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      “Do you believe in love at first sight? I didn’t, even when I witnessed my sire find his mate. They had a shaky beginning, but I could see it in my sire’s eyes when he looked at his mate.” Odin paused while he reflected on his sire—whom he still mourned, but then chided himself for losing track and moved forward in his story. “News had gotten back to our castle in Alesia that a Sumerian had befriended Prince Talos down in our estate not far from Roma. This was several hundred years before the Roman Empire fell and Talos was coming up on his first millennial birthday.

      “The Prince had a love for training humans to fight in the games at the Colosseum, and his father, my sire, indulged him with a rich estate and gladiatorial ludus. Merchants often visited in attempts to win favor with our prince, so it wasn’t unusual. But there was something about this new one that sparked an interest in me and pushed me to travel south for a visit. Something deep inside urged me and I followed.” Odin rubbed his fist over his chest.

      “Fifteen days of travel brought me to the estate with the moon high in the sky. I released my xolos to mingle with my brother’s and to rest after the long journey while a few of my sons, who had traveled with me, and I made our way to the central hall of the estate.

      “I entered the hall and the musicians didn’t stop playing but many conversations did and heads turned our way. Feeding and fucking commenced around the room as I moved toward the center and the pile of pillows where Talos lounged with a man between his legs, head bobbing lazily while Talos talked. My gaze shifted to the being that held Talos’ and now my full attention.

      “Violet orbs bore into me as I took in the expanse of naked creamy skin over lithe muscles in a tall frame. Dark hair decorated the toned chest and led down the abdomen to a vampire gripped by the hair with a strong hand whose mouth was being pounded into without mercy.

      “I dared make contact with those violet eyes framed in thick lashes. Captured, my feet were stuck from getting any closer. Thick, black wavy hair fell to his shoulders and a full black beard framed lush lips. One side curled in a smirk in my periphery while my focus was still locked in the deep purple depths that drove down into what little remained of my soul.” Odin dragged out the last word.

      “It was probably a little creepy that the being maintained that eye contact while fucking another, but I didn’t care. The magical power that exuded from him was akin to my sire in strength. But the frequency lit up every molecule in my body and it felt like I vibrated where I stood. He held the vampire down, and the only clue I had that he was spilling down his throat was the spasm of his abdomen. Then he pulled the vampire off and tossed him to the side, finally letting go of his hair. All the while, his gaze didn’t break mine and that stupid little smirk played on his lips.” Odin’s features twisted in annoyance.

      “He laid splayed out for me. His long thick dick relaxed between his legs, still slick with spit and cum, begged for me to lick it clean. With a snort, his smirk grew like he knew what I was thinking, and that small shift was enough to break the hold he had on me. I immediately turned around and left.” Odin tilted his head slightly as he drew in his next breath to continue. “I grabbed a fresh horse, left my sons there and headed back home to Alesia. I didn’t stop until the sun rose again and I was fifty kilometers away from that creature. The creature whose name I wouldn’t learn until I returned home to letters that had beaten me there and whom I wouldn’t see again for another decade. The creature I would chase for another five hundred and thirty years.” Odin’s voice filled with ominous frustration.

      “I see the confusion on your face. You’re wondering why I ran.” Odin sighed heavily. “Vampires don’t usually have mates. The few that have found them over time have been unusual circumstances and even then, it took time for them to realize that special someone in their life that they’d die for is their mate. The inability to recognize one’s mate is due to them once being human. Humans don’t generally know the concept as such. They don’t recognize the feeling that overcomes them when they meet their soulmate. They attribute to love at first sight but sometimes it takes more to realize it. Sometimes Fate makes you work for it. But Fate was not fickle with me. I knew who Majid was to me but I didn’t understand why or how and I didn’t want to face him—not like that—while he looked at me like I’d drop to my knees any second for him. No, I had a reputation to uphold, but that alone didn’t stop me from pursuing him once I settled with the idea.

      “Majid taunted me and eluded me through the fall of the Roman Empire and the rise of the Frankish Empire while I held down the home fort. My sire and his mate and half my siblings traveled east into Asia to solidify trade routes that were closing in the face of widespread conflict that seemed to grip the world. Talos and Majid were in Constantinople with Talos’ sons stirring up trouble.

