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            ABOUT THE BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        When peace hangs by a thread, the heart may be the strongest weapon of all.

      

      

      
        
        As co-regent of war-torn Álfheimr, Lamruil Vakas is desperate to hold his crumbling kingdom together. The fragile alliance between elves and dwarves could help restore what was lost, but when Norse goddess Freyja arrives with a personal mission to rescue a missing she-elf, he must choose between his duty to his people and escaping his political battlefield.

      

      

      
        
        Soliana Tornorin never aspired to be a hero, just someone who mattered. But after being taken by a demon and lost to the currents of time, her once-bright dreams have all but vanished. Alone, imprisoned, and haunted by what could have been, hope seems a distant memory, until the last person she ever expected appears to save her.

      

      

      
        
        What begins as a rescue becomes something far more dangerous when Lamruil and Soliana uncover the truth: the Dark Fae no longer controls the warp—something far more malevolent does. Trapped between timelines and hunted by a darkness neither understands, they must trust in each other—and the bond still burning between them—to survive.

      

      

      
        
        But facing the past might be the only way to save the future... If time doesn’t destroy them first.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WORD GLOSSARY

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Norse Pantheon:  Made up of two clans: the Aesir who are considered the main gods and goddesses and live in Asgard while the Vanir are the fertility gods and goddesses and live in Vanaheimr.

      

      

      
        
        Freyja:  Often confused with Frigg, Óðinn’s wife, but no one knows if she is married or not (My romantic brain says she’s not and should have her own story). Practices seidr, or Norse magic, and has a fondness for love, fertility, and beauty.

      

      

      
        
        Idunn: (Pronounced “EYE-dune”) The goddess of immortality and grows a special fruit that sustains the gods’ and goddesses’ immortality.

      

      

      
        
        Freyr:  (Pronounced “FREY-ur”) Freyja’s twin brother and leader of the Elves and is the god of fertility, well-being, and prosperity.

      

      

      
        
        Óðinn: (pronounced Oh thin) Supreme deity in Norse mythology and also known as the war god. He is in charge of the female warriors known as Valkyries.

      

      

      
        
        Heimdall:  (Pronounced “Hame-dockt”) Guardian of the gods’ stronghold, Asgard and lives in the fortress (Sky Cliffs) that sits at the top of the Bifröst.

      

      

      
        
        Baldr:  Son of Óðinn and the god of love and light. Loki tricked Baldr’s blind brother, Hodur, guiding his hand as he threw a dart, killing Baldr.

      

      

      
        
        Dökkálfar:  (pronounced Dock ahl var) The offspring from the unions of light and black elves. Dökkálfar are known as ‘dark elves’ and are considered the lowest class of Elves and are looked down upon by all others.

      

      

      
        
        Svartálfar: (pronounced swalt ahl vahr) The more serious black elves who are extremely talented and intelligent. An ancient Norse historian noted the black elves have skin as black as pitch and many believe them to be dwarves, which is a total insult, of course.

      

      

      
        
        Ljósálfar: (pronounced yole salh vahr) The lighthearted, more frivolous light elves are beautiful and have very fair skin. Unfortunately, they annoy both the dark and black elves with their seemingly lack of seriousness.

      

      

      
        
        Dwarves:  An ancient race of elves made into slaves and renamed dwarves and after millennia of servitude, they no longer believe themselves the same race and identify as miners, forgers, and artisans. Most detest the light, black, and dark elves for enslaving them.

      

      

      
        
        Loki: (pronounced lowkey) The trickster god of Norse mythology and a god of many faces. He pranks, runs afoul of social expectation and the laws of nature, and is most commonly considered a scheming coward. He can also be playful with a witty sense of humor and can be helpful yet malicious. Basically, Loki is only out for Loki.

      

      

      
        
        Fenrir:  (pronounced as it’s spelled with rolling ‘r’s) The son of Loki and brother to Hel. A giant wolf, Fenrir was tortured and imprisoned by the Norse gods when they learned he would kill Óðinn and bring about Ragnarök.

      

      

      
        
        Hel:  The daughter of Loki and is the goddess of the Underworld, or Hel, which can get confusing if you don’t know if it’s the person or the place being referred to. She can be dangerous when riled and seems indifferent to both the dead and the living, keeping to herself most of the time.

      

      

      
        
        Beast of Gévaudan: (pronounced Jeh voh dahn) Reported to have killed more than 100 people in Gévaudan, France during the mid 1700s. Reports state the animal was like a wolf yet not, and scholars have suggested it may not be a wolf at all. There were so many attacks, it is believed there may have been more than one creature. Émilien is the source of this creature, cursed by Fer-Diorich to live in the body of a large wolf to become the father of all the cursed wolves.

