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      VALKYRIE FREED is a Norse-inspired, polyamorous paranormal romance that concludes Astrid’s story in the Valkyries Rising series. It relies heavily on events that have transpired throughout the series. I strongly recommend you first explore the other stories in Valkyries Rising before continuing with Astrid’s conclusion for the best experience.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Content Warning

          

        

      

    

    
      VALKYRIE FREED contains mentions, discussions, and depictions of content some readers may find distressing. Reader discretion is advised. Please review the listed topics below and proceed with caution if needed. Your mental health is important.

      

      
        
        Abduction & hostage situation

        Child abuse/trauma (recovery from)

        Death & the afterlife

        Consensual non-monogamy

        Familial, parental, & spousal death

        Graphic (consensual) sexual content including: anal, degradation & praise, DP & DVP, impact play, light bondage, multiple partners, oral, rough sex, swallowing

        Magical curses

        Magical prosthetics/limb regrowth

        Manipulation & abuse

        Matricide

        Nudity

        Pregnancy

        PTSD & mental illness

        Profanity

        Radicalization & extremism

        Resurrection & reincarnation

        Toxic familial relationships

        Violence, gore & death

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        For everyone who know the lengths they’d go for those they love.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      I'm a Valkyrie, but I don't know what that means. Could my memories of a life long forgotten hold the answer?

      

      Between balancing my relationships with a dragon and a god, running a magical sanctuary, and holding the crazy of my egg donor and the chaos goddess she serves at bay, I don't think my life can get any crazier. As if the god of mischief hears my prayer for a moment of peace, Loki lobs a magical surprise at me like a live grenade. Okay, maybe it was because I went a little berserk due to a blood oath of vengeance I had on him, but no one could have predicted he carried around the key for me to rekindle smoldering embers snuffed hundreds of years go, before they could become more.

      

      I don't need to fall for another god, but I most certainly want him.

      

      If only that was the end of my new life complications. I don’t even think Loki could have predicted the series of events that would follow that one choice. When my power begins to change, and I unlock a hidden secret that summons memories I don’t understand, I’m led down a path not many will be able to follow. And the one person who could help me find answers could also destroy everything I've worked for.

      

      Because magic of this caliber has its price, and I’m left to wonder, what will be mine?
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            Chapter One

          

          Astrid

        

      

    

    
      Power comes at a price. And Odin’s just came due.

      Pain ricocheted through my body. Blood dripped from healing gouges. My vision came in and out of focus, my body strained from fighting and overexerting my magic. I wheezed out a breath as my partially collapsed lung fixed itself through my accelerated Valkyrie healing.

      Something hard touched my hand that lay in an unnatural position. Pain pierced my mind and I hissed, too tired to cry out. Broken, the wrist was definitely broken.

      I flicked my gaze to my hand when the painful tapping persisted. A raven pushed on my hand frantically with its beak. Muninn…

      “Up, Sister. Please get up.” His telepathic voice penetrated my mind. His panic surged into me through the connection. “Don’t die again, please.”

      Odin roared wordlessly. His fury and despair rolled over me, my Valkyrie soul twitching—demanding healing. My other hand clutched the empty syringe I’d injected into him before he knocked me away. Even after everything he’d done, my Valkyrie instinct to heal someone lost and broken wouldn’t allow him to suffer.

      Starkad—fully transformed into his wolf Berserker shape—circled Odin, as did Tyr, weapon poised for any more resistance. Fen prowled beyond them in a massive wolf form even larger than the truck-sized one he normally took.

      I lay prone where Odin had flung me after my and Magnus’ coordinated attack. Magnus had managed to teleport away safely, but Odin’s powerful punch to my chest had put me in a bad place.

      Kirby landed in front of Odin, angling her sword at his throat. “Give up, Odin. You lost.”

      Odin’s good eye flicked around wildly. He clutched his spear with desperation, the last bit of power he still held. “What did you do? What did you ungrateful bitches do to me?”

      I struggled to my feet, my body protesting. Three broken ribs and a wrist that had yet to heal screamed pain through me. Gasping for breath, my wings hung limply on my back and dragged on the ground more than they usually did. Muninn croaked and hopped around, happy I wasn’t dead, though I sure felt like I was.

      “We took your throne, god of a stolen crown,” I rasped.

      In a flash of iridescent feathered wings, Mia flew toward Odin, her syringe poised to deliver the final dose that would bind Odin forever.

      Odin threw out power that knocked Mia back, his attention fixed on me. His lips pulled back into a sneer. “I am the Allfather. How dare you—”

      He twitched his sword arm gripping his spear, and Fen lunged. Air rushed into my lungs as the sound of crunching bone echoed through the battlefield. Odin roared and staggered back. Blood gushed out of his now-severed arm.

      Fen’s jaw flexed and something snapped. Odin’s spear clattered to the ground in several pieces. Fen’s jaw continued to move and then he swallowed Odin’s hand.

      Mia appeared behind him, this time aided by Callie in her shimmering silver half-dragon form. Mia jammed the needle of her syringe into his neck and pressed the button.

      Odin gasped and collapsed to one knee, the serum sapping him of his remaining strength in tandem with his new injury. “What did you… Bitch.”

      His breathing labored as his panic set in, eye flicking about those who had finally bested him.

      I took a weak step toward Odin, my arm clutching my side.

      “Valkyrie,” Tyr murmured, an edge to his tone.

      I flicked my gaze to him briefly. He had the face of a battle-hardened warrior, but I saw the creases of worry. I always saw past his jagged edges to the softer man inside. I knew what he feared right now. I knew he was remembering the battle he lost me to, and didn’t want to experience that again.

      But there were no wolves prowling in the shadows. There were no more wolves going for my throat today. The biggest bad wolf had just had his fangs ripped out.

      Soft scuffles sounded around me. My Valkyrie sisters moved in closer with me until we surrounded Odin. Muninn landed on my shoulder and gazed down at the fallen god. His brother, Huginn, flew in and defiantly stood on Odin’s shoulder. If a bird could glare, he would be at his brother. The sensations of betrayal that rolled off him were unmistakable to my Valkyrie soul.

      Kirby sneered. “You are done, Odin. You have been stripped of all your power—the only thing you ever cared about.”

      Odin’s eye flicked to each of us until he settled on me. Instead of the hate and disgust I knew I should feel, I only had pity for this man who had fallen so far by his own hand.

      “Once, you had everything you ever needed.” I winced when my broken wrist popped into place. “But you decided it wasn’t enough. You couldn’t be happy until you had more than what you were supposed to. You schemed and lied until you found your opportunity to take a throne that was never meant to be yours.”

      I ran my hand gently over Muninn’s head. “And your paranoia over someone finding out became your undoing.”

