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	Valhalla…
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	“An yer brother…
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	is where?” Odin asked, when Thor laughed.

	“First, you summoned me for that, as well I was told by someone, namely you…that I would have no further access nor ties thereafter? Likewise, …as if I would have care of Baldur, Odin.” Thor laughed, when Odin rolled his eyes, then hissed at him.

	“For the reason that you are tied to the one Arieanná now till deaths last taken breath, and the Valkyries fight even now as to which will retrieve you. As far as your brother, I fear he has crossed that damnable divide. You must retrieve him, at once! Why can I have no peace!” Odin cried, Thor exhaled, then nodded.

	“Firstly, I will not. I have other issues I must see to first, and second I have no desire to fight the little one. And third, you need not trouble yourself Odin, the Cadambines. will retrieve him directly. Now, why have you truly called me here, Father?” Thor asked, when Odin exhaled noisily, nodded, then motioned him towards the mead hall. 

	 


Chapter One

	New York City…
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	I yawned…
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	as the A-train appeared. I groaned despite the emptiness, then stepped on so ready to get home and go straight to bed. I smacked myself mentally, because now I would literally have to get off on forty-second street to get the 1-train.

	Not sure why I decided to go to Union Square fourteenth street anyway after leaving Penny’s house in Chelsea. But it had been so good to actually see her and spend time with her after the last two years. 

	We’d been thick as thieves in high school, went to college together, then majored in the same subjects. So, to go from seeing each other at least three times a week to only facetime and phone calls had killed me, and I swear I’d been near to losing my mind.

	My only solace had been my mom, for the reason that she was deadass crazy. Each day she’d video call me in some new crazy get up, and I would laugh at her antics for a full twenty-minutes. She’d then promise me as soon as we could, she would make me a full years’ worth of my Nana’s recipes, and my mouth would water just thinking about it.

	I took a seat, then thought about my living and job situations. I swore that this was the year that I would move from the heights further into Manhattan if at all possible. 

	My mom actually lived on the upper west side, so me all the way in the heights was pretty lonely, however when I graduated from college, that was pretty much all my first-year teacher salary could afford. And now three-years later, I was missing family and friends like crackhead. Not to mention, If I could actually finally move, it would cause me less drama, especially where the train, ready staples, and just basic living was concerned. 

	It was seriously cheaper for me in the heights, but it was lonely as hell too. 

	My problem though; I could barely fucking afford it.

	Manhattan was a serious grip, and I wasn’t about to shell out five-thousand fucking dollars a month for a fricken studio matchbox apartment near my mom, when I could have a one-bedroom in the heights for half of that, which was still ridiculous if you asked me . 

	I groaned as a bunch of school kids loudly boarded the train then. The boys were literally pushing and shoving each other as middle school teens normally do, when the teacher in me wanted to yell cut that shit out, but I was not at work, and shit they might cut me.

	NYC kids were rough, no matter their ethnicity.

	They quieted down as several of the older seniors on the train narrowed their eyes at them, glaring their way. They sent back sheepish grins, when I chuckled at that; because at least they were obviously raised right. I moaned to myself as I thought about my job once more.

	I was a seventh-grade teacher, which is why I was used to their antics, but lately I’d been reconsidering my choice of career. I mean I loved the kids, but whatever it was that you needed to stay in this business, the last year of online teaching made me realize that I just didn’t have that love like my besties Charlie, Penny, and my friend of a friend Saif.

	Because in all honesty, I hated my job to like the twenty-fifth power, but due to some precautions still in place; people didn’t really have a choice anymore. 

	That is unless you wanted to work in the food industry. I’d tried that shit in high school and college, and I was never doing that fucking shit again. I gave all props to food service workers, because they took a licking and kept on ticking. The shit that I’d been through when I did it for six months had been insane, so I couldn’t even imagined doing it full time, and as your actual job!

	I just knew the next time some trick came in popping her gum, and said; look bitch… just get my order, I was sailing my ass  over that fucking counter and we was in that shit.

	So to me you have to be a special type of person to say nothing to assholes that disrespect you on the regular, and still retain a smile as well as your job. Why someone would imagine that they were better than honest working people attempting to make a living as well as support their families seriously boggles my mind.