      

      

      
        
        Fer-Diorich: (Here’s how I pronounce this name: Fair Dior ich - ‘dior’ like the French perfume) A Dark Fae of the Celtic pantheon and sentenced for past crimes to live out the rest of his life in the Unseelie court, little more than a Celtic prison. Using magic, experimented on different species until he discovered the perfect formula for a half-man, half-wolf soldier.

      

      

      
        
        Ymir: (pronounced Ee mir - again with a rolled ‘r’) He is the first sentient being in existence, created from the elemental forces of ice and fire in Ginnungagap (the Void) and is considered the first living being. Upon his “death”, the Nine Worlds were formed. He is the Progenitor of the Frost Giants, or Jötnar.

      

      

      
        
        Surtr:  (pronounced Surf ter) He is the greatest of the fire giants and serves as the guardian of Muspelheim, which is one of the only two realms to exist before the beginning of time, alongside Niflheim. He stands at the gate holding his flaming sword.

      

      

      
        
        Ceridwen:  (pronounced Ker id wen) Celtic goddess of inspiration and uses her cauldron to see future transformations, or changes. She is a woman of incredible power and magic.  Cerridwen also represents motherly dedication and an unyielding search for knowledge.

      

      

      Cernunnos:  (pronounced Ker nuh nohs) Celtic god often referred to as the "Lord of the Wild Things," and is associated with nature, fertility, and regeneration. He is typically depicted with stag antlers and a torc, symbolizing his connection to wildlife and prosperity.

      
        
        Draugar (singular: draugr and pronounced drow ger):  The undead of the Norse pantheon, living a cursed afterlife, neither dead nor living and no one knows why or who cursed them. Some were evil and doomed by their own malevolent deeds or by a necromancer, but most were decent beings and have no idea why they were cursed.

      

      

      
        
        Bifröst:  The rainbow bridge connecting Asgard to Midgard (the human world: Earth).

      

      

      
        
        Huldra: (pronounced Hool druh) Beautiful, seductive forest creatures who look like normal women, but they each have a bark-like covering over their backs and long tails. They lure men into the forest and steal their souls.

      

      

      
        
        Ragnarök: (pronounced Ragnuhrook with rolling ‘r’s’) The ‘final battle’ where everything will be destroyed and then reborn.

      

      

      
        
        Midgard:  One of the Nine Worlds in Norse beliefs and known as Earth.

      

      

      
        
        Seidir:  (pronounced “Saydir”) A form of pre-Christian Norse magic and shamanism discerning the course of fate, working within its structure to bring about change, often by symbolically weaving new events into being.

      

      

      
        
        Álfheimr: (pronounced Ahlv haymer) The home of the elves and Freyr. Destroyed during the Great War.

      

      

      
        
        Svartheimr: (pronounced swalt ahl vahr) The home of the dwarves, distant cousins of the elves and used as slaves. A small faction resents that and can’t let go of the past while the rest prefer to start over. Most would even like to forgive the elves, knowing those who believed in slavery were killed during the Great War.

      

      

      
        
        Niflheimr:  (pronounced Neel haymer) The frozen realm that Hel rules over. The dead live in Helheimr: Ævibjǫð is the forever lands (the part of Helheimr where the living reside) and Vígvöllr is the field of battles. Hel’s castle is named Eljudnir.

      

      

      
        
        Celtic Pantheon:  Also known as the Tuatha Dé Danann (pronounced too-ah dey dah-nuhn) and worshiped by the ancient Celts across Europe as well as England, Wales, Scotland, and Ireland and even into ancient Gaul, which included parts of modern-day France, Belgium, Luxembourg, and parts of Germany, Switzerland, the Netherlands, and Northern Italy.

      

      

      
        
        Morrigan: (pronounced Mor-REE-gun)  She is the Celtic goddess of death, destiny, and battle. Known as the triple goddess, along with her sisters Nemain (creates the frenzy of war and the thirst for blood) and Macha (associated with the land and the reason for war. She creates the thirst and vengeance in every warrior’s heart).

      

      

      
        
        Arawn: (pronounced Ah-rown, the second syllable is like ‘clown’ in English).  The Celtic God of Death and often symbolizes war, revenge, terror, and hunting.

      

      

      
        
        Egyptian Pantheon:  an integral part of the people's everyday lives, there were more than two thousand deities in this ancient pantheon of gods and goddesses. The gods evolved from an animistic belief system to one which was highly anthropomorphic and imbued with magic.

      

      

      
        
        Osiris:  (pronounced Oh sy ris) Ruler of the Egyptian “Everafter” (the Underworld where the dead lived). Killed by his brother Set, his wife (and sister), Isis, saved him. Along with judging the dead, Osiris began to be associated with the cycles observed in nature.

      

      

      
        
        Greek Pantheon:  Worshiped by the ancient Greek civilization and has had a lasting impact on Western culture. These gods and goddesses influenced literature, art, and philosophy throughout history and were written about by people such as Homer and Hesiod. More than 3,000 gods and goddessses appear in ancient sources, but there are 12 ruling deities such as Zeus, Hera, Poseidon, Ares, and Dionysus to name a few. Later, the Romans adopted many of the Greek pantheon and renaming them with Italian names.

