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Chapter One



The night closed around Dolf as he got out of his black Porsche 911 Carrera S and headed out on the hunt for the werewolves sired by Fenris the wolf. At one time, it’d been all he’d lived for. As one of the warriors that Tiw, the Anglo-Saxon god and Sky Father, had charged to protect mortals from the beasts who hunted them, Dolf was good at what he did. A sword in his hand as he struck down his enemies was when he’d been his happiest—until he’d found Maggie.

Walking down one of the streets in Norwich, it appeared to be like any other one found in England. Except around here, one never knew what could be lurking in the dark shadows, ready to spring. It only took a single bite from one of Fenris’ get to change a mortal into what had attacked him.

Dolf kept his senses alert to his surroundings, hoping to come across his prey. There was one in particular he wished to find each night he hunted—the bastard who was the pack leader of the enemy. It was because of Stephen, that Maggie, Dolf’s would-be mate, was absolutely terrified of werewolves. That included Dolf, since Tiw had bestowed upon all of his warriors the ability to shift into what they hunted, to give them a better chance of taking down the beasts they faced.

If Dolf ever managed to get his hands on Stephen, he’d tear the fucker apart with his sharp teeth and claws while in werewolf form, before sinking his sword that had silver mixed with steel through his black heart. After abducting Maggie and keeping her prisoner in his pack’s den, it was what Stephen deserved. Dolf wouldn’t rest until he put the bastard down. He’d watch as Stephen’s body was consumed by Tiw’s god-fire, wiping him out of existence as if he’d never been.

Thoughts of Maggie and what she meant to Dolf had his wolf throwing back its head, howling mournfully. Both it and the man longed for their mate. He ached to seek her out at her parents’ house and pull her into his arms, and never let her go. But the way things now stood, that would never happen. He’d tried to see her shortly after he and his fellow warriors had rescued her, but all he’d gotten was the door slammed in his face, though not before he’d seen the terror in Maggie’s eyes. That had felt as if someone had taken a knife to his guts.

Catching a scent on the slight breeze blowing in his direction, Dolf slowed his steps. A werewolf was nearby, not the one he sought, but still one of his prey. The area he hunted, the homes were spaced out with large back gardens and ample places to hide in the shadows.

Dolf stopped in front of a house cloaked in complete darkness, giving away the fact that no one was home. He sniffed the air, following the scent trail to the side of the property. Several tall bushes were planted there, and the werewolf’s scent seemed to be coming directly from them.

He shook his head at the beast’s stupidity. Where he hid offered no protection, nor did it stop Dolf from being able to detect him. With stealthy movements, he worked his way to where his prey was concealed and willed his sword onto his back. He reached over his shoulder and grasped the handle to unsheathe it. The blade quietly hissed as it came free of its scabbard. The silver mixed with steel shone in the moonlight.

A blur of dark brown fur shot out from the bushes and charged Dolf. He deftly stepped out of the way, and at the same time, brought up his sword, catching the werewolf across its chest. The beast howled as its skin sizzled from making contact with the silver. Dolf expected another attack, but slowly lowered his weapon when the werewolf shifted to his human form.

“What the fuck,” his prey cried out while he pressed a hand to his wound and scowled.

To say this was unlike any normal werewolf behavior he’d witnessed would be an understatement. Fenris’ get usually didn’t back down, especially when confronted by one of Tiw’s warriors. Their pack members knew all about them.

“Tell me you did not just cut me with a fucking sword,” the werewolf spat.

Dolf frowned. “Ah, yeah, I did. It’s what I do.”

“So you go around jabbing it into innocent people, whenever you feel like it?”

Now, this was getting downright weird. “I’d hardly call you innocent. You’re a werewolf.”

The other man sniffed the air. “By your scent, I’d say you are too.”

It was Dolf’s turn to scowl. “I’m nothing like you. I can shift into werewolf form, but I’m one of the Anglo-Saxon god’s warriors.”

“A god? You expect me to believe that shit?”

Dolf was really confused now. “Are you playing some kind of a game to delay the inevitable? All the members of your pack know about me and my fellow warriors. You consider us the bad guys, because we kill as many of your kind as we can. It’s our job to protect mortals from Fenris’ get. And the best way to do that is to end your existence.”

The werewolf shook his head. “I haven’t a fucking clue what you’re talking about. I don’t know about any pack. I’ve been on my own.”

“How can you be? When was your first shift?”

“Two nights ago.”

Dolf gave the werewolf a direct look. “You should’ve been drawn to the pack’s den by instinct, after you were bitten. Then, on the night of the first full moon, you shift, while another pack member takes you out and watches over you as you claim your first victim.”

“You mean, kill someone?”

He nodded. “Yes. That’s what your kind live and breathe for—bloodlust and death.”

“No, man,” the werewolf said as he shook his head in denial. “No fucking way. I don’t want to kill anyone, though the idea of hunting down a rabbit, or even a deer, doesn’t sound too bad. But not people. Never that.”

Dolf felt as if everything he’d ever known about werewolves sired by Fenris went straight out the window. This newly turned didn’t match what one should be like. And the fact he hadn’t found the pack had Dolf wondering if it were no longer together. The night he and his fellow warriors had rescued Maggie, they’d learned the werewolves had become divided. Not all of them had liked Stephen being the leader.

He scratched his head. Dolf believed him. The werewolf didn’t show the typical aggression associated with his kind. Looking into his eyes, Dolf didn’t see the soul of a killer, either. “If that’s the case, I have to admit I haven’t a clue what to do with you. My gut is telling me you aren’t like the others.”

“Then let me just walk away.”

Dolf shook his head. “I can’t do that. You’re still a threat to mortals. You might not go around killing them, but one bite from you will turn them.”

The werewolf held up his hands as if to hold Dolf off. “I’m not going to do that. You have my word.”

“Shit,” Dolf said under his breath. He couldn’t do it. He couldn’t take the werewolf’s life just because of what he was. If Dolf did, it would make him no better than the beasts he hunted each night. He trusted his gut, and it usually wasn’t wrong. He couldn’t believe he was going to do this, but he didn’t see any alternative. “What’s your name?”

“Chris.”

“I’m Dolf. Well, Chris, I think you need to come with me. I can’t leave you running around loose, especially if you’re going around lurking in bushes.”

“I wasn’t doing that.” Chris gave him a sheepish look. “I-I was hiding.”

“From what?”

“You. You smell like a werewolf. I don’t know how the hell I know that, I just do. The encounter I had with the one who attacked me was more than enough.”

Dolf shook his head in disbelief. “It’s called instinct, Chris. And it goes to show you can’t be left to your own devices. Let’s go.”

“Where?”

“Nowhere bad. I have to bring you to someone who’ll have the final decision about your fate.”

Chris backed up a few steps. “Ah, I really don’t like the sound of that—deciding my fate. I’m not going anywhere with you if it means I’ll end up on the tip of your wickedly sharp sword.”

“What would you rather do? Wait around until you finally run into another of your kind? I can tell you right now, you’ll be considered weak and fair game. You’d come out the loser in a fight. And I know for a fact you wouldn’t survive it.”

A look of uncertainty flashed across Chris’ face before he blew out a deep breath. “All right, I’ll go with you, but you have to promise me you won’t just up and kill me without giving me a chance to defend myself. My life has gone to the loo enough already.”

Dolf held out his hand. “You have my word.”

Chris hesitated for a second before he closed his around Dolf’s and they shook. “I’m going to hold you to it.”

“It goes against my honor to do anything less. Come on, I have to stop somewhere first.” He sheathed his sword at his back and then willed it away.

He led Chris to his car. The other man whistled. “You have a sweet ride, Dolf. Any chance I can take it for a spin?”

“Not in this lifetime,” Dolf said with a snort. He aimed the remote on his keychain at the Porsche and pushed the button to unlock the doors. “Get in.”

Once they were both buckled in, Dolf started the car and drove away from the curb. He had no idea what Raed would say about him bringing a werewolf to the mansion, but Dolf still didn’t know what else to do. As their leader, and onetime king, Raed would have the final decision. But he had to make a stop before returning home.

Having driven this same route every night for the past couple of months, Dolf could do it with his eyes closed. It didn’t take too long to arrive at his destination. He pulled over to the side of the road and looked at the house across from where he was parked.

It was torture, but he couldn’t not go to Maggie’s house and check to make sure she was safe. She was his mate, and it was his right to protect her. Each time he came, he hoped like hell he’d be able to catch a glimpse of Maggie. Something just to tide him over for another day. So far, he’d driven away disappointed each time, and feeling as if he were no closer to making Maggie his.

Out of the corner of his eye, Dolf caught a shadowed figure walking down the sidewalk toward the house. His whole body seemed to come alive when he turned his head and saw it was Maggie. Alone. That had him growling softly as he shot out of the car and headed to intercept her before he could think about what he was doing.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing walking around outside at night by yourself?” he asked gruffly. “It’s not safe for you.”

Maggie came to a sudden stop, her eyes widening. “Stay away, Dolf. Leave me alone.”

Dolf fisted his hands at his sides, fighting the urge to pull her close. Standing in front of her, smelling the scent that was uniquely hers, made his cock go instantly rock hard. Inside, his wolf threw back its head and howled, longing for his mate, wanting to claim her. But he made no other move to get closer, not when he could smell her fear and hear the sound of her heart beating at too fast a rate.

“Then answer my question,” he said in an even tone, not wanting to scare Maggie any more than he knew she already was.

She took a step back. “It’s none of your business.”

Dolf had to stiffen his body to stop himself from closing the gap between them. “It is, and you know the reason why. Tell me,” he said through gritted teeth.

Maggie shook her head. “I won’t accept you. Not ever. I can’t.”

He showed no outward sign of how much her words had hurt him. It felt as if someone had taken his sword and stabbed him through the heart. “That might be so, but it doesn’t make it go away. Not for me. You’re my ma—”

She quickly cut him off before he could finish. “Don’t even say it. I don’t want to hear it.”

Dolf sighed. “I’ll let it go for now. Just tell me why you’re out here alone.”

Maggie looked undecided, but then she surprised him when she lifted her chin and met his gaze. “I’ve cowered enough. I’m not going to let what happened make me a virtual prisoner in my own home, scared to leave it in case I get taken again. I’m not going to live out the rest of my life being afraid of my own shadow. If I do, the bastard will have won.”

A surge of pride washed through Dolf. This was the Maggie he wanted to see, to get to know better, not the woman who looked at him with fear. He ran his gaze over her long, black hair and pretty face before he settled on her green eyes. He ached to touch her, to claim her kissable lips while he learned her taste.

“I commend you on what you’re doing, but it doesn’t make it any safer. Stephen is still out there. We have no idea where he is.”

Maggie’s face turned white, but she seemed to be keeping it together. The only other thing that gave her away was the scent of fear growing stronger on her skin. “I can’t keep looking over my shoulder. It’ll drive me crazy. I want my life back to the way it used to be before I’d learned werewolves existed…before I’d met you.”

Dolf took another shot to the heart. “I would never do anything to hurt you.” No longer able to keep his distance, he shifted closer. “I’d give up my life for you,” he said softly.

Maggie silently stared at him. Dolf looked into her eyes, trying to show her with his that he meant what he said. He’d been alone for so long, and now that she’d come into his life, he wasn’t going to give her up without a fight. They barely knew each other, but that didn’t mean she hadn’t impacted him greatly. He’d never be the same without her.

A moment seemed to pass between them when it looked as if Maggie really saw him for the first time. As if she’d seen past what he was and finally peered inside at the man, not the immortal werewolf warrior. Dolf slowly raised his hand, wanting to reach for her. To touch her skin. But the spell that had come over them suddenly shattered when a male voice called Maggie’s name.

“Maggie?” Chris called again as he crossed the street. “Is that really you?”

She tore her gaze off him and turned to the other man. A large smile spread across her face, one she’d never given to Dolf. “Chris! It seems like ages since I last saw you.”

Dolf held back the growl that threatened to rumble out of him as he watched his mate walk into Chris’ arms and hug him, giving another man what he so desperately craved.

Chris released Maggie and smiled. “I thought you were still in Canada, going to school. When did you get back?”

“A couple of months ago. After I finished university, I decided to come home.”

“Why didn’t you get in touch with me?”

Maggie took a quick glance at Dolf before she said, “I would have, but I got caught up in something. It’s okay now, though.”

Dolf cleared his throat loudly, not liking the idea of being left out of the conversation. “So, Chris, you know Maggie then?”

The werewolf nodded. “For quite some years now. We went to school together. We actually went out on a couple of dates, but decided very quickly we were better off as friends rather than boyfriend and girlfriend.”

Maggie looked at Dolf and then back to Chris again. “You know Dolf?”

Chris nodded. “We just recently met.”

Ignoring Dolf, Maggie said, “Oh. Look, I have to get back inside, but we should get together, Chris.”

“I’d love to. I’m just not sure when yet.” Chris’ gaze flicked over to Dolf. “How about I email you.”

“All right. You already have my address.” Maggie hugged Chris once more. “It was really nice seeing you again. Hope to hear from you soon.” Without a backward glance, she walked away and headed into the house.

Once she was out of sight, Dolf took hold of Chris’ arm and walked him back to the Porsche. He didn’t say anything until they were inside and driving away. Mostly because Dolf needed the time to get his emotions back under control. Seeing Maggie touching Chris so easily made Dolf want to rip the werewolf to shreds. And it had everything to do with him feeling jealous.

