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The Shifter Chronicles


Chapter One







I have learned to hate all traitors, and there is no disease that I spit on more than treachery.

~Aeschylus


He really finished it. Poe grinned as he stared at the brand-new cabin Nordik must have finished building sometime during Poe’s time away. Though as he explored the interior, it was obvious Nordik hadn’t spent any time in it. That didn’t surprise him. Nordik liked caves and sleeping under trees. He’d only built the cabin because Poe insisted upon it. While Poe could rough it with the best of them, he demanded plumbing, electricity, and a real bed if he was going to live in the forest for the rest of his days.


Poe dropped his bags on the floor before opening the windows to let in fresh air. The last mission had been harder than most. He’d been in deep cover for nearly a month, helping a small unit of the Brazilian Agency deal with their own Knight problem. The bastards were getting bolder and bred like parasites. It shouldn’t have surprised him. It’d been a calculated risk to infiltrate their headquarters. The Agency honestly hadn’t known how far-reaching the Knights were until they recovered some of their internal documents. The Knights were worldwide, just like the Agency. But now their hierarchy had been damaged, and each unit was left to its own devices to carry on their murderous mission against shapeshifters. Arcas was in the wind, as was his right-hand man, Gregor.

The members of the Knights weren’t even attempting to hide their actions anymore. The war between the Agency, Knights, and shifters had been fought in the shadows for years. Even before the Knights formed, there were groups of people who saw shifters as demons and acted accordingly. It could be said the war had waged for centuries. But now the Agency was stretched thin with cleaning up not only after themselves but the lingering Knights and—sometimes shifters.

The insufficient help was one of the reasons Poe was still working as a field agent, even though he was technically now the Agency’s ambassador to the bear shifters. Perhaps it was immodest to say he was one of their best agents, but it was nonetheless the truth. He was born to be a soldier, and he was most at home on the battlefield. But that didn’t mean he never yearned for a break now and then. His chief had promised him—guaranteed him—a full week off. Seven days of being in Sanctuary, of fully committing to his newest role in life: the life-mate of the master bear shifter, Nordik.

Poe figured Nordik was somewhere close to the cabin, so he decided to take a nice jog around the area. He needed to work out some kinks and wash away his exhaustion. The last mission had been draining both physically and mentally. Even emotionally at times. He wasn’t as cold as some assumed. He just couldn’t let the horrors of what he witnessed in the course of his work affect him too deeply. It would destroy him if he let it all in. What the Knights did to shifters…. Poe shuddered and determinedly put the images out of his head.

He dressed quickly in jogging shorts, a simple cotton shirt, and a hoodie before leaving the cabin and setting off down one of the paths. He slipped in earbuds and turned on his iPod.

Since Sanctuary butted up against Haven, a town founded by shifters for shifters, the plot of land on which they’d built their cabin actually belonged to the town. Sanctuary was technically owned by the federal government, being made up of national parks, so they could hardly build a private cabin on that land. But Haven was more than happy to help out their resident master shifter. It had been pathetically easy to secure a deed and building permits. Jack, the current sheriff of Haven, acted as intermediary since Nordik wasn’t ready to rejoin society, and Poe was on a mission during that time. Poe didn’t mind that Nordik wasn’t ready to make a new identity for himself and allow himself to be seen. Personally Poe liked that Nordik was still hidden in Sanctuary. He was safer there than he ever would be in the open.

Nordik had killed Arcas’s mother years ago, and Poe wasn’t under any illusion about Arcas’s need for revenge.

The sky was a peaceful blue with a few scattered white clouds. Quickly working up a good sweat, Poe turned up his music and breathed deep of the cool, fresh air. The trees pumped it out, and he took greedy gulps. The scent of rotting bark and damp moss filled his lungs, and he grinned as he settled once again into the slower rhythm of the forest.

Sanctuary was the name shifters had given to the collected forested parks that spread from Canada through Montana and down into Colorado and Wyoming. It was considered Nordik’s domain, and he used to be the only master shifter the Agency knew by name. But recent events had been illuminating.