      His eye burned into me, his unspoken questions of how the truth I spoke had come to light. Yet he didn’t ask for those answers. Instead, he asked, “And now that you have me on my knees, battered and broken, what do you Valkyries intend to do? Kill me?”

      Magnus snorted. “That would be dumb to try a third time.”

      “You’ve been reduced to nothing more than an immortal human,” Azzie said. “Everything you’ve schemed for is gone.”

      “That’s it? That’s all you planned to do?” Odin asked.

      “No.” I shifted my gaze to Mia. She met my eyes with steely resolve and she nodded. We hadn’t gotten to discuss this act beyond me telling her it was possible during her training, but the sisterly Valkyrie connection between us allowed her to understand my need. She knew what came next, and she was ready.

      Mia swiped at her forehead, coating her hand in fresh blood from an open wound, then tangled her fingers with mine. Magic hummed through her, amplifying with her fae blood. My own magic built in my chest and surged through my hand, coiling with hers until it was difficult to know where one side started and the other ended.

      We stepped forward and I placed my free palm on Odin’s forehead. Golden magic sprang from my hand, brighter and more powerful with Mia’s magic, surging through me in an intense buzz. The magic wrapped around him. My sisters shifted uncomfortably as I healed Odin’s wounds. His arm was the last to heal, the injury becoming a sealed stump.

      The golden light dissipated, leaving the odd single black tendril of magic that I had, now empowered by Mia’s blood magic. It wrapped around Odin, and then seeped into his skin. My lower lip trembled as my unspeakable action left me.

      “I, Astrid, völva and Valkyrie both, by the power of my magic and the blood of fae-Valkyrie, lay this curse upon you, Odin the raven god. You shall walk and wander alone, to learn and understand that which you have been so blind to for so long. Let eternity pass, unless Creation itself deems you worthy before. So it is spoken, so it shall be.”

      “So it is spoken, so it shall be.” The ominous words echoed off my Valkyrie sisters’ lips, chilling the air.

      Something pulsed in my chest and through the connection I maintained with Mia. Her hand spasmed with her own reaction to the curse. Odin’s eye went wide, and black magical runes appeared on his skin where the magic had touched him. Then they sunk into his skin, disappearing. I lifted my palm. A golden rune glowed on his forehead before it, too, was absorbed into his body.

      Disbelief rippled through my Valkyrie sisters—except Kirby. Grim satisfaction was clear on her face. When I told them to trust me to have a solution to keep Odin from causing trouble, it was because I couldn’t bear to admit what I’d planned to do.

      It had been hard enough bringing Mia into the plan, but I knew I’d need her blood magic to help curse a god like Odin. Never in any of my lives had I cursed someone. I had seen my mother Randi do it, and she taught me how, but this was the first time I’d ever had to use what she taught me.

      Odin glared up at me and I faked indifference, as difficult as it was. Stupid bleeding-heart Valkyrie soul. “Amend your curse to allow me my ravens.”

      “You have no familiars,” I said. “Or did you not notice the bond break when your power left you?”

      His eye widened and I thought I caught traces of fear. No, I knew I did. He’d always been afraid of losing his ravens. It was why he hated me so much when Muninn and I formed a special bond long ago.

      Muninn and Huginn made displeased sounds and puffed up.

      “I offer a new familiar bond to them,” I continued. “If that is what they want.”

      Muninn perked up and Huginn snapped his beak. Odin’s face twisted, his lips curling into a snarl. “You cannot take them from me! You cannot command—”

      Kirby and Azzie leveled their swords on Odin when he tried to stand. I slashed him with an irritated look. “I will not command them. I offer them the chance to stay as they are, that is all. If they wish to remain with me, then I will care for them. If they wish to leave and make their own choices, they are welcome to.”

      I turned away, glancing at him from the corner of my eye. “I’m not you, Odin.”

      With tired, heavy steps, I walked away. Each step, the fight in me cooled. Sleep sounded so good right now. I winced when a rib popped into place. And some pain killers.

      Familiar bond first. Given how long the ravens had been familiars, I suspected it’d take a few days at least for them to revert, but I didn’t want to risk anything.

      I found a safe place to sit, my legs thankful for the reprieve. Another rib shifted in my immortal self-healing.

      Muninn hopped off my shoulder and gazed up at me. “I am ready, Sister.”

      I smiled. His quick answer didn’t surprise me. It was Huginn I wasn’t so sure of. A stolen glance showed he still sat on Odin’s shoulder, watching me. Muninn called to him, and his brother flew over after a moment of hesitation.

      I rested my hand gently on top of Muninn and he made a low purring sound. I touched Huginn and his only sound was a low warning and puffing of his chest. He wouldn’t speak to me, he never did, but the meaning was clear. He was only doing this because he didn’t want to revert to a regular raven or be without his brother. And I was fine with that.

      Closing my eyes, I focused inward. My magic lingered under the surface, low in reserve but enough for this. I pulled it up and extended it to the two ravens under my touch. The magic swelled in my chest, and for a brief moment, two secondary palpitations pulsed out of sync with my heart. Then my magic died, and an awareness in the back of my mind that wasn’t there before bubbled.

      My eyes snapped open when Huginn croaked and his displeasure flashed through me. He flew back to Odin, who had sat alone. That was strange. Each familiar bond was unique. Bonding with these two ravens would bring me new experiences I didn’t have with Angel, and show me potentials where mine and Angel’s bond could grow.

      Muninn pushed against my hand, his happy contentment rolling through me.

      Weariness set in. I had nothing left in me now.

      I glanced up when Tyr approached. He didn’t say anything. What was there to say?

      He stooped and collected me in his massive arms, cradling me in safety. Muninn hopped on my chest and nestled in close as I wrapped him into me.

      It was over.

      This nightmare that had plagued us for centuries was finally over.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Astrid

		  Two months later

        

      

    

    
      Magic comes at a price. Not all believe that, but as a witch-Valkyrie with centuries of experiences, I knew to be careful.

      So as Frey reiterated to Diego and me how this dimensional magic worked—the best way anyone could explain magic, since much of it was intuitive—I hung on every word to make sure I didn’t fuck this up.

      I’d used this magic before. Many of our resident cabins had been slowly converted, between Dad’s efforts and mine. It was one of the magic lessons Dad made sure stayed between us. But this was the first time I’d be combining my magic with someone else. Not only had Dad never done that before, but he was off with Tyr, infiltrating a cult of Malsumis location.

      After months of dating and being cramped in my tiny room with two men as they slowly moved in, I was ready for something bigger. As it happened, I’d gotten that in the form of a gift, and now that it was done, I could have that and still be connected to this house. Sure, I could teleport, but why would I do that, when I could just walk through a door whenever I wanted without needing to expend magic?

