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A TWO-THOUSAND-YEAR-old grudge, and a reckless and primal passion. Will the dark demons be their doom or salvation?

After falling through hell’s portal, Tori and Beniamin discover new magical powers while battling frightening demons in the hostile afterlife. But as more monsters close in on them, they must rely on the protection of the dark ones, ancient demons who for centuries have been harboring a festering grudge against the Amaroki wolves. 

As much as she fears the dark demons, Tori can’t deny the call in her soul as if they’d always been her destined mates. How could she love such beasts, and how can they be capable of loving her when their hearts turned to ash centuries ago?

Beniamin feels a strong yet perplexing connection to them, too—almost as if he’d always been part of their pack. But these demons harbor dangerous secrets, and he does not want to stay long enough to find out what they are. 

Tori and Beniamin have no choice but to obey their hellish hosts. If they don’t, an even worse death awaits them.  
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THANKS AGAIN TO SUSAN for your insight and wisdom. You are amazing. I’m lucky I found you! 

Thanks to Sheri for finding those mistakes! 

Joy, I’m glad to have you back! I appreciate your input. 

Thanks to Deb, PA Goddess, for keeping me sane.  

Thanks to my awesome ARC team, especially Beba, Cary, May, Rachel, and Sierra for finding last-minute oopsies!

Finally, thanks to my readers, for supporting this series and for believing in me. 
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Chapter One
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The Beginning of the Amaroki

Germania, 8 AD

Jezebeth paced her tent, anxiously awaiting the four handsome Wolfbane brothers. Amarok, the oldest, was the chieftain of their tribe. She’d looked forward to their nightly visits ever since they found her a fortnight ago. They were always attentive lovers, especially Amarok, so tall and handsome with his broad back and muscular physique, sparkling blue eyes, alabaster skin, and hair as dark as a raven’s wing. That dimple in his chin when he smiled was her weakness. As a djinn who wasn’t tethered to a lamp, she’d do anything for him, even grant him more wishes, as long as he kept smiling.

His brothers were all so very handsome, too, with similar complexions and thick cocks, though they had strikingly different personalities. Leuthar, the second oldest, could’ve been Amarok’s twin, except for a lethal gleam in his eyes. Where Amarok was strong and noble, Leuthar was cunning and wicked. He’d proved that with his tongue each night. Dagr, the middle brother, was leaner and almost a head shorter than his older brothers, but he was the best hunter. Known for his feral instincts, he easily cornered his prey. Fenrir, the youngest brother, was certainly the sweetest, with a boyish smile and cheeks that turned flame red whenever she batted her eyes. She enjoyed corrupting him the most. She rode him like a stallion, relishing the mixture of pain and pleasure that crossed his features when she milked his seed. 

To think, her mother had warned her to keep her guard up around mortal men, but she’d found heaven in their arms, and she couldn’t wait to bond them to her, making them hers for an eternity. 

She’d used every spell in her arsenal to make sure tonight would be perfect, from the delicious feast she’d prepared for them to the alluring jasmine perfume that filled the tent. The soft glow of flickering candles had been placed strategically by the bed, so they could watch each other fill her tight sheath and warm, welcoming mouth. 

When she saw four big shadows outside her tent, she quickly sat at the edge of a cushioned stool, tossed her thick black braid behind her shoulder, and stuck out her generous cleavage. “There you are,” she said coyly while batting her long lashes. “I was beginning to think you weren’t coming.” 

“Did you think we’d break our word?” Amarok said with a deep rumble and strode over to the long table. His brothers wordlessly followed, their eyes not on her but on the spread laid out before them. 

She’d prepared a feast of fruit, bread, meat, and cheese, along with four kinds of spiced wine. Because they were forced to give more than half their harvests to their Roman occupiers, this bounty was probably more than they saw in a week.

Resting their hunting axes against the bench, they dug into the food, grumbling their approval while eating like ravenous wolves. They were far less refined than her previous Roman lovers, crumbs falling from their mouths and landing on the table while they shoveled food into their faces. She would’ve been repulsed if she hadn’t already taken them as lovers. All that mattered was that they devoured her pussy with the same fervor. She turned away, giving them privacy while they grunted like pigs at a trough. 

When they’d finished, her beautifully laid table looked like it had been pillaged by marauders. Olives had rolled onto the floor, crumbs floated in the spilled wine, and every bone had been picked clean. 