	And the fact that people want you to literally kiss their asses for a fucking tip… is even stranger to me. But as far as the restrictions in the last two years, people pretty much did what they could, to support their families. And if you were one of the lucky ones to actually have kept your original job these last two years; you were sure as hell going to keep it even if it did suck with still so much uncertainty.

	The job market was crazy right now, and even with people saying fuck the Food industry, and the numbers supposedly going up as far as our work forces in the last forty-years were concerned, we still weren’t what we were two years ago. 

	And with all the shite too in the last two years where education was concerned, I was looking at maybe higher education. Which was why when Harvey Middle school asked if I wanted to stay remote, I jumped at it! 

	One, I would have a lighter class load, specializing with children who had learning disabilities, and the pandemic nearly crushed them school wise. And two, I would also be working with children who didn’t fare well the last two years either with regular education as a whole. I was there to help them catch up, something regular teachers just didn’t have the time for in their current curriculum time frame. 

	Equally, I’m not a full fledge on staff teacher, so as annoying as my job was, I got by. As of right now I was forced to tutor upper crust kids until the actual school year began. 

	Yet, because I had no actual internet at home vexing to live the social media free life, and not being able to really want to afford it; I camped out at my bestie’s house from seven-am to three-pm while she was at work just to make a living.

	At thirty-three-years old, I sometimes felt like I should have been born in another time period, maybe the eighties like my mom. My mom literally let the shit of the world today roll off her back like she was a duck. If there was a face in Webster’s for I Don’t Giva Fuuuk… it would be a Gen-Xers. 

	I vow, they must have spent most of their lives in the seventies and eighties high as hell to be able to just literally shake their heads at Baby Boomers, Millennials and Zs. The millennial term in which I fucking hate, for the reason that I am nothing like my generation. The shit they do today, I figuratively just hide my head if it doesn’t have to do with actually caring about their fellow man, or politics.

	I didn’t have Tik-Tok, I barely went on IG and FB, and if I did it was only to see how some of my high school friends were doing that I hadn’t kept in close touch with.

	My bestie Penelope and I went to Jr high and High school together, both became teachers, worked for the same school, I nearly lived at her house Monday-Friday; so there was no need to check Facebook for her. I mean I liked teaching, but it wasn’t the be all and end all for me like it was with Penny. She lived and breathed teaching, would factually probably die in her classroom, and her kids were everything to her.

	She and Stan were finally taking the plunge three months from now, and I was so happy for them. They’d put off their wedding due to the chaos we were in for the last two years, and now finally they would get hitched, and that made me contemplate what I actually wanted out of life myself.

	I came through with a complete new mind set after the pandemic, for the reason that so many of the things I’d wanted previously like teaching, becoming an actual on staff teacher at Harvey, all seemed to take a back burner in my mind where my life was concerned.

	I wanted to travel the world, teach in remote beautiful places like Norway, Holland, Scotland; and I was about to do just that when the pandemic hit and all travel was suspended. So basically, I’ve spent the last two years attempting to revamp not only my career, but my priorities as well. And when I would hang out with Penny and Stan, I’d wonder if maybe I was selling marriage, love, and that life short. 

	I’d never once thought of marriage like that.

	Like seriously growing old with someone, giving them all of you, even the crappy funky parts that you were afraid to show others; and just living and being together. 

	I looked out the window as we reached Penn Station. And lately I’d been feeling like if I weren’t in it for the long haul to teach, then I had better begin thinking about a career change. I never wanted to be one of those teachers who hated their kids, teaching as a whole, so they were like complete assholes, but were too much of a coward to just quit and do something else; because it was a steady paycheck and minimal benefits. 

	But the point was, they’d lost the joys of teaching years ago, and their students were the ones who suffered because of it. I inhaled deeply as I rose giving the old lady my seat, my stop was next, and she looked like she needed to sit down.

	“This is Forty-Second Street.” The speakers chimed, when I groaned as I walked off. I would literally have to walk to the other side of the complete terminal to get the one train. 

	As I headed up the stairs, some guy shoulder checked me, nearly shoved me out the way. I glared at his back, when he looked back too, and my eyes widened; for the reason that I would swear his eyes appeared demonic. I stepped to the other side and allowed several people to pass me then as I composed myself.