      Frey swept his long blond hair over his shoulder with a fair hand. “Are the two of you ready to try?”

      I fidgeted with the tree-engraved pendant of my necklace, my most precious gift from Diego. I turned to Diego, gazing into his warm, silver-flecked brown eyes. I had to crane my neck up to do so with his six-foot tall wall of hotness compared to my five-two short—respectable height. My eyes roamed him, taking in his striking features. Lean, but still broad-shouldered and muscled in the right places, with tousled dark brown hair, a strong profile accentuated by a delicious amount of stubble, and dusky brown skin, I could stare at him all day if we didn’t have this pressing task. “I am.”

      Diego took a strong breath and nodded. “Same.”

      I understood his nervousness. He’d been slowly learning the limits of his own magic as it manifested over these last few months. His cousins had gained theirs far quicker after coming into their dragon nature, but Diego wasn’t bothered by the pacing difference. He liked making sure he had time to master the skills little by little, instead of being overwhelmed all at once. Besides, he’d taken to shifting into a dragon shape far easier than some of his cousins.

      And this would be his first big magical task. I would use the most magic, since I was more experienced, but Diego still needed to add the right balance to ensure the connection we made would be seen as his as much as mine. When Tyr returned home, he’d weave his power in to claim our place as part of his domain, and then it’d be fully ours. First things first.

      I took Diego’s hands in mine, entwining our fingers and giving him a reassuring squeeze. He bent down and kissed me on the forehead. I may have swooned a little.

      Frey hummed his appreciation. As a god of sex, all affection, even something innocent like this, in his presence would turn into payment for his assistance. Not that paying him for his help was a requirement. We were family, and he offered his assistance without me having to ask. But that didn’t mean I wouldn’t give him something in return for his help.

      I pressed my hand against the closed door of what would be my former bedroom. Diego laid his hand over mine, his fingers elongating into claws, and patches of scales appeared on his arm. A thick appendage—his tail—wrapped around my leg and pulled me hard against him. My pulse skipped and I mentally chastised myself. Now wasn’t the time to get horny.

      You’d think after months of dating, and having every whim and need satisfied by two men—physically, financially, and emotionally—my libido would chill out finally, but no. It still decided I needed to act like a horny teenager just for being in the vicinity of such amazing men.

      Diego inhaled deeply against my hair and chuckled. His lips brushed my ear. “After.”

      His smooth voice rolled over my skin like a warm caress. I sucked in a tight breath. That didn’t help my distracted brain or, now, my pulsing lady bits. Neither did Frey’s chuckling. Focus.

      Pushing out all distractions, I closed my eyes and drew up my magic. Tingling spread through my body and out my hand, pressing against the grain of the door. The warmth of Diego’s magic wrapped around mine until they mingled and fused.

      I pictured my room as it was, barren of all furniture and personal belongings we removed earlier, creating the perfect empty host. I then imagined the layout of the home that had been built elsewhere. It wasn’t entirely necessary, as just visualizing the door this one would connect to should work, but I wanted to be sure the connection was solid. Especially with the wards protecting this place.

      Each aspect of the new home, from the living room to the kitchen and bathrooms, I visualized until the whole place existed in my mind. Then, it didn’t.

      My magic flared, taking the image with it.

      I opened my eyes and stared at the door. “It’s done.”

      Nothing about the door had changed, but I knew we’d been successful. It was this strange feeling in my chest that hadn’t existed before. Didn’t expect that feeling.

      The small pieces of the fae domain Dad and I utilized to extend the cabins weren’t tied to either of us like this. They existed. There was more freedom in their design, as we could change aspects of them on a whim, but it was also more dangerous. The fae didn’t like it when others used pieces of their realm. They only wanted fae in there. So, there was a risk we’d have to remove them at a moment’s notice, and I didn’t want to deal with that.

      Besides, designing my own home had been a lot of fun. My Valkyrie sister, Tatiana, had an architect friend, and a good one at that. She’d walked me through the whole process of laying out something for all our needs that also fit in the stunning new location.

      Diego curled his fingers around my hand and dragged it toward the doorknob. “Shall we?”

      I gripped the cool metal and opened the door to the home few had been able to see until now.

      A small hallway with a laundry cubby to our right, and another door in a tiny recess to our left, opened to a spacious open-concept kitchen and living room. I walked in, gazing around at our handiwork.

      Pictures hung on the walls, and other décor from plants and knick-knacks that embodied our interests made the place look lived-in.

      The kitchen featured sleek granite countertops and modern appliances. A stunning island with a sink took up a decent amount of space, an ideal size for cooking and eating.

      Beyond the island, a plush sectional sofa sat in front of Tyr’s favorite flatscreen on the wall in the living room, all of Diego’s surround-sound equipment perfectly hooked up, along with our gaming consoles. Diego’s guitar sat in its stand by the TV.

      On the far side of the room, a sliding glass door led to the patio.

      The dining area flowed seamlessly from the living room, marked by a sturdy wooden table Tyr and Dad made. Several windows allowed a generous amount of light in, bathing everything in a soft, welcoming glow.

      The house branched in two directions where the bedrooms and bathrooms were, along with some annexed rooms, like my part-office-part-potion-part enchanting room. I knew how to enchant items, and I had been bringing that back into my skill set, while also expanding it. The potion part was newer.

      We did have some potion-making knowledge in our family history, and I had some basic experience in the past, but I never truly delved into it. Not all witches could make them, so it wasn’t a guarantee I’d get far. But I liked the challenge, and some dabbling already showed promise.

      Aya knew a verdant witch—a witch who specialized in potions and had magic that favored nature—from Las Vegas who was interested in teaching me once she had more time. So, until then, I’d turned potions into my hobby for now.

      “Astrid, what is this?” Frey asked.

      I turned around. He stood in front of the recessed second door. It stood higher than him, tall enough for Tyr or even someone as tall as Davyn to easily walk through without ducking, like all the arches and doorways in this place. The door had intricate carvings of a Norse and Celtic mix, and two cuts, one at about my height and then one about half my height, that looked a lot like smaller doors.

      “That’s the door to the Norway house,” I said.

      He pursed his lips. “Should I ask why it’s three doors in one?”

      I smirked. “One is Ùna-sized. One is Astrid-sized. And the last is why-do-I-date-fucking-giants-sized.”

      Frey snorted with amusement. It was a running joke even I had to lean into.

      He opened the door to check the connection, only for a wall to greet him. Questioning blue eyes flicked back to me.