      

      

      
        
        Gaia:  (pronounced Guy uh) Known as the great mother goddess, or Mother Earth, Gaia is the first known Greek god and the origin of all life. She is the goddess of fertility and motherhood.
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        Álfheimr

      

      

      Lamruil Vakas studied the various faces seated around the conference table. A few of the elves talked among themselves, but the stony expressions on the dwarves’ faces bothered him the most. As co-regents of the Elven lands, he and his brother Ailuin believed they had the perfect solution and had entered this discussion to reunite their people and regions with such hope. How could it have gone bad so quickly?

      Twisting in his chair, he rose and walked to the large picture window overlooking the creamy alabaster fountain in his and Ailuin’s private garden. Surrounded by as many flowers and vines as Ailuin’s wife, Raisa, could grow, she had made the area a quiet paradise for them. He wished he could sit among the colorful flowers, breathing in their amazing perfume.

      “Want to run away?” Ailuin whispered. A quick glance at his identical twin revealed amusement in his brother’s eyes. Typical for him, though. Ailuin found humor in most things, while he only saw the serious.

      “More than you know.”

      “Khendrul, it would be nice if you added your thoughts to this discussion,” Cyran said, the ever-present gravel more pronounced in their half-brother’s frustration. “You and Heldric have said nothing in the last half hour.”

      Lamruil studied the interim dwarf king, his handsome face scowling at the Elven healer.

      “I would if given the chance,” Khendrul said, his low voice filling the room. “Your council seems to want to monopolize the conversation.”

      A faint twitch at the corner of Heldric’s stern mouth gave away the dwarf’s inner emotion. At least someone found humor in the situation. Lamruil turned to his brother. “I’m tempted to take a break so everyone can calm down. The tension in here is almost unbearable.”

      Ailuin shook his head, but kept his attention on the council members. “No, give Cyran a chance. His magic is subtle, and he can calm even the most aggressive elf. Of course,” he said with a sideways glance. “If you would stop moping around and join in, it would help. What’s wrong, Lamruil? You are the one who called for this conclave. Has something changed that you haven’t told me about?”

      Lamruil shook his head. “Not that I can put my finger on, but something isn’t right. I can’t seem to keep my attention on the negotiations.” He straightened and forced out a long, calming breath then moved back to the table. Instead of sitting, though, he remained standing with everyone’s attention now focused on him.

      He met Khendrul’s piercing-blue gaze, the small circle of gold piercing his left ear catching the light. “You are correct. The council has enjoyed hearing themselves speak. We know their opinions on joining our realms once more and re-integrating our people into one society. Now, it is your turn.”

      “Before I give you my thoughts on the matter, Lamruil. Tell me yours.”

      Lamruil gave the interim dwarf king a slow smile. “You will make a fine king.”

      Heldric scowled. “How will he be king if you and your brother are to become co-regents of elves and dwarves?”

      Lamruil clasped his hands behind his back with a grin. “Because my thoughts differ from the council’s. I would like to see our realms interacting as one while remaining Álfheimr and Svartálfheimr. The black elves who escaped during and after the Great War have done well for themselves, and I don’t want to destroy that. Combining our realms and forcing the dwarves to once more call themselves elves and follow our rules will only hurt your people.”

      Ailuin joined him and faced the two dwarves, mimicking Lamruil’s stance. “We want to show the dwarves that, while they are still our cousins, we have learned from the mistakes of our elders. We propose opening the border between our realms. Each elf and dwarf clan may come and go. We would also like to set up a trade alliance between our realms. Your mining and artisans are much needed here, and we can help by boosting your agriculture and healthcare.”

      Lamruil’s gaze pinned Khendrul’s. “Only time will heal old wounds, but we offer you everything we have and give you hope. The Ironclaws and other rogue werewolves decimated many of your people, and the demon possession of your king almost destroyed the rest. Let us help you rebuild Svartálfheimr, and in return, you can bring back what we have lost.”

      Khendrul’s gaze narrowed. “And what would that be?”

      “Family.”

      The widening of his eyes showed his surprise, but like every good politician, he quickly recovered and met Heldric’s steady gaze. He nodded. The two dwarves stood and gave the brothers a slight bow.

      “We will take the afternoon to discuss your offer.” They turned, but Khendrul stopped and glanced back over one shoulder, his gaze meeting Lamruil’s. “For what it’s worth, I knew your father. He was a good king and didn’t deserve to die as he did. You both are an honor to his memory.” He gave them a quick nod and strode from the room with Heldric by his side.