Clutching goblets of wine, the brothers sprawled on the pillows, wiping their greasy fingers on the fine Persian silks that had been gifts from her mother. A little magic would clean that up, but she was still perturbed at their lack of manners. Heaving a slow breath, she regained her composure, reminding herself they were barbarians. They slept with animals and rarely washed the grime from their nails and faces. She couldn’t expect them to turn refined overnight, but she would work on them. They would be together for an eternity, after all. She could teach them to bathe and eat with their mouths closed, but after taking on many tepid Roman lovers, she knew she couldn’t train these men to be better in bed. That was an innate skill that came as naturally to her barbarians as breathing.  

When Amarok arched a thick, black brow, giving her an expectant look, she pushed off from her stool and sat on the cushions beside him, her insides turning to liquid fire. How desperately she wanted to fuck him. “I knew you’d come.” She traced the taut veins protruding down his neck. He smelled like a goat. She recited a cleansing spell under her breath, pleased when his stink was replaced with a strong woodsy scent.    

“Why’s that?” He looked her over as if he was assessing her worth. His scrutiny always made her feel small, but she gravitated toward him like a woman bewitched. 

She leered up at him from under her lashes. “No man can resist me.”   

He laughed, then let out a rancid belch. 

She arched away from him, scowling, and fanned her face. 

“Villagers call you a demon.” He looked at her with a sneer as if she was cursed with the plague.  

Her heart caught in her throat when his brothers snarled at her like rabid wolves. Would they despise her if they learned of her demon blood? “Do they?”

“Are you?” Leuthar asked, giving her an accusatory look. 

She turned up her nose. “I’ve already told you who I am.” She avoided his gaze, not to hide her lie but because he was the most terrifying of the brothers. He also made her the wettest when he drove into her like a battering ram. 

Without waiting for her permission, Leuthar dug his thick fingers into her waist and jerked her onto his lap. When she tried to pull away, he latched onto her breast, rolling the nipple between his fingers. “If you are the daughter of a goddess, why do you toy with us mere mortals when you can have gods kneeling at your feet?”

“Why do you question me after all I’ve done for you?” she whimpered, knowing it drove him wild when she played the weak mortal. “Have I not already granted two of your wishes?” 

Though she wasn’t trapped in a rusty lamp, like her mother, she had djinn powers to grant as many wishes as she wanted. She’d told them she could only grant three between them. A lie, but a necessary one. One of the sage pieces of advice from her mother. Humans needed limits, as they were prone to greed. Besides, after the third wish was granted, if they stayed with her, it was the only way to tell if they truly loved her. Some part of her didn’t want to know that answer, though. She chose to believe they’d love her forever, even if they wouldn’t. She regretted that she’d given them their first two wishes so quickly, but at the time she hadn’t wanted to keep them. Then Leuthar had done that thing with his tongue. Would they discard her after she granted their third wish? She prayed they were just as addicted to her as she was to them. 

“You have,” he whispered hotly, nibbling her neck. “Our cousin has recovered from the deformity that left her lame, and our crops are producing more than enough to feed the village and offer tribute to the Romans.” 

She tipped back her head, giving him easier access. “Would a demon do such things for you?” 

He laughed and reached between her legs. “She would if she wanted something in return.” 

No use denying it. They would find out soon enough. Besides, a djinn wasn’t quite a demon. They’d no reason to fear her or think her vile. Falling back against the silks, she spread her legs. “And you know what I want, don’t you?” When he looked down at her, the battle scars on his cheeks standing out beneath the glow of the flickering candlelight, she felt like a hare caught in a wolf’s jowls. 

A wicked gleam flashed in his eyes. “We do.” 

“Then love me,” she pleaded, pleased when his brothers stripped out of their clothes, their magnificent cocks springing free. She inwardly smiled, knowing her barbarians would fuck her raw.  

* * *
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JEZEBETH LAID IN DAGR and Fenrir’s arms. She was more sated than she’d been in her life after being thoroughly loved by her barbarians. Amarok and Leuthar had left them in bed and gone to the table, their backs to her, their heads bent toward each other while they poured the last of the wine. The two eldest brothers were always aloof and reserved, but they were even more so now. Something was weighing heavily on their minds. 

When Amarok turned to her, shadows cast over his features, she knew he had decided on his final wish. She feared they’d discard her after she gave them what they wanted. But why would they? She was far more beautiful than any of the pale, filthy women of their village whose hands and feet were always coated with grime, and whose teeth were dark with decay. Untangling herself from the younger brothers, she sat up when Amarok cleared his throat, piercing her with a look that tied her stomach in knots.

