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	Two Days Earlier…

	Baldur & Igrid

	Outside Realm

	Preliminary Events
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	I groaned…

	[image: Image] stretched, then jerked up! He chuckled, then rose from the chair walking towards the bed. 

	Damn was he so fricken handsome. 

	“Hallo, my love.” He greeted as he sat down on the bed smiling, when I moaned into his kiss.

	“And my babies?” I asked as he drew back.

	“Must I continually remind Igrid, they are Baldur and Igrid’s babes.” He said, smiling, then rose and left the room.

	My eyes widened as he walked back in holding two bundles, one pink one blue. I was short of breath as he sat down.

	“Well shit, they look nothing like me!” I complained as I looked down on both blond babies, and he threw his head back laughing as he placed them in my arms. 

	My God, I’d never felt so full in my chest in my life.

	He wiped the tear from my face as my daughter opened her eyes, and they reflected his to an exact copy. When my son opened his, mine widened, because he had one blue eye and one brown eye. I looked up sharply at Baldur, when he shrugged with a smirk. Where my son’s hair was straight, my daughter’s curled like mine.

	 “They’re beautiful.” I whispered, when he nodded. “How is this possible Baldur?” I asked.

	“We must not use that name on this plain.” He stated kissing my forehead, when I nodded. “The night that I was to leave, you recall the gift I promised you?” He said, when I sent him a look, looked at the babies, then sent him the look for a second time; and he threw his head back laughing hard.

	“I am well with this gift from Igrid, but this was not what was intended.” He said, chuckled, when I pulled a face.

	“Okay, I’m confused.” I said, he nodded, then rose. He walked to my dresser, drew something out, when my eyes widened for the reason that it glowed. He walked back to the bed, sat down, then opened the handkerchief. 

	I would swear it was a tiny star!

	“It is such. This was my gift to Igrid, so that she would always remember me.” He stated smiling, when my mouth dropped for probably the one-thousandth time since meeting him.

	“But in the dream, you asked--” I began, when he chuckled.

	“Yes, but I inferred the star, and was well with mirth when I observed you on the hillside. It was then I felt the pull of the babes.” He sent back grinning, when I smacked him.

	“So you truly had no clue you knocked me up when you left?” I asked, he concentrated for several moments, tilted his head, then nodded as he was probably remembering the movie Knocked Up we’d watched together.

	“Yes, I remember this knocked up. And no, I had no knowledge of this knocking up.” He said, and I tried not to laugh.

	“Then like I said, I’m confused.” I said, when he nodded.

	“This has not happened in eons my love; except to my brother, and he lost his wits about him and gave the priestess half his essence and God force. It was not well with Odin, for my brother cannot return to Valhalla, until the Valkyries bring him home.” He said, and my mouth was doing that thing once more.

	“But I thought you said he was in the Shadowlands?” I sent back shocked.

	“It is what I had imagined as well, yet when I returned, I was given ear of my brother’s tales.” He stated simply, but I could tell it was with pride, nonetheless.

	“But what does that mean for us Baldur, and how are you able to stay here now.” I asked, when he drew his open shirt further apart, and I took a deep breath as his chest glowed. He drew my gown back, and my mouth dropped once more as mine glowed as well, I would swear in time with his.

	“It is, and they are. When you bore my children, the Gods Force linked us, and as with my brother, you have received half of my essence. Therefore, I am able to remain wherever my heart is.” He stated nodding to his hand that was pressed to my heart. I looked up blinking rapidly, when he nodded; then brushed the tear from my face with the back of his knuckle, leaned forward then kissed me. 

	“And now? Are you banned from Valhalla as well, and it’s my fault.” I said near to sobbing, when he sighed, then embraced me tightly. When he drew back from me, I placed his hair behind his ear realizing that it was loose.

	“It is well, for Igrid is the heart that beats in Baldur’s breast, so I am well with it. Now, we live, and do this human marriage thing. And you become Baldur’s wife, as you have imagined you were at first sight.” He said as if he were annoyed, rolling his eyes, when I punched him in the chest like always, and he laughed hard.

	“Is that your idea of a marriage proposal, Favorite, because if it is, I’ll state now it sucked ass.” I snapped playfully, when he laughed kissing me deeply.

	“Igrid has continuously operated as though she were Baldur’s wife, so I regard naught unfamiliar.” He sent back, when I bit his lip laughing. He yelped laughing too as he took the sleeping babies and walked from the room.

