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Going To A Bar Without An ID Nearly Kills

The forest is holding its breath. 

The thought disturbed Kol as he strained to listen to something other than the calming rhythm of rain. The air was chilly enough to make his breath look like a fleeting ghost against the nocturnal sky. Digging his palms into the coarse dirt, he surveyed the unappealing town of Skaalholt, known for the influx of diverse warriors passing through after a hard day of pillaging. 

The usual elegance of the moonlight now looked like an ugly spotlight on the misshapen buildings of oat wood. An intense paranoia burrowed into him; Coverage would be a problem.

Pulling his hands out of the dirt, he ran his muddy fingers through his black hair like a dirty gel. Narrowing his yellow-brown eyes, he instinctively leaned closer, focusing every thought 

on seeing through the heavy rain. A mist rolled in from the forest and surrounded the town.

His breathing was shallow despite his efforts to keep a steady rhythm. It took five minutes of uninterrupted focus before his magic paid off. The rain slowed through his eyes, allowing him to see between droplets. Multiple entryways into town sharpened under his enchantment. A smirk appeared on his face, but overwhelming dizziness overtook him when he stood. 

He couldn’t do this for long.

Stalking toward the town, he slipped into the longest alleyway he could spot. Resting against a slanted building, he released his focus on the rain, shifting it back to the steady rhythm the gods intended. 

Curling into a ball and sleeping sounds, no, the sun won't be down forever. 

Glancing over his skeletal frame with disgust, he pushed himself off the wall and moved to another alleyway. The coming morning wasn’t his only problem. He needed this money, period. 

Tomorrow, he would have to chalk it up to his so-called ‘protection,’ and if he didn't? Well, he shuddered to think of the consequences. 

Constantly moving now, Kol’s stomach growled. 

And that was the main reason he was pulling this last-ditch effort. At least there was a silver lining. If this mission went according to plan and his math was accurate, he’d have enough money to pay his dues and leave for good.

A nagging thought in the back of his mind chimed in. No matter where you go, they’ll turn you away once they find out who your father is.

He clenched his jaw. When I’ve shown people who I am, it won’t matter.

Realizing he was arguing with himself, Kol rolled his eyes and slipped between two bins to look over his target across the way. 

Draug was a revered warrior, instrumental in expanding his clan’s territory, and if someone required building a reputation, they went to his tavern. Everyone who is anyone knows this

tavern’s adopted slogan: ‘A haven for cutthroat Vikings in need of a friendly fight and a cold drink.’ This tavern indeed brought more people than any followers of the king.

For Kol, however, avoiding the tavern was usually his best chance for survival, and admiring the king’s castle was a guilty pleasure. Peeking out of the alleyway, Kol looked for any late-night pedestrians and found his eyes wandering up the roads that spidered through the city, weaving to one central point. The King’s castle was the only building not hiding its metal skeleton, creating a gleaming edifice from the moon by night and the sun by day. One night, Kol remembered walking along the castle grounds and gazing upon the royal family's carvings—a famous story of their divine right to rule gifted to them by Odin himself.

The thought of other buildings out in the world putting that castle to shame hit him like a shovel hitting fresh earth and prompted him back to the task at hand. The tavern sat on metal stilts, raising the base ten feet off the ground. Satisfied

with the lack of eyes on him, Kol ran across the street to a five-foot fence surrounding Draug’s bar and gracefully flipped into the courtyard. Without missing a beat, he dove into a hasty slide and engulfed himself in the darkness beneath the establishment. 

Slowly standing, he moved past each stilt and peered through the cracks of the floorboards above. The only light he could see was the flicker of candle fire panicking at the end of their wicks.

Kol slowed to a stop and reached the trapdoor he hadn’t dared go through since he discovered it. Now, it wasn’t a question of whether he dared but necessity. 

He looked at two floorboards on either side of the trapdoor and found the wood withered enough to feasibly break through them and create handles to reach the trapdoor. Kol would have to say goodbye to using this place when the owner found the damage in the morning. Then again, if everything went as planned, he wouldn’t ever see this town, let alone the tavern.

He repeated the plan in his head over and over while a thought quietly pestered him. How nice would it be to have a father that helped when you needed it?

He ran and jumped, both hands positioned to penetrate the decayed wood, when a sudden gust of wind propelled him into the trapdoor. Filled with slight dread at the sound his body made when it hit the wood, Kol paused and listened for a reaction. The wind continued to hold him in a patient lift. Satisfied with the lack of life, he crawled into the bar, and the wind quickly dissipated. 

Thank you?  Bewildered by the sudden assistance, Kol slowly shut the door.

As his eyes adjusted to the lighting change, he shifted his attention to a couple of barrels in the corner closest to him. Still crouched over, he moved forward just as a sound rang out from the far side of the bar, shattering the silence so abruptly that Kol nearly jumped out of his skin.

Shit, shit, shit.

He quickly placed his back against the wall. His heart raced at an alarming rate while his eyes frantically searched. His hand shook as it slid into his pocket, and pulled out a rusty knife. A knife that had never met human blood while in his possession. Anxiety filled him at the thought of that changing tonight.

His mind ran through all action plans, and none ended in his favor. Two thuds shook the floor as Kol watched a six-foot-five man step up to a barstool across the room. 

He was rather good-looking despite the dozen scars scattered across his arms and face. A tight ponytail held all but his choppy bangs out of his face. The one eye uncovered by his striking blonde hair was icy blue. Unlike most residents, his brown leather pants, matching thick boots, and black leather chest pieces were pristine. One of the man’s massive hands brushed his bangs behind his ear, revealing a milky white eye and a long scar running down the entire length of his 

cheek. His other hand leaned over the bar and 

grabbed a bottle of whiskey.

Kol turned back toward the trap door. It looks like my luck is just as shitty as usual.

The main doors to the bar flew open, revealing another man with his sword drawn. 

“Bjorn, I thought you would’ve had the sense to have left town by now.”

Keeping his back to the newcomer, Bjorn poured himself a shot. “ And why would I do that?

“Your interference resulted in Mara’s death.” The man stepped closer. 

“Hence why I’m drinking my problems away.” Bjorn held up his bottle in commemoration. “This is a private party. Crawl under the rock you came from before you join her in Valhalla.”

“It’s a public place, Bjorn; I see no reason to-”  

Bjorn slammed his bottle down. “Are you so determined to meet the gods that you would

stay here against my wishes?” Bjorn stood, looming over the man with only his massive hands as weapons. “There’s a higher law at work here, boy. Not that I would expect you to understand.” 

“I will not meet Hel today, Bjorn, but you shall.” He raised his sword for an attack. “When you get there, tell her who sent you.”

The dim light of the room flashed sporadically with metal clanging on metal. There was a flash of a dagger as it soared toward the man. With a futile attempt to dodge, the blade plunged into his throat. Gagging on his blood, the dying man stumbled forward and mustered one final swing of his sword. Amused rather than fearful, Bjorn stood in place as the blade tip lightly cut across his face. The man and his sword clattered to the floor, dead. 

Bjorn walked back to the bar and poured himself another drink. “What will you do now, little one?” Kol stayed silent and unmoving. “There’s no point in hiding; I’ve known you were

here the whole time. That being said, you are quite good at remaining silent.”

Kol hesitantly walked out of the shadows. “What will you do now?” 

“I’m going to finish this bottle.” He slammed another shot. “In regards to you, though? That depends on your intentions, and before you answer, just know I can detect a liar before they utter a word.”

“A man died here the other night during a fight. His coin purse dropped behind a barrel of ale, so I came to get it. For someone like me, money is difficult to come by.” 

Bjorn waved Kol off like a gnat. “I have no use for it.”  

Kol walked over to the barrel and found it heavier than anticipated. After several failed attempts, two strong hands reached over him and lifted the barrel without so much as a grunt. “By the gods, be quick about it. You don’t want to be here in the next few minutes.” 

Kol grabbed the coin purse and returned to the trap door with a fevered panic. Pausing, he looked back at the large man. “Thank you for your kindness. Uh, good luck?” 

“The gods have not blessed me with luck in many years, young man, but thank you for the sentiment. I’m afraid all you can do is live well and with honor.” He sat back at the bar and downed the rest of his bottle. “So few do these days.”

Kol jumped back through the trap door just as several men ran up the front of the stairs. The sound of the door getting kicked in sharply met his ears, followed swiftly by muffled voices talking back and forth, weapons clashing, and the screams of wannabe warriors as they were slaughtered. Just as quickly as the confrontation began, it ended.

One by one, the lights in nearby houses turned off. When Bjorn dropped through the trap door, landing right beside him, Kol exhaled a breath he had been holding. Bjorn had the tip of his dagger just under Kol’s chin. 

“I thought I told you to leave.” 

Kol answered quickly. “I had to know what would happen.” 

“I’m not sure I believe you.” His sword pressed a little deeper. “You could have been the one that told them where I was. What is your name?”

Kol furrowed his brows and gritted his teeth. “I’m no snitch.” As he kept unwavering eye contact, Kol tried not to gulp. He didn’t want his Adam’s apple cut. “What happened to you being able to tell when someone is lying?” His heart felt like it was going to jump out of his chest. “And why should I tell you my name when I’ve done nothing wrong?” His fist tightly gripped the hilt of his rusty dagger. 

“I’d like to know what name I’m giving to the hands of death when she comes to claim you.” Snapped Bjorn drawing a little blood. 

Throwing his head back, Kol parried the weapon away with a dull clink. “I don’t fear you or

death. If I die today, I will gladly dine with whoever the Norns have deemed.”

“Perhaps I misjudged you.” With a smile, Bjorn just as quickly disarmed Kol and placed the rusted blade in the familiar nook of his throat. Satisfied with the shock on Kol’s face, he retrieved and sheathed his dagger before relinquishing the rusted blade. “Who are your parents?”

He rubbed the blood from his neck with the collar of his shirt. “My father is Loki. I was told my mother died when I was born. I know not her name.”  

Turning to the front of the tavern, Bjorn began walking, touching every stilt in his path with a fleeting grip. “My condolences concerning your mother, but you’re brave to claim your father.”

A little too quickly, Kol said, “Can I ask why those men were after you?”

“You can ask; it doesn’t mean I’ll answer.” 

When Kol waited and didn’t say anything further, Bjorn continued, maneuvering out from the darkness of the building. “So you are a

demigod, huh? No wonder you have courage. I’m surprised you didn’t use your abilities on me.”

Kol followed in tow, grumbling, “If you can even call them that.”

“You shouldn’t concern yourself with the world of men, at least not while you’re still a boy.” Bjorn countered.

“I have no choice.” Pausing, Kol continued in a different tone. “But maybe with some training, I can survive in it.”

With a hearty laugh, Bjorn reached the edge of town and continued toward the forest. “My advice? Forget about the life of a hero. It’s more trouble than it’s worth.” Lifting his hand, he began to count things off. “Get a normal job, marry a normal wife, and if you’re lucky, have lots of normal babies.” Slowly, Bjorn shifted from a walk to a jog, and Kol didn’t bother to catch up.

As he watched Bjorn’s silhouette disappear into the forest, he yelled, “I won’t give up on my dream!” Unbeknownst to him, Bjorn had stopped within the shadows to watch the young man. “So

much for having honor,” Kol grumbled. “I don’t need you. I don’t need anyone.”

Bjorn's milky eye glowed with an ethereal light. “Only time will tell, boy.”
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Master And Apprentices’

After Kol stumbled upon an unoccupied barn and passed out on a pile of hay, he was awakened by a young man kicking him in the ribs. “Did you think you could get away with not paying me what you owe?” The kicks quickly changed to punches as Kol saw the unbridled anger in his assailant's striking blue eyes. “Don’t forget who owns you.”

Despite the blood that filled Kol’s mouth, he whimpered out a sentence. “I have the money, Ragnar! I just overslept!”

Ragnar slicked back his strawberry blond hair, a menacing smirk growing on his face. “Get in line with the others, or I’ll double the price.”

As Kol got to his feet, he took his time dusting off his clothes, groaning with each movement. Annoyed by the slow-moving pace, Ragnar grumbled under his breath and went back outside.

Now alone, Kol straightened and stretched out his numb limbs. Holding his ribs, he ran to where he hid the coin purse and gathered just enough to pay Ragnar for the week. He had hoped he was gone before the morning payment, but that option expired hours ago.

Outside, the usual group of homeless kids stood in a straight line. As far as Kol knew, none of them were demigods. No one but him and Ragnar.

“And here he is, the prime example of Loki’s breeding.” As Kol silently limped into line, Ragnar scoffed. “Just looking at you makes me want to give out another beating.” Ragnar moved forward and roughly pushed Kol in the shoulder, sending a small jolt of electricity through his sore body.

“Rot in Helheim, Ragnar,” Kol said a little too loud. Ragnar stopped mid-strut. Gripping the coins, Kol puffed out his chest and tossed it before Ragnar. No turning back now. “Take your money and leave us alone.” All of the other teens

gasped. No one ever talked back to Ragnar, especially not Kol.

Ragnar quickly masked his disbelief and stomped past the money right into Kol’s face. “What did you just say?”

Kol could feel his voice shake as he spoke. “Thor has always been known as a great and wise god.” He forced the words out as if he was going to choke had he held them in.“I bet he’s ashamed to call you his son.” 

Faster than Kol could see, Ragnar punched him in the face, knocking him off his feet. Kol moved his jaw, reassuring himself it hadn’t broken. “After all this time, I’m surprised you still haven’t learned your place is beneath my boot. In fact, I think you’ll have to give me a little more than just the money this time.” Kol swished the blood in his mouth and spat it at Ragnar’s chest. “We’ll see if you can still spit when I’m done.”

Kol kicked and screamed as Ragnar dragged him back into the barn by his hair. Ragnar threw Kol into a wall with devilish delight,

shaking the barely standing structure. Ragnar stomped on his back as he tried to crawl towards the front door. Kol could hear the jostling of Ragnar’s belt as panic swelled inside his weak body. Using what little strength he had, he tripped Ragnar and scrambled to his feet. 

For a shining moment, it seemed like he might’ve had a chance at reaching the door, but Ragnar was quick. Flicking his hand, a bolt of lightning hit Kol in the back, knocking him back to the dirt. The smell of burnt hair and clothes filled the tiny barn.

Ragnar rolled Kol onto his back and pinned him to the ground. A knife glimmered in the daylight, and Kol screamed as it swung down to stab him. When he felt no pain, his eyes slowly opened. He was somehow at the other side of the room, the knife deep in the ground where he had been moments before.

Ragnar began to glow with anger. “I see you’ve been picking up some new tricks, you filthy piece of-”

“Your time of hurting people is ending here, with me.” Kol pulled out his dull knife and threw it at Ragnar. To his horror, the blade simply bounced off Ragnar’s glowing energy of power. 

With a laugh, Ragnar buckled his pants. “Did you think that would do anything other than piss me off, punk?” Ragnar took his time walking towards Kol, flaunting his power. “I’m going to kill you, drag your body out of this barn, and remind those maggots what happens when anyone says anything other than ‘yes sir.’” 

“No, you won’t,” Kol said shakily.

“Is that so?”

Ragnar continued talking, but Kol drowned out his voice and focused on his fear. The fear of staying in this town, the fear of being under someone else's boot, the fear of a blade puncturing your body, and the fear of never reaching who you were meant to be. Light flickered around his body like a dying light bulb. He focused on Ragnar getting closer and closer.

He could hear the cackling of electricity and the heat from his enemy's body. 

And just as Ragnar grabbed Kol’s throat, there was a booming voice. “Enough, son!” Ragnar’s eyes widened, and his body stiffened. With his hand still on Kol’s throat, he could feel Ragnar begin to shake. Turning slowly, Ragnar dipped his head to the side in confusion. No one was there. 

“How did you-”

Kol slipped his hand into Ragnar’s pocket, pulled out the knife, and stabbed him in the stomach.  Ragnar quickly returned his attention to Kol, but it was too late. Kol swung the blade across the boy's throat, freeing his own. The light of power had disappeared from both of them as Kol watched Ragnar die. 

Now that the immediate threat was no longer apparent, Kol fell to his knees, panting. He looked at his hands silently, replaying the power he had gathered to conjure a hallucination. When he finally pulled back into reality, Kol approached

Ragnar’s body and grabbed the money he had taken from the other kids. Then he cleaned off the murder weapon and stuffed it in his pants, glad to abandon his old, rusted blade.

A thought tugged on him as he moved towards the door. He could do so much with all of this money, forget living comfortably; he could indulge his desires. But a more substantial thought came flying forward: Those starving kids on the other side of the door and what would happen to them if he didn’t return their money.

He opened the door. Most of them ran off as soon as the money hit their palms.

“What did you do?” Kol turned, seeing a child caught in front of Ragnar’s path almost as much as he was. 

“Ragnar isn’t going to be a problem anymore.”

“Do you know who Ragnar worked for?” The boy sounded angry rather than grateful. 

Huh, that never crossed my mind. All Kol had ever known was Ragnar. He felt a whole new

weight begin to compress his life. “Who did he work for?”

The half-starved boy, Hagar, began to fidget with the rags he wore. He was short for a Norseman his age, standing just five feet tall. He wore his brown hair trimmed and frizzy, and his facial hair grew in patches. Kol felt a surge of pride in his own appearance. “He worked for his older brother Calder.” 

Shivers ran up and down Kol’s spine.  Everyone had heard of Calder and his gang of thugs. A twenty-five-year-old who, now that Kol thought about it, was the older, uglier version of Ragnar. Even the king stood aside when it came to Thor’s “golden child,” Calder. But it always seemed like a looming ghost story, something told to kids that needed more incentive to be spineless.

Kol felt sick to his stomach. “I knew they were both Thor’s sons, but I didn’t know they were close.”

Hagar looked around frantically. “Calder had Ragnar taking our money as training. He’ll

have your head on a charred pike when he finds out you killed him.”  

“Thanks for the heads up,” Kol began to move towards the forest, and to his annoyance, Hagar followed. When it became apparent the kid wouldn’t stop following, Kol shouted, “What do you want?”

Hagar was already panting as he tried to catch up. “There’s nothing for me here. But if you let me follow you, I’ll carry my weight and watch your back. I promise I won’t be a burden.” Kol slowed to a stop. Hagar bowed, trying to catch his breath. 

“Get up, fool. I’m not your master.” Kol snapped. “I’m not ready to be responsible for someone else, and neither of us has enough money for two people. The gods would condemn me for such an irresponsible decision.” 

“As of right now, I resolve you of all responsibility for me and my safety.” 

Kol rolled his eyes. As if that fixes everything.

“I can watch out for the both of you if that makes the decision any easier.”

Kol turned on his heel, knife drawn against someone he didn’t think he’d see again. “As I recall, you told me to get a normal life and left me like a disease you were afraid to catch.”

“A suggestion that seems to have fallen on deaf ears.” Kol straightened his posture. “The moment Ragnar died, you lost the ability to choose a different path.” Kol sheathed his blade, knowing he would lose if it did come to a battle. 

Bjorn smiled at the two boys. “Now that you’ve got no choice, I’ve decided to take you and your friend as my apprentices. You will be assured protection and daily training until you are ready to go out alone.” 

“What’s the catch?” Frowned Kol.

Bjorn laughed, “Who says there has to be a catch?”

“When something sounds too good to be true, it usually is.” Answered Hagar. “I don’t even

know who you are. So how do we know you won’t sell us into slavery the first chance you get?” 

Quicker than anything the two boys could perceive, Bjorn threw a dagger between them. Kol readied his weapon while Hagar dropped to the ground in a quivering ball. Bjorn calmly pointed behind them where a young man was pinned to a tree through his forehead by Bjorn’s knife. 

Hagar peeked through his fingers and promptly threw up upon seeing the gruesome sight. Kol stepped closer to the body and spotted a tattoo of an eagle carrying an axe on the man's right forearm. “Calder and his followers,” Bjorn said before glancing back at Hagar. “I hope my actions are proof enough; if not, Kol can vouch for me.” 

Hagar’s eyes shifted to Kol, who nodded. “Will you train both of us?” Hagar asked.

“Of course, son,” Replied Bjorn. “So, what is your decision?” 

Kol bowed awkwardly. “I accept.”

“As do I. But may I ask you something?” Queried Hagar, barely speaking above a whisper. 

“By all means, ask away. This journey of ours won’t thrive without trust and honesty.” Bjorn grabbed the hilt of his blade and pulled it out of the man’s forehead. The body dropped to the ground with a heavy thud. Hagar flinched as Bjorn motioned them to follow.

The trio fell into an uncomfortable silence. Kol glanced back at Hagar, who was staring intently at the ground. “Are you going to ask him?” 

Hagar looked sheepishly from him to Bjorn’s back, who seemed unbothered by his hesitancy. 

“I was wondering, sir, I mean, I’ve never really thought I could, but now maybe I can-”Kol rolled his eyes and took a deep breath. Is it too late to back out of this partnership? 

“You called me son earlier, so if it doesn’t matter to you, I was wondering if you, sir, could maybe be my adopted father?” Hagar’s voice

shifted an octave higher at the word ‘father,’ causing him to clear his throat aggressively.

Kol knew where this question was going, but he suddenly felt like an intruder once it was out in the open. Without looking back, Bjorn gave a slight chuckle. “I don’t know about that boy. Let me think on it for a while.” 

“I understand, sir.” Hagar sniffled. Kol could see the boy begin to tear up, making him inwardly cringe. 

Bjorn spun on his heel and grabbed the front of Hagar’s shirt, lifting him off the ground. “Understand this, boy; I will never have a child so weak as to cry over something that wasn’t even definitive.” Dropping Hagar, Bjorn watched the boy struggle to find his footing. “You know what? I will be your father. Someone needs to remove the weakness from you.”

Hagar’s frown slowly changed into a smile. Kol was reminded of a child who got his way after throwing a tantrum. “Oh, thank you, father! I will-”

Bjorn’s hand connected with Hagar’s face. “If I ever catch you crying over something like that again, you’ll get more than the back of my hand, understood?” 

