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            Introduction

          

        

      

    

    
      Welcome to book #3 of the Mated to the Viking Alpha series!

      

      So, this series was a bit of a departure for me. Nothing too crazy, but I wanted to write something that was distinctly more werewolf-ish. Not only did I want to focus on pack dynamics and an overall conflict, but I wanted to lean into the more bestial aspects of the werewolf as well while retaining their humanity.

      

      I also needed an excuse to put my Norse Mythology obsession to use. ;)

      

      So, that’s what I did! This series will be a firm trilogy with no additional books. The entire trilogy has an overarching plot that I know you’re going to like. And don’t worry, all these boys are gonna be ridiculously happy, well sexed, and taken care of!

      

      Don’t forget, you can get a free book when you sign up for my newsletter at www.blakerwolfe.com!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Baldr

          

        

      

    

    
      I stepped into the familiar forest on the north side of the Skoll mountain. Tyr’s village wasn’t far off, but that didn’t scare me. He’d learned the hard way not to attack me the last time we’d met. Considering he’s nearly gotten himself blown up, I didn’t think he’d be coming after me anytime soon. My mother’s magic, despite her departure from the mortal plane, was still intact. His promise held true, and despite his resentment and anger, it would not budge.

      So I didn’t fret as I stepped into their territory. No one could harm me there. Besides, I was good at staying out of sight. Maybe they couldn’t physically hurt me, but they could still make my life a living hell. Staying out of the Skoll pack’s way was the best course of action if I wanted to avoid that. Most of them were blind to my scent, anyway, considering I walked all over the mountains all the time. Even if the trail was fresh, they ignored it. That, combined with a little bit of magic on my part, made sure that nobody, not even Tyr or my own family, knew what I was up to when I went to the enemy’s mountain.

      I had a friend there that I liked to visit and as far as I knew, nobody realized we’d ever met. After all, he had been trapped in a giant magical bubble for the past few years. Getting close to it was easy for me. I could basically wrap myself in an enchantment to remain invisible to passersby. Then, with a simple spell, I could connect with him so we could telepathically communicate. However, no matter how many times I tried to free him from it, I couldn’t get him out. The power that held him there was stronger and older than mine, tied to the land in a way that I couldn’t quite wrap my mind around. And honestly, I was too scared to try to get in, afraid that once I did, getting back out would be impossible.

      But that didn’t stop me from visiting. It might seem a bit odd to an outsider, but I liked him. We were similar in more ways than one. Both of us were alone most of the time, though his solitude wasn’t by choice. We understood what it was like to be the outsider of the pack. And we both knew how awful Tyr could be, both through personal experience.

      There was more to it than that, though. There was the fact that we were both witches. Of course, I was half werewolf, and he was all witch, but that didn't stop us from bonding. His magic was much different than mine, though. I had almost complete control over mine, and while I was powerful, I was nothing compared to him. Through our telepathic conversations, I could feel the enormity of his power burbling deep down inside him. Try as he might though, he couldn’t access it at will. And when he touched that power by accident, the results were almost always catastrophic. That’s what made me think the bubble wasn’t merely to keep him in, but to protect the people of Fenris from his power as well.

      However, I kept those details to myself. Tyr already made him feel terrible about his power constantly and I didn’t want to add to that burden. He was already berated by Tyr incessantly and forced to parrot Tyr’s hatred back at him to stay in his good graces. As far as I could tell, Tyr was attempting to train him for some great purpose, although I wasn’t really sure what it could be. He was the only one that could get in or out of the shield and he never let my friend go with him. He was up to something… I just couldn’t figure it out.

      Not that I had time for such wonderings lately. After Thor found his human mate and Loki ran off into the wilderness, things had been a fucking mess in the Hati pack. It was one of the reasons I found myself wandering through the woods more often now. I was avoiding the crushing weight of my responsibility as long as I could. But with every day that passed, I knew I couldn’t wait much longer. Still, that didn't stop me from visiting the bubble.