	When he returned, he began to strip off his clothes, and I stuck my tongue out as that beautiful ten out of ten of his swung just for me, and he threw his head back laughing.

	“And the power?” I whispered as he jerked me into his arms.

	“It yet remains. But we will speak of this thereafter, for Igrid and my children cannot remain in this realm, and he safe.” He whispered back, I gaped, then screamed as he sent the power into my chest. I can’t tell you much after that, except several orgasms, my neighbor Cliff pounding on my bedroom wall, and power like I had never before felt in my life! 

	But the most powerful aspect of it, was the words of love he repeated to me over and over which caused my heart to swell with the same. I would worry about the crazy shit I knew was coming afterwards from the Numinous. He had literally, fucking made me a Goddess…and there would be hell to pay because of it!

	 


Balcony…
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	“And does…
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	the Numinous Council have knowledge of this. He is not to be here, and it appears as if he has given the human God Force. Is not Thorodinson in battel with Red at present?” Bather inhaled quietly as they watched the two of them.

	“It is my belief. Yet, nae he has broken several edicts. Equally, I was not in belief that this truly existed.” Ganard sent back, as they continued to gape at each other.

	“We must return at once. And did you have knowledge that Brynhild has dwelled here as well?” Bather hissed, Ganard stared, then shook his head no with shock.

	“It has come to knowledge. We must return at once, for we cannot have as such. Equally, Linus has just given ear for all his Sainthood, Vidar has just crossed the divide as well. The Grand Numinous needs ear now!” Bather spat, when Ganard nodded franticly, and they leaped from the balcony…

	 


Chapter One

	Mid-town 

	Manhattan…
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	I exhaled noisily … 
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Description automatically generated] as I stepped off the elevator, then headed straight towards the bar. My day was not only bat-shit crazy, but mental break-down worthy as well. I was beyond exhausted, and pissed didn’t even cover what I felt about my day. A fifteen-year career in advertising, basically went up in smoke, and all because of my janky ass boss Frank Delacorte!

	I needed a fucking drink for the day I’d had.

	I was tw0-seconds from murdering someone, and I meant that with my full ass chest!

	My boss , overseer or what have you for the last fifteen-years just decided to quit today after twenty-five -years with the company, leaving the twelve advertising projects that we had due in a month left up to me and only me, because I was his assistant. 

	I’d been completely freaked when Jenny from HR burst through my office door on one seriously, because Frank had completely left the company shafted, and I wasn’t experienced enough to do his complete job; mainly because it wasn’t mine!
And the craziest part, was that I factually had no earthly clue that this would be his MO. Equally, I was not only friends with him and his partner Gavin outside of work, but his assistant for the last fifteen-years as well.

	I mean I knew he was unhappy for the last five or six years, but I had no fucking clue it was at this level! Like he just said fuck it, after twenty-five-years, and let them deal with it. I couldn’t imagine a better fuck you, or fuck off, but he obviously forgot about me, which is what pissed me off.

	I wasn’t upset because he decided to quit, hell no, Frank had been spreading himself thin for the last ten-years for this company. Likewise, I’d told him years ago that if he didn’t pace himself, he was likely to burn out before retirement. No, I was pissed because he did it to me, and with no advanced notice. Also, for the last ten-years I had assumed that we were more than simply office friends.

	And to top it off, I walked into a complete shit show this morning, not mentally or physically prepared for any of it. It was his kiss off yes, but it also made me look completely incompetent!

	The office was in absolute chaos, and I just knew someone was seriously fired.

	Yet, to make matters even worse, the owners of the company were abroad, and our managing firm lead would need to video conference with them from New York to London; and I felt for Fitz.

	I couldn’t even imagine that conversation.

	Frank was factually the owners right hand man!

	For twenty-years, Frank literally ran both inhouse and our independent contractors. If there was an issue of any sort, the first call was to Frank, and if he couldn’t solve it; then the company made a call to the owners. I wasn’t even sure if I would have a job after what Frank just did.

	And what’s more, was the fact that he didn’t even come in today, he did a motherfucking email chain with the words I Quit, and nothing else. Like that was the pièce de résistance to his fuck you!

	I mean seriously, what the fuck Frank!