      “Oh, uh, we haven’t actually connected it yet. We wanted to do this first connection and then work on that one. I also want to incorporate Ùna’s magic if we can, since her magic is laced into the Norway house.”

      He nodded. “Smart idea.”

      He then wandered off to check stability elsewhere, like Diego had done. Theoretically, we shouldn’t have any issues, since it wasn’t a pocket dimension, and connections from one place to another were fairly straightforward. But, magic sometimes didn’t work as we expected.

      I walked farther into the living room and pushed open the multi-slide door to the patio. Stepping out under the pergola, humid heat and a light salt-stained breeze greeted me. Soft white sand spread out from the patio where it met expansive blue-green water. The warm sun danced across the sparkling surface lapping at the shore. Above, the sky stretched out in an endless expanse of blue, dotted with puffy white clouds.

      It worked. It really worked. I could hardly believe it.

      This past Christmas, Tyr had surprised me with my own private island in the Caribbean. Yeah, a whole damned private island.

      It wasn’t that I was uncomfortable with the spoiling—okay, I was still getting used to that—but damn, he could have waited a year or two before going full nuclear on gifts, not six months into our renewed relationship. He’s trying to make up for all the lost time, I know.

      Of course, I was grateful. He’d put a lot of thought into which island to pick, and had been playing twenty questions with me for a while as a way to ensure I’d be happy. And he wanted to be sure I had my own active input, which was why I got to design the house he and Dad built in their spare time to keep them occupied… which was a lot when we weren’t dealing with the Malsumis cult.

      Someone knocked on the house door. I turned around to find Xavier, a man who looked like a bit shorter, middle-aged Diego, and Urd, a tall woman with pale hair that shimmered slightly, and even paler skin, poking their heads inside. “Open for visitors?”

      I smiled and nodded. Urd had a habit of trying to take over any sort of magical training that involved Diego. And since I wasn’t willing to bend on Frey’s involvement after we’d come to an agreement, Xavier had whisked her away to keep her occupied.

      Xavier looked up at the much taller woman with the same affectionate gaze Diego shared with me. They entered, their hands entwined. The sight of them like this brought a bigger smile to my face. The two had gone through a lot to mend what had broken between them, even facing the very event Urd had feared. It was nice seeing them happy together again. Now, if only I could work magic with Dad…

      Diego walked out of one of the bedrooms, and Frey did the same for one of the smaller bathrooms.

      “Everything looks in order to me,” Diego said.

      Frey nodded. “I’m not detecting any broken connection points, either. I believe it’s safe to say you two did a perfect job.”

      Urd swooped over to her son and framed his face affectionately with her hands. “Of course they did.”

      My attention shifted from them to Xavier. He walked around, taking the house in, but there was something… off about the way he did. He didn’t pause on anything in particular, and completely glossed over the different landscape views out the windows—something Diego had thought up and worked with Urd to make happen to keep things interesting.

      “Xavier, what are you doing?” I asked, cautiously.

      He hummed. “Just looking, mija.”

      I pursed my lips. “What are you looking for specifically?”

      He made a thoughtful sound as he scoped out the bedrooms, and then made a face. “There is no nursery.”

      Frey and Urd laughed. Diego groaned. And I shook my head, bemused. Knew it. This was his and my dad’s thing. They wanted to be grandparents so badly. They weren’t quite pushing—they did respect my, Diego’s, and Tyr’s mutual decision to take things slow—but that didn’t stop our dads from poking a little. I didn’t mind, and if it got to be too much, I’d asked them to stop and they would.

      “I’m not hiding some secret pregnancy,” I said.

      Xavier’s eyes flicked to Frey, who shook his head while grinning. “My sister would have already failed to keep her excitement at bay if Astrid was pregnant.”

      Sex and fertility deities were the world’s quickest pregnancy test. And having three in my life, my best friend Aya—Freya—her twin brother Frey, and Min, Kirby’s partner, I was in no shortage of early confirmation when that day finally came.

      “And you can’t use the I’m not getting any younger excuse anymore,” I added.

      Xavier huffed, knowing I was right.

      I still wasn’t quite clear what happened to make that the case. Something about ancient fae lineage and guardian vaults… or something like that. It happened during the fall and winter craziness, dealing with Odin and bringing Mia in as a Valkyrie sister, and more magical blocking nonsenses, so I hadn’t really gotten the chance to listen when he and Urd explained what happened. One of these days I’ll ask them to repeat everything to me. But today wasn’t that day.

      Urd swept over to Xavier and wrapped her arms around him. “Patience, my shield. Eternity is not to be rushed.”

      Diego slid his arms around my middle and pulled me into his hard body. My pulse jumped when the tip of his tail brushed my thigh, just under the skirt of my dress, before wrapping around my leg.

      Frey chuckled, not missing the zing of sexual tension that spiked between Diego and me, and angled for the door. “I’ll go check on my sister to see how the others are doing. You know how to thank me for my help, Astrid.”

      Of course I did. And from the way Diego slid his hands along my middle, he wouldn’t be waiting long.

      Urd and Xavier saw themselves out as well. No awkwardness, just acceptance. It was something I loved about my family. Affection was never to be hidden—as long as you adhered to privacy etiquette.

      Unlike my immortal friends, who managed to get me to punch the orgy space on my sexual bingo card, not once, but twice. Two times more than past, non-immortal Astrid ever thought she’d punch that card.

      Diego nuzzled my neck. “You did amazing.”

      His hot breath, mixed with his smooth voice dipping to that pleasant gravelly tone I so loved from him, sent a shiver of anticipation down my spine. “It was a simple connection. And I had your help.”

      He made a thoughtful sound that sounded more like a growl and had me clenching my thighs together. “You still did most of the work, mi cielo, and you should be rewarded for that.”

      Biting my lower lip, I turned in his arms to face him. I gazed up, taking in all his draconic features he hadn’t tucked away after they appeared as he used his magic. Black and silver scale patches, tail and horns, but no wings. He tended to find those cumbersome. I understood that. My own Valkyrie wings were a pain sometimes.

      My pulse intensified, need pooling in my belly. Call me a monster fucker, I didn’t care. I loved looking at this man with these features, or without, if he wanted to walk around looking like a normal-ass human instead in his pseudo-dragon-human form. Whatever he wanted, because I just wanted him.

      My hands slid up his chest, my finger playing with the button of his shirt. “And how do you plan to reward me, my dragon?”

      Diego trailed a black clawed finger down my cheek, over the tip of the scar that cut diagonally across my face, to my lips. His other hand slid up my hip, his claws trailing along my skin, sparking tingles of anticipation through my body until it pooled between my thighs.

      He was always gentle, a stark contrast to Tyr’s roughness, and I liked it that way. But his claws, when he used them, added just enough of a thrilling edge to spice things up between us.