Hagar bit back more tears. “I-I understand, Father,” He rose back to his feet but kept his eyes on the ground. 

Bjorn grabbed Hagar’s chin and forced him to meet his eyes. “Never push away shame. Understand it, and shape it into a lesson.” 

“Yes, Father.” 

Satisfied, Bjorn turned back around and continued walking. “What of you, Kol?” 

“I have a father, and no matter how absent from my life he’s been, I’m not looking for another.” 

“Excellent answer. You see, son, that is the confidence I wish to instill in you.” 

“Yes, Father,” Hagar whispered. 

“Speak up when you talk. Remember confidence!” Bjorn hit his chest. “Now, where shall we go?”

“I am heading to Greece one way or another. The Norns push me to go there every day. If you have other plans, then you can forget our agreement.” Kol said defensively. 

Bjorn stopped. “What do you think is waiting for you there, little one? What gives you the impression the Norns are the ones guiding you?” Kol stayed silent. “The Norns don’t hold sway in Greece despite being connected to the Olympian Fates. I doubt even your father would answer your prayers if you were to enter those lands.”

“It’s not like he answers my prayers now, and I don’t need him to.” There was a beat of silence. “All I need is the gods to see my deeds. Besides, the journey will be full of danger and adventure, so by the time I reach Greece, I shall be a legend to men and gods alike.” 

Bjorn looked over Kol, who stared back with defiance. “What say you, son? Shall we continue with Kol or forge a separate path?”

“Let’s help Kol with his quest and make history, Father.”

Bjorn patted both of the boy's backs. “Then to Greece it is, may the gods watch over us and take stock of our deeds from here til’ Ragnarok.”

Excited with the prospect of adventures, the trio's thoughts drifted into future fantasies, blissfully unaware of the danger that circled their destinies like vultures.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 3
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My Nephew Wants To Eat Me

Five men surrounded a body in the forest.  One of them inspected the corpse while another walked off to search the surrounding area. The men were plain in appearance, all wearing darker colors and mangled fabric. In contrast, their leader, Calder, wore a rich, creamy color that offset his strawberry-blonde hair, causing him to stick out like a sore thumb. 

Calder turned to his second in command. “Your report?”

“An expert throw, sir. Bulvi died quickly, I’d say about five hours previous. There are also three pairs of feet leaving this way.” He led Calder to the receding trail. “The two young men we learned about from the other street filth and an older man judging by the size of footprints.”

Calder turned and raised his voice so the other four men could hear. “I want those punks 

found!” A glow of blue surrounded Calder, highlighting his overly muscular build and cold blue eyes. Turning to his second in command, he spoke through a clenched jaw. “I don’t care who is traveling with them; anyone standing with them will share their fate.” Thunder boomed menacingly over the forest. 

“Why are we doing this, Calder? You didn’t even like your brother.” One of the men groaned. 

Without a word, a lightning bolt shot out of Calder’s fist, sending the man through a tree trunk. Calder turned back to the other members of his group. “It doesn’t matter if I hated him. The insult of killing a family member must and will be answered with death. Do any of you object to that?” 

Everyone quickly shook their heads. 

“Good, now, Scald.” The man quickly stood to attention. “You will head back to the city and run daily operations for me in my absence. Send messages to every city and territory as soon

as you reach the town. I want a price on their heads!” Scald nodded before taking off on his new mission. Calder turned to the remaining three men. “The rest of us will track these dead men.”

~~~~~~~
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Before a large pack of wolves had ambushed Kol and his companions, he had been enjoying an unusually peaceful jog.

To Kol's surprise, Harig, the pack's leader, was someone he knew. He was the size of a horse and covered in flexing muscles. His jet-black fur stuck up in matted spikes, and his devilish red eyes glowed through tiny slits as they bore into their prey. His claws could have diced Kol into three, and his tail was barbed with needles that shot out precise arrows of poisonous death. 

“It’s much more fun for my pack and me when you put up a fight. But, if you drop your weapons and welcome death, I promise we’ll make it quick.” Harig sneered, taking a step forward. 

Kol ignored the other wolves' eager mouths. “Forgive me if I don’t believe you, nephew.”

Harig tensed. “Nephew?”

Kol snarled, matching the growl as best he could. “Kol, son of Loki. No need to introduce yourself. I know the son of Fenrir when he stands before me.” 

Harig took another step forward, sniffing the air. “A half-breed, huh? You leave me unimpressed, demigod. Your lineage will not save you.” 

“If I may interject, lord wolf-” Began Bjorn. 

“You may not.” Harig snapped. He turned back to Kol with a slight nod.  “Shall you die first, half-breed?” 

“Half breed? You’re one to talk, doggy.” His voice began to rise as he spat in the wolf's direction. “As for your pathetic attempt at frightening us, if you were actually a threat, you’d be in chains with your father.” Kol swung his blade. The wolf dodged and lunged forward. His

jaw looked like it could eat Kol whole. His heart leaped into his throat. 

At least get one hit in! 

He swung his fist, and right before it made contact with the wolf's head, green flames covered his hand and enhanced the punch with ten times the force.

Harig flew backward, and the pack quickly closed in on the threat. But before they could pounce, Harig roared so loudly that birds flew out of their trees in a hoard of black. “I have not given the order to kill them yet.” The entire pack lowered their heads and retreated with a whimper. “What else can you do, demigod?”

I didn’t even know I could do that. Kol was surprised by the sudden return of power that only seemed to appear when he was about to be murdered. I hope this doesn’t become a pattern. 

Instead of telling Harig this, he said, “Care to find out?”

“Did you know your father has been deemed the god of evil by the All-Father?”

“I don’t care what my father is. But make no mistake; if you don’t leave us peacefully, you will see how alike we can be.” 

“You have courage, uncle.” Harig forced the last word out. “What do you suggest happens now? We part as friends?” His pack laughed. “Truthfully, I’d rather fight to the death than back away like a coward.” 

“There is nothing cowardly about allowing us to pass through. But we can see who has more power if you’re in the mood for a battle.” Bjorn chimed in. 

“Just remember, Odin disapproves of family betrayal,” Kol said.

Looking at his pack, Harig gave them a toothy smile. “As the master of this forest, I suppose I can allow you and your comrades' passage as a courtesy from one family member to another.” Kol looked over the other wolves with apprehension. “But I am not obligated to protect you from all the other dangers this forest holds.” 

Another wolf came bounding up to Harig, whispering in his ear. 

“It seems that the forest is full of surprises today. Three men are tracking you. Have you not been playing well with others, uncle?” 

“Does our family ever?” Kol posed. “That would be Calder and his men, seeing as I killed his brother just this morning.” Kol sighed, hoping he masked the tension in his voice.

“It’s a shame he did not bring more men. Your pack would probably be bored with such a small number, Lord Harig,” Hagar stated slyly.

“What makes you think I would attack them, mortal?”

Bjorn patted Hagar on the back warmly. “Considering you circled us when we were on a peaceful jog simply for being in your forest uninvited, I think it’s safe to assume you would do the same to Calder and his men. No matter their reasoning, they must answer to you and show respect just as we have.” He finished with a slight bow. 

Harig huffed a laugh. “It looks like we’ll be eating tonight after all.” With a howl, he turned and followed the scout, his wolves trailing close behind. 

“I would be cautious, Harig. Calder is a demigod son of Thor!” Kol hollered.

Skidding to a halt, Harig glanced back at Kol. “So you killed his brother, your cousin? So much for honoring Odin, eh uncle?” 

“He was trying to kill me. It’s not like Thor’s children have been as upstanding as their father.” Answered Kol crossly. “If you do not feel comfortable attacking him-” 

“You don’t need to explain yourself to me. Besides, there is a big difference between my pack sparing you and sparing a son of Thor.”

“We’re in your debt. If you need me, call, and I will aid you!” Kol said with a grateful nod, returning his dagger to its sheath.

“Until then, uncle!” Roared Harig in an honoring howl with the rest of his pack as they bounded away.

“Skillfully played, Kol,” Bjorn said with a nod of appraisal. 

“Yeah, no thanks to you. I thought you would protect and train us on this journey, not gift me a dagger and have me talk through a fight. What exactly was it you were trying to teach us there?”

“Watch your tone when speaking to my father.” Warned Hagar rather feebly. 

“Watch yours when speaking to me, Hagar. Just because we agreed to be Bjorn’s apprentices doesn’t mean we’re equals.”

“Ease yourself, son. I do not need you to defend my actions. The way I remember it, Kol, you were the one who decided to speak to the leader of the wolves. A choice that undermined any authority I might have had with them. Had you failed, I was ready to fight to the death.”

Kol was unable to meet their gaze. “I apologize. I should have considered all options.”

Bjorn placed a hand on Kol’s shoulder. “I have been there myself. It is not the gods,

monsters, or devils of this world that often kill heroes, but their emotions and lack of foresight. Both of you remember to take full stock of every situation. What you did may have worked, but it could have easily gone the other way.” He patted Kol on the back, motioning them to continue. “As for you, Hagar, you did well holding your ground.” 

Hagar beamed. “Thank you, Father.”

Bjorn picked up the pace. “The fact that we have competent trackers complicates things. We’ll need to pick up the pace.”

~~~~~~~
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The distant sound of thumping filled Calder and his men’s ears. 

“What’s that?” The second in command questioned. 

“I’d say it’s our dinner.” Calder laughed, slightly out of breath. “Everyone get ready; it sounds like a pack of wolves. Soon to be a pack of fried wolves.”

The others joined in forced laughter until a flash of fur separated Calder from his team. 

“You’re as arrogant as your father.” Sneered Harig. 

Calder’s crew tried to hastily recover from the surprise attack. Unfortunately for them, the pack was much faster. Making quick work of their poor attempts, the wolves tore into the men. Only the second in command managed to wound several wolves and give pause to the others that circled him. 

“You’ll pay for that mutt.” Yelled Calder. 

“Doubtful son of Thor. I intend to grant you your own personal Ragnarok. I’d say the proper prayers to your father now.” 

“What’s your name?” Calder croaked. 

“Does it matter? In the end, I am your bringer of death.”

“I collect all the names of the ones I kill.” Calder roared. 

Harig laughed, a frightening sound that visibly made Calder cringe. “You’ll never kill me.

Although, when your father visits you in Hel, I want you to be able to tell him who it was that ended you so soon after your brother. I hear you are looking for my uncle.” Harig drooled at the look of shock on Calder’s ugly face. “I am Harig, son of Fenrir, grandson of Loki.”

Calder’s hands began to hum with power. “Your uncle-”

“Your cousin as well, or did you forget that little fact? I’ll take a shot in the dark and guess you and your idiot crew treated him like less than nothing simply because he was Loki’s child. Little Kol had enough and decided to do something about it. Am I close?”

“Any spawn of Loki’s bloodline is no family of mine.” Spat Calder. 

“If your brother was so weak as to die at the hands of Loki’s spawn in a fair fight, then it doesn’t sound untoward. Such is the order of things. If you and my uncle were to engage in combat, whoever should die deserved their fate.

Then again, you’ll have to get past me to reach that battle, meat sack.” 

“The pleasure is all mine,” Calder slammed his electrically charged fists into the ground, sending out a wave of lightning. 

Harig soared over the lightning wave, landed before the enemy, and closed his jaws on Calder’s leg. He twisted his head and threw Calder against a nearby tree, denting the trunk.

Having finished off Calder’s second in command, the pack snapped and barked happily at their leader's battle, their mouths dripping with the blood from Calder’s crew.

At the site of his second in command being ripped apart, Calder leaned back and screamed. Power shot out of his body from every direction, stunning every living thing around him.

“You filthy little animal! Did you really think you could beat me? I AM THE SON OF THOR!” He screamed with resounding madness as electricity rippled around his body. Harig tried to get back to his feet as burn marks seared

through his patches of fur down to his flesh. Calder blasted the wolf again while twirling a sword in his other hand. “Now you will die on your belly like the grimy, useless pup you are.” 

“You’re mistaken, son of Thor.” Interrupted a calm, enticing voice, stopping Calder mid-step. Slowly turning, his eyes confirmed his worst fear. Loki was leisurely leaning against a tree. The wolves struggled to their feet and bowed to the god as he healed them. 

“L-Loki.” Stammered Calder, slowly bowing. 

Loki stood at six foot four, his yellow/brown eyes twinkling with delight as he took in the scene. His shoulder-length black hair blew in the wind, and his emerald green robes flowed behind him, creating a regal aura. 

“That would be Lord Loki to you, child. Although, your disrespect doesn’t surprise me. Nothing more than a muscle-bound simpleton that believes punching is always the answer. An

attitude I delight in crushing, especially when a moron is using it against my grandchild.” 

“Your son killed my brother, and your grandchild is keeping me from delivering the justice he rightly deserves,” Calder’s legs wavered, wondering if he should continue bowing or stand back up.

“It sounds to me like justice has already been served.” Loki magically lifted Calder into the air and flipped him upside down. “It was you, after all, who gave Ragnar the order to collect and mistreat the other boys, especially Kol, was it not? And it was Ragnar who took great pleasure in it, wasn’t it? You not only knew Kol was your cousin but targeted him all the more because I was his father.” 

Loki flexed his fists, and Calder began to scream. Reflexively, Calder shot electricity at Loki. 

With contemptible ease, he batted it away. “You dare attack a god?” He slammed Calder’s body into the ground several times. “You mortals are all the same, arrogant and foolish, filled with 

ideas of grandeur. It never ends with your imagination, does it? Only a god could set foot on a battlefield against me, and even then, most would fall.” 

Lightning flashed and split the sky as a deep, strong voice erupted around them. “Most might, dear brother, but not I.”

Loki’s face flushed as the wolves whimpered and backed away from Thor. Regaining his composure, Loki turned to face his adopted brother. “Dear brother, I would have thought you were too busy lifting weights or fooling women into loving you. And besides, your presence in this matter isn’t necessary. I have gracefully and diplomatically handled it.”

“My presence is necessary, Loki. After all, it is my son whom you are so humbly,” Thor eyed his son, now a crumpled heap on the ground. “...interrogating.”

Thor easily emitted intimidating energy at nearly seven feet tall with golden blond hair, 

penetrating blue-grey eyes, and more muscles than most would know what to do with. 

Calder sat on his legs, panting. “Father, Loki’s son Kol-” 

“Quiet. I am well aware of what took place between your brother and my nephew. Lord Heimdal has kept a close eye on all of the dealings concerning my children. I am also aware of what you and your brother were doing to make a living, and I must say, your bullying is hardly making you the hero I had hoped for.” 

Loki smiled laxly at Calder. “Exactly my point. I could never get anything past you, brother. It’s time they faced the facts; this is all their fault.”

“Shall we list the evils that your children have and will do?” Questioned Thor angrily. “They are far from innocent.” 

“Even Kol?” 

“Kol killed my son.” 

“In self-defense. How many enemies have you killed defending yourself or the All-Father?” 

Loki’s voice was like a melody. “Should we punish you then? If this is justice, I’m more than willing to set things right.” 

“Unlike every other time, you speak the truth, Loki. But like most gods, I do not know what kind of person your son will be. And until it is determined, my son will not hunt him.”

“But father-”

Holding up his hand, Thor continued. “Calder, you will head back to Skaalholt; trust my judgment. Kol will return in the future. That being said, although he will no longer pursue your child, he will have the right to challenge him when they inevitably cross paths.” 

“As you wish, Father.” Shaking from his anger, Calder forced himself to bow even lower than his current position before rising again. Harig slowly stalked before him as he turned to leave, gripping the second in command's head in his jaws before crushing it. 

“We have unfinished business.” 

“Gladly,” Calder gripped his sword, sparks flying off its blade.

A bolt of lightning hit the ground between them. “Enough!” Thor bellowed, floating above them. 

“Really, brother, must you be so dramatic?” Loki sighed.

Thor ignored him. “There has been enough blood shed by our family on this day.” 

“This isn’t over, Calder. Your father may have saved you today, but I will have you between my teeth one day, just like your comrades.” Harig bounced off into the forest, followed closely by his pack. 

“Not if your head is on my wall!” Yelled Calder. “If there’s nothing else, Father, I will leave this wretched place.” 

“Be well, my son, and be good.” Said Thor, eyeing him. 

Calder ran back towards the city, enraged. “I don’t want to be good. I want to be great, and

whether or not it’s the greatness you wish for me doesn’t matter.”
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Chapter 4


[image: ]




I Meet The Love Of My Life And It Breaks My Heart

Kol was startled to find it only took a week to reach the city of Ran. The buildings bunched together in a tight coziness, lining the streets in an amalgamation of stone and wood. The narrow alleyways were filled with taverns, inns, shops, and food carts. Bjorn exhaled with grudging respect. “It’s been a long time since I’ve been here.” 

The smell of food, the weary fishermen returning from a long trip at sea, and the overwhelming feeling of homeliness reminded Kol how exhausted he was. Bjorn looked around at the few guards patrolling the streets. “I wonder...” He shrugged. “No, I’m sure they’ve forgotten.”

“What are you talking about, Father?”

“Nothing to concern yourself with. That goes for you too, Kol.”

Kol yawned, stretching his body. “I didn’t ask Bjorn. I’ve seen the kind of man you are. Let’s

just find a place to stay for the night so we can discuss what route to take to Greece.”

Bjorn pushed past Kol, Hagar in tow. “No discussion is necessary.” 

“Don’t start silencing my opinion, Bjorn. If you plan on me staying, I expect you to treat me with more respect.”

“You’re welcome to make your way to Greece by yourself.” Bjorn stopped at a food cart and purchased some fruit, “Enjoy finding your mode of travel with the amount of money you have.” He briskly handed the boys the food. “This should hold you over until we can have a proper meal. I will leave you at an inn for the night with some moves to practice, and in the morning, we’ll take the first boat out. ”

“Where are you going, Father?” Hagar asked. 

“I’m going to a tavern for some drinking and business. The training I leave you with will keep you plenty occupied.” 

Kol felt an odd gust of wind brush his back. “That was weird. The wind changed.”

“I don’t feel anything.” Frowned Hagar. 

“Your senses are as dull as a rock, my child.” Bjorn paused. “Hmm, it’s gone.” Bjorn began to push more insistently through the crowd. “Let’s get to the inn.”

Kol lingered behind and scanned the crowd. A cloak-covered man caught his eye, but as soon as Kol stepped toward him, he disappeared. Bjorn was paying for the room when Kol found them. The inn felt dark and dusty compared to the bright open air he left behind. People were sitting around the lobby, talking and laughing. He could only spot Bjorn because of his towering height.

While he began maneuvering through the crowd, Kol was roughly bumped into by a large man, and the next thing he knew, his face was covered in soft, dark brown hair. “Oh, my apologies.” Her voice made all other melodies sound off-key. He heard a bit of struggle, and then 

the hair was out of his face and was replaced by the most beautiful blue eyes he had ever seen. 

He’d meant to tell her as much, but all that came out was, “H-hi, umm, my name is Ko-Kol.”

Hagar, having spotted the interaction, came walking over. “He means I’m Kol. Nice to meet you.”

Without taking her eyes off Kol, she responded kindly. “It’s a pleasure to meet you; my name is Sig. Would it be terribly inappropriate if I offered to buy you lunch for the trouble?” 

Kol stared blankly at her. Hagar lightly pushed him forward. “Go ahead, Kol, we've got some time to spare.” 

Kol smiled from ear to ear and followed her like an eager puppy. “Uh, no need to spend money on me, Miss Sig.” He offered his arm, and she slipped next to him just as quickly. Her soft skin brushing against his made goose bumps travel down his back. Why do I feel so cold all of a sudden? 

As they moved toward the door, Kol felt an overwhelming urge to enrapture her, like her presence was fleeting, and if he didn’t speak of his need for her, she would leave. “I’d like nothing more than to spend time with you, say, the rest of our lives?” He nervously chuckled as Hagar face palmed. To both of their surprise, she laughed too. Hagar waved them off as they reentered the wholesome cityscape. Kol focused on not tripping over his feet. A small voice, barely above a whisper, spoke to him, When have you ever had trouble walking? 

Flicking his head as if warding off a fly, he smiled. “You are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen in my entire life.”

She lightly caressed his arm as they strolled. “Such a compliment from a handsome boy flatters me. Were you born and raised here the same as I?” 

“I was born in Skaalholt.” He wanted to stop there and let the silence fill his troubled life. It had almost worked, but when he looked into 

her eyes, the words felt like they climbed up his throat and out his mouth. “My mother died giving birth to me, and I ended up on the streets. Hardly a place befitting for a maiden such as you.” 

Sig’s eyebrows creased. “What a hard life; what about your father?”

“My father...wasn’t around.” 

They reached the peak of a small hill overlooking the docking boats. “I hope I’m not wrong in assuming things have looked up since then?” She sat on a nearby bench and placed her head on his shoulder. She smelled of fresh fruit. 

“Not that you have much competition, but this is looking to be the best day of my life.” He exhaled happily, laying his head on top of hers. “So tell me, fair maiden, what do you have planned for the future?”

“Compared to most, my dream is rather simple.” She placed a hand over her mouth with a sly smile. “Starting a wonderful family, with a supportive husband, and a long happy life.” She was silent, and in that silence, Kol imagined what 

it would be like to be that man for her. All his desires to be a hero known all across Midgard seemed meaningless if she wasn’t with him. “What about you?”

She lightly nudged him when he didn’t answer, waking him from his daydream. “Oh, I, uh, I had planned on traveling through the Norse lands to Greece. My dream has always been to have the gods utter my name in the same sentence as champion, but now-” He slipped one of his hands into hers. “Fulfilling your dream sounds more important than my own.” He felt a lump in his throat, and his body was still cold, but that was the feeling you get when you were in love, right? 

I am in love with her, aren’t I? A voice so quiet he was sure it was his imagination said, You don’t even know her! He had never wanted to beat up his thoughts more.