      I stepped into a familiar clearing, a thin layer of snow crunching under my boots. Snowflakes danced around me, drifting lazily to the ground. If I squinted and turned my head, I could just make out a small ping of energy the moment the flakes hit the invisible dome and passed through. Any other time of the year I wouldn’t be able to see it, but the snow gave it away if I looked at it just right.

      Closing my eyes, I drew up the runes in my mind for sight of the unseen. They came to me naturally, filling my mind as my intention took shape. With a few muttered words under my breath, there was a flash of purple light behind my eyelids. Opening them once more, I saw the world around me had changed. The colors were different, shifted into a brighter, more vibrant range. And there, not twenty feet in front of me, was the edge of the dome that stretched on for at least a quarter of a mile. It glowed a translucent green, the edge of it anchored to the land every few feet. I walked up to it, reaching my hand out and laying it against the smooth surface. It felt almost like glass, but it buzzed against my skin almost painfully at times, like a dull electric shock.

      Closing my eyes once more, I reached out with my consciousness, searching for my friend. Considering he was the only living thing besides plants inside the dome, it was easy to find him. Familiar runes raced through my mind as I made the connection between us and felt that comforting warmth of his mind on the other side.

      “Hey Mist,” I said, calling out to him. “I’m here.”

      “Baldr,” he replied, the smile easy to hear in his voice. “North side?”

      “Yeah.”

      “On my way.”

      It took only a minute or so before I could see the hazy figure appear in the distance. The dome’s magic made it impossible to make out any details, but as Mist got closer, I could see a few familiar features. He was tall, with broad shoulders and pale skin. His hair was long and unkempt, but I couldn’t tell what color it was through the dome, just that it was darker than my own bright silver hair. And even though I didn’t know the color of his eyes, the shape of his nose, or the plumpness of his lips, I still thought he was handsome.

      He stepped up to the edge of the dome, placing his hand just on the other side of mine. Although I couldn’t feel his skin or the warmth of his hand, the dome’s buzzing changed between our fingers, giving me the sensation that we were actually touching. It always made me smile.

      “Did Tyr bring you some warmer clothing?” I asked, feeling the snow begin to collect on my shoulders. “That cold snap came on fast.”

      “Yeah. I’m alright.” I could tell he wasn’t being entirely truthful, but he didn’t like to make me worry. “I’ve got a fire going back at the shelter.”

      I’d never seen the shelter Mist had built for himself. He’d tried to project me images, but all I ever got were memories of building forts in the woods with my brothers when we were young. Then again, considering Mist didn't have a hardware store in there, that might not have been very far off. I just hoped it was warm enough. After all these years, he was used to living out in the weather, but I still worried about him. And I felt guilty. Living in a cushy hotel was quite the luxury while my best friend was huddled up in a stick fort out in the woods.

      “The connection will hold if you want to go back and stay warm,” I offered. “There’s no reason for us both to freeze.”

      “No,” he replied. “It’s nice to see someone besides Tyr. He’s been… visiting a lot lately.”

      I furrowed my brows, letting the emotion flow across the connection. Tyr had been pretty quiet lately, from what I knew. Thor was managing the majority of the security for our pack, but so far, things had been fairly calm. After he’d taken Tyr’s hand off, we expected a counterattack almost immediately. But it seemed for the time being that Tyr was biding his time. Whether to recover or gather his strength, we didn’t know.

      “Is his hand still healing?” I asked, not knowing how much Mist would actually know.

      “It’s bandaged,” he replied. “But he doesn’t seem to care about it honestly. His thoughts are turned toward war. He keeps trying to get me to use my magic, but I told him… I don’t know how.”

      I could feel the anxiety through our telepathic bond. Mist’s power had always been Tyr’s focus. I didn’t know where Mist had come from or how Tyr had managed to trap him in that magical dome, but I did know that if Mist were to ever unleash his abilities, he could level all of Fenris in a single explosion. He had that much power. Even though I could feel it inside him and I probably could’ve helped him harness it, the last thing I wanted was for Tyr to have access to him. After all, if Tyr could find a way to erect the dome and keep this witch hostage, there was a possibility that he could exert control over him through some other means as well.