      His soft curls curtained his eyes, but did little to hide the simmering desire in them. He tucked his fingers under my chin, tipping my face up. He dipped down, his lips brushing against mine. “The only way a good girl should be.”

      My stomach dissolved in a surge of molten heat and hot tingles shivered down my spine just as his lips captured mine. I groaned, falling into the wave of desire rippling through me. My fingers fisted his shirt and I yanked. The garment gave easily and buttons clattered on the floor.

      Diego broke the kiss, chuckling and leaving my lips cold and wanting. “Impatient. Two can play at that game, Cielo.”

      His claws tucked under the fabric of my panties and he tugged lightly in warning. Eyes half-lidded, I murmured against his mouth. “Don’t you dare.”

      He grinned wickedly and the fabric tore.

      I blew out a breath, not mad like I should be. “You’re picking up bad habit from Tyr.”

      Diego nudged away the ruined fabric and slid his claws along the apex of my thighs, sending a zing of anticipation and want through me. “Don’t pretend you don’t like it.”

      He was right, as long as it wasn’t a favorite piece of clothing of mine, I loved it. And as Diego teasingly slid the back of his claws along my wet folds, he knew it, too.

      My palms pressed against his hard abs. “Just make it worth it.”

      He grinned and wrapped his hand around the back of my neck. I surged up onto my toes and met his kiss with urgency. My veins simmered with my building desire. I needed him. Now.

      Diego’s claw disappeared, replaced by tender fingers. They teasingly slid between my folds, sending tantalizing pleasure through me, though never quite giving me enough. His mouth devoured mine. My mind swam. I reached up and tangled my fingers into his curls, desperate to have us closer. Too much separated us.

      Diego seemed to agree because he released me and clutched the front of my dress, yanking down. I gasped as cool air slid across my sensitive skin. His deft fingers made impressively quick work of my strapless bra, and it clattered to the floor.

      I moaned into his mouth, pressing against him. His hot skin seared mine. I wanted more.

      Tugging at his shirt, I forced his teasing to cease just long enough to get his shirt the rest of the way off. Diego was determined to keep his mouth locked with mine, even as I attempted to slant my mouth south, down toward his neck.

      All I wanted to do was claim every inch of his body. But he had other ideas.

      His hands grabbed my thighs and he lifted me up with ease. I wrapped my legs around his waist, my core pressing hard against him. Heat seared my veins, and roared to an inferno when his tail slid up between our bodies.

      I groaned into his mouth, forgetting how to breathe as I ground against the slightly opposable appendage enough to rub my clit. Diego growled something, and bent over until my back lay on a hard surface—the kitchen table.

      Diego tore his mouth away and we gasped for air. He ran his mouth along the side of my neck and I tightened my grip in his hair. I rocked my hips against his tail, pleasure stroking my clit in a burning frenzy.

      “That’s it,” he murmured against my skin, sending hot tingling waves through me. “Be a good girl for me. Show me how much you enjoy this.”

      The tip of his tail flicked side to side just right, and I moaned, rubbing against him harder. I needed more.

      His tongue trailed along my collarbone, around the chain of my necklace, in time with his tail flicks. Desire crawled along my skin. I gasped and moaned when he licked my sensitive nipple. I arched into him, desperate for him to ease this overwhelming need inside me wanting to burst.

      Diego licked again and again, each brief touch more teasing than the last. My pulse pounded in my ears, every bit of me alive with molten desire.

      “Please, my dragon,” I begged. Diego was a gentle and attentive lover, but he could also be a teasing or demanding one, too. I never knew which side of him I’d get. It was thrilling, and maddening.

      A pleased rumble came from his throat and he murmured something in Spanish, too quiet for me to hear over the pounding of my pulse in my ears. He pulled my hard bud into his mouth, his other hand reaching between us. He tugged on his pants, the material dropping on the ground.

      Diego’s tail slid away. I whimpered. Not now. Not—

      I gasped. His fingers slid inside me, another pressing perfectly against my needy clit. My mind fuzzed as sensations overwhelmed me, and I lost myself in the pleasure.

      A deep moan tore through me when his hard cock surged into my needy pussy. My back arched as my body accepted his frantic thrusts.

      Diego released my nipple with a pop, groaning out, “Fuck.”

      I panted, hot flames burning in my veins. “Yes. Please, fuck me.”

      My head rolled back, and a strained groan burst into a scream as an explosion of euphoria tore through me. Diego thrust into me harder, losing all control, and cresting over the edge of release, warmth filling me.

      I lay languidly on the table, pleasure pulsing through me. Diego braced himself over me, our mingling breaths coming in heavy pants. Satisfaction and the need for more ebbed and flowed within me.

      Diego chuckled when I pressed soft but wanting lips against his. “Give me another moment to bounce back, and I can give you everything you’re after without magic.”

      I made a sound as if I were thinking, and then slid my hands along his chest. “How about, no.”

      Magic sparked from my fingers and followed the trail of runes I wrote down his taut abs. A low groan rumbled through Diego. My breath caught as he hardened inside me.

      Diego slid his arms under my legs and gripped my ass. He tugged me hard into him, filling me deeply and making me gasp. “Hold on tight, Cielo.”

      I threw my arms around Diego’s shoulders as he lifted me. He slid deeper into me. He groaned. “Fuck, you feel so good.”

      I bit my lip, my eyes hooding as he slowly slid his cock into my slick pussy. I gasped when he thrust hard into me, my fingers digging into his hot skin. Diego grinned and bounced me hard against his cock. I moaned, threading my fingers into his damp hair and falling into the intense pleasure bursting through my sensitive body.

      “Eyes on me, Cielo,” he growled out, his motions slowing.

      My eyes blinked open and met his intense stare. Slowly, he slid his cock in and out of me. Painstakingly. Deliciously. I bit my lip, my grip in his hair tightening. I needed more.

      “Good girl,” he praised.

      He thrust into me hard and I gasped, making him grin. Again he thrust hard, and then gentle. Another gentle slide in and out, followed up by a harder thrust.

      My mouth gaped, pleasure fogging my mind, unable to focus on the erratic rhythm and increasing burning of desire in my veins. “Diego, please.”

      “Please what?”

      I needed more. I needed all of him. I needed something I didn’t have the words for.

      Words failing me, I pulled his head down, meeting him halfway. Our lips met, melding together as passion took over. Every movement, every gasp and moan, it swirled in intoxicating pleasure until I lost track of anything but us.

      Desire burned in my veins, building hotter and hotter, until I came undone. My head flew back, a scream tearing through me. I convulsed with the intense orgasm, clamping hard around Diego and milking his simultaneous release.

