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ON THE DARKEST NIGHT of the year, a lone wolf could be heard howling forlornly in the distance, as Nurse MacLeod walked a baby into the nursery. The baby had just been anonymously surrendered. Nurse MacLeod couldn’t imagine why anyone would surrender a beautiful baby. 

One of the other nurses gasped, and made some sort of blessing upon herself, as Nurse MacLeod placed the baby in an open cot. 

“What?” Nurse MacLeod said, surprised by the outburst.

“It’s hair! It must be cursed!” Said the other nurse.

“You have got to be joking! There is no  such thing as curses.” Nurse MacLeod retorted. 

The nurses went about their shift as they normally would. However some nurses chose to stay away from the poor abandoned baby out of superstition. Nurse MacLeod took it upon herself to give the poor baby a name. She named her Gwen, meaning “Blessing” and “White”. Nurse MacLeod hoped the name would help the little girl to deal with the hardships of life. 
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‘My life has never been easy.’ Gwen thought as she brushed the dye through her hair. Her brunette hair had begun to grow out, showing her snow white roots. She didn’t know why, but she had been born with hair as white as snow. 

It had led to most of the hardships in her life, and she figured that it had something to do with her ending up in foster care. Since the moment she was born, 35 years ago, people had either thought she was cursed or a liar. Neither of which were a good thing. Especially as she got bounced from foster home to foster home. Endlessly being an outcast. 

She had started dying her hair as soon as she aged out of foster care, at the age of 18. None of the families that she had been with were ever willing to help her or let her dye it. Not that she was ever in one place long enough.

As Gwen’s hair dried, she cleaned up the mess made by the dye. Tomorrow, she had an interview with the manager at one of the largest Viking museums in the world. She had always loved Viking history but, sadly, history rarely paid the bills. She had invested what felt like a small fortune into college. Studying like crazy to have grades high enough to keep the scholarships that she had managed to get. She didn’t know why, but something about the Vikings captivated her.  However, with no one else to support her, her only option was to try to work from the bottom up. So, she was interviewing for a tour guide position. 

The next day Gwen looked at her new reflection in the mirror. The brunette hair really brought out the gold in her brown eyes. She straightened the shirt under her blazer and tried to give herself a pep talk.

‘You’ve got this! Who better to tell people about historic Vikings than a historian who specializes in Vikings’ She said to her reflection. It didn’t seem to believe her. 

‘This person would be a fool not to hire us!’ Orlaith, her wolf, said. 

Her wolf had been in the back of her mind since the day she turned thirteen. Normally after your first Shift your Alpha would name your wolf. However Gwen had never had that, so she had named her wolf herself after her beautiful eyes. At least she could see her in her mind, she was a beautiful white wolf with gold eyes. 

Gwen took a taxi over to the museum. The building was somehow intimidating and welcoming at the same time. Like coming home to a long lost family home. She took a deep breath, straightened her outfit one last time, and went in. 

The Tunglskin Viking Museum was one of the leading museums on Vikings in the whole world. It housed Viking ships, buildings, and various forms of art through the ages. Gwen walked up to the door, trying not to let her nerves get the better of her. 

The entry area was huge and immaculate, even with throngs of tourists it still felt wide open. They had large banners hanging up advertising various exhibits. Off to the left was the gift shop with all sorts of fun items for people to spend their money on. Straight ahead of her was the main desk, it was large enough to have ten people helping guests on a busy day. Today however there were only four people working. Two were busy helping guests, while two were waiting for the next person to help. Gwen chose to walk up to the young man that was working the farthest desk, leaving closer ones for the actual tourists. 

“Hello. How may I help you today?” Said the young man as she reached the desk. 

“Hi. I have an interview with Susan Smith.” She tried not to let her nervousness show, but didn’t feel very successful. 

“Oh, yes. You must be Miss LeBlanc, Mrs. Smith’s 10:00.” He said. 

“Yes, that’s me.” 

“I’ll just call her and let her know you’ve arrived.” He said as he picked up the phone. 

“Thank you.” Gwen stepped aside and waited. In a couple minutes Mrs. Smith walked over. 

“Miss LeBlanc?” Mrs. Smith extended her hand to shake Gwen’s hand. Shaking her hand in greeting Gwen said, “Yes. Pleasure to meet you Mrs. Smith.” 

“Follow me to my office please.” She turned and led Gwen to a set of elevators, one was labeled as ‘Private’ and the other said ‘Employees Only.’ They went to the one labeled ‘Employees Only.’ 

‘What could the ‘Private’ elevator lead to?’ Gwen quietly wondered to herself. 

