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  I'll ask of the berserkers, you tasters of blood,


  […]Wolf-skinned they are called. In battle


  They bear bloody shields.


  Red with blood are their spears when they come to fight


  […]The prince in his wisdom puts trust in such men


  Who hack through enemy shields


  


  —Haraldskvæði, Thórbiörn Hornklofi


  Ninth Century poem in honor of King Harald Fairhair


  


  


  


  Chapter One


  


  Ryden padded through the battlefield, jumping over the battered corpses and broken bodies littering it, along with discarded armaments and wrecked weapons. Lifting his head to the darkening sky, he sniffed the scent of blood on the air, the smell making his entire body tremble. He inhaled deeply before howling into the wind. The roars and cries of his brethren met his ear, giving him some sense of calm that they had too made it through without death claiming them as it had so many others.


  He also knew they were all on edge, the taste and scent of blood making the line between man and beast blur. Disheartened by too many sieges as of late, he turned towards his king, in hopes some peace would lay ahead before more warfare ensued. Fighting was his way of life; he had been born and bred to wage war. But even the strongest of warriors eventually needed time to sooth their wounds before sent into battle again, and needed time to face their own humanity.


  Shifting back into his human form, the blood of the many he had killed still smeared his skin, laid on his thick muscles in drying clumps, as he could taste the tang of iron on his tongue. King Harald smiled down from him from atop his horse, oblivious to his appearance, men here were used to battle and blood. It was a way of life for most, and death was a daily occurrence.


  “You have all done a great thing here today Ryden. This battle will be the turning point, I can feel it. Collect the others and ride out to Hafrsfjord immediately. Kjotve is amassing the collective kingdoms there. We must defeat him and swiftly.” Herald looked out over the battlefield, pride glowing in his weathered eyes, the deep set wrinkles creasing a face etched by war and harsh climate.


  Ryden’s stomach knotted. Dying was part of living, and no one knew that better than he, but the lust his king had for battle recently was chilling. “My liege, I am honored you again use us to aid the cause, but my men are battle weary, and have fought in countless battles as of late. Let me give them two days rest, and then we will move swiftly to Hafrsfjord. Two more days will not allow your foes to be victorious.”


  “Gyda will not have me unless I am king over all Norway. I will not fail in this. She must be mine.” Ryden watched the man’s eyes glaze over, sightless except for his mind’s eye, obviously thinking of the woman who ensorcelled him. A shiver raced up Ryden’s spine, fear leaking out through his body.


  “You will not fail; we will not let you, Your Highness. My men have stood by your side as we did your father, and his father, Gudrød. We will not let your family down. But even we must have our rest; we are war weary and need but two days.”


  Harald looked contemplative for a few moments. “I shall give you but one. I do not have time for your weakness. Now, gather the others and get them away from this scene of death and give them their rest. I will meet with you in two days hence, and plan Kjotve’s demise.” Harald turned his mount and kicked the animal’s flanks before the animal shot across the battlefield.


  Bowing as he watched the man go, he twisted and turned, forcing his body back into his wolven form once Harald was out of sight, howling his call to his packmates. Rayne met him almost immediately, racing alongside him, to meet up with the others. Eryck and Erulf were next, each bellowing a deep throated growl as each rose up on two rear paws in the form of a mighty grizzly and shifted back to a man’s form. Joran and Jakob’s wolf form crawled from the woods surrounding the soft open circle, and soon after the six nude, blood-stained men stared at each other within the ring of trees they stood.


  “One day’s rest, then off to Hafrsfjord. Meet in Romsdal on tomorrow eve, and we ride.”


  All six switched to their wolven selves and scattered to the wind, seeking what little peace they could.


  The following night, the six gathered horses and gear from their camp, and sped towards Hafrsfjord, trusting their animals to get their weary bodies to the next bloodied scene. All knew this battle would be the culmination of the war. Ryden was fatigued, as were the others. Considering he and his men were immortal, he was afraid that exhaustion would spell disaster for them all. Harald had used them hard these past few years, hope filled Ryden that Hafrsfjord would be the end for the near future.


  Gyda, the beautiful daughter of Eirick, King of Hordeland, was as exquisite as she was deadly. This was not the first set of wars fought on her behalf, and Ryden hoped Harald would be able to tame the wench. Stories filled with mystery surrounded the woman, and Ryden disliked all he had heard, but he better than anyone knew that stories were not always true. Many people feared he and his men, as many should. But they had all heard tall tales woven about them that were laughable at best.


  The men arrived on the outskirts of the settlement after riding all night, and scented the air, following their noses to an encampment that housed Kjotve’s armies. Watching the men there, it saddened Ryden to know that many of his countrymen would die by his hands, but he would always show fealty to his king.


  ****


  Ten days later, King Harald Fairhair stood victorious upon the battlefield, with his six bloody Berserkers behind him and his new queen standing to his left. Looking down upon Kjotve as he kneeled at the king’s feet, King Harald demanded his fealty.


  Kjotve looked upon the whole of them, eyes black with anger, his body shaking in rage. “You will see that the witch who stands beside you was not worth all of this. You have killed your countrymen, for naught. She will bring you nothing but death and despair, this witch. Trust me in this. She will curse you all and your lands.”


  Harald turned to gaze at the round soft blonde curls that created an innocent halo around Gyda’s head. She turned, rubbing the fine hairs of Harald’s beard and smiled at him sweetly. For all that looked upon the pair, it seemed like nothing more than a couple in love. So sweetly Gyda gazed upon her new husband, no one could see the truth in Kjotve’s words until she uttered two words that destroyed the mirage. “Kill him.”


  Ryden’s insides froze at her sweetly spoken words. He had heard the beautiful woman truly was a witch and feared she controlled Harald. This moment would be the proof of those tales, and Ryden held his breath, awaiting his king’s reply. Remembering the many battles before, Harald had always shown mercy to the fallen kings of those besieged lands. Ryden had often asked him if he worried about those men warring against him again, to have Harald laugh and tell him that the best members of his court were those he had beaten and then given back limited power.


  But now, Harald turned to Ryden, grim eyed and slack jawed. “Take his head, Ryden.” Ryden knew in that moment, his king was but a puppet.