      Ailuin frowned. “I wonder how he knew Father?” he asked Lamruil. “We found his body in his throne room, but we never discovered how he died. I know I always assumed his heart gave out, but…”

      “This is a discussion for another time,” Lamruil said, his hard gaze turning to the three elves sitting at the far end of the table. “Are you trying to jeopardize this conclave? My brother and I asked you to sit on the council because you are the eldest of the remaining Elven clans. However, I am beginning to regret that decision. As elders, you should have the wisdom to know when to shut your mouths. Instead, you choose to sow seeds of dissent and hatred. Did you learn nothing from the war?”

      He stared at each elf, noting the fury in their gazes and their pinched expressions. “Return to your homes. We no longer need your aid in this endeavor. If I ever hear anything negative regarding the results of this conclave or the mistreatment of dwarves, I know who to send for first.”

      The three elves stood and left the room without a single word.

      Cyran chuckled. “I don’t think they consider you a friend after that. I’ve wanted to drop-kick them out of the room from the minute they opened their mouths. Self-righteous pricks.”

      Ailuin laughed. “Tell us how you really feel, little brother.” Ailuin sat in his chair and drummed his fingers on the table. “I don’t understand why they are so resistant. I figured it would be a good idea for them to take part since they have direct knowledge—as elders—of how things were before the Great War.”

      “I believe that is the problem,” Cyran muttered.

      Lamruil sat in the chair between his brothers. “I agree, Cyran. I think they can’t put their bigotry and prejudices behind them. They will never support the reunification of our people because they don’t see the dwarves as equals, only slaves.”

      “Are any of the old families who kept the black elves as slaves still alive?” Ailuin asked.

      “I’m not sure. We lost so many during the war. My focus was on getting this conclave started, and I failed to check if those three owned slaves.”

      “Not your fault,” Cyran said with a slap on his shoulder as he stood and stretched. “Now, if we’re going to have a short recess⁠—.”

      A golden light appeared, filling the room and washing away the indecision he had about admitting the dwarves to Álfheimr. Not that he was like his father or the elders he had just fired. The question was whether the dwarves would accept their offer. With the history of slavery by elves long dead, would they even try to fit in? He wanted a peaceful realm focused on family and peace, not death and strife, but that’s what this conclave felt like.

      Smelling lavender, he turned and pasted a smile on his face. He leaned forward in a quick bow. “Freyja, to what do we owe the pleasure of your presence?”

      Her tinkling laugh filled the conference room. He met her amethyst gaze and realized nothing much got past this Norse goddess of magic and the afterlife. Her afterlife differed from that of the goddess Hel, who dealt with souls. Freyja’s version, Folkvang, took the form of a warrior realm where those who were unchosen on the battlefield by Óðinn lived and trained. He had always loved traveling to her home as a youth.

      “Still so formal, Lamruil? After all the centuries we’ve known each other?” She patted the braid, twisted into a bun on top of her head. Her long, strawberry-blond hair glistened as the tiny gems wound throughout the braid caught the room’s soft light. True to form, she wore a beautiful purple medieval gown, the silver tassel cinching her small waist. A quick peek at the floor showed her bare feet, and he could not help but smile. She was unlike any goddess he had ever met and liked her all the more for it.

      Ailuin stepped forward and kissed the goddess on her cheeks. “You are most welcome, my lady. Is Raisa expecting you?”

      She shook her head. “No, your wife is staying quite busy designing your new realm and trying to keep the werewolves from killing the draugar. They are a quarrelsome bunch, for sure.” She smiled at Lamruil. “My business is with your brother, who, I believe, needs a bit of a break from the conclave. Is it not going well?”

      Lamruil shrugged. “Who knows? Now that we’ve rid ourselves of the naysayers—namely, the elders who believe holding onto past aggressions is the only answer—I hope to move forward. If Khandrul and Heldric return. They have…doubts.”

      Freyja chuckled. “Of course, they have doubts. The elves of yore enslaved their cousins for more than a thousand years. Wouldn’t you be leery?”

      “Put that way, yes, I would.” Lamruil growled in frustration. “Honestly, I’m not even sure anymore if this is a good idea.” Seeing his brother’s concerned expression, he held up his hand. “I believe in our plan, Ailuin, just not the outcome. There are too many unknowns, and you know how I hate not knowing things.”

      Ailuin nodded. “You are a bit obsessive-compulsive about the details and expect exact results.”

      Lamruil rubbed the middle of his aching forehead, wishing he had the answers they needed. Try as he might, though, his mind remained stubbornly blank, which wasn’t like him. Maybe Freyja was right in her assessment, and he really did need a break. Maybe a long break…

      She stepped forward and laid her cool palm against his forehead, her touch soothing. Realizing she used her seidr, her healing magic, a soothing balm filled his head, and the building pain dissipated. He waited for the magical after effects. From experience, Freyja’s healing touch was usually more than just healing. Rumors swirled about her magical abilities and even raising the dead, but he had never heard of her doing that without her best friend, Idunn’s, help.

