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      Welcome to book #2 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!
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            Loki

          

        

      

    

    
      It had been nearly two weeks since I’d walked away from the Hati pack and my brothers. No matter what way I tried to split it, I couldn’t stand by Thor and watch him put all of us in further danger with his human mate. Being at war with another pack was bad enough, but bringing in a human, and the descendent of werewolf hunters no less, was too far. I didn’t feel safe living under the same room as Flynn and his grandmother. Perhaps they’d sneak into our rooms one day and run us through with silver blades one by one. If Thor and Baldr wanted to risk their lives on the possibility, so be it. I, for one, wasn’t going to become a statistic.

      But I knew my own limits. I wasn’t as strong as Thor, so taking over as Alpha wasn’t going to be an option. I'd never defeat him in a fight for leadership and because of that, the rest of the pack would never listen to me, no matter how much of a fuss I caused. So, leaving was my only choice. However, that choice afforded me more freedom than I’d had in my entire life, as I was no longer beholden to the Alpha of the pack.

      And I wanted vengeance.

      Thor had permanently disfigured Tyr in their last encounter by biting off his hand. But it wasn’t enough. I wanted him dead. And, if I could help it, I wanted to make sure it was a long and painful death that made him feel every last fucking ounce of my fury, grief, and pain he’d inflicted on me by taking my father away.

      It still made me so angry to think of how both Thor and Baldr seemed to move on after our father died. One day we were all attending the funeral, and it seemed like the next, everything was back to normal. Business as usual for the Hati pack.

      Meanwhile, I was expected to just pretend that everything was fine. My father was dead, his blood still staining my hands from when I’d helped carry him back home to the hot springs. Even now, when I looked down, my palms still seemed redder than I remembered. And my heart felt like there was a gaping hole in it. Losing my mother before I could even draw my first breath was hard enough. But losing father too… it was more than I could bear.

      After that day, something inside me snapped. I lived in anger, every single day building upon my fury until I exploded. Most of the time I took it out on Thor, my brother, who had replaced father so easily. He ran the pack with timidity and fear. That wasn’t the sort of life I wanted to live. And now this human… It just proved that Thor, while being the first-born son, was never fit to lead. My father trained us both to take over the pack one day. While Thor got the brawn and the softheartedness of our mother, or so I was told, I was the one that got the cunning from them both.

      It should’ve been me leading the Hati pack. Not him.

      And now they were all in danger, with werewolf hunters walking amongst them as friends.

      It made me sick.

      But now that I was free of them, I had a plan. Not only was I going to get my vengeance, but I would also turn the tide of the war between the Hati and Skoll packs. As soon as Tyr was dead, his pack would be mine.

      That's why I’d been stalking the Skoll pack for several days and finally I found myself on a high ridge just outside their little village. It was incredible that the humans had never found it. Maybe it was because there were no roads or because the houses made it look like an old ghost town. Whatever the reason, it was smaller than I expected and much less populated. Apparently, things hadn’t been going well for the Skoll pack for some time. Tyr made it sound like he had an army behind him. From what I saw, he had barely more than three dozen wolves.

      To be honest, I’d hoped for more. Taking over the Skoll pack would be much easier with fewer wolves to challenge me. But there weren’t enough of them to oppose Thor. Not that I wanted an all-out war. That wasn’t my plan. I wanted unity between the two packs once more, like it had been before our grandfather’s time. But Thor had to be removed from power before I could make that happen. And I needed werewolves at my side to do that. Lots of them.

      And that’s why I’d been stalking the Skoll pack for the past two weeks. It was easy to find them, but I’d yet to come up with a way to sneak inside their little village. I’d been hoping for a chance to get one of them alone and get a gauge for the kind of loyalty the others felt toward Tyr. However, that had proved to be all but impossible so far. From my vantage point, I could see that the pack rarely left their village. And those that did were almost always with Tyr.

      There was only one that came and went with freedom, and that was Baldr. My brother had been in and out of Skoll territory many times in the past couple of weeks, his mother’s promise intact after Tyr had nearly gotten himself blown up for attempting to harm him. I had a feeling he was trying to find me, and he nearly did a couple of times. But so far, I’d been able to avoid him. Although I couldn’t figure out where he snuck off to sometimes.