Poe frowned as he ducked under a low-hanging branch, then jumped over thick roots that jutted up from the dirt. The forest was better than any man-made obstacle course. He certainly wouldn’t become flabby here.

His pace never faltered or slowed as he steadily jogged down a sharp incline to a small creek bed. He leapt with confidence to the rocks that just breached the surface of the water and jumped from one to the other before landing solidly on the other side. Without pause he half jogged, half climbed up the steep incline before rejoining the trail. By now his heart was like a drum in his chest, and his lungs burned with the effort. Instead of flagging as others would, he ran faster, forcing his legs to eat up more ground.

As his thrashiest playlist blared in his ears, his mind turned to recent developments he was still having trouble wrapping his mind around. Two colleagues of his, Agents Pan and Jin, had stumbled upon a whole new facet to the war between Arcas and the shapeshifters—ancient scrolls and a deadly weapon of mass destruction. Poe had read their reports before returning to Sanctuary, and they made him dizzy. Knowing about amazing shifters was one thing. But magic scrolls? How was he supposed to swallow that? Four magic scrolls that were apparently keys to a cage that held a beast of rage that could infect the world. Infect the world how? Why? There were holes in the story, and Poe had no way of filling them.

Then there was the sudden appearance of Merlin, the immortal master shifter of all shapes, and suddenly Poe felt like he was in a fantasy video game. Only he didn’t know the rules of this game, nor his moves.

It wasn’t a good feeling.

Poe jogged deeper into the forest, confident in his safety. Not only were most predators asleep by now, but all the critters knew who he was. More importantly, they knew who he was attached to. Nordik ruled here. He was alpha.

And speaking of his mate….

Poe grinned, and his heart jumped as he sensed Nordik near him. He knew Nordik would smell him eventually. Poe slowed down and eventually stopped in the middle of a rough trail. Breath heaving, he looked around, sensing but not seeing Nordik. That wasn’t surprising. Despite the sheer bulk of the bear, Nordik could move silently, invisibly within the borders of his home. But since becoming Nordik’s mate, Poe realized he could sense him, a deep-in-the-bones feeling that had shocked him the first time he experienced it.

Now it thrilled him. To be so connected to someone—to such a one as Nordik—was a gift indeed. Never in his life had he ever considered becoming someone’s mate. Now he couldn’t imagine his life otherwise. He was a soldier and a mate. They weren’t mutually exclusive anymore.

Wanting to play, Poe dove off the trail, going the opposite way from where he sensed Nordik. He moved as quietly as he could, his knowledge of Sanctuary growing exponentially the longer he was there. He stopped his music and yanked out the earbuds, stuffing them into his pocket. Now he heard the rustle of the wind, the chatter of chipmunks, the squall of birds. Panting with sweat stinging his eyes, Poe hid behind an enormous tree that would’ve taken over ten people holding hands to encircle. He waited, listening.

Nordik moved like a ghost, and it was hard not to be envious. It wasn’t tough to understand why many of the native peoples had mistaken him for the mystical spirit bear of folklore.

In his bear form, Nordik was something to behold. Bigger than a grizzly but with snow-white fur, one would think he’d be easy to spot. He was Native American in origin and born to a tribe that no longer existed. He’d been chief years before white settlers came to North America. He saw the destruction of his people, their culture and traditions, and still managed to avoid the bitterness such sorrow could bring. He’d had mates before Poe, loved each and every one of them. But it was Poe who apparently was his destined mate. It was Poe who received Nordik’s nigh immortality, his lengthened lifespan. Poe would live as long as Nordik. They could still be killed, but it would take a great, focused effort to accomplish such a feat.

The birds and chipmunks suddenly stopped talking. Poe looked up, raising an eyebrow. With his breath leveling out, Poe stealthily looked around the tree to his left. He didn’t see anything. Then he scooted over and looked around the tree to the right.