      She rested her hands on his crossed arms, her soothing gaze staring into his. “You are too hard on yourself, Lamruil. Stop stressing about things you cannot control and nurture those you can. I think if you let yourself, you would realize you already know what needs to be done for the dwarves and elves. You are the same people, no matter what name you go by. People evolve and change; some for the better, while others take a wrong path. Accept the dwarves as the long-lost cousins they are and let them decide how they want to live.”

      Cyran grinned. “We already did that. My brothers were quite eloquent before dismissing the three elder elves. Ailuin told Khendrul we wanted to open the border between our realms with free passage for all. He mentioned setting up a trade alliance to leverage their mining and artisans, as well as boosting their agriculture and healthcare. Lamruil’s was more emotion-based and offered everything we have, including hope, to rebuild their lands and homes.”

      Cyran’s gaze met Lamruil’s. “It was the last part that got to me the most. He told Khendrul they could bring back what we here in Álfheimr have lost.”

      Freyja’s arched eyebrows rose. “And what would that be?”

      Cyran turned his teal gaze on her. “Family.”

      She smiled and clapped her hands, pressing the sides of her fingers against her mouth, her eyes glistening with unshed tears. “Oh, well done, Lamruil. Well done. That will bring them home.”

      He smiled. “I hope so, but dwarves are unpredictable.”

      Ailuin clapped him on the back. “So are elves—one and the same, remember?”

      “So, we are,” Lamruil muttered.

      “That brings me to why I’m here,” Freyja announced. “I am certain Cyran and Ailuin are more than capable of finishing up the meeting and starting the rebuilding process in Svartálfheimr. I have a mission for you, Lamruil. One, only you can accomplish and achieve a positive ending, I’m afraid.”

      “You have never led me astray, my lady. Nor have you put me in harm’s way, but why now? Can I not complete what my brothers and I began here before setting off on a new adventure?”

      She shook her head. “There is more at stake than just a failed conclave. You know of my work in Midgard during their Second World War and how I obtained my Night Witches?”

      Ailuin nodded. “I do because of Raisa, but I don’t know that I have ever told anyone else her complete story.”

      “I met Natalya and Mikhail during their journey in Germany,” Lamruil said. “She discovered the Wolf’s Lair compound in Poland and what Himmler was creating in the basement.”

      Ailuin nodded. “Werewolves. That was where he perfected Fer-Diorich’s formula, tweaking it until the men lived through the transformation.” He glanced at Freyja. “A few of them talk to her late at night when they can’t sleep. She comforts them.” He grinned. “I completely understand how they feel. She has a presence…”

      “Yes, she does,” Freyja agreed. “I felt the peace and strength in her soul when my brother shared the memory of her near death, which was imprinted on your soul. As my niece’s magic drained your life force, your souls touched. Such a beautiful thing to experience.”

      He grimaced. “Wish I’d experienced that feeling instead of the draining part. That was hellish. I never want to feel that weak again.”

      Freyja smiled. “Now, it’s your brother’s turn for a quest. There is a young she-elf who has gone missing, although missing is a loose term. She’s actually stuck in a deadly time warp. I’m afraid you may have to resurrect your alter ego, Uralt Betrüger for this mission.”

      Lamruil’s blond brows drew together. “She is on Midgard?”

      Freyja nodded. “Germany, in fact, during the middle of the war, 1943. I traced the events my Night Witches fixed backward in time and discovered one person was behind them all.”

      “The she-elf I’m to find? Am I bringing her back to face trial? While it isn’t unheard of for someone to be tried and convicted for a crime in another realm, how would we present that during a war?”

      “She is not really the one responsible. There has been someone controlling her every move, like a marionette. I watched her desperately try to undo the damage after every manipulation, but he is too powerful for her. Combine his power with the Nazi who has her? I don’t envy you your task, Lamruil.”

      “Who are the people controlling her?” Ailuin asked, his sharp gaze landing on Cyran, who nodded.

      “Fer-Diorich and a German commander high in Hitler’s inner circle named Heydrich. I believe there is another, but who that is remains unknown at the moment. Human helpers gave us the names Kaltenbrunner and Kammler, but those helping us haven’t been able to tie them to her.”

      She shook her head. “The poor girl has already been forced into the time warp too many times. They’re playing with fire and don’t realize it. Time warps are nothing to play around with.” Her cheeks took on a faint pink hue, and she looked away. “I may or may not have found out the hard way about that.”

      Lamruil walked over to the picture window and moved the shimmery curtain open with his finger, staring out at the soothing fountain. He wished he were closer, listening to the gentle gurgling of the water as it bubbled from the spigot and cascaded over the tiered metal that Ailuin designed when they built their palace in this new location. Neither of them wanted to walk the same halls their father, the last black elf king of Álfheimr, had walked before his death.