She glanced at their hands, and he saw something flash across her mind, but it was gone too fast to decipher. Her mouth slowly turned from a contemplative frown to a smile as she met 

his eyes. “I’d hate to think we’d end this date so soon when it’s going so well.” She stood, letting go of his hand to smooth out her dress. “Shall we continue?”  His hand had never felt so empty, and as they walked back into the city, her hand slipped back into his, where it belonged, where he needed it to belong. 

His body tried to fight him as he said, “It is getting rather dark, though.” He felt like he needed to gasp for air when he said that. Furrowing his brows, his free hand rubbed his throat like that would tell him what was wrong. 

“Was I mistaken in thinking you had gotten a room at the inn?” She spoke like she was fighting to get the words out, but her face was soft and seemed genuinely blissful. She was perfect. Perfect, perfect, perfect. Kol tried to clear the ringing in his ears as they entered the room. He sat in a cushioned chair, observing the frayed fabric.

Slowly sitting on the arm of the chair, she crossed her legs and played with Kol’s shirt sleeve 

absentmindedly. They stayed like that in confused silence, working their minds on things that seemed just out of reach. “Kol...” She muttered, startling him.

He rubbed his hands on his knees, looking far off. “Yes?”

“Do you really think I’m the most beautiful woman you’ve ever laid eyes on?”

He snapped to attention, nodding his head frantically. “Of course, I’d never lie about that.” She smiled warmly and placed her hand under his chin, moving his gaze to hers. She looked into his yellow-green eyes and then kissed him. Timidly, Kol moved to her height, placing his hand on her face.

He had slowed the rain before his eyes, seeing everything in deep detail. This kiss was ten times that magic. Unlike anything he had ever felt before, and he feared he would never feel something as great as this. 

And then the door opened. 

At first, neither of them pulled away, but then someone cleared their throat, and they jumped. Bjorn stood with her arms crossed, a raised eyebrow, and a questioning smirk. “Sorry to interrupt.” He stepped forward and held out a hand. Sig shyly took it, bowing. 

“And you are?”

“She’s the love of my life,” Kol shouted, unable to get the words out fast enough. 

Bjorn’s eyebrows rose and then creased. “My apologies, young lady. I’m surprised Kol has yet to tell me of his love.”

Sig smiled and primly walked behind the couch, draping her arms over Kol’s shoulders. “How could he have? We only met earlier today.” Kol sighed deeply, leaning into her.

“I see.” Bjorn crossed his arms again, his gaze moving between Kol and Sig with deep concentration. Abruptly, he clapped his hands loudly and smiled broadly.

“Unfortunately, it’s getting quite late. Perhaps you two can get some rest for tonight and pick up on your date bright and early tomorrow morning.”

Kol and Sig looked into each other's eyes with sudden sadness. Kol opened his mouth to say he wasn’t ready for this night to end, even if there was promise of its continuation. But Bjorn moved in, lightly grabbing Sig’s hand and guiding her to the door with a sturdy grip. “See you tomorrow then...”

“Sig.”

“Right, you know the room number.” Bjorn smiled, shutting the door on her.

Kol shot to his feet. “How dare you be so rude to her.” Bjorn’s large frame blocked the door as he looked over Kol. “Get out of my way; I should’ve walked her home. I didn’t even get to say goodnight.” Bjorn didn't budge. “I said move!” Kol shouted.

“You don’t seem like yourself, Kol.”

“MOVE!” Kol lifted his hands, and they glowed a vibrant green. Bjorn felt an invisible force pushing him to move, but it felt more like a suggestion than a demand. 

“I forgot how fickle teenagers can be.” Bjorn sighed. Kol took a deep breath and stepped forward. Bjorn rolled his eyes, and with a flick of his hands, Kol’s eyes rolled back, and he dropped to the ground, out cold. As he was tucking the boy into bed, Hagar came in.

“He’s already out? I wonder what he and that girl got up to.” Hagar snickered, taking off his shoes. 

“You saw her?”

Hagar absentmindedly took off his shoes. “Yeah, Kol was accidentally knocked into her down in the lobby. It’s odd because she was just standing there looking at the wall. She must have been thinking about something.” 

“Must’ve been,” Bjorn mumbled. 

Hagar happily scooted under the blankets. “Goodnight, Father.”

Bjorn blew out the candle on the bedside table and sat in the cushioned chair, watching Kol’s restless body. Once he could hear Hagar’s snoring, he rose from the chair and stood over Kol. Lightly touching his forehead, he was shocked to feel how cold the boy was. Lifting his hand a few inches above Kol, his hand began to glow a warm yellow. Slowly moving it above the boy's head, he gritted his teeth. “Witch.” He sneered under his breath. 

Bjorn had staked out the entire building and found nothing. He had questioned some drunken locals, but as usual, no one was of any help. He did get a compelling note from one of the shopkeepers who said they saw an odd burly man wandering around town, and he was the one that had bumped Kol into Sig earlier at the inn. The tavern across the way was still open; if nothing else, a drink could help with his investigation. 

When he entered the building, the inhabitants gawked and whispered among themselves. “Meed.” The bartender quickly 

passed him a thick wooden mug full of his drink of choice. Turning so his elbows were leaning against the bar, Bjorn looked over the small crowd. Most of the men and women avoided his eyes, but one man who sat alone, a cloak covering half of his face, slowly smiled at him and then winked. Slamming the drink, Bjorn walked over to the table. 

“Finally, some action in this boring town.” The man cheered.

“Get up,” Bjorn growled.

“Before I’ve finished my drink?” The man asked, placing a hand on his chest in mock shock.

“Now.” Bjorn reached over the table and grabbed him. The man quickly drank the rest of his drink as Bjorn yanked him outside. Moving his hand from the man's wrist to his shirt, he slammed the guy into the side of the building and swiftly pulled out his knife. “Release the boy from your witchcraft.”

“Oh, you’re no fun.” The man’s voice slowly shifted, sounding higher. His hair began to grow and sharpen to a golden blonde.

“I won’t ask again, Lofn.” Bjorn pulled the cloak off his capture. As it fell to the ground, the man was completely transformed. A young woman with a comfortable beauty stood in his place. A strapless dress covered her body as she toyed with a matching shawl she pulled out of thin air. 

“No need to get mad,” her hand caressed Bjorn’s face before he could smack it away. 

“I’m just doing what was asked of us.” 

“I warned you.” Bjorn lifted his giant hand and grabbed her head, moving to slam it into the wall behind her. Thunderous lightning flashed across the darkened sky as Lofn laughed beneath his hand, smacking it away with surprising strength. 

“You have no power here. I have a divine right to test the boy.” She fixed her hair and blew a kiss at him. “You’re boring me. Have fun

playing father to those two.” With another wink, she swiftly twirled and disappeared.

“Damn the gods.” Bjorn groaned. Turning back to the inn, he kicked the door open and stormed to the stairs. 

“Hey! Don’t be busting open doors like that. You break it, you pay for it!” An older man shouted. “Did you hear me?” His old voice struggled to sound intimidating as he hobbled after Bjorn. 

“I don’t have time for this.” Bjorn snapped. Turning around, he slammed his fist against the wall, towering over the man. “Get out of my sight!”

Upon seeing Bjorn’s face, the innkeeper trembled in place. “I-It’s you! I didn’t know you were b-back in town, much less looking like-” 

“Enough! Leave me to my business, and I’ll leave you to yours.” The elderly man profusely bowed, slowly retreating. 

Bjorn reached his room and stopped before the door. Rummaging through his pockets, 

he pulled out an herb and slowly broke it down, rubbing the substance between his warm hands and quietly whispering into them. All at once, his tense shoulders relaxed, and his mind cleared into one thought. “You called?” 

Bjorn turned, seeing a woman with her hands folded looking at him with a soft smile. Her long red hair was in a thick braid, and freckles covered every inch of visible skin. Her orange dress was tied at the waist with pouches filled with unknown contents. In one hand, she held a white walking stick adorned with pearls and crystals tied around the top. “Thank you for answering Eir.”

“Always.” Her voice was soft, reminding him of a comforting blanket. “What is it you need?”

Bjorn quietly led her into the room and walked her over to Kol. She ran a glowing hand over the boy, a soft frown tugging at her mouth. “Lofn.”

“Yes.” Bjorn’s hands turned to fists. “Can you undo it?”

She was quiet for a long time. After a while, she moved her other glowing hand over the boy and closed her eyes. “Yes, I can erase all memory of Sig and the magic done by Lofn.”

“And of the girl?” Bjorn whispered.

“Once Lofn feels her magic lifted off the boy, she should release the girl as well.”

Bjorn hummed in response. “Thank you again for the assistance.” Eir tilted her head in response, lowering her hand onto Kol’s forehead, beginning her work. “I wonder if you know of what the witch speaks of.” Bjorn inquired. Eir quietly waited for him to continue, her eyes still closed. “She said she was just doing what was asked of us and that she had a divine right to test the boy.” 

Eir sighed solemnly. “Her methods were underhanded and only allowed under a technicality, but yes. I do know what she is referring to.” Her brown eyes fluttered open, and her hands dropped to her side. “It is finished.” Moving to Hagar, she quickly wiped the brief

memory of Sig from his mind before turning to Bjorn. They moved to the other side of the room and spoke in hushed undertones. “I have much to tell you, old friend.” 

Both boys happily awoke to a substantial breakfast and well-rested bodies when the morning sun rose. Bjorn studied Kol those first few hours intensely, but the boy showed no sign of the previous night's transactions. When they had finished eating, Bjorn loudly cleared his throat. “While you two were asleep, I received a message from a goddess.” The boy's eyes were wide with anticipation. Bjorn turned towards Kol. “The All-father has charged you with quests.” Turning to Hagar, he said, “We’re to help Kol with some of these quests until he reaches his partner, at which point their quests are theirs and theirs alone.”

“Partner?” Kol inquired.

“You will work with a Greek demigod named Vasos.” He shrugged. “If you succeed in the first two tasks.”

“First two?” Hagar exclaimed, already sounding winded.

“First, you must find the missing god Od. Once that is complete, you will travel to Asgard, retrieve the lock of hair Loki had stolen from Lady Sif, and return it to her and your uncle Thor.” Kol seemed too stunned to speak, so Bjorn stepped forward and clapped him on the shoulder. “Looks like traveling to Greece will have to wait.” 

“Forget Greece!” He said happily. “Quests from the gods are so much better!”

“Just remember, any time the gods give you a quest, there is more to it than meets the eye.” 

Kol strapped his blade on a belt. “All I can do is my best to honor them.”

“So the choice is made. Tomorrow, we begin our journey towards your first official quest.”
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Chapter 5
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Nature In Reverse The Pig Has Me On The Menu

Vasos was unbelievably tired and breathing harder than any living person should. Mid-flip, he fired his last two arrows into the cloud of killer birds. His body was covered in cuts and sweat, glistening in the bright sun as he ran towards a rundown farm. “Please help me, Mother.” 

He could hear the birds drawing closer; one even nipped at his hair. A loud barking came from the forest he had emerged from thirty minutes prior. Risking a look over his shoulder, he watched Laelaps, a fox the size of an elephant, bounded towards the birds. The creature became a blur of white and orange as it ripped apart birds one large bite at a time.

He dashed into the farmhouse, slamming the big doors behind him. Flecks of dried paint rained down on him as a piggish roar rang from the opposite side of the barn, where an identical pair of doors were. What is it now? Running 

towards the other side of the barn, he peered through a crack in the wood. His eyes widened in horror as they landed on a giant Erymanthian Boar. It came to a screeching halt right outside, the dark red eyes glaring as if he could make out Vasos’ outline through the wood. 

The boar’s hoof pawed the ground anxiously. Vasos was overwhelmed with the creature's foul breath as it moved towards the door. A shout rang out just above the boar's head. “VASOS!”

Vasos ground his teeth and stepped away from the doors. “You aren’t the animal-friendly type, Christos, so let me guess, Ares put you up to this?”

“As if I need the incentive to put you in your place!” Christos laughed maniacally. “Did you really think Ares would let you escape after killing his son?”

Vasos tried to think of a retort but his brain was filled with the fact he had no weapons, the fox was nowhere to be seen, and he was in an old 

barn that was defying all laws of physics by still standing. 

Fear not, son, for I am with you always. 

Vasos let out a breath he had been holding. “Thank you, Mother.”

“Beg for mercy, Vasos, and maybe I’ll spare you the waste of energy in torture.”

Unable to hold back a smile, Vasos kicked open the barn door, startling the boar back. “I beg for no one, much less someone as pathetic as you.” Vasos paused to flex his muscles. “You have one last chance to leave before I’m forced to hurt you. I suggest taking my offer; I would hate to cause Lord Zeus any more heartache because you are a prideful fool.”

“I might be drunk on my impending victory, but you’re the one who seems to be backed into a corner.”

“Look behind you.” Vasos pointed.

“You think I’m stupid enough to fall for such a childish trick?” 

“Suit yourself.” Vasos slowly backed up as if he was preparing for a race. 

“What are you-” A gigantic fox rammed into the boars’ side. Christos swung to the boar's side, gripping what little fur he could. 

As soon as the fox entered Vasos’s line of sight, he ran and jumped onto the fox’s back.

“Your mother won’t be able to save you forever, Vasos! Eventually, you will find yourself without her aid, and on that day, you will die!” 

The fox growled and snapped at the boar, who was testing out how close it could get without getting hurt. Vasos, now on an even playing field, was still out of breath; his body was screaming for a second of rest he couldn’t spare. Christos’s eyes glided over his opponent's beaten body and regained his composure. The fox and Vasos tensed just as Christos launched the spear at them. Before either could even think about dodging the attack, a stream of light like a meteor fell between them, forcing both animals to jump back.

When the heat and light of the comet disappeared, the boys saw Hephestaus rise from the crater, gripping the spear in his hand. He looked over the weapon with disgust before tossing it back to Christos. “Humph, ever the lap dog of Ares, aren’t you?”

“I have my own score to settle with Vasos. It’s pure coincidence Ares wants what I do.”

“Protect Ares if you like, but I have no patience for your interruptions,” Hephaestus waved his hand, and a cage appeared around Christos and the boar.

Christos tugged at the bars, trying to squeeze through them. “You can’t do this!”

Ignoring the whines from his enemy, Vasos said, “Hello, father, please do not think I am weak. I have been fighting for two days straight.” 

“Think nothing of it. I bring a gift. Take it and make your way toward Olympia. Once there, you will find aid from a demigod of Dionysus by the name of Sander. He will accompany you on your quest.” 

“What quest? Can I not return to Sparta?” 

“Zeus has decreed you must undertake three quests as a way to atone for the death of Ares's child.” Vasos looked downcast. “I am sorry, but this is the Father of Olympus’s demand.” Hephaestus placed a hand on Vasos’s shoulder. “Your first task is to journey to Rhodes. There you will find the home of Chrysaor. You must defeat him and his pirates and take his coveted golden mask. After that is a second quest, upon completing that, you shall join a son of Loki. The two of you will be on your own for the final two trials.”

Vasos spat in anger. “All this for defending myself against a mad son of Ares?” 

“There is much more to it than that.”

“I don’t suppose you could elaborate?”

“I have already interfered more than I should.” 

Vasos hugged his father goodbye. “It concerns me to place my life in the hands of a 

demigod I know nothing about, much less one that Loki has sired.”

“I suspect it is a test for both of you as much as an individual one.” Hephaestus pointed out.

“Thank you again,” Vasos said. Hephaestus floated in front of the cage and waved the fox off, taking Vasos far into the distance.

Turning back toward Christos, Hephaestus smiled. “Now, what shall I do with you? Release you and the boar, or send the boar away and make you find another way to follow your cousin?” 

“You can’t take my boar from me!” Christos pleaded through the cage. 

“It is not your boar. It is a creature of the wild that belongs to Pan.” Hephaestus snapped. Before Christos could answer, a ball of fire slammed into Hephaestus’ chest. 

“I allowed him to use it, Pan be damned.” Ares landed next to the cage, forcing it to dissolve. 

“Vasos couldn’t have gotten far. Stop him now. I will handle our brother.” 

A large hammer whistled through the air and rammed into Ares with such force that it buried him in the ground. “It was unwise of you to interfere, Ares.” Hephaestus walked towards the hole. 

The ground erupted with the force of a bomb as Ares shot into the air. “Did you think I would fear you, a pathetic cripple?” 

“No, but I do believe you’ll fear our father.” 

With a deafening sound of thunder, lightning crackled through the clear blue sky, striking Ares. “You dare to defy me, Ares?” Boomed Zeus’ voice as he lowered himself to the ground. 

“Father, what lies has Hephaestus told you?” Ares questioned, struggling to get up. 

Zeus crackled with electricity. “It was not he who informed me of your plans but someone whose counsel I would not take lightly on the subject. I know you helped Christos track Vasos 

down and gave him the means to get here before Hephaestus could deliver the message I sent.”

“I have the right to my revenge. The whelp killed my son!” Yelled Ares, chest puffed out. 

“Your son behaved as a disgusting bully who got what he deserved. Even if that wasn’t the case, that does not mean you get to interrupt my well-laid plans, especially when it concerns the fate of Olympus!” He screamed, firing another bolt of lightning at Ares. 

Ares blocked the attack with his sword, but the force of the power blew him back a few feet. “What in Hades are you talking about?” 

“The oracle of Delphi has spoken,” Zeus growled. “And you are ruining everything!” 

“I-I don’t care! I want him dead, the fates be damned!” Ares shouted, his entire body radiating a hard white anger before disappearing.  

“He has been blinded to the greater good and will be a problem if he continues down this path,” Hephaestus warned. 

“Your feelings toward Ares go much deeper than this singular issue, and I do not need a war among the gods. For now, I will have someone else take charge of Vasos’s welfare.” 

Hephaestus opened his mouth but quickly closed it. “As you wish, father.” Zeus’s form shifted into a lightning bolt, shooting back to Olympus. “I might not be able to help you directly, son, but that doesn’t mean I can’t mimic Ares.” 
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Chapter 6
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I Meet My Help And Am Sure I’m Doomed

A journey that would have taken days became a few short hours with the speed of the Teumessian fox. As Vasos watched the world pass by in a blur, part of him wished he had more time to see everything and take part in wondrous adventures filled with beautiful, magical places. 

Mixed feelings bubbled to the surface when he realized how unlikely he was to see home again. The worst part was how badly he had already grown to miss his city. Despite the accusations and fights, he missed giving his all for duty and honor. He knew it was only a matter of time before the King of Sparta and or the gods would have noticed his skill, but instead of a wondrous life of adventure and honor, he was branded a traitor and murderer. Vasos was determined to clear his name and remove the preverbal bad apples from the Spartan army. 

Bursting into a large open field with a beautiful lake, the fox slowed down to a trot before stopping at the water's edge for a well-deserved drink. For a while, everything seemed serene, like a painter's dream. 

Vasos looked up at the clear blue sky while the fox drank, memories of the past running through his mind. They must have been like that for twenty minutes before the oh-so-familiar horrifying screech of the boar filled the air.

Christos wildly shot electricity in every direction. “YOU CAN’T ESCAPE ME VASOS! No matter who helps you, I will chase you to the ends of Earth if I have to!”  

The fox took a few steps back and gracefully jumped over the massive lake, straight into a run. Vasos spun around to face the enemy, who followed in hot pursuit. “While I become a champion of the gods and people alike, you’ll never be anything more than a lap dog for Ares!” He laughed as the fox moved farther from the boar with its increasing speed. Christos screamed, 

shooting several lightning bolts toward the fox, narrowly missing every time. “Your aim is as bad as your looks!” Vasos wailed in delight, throwing his sword at the head of the boar. 

The boar dodged. “Pathetic,” Yelled Christos. “You missed.” 

Vasos did nothing but smile. Christos scrunched his eyebrows before looking behind him just in time to see Vasos’s sword flying back at him. Without a second to spare, Christos threw himself back, the blade grazing his shoulder. “What’s the matter, Christos? Have I finally achieved the impossible and shut you up?”  

Christos stared at his wound as Vasos caught his sword. “By the gods, I swear I’ll have your head MOUNTED ON MY WALL!” 

“You’ll have to excuse my laughing Christos, but every soul on the planet knows you’ll never defeat me!” Turning back around, Vasos straddled the fox. “Get us to Olympia so I can finish this, once and for all.” 

The world bent around them as they covered distances that would have taken weeks or even months to traverse. Vasos struggled not to fall off as the city of Olympia came into view on the horizon. The world returned to normal so quickly that Vasos felt nauseous. As the fox slowly approached the city, they stumbled upon a young man who was leisurely drinking from a flask while lying in a giant hammock. 

Vasos expected him to jump with surprise or fear, instead, his eyes lazily looked them over. The young man looked just under six feet tall, with dark brown hair and eyes. Despite his lazy stature, he appeared well-built. His once-white shirt was now a light brown, ironically matching his dust brown pants, offsetting his pure black boots. 

Vasos dropped to the ground, feeling defeated. “Please tell me you’re not the help I was promised.” 

With a tired frown and drowsy red-tinged eyes, the young man said, “You almost got dirt in my drink.” 

Looking from him to the giant boar coming into view, Vasos sighed. “Oh heaven forefend, how will you ever survive with dirt in your precious drink?”

The young man looked Vasos over again. “You aren’t very smart, are you? Don’t worry.” He spoke very slowly as if his words were hard to comprehend. “I said you almost got dirt in my flask. Not that a little dirt would stop me; this is some good stuff. I make it myself, you know.” He smiled dreamily, taking another swig. 

Vasos crossed his arms. “I hate to interrupt, but you and I have more pressing concerns.” He said, pointing at the approaching boar. 

The young man shrugged his shoulders. “Your problem, not mine. I don’t remember pissing off a giant cow or its man-child owner. I mean, what sort of idiot would forget something like that? Not that a great party hasn’t made me 

forget some pretty crazy stuff.” He trailed off for a second before shaking his head. “I’m sorry, who’re you again?” 