“We’ve decided on our final wish,” he said, sharing a secretive look with Leuthar.  

She had to work hard to push out her words through a throat that was rougher than frozen tree bark. “What is it?”

“Give us the power to protect our tribe and drive all Romans back across the sea.” The determined look in his eyes and the hard set of his jaw told her he wouldn’t accept her refusal.  

She scooted to the edge of the bed. “You’re asking too much.” It was hard to maintain eye contact when he looked at her like a lion about to devour its prey. 

He snorted, sharing a derisive look with Leuthar. “I thought you could grant any wish.” 

“That is what you said.” Leuthar sneered.  

She cursed herself a fool for making them such promises. “I-I can, but this wish will take dark magic.” 

“I don’t give a damn!” Amarok roared, pounding the table. “We’ll all be dead soon if we can’t defeat them.” 

His ferocity made her insides churn. “Exactly what kind of power do you want?” She tensed, fearing his answer. 

Clenching his hands into fists, he glared down at her. “Give us the power to transform into frightening beasts that will make our enemies run away like squawking hens.” 

He was asking her to make him a god. She should have never told them the story of the dark ones, the frightening demon beasts who ruled all of Hell. The only way to grant such a wish was to steal powers from the dark ones themselves. Practicing such spells was forbidden and carried a sentence worse than death if she were caught.

When Amarok knelt beside her and looked into her eyes with burning intensity, her resolve to refuse him weakened, and she felt compelled to look away. 

“Jezebeth,” he whispered, her name sliding off his tongue like warm honey. He cupped her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze, and the last of her resolve melted away. “If you love us, you won’t deny us.” 

“Very well, I’ll do it,” she said on a rush of air, regretting the words the moment they spilled from her mouth. But there was no turning back now. She was too in love with them to deny them anything. Turning up her chin, she looked into his eyes. The least the brothers could do in return was promise their undying love. “But you must do something for me.” 

“That’s not how you said these wishes worked.” Amarok abruptly stood, his mouth hitched in a triumphant grin. 

“We’ve already surrendered our bodies to you,” Leuthar said, the venom in his tone sounding almost as if he’d despised sleeping with her. “Is that not enough?”

She was momentarily dumbstruck. They enjoyed bedding her. Their hard cocks and satisfied groans were proof enough that they weren’t being coerced, yet he acted as if rutting with her had been a chore. Her expression hardened; she wouldn’t let him see how badly he’d hurt her. “It’s never enough,” she finally said.  

“Are you going to grant our wish or not?” Amarok crossed his arms. 

“So impatient,” she snapped, anger overshadowing her pain. His dark look sliced a hole through her heart, and she wondered if he and his brothers had ever cared for her.  

“We have no choice.” Leuthar stood beside his brother. “War is imminent.” 

“Very well,” she said and sighed, hating herself for capitulating so easily. “Come back tomorrow. The moon will be full. It’s the best time to do the ritual.” She tried to think of a way to give them powers without stealing from demons, and a thought occurred to her. Perhaps she could placate them by giving them wolf powers. “But first you must kill a wolf and bring its body to me. Can you do that?”

“We’re hunters.” Dagr laughed. “Of course we can.” He glared at her intently with that same look of scorn his older brothers were giving her.

She told herself this was the natural behavior of barbarians, that they were gruff with everyone, unlike her last lovers. The Roman soldiers had hung on her every word and practically tripped over their shields to do her bidding. She hadn’t granted them any wishes. She hadn’t needed to do anything to win their affection, other than spread her legs. Perhaps she should return to them instead of wasting her time on these barbaric beasts. 

Giving the brothers a cool look, she bottled up her emotions, trying hard to ignore the stirrings in her heart of longing and regret. Turning her back to her lovers, she slipped into her robe and drank the remaining wine in her goblet. She resolved to tell them to leave her tent and never come back. 

She sucked in a breath when strong hands encircled her waist. “We will see you tomorrow, goddess,” Leuthar whispered against her heated skin while dragging his teeth down her neck. She turned to putty in his arms when he kneaded her breasts and pressed his hard cock between her buttocks. She pulled up her robe, giving him full access to her weeping cunt and then let out a groan of disappointment when he released her, following his brothers out without a backward glance.