      Dropping the curtain back into place, he faced them, unwilling to bring up the past but knowing he had to. “When I was spying on the Nazis, I was known as Uralt Betrüger and worked directly under Himmler. In fact, it was I who gave him the Dark Fae’s formula to convert the werewolves.”

      “What?” Cyran’s voice boomed in the room. “How could you? Do you realize how much pain and death that created?”

      Lamruil briefly closed his eyes and nodded. “It was never my intention for them to crack the spell and create them, but it was ultimately my fault. I underestimated Himmler’s twisted mind and discovered he had help translating the document. In fact, it was your stepfather, Cyran, who provided the SS leader with the missing phrases. I only gave him part of the translation, never realizing Hiram was helping him. I will carry those men’s deaths for the rest of my life.”

      He scrubbed his face, trying to calm his heart rate and swallow the rising bile. Letting his hands drop to his sides, he met Freyja’s amethyst gaze, seeing the sorrow in their depths. He was grateful it wasn’t pity. “I can still hear their screams. Before he discovered the few final translations, he improvised. The torture the soldiers endured… I wouldn’t wish it on my worst enemy. A few were literally turned inside out and others’ skin dissolved…”

      “Dear gods,” Ailuin whispered. “Why did you never tell me? You shouldn’t have had to carry such a burden alone, brother.”

      Lamruil tried to smile, but his lips refused. He continued to hold the goddess’s gaze, which seemed to calm him. “The choice was mine to give him the formula, even incomplete. The results are also mine to bear.”

      Finally calm and able to once more control his emotions, he managed a brief smile. Pulling his gaze away, he turned to his brother. “Do you think you can close the conclave alone? Can you convince the dwarves to give our plan a chance?”

      Ailuin moved in front of him and placed one hand on Lamruil’s shoulder. “I will do everything possible to convince them.”

      “I, too, can help,” Cyran said, stepping up to Ailuin’s side with a slight grin. “I am not without my own abilities, you know. We’ve got this. Go and find the she-elf and bring her home.”

      Lamruil nodded and turned to Freyja. “My lady, it seems I am free to leave and at your service.”

      She nodded and held out her hand. Without hesitation, he clasped it with a reassuring squeeze. The surroundings swirled together in a blend of gray and brown. The last thing he saw was his twin’s darker blue eyes. He tried to smile but winced instead as the icy air swirling around them and increasing as they flew through space.

      With a single thought, he covered his shirt and pants with a long fur coat, creating one for Freyja as well.

      “Thank you,” she said with a slight grimace. “I always forget how cold space is. Heimdall usually sends me wherever I need to go. His way is faster and much warmer.”

      He studied the surrounding blackness, broken only by a variety of soft, glowing shades of white, blue, green, and purple emanating from the many stars and planets. In only minutes, they flew by the sun and were hit with a burst of heat, which quickly faded as they sped past Mercury and Venus.

      As they neared Earth, their direction veered away from the continent below, which, if he remembered his geography, was North America, and headed over a vast ocean of blue. They were close enough that he saw a pod of whales. Some swam with their calves while others dove and resurfaced, blowing a geyser of water from their blowholes.

      Land appeared and, in a blink, a cloud of cold mist surrounded them, but he couldn’t make out where they were headed. A loud explosion beneath them made him jerk. A long whistling sound passed them, and he saw a glimpse of bombs as they dropped to the ground below with loud blasts, but even those disappeared as they dropped into a heavily wooded area and gently landed next to a familiar cement structure.

      “We’re here,” Freyja whispered.

      His insides turned to ice as he scanned the compound. “Freyja, why did you bring me here?”

      “Because this is where you need to start your search. You are no longer Lamruil Vakas but Uralt Betrüger—a Nazi commander under Heinrich Himmler.”

      Dread filled him as the familiar stench of the hidden tunnels below filled his nostrils. “You’ve returned me to Wolfsschanze—the Wolf’s Lair.”
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        Berlin, Germany, March 1942

      

      

      Soliana Tornorin held her head high as she followed Reinhard Heydrich and Heinrich Himmler, along with their constant entourage of SS officers and aides, as they made their way down the long hall toward Hitler’s office. While masquerading as Heydrich’s secretary, she quickly learned to hate what the Nazi party stood for. Sadly, for the time being, she had to put up with their outlandish beliefs and diatribes. Her focus was on figuring out how to complete this mission and escape the clutches of that demented Fae, Fer-Diorich.

      Yet, how could a single she-elf win a magical fight against a powerful Fae?

      Biting back a groan, she forced her expression to remain blank, until a familiar man walked past her from behind, startling her out of her reverie. Himmler gave the man the Nazi salute, which the man repeated, before clicking his boot heels together in deference to Heydrich’s and Himmler’s ranks as part of Adolf Hitler’s inner circle.