  Ryden stood still, unsure of what to do. He had always been loyal to his king, but if the witch was in control, it was not Harald’s true will. Looking at his pack, he searched their eyes, hoping to see in them the answer to his dilemma. He had always followed the orders of his liege, but he felt instant contempt for his new queen. He had not yet taken an oath of fealty to her.


  Gyda stepped away from Harald’s side, stepping in front of Ryden, placing her soft hand on his arm. “Take his head, Ryden. It will bring me joy.”


  Ryden felt the soft pull from her magic coil through his tightly wound muscles. Tingling down his spine, the soft whisper of her call almost pulled him, as fatigued as he was from battle. Had he not been immortal, she would have easily swayed him. But her call was for naught.


  Her eyes blackened as she realized her power held no sway over him. Winds picked up, fanning dirt and pebbles about, stinging as they crashed into his skin. Lightning pounded overhead, and the now blackening sky lit up with each charge of electricity. Gyda’s soft curls whipped about her head as her eyes switched from black to a soft glowing red and iridescent scales swirled along her face.


  Looking upon the men standing before her she shrieked. “You refuse me?” She gazed upon Kjotve, twisting her hands in a ball front of her as she gathered energy from her core. With that, a ball of fire stuck Kjotve, burning the man within seconds. Turning around she began to twist her hands before her as she glared at Ryden.


  Erulf and Eryck stepped forward, quickly drawing wards in front of Ryden to fend off some of her magic. They were almost too late, as another burst of fire barely missed Ryden’s head. Erulf and Eryck continued to draw wards closer to her to bind her powers, before she could collect more energy. Rayne, morphing into his wolven shape, stalked to the back of the woman, trying to get close enough to cut her down, as Joran and Jakob unsheathed their swords, coming at her from both sides.


  Harald stood frozen, unseeing, until Gyda noticed the wolf behind her. Using her thrall, she pulled Harald at her back facing away, to prevent Rayne from striking her.


  The wards were not much against her strength, and as she blasted each with her energy, each ward popped and sizzled in bright blue in the air around them as she broke through them. But it was enough to cause Gyda to weaken if only from excess use of her skills, trying to get through the haze of littered wards. It bought the men time.


  Drawing all her strength, she laughed at the men. “You may think you have won, but I have Harald. I banish and I curse you.” She rose, her feet lifting from the ground, a purple smoke swirling around her lower body as she floated closer to them. “Former enn tusen år, vil du ikke finne kjærligheten, vil du ikke finne lykke, og du vil ikke spre din ætt. Og jeg vil finne din elskere, og jeg vil drepe dem alle foran øynene dine.”


  Gyda turned around, pulling the dazed Harald behind her, wrapped them both in her soft woolen röggvarafeldur hanging from around her neck and disappeared from sight. Ryden felt as if his life force had been sapped as she left, pulling the happiness from his heart and soul. Looking around at his men, he saw the same distant look haunting their faces.


  Four wolves and two bears left the woods that night, never to be seen again in Norway. After over sixty years of blood, battles, and corpses, the Berserkers were unsure of the path they continued to travel, and their oath of fealty, forced on them at birth, was now worthless.


  ****


  Freyja stood before her throne at Sessrumnir watching the thousands of souls within her Hall, eating roasted goat and barley cakes, and swilling mead by the cask full, the rough cheers of the valiant echoing up to the cavernous ceiling. She loved the sounds, her whole body thrumming with the life they brought to her and this place. The golden walls inset with precious gems surrounding them were not as lovely to gaze upon than the ruckus laughter of strong, fierce men.


  The Nave was upon them, and the men here were in higher spirits, knowing the veil between the living and the dead would thin on this one night a year. The proud warriors would have their one chance to walk the Earth and see the loved ones they had left behind before returning to her Hall, to celebrate each eve until another year passed and they had their chance once more. The soldiers’ energies fed Freyja, and the love of all things Earthly kept their souls from withering away like rotting flesh from bone.


  “My Queen, Odin approaches,” whispered one of the advisors at her left.


  He would have to come and ruin my good mood. Freyja rolled her eyes, knowing nothing good ever occurred when Odin left Valhalla. Stepping back, swirling her cape around her, she sat upon her throne with a flourish, holding her head high, wanting to look as regal as possible when the errant god walked into her Hall.


  And she didn’t have to wait long.


  Thunder roared and lightning flashed as the large double doors burst open with a crack, the sound reverberating through the enormous space. Odin stood in the center, the inky black of night a curtain behind him, illuminating with the occasional flashes of his anger. His golden hair curled and fluttered with the winds, at mercy to his emotions. Lines etched around his eyes, deepened due to his apparent anger, and his golden orbs glowed from across the room. He looked past the crowd, directly at Freyja and her heart stopped beating for a fraction of a second. That was until she told her head to take over for her loins and remember what an arrogant ass he was. Stomping towards her throne followed by his entourage, the sea of people parted, allowing her a view of the deity himself.


  “You dare steal from me, woman?” He had barely reached her when Odin erupted in anger.


  Freyja couldn’t stand it when Odin’s face puckered up like he smelled rotting fish. “I have not stolen anything of yours.”


  “The souls your Valkyrie took this morn? Five hundred souls were to come to Valhalla, the final two hundred were promised to you here at Sessrumnir. Yet, all seven hundred warriors are right here, feasting and drinking instead of seated at my table.”


  “Seven hundred souls celebrate here because they chose to come with my Valkyrie, not because I forced them into my Hall.”


  “Choice? There is no choice. I want my souls and I want them now! You will see to their delivery to Valhalla by sunrise.” Odin turned from her, stomping back towards the double doors without her submission.


  You are a greedy, insolent child. “Or what?”


  Odin paused in midstep, the anger radiating off him like a thick fog that threatened to contaminate the whole room, suffocating all within it. Freyja stood and took a deep breath, holding it in her lungs, feeling the burn come as she refused to exhale.


  Odin turned around, inspecting her from head to foot, the wrinkling of his nose showing his disdain. “I have allowed you to take from my warriors to sustain Sessrumnir for eons in return for your Valkyries’ help. Have I given you too much that you feel the need for more? Perhaps I will choose to collect them all. And then where will you get your power?”