      He grunted, his grip tightening, and his thrust jerking hard.

      We came down, stilling. I breathed hard into his neck. Diego delicately extracted himself from me, and laid me back on the table. He fiddled with my pendant, laying it perfectly between my breasts. My languid body pulsed in euphoric bliss, and yet, it yearned for more.

      It was always like this with Diego. I swear, if it were physically possible to go forever, we would, and I’d love every second of it. It was so strange to me.

      I felt a strong bond with Tyr, but it was so different than the one I had with Diego. I knew it was a dragon thing. I talked with Azzie and Mia on a number of occasions about their connections to their dragon boyfriends, and compared it to what I had with Diego.

      There were many similarities our bonds shared, but also differences. Sometimes those differences were the strength in which we needed to be near our partners, or knowing when our dragon partner was in trouble, and vice versa. Mia’s bond with Caleb was a good example of the latter. Theirs was so intense, I was a little jealous I hadn’t found that with Diego yet.

      There was something special between a Valkyrie and dragon, we just weren’t quite sure what caused it, or how deep it really went.

      Diego made a sound in his throat and nuzzled the side of my face. “What are you thinking about, mi amor?”

      My heart skipped a beat. He didn’t call me that often, preferring to call me his cielo. Before we got together he’d use it in a teasing way, his way of hinting to me how he was feeling, and I was interpreting it as him telling me how deep he saw our friendship, since that’s how I understood its use in his culture for close friends. But after we’d gotten together, he used it less.

      It didn’t bother me. It made the times he did use it feel special. Especially considering we’d yet to exchange “I love yous.” Yeah, eight months into this relationship and that phrase hadn’t come up by either of us.

      It wasn’t that I didn’t feel love with him. It was… I don’t know. Something told me it wasn’t yet time. Like we were missing one more piece between us that would tie us together better, making those words mean the most they ever could.

      “You,” I finally said after another moment.

      He kissed my cheek and hovered over me again. “Not Tyr and how pissed he’ll be that I got to break in the new kitchen table with you?”

      I grunted. “He’ll just take ‘break in’ to the literal level to one-up you.”

      A moment of silence and then we burst into laughter. It took us a bit to calm down, but when we did, he rubbed my cheek with the back of his finger while gazing affectionately at me. I smiled at him.

      I was so grateful the three of us were working out. I’d been so worried. Especially early on when communication and balancing everyone’s needs was so difficult. I thought we were going to have to call it quits and I’d lose them both.

      But we worked through it, and Christmas had been evidence of that.

      Seeing me get a private island from one of my partners would have been off-putting for most. Diego didn’t have the kind of money Tyr had accumulated over the centuries. But he’d been able to keep up just fine, by surprising me with a getaway for two in Venice.

      Like me, Diego could teleport us almost anywhere. No risky war-aura teleportation that might land you in the middle of a gun standoff. That was fun—not. Which meant, he could afford getaways without the need for expensive airplane tickets.

      Could we go anywhere in Midgard whenever we wanted? Of course. But a planned romantic getaway felt special, even if it wasn’t that much different from what we could already do.

      I propped myself up on my elbows when a sensation bubbled in the back of my head. It was sporadic and familiar.

      “What?” Diego asked. “Is it Angel?”

      I shook my head slowly, trying to piece together if the tug was worrisome or good. “No, it’s Muninn. I think… he’s excited.”

      I’d had months to get familiar with the bond I had with Angel. The familiar bond I’d created with Huginn and Muninn after Odin’s defeat was still new. There was so much more with them because of their advanced intelligence that I was having to adapt and learn.

      Diego straightened and offered me his hand. “Then let’s go see how they’re doing.”
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      After we cleaned up, and Diego decided to pull back all his dragon features, we left the beach house. We headed for Diego’s old room, now converted into what we called the war room. The murmur of activity from residents downstairs drifted up to the loft, so calm and warm, and unaware of the activities we were conducting to keep them all safe.

      Reaching the room, I knocked on the closed door once and then entered. Computer and monitoring equipment filled the room. I didn’t know how even half of the stuff worked, but our three tech gurus did.

      One of those said gurus, Aya, a tall woman with fair skin and a well-toned body, sat in the middle of the room, computers and monitors surrounding her. One of her huge fluffy cats, Buggy, lounged on the keyboard of an unmanned computer next to Aya where Dahlia would have worked, had she not had to handle something important last minute.

      Aya’s keyboard clacked as she worked at an inhuman speed. She had a captive audience standing around her, watching monitors with intense attention. Something was up.

      I walked up behind Aya, gazing at all the monitors. “How are things?”

      She grinned, brushing a few wayward blonde dreadlocks over her shoulder. “Jackpot.”

      My pulse skipped and my eyes darted around the available screens. Several were filled with lines of code. Others were surveillance videos. Many were still, angled on a singular location—most likely security cameras she’d hacked into, while others moved, as if attached to someone, which they were: Dad and the rest of the infiltration team.

      “This is the facility, then?” I asked.

      I hated how often we went into these infiltrations blind. There was always so little to go off of when we found traces of possible movement or got a tip about a potential location. And so many had come up as dead ends, it was hard to believe we’d actually caught a lucky break.

      “It was definitely a main base of operation before we showed up,” she said. “Though, we’re pretty sure they knew we were coming.”

      I chewed my lip. “What happened?”

      “They were clearly in the middle of relocating. There’s a lot missing, from what’s being reported.” She tapped away. “But they hadn’t gotten to deleting all their files. Magnus and I are finding quite a bit of useful data. I think. I’m no scientist, but it looks promising.”

      “Any issues getting it downloaded?”

      She nodded. “They were smart enough to encrypt everything, even on their own server. Not surprising they were that paranoid.”

      I grunted. Bunch of cultists working for a goddess of chaos? Yeah, paranoia would be second nature to them. “Anything on the physical front?”

      Having the chemical notes on the prize we sought was possibly the best thing to have tracked down, but having the physical prize would help us understand the whole picture of how the Malsumis cult was operating.

      There’d been an influx of reports through the supernatural community of magic going awry. Many of them had been routed here for their safety and monitoring. Those who didn’t come here were either sent to safe locations with the help of Mia’s father, Ronan, welcomed into Runavík by Bjarke, or taken in by Nyx, one of the fates who wasn’t as neutral as she portrayed herself to be.

      So far, there was no clear connection between the victims, or an understanding of what they’d done to be subjected to such a terrible fate. And without a good antidote, we couldn’t fix them yet.

      We may have created our own version to deal with Odin, an act that still made my skin crawl, but that knowledge was still fairly limited. We weren’t even sure if our version would last, given it was based on the experimental version Mia had been subjected to. We already knew the iteration used on her had been vastly different than the one my “mother” used on me. And with over two decades of more research on top of that, who knew how far the cult’s serum had come?