The fox suddenly howled before running off into the forest. Vasos trembled in anger. “You seem tense, pal. Is it because your puppy ran away? How about a drink?”

“First off, that is a boar, not a cow, and that was a fox, not a puppy. And gee, I’d love to have a drink, but we’re about to be busy getting eaten.”

“If you are going to get chewed on, can you do it way over there? I have a very calm vibe going on, and I don’t want it messed up by your grizzly murder.” 

Vasos changed his sword into an axe. “Tell that to him.” The boar stomped before the two and roared in their face. 

As if in response, the city walls flooded with soldiers ready to defend Olympia should the battle get closer to their home. 

Seeing the soldiers rallying, Christos brought the boar back a few dozen feet from 

Vasos and the young man. “Your fox seems to have run off to chase some sticks.” He said cockily. 

“If you surrender now, we will allow you to live,” Vasos stated, hoping Christos didn’t focus too much on his so-called support. 

“Did a bird strike you in the head while you were riding the fox? You don’t stand a chance against the boar, let alone me.” He mused. 

“Listen, fellas, I don’t mean to be rude, but I’m trying to nap here, and you’re being loud. If you could move your little stand-off, death duel thing somewhere else, I would really appreciate it.” The young man waved his hand to shoo them away. 

“Who the hell are you?” Questioned Christos. 

“By the gods, can’t a man nap without someone bothering him? Go away, you little pimple, before I-” He paused to yawn. “-the all mighty Sander, son of Dionysus, smites thee.” 

“You’re a demigod?” Christos looked over Sander, who rolled over in the hammock and promptly began to snore, loudly. Christos doubled over with laughter as Vasos pinched the bridge of his nose. “This is who the gods sent to aid you? If this isn’t proof they hate you, I don’t know what is.” 

“Yes, well, ahem,” Vasos said, clearing his throat. “Don’t underestimate him the way you do everyone else. He is much more powerful than he looks.”

Christos formed his hand into an L and aimed his pointer finger at Sander. Dropping his thumb, a mini bolt of electricity shot out, shocking Sander with enough force to shoot him out of the hammock. 

Vasos frowned. “Attacking a man while he’s asleep? That’s a new low.” 

“Just making a point, Vasos. No demigod is more powerful than me.” He rubbed his hands together as sparks flew off them.

Sander stumbled to his feet, moving his brown hair out of his dirt-covered face. Without warning, the boar reared up, throwing its head back and forth. Squealing louder than either boy had heard, the boar made a sound oddly similar to a hiccup before falling over, dead asleep. 

“I could’ve forgiven the fact that you woke me up, I could’ve my burnt to a crisp hammock, I could even forgive the fact that you tried to kill me-” Sander walked past Vasos and right up to Christos, who was hastily getting to his feet after being knocked off the boar. “But making me lose my flask? That’s where I draw the line!” 

“Y-you did this?!” Questioned Christos.

“Now it’s your turn. So buckle up, Sparky it’s going to be a bumpy ride.” Sander smiled. 

Christos raised his sword, and in response, Sander raised his open palm and focused on the enemy. Something stirred beneath them as dozens of grape vines erupted from the ground and wrapped around Christos. “Release me!” He yelled, struggling against the binding. 

“Oh, relax. You know what your problem is? You need to get drunk and have some fun.” Sander said. 

“And a woman, a new personality, looks, oh, oh, and better body odor. If you were a totally different person, you’d be all set!” Vasos said, thoroughly enjoying Christos's plight. 

Christos took a deep breath and screamed. A strong gust of wind picked up, followed by a gathering of thunderclouds. Vasos covered his ears just as lighting struck Christos repeatedly, frying the vines off his body. Vasos was surprised to see Sander fighting against the wind as he crawled toward Christos, now floating a few feet above the ground.  

Sander finally reached the ground just beneath and a little behind Christos. With a deep breath, he closed his eyes. At first, it seemed nothing would happen, but then two thick vines slowly emerged from the ground, lifting Sander to Christos’ height. Sander grabbed the back of Christos’ head. The demigod's eyes glazed over, 

the wind abruptly stopped, and the clouds dispersed. as Sander pushed him forward. 

Christos dropped to the ground with a hardy thud. The vines receded into the ground, lowering Sander to the ground. 

“Impressive.” Vasos grudgingly walked up to Sander, who began frantically searching in the sand. 

“What’s that? Oh yeah, no problem. Glad to save your life, the day, all of humanity, or whatever, but if you really want to thank me, do me a favor and find my flask.”

With a sigh, Vasos headed over to the charred hammock. “It’s right here. I saw it drop when he blasted you. What’s so special about this thing anyway?” 

“Oh, thank you!” He ran over and snatched the flask from Vasos. “It was a gift from my father.” He took a big swig before swishing it around. “Refills with wine automatically, and it’s indestructible and since you found it, I absolve you of your debt to me.” 

“Useful.” Vasos shook off the dirt on his hand before looking back at Sander. “Hold on; what do you mean ‘in your debt’?” 

“You know, 'cause I saved your life and all? But as I said, don’t worry about it, we are completely even for you recovering my flask, isn’t that wonderful? I know it’s not a fair trade because my flask is way more valuable than your life, but what the hay.” Sander explained with a wink. 

“More valuable than my life?” Vasos said in disbelief. “How do you figure that?” 

“Did I mention it fills itself with any liquor I choose worldwide?” Sander questioned happily. 

“So what?” Vasos said. 

“Can you fill up with wine or liquor?” Sander posed. 

“I suppose I could if I drank enough.”

“Hmmm, you’re right, but no one can drink you. Not that anyone would want to. The thought of trying something like that is just appalling!” Sander took another swig of his flask. 

“Then again, cannibals, I suppose, would love to do something like that. Although that’s a particular clientele and not helpful because, let’s face it, after one night of partying, that’s it, you’re empty, and it’s not like you’re going to fill up again, so what’s the point?”  

“How did you draw me into this stupid conversation?”

“Call it a gift,” Sander said with a smile and wink. 

“Moving on.” Vasos held out his hand. “Vasos, son of Aphrodite and descendant of Hercules. The gods told me you were to help me on two quests.”  

“Yeah? I do believe I remember my father coming to me and saying something like that before we both passed out. I don’t recall the details, though. We were pretty drunk, or was it hung-over?” Sander mused.

Vasos yawned. “I’ll explain along the way. We’re going to need some supplies from the city.” 
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Chapter 7 
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My Comrade Hates Me For Being Me

The trio had been on the road for a week, and Kol was seriously getting bored. Monsters and threats were actively vacant. No one even tried to rob them. Instead, Bjorn had filled their days with training, drilling into them everything they had learned over and over again.

Kol took to training like a fish to water, but Hagar struggled with almost everything they attempted to learn. Bjorn assured them this was normal; Kol’s lineage as a demigod helped him, whereas Hagar picked up the exercises faster than any human his age would have, but that didn’t seem to help his animosity towards Kol. 

One afternoon, when training had finished, Kol and Hagar were walking back to their camp when Hagar suddenly stopped. “What’s wrong?” Kol asked. 

“Why?” Hagar huffed. 

“You’re the one that stopped and has this look on your face like something’s wrong.”

“Why do you always have to show me up?” Hagar said, gritting his teeth. 

“Show you up?”

“Every time we train, you always have to outperform me!” He snapped. 

“I’m not trying to outperform you. I work hard so I’m never a victim again. If you feel inadequate, that’s your problem, not mine.” Kol snapped back. 

“He’s my father, not yours!” Hagar stepped up close, face to face with Kol. 

“I don’t want your damn father! Now get out of my face before I make you!” 

“Oh right, you have Loki. There’s a great role model.” He retorted, pushing Kol. 

“At least I had a father to begin with. I didn’t have to beg for one like you. And my father is a god; show some respect!” Kol pushed him so hard that Hagar tripped. Flowing with the motion, Hagar moved into a back handspring. A move at

the end of which landed him on his feet, sword drawn. 

Kol eyed the weapon. “Put it down, Hagar. This isn’t worth you losing what little confidence you have.”

“I’m not afraid of you, Kol!” He screamed. 

“Right, shaking with your weapon in hand makes that all the more convincing,” Kol replied sarcastically. 

Hagar took a deep breath. “Draw your weapon.” 

“Isn’t this a surreal little scene to happen upon?” Smiled Bjorn, walking up to them. “Now, why would my two apprentices be at each other’s throats?” 

“He’s the one with the problem.” Sneered Kol. 





Staring at Kol, Hagar remained silent. 




“Well?” Demanded Bjorn. 



“Kol is purposely trying to outperform me to gain your affection because he craves a father he isn’t ashamed of.” Growled Hagar.

“He’s just pissed because he can’t stand the fact that he’s second best. I may not like some of my father's actions, but I claim him now and always!” 

Bjorn walked up to Hagar, touching the boy's shoulders. “Understand, Hagar, I have chosen you as my son, not Kol. He is an apt student and, one day, I hope, a good friend to us both. You on the other hand will one day come to my home and I will introduce you to your new family. You continue to make me proud every single day.” 

“Really?” Questioned Hagar in disbelief. 

“You have a family larger than you could possibly imagine, and for better or worse, every family member deserves your respect.” Bjorn hugged him. “No family is perfect, my son, but they are family, and so is Kol.”

Awkwardly, Kol fidgeted, quickly turning around. “I’m going back to camp so you two can finish talking.”

“If you wouldn’t mind Kol would you take to the hunt instead? I think we are all in need of a grand meal. Hagar and I will head to the stream and spend quality time fishing.” Bjorn gave him a look that told him it was not up for debate.

Kol nodded. “I’ll find us a meal fit for a king.” 

It didn’t take long for him to reach a dense part of the forest full of deer tracks.  Kol gripped his bow and stalked into the heavy brush. There’s got to be a better way to do this. Zeroing in on the thick tree branches high above, Kol began to climb up the trunk. He moved through the branches with his new vantage point, spotting deer grazing off in the distance. He bounded through the trees until he was directly above the food. 

Letting his arrow fly, he killed the biggest deer with one shot. As the herd scattered, Kol jumped down with glee, only to realize his kill had somehow disappeared. “Where did-?”

“Whom do you speak to?” A sing-song voice said behind him. 

Kol rolled forward, turning mid-movement to come up facing the stranger, bow drawn. When his eyes landed on the young woman, he lowered his weapon.

Before him stood a young woman with almost translucent skin, shimmering green eyes, and ash blonde hair hanging down to her waist. The only thing covering her body was a collection of leaves. 

“I take it from your silence I am pleasing to your eyes?” She questioned, folding her hands behind her back. 

“Wood, uh, wood spirit?” 

Covering her mouth, she giggled. “Is that all you have to say to me?” 

“Forgive me, miss, my name is Kol.” He quickly got to his feet, quivering his arrow. “If you are not a wood spirit, are you a water spirit, perchance?” 

“I am just a wayward soul looking for companionship. Would you perhaps end my waywardness?”

Gripping his bow tighter, he said, “Tell me, fair lady, how is it you came to be in your current....predicament?” 

“A long and sad story. Maybe you will lend me some time to bend your ear?” She said, batting her unnaturally full eyelashes.

“Actually, I must find my kill and return to my comrades. If I am gone too long, they will come looking for me. You can keep me company and relay your story along the way if you wish.” 

“If only to spend more time with you.” She said, skipping over to his side. “A shame, though. I would treat you like a king if you were to stay with me instead of making some silly quest your priority.” 

Kol glanced over at her, silent momentarily, before continuing with a shrug. “I’m sorry, but this is the way it must be. So will you walk with me, miss?”

“Lathea.”

“Pleased to meet you, Lathea. Would you like my coat while we walk?” 

“No, thank you. I am quite accustomed to the weather.” She occasionally bumped her arm into his, softly touching his arm and giggling as she began her story. “My father and mother were wonderful parents. I want you to promise me you won’t judge them too harshly.” 

“I promise.” He assured halfheartedly. 

“Excuse my passion for the subject, but many people have misjudged my parents for their choices over the years.”

“Believe me, I understand.” He muttered. 

“My family and I lived in the most perfect place in all the world. Various fruit trees sprinkled the landscape while rivers flowed through.” She sighed, looking up at the sky. “It was the clearest blue I’ve ever seen. No other water can compare.” She made a slight sniffle noise and continued. “No animals fought, and the lush fields were free for me to frolic with any species I desired.” She glanced at Kol, seeing his eyes still searching for the absent deer. “One day, my siblings and I went playing in a garden. My mother had told us not to 

get dirty. Of course, we disregarded what she had said.” She chuckled at this, and when Kol didn’t chuckle, she hurriedly continued. “To her horror, our mother found us covered in mud like it was a second skin. Unfortunately, our grandfather was coming to visit, and my mother worried he would be upset about the state we were in. My mother frantically took us down to the river and began to bathe us. She would have finished if a few of us hadn't run off to play. When my grandfather showed up and called out for his family, my mother panicked and told those of us who were still dirty to stay hidden. When he asked her where the rest of her children were, she unwisely said all the children were before him. Not folding under his gaze, he said unto her. “As you have said, so shall it be! From this moment on, let anything that has tried to hide henceforth remain hidden.” I and four of my siblings were cast to different forests in the world.” 

“My heart cries for you, my lady. May I ask why you never tried to return home?” Glancing 

down at her face, he found himself lingering on her vibrant green eyes. 

“My grandfather provided the place we lived. He said it was ours to do as we pleased with only one rule. My parents broke the one rule. The rest of our family was cursed when we lost our home.”

“Were you reunited with your loved ones after they got cursed?” He asked, staring at her lips, shaking his head. Why was she the only thing he could focus on? 

“They would not accept us. I have been alone for a very long time now. It’s horrible being so lonely. I just want someone I can love and spoil. Is that too much to ask?” She whined, caressing his arm and moving closer. 

“Not-” He cleared his throat. “Not at all.”

“You are too sweet. Unfortunately, you must return to your friends, right?” 

“I uh-” He spoke just above a whisper, every word becoming slurred. “I can stay at least a little while.”

“I’d like to show you my home. I can give you a reason to stay with me forever.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 8

[image: ]




Pranksters Divide And Try To Conquer

Waking the dead would have been easier than getting Sander out of bed at the break of dawn. Vasos had tried clapping near his ear, yelling, and even hitting swords together while screaming for help. Still, Sander snored peacefully in the hay they had slept in for the night. 

Thinking it was time for drastic measures, Vasos picked Sander up and carried him into the town's main square. In the center, a monumental fountain was shooting out water. With a good throw, he tossed Sander into the water head-first. Sander awoke with unrivaled speed. “Curse you and the ground you walk on!” He yelled, hopping out and dancing in place. 

Laughing so hard his sides began to hurt, Vasos tried to catch his breath. “That was definitely worth carrying you all the way here.” 

“Hilarious. You could have gently tapped me on the shoulder. I’m a very light sleeper.” He complained, shaking his arms around. 

“I tried! I damn near did everything to wake you up. I thought Hypnos himself put you to sleep!”

Sander let out a giant yawn. “Doubtful, I don’t sleep that deeply.” 

“You do when you’re drunk,” Vasos muttered. “Come on, we’re running behind.” 

“What’s the hurry? It’s not like Rhodes will suddenly be gone if we don’t leave right now.” Sander said, fumbling the lid of his flask. 

“Maybe not, but I wanna get out of here before Ares sends something or someone after us AGAIN.” 

“Wait, what? Why would Ares be sending anything after us? I thought this quest was given to us by Zeus himself.” Sander said in between drinks. 

“Ares is angry at me for killing his son.” Vasos marched back to the barn. 

“YOU DID WHAT?” 

“I defended myself; his son deserved what he got.”

“And I get to deal with the consequences? Are you serious right now?” Sander hollered. 

“If you don’t want to deal with my problems, run along with your little flask and brave the wrath of the gods.” 

“I really don’t like you.” Sighed Sander, taking longer and longer drinks from his flask. 

“Must you always be drunk?” 

“My father’s the god of wine. Did you expect a sober, working soldier? What were you before this quest anyway, town fool, I assume?” Sander chuckled. 

“I expected you to be a fighter, which is what I was training to be in Sparta.”

“Correct me if I’m wrong, but didn’t I save your Spartan butt just yesterday?” 

Stopping to face him, Vasos made a slight ‘hmph’ sound. “Truly, the gods have blessed me with some wonderful help.”

“Yeah, yeah, so where are we headed first? I’ve already forgotten.” 

“Rhodes. I will fight Chrysaor while you handle his pirates. But we’ll have to stop at a few places before we get there.” 

“Chrysaor is the son of Medusa and Poseidon, right? If I’m turned to stone, won’t taking care of his pirates be a little tough?” 

“Relax and have another drink; he doesn’t have the power to turn people to stone.” After a beat of silence, Vasos begrudgingly added, “He’s just nine feet tall and has power over water. People also say his face is so disfigured that the shock of seeing it holds you in place from sheer fear.” 

“Oh, is that all?” 

“What are you even worried about? You’re not the one facing him. I am.”

“And when he beats you, I’ll save your bacon again. Don’t tell me you are one of those guys that are all brawn and no brains.” 

“Please, like you’re that good.” Entering the barn, the two found their things thrown around the place, their bags hanging from the barn ceiling, emptied of their contents.

“Huh, I don’t remember leaving my stuff like this,” Sander said, looking around. 

“Welcome to the world of the weird,” Vasos said, beginning to pick up his scattered things. “That’s it? You’re not wondering what the heck is going on?” Sander said, flopping onto the ground. 

“Of course, I’m wondering what happened, but I’m not about to launch a full investigation when we have a quest to return to.”

“Is anything missing?” Sander muttered. 

“Not that I can tell.” As Vasos continued to pick up his things, one of the bags fell onto his head, obscuring his vision. He felt a hard kick to his butt just as he pulled his head free from the bag. Sander began laughing as Vasos grabbed the front of his shirt, shaking him. “Are you suicidal?” 

Putting his hands up defensively, still laughing, Sander said, “Whoa, big fella, I didn’t do any of that. I don’t know what happened.” 

Vasos released him with a slight push. “Yeah, right, someone just magically came in and did it without you seeing them?” 

“Maybe you’re just a klutz.” Sander chuckled. 

The other bag fell on Sander's head, covering him from head to toe in raw eggs. “Now that is poetic justice.” Vasos laughed. 

Pulling off the bag, Sander stared at Vasos through the egg dripping down his face. “You have got to be joking.” 

“I don’t know how that happened, but it was a classic.” 

“You’re a jerk.” Sander huffed, trying to wipe the mess off himself.

“I’m a jerk without eggs covering me, chicken boy. Now, cluck your way over to the rest of the stuff on the floor, and let’s get going.”

“Two bags fall on us, and you’re still going to ignore it?”

“Once we’re on the road, it won’t matter anyway.” 

“Gods, you’re so damn annoying.” Sander groaned, picking his things up. 

“Get going.” Vasos barked. 

A few minutes later, they were ready to return to the road. “We’ll stop at the fountain on the way out of town so you can clean up.” Vasos snickered over his shoulder. As he was looking backward, the door slammed shut, causing him to hit it face-first.

Sander slapped him on the back, “Now that was comical.” 

“Hope it’s still funny when you’re holding your broken nose.” 

“Oh, it’s okay to laugh at me when something happens, but Mr. Personality here has a problem when the shoes are on the other foot.” Sander frowned. 

“Okay, okay, point taken. Let’s just get this door open and get going before anything else happens.” Vasos yanked on the door as hard as he could, but it wouldn’t budge.

“I can make some vines grow and pull the door apart.” Suggested Sander.

“Or I could just use my ax,” Vasos suggested. 

“I don’t care which one we do. Just let me know when you decide.” Sander yawned. 





Vasos placed his ear to the barn door. 




“What’s that sound?” 



“Time slipping away from us?”

“It almost sounds like-” Vasos quickly turned and grabbed Sander, leading them both to the back of the barn, where a ladder reached the loft. “Quickly get up the ladder!” He yelled, half pushing Sander. 

With Vasos close behind, Sander yelled, “What’s wrong? What did you hear?” 

The front of the barn exploded as a stampede of cattle burst through. Hastily, Vasos

leaped and grabbed the bottom board of the loft just as the stampeding herd destroyed the ladder. 

“Hang on!” Sander reached out for Vasos’ dangling body. 

Vines sprouted up the remaining walls, down Sander's arms, to Vasos’ from his arms. The vines then yanked both up and dropped them securely on the loft. Gasping for air from the excitement, Sander said, “Still not interested in what’s happening here?” 

Turning, Vasos looked past Sander, his jaw dropping. “What?” Questioned Sander. Vasos said nothing as he pointed at the corner behind Sander. 

Turning, Sander found a kobaloi sitting in the corner of the ceiling, laughing uncontrollably. Like most kobaloi, it was an ugly little creature standing a foot tall with an almond-shaped head, long pointed ears, yellow eyes, jagged teeth, and a beak-shaped nose. Its long arms and legs had claw-like hands, with tails often used as a whip. 

But the worst thing was they were commonly known as the pranksters of the Greek world. 

“La, la, la. I wrote a song; would you care to hear it?” The creature questioned in a shrill voice, rocking back and forth while holding its feet. 

Vasos got to his feet and dusted himself off. “There’s your answer to what’s been happening, Sander.” 

“Here are two little men from Olympas who wanted to get to the forest. What a joke! The cows almost made them croak. Now they’re-” It began to sing. 

“Let’s get out of here. Just ignore the little creep.” Vasos jumped down from the loft. Lowering himself gingerly to the ground with a few vines, Sander never took his eyes off the kobaloi, who stayed in the corner smiling at them. 

“What about the kobaloi?” Sander questioned. 

“They thrive off of people reacting to the jokes they play. Best we just get out of here as 

quickly as possible.” Vasos grabbed their trampled bags and headed out of the broken door. 

Sander grabbed his bag, but as he tried to run through the hole, the kobaloi, along with ten others, materialized in his way. 