	What the entire fuck… was that!

	Well, that was just creepy as fuck too. 

	The girl next to me nodded as if she’d been in my head, so I was sure she’d seen it to.

	“The fuck.” She said, when I nodded.

	“I know right, only in NYC.” I said, when she laughed as we reached the top of the stairs at the same time, when she walked towards the exit, and I walked towards the one, two and three trains. 

	The stations were back to what they used to be before the pandemic, especially with NYC getting rid of most of its mandates, the train and state offices being the only ones to enforce it now.

	As I walked up the galley towards the one-train, I felt a strange ass creepy… hairs on the back of your neck standing on end feeling. I peered behind me, but just saw normal everyday people walking behind me, nothing menacing. 

	At least it appeared that way to me.

	I thought as I narrowed my eyes peering behind me for a second time. In case I forgot to say it…yeah, I’m a witch, so creepy shit like this happens to me on the regular. And to top it off, I am an Orisha Elemental Witch, so the forces around me affected me more than regular witches.

	I’d grown up knowing I was, practically from birth, and when I turned seven -years old my mother sent me to Puerto Rico to train with my abuelita until I was eleven. I’d loved it, the island, the people, and my family there so much, that I swear I didn’t even want to come back to New York. I factually cried for an entire year when I was forced to move back to NYC. 

	When I returned to NYC, it had been so crazy for me, especially due to the fact that I basically had to relearn English well enough to converse naturally, for the reason that my abuelita only ever spoke to me in Spanish. I was in school for a year, when my mom sent me to Louisiana to train with my other grandmother for a year as well. 

	My big Nan was the shit too, and when my year was up, I’d literally hid out in the bayous the day that I was to leave so I couldn’t, when my mom had to literally fly to Louisiana, and drag me home. But my Big Nan was and is on a power level I didn’t think I’d seen since, but she swore that it would be me someday. 

	It was also the year after that I met Penny, she a fellow witch, and we became attached at the hips, friends ever since. I exhaled deeply as I walked into the midtown terminal, then walked towards the one-train.

	I was lucky, because I could hear it approaching. 

	I picked up my pace, then rushed down the stairs and caught it just as the doors were about to close.

	As I peered around the train, it was pretty crowded, but still enough space for me to get a seat; especially since the teens decided to stand. I sat down next to the older woman, and thought about Penny and Stan once more.

	Penny made me promise that I would come to their dinner get together next week, and I almost regretted saying yes. I was the stay at home with my Tabby Gus, reading everything I could get my hands on kinda girl, on the weekends, mainly because I didn’t have the time to read through the week. Or I’d just watch superhero movie marathons; Penny stating this as to the reason that I didn’t have a man.

	God, my love life did suck ass just as much as my regular life did.

	I thought laughing to myself. I haven’t had a significant other in three-years, not that Jake was an actual SGO. He was pretty much just a regular fuck that I enjoyed, but we certainly didn’t have any love other than having sex together. I moaned as the train stopped on forty-eighth street.

	I fucking hated the local, but I wasn’t actually thinking about that when I stepped onto the one-train at forty-second street; my mind literally forgetting about the two and three trains.

	But back to my love life though.

	I didn’t do the random hook up shit that was so prevalent, and that was even before the Rona hit, it just always seemed so…I don’t even know. 

	Just not me.

	Anyway, I’d rather just buy myself a dildo than that shit, so I remained dateless. I thought about the PE coach Greg then. He asked me out on the regular, and was cute enough, but for some reason I always just laughed it off, never once ever giving it any actual thought.

	Maybe I should.

	I thought exhaling deeply. I mean don’t get me wrong, I wanted a SGO; I just hadn’t found the right guy for me. He didn’t need to be perfect, just perfect for me, something in the last six years I’d given up on, even before the Rona hit.

	I wasn’t choosey, I just wanted the right choice…for me. My mom says it’s not so much that I’m choosey, it’s just that I know what I don’t want, and I take comfort in that.

	I looked up as a young woman sat down, right next to me, spilling over into my seat, obviously not giving a shit about social distancing on trains still. I rolled my eyes, because it wasn’t like she was old. If she were, then I would have given her a pass, but she was younger than me, on her phone popping her gum through her mask, then rolled her eyes back; so I figured I should just get up, before I made her choke on that fricken gum.