Right into the face of a large white bear. Poe jumped back with a laugh. Nordik pounced on him, taking him to the ground. Poe continued to laugh as he ruffled Nordik’s fur and kissed his large black nose.

“You crack a rib, I’m going to be pissed,” Poe said, looking into beloved eyes of soft brown.

Nordik nuzzled him, letting out a strange crooning sound that Poe, before Nordik, hadn’t known bears could make. Nordik’s immense presence was something Poe would never get used to. It was an instinctual awareness he was in the vicinity of one who had lived longer than any creature should live. Someone who had knowledge of great and mysterious things. Someone who had seen nations rise and fall, who’d had many identities. Poe supposed it was like being near a demigod. But while he would never get used to it, he had started to expect it, so it didn’t give him such a jolt each time.

Nordik pulled away and turned around. Poe knew what Nordik wanted and jumped on his back. Then Nordik was off, plowing through bushes and jumping over roots. Poe grinned and rubbed his cheek on Nordik’s neck, finally feeling like he was truly home. Poe held on to Nordik’s scruff as they veered off the trail. Poe suspected where they were headed and was more than willing to enjoy the ride.

It amused him to remember the first time he’d ridden Nordik and the terror and awe he’d felt. While he still felt the awe, the terror was long gone. He had nothing to fear from his powerful mate. He certainly would never say Nordik was a teddy bear—they argued as often as they made love—but the violence in Nordik would never be directed toward him.

The sound of a waterfall met Poe’s ears, and he opened his eyes. This was their secret place. It used to be sacred to Nordik’s people, and now it was sacred to the two of them. Clear, pure water cascaded down the tall falls and poured into a large pool. This place was so peaceful, so removed from the chaos of the outside world. The chaos Poe dove headfirst into on a daily basis.

Nordik hadn’t shared much about his long-vanished tribe, yet what he had revealed, Poe cherished. They’d inhabited the more forested parts of northern Montana and parts of southern Alberta, rarely interacting with the neighboring tribes, the Blackfoot, Piikani, and Kainai. Despite sharing the Algonquian language with their neighbors, they retained their own, private language. Nordik was the only one alive to know it now. When Nordik became chief, and his immortality apparent, the tribe voted to called themselves “The Clan of the White Bear.” Poe remembered Nordik’s soft smile when he told him that. Poe found it rather sweet and evidence of their love and respect for their chief. Then the white settlers came and everything changed. Disease. Encroachment on their territories. The destruction of their neighbors. Poe wouldn’t be surprised if some of the settlers were predecessors of the Knights, determined to eradicate shifters.

That was all Nordik had told him so far. Poe wouldn’t push despite his curiosity, his desire for more details. What about the culture? The society? The relationships and political dynamics? It was an entirely different world from what Poe knew.

He knew Nordik would share when he was ready. Considering his age and the sad history of native people in the Americas and Canada, Poe wasn’t surprised that Nordik didn’t like to talk about it. Poe knew Nordik was a man who looked to the future and didn’t dwell on the past. Besides, they had their whole lives to share every bit of themselves.

Poe sighed and slipped off Nordik even as the air shimmered and his bear form disappeared. Nordik stood, a firm, fit man who looked to be in his late thirties. His hair brushed his shoulders, as pure white as the bear’s fur. His body was sleek with muscle formed naturally, not inside a gym. His face was broad, his skin coppery. His eyes were a deep, dark brown that knew too much.

His cock was at full mast, standing proudly among curly white hairs. Poe grinned as he eyed it.

“I take it you missed me?”

Nordik growled low and pounced. Still feeling playful, Poe dodged. Nordik swiftly changed course, his teeth bared. Poe deflected Nordik’s efforts to grab him, laughing all the way.

“Come on, master shifter. You can do better than that. I’m beginning to doubt you missed me at all.”

Nordik’s eyes glittered dangerously. “Byron.”

Poe shuddered as Nordik used his real name. His possessive tone hardened Poe’s cock.