	Was my mode right now, and it was taking everything in me not to do the same, because if I wasn’t fired, I would be the one to take up this shit, something I had no clue how to do, nor did I want to do it. I was in the job that I was, because it was what I…wanted to do. I didn’t want Frank’s job, so where would that leave me if it was all they were offering me after Frank’s fuck off. 

	Furthermore, what if they imagined that I knew, or had something to do with his epic shafting.

	I just might be out of a job myself after fifteen-years!

	Then to top even that off…to completely fuck off my day even more, my mother was getting on my fucking nerves with her new boyfriend Jacques, and some trip to France that she wanted me and Hently to take with them.

	My father would finally need to be placed in a nursing home, which I would need to pay for, because my catty ass mother was about to be remarried, so she gave no fucks; and my sister acted as though she couldn’t give two shits about it either. So, as usual it was left up to Penelope the sensible, responsible daughter.

	I mean I understood that my sister was young, and basically a Z at twenty-three, but didn’t they give a shit about anything that didn’t revolve around them? Rick the bartender smiled, when I waved him over.

	“I need a fricken double.” I griped, he laughed, nodded, then silently poured.

	“Want to talk about it?” He chuckled, when I shook my head no.

	I was not about to be a cliché right now. 

	I just wanted to get buzzed, and if at all possible forget about my day. I knocked it back quickly, he laughed, then silently waited while I blew the stress from me.

	“I’ll have a Fuzzy Navel.” I said, taking off my blazer, he nodded smiling, then commenced to make my drink. This time I sipped my drink, he winked, then went after some older couple flagging him down.

	For that…I was grateful.

	 


An Hour Later
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	At last settled…
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	I took off the sweater I was wearing under my blazer as well, and allowed the alcohol to finally sink into my exhausted body. I swear my day couldn’t get any worse, and I just hoped it didn’t. 

	Don’t get me wrong, I loved my job, and most of the people that I worked with.

	The idea that I could come up with these major advertising campaigns, and work with big named stars was factually a dream job in my industry. It was the pinnacle of my career if I were truthful, and for the last fifteen-years despite some of the draw backs, I loved what I did for a living.

	It's just that, companies like Use It or Lose It, my bosses, tend to use people up and spit them back out broken and bordering on insanity, which is exactly what Frank was; and why he shafted the company.

	Hell, I ain’t even mad at him.

	Frank was in his late fifties, and two-years ago decided that him and Gavin needed a life outside of ULI, and I was happy for him. Gavin was amazing, as well as thirty-five years old, and Frank looked a good ten-years younger since they’d began dating, I swear. 

	Now two years later, they’d just set a wedding date for this Christmas, and it was the first time in  fifteen-years that I had ever seen Frank truly happy inside and out. I couldn’t be happier for him, because there wasn’t a better person than Frank that I knew.

	He deserved this happiness for all the shit men we’d both cried about over wine for the last ten-years too. But I just felt like…shit…Frank’s ass could have shafted them the week that my ass was on fucking vacation! I blew out the breath, asked the Rick the bartender to watch my purse, then headed to the ladies room.

	When I returned to the bar, I laughed, because Rick already had my second drink waiting. I sent him a wink, then took up my comfy stool once more.

	Now, where was I?

	Oh, yes, and like Frank, at forty, I was seriously contemplating early retirement myself. I graduated from NYU with a master’s in business and marketing ready to meet the world with fresh ideas and vigor. 

	However, that was far from what I actually got. I spent the first two-years working in the mail room, factually clawing for a space, because every intern, wannabe or what have you, was right there with me if they had the right resume.

	Years later, Frank said it was to see if we really had what it took, to persevere even when we weren’t where we wanted to be; but would do everything in our power to get that covenanted spot, even if it meant being a basic grunt in the mail room. So I gave my first two years to that shitty ass mailroom, hoping that someone would actually see my talent. And on my third-year there, I was finally noticed.

	Frank said he saw something in me that he hadn’t seen in years, and that, was my in right there. He took me under his wing, showed me the ropes, drummed into my brain everything he knew, and the rest as they say is history. I mean I could do his job if need be, he’d made sure of it; it was just that I didn’t have the confidence in my skills to pull it off right now regardless if Frank believed I could or not. Which is ultimately I imagine why he did this!

	I’ve been here for the last fifteen-years, and have loved most everything I have done with ULI. They gave me a chance when no one else would, and although I have loyalty to them, it does not however trump my wellbeing and sanity.

	My mother did that shit enough for an entire crew of employees.