Finally calm enough to talk without a growl lacing his words, Dolf said, “Maggie and you are obviously close.”

“We are.”

“Well, the fact you are might’ve just saved your ass.”

“Why?”

“Maggie is my mate, and you’re going to help me get her over her fear of werewolves. In my book, you’ve just become a valuable tool. You’re going to show her that not all of us are bloodthirsty killers.”






Chapter Two



Maggie closed the door behind her and went straight up to her room. If felt as if her heart slammed against her ribs, it beat so hard. She walked over to the bed and sat. Holding out her hand, she saw it shook slightly.

It took almost a minute for her nerves to settle. Seeing the large figure of Dolf walking toward her had scared the crap out of her. Every time she thought about him, she remembered the pain and fear she’d suffered when the werewolf pack leader had abducted her. She didn’t know if she’d ever be able to disassociate one from the other, which wasn’t a good thing.

Maggie sighed and fell back on the bed. Being around Dolf had pulled her in two different directions. On one hand, she was afraid of him, and on the other, she found herself attracted to his good looks. Standing outside, for a brief moment, she’d finally been able to get past her fear long enough to actually see Dolf as just a man. And if she were being honest, she had to admit she’d liked what she’d seen.

If they’d met three or four months ago, she would’ve had no problem hooking up with him. He was everything she liked in a man—tall and muscular with a body she would’ve spent hours exploring with her lips and tongue. She would’ve enjoyed running her fingers through his short, wavy, reddish brown hair while staring into his brown eyes that were so dark they almost looked black. The old her would’ve held onto Dolf and never let him go, but not this new, scared version of her.

And it didn’t help that she was his mate. One of her closest friends, Cydney, who she’d gone to Ryerson University in Toronto with, was mated to Dolf’s best friend, Wulfric. So Maggie knew exactly what she meant to Dolf, and what it entailed to be claimed by him. Not that that was ever going to happen now. She could barely stand having him near her, and touching was completely out of the question. It would just make her more terrified.

She closed her eyes and felt a single tear leak out of the corner of one. Why did her life have to be so hard? After graduating from university, she’d been ready to embark on a new career as a journalist. Her future had looked so bright.

Roughly wiping away the wetness on her cheek, Maggie sat up. No longer would she allow herself to wallow in misery. She’d meant what she’d told Dolf about not letting Stephen win. She’d get her life back, slowly but surely. It would take some time, but in the end, she’d triumph. It was just too bad she still wouldn’t be able to tolerate Dolf when she did.

* * *

Dolf drove straight to the mansion he shared with his fellow warriors and their mates, along with Raed and Lexi’s daughter, Petra. Chris sat quietly next to him, which Dolf didn’t mind. He wasn’t really in the mood to talk.

At the end of the long drive that would take them up to the large house, Dolf stopped his car and turned to Chris. “This is as far as I can go with you right now. Tiw protects our home from Fenris’ get, from your type of werewolves. I’m going to call to him and see if he’s willing to let you through. And I’m not sure what he’ll want to do, to make sure you won’t be a threat.”

“Then why bring me here?”

“Because, as I’ve said before, we can’t allow you to run loose. You’ll be safer here too.”

Chris turned his head and looked at Dolf. “Then there’s the fact you want to use me to help win over Maggie.”

Dolf clenched the steering wheel tighter, turning his knuckles white. “Yes.”

“What happened? How did she learn about werewolves?”

He ground his teeth for a few seconds before he answered, “A couple of months back, Maggie was taken by the pack leader of Fenris’ get. It…traumatized her. My fellow warriors and I infiltrated the den and managed to free her, but the damage had already been done. She can’t stand to be near me because of what I am.”

“So you want me to spend time with her, then spring it on her that I’m one of the creatures she fears,” Chris said as a statement and not as a question.

“Basically.”

The werewolf shook his head. “I don’t think it’ll work. I know Maggie better than you do.”

Dolf growled low in his throat, instinctively not liking the idea that another male was closer to his mate. “Why won’t it?” he asked in a strained voice.

“Maggie sometimes doesn’t get over things easily. She’s a sensitive person. She’s more likely to run scared once she finds out what I’ve become, not get past it, no matter how much time I spend with her.”

“Then you’re just going to have to work harder. We both are.”

“Whatever. Don’t be surprised if it backfires in your face.”

Deciding to let the subject of Maggie drop for now, Dolf called, “Tiw, I need you to allow this werewolf to pass through your protection.”

Tiw’s voice filled his head a few seconds later. Why should I do this?

“He’s not like the others of his kind. After talking with him, it looks as if Fenris’ get are no longer staying together in a pack. He’s newly turned and has been on his own. He needs to be protected from the other werewolves. I don’t think he’s any danger to us or to mortals.”

I’ll be the judge of that. I will not put the others at risk just because you want to use this werewolf’s help to claim your mate.

Of course, Tiw would know Dolf’s other reason for bringing Chris home with him. Tiw was a god, after all. “I wouldn’t have brought him here if I thought he’d turn on us.”

There was a moment of silence before Tiw said, We shall see.

Chris jerked and stiffened as he clutched his head. He moaned low in his throat as if in pain. “Fuck,” he said. “I can feel him digging around inside my brain.”

It didn’t seem to take Tiw long to find out what he wanted, because Chris slumped in the seat less than a minute later.

You’re right, Dolf. Chris is no threat to anyone. Keep him at the mansion. I’ll need to discuss this turn of events with Raed. If the werewolf pack is no more, and Chris’ non-bloodthirsty nature is the cause of being alone, it changes how we’ll have to view the enemy from here on out. I’ve adjusted my protection so Chris will be able to come and go. Tell Raed I’ll be in contact with him later.

Dolf felt Tiw’s presence in his head vanish. He turned to Chris to see the other man staring at him wide-eyed. “I take it you heard everything Tiw told me?” Dolf asked.

Chris nodded. “Ah, yeah.” He then smiled. “That was bloody amazing. I heard an actual god’s voice in my head.”

Putting the car back in gear, Dolf continued down the drive. He chuckled before he said, “It is, isn’t it?” He pulled up to the large, detached garage and parked. “Now—I hope you understand that Tiw wanting you to remain here means you have to stay away from your family and friends. You could put them at risk if you don’t.”

“That won’t be a problem. I realized that early on. It’s only me and my mum when it comes to family. I moved out a couple of years ago, so she’s not expecting me home tonight or anything. I just need to get some of my things from my flat.”

“We can do that tomorrow, after you email Maggie about setting up a time to see her again.”

“Fine, but I still don’t think this is going to work.”

Dolf got out of the car and waited for Chris to walk around it before he headed for the front door of the mansion. “We’ll see.” Once they were inside the spacious foyer, he continued to speak. “Besides me, there are five other warriors who have pledged to serve Tiw. Raed, Algar, Garrick and Wulfric are mated, while Brand and I aren’t. Raed and Lexi have a daughter. Garrick’s mate, Nika, is pregnant with their first child.”

“And you’re all immortal?” Chris asked. “What about your mates?”

“Yes, we are. Once we claim the women who are ours, Tiw grants them immortality and immunity against a werewolf’s bite.”

“Just how old are you?”

“I’ve been around since the 500s A.D. Same with my fellow warriors. Raed is our leader. When we were mortals, he was our king.”

Hearing the sound of voices coming from the living room, Dolf went to walk in that direction when Chris stopped him with a hand on his arm. He looked at the other man. “What?”

“You said Raed was your king. What is Raed short for?”

“Raedwald.”

“Holy fuck. Are you telling me he’s the Raedwald? The one who was once King of East Anglia?”

Dolf smiled. “You know your history. And yes, he is.”

“I’ve lived here my entire life. We were taught the local history in school.”

“Well, you’ll meet the others when they return. They’re still out hunting and won’t be back until much later. I’ll introduce you to the women.”

After he and Chris walked into the living room and he’d filled the women in as to why he’d brought a werewolf home, Dolf found himself cornered by Cydney. Lexi, Kamryn and Nika had already taken Chris upstairs to get him settled in the spare bedroom.

“So did you go to Maggie’s place?” Cydney asked. “I’m sure you made time to do that, especially since you finished hunting early.”

Dolf nodded. “Yeah, I did. And I spoke with her too.”

“She actually let you in the house?”

“No. She was outside. By herself.” Just saying that brought a snarl to his lips.

“You mean outside-outside? In the dark?”

“Yes. I told her not to do it again, that it isn’t safe for her.” Cydney punched him in the chest. He scowled as he rubbed the offended area. “Ouch. What was that for?”

“Why did you tell her something stupid like that? Do you know how hard I had to work just to convince her to leave the house, especially at night? So far, she’s been able to keep what’d happened to her a secret from her parents, but lately, they’ve noticed a change in Maggie. They were asking questions about her no longer going out to the club, and why she’d stopped meeting up with Carol and Ali, her other two best friends.” Cydney punched him again. “If you’ve caused her to backtrack, I’m going to get Wulfric to beat your ass for me.”

Dolf rolled his eyes. “He can try, but I’ll do more of the ass beating than him, and he knows it. Relax. I doubt I caused any damage, though I have every right to protect Maggie, since she’s my mate. She told me she’s done cowering. She’s not going to let Stephen win.”

“Good. And just a suggestion, you’d better cool it on the whole mate thing whenever you’re around Maggie. She’s nowhere near ready for it. If you push it, you’ll only succeed in driving her away.”

He ran a hand through his hair. “I’ll try, but it’s hard, Cydney. I fucking hate seeing the fear in her eyes every time I’m near her.”

Cydney gave him a sad look. “I know, Dolf. You just have to be patient. She’ll get over it eventually.”

He blew out a breath. “To be honest, after talking to her tonight, I’m beginning to doubt that’ll ever happen. She said she’d never accept me.”

“She just feels that way now. Give her some space.”

“I’ve done that, and look where that’s gotten me—nowhere. If I want Maggie as my own, I’m going to have to try another tactic. That’s part of the reason why I brought Chris here.”

“What does Chris have to do with Maggie?” Cydney asked.

“They’re…friends,” he snarled. “I guess they went to school together.”

“He’s that Chris? Maggie’s told me about him. Does she know what he is?”

“No, and she doesn’t need to right now. So don’t go and tell her. Chris can hang out with Maggie, continue their friendship, then later, he can reveal what he is. Hopefully, the more time he spends with her, the less likely she’ll be to fear him once she knows.”

Cydney gave him a questioning look. “And where exactly will you be while Chris is out with Maggie?”

“I’ll be joining them.”

“Of course,” she said with an accompanied eye roll. “Just be prepared for it if it doesn’t work.”

“It will, because it has to. I can’t let her go, Cyd,” he said softly.

Wulfric’s mate stood on her tiptoes and pressed a kiss to his cheek. “I know, and deep down inside, I think Maggie knows it too.”

“I hope so.”

Cydney smiled. “I guess I’ll give Maggie a call and see how she’s feeling.”

Dolf watched her walk away. With his sensitive hearing, he heard the sound of Petra crying upstairs. He left the living room and headed for the staircase. Having a little snuggle with the baby might be just what he needed right now.

* * *

Maggie read the email Chris had sent her for a second time. She sat on her bed with her laptop balanced on her thighs. In a way, she wasn’t surprised he’d been in contact with her so quickly after she’d encountered him the night before. It’d been a long time since she’d last seen him. Besides Carol and Ali, she’d emailed Chris on a regular basis while she’d been in school in Toronto. The only thing she had a problem with was whether or not she wanted to accept his offer to go somewhere for coffee.

She hadn’t gone out much to anywhere since “the incident,” as she liked to refer to it. As long as she didn’t think of it beyond that, it kept her from feeling as if she’d have a panic attack. Maggie had told herself she’d no longer hide, would not let her fear control her, but it was easier said than done.

With a deep breath, she clicked reply on the email and sent Chris a message back, saying she’d meet with him this afternoon, before she could talk herself out of it. That done, she closed her laptop and placed it next to her on the bed.

The new mobile phone her father had bought for her rang. Maggie snatched it off the bedside table and saw it was Cydney calling. She answered it, and said, “Calling to check in on me again, Cyd?”

Her friend laughed. “Maybe I am.”

“You did that last night. Nothing has changed since then.”

“I thought I’d see if you were still okay, with having seen Dolf, I mean.”

Maggie stiffened at his name, but forced herself to relax. “I managed, all right?”

“Will you still be able to do that if you see him again?”

“Probably, I guess. But does it matter? It’s not as if I’m going to go out of my way to be around him.”

Cydney sighed. “You’re not going to get rid of Dolf that easily. He will not give up.”

Maggie closed her eyes as an image of Dolf’s handsome face rose inside her mind. Just as quickly as it had formed, she pushed it away. “He has to.”

“I won’t push,” her friend said, “but don’t discount him entirely. He’s waited hundreds of years to find you, Maggie. The man is in love with you, and he’d never do anything to hurt you. Ever.”

She bit back her gut reaction to tell Cydney she had to be lying. Instead, she said, “Be that as it may, it won’t work.”

“I’m going to let it go for now, mostly because I know you aren’t going to change your mind at this point about Dolf. So for a new topic, you have anything planned for today?”

“Actually, I do. I’m going out for coffee with someone.”

“Does that someone happen to go by the name of Chris?”

Maggie scowled, even though Cydney wouldn’t be able to see it through the phone. “How did you know?”

“Dolf. He told me he was with Chris when he saw you last night.”