	“The Next Stop…is Columbus Circle…” I inhaled deeply, half the train emptied, when I finally snagged another seat to myself, because the little cunt got off the train at the next stop.

	I wasn’t sure where my life was going, especially now, but I was seriously hoping something … would break. The Rona basically screwed life as we knew it, and we were literally exiting that shit storm America for the last two years now.

	“The Next Stop…is Ninety-Six Street.” 

	I closed my eyes, burrowed down into my scarf, then attempted to tune out the world, when I suddenly heard screeching, opened my eyes shocked, then rolled them. Some guy had gotten on the train at ninety-sixth street, and what he was doing didn’t have shit to do with singing!

	“The Next Stop is One-Hundred-Twenty-Fifth Street…” The speaker announced, thank God!

	When he finished butchering that song, some old woman clapped in glee, for the reason that he’d just fucked up Andrea Bocelli’s Vivo per lei, when I rolled my eyes once more, reached into my pocket, then took out my leftover coffee change and dropped it into his hat; hoping against all hope that he would take his old ass to the next car and let me tune out my world once more.

	I ran my battery out at Penny’s, didn’t realize that I had till I was already at the station, so I didn’t have music to help me brave NYC Transit. I mean I was living a pretty basic boring life before Rona hit anyway…but got dayum…come on…I sure as hell didn’t ask for this shit. And it seemed like every time hope was on the horizons, another fucking strain would hit.

	I decided to forget the Rona then. I needed to figure what the fuck I would eat for dinner, and if I even had food. I chuckled to myself, because I hated all things supermarkets.

	“The Next Stop…is One-Hundred-Forty-Fifth Street.” The speaker announced. I rose, exhaled deeply, then stepped towards the door, when some little hipster granny cut me off. I chuckled despite the fact that she was rude, but living in NYC you get used to eight-year-olds being just as rude; so you learn to brush it off.

	As I stepped off the train, all I wanted was sleep as I drew my scarf tighter around my neck, placed my hands in my pocket because I’d left my gloves this morning, then did as every other New Yorker does in New York City; put my head down, made sure I was aware of my surroundings, then power walked home minding my own fucking business.

	 


Creepy again…
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	I felt…

	[image: Image] that creepy ass feeling once more, peered around me, then hurried up the street quickly turning the corner.

	“Ay yo Igrid?” Someone called, when my heart slowed down, because it was Joey Verdugo.

	“What up?” I sent back waving, he sent me a kiss, when I laughed.

	“Never happening, Joey.” I said, when he acted as though he was wounded, his boys on the stoop laughing.

	“Awe c’mon Igrid, we could be good together.” He whined, when I laughed shaking my head no, as I reached my apartment building. I knew he was just joking around, mainly because he’d just broken up with Yesette, and she wasn’t over him; so I wouldn’t touch that shit would a ten-foot pole even if I were interested in him.

	Which I wasn’t.

	Joey was fine as fuck, but he was a throwback of a nineties B-boy, with I’m sure a little fuckboy too thrown in there, which was why Yesette was always on one. 

	And that wasn’t my style. 

	He came with way too much fucking drama for me.

	Mainly Yesette. 

	Her ass was crazy. 

	Think Cardi B, only Southeast Asian.

	I exhaled deeply as I walked up the stairs to my building, noticed the elevator was still out, then commenced to walk the five flights of stairs, damning the super to hell.

	 


Apartment

	5A
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	I grumbled …

	[image: Image] deeply as I walked through my front door, kicked off my shoes, threw my keys in the fishbowl on the entryway table, jerked off my coat and hung it in the closet. I reached down and snatched up my trainers headed for my bedroom and a hot shower.

	Twenty-minutes later I was feeling good as I walked out my bedroom towards the kitchen for a much-needed glass of wine. I gulped down the first glass, then chuckled to myself as I removed my mom’s rellenos de papa from the fridge and put them in the microwave.

	When it was done I took the wine bottle, my glass and food to the sofa. I placed the wine and papas on the table, then snatched up the remote. I’d been vibing off the show All Rise, because I just loved Lola, even if I did wish that she’d been in a relationship with Mark instead of Robin. I was on the second season, even if it did get cancelled. 

