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Rig sidUlfr wants peace on Earth.

Literally.

As the general in command of the Fenrir troops on Earth, his mission is to maintain the security of the planet in the aftermath of an intergalactic war. And if alien Axis terrorists would quit putting his new, distractingly attractive interpreter in the line of fire, that would be great.

Mirea Randolph may speak half a dozen languages, but words won't be enough to keep her and Rig safe. It seems like every time she gets her red lipstick on him, another attack occurs. With constant attempts to derail the fragile peace process, she ends up involved in layers of deception she won't be able to talk her way out of in any language.

Their attraction burns laser hot as they work to keep Earth safe from a new wave of enemy invasions. But once the job is done, will Rig have to go back into the cold alone, or will Mirea keep him warm?
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The Shot Heard ‘Round the Galaxy
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BY THE YEAR 2225, HUMANS have come a long way – and in colonizing a habitable planet in the Cygnus constellation, they’ve finally drawn the attention of the intelligent alien life for which they’d been looking. Broadening Earth’s frontiers into the galaxy means taking a crash course in inter-alien relations. The people of Earth are no longer startled at the sight of a wide variety of life forms, like the Fenrir. 

New neighbors bring innumerable benefits to humanity, but also a few problems. Earth was drawn into conflict with the Cancri Axis, and though the Axis was defeated after a long war, they haven’t entirely given up the fight. The Strathori, part of the defeated Axis, have begun a series of terrorist attacks on the Earth and its Allies. 

Humans and Fenrir need to maintain their united front to face this new enemy threat. But some feel the time has come for the alliance to end.
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Chapter One
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RIG SIDULFR GLARED down at the little human woman wobbling for balance in his arms. A smear of bright red stained the uncomfortable white uniform shirt he wore. It was exactly the shade of the bright red on the woman’s plump lips, which were currently stretched in an ‘o’ of horror that matched her wide eyes.

“Fande,” he cursed, still scowling at her. She wouldn’t understand a word of his rant in Fenrir to his second in command, Niall sidKalvr, who waited patiently for him to get it all out of his system. “Fandene fantastisk. As if this morning wasn’t already a complete geitfanden."

The pale, pudgy human male twitching next to him opened his mouth, but Rig cut him off, still speaking in Fenrir to Niall. "How is it no one speaks our fandene language? This irritating little fander is... what is he again? Director of Linguistics who doesn't speak Fenrir? Fandene useless is what he is."

"He did say there was an interpreter on the way," replied Niall in the same language. The tall, silver-haired soldier firmed his jaw, but didn't say what was obviously on his mind. 

Rig knew what he was thinking. Niall had only been his ulvar for a few weeks, but they'd known each other for much longer. And the look on his face said clearly that Rig was being a real kukpää. The little director's voice was like a fandene ice pick, piercing his sensitive ears as he made excuses about why there was no interpreter waiting just because they happened to arrive early. 

"Well, he's not here yet," Rig grumbled. He understood just enough English to be frustrated at the delay. Being diplomatic was his least favorite duty, but he had no choice. Being forced to do things he hated made him want to stab things, which went against the idea of being diplomatic. 

Now, because this useless director couldn’t get his people to the right place on time, Rig was behind schedule. Not only that, his shirt looked like he really had stabbed someone, with none of the satisfaction of actual blood-letting.

“You... really like the word fuck,” whispered the female who had remained under his palms, her hands coming to an unsteady halt against his chest.

Fande. That would be the one word she knew.

At the touch of her elegant, slender fingers, Rig finally took a good look at the woman who had smashed face-first into him as she came off the elevator on the third floor of the UCEN Embassy Services Building. Small and delectably soft, he couldn’t help tightening his hands on her waist, keeping her steady as she continued to wobble slightly. 

The morning sunlight pouring into the wide hall lit her features in a golden glow. Dark hair swept back in enticing waves with short springy curls framing her glorious face. He was accustomed to Fenrir women with lean, sharp features. But this woman’s face was a soft oval, a perfect setting for honey-sweet eyes that made him want to find a quiet corner and explore the sultry promise they held. 

Into the silence, she began to babble, her quick words a curious balm to his ears even as he stared at her soft, pillowed lips. He had no idea what she was saying, but he didn’t care. It was a strain on his legendary self-control for him to resist the temptation to bury his head in her neck and take a deep breath. Instead, he inclined his head the smallest bit and sniffed. 

Her life-scent, the essence of all she was, filled his head with sense memories he'd forgotten – crisp autumn mornings, and the lengthening, lazy nights of spring, winter bonfires, and summer moons. All the things his bones and blood remembered, and made him who he was.

His whole life, he'd waited to find one of the few who might be his match. He’d always expected it to be a Fenrir, but here he was, holding a lovely, soft human.

The woman in his arms stopped talking and was now simply staring at him, one of her eyebrows rising as she no doubt waited for some kind of response. 

By the Wolf, he didn’t have time for this distraction, but he wanted to hear her voice again. 

“Tala ku Fenrir?” he asked. It would be so much easier if they could speak the same language, and she knew more than his favorite curse word.