Their laughter echoed through the forest and reverberated inside her skull. They were ruthless and cruel, but their indifference only made her want them more.  

* * *
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“BROTHER,” LEUTHAR WHISPERED to Amarok. They were crouched behind a bush, waiting for Dagr to strike his target, a young buck with horns that would look nice hanging over their hearth. The meat and skin would feed and clothe his people, after they used it to lure in the wolf. “That temptress is no goddess.”

Amarok held up a silencing hand when the buck looked up. Dagr’s arrow sliced through the air, hitting the beast in the lungs with a thwump. The animal fell over, and the does around him scattered. 

“Good shot,” Amarok said to Dagr. 

His brother stood, slinging his bow over his shoulder while giving Leuthar a dark look. “I almost missed when you spooked him.”

Leuthar shrugged an apology as the four of them went over to the stag. 

Amarok let out a low whistle. The red buck had six beautiful points on either side. He wondered if he and his brothers would have horns after Jezebeth turned them into beasts. He would like long, curled horns that protruded from the tops of their skulls and tusks descending from their gums to match, just like the dark ones Jezebeth had described. 

“Why do we submit to her?” Leuthar asked as he unsheathed his boning knife. 

Amarok scowled at him. “You didn’t protest when you were spilling your seed into her warm cunt.” 

Leuthar’s pale skin colored, and he dropped his gaze to the blood that spilled from the stag’s chest. “I feel entranced when we’re with her. She puts me under a spell.”

“Me, too,” Fenrir said, flushing crimson. He knelt beside Amarok.  

Amarok always had a strange dreamlike feeling when they were with her, but her power over him was subsiding. “She’s a powerful sorceress.” 

They dragged the carcass through the forest to a nearby clearing, its blood painting a path in the dry earth. 

Leuthar wiped sweat from his brow. “But not a goddess.” 

“No.” Amarok helped cut out the stag’s entrails. “A witch at best, a demon at worst.” 

“Then why do we continue to visit her?” Leuthar asked. 

Amarok sliced open its neck, letting its blood gush onto his hand as it dripped from its severed cavity. “Do you wish to defeat the Romans or not?” 

“I do,” Leuthar said while they finished helping Dagr gut the stag, “but at what price?”

Amarok wiped blood from his hands. “We’ve not made her any promises yet.” 

Leuthar waved his bloody blade at him. “Not yet, but what if she turns us into these beasts, and we can’t transform back? We’ll be cast out by the village.” 

Amarok puffed up his chest, summoning a confidence he didn’t feel. “If she curses us, we’ll find another witch to help us undo the spell.” At least he prayed they would. Their demon lover might sink her claws too deep, enslaving them and forcing them to do her bidding. Still, he could think of worse masters than a beautiful, sex-starved demon. 

Holding the stag’s guts in one hand and the blade in the other, Leuthar had a maddening, desperate look in his eyes as he gave Amarok a hard stare. “And if we can’t?”

Fenrir and Dagr flanked Leuthar, looking at Amarok as if their souls depended on his answer. Then again, perhaps they did. 

“We have no choice,” he finally answered. “There will be nothing left of our tribe if we can’t defend ourselves against the Romans.”  
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Chapter Two
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Jezebeth swallowed her unease when four familiar hulking shadows appeared outside her tent. They didn’t wait for her permission as they pushed their way inside. Amarok carried the body of a large gray wolf across his shoulders. 

She motioned toward the pentagram salt circle in the center. “Put the beast there.”

After Amarok dumped the carcass on the floor, the brothers wordlessly went to the table, which was laden with an even bigger feast and extra jugs of wine. She hoped to get them good and drunk, and not only so she could take advantage of them. In that condition, they’d be more willing to accept her compromise. She couldn’t possibly give them demon powers without stealing from other demons, and not just their magic, but their souls, too. Such a spell was forbidden, and she had no wish to anger the Vindictus, the demon council that ruled the underworld. Her lovers would simply have to settle for wolf powers. Wolves were strong and brave. They had no reason to object.

Her lovers ate their fill and drank all the wine, but their eyes were still sharp, their movements precise. These barbarians had constitutions of iron. 

When she motioned toward the bed, Amarok shook his head. “We can rut later. Fulfill your final wish,” he said firmly.

Batting her lashes, she protruded her generous cleavage. She might be a djinn, but she had the libido of a siren. “Are you sure I can’t offer you a diversion first?”