  Freyja slowly stepped down from her dais, one step at a time, keeping her gaze leveled on Odin. She moved to stand before him, her hands on her hips, feet shoulder width apart. She held her ground, trying to show no weakness. “How will the warriors find Valhalla without my Valkyrie?”


  “Woman, you will do your duty, and so will your Valkyrie.”


  Freyja closed her eyes, knowing they were in a stalemate that the argument could go on forever if she allowed in. And stating the obvious answer to his challenge would equate to an out and out decree of war. Shifting to a new strategy, she walked to the nearest table, grasped a tankard of mead and swallowed half the liquid before dropping it to the scarred wooden top.


  “The Nave is near.”


  “And your point?”


  “The veil thins. There is little difference between life, death.”


  “Stop playing your games, woman, and spit it out. I grow older standing here awaiting your point.”


  Freyja smiled at Odin, as the plans began to formulate in her head. Looking down to her feet, she saw invisible scales ripple across her skin in excitement before she was able to tamp down her glee. “Your warriors will be brought to you by sunrise.” And perhaps, I will just replenish my stores with your live warriors, and leave you to your dead.


  


  


  



  


  Chapter Two


  


  Click-click-click-click-click. The metal gears moved into place slowly, and then a silent, weighted pause. Screams reverberated as the descent began. A swooshing sound signaled the drop, as bodies were returned to the ground, the metal friction echoing through the field. Silence filled the air again as the task was completed. Click-click-click-click-click. More screams followed, with the clicking noise heralding the end was near. Karli looked up to see the next group of people about to be dropped from two hundred and thirty feet above her. Those screams were a joy to her ears, hearing them allowed her to know they were doing their jobs right.


  No better sound on Earth than the screams of delight coming from a roller coaster.


  Karli finished strapping on her radio, and plugged her earpiece into one ear before stepping from the staging area into the park. As an operations manager, she loved walking from area to area, watching families enjoy themselves, kids squealing in glee, parents running to keep up, and it was a necessity as well to ensure that her team was doing their job. And now was an even better time to be in the park, as their annual Halloween celebration, Scream Town, was nearing its culmination.


  At dusk, the family friendly park became a maze of haunted houses, haunted hayrides, and goblins tucked into every corner, ready to spring out and scare, and the roller coasters kept on running, too. The screams from the coasters added to the ambiance of the Halloween festivities. Add in the light shows, kids in costume, traditional holiday goodies, as well as the nightly fireworks shows, and her job was just that much more fun than usual.


  It was nearing dusk as Karli began her park tour, checking to ensure everything was in place for Scream Town.


  One of her team supervisors, Angelica, stopped her as she approached one of the mazes to get an update on their status. “The entertainment group is behind schedule, as usual, but we are right on track from our side. The team is ready to go at the queue lines and exits, and as soon as we get a green light that entertainment is ready, we are good to go and can open the scare zones and haunted houses.”


  Karli rolled her eyes. Entertainment was always throwing a wrench into their plans. Damned artistic types. “Great, come walk your area with me.”


  Karli keyed her radio to check on the status of the entertainment department supervisor, and after being assured the characters would be in place within the next ten minutes, the pair set off to check their crew. She and Angelica toured the area, which held a double maze area and two roller coasters. They welcomed the team to work and took note of any issues or concerns and radioed the appropriate leadership to correct. Everything looked well in order, and Karli was about to move on to the next area as they stood to the side of one of the main thoroughfares, watching as people swarmed through the park, discussing the plan for the night.


  Angelica grabbed Karli by the arm, stopping her in her tracks. “Whoo, Karli! Take a look at those guys over there! They are staring right over here. I saw them earlier by the Snarling Wolf, and talk about hotness.”


  “Sshh! Be careful what you say within earshot of our guests!” Karli looked around to see if any guests had heard Angelica’s comment, and once she was sure they had been ignored, she smiled sneakily and asked Angelica, “Where?” She smiled at their shared conspiracy and looked around for the men Angelica was talking about, and her eyes locked with the most stunning set of silver eyes she had ever seen.


  Invisible fingers wrapped around her, making her feel a pull in his direction. Locking her knees, she fought the instinct, shaking her head at the erotic thoughts swirling inside, all featuring the perfect stranger. Considering it was nearly dark at this point, there was no way she should have been able to see his eyes from the distance he was standing from her, but she did.


  Heated need swirled within her, and her skin felt a size too small, as if he were invading her with his stare. Unable to look away, the longer she watched, the more frenzied her insides became, as if he had some kind of power to entrance her. She fought the gaze to no avail.


  A slight hitch in his mouth seemed to reveal his enjoyment of her perusal.


  Casting her eyes south, she noted wide shoulders, and a muscular chest leading down to narrow hips. Tall, blonde, and mysterious, her type exactly, and from what she could see from her vantage point, he was utter male perfection. Leaning his back against a brick wall, he openly watched her as he rubbed one hand along his chest and abdomen.


  She itched for his hand to be her own instead, and felt heat in her own fingers.


  Someone spoke to him, breaking the spell he had on her. As Karli’s glance pulled to the meddler, another man who could have been his twin whispered into his ear. The twin then turned to smile at her and lock his gaze with her as well. Karli felt the same pulling sensation, as if the man beckoned her with his eyes alone, slipping into her mind and taking over. Karli pinched herself, trying to hold on to reality and fight the insane impulse.


  As the second released his hold on her eyes to look down her body, she noted the two men were not alone. There were three men to their right, but they were different, all darker haired with bright amber eyes, but they were all incredibly tall and fit, their bodies almost identical. All five were stunning male perfection, and she tingled all over from their combined gazes.


  “Karli? Umm…Karli? Earth to Karli.”


  Pulling her eyes off them to look at Angelica, she had to shake her head to clear her thoughts, pinching herself again hard, and she swore she heard male chuckles in her head. Her mind must be playing tricks on her, since there was no way for her to hear these men. They could have yelled from their spot and she would have barely been able to hear them over the din of the crowd. Turning back once again, she saw their sly smiles, shivering as their eyes roamed her body from top to bottom.