	She finally settled into her latest husband to be at 65, he was richer than God himself, and she wanted to drag me and my sister into their relationship.

	Yeah, I wanted to go to France and Bali, just not with them!

	I couldn’t even imagine how that trip would go.

	Hently bitching and complaining the entire three weeks because she was forced to leave this week’s boy toy, my mother ruining her life once more. 

	Yeah no… I was good. 

	At least for now, until I could find a big enough, real life excuse that would work to get me out of it. My mother wasn’t stupid, hell she was one of the most cutthroat women in business I knew; especially after my parents divorced, my dad became a dead beat, and my mom raised me on her own.

	I gave her props daily for that, because to be a single mother raising a child in the eighties had to be hard as hell, especially when women of color were struggling just to have equal rights. I am a triracial woman, and although I have my issues, they were nothing like I imagined my mother’s were as a Black-Latina woman. But she did that shit, and both Hently and I have degrees and careers that will keep us comfortable until either of us do decide to retire.

	Albeit, all of the above, she was getting on my fucking nerves lately, despite the fact that I loved her. I wouldn’t say my mother was toxic, it was just that she imagined I wanted the things for my life that she did in hers, and there in lay the issues between us. I was happy with my life, I didn’t need a “Good Man,” as she so often professed I needed. My life was content, and I just wished she would see that, instead of always attempting to make mother suggestions as she called them.

	There were so many times that I just wanted to say butt the fuck out, but I am a person of color, we do not imagine that we can speak to our parents like that; and at least live to see the next hour, let alone day. And my sister was a complete mess, but unlike my mother, I let her do her; because at the end of the day, she had to live her own life mistakes and all, something my mother couldn’t seem to recognize.

	I sipped my drink, realized I’d finished it, then motioned to Rick once more. He chuckled, nodded, then commenced to make my third drink. I left the money, tip included on the bar next to my empty glass then. He swiped up the glass, the money, and walked to the end of the bar to the customers who were flagging him down.

	Now…back to me…

	As far as kids, I didn’t have any children myself, it just never seemed like the right time to do it, because I refused to struggle like my mom did attempting to raise me on her own; so I wanted to be financially sound, or at the very least a two-parent household. 

	So that meant a husband, and I hadn’t really ever found the premise of that either, so I was always good with who and what I was. 

	And now at forty, I was contemplating children as well as retirement. I had saved my entire working adult life just for retirement; so if ever there came a day where I felt like the illustrious words of David Allan Coe’s…Take this Job and Shove It, fit the situation at that moment, I could kick rocks and end up on a Jamaican beach or something.

	I groaned, then shook my head no.

	As if…my brain sent back.

	Even though I truly wanted too sometimes, the economy and the fact that I loved my job; I knew would keep me from it. 

	But I was seriously thinking about it lately.

	Especially after this shit Frank just pulled!

	Twenty-minutes later, I glanced up from the emails on my tablet and Jenny’s rants as the guy took the seat at the bar next to me. I scanned him quickly, then went back to my emails. 

	I saw him motion towards Rick on the other end from my peripheral, then looked up once more. He turned my way, smiled, gave me a nod, when my mouth dropped to my tits.

	Shiza!

	I hadn’t seen a man who looked this good in ages!

	And he smelled amazing too!

	Sandal wood, and something musky.

	I closed my eyes and breathed in the scent of him, and it was all man, and good as shit.

	I opened my eyes and shook myself, wanting to smack myself for acting thirsty. But as I studied him, I pulled a face, because he couldn’t have been older than twenty-five or twenty-six. If he were thirty, I would never believe it in a million years!
I exhaled noisily then.

	Oh well, there goes that could have been sated lust.

	I thought with a chuckle shaking my head, then went back to my emails.

	“May I buy you a drink?” He asked, I looked up for a second time, smirked just a bit, then shook my head no.

	The accent was sexy though.

	I couldn’t actually place it, because it sounded like a combination of Irish and Scottish.

	The I sounded like Ah, and he’d rolled the DR in drink.

	His brow knitted together for several moments, when he nodded, then motioned Rick over once more.

	 “I’ll have a Tom Collins.” He ordered, when my brow rose.

	That was a first.

	He didn’t look like the type that would even know what a Tom Collins was, let alone ask for one, but then I guess that was just my preconceptions against Zs.