“Je, eg tala Fenrir. Eg fyrirgefðu.”

Oh, thank Frig. She apologized in Fenrir with the prettiest accent he’d ever heard. So precise and correct, without a hint of the animal that lurked below the surface of every native Fenrir. It occurred to him a second later that she had heard and understood more than just the one word of his rant. Fande again.

Ruthlessly, he yanked his attention back to his surroundings, surprised that he’d let his attention drift for even a moment.

Niall stepped up next to him, and the deliriously pleasing armful of woman he held clenched her hand lightly against his chest. Two alien males, both well over seven feet tall, were usually enough to send most human women fleeing. This one merely flexed fingers that burned like brands through the thin fabric of the shirt. In return, he still gripped her waist, his thumbs resting against the bottom of her rib cage. It took all the will-power he had left not to let those thumbs stray and stroke. 

Niall helped him out. The older soldier looked at her, then at the wormy bureaucrat still hovering around them. “This is interpreter, yes? She speaks Fenrir and English?”

“Well, yes,” the man sputtered. “But she —”

“Yes, good,” Niall interrupted. 

Thank the Wolf for the man, Rig thought. The ulvar not only made sure Rig knew when he was acting like a kukpää, but also helped him manage the SufRudel pack ship that hung in orbit over Earth, guarding it against further incursions by the defeated Axis worlds of the Cancri and Strathori. 

The paperwork might say that the shooting was over, but that hadn’t stopped the enemy aliens from engaging in hit-and-run attacks on the humans they’d invaded, as well as the Fenrir and Talvo who had come to Earth’s aid. A stray contingent of Axis terrorists had recently decided to infiltrate and take over the SufRudel. The battle had been short but brutal, and Niall, the tough old one-legged soldier, had been invaluable in the fighting, as well as getting everything back on track. 

Rig’s brother and new sister-in-law, Hakon and Lauren sidUlfr, had already been the target of Axis assassins twice. Their upcoming human wedding service was a prime target for another attack, especially now that he was going to be in attendance. Rig had considered not coming, because his presence would make the event an even more high-value target, but Hakon and Lauren insisted on it. 

Also, those fandene bugs had tried to blow up his ship. He wasn’t going to let that pass.

Since he was going to be planetside, he had meetings scheduled for the next several days around the wedding. But neither he nor Niall had sufficient command of the language to make the meeting run smoothly, so an interpreter was needed. 

And this was the one he wanted.

“We take now,” said Rig, in his broken English. 

A frown creased her brow and she leaned back, pushing against him. He let go of her reluctantly. He wouldn’t hold a woman who didn’t want to be held, but the lack of her body against his was almost painful.

In Fenrir, she said, “Let’s back up a moment. My name is Mirea Randolph. And you are?”

He knew the human custom of shaking hands, but he ignored her outstretched fingers. Instead, he grasped her fragile wrist and turned it up, exposing the delicate blue tracery of veins. With his best bow, he bent to touch his lips to her warm, fragrant skin. 

First shot fired.

“Heilsa, Mistress Randolph. I am Háranför Rig sidUlfr, of the Fenrir Earth Guard. And this is my ulvar, Niall sidKalvr.” 

“Heilsa, Háranför sidUlfr, Ulvar sidKalvr. Very pleased to meet you.” She took a deep breath, and he concentrated on watching her eyes, instead of admiring what the action did to her blouse.

“First and again,” she continued, “I’m so terribly sorry for falling on you. If you like, I’ll pay to have the shirt laundered. Or I’ll buy you a new one.”

Rig waved away her offer. “Not necessary. I have others.”

Her eyes narrowed, but she continued. “I appreciate your generosity. Second, thank you for catching me.” She wobbled a bit, and twisted her arm, still held in his hand. But instead of pulling away, she wrapped her fingers around his wrist and held on. Then, quite suddenly, she shrank three inches as she stepped out of her shoes. “It seems my heel got stuck in the gap between the elevator and the floor.” 

This time, she slipped her hand out of his, and he found that he still didn’t like the loss of her touch. She bent gracefully at the knees, and from the narrow gap, she wiggled out a black shoe with a tall heel that narrowed down to a wickedly sharp point. The heel of the shoe was ruined, scraped and torn beyond repair. She exhaled heavily. “Damn. I liked these shoes.”

He took it from her and examined it, finding nothing to recommend it as practical footwear. “Why would you like these? They’re unstable and fragile. Useless.”

She snatched it back from him, the frown on her face growing deeper. “I like them because they make me taller, I feel more powerful, they’re surprisingly comfortable, and they make my legs look good. And they’re not useless.” She held the shoe so the pointed heel faced out, and he realized she was right. Wielded correctly, those shoes could make formidable weapons.

“All right, I can see they’re not as useless as I thought.”

“Thank you. And third, ‘We take now?’ I don’t think so.”

She crossed her arms. There was no way he could keep his eyes on hers this time.

Praise Freya. The way she stood pushed her breasts that much higher and closer to his hands and mouth
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