      But why hadn’t he done it yet?

      “Someone’s coming,” Mist said, his voice suddenly fearful. “Quick! Hide!”

      Pulling my hand away from the dome, I dashed back to the trees, tucking myself behind a large trunk. As soon as I was still, I heard the crunching of shoes through the snow. I glanced around the tree and saw Mist standing there just beyond the shield, watching as two figures approached. One was bulky and tall. I recognized him immediately as Tyr’s son, Heimdall. And next to him was a smaller man with long, dark hair. Shock jolted through my system as I realized it was Loki. But what the fuck was he doing with the Skoll heir?

      “Here it is,” Heimdall said, stopping in his tracks.

      “Uh… where?” Loki asked, looking side to side.

      “Give me your hand.”

      Loki raised his hand willingly, and Heimdall took it softly. His fingers laced through Loki’s from the back, maneuvering his palm until it was resting against the dome. The gesture was soft and intimate, much more than I would expect between two sworn enemies. Something had happened and I didn’t quite understand what just yet.

      “The dome is nearly a quarter mile wide,” Heimdall continued. “It takes up most of the forest on the northern side of the village. Everyone knows it here because they’ve run into it at one point or another, but they don’t know what it’s for. Tyr just tells them it’s a secret and they believe him.”

      “You called him by his first name,” Loki said, looking up at Heimdall with a smile. “You haven’t done that before.”

      Heimdall sighed, shaking his head. “It’s hard to call someone my father when I’m no longer a son in his eyes.”

      My curiosity was piqued. I leaned forward, trying to get a little closer to hear every word they were saying. Not only had Loki joined the enemy, but it seemed the enemy wasn’t feeling very good about the situation with Tyr either. As I leaned around the tree, I caught Loki’s scent on the breeze and my heart skipped a beat. It was his, but different than I remembered. It was intertwined with Heimdall’s scent in a way that could only mean one thing.

      They were a mated pair.

      What the fuck was Loki doing?

      Just as I was about to take a step forward, the wind shifted, carrying my scent toward them. A second later, Loki’s head snapped up, his gaze sweeping toward me. I managed to duck out of the way just in time to avoid being seen.

      “What is it?” Heimdall asked.

      “It… It’s nothing,” Loki replied. But his tone suggested otherwise. “I thought I smelled something, but I think it’s a deer.” He paused for a long moment. “We should head back. We need rest and time to plan.”

      “Right. There’s an empty house at the edge of the village. We can take that so we don’t have to be near him.”

      Loki grabbed his hand. “Lead on.”

      I watched the pair of them trudge away through the snow, heading back to the village, my brows furrowed in thought. What were they planning? Why was Heimdall being shunned by his father? And why the fuck had Loki mated with him? As far as I knew, Loki wasn’t into guys at all. Then again, neither was Thor until Flynn came along.

      “Any idea what they’re talking about?” I asked Mist through the bond.

      “Tyr was very excited this morning when he came to see me,” Mist replied, his voice barely above a whisper. I could hear the pain behind his words, and I already knew what he was about to say. “He… He burned me again to try to get me to lash out.”

      Immediately my attention was drawn away from Loki completely and fury filled my chest. “Are you alright?! What happened? Do you need help?!”

      “I’m fine–”

      “Fuck, I want to kill that guy,” I spat, venom filling me from head to toe. “I really want to ring his fucking neck but…”

      “Your visions,” Mist said knowingly, his head nodding on the other side of the shield. “It’s not your destiny.”

      “No,” I conceded, hating how helpless it made me feel. “My visions are never wrong… so I know I won’t succeed if I try to kill him. I just wish I knew who would.” I walked back up to the edge of the dome, placing my hand on it. A complicated tempest of emotions filled my mind, the strongest of which was sorrow. “I’m so sorry you have to endure all this. I wish… I wish I could break this spell and get you out of there.”

      “I wish you could too,” he replied softly. “And I know you would if you could. I… I know you’re my only friend in this whole world.”

      “Don’t hate me, alright?” I added, my voice barely above a whisper. “My mother left me all this power and I can’t even help a person I… that I care about.”