“Oh, yeah. I’m trying to forget Dolf was there. The only thing I’d like to know is how those two met. Chris doesn’t exactly have a lot in common with Dolf.”

“You’d be surprised,” Cydney said. “Anyway, I’m glad to hear you’re going out with him. It’ll be good for you.”

“Whatever you do, Cyd, don’t tell Dolf.”

“Why?”

“Because I have a feeling if he knew, he’d try to find me.”

“Ah…I—”

“I mean it, Cydney. Not a word. And don’t say anything to Wulfric, either. I know how close he is to Dolf.”

Her best friend sighed. “Since you’ve now told me not to, I won’t. Okay?”

“Good.”

“I’ll let you go. Try to have a good time with Chris. Getting out into the world again is just what you need.”

“Talk to you later.” Maggie ended the call. Even though she felt a bit of uneasiness about seeing Chris, she knew she had to take this step. And Chris was the best person—other than Cydney—to do it with. He was safe. She didn’t have to worry about him shifting into a creature that made her blood run cold.






Chapter Three



Her mum had been overjoyed when Maggie had told her she’d be going out with Chris. When the time had come for her to leave, her mother had told her not to hurry back. Then, she’d been practically shoved out the door with a set of car keys dropped into her hand.

Now parked in front of the coffee shop, Maggie tried to calm her skittish nerves. “It’s only Chris,” she told herself. He was nothing like Dolf. They’d catch up on each other’s lives and have a few laughs. Nothing scary about that at all.

Finished with her pep talk to herself, she got out of the car and headed inside the building. A quick look around the not overly large, open concept room, she spotted Chris sitting at one of the tables. He must’ve seen her at the same time, because he suddenly smiled and waved. She wound her way through the room to where he was seated.

“You made it,” Chris said.

“I wouldn’t stand you up.”

Once she’d taken a seat in the chair across from him, he asked, “What would you like? It’s my treat.”

“Surprise me.”

Chris nodded, then stood. “Okay. I’ll be right back.”

Maggie watched him walk toward the counter near the front of the shop. After he slipped into the end of the line of customers waiting to be served, she turned back around in her chair. She did a quick scan, looking at the faces closest to her—searching for the werewolf who’d abducted her. Not that she wished to see it. That would be a nightmare if she did. No, she merely never wanted to be caught off-guard again.

Chris soon returned with two cups of steaming coffee. Maggie took a deep breath in as she accepted one from him. “Mmm, I smell vanilla.”

“I got us French Vanilla, to be exact. And yours has double cream and no sugar.”

“Just the way I like it.” She took a small sip, enjoying the taste of the hot beverage.

“So,” Chris began, “are you back in the UK for good, or are you returning to Canada?”

Maggie took another drink before she met Chris’ gaze. “I reckon I’m going to stay here. For now, anyway. I doubt I’ll live abroad again.”

“I guess that means you’ll be looking for a job.”

She nodded. “Yeah. I need to. I can’t stay with my parents forever. Besides, I was basically living on my own in the university dorm. What about you? What have you been up to lately?”

Chris shrugged. “Not much. I’m what you would call in-between jobs right now.”

Maggie scanned the room again before she returned her attention to Chris. “What about a girlfriend?”

He chuckled. “I’m in-between those as well. Would you like to apply for the position?”

She rolled her eyes and laughed. “We tried that, remember? We probably wouldn’t make it past a week.”

“You’re more than likely right,” Chris said with a chuckle.

The conversation turned to other things, and Maggie felt herself relax more and more. If she didn’t think about it, it was almost as if “the incident” had never happened. Chris had her laughing with his good sense of humor. The time flew by, their coffees long since drunk.

As they stood to leave, Maggie said, “We should do this again real soon. I always have a good time with you, Chris.”

“Definitely. I missed you while you were in school in Toronto.”

Walking toward the door with Chris at her side, Maggie happened to glance out the front window of the shop. What she saw, more like who she saw, outside looking in, had her coming to a sudden standstill. She had a split second of fear skittering down her spine before it turned into her becoming ticked off.

“Goddamn him,” she said as she hurried out of the coffee shop, leaving Chris behind.

Outside, Maggie’s gaze latched onto Dolf’s retreating back. She walked faster as he ducked into the alley between the shop and the building next to it. She didn’t hesitate to follow.

“Dolf!” she called, bringing him to a stop. He slowly turned around to face her as she closed some of the distance between them. “Were you spying on me?”

“I wouldn’t call it that…more like…watching over you.”

“Well, stop it. I don’t need you doing that.”

“I have to make sure you’re safe.”

“I was with Chris. He’s harmless, and I doubt he’ll bring the kind of trouble you will.”

Dolf shook his head. “It doesn’t matter. I protect what’s mine.”

That last part had Maggie seeing red. She stomped toward him until they were toe-to-toe. Forgetting about the fear she felt toward this man, she poked him in the chest. “This will stop now. Do you understand me? I’m not yours, nor will I ever be. Get that through your thick head. You might feel as though I’m your mate, but I’m not attracted to you in the slightest.”

Maggie had the feeling she might’ve pushed Dolf too far when he lowered his head until they were almost nose-to-nose, and said, “Prove it.”

His lips closed over her own, stealing her breath away. He was gentle at first, not demanding in any way. As Dolf continued to move his mouth along hers, as if trying to coax a response from her, Maggie closed her eyes and sighed.

Dolf seemed to take that as an invitation to deepen the kiss. His tongue swept along the seam of her lips, begging for entrance. She opened, her body seeming to sway closer as her nipples tightened under her shirt.

His tongue twined with hers, as if Dolf were thoroughly tasting her. Maggie felt herself being swept away on a tide of desire. But that soon ended when he wrapped his arms around her and held her tight against his body. Feeling suddenly trapped and overwhelmed, she pushed at Dolf’s chest, a whimper of fear bubbling out of her.

She yanked her mouth away from his. But lifting her gaze to meet Dolf’s, and seeing his eyes had gone wolf—the irises taking up most of the whites—Maggie lost it. She cried out, hitting and punching Dolf until he let her go. Once he did, she lurched away, feeling as if she were on the verge of hyperventilating.

“Maggie,” Dolf said softly. “It’s okay. Just slow your breathing down, baby.”

A cold sweat broke out over her body as her chest rapidly rose and fell at too fast a pace. She started to feel a bit lightheaded. But she couldn’t tear her gaze off Dolf’s eyes, even after they’d returned to normal. And it was as if she’d become frozen in place.

“Maggie,” he said again. “Talk to me. You’re not in any danger.” He stepped closer and ran the back of his fingers down her cheek.

The simple touch was enough to have her snapping out of the terror that’d taken her over. She shook her head as tears welled in her eyes. “I can’t. Not ever again.”

“Yes, you can. We just have to take it slow, really slow. You were fine up until the time I held you close.”

“I’m damaged goods, Dolf,” she said, her voice choked.

“We’ll work through this. We’re meant to be together.”

Tears streaming down her face, Maggie walked away backward. “You have to let me go.” She swung around and ran out of the alley, feeling as if she’d just made a huge mistake.

*

Dolf ground his teeth together so hard his jaw ached as he held back the howl of sorrow that wanted to break free. He’d been so damn close. He’d had Maggie responding to him. The scent of her arousal had gone straight to his head, making him crave more of his mate. He still had the taste of her on his tongue, and it made his cock hard as a rock.

He turned and slammed the bottom of his fist against the brick wall in front of him. Now that he’d kissed Maggie, and had her return it with equal passion, he couldn’t walk away. He wanted nothing more than to hold her in his arms and make love to her, hear her call his name as she came. And he wanted that forever with her—the one that Tiw would give them.

Dolf smacked the wall once more before he headed out of the alley to the sidewalk. Once there, he searched for Chris and found the werewolf standing in front of the coffee shop.

“I take it things didn’t work out well,” Chris said as Dolf approached.

“No, not really. It’s my fault, though. I jumped the gun a bit and scared her.”

“Maggie looked pretty upset when she left.”

“Fuck. This is killing me.”

Chris met his gaze. “Tell me what happened to her. You haven’t told me much other than she’s your mate and she’s afraid of werewolves, because of the pack leader abducting her. What did he do to her?”

Dolf jerked his head for Chris to follow him as he started down the sidewalk toward his car. “We really don’t know for sure, because she refuses to talk about it, even with Cydney.”

“He didn’t…” Chris’ words trailed off.

“No. That much we’re sure of, but if we hadn’t gotten her out of the den when we had, I’m sure that wouldn’t have been the case. Though the bastard had smacked her around a bit. Typical behavior for Fenris’ get. They’re nothing but beasts.”

Chris cleared his throat loudly. “Ah, not all. Remember what I am.”

Dolf looked at the other man and chuckled. “I did forget there, for a little while.” Now at his car, he used the remote to unlock the doors. “Still no bloodthirsty yearnings?”

“No,” Chris said with a smile. “Though, there’s been one thing I’ve felt since you took me to your place.”

“And what’s that?”

They were both inside the car before Chris answered Dolf’s question. “It’s kind of hard to describe. Being around you, Raed, Algar, Garrick, Wulfric and Brand, it feels as if I were meant to be with you. After I’d been bitten, I had this faint sensation of needing to be some place.”

Dolf furrowed his brow. “You told me you’d never felt drawn to the werewolf pack’s den.”

“I’d lied, all right? Only about that part, mostly because I was sweating bullets when you told me those things about the werewolves. And then, when you took me to the mansion, I wasn’t sure if I should say anything or not.”

“Why?”

“A couple of days ago, I’d followed where my gut had told me to go.” Chris paused. “I’d wound up at the end of the drive to your mansion.”

Dolf couldn’t believe what he heard. “You’re telling me you were drawn there?”

“Yeah. I didn’t try to proceed any farther, though everything inside me told me that was where I belonged. I kinda figured I was losing my mind, since the area was too rich for me, and I didn’t know anyone in that neighborhood.”

“I’ll be damned,” he said with a chuckle. “From what you just told me, I’d say my fellow warriors and I somehow became your pack. You’re one fucked up werewolf.”

“Screw you,” Chris said with no heat in his words. “So are you going to tell the others what I just told you?”

“Of course, and I think Tiw should be told as well. It looks as if we might be stuck with you, because once werewolves find their pack, they typically don’t leave it.”

“What’ll you do if others like me show up, thinking the same thing I did? Will you take them in?”

Dolf snorted. “No fucking way. I hate to say it, Chris, but I think you’re an anomaly. Out of the hundreds of years I’ve hunted my prey, not once has one been anything like you. Not ever. For some unknown reason you turned out to be a good werewolf. Maybe that’s why you ended up going to the mansion. But I do have to say if others of Fenris’ get come and they are the typical bloodthirsty beasts, it’ll make it that much easier to take them down.”

“What shall I do?”

“Do?”

“Yeah, what should I be doing to help in your battle against Fenris’ get? I can shift into a werewolf and wolf form just like you and the others. I can fight on your side.”

Dolf was about to put the car into first gear, but stopped at Chris’ words. “No. You’d never survive one night.”

“Then teach me how to take one of them down. I didn’t ask to be turned. Being a werewolf has made my life a bloody mess, until I met you, that is. I think I have the right to hold a grudge against them, and I want to do something about it.”

“I can understand you feeling that way, but being able to fight with teeth and claws sometimes isn’t enough. Besides, when you shift, you lose your ability to think and speak like a human. You’re more beast than man, unlike Tiw’s warriors.”

“The hell you say,” Chris said vehemently. “That’s bullshit. In my werewolf and wolf forms, I don’t lose any of that. The only thing I can’t do is talk while I’m a wolf. Other than that, it’s still me inside, thinking, knowing the difference between right and wrong.”

Dolf found himself shocked for a second time in a matter of minutes. “I need you to prove that to me. Shift into your werewolf form.”

Chris looked out the car windows before he turned his gaze back on Dolf. “Now? Are you fucking crazy? It’s daylight and someone might see me.”

“Of course not. We’ll go where no one will be around.”

Dolf drove them to the back of a small commercial building that was out of business and closed down. “All right. Show me.”

Chris’ eyes turned wolf as his body blurred and shifted into his werewolf form. Much larger than when in his human one, he now took up a lot more space in the Porsche. He met Dolf’s gaze squarely, then said in a gruffer, deeper voice, “See, I still have the ability of speech. And I haven’t turned into a ravenous beast.”

“Fucking hell,” Dolf said as he shook his head. Chris was so different from other werewolves it wasn’t even funny. “Okay, you’ve given me all the proof I need, but that still doesn’t mean you’re capable of taking down prey. For one thing, if anything happened to you, Maggie would never forgive me.”

“Then train me. I’m a quick learner.”

“No.”

All of a sudden, a sheathed sword appeared on Chris’ lap, and Tiw’s voice filled Dolf’s head. Teach him to be a warrior. Then he was gone.

“I heard Tiw,” Chris said with a satisfied looking smirk. “He’s given me a sword and has told you to show me how to use it. I don’t think you can tell him no without getting your arse in trouble.”

Chris was right. Dolf couldn’t ignore what was basically an order from Tiw. He sighed. “Fine, but don’t expect me to take it easy on you. And just to let you know, out of all of Tiw’s warriors, I’m the one best known for being the fighter.”

“Bring it on. You can be as much of a wanker as you want, but I won’t give up.”

Dolf snorted. “All right, tough guy. Let’s get back to the mansion and see just what you’re made of.”






Chapter Four



After arriving home, Maggie sat in the car for not quite a minute before she felt as though she’d herself pulled together enough to face her mother. It’d taken almost the entire drive home to get her body to stop shaking.