      “Humanity brought a new darkness to the world as a new religion rose and blanketed Europe. Magical beings took advantage of the chaos. We were more open than we had been in several millennia. As conflict rose, so too did our need for a new army, especially as the vampryi in the east decided that my sire’s advances were not welcome. I left my oldest living son in charge of our territory and traveled south and then east, stopping first in Constantinople to check on Talos.

       “Riots had broken out and we had to fight our way to the estate in the heart of the city. I entered the great hall covered in blood, only to be slammed against a wall. I thought I was under attack, which I was, but of a different nature.” Odin smiled as the memory brought warmth to him. “Majid pinned me to the wall almost effortlessly and slammed me against it again until I stopped fighting and realized he was kissing me and tearing my armor from my body. I just about wept in joy and relief that he finally accepted me.

      “That first encounter led to almost five hundred years of happiness on my part and to what I thought was happiness on Majid’s as well. We’d built a relationship of sorts that was mostly long distance but when we were together, it was explosive. But something was missing between us. Majid had made it clear that until we found our other mate, we would not be permanent. Some might think that was harsh, but I understood, and we could not be bound magically until all three of us were present. It didn’t make my love or my devotion to Majid any less. And I tried my best not to let the knowledge that I alone was not enough for Majid dig a hole I could not get out of. That did not stop me from cursing Nature or Fate from time to time for their cruelty.

      “Then my entire world came crashing down. War with the eastern vampires was in full swing. I led our army against them while Talos and Majid, along with Primus and Vesryn, stayed in Merv—later known as Alexandria. The silk road was the trade route through central Asia, and we wanted full control of it.

      “A missive arrived via xolos. We used them to carry messages since they can travel faster through the Shadow Dimension and we still do today. The message was from Majid and only instructed that I return to Merv immediately. We were a good twelve days’ travel by horseback from Merv and I couldn’t wait that long. So, I donned one of our day suits, which back then was a full leather suit with magically warded goggles. They weren’t as comfortable as the leather one I have now, but they got the job done.

      “I ran for five days and five nights without stopping. A feat only the stupid would try to undergo but my heart and Master was calling for me. Sheer willpower alone brought me to our estate in Merv and I went straight to our chambers. I nearly collapsed when I entered our bedroom.

      “Majid wasn’t there, but I smelled food and I was starving. I thought “Majid really does love me; he knew I’d come running and had a meal waiting”. I remember thinking how sweet he was as I pulled off my hood. The meal was chained to the bed and I pounced, sinking my fangs eagerly into it. Rich, thick therianthrope blood flooded my mouth and I moaned in pleasure. I felt lucky to have such a mate in life as Majid.” Odin smiled wistfully before his lips flattened as the memories flowed.

      “The therianthrope might have fought and struggled. I really don’t remember. I drained him completely and then passed out. The next thing I knew was pain as I crashed into a wall. Majid was yelling, saying horrible things. I didn’t know what was happening. He accused me of being jealous and he hated me.

      “I tried to stand but he picked me up and threw me again. Tears streaked his face. I still didn’t know what I had done. Then Majid charged at me transforming in an instant, his beautiful dark purple horn leveled at my chest. I froze in confusion and fear. I knew that if my fate was to die at the end of my beloved’s horn, then so be it because whatever I had done was obviously something I needed to be punished for.

      “It was Talos who saved me just as Majid’s horn pierced my chest. The pain as Majid’s magic burned my flesh was unreal.” Odin put a hand over his heart where the scar remained, forever a reminder of his failure. “I lost consciousness again and woke in Talos’ bed with him and Primus hovering over me—Primus’ blood fresh in my mouth.

      “‘Sire?’ I asked in a voice I didn’t recognize. Primus nodded to Talos and Talos left, then Primus pulled me into his arms with a strength you’d never expect from someone so small. But I felt like a child in his arms as he held my head to his chest and told me who I had killed. I screamed and cried into the chest of the vampyr who gave me life when I thought the gods had forsaken me. He had saved me then, but he could not save me now.” Odin tried to swallow around the tightening of his throat. The memories overwhelming him still over a millennium later.

      “I tried to talk to Majid, but he was gone and Talos with him. I went back to the frontlines and laid waste to armies. I charged into each battle, praying for death.

      “After one such battle, hundreds of bodies littered the hillside, and I knelt in blood-soaked earth and roared into the heavens all my anger and grief. I cursed Fate and Nature. Majid didn’t need me. How could he? I was useless. I couldn’t even give him the children I knew he wanted. That’s why we needed a third, and I ruined that chance, took it away from my beloved. What good was I?” Odin’s voice rose lost in his anguish.