      “Herr SS-Obergruppenführer and General der Waffen-SS Heydrich, it is an honor to meet you, sirs.” He turned his sharp, blue gaze on Himmler. “It is good to speak with you again as well, Herr Reichsführer,” the blond man added. Studying him, she decided his square face was handsome by human standards, and he had an amiable smile and a relaxed manner that put the group at ease.

      “Herr von Braun, I see you have managed to pull yourself away from your research?” Heydrich asked in his usual precise, almost condescending tone.

      The engineer nodded. “When one is summoned to a meeting with the Führer, it would be prudent to arrive on time—with the requested information.”

      Himmler gave him a thin-lipped grin. “True. Der Führer does not like to be kept waiting, so we will walk together.”

      Wernher von Braun fell into step beside Heydrich as they neared the open doorway, their boot heels softly thudding on the marble floor tiles of the Reich Chancellery. After a few minutes of silence, they passed several lower-ranked German soldiers and a couple  of female staff. Heydrich turned to the engineer with an easy smile.

      Soliana shivered. When a man as powerful as Reinhard Heydrich smiled, one had either to look over one’s shoulder for a bullet or find a way to escape. It was never a good thing when he noticed you. She had learned that lesson the hard way and had barely escaped his last advance. Not even marriage and children stopped the insufferable racist from trying to woo her. Nothing about the abhorrent man fooled her, though. He was a vile snake.

      More than ever now, she had to figure out how to circumvent the dratted Fae’s plans and get out of Nazi Germany. She hated her current predicament and wished she had remained in the dwarf king’s prison instead of trying to barter for her and Shalendra’s freedom. Seriously, though, how was she to know the king’s body and mind had been overtaken by a demon? The result was her powers of manipulation and air of seduction hadn’t gone unnoticed, and the damned demon had sold her to the Dark Fae.

      Heydrich stopped at the doorway and gestured with one hand for them to enter. Inside, her eyes widened at the grandeur. Dark oak paneling covered the extremely high walls throughout the room, broken by sections of gorgeous red marble that reminded her of columns.

      A red marble fireplace stood at one end of the room. On the mantle was a single, austere portrait of a gray-haired man dressed in a blue uniform with a red collar. The jacket had a double row of brass buttons down the front, and an overly large eight-pointed silver star with a brass medallion at its center hung over his left breast.

      Wondering who the man in the portrait was, her thought was interrupted when the men in front of her clicked their heels again. When they all gave him the annoying one-armed salute, she realized the Führer had entered the room from a side door. She quickly raised her arm, hoping no one would notice her slowness. Her luck held. Dropping her arm when the others did, she stepped back and closed the door behind her, then moved to a nearby chair and sat.

      After a couple of hours of listening to the men drone on about how wonderful Hitler was, she was ready to throw up. How could one man be so needy and full of himself at the same time? It was truly mind-blowing. During her lifetime, she had known a few elves who had come close, but when the Great War began, dividing the different Elven factions, their lives had been forfeit.

      For the most part, her father had kept her away from the war and its effects. She had spent most of her teenage years at her best friend’s house in France and couldn’t help but wonder if anyone she knew from her youth had survived the devastating war on Álfheimr.

      At the thought of her best friend, she bit back a sigh. Shalendra must be worried sick about her. They had gone on this adventure together, and to date, Soliana had not been a very good companion. Knowing how timid her friend was, she had pushed Shalendra when, instead, she should have listened.

      Now look at her. She was stuck in a time warp created by a dark Fae, unable to escape, and forced to do horrible things in order for the Nazis to win when, in reality, they had lost. So far, she had reversed many of the previous events she had changed without the Dark Fae realizing what she had done. She had come up with a plausible explanation for each one’s failure. But this one might prove a bit more difficult.

      Fer-Diorich had been vague about her mission, only that she was supposed to get close to Heydrich and help him, so she wasn’t sure what event she was supposed to manipulate. Going up against people who were as paranoid as Reinhard Heydrich, Heinrich Himmler, and Adolf Hitler was more than just an undertaking. It could very well cost her life.

      Straightening her shoulders, she breathed through her teeth and accepted whatever Fate had in store for her. She listened to the men continue to drone on about war events, people resisting their dictates, and necessary deaths to get what they wanted.

      She felt something click inside her and knew she couldn’t allow innocents to continue dying because of these men. If giving her life meant saving others, then so be it. She could not stand by and let these monsters take over the human world. Midgard was a wonderful place, and she didn’t want to see it ruined. The Elven war had begun because of prejudice and discrimination, and she was concerned about the way this war was heading.

      In school, her favorite subject had been humanities. Learning about the light, dark, and black elves had been fascinating. They were all from different Elven bloodlines, practicing slightly different cultures, much like the Germans and Jews, but they were still elves. She saw the same thing happening here with the Nazi propaganda against the peaceful Jewish religion.

      In her world, though, it didn’t stop the victors from forcing a distant faction of black elves into servitude. Not even the standing king, who was also a black elf, could sway the lords and other council members from their path. Sadly, they were probably dead, and Álfheimr was no longer a home she could, or wanted, to return to.