  “Geez, Karli, I know they are fine as heck, but I think I lost you there for a minute.”


  “Sorry, I spaced out there for a minute.” Karli rubbed a hand across her heated face.


  “Oh, no worries, they are checking you out, too.”


  “Stop it. They are not.” Running a hand over her hair, she pressed a stray strand behind her ear. “I’m standing here sweating in cargo shorts, polo, and a ponytail. I don’t have a speck of makeup on, and I look like hell. Plus they are guests of the park, so there is a line I can’t cross, so why bother getting all excited.” She wondered if the last line was for Angelica or a reminder to herself.


  “I’d have to cross that line if it came my way.”


  Yeah, I’d cross it. And re-cross it. And re-cross it. “Let’s be professional.”


  “Yeah, you looked real professional with drool coming out of your mouth a couple of seconds ago, Karli.”


  Heat blossomed all over Karli’s face as she turned to walk away from Angelica without responding to the jab. Waving goodbye, she did her best to exit and get to the next area before the men could embarrass her any more than they already had. She covertly reached up to her chin to make sure that Angelica had been kidding about the drooling bit. Only feeling her own sweat, she shook her head and kept walking.


  Definitely working too much. Once Scream Town is over for the season, it is definitely time for a vacation. A long one.


  Worming her way through an employee pass through, she quickly entered the next segment of the park. She assisted a few guests with directions and swatted playfully at one of the entertainment staff members who tried to jump out and scare her, and she did her best to forget all about the sexiest men she had ever laid eyes on, or the fact that her body was still thrumming with desire from a simple look.


  Shooing a few underage kids from a beer stand, Karli snagged a piece of melting ice and rubbed it along her face and around her collar to cool off a bit more. Surveying the crowd, she felt the fine hairs on the back of her neck stand on end. Karli turned and caught another glimpse of the silver-eyed pair. Her body responded to their closeness. Heat swelled within her and she felt feverish. She felt the unequaled need to go to them, to wrap her body in their embrace.


  Am I insane?


  She stood there, feeling like prey to their hunter, as if they were closing in on her and she felt suffocated, fear and need rippling up her spine simultaneously. A few feet from her, they were walking her way. Karli stood stock still, rooted to the spot, afraid to move from the pathway. As they approached her, she realized just how incredibly tall they were. She was no slouch at five foot ten, but they were both easily over six and a half feet and as wide as linebackers.


  Passing her so closely that they grazed her heated skin, they both inhaled deeply as they passed. Need swam through her, and she felt herself actually growl lowly, deep in her throat, and raised a hand to her chest in embarrassment. Through the din of the crowd she clearly heard one of them return the sound, and her knees swayed as she felt desire spike as they continued on, walking away from her in the waning light.


  Looking over her shoulder, both paused and turned, giving her a sultry smile before moving on through the crowd and out of sight. Karli suddenly felt as though she could move again as soon as they were gone, and quickly moved into the shadows of an employee pathway to gain her composure, and to fight the compulsion to run after them and throw herself at them. Leaning against the wooden gate, she took several deep breaths and calmed her frazzled nerves, knowing she was not the type of woman to react like this to a man, or rather men. And those two looked like they had played this game before: calm, cool, and collected. They were predators of the worst kind.


  If Karli gave in to their kind of play, she was afraid she would walk away broken.


  But no matter what she told her head, her body could not reject the heated combination of the two. Both virile, desirable men who seemed to stalk her equally, and innately she knew if she succumbed to one, she would also the other. What was crazier than the fact she knew it, was the fact her oversexed mind was running images of being sandwiched between both of their naked bodies. Of having them both possess her at once.


  Karli was an independent, driven woman, who worked so much she rarely had time to date, let alone swoon over some random men she crossed in the park. She hadn’t had a date in, well, forever. Her career was her main concern. Once she got that in place, everything else could happen for her, marriage, babies, the little white house, with its matching little white picket fence. She was as boring and white bread as they came. And she wasn’t the type to go around fantasizing about screwing two men at the same time.


  Hell, this was past fantasizing. It seemed it could become her reality if she wanted it and was willing to succumb to them and the images running through her head.


  Regardless, the two fired something inside her, something she had never felt before. Her heart beat a staccato within her body, and she felt pulsing in places she wished she didn’t. Especially when she needed to focus on work and the safety of those inside the park. All around her the sounds of Scream Town began filtering back into her ears and she slowed her breathing down. She needed to get a hold of herself.


  Straightening and taking one last long deep breath, she exited the dark passageway, and stood on the fringes of the sea of bodies milling around. This week was always the busiest, as Halloween was a few days away. Karli scanned the crowd, trying to ensure the men were not there. Relieved that she could again focus on her job, she walked the area, but kept looking over her shoulder.


  Entering the Zoo compound, Karli passed the wolf enclosure and a glow of silver. Not able to ignore it, she moved towards the fence and realized the glow came from Giza, the female gray wolf that was one of their most popular animal attractions. Moving up to the fence, Karli watched the beautiful animal working with her trainers on the last animal show of the day.


  A course of heat ran through her again. I need to see a doctor; I am much too young for hot flashes. Perhaps a psychiatrist too, to figure out my compulsion to fuck random strangers.


  “Shame those beautiful beasts are caged here. They should roam free.”


  Looking to her left, all she saw was an enormous bicep. Her eyes drifted up, and her gaze was met with a silver one. A shiver of yearning ran down her spine.


  Karli moved her mouth a second or two before her voice caught up with her. “All…all of the animals here…are rescues. They were either hurt, or taken from people keeping them as pets. We give them…all the care…they need to heal...and then a safe home….if returning them to the wild…is impossible.”


  Nice job, Stuttering Sue. I’m sure he thinks you are a moron now.


  “Where they are put on parade throughout the day for stupid, fat humans to ogle instead of roaming the forests hunting like their natures demand.”


  Stupid, fat…humans? “If we had not intervened, they would have…died.”


  “And living in a cage is better than death? I wouldn’t want to live that way, would you? Just look at her eyes.”