She took a deep, calming breath and opened the driver’s door before she stepped out onto the driveway. If she were honest with herself, she’d admit some of the shaking had to do with the kiss she and Dolf had shared. Kissing him had been like nothing she’d experienced with other men. It’d made her crave more of him, to rub up against him and relieve the ache that had pounded deep inside her pussy. But then, he’d put his arms around her and his eyes had gone wolf, which had ruined it all.

Maggie walked to the front door of the house and opened it. After she stepped inside, she heard the sound of her mother’s voice coming from the living room. She headed in that direction and found the door to that room open. Stepping into it, her gaze landed on the two people who were there with her mum, which caused her to draw up short.

Her mother noticed her first. “Maggie, you’re home. Cydney and Wulfric stopped by for a visit. I told them you were out, but they decided to hang around until you got back. And they brought someone with them.” When Maggie didn’t make a move to proceed any farther into the room, her mum said, “Don’t just stand there. Come and say hello. You don’t want to be rude.”

Maggie walked around the couch to where Cydney and Wulfric sat. It wasn’t until she stood in front of them did she see what at first glance looked like a large dog sitting at Cydney’s feet. After a second look at it, once it had come to its paws, Maggie realized she’d been wrong. That was no dog, but a wolf. She would’ve backed out of the room as fast as she could, but before she had the chance, the animal closed the distance between them and sniffed and licked her hand.

Her mother chuckled. “It looks as if you have a new friend,” she said. “He seems to like you.”

Maggie met Cydney’s gaze as the wolf’s head butted her in the leg as if he wanted her to pet him. “Cyd, who—” she cleared her throat, “—what’s his name?”

Her friend gave her a smile that said she knew damn well Maggie didn’t like being put in a situation like this. “It’s Brand. Oh, and by the way, he needs to go outside. Why don’t you take him, Maggie.”

“Take him out to the back garden, dear,” her mum said. “He really is friendly.”

Before Maggie could protest, the wolf gently took her wrist in his mouth and pulled her toward the room’s entrance. Not wanting to make a scene her mother would question, she went along with him. But once outside in the hallway, she tried to jerk her arm free. The fear that seemed to be never too far away slowly threatened to take her over.

“Stop,” she hissed.

Brand ignored her and towed her along until they reached the door that led to the garden at the back of the house. He released her then. Maggie quickly opened it and stood to the side, hoping against hope he’d continue on without her. And then, she’d shut him out of the house.

That plan backfired when Brand maneuvered behind her and used his body to push her out the doorway. Once outside, she stomped across the grass to a section of the garden sheltered from the house and neighbors by some large trees along with some hedges. The wolf caught up and kept pace with her.

Maggie came to a stop after she was certain no one would be able to see them and turned to face the animal that looked up at her. “All right. What do you think you’re doing? And don’t just stare at me like that. I know you understand me. Cydney told me you guys can, even after you shift.”

Her heart felt as if it leapt into her throat as the wolf’s body blurred and a large man with long, black hair that fell past his shoulders, took its place. His dark, blue-eyed gaze met hers. She vaguely remembered Brand when the warriors had rescued her from the werewolves’ den.

“Fixing you,” he said in a deep voice.

At his short answer, Maggie remembered Cydney telling her Brand only spoke when he had something to say, and when he did, it was short and to the point.

“How?” She yelped as he shifted back into a wolf, licked her hand, then just as quickly, turned back into a man.

“Like this. I’m going to keep doing this until you’re no longer afraid of me. And in turn, of Dolf.”

True to his word, Brand shifted half a dozen times into his wolf form, then back to human again. Each time, he urged her to touch him in some way. By the sixth one, Maggie had to admit seeing him as a wolf didn’t seem quite as scary. She could handle it now.

But her fear returned in a sudden rush when Brand shifted from wolf to werewolf form. She opened her mouth as if to scream, only to have a large, furred hand clamp over it, silencing her before any sound escaped.

“No, Maggie,” Brand said in a gruffer sounding voice than his normal one. “Look at me.”

She shook her head as her eyes widened, while she breathed at a fast pace through her nose. He was so much bigger in this form, scarier, standing at almost seven feet, looking half human and half wolf.

Brand pulled his hand away from her mouth and took hold of her chin, forcing her to meet his wolf-eyed gaze. “Look at me,” he repeated. “I won’t hurt you.”

“I can’t,” she whispered.

“Yes, you can. I’m not hurting you. You’re perfectly safe.”

With her chin held firmly in Brand’s grip, Maggie didn’t have much choice but to stare at him. She looked into his eyes. Even though they were those of a wolf, she didn’t see anything feral in them. If anything, they stared back at her with patience lurking in their depths.

By degrees, her heart rate slowed until it almost beat normally. Her fear didn’t completely disappear, but she was no longer terrified. It still didn’t mean she was ready to accept a man like Brand, or Dolf, into her life with open arms, though.

“Better?” he asked.

She nodded and swallowed. “Yes.”

“Then you’ll see Dolf,” Brand stated.

“No.”

“Yes, you will. You’re his mate.” He let go of her chin.

“It doesn’t matter. Just because I’ve gotten a little over seeing you like this…” she let her words trail off before she waved her hand up and down in front of him, “…I don’t want to be a part of what you are. What Dolf is. I ended up in the middle of it once. What are the chances it’ll happen again?”

“It won’t. The Anglo-Saxon god, Tiw, protects the mansion. Cydney doesn’t feel as if she’s in danger.”

“That’s because Cydney is Cydney, and she loves Wulfric.”

“You’ll love Dolf.”

“I can’t take that risk.”

“He’s your mate,” Brand said as if that were the answer to everything.

“So? It doesn’t matter. I don’t love him. I barely know him.”

“Only because you refuse to give him a chance. If you did, you’d see he’s yours.”

Feeling frustrated, Maggie asked sharply, “Why do you care whether I’m with Dolf or not? It doesn’t affect you.”

Brand shifted into his human form. “I care because I know what it’s like to find your mate, and then have to keep your distance. To watch her from afar while aching to hold her in your arms. It’s hell. I don’t want that for Dolf. He’s my family and I look out for him. All of them.”

Maggie was a little taken aback by Brand’s admission. While he’d spoken, a look of such longing and desperation had flashed across his face. She felt tempted to try to comfort him in some way, but it disappeared before she could do anything.

Brand took a step back. “That’s why I want you to give Dolf a chance. He needs you, Maggie. His life will be a living hell without you.”

His body blurred and he was once again a wolf. Without a sound, he loped away toward the house. She silently followed, his words running through her head.

* * *

Just before their guests left, Cydney managed to corner Maggie in the kitchen while Wulfric and Brand kept her mother busy. It wasn’t a surprise to Maggie—she knew her best friend wouldn’t leave without hearing what’d happened out in the back garden with Brand.

“So spill,” Cydney said in not too loud of a voice, “did Brand help you with, you know what? I noticed once you two came back inside he sat at your feet, and that you were petting him.”

Maggie sighed. “I’ll admit I have no problem seeing him in his wolf form.”

“And the other?”

“I’m not going to say it didn’t scare the bejesus out of me, because it did. But he forced me to take a good look at him. I’m no longer terrified out of my wits, only very uneasy.” She paused. “I don’t think I can do it, Cyd. I don’t think I can get over it enough to ever consider having Dolf in my life. Though, Brand said I need to give Dolf a chance. He doesn’t want Dolf to go through what he has.”

Cydney’s brow furrowed. “What do you mean?”

“Brand said he doesn’t want Dolf to have to go through life knowing I’m his mate, and him not being able to be with me like Brand can’t be with his.”

A shocked expression settled on Cydney’s face. “He actually said that to you?”

“Yeah.”

“Holy shit, Maggie, he’s never told any of us about it. That would explain why he goes off during the day, every day, without telling anyone where he’s going. Apparently, he’s been doing it for years, before Raed met Lexi. They always assumed Raed was the first one to find his mate. Obviously, Brand was.”

Maggie bit her bottom lip. “Ah, Cyd, maybe you shouldn’t tell the others. He didn’t say it was a secret or anything, but if he’s kept quiet about it, he might not want it as common knowledge.”

“I’ll just tell Wulfric.”

“No, promise me you’ll keep this just between us. If you don’t, I’ll tell Wulfric what you did in that bar during our second year of university in Toronto.”

“You wouldn’t.”

“I would.”

“So not fair. I was shitfaced drunk and so was the guy.”

“Then promise.”

Cydney sighed dramatically. “Fine, you win. I promise I won’t say a word, not even to Wulfric.”

“Good.”

“And since you managed to wrangle that out of me, I want you to do something for me.”

Maggie looked at her friend suspiciously. “What?”

“Come spend the night at the mansion tonight.”

“Cyd—”

“Don’t say no. Most of the night, it’ll be just the girls. Us, along with Lexi, Kamryn and Nika. And baby Petra, of course. You can get dropped off after the guys go out hunting.”

“And where would I sleep?”

“There’s a guest bedroom. Yeah…you can stay there.”

“What about Dolf?” Maggie asked. “He’s going to know I’m there.”

Cydney chuckled. “Oh yeah, he’ll know you are.” She then sobered. “Don’t worry about him. I’ll take care of him for you. Just say yes, or I’ll get Brand in here to harass you until you do.”

Maggie wouldn’t put it past Cydney to do just that. And she had a feeling Brand would go along with it. He came across as the type of person not to back down from something he had his mind set on. “All right, you win. You know I’m going to find this hard as hell to do. I don’t know if I’m even ready to take this step. Christ, I really haven’t walked out of the house these last two months until earlier today.”

Cydney hugged her. “I know, Mags. And I’m proud of you. I swear you won’t regret this.”

“I hope you’re right. Give me a call when the coast is clear. I’m sure my dad won’t mind dropping me off.”

Wulfric appeared in the kitchen doorway and looked at Cydney. “Are you ready to go?”

His mate nodded. “We’re all set.” Cydney turned back to Maggie. “I’ll see you later tonight.”

Once her friend crossed the room to the man she loved, Cydney walked into Wulfric’s open arms. He pulled her close and kissed the top of her head. It wasn’t hard to see the love Wulfric had for Cydney. And that Cydney returned it. At one time, Maggie had thought her best friend would never find a man she could love, considering the emotionally neglected home life she’d lived through since her teenage years.

Maggie wanted what Wulfric and her friend had. An image of Dolf flashed through her head. Supposedly, she’d have exactly that, if she were to let Dolf claim her. And immortality to boot.

She sighed inwardly as Wulfric led Cydney out of the room and toward the front door. Did she want that type of forever with Dolf? Maggie didn’t really know. Right now, the question was moot. She wasn’t anywhere near ready to take the kiss Dolf had given her any further.



Chapter Five



“Take me hunting with you.”

Dolf looked at Chris and shook his head. “I don’t think that would be a great idea.”

“I have to learn some time.”

“Yes, but you don’t have to start tonight. Just because you had a couple of lessons on how to handle a sword doesn’t mean you’re ready to come hunting werewolves with me.”

“Then I guess I don’t have to help you with Maggie anymore. After I’d informed Raed of everything I’d told you in the car, he’d assured me I no longer have to worry about not having a place to stay. I’m here for good. So you don’t have anything to hold over my head as leverage.”

Dolf growled low in his throat. “You think you’re a hotshot now that Tiw wants you trained as one of his warriors, don’t you? Remember, I’m the one who’ll be beating your arse during said training. I can make it really hard for you.”

“Let me tag along tonight. If I get in the way, or hinder you, I promise I won’t bother you again until you tell me I’m ready.”

He pondered what Chris had said. Even though he hadn’t told him, the other man had done exceptionally well with his first lessons in sword play. For someone who’d never held one before, Chris learned pretty fast, as he’d said he would. But that didn’t mean he was ready to take on another werewolf. On the other hand, it would show his new pupil how much he still needed to be taught.

Dolf nodded. “All right, you can come along tonight. On the condition you do everything I tell you. And no trying to take down prey unless you somehow get caught in the middle of it. Understand?”

“Yes. You have my word.”

“Good. Then go get some dark clothes on. Your white t-shirt will stand out too much.”

He watched Chris walk out of his bedroom. Dolf, already set to go hunting, followed in the other man’s wake and headed downstairs. He then went in the direction of the kitchen to get a drink.

Reaching his destination, Dolf found all the women of the household there. They had large bags of crisps open and popcorn popping away in the microwave. A big bottle of white wine sat on the kitchen table along with a couple of bottles of flavored water, which he figured were for Lexi and Nika, since the former was still nursing Petra and the latter was four months pregnant.

“What’s all this for?” he asked as he walked toward the fridge.

Kamryn answered his question. “We decided to have a girls’ night in. We’re going to watch a sappy, romantic movie and stuff ourselves with junk food, and those who can drink it, alcohol.”

“Sounds like my kind of night,” he said. “Minus the movie, though. A football game would be better.”

“Well, you weren’t invited, Dolf,” Lexi said.

“Now I’m hurt.” He opened the fridge and took out a bottle of water. He unscrewed the cap and drank half of it in three big gulps. “Is Petra asleep?”

Lexi nodded. “Yes, and she should stay that way. She’s sleeping through the entire night now, thank goodness.”

Dolf finished the rest of his drink and put the empty plastic container on the counter. “Enjoy your girlie movie. And just so you know, I’m taking Chris out hunting with me.”

“Good,” Cydney said.