“I will claim you again, mate,” Nordik said, backing Poe toward the pond. “You have made me wait far too long this time.”

Guilt wormed its way into Poe, and he grimaced. “Yeah, I know. I’m sorry, babe. It wasn’t supposed to last that long.”

Poe stopped when his feet touched the edge of the pool. Nordik stalked right up to him and gently cupped his face. Poe closed his eyes and leaned into the touch, pressing his head against Nordik’s chest. Poe was only five feet tall, and Nordik stood a good foot taller. Being the son of an honest-to-God Viking dwarf had something to do with Poe’s height.

“I missed you too,” Poe said softly.


Nordik said nothing as he unzipped the hoodie and tugged it down Poe’s arms. Next came Poe’s shirt, then his shorts. Poe kicked off his shoes and looked up, waiting for Nordik to kiss him. He really needed Nordik to kiss him. Nordik bent his head. Poe fluttered his eyes closed in anticipation.


Then Nordik—the asshole—shoved Poe into the water.

Poe came up sputtering and coughing, shocked and angered. “What the fuck?”

Nordik laughed heartily before diving into the water, swimming like a fish. Poe was able to watch his progression through the crystal-clear water. When Nordik popped his head up with a smug grin, Poe scowled. He splashed water into Nordik’s face.

“You fucking jerk! See if I want to have sex with you now.”

Nordik pushed forward and wrapped his hand around Poe’s obvious erection. “I believe you do, Byron.”

Poe tried hard not to laugh or give in to Nordik’s touches. Not yet. “Tell me the truth. You wanted me in the water because I stank, right?”

Nordik brushed his lips against Poe’s ear. “You always smell good to me, mate. Not a second goes by when I don’t want to devour you whole.”

Poe groaned and wrapped his arms around Nordik’s broad shoulders, anchoring himself as Nordik began to stroke him. He kissed and suckled Nordik’s shoulders and neck, making him shiver and groan. Nordik’s strokes became more demanding, and Poe thrust his hips into Nordik’s grip, needing the friction, needing the completion. He’d touched himself during his mission, thinking of Nordik, but imagination paled in comparison to the real thing. It still stunned him at times how much he loved and needed Nordik in his life. How bonded they were, how intrinsically his life was tied to Nordik’s. It should’ve scared him. It used to. Now it simply thrilled. He belonged to someone. Someone who deserved him. Someone he deserved.

Poe snapped his hips one last time and came hard. He groaned and clung to Nordik, depending on him to keep them above water. Nordik’s grip was fierce and secure. He nuzzled Poe’s neck, breathing deep.

“I love you,” Poe said.

Nordik lifted his head, and Poe’s breath hitched at the naked emotion shining in those brown depths. Then Nordik finally kissed him. Poe gripped his head and poured all his emotion and joy into the kiss. Their tongues danced together, slipping and sliding. Poe claimed Nordik’s mouth, familiarizing himself once again with his scent, his taste. The comforting feeling of his strong arms around him, the safety he found in Nordik’s presence. It was Nordik who showed him letting go sometimes didn’t make him weak. He wasn’t perfect, after all. Sometimes he needed someone else to hold him up.

The kiss was long and intense, and they never stopped moving their hands. They touched and gripped, kneaded and stroked. Finally Nordik broke the kiss, his breath uneven.

“I need, Byron. Please.”

Without delay Poe dove under the water and gripped Nordik’s cock in one hand. Then he devoured it, wondering if he could bring Nordik to orgasm before he needed air. Nordik trembled under his ministrations but managed to continue treading water. Poe wrapped his arms around Nordik’s waist to anchor himself. He sucked hard, and through the muffling of the water against his ears, he heard Nordik curse in English and what Poe assumed was Algonquian. Or maybe it was his tribe’s private language? It was always a thrill to hear the musical fluency with which he spoke.