	I read somewhere O network had picked it up, but I didn’t have O, so I would probably never finish it, if it didn’t hit Hulu or Prime. Three hours later I yawned, then decided to take my butt to bed. I still had to be up, plus I was killing my data. I put the glass and bowl in the dishwasher, turned it on, then walked out the kitchen flicking off the light as I did.

	As I walked into my bedroom, I felt that creepy ass feeling for a second time, peered around eyes narrowed, but saw nothing. I walked to my dresser, lit the binding candle for some reason, something shot through the room, when the window shattered.

	“What the fuck was that?” I hissed, because obviously whatever it was had followed me from the train station when I first felt it. I saw something on the roof of the building across from me, and I would swear it was that red eyed dude from the train station. “Motherfuck me.” I hissed, then walked throughout my apartment charming it. It was charmed already, but obviously whatever he was…was more powerful than a simple protection charm.

	“Fuck.” I groaned, freaked just a little bit. I mean I could hold my own as a witch, but shit like that frightened you regardless, even if you were Maleficent herself. But obviously he wasn’t trying to kill me, maim me or take my magick, because he could have already done it at the train station, or the fact that he was able to ease into my apartment with me, without my knowledge.

	He nodded towards me, then jumped off the roof . I walked to my bed then. I spelled the apartment once more, so those fricken candles wouldn’t set my apartment or building on fire due to the fact that I would have to allow them to burn all night until I could get to my mom’s to find a better spell from the book. 

	I closed my eyes, then allowed the day’s exhaustion to pull me into sleep.

	 


Five 

	Hours Later
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	I jerked …
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	awake with a yell. 

	That was some crazy as shit!

	My mind complained as I ran my fingers through my now loose hair panting. 

	Who the hell was he, and what did that dream mean.

	I breathed out closing my eyes, praying for sleep, and sleep only.

	 


Chapter Two

	The Next Week…

	Penny’s
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	“Okay…

	[image: Image] so, I’ll see you back at seven-pm, right?” Penny asked, when I hid the grimace as I nodded. Tonight was her and Stand’s pre-wedding party, so it wasn’t like I could say no.

	I kept my groan to myself, nodded, then kissed her cheek, before I walked out the door. I booked it to the station, then decided to take the Q this time, because I would already be on the one-train’s side.

	When the train hit thirty-fourth street, I jumped up and off hurrying to the one-train. I hissed fuck, as I boarded, because the train was crowded due to rush hour, and I didn’t have the time to wait the twenty-minutes for a two or three-train, so that meant that I’d literally just missed both.

	When the train hit one-forty-fifth street, I rushed off, for the reason that it would take me at least two-hours to get ready. I looked at the clock as I walked through my door, tested the charm, then smiled because it was still green; so it meant I had no unwanted visitors while I was out.

	I still didn’t know who that dream had been about, but I hadn’t had another, or saw that creepy ass red eyed dude, so I was good.

	They can stay on they thang, and I could stay on mine.

	I sped towards my bedroom and began throwing shit out my closet. I settled on the black dress, with roman black sandals, then dashed towards the shower.

	Two hours later I was smoothing my hair down in the mirror, when I heard my cell ring.

	“Yeah, I’m just about to leave.” I said as I heard Charlie’s voice. He laughed, then hung up saying he would meet downstairs. 

	Me, Charles and Saif lived in the same building. 

	Charlie taught tenth graders, and Saif taught seventh graders.

	“Where’s Saif? Is he coming, he fricken promised Penny he would.” I said as I walked out the elevator and Charlie shrugged, taking my gift carrying both his and mine; his brown face scrunched up.

	“Shit if I know. He was on some bullshit about today’s staff meeting, was being a dick earlier, so I wasn’t hearing it or him, and I haven’t seen him since.” Charlie laughed, when I nodded, because Saif was a fucking pain in the ass. Picture the Southeast Asian guy from Mean Girls, and that was Saif.

	“I guess we’ll see him there, then.” I said as Charles signaled the Uber was there. Ubers were more affordable from the heights if you shared, then divvied it up later.