      “Covered in my latest attempt to die with some semblance of honor, it was the least I could do for my sire,” Odin’s tone turned reverent. “Light streamed down from the moonless sky. A being whose shape constantly changed was illuminated by the light. They transformed from species to species, never staying one for long. Then they spoke in a chorus of voices.

      “I thought “finally, Fate is answering my prayers”, and I held out my arms to the sides in surrender, ready to leave this world, but their words surprised me. ‘You will know forgiveness.’ And then they disappeared.

      “I would have thought I was hallucinating but my whole army saw and heard them. My son Gallagher was closest to me, and he punched me square in the face. To my surprise, I fell back, and he stood over me, his blue eyes flared in anger. ‘Now, stop trying to kill yourself and be the god you are, Sire.’

      “He had his hands on his hips and everything as he glared at me. I burst into laughter and for the first time in the months since I’d lost Majid, I felt like everything might be okay one day. I had no idea then that it would take another thousand years and then some for me to realize I needed to forgive myself first before I had a chance at winning Majid back.”

      Odin leaned back into the comfortable leather. The story draining in its telling. Bayne followed him and relaxed after sitting on the edge of his seat for most of it. Bayne carded his hair with his fingers, his face pensive.

      Odin wet his parched throat from the glass of water on the small round table between their chairs. “I know what my brother did yesterday was monumentally stupid⁠—”

      “But don’t let it cause a thousand-year rift between us?” Bayne interrupted with a small chuckle.

      “Well, there’s that, but understand that it’s harder to forgive ourselves. Part of that rift between Majid and I was not me seeking forgiveness for accidentally killing our mate—who will and has been reincarnated—but in Majid very nearly killing me. Had it not been for Talos stopping him with force, he would have, and there would be no coming back from that death for me. Not as I am. Majid still, after all this time, has a problem with that but he’s finally realized he needs to forgive himself.” Odin rubbed the scar on his chest, no longer feeling any kind of residual pain from it.

      “Talos was very close with his fathers, and I’m not saying that it excuses his actions, and I know that kind of relationship you’re unfamiliar with.” Odin held up a hand when Bayne bristled at his words. “Just try to see this from his perspective. He lost them not that long ago and despite all the changes in the world that have taken place since then, nothing—and I mean nothing—has changed in his personal life. It was like it stopped for him. Kikoi has been his only constant and he’s held onto him tightly. He hasn’t sired any children since they died. Bellamy was the last and that was shortly before they died.”

      Odin didn’t mind telling Bayne anything about his brother’s life. Talos would be more of an open book over time, but Bayne needed to see the bigger picture now. Odin was satisfied with the look of understanding that played across Bayne’s features.

      “Should I go talk to him now?” Bayne started to get up.

      “No.” Odin gestured for him to sit back down. “No, he’ll come to you when he’s ready. You can’t let him off the hook too easily.”

      “Oh, I’m definitely not ready for that. What he did was simply wrong and I’m still angry. Kikoi is angry.”

      Odin nodded in agreement. He had never seen Kikoi angry and the tribal warrior he is was out in full force the night before. “He needs some time, and so do you. I just ask that you open your heart to forgiveness.”

      “I can do that.”

      “Good. I suspect his stubbornness won’t hold out much longer. It hasn’t even been a full day yet since you both left him and he’s miserable. Don’t be surprised if a few gifts come your way.” Odin smiled.

      “Thank you for telling me what happened.”

      “You would have learned eventually, but since Majid is convinced we’ll meet our mate again soon, I’m trying to put it fully in the past.”

      Bayne stood and held out his hand. Odin stood, pulled him into a hug and slapped his back. The air escaped Bayne’s with an oomph. “Congratulations, my new brother, and don’t worry. We’re all here to help you and Talos in any way we can.”

      Odin released him and Bayne smiled. “Thanks.”

      Bayne walked out of Odin’s sitting room, and Odin sat back down as he thought, not about Talos’ child that would come in the next year, but of Majid’s and meeting their new mate. He crossed his ankles and wondered, as he often did, why he was really needed once their mate was found. All the years of being alone and hoping for the day Majid would welcome him back into his life hadn’t answered that question.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: Chapter one siku]
        

      

      
        
        Somewhere in the Rocky Mountains

        Tuesday, 23rd August, 47 Aevum Magia

      

      

      Siku settled into his new blind. He’d been out there for over a week, watching and waiting. It hadn’t been hard to find the mountain base. It looked like an old military bunker. The only part visible from the outside was the hole in the mountain with huge double doors that secured the primary entrance.