      More than once, I’d seen him step into Skoll territory, come into view for a moment, and then disappear into the mountain forest. Even when I attempted to track him, I lost his scent. It was like he disappeared completely. Then again, considering his mother was a witch of the highest degree and he had her blood running through his veins, maybe there was a more magical explanation for his disappearance. Neither Thor nor I ever knew the full extent of his powers. I knew he could see the future sometimes, but that was it. Now that I’d run off, I wouldn’t get the chance to ask him.

      A twig snapped in the woods behind me, yanking me away from my thoughts. I glanced back, knowing the cliff I crouched on was far too high for the Skoll pack to have caught my scent. I was upwind of the village, anyway. But that meant that whatever was behind me had gotten close without my nose picking it up.

      Getting close to the ground, I willed my breath to still, my sense of hearing sharpening to a point. In the distance, I could make out regular footfalls, like boots through the leaves. At first, I hoped it was just a couple of tourists out on a hike or some hill folk looking for wild ginseng to keep their family in food for the winter. However, the longer I listened, the more I realized whatever or whoever it was, they were headed right for me.

      I wanted to shift, to dart out of there in wolf form and leave whoever it was behind in a flash. But with jeans and laced up boots on, I’d get too tangled in my clothing before I could get away. And there was no chance I’d strip them off without being found.

      As the footsteps neared, I had a sobering thought. Flynn’s family were werewolf hunters, and they knew I was alone in the woods.

      Suddenly, going off on my own seemed like a terrible idea. At least at the resort, I kept my enemies close, and I had the support of my pack. But out here in the wilderness, I had nobody and nothing to lean on. With a rush of embarrassment, I realized how much of a fool I’d been to run off.

      But it was too late for regrets as a thin, ropey figure appeared some ten yards off amongst the trees. Silver hair caught the sunlight and gold eyes turned my way. My heart leapt in my chest, but not out of fear. I knew this man almost as well as I knew myself.

      “You are not hard to find, brother,” Baldr called, heading my way with a knowing smile on his face.

      “It took you two weeks to find me,” I scoffed, letting my hackles down. “Seems like I’m doing just fine, brother.”

      “I was giving you time to think, nothing more,” he said, dismissing my pride with a wave. “I’ve seen you watching me, tracking my movements from your perch like a raven waiting to feast.”

      “Enough of your poetry,” I growled. “What the hell do you want?”

      He didn’t flinch. “Have you sulked long enough?”

      “I’m not sulking!”

      “Then come home. We miss you.”

      “We?”

      “Thor and I.”

      I grunted in disgust.

      “It’s true,” Baldr continued. “We both miss you. The pack misses you. And there is new family at home that would like to get to know you.”

      “I don’t want to get to know those humans.” I glared at Baldr, a threatening finger pointed his way. “How can you stand to live under the same roof as werewolf hunters? To let them walk among us as trusted equals?!”

      “Flynn is no hunter. He was never trained or even made aware until recently. He’s well past the age of initiation. There’s no threat from him.”

      “What about his grandmother?!” I spat. “She is a hunter.”

      Baldr lifted an eyebrow. “She’s nearly eighty-five years old, Loki. Are you telling me you’re afraid of an old woman?”

      “I don’t care what you say! She’s a hunter and that boy has werewolf hunter blood in his veins!”

      “That boy is the reason Tyr didn’t kill our brother.”

      I scoffed again, crossing my arms over my chest. “Thor took Tyr’s hand off. That’s what saved them.”

      “Thor bit Tyr’s hand, that’s true,” Baldr nodded. “But it was Flynn’s silver sword that severed it. And the only reason that Tyr hasn’t attacked again. With a wound like that, he’ll be maimed for some time. The healing powers of our race are negated by silver.”

      “I know how it fucking works, Baldr. I’m not an idiot.”

      “Could have fooled me.”

      I ground my molars, the muscles in my jaw quivering under the tension. “If anything, the fact that Flynn knew to use that sword makes him even more dangerous. And I refuse to share a roof with a werewolf hunter and my traitor of a brother.”

      Baldr stepped closer, putting his hand on my shoulder. “Then I’m afraid I have news for you.”

      “News?” I pulled away from him. “What news? Has our brother outcast me for good now in favor of his new bitch?!”