      That made this lucky break so crucial.

      “Not yet, but the guys are searching,” Aya said.

      I nodded and flicked my gaze between the security cams. The footage wasn’t great, most of the screens displaying muted colors and high grain. Some were in black and white. I suspected these locations didn’t have any lighting.

      Magnus, Kirby, and Azzie were together. Looked like my Valkyrie sisters were watching Magnus’ back while she worked on her data collection. Fen prowled through a corridor. I couldn’t tell if he was a man or a wolf from this angle.

      Dad, Davyn, and Tyr also moved through the compound building. I caught sight of Tyr on a security camera. The enormous, muscled warrior of a god moved with practiced ease, his gun poised for use, and his attention alert for any danger. The stern expression he always had on his face had turned even more serious, if that were possible. I always enjoyed poking him about his unapproachable, resting-bitch-face problem.

      Movement on another screen snagged my attention. My nerves wound tight. But as I peered at the stationary camera feed, I saw nothing. “Hey, Aya, might be seeing imaginary movement—”

      “But best not to take chances,” she finished. She used her equipment to move the hacked camera, but we couldn’t get anything else on it.

      “Tyr,” she said into the microphone in her ear. “Astrid noticed some movement in a corridor you’re heading for. I can’t pick anything up, but be extra cautious.”

      She received a classic Tyr grunt response. Normally I’d crack a smile, but I couldn’t. My nerves were wound too tight. Instinct screamed at me that something wasn’t right.

      It wanted me to be there, but I’d agreed to sit this out. I didn’t have the needed training for an operation like this. I didn’t have the right training for much that was useful beyond slinging some magic around and healing the injured. The fight with Odin had been a good example of that.

      No matter how hard I trained, it didn’t seem to be enough. I wasn’t—I shook the thoughts from my head. I couldn’t think that way. I had a specific set of skills, and they were useful. Just not in this situation.

      Tyr walked through the camera I’d seen the movement from. I rubbed the vambrace on my forearm—Baldur’s armor. It’d become a bit of a habit to do so when I grew nervous. The action calmed me, as if he were pushing a little bit of courage my way. If only he actually could…

      Gunshots echoed in Aya’s earpiece. I held my breath, and searched for Tyr’s POV camera. He stood still, a body lying prone on the floor just feet in front of him. Tyr murmured something into his headset to Aya.

      She grinned up at me, her bright blue eyes sparkling. “Nice eyes, Valkyrie.”

      I smiled. At least I’d helped. A gunshot couldn’t kill a god, not unless it was those immortal killing bullets TOM had, which I doubted the Malsumis cult had gotten their grubby mitts on, but that didn’t mean I wanted him to get hurt.

      However, while Tyr was a little safer for now, the feeling of something being wrong hadn’t gone away. What am I missing?

      My eyes roamed the cameras, stopping on two labeled “familiar 1” and “familiar 2”. Number one sat still, and gave a view from the outside of the compound—Muninn. Number two—Angel—also remained still, but because she had crouched under something inside the building.

      I didn’t like using Angel for these types of situations. She was supposed to be a therapy dog, and search-and-rescue on the side. But becoming a full-fledged familiar had changed her. Yes, she still did those things, but she’d gained enough intelligence over the past few months to push feelings through our link to indicate she wanted to do more. She wanted to protect me, as a shepherd did, and dealing with the cult encompassed that.

      She did make a good ground lookout, too, which is why Dad wanted to bring her along. Our agreement was that she would stay with him, or at least near him. I could not lose her.

      But as I stared at her feed, I didn’t see him, and a swift look at Dad’s feed showed he wasn’t next to her. Did he tell her to hide and stay put, or was this something she’d done on her own?

      My hand hit something on the desk. Looking down, I spied a small camera perfect for a bird to carry. Pain pricked my chest. This was our third familiar cam, meant for Huginn. But, he still wanted nothing to do with me. He’d taken my offer out of necessity, and he’d made that clear.

      I didn’t push for him to like me, but I wished he did. I wasn’t preventing him from seeing Odin. I wasn’t even using Huginn to spy on Odin, much to Kirby’s annoyance. And it pained me to see Muninn so much, but not with his brother.

      I shook the thoughts from my head. Now wasn’t the time to be distracted. Especially not with that insistent feeling something still wasn’t right. But what is it? It couldn’t be my Valkyrie instincts, right?

      My eyes flicked over all the video feeds and settled back on my familiars. Was it something to do with them? I still struggled to figure out when a feeling was mine or theirs.

      I bit my lip and tapped the desk. “Muninn?”

      His presence filled my mind. “Hi, Sister. I’m helping.”

      I smirked, and I was sure it bled into my communication with him. “I felt your excitement earlier.”

      “I found our enemies setting up an ambush and watched Fluffy eat them.”

      I choked on a laugh. Muninn had begun calling Fen that a few weeks ago for fun after hearing me call him that name a few times, and it stuck because Fen did not like it.

      “Do you see any more enemies?”

      “No.”

      I bit my lip. Then was my anxiety because of Angel?

      “What’s wrong, Sister?”

      Something I had to get used to, being connected to Muninn and Huginn, was the telepathic link wasn’t just limited to communication. We could hear each other’s thoughts and they could relay what they’d seen to me like a movie in my head. Nothing was secret. That was how I knew when Huginn was with Odin. It was possible the connection with Angel was the same, but without her able to communicate with me in the same way yet, I couldn’t be sure.

      “Something doesn’t feel right.”

      “Do you wish to see? I can fly so you can see more.”

      I pursed my lips. Actively seeing through his eyes instead of him replaying a memory was a new skill we were practicing. I couldn’t hold it for long, but it could be helpful.

      Closing my eyes, I concentrated on our connection. I lifted one hand to cover one of my eyes, to reduce the risk of visual distractions in the event I opened it by mistake—learned that lesson the hard way how much the brain didn’t like seeing two places at once—and when the connection completed, I snapped my other eye open.

      My world shifted. Instead of a room in my house, I now saw a clearing in the forest with an ugly concrete building. All the colors were so vibrant and alien to my human brain, which was also struggling to process the smells of the room I still stood in not matching my vision.

      Muninn leapt off his perch and flew high into the sky, making all the appropriate ordinary raven motions, and presumably calls I couldn’t hear but sensed, as he moved. I never worried anyone would suspect him of being anything but a common raven. It made him perfect for these types of situations.

      He tipped his head in many directions to give me a good aerial view, but nothing seemed out of the ordinary. Everything was quiet.

      I twisted my lips. Then why—

      Movement.