      Places like that didn’t have just one way in, so Siku had looked for another way. It took two days, but he finally found the hatch. It would have been well hidden for most, but not to someone who had lived and breathed the wilderness for almost a hundred years. The hatch was secured with biometric locks, but it wasn’t anything a vampire couldn’t bypass by just ripping the hatch off or cutting the hinges. He notated the hatch on the map he brought up on the flexipad. The map would automatically sync to the council servers for the task force leader.

      Siku changed his hiding spot every few days. Luckily, he did not have all the ordinance that the council forces wanted him to take with him, so he easily hid in the thick trees. He reluctantly took one handgun, but they had allowed him to stock up on as many arrows as he wanted, even the explosive ones. He had only taken a few just in case.

      The special armor he had been given hid his heat signature from any infrared surveillance the resistance might have.

      Siku was glad to be out of the hot desert and back in the wilderness. Something had him on edge and it didn’t help that the image of the magnificent beast charging up the street that last night in Primi wouldn’t leave his head. He chalked it up to never having seen a unicorn before, much less the even rarer male ones who were black instead of white.

      Restlessness turned Siku onto his back. He searched out the stars he knew. So far south, the night sky looked different, and it took him a few while craning his neck northward to find Polaris. From there, he was able to make out the other constellations. Siku thought about what was happening in his village now. They were in full preparation mode for winter when he left. They fished and hunted, preserving what food they needed to get through the winter.

       He had argued with his elders that he should wait till the weather turned before coming south, but they insisted he follow the spirits that watched over them. Siku’s hand drifted to his abdomen and the faint line that marked his designation as an omega. His people viewed omegas as sacred and his leaving the village was a sacrifice. Siku only wished he knew why he was sent there. Perhaps he played a larger role in saving these children. His thoughts drifted as his eyes traced each star pattern, and his lids grew heavy. Soon he was in a light sleep.

      The next morning Siku washed up in a stream not far from his latest hiding spot. He refilled his water bottles then took up his pack again to hike back to the perimeter. Siku chewed on a dense protein bar as he walked and made a plan to hunt that night for more fresh food. They hadn’t known how long he’d have to be out, so they gave him plenty of condensed food to last several weeks if he supplemented with hunting. Despite the humans in the area, there was plenty of game for him to find.

      Vehicle engines filtered through the trees. Siku kicked into a light jog and then scurried up a tree still several yards from the road leading to the bunker entrance. Once he was secure in the tree, he slipped the goggles that hung around his neck over his eyes and used the interface on his right bracer to zoom in on the convoy approaching the gates. With taps of his finger, he took stills of the live scene in front of him.

      He counted three large personnel trucks led by a smaller military truck. The outer perimeter gates opened electronically as the lead truck neared. Men poured out of a side door as the large double doors slowly opened. The lead truck pulled off as the others continued into the mountain. The driver got out and opened the back door for another. When he got out, the men that had come to greet him saluted and remained at attention.

      Siku zoomed in farther to get a look at the new arrival. As the man exited the truck, Siku got the perfect view of his face. He took several stills as the man walked to the others. He saluted them in return and the one in front relaxed and shook the newcomer’s hand. Siku had a feeling this was the one they were waiting for, General Goodman. He swiped and tapped on the interface and brought up the photo they had sent on his HUD. He compared it to the still with a clear shot of the man’s face.

      Siku grinned. Soon he’d be able to take a nice long bath. He sent the images and the special alert code they were instructed to use to the council forces’ command. He continued to watch until the general got back in the truck, then he went inside the mountain. The doors closed again with a clear thunk as they settled.

      A new message arrived with instructions to retreat to new coordinates and wait. They were several kilometers away but Siku was happy to climb down and jog all the way there.
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        Primi Capitis, Primus Territory

        Wednesday, 24th August

        Evening

      

      

      Majid walked out of the closet, putting his cufflinks on. His brow furrowed as he caught sight of Odin tying the laces of his boots. “What are you doing?”