  Karli didn’t want to admit that she had often stopped here through her park tours and thought that the animals reflected sadness in their eyes. “We give them…the best care we can.”


  “The best care would have been releasing them to the wild.”


  “Giza was too badly hurt to go back. Plus, it’s too late for that now, regardless.” Unable to stop the words, the ones no one in the park was supposed to utter aloud. “They have been here so long that they would die if we released them.”


  “You know this, yet you keep them anyway.”


  “I’m not the one in charge of the animals.” Karli backed up a step as he drew nearer. A large hand moved to her face, one finger extended. His touch was feather light, as he stroked it along her cheek.


  “No. No, you just work here. Another one of their caged beasts. Perhaps I need to set you free?”


  “And how do you suppose you can do that?” A wave of desire spread through her, starting at the barely there touch upon her cheek. The finger moved under her chin, lifting her face to his.


  “Like this.” Dropping down, he pressed soft lips to hers in a kiss that was a whisper of what it could be. A name whispered through her mind as his kiss ended…Ryden.


  “Ryden?”


  His brows furrowed as he stood back to his full height. “How do you know my name?”


  ”I…don’t…know.”


  The corner of his lips hinted at a smile as his eyes bored a hole deep within her. The man inhaled, deeply, lowering his head until it was level with her own. She felt his hot breath on her neck, and she arched her back slightly, her traitorous body demanding more of his touch.


  Which never came.


  Opening the eyes she hadn’t even realized she had closed, she looked up into his hooded gaze, the one that screamed an arousal that equaled her own. Tapping his finger on her nametag, the tugging blossomed into a full smile. “Well, Karli of Scream Town, I will be seeing you soon. Very soon.”


  ****


  “They have found her in the amusement park. I saw it with my own eyes.”


  Freyja looked closely at her subordinate, knowing the news before it was ever uttered. “Harald’s Berserkers have proven to be too smart and too resourceful for their own good. I want them dead by the Nave.”


  “Easier said than done. Odin has a soft spot for these six, more so than any of his other Berserkers. I fear his hand has hidden them from us throughout the years.”


  “You idiot!” Freyja stood from her golden throne, looking down at the meek hooded form in front of her, repulsed by the show of fear as her servant stepped back. “Of course Odin has had a hand in their survival. Do you doubt that they would not be in my Hall centuries ago if not for that fact?”


  “Of course, my Queen. You are all knowing and all powerful.”


  Freyja looked down at the quivering mass of flesh lying prostrate on the floor below her feet, wrinkling her nose in distaste. “They will be expecting Gyda and the Swartska, you will have the element of surprise. The female can be your bait. She is the key.” Freyja could not stomach any more of the weakness, her warrior should not cower on the floor, but stand with head held high. “Stand up, for Sessrumnir’s sake. You are dirtying up my floor. There are scales everywhere.”


  “As is your wish, my Queen.”


  Freyja had been good to her word many eons ago, and had used the Nave over the centuries to collect live souls for her house. Odin’s bands of bloody Berserkers had thrown themselves in her way too many times over the years, so Freyja began targeting them on her hunts as fewer and fewer believed in the old religions anymore. There were fewer and fewer new souls to refresh her power. Berserker power was better than any human anyway, and a live one, well, a live one could keep her juiced up for some time. The last two she had brought to Sessrumnir had kept her energy high for years.


  But Harald’s set of Berserkers had been especially hard to capture, the soft spot they held in Odin’s heart made them worthy targets for her. But it also made them more of a challenge. Her favorite subject, Gyda, had cursed the wretched men over one thousand years before, and she and Gyda’s Swartska family of gypsies had hunted the beasts from that point forward. That had made her smile. But, curses were not enough to make her smile any longer. She was ready for blood.


  “My wish is for all their heads. On pikes. Presented to me by the end of the Nave. I think it is time to release the dragon and get this all over with.”


  “There are only five, my Queen. One is missing, the one they call Jakob.”


  “Gyda has been after that one for months. He will be collected soon enough.”


  “And the female? What shall I do with her?”


  “Once she has completed her task as bait, you can have her to do as you wish.”


  


  


  


  



  


  Chapter Three


  


  Ryden stalked toward Rayne, and the two fell into a matched gate as they moved their way to the exit of the park. For the first ten minutes the pair was silent and Ryden didn’t want to express his thoughts until they were alone.


  Apparently, Rayne couldn’t wait. “Do you truly think the curse is over?”


  Ryden took a deep breath and kept walking, still hearing the witch’s words floating in his head. For mer enn tusen år, vil du ikke finne kjærligheten, vil du ikke finne lykke, og du vil ikke spre din ætt. Og jeg vil finne din elskere, og jeg vil drepe dem alle foran øynene dine. 


  For more than one thousand years, you will not find love, you will not find happiness, and you will not spread your seed. And I will find your mates, and I will kill them all before your eyes.


  And that one thousand years had been over for some time now. His men had started living with a little hope that one day there would be a light at the end of the tunnel for them. That love was something they would eventually know. Once the mark had come and gone nearly one hundred years before, each day brought them the truth, that they were not yet worthy of love.


  Until today. When Rayne had scented the woman in the air. In an amusement park of all things.


  Seven hundred years ago, this acreage had been the land of the Powtoken tribe, inhabitants who had been good to them when they first reached the shores of the new world. The peoples of Europe had become too guarded, and with the onslaught on the Black Death, anyone considered different or strange was burned at the stake, blamed for bringing plague to their doors. A band of Berserkers, although feared by most, could have eventually been tracked down by a scared group of humans with pitchforks and torches alá a Frankenstein movie. To protect themselves and the humans whose bravery almost matched their stupidity, they left for the shores they had heard tell of from Leif Erickson’s men.


  Crossing the vast Atlantic had not been easy, the ship had hit hard waters and the men sulked for the life they were leaving behind. Hitting the shores of Greenland, they had traveled south looking for more temperate climates. After hundreds of years trapped in snow and ice each winter, they wanted warmth. But they could not resist the urge to stay close to water, and the bounty it provided them, so they stayed close to shore as they went deeper into the land.