      “No,” Baldr said simply. “I came here tonight to try to talk you into coming home because I’ve had a vision. One that will come to pass if I can’t get you back to the hot springs before tomorrow night.”

      “I don’t care about your visions. Father never should’ve bedded a witch in the first place. Their union is an abomination to our race.”

      I saw the hurt in his eyes, and for a moment, I regretted my words. It only occurred to me after I said it that I’d just called my brother an abomination. And even though I fought with Thor my entire life, Baldr had always been my confidant and friend. He was my little brother, the one that I always protected from the other wolves when we were growing up. He’d always been smaller and weaker than the others with his half blood, but that had never bothered me before.

      But now, before I could take back the words I didn’t mean, his eyes flashed brightly as he took a step back. The wind picked up, swirling dead leaves around him as if he stood in the center of a whirlwind. The woods darkened and I watched as crackles of magic filled the air, the electric taste of it burning my tongue.

      “This path of hate you’re on will only lead to darkness, Loki. The mountain will open up and swallow you whole if you don’t turn away from anger. There are secrets on both sides that precious few understand. Ones that you ought not meddle in. And should you still pursue your aspirations despite all of this, something precious to you will die. Beyond that, my vision ends.”

      I reached out, calling out for him to come back. But before my words could penetrate the wind and magic filling the trees, there was a loud crack, and everything suddenly went quiet. I looked up, thousands of dry leaves floating lazily back to the forest floor. Where Baldr had stood a moment before was now empty. The only thing left was a small bare patch of earth with a strange golden symbol carved into it. No sooner had I laid eyes on it than it faded and was covered once more with leaves.

      My brother, it seemed, was far more powerful than I could have ever imagined.
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            Heimdall

          

        

      

    

    
      “Why haven’t you taken a mate yet?” my father barked the moment I stepped into his home.

      I just sighed, carrying the bowl of stew over and sitting it down in front of him at the table. He’d been sitting in the hard wooden chair for over two weeks now, the bloody stump of his right hand wrapped in bandages that looked like they needed changing again. In his left hand was a lit cigarette, probably his twentieth one of the day, if not more. Granted, werewolf healing usually stopped us from getting things like lung cancer. But my father was doing his damnedest to get it anyway.

      “There are no women in the pack that aren’t already mated,” I replied, just like I had every day for the past year.

      “There’s a few coming of age soon. Take one of them.”

      Sixteen was hardly of age, even in werewolf packs. Most wolves weren’t even considered adults until their early twenties. Besides, taking a child bride wasn’t an option, no matter how much he pushed. On that subject, I would not budge.

      “Eat your stew, father,” I replied, ignoring his suggestion.

      Despite my best efforts, the man was still living in the stone age. Even during his youth, no such traditions existed. But in the past few years, he’d been doing his best to try to bring them back. He wanted to go back to an age where humans feared the woods for good reason. Where werewolves and other creatures could roam freely without fear of being hunted. He wanted these hills for our people and nobody else.

      He believed in a utopia for our kind and nothing, not even failure, would convince him otherwise.

      “What’s the report for the day?” he growled, pushing the stew away.

      I sighed, knowing he would refuse to eat again. “No changes,” I said, taking a seat across from him. “The borders are being patrolled as you commanded. Nobody from the Hati pack has crossed them or even come close. The mountain is ours and Thor refuses open war.”

      “Why?” he asked, talking more to himself than anyone else. “I killed his father and nearly killed his human lover. Why does he not march against us while I’m wounded and vulnerable?”

      “Maybe he fears the great Tyr and his people.”

      My father scoffed, holding up his bloody stump. “The great Tyr. Right. If I were so great, I wouldn’t have been maimed by that little fuck.” He looked over at me. “And our people? Nothing about them is great. The Skoll pack is weak. Weaker than it ever has been. Each winter that passes, we lose more wolves to old age and sickness. There’s not enough food, no more pups are being made, and each day we take in the sun is one day closer to destruction.” He lit a new cigarette with his old one, taking a long drag before blowing it up into the air above him. “At this rate, we won’t be around much longer.”