He turned his gaze on her. “I would’ve thought you would’ve told me it was a bad idea, considering he’s Maggie’s friend and all.”

“I’m confident you’ll keep him safe. Plus, it’s better that Chris is out of the house, since we’re having a girl’s night. I think he’d much rather spend it with you.”

“I can see your point,” Dolf said with a chuckle. “Anyway, have fun. I’m off.”

He left the women in the kitchen and headed for the foyer. Chris, along with his fellow warriors, waited for him near the front door.

“All set?” Raed asked.

“Yeah,” Dolf replied.

Raed assigned them different areas of the city to hunt before they all left the mansion. As he walked to his car with Chris, Dolf saw the other man had his sword strapped to his back, wearing a black jacket over it. The only part that showed was the grip, which stuck out a little by the collar. Unlike Dolf and his fellow warriors, Chris couldn’t will the weapon away. He’d have to physically carry it if he wanted to use it.

It didn’t take long before they were in their section and out of the car, walking down the dark streets in search of prey. They neared the neighborhood park, a favorite place werewolves liked to lurk. The area was dark enough to hide their presence, and if any mortals happened to pass through, the beasts would consider them fair game.

Chris came to a sudden stop before they even reached the gates. “What is it?” Dolf asked as he too came to a standstill and turned to look at the other man.

“I think I feel something.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’m pretty sure I sense another werewolf.”

Dolf snorted. “Ah, I am standing beside you.”

Chris gave him an exasperated stare. “Don’t be a wanker. This is different. It’s almost as if I recognize it. As if it’s echoing something inside me.”

“I suppose. I haven’t picked up a werewolf’s scent, but that doesn’t mean one isn’t in the park. Let’s go test it and see if you’re right.”

They cautiously walked through the entrance. Dolf willed his sword onto his back before he drew it as he and Chris silently went farther inside. He kept his senses alert, scanning the darkness for any sign of his prey.

A split second after Chris pointed to a spot to the left of them, Dolf picked up the scent of what he hunted. He shifted into his werewolf form on the fly as he went to intercept the beast as it rushed him.

Unlike Chris, this one acted like a true werewolf sired by Fenris the wolf. It tried to rip into Dolf with its teeth and claws while it snarled and growled. He sidestepped it and got in a couple of good strikes with his sword, causing its flesh to sizzle wherever the blade sliced into skin.

Dolf smacked the werewolf in the side of the head with his sharp claws and moved in for the kill. The tip of his weapon slid into the beast’s chest and straight through the heart. It dropped dead to the ground after Dolf pulled his sword free.

“Another one coming behind you!” Chris shouted.

Sure enough, Dolf spun around to find a werewolf springing toward him. This one had been downwind, and so, he hadn’t been able to scent it. He soon dispatched the second as quickly as he had the first.

Remaining in his werewolf form, just in case there was more prey around, Dolf called out to the Anglo-Saxon god. “Tiw, I have need of your fire.”

Blue god-fire instantly engulfed the bodies of the dead werewolves. As it burned brighter, turning the beasts to ash, Dolf took a step back. Once the flames disappeared, an unnatural wind blew what was left of the werewolves away, and not even a scorch mark marred the grass to give testament of their existence.

“Very cool,” Chris said as Dolf came to stand beside him.

“We can’t leave the bodies for mortals to find, so Tiw takes care of them. Do you sense any more prey?”

“No. I think that’s it.”

Dolf shifted back to his human form. He sheathed his sword, then willed it away. “Let’s go see how many we can find elsewhere with your built-in werewolf radar.”

* * *

Maggie waved to her father as he drove down the long drive to the street. Once he disappeared, she turned to face the large mansion in front of her. She hoped like hell she hadn’t made a mistake by agreeing to come here for a sleepover. The last time she’d set foot in this place had been the night the warriors had rescued her.

She hefted the strap of the athletic bag she’d packed with a change of clothes, pajamas and some other items she needed, higher up on her shoulder. She couldn’t turn back now. Besides, if she did, she knew Cydney would be disappointed in her.

Forcing her feet to move, Maggie walked to the front door and knocked. Her friend opened it and smiled. “About time you showed up. I thought you might chicken out.” Cydney stepped aside for Maggie to go inside.

“I told you I’d come. I’m not one for breaking my word.”

“I’m glad you didn’t change your mind. You can leave your bag near the stairs. The other girls are in the living room. We have a romantic movie loaded into the Blu-ray player and plenty of wine and snack food to go along with it.”

“In other words, a perfect girls’ night,” Maggie said with a chuckle as she followed Cydney into the spacious room.

“Exactly,” her friend replied. Once they were past the threshold, Cydney said, “Maggie’s here. We can start the movie now.”

Maggie remembered the other women from the last time she’d been here. They smiled at her. Kamryn poured a glass of wine and handed it to Maggie after she’d taken a seat on the couch.

“Drink up,” Kamryn said. “There’s plenty more where that came from. And with Lexi and Nika not able to drink, that leaves more for the rest of us.”

Maggie saw the noticeable baby bump under Nika’s longish t-shirt. Maggie took a sip from the wineglass she held just as Cydney sat next to her with a glass of her own.

The movie was the type of romance that if you were married, or in a relationship, it made you want to hunt out your man and have your way with him. Being the only single woman in the room, she thought it sucked that she’d go to sleep alone. A wicked, little voice whispered in her head that that didn’t have to be the case. She knew Dolf would gladly fill the empty side of the bed. Maggie squashed that thought soon after it had popped into her mind.

The Blu-ray over, Lexi and Nika excused themselves, saying they needed to get some sleep. That left Maggie, Cydney and Kamryn to finish off the second bottle of wine they’d opened.

After Kamryn refilled Maggie’s glass, she said, “I hear you received your dose of Brand therapy.”

“My what?” she asked with a giggle. She’d already had enough wine, was actually feeling it, but that didn’t stop Maggie from taking another sip from her glass.

“You know—Brand’s idea of what’s the best way to get a would-be mate over her fear of what the warriors are.”

“Ah, now I understand. And yes, I did.” Maggie looked at Cydney. “Only because someone helped him.”

“Hey, he would’ve found another way to do it if I hadn’t,” Cydney replied. “And I doubt it would’ve been as tame as what he did today.”

Kamryn snorted. “That’s for sure. After Algar had shown me what he was—by shifting into his werewolf form without giving me any kind of warning—I freaked out and vowed to never see him again. Brand gave me two weeks before he barged into my hotel room and told me point-blank I belonged with Algar, and that he was taking me to him. He literally picked me up and carried me out the door.” Kamryn smiled. “But in the end, Brand did both Algar and me a favor by doing it. I don’t know if I would’ve otherwise had the courage to go back to Algar.”

Maggie took another sip of wine, not knowing how to respond to what Kamryn had said. She didn’t want to tell the other woman that Brand’s interference wouldn’t work this time with her. Maggie still couldn’t see herself spending all of eternity as Dolf’s mate. There would always be that one aspect of his life that would scare the hell out of her. She didn’t know if she’d ever be able to overcome it. No matter how much she found herself attracted to him.

After the three of them had emptied the bottle of wine, they decided it was late and they should go to bed. Kamryn went upstairs ahead of Maggie and Cydney while they took the dirty things to the kitchen. That task completed, Cydney showed her to the room she’d be sleeping in.

Maggie eyed the masculine looking furniture and décor. “This is the guest bedroom?”

Cydney gave her a little shove into the room. “Remember, it was a house full of men before the mates came into the picture. Get some sleep and I’ll see you in the morning.”

She thought she saw a devious look flash across her best friend’s face for a split second, but Cydney walked out of the room, closing the door behind her, before she could question her about it. Maggie crossed over to the king-sized bed. She put her bag on the floor near it and fished out her pajamas.

After using the en suite bathroom, Maggie turned down the covers on one side of the bed and climbed in. She’d had enough wine that finding sleep wouldn’t be a problem. Her eyes closed as a wave of tiredness washed over her. Even though she hadn’t been sure how the night would go, she’d enjoyed being around Cydney and the other women who lived here.

Just before Maggie was pulled into a deep sleep, she thought about the fact that she’d see Dolf at some point in the morning. Cydney had said she’d take care of him, and Maggie had no doubt her friend wouldn’t do anything to put her in a situation she didn’t want.

* * *

Dolf let Chris walk into the mansion ahead of him. He had to say his night of hunting had been very productive, thanks to Chris. The other man’s werewolf radar had worked twice more, leading them to a couple of prey, which Dolf took down. It looked as if Chris were their new secret weapon.

So much so, Dolf had high hopes Chris could eventually lead him straight to Stephen, the pack leader of the werewolves. Dolf badly wanted to make that piece of shit pay, slowly and painfully, for what he’d done to Maggie. Once he had his hands on Stephen, he’d make sure the werewolf wouldn’t have a quick death.

“I think I’ll head up for bed,” Chris said.

“Mine sounds good right about now too.”

Dolf crossed the foyer with the other man behind him and started up the stairs. He’d reached the halfway point when the one scent he never expected to smell in his home again hit him. He came to a stop so suddenly Chris ran into his back.

“What’s the matter, Dolf?”

He only said one word. “Maggie.”

Chris sniffed the air around them, then smiled. “She’s here.” But his face soon took on a worried expression. “Maggie doesn’t know about me. She’s going to wonder why I’m staying at the mansion.”

“We’ll worry about that in the morning. Go to bed, Chris.”

Not waiting for the other man’s response, Dolf climbed the rest of the stairs and followed Maggie’s scent directly to his closed bedroom door. He quietly opened it and slipped inside the room, closing it once again. He stood in the dark, staring at the figure lying on his mattress. How had Maggie ended up here, in his bed?

He made no sound as he crossed over to where she lay and looked down at her. She was on her back, a hand curled at the side of her face. Finding her here made his cock hard. It jerked as he ran his gaze over her covered body. The noble thing for him to do would be to wake her and ask her why she was in his bed. But he wasn’t feeling particularly noble at the moment. Not when he’d dreamed about her being exactly where she was now.

Dolf reached out, and with care not to awaken Maggie, he pulled the blankets down to the foot of the bed, uncovering her. He took in the oversized t-shirt and loose pajama bottoms she wore. They weren’t sexy, by any means, but they still turned him on. The urge to touch her, learn every inch of her body, beat inside him. He tried to resist, but in the end, she was just too tempting. And he didn’t know if he’d ever get this opportunity again. She was in his bed, after all.

He toed off his shoes and yanked his t-shirt over his head and off. Dolf climbed into bed beside her, lying on his side. He looked at Maggie, but she didn’t stir. Emboldened, he took the next step. He ran a caressing hand down from her collarbone to her breast and circled the nipple with the tip of his finger. Maggie sighed, but continued to sleep.

Shifting a little lower on the mattress, he slowly lifted the bottom of Maggie’s t-shirt until he bared her breasts. They were perfect, topped with rosy nipples he wanted to taste. His cock strained against the front of his jeans as he bent his head and flicked one of the tight peaks with the tip of his tongue. A soft moan escaped her.

Another quick check found her still lost in slumber. Bending his head for a second time, Dolf laved her nipple before he sucked it into his mouth. He ran a hand down Maggie’s side to the top of her pajama bottoms. Her hips lifted as her breathing increased to a rapid pace. He gave her other breast the same attention, sucking it deep.

The scent of Maggie’s arousal filled his nose, making his cock throb painfully. He released her breast and watched for her reaction as he ran a finger under the waistband of her bottoms. Her hips rose off the mattress again, this time angled toward him. Returning to suckle at her breast, he pushed his hand lower, fingertips gliding over the smooth skin of her stomach, then inside her pants.

Dolf couldn’t stop himself from palming her sex. Slipping a digit between her legs, he found her more than wet. He bit back a growl of need as the tips of his fingers throbbed in time with his cock, his claws threatening to break through his skin.

He wanted more, so much more, but knew it wouldn’t be right to go any further with Maggie still deep asleep. She responded to his caresses, her wet pussy proved that. That didn’t mean he had the right to touch her anywhere else than he already had. But then, Maggie sank her fingers into his hair to hold him to her breast and whispered his name. Dolf found himself lost. He had to have more of her.






Chapter Six



Maggie felt washed away on a tide of desire. Her pussy was wet, demanding to be filled. She was having one hell of a dream. In it, Dolf touched her in the most intimate of places. Her nipples were taut, the sensation of a warm mouth sucking on them was almost too real to deny. Same with the thick strands of hair she currently clutched.

Then a finger slipped between the lips of her pussy, stroking her. She tried to spread her legs wider, but a hard body was pressed up against one. Maggie lifted her hips in invitation, craving a deeper touch. Needing it.

Her body seemed to go up in flames as another digit came into play, joining the first. They slid inside her core, moving in and out. She couldn’t resist riding them, wanting a deeper penetration. The mouth at her breast sucked harder while the fingers pumped faster. At the rate her arousal grew, it wouldn’t take much to send her into release. She moaned as her pussy became even wetter.

Her nipple was released, and a deep, gruff voice said, “Let go, Maggie. Come on my hand.”

That was enough to bring her fully awake. Maggie gasped when she realized it was truly Dolf who touched her, not a dream version of him. It hadn’t been a product of her mind. He was stretched out next to her, his fingers deep inside her.

“Dolf,” she said, his name ending on a moan of pleasure as he continued to work in and out of her.

“Mine,” he answered before he sealed her lips with his.