  As they moved, they met with many of the indigenous tribes of men. So much different than the Europeans, these people were one with the land, communicated with the spirit world, and held a greater knowledge than any of the other humans they had ever come into contact with. Many of the tribes were kind to them, but wary as well. A few attacked, unsure of the pale-faced males they came into contact with, sensing the animal within them.


  The Powtoken Nation had accepted them with open arms, thinking their animal selves a communion with the Earth Mother herself. They were regarded as near deities, and made the Berserkers honorary members of the tribe. At last, they felt like they had found a home.


  After spending nearly two hundred years with the Nation, Europe caught up with them. They feared their presence would get the Powtoken killed, especially when Hahunsunacawh chose to make peace with the settlers. Hoping the Europeans would learn from these people, that the beauty that was the Powtoken would clear the fog from their eyes, Ryden and his men walked away.


  Ryden felt they should have known what the settlers would do to the Natives years later, as they had already destroyed much of Europe, tearing down the forests and robbing the ground of the Earth’s treasures. Ryden would forever mourn the mistake he had made not killing the lot of the settlers. But perhaps then, it would have been even worse for the Nation, once more and more of the Europeans had come, and blamed them for the massacre. Berserkers were strong, but not strong enough to kill every settler that laid a foot on new soil.


  Nor was it their nature.


  Once each one hundred years since, Ryden and his men returned to this spot, paying their respects to the Nation and Hahunsunacawh for the love and family they had become. But now those settlers had ruined the land further, placing an amusement park on the largest Indian burial ground in the Powtoken Nation. Animals who once ran free through the vast forests that grew here were caged and put on show for the descendants of the Europeans to watch. Metal monsters flung them into the air and back to the ground. It made Ryden sick.


  Until Rayne had captured the scent that had floored them all.


  And Ryden knew that fate had finally found them and brought them to this wretched place for a reason. As they watched the woman from afar, they knew her to be a mate immediately; her scent had nearly driven all the men insane. As she turned, she had been drawn to Ryden. Locked within his gaze and it was sealed at that point.


  She had chosen.


  “Ryden?”


  Pulled out of his abyss, Ryden turned to Rayne noting they were walking from the entrance of the park. Moving towards the woods at the far left, they blended in, walking until they were deep enough that no human would hear them.


  “Ryden!”


  “What?” Ryden’s word ripped from him on a roar, the energy he used to prevent himself from grabbing the woman and running into the woods with her was an irritant, and he took it out on the one man he knew would allow him his rage. His brother. His twin. The two were nearly inseparable, as if they truly were two parts of the same whole. And Rayne could take Ryden’s anger.


  “We have waited too long, why did you not lure her out so we could take her? Her time is near she will need to be away from people soon.”


  Ryden did not answer; afraid his brother would not like the answer. “She needs time.”


  “She has none. The Nave is but three days away. The woman is in danger. We need to protect her.”


  “So we watch her.”


  “Watch? We watch her? This is not the time to sit back and idly strategize. She needs more than that. We need to get her to one of the safe houses and keep her under lock and key.” Rayne drew his fingers through his choppy blonde hair. “We can’t lose her, not after waiting this long.”


  Moving to a fallen log, Ryden sat down, thighs wide, his forearms braced on his knees. The musty scent of rotting leaves hit his nose. “I don’t like the idea any more than you do, but she will not come quietly, I sense it. Her Valkyrie blood is too strong. And if we take her too soon, she may never forgive us. It needs to be her choice. We need to fire her passions, make her yearn for us, make her…comfortable.”


  “Comfortable? You want to waste time…wooing the woman?”


  “Wooing? In an odd manner of speaking, I suppose so. Put ourselves in her path. Make us less the strangers and I think it will be easier on her.”


  “Brother, I have serious doubts here. The Swartska could be closing in even now. I hope you are right about this.”


  “We haven’t sensed a threat in the area. And we will remain close by to protect her. Our brothers would lay down their lives to protect a mate, you know it.”


  “I just hope it doesn’t come to that point, Ryden.”


  ****


  Karli stepped out of the shower and threw on her sleep shirt. After a long day in the heat, and the crazy pull of the men in the park, she felt drained. Slipping into the cool sheets, sleep fought her, and she tossed in her bed. The bright red glow of the clock was like a constant reminder that she couldn’t find peace as the minutes ticked by.


  Eventually sleep did come, but peace was still not to be. As soon as she closed her eyes, visions of the silver eyed men kept her up all night. She imagined them in her room, slipping into the covers with her, touching her in ways she had never thought possible. Holding her within their arms, making her feel safe and secure. Huddled between both of their strong naked bodies.


  Rolling over, the ache in her pussy was too much for her to bear any longer, and her hand drifted between her legs to give her ease. Opening her bedside stand, she pulled out her vibrator, rubbing the length against her aching clit, imagining the entire time that Ryden rested between her opened legs, pressing against her burning flesh.


  Fluidly beneath the sheets, she brought herself to completion as she had so many other times before, and as soon as she dropped the toy beside her, she felt tears spring to her eyes. Telling herself for so many years that she didn’t need anyone in her life, that she could take care of all of her needs herself; she had pushed the thought of a relationship from her mind and her world.


  And now, after finding her empty completion, the one thing she wanted most was for someone to share her bed. Closing her eyes, sleep came for her once more, though fitfully. She continued to toss and turn, opening her eyes to a noise.


  A large gray wolf padded up to her bed, standing at the corner looking at her with its silver glowing eyes.


  “I must be dreaming,” she said to the wolf, as if he would understand her.


  There was no fear on her part; she knew the animal was not there to hurt her. Karli sat up, the sheets falling off her upper body, revealing her naked breasts. A growl came from the beast, the sound vibrating through her body, making the dampness between her legs grow.


  The wolf began to contort, turning into Ryden. He stood there before her naked, large and erect, ready to pleasure her. He remained at the corner of her bed; the eyes still the same stunning silver, with a question in them. Karli reached her hand out to him; she needed to be held in this bed that had suddenly become so vacant. He took her hand and climbed up the foot of the bed, resting alongside her, pulling her into his massive arms.