      I had to stop myself from saying the words I wanted to say. Even though there had been a shield separating us for all these years, I could still feel the spark of something between us. It had been there since the beginning, an invisible pull that I could never quite escape, always bringing me back to the heart of enemy territory just for a few exchanged words and a smile that I couldn’t even see. I’d known since the beginning that Mist was my mate. But I’d never told him. And I was glad I didn’t because my visions showed me a dark future and I couldn’t inflict that kind of pain upon him when the time came.

      No. We would have to remain friends with this wall between us. It was for his sake, anyway. And, since my visions were always correct, I knew there wasn’t a way out of it. It was just the way things had to be. Besides, even if I wanted to be his mate, how would we ever be together? He was trapped, and I was too weak to help him.

      “I don’t hate you,” Mist replied, his voice soft and affectionate. “You’re my best friend.”

      “Are you sure you’re okay?” I asked again, trying not to show how much I loved hearing those words from him.

      “I’m okay, Baldr. Promise.”

      “Do you want me to read to you?”

      I could almost hear him smile. “Yes please.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Mist

          

        

      

    

    
      I loved it when Baldr read to me. It was one of the things that not only kept me sane, but made me feel like a normal person again. Of course, I knew people didn’t just sit around reading to one another in the outside world. I didn’t have a lot of memories of my life before my imprisonment, but I did remember that much. I knew Baldr was reading to me to be kind and to show me he cared. And I loved him for it.

      Well, I loved him anyway, but I kept that detail to myself because I wasn’t sure if it was real. For years and years, I’d been trapped in this magical hellhole, tormented and tortured by Tyr as he tried to force me to use magic I couldn’t reach. There were times, especially early on, where I thought that if I tried hard enough, Tyr might grow to love me. Maybe he’d eventually see me as his own kin and start to treat me better. And if I finally did exactly what he wanted, maybe he’d let me go.

      After a while, I started to care for my captor and tormentor, blaming myself for his emotional outbursts that led to pain and suffering on my part. It wasn’t until Baldr came along and showed me what true kindness was that I realized how far I’d fallen into the darkness. After that it was a long road back to the surface, clawing back whatever sense of normal I could find. Baldr helped me along the way, always being there to support me even when I lashed out at him or spent our entire meeting crying because I couldn’t process how I felt.

      Being trapped in a dome for years on end with no way to reach the outside world made me feel insane. And it was only in the past couple of years that I started to feel a little closer to normal. Then again, Tyr had been paying less and less attention to me as well, giving me a break from his tyranny. There were times where he’d only visit once a week, dropping a sack of food and closing the shield without a word. Those were my favorite times because I hated that man with my entire being.

      Still, I knew that if I could give him what he wanted, he’d let me out of the dome. So, I continued to try to find my power. But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t reach it. Most of the time, I didn’t think I had any to begin with. I knew better, though. There was only one time Tyr managed to break me and he nearly paid for it with his life.

      But I didn’t want to think about that. Not while Baldr was reading me a story.

      “This one is a bit different than the ones you usually bring,” I said during a pause in Baldr’s reading. “It’s… I don’t know… somehow more ethereal than the other fantasy books you’ve brought.”

      “Earthsea is like that,” he replied, a smile in his voice. “I think that’s why I like it so much. Sometimes it feels almost like a long meandering dream instead of a story. There’s something enticing about that.”

      I leaned my head back, resting it against the dome. The magic buzzed warmly, like it always did when Baldr was just on the other side. We were sitting back to back and even though we couldn’t actually touch, it was comforting, nonetheless. I felt a little tingle run down my spine and pool near my groin. Being this close to him always got me a little excited despite my best efforts to be decent.

      “Do you think Ged will win against the shadow?”

      “I hope so,” Baldr replied. “It wouldn’t be a hero story if the hero didn’t win at the end.”

      I hesitated for a moment, a question hovering on the edge of my mind.

      “What is it?” Baldr asked, prodding me through the telepathic bond. “Tell me what’s on your mind.”