Poe accomplished his mission in record time. Nordik came hard, his body shuddering, and Poe swallowed, relishing his taste. He then surged to the surface and sucked in air, feeling slightly lightheaded. After blinking water out of his eyes, he glanced at Nordik, whose face was flushed, his eyes glowing.

When high emotion was upon shifters, especially anger or lust, physical signs would show. Most notably their eyes would glow and/or their skin would ripple because their primal spirit wanted to take control. It was a fascinating thing to watch. Rippling skin, as if the muscles were alive with their own agenda, wasn’t something a person saw every day.

“Welcome home, Byron.”

Poe grinned. Other than his family, Nordik was the only one allowed to use his real name. But only with Nordik did he actually like to hear it. He had little affection for the name his parents saddled him with.

They swam a little longer before climbing out of the water. Instead of putting his sweaty clothes back on, Poe simply rode naked on Nordik as they headed toward their cabin. He wasn’t a modest or shy man when it came to nudity. As an agent, he couldn’t be. Training taught him how to fight in situations and environments with all levels of discomfort and danger. But even before the Agency had recruited him, he knew he was built for war. That gut sense only solidified during his first month with the Agency. He knew he belonged there.

The dead certainty of that only made the realization he also belonged with Nordik more astonishing. But then again, it shouldn’t have. Nordik was a warrior as well. Hell, he was once the chief of his tribe! He knew war. He knew peace. He knew things Poe couldn’t even dream about.

They approached the cabin, and Poe looked on it with pride. “Thank you for this. It’s everything I wanted and more.”

Nordik, still a bear, grunted.

Poe looked down at Nordik’s head. “Sure, maybe you’ve lived happily without plumbing, but I can’t. If I’m going to be a wild man with you, I insist on plumbing and four walls with a door. And a working kitchen. Electricity.”

Nordik turned his head and gave Poe a look.

“I don’t appreciate your attitude.” Poe sniffed, knowing exactly what Nordik was thinking.

Nordik snorted and stopped in front of the cabin. Poe slid off and stretched. It was a good day. He was home, got a good run in, a good swim. And the best part…. Poe turned around as Nordik shimmered into his human form and stood. Yeah. That was the best part.

“A wild man, by definition, doesn’t have plumbing or electricity. Or a kitchen,” Nordik said.

“The wild man will just have to move into the twenty-first century, then.”

Nordik chuckled and came up to Poe, sliding his hands over Poe’s shoulders. “It’s lonely here without you. I finished it, yes, but it is only an empty shell if you’re not here.”

Heart contracting because he knew Nordik meant every word he said, Poe rested his cheek on Nordik’s chest. Then he wrapped his arms around Nordik’s waist.

“I know. I can only say I’m sorry, but I doubt things will change any time soon. The Agency is spread thin, and they need all hands on deck. And I’m one of their best.”

Nordik snorted.

“That’s not ego, Nordik. It’s fact. I want to be here with you. But I also need to be out there. I’m a soldier.”

“I know, mate. I know what and who you are. I love all of you.”

Poe closed his eyes, wondering at his luck. Nordik’s level of acceptance should have been impossible to achieve. From the time Poe acknowledged Nordik as his mate and returned after visiting his parents on his long-overdue vacation, they hadn’t had more than three weeks together. And those three weeks weren’t successive. They were hit-and-miss, a few days here, a few days there.

Poe kissed Nordik’s chest before gazing up at him. He knew the situation was wearing them both thin.

“Come on.” Poe grabbed Nordik’s hand and led him into the cabin.

Once inside, he turned to Nordik and tugged his head down so he could kiss him. He slid his palms up Nordik’s chest, then over his shoulders, then down his arms. He just needed to touch him, to feel him again. To let all the brutality of his last mission slip away, if only for a short while. He’d never had such a release valve before, and he was going to take advantage of it. Before Nordik he’d gone to gay clubs and cruised. Meaningless sex to release tension worked. But this was infinitely more effective.