  His heat bled into her, and her eyes closed in delight. Karli reached for his sex, and he moved her hand off him, remaining above the covers as he held her tightly. Pressing a soft kiss to her brow, he rubbed his heavy hands along her head, down her arm, calming her. As the tears came, he held her as she sobbed, and continued to do so until sleep finally fully claimed her.


  She found peace, in Ryden’s arms.


  ****


  Ryden looked down at Karli’s satin skin as she finally relaxed in his arms. Brushing a stray bit of russet hair back, he fanned the waves out onto her pillow. She was exquisite, even though he could tell she thought herself as plain. No woman who realized the full impact of her beauty would hide it behind loose clothing and ponytails. She deserved to be in expensive gowns with diamonds dripping off every possible space.


  She deserved to be cherished. And from the tears she shed earlier, he was sure she was not. And his pack had the means to do so. After one thousand years of knowledge and continued learning, and amassing collections of items of value, they had a treasure trove, as well as a keen insight on the Stock Market.


  Karli would look beautiful in silks and diamonds. In his king sized bed on silken sheets. Ryden sensed no happiness in her heart, only determination. He wanted her to smile everyday. And he wanted to be the reason she smiled. He would give her the world if she let him.


  She thought he was a dream. Had she so needed someone in her bed tonight, someone to hold her and make her feel safe that his appearance was dream worthy? The fact that she had not screamed at his wolf self, even though she thought it all a dream, the simple fact she had accepted the change without fear, spoke volumes. Or was calling it all a dream an easy way to avoid what she could not easily explain away?


  Either way, he felt honored to hold her in his arms, to comfort her in her time of need. And he and Rayne would be there for the next, if there ever was one. She was theirs.


  ****


  “You are here early.” Karli looked at David as she was strapping on her radios, getting ready to head out into the park for her tour. Her boss was the last person she had wanted to see on her way in, scared her sensual dreams that made her blush in the daylight, and her errant thoughts, were displayed all across her face.


  Karli had half expected to wake up with Ryden beside her, and had been upset that it had in fact been a dream. Waking up to a cold bed, alone, had been enough to make her chest ache.


  “Yeah, Scream Town crowds were heavy last night, and the weather is perfect again tonight, so I expect more of the same. Figured I’d get a head start tonight.” Liar. You are so going on the look out for Ryden and his twin.


  “I like your attitude. Good thinking. Let me know how the tour goes.” David clasped a hand on her shoulder, and Karli wanted to squirm away. “Great job with the team.”


  Karli smiled the best fabricated smile she could and pulled away from that palm on her shoulder. Starting her job here when she was only sixteen, she had worked summers through high school and college, moving up the ranks as she proved she was competent and capable. Once she completed her degree, she had loved the park so much; she had stayed, moving into management instead of using her degree in Art History.


  All along the way, David had been there, encouraging, coaching, mentoring, and always helpful. But there was always something simmering below the surface that she tried to ignore, as if she acknowledged his lust for her, she would be caught in his claws. The thought gave her a shiver, as just about any interaction did at this point, the years of denial growing into revulsion on her part.


  But not on his. Every time she turned around, the man was watching her, commenting on something she had done or said. Like she was a homing beacon, she could not shake the man, but in all the years he had worked with her, he had never crossed the line, so at times she wondered if it were all her imagination. David was a well-respected member of the team and was next in line for a Director’s position, and Karli knew that she needed to remain on his good side. No matter how it disgusted her. But interoffice politics was not her cup of tea.


  Throwing open the Operations door, she quickly stepped to the employee entrance into the park. Greeting team members and supervisors as she went, Karli ultimately had an eye out as she walked. She was looking for flashes of silver. It was another two hours until dusk, and she had plenty of time to stroll through the park, looking.


  “Unit fifteen-ten, you have a ten-ninety-nine B right behind you.” Karli closed her eyes and shook her head as she heard the radio call echo in her ear. Karli was unit fifteen-ten. And a ten-ninety-nine B was not good.


  Belladonna, or B as most of the staff called her, was their resident crazy lady, who showed up every single day the park was open. B talked to few people in the park, she just came in, walked around all day, looking at the sights, rode a few rides and then went home. Every single day.


  Karli was one of the chosen few B ever talked to, unfortunately.


  “Howdy, Karli, what’s shaking tonight? Ready for Halloween?”


  Karli turned around slowly. No, but I sure bet you are ready for Halloween. The tight leopard skin dress along with the extra curly blonde porn star wig was just not a good look for a woman of her age, nor was the three pounds of makeup she always wore. No one was completely sure of B’s age, but most guessed her to be at least sixty, if not older.


  Today’s look was B’s normal daily appearance. There was nothing on the woman’s body that was there for the holiday, but at least the guests stared less during this time of the year, assuming she was just in the Halloween spirit. Cringing inwardly, Karli tried her best to plaster a smile on her face.


  “I think we’re ready, Belladonna. What do you think?”


  “Park looks good, but too many people.” B stepped closer to her, and Karli had to fight the desire to step back. “Come to think of it, you look good. You are all bright and shiny tonight.”


  “Oh, you think so, do ya? Must be the crisp, fall air.”


  “Nahh. I’d say you got some. That spring in your step and the glow on your face doesn’t come from thin air.”


  Karli fought to keep her jaw in check. “Wow, B, tell me how you really feel.”


  B stepped closer to Karli, and for once, the crazy woman made her feel panic. Smelling the fetid odor of the woman’s breath, she tried to stand her ground while holding her breath at the same time. B’s eyes got small, as she invaded Karli’s personal space. “You gotta watch those men, Karli. They are good for nothing and will only bring you pain and suffering. You count my words. Pain. And. Suffering.”


  Karli pulled back, looking B in the eyes, trying to determine if the woman was truly lucid or not. The bright, clear look she returned told her she was, and Karli let out a small sigh of relief. She had always wondered if she would one day have to call security to escort B out of the park, her kind of crazy seemed to be superficial, but as of late, B had been acting a little odder than normal. “Pain and suffering. Yeah. Got it. Thanks for the words of encouragement, Belladonna.”


  “Anytime.” B slapped Karli on the arm. “Anytime. I wouldn’t feel right if I didn’t pass on all the wisdom that I have with someone. Now, on to ride the Snarling Wolf.”