      I could hear the despair in his voice. The hopelessness that filled him these past couple of weeks was unlike anything I’d ever seen before. My entire life, this man had been a pillar of strength and steadfastness. Even when the rest of the world looked down on us for staying separate from the humans, he stood strong against the winds of change. He was trying to preserve our way of life, to keep the wildness of the wolf inside us alive. Under his leadership, we would never become dogs to the humans like the Hati pack. We would survive.

      “What can I do to help?” I asked, wanting more than anything to ease his burden.

      “Take a mate,” he replied. “That’s what I wish for you. You’ll need the help when you take over the pack.”

      “But that won’t happen anytime soon,” I began.

      “It may not be far away.” He held up his stump again, looking it over. “Losing a hand makes me weaker in all of my forms. Even shifted, I won’t be able to run as fast or fight as well as I used to. It’s only a matter of time before someone gets the better of me.”

      “That’s not true–”

      “Yes, it is!”

      Silence filled the room as the echoes of his shout faded away. My heart quickened in my chest, knowing I’d upset him. I thought he might lash out. But instead, he did something worse. He slumped in his chair, staring out the window with a melancholy look on his face.

      “When you take over this pack, I don’t want you to be alone like I am. I want you to have a woman at your side to support you. A woman worthy of being Luna.” He took a long drag on his cigarette. “Your mother was one hell of a Luna.”

      He always talked about her like she was dead. And she might as well have been. She’d left my father when I was five years old, claiming there was a better life in the city for all of us. When she tried to take me with her, my father forced me to choose. As much as I loved her, I couldn’t turn away from my father and the Alpha of our pack. Even at five years old, I understood that he was our leader.

      So, I chose him.

      The last memory I had of my mother was her tear-stained face as she got into her car and drove down the mountain, never to be seen again. Since that day, I’d been raised by my father and trained to follow in his footsteps. My mother’s departure was considered a betrayal to the entire pack, and even worse, disloyalty to family. Even though we were werewolves, we were still mountain people. We’d been in those hills long before the country around us was settled. And we’d be there long after it fell to ruin. But, amongst our people, family was the most important thing in the entire world.

      And my mother had abandoned her family. So, to us, she was dead, and I knew I’d never see her again as long as I drew breath.

      “She betrayed us,” I said finally, pulling myself from my thoughts. “She betrayed our family, our pack, and the future you’ve fought so hard to make for us. If I take a mate, she’ll be a better Luna than that.”

      My father looked up at me, a proud smile filling his face. “Well said, boy.” He took another long drag on his cigarette. “In that case, I don’t mind waiting. As long as your mate is cunning and loyal, you’ll have my blessing.”

      “I’ll make sure of it.”

      “Good,” he nodded, looking back out the window. “Did you send a group of wolves down to the farm to take a look at everything that old woman was hiding?”

      Back to business. “Yes. They found the tunnels you talked about, but they were empty. It looks like the Hati pack cleared them out before we could look. The farm appears to still be functional, with a few human caretakers from the Hati resort. But they are only caring for the animals. Everything related to the werewolf hunters is gone.”

      “Damn,” he muttered, kicking at the table leg. “I was hoping we could use a few of those silver weapons to our advantage.”

      “I’m sorry, father.”

      “No matter. We have a secret weapon of our own that is far more powerful than silver.” He glanced back at me. “How is it doing?”

      “Just fine. No problems and the barrier remains intact.”

      “Good. We don’t want anyone finding it before we’re ready. It’ll be the one thing that Thor will never see coming. I doubt even that half-witch brother of his will know about it. We’ve done too good of a job keeping it hidden.”

      I nodded in agreement. “When will that time come?”

      “Soon,” he said, looking back out the window. “Very soon. And when we march on the Hati, you will be at my side. Together, we’ll reunite the packs once more and drive the humans out of these hills. Then, finally, we can have some hard-earned peace.” He looked up at me, a grin spreading over his face. “Who knows? Maybe your mate will be a Hati woman.”

      I grimaced, screwing up my face in disgust. “I hope not.”

      “We’re all one family. Once we prove that to them and unite the packs, you might find a few of them agreeable to our cause. We just need to remind them that they still have wolves inside them and not dogs.”

      “Of course, father.” I pushed myself up from the table, giving him a small bow. “Please eat your stew. You’ll need it to regain your strength.”

      I was halfway to the door when his voice stopped me again.