The ‘Employees only’ elevator led to a second floor that was partially open and overlooked the main lobby. Mrs. Smith walked to the first door and ushered Gwen in. 

Mrs. Smith walked around and took a seat behind the desk. Gwen took her seat in front of the desk. The office was large and fashionably decorated, Gwen could tell that Mrs. Smith took great pride in her office. 

“Well Miss LeBlanc. Tell me about yourself. Why should we hire you?” Mrs. Smith asked.

After quite a while of talking back and forth Mrs. Smith said, “Well, Miss LeBlanc, the only problem I can see with hiring you is that you are overqualified.” 

Gwen sighed; she had had a feeling Mrs. Smith might say that. Luckily, she had come up with a response already. “I can see why you might say that. However, I don’t have any real experience in a museum setting. Thus, I believe that starting out as a tour guide and working my way up is the best way for me to achieve my goal to become a curator.” Gwen took a calming breath and waited to see if this explanation would work. 

“Hmm, I think I understand. How would you feel about starting tomorrow?” 

Trying to stay calm and professional Gwen said, “Tomorrow works perfectly. What time?” 

Mrs. Smith looked at a schedule on her computer, “7am, before we open. You'll be working with Steven.” 

As Gwen left, she couldn’t believe that she had gotten the job, and she couldn’t be any more excited for tomorrow.

For the next couple of days, she trained under Steven, until she had the whole museum memorized. Then she received her uniform and started working on her own. 

The next couple of months went by faster than Gwen could have imagined. She worked every weekend and as many weekdays as they would allow her too. She picked up any odd job around the museum that she could, from working the front desk when no one requested a tour to helping with the exhibits. She enjoyed working there even more than she had expected and her knowledge really came in handy. 

Suddenly everything changed, she came in late one Monday. She was coming in to cover for one of the receptionists who’d had a family emergency. Everyone was acting differently when she got there. 

“Why’s everyone acting so strange?” She asked one of the other receptionists when she got into her position behind the large desk. 

“Haven’t you heard? The owner, Mr. Ulfir is here!”

“The owner? Is he scary or something?” She couldn’t imagine that the man that owned and ran this museum could be a bad person. Gwen also wondered at such an unusual last name; it was the old Norse word for wolf, not exactly a traditional surname. 

“Not really, scary, I guess. Just very ‘professional’.” They said using air quotes. 

“So, I guess, not very personable. Well at least they’re not mean.” She said, trying to sound positive. The last thing she needed was a mean boss, who would likely pick on her. 

“We should be fine. I’m sure he’ll be too busy to stop by us.” They ended the conversation there and went about their jobs. 

The next day when Gwen went in to work she found a note posted on her locker. It said, ‘Mr. Ulfir wishes to see you. Please take the ‘Private’ elevator up to his office. Thank you, Mrs. Smith’ 

‘Well, I really hope this goes well.’ thought Gwen as she walked to the ‘Private’ elevator. 

She was almost surprised that it didn’t require a special key to work. She took the elevator up to what appeared to be a third floor. Gwen guessed it held Mr. Ulfir’s private office, and maybe a small apartment. She had heard talk yesterday that he came from overseas, though she wasn’t sure where. The more she had heard about him the more curious she had become. Now she would get to see the man behind the stories.

The elevator doors opened on a rustic styled office, with faux-wood log walls and floors. The whole room made you feel like you had not only stepped back in time, but like you had stepped right into a modern-day Viking’s office. Modern lights made to look like torches and candle sconces lit the room. While rough wooden bookcases lined one wall, some of the books even looked incredibly old. In the middle of the far wall sat a large rustic wood desk, with a computer sitting to one side.

Behind the desk sat a huge leather chair, which held a larger-than-life man with long vibrant ginger hair elegantly braided. His well groomed beard held braids as well. He looked exactly like Gwen imagined a viking in the modern age would, a mix of warrior and businessman.

As she neared the desk his deep green eyes shot up from the computer. She froze just inside the room as his eyes took her in. She felt a heat pool in the bottom of her stomach. For a moment she thought she saw something in his eyes change, something primal, but as quickly as it appeared it was gone. 

‘MATE!’ Orlaith howled in her mind. 

Gwen struggled to keep control of her mind and body as Orlaith clawed at her mind. Orlaith wanted nothing more than for Gwen to Shift right then and there and mate with this man she had never met before.

When she had regained some control Gwen cleared her throat, “umm Mr. Ulfir? I was told that you wanted to see me?” He shook his head slightly, bringing his mind back to the present. 

“Correct. Miss LeBlanc. I
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