	“A bit before your time, isn’t it?” I questioned, he looked at me, and the look he sent me caused my breath to catch, and areas on my body that had been neglected for the last five-years to respond as all get out. I jerked my drink to me, killed it, then turned on the stool giving him my back.

	What the shit was that?

	I would swear he’d just caressed my entire body with that one look… as intimately as if he’d touched me! I took a deep breath, then glared up at the ceiling. What the hell was wrong with me, by the same token, he was way too fricken young for me!

	“Nae, I like classic things.” He sent back, when I turned towards him slightly as if his voice caressed my body for a second time drawing my attention. I would also vow that due to the slight smirk on his lips; he was referring to my age.

	When I could breathe once more, I turned fully on the stool facing him now, and simply nodded.

	“And why is such a beautiful woman here alone in a lounge, buying her own drinks?” He asked, when I chuckled shaking my head.

	He was a pimp…that’s for sure.

	“I like buying my own drinks, that way there are no misunderstandings.” I sent right back with a wink, and he nodded once more.

	“Cormac.” He said extending his hand. I looked at it for several moments, exhaled deeply, then took it. As I did, something strange surged up my spine, the gasp left my lips before I could smother it, when I jerked my hand back. He sent me that little smirk for a second time, then sipped on his drink.

	“And does milady have a name?” He probed, and my scowl remained. I wasn’t sure what was up with the speech, but it was as though he’d just stepped out of some late eighteenth-early nineteenth century movie, and the fact that his name was Cormac, made me think he might be Scottish. His clothes appeared as if he were living in that time period too, but stylishly modern; as if he were a cast member of Peaky Blinders or something, and just as sexy too.

	“Aaaah… yes…Penelope.” I said, he nodded, then waved Rick over once more. Rick shook his head, rolled his eyes with humor, then silently waited.

	He'd seen the trove of men attempting to hit on me any number of times, and me shutting them down.He always found it amusing, saying I was too choosey. And I was always like, you damned right, to which Rick would laugh and head off to meet the next customer’s needs.

	“If you wud be so kind as to refill Ms. Penelope’s drink.” He instructed Rick, Rick pulled a face slightly peering at me, when I exhaled, then nodded.

	“And what wus it that milady wus drinking if I might ask?” He questioned looking at me directly now, and my mouth formed the word O, because I had never… and I mean never seen eyes like his in my life. Ice blue and depthless, only there were three different rings of blue around his irises, and they were amazing.

	I felt the shiver go through my body for a second time and reached for the drink to steel what I felt… I would vow was coming off him, shooting straight into my chest. I killed the last bits of the drink, shook myself slightly, then scowled stealing myself once more to what this dude was. He affected me somehow, and my brain was not liking that one bit.

	“A Fuzzy Navel.” I groaned, when he smiled.

	“I find that quite charming.” He chuckled, and lawd God, why did he make ém like this.

	“Milady has yet to answer my initial question?” He solicited, when I pulled a face.

	“What question?” I sent back confused, because he seriously messed with my brain, when he chuckled once more.

	“As to why… she is here… alone? Does she not have a gentleman to claim her?” He smiled, when I took a deep breath.

	“No she does not, and she likes it that way.” I countered bringing the drink to my lips.

	“And does she not require passion, the warm touch of another?” He sent back, brow raised, and that same sensation went through my body once more. I gulped down the drink shaking my head no. 

	There was something about this guy!

	WTF!

	I took another deep breath, exhaled it slowly, then went into my scare them off mode. Whatever he was, wasn’t natural to me, so I was shutting it down before it could even get started.

	In the same way, what a question to ask?

	No man had ever asked me that question this directly, where I would have to answer it honestly.

	“Huuumm.” Was all he said nodding, bringing his own drink to his lips.

	“So she will venture home…alone…this night?” He asked, when I glared at him now.

	Of course she would.

	I hadn’t had sex in five-years, and a significant other in nine!

	But that wasn’t his business, and I sure as hell wouldn’t have a One-Night stand with a twenty-something fricken Z!.

	Also, he could be some kind of stalker freak!

	Yes, he was fine as fuck, but that could be how he caught his victims!

	“Yes, and I like it that way too. I don’t do frivolous one-night stands. I don’t pick up guys in bars, especially not younger ones, and I definitely don’t give out my personal information to someone I just met in a hotel bar. Correspondingly, sex has to mean something, especially to me.” I countered, satisfied at his grimace now.

	That should let him know what I was about, so he could go buy someone else drinks, cuz he wasn’t getting shit here.