      Odin stood and stomped his feet, making his pants settle low on his hips. The dark green camo pants tucked into his combat boots fit snuggly, and the dark khaki long-sleeved shirt he had tucked into them might as well have been painted on. Arousal threatened to override his annoyance.

      “I’m leading the task force that will assault the bunker with the general in it. We got confirmation he was found earlier today.”

      “No, you’re not. You never asked me if you could go.” Things were still not completely settled between them, but they were finding their way. However, Odin should have known better than to insert himself in matters that were outside his concern.

      Odin lowered his head and dropped to his knees obediently with his hands clasped behind his back. “I’m sorry, min hjarta. I should have asked.”

      Majid stepped closer and caressed the top of Odin’s head. “Yes, you should have. You are retired or did you forget? Talos doesn’t need you to go. You don’t lead armies anymore. You are mine.” Majid pushed Odin’s head down into his crotch. He rubbed his growing bulge into Odin’s face. With a growl, Majid pushed Odin’s head farther down and took a half step forward so that his head was nestled between his thighs and his sac lay on the back of his neck. Majid rubbed Odin’s back with both of his hands.

      “If we had time, I’d choke you with my dick.” Majid squeezed Odin’s head with his thighs as he leaned over and kissed his back. He reached forward and massaged Odin’s muscled cheeks. Majid always loved the way any kind of combat gear looked on Odin. Majid bit into Odin’s back almost hard enough to break skin. Odin mewled under him.

      Reluctantly, Majid released Odin and stepped back. Odin didn’t move, but Majid lowered his hand and raised his chin. Majid leaned down and kissed Odin fiercely, claiming his mouth.

      “You are my soul,” Majid declared in a language that had been lost to the world for almost as long as he had been alive. Odin looked at him with love and devotion clear in his eyes. Majid hoped that Odin would look upon their mate with the same emotions one day.

      “I need you to go on a journey.” Odin’s eyebrows raised in curiosity, but he waited for Majid to continue. “My father, as you know, has been living in the Magnus Dimension for a long time. I need you to find him and ask him for the knife. He’ll know what I’m talking about.”

      Majid reached into his pocket and pulled out a thick golden chain with a black marble hanging from the middle in a net-like cage. He placed the chain over Odin’s head, so it hung around his neck. “This will lead you to him. It will feel hot when you’re facing the right direction.”

      Odin picked up the pendant and examined it. “Okay. Is there anything else I should know or need to do?”

      “No, just hurry. It may take some time to find him but try to be back within a week.”

      Odin stood and Majid leaned up to wrap his arms around his neck and kiss him. “I will return as quickly as possible, min hjarta.”

      They kissed one last time and Odin left their suite with Baron close on his heels. Majid finished getting ready and headed to Talos’ office. He wasn’t happy about making Odin leave his side, but his father wasn’t answering his messages and he would need the knife soon. How soon he still wasn’t sure, but the sooner he had it, the sooner Majid would stop stressing about not having it.

      Majid walked into the office and raised voices.

      “What do you mean I can’t go with them?” Bayne shouted.

      Majid smirked. Of course, Talos wasn’t going to let him be part of the force to take out the resistance.

      “You do not need to be there. The council forces will see to it that the job is done.” Talos stood firm against Bayne with his arms crossed. “Task forces are deploying across the globe to take out every single resistance bunker at once. I realize that you want to be involved, but you’ll just be in the way. Philip has volunteered to personally go with the forces hitting the bunker in Colorado so that he can confirm that General Goodman is killed.”

      Bayne fumed and Majid could almost see steam rising out of his ears. “We’ll have access to the body cams, and we can watch Philip as their incursion takes place,” Majid threw in to break the staring contest happening between them.

      Bayne looked his way with a nod. “Fine, but I am not happy about this. I’m fully capable of being on the ground.”

      Talos sighed heavily. “No one is saying you’re not capable. But you are my mate. Your place is here, and we cannot have a guard detail follow you around in battle to protect you, especially in close quarters like a bunker.”

      “But I know that bunker very well.”

      “Yes, and you’ve relayed all of your information and maps to the commanders so they can make their plans accordingly to ensure that the least amount of people are killed and the children are rescued safely.” Talos uncrossed his arms and stepped closer. He placed his hands on Bayne’s biceps. “You have contributed to the success of the mission, love. And they will be better off for it, both the humans and us.”

      Majid watched with boredom. He didn’t know
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distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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