Maggie immediately found herself drowning in the taste of Dolf when he pushed his tongue inside her mouth. He licked and sucked, ramping her arousal even higher. Any protest she might’ve made obliterated into nothing. She could no more deny herself his touch than she could the air she needed to breathe.

Dropping her hands from Dolf’s hair, she ran them over the bare skin of his back. He rolled so he lay half on top of her with a leg wedged between her thighs. He pulled his fingers out of her pussy and used the tip of one to circle her clit. She clutched at him to bring him closer.

Dolf released her mouth and looked down at her. “I want you, Maggie. Please don’t tell me to stop.”

Whether it was because of what Brand had done earlier that day, or the fact the room was bathed in darkness and she couldn’t see Dolf’s face that well, Maggie realized she wanted this as much as he did. Her body was already too primed for him, wanting him to take her.

Taking a page from Cydney’s book, she reached down between their bodies and cupped Dolf’s hard cock. “I want you too.”

A low growl punched out of him as he reclaimed her lips in a kiss that was more demanding, more carnal, than the others. He rocked into her, pushing his shaft harder into her hand. An ache built deep inside her pussy. Dolf wasn’t a small man, by any means. He was thick and long and would fill her up completely.

Once he had her panting, arching against him, Dolf pulled away and tugged her t-shirt up and off over her head. Her pajama bottoms soon followed suit. She would’ve reached for his pants, but he shifted so he lay on top of her, his hips wedged between her legs. He placed kisses along her collarbone, then slowly worked his way downward. As he caressed her sides, Maggie felt his claws against her skin. She knew that was what they were, thanks to Cydney who’d taken it upon herself to tell her what would happen if she ever made love to Dolf. Surprisingly, Maggie didn’t feel freaked out. Lost in what he did to her, the sensation only seemed to add to her pleasure.

Lower he went, licking and kissing. Her stomach muscles quivered when he swirled his tongue into her bellybutton. By the time he reached her pussy, Maggie clutched the sheets beneath her to stop herself from moving. Her heartbeat thundered in her ears, her body coiling tighter in anticipation as she waited for Dolf to touch her where she ached the most.

“I have to taste you,” he said in a hoarse voice. “I’ve dreamed of taking you with my mouth for too many nights to count.”

“Do it,” she panted, “now.”

Another low growl rumbled out of Dolf just before he licked her pussy from bottom to top. He pushed up her legs and spread her wider, then devoured her, pushing his tongue into her sex. Maggie moaned, grinding against him as he lapped up her juices. It wasn’t until he alternated between laving her clit and sucking on it did she feel her climax build. He growled again, the sound vibrating against her small bundle of nerves, which was enough to send her over the edge into release. Moaning Dolf’s name, she sank her fingers into his hair and held him to her as her inner walls clenched and released around nothing.

Dolf kept licking her until the last tremor subsided. He then rose between her legs and roughly undid his jeans. Even though she’d come, Maggie still want him, all of him. With hands that shook from the orgasm he’d given her, she tugged at the waistband of his pants, helping him take them off. Once he was as naked as she, Maggie wrapped her fingers around his straining cock. She pumped it up and down, the pre-cum leaking from the tip acting as a lubricant.

He groaned and rocked his hips. “I don’t think I can hold off anymore, Maggie. I have to be inside you.”

“Yes,” she said on a sigh.

She released his cock as Dolf shifted to lay between her spread thighs. The head of his shaft brushed up against her slick opening. They both moaned as he worked his way inside her pussy, inch by inch. Once he was fully sheathed, he set a steady pace of advance and retreat.

Maggie closed her eyes, reveling in the feel of Dolf’s cock filling her, deliciously stretching her core. The friction his erection caused along her inner walls, and against her clit with each stroke in, caused her body to become flooded with pleasure.

In and out, Dolf moved. Maggie wrapped her legs around his waist as he fucked her. The sound of their harsh breathing filled the room. She felt her body coiling tighter, readying itself for the onslaught of another orgasm. She tightened her pussy around Dolf’s plunging cock, eliciting a deep groan from him. His strokes became faster, his shaft growing harder.

“Come for me, Maggie,” he panted. “I want to feel your pussy clutching my cock.”

Maggie matched Dolf stroke for stroke and angled her hips so he rubbed her where it felt the best. Then with a quick indrawn breath, her climax tore through her. With a keening moan, she gave herself over to it. It seemed to go on and on forever.

Dolf took her harder, faster, straining for his own release. His erection grew even harder until it reached the point where their bodies became locked together. He supported his upper body with his hands and growled as he came, filling her with his cum. He collapsed on top of her, but held most of his weight on his bent arms, perhaps so he wouldn’t be too heavy for her. Dolf gave her a soft kiss, then moaned again as another jet of sperm hit her cervix. Maggie lifted her hips and found that his shaft didn’t move inside her.

She swallowed, still fighting to catch her breath from the mind-blowing orgasm he’d given her. “You really do…swell up.”

He kissed the tip of her nose. “Yeah. You okay with it? Not that I can do anything about it, since you’re my mate, and I’ll always react this way when we have sex.”

Maggie sucked in a breath as she felt his cock pulse again. “It seems Cydney has done a good job of preparing me for this. I knew it would happen.”

“Cydney told you what it would be like to sleep with me? I would’ve thought that you would’ve told her you didn’t want to hear it.”

She chuckled. “I did, the first three times she tried. By the fourth, I figured it would be easier to let her have her say and be done with it.”

Dolf rolled them so he lay on the bottom with her sprawled along him. Even though he still came in half minute intervals, his cock was slowly softening. He reached up and brushed a lock of hair off her forehead, then continued to play with the strands. “I have to ask. How did you end up sleeping in my bed?”

Maggie pushed up to a sitting position. The swelling having gone down enough, his cock slipped free of her body. “What did you just ask?”

“Why are you in my bedroom, sleeping in my bed?”

“Cydney told me this was the guestroom.”

Dolf chuckled. “No, it isn’t.”

“Oh, she’s a dead woman. She lied to me.”

“Are you only mad at Cydney because she used devious means to get you in my bed, or because we ended up making love?” Dolf held himself perfectly still, as if her answer could hurt him.

After the great sex they’d had, there was no way Maggie would tell him she hadn’t enjoyed it. For one thing, she wasn’t like that. And another, she had a feeling now that she’d slept with Dolf, he wouldn’t allow her to go back to the way things had been between them.

Maggie leaned down and gave him a light kiss, which turned into a lingering one when he wrapped his arms around her and pulled her so she lay flush on top of him. Once he let her up for air, she said, “I’m not really mad, just ticked a bit. And only because Cyd set me up, not because of what we did.”

Dolf ran a hand down her back until he reached her bottom, which he then squeezed. “I can’t help noticing you aren’t afraid of me anymore. What happened to change that? Not that I’m complaining.”

“I think it had to do with Brand coming to see me today at my house.”

Maggie found herself unceremoniously dumped onto the mattress when Dolf pushed her off him before he got out of bed. A second later, she squinted as her eyes tried to adjust to the room’s bright light, which he’d crossed the room to switch on.

“Brand visited you at your parents’ house? Today?”

Dolf stood there in all his naked glory. With the room no longer dark, Maggie had no problem seeing his well-muscled body. It was a sight to behold. She ran her gaze over him, finding it hard to focus on what he said, especially when she landed on his flaccid cock.

“Maggie,” he said with an exasperated edge.

“Huh?” she asked, looking up at his handsome face.

“Brand. I asked you about Brand.” He walked back over to the bed and stood in front of her.

“Oh. Sorry. After seeing you and Chris at the coffee shop, I returned home to find Cydney and Wulfric there, talking to my mum. Brand was there as well, in wolf form. Mum thought he was a dog.”

“What did he do?”

“Nothing really. Cydney had me take him to the back garden where he gave me what I would call some ‘shock therapy.’”

“Describe this ‘shock therapy.’”

“Well, he basically kept shifting in and out of his wolf form until it no longer bothered me. He then moved on to his werewolf one, forcing me to really look at him. To see I was in no danger. I can’t say I feel as easy with that one as I am with the wolf, but I’m no longer terrified.”

Dolf shook his head and groaned. “Brand should’ve kept his nose out of it. There was a good chance it could’ve backfired on him, and you could’ve ended up even more fearful than before.”

She grabbed his hand and tugged him back onto the bed with her. “It didn’t, so don’t go putting your nose out of joint about it.”

“So you won’t mind if I do this then.”

Dolf’s body blurred as he went wolf. In this form, his fur was the same reddish brown as his hair. The same dark brown eyes stared back at her, only they were a wolf’s with most of the iris taking up the white. Lying with his back paws under him and his front ones extended, Dolf edged closer, pressing against her body. His fur was soft and he felt warm along her skin. To prove she wasn’t afraid, she reached out and stroked the top of his head. She even scratched behind his ear for good measure.

“See,” Maggie said as she ran her hand down his back. “I’m not running away in fear.”

She then almost took back those words when the wolf’s body blurred and Dolf took on his werewolf form. The bed bounced as he stretched out next to her on his side. A large, clawed hand took hold of her waist and rolled her toward him. Instinctively, she placed her own on his furred chest to keep some space between them. She felt her heart rate speed up.

“Relax, Maggie,” Dolf said in a voice that was gruff and deep. “It’s still me in here. I just look a bit different.”

“That’s it? Just a bit?” she asked incredulously. “I’d say more than that. Your body is covered in fur and you have a wolf’s head. You even have a tail. Not to mention the fact you’re now huge.”

“I’ll take that last part as a compliment to my manhood.”

Maggie smacked Dolf on the chest. “That’s not what I meant.” She would’ve pulled her hand away, but he put his over it to hold it there.

“Touch me, Maggie. You know I’ll never hurt you, even when I’m in this form. I’m not Stephen.”

“I know you aren’t, and that you won’t.”






Chapter Seven



Dolf waited to see what Maggie would do next. A part of him deep inside breathed a sigh of relief to hear her say she knew he wouldn’t harm her. It was a step in the right direction.

So had been making love. Having Maggie in his arms, sinking his cock into her pussy over and over again, was a pleasure unlike any he’d felt before. It’d been intense, and something he wanted for all eternity. He knew she wasn’t ready to hear that from him yet, so he kept it to himself. But that wouldn’t stop him, come morning, from looking to see if Tiw’s mark had begun to appear on her skin, high up on the right side of her back, near her shoulder. It would look like the one he had on the cap of his left shoulder, only hers wouldn’t be quite so large. Anglo-Saxon in design, the black mark depicted a figure of a stylized man, Tiw, flanked on either side by two stylized wolves standing on their hind legs.

Dolf’s breath caught in his lungs when Maggie finally made a move to touch him as he’d asked. Her hand slid across his pecs to his shoulder and down his arm. Her gaze followed her movements, and he watched her.

After a few more minutes of stroking his upper body, she said, “Your fur feels a lot softer than I thought it would.”

“Touch more of me,” he urged, his voice gruffer than usual. He liked Maggie running her hands over him, even in his werewolf form.

She raised her head and met his gaze as she lifted her hand and stroked along his muzzle. She then continued up until she reached one of his pointed ears on top of his head. Maggie outlined it with the tip of her finger. It tickled when she did that, but Dolf forced himself to remain still.

“What does it feel like to be in this form?” she asked in a soft voice.

“Really not much different than my human one, except I’m stronger, faster and my senses and eyesight are a lot sharper.”

“Does it hurt when you shift?”

Dolf shook his head. “No. It happens so fast I barely notice it anymore. Since it’s an ability Tiw has gifted me with, I guess the best way to describe it is that it’s more magical than anything.”

Maggie ran a hand down the side of his neck and snuggled closer with her head against his chest. “I do have to say you exude a lot of body heat when you’re like this. It’s making me sleepy.”

Dolf shifted back to his human form and rolled to his back, arranging Maggie so she lay up against his side, her cheek pillowed on his pec. With his feet, he snagged the covers and tugged them up. He kissed the top of her head.

“Go to sleep. It’s really late. And you’ve had quite a day.”

She covered a large yawn with her hand. “Good night, Dolf.”

“Good night, Maggie.”

* * *

Dolf found himself brought out of a deep sleep, but unsure of what had awakened him. After Maggie had drifted off, he’d been quick to follow her into slumberland. For the first time since he’d met her, he’d actually had no problem falling asleep. Usually, he would be so worried about Maggie, hoping the next day would be different, he couldn’t settle his brain enough to shut it down for a good night’s rest.

A whimpered sound drew his gaze to Maggie. Sometime while they’d slept, she’d rolled to her other side away from him. She was practically curled up in a ball, close to the edge of the mattress.

He shifted behind her and propped himself up on his bent arm. With his other hand, Dolf squeezed her shoulder. “Maggie, wake up.”

She whimpered again and her body went stiff. Her chest rapidly rose and fell, as if she were fighting to catch her breath. Dolf pulled her against him, hoping his presence would sooth her. That didn’t exactly work. If anything, it had the opposite effect. She screamed, fighting his hold as if he were doing something other than trying to comfort her.

Clamping his arm tighter around her, he bellowed, “Maggie. Stop it. It’s me. Dolf. You’re having a nightmare.”

She continued to shriek until he gave her a hard shake. With sharp intake of breath, Maggie came awake at the same time Dolf heard Wulfric yell his name through the closed door.

“Dolf,” Wulfric called again. “What the hell’s going on in there? Cydney’s worried you’re scaring Maggie.”