“No.” He shook her off with a grunt.

The rejection stung. Amarok didn’t love her and never would. He would leave her soon, and his brothers would go with him. If djinns were able to make wishes for themselves, she’d force her barbarians to love her. She could still place a condition on their wish—that they serve her as her lovers for eternity—but would she want to take unwilling lovers to her bed?

She instructed them to each take a point of the pentagram, with her taking the fifth one. The wolf’s body lay in the center. He was big, with long fangs, and she sensed his spirit nearby, the heavy dark pall of an alpha wolf cut down in his prime. Animal spirits usually took days to leave their bodies. Predators took even longer. 

Closing her eyes, she called to the wolf, pulling his energy toward her. When she felt the spirit’s breath on her nape, she asked for his forgiveness before murmuring the spell that split his spirit with a violent crack. His howl of agony made her head hurt and then his voice was silenced, replaced with four distinct whimpers. Opening her eyes, she stared at four flickering orbs of light not much bigger than candle flames. Holding out her hands, she pulled the orbs close to her heart, murmuring words of comfort to the confused wolf spirits. 

She went first to Amarok. “Repeat after me. I receive this spirit with an open mind and willing heart.” 

Another arrow lodged in her heart at the lack of trust in his eyes, but he finally repeated the words. 

“Now open your mouth,” she said, then held her breath while waiting for him to comply. 

She saw none of the tenderness in his eyes that he’d shown during their lovemaking. Odd how at this moment, when he was most vulnerable, she could read him so easily. What she saw nearly stole the breath from her lungs. His eyes burned with longing and determination, but the flame of fear burned brightly like a thousand suns. He was terrified, not of her or the spell, but of failing his people. 

His need to drive out the Romans was more powerful than any feelings he’d ever felt for her. As long as the invaders plagued them, he’d never be free to love her. Her wolf spell might not be enough to help them conquer their enemies.  

She held an orb to his lips, and it slid down his throat. His irises slowly turned silver, revealing the wolf soul inside him. 

She repeated the ritual with his brothers, then clasped her hands together and whispered an incantation over the wolf’s body, saddened when his corpse turned to ash. 

Spinning a slow circle, she looked at them. “Now channel your beasts.” She clenched her hands until nails broke skin, terrified that Amarok would be displeased with her gift. 

Amarok and his brothers threw back their heads and howled as fur sprouted on their faces and arms. Amarok’s eyes glowed blinding white, before he turned to her with a snarl. “This is not what I asked for. I wanted you to make us like the dark ones from your stories. The demons who can slay dragons with wind and fire and shatter bones with their roars.” He advanced toward her with a menacing look.

She nearly tripped over her own feet as she backed up, scattering salt. “You wanted to become frightening beasts, and you are.” The lie that spilled from her lips burned the back of her throat, but at the moment she only cared about escaping his wrath. 

“This won’t frighten Romans.” He pounded his broad chest. “A few arrows, and we’ll all be dead.” 

Leuthar stepped between them, looking as if he might defend her, but then he turned on her, too. “There is more to this spell.” 

She sucked in a breath, fearing what he’d ask her next. “There isn’t.” 

Nostrils flaring, a low growl erupted from his throat. “My instinct tells me you’re lying.” He and his brothers growled at her.

What had she done? In giving them wolf spirits, she’d also given them wolf instincts. There was no lying to them now. 

She left the broken salt circle and lowered herself onto a bench, dismayed when they followed her. She downed what was left of a goblet of wine, exhaled shakily, and slowly stood. “You’re asking me to turn you into demons.” 

“No!” Amarok hollered, pounding the table. “I’m telling you!”

She clasped her hands in a prayer pose, while hoping she could sway him with her feminine charms. “I don’t think you understand the repercussions of such a spell.” 

He let out a roar, shaking a fist in her face. “I don’t care!”

Her shoulders slumped, resigned. “Very well.” She cursed herself for ever making these barbarians such a foolish promise, but there was no turning back now. She only hoped she’d survive the consequences. 

She returned to the salt circle, fixed the part she’d sent awry, and sat beside the ashes of the dead wolf. Closing her eyes, she envisioned herself as a black serpent and chanted the spell that would take her soul on a dangerous journey to Hell. 