The head kobaloi took a step towards Sander. “We don’t like being ignored.”

“Hey, who does? I think you should go and find the guy I was with and teach him a good lesson for doing it.” Sander whispered. “How about a little wine before you chase after him?”

The kobaloi waved off the wine. “Why play chase when we have you to play with right here?” 

“Because you are good little pranksters who will do what’s right?” He questioned hopefully. 

“Mmmm, I don’t think so.” They all laughed in unison, moving forward.  

Vasos’s insistent voice came like a shockwave. “Be still.” Sander’s brow furrowed for a moment. The kobaloi dreamily turned to face Vasos. 

“We are all friends here, aren’t we?” Vasos questioned. Nodding their heads in agreement, Sander found himself doing the same. Shaking his head to try and clear the fog, he stared blankly at Vasos, who motioned for him. Sander slowly walked past the kobaloi. “All of you are stuck in place, aren’t you?” Vasos said as his voice became even deeper. He quickly noticed Sander had stopped moving. With a sigh, he leaned over. “Snap out of it, Sander.”

With a distant look in his eyes, Sander muttered, “What?” 

Whispering again, Vasos said, “Wake up!” 

“What did you do to me?” 

“I’ll tell you later; we have to get out of here before they wake up.” 

“How long will your little trick last?” Sander questioned, backing away. 

“It depends on the strength of their willpower. Let’s just make sure we’re gone before they do.”

The two of them began running as fast as their feet could allow. Just when they thought they were free, they heard the creatures shrieking in delight. Risking a glance, Sander could see at least forty kobaloi gaining ground. Sander frantically came to a stop. “We won’t make it to the forest in time.”  

“Are you insane?” Vasos yelled. 

“It’s time for my little trick.” Sander wheezed. 

The kobaloi got closer as Vasos changed his sword to an ax. “Whatever you’re going to do, now would be the time.”

Sander stared keenly at the creatures. The creatures stopped within a few feet of the two as silence quickly filled the air. The quiet standoff lasted a minute before the kobaloi burst into dance. Vasos patted Sander on the back. “That was a nice trick.” 

“Yeah, well, like yours, it won’t last forever.” The two turned and ran into the night. 
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My Love Life Gets Worse And Worse

Together, Kol and Lathea returned to where they first met. Turning towards Kol, she hugged him tightly as they both descended underground. “Welcome to my home lover.”

She led him down a dank, narrow corridor dimly lit by the faint glow of strange plants that jutted from the earth. “I-I can’t stay long.”

Lathea softly kissed his cheeks. “Oh, come on my love, you can stay forever! If you stayed with me, you’d never age or get sick, and you’d be free from the troubles of the mortal world.” 

“Why do you keep calling me your? We aren’t, I mean, I’m not-” Kol groaned, holding his head. “Maybe I-I can stay forever?” Why did this feel familiar?

A warm glow emanated from the other end of the tunnel. “Welcome to our home.”

The cave had a vaulted ceiling made from the earth, carved with images of the garden she had spoken of. The dirt walls had beautiful life-like paintings that seemed alive and moving. In the corner, a warm fire was roaring. A large bed was next to a small table covered with ingredients waiting to be cooked.

“It’s lovely,” Kol murmured, swaying in place. “As are you...my lady.” 

I’ve felt this before, like, I’m being forced to-

“It is nothing compared to you.” Leading him to the table, she pulled out a chair. “I would like to show you how good a cook your new wife is.” 

“Wife?” He held his head, attempting to stay standing. 

She placed her hands on his shoulders and lowered him into the chair. “Of course, we shall be married in no time.” 

“No, I can’t be.” He moved his hands on top of hers, trying to get up again. “I have to get to 

Greece and become a hero.” His voice strengthened as he shifted under her arms and backed away from the table. “The gods will reward me with my soul mate by then, I am sure.” 

“All you need to do is eat and marry me.” She repeated, caressing his face. “There is nothing else in this life for you other than me and our life together.” 

“But-” 

She batted her eyes at him. “We can speak more later, my husband; but first eat with me.” 

A wild boar was roasting on a spit over the fire, filling his nose with pleasant smells. Simultaneously, she began chopping various vegetables and mixing them in a large pot. Grabbing a beautiful bottle from the shelf, she placed a glass before him and filled it to the brim. 

“Something to wet your pallet and satiate your hunger until dinner is ready.”

His mind screamed from a far-off distance. Get out of here now!  

“What is it?” 

“Wine from the land of Jotunheim, a gift from the giants who took pity on me after I lost my home.” She lifted the drink toward his mouth. 

“Jotunheim?” Kol murmured. “You are friends with the frost giants?” 

She smiled innocently, grabbing his hand. “I wouldn’t think that would be a problem for a son of Loki.” 

“The frost giants are...evil.” He swung his hand, smacking the glass out of her hand. As it clattered to the ground, Kol shouted, “They have tried to conquer Asgard and Midgard and killed countless innocents with no care for anyone but themselves.”

“I’m sure you know what it’s like being judged just for being born from Loki. You’re not tied to the morals of your father, just as they are not all evil simply because they were born frost giants.” She said musically. 

“I will prove myself by being the best hero ever, but I have yet to hear of any frost giant performing a good deed.” He growled. 

“I have seen the deeds myself, lover. You can trust me. Now, considering dinner is taking longer to prepare than anticipated, why don’t we get more comfortable?” Lathea grabbed his hand and twirled him like she would lead him into a dance. Her hands felt like a death grip Kol couldn’t free himself from. “Wa-wait.” She began to kiss him all over the face and pushed him with enough force the air left his lungs. He fell onto the edge of the bed, and she quickly closed the space between them. “I said stop!” He roughly pushed her back and got off the bed.

“Whatever is the matter?” Lathea pouted. 

Kol straightened out his shirt. “I’m sure you will find the right man for you someday, but I have things I must do, things I cannot ignore. If the Norns wish for it, we will meet again.” Lathea burst into tears, burying her face in her hands. “I’m sorry, Lathea. I don’t want to hurt you.” He said cautiously, patting her back. 

“Don’t do this.” She said, folding her hands and dropping to her knees. “Marry me, Kol. 

Forget the outside world; it will only bring you misery.” Her eyes bore into his. “Say the word, and I will brave any risks that come our way until death claims me. Please just marry me.”

Kol sighed and brought her to her feet. “I would not feel right having you in danger on my account.” He softly let go of her hands and turned towards the tunnel. “I wish things were different, but right now, I belong to the gods.” 

The tunnel swiftly collapsed into rubble. “You’re not going anywhere! No demigod or otherwise leaves one of the Huldra!” She screeched. 

He gasped. “The Huldra?”  You idiot! She practically screamed to you who she was. He thought to himself as his hands hovered over his daggers.

Her face and body violently shook, distorting everything around her with a humming sound like a thousand bees. Her face twisted into wrinkles like an old hag, and her once beautiful eyes flushed deep red. Patches of dirty gray hair 

sprouted from her cheeks. Just when Kol thought the transformation was over, she fell forward, and a hump formed on her back. With a pained look, her face contorted into a sneer as her entire skin changed to a sickly grayish-green. 

“I thought you might finally be the one.” Her once soft hands grew claws and scales. “Had you decided to stay with me willingly, I would have stayed young and beautiful.” A tail sprang from her lower back, swinging like a mad whip. “I would have worshiped you till the end of your days! Instead, you scorned my affections and selfishly put your desires above what we could have been.” Kol tried to hold back a gag. “Imagine the hero you could have become as an immortal!”

“If one day you will be free by your grandfather's divine words, then why imprison those who say no?” Kol shouted. 

“Someone must pay for my despair!” She shrieked wildly, the reverberation of her voice making the structure shake.

“How many have you done this too?” 

“Go ahead and count; every suitor keeps me company.” She smiled and pointed at the wall. 

Kol reluctantly turned around. Over twenty men were woven into the walls, frozen in fear. “I didn’t scorn you! I was trying to keep you from harm.” He reasoned.

Flying across the room with fantastic speed, she grabbed him by the throat and threw him into the dresser. “I don’t care about your reasons!” She began to destroy everything within reach. “The creator and subsequent gods don’t care why you declined! Look at me! You could have saved me from this curse!” Raising her clawed hand, she shot a burst of power, electrifying Kol. 

“Your life is not my fault, nor is your curse!” He gripped his hands into fists as the familiar green light flickered around him.

“You have no chance of winning, son of Loki. The only way someone could survive is by saying yes.” She squealed as the flickering power flew from his hands and into her body. His legs gave way, forcing him to his knees. His vision 

blurred as he crawled to the wall for support. 

“There is nothing you can do. You are mine forever.”

“I have more than magic!” Kol said shakily. Slipping his hands behind him, he drew two throwing knives. Using the last of his strength, he threw them at her as hard as possible. One of the knives grazed her arm while the other went through the flesh of her other arm. Kol’s small triumph quickly depleted when her arms rapidly healed themselves. 

“How dare you?” She moved her claws like fingers, walking towards him. “I’ll have to let my creatures teach you a lesson in obedience.” 

While trying to control the rising panic within him, a loud, disembodied voice made him and Lathea jump with fright. “Kol is not yours to have Lathea. If you cannot get a man to stay with you, perhaps you must look inward.”

Whirling around, Lathea found herself face to face with the Greek goddess of creativity, sky, and light. “This is not your business, Hypatia.” 

Lathea backed away, ensuring nothing but a wall was behind her. “You know as well as I do that only men who can never stay are to stumble upon me. How must I look inward when that is my curse?” 

“My father sent me to check on Kol and Vasos’ progress. If I found them hindered in any way, shape, or form, I was to provide the bare minimum of aid without interfering.” As she spoke, she toyed with one of the life-like paintings. “It is your self-imposed exile that keeps you here. As for your curse, you’re only to meet unavailable men while in this place, should you brave the new world alone, you could find someone who is not bound to such things.” 

Lathea rotated her shoulders and snarled in anger. “All I heard was you cannot interfere. I shall trap Kol here, and all you can do is provide lighting.” Lathea laughed, turning away from Kol to look over Hypatia. “What a weak excuse for a goddess.”  

“What this weak goddess can do is give him the gifts within my sphere of power,” Hypatia added. “Then we shall see how weak you consider Kol or I.” Hypatia appeared next to Kol and laid a finger on the top of his head. “Be the hero I believe you to be.” A warm feeling spread throughout Kol’s entire body. He felt as if power as infinite as the sky filled him before depleting to the strength his body could handle.  “A gift from the gods and me, dear Kol.” 

Taking a deep breath, Kol looked at his hands as a faint power flowed through his veins. Clasping his hands together and slowly pulling them apart, a staff appeared. “I meant you no malice, Lathea.” He turned to Hypatia with a wink, who curtsied in response. Lifting his staff and squaring his feet, Kol turned back to the enemy. “But now I must punish you for these poor men. You will be turned into a statue and displayed as a warning to all other monsters. So rejoice; I will set you free, just as you wished.”
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Cats And Alcohol Don’t Mix

While Vasos was gathering supplies from the city, he felt like someone was watching them but refused to voice it because of the drama queen he was traveling with. 

They had been walking outside the city for twenty minutes when the ground began vibrating beneath them. “Oh, what is it now?” Sander groaned. Birds took off as trees crashed closer and closer to the boys. “Maybe we should run?” Sander said, turning to run. A lion the size of an elephant descended from what must have been a fifty-foot jump. Its golden fur glittered in the sunlight as it stopped before them. With fierce eyes reflecting intelligence, the lion turned its head to reveal a scroll tied to its thick neck.

Vasos unwrapped it and read aloud. “For the safe return of my boar, wrongfully seized by Ares and his lackey. Children of the gods are not known for their kindness to the animals of the wild. Beware, despite Zeus' decree, Ares has not forgiven what happened between you and his child. And despite no direct affiliation, other Norse and Greek gods will be watching you closely.”

“Great, just what we need, a bunch of all-powerful beings intent on watching us. In my experience, when the gods watch, they interfere.” Sander licked his wine-covered lips. “Although this helps.” 

Vasos finished the last line of the scroll. “Remember, things are not always as they seem.”

“Cheerful.” Smiled Sander, swaying in place. “I’m feeling better already.” 

“Shocking. What would a quest be without a few fun challenges to the death by all-powerful family members?” Vasos questioned. 

“A good day,” Sander hiccuped. 

“No matter the challenges, we will have as many great days ahead as miserable ones, trust me.” Vasos firmly grabbed Sander with one hand and threw him into the trees. “Catch!” 

Sander’s body was hanging over a branch as he shouted, “I’m not a twig to be retrieved, you oaf!”

“You look enough like a twig to me.” Vasos laughed.

“Ugh, just wait till I-ahhh!” Sander attempted to grab a nearby branch, missed, and tumbled down, hitting every other branch on the way down. The Nemean lion hopped over Vasos and caught Sander in one smooth move. 

Vasos beamed. “I’d say it doesn’t get much better than the legendary Nemean Lion does it?” 

“Didn’t your great, great grandfather Hercules kill it?”

“I doubt he cares what happened ages ago, considering he has an order from a god.” The lion turned toward him and emitted a rumbling growl. 

“I don’t think he likes you; maybe he can smell the Hercules in you.” Sander softly ran his fingers through the lion's fur, laying his face on the mane with a content smile.

“I don’t care what he likes,” Vasos muttered, climbing onto the back of the lion. “As long as he does what Pan told him to.” 

Sander cleared his throat and said, “Before I forget or lose the nerve, I’d like to thank you for saving me from the kobaloi.” 

He practically whispered it, but Vasos shrugged in recognition. “Yeah, well, I’m kind of fond of you, and I still owed you, so it was common sense.” Vasos looked everywhere but Sander. 

“Oh, I see, so you were simply paying me back?” Sander's stiff posture relaxed. “Or maybe, just maybe, you didn’t want me to steal your thunder again.” He finished with a smirk. 

“Ah, sure, that must have been it.”

“There’s your mother’s sweet personality. I knew you were more than just the dumb, angry soldier guy. It’s good to see I was right as usual.” 

“Yes, I have a great expanse of empathy and love for humanity, blah blah blah. Why don’t you tell your buddy here to take us to Mantinea.”

Leaning down to the lion's ear, Sander spoke. “Speed us to Mantinea, my friend, and I will share some of my wine with you.” With a triumphant roar, the lion bounded off. “Can I share a secret with you?” Sander said, leaning back towards Vasos. 

“Sure.” 

“I don’t like lions; I don’t even like cats. They shed everywhere and are way too clingy.”

“It’s not like we will have a lion with us the whole trip,” Vasos whispered back. “At least, I don’t think we will. And come to think of it, you’re basically a cat.”

“Thank the gods. Although, I could see myself getting over that to keep this guy.” Sander said with a sigh of relief. “Wait, did you call me a cat?” With a frown, Sander leaned further back to speak in hushed tones. “I resent that. I do NOT shed.” 

Clearing his throat, Vasos got as close to Sander's ear as possible before yelling. “You’re an idiot!”

As the lion traveled across the lands of Arcadia, Vasos closed his eyes and let the wind hit his face. “Isn’t this an amazing feeling?” Vasos shouted, “These quests will have our names sung throughout the ages!” 

“Wonderful. I’m quivering with excitement at the thought of what the gods will throw at us.” Sander shouted back, trying to get his flask to his mouth as the wine splashed here and there.

As if in response, a loud clang echoed around them. Vasos looked back at Sander, who shrugged. Vasos looked around as a second sound rang out. He might’ve been imagining things, but it looked like something was trying to run alongside them. While he tried to decipher if it was the blurred forest or something chasing them, three spikes flew out like a dart from the shadow. All three shots narrowly missed his legs and hit the lion's armored side, harmlessly bouncing off.

“What was that?”

Vasos drew his sword. “I don’t think I want to find out.” 

“I don’t think it will give us much choice.” Sander pointed at the shadow as it gained enough speed to surpass the lion before sharply cutting in front of them.  Unable or unwilling to jump over the creature, the lion abruptly stopped, almost throwing the boys off. 

Vasos moaned. “You just had to ask what problems we would have, didn’t you?”

“That is not what I said!” Huffed Sander, taking a drink. “Might as well down as much wine as I can.” 

“Despite what you think, this is your fault!” Vasos said, sliding off the lion’s back. “Why don’t you pull out a weapon, you drunk.” 

“This is my weapon.” A growl that vibrated the boy's bones drew their attention away from the impending argument. Standing before them was a giant, hulking manticore. His long scorpion tail loomed over the lion's body, pointing straight at

Sander. The coiling muscles shifted under the skin as two leathery bat wings lifted. Sander gulped and turned to Vasos. “What’s the plan, oh wise one?”

“Destroy the thing and continue our journey,” Vasos stated matter-of-factly, swinging his sword as it morphed into a great axe.

“Solid plan. Uh, one question: after you’ve been eaten and begun moving through its lower intestines, do you think the gods will wish me to continue the quest?” Sander shivered as he looked at the manticore’s face. The lion’s mane framed a human face that looked to be in the seventies. The human eyes reflected in the daylight like a cat and stared at the boys with intense clarity. The mouth, although human, had large saber tooth teeth overlapping the lips in a yellowish-red, stained from the flesh of its victims.

Vasos swung his axe and launched it at the manticore's head. The creature's wings flapped forward, creating two big gusts of wind that stopped the axe from hitting its mark. The 

manticore quickly shot two darts at Vasos, who would’ve been hit if the Nemean lion hadn’t pounced in front of him. 

Vasos looked from the lion to Sander, who gave him a big thumbs up. “Thanks.”

Sander slid off the lion's back and shrugged. “It wasn’t my doing. Charlie likes you a little more than we thought.” 

“Surprising,” Vasos called his axe back to him and apprehensively looked into the lion's eye. “Wait, Charlie?”

“Yeah, Charlie.”

“You named the great Nemean lion Charlie?” Vasos shook his head. “Forget it, thanks, uh, Charlie.” 

“Isn’t it nice when everyone comes together?” Sander nodded in the direction of the manticore. “But we still have Gary to deal with.” 

“Where do you come up with this stuff? You know what, don’t tell me. It’s part of your charm.” Vasos used quotation marks when saying 

‘charm.’ “As for Gary, my power won’t affect him from here, will yours?” 

The creature began to circle them from afar, licking his lips with an eerily accurate human tongue. “At this distance? Not a chance. Quests from the gods suck, I miss my hammock.” 

Vasos studied Gary closer. Its tar-colored wings came to a spiked end covered in a metallic sheen matching the claws on all four paws. He could deal with that, but Charlie couldn’t be their shield forever. And the thickly coiled scorpion tail dripping acid-green poison would be a problem.

Gary’s eyes met Vasos’s, and then he smiled. A deep older man’s voice slipped from his mouth. “Little demigod treats, I promise to finish the one called Sander quickly. Unfortunately, Vasos will not be spared the same kindness. Ares was very clear on what I am to do with you.”

“Gary, I’m going to be honest; that sounds quite terrible. Nonetheless, I’ll cooperate.” The manticore gave an unnerving laugh. Sander laughed along with him. “Right, we just need a 

little more time to, um, to ah; to put some spices on us! We’d hate for you to go through all this trouble for a couple of bland demigods.” Sander swayed, completely missing his mouth as he tried to drink.

“Gary?” Questioned the Manticore, looking around. “Who is this Gary you speak of? I am Rashk!” 

“Sorry, Gary; I mean Rashk, the great and terrible conqueror of all. We’ll add a little sauce just for that, and I promise it won’t happen again!” Sander yelled. He quickly looked back at Vasos and lowered his voice. “I don’t like the name Rashk.” Without taking his eyes off the threat, Charlie grunted in agreement.

“See? Gary is better. I’ll bet that’s why he’s evil. Who names their kid Rashk? Imagine how much he was teased growing up!”

Vasos smacked Sander in the back of the head. “You plan to surrender? I’ve decided this thing of yours is not a charm; you are completely insane. If I didn’t like fighting so much, I’d hope 

he ate you first so he was too drunk to engage with me.”

“You dolt,” Sander said, smacking him back. “I’m just trying to buy us some time. Now, let’s think: we have the nearly indestructible Charlie, large and in charge. Hey, that’d be a great name for a play! After this quest, we are so doing that Charlie.” Sander patted the lion as he pulled some spices out of his bag and shook it over his head, spreading it under his arms and in his pants.

Vasos tried to fight a smile and said through gritted teeth, “A little off-topic?” 

“Anyway-” Sander continued, giving Vasos a pointed look. “Can you do anything other than make people listen to you and swing that weapon around?” 

“I have enhanced strength but haven’t tested the limits.” Vasos motioned to Rashk.

“That could be pushing it.” 

“Great, when we need a love-struck arm wrestling contest, I’ll make sure your schedule is 

open,” Sander rolled his eyes. “It’s no wonder the gods decided you needed me.”

Charlie began to move beside Sander and shifted sideways before sitting down. A nine-foot-tall man appeared out of thin air, petting Charlie, whose hulking body hid him from the enemy. “I never pictured you as a whiner Sander. Dionysus is always in a good mood.”

Sander promptly stumbled backward, falling on his butt, while Vasos sighed in annoyance before curtly bowing. The man was, in fact, not a man at all but a god. 

He wore a blood-red cape secured by a weathered metal clasp slung across his bare chest. The middle of his metal belt matched the clasps in color but glowed as it led into each side of the belts massive animal horns the width of his body, holding his animal skin shorts in place. Aside from the red fur strip that adorned the middle, his shield offset his metal helmet. “What do you want, Tyr?”  

“Watch your tone with me, child. Do you wish to anger a second god of war?” Moving over, Tyr grabbed Vasos and pushed him into the lion. Vasos stared into the gods' eyes, unblinking. A sly smile crossed Tyr’s face. “Always nice to see a fire akin to Hercules.” 

Sander scrambled to his feet. “Lord Tyr, please forgive Vasos. He hasn’t had a single drink all day. His issues with another god of war must have him a little wary of others.” He offered Tyr his flask. “Onto more pleasant things. A drink, maybe?”