After he turned his mate toward him and pressed her shaking body against his, he said loud enough for his friend to hear, “Sod off, Wulfric. Maggie’s fine. She just had a nightmare.” Dolf was thankful he had the foresight to lock his bedroom door, or Wulfric would’ve barreled inside with no hesitation. He knew him all too well.

“Okay,” Wulfric said. “But if she screams again, I won’t be responsible for what Cydney will do. She’s liable to kick the door in.”

“Don’t you mean you’ll be the one to do that, since you do whatever Cydney asks you to, you pussy?” Dolf shot back. Much to his surprise, that caused Maggie to quietly giggle.

“Fuck you, Dolf. I’m going back to bed.”

Once he heard Wulfric’s footsteps recede down the hall, he looked at Maggie. “You okay? It sounded like a pretty bad nightmare.”

She took a deep, shuddering breath. “It was. I’ve been getting them on and off since that night. They’re always about…Stephen. I sort of relive what happened, with the added bonus of him shifting into his werewolf form before he bites me, turning me into one of Fenris’ get.”

Dolf ran his hand up and down her back in soothing strokes. “That’s never going to happen, because I’m going to kill the bastard for you.”

Maggie snuggled closer and rubbed her cheek against his chest. “It would be nice not to worry about him ever sneaking up on me again. But you have to find him first.”

“How do you know I’ve been hunting Stephen?” Dolf felt her smile against his skin.

“Cydney told me. She tells me everything.”

“Good to know.” Then in a serious tone, he said, “I promise I’ll find him, Maggie. He won’t be around much longer to haunt you. You should try to go back to sleep. It’ll be dawn soon.”

“I don’t think I can. I usually can’t, after having that bad dream. I’m afraid I’ll close my eyes and have it start all over again. I’d rather do without the sleep.”

“Oh, I think I can come up with something that’ll help with that.” He rocked his hips toward her, so his hardening cock brushed her thigh.

She sucked in a breath. “Mmm, I think I’ll enjoy it.”

“I think it’s a given that you will. I know it’s something I certainly do.”

“Then maybe you should get to showing me. I still feel a bit jittery from the nightmare.”

“My pleasure. Actually, it’ll be both of ours.”

Dolf rolled Maggie to her back and covered her body with his. He took her lips, licking and sucking, before he pushed his way inside. The taste of her on his tongue aroused him even more. His cock soon throbbed in time with his racing pulse. He didn’t think he’d ever get enough of Maggie. And he would do everything in his power to convince her to stay with him, that they were meant to be together. His feelings for her had been strong before, but now, they’d solidified. He loved her, and would, for the rest of his immortal life.

Maggie broke contact with his mouth. “This is a good start, but I think it would be better if you were the one on your back. I think a little exploring on my part is what I need to help distract me.”

Liking the idea immensely, his libido went through the roof, which caused his claws to break through the skin on the tips of his fingers. His eyesight also became sharper, which meant his eyes had gone wolf.

Careful not to scratch Maggie, he put his arms around her and rolled onto his back, taking her with him. He looked up at her, and said, “I’m game.”

“I had a feeling you would be.”

Maggie stretched out along him with his legs between hers. She nipped his chin before she nibbled her way across his jaw line and down the side of his neck. She then inched down his body until her lips and tongue made a wet trail on one side of his chest. He growled deep in his throat when she laved his nipple before taking it between her teeth for a small tug.

She did the same to the other, then continued lower. Maggie tasted the skin of his abs, shifting farther down as she went. The closer she came to his cock, the more excited he became. Wanting to let her keep control of this joining, Dolf fisted the sheet under him and heard the sound of the material ripping as his claws shredded it.

He bit back a howl of pleasure at the feel of Maggie dragging the flat of her tongue up the length of his shaft from balls to tip. She then took him in a firm grasp and sucked the head of his cock into the hot, moist confines of her mouth. A long moan pushed out of him as Maggie took more of him until he almost touched the back of her throat. What she couldn’t manage, she stroked with her hand while she sucked on the rest of his length.

Dolf thrust his hips up, enjoying the tight suction as he moved in and out. His cock grew harder. He didn’t know how much of this he could take without blowing his load, which he didn’t want to do yet. He wanted to be inside Maggie’s pussy so deep that when he did, they wouldn’t be able to tell where one began and the other ended.

“Enough, Maggie,” he said in a strained voice. “I can’t wait any longer.”

She released his cock and shifted so her pussy hovered over his erection. “I’m more than ready for you.” As if to prove her words, she rubbed herself along his length, coating him with her juices.

Maggie canted her hips just the right way, and the head of his shaft slipped between the lips of her sex. She pushed down on him and slowly impaled herself on his hardness. They both moaned once he was balls deep inside her core. It felt like heaven, having her wet walls close around his cock, clutching tight. Then she lifted up on her knees until he was almost free of her body and thrust back down, and he wished he could stay like this inside her forever.

Up and down she rode him. Even though he wanted Maggie to have all the control, Dolf placed his hands on her hips, holding her carefully, thrusting up to meet each of her strokes. The sound of her moans pushed his release ever closer.

“Harder,” he growled. “Faster. Come for me.”

Her breath came in pants. Maggie leaned forward and placed her hands on his chest as she increased their pace. “Yes, yes. Just a little more…” Her words trailed off into a whimpered cry, and her pussy rhythmically milked his shaft.

Dolf stroked into her harder as his cock swelled, his balls rising close to his body. Just before he came, his shaft locked deep inside Maggie’s pussy. Unable to move, he groaned, his dick pulsing as he filled her with his cum.

Maggie collapsed on top of him. The sound of their harsh breathing filled the room. Dolf wrapped his arms around her, holding her close, as his cock pulsed again. A full minute went by before he realized she’d fallen asleep. He kissed the top of her head and closed his eyes. With his mate held in his arms, feeling as if his world had finally righted itself, he drifted off.

* * *

Maggie had no idea how long she’d slept. All she did know when she opened her eyes was that Dolf’s room was no longer dark. Lying on her stomach, she reached over, thinking she’d encounter Dolf’s large, warm body stretched out next to her. Her fingers came up empty, which had her turning her head to look. Sure enough, his side of the bed was unoccupied. Figuring he’d come back eventually, she closed her eyes again, deciding she didn’t want to get out of bed just yet.

She really hadn’t gotten a lot of sleep during the night. A smile stretched her lips when she thought of the reason why. Amazingly, having sex with Dolf had done away with any fear of him that had remained. Being held by him made her feel protected—cared for. He was by no means a selfish lover. If not for Cydney duping her, Maggie would’ve missed out on something special.

As if she’d known Maggie thought of her, there was a knock on the door before her best friend called, “Maggie, are you awake?”

“No, I’m not, Cydney. Go away.”

And of course, Cydney being Cydney, she let herself into the room, then closed them inside. “You answered, so that’s a lie.” She crossed over to the bed before she climbed on the mattress to sit on top of the sheets.

Maggie didn’t bother to sit up, and only turned her head to look at her friend. “Speaking of lying, you weren’t exactly truthful with me last night, when you’d assured me this was the guestroom and that you’d take care of Dolf for me.”

Giving her an unrepentant look, Cydney shrugged. “I’d totally do it again. As for me handling Dolf, well, I’d figured the best thing was to just let him have you. That way, you’re both happy, and don’t tell me you aren’t, because you look like a woman who’s been well loved. Plus, you now have Tiw’s mark on your back. You and Dolf are mated.”

Not caring she was butt naked under the covers, Maggie threw them back and made a beeline for the en suite. She flipped on the light, turned with her back to the mirror above the sink and looked over her shoulder at her reflection. High up on the right side was the Anglo-Saxon god’s mark, clear as day. Unlike Cydney’s, which had first appeared as a bruise before fully developing, it seemed Maggie’s had shown up overnight.

“Are you okay?” Cydney asked once she stepped into the bathroom.

Maggie couldn’t tear her gaze off the mark. She slowly nodded. “Yes. I’m just a little shocked I guess. Dolf and I had a great night together. I just forgot about…” She couldn’t finish the sentence.

“The whole mating business.” Cydney said for her.

“Yeah. I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I was just happy that Dolf no longer scared me, since I found myself attracted to him.”

“You’re meant to be with him, Maggie. Deep down inside, you know that, or the mark wouldn’t have appeared. Sometime during the night, you had to have accepted Dolf for what he is. All that’s left is to have Tiw grant you immortality, so you and your mate can have the same forever together that I have with Wulfric.”

Maggie turned to face Cydney. “I don’t know if I’m ready for that yet. It’s all happening so fast. I don’t even know if I can handle any more shocks like this one.”

Cydney grimaced. “Well, I guess I better not tell you what I was going to say next then.”

She narrowed her eyes. “No, you don’t. I’m not letting you get away with that. Spill it.”

“If you insist. I’ll be quick and to the point. Chris lives here now and he’s a werewolf. Dolf found him the other night, but since he’s not anything like the rest of Fenris’ get, Tiw has allowed him to stay and wants Dolf to train him to be a warrior. Dolf first thought he’d be able to use Chris, and that was part of the reason why he’d brought him to the mansion.”

“To use him how?”

“After he found out how close you and Chris are, Dolf wanted him to spend time with you, then reveal what he was to you, hoping you’d be able to accept Chris, and then in turn, him.”

“Really now?” Maggie was taken aback for a few seconds by the news of Chris being a werewolf, but she quickly found herself a little ticked off that Dolf had neglected to mention that fact. Or about Chris living in the mansion.

Maggie walked out of the en suite and into the bedroom. She took out the change of clothes she’d brought from home and quickly jerked them on. She intended to have a little chat with Dolf. But first, she wanted to see her friend, to get to the truth of how he was handling being turned.

“Where can I find Chris?” she asked Cydney as she pulled open the door.

“He’s in the real guestroom. Two doors down and on the right. You’re going to give Dolf crap, aren’t you? And more importantly, are you mad at me for not saying anything?”

She turned back to Cydney. “I’m not angry at you. I know you thought keeping it from me was for the better. To protect me. At least, you told me, and didn’t let me find out for myself.” Maggie sighed. “And I’m not really mad at Dolf, either. I’m just a little ticked off he’d try to use Chris in that way.”

“Before you go off on him, you should know Dolf could’ve taken Chris’ life the night he came across him, without ever finding out that Chris is nothing like the other werewolves. He held back. Now he and Chris have hit it off, and apparently, sort of become a team, when it comes to hunting Fenris’ get. So don’t be too hard on Dolf.”

Maggie nodded. “I promise.”

She’d first give Dolf a piece of her mind, then she’d thank him for sparing Chris’ life. And if he were really sorry, she’d let him make it up to her in a way they both approved.






Chapter Eight



Maggie opened the door and walked out into the hallway. She then proceeded down it and to the room Cydney had said was Chris’. Not sure if he’d be there or not, she didn’t bother knocking before she went inside. Her gaze landed on the barely covered figure on the bed.

As she crossed the room, Chris came awake, shot up into a sitting position and yanked the sheets up past his waist. “Maggie, don’t you knock? I’m naked under here,” he said groggily.

She leaned over the bed and gave him a hug. She straightened, and said, “Cydney told me about you being a werewolf, and it doesn’t matter.”

“You might not think it does, but I do. If Dolf sees you in here with me like this, he’s liable to beat the shit out of me.”

“No, he won’t, not if he wants to keep on my good side.”

Chris tucked the covers tighter around him and scooted back until he leaned against the headboard. “So Cydney told you about me, huh?”

“Yes, she did. Are you okay with being turned?”

He gave a short chuckle. “It wasn’t as if I had much choice in the matter, now did I? But yeah, I am now. Having Dolf find me was the best thing that could’ve happened to me since I’d encountered that werewolf. Everything had been so confusing.”

“When did you get bitten?”

“Not that long ago. This past full moon was the first time I’d shifted. It was a good thing I was living alone, since I was home at the time and had no control over it.”

“Cyd also said you’re different from the others of your kind.”

Chris went on to explain how he was more like the warriors than Fenris’ get. How he retained the ability of speech and his human thoughts while in werewolf form, and how he didn’t crave flesh and blood like the warriors’ prey. While he spoke, Maggie sat sideways on the bed, facing him.

He nudged her knee. “Since I can’t smell any fear on you, and you’re sitting here calmly talking to me, even though you now know what I am, I guess you’re not afraid of me.” Chris met her gaze. “I know what happened to you, Maggie.”

She smiled. “At least, I won’t have to tell you. I try to avoid thinking about it as much as I can. Until yesterday, I would’ve probably run from you in sheer terror, if I’d known what you were.” Maggie took a deep breath. “Being with Dolf last night really helped. And I can’t leave out Brand’s method of getting me over my fear.”

Chris chuckled. “Cydney told me about that too. Dolf’s a great guy. I’m happy you two managed to work things out. Does this mean we’ll be roommates soon?”

“At some point.”

“I can’t see Dolf letting you stay at your parents’ for long. Plus, the mansion is safer. Tiw protects it.”

“I have a feeling you’re right, and I know it is. It’s just a big step to take. The immortality and all of it.”

Chris squeezed her hand where it rested on the bed. “Dolf loves you, Maggie. I can’t see that ever changing. The guy doesn’t do anything halfhearted. Believe me, I know. Being trained by him, I feel as if I’ve been run over by a huge lorry by the end of each session.”

“Cydney told me the same thing about Dolf loving me.”

“How do you feel about him?”

“I like-like him. Can I see myself falling in love with him? Definitely. It’s just too soon for me. I barely know him.”