      Muninn’s head twitched, noticing exactly what I had. He darted in the forest and landed on a tree branch. He didn’t have the best angle, but, thanks to the intimate connection created by our familiar bond, I could feel his thought process as if it were my own.

      Pretend to be a wild raven.

      Dart somewhere else.

      Fly closer.

      And he did just that. He landed on top of the roof eave, croaked, and tipped his head so I could see the source of the movement I continued to catch glimpses of in his flight.

      I stiffened. People moved next to the building. No, not just people. Equipment.

      “Aya,” I said.

      She touched my elbow to indicate she was listening. Everyone knew how difficult it was for me to hold this connection. They always tried to keep the noise down.

      “There are people outside. They’re using a window to move equipment. I think… I think it’s the stuff we’re after.”

      She swore and quietly relayed our findings. I focused on my connection with Muninn, pushing against the strain in my mind. We were reaching the length of time that I could usually handle this visual sharing, but I needed to push it further. Their lips moved, and I needed to know what they were saying.

      Muninn felt my need and projected an idea. He could try to share a memory—a memory of what he was hearing right now. While delayed from what was going on, it was the best he could offer until we got better at this active sharing.

      “Can we do that with sound?” I asked him. Memory sharing wasn’t new for the two of us, but it was only something we’d been practicing for a few months and we’d only gotten the hang of sharing visuals.

      “Just sound, yes.”

      Then we’d have to try it.

      I closed my eye and Muninn cut the connection. Emptiness met my mind, but only for a moment. His presence returned and this time, sensations around my ears tingled.

      I clamped my hands over my ears to drown out the room, and listened, and repeated out loud what I heard but couldn’t see.

      “Move quicker. We can’t let them spot us.”

      “Where are the rest?”

      “They’ll be the diversion.”

      “Will they make it?”

      “Doubt it, but it doesn’t matter. Between them and the decoy data we left for these fools, we’ll be long gone before they realize what we pulled off.”

      “They think—”

      “Hey, what’s that?”

      Muninn let go, and panic flooded in. Had he been seen? Was he—

      “I’m fine,” he said. “They’re stupid.”

      I released the breath I’d been holding, and flicked my attention around the room, now that my senses had returned. Aya spoke furiously with the others, everyone else in the room now crowding in, making the zing of tension palpable. The ground team were all on the move. The only camera not moving was Angel.

      I swallowed when I realized the sensation that something was wrong still pinged in my mind. Dread sunk in my gut. It hadn’t been my instinct at all. It had been Angel trying to warn me.

      My hands slammed down on the desk and I clamped my eyes shut, desperately seeking Angel’s connection. It smashed into me like a raging Berserker, making my body physically shudder.

      Warning. So much warning from her. Wherever she was, she was in trouble and it would harm everyone in that facility.

      “Aya, they need to find Angel,” I said as I simultaneously tried to send calm reassurance to Angel. “Wherever she is, there’s danger, and she’s hiding from it. It may be the force those cultists were discussing.”

      I didn’t hear her response, too focused on my connection with my familiar. I couldn’t do anything for her here, except apologize for not realizing sooner and reassure her help was on the way.

      Angel pushed against the bond, but not to shut me out. She wanted more from our connection. Something like what I had with the ravens. But I didn’t know how to make that. Aya told me familiar bonds were always different, and the age of the bond made a difference, too. I may have only been bonded with Huginn and Muninn for a few months, but they had centuries, if not millennia, with Odin, and they retained all of that when their bond transferred to me.

      Still, I tried. I concentrated hard, thinking of ways I could help her. What can I do from here? Should I just teleport to Angel’s location? Everyone told me to stay, but I could use my magic in person. I could protect Angel, and stop these cultists.

      It wasn’t just my witch magic that would be useful. My Valkyrie abilities were at my disposal. I could shield Angel while reserving my magic for something else.

      Power churned in my chest. It crawled under my skin through my limbs. Garbled sensory input slammed into me. Thoughts, feelings, sound. It was all so fast, and mixed with my power, I was too overwhelmed to process anything.

      I gasped and stumbled back, the power and overwhelming sensations disappearing and the room around me returning all at once. Strong arms caught me. I looked up to Diego gazing down at me, his face scrunched with worry. That was when I realized everyone in the room crowded me, and I was on the floor. Diego had caught me from hitting my head. My wings were also out and sprawling across the floor.

      Wooziness rolled through me and I grimaced. “What happened?”

      Diego’s eyebrow arched. “I was going to ask you that. You went all Valkyrie and magic on us, then collapsed.”

      I squinted. “Did I pass out?”

      “I don’t think so.” His eyes skittered across my face. “Are you okay?”

      I sucked in a full breath and nodded. “I think so.”

      He helped me up, and Zeke, Diego’s cousin and our mutual close friend, pulled out a chair for me. I put away my wings before accepting the offer.

      “Thanks, Doomsday,” I mumbled. The silly nickname I gave him long ago helped me ground my mind and push through the slosh of sensations buzzing in my head.

      “What happened?” Zeke asked, repeating Diego’s question.

      I chewed my lip and described what I’d experienced the best I could recall. When I finished, everyone looked to Aya. She was the one here who had the most knowledge about familiars and magic. Well, second to Urd, but she wasn’t forthcoming with information most of the time—a bad habit she was working on.

      Aya’s attention was on listening to the person on the other side of the headset. “In Magnus’ exact words, ‘Angel looked like a flaming tentacle land shark.’”

      I laughed. That was quite the mental image.

      Aya continued. “My best guess, is you somehow channeled your power through Angel. Not something I’ve personally witnessed before, but I’m sure other familiar bonds have been used that way.”

      I chewed my lips. “She’s okay?”

      Aya listened. “They all are. It was a good catch by you two. That would have been a nasty surprise.”

      “What about the cultists who were outside escaping?” Xavier asked.

      A bubble of amusement pinged in my head. Then Muninn’s voice came through. “Fluffy ate them.”

      I choked and relayed his words, as well as his apparent amusement over the action. Raucous laughter filled the room. Muninn was always a source of entertainment.

      Aya calmed and focused on the infiltration again. One final sweep was made while Magnus, Kirby, and Azzie met up with Fen to go over the contents he secured.

      “This is the real stuff,” Aya confirmed, typing away on her keyboard. “Thank Creation you and Muninn noticed.”

      “Are you going to dump the decoy data?” I asked.

      She shook her head. “We’ll keep what we collected in case it has some legit info.”

      “Could it be useful to gain insight on how this cult works?” Frey asked. “We don’t even know how this cult is structured.”

      Aya frowned. “I doubt it, but I won’t rule it out. It’s hard to even tell right now if
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