      “It… It’s stupid.”

      “I bet it’s not.”

      “I don’t know,” I sighed. “I guess I was just wondering if my story would be like Ged’s?”

      “How do you mean?”

      “Do you think someone will defeat the shadow in my life?”

      The question took Baldr by surprise. That was easy to tell. But the emotional response wasn’t anger at Tyr like I expected. Instead, it was a soft sort of pity, the kind that cut me down to the deepest places of my heart. I hated making him feel like that, especially when I was the cause. I didn’t want to be pitied, and I didn’t want my best friend to feel bad on my behalf.

      “Sorry,” I muttered. “I told you it was dumb.” I shook my head, trying to clear the thoughts away. “Don’t worry about it. Just keep reading.”

      “Mist…” he began, then stopped.

      “It’s okay,” I said, repeating his earlier sentiment. “Just say what’s on your mind.”

      He seemed to steel himself, gathering up his courage before he spoke. “I’m gonna get you out of this dome,” he growled through gritted teeth. “I don’t care what it takes. I will get you out of this hell.”

      “Baldr…”

      “No! I’m gonna do it!” he shot back. “I’m getting stronger and stronger every day. I can even teleport over short distances now. Not very often, of course, but that means my powers are growing. At this rate, it’s just a matter of time before I can get you out of here for good. And then you can come live with me… I mean us, up at the hotel. You’ll never have to go outside again if you don’t want to.”

      “That would be really nice,” I replied, a tinge of melancholy hope in my voice. “I would love that.”

      “It’s gonna happen. I promise.”

      “Baldr… you don’t have to promise that. I know you’d get me out if you could.”

      “And I will,” he repeated. He took a long pause. “Are you sure you don’t remember who put you in here? Anything would help.”

      I let out a long sigh. We’d had this conversation hundreds of times and Baldr always held out hope that I’d finally remember something from my past. But I couldn’t. And the more time I spent in the bubble, the less I seemed to remember.

      “I’m sorry, Baldr… but I don’t remember anything.”

      “Nothing about your family or anything?”

      “I think I remember having one. And I remember life being different from how it is now. But the details… they’re fuzzy. It’s like I can see them, but when I reach out to touch them, they’re behind glass, just out of reach.”

      “Someone put a block on your mind, too,” Baldr growled. “I’m sure of it. If I could just touch you, I know I could get rid of it.” He paused again. “Or if I could find out who did it, I could confront them.”

      “I’m sorry. I wish I could help, I really do.”

      “I know. I’m not trying to make you feel bad, Mist. It’s just… frustrating.”

      We both sat there for a long time, just thinking. I could feel Baldr’s thoughts racing. He tried to keep them hidden from me over the bond, but I knew he was thinking about me. I had to admire his magic, though. It was delicate, elegant, and woven beautifully. The connection between us could easily be invasive, and it had been the first few times we’d tried it as kids. But now that he was older, there was a thoughtfulness toward privacy in the spell, allowing us to communicate, but keep our thoughts private as if we were conversing verbally. It was beautiful, gentle magic, and I found myself wishing I could do something similar.

      But the only times I’d ever managed to touch my own magic, it terrified me. All I could feel was a well of chaos deep, deep inside me. There was a place where it was trapped, a darkness that I couldn’t penetrate even when all my focus was bent on it. My one and only outburst had happened so quickly that I didn’t know what I’d done. However, from that day forward I kept my emotions in check, worried they might be the key to releasing the full wrath of a magic that I had no skills to control.

      That’s why I never told Baldr how I felt about him. I was afraid it would set me off. Well, that and the fact that he was my only friend in the entire world. What if I told him how I felt and he never came back? Then I’d be alone forever with nobody but Tyr torturing me whenever he felt like it. That wasn’t a future I could face.

      So, for now, I kept all those warm but terrifying emotions to myself. I could love Baldr quietly from the other side of the dome. Of course, that didn’t stop me from fantasizing alone in my hut at night about what it might be like if we were ever together. I was ashamed to admit that sometimes those fantasies got a bit naughty. Baldr wasn’t a prude about sex, of course and we’d chatted about it a little bit. But whenever I found myself alone and feeling frisky, it was him that came to mind. Those were always the best fantasies. But, when all was said and done, they only existed in my imagination.