“Then I suggest you get out of Chris’ room and spend some time with me, so we can rectify that,” Dolf said behind her.

Maggie stood and turned to look at him. He didn’t seem upset or worried about what she’d said. He just held out his hand to her. Once she put hers in his, he pulled her into his arms and gave her a short kiss. She had to admit it felt good having Dolf hold her. To have his strength surrounding her and to know he’d do anything in his power to keep her safe.

Then she remembered she’d been ticked off with him before. She pulled back a little so she could see his face. “You and I have to have a little chat.”

“Let’s go back to my room.”

She shook her head. “No.” She glanced over at Chris before she said, “Chatting will be the last thing we’ll do in there. Some place less tempting.”

Chris laughed. “Dolf, take her out of here. Maggie, I’ll see you later.”

She didn’t protest when Dolf took her hand and walked her out of Chris’ room. They strode down the hallway, didn’t stop at his bedroom, but continued to the end of it, then took the flight of stairs to the lower level.

He didn’t take her to the living room, which Maggie had thought he would. Instead, Dolf towed her through the house and out to the massive back garden. Just like the front of the mansion, the yard was professionally landscaped. At the very back of the property was a stand of trees.

Dolf didn’t stop their forward progress until they were close to the trees. Standing still on the manicured lawn, he turned to her. “Just so you know, at the tree line, that’s where Tiw’s protection stops. Something to keep in mind if you’re ever out here alone after you move in.”

“We have to talk about that, but first, I want to tell you I’m not exactly thrilled that you didn’t mind using Chris to try to have me get over my fear of you.”

Dolf sighed. “I figured you wouldn’t be. I’ll admit I was desperate. I was ready to try anything. The last couple of months haven’t been easy on me, Maggie. Knowing you were my mate, and I couldn’t come near you, it ate at me. So maybe using Chris wasn’t the smartest plan, but at least you can say I didn’t cause things to get any worse.”

“I’ll give you that. In a way, you did Chris a favor, so I can overlook this. Now as for me moving in with you, I don’t want to rush things.”

Dolf stepped closer and cupped her face in his large hands. A thumb stroked her cheek. “Maggie, you carry Tiw’s mark on your skin. I saw it this morning after I woke up. We’re mated. I want you here with me.”

“It’s all moving so fast. I have my parents to think of as well. They don’t know anything about your world. They’ll think I’m rushing into a relationship with you. When Cydney moved in with Wulfric, both my mum and dad had thought she’d made a mistake. Since she isn’t their daughter, they didn’t say anything to her about it. That won’t be the case with me.”

“Then make something up. Say we’ve been secretly seeing each other.”

Maggie wrapped her hands around Dolf’s wrists and laughed. “I don’t think that’ll work. I haven’t really been out much since Stephen took me. They’ll know I’m lying.”

Dolf kissed her, a gentle meeting of their lips. “We’ll have to make your mum and dad understand. Part of what drove me crazy these last few months was the fact you weren’t here under Tiw’s protection. With Stephen still out there somewhere, I don’t trust the bastard.”

She knew deep down inside Dolf was right. And she had to admit being at the mansion, knowing full well there was no way a werewolf could get past the Anglo-Saxon god’s protection, she hadn’t jumped at the slightest noise, thinking Stephen had found her again. Something she tended to do a lot while at home.

“You’re right,” she finally said.

He kissed her again, this time taking her mouth with more passion, causing her blood to heat and her body to ache for his. Once Dolf pulled away, they were both breathing heavier.

“I know you’re not ready to say it in return, but I love you, Maggie. I promise to make you happy and keep you safe. We can even wait to have Tiw make us true mates.”

“Are you sure you’re okay with that, if I don’t want to become immortal right away?”

He gave her such a blinding smile that had Maggie thinking she couldn’t have asked for a more handsome man to be her mate. “I’m sure. With Tiw’s mark, you’re now protected against a werewolf’s bite. And if you move into the mansion, I’ll be able to sleep better with you safely tucked into bed next to me. You’ll still be mine.”

She rewarded Dolf with another kiss. “Then let’s go talk to my parents. And I think we should bring Chris along with us.”

“Why?”

“He can be very convincing when he puts his mind to it. And it might help my mum and dad to know Chris will be living in the mansion as well, besides just Cydney. My father’s always said he thinks Chris has a good head on his shoulders.”

“Fine, we’ll take him with us. But once I get you back here, you’re all mine.”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Dolf released her face, laced her fingers together with his and walked them toward the mansion. “Time to get the sluggard out of bed and get this chat with your parents over with so we can start our new life together today.”

* * *

Twenty minutes later, Dolf ushered both Maggie and Chris outside to his Porsche, and they were soon on the road to Maggie’s parents’ house.

Luckily, Chris hadn’t gone back to sleep and was showered and dressed when Dolf had knocked on his door. He’d also agreed to accompany them.

“I still don’t think you need me to tag along, Mags,” Chris said from the backseat. “Your parents might surprise you and be fine with you moving in with Dolf.”

Maggie turned her head to look around the seat at Chris. “Maybe, but you’re my backup plan.”

Dolf listened to Maggie and Chris talk over what arguments would work the best. Hearing Chris speak, Dolf had to agree with what Maggie had said about the other man being convincing. Chris seemed able to put a spin on things that even had Dolf agreeing, that was, if he were to have any doubts about the whole thing.

They were halfway to Maggie’s parents’ house when Dolf pulled to a stop at a red light. The street they were on mostly had warehouses on it. A few were older buildings that looked as if they’d been closed and boarded up.

From the backseat, Chris suddenly stopped talking and growled low. Dolf met his gaze in the rearview mirror. “What is it, Chris?” he asked.

“I’m getting that sensation when a werewolf is close by, except this one’s different. It’s stronger. I feel drawn to it more.”

Dolf didn’t question what Chris felt. After last night, there was no doubt in his mind that Chris was right. And there was no question the both of them were going to follow it up.

“Which direction is the sensation stronger?” he asked.

“Over there.” Chris pointed to one of the empty warehouses.

Once the light turned green, Dolf drove to the building, then around to the back of it, where he parked. He turned to Maggie. “I want you to stay in the car. Chris and I will deal with the werewolf. You should be safe enough here. Just keep the doors locked.”

Dolf waited until Maggie silently nodded, then got out of the car with Chris. He followed the other man to a door. On closer inspection, he saw the lock had been ripped off. They slipped inside the building, as quietly as possible.

As they traversed a narrow corridor to the main section of the warehouse, Dolf picked up a scent he’d memorized, and hoped to pick up while he hunted every night. The werewolf pack leader, Stephen, was inside the building. Dolf willed his sword onto his back and drew it just as Chris’ steps slowed, then stopped altogether.

Dolf skirted around until he was next to Chris. Stephen stood in the middle of the warehouse, talking to two other big men. They both had the same cruel look about them that the pack leader did. And their scents screamed werewolf.

Using the element of surprise while they still had it, Dolf ran into the large, open space. The two werewolves with Stephen turned in Dolf’s direction before each one took on his werewolf form. Dolf did the same, his sword still in his hand.

“Kill him,” Stephen yelled as he stepped out of the way.

The two thugs launched themselves at Dolf. Even though they couldn’t have been turned that long ago, since he and his fellow warriors had first taken down Stephen’s flunkies at the pack den, they were tough and fought dirty. The thugs took turns coming at Dolf, drawing him to strike out with his sword, only to move out of the way before he could follow through.

Out of the corner of his eye, Dolf saw Chris, who’d taken on his werewolf form, move into position to confront Stephen. Too busy to stop him, Dolf only had enough time to yell, “Don’t. It’s Stephen.”

But his call came a little too late. Chris met the pack leader head-on, both now shifted. Dolf turned his attention back on the beasts that attacked him. He had to take them out quickly. There was no way Chris would be able to fight against Stephen and be able to walk away alive.

Dolf growled as one of the thugs got in a lucky strike, claws raking across his ribs. He heard loud growls as Chris and Stephen fought, but he couldn’t afford to look over to see who had the upper hand.

Little by little, Dolf started to gain some advantage on the beasts he fought. They soon bled from small cuts where his sword had made contact with their skin. About to push his blade home through the heart of one, he heard a yelp and saw Stephen take off at a run and out into the corridor.

A wave of terror washed through Dolf. Maggie was just outside. Distracted by that thought, it allowed his attackers to rush him at the same time, taking him down to the floor. As he fought to get free, he yelled, “Maggie!”

He’d thrown off one werewolf in time to see Chris, bleeding from numerous claw and bite marks, take off after Stephen. Dolf hoped like hell the other man would be able to hold the pack leader at bay long enough for Dolf to come and finish him off.

The sound of Maggie screaming in fear reached his ears just as he sank his sword into the heart of one of the beasts. Free of the second one, he left him behind as he chased after Chris. It seemed to take far longer than it should have for him to reach the outside. When he did, what he saw made his blood run cold.

Stephen had punched through the passenger side window of the Porsche and had a hold of Maggie by the front of her shirt. A quick glance showed Chris was on the ground, bleeding from a head wound.

Maggie screamed again when Stephen punched another hole in the window with his other hand and reached inside to unlock the door. At the same time, Chris seemed to gather himself as he sprung to his feet. He was also much closer to the pack leader than Dolf was. Doing what he would’ve done if he were fighting with any of his fellow warriors, Dolf tossed Chris his sword. Deftly catching it, the other man jumped toward Stephen. On the way down, he sank the blade into the left side of the werewolf’s back. Chris had to have hit his heart, because Stephan dropped dead at his feet.

Dolf rushed to the car and yanked opened the door, pulling Maggie out and into his arms. Anxious to see if she’d been hurt, he at first didn’t notice the other werewolf from the warehouse running toward him.

“No,” Chris bellowed, moving between Dolf and the attacking beast.

Much to Dolf’s amazement, the thug came to an instant standstill. That was when it hit him—Chris had killed Stephen, the pack leader, which in turn meant Chris had become the new one. All of Fenris’ get would now be compelled to follow any orders Chris gave them, without question.

Dolf turned to look at Chris. “You’re pack leader now. Take my sword and finish him off. You can tell him not to move, he has no choice but to obey.”

The other man nodded, then limped over to the other werewolf. Dolf shifted to human form and dragged Maggie into his arms. Her whole body shook as she clutched onto him.

“It’s okay,” he said in a soft voice. “It’s over. Stephen’s gone.”

Maggie lifted her head and looked at him. “I love you,” she whispered.

“What?” He wasn’t sure he’d heard her right.

“I love you,” she said a little louder. “When Stephen came at me in the car, all I could think about was that he could kill me and I’d never have the chance to tell you those words. And that what I feel for you is the real thing. I thought I’d never see you again.” A tear dripped from her eye.

Dolf whipped the wetness away with his finger. “I love you too. I told you I’d never let him get you again.” He gave her a crooked smile. “Though it would seem Chris was the one who made the killing blow.”

“Is he going to be okay? He looks to be in bad shape.”

He turned in Chris’ direction and saw him standing over the body of the werewolf he’d just taken down. “Once he shifts to his human form, he’ll heal.”

Maggie rested her head against his chest. “Take me home, Dolf. To our home. I think it best that we skip the chat with my parents for now.”

“I agree.”

“And once we’re back at the mansion, you can contact Tiw about making us truly mates.”

He tightened his arms around her. “Are you sure?”

She nodded. “Yes. I want you, and I want that forever we’ll have as well.”

Dolf tilted her chin up and kissed her with all the hunger he had for her. “I’ll make you happy, Maggie. I promise.” He took her mouth again, then groaned as he released her lips. “You have no idea how bad I want you right now.”

“I feel the same way.”

Needing to be with his mate, to reaffirm the bond between them riding him, Dolf made short work of calling Tiw’s blue god-fire to take care of the werewolf bodies. Once that was done, he had the three of them back on the road for home.

At the mansion, he left Chris to make his own way inside as Dolf swept Maggie into his arms and carried her through the front door and all the way upstairs to their bedroom.

He kissed her, his need for her increasing by the second. Maggie seemed just as desperate for him, since she tore at his clothes. By the time they reached the bed, both of them were naked. Dolf picked her up and placed her on the mattress. She made mewling sounds as she pressed her body against him, her hips cradling his.

She took hold of his hard cock and rubbed it against her wet pussy. Dolf growled with pleasure, wanting nothing more than to bury his shaft deep inside her.

“Now,” she panted, “take me.”

Dolf pushed into Maggie, her inner walls closing around his dick with each inch of him she took. Once he was sheathed to the hilt, she reached down and grabbed his arse to urge him even deeper.

He pulled back, then thrust back into her. They moaned in time with his strokes. Dolf fucked her harder, faster. This was going to be over quick, but he couldn’t stop. His release was building at a rate he’d reach the point of no return in no time.

“Yes,” Maggie panted. “More. Faster. God, I’m going to come.”

Dolf continued to pound into her. Once she cried out and her pussy clutched his cock in orgasm, he thrust into her one final time as his shaft swelled to lock them together, and he followed her into climax.

His lungs working like a bellows, he rolled them both to their sides with Maggie’s leg over his hip. After he caught his breath, he said, “What would you say if I don’t let you out of this bed for the rest of the day?”

Maggie brushed her lips over his. “I can’t think of a better way I’d want to spend it.”

“Good.”

Taking his mate’s lips again in a heated kiss, Dolf knew the hell he’d lived through for the last couple of months had been well worth it. He now had the woman he’d love for all eternity.



The End
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