	“Is milady stating that one cannae share passion, love and a true binding connection in one night?” He countered, the smirk back as he motioned to Rick once more, Rick nodded, then commenced to make the little shit’s drink.

	“Nae, one cannae. Those things require time, and they cannae be achieved in a One-Night Stand.” I scoffed mocking him; he gave me a full out smile this time, obviously amused at me mocking his speech pattern, but my jaw dropped for a third time.

	My God…who was this man!

	He was factually deadass beautiful…on God!

	“You know…human scientist state that the brain merely needs forty-seconds to contemplate as well as fall in true love for another. That one only works on the bonding afterwards.” He sent back shrugging, and I tried not to grin at the cheesy smile on his face now.

	“With Love comes Commitment, and I’m not looking for either.” I sent back, then did grin outright this time at the scowl on his face now.

	“And if I were to make you… my Queen?” He offset, and it was my turn to grimace. I wasn’t entirely sure if he meant that metaphorically, figuratively, or literally… due to the Scottish accent.

	“My words still stand. No one, without an act from the Gods, magick, voodoo, whodo or what have you…can fall in love in one night.” I exhaled noisily as I turned back towards the bar, then reached for my apparel.

	“And if I can prove milady wrong, will she promise to be mine?” He sent back, and I was staring now.

	“I’m sorry…what?” I sent right back, shocked.

	“I said if I can prove milady wrong, will she promise to be mine, and dwell with me?” He said once more, when I sulked.
What the shit was going on?

	Was he having a laugh at the old desperate bird at the bar?

	“Yeah, I think you done…” I began when he cut me off.

	“One-night, shurely milady is not afraid?” He challenged, when I glared at him now.

	“I never said that, equally why does it even matter to you what I think?” I retorted turning away from him once more, reaching for my apparel for a second time.

	“She can even bind me to the bed if this pleases her?” He grinned now, and that smile sent a direct hit to my bits!

	“Is this your idea of some kind of game, because if it…” I began, when he sent me a glare this time. I took a step back, because that was a serious glare, as if I finally hit a nerve and truly pissed him off.

	“I do not trifle ignorantly with the bonds of love, as well as commitment!” He nearly spat, when my mouth separated for the fourth time since meeting this man, because he was fucking deadass serious.

	I glowered once more.

	“Then I don’t get what this is then.” I said exhaling deeply, when that wicked smile was back.

	“I have already informed milady as to what it wus. Is she yet afraid?” He smiled, when I swallowed hard. “I can prove to her that all that I have spoken is true and direct concerning she and Cormac.” He laughed, when I narrowed my eyes, because he’d spoken of himself in the third person.

	Shit!

	Okay I see now.

	Maybe he was bat-shit crazy!

	That made wayyyy more sense than this beautiful stranger coming up to me…of all people. I mean I wasn’t ugly by no means, but I so wasn’t his status!

	And I had no issues with that.

	Some people were just meant for other beautiful people, and that was no slight on the rest of us above average and average looking people. Plus, as I continued to peer at him I realized someone this attractive would bring hella headaches and fucking drama.

	I’d be ready to cut a bitch on the regular!

	Women throwing themselves at him, women attempting to break us up, all kinds of drama that I was just too fucking old for now, and wanted nothing to do with.

	He was the epitome of A Beautiful Nightmare.

	He was like a God among us mere mortals, and from the lust filled looks women, and some men too openly gave him for the last thirty-minutes; proved it too.

	“Okay, I’m still confused. Are you offering me a One-Night Stand or what? Because if you are, it is still a NO.” I questioned once more, felt something shoot into my body for a third time, when he shook his head no.

	“Nae, I am offering you intimacy, love, and endless commitment.” He stated, I was doing that fish out of water thing, completely knocked for six yet again, inhaled, then rose. I wasn’t sure what the shit this was, but I was tired, buzzed, and just wanted to go home and sleep. “All is well…Cormac will yet remain until Ms. Penelope has come to terms with what he offers; and she sees that he will indeed be the greatest love of her life. Cormac has undeniably found his Queen.” He quantified chuckling, kissed my forehead, then walked off with that same damn smirk.

	I factually just stood there for a complete forty-seconds frozen by his words. I finally shook myself, sent Rick a look for his wide ass grin, sent him the bird after, then walked off shaking my head. I had no clue what to think about the last half hour, but I was headed home to bed.
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