	 


Penny’s

	Three Hours Later
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	I exhaled deeply…

	[image: Image] as I took the wine glasses into the kitchen, then laughed as Merle was in it shoving cake in her face. She looked at me guiltily, when I laughed hard.

	“So when are you back?” She asked, and I exhaled deeply.

	“Supposedly two months ago.” I laughed, when she inhaled quickly.

	“Seriously?” She countered her blue eyes wide, when I nodded.

	“Yup.” I said as I rinsed the glasses, then placed them in the dish washer.

	“And?” She sent back, chuckling.

	“I’m not even sure anymore Mer. I mean I like teaching, but I don’t love it like you and Penny do. And with all the mandates, teachers being crucified for teaching CRT, not teaching CRT, or Genders studies; I’m just like fuck the state and them.” I complained, when she nodded.

	“True, but that isn’t in NYC Igrid.” She laughed, and I nodded.

	“I know, but who’s to say it won’t be here too soon Mer. And I just feel like why deal with it all when it’s not my dream job anyway. I like my students, but it’s not my end all be all like you guys. So, I’m just gonna stick with the remote till I figure out what I actually want to do. I’m m looking more at universities.” I said, and she nodded as she helped with the next batch of wine glasses. 

	I looked at the clock then.

	It was nine, so I’d be heading out as soon as I helped with the mess.

	“Seen Charlie?” I asked, hoping for another shared Uber ride home.

	“Yeah, he left with that sexy blond like twenty-m0minutes ago.” She said, when I pouted, because that meant I was taking the train. I literally wasn’t about to spend fifty-bucks to get home on my own.

	By the time I finished helping clean up, it was ten-pm.

	So much for nine, I thought laughing as I headed to the bathroom. 

	When I came out the bathroom, I walked into the living room, and out of the people I knew, it was just Penny, Stan, and Merle. Most of the guest were gone, except for a few stragglers who were putting on their winter coats.

	It was Spring, but a New York April Spring wasn’t like elsewhere. I kissed Merle, Penny, and Stan, then headed out the door. They lived in Chelsea, and I was in Washington Heights, so that was at least forty-five-minute ride if I hurried.

	If I could get the one-train before eleven-fifty-nine-pm, I could still get the sort of express, if not I was on the fucking slow ass local, and it would take forever.

	 


Downtown

	1-train

	[image: Image]

	I actually felt…

	[image: Image]

	light hearted as I stepped off the train. 

	I was sooo happy to be going home, you would not even believe. By nature I was somewhat of an introvert, so although I didn’t have anxiety like most of my fellow introverts, most people got on my last fricken nerve. 

	I peered around me, for the reason that I was still tipsy, and wanted to make sure no shit was following me once more, as I walked up the stairs. I turned my nose up as I smelled the pee, then jerked my scarf over my nose, because I wasn’t wearing my mask.

	I always took it off as soon as I got off the train anyway, but as of that moment I regretted it. I headed up the stairs, and thank God for somewhat clean air. I laughed as I stood at the top of the stairs like I was Rocky, catching my breath, then moved to the side as people needed to pass.

	 


WTAF!

	[image: Image]

	I factually… 

	[image: Image] hated my block at night, for the reason that I had to pass this dark ass open alleyway that some of the seediest shadiest fucking shit went on in. I mean if there were a shooting on our block, then it was in that fucking alley. If there were a mugging, that alleyway. If there were a knifing, that fucking alleyway.

	Everything that went down that was bad in this neighborhood had to do with that shady ass alleyway. And the police were forever in it attempting to corral the shit that always went down in it. I had never been accosted myself mind you…as I crossed myself at the thought of it… because most of the homies on the block knew me, so I took comfort in that.

	But it was still scary as fuck.

	And as I came along that fucking alleyway, as usual some shit was going down in it! 

	Fuck me!

	I hissed to myself as I hurried along.  

	There was an actual fight going down, but it had to be at least five guys fighting some big ass lone dude! My brain immediately thought that was fucked up …but like most NYCers… I mind my fucking business… unless it is absofuckinglutely unavoidable. Against my better judgement I paused, saw the glint of a knife, screamed without realizing it, they looked my way, when I hissed fuck ready to haul ass as they saw me. 

	But instead, they hauled ass before I
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