      Besides, it wasn’t like we could actually be together. The magic trapping me inside was never going to come down and Tyr would never let me go unless I could be useful to him. However, I figured it was only a matter of time before he killed me or forced me into some magical berserker state that consumed me completely. Either way, I wasn’t going to get out of the dome and then have a life to live.

      My fate was already set in stone. Destruction was my future, one way or another.

      “You okay?” Baldr asked, interrupting my thoughts. “You feel… strange.”

      “Sorry,” I said, projecting a smile his way. “I was just thinking about the story so far and what might happen.”

      “Want me to keep reading?” he asked, picking up the book once more.

      “Yeah. I would love that.”

      And what I really meant was I love you.
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            Baldr

          

        

      

    

    
      I awoke with a start, bolting upright. To my surprise, I found myself sitting on my own bed, the soft sheets pooled around my waist. Reaching up, I rubbed my eyes, sleep still stinging behind my eyelids.

      I’d been having a vivid dream. In it, Loki and Heimdall were sneaking up the mountain, with Tyr just behind them. I could feel their hesitation just as much as I could feel Tyr’s ill intent. And when the resort came into view, I knew they meant to attack it. After that, it was just flashes of unlocked doors, dark hallways, and some sort of device I didn’t recognize that was meant to destroy. Then I saw Tyr, all by himself, running through dark halls with several grenades strapped to a bandolier across his chest.

      It was a vision. It had to be. My dreams were never that vivid. However, I had no idea of when such a thing was going to occur. The vision was fuzzy, more so than usual, with little detail other than there was snow outside as they came up the mountain. But that meant their attack could take place anytime in the next three to four months.

      As I thought about it, my mind wandered back to the scene on the Skoll mountain with Heimdall and Loki outside the dome. They’d mentioned something about needing to plan and prepare. Something clicked into place and without understanding how, I knew the vision and their plans were connected. Foresight, unfortunately, wasn’t an exact magic, and I was doing my best to take an educated guess. I had a feeling the attack would happen soon. I just wasn’t sure when.

      However, when the first explosion shook the building around me, I realized my vision had come too late. The attack had already started. And that meant Tyr was inside the resort. If that were true, everyone was in danger.

      Suddenly I was no longer tired, but filled with a cold fear. While I might be immune to anything Tyr could try, the rest of the pack was not. And there were still guests inside the hotel. In fact, we were coming up on the busy season. Humans loved to come to the hot springs in the winter to relax and wind down either before or after the holidays. The resort was filling up and if Tyr was inside it, there was a good chance people were going to get hurt. Or worse.

      I sprang up out of bed, threw on a pair of jeans, and grabbed a hoodie. In a flash, I was out of my room and down the hall, banging on Thor’s door. It took him only seconds to answer.

      “Are you okay?” I asked, terrified Tyr’s attack was focused on my family.

      “Yeah,” he grunted, pulling his t-shirt on.

      “What was that?” Flynn asked from behind him.

      “It’s Tyr. He’s inside the resort.”

      “You saw him?!”

      “In a dream, yes,” I said, giving Thor that look I always did when I’d had a vision. “He’s here with Loki. It seems he’s…”

      “What is it, Baldr?” Thor growled. “What aren’t you telling me?”

      “I think… I think Loki might’ve betrayed us.”

      Thor went silent, his eyes wide with shock. I understood how he felt. It had surprised me too at first. Even so, I couldn’t quite shake the feeling that I was looking at the situation from the wrong angle. Something about Loki felt off the day before when he was talking about Tyr. Neither he nor Heimdall seemed to like the guy much, so why would they choose to join them? Unless… they never had a choice to begin with.

      “Leave Loki to me,” I said before Thor could respond further. “You need to sound the alarm and get this entire hotel evacuated now.”

      “Baldr… you can’t go alone.”