Staring at Vasos for a moment longer, Tyr turned to Sander. “By order of the Allfather Odin, the young heroes, yadda yadda, you shall go on quests to be tested, blah blah blah. And so I bring another demigod to join you. Demigod, son of Heimdal and Digas, mother of all lions, Sevrrir.” 

“Joy, just what I need. Another mouth to feed.” Murmured Vasos.

“You have been seasoned enough! I will wait no longer! It is time to dine.” 

“Oh, I’m sauced alright.” Giggled Sander, stumbling again. 

“And this is what the gods think I need?” Vasos said. 

Rashk roared akin to a human war cry and jumped at the group. Charlie met him midair and tore at the manticore, sprouting blood across the grass below. The two slammed into the ground, locked into a tight ball. It seemed like Charlie was the clear victor until Rashk managed to stab his tale into Charlie’s eye. 

“CHARLIE, NOOOO!” Sander tried to push past Vasos as Charlie dissolved back into the underworld.

Rashk hobbled towards the group, bleeding from multiple gaps of flesh. “Is that the best you can do?” His wings, now adorned with holes, flapped weakly. “If the great Nemean lion could not beat me, what chance do you have?”

Tyr smiled, turning to the creature. “Nice of you to join us.” Rashk looked at the god warily. “Don’t worry, you aren’t worth my time. I do, however, bring a gift.”

“Gift?” Rashk ventured, trying to stand taller. 

Tyr nodded his head. “Yes, a gift!” He said this slowly, as if the manticore was hard of hearing. “Have you met a demigod named Sevrrir? He and his mother have quite a problem with you.”

“Sevrrir.” Rashk spat on the ground. The hair on his back stood on end, and his tail twitched. “I’m not afraid of that whelp or his harlot mother.”

A lion the size of a rhino emerged from the trees and rammed into the manticore, stomping it to dust. The new lion shook its mane, turned to the group, and walked towards them. With each step, it shifted slowly, transforming into a teen boy.

He was a little shorter than Sander but had a strong chin with a golden brown goatee that matched his longer hair and bright eyes. Despite his plain brown clothes, he wore a pair of thick metal wristbands and armlets that glimmered in the sun and an axe strapped to his back that was nearly as big as him. “So these are the Greek demigods? Not much to look at, are they?” Sevrrir said to Tyr. 

“So along with not having mirrors, they also don’t teach manners where you’re from.” Grunted Sander.

Sevrrir stepped up to Sander. “Say that to my face, drunk.”

“Back off, kitty.” Vasos pushed Sevrrir away with more force than he intended. “We have more important things to deal with. Afterwards, I can teach you the manners Sander so kindly pointed out you are sorely in need of.” 

Before Sevrrir could respond, Vasos pushed past him and ran at the manticore. As Rashk rolled his tail to swing at Vasos, he was 

stunned to realize Sander had wrapped thick vines around his hind legs and tail. As soon as he attempted to fight or move, they tightened, holding him to the ground. Vasos jumped and swung his axe at Rashk’s head. 

A look of fear crossed its face as he jumped up on his hind legs, just before more vines could grab those too, narrowly missing the blade as it landed inches in front of his knees. “A good try, demigod, but not good en-.”

Before Vasos even landed from his jump, he raised his hand, calling the axe back to him. It flew up the manticore's stomach, under his chin, splitting his head clean in half before returning to Vasos’s palm. 

“Not bad. There may be hope for you yet, and what about you?” Sevrrir looked back at Sander. “What is it you do?” 

“I drink.” He answered flatly, bringing his flask to his lips. 

“Useful, I’m sure.”

“I have my moments; just ask muscles over there.” 

“Well, this was boring. As much as I’d love to watch you kids, I have wars to encourage.”

“War gods, yuck.” Spat Vasos when Tyr had disappeared.

Sevrrir growled, actually growled. “Show some respect. He’s still a god.” He lifted his hand, shifting it into a giant clawed paw. 

“When I want your opinion, I’ll ask.” Vasos pushed past him to pick up his bag. “I respect gods that are overlooked or mistreated. My problem is arrogance and those who manipulate people like pawns, throwing them away when the game ends. God or mortal, I don’t stand for it.”

“Don’t turn your back to me!” Sevrrir grabbed Vasos’ shoulder, turning him around forcefully. 

Quicker than Sevrrir could follow, Vasos grabbed him by the throat, lifted him, and slammed him into the ground. Then he grabbed Sevrrir’s shirt and swung him in a full circle before 

letting him go, sending him flying at least twenty feet away. Before Sevrrir even had time to hit something, Vasos ran, jumped in front of him, and stopped his body with a kick to the stomach, using enough force to send him flying back to Sander’s feet.

Sander poured wine on Sevrrir’s face. “Welcome to the flip side of love, buddy. I should have warned you. Vasos can have a bit of a temper.” 

As Sevrrir struggled to sit up, Vasos walked over to him and placed his boot on the boy's chest. “I don’t take kindly to disrespect either. I’m in charge here. If you don’t like how I do things, return to the gods with your tail between your legs.” 

Sevrrir coughed up a bit of blood. “Understood.”

Vasos held out his hand. Sevrrir looked at him before grabbing it and slowly getting to his feet. “We have more than enough enemies’, without adding each other to the list.” Vasos 

patted Sevrrir on the back somewhat rough, causing the boy to groan. “From this point on, we are united.”

Sander put his hand over his face and began walking. “Now that we’re all friends let's be on our way. This sun is killing me, and it’s awful for the skin.”

“You’ll get used to him,” Vasos said.

“Doubtful.”

Vasos chuckled. “We have some time before we get to the city. So why don’t you tell me your story.”
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Chapter 11
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I Get A Brother

“You can’t do this!” Yelled Lathea in protest as she struggled to move. 

“I can do anything I chose enchantress and I have elected to make this example of you.” Kol said as the magic flowed from his hands over her body. Slowly his punishment began to take effect and as it did Kol glanced at the goddess to see if she approved or disapproved of what was happening. With a nod that told him to continue as he saw fit Kol looked back at the witch pouring more of his power and concentration into his punishment. Together they watched and listened to her screams calmly and without remorse as each one penetrated all the way to the forest above her body slowly turned into stone while at the same moment the men she had trapped returned to normal until abruptly as the last man 

returned to normal Latheas’ screams cut short with the last of her being transformed. “A fitting punishment Kol.” Smiled Hypatia grabbing Kol’s arm and transporting both of them, the Lathea statue and the now freed men to the surface whom Kol returned to normal with his magic. 

“What happened to me? Where is the witch?” Questioned one of the men frantically looking around. 

“You have been freed from Lathea’s curse by Kol the punisher, son of Loki. You’ve no need to worry any longer for he has given her that which she deserved.” She answered for Kol while pointing at the statue of Lathea. 

“A son of Loki saved us?” Another man asked incredulously. 

“Indeed.” She smiled staring at Kol proudly.  

“I’d have rather stayed imprisoned than owe my life to an evil child of Loki.” The third man spit on the ground in front of Kol who instead of looking angry simply looked hurt. 

“That and so much more can be arranged if you wish you ungrateful mortal!” Hypatia warned with deadly clam in her voice while she glowed with power. 

“No...no...” The man trembled suddenly afraid. “I beg your forgiveness my lady.”

“It is not my forgiveness you need beg for human.” She said pointedly. 

Turning to face Kol the man (along with the others), slowly knelt down facing the direction of Kol. “Thank you my lord punisher.” 

“Please my friends get up, I am neither royalty nor am I a god. All I wish to do is protect the people, serve the gods and rid the world of evildoers. I’ve no desire or want to be worshiped, I am a man of the people like any of you. You never need to thank me for anything I do, the only thing I do ask is that you remember that I am not my father.” Kol explained helping the man nearest him to his feet.  

Stunned the man stayed silent simply nodding in understanding along with the others. 

“Well said Kol, remember this well Norsemen, now go forth and spread the news among your people.” Hypatia ordered with a wave of her hand transporting the men instantly back to the nearby town.

“Thank you gentle goddess for everything you have done for me, you are as kind and generous as you are beautiful.” He said blushing a little bit as he bowed. 

Flushed a little herself by the comment she turned away from him before answering. “It was my pleasure to aid you young hero, even were I not sent by my father I would have done so. To be truthful I wish there was more time for me to spend with you, but alas I must check on your counterpart in Greece. Believe me though I will be seeing you again as soon as I can.” She finished with a wink. 

“Until that time my lady I will eagerly await your return.” He bowed deeply once more with a wink of his own at the end. 

As her form started to glow she decided at the last second to blow him a kiss. “Farewell Kol, be well and be safe my young hero.”

With the memory of the beautiful goddess still fresh in his mind Kol sighed happily as he 

headed back towards the camp when he suddenly remembered that he was supposed to find dinner. 

Shifting back into a different frame of mind Kol reached out with his senses once again until he found the herd of deer surprisingly not far from his current position after everything that had happened. Slowly he began to stalk his prey through the forest when an epiphany hit him like a ton of bricks. Closing his eyes for a moment he concentrated with all his might, then all at once to his own surprise he shot into the air flying high over the forest locating the deer immediately. With a sly smile Kol felt prouder of himself than he ever had before, turning his attention on the deer once again Kol steadily stretched out his hand towards them. Without hesitation the largest buck in the group floated into the air instantly falling asleep before its neck snapped causing a long echoing crack through the forest as it died painlessly though the sound sent the other deer running. 

Pleased with himself Kol floated over the forest with his kill until silently he dropped down into their camp with it by his side. 

“Bjorn?” He called out noting that no one was around even though they should have been. 

Expectedly silence greeted him in return indicating that the others were still not back yet for some reason. Content at being alone for the moment Kol magically skinned the deer still unsure whether or not he should tell Bjorn and Hagar about his powers coming to full strength. Shaking his head Kol pushed the thought to the side for the time being as he magically separated the meat while starting the fire in a nearby pit so he could begin to cook. As he worked he couldn’t help but hum a song as his thoughts drifted back toward Hypatia and the wild things he just experienced, closing his eyes his mind recalled every detail perfectly. Every curve, freckle, line, dip and smell of her face and body reverberated through him. Her voice echoed in his head as he remembered how her voice calmed him instantly, lost in the moment he didn’t even notice the large man walking up to him while he finished placing the meat on the spit to cook. 

“Ah to be young again.” Said the stranger startling Kol so much he created a shield around himself without meaning to. 

“Who are you?” Kol demanded with several magic knives appearing in his hand. 

With a warm and disarming smile the tall man simply sat by the fire ignoring the question and apparently unfazed by the magical knives, the man slowly rubbed his hands together close to the fire warming them as he sniffed at the cooking food, studying everything about him Kol noted that he had short black hair and dazzling ocean blue eyes that were both kindly and wise. His narrow face was offset by his square jaw and sharp nose, he had a perfect runners build which was lean and muscular. On his head he was wearing a helmet with wings matching the armor that covered his chest but left his arms bare and his leather pants were black leading to boots that looked comfortable and strong. 

Sensing that this might be someone important Kol decided it would be better to air on the side of caution and show respect by lowering his hands though he kept the knives on the ground in front of him. “I don’t mean to be rude sir but have we met before? If so please forgive me but I don’t recall our meeting or your name. If we have met been my most sincere apologies for not remembering, if you could forgive that and tell me your name once again I promise not to forget it ever again.”  

“We have not met before today my young friend, at least not formally but I like so many others have watched you from afar for quite some time. Such respect and manners from you are greatly appreciated especially given the fact that you knew not who I am, as a token of my gratitude I will give you a gift after we have talked. I am Hermod god of messages, travel and such. Perhaps you have heard of me?” He asked happily. 

Immediately the knives disappeared as Kol dropped to one knee. “Forgive me my lord I should have recognized you.”     

“Think nothing of it, I know your mind was...preoccupied at the moment. Please rise and continue your amazing cooking.” He smiled pulling some of the meat off the spit to eat as if he knew what Kol had been thinking. 

Allow me to make it up to you, what can I do for you my lord?” He questioned returning to his cooking. 

“Nothing what so ever. I come with a message from Odin for you and your uncle.”   

“My uncle?” He questioned looking up from the food baffled by the statement. 

Answering his question thunder split the sky abruptly as Thor appeared at the edge of the camp. “What is the meaning of this Hermod? My father ordered me here but was voiceless on the reasoning. What has befallen the world that I must come here so urgently?” 

Noticing Kol near the fire Thor couldn’t help but unwillingly scowl at him although before he could say anything Kol jumped up to his feet and ran over to Thor who immediately raised his hammer in defense. Ignoring the danger from Thor he continued running towards him until he fell at his feet with his face in the dirt.

“Lord Thor, god of thunder, sky, fertility and benevolent protector of mankind. Dearest uncle, I beg your forgiveness for the death of your son although tis true I had no love for my cousin and he wronged me in many ways it does not excuse what happened accident or not. I was merely defending myself and as I said I am fully aware that it does not make it right, nor does it in any way excuse my crime against you. In the end, it matters not what kind of man your son was, he was my cousin and your flesh and blood, and I shouldn’t have lost my temper. For this offense I offer you my life in exchange for Ragnar’s, if you deem it right to kill me for my transgression against you so let it be, I will fully accept that.” Kol said slightly trembling with his face still in the dirt at the gods’ feet. 

Staring hard at the young demigod Thor couldn’t help but think of how different he was from Loki and how he wished his own children had half the respect Kol was now showing, softening his look a bit he grabbed Kol’s shoulder gently helping him to his feet. “Rise young demigod, it is true that I have allowed anger to fester in my heart against you for the death of my son. I too have wronged you in the regard that I had judged you unfairly because you are a child of Loki’s. True words were spoken earlier by your own father yet I allowed them to fall on deaf ears, as he has said, I too have slain many in battle defending myself and though never has it been a family member it must be acknowledged, plus one far off day during Ragnarok I will be forced to fight my nephew and slay him. That aside, I cannot simply forgive you for what took place. That being said my decision must factor in everything and be tempered with my sons transgressions against you as well as my own for judging you and allowing your mistreatment to happen at his hands. So hence forth you will follow my word to the letter as my judgment is this, as you have given your life to me you will now be a surrogate son of mine as well a son of Loki’s, you will listen to my guidance and pay me the heed you would a father, doing the things that I wanted for Ragnar in his stead.” 

“As you wish Lord Thor.” Said Kol unable to stop his smile from showing. “I mean father.” 

“Now my new son, let us see what news Hermod brings to us.” He said walking to the fire and pulling off some meat for himself. “Mmmm, excellent food Kol, all this meal is missing is some mead.” 

“I agree, but before we get too befuddled by the thought of drinking let us parley.” Hermod declared stuffing his mouth some more. “I bring good tidings, your other son Hallthor will be joining Kol on his first two quests, and as the Greek demigod Vasos has two demigods helping him.

Odin believes it’s only fair that Kol has the same advantage.” 

“This is indeed good news son, your brother Hallthor is strong and good, he is all I had hoped he would be, and together with you my new child you will be a formidable force. Pray tell though Hermod, who will be the third demigod accompanying them?” Questioned Thor raising an eyebrow as he cut off some more meat. 

“None, Kol has other help, but should the one called Bjorn and his surrogate son ever abandon his side Kol and Hallthor will receive another companion that has been already chosen.” He answered. “Most likely a Greek demigod to keep things even since the Norse demigod Sevrrir has joined Vasos.” 

Walking into the clearing Bjorn and Hagar stared for a moment at the scene in front of them for a moment before advancing. Nervously Hagar slowly pawed at the handle of his weapon waiting for his father’s word on what to do until Bjorn’s jovial tone made it clear that they were not enemies.  

“Now Kol, what have I told you about talking to strangers?” Joked Bjorn walking again until he joined the group by the fire. 

“Hail Bjorn.” Thor smiled shaking the man’s hand. “It looks to me like you had a good day fishing, how do you fair this fine evening?” 

“Very well my lord Thor, I am surprised to find you here given what happened between Kol and your son Ragnar. You wouldn’t be here to try and take some measure of vengeance would you?” He questioned resting his hand on his sword. 

“Not at all Bjorn. I was sent here by Odin to hear the message Hermod had for both Kol and myself. In regards to Kol though and the unfortunate business that happened with Ragnar, he and I have discussed what happened and things are fine between the two of us, in fact they are better than fine. In exchange for the life of my son Kol has offered himself to me. His life was mine to do with as I pleased, as such I have accepted him as my surrogate son, I will not keep him from Loki or tell him to not respect and listen to him, all I simply ask is that he follow my guidance as well as his considering me his father along with Loki.” Thor explained looking at Kol with a hint of pride in his voice already. 

“An interesting development, one that I had not seen coming.” Bjorn said rubbing his chin. 

“Does this mean that Kol is leaving our company?” Questioned Hagar hopefully. 

“Not at all child.” Answered Hermod a little annoyed at the tone in Hagar’s voice. “Kol must continue on his way, if you dislike his company it is you that will have to leave.” 

“That won’t be happening anytime soon.” Announced Bjorn firmly. “I promised to train and help Kol and so I shall.” 

Raising an eyebrow at Bjorn Thor rose to his feet and began walking back into the forest calling over his shoulder. “Bjorn, may I speak with you in private along with Hermod?” He requested without stopping as he walked deeper into the forest. 

Sharing a concerned look between them the two other gods hesitantly rose and followed Thor out of listening range from the others leaving Kol and Hagar awkwardly waiting still tense at one another. 

“What is your game here Vili? Odin has decreed no direct interference on these quests.” Asked Thor concerned. “What is of such import that you would defy our kings’ belief? Nay, what possesses you too defy thy own brothers’ wishes?”  

“I do not interfere directly, I am merely training the child. When anything concerning the quest arises I allow him his own decisions for good or ill.” He replied shortly at being questioned. 

“Odin has not disagreed with his choice thus far Thor.” Chimed in Hermod looking back at the food while licking his lips as the fish began to cook. 

As the three men were still talking Hagar walked up to the fire sitting across from Kol staring at him yet again as he cooked the fish. 

Noticing his stare Kol sighed. “I’m sorry about what happened between us earlier, I should have held my temper. I understand your feelings and point of view.” 

“Yeah? Well I’m not sorry Kol and I apologize for nothing.” He snapped making sure that only he heard his voice. “I didn’t like you before we left the city, and I hate you completely now. The only reason I followed you in the first place was because you were my ticket out of that life but now I have a father and I don’t need to pretend anymore. One day after I have learned all I can from my father I will make him proud and defeat you in a fight to the death!” 

“Well I can see this is a wonderful group I’m going to be traveling with, which one of you lucky dogs is Kol?” Questioned a young man walking up to the two of them making himself right at home as he began picking at the fully cooked meat. “Small fish, personally I would have thrown them back.” He joked happily glancing between Kol, Hagar and the three men talking. 

Kol was sure that this young man had to be Hallthor and already he knew that he’d like his new brother. Looking him over Kol wondered who his mother might be since he looked quite different from Thor, he stood at around five foot eight with dark skin, black hair and brown eyes, he had a medium build with the signs of developing muscle definition and he had a friendly smile and warm energy about him. 

“I’m Kol.” Kol said extending his hand. “And you are?” 

“Hallthor, son of Thor and your companion for the quests.” He said shaking Kol’s hand heartily.

“And of course like everyone else the new guy ignores me focusing on you Kol, this is exactly why I hate you.” Spat Hagar into the fire. “And so you know Hallthor, these were the best fish we could get so it was keep them or go hungry.” 

“Oh yeah I could see that, after all this full size dear just isn’t enough food is it? Let me guess, you went fishing while Kol went hunting? Sounds like you just a jealous little boy, tell me are you always this whinny and unpleasant?” Questioned Hallthor staring at Hagar in a silent challenge. “Because if you are I really don’t think we’re going to get along at all.” 

“You don’t know me, how dare you make any judgments on me.” Shouted Hagar shooting to his feet and walking behind Hallthor to stand over him.

“Back off my new brother Hagar before I force you to.” Rumbled Kol forcing himself to stay sitting for the moment. 

“Brother?” Questioned Hallthor calmly without turning to face Hagar. 

“I’ll tell you later Hallthor, but in the meantime do you want me to handle this mosquito for you?” He questioned with a shrug. “Because it’s one thing for him to threaten me, that I can ignore but I cannot abide him threatening my family.” 

“I appreciate it Kol but don’t bother yourself, he doesn’t seem like much of a threat.” Hallthor said nonchalantly waving off Hagar. 

“That’s it get up!” Demanded Hagar pushing Hallthor’s back. 

“Should we intervene?” Asked Hermod watching with Thor and Vili. 

“No.” The other two replied in unison. 

“Darn, I wanted some more of that stag’s meat. This delay is making my stomach most unhappy.” Frowned Hermod ignoring everything except the food. 

“Always thinking with your stomach right Hermod?” Questioned Bjorn who did not receive answer. “Anyway,” He continued shaking his head. “I believe our time with Kol is at an end no matter how this turns out, hate grows in Hagar’s heart towards him and I cannot allow that to continue or it will corrupt his life.” Frowned Vili. “If we leave now there may yet be a chance for him to get over this petty jealously towards Kol.” 

“Why did you choose him as a son?” Asked Hermod returning to the conversation at hand. “I have no child of my own and he has the potential to be great one day, but first I must remove him from this situation, I had hoped that the two of them might work it out on their own but now he seems to have a problem with Hallthor as well. Comes from a hard life and little guidance from anyone.” Villi pointed out. 

“It is ill-advised for Hagar to do this.” Stated Thor pointing back at the young men. “Watch, my children are not ones to be trifled with.” 

“I said get up and face me!” Demanded Hagar balling his fists in anger. 

“I don’t think so, I try not to fight retards no matter how enticing they might make it, now why don’t you sit down instead and we can talk this out? You should have some of Kol’s kill it’s cooked to perfection.” Hallthor suggested evenly. 