* * *
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DRAGOMIR STIRRED THE embers of the hearth and returned to his brother and their mate on the fur rug. After battling hellfire’s flames, they’d come home from a successful hunt, having retrieved enough souls to satisfy the beast and keep them well fed for many weeks. His two youngest brothers kept watch at the mouth of the cave for any signs of the Vindictus spies that had trailed them on their hunt. They would have to try harder if they thought to steal Daeva. She belonged to the Fangborns now. No demon was a match for Dragomir or his brothers. Those foolish enough to cross them ended up as more fuel for the beast. After ruling Hell for several centuries, the dark ones had established themselves as the alpha demons. They who fed the beast ruled all of Hell. 

Daeva spread out before Horatiu in all her naked glory, her long dark hair fanned out around her dusky skin, her round breasts hardened to firm peaks, and her golden eyes glowing while his older brother lazily fingered her dripping cunt. She growled her approval as he stroked her until she thrashed against the furs. 

Dragomir knelt in front of his goddess, delving into her honeypot with his tongue, drinking in her essence as he swirled around her swollen pearl. She lifted her legs higher and ran her fingers through his thick hair, stroking his horns and driving him mad with lust, for his horns were almost as sensitive as his cock. When she flooded his mouth, her clit twitching with each stroke, he climbed up her and slid into her slick heat, fucking her rough and hard, just the way she liked it. 

Eyes rolling into the back of his head, a groan tore from his throat as her tight sheath milked his seed. He collapsed on top of her, their sweat mingling as she rolled him over, kissing him hard. 

She stroked the stubble on his jaw. “Ready me, please,” she said with a hiss. 

He pulled out and dragged the moisture from her dripping sex toward her anus, rubbing it inside her puckered hole until she was ready. Horatiu flipped her onto her stomach, his fangs extending, and slowly stretched, then filled her tight hole. Dragomir sat in front of her, grasped the back of her head, and shoved her mouth onto his cock, forcing her to swallow him whole. Their goddess loved it when they were rough with her, and she was rough in return, scratching their thighs and backs with her long sharp nails until their shimmering skin was streaked with blood. 

She slurped up and down his cock like she was trying to suck marrow from a bone. It didn’t take him long to explode. She swallowed every drop while Horatiu fucked her harder, jarring her forward with each thrust. He came with a roar, digging his claws into her round bottom as he jerked against her. He flipped her on her back, driving into her cunt while sinking his fangs into her breast. They rutted like possessed animals, blood from the wounds on her breast streaking her sides. After they collapsed with satisfied noises, Horatiu licked the wounds on her breast until the blood crusted and healed. 

Watching them fuck had made Dragomir harder than an iron blade. He was ready to impale his goddess once more. 

After his brother rolled off her, he grabbed her slender ankle in a bruising grip, then paused when a strange black smoke filled the chamber, twisting and turning like the body of a serpent. 

“Horatiu!” he whispered urgently to his brother, who was resting on his back, eyes closed. 

Horatiu’s eyes shot open. He looked at the smoke and then reached for his blade, which had been demon cursed and forged in fire. Dragomir pushed Daeva down, pressing his finger to his lips while reaching for his blade. 

She scooted back, magic sparking off her fingers as Dragomir and Horatiu circled the smoky serpent that wound its way toward them, its tail disappearing behind the charcoal rocks above them like an apparition poking through a wall.

Dragomir knew this was no apparition. The creature smelled like dark magic. What was it doing here, and what did it want with them? 

When its inky tongue flicked from its jowls, Dragomir raised his sword and let out a roar. The serpent, moving fast, struck Horatiu, who fell on his knees with a keening cry. The snake dug its fangs into his shoulder. Dragomir ran to his brother, then spun on his heel when the snake suddenly let go and lunged for Daeva. She cried out when it struck, a hopeless wail shattering his black heart. The snake reared back and disappeared in an explosion of thick, acrid smoke. Horatiu and Daeva burst like exploding stars, a cataclysm of light and dust that filled their cavern, burning Dragomir’s lungs and stinging his eyes. 

Survival instinct kicked in, and he ran, his legs weighted with stone and his heartbeat slowing to a dull thud as he trudged to the mouth of the cavern. His vision blurred, and his younger brothers morphed into two long shadows against the backdrop of Hell’s crimson fires. He thought he heard them cry out and run to him. He prayed they’d leave him to choke on the darkness that permeated his soul, for he knew without a doubt that Horatiu and Daeva were lost to him. 