Nordik deepened the kiss, changing the angle, slipping his tongue inside Poe’s mouth. He glided his broad hands down Poe’s back and cupped his ass, stroking and kneading. Poe pressed closer, letting the kiss spiral out, not rushing or demanding. Enjoying the ride and the feel of Nordik’s love cocooning him. Deep groans rumbled inside Nordik’s chest, and Poe slipped his hands through Nordik’s hair and gripped his head, taking control of the kiss.

When they finally pulled back, the kiss winding down to its natural conclusion, Poe’s limbs felt liquefied. He leaned heavily into Nordik and smiled up at him.

“I must have you,” Nordik said, grazing his lips over Poe’s cheek. “I need you.”

“I need you too.”

A strong breeze blew in from the open door, and Poe shivered, pressing even closer to Nordik.

Nordik kicked the door shut before flustering Poe by picking him up. Poe scowled, his contented mood popping like a balloon.

“Jerk! Put me down! I will not have you carting me everywhere.”

Nordik grinned, his brown eyes alight with amusement. Poe’s heart stuttered in his chest at the look—God, he’d missed that smile—and his cock hardened further with interest. Nordik glanced at it, his grin turning wicked.

Even as Nordik was about to set Poe down on their bed, Poe used his training to flip their positions. He straddled Nordik, holding down his arms on the bed.

Nordik grunted. “Sometimes I forget how strong you are.”

Poe laughed and gave him a quick kiss on his swollen lips. Poe was a descendant of the fae, an ancient race of people who mated with humans, spreading their blood and gifts to future generations. At puberty Poe realized his gift, or special ability, was strength. He’d been a skinny kid often bullied by others, but once his ability manifested, he made sure no one bullied him again. Then he began to lift weights and soon had the physique of a professional bodybuilder. He completed the tough look by spiking his blond hair and wearing leather and riding motorcycles. He even had a tattoo—a Celtic trinity knot inked over his heart.

“You best remember how strong I am,” Poe said, “if you ever think of picking me up again.”

Nordik chuckled. Then he used his own moves to roll them over. But even as he tried to pin Poe, Poe kept up the struggle. They wrestled over the mattress, laughing, quickly becoming sweaty and breathless. Poe had never met anyone who enjoyed this type of foreplay. He loved pitting his strength against Nordik’s. Because of his ability, he would always win, but he loved that Nordik always gave him a challenge. If he wanted to win, he had to work for it.

Soon Poe was once more straddling Nordik, and he reached over to grab the lube from the bedside table. Nordik kissed every patch of skin he could reach, gliding his tongue, licking Poe’s sweat. Poe moaned and trembled at Nordik’s need. He met Nordik’s lips again, rubbing his body, his aching cock, against Nordik’s firm body. He could feel Nordik’s heated cock against his thigh, and he knew neither of them could hold out anymore. Nordik prepared him, his long, talented fingers perfect for the job.

“Fucking hell,” Poe said before he bit Nordik’s shoulder. Nordik grunted as he rammed his fingers into Poe, stretching him with a bite of pain. He used his other hand on Poe’s cock, stroking, brushing his thumb over the swollen tip.

Poe panted. “God, I can’t wait anymore.” He gave Nordik a sloppy kiss that was utterly satisfying before pulling away. Nordik’s skin rippled violently, and his eyes glowed brightly. Poe saw the bear inside the brown depths and thought it was the hottest thing he’d ever seen.

Staring into Nordik’s eyes, Poe impaled himself on his cock. Since they were soul mates—what a concept—Poe suspected they were truly made for each other in all ways. Nordik’s cock fit inside him so well; it was long and thick enough to fill him up but not enough to hurt. There was the delicious burn, but not pain.

Nordik grabbed Poe’s hand and linked their fingers. The midafternoon light shone through the windows, cutting a swath through the shadows, shining over their bodies. They watched each other as Poe rode, bringing them ever closer to completion. Nordik’s gaze burned as he watched Poe like he was the only thing in the world worth noticing. As Poe began to ride harder, his climax rising up, Nordik suddenly switched their positions, pushing him into the mattress. Poe snapped his arms and legs around him as Nordik deepened the thrusts, nailing Poe’s prostate. Crying out with each jab, Poe dug his fingers into Nordik’s back, unable to find his breath.