      “Are you going on patrol tomorrow night?” he asked.

      “Yes, sir.”

      He nodded. “I’ll be coming with you. I want to see your hard work keeping our borders safe myself. And I want to bathe in the light of the full moon. That and the fresh air will help my wound heal faster.”

      “As you wish.”

      I left the house, a sense of excitement and anxiety twisting at my stomach. If my father wanted to see my work, then I had to make sure it was impeccable. I’d proved my loyalty to him long ago, but I still had yet to prove I was an Alpha worthy of leading the Skoll pack. This was my chance to do that.

      So, with pride flowing through my veins, I set about making sure everything was in perfect order for our patrol the following night. The Skoll pack had to be ready to go to war the moment he decided it was time. Our security was the first piece of that plan. And the second was something we’d been working on in secret for years. Both were my responsibility and both would be perfect, no matter what.

      I would not let my father down.
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      The night after Baldr teleported away in a flurry of magic was a cold one. Autumn had fully arrived in the mountains and all around me the leaves were turning gold. There were moments here and there where I reveled in the changing of the seasons. Sunrise and sunset were by far the most beautiful times of day, and being out in the wilderness meant I was always there to behold them.

      But I missed the comforts of home. Running water was something I had definitely taken for granted. And having the hot springs nearby was a luxury I yearned for once again. Ever since we were kids, my brothers and I would go to the springs in the middle of the night when the weather began to change and skinny dip in the steaming water. It was a tradition we’d kept up until our father died. That day ruined just about everything I’d once known.

      I pulled away from my fond memories tainted by grief as I walked through the forest, the sun long set over the western mountain. Thinking about home only made things harder. I wasn’t going back. Neither memories nor Baldr’s warning could convince me of that. Not when there was so much at stake. I had a vision for our people, and I wasn’t about to abandon it for comfort.

      Tonight, the next stage of my plan was beginning. I was going to sneak into the Skoll village and see what I could find out about these secrets Baldr had mentioned in his vision. If Tyr and his people were hiding something from the rest of the world, I might be able to use it to my advantage should I get the upper hand. I didn’t know if it was a weapon, information, or some sort of damning secret. Either way, I had to know. And knowing what I did about Tyr, he wouldn’t let that secret far from his sight.

      It had to be in the village, so that’s where I needed to go. My wandering the mountain woods for weeks had done nothing but make me hungry and sore and dirty. But tonight, I’d do something worthwhile. Tonight, I would move all the werewolves in this valley toward a lasting and proud peace where we could be both wolf and prosperous. As soon as I could find what Tyr was up to, I knew I could find a way to either use it against him or to my advantage.

      I just had to get inside their territory first.

      Merely walking through the boundary was probably a bad idea. No matter what form I took, my scent would be left everywhere. Unfortunately, I did not have wings, so flying in wasn’t an option. But that gave me an idea. There was a patch of forest on the northern side of their territory that was extremely dense. If I could get up in the trees and climb branch to branch across their border, maybe I could get closer to the village without being traced. From what I’d seen, wolves patrolled the border, not the interior. If I could get far enough in, I’d buy myself quite a bit of time. After that, my method of retreat wouldn’t matter. I’d have what I came to get.

      So, I’d spent the entire day giving the mountain a wide berth as I worked my way to the northern side. Thankfully, that meant I could pass into Fenris proper and get myself a decent meal before I went on my quest. I’d been damn near starving for the past few days and, as much as I hated humans, they did make good food. Besides, being distracted by my belly wouldn’t help my cause. Better to be full, energized, and prepared for any event. I may not have gotten the strength that Thor inherited, but even a small Alpha wolf was a force to be reckoned with.

      Once I reached the far side of the mountain, I waited for the sun to set and the cold of night to settle in. The chill would help dampen my scent even more. When the full moon rose, I spread myself wide over the grass, drinking in its power. Then, with one last glance up at that bright silver orb, I headed into the forest and began to climb.

      Finding a tree dense enough to climb wasn’t an issue. The pines that clung to the rocks there were so full of branches that just getting to the trunk was more of an obstacle than actually climbing them. But, once I was ten feet off the ground, the branches thinned out a bit. It took a little doing to find my rhythm, hopping tree to tree. Werewolves, unsurprisingly, were not monkeys. Climbing wasn’t exactly in our genes. But I made do nonetheless. And within a half hour or so, I was making good progress.