* * *
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JEZEBETH OPENED HER eyes and looked across the pentagram circle at Amarok after her foray into Hell. She regretted stealing the souls of the demons. Though she’d tried to capture all three, one had escaped. No, that wasn’t true. She’d let him escape after being frightened by the malice in his eyes. There was no doubt he’d call for vengeance. Her only saving grace was that she’d disguised herself as a snake. The Vindictus would not know it was her. 

She wrestled with the two souls that flamed and flickered and burned her hands. They were far more volatile than the wolf, and she wondered if she’d be able to split them. When one soul snapped away from her with a violent clap and raced up her arm, she knew she was out of time. Hissing, she ran to Amarok. 

“Say the words,” she cried, wrestling with the angry spirits. Blisters were already forming on her burned hands. “I receive these spirits with an open mind and willing heart.”

When he repeated the words and opened his mouth, she shoved both souls at him. He swallowed both orbs.

When he crumpled to the floor in a lifeless heap, his brothers dropped beside him, shaking his shoulders.

“What did you do to him?” Leuthar asked accusingly, his eyes shining like twin moons. 

“I-I.” Clutching her throat, she stepped back. “I had no choice. I had to put both demons inside him.”

“Two demons!” Leuthar hollered.  

She sucked in a sharp breath when Amarok flopped around on the floor like a fish out of water, foam bubbling around his mouth. 

There was no way a mortal man could survive long with two demons inside him. She looked at her blackened hands. Her fingers throbbed, but none of the brothers asked if she was okay as they called Amarok’s name.

When Amarok stopped shaking and went eerily still, she wondered if she’d pass out from fright. His arms and legs sprouted like massive tree trunks covered with fur and his head swelled to three times normal size. Large horns curled from his head and massive tusks hung down from his mouth. He sat up, pounding his chest like an ape, and let out a roar that rattled her bones. When he stood, his head ripped through the top of the tent. 

She screamed when the tent collapsed around them. 

Suddenly she was standing in open air, watching helplessly while Amarok shredded the tent and snapped the poles like twigs. His brothers had shifted into gray wolves and howled at the full moon. Amarok stomped over the debris, each step shifting the ground like earthquake tremors, causing her to fall to her knees. 

Amarok ran into the forest, knocking down trees as if they were no heavier than blades of grass, his wolf brothers following in his wake. 

By the gods, what had she done? 
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Leuthar and his brothers ran behind Amarok, shredding Romans with their sharp teeth while Amarok tore down their tents, broke their spears in half, and tossed soldiers around like they were mere stones. The brothers discovered quickly their sudden power to communicate through thought as a shower of arrows rained down on them. 

Look out! Dagr yelled, his thought ricocheting through their heads moments before the projectiles hit. 

Leuthar and his wolf brothers were able to jump out of the line of fire, but Amarok didn’t move fast enough. He was struck twice in the back and three times in the legs. He ripped out the arrows, which looked like needles compared to his massive body. 

Amarok’s rampage continued until he reached the tent that contained an older soldier, a general judging by the gold embroidery on his tunic and the plumes on his helmet. He popped off the man’s head and arms like a human ripping the extremities and wings off a bug, discarded the body parts, and stalked over to a raven-haired girl hiding behind a jumble of furs. Before Leuthar could stop Amarok, he scooped the girl into his arms, tossed her over his shoulder, and lumbered past piles of Roman corpses on the way out of camp. 

She pounded his back to no avail. “Put me down! Put me down!”  

Leuthar followed at his heels, speaking to him through thought. Brother, put the girl down.

Amarok refused to release her and sprinted through the forest as if the hounds of Hell were on his heels. They went deeper into the woods, the Romans’ screams just a memory, drowned out by the pounding of Leuthar’s heart.

The girl had gone limp, and her black hair hung down Amarok’s back like a curtain of ink. Leuthar thought she might be injured from the rough way she’d been handled. 

By the time they reached a clearing in the heart of the dark forest, Leuthar was nearly out of breath, his tail hanging limply between his legs. He summoned the power to shift into human form, his bones breaking and his skin burning for less than a heartbeat. He was amazed at how fast the transition had been. Amarok was still a hairy, horned beast, towering above them like a pine. 

Shift back into a human, he projected to his brother. 

Amarok frowned. Can’t human. 

That wasn’t good. Would Amarok remain a beast forever? After he lowered the girl to the mossy ground, Leuthar went to her and checked her pulse, relieved to see she was still alive. She groaned and rolled onto her side. Leuthar jumped back when she heaved. 