      “Yes I can.” I reached out, squeezing his shoulder with a reassuring hand. “I might not be as big as you and Loki, but I’m an Alpha, too. And a witch. I’m stronger than both of you.”

      Thor might’ve argued with me on that if we’d been in a less dire situation. Instead, he just nodded, knowing there was no way to talk me out of something once I’d made up my mind.

      “Get everyone out. Now.”

      “But how? We don’t have an alert system or anything…”

      “I’ll do it,” Flynn said, pushing his way past both of us into the hall.

      He started to jog and Thor was about to go after him. There was no way a human was going to get the entire pack to evacuate in enough time. And Tyr was dangerous to us. Should he and Flynn cross paths, that would be the end of my brother’s mate. All the silver weapons had been locked away, so a repeat of their last encounter wasn’t possible.

      But then Flynn stopped and reached out toward a small box on the wall. It was only then that I realized what he was doing.

      “Sorry about the fine you’re gonna get for this,” he said before he ripped the box open and pulled the fire alarm.

      All at once, an ear-piercing noise began to squeal through the hallways. The emergency lights popped on, flashing brightly to fill the darkness. In a matter of seconds, I heard the entire resort come to life. Even werewolves would try to get away from a fire. It was a genius move and one I hadn’t thought of in the moment.

      “Come on,” Flynn cried, grabbing Thor by the hand. “We need to help Nana!”

      Thor glanced back at me as he was dragged along by Flynn. “Go on,” I said, nodding in his direction. I reached down deep inside myself, drawing from my well of power and letting it fill my entire body. “I’ve got this.”

      The ground around me began to glow with golden runes. Thor gave me one last glance before he disappeared around the corner with Flynn. Only when they were out of sight did I turn counter clockwise, uttering my intention under my breath.

      “Take me to the one-handed monster, Tyr.”

      There was a sudden rush of magic as the golden light grew instantly blinding. I felt all the air leave my lungs as I was yanked downward, my body falling through space and time at an alarming rate. However, a single heartbeat later, my feet hit solid ground again and I found myself standing in the main lobby of the hotel. It was filled with smoke and dust, the far wall crumbled into a million pieces like a bomb had just gone off. And behind me there was a deep, cruel laughter that I recognized immediately.

      “I figured you might show up, witch,” Tyr spat as I turned to face him. “You have a habit of being a nuisance.”

      “Funny,” I scoffed. “I could say the same thing about you.”

      Tyr’s left hand flexed, my gaze darting down to the grenade he held in his hand. He had a whole bandolier of them strapped across his chest like he had in my vision. However, all the wolves he'd come up the mountain with were nowhere to be seen. For some reason, he was on his own. But that suited me just fine. He'd be easier to handle without distractions.

      “Looks like it’s just you and me, old man,” I grinned, feeling the power rise up inside me. I knew Tyr was destined to be killed by some great power, but for some reason, my visions always got hazy before I could figure out who it was that did it. So I figured, why not? Why shouldn’t I give it a shot? “I bet you’re a little slower with one hand, huh?”

      “Not as slow as you think.”

      It was only then that I heard the pin clatter against the hard stone floor beside him. I barely had time to react as Tyr threw it in my direction. It struck the floor once as I dove over one of the large lobby couches and struck the hard floor on the other side, rolling away. The next moment, an ear-splitting explosion rocked the room, sending debris flying in all directions. Broken stone and dust rained down on me as I came to a stop. Once more, the room was completely obscured. However, as I got back to my feet, I realized how lucky I was. The entire backside of the couch was blown to pieces. Another second slower and that might’ve been me.

      “Don’t you remember what happened last time?” I called out into the haze. “If you hurt me, my magic will rebound on you again and you might not survive it this time.”

      “I won’t be the one hurting you,” he growled back from somewhere to my left. “But you’re welcome to retaliate against the grenade all you want.”

      Another pin struck the floor, and I knew I only had a second to act. Without the time to think about it, I chose to dive to the right. However, no sooner had I hit the ground than I heard the grenade land only a few feet away. I only had enough time to curl myself into a ball before it went off.

