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Author’s Notes 
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Thank you for choosing to read my fourth short story from the Wild Love Series! I truly appreciate your support and hope this story brings some humor and heart to your season. Join Mattias as he faces his most challenging test of patience yet—navigating Madeliene’s antics during what should be a simple night of sleep. This lighthearted and mischievous story captures the unique bond between the two and the humorous chaos that seems to follow them. May it bring a smile to your face and a warm laugh to your heart!

This journey began back in September when I started university to pursue a bachelor's in theology. Facing challenges with a sensory processing disorder, a writing disability, and a learning disability, I was advised to practice daily writing to improve my skills for academic essays and discussions. Initially unsure of what to write each day, inspiration struck me after binge-watching a terrible, lacklustre Netflix series based on a book series while enjoying a pepperoni pizza. After finishing the last episode, a thought suddenly sparked in my mind.

"Yeah, I could totally create something better," I mused internally without realizing what I was about to walk myself into.

Well, I eventually published my first book, Wild Love, "A Mountain's Secret," and now I am working on the second book, Roots & Redemption. In the meantime, enjoy the second fun short story I created, which happens somewhere near the end of book 2!

Check out our official website to stay updated, explore other books, and join our Discord group, 'Wild Love Series, for exclusive content, to give feedback, and to report any grammar errors in this first edition!

Official Website: wildloveseries.com

Discord Group: https://discord.gg/2BdpNgt9d9

Facebook: Wild Love Series

Twitter: @WildLoveSeries
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— CHAPTER ONE —

The Sleeping Arrangement Debacle
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The cabin felt warm and cozy, a welcome return after spending Christmas with Madeliene’s family in Timber Wolf town. While the festive spirit and love of her family were undeniable, it felt good to be back in her Chilliwack home, with its dependable heater humming softly, wrapping the space in comfort. I dropped my bag by the door, letting the weight of the trip finally lift off my shoulders.

As I turned, I saw Madeliene lounging on the couch, her silver hair spilling over her shoulders, her silver wolf ears twitching lazily. Her deep blue eyes, heavy with exhaustion, blinked slowly, barely staying open. She looked too comfortable, like she didn’t have a single worry on her mind. I rubbed the back of my neck awkwardly, already dreading what I was about to say.

“Alright,” I started, trying to sound firm but not harsh. “Now that we’re back, uh... we can’t, you know, *sleep together* anymore.”

Her head shot up, her deep blue eyes narrowing in confusion. “What?” she asked, her silver wolf ears swivelling toward me, alert and attentive.

I cleared my throat, struggling to hold her gaze. “We’re not married, Madeliene. And we’re no longer sleeping in a house without a functional heater, dealing with that Upper British Columbia cold. You’ll be fine sleeping on your own.

Her eyes widened, her mouth opening as if to argue, but I cut her off. Gently taking her hands in mine, I said, “I’ll stay with you until you fall asleep.” She blinked at me, her eyes shimmering with uncertainty, but after a moment, she nodded.

“You’ll be fine,” I murmured, trying to reassure her.

She hesitated, her grip on my hands tightening. “But how will I know you’re safe?” she asked softly, her voice laced with the vulnerability of someone being torn away from their pack. The raw emotion in her gaze hit me like a punch to the chest, a rare crack in her usually steady composure.

I gave her hands a light squeeze and managed a small smile. “Well, I can’t exactly choke on toothpaste,” I replied, my tone gentle but teasing, hoping to ease her worry.

Her lips twitched into the faintest smile, though her eyes still betrayed her reluctance. “I guess,” she said quietly, her voice barely above a whisper.

I leaned a little closer, holding her hands firmly but warmly. “I’m here, Madeliene. You’ll fall asleep, and I’ll be fine. You don’t have to worry.”

For a moment, she didn’t say anything, her wolfish instincts clearly wrestling with the situation. But then, with a deep breath, she nodded again, though the hesitation lingered in her posture. I dared to think I’d won this round—at least for now.
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— CHAPTER TWO —

Later That Night...
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After making sure Madeliene was tucked in, I sat beside her on the bed, holding her hand. Her breathing slowed, growing soft and steady, and I stayed there until she was sound asleep. Before letting go, I leaned down and kissed her softly on the head. Then, with a deep breath, I released her hand and stood, heading downstairs to get ready for bed.

The bathroom light flickered softly as I brushed my teeth. Without thinking, I glanced toward my room, and that’s when I noticed something odd out of the corner of my eye.

There was a lump in my bed.

I paused, toothbrush dangling from my mouth, staring at the suspiciously wolf-shaped figure under the covers. Shrugging it off, I turned back to the mirror.

Then it hit me.

I whipped back around so fast I nearly choked on the toothpaste. In my panic, I swallowed it, coughing as the minty burn hit my throat. 

Sure enough, there she was—in full wolf form, completely tucked under the blanket. Her bright blue eyes peered at me, her ears poking out like two little furry triangles, while her paws rested on top of the covers. Her muzzle was hidden beneath the blanket, but the faint movement of the covers revealed the gentle wagging of her tail.

I set my toothbrush down, wiped my mouth, and walked over, unable to suppress the smile spreading across my face.  

“My, what big eyes you have,” I said, folding my arms.  

Her ears perked up, and her bright blue eyes locked onto mine, filled with playful mischief. Her tail brushed faster beneath the blankets, the movement more obvious now.

“My, what big ears you have,” I continued, raising an eyebrow. She giggled softly, trying to stay quiet, but her wagging tail completely betrayed her excitement.

I smirked. “My, what big paws you have.”  

She couldn’t hold back anymore, her legs kicking under the covers like an overexcited puppy. I couldn’t help but laugh.  

“Alright, Red Riding Wolf,” I teased, pulling the blankets back. She squealed, half in protest and half in laughter, as I scooped her up effortlessly. “You’re still going to have to sleep upstairs.”

“Rooo!” she grumbled, her head drooping dramatically against my shoulder. Her tail went completely still, the picture of utter defeat.  

Sighing, I brought her back upstairs and tucked her in again. I sat beside her on the bed, this time holding her paw. Her breathing eventually slowed, evening out as she drifted off to sleep once more. Before leaving, I leaned down and kissed her again on the head, letting the gesture linger for just a moment before standing up.
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— CHAPTER THREE —

The Window Surprise  
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Once I was back in my own bed downstairs, I let out a long breath. Finally, some peace and quiet. After the long train ride and the whirlwind of Christmas celebrations, I was finally home. Finally, some peace and quiet.

It felt like I’d barely closed my eyes when I heard it.  

*Scratch, scratch.*

I froze, staring at the ceiling. Maybe I’d imagined it.  

Then came the whining. Faint at first, but growing louder with every passing second.  

“Madeliene,” I groaned, sitting up. “No.”

The whining escalated into a mournful, gut-wrenching howl that echoed through the house. I buried my face in my hands, silently cursing myself for thinking this would be easy.

Her howling softened into small yips, each one sharper than the last, as if she were pleading with me. I could almost picture her on the other side of the door—ears pressed back, pacing in tight circles, her paws scraping at the floor in desperation.

I sighed, rubbing my face with both hands, the noise drilling into my half-awake brain. “Madeliene,” I called out gently, “I’m safe, and you’ll be okay too. You don’t need to worry about me.”

The yipping quieted for a moment, and I held my breath, hoping my words had gotten through. But then, as if determined to make her point, she launched back into her mournful howling, each cry louder and more drawn out than the last. It filled the house, relentless and heart-wrenching, carrying the
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