task of 

making her forget… 

 

***** 

 

At least she wouldn’t suffer.  He took solace in that.  She’d never recall the times he held 

her in his arms.  Kissing her sweet lips until they were swollen with desire.  Molding her supple 

curves perfectly into his hard yearning body.  Bringing her to completion again and again as she 

cried out his name.  A cry that would haunt him for eternity. 

The godsdamn eternity he had to face…alone…without her. 

No, there was no going back.  Even if he could.  Why had he finally found love as he’d 

never known before just to have it viciously wrenched away?  Fate had played a cruel, cruel joke 

on this poor excuse of a man.  But he wasn’t just a man any longer.  Hadn’t been for well over 

one hundred years.  He’d bravely died a man on that World War I battlefield in 1918, protecting 

all that he loved and treasured at the time.  Then they had saved him.  Gave him a choice to go 

on.  To fight for all mankind and not just those that he cared for in his small portion of the world.  

They offered him life…immortal life…and brought him over, training and turning him into a 

warrior. 

Would he still make that same choice today?  Knowing all that he would lose and all that 

he would yet have to endure?  Every fiery nerve, strained tendon and cramping, clenching 

muscle in his body, especially his traitorous heart, screamed No!  But his soul admitted defeat.  

Yes, yes…always yes.  Odin informed him that there was no shame in rejecting the offer, no 

shame in choosing to take his well-earned rest in the eternity hereafter.  He had already proven 

his exceptional bravery and honor and those qualities made him a candidate for serving humanity 

as a Freyodin Warrior. 

Realization dawned as he stared blindly at the ground with no care as to where his 

footfalls were taking him.  Fate had not determined the course of what was to be his long life.  



 

 

 

 

He himself had and he knew he couldn’t blame fate or anyone else for his own mistakes.  No, she 

wasn’t a mistake.  Never that.  He had chosen to break the rules and fall in love with a mortal.  

Not intentionally, of course, but it had happened none the less.  And he would have to bear the 

consequences…alone. 

“Hey, there you are, man.”  The deep Southern Mississippi drawl brought him out of the 

depth of his momentary sorrows. 

Vex’s head whipped up to meet the aqua blue gaze of his fellow warrior leaning against 

his car at the curb, but he said nothing.  Justice had been his closet friend for more than twenty 

five years now and wouldn’t expect a reply after seeing the sorry state he was sure he reflected.  

At six foot four, Vex’s frame should have stood proudly two full inches over his friend’s, but in 

his current solemnly stature, he was anything but. 

“I thought I might find you here,” he continued as he uncrossed his arms from his broad 

chest and pushed himself away from his resting spot.  “Thought you might need a ride 

after…uh…”  His voice slowed and trailed away without finishing the thought as he looked first 

downward and then off into the distance.  Anywhere but Vex’s tormented eyes. 

“Thanks,” he mumbled raking his fingers over his scalp through his long flaxen hair.  It 

was a nervous habit and an instant tell that all wasn’t right in Vex’s little world.  A habit he 

could never break himself of whenever he was preoccupied or stressed that left the shorter hair 

surrounding his face standing up on end in a spiked, bedhead fashion. 

Without another word, Justice skirted around the front of the car and sat down in the 

driver’s seat, placing his hand on the key in the ignition.  Vex follow suit and took his place in 

the passenger’s seat, not bothering to buckle up.  There wasn’t much that could end his miserable 

existence, but a beheading through a car windshield would certainly do the trick well enough. 

Justice stared straight ahead at the row of houses that banked either side of the street, a 

hardness claiming his jaw as he clamped his teeth tightly together trying to bite back the words.  

“Are you okay?” 

Vex’s gaze matched the direction of his friend’s, but the fog centered in his mind left him 

blindly staring at nothing but a white haze.  “I guess.  I mean, I don’t have a choice, do I?  I 

didn’t have a choice in any of this.” 



 

 

 

 

Together, Justice and Vex were known as the World War Buddies, as Justice had been 

brought over during World War II.  They seemed to be naturally drawn to each other and had 

become and remained fast friends since that time.  Justice wanted to reassure his friend, to be 

there to help alleviate his pain in some way.  He wasn’t quite sure how he would do that, as he’d 

never really felt that strongly for a female, but for his friend, he wanted to try. 

“No, I don’t believe you did.  We don’t have much choice who we fall in love with, I 

suppose.”  He paused and silence followed like a heavy weight within the confines of the 

vehicle.  “For what it’s worth, I’m sorry…and I’m here for you, brother…” 

Through his peripheral vision, Justice watched Vex nod his head silently. 

“Where would you like to go now?”  Oddly, his fingers were still wrapped around the 

key in the ignition as if frozen in time. 

“Anywhere.  Just drive,” he managed.  As his sorrow turned to a simmering rage he 

hoped they’d run into the Huldrekall.  Beating a demon or two viciously to death sounded like 

something he needed right about now. 

Justice turned the car’s engine over and slowly pulled away from the curb leaving behind 

Vex’s crushed heart and dreams of a love unfulfilled, tattered among the debris of dead fallen 

leaves on the street below. 

 

***** 

 

CHAPTER TWO 

 

 

 

Ten Years Later… 

“Yes, Rebecca.  I know.  I love you, too, and I shall never forget.” 

“Wait!  No!  Don’t go.  Please.  Please, come back.” 

Becca Forrester’s own sobbing screams woke her as she shot suddenly upright in her bed, 

fighting amongst the twisted cotton sheets she found herself tangled within.  Her heart beat 



 

 

 

 

erratically against her aching chest, pulse racing as if she’d just completed a marathon, sweat 

running in rivulets down her brow and between her breasts and the remnants of salty tears at the 

corners of her mouth.  She stared sightlessly at the outstretched arm in front of her, the hand 

reaching for some unseen thing that her mind just could not grasp.  Whatever it was, it was just 

out of reach, just beyond her ability to touch or visualize it, as though trapped behind a veil.  She 

screwed her eyes back half-shut, hoping she could still see a glimpse of it.  But it was gone.  

Again. 

Not it.  Him.  The man of her dreams that she could never fully remember.  She only 

knew that he was there one moment and then cruelly gone the next.  Every time.  It was the same 

thing every time.  That faceless man that made such wonderful love to her in her slumber.  So 

wonderful she never wanted to wake up.  But she always did and he always said the same thing 

before he disappeared.  Foggily fading out like some Hollywood movie magic illusion. 

“Yes, Rebecca.  I know.  I love you, too, and I shall never forget.”   

It was always the last thing she could remember before gaining complete consciousness. 

She snorted to herself with derision.  And it seems I’m destined never to remember, she 

ruefully thought. 

She’d been haunted incessantly by these dreams again the past few nights.  Years ago, 

they’d plague her regularly, but the passing of time had lessened them to only the occasional 

occurrence.  Why now?  Why was the dream coming back to haunt her? 

 