      Now, though, wasn’t the time for daydreaming or mulling over the past. She forced her attention back to the men, whose discussion seemed more secretive than warlike, and began writing the required notes. Hitler’s pleased expression caused a shiver to move through her, but it was Heydrich’s next statement that really made her focus.

      “Your authorization for our coordinated European-wide final solution has been well-received, mein Führer, and the camps are progressing faster than we’d hoped. We will also have more than enough workers to begin the other projects and compounds throughout our newly acquired territories.”

      “Have you made any progress against the saboteurs?” Himmler asked in his nasally voice.

      Heydrich turned his icy gaze on the SS leader. “Yes. Three hundred and forty-two people have been sentenced to death, and another twelve hundred and eighty-nine were turned over to the Gestapo. I also established the Theresienstadt ghetto, where fourteen thousand German and Austrian Jews and over twenty thousand Czech Jews have been deported from Theresienstadt to the Lodz ghetto.”

      He paused, but seeing Hitler’s nod of approval, he continued. “I also believe I have come up with an idea that will directly benefit the German war effort. Himmler and I have been in contact with the racial referent at the Ostministerium.” Heydrich met Soliana’s gaze as she continued to write down the notes. “Our Ministry for the East,” he clarified for her before turning back to Hitler.“He believes we should expand our plans for the Jews to other subclasses, create more work camps to include Herbert Backe’s hunger plan in occupied territories, and begin construction in France, Belgium, and England once re-engagement plans are complete.”

      Hitler scowled. “As of right now, there are no plans. I am concentrating on the Eastern Front and Russia. We must regroup after the army’s inability to take Moscow. Field Marshal Walther von Brauchitsch is an insubordinate idiot. If he had followed my directives and not withdrawn from battle, we would be having this meeting in Moscow. Using the cold weather and a lack of coats as pathetic excuses not to heed my commands. I am launching a summer offensive, Operation Blue, targeting Russia’s southern oil fields. There is more than enough oil there to supply my entire army and then some. I also have my eye on Stalingrad.”

      To Soliana’s ears, Hitler’s chuckle sounded evil. “What better way to disgrace Stalin than to conquer the town named for him?” Hitler’s cackling increased, filling the room with unease.

      She remembered the battles she had seen through the Norse goddess Freyja’s  Glass. Stalingrad was a beautiful city, and she loathed the thought that it was about to be destroyed. Strategically placed at the edge of a major shipping artery, taking the city would mean central Russia would lose its ability to transfer supplies and men along the Volga River. It was a horrible battle that ended the lives of so many soldiers and innocents alike.

      She tried to remember when the battle for Stalingrad had begun. Frowning at the window, she vaguely remembered something about July of this year and wondered if there was something she could do to stop it altogether. How would that change the future? That was the one lesson she remembered from the day she and her best friend Shalendra had spent with Freyja in Asgard. Messing with the past always changed the future and never in a good way.

      “Herr von Braun, what news do you have for me regarding your weapons development? Are they proceeding as we planned?” Hitler asked, once more drawing Soliana’s attention back to the conversation at hand. “The men working on the Luftwaffe’s V1 test launched their first rocket a few days ago.” His expression darkened. “Although it was unsuccessful. I presume your rocket will be the wunderweapon that will win us this war?”

      She mentally chastised herself for not keeping up with the conversation. She would never figure out how to stop what these men were planning and then escape. Everything was riding on her stopping both Hitler’s plan for Midgard and Fer-Diorich’s plan for taking over the Multiverse. She was only one person, but she refused to let feelings of overwhelm control her. Not when so many lives and worlds were at stake.

      While Hitler’s defeat wouldn’t stop the Dark Druid’s scheming, it would slow his momentum long enough to allow everyone trying to stop him to catch up. She just wished she knew who she was helping.

      “All is proceeding as you requested, mein Führer,” Braun said. “Once all the components for this rocket are finalized, you will have a weapon that will be unstoppable. Due to the technological advances in this new rocket, there have, unfortunately, been a few failures⁠—”

      “What sort of failures?” Himmler asked, his beady eyes glaring at the scientist.

      “Nothing unexpected, I assure you,” Braun replied in an even tone. “A few engine explosions and control issues, but we have had success on many levels. The A3 rocket has provided me with crucial data for the A4. We now know how to design a larger liquid-propulsion engine that includes an updated gyroscope, the missile’s foundational technology. It is the crucial component for stabilizing the rocket during its flight to a target.”

      Wehrner von Braun’s expression darkened. His blue gaze reminded her of the royal blades the elf lords carried, gifted to them by the Elven king long ago. The blades’ topaz light contained a special blend of metal alloy and magic and were forged by the best smiths in all of Álfheimr. Only a few of these weapon makers could wield the magical component
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