      All sound ceased the moment it exploded, replaced by a high-pitched whine that blocked out everything else. The concussive wave hit me first, pushing me across the floor. It wasn’t until it fell away that I realized how much pain I was in. Little pinpricks of heat alit all over my body. I reached back and ran my hand over my side. It came back warm, wet, and covered in blood. And yet, even though Tyr had been the one to throw the grenade, my magic didn’t rebound.

      When the high-pitched whine began to ebb, it was replaced by Tyr’s maniacal laughter filling the room.

      “That’s what I thought, witch!” he cackled. “Your protection doesn’t extend to inanimate objects. Or maybe it only activates by proximity. Either way, now I know you can be killed.” I could hear the sneer in his voice. “You’ll be the first to go in your traitorous little family.”

      He was trying to taunt me, but I wasn’t going to fall for it. The moment I spoke, he’d know where I was. But I didn’t care about his petty threats because his boots were crunching against the debris on the floor as he searched for me and that told me everything I needed to know.

      Drawing up my power, I tasted the runes for fire and burning on my tongue, the metallic tang almost like hot iron. Reaching my hand out in the direction of the sound, a tiny red beam shot from the end of my finger. It struck the floor a few feet away, exploding into a ball of flame that filled the room with a sudden flash of heat.

      Tyr cried out in pain, his figure silhouetted against the flames. From the looks of it, I’d only caught him on his right side. My aim, unfortunately, was a little off when I had nothing to go on but my ears. Still, it was enough of a distraction to put him on the defensive for a moment. That gave me time to get back to my feet and scramble away from him.

      I’d just made it to the other side of the room, intending to hide just beyond the door, when I ran face first into someone and both of us toppled to the floor. I landed on my ass, a bruise forming the moment I made impact. Pain shot through me, but I had too much adrenaline in my system to pay much attention to it. Before I could comprehend what had happened, a familiar voice spoke.

      “B-Baldr?”

      I looked up, seeing that long dark hair and those brown eyes I knew so well. “Loki?”

      I wanted to ask him what he was doing there and why Heimdall came skidding into the hallway behind him, a look of concern on his face. But I already knew the answer to both. He’d switched sides. Maybe he wasn’t loyal to Tyr, but he had shown him how to get into the building. Of that, my visions were certain.

      “Why Loki?” I barked, giving him the most venomous look I could muster. “Why did you let that crazy asshole into the resort?”

      But my brother just stared at me, his jaw flexing and his mouth open, by no sound coming out. The look in his eyes was one I’d seen before. In fact it was the same one he wore the day we found out our father had been killed by Tyr. It was fear.

      “Tell him Loki,” Tyr laughed from behind me. “Tell him how you sold out your pack and joined me. Tell him how you not only showed me the way into the resort, but how to cripple it so they would never recover. Tell your own brother how you intend to take his pack down so we can finally be reunited as one true pack once more.”

      Again, Loki didn’t speak. He didn’t even look up at Tyr. Instead, he just stared at me, his gaze fixed on mine. Power surged through me as I cast a familiar spell linking Loki’s mind to mine.

      “Tell me,” I growled through our connection. “Have you truly betrayed us?”

      Loki flinched in front of me, but he made no motion for his head. Instead he narrowed his eyes, fixing them on me.

      “Just think and I will hear it,” I said, knowing we were running out of time.

      “I left something for you at the hot spring we used to go to as boys,” he said, his thoughts loud and full of fear. “It’s under the big rock by the tree.”

      And just like that, our connection broke.

      “I have nothing to say to you,” Loki snapped, pushing himself to his feet. The fear in his eyes was gone, replaced by nothing but malice. “You and Thor know what you’ve done and you’ll pay the price for it. Either turn over the Hati pack to us or be destroyed. Those are your choices.”

      Behind him Heimdall forced an expression of fury, but it was only half-hearted. I found myself hesitating for what to say. In the past few seconds I’d received so much conflicting information that I wasn’t sure which way to turn. And it was just enough to distract me from another grenade pin hitting the floor. In fact, I didn’t know one had been tossed until it
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