Nordik grunted with each thrust, his face flushing. He grabbed Poe’s hard and dripping cock and jacked him vigorously. Poe’s breath hitched, and he came hard, seeing spots in his eyes. Nordik followed soon after, burying his face against Poe’s neck. A long groan escaped him as he collapsed, rolling just enough to partly lay on Poe without obstructing his breathing.

For a short time, the only sound was them trying to catch their breaths.

Then, “Thanks, I needed that,” Poe said.

Nordik shook with laughter and lifted his head, his eyes still bright. “You needed that? I was close to tracking you down and throwing you over my shoulder to take you home.”

Poe chuckled. “As I recall, you’ve done that once already.”

“And it worked,” Nordik said, his smile smug with memory.

Poe rolled against Nordik, enjoying the feel of his arms around him. “I know it’s not fair to make you wait like that. I’m—”

“No more apologies,” Nordik said before kissing him. The kiss was lingering, gentle, reaffirming. “I know you, Byron. Agent Poe. I love you. We will make this work.”

Poe shook his head. “You are way too good for me. Just saying.”

Nordik grinned and pressed their foreheads together. “No. We are perfect for each other.”


Chapter Two







Nordik woke before Poe and decided to please himself by cooking a late dinner. But first he watched Poe sleep for a long moment, reassured this wasn’t a dream. Poe was really back and blessedly unharmed. Nordik stood and tugged on tissue-thin jeans before walking into the kitchen and pulling out three steaks. He frequently looked back through the bedroom doorway and could just make out the lump of blankets where Poe slept. He hadn’t taken an easy breath until he scented Poe inside Sanctuary. It was that moment of reunion when he knew it was time to come out of hibernation. Poe fought a war. A war that involved Nordik’s children and brethren. He could no longer stay on the sidelines. There was too much at stake, and he would never forgive himself if something happened to Poe and he wasn’t there to protect him. Poe was it for him. Nordik had had other lovers before him, but there would be none after him.

Nordik’s mates always came into his life during a moment of drastic change, either in the outside world or within Nordik himself. Poe was no different. Poe had led the attack on the Knights’ headquarters; he was the one tricked into finding Nordik. He was a warrior, born and bred. A kindred soul.

It was time.

By the time the steaks, light salad, and mashed potatoes were ready, Poe began to stir. Nordik set the food on the small round table in the kitchen and walked back into the bedroom just as Poe sat up. His hair was mussed, his eyes heavy-lidded, and he rubbed his chin where a light five o’clock shadow was starting to appear. Nordik doubted Poe understood how exhausted he really was. Not so much physically as mentally. This last mission seemed to have taken something out of him. It hurt Nordik to see and only firmed his resolve to join Poe in the war.

Poe sniffed the air. “Is that meat?”

Nordik grinned and pulled Poe to his feet. “Why don’t you find out?”

Poe tugged on pants, much to Nordik’s disappointment, and made a beeline for the kitchen. Nordik admired Poe’s physique—pale skin stretched over clearly defined muscles. There was no give, no extra fat on his compact body. He managed to fit the strength of twenty men in a body five feet tall. His face was sharply masculine with his square jaw, strong nose, and sharp cheekbones. His blond hair was short and often spiked. His voice was deeper than most would expect. And his eyes…. Nordik suspected he’d fallen in love the moment he looked into Poe’s eyes. They were a pale blue ignorant people would describe as cold as the arctic, belonging to a person who was frigid and unfeeling. But Nordik always saw passion and intense focus in those eyes, a blue flame that burned a hole into the unworthy. Poe felt more than many did—he was only better at hiding it. Even from Nordik. But Nordik was working on him, showing him it was all right to share, to unburden himself. Nordik’s job was to share the weight.
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