“No, now if you don’t get up I’ll get you up!” Hagar yelled obviously losing all control. 

“Don’t touch me kid that would be a mistake.” Warned Hallthor without standing or turning to face him still. 

Ignoring the warning Hagar tried to grab Hallthor by his shoulders but the moment he touched him a massive shock sent him flying ten feet backwards into a tree. Shaking his head to try and clear the fog from the electrocution Hagar narrowly had time to see a war hammer slam into the tree next to his head. 

“That was a warning boy, had I wanted, you would be dead now. Things did not have to be this way, I offered to talk things out and you refused because of your short temper and foolish pride. I’d advise you to get that under control before it is the end of you.” Hallthor pronounced without turning to face him while his hammer flew back to his hand. 

Laughing under his breath Kol finished laying the rest of the now cooked food out on a nearby flat rock. “If you’re hungry and not too good to eat with us Hagar the all of the food is ready, great tasting fish by the way.” 

“I guess it’s true what they say then.” Hallthor said swallowing the bite of fish he had just taken. 

“What’s that Hallthor?” Kol said quizzically. 

“Big things come in small packages and it’s not the size of something but what magic is inside.” Hallthor answered with a smile and wink. 

“Is that how your last girlfriend made you feel better?” Laughed Kol so hard that he nearly doubled over. 

“Yeah she heard it from your girlfriend the night before!” Laughed Hallthor nearly falling over himself. “Come on Hagar join us and let’s break bread making amends.” 

“Regrettably we will have to take some of the food and leave my young friend, Hagar and I have a different path to follow than you but one day I’m sure our paths will cross again. I have faith in you and Hallthor Kol, become the heroes I know you are meant to be.” Interjected Bjorn before anything else could be said as he helped Hagar to his feet. 

“But I have not completed my training yet Master Bjorn.” Reasoned Kol. 

“There is little more I can teach you Kol, it is time for both you and Hallthor to teach each one another and learn from the world of those around you.” He replied grabbing their food and stuffing it in a leather bag. 

“I understand, good journey Bjorn and thank you for everything.” Kol nodded sadly realizing the truth of why they were parting. 

“Remember what I said Kol and as my father said, I’m sure that our paths will cross again.” Sneered Hagar turning his back and stomping off. 

Ignoring the comment Kol watched the two of them leave without another word. 

“I must leave as well, remember your promise to me Kol. I will never be far off should you need my council.” Said Thor disappearing before Kol could say anything. 

“Well I have some time to stay and enjoy some of the great food you cooked, besides it is now time for the gift I promised you.” Before Kol could answer or react Hermod touched Kol’s forehead allowing power to flow into him. “I have removed many of the blocks your mind had set in place to keep your powers at bay, you will now develop them at an amazing rate.” Raising his hand before Kol could say anything he silenced him so he could continue. There is no need to thank me, now for a real treat I will provide some mead and the three of us will feast on the food, then after you have broken camp we will leave. I will take you to the edge of Skaalholt where I promise that you will find transportation to Ktn.” Hermod decided as he sat back down with them. 
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Cat Fight

“My father left me with a good family, my parents in Roskilde are to this day among the wealthiest there. I was given the best education, formal training in combat from all over the world and I had never known defeat until-” Sevrrir trailed off, allowing Vasos to cut in. 

“Fighting demigods is a great deal different from mortals. Take Sander for example, looking and talking with him you would never believe he could be any kind of threat.” 

“I thought he was simply a drunk you felt pity for.” Vasos smirked at this, as Sevrrir continued. “I wonder why these quests are happening at all. There has to be more to it than what we’ve been told.” 

“I’m sure it will be revealed to us in time.”

“I suppose you’re right. Already several times I have tried to find out what is happening but my sight has been blocked.” 

“So I am correct in assuming that you have your father’s abilities to hear and see great distances along with turning into a lion?” 

“Indeed. For instance, your little friend up there has been complaining nonstop about me since you and I started conversing.” 

“Don’t worry, there is much more to him than meets the eye.” Vasos said firmly. 

“We shall see.” 

“He will prove himself to you. And if not, you always have me watching your back.” Vasos said, nudging Sevrrir with his shoulder. 

“My gratitude I- wait!” Sevrrir broke into a run. “Sander move!”

Sander slowly turned around, stopping in place. Vasos began running too just as the ground began to rumble. The ground continued to crumble, Sander’s foot falling into a particularly big hole. Turning into a lion, Sevrrir doubled his speed and jumped just as the ground completely broke open. Using his paws, Sevrrir pushed Sander out of the way and the ground swallowed 

him whole. Appearing where the hole was minutes before, stood a regal Sphinx flanked by two gegenees. The six armed giants stared at the two demigods, foaming at the mouth with eager jagged teeth. Each hand equipped with a sword. 

“Give us back our friend Sphinx or face our wrath!” Yelled a red faced Vasos. 

Spreading her massive wings, the sphinx blotted out the sun, her tail swishing back and forth playfully. 

“This is your last warning beast.” Vasos cautioned. 

“If you want your friend back you will have to get past me, little demigod.”

Staring at the creatures on either side Vasos curled his lip in a sneer. “What’s the riddle?”

“I never said anything about a riddle now did I? No son of Aphrodite, I will not surrender this prize willingly, I have long hunted this boy. His hag of a mother has charged him with hunting down and destroying any monster that is part lion. 

“I will not be sent back to Tartarus like the others. I can already feel his life beginning to slip away.”

Charging his voice Vasos looked into her yellow eyes. “There’s no need for us to fight, Sevrrir is no threat to you, he is now part of our quest.” 

Laughing wildly the Sphinx flapped her wings menacingly. “Your powers will not work on me demigod nor will his, I am beyond your influences.” 

“I don’t have time for this!” Shouted Sander. “No one attacks my pets without my approval!” With a reverberation that shook the Earth, Vasos watched as the ground split once more, revealing thousands of grapevines and Sevrrir’s limp body. The Sphinx and her minions tried to grab Sevrrir and were thwarted in seconds by the vines that simultaneously lifted Sander and Sevrrir in the air.

“Right, so that happened.” Sighed Vasos gripping his axe. “Comfortable up there?” He shouted. 

Sander, who was sitting on Sevrrir’s stomach instead of the thick vines, gave a thumbs up. “It’s amazing how you can survive without luxuries.” Patting Sevrrir’s stomach, he held up his flask in a cheer. 

“Is that right?” Vases muttered, rolling his eyes.

“Shut up, Shut up! I will not be ignored and I will have my prize!” Shouted the Sphinx. 

“Bring me my prize! Today is the day this cursed child dies!” 

“No, he will not!” Boomed another voice. 

Everyone froze before the titan of earth Bion. At five foot nine inches, with blond hair and blue eyes, his massive build towered over the others. His green and brown leather clothes and boots constantly shifted, made from different elements of the earth.

“I do not fear you Bion, for I know you cannot intervene; it is forbidden by Zeus himself.” Reasoned the Sphinx. 

“Correction beast, it is forbidden for the gods to interfere. I can do what I please when I please.” With a few waves of his hand, a rock giant was conjured from the earth. The two six armed sidekicks were taken out with one blow, their swords useless against the constant molding of clay and rock. Then the creature turned towards the sphinx. Crouching the Sphinx roared at the titan, her giant wings gather the wind beneath them, just as she thought the sky would aid her escape, she felt a sharp pain on her tail. Turning around she saw the rock giant pulling her back to the ground. Unable to stay airborne the sphinx turned swiping at the enemy. The rock giant grabbed her paw and ripped the creature in half. 

Lowering back to the ground, Sander dragged the barely conscious demigod over to Vasos and Bion. 

“Thank you Bion.” Said Vasos flatly. “But I had everything well under control.” 

“Do not distrust me because I am a titan Vasos. I was born at the beginning of the war, 

raised by Prometheus and all the gods. Stands to reason why I enjoy the occasional beating of a monster.”

Vasos performed a stiff bow. “Forgive me Lord Bion if I offended you, we are grateful for your aid.” 

“Please my friend, do not call me lord. To tell you the truth I’ve been keeping a close eye on you lately. In my opinion the gods have taken an unhealthy interest in these quests and not all of them are friends to you.” 

“So I’ve heard.”

“Truthfully, I do not know the full extent of why these quests were issued. Zeus has kept it a closely guarded secret, which I believe to be a cause for concern.” With a gentle touch Bion lit up the demigods’ forehead with brown energy. “As for what I can do-” He moved his hands into his torso and pulled out bags. “These are full of supplies, such as a torch that lights on command, a flask much like Sanders that refills with water, 

and an arrow that will kill any animal you hunt for food with one shot.”

“Generous gifts.” Stirred Sevrrir as he slowly got to his feet. “I will forever be in your debt, great Titan. Having heard about the greatness of the mighty Titans, I have always wanted to meet one.” 

“You are too kind, Norseman. Your words and disposition both flatter and impress me. I had not thought that the demigods or peoples of other lands were so; respectful. As for my helping your group, I am nothing special. I simply wish to take care of my friends the best I can.” Bion patted Sevrrir on the back a little harder than needed with no mutter of an apology. 

“So how about you take care of us by completing one of the quests for us?” Sander laughed loudly, taking another swig from his flask. 

“Coward.” Mumbled Sevrrir. 

“Don’t forget, this coward saved your life only minutes ago.” Sander retorted with a wink. 

“That’s a good point.” Interjected Vasos with a laugh. “If both of you ladies are done flirting with each other, we still have company.” 

Bion waved away the conflict. “When I’m with you I’m just one of the guys. That being said, if you wish to kiss and make up, be my guest.” He laughed. “What say we head out and we can continue this at Argos?” Raising his hands, a circle of energy encompassed the group. When they disappeared, they found they had reappeared in front of the gates of Argos. 

“Wow, now that’s the way to travel!” Exclaimed Sander as he eyed a nearby bar. So, what do you say we all get a goodnight’s sleep before heading out tomorrow?”

“Unfortunately I’ve got to be going.” Answered Bion. “Zeus is summoning me back to Olympus. I will be watching should you need my help again.” 

“Lord Bion, before you go there is something I wanted to share with you so you 

would not wonder about it later.” Sevrrir said timidly. 

With a roll of his eyes that only Vasos noticed Bion smiled with a polite nod. “Be quick, for Zeus is not one for forgiveness’ when it comes to his demands.” 

“As you wish my lord.” Sevrrir replied, picking up on the flimsy tone. He turned towards Sander and slugged him full force in the chin, knocking him to the ground. 

“Now we have settled the disagreement earlier.” He laughed, looking to Bion whom he expected to find laughing but instead was met with a frown. 

“Amusing, now I need to go, remember what I said Vasos.” He said, before disappearing into the ground. 

“Your hit is like being pawed by a kitten Sevrrir, but I’ll concede to your little outburst if you promise to buy the first round.” Sander posed as he laid on the ground, taking a swig from his flask. 

Sevrrir looked at Vasos with a deflated shrug. “What do you say Vasos, or are you intent on leaving right away?” 

“I don’t relish the idea of braving the open sea at night to start our journey, I say we have a good dinner-” 

“With some drinks!” interrupted Sander. “The first round is on Sevrrir.” 

“Okay, some drinks and a good night’s sleep.” Vasos conceded. 

“Lead the way then Vasos.” Sevrrir said, as the three embarked into the unknown city. 
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A Second Brother! I’m On A Roll

“That was a great meal Kol, maybe you should give up this hero thing and become a cook instead.” Laughed Hallthor as the two of them walked through the small fishing village in the early morning hours. 

“I’m sure I’d make some man very happy.” Kol joked. 

“Sorry to disappoint, but I’m all about the ladies.” Smiled Hallthor. 

“For now.” Kol said, changing the pitch of his voice an octave higher. “So this is Holt. Not much to look at is it?” 

“It’s really not.” Hallthor paused.

Kol patted him on the back. “This may be a small village but it has a comfortable feel to it. Everyone seems to be calm and happy.” Kol waved at people nearby while they walked. By the time they assed the fifth building, a man came tumbling out of a nearby bar rolling to a stop at the boy’s feet. 

“You were saying?” Hallthor glanced from the man to Kol who shrugged, crossing his arms. 

“In any case this does look like my kind of place.” Yells began to erupt from inside the bar drawing them away from the now passed out drunk. “Yup, definitely my kind of town.”

“Shall we check it out?” Kol questioned. 

“Good deeds, peacekeepers and all of that?” 

“I wish it was something that noble, I just wanted to beat on some jerks.” 

“Well-” Hallthor slowed to a stop as they ascended the few stairs, falling back on a door. “I guess I can get on board with that.” 

Kol pushed the doors open. The dimly lit bar was full of people focusing on a young man around the boy's age as he fended off several brutes with a glimmering trident. His black hair slightly fell over his ocean blue eyes. He was drenched in sweat and his brown clothes with blue trimming were ripped in multiple places, the blades having penetrated down to his flesh, leaving 

crimson stains.  wet from sweat and quite visibly his clothes were ripped in multiple places from sword or knife cuts that penetrated to his skin and left slight crimson marks in their wake. 

“You’re going to pay for breaking my cart one way or another boy, your gods won’t protect you here.” Shouted a dirt covered man. 

“I told you it wasn’t my fault ugly.” Snapped the young man. “If you weren’t so stupid, it might have sunk in by now.” Swinging his trident, the nameless man’s feet were knocked out from under him as he tumbled into a table. “And I don’t need help to take you or your cronies.” 

“I look forward to making you eat those bold words right alongside the heel of my boot.” Snarled another man, spitting on the floor. Getting up from tables and other rooms, ten more men equipped with a weapon, surrounded the young man. 

Taking a breath and moving his hair out of his face, the boy gritted his teeth. “Okay cowards, who dies first?” 

“Are you just going to sit here and watch?” Questioned Hypnos appearing at the table next to Hallthor and Kol, drink in hand. Turning to look back at the unraveling scene, the boys were surprised to see everyone but them were frozen in place.

“I’m guessing you are one of the gods but I’m sorry to say I don’t know which one my lord.” Yawned Kol rubbing his eyes.

“I would not expect you to know a Greek god merely by sight; at least not yet.”

“Please accept our forgiveness nonetheless my lord.” Hallthor replied as he folded his arms and laid his head down. 

“Although I appreciate the sentiment, no apologies are necessary. I am Hypnos, god of sleep. The young man being attacked is the demigod son of Poseidon, and I’m afraid it is my fault he is in this predicament.” Hypnos leaned his head back, blinking incredibly slow. Seeing as Kol and Hallthor were barely keeping it together, the god managed to shake himself back awake; 

barely. “I uh-” he sat up fixing his slouched posture, only to gradually slide back. “I dropped him right on top of that farmer's cart. Curios unfortunately woke up to some pretty angry people.” He draped his arm over the back of his chair, beginning to close his eyes before rotating his shoulders. “Oh did I mention he’s meant to be another member of your party or does that still need to be discussed?” 

Kol stared at Hypnos through hooded eyes. “That’s great news, very top shelf.” 

“Yes, well, getting injured and or dying is really bad for mortals, correct?” Said Hypnos more insistently. 

“Death and injury sound like a warm blanket.” Hallthor said, nuzzling his face into his arms. “So bad and yet sooo good. Just think of all the rest we could get if we were dead, Kol.” He whispered.

“You think after thousands of years I would remember to block my influences from those I need to speak with.” Hypnos muttered. With a 

wink Hypnos made the boys feel like cold water was thrown upon them. 

“What?” Kol staggered, as Hallthor shot to his feet. 

“As I was saying before you both so rudely fell asleep, Curios requires your help. Once you dissolve the situation he will join your company and aid you in the trials ahead.” When Hypnos uttered the last words he dissolved and everyone moved as if never frozen.

Outside of the bar Hypnos and Lady Sif watched the events unfold from within the tavern. “What do you think he will choose?” Questioned Lady Sif. 

“He will help, he is nothing like Loki.” 

“Loki’s blood still courses through his veins and that will always entail evil and tricks.” She snapped back  

“If you are so certain of his inevitable treachery what do you say to a small wager?” He replied coolly.   

Raising an eyebrow, Sif spun her hand, freezing everyone in the bar once again before turning to face him. “And what would the wager be my friend?” 

“If Kol aids Curios without hesitation then you must aid him in a quest of your choosing and embrace him as a son, just as your husband has done.”

She scoffed, a vein protruding on her forehead as she crossed her arms. “As if I would ever do that.  “Then you admit you are not sure about his character?” 

“I am saying nothing of the sort! The stakes are simply too high!”

“Not if you are as sure of the outcome as I am.”

Sif bit her lip in silence as she looked up at the sky, before a devious smile fell on her face. 

“Okay my cocky friend, if you are wrong then you must adopt not only Kol from my husband but every demigod child he has.” 

Hypnos stammered. “But, I...there is no way Thor would ever allow that.”  

“Maybe not him, however the All father has expressed time and again how he is tired of Thor’s corrupted children hurting others. He would back the change of fatherhood and my husband will abide by his father’s decisions.” She stepped closer to him, poking his chest. “So, are you still so sure of the outcome?”

Forcing the smile back on his face, Hypnos held out his hand. “With the All father and the Father of Olympus as our witnesses I agree to the terms of our agreement.” 

Sif’s smile immediately fell as she grinded her teeth. Stiffly grabbing his hand, they shook. “The Fates and Norns as my witnesses, I too agree.” 

“Then let us see who gets new children this day. If it’s not too bold I’d like to congratulate you on your new child.” With that Hypnos waved his hand returning the bar back to normal once again.   

“What’s the play Kol? I do not relish the idea of a bunch of men beating up a single person no matter who they are.” Hallthor stated, as he readied his weapons.

“Even if he wasn’t a demigod, I don’t like bullies, twelve against one is hardly fair.” Kol got to his feet. “Why don’t we even the odds a bit?” Hallthor nodded. “Back away from him!” Yelled Kol. Jumping on top of the table, Kol used the 

high ground to kick one of the men in the face, as he landed next to Curious. 

“Who the hell are you?” Demanded one of the men. 

Okay, you can do this. Just think and do! Kol thought to himself as he raised his hand. A man to the left of his hand movement, began to freeze from the waist down in a block of ice. He wasn’t who I was aiming for but- “I am Kol son of Loki and surrogate son of Thor.” The whole building shook with the sound of thunder as Hallthor’s hammers whizzed through the air slamming into the floorboards between Kol and the mob. 

“And I am Hallthor son of Thor. Attack us and our comrade at your own peril!” Hallthor shouted. “Or leave now and we will not follow.” 

Slowly and silently the mob dispersed leaving only the man whose cart was destroyed. 

“But this man destroyed my cart and everything I sell!”

“It was the gods that transported him. If you wish, complain to them and see if they are as forgiving as we have been.”  Said Hallthor, joining the others.  

Anxiously the man looked upward, shaking his head. “I am sorry, may the gods forgive me and be praised.” He huffed, heading out the door. “He passed your test Sif.” Said Hypnos. 

“So he did. Seeing as I am able to decide what quest to help him on and how,” She walked around Hypnos with a shrug of her shoulders. “I’ll simply wait till the end and give a few helpful words. As for adopting him, I shall wait till he is on his deathbed.” She crossed her arms looking at the three young men inside. “He may have done the right thing a couple of times but he cannot change who’s blood is coursing through him. Many times Loki has fooled us into believing he could be trusted, I will not make that mistake with his child.” She spat, walking away. 

“I was well aware you could work around my proposal but I had hoped you would show the same kind of character they just did.” 

Stopping anger flared in Sif’s eyes. “One chance, that’s all he gets. I will test him personally and if he passes I will immediately abide by the terms of the bet. If he fails I will make sure he is a threat no more.” She vanished in a puff of smoke. 

“Stay good Kol, I and many others have faith in you.” Whispered Hypnos.

“That went well.” Hallthor said cheerfully walking up to the bar. 

“Better than I hoped. As you no doubt heard I am Kol son of Loki and Thor and this is Hallthor son of Thor.” Stated Kol shaking Curios’ hand. “I trust you have been informed of our coming presence by the gods already?” 

“I have, thank you both for your aid, you’ve no idea how difficult it was to fend them off without really hurting any of them. I am in both of your debts.” 

“We will be better for the aid my friend, especially since we have to travel by water for the next leg of our journey.” Hallthor said, raising his drink. 

“I can cut the time at sea in half with ease.” Curios said, spinning his trident. 

“I don’t mind saying for the first time I don’t feel alone.” Kol said, throwing his arms around their shoulders. 

“I’m glad my friend.” Curios said, taking a drink, Hallthor passed over. “If you don’t mind me asking, how is it you are a son of both Loki and Thor? From what we Greeks understand Loki and Thor are enemies.” 

“Yeah what’s the deal with that?” Questioned Hallthor. 

Kol sighed. “Please don’t judge me too harshly for what I am about to tell you. In the city where I grew up lived a demigod named Ragnar.” 

“Wait what?” Yelled Hallthor shooting to his feet. “It’s you! You’re the one who killed Ragnar?!” 

Kol closed his eyes, waiting for a punishment Hallthor might dish out for the killing of his brother. 

“Who’s Ragnar?” Curios said, surprised. 

Looking past Kol to Curios, Hallthor answered. “Ragnar was my half-brother, another demigod son of Thor. He, his older brother Calder and I were raised together for a few years before our father separated us. Recently he was killed by another demigod but my father wouldn’t tell me who it was.” 

“This is clearly none of my business, you boys go ahead and handle your family; issues and I’ll be here drinking. I would like to remind you, Hallthor, that the gods have given Kol this quest.” Said Curios now focusing on his drink. 

Hallthor stood next to Kol whose head was still down staring at his drink. “Look at me Kol.” Demanded Hallthor. Slowly turning towards him Kol looked into the other man’s eyes. “Now, no excuses or puns, were you the one that killed Ragnar?” 

“It’s true, but before you judge me for this crime against you, hear me out. Ragnar was-” Kol was swiftly pulled into a tight hug. 