He frowned at his brother. “See what you’ve done!”  

Amarok pointed at her, his heavy brow drawn so low, it almost hung over his eyes. “Mate.” 

Leuthar blinked up at him. “What?”

Amarok thumbed his chest. “Mate Amarok.”  

“You can’t mate with her,” Leuthar snapped. “You’d crush her.” Had this curse also robbed Amarok of his human intelligence? Leuthar wouldn’t put it past the witch to have cursed him with a simple mind, a dangerous combination when paired with his current size and strength.  

Still in wolf form, Leuthar’s brothers circled the girl, whimpering. Fenrir licked her face. She sat up and wrapped her arms around his neck, groaning into his fur. “Thank you,” she whispered.

Leuthar knelt beside the girl. “Are you all right?” 

She looked at him through her dark curtain of hair, and he was surprised by beautiful violet eyes set against smooth alabaster skin. “I will be in a moment. Thank you.” 

She wore a simple tunic, and mystical tattoos on her exposed arms indicated she was a healer from a local tribe. Possibly even a witch. He wondered if she knew a spell to help Amarok shift back into his mortal skin. He felt a strong pull toward the girl and fought the urge to stroke her smooth skin as one word projected into his mind: mate. Were they all going mad or had she bewitched them?

Fenrir sat beside her, letting her lean against his side.  

Do you feel the pull toward her, too, brother? he asked him. 

Yes. 

“We’re sorry about our brother,” Leuthar said to her.

“He’s your brother?” She pushed her hair back, revealing beautiful, full lips and rosy cheeks. She had the face of a goddess. No wonder Amarok had been smitten with her. 

Leuthar cursed himself for gaping at her too long. “He is. He was cursed by a witch.” 

She grimaced at the beast, narrowing her eyes when he flashed a wide, fanged smile. “No witch has the power to create demons.”  

“This one does,” Fenrir answered after shifting to a human. 

She yelped and scooted away. “By the goddess!” she cried, her hand flying to her chest, then yelped again when Dagr shifted, too. “Only a demon can make other demons. Did the demon curse all of you?”

Leuthar swallowed back a knot of apprehension. Somehow, he knew this girl spoke the truth. Jezebeth was a demon, which explained the power she had over them. She was beautiful, but when they were near her, their dicks hardened to painful proportions until thoughts of rutting consumed them. No human woman could cast such a spell over them. 

“We asked her to change us, but we didn’t expect Amarok to come out so—” He paused, trying to find the right words. 

“So beastly?” she added.

“Uncontrollable,” he answered. “And he can’t shift back into a human like we can.” 

Amarok whimpered and sat with a thud, making the earth shake. 

She bit her bottom lip, which was full and red, like a rose in bloom. “Don’t any of you have clothes?”

Heat crept into Leuthar’s cheeks as he looked down. He and his brothers were never ashamed to parade before Jezebeth with their cocks swinging between their legs, but with this girl, he was oddly self-conscious. “We tore them when we changed.”

“Was that Roman soldier your lover?” Fenrir blurted, cheeks coloring. 

“No,” she said, smoothing wrinkles out of her tunic. “He was my captor.” 

“So my brother freed you?” Leuthar asked. 

She rolled her eyes up at Amarok. “If you want to call it that.”

Fenrir moved close to her, nostrils flaring as he sniffed her hair. Fenrir was acting like a dog. Leuthar scratched the back of his head, growling when he felt the sting of a flea bite. 

“What’s your name?” Fenrir asked her. 

She gave him a questioning look. “Amara.”

Amarok slapped the ground. “Amarok. Amara. Mates.”

She vehemently shook her head. “I don’t think so.”

Leuthar thought it odd that her name was so similar to his brother’s. Was it coincidence or fate? “You’re not mating with anyone, brother, until we can figure out how to reverse your transformation.” He smiled at the girl. “I’m Leuthar.” He pointed to his younger brothers. “These are Dagr and Fenrir. You’ve already met Amarok.” 

“Mates,” Amarok said again. 

Amara gave him a wary look. 

A chill wind blew through the trees, a welcome sensation on Leuthar’s heated skin. 

When Amara’s teeth began to chatter, Amarok draped a hairy arm around her shoulders. “Keep mate warm,” he said, flashing a fanged grin. 

She gasped when he pulled her into his lap but didn’t fight him. 

“Be gentle with her
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