      But that was before I heard approaching footsteps.

      I stopped on the branch I was on, halfway between one tree and the next. My keen wolf senses perked up, my head turning in the direction of the noise. I couldn’t make them out through the dense needle-laden branches, but it was easy to tell they were bipedal footsteps. Considering my location, they could only belong to the patrollers of the Skoll pack.

      Willing my breath to steady, I hunkered down on the branch, holding the one above with one hand for balance. Narrowing my gaze, I searched the forest floor for the werewolves, hoping they were too drunk with full moon light to notice my scent drifting down upon them. The branch creaked under my weight as I leaned forward, catching sight of them at last. They were some twenty feet away and looked like they would not be passing directly under me. I breathed a sigh of relief.

      I continued to watch them as they got closer. At first, I assumed they were just nobodies in the pack, submissive wolves who wanted to be subservient to Tyr. However, as they got closer, I realized the pair of them were talking. The one sounded younger and ambitious, like he was trying to impress his companion. But when his friend finally spoke, that deep voice sent a wave of fury flowing through my body, my lips curling back into a snarl almost instantly.

      It was Tyr.

      Leaning out further on the branch, I craned my neck to get a better look. Sure enough, the moment they came into view, I recognized the tall, thick man that was Tyr. His eyes, always Alpha gold, nearly glowed in the darkness. He cradled his severed stump against his chest in a sling. But it was easy to tell what he was up to. Walking under the light of a full moon helped elevate the healing powers of our kind. But his wound was from a silver blade. While the moonlight might help marginally, it would still take weeks for him to heal fully.

      The other man I didn’t recognize. Although as he moved closer, pieces of him looked familiar. Maybe I’d seen him walking around the village, or maybe he was one of the higher ups. Either way, I figured he had to be important. Not just anybody would be personally escorting Tyr along the border. Whoever he was, he must have been strong.

      Ducking down further, I gripped the branch above me, leaning out over open space to watch them pass. At first, I wanted to leap down and attack Tyr in his weakened state. It was the opportunity I’d been waiting for since he’d killed my father. But the full moon would give him power. Even short of a hand, Tyr was nearly too much for Thor to handle. I stood no chance. And as for the other wolf, he would tip the scales too far in Tyr’s favor.

      So, I waited, my blood boiling as the pair of them passed a few feet away and kept going. I did everything I could to steady my breathing, although the pounding of my heart was so loud, I thought it would give me away instead. But neither of them caught my scent or heard my furious heart. They just kept walking.

      Just as they were about to disappear into the trees and out of sight, I heard a sharp crack above me. Suddenly, my hand, still grasped around the branch, came free and I fell into open space. I didn’t have enough time to react as I plummeted to the earth. My body struck three or four branches on the way down, the rough bark tearing at my clothes and scratching my skin. Then, with a dull thud, I hit the rocky ground hard, knocking the wind clean out of me and bruising what felt like every bone I had.

      “What was that?!”

      I looked up, trying to force air back into my lungs. I let go of the broken branch that had betrayed me and struggled to my feet. But before I could take more than a couple of steps back, the second werewolf rushed into the clearing, his eyes blazing with golden light.

      He was an Alpha.

      That was the moment I knew I was in deep shit.

      “Who the fuck are you?” the man yelled, stopping a few feet short of me with his claws already extended from his fingertips. I watched as fangs formed in his mouth, his speech slurred as they took shape. “You aren’t one of the Skoll pack!”

      “No, he’s not,” Tyr replied before I could think of a clever lie. He walked up behind the man, a cruel grin curling across his lips. “Hello there, Loki. You’re a long way from home.”

      I just stared, my own fangs forming in my mouth as I snarled at the pair of them. I puffed myself up, trying to look bigger and more menacing than I actually was. Neither of them flinched.

      “Is your brother with you?” Tyr asked, an eager glint in his eye as he scanned the clearing. “I would love to talk with him.”

      “No,” I snarled. “I left the Hati pack. Thor is back at the resort with his… human.”

      “It’s too bad,” Tyr replied, shaking his head. “He would be worth my time
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