“Thank the gods someone finally removed that blight!” 

“What?” 

“Yeah, say again.” Insisted Curios. 

“Ragnar and Calder used to nearly beat me to death every other day when we were growing up, and they would often say I was too weak to be a child of Thor’s. Finally my father had stepped in and left me with a good family. For my last birthday he gave me the two war hammers as a present.” 

“You’re not angry with me?” Kol asked. 

“Hell no, I wanted to kill them both myself but my father, sorry our father forbade me.” Hallthor explained. 

“That’s such a relief.” 

“So how did it happen? I assume you didn’t go after him with the intent to kill him, I don’t get that sense from you.” Questioned Curios. Kol filled his new found friends in on what had happened, unable to fathom how far ago that had been. 

“No one would fault you for defending yourself in such a manner.” Curios said.

“But it still doesn’t explain how you became an adopted son of the god whose child you killed.” Hallthor pondered.

“Maybe it’s different in the Norse lands but in Greece, gods are not so forgiving.” Stated Curios taking a drink from a nearby glass. 

“I offered my life in exchange for the one I took, our father could have done anything he chose with it but Thor accepted me, as long as I treat him as a father.” 

“This is too great. One of those jerks is dead and I get a better brother in his place! Gods above be praised!” Hallthor yelled, clanging a glass against Curios’.

“I didn’t find out I was a demigod until a month ago when I fell off a ship I was hiding on and was able to breathe underwater. Being around you both I finally have a sense of what comradely is.” Said Curios thoughtfully. 

“I can’t speak for Kol but from this day forth my friend you can count me as a brother.” Hallthor shouted, slamming his fifth shot. 

“I agree. We have all gone without much for too long. With both of us as your brothers, maybe Thor will adopt you too. May the gods take stock of this and bind me to it from hence on.” 

Welling up a little Curios pulled them both into a massive hug. “Thank you my brothers.” 

“To our family and the success of our quests!” Shouted Kol raising his glass in a salute. 

The others excitedly joined in the toast, heartily laughing and joking with one another.

“Enjoy your happiness for now boys because tonight I will rob you of your hope and courage once and for all.” Hissed a sinister woman. 
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More Problems We Didn’t Need

Vasos tried to look like he knew where he was going even though it was the first time he had laid eyes on the city but the truth was winging it and he had no idea. The massive city they were in was built into the alcove side of a mountain which led right to the water that was dotted with more ships than he had ever seen before. Around the city rested a twenty foot high wall protecting its interior from invaders, as for the inside itself though it was building after building, built so close together you could reach out one window and high five your neighbor if you wished, each building was strong and sturdily built from stone designed to last throughout the ages, but the most breath taking sight was the massive palace that sat at the top of the mountain. Shining radiantly in the afternoon sun Vasos could tell that it was at least thirty or forty feet high and easily the width of fifty feet, colors vibrantly painted splashed all 

over in beautiful designs which decorated the outside of the structure showing such attention to detail that you couldn’t help but look at them. 

As the trio walked further into the city Vasos noticed that a guard was following them at a distance trying to remain inconspicuous. 

“It looks like we have some company.” He whispered to the others with turning around to show them who he meant. 

“The guard?” Questioned Sevrrir without turning around. 

“Yes, and three guards just appeared in the path up ahead.” Pointed out Sander with a yawn like he didn’t really care even though he had already noticed as well. 

“What’s the plan?” Questioned Sevrrir.

“We stick to our plan and get some food, drink and rest. After all, we’ve done nothing wrong.” Said Vasos with a shrug if they should desire a problem then we shall show them the error of their ways. 

“You’re absolutely right we’ve done nothing wrong.” Pointed Sander at himself than Sevrrir. 

“You on the other hand are wanted for murdering Icterus.”

“What?” Questioned Sevrrir stopping in his tracks. “You murdered someone?” 

“It wasn’t murder, it was vengeance, that slimy coward jumped me with several others nearly killing me, when I was well enough I fought him in single combat and killed him. After he was defeated his little gang came after me who included the head of the royal guard, so I fled before they could catch me, they went back to the palace and convinced everyone that it was murder inside of telling everyone the truth. Then I was given this quest as penance and here I am, never was it murder.” Vasos explained quickly urging Sevrrir to continue walking. 

“Tell them that.” Replied Sander as the guards closed in on them. 

“I will, but if they try to take me do not interfere. I will not have you both pursued as wanted men on my account. Depending on what they do, if I fight, meet me at dawn on the dock from there we will flee together, understood?” He questioned rhetorically. 

They both reluctantly nodded their heads in agreement as the guards surrounded them.   

“Vasos demigod son of Aphrodite you will come with us right now.” Demanded the captain in charge stepping forward. 

“And if I refuse?” Inquired Vasos placing his hand on his weapon putting them all on guard. 

All ten of the soldiers quickly leveled their spears at the three of them in response. “I’ll have to insist on it.” 

“You’re pushing your luck captain.” Growled Sevrrir as his claws begin forming on his nails completely forgetting what he had agreed to a moment earlier.   

“No one asked your opinion boy.” Snapped another soldier leveling his sword towards Sevrrir in answer. 

“And if you don’t stop threatening my friends I’ll personally see to it that you all take a ride with the ferry man across the river styx tonight.” Yelled Vasos drawing his weapon and forcing them all to take a step backwards. 

“Enough!” Bellowed a voice over the crowd behind the soldiers. 

Quickly the soldiers parted to the side reveling the King walking towards them with his personal body guard. He was finely dressed in flowing golden robes and sitting on top of his salt and pepper hair was a small circlet of gold. Standing at just over six feet and barrel chested Vasos could tell that at one point he must have been a force to be reckoned with but now his brown eyes reveled a kind of sadness instead of the passionate fury of a warrior. 

“I am sorry for the misunderstanding young demigod, when word reached me that you were in my city I just had to meet you, my guards were meant to find you and extend to you an invitation to the palace, not threaten your life or those of your comrades. Forgive them if they got a little pushy but already word has spread of your deeds and fighting prowess, they were merely being cautious. Now if you would be so kind, please forgive my men and join me for dinner, I have a little favor to ask of you.” Smiled the king reassuringly. 

“I can understand prudence on the part of your soldiers your majesty but the way that they were acting is far beyond simple caution, their attitudes are more akin to jealousy and pettiness.” Vasos began as he described the altercation in detail. 

When he had finished the King frowned looking more ashamed than anything else at the behavior of his men. “My apologies Vasos, some of my men do not trust demigods and others are simply looking to make a name for themselves. In either case though they should have abided by my orders and as such they must be punished for their transgressions against both of us. I will see that it is done.” Explained the King somberly clearly not wanting to punish his men. 

“Your majesty if I might say something more?” Vasos questioned.

“Yes.” Sighed the King. 

“What of my friends? May they accompany me?” Asked Vasos putting away his sword. 

“They are welcome to come as well but they must have dinner separately while we 

converse.” Reassured the king with his minor stipulation. 

“We accept to those terms my liege.” Agreed Vasos nodding at the others to follow his lead. 

Amid the angry stares of the soldiers that had threatened them Vasos and the others followed the King and his personal guard as they walked towards the palace turning heads as they went, people stopped their shopping and whispered into one another’s ears commenting on who the strangers were and why they were being escorted to the palace spreading all kinds of rumors like wild fire. 

Leaning over to Vasos and whispering in his ear Sander questioned the wisdom of his decision. “Are you sure this was the wisest course of action? I mean right now we should be drunk and on our way to a nice comfortable bed.”   “I can’t believe I agree with the wino but I was wondering the same thing, maybe we should have relaxed and formulated a plan in case something goes wrong.” Added Sevrrir leaning forward himself. 

“I had a fleeting thought on the same thing but had we refused things might have gone sour quickly for one, and two it would have sowed more mistrust and doubt in us on among the king and thus his people. This was and still is the only logical course of action, don’t dread though little ladies it will be ok, but just in case take in everything you see on the way to the palace and once we are there make sure to come up with escape roots based on your observations. If things go south you already know where and when to meet.” He whispered back. “They don’t seem to know that you too are demigods so we have that advantage, if attacked we will have the benefit of surprise.”     

“Is everything alright?” Questioned the captain of the guard looking back at them suspiciously. “You know we have a saying here, secrets don’t make friends.” 

“Then it is fortunate for us that we aren’t looking to make any new friends, however what we were speaking about is no secret, we merely wished to be respectful to the king and not be loud so everything is fine.” Replied Vasos evenly meeting the man’s piercing gaze with his own. “My comrades were just telling me how hungry they are and how privileged we are to be able to not only meet the king of these lands but also to have dinner with him.” 

“I see...” The captain said with a slight eye roll clearly not believing them but letting it go for the time being. 

From then on the rest of the time was spent taking in everything around them and asking questions in the guise of interested tourists. After a little while the group arrived at the palace, the inside of it was even more gorgeous than the outside, the splendor of the place took all of their breath away from its wondrous glory. The halls were painted a beautiful gold that faded into a yellow and then back again, also every ten feet or so were beautiful tapestries decorating the walls. The furniture was oak with diamonds and other precious jewels inlaid with gold weaving in 

intricate patterns on the sides and down the legs. Every piece of fabric was vivacious with colors and made from the finest materials of the known world. 

Noticing their stares the King beamed with pride. “Do you like it? My humble home that is.” 

“It’s amazing.” Answered Sevrrir first truly awed and humbled by the palace. “Never before have I seen such a collection of beautiful things.” 

“Thank you young man, I have worked long and hard to acquire everything I have. It warms my heart when anyone appreciates it but where are my manners? I’m sure that you are all weary from your journey, my attendants will take you all somewhere so you can bathe before dinner.” Explained the king turning somber again. 

“You are very gracious king...?” Asked Vasos politely a little embarrassed at his lack of knowledge.   

“Relious.” He answered heading down the hall without looking back at them, I will join you later for dinner my young friends but in the 

meantime please follow my assistant to the bathing room.

With a shrug Vasos and the others walked down the large hall following the attendant in silence until they came to a large room with a bath the size of a swimming pool. Facing them the attendant showcased the large bath while speaking. “You may all bathe separately or together the bath is more than large enough to accommodate all of you at once comfortably, the choice is yours. “ She explained beginning to strip herself. 

“What are you doing?” Questioned Sander clearly surprised but not looking away. 

“Preparing to bathe you my lord, it is part of my duties at the palace to bathe people, and should you wish to take me as yours for that time you have that option as well, do you not find me attractive?” She questioned timidly as she allowed the rest of her robes to fall from her perfect body. “You are perfect and if it’s part of your duties here well then who am I to say no?” He said at nearly a whisper clearly embarrassed but eager as he began to strip.

Smiling, the young lady walked over to help him undress when to her surprise Vasos walked between them stopping her before she could reach him.  “As much as I would love you to bathe me and my friends, and believe me I really, really would, we do not require any...help for the 

time being. After I am done you can meet me in my room to help me dress.” He said picking up her clothes and handing them to her. 

Watching her the whole way as she walked out Sander couldn’t help but mope as he lowered himself into the water. 

“Did she really have to go or was it that you didn’t want to share her with us?” Questioned Sander dunking his head under the water for a second as he waited for the answer. 

“Don’t be so daft Sander, the woman had  to leave so we could speak freely. Even with her gone I’m sure the walls still have ears.” Sevrrir answered for Vasos as he stripped down entering the water himself. “Isn’t that correct Vasos?”   

Completely focused Vasos stepped into the water himself before answering. “Yes that’s correct and I need you to insure that it is safe to speak and no other ears are around to listen in as you fear, reach out with your senses and find out if anyone else is watching or listening.” 

Nodding his head in agreement Sevrrir focused his senses as he looked around the room slowly, as he scanned everything his god like senses reached far beyond the doors, windows 

and walls of the room they were in until he was content that they were free to speak without fear of being overheard. 

“The room is secure...for now.” He confirmed relaxing more in the bath. “Good, now I don’t know what it is the king wishes of me but I don’t like this situation in the least.” Vasos began with a sigh at the thought. 

“What’s to like? I mean despite the kings kind demeanor I seriously doubt that we are little more than prisoners.” Sevrrir noted with caution. 

“I had the same feeling, unfortunately I am sure that whatever he wishes to speak to me about does not bode well for me, be ready to flee this place at a moment’s notice if need be. My plan is that after I go to see the king I will come back to discuss our plans and what it is he requests of me, nothing should hinder me from meeting you so if you have not heard from me by morning flee this place and do as we previously discussed and meet me at the dock. Under no circumstances should you fight the guard or look for me.” Vasos decided solemnly. 

“I don’t like the idea of just letting you go off and do this on your own, I mean if you die I’ll actually have to work a little to get back home. So that being said how long should we wait there at the docks before we start drinking to commemorate your memory?” Questioned Sander. 

“Till he shows up of course, we don’t leave any of our people behind, even you Sander.” Snapped Sevrrir. “And if he doesn’t show up by the end of the day despite what you want Vasos I will find out what became of you, and Sander will help me won’t you Sander?” 

“No Sander will not.” Sander protested halfheartedly as he began to fall asleep in the relaxing bath. “Sander will be drunk.” 

“No as leader of this quest I forbid you to do that, I will not risk either of you getting hurt here besides we’ve got the quests to think about. If 

at the end of the day I am not there to meet you, find a ship and sail to Melos without me, trust me 

when I say that one way or another I will survive and I will meet you there.” Vasos decided leaving no room for debate. “Now let us finish our bath and adjourn to our rooms, on the way I will make sure that the king sends someone to both of you so they may help you dress.” He smiled. 

Later that night Vasos stared at the large comfortable bed in his room happily as he watched the servant girl sleep for a moment longer before he threw on his clothes which were freshly cleaned for him by the staff. Heading out of his room Vasos couldn’t help but whistle with a little hop in his step after his fun time with the girl and the freshly washed clothes, it seemed like it had been forever since he had a great meal, good bath and pleasure of a beautiful woman in a luxurious bed. As he entered the dining hall he was just in time to see his two friends led into the room by another servant but he didn’t have a chance to talk with them because quickly the servant hustled them off into an adjacent room next to the dining hall where he was waiting for the king. Sevrrir and Sander looked up at him with slight smiles that were only hindered by the fact that they couldn’t directly speak with him, unfortunately the most he could do was share a look confirming that they were okay and somehow he sensed that their nights had been equally as fulfilling as his was which gave him a sense of relief for the moment. 

“Please sit.” Smiled King Relious entering the room shortly after the others left. “I realize that this must all seem very strange and I would like to put any of your fears to rest so is there anything I can do for you?” 

“No offense my lord but how about you cut to the chase and just tell me what you would ask of me? I have been charged with quests from the gods and already this has delayed my progress and I don’t know about you but I don’t think we should anger them.” Questioned Vasos getting to the point bluntly. 

“Indeed not, you are very direct, a trait that is often not found these days least of all in youth and especially when speaking to me, I respect that 

so I shall do the same. I need you to help steal a young woman for me and then make her fall in 

love with me using your powers.” The King stated frankly as he sat at the table to begin eating the massive breakfast laid out for them like there was nothing wrong with the strange request. 

Of all the things that the King might have requested Vasos was not prepared for that one, as such in took him completely by surprise stunning him into silence as he replayed the request in his head a few times, the kings wish seemed so incredulous that all he could do is stare at him for a moment with his mouth gapping unable to believe what the man was asking. This man, this king wanted to forget morality and desired for Vasos to do the same as he would be required to make someone’s freewill disappear subsequently making her a slave without her even knowing it. Not to mention that he would have to kidnap this individual as well. 

Sensing his hesitation the king quickly spoke again before Vasos could respond in anyway. “Before you say anything you should know that I am well aware that the children of 

Aphrodite can siren speak forcing people to do their will, I know this because I have caught 

many if not all of your siblings, regrettably each one of them was...unwilling to cooperate and forced my hand in a very unpleasant manner. Also you should know that at this very moment my men are apprehending your friends and they will have a very nice stay in my dungeon until you complete this task that I set you.” 

“That was a mistake.” Vasos smiled at the comment which instantly got him over his shock as he began eating the food himself, a reaction that baffled the king.  

“And why pray tell would you think it was a mistake? Tell me what is it you have to smile about? The fact that you are my prisoners? Or maybe it’s that I’ve killed so maybe of your siblings? As if on cue to a well-rehearsed play noise echoed through the hall from the next room giving answer to the king without Vasos having to a say anything, standing abruptly the king shot Vasos a dirty look that was mixed with a tinge of fear as he stomped over to the door flinging it 

open to find fifteen of his best guards running around on all fours and barking like dogs.

“Did you really believe we wouldn’t be prepared for some sort of treachery your majesty?” Vasos questioned still sitting at the table. “I will not have any leverage held over me. Now you will let me go.” 

“Your siren speak will not work on me or any of my soldiers while you were in the bath we took a special potion that makes us immune to your powers and as you have left your weapon in the room there is nothing you can do but be our prisoner.” He laughed evilly as ten soldiers flooded into the room surrounding Vasos. 

Pushing his seat away from the table Vasos stood up clam and evenly looking at each one of the soldiers in turn. “I give to the option to leave now, if you don’t leave I will be forced to hurt you, decide quickly while you still can.” 

“Do not fear him, there is nothing he can do! Take him down but keep him alive, he will do what I want or he shall endure pain beyond measure!” Demanded the king. 

Waiting for another minute Vasos just stared at them as slowly they entire group closed the circle they had formed around him. “I see you are all too foolish to do the right thing, you have made your choice so do not plea for mercy after this moment for you shall receive none.” 

Swiftly he jumps into the air all the way up to where he nearly touched the ceiling thirty feet above them, as he fell back towards the floor Vasos used the pull of gravity in conjunction with his great strength placing all of his force into a single punch that hit the floor so hard it shook the palace so violently that every single one of the soldiers lost their footing and fell down hit with a wave of debris from the shattered floor where Vasos had landed with the force of a meteor striking the Earth. Using the chaos to his advantage Vasos stretched out his hand patiently waiting until with a mighty boom his axe flew through the wall into his hand. 

“Now little tin king we will discuss a new proposal.” Said Vasos standing over Relious. 

“And aside from what I will demand I must wonder if it is I that will be charged with avenging my siblings that have fallen at your hands or if my mother will want to take that pleasure for herself.” 
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Chapter 15
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Our Dreams Turn To Nightmares

The drinking lasted far into the night, longer than Kol had planned but it was worth it. The three of them were bonded in friendship and family now with a sense of purpose when it came to not only the quest but in life itself. Kol had never been close to anyone in his life before and now that he had people in his life that he cared for it somewhat bothered him. He wouldn’t allow any harm to come to the new brothers if he could help it at all and there in laid the problem, any enemy could exploit this vulnerability and use it against him, it was a weakness that made him very anxious because he knew that he would give his life for theirs if it came to it. With that realization he knew that life was going to be much more dangerous for him from now on but even though he had worries about what would happen next he wouldn’t change it for the world. In the end there was something in his life that he didn’t even know he had wanted he finally had a real family. 

Walking into their room Kol couldn’t help but smile while looking at the other two demigods. They were sprawled out in awkward positions on the floor, clearly they had tried to make it to the beds but were unsuccessful. The funniest part was that they had ended up with their legs intertwined like the reason that they hadn’t reached the bed was because they tripped over one another. He laughed for a moment at the sight taking a mental picture before flopping down on one of the beds himself, as he laid in the soft sheet he yawned once before he was overtaken by sleep in less than a minute with his mind gratefully drifting into dreams. 

A cackling laugh shattered the silence of the room for a moment as an eerie shadow begins to emerge from the walls without waking the three heroes from their enchanted sleep. Moments later a five foot two woman stepped into the dim moonlit room, she had pure black eyes and ghostly ash white skin that gave her an overall ghostly look. Her brown hair was messy and tangled sticking out in multiple directions like she had just walked through a tornado. Like a predator she slowly took stock as she looked 

around the room at each of the three men for a moment. Creepily as she inspected each of them her mouth broke into a smile reveling two fangs that protruded further than the others and dripped slimy green drool down the sides of her mouth. Slowly she moved forward allowing her claw like nails that glimmered in the moonlight to hover just above them as she drew ever closer to the middle of the room to enact her fiendish plan. Reaching a spot that placed her in equal distance to each of them she looked from one two another, had anyone seen the sight from outside the room easily they would have thought that a ghost had come for the heroes, eerily her pure white shirt and shorts hung loosely on her body and rippled in the breeze from the window from time to time. 

“Which one of you will be first?” She questioned in a tone that could only be described as a hiss. “Perhaps it would be best to start with the pure hearted son of Thor. We shall see if you are as strong and moral as your father.” 

Half walking and half floating the creature approached Hallthor until standing over him she flipped him onto his back she used her powers to keep him asleep as she straddled his body. Once 

there she rubbed his chest for a moment while licking her lips before the hag of a woman leaned down to his face and breathed a white fog from her mouth which took on a life of its own a snaked around until it forced its way into his nose and mouth. For a moment Hallthor moved around in his sleep as if he was trying to escape but the woman held him firm breathing more fog into his mouth as she involuntary made him kiss her. 

In Hallthor’s dreams he is well respected and loved by everyone in Midgard and Asgard alike, proudly he stood in the hall of his fathers the great hall known as Bilskirnir. Thor stood off to the side beaming with pride as he and Kol walked down the aisle way with all of the people cheering vigorously, this without a doubt was the day he had been waiting for. Throughout the past years he, with the help of his adopted brother, had become the most famous demigod in all the worlds. Time and again they have defeated monsters and threats allowing them to save both Midgard and Asgard among other worlds. Now finally his day had come, today was the day that both he and Kol would be made immortal in the hall of their father, finally they would be full Asgardians and if that weren’t enough today he would also be crowned king, his father had chosen to pass on the throne and given it to him for all of his deeds. 

Standing at the back of the crowd silently staring was the woman from the room in real life, as she watched the ceremony her body shifted and changed shape until she was the perfect clone of Calder. 
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