  Wondering how many times B had ridden that roller coaster, Karli watched the woman walk away. The hint of menace in her tone had been new, and she pondered the change as she moved on through the park.


  Two hours later, around the time her normal shift should have been beginning at dusk; she was almost saddened that she had not seen the men. She finished up the park tour and entered the epicenter of Scream Town, one large field with five haunted houses, a corn maze, and the starting off point for the haunted hayride, and scanned the crowd. This was the heart of the park during this time of the year, and she would remain near this space for the rest of the night.


  No sign of the silver eyed duo, so she moved to the first haunted house, walking through to check if the team was ready to go.


  A wave of desire flowed through her as she neared the entrance. Compulsion took over and she felt as if an invisible force pulled her inside the doorway to the haunted maze. In a fog, she walked through, ignoring the team members in costume around her, all milling about to get into place for the night. Sweat blossomed all over her body, and she felt a pearl of liquid slide between her breasts, the sensation puckering her nipples.


  Nearing the end, she felt heat swell through her pussy, as if invisible hands held her, stroked her. Trying to stifle her moan, she continued to focus on putting one foot in front of the other, swaying slightly as if drunk, catching her hand on one of the walls of the hallway she coasted down. She neared the exit, feeling the cooler air of the outdoors beckon her.


  A set of hands pulled her through a curtained area just before she could reach the outside, clamping down on her mouth and her stomach.


  Pitch black within, she saw nothing, but knew it was one of the small alcoves meant for the scare gang. Pulled against a stiff chest, hands wrapped themselves around her waist. A set of lips pressed against the pulse in her neck as her mouth was released, and another set of hands rubbed her thighs, sensing this one was at his knees before her. Inhaling, she was surrounded by hard male flesh, and wanted nothing more than to be lost in the moment.


  A mouth clamped down on her sex, through her clothing, as hands gently massaged her aching breasts, heavy and full with longing, and pinched the hardened nubs. Another set of hands fondled her ass, squeezing the flesh in strong fingers. One mouth continued to nibble at her sex, the other found her mouth, pressing a heavy tongue between her lips. In the darkness, she wasn’t completely sure which set of hands were which.


  The eroticism of the touches made her care less about the hands, just as long as they didn’t stop. Weightless, Karli was held aloft by the power of the two men. Had they not, she would not have had the strength to stand by herself. Even though the two had not removed one piece of her clothing, she knew her orgasm neared and was desperate to have them touch her without the fabric abrading her flesh.


  Juices flowing, her scent was strong in the space, and a small amount of her essence escaped the side of her shorts and she felt a tongue lick the wetness up her inner thigh. A deep growl emerged from the body below her, and her shorts were pushed as high as possible for him to gain entrance into her sex.


  The hands on Karli’s breasts moved to unbutton her shorts without moving his mouth from hers, and she was quickly undressed from the waist down with help from below. The fingers which had unsnapped her pants slipped to her clit and began to circle the nub as the man below her began an assault on her pussy, sliding one finger inside her slowly as he licked and tasted her flowing juices.


  Sounds swirled in Karli’s ears, the heavy breaths and soft groans of the men surrounding her in their cocoon were at the forefront. But other noises filtered in. The roller coaster chains, the screams of delighted terror, and the hum of hundreds of voices as they passed the spot they were secluded in reminded her that they could be caught at any second, the thin curtain whisked away and she would be on display, in the throes of passion at the hands of the two men.


  Sensation overwhelmed her and light flashed behind her eyelids as the power of her orgasm slammed into her. Energy spread through her as her back arched in pleasure. She screamed her release into the mouth of one man as she was held and touched by them both. Seized within their arms, her body was caressed, calmed, as she recovered from her release. Carefully, without words being spoken, she was quickly redressed and sensed she was utterly alone seconds later.


  Stepping from the darkened space, she ran out the exit on wobbly legs made of rubber, looking around for her mystery lovers. Reality hit at that very second, and she nearly died from the realization she had let two complete strangers fondle and lick her in a darkened corner of her workplace. What if it had not been the two silver eyed men?


   Innately she knew it had been Ryden and his twin, and she also knew she had wanted them to do the things they had. Instead of denying her unnatural desire for more of them, she searched the crowd, needing them more at that moment then she needed to breathe.


  As she approached the entrance to the next maze, she noted a flash of light coming from the tree line that surrounded the edge of the park. Walking towards the spot, she popped out her pocket flashlight and flashed it towards the trees. She screamed as she saw two pairs of silver eyes and then several huge wolves running away into the forest.


  


  


  



  


  Chapter Four


  


  Karli had called for security and the Animal Care Team to come investigate the wolves she had seen. Also involving local law enforcement, she feared that they may have to close off the central part of their celebration on the last couple of nights everyone and their brother came to the park. Halloween night and the night preceding it was not the time to close down Scream Town. They would never hear the end of it from the public, even if they explained the concerns over a pack of wild animals and how it could impact their safety. The public only wanted more and wild animals or not, the park closing would be less.


  Extra security was brought in the following day from a sister park, and Animal Care from the park and Animal Control from the county roamed the woods, looking for the animals. Other than a few paw prints, no other signs of the animals were found.


  County officers were stationed inside the park to assist that evening, and one of Karli’s favorite officers was there that evening. Larry often worked with the park on his off days for extra cash, patrolling the park entrance to prevent items being smuggled in or out. She hoped once he retired the following year, he would come on full time with the park.


  “Hiya, Larry. How goes it? Do you think this is enough to keep the wolves at bay?”


  “Darlin’, from the stories I am hearing about these animals, I just don’t know.”


  A chill raced down her spine. “What stories? I haven’t been told of any other incidents.”


  “No real incidents, but there have been sightings of wolves and bears traveling across five states working in this direction. One of the animal control guys saw bear tracks out there mingled in with the wolves. No right-minded animal travels that kind of distance from their home. And bears and wolves together? It just ain’t right.”


  “No incidents…means no violence?”


  “Nothing outside a few prey animal carcasses here and there along the path. There was a situation with some park rangers up north, they surrounded the animals only to say the beasts disappeared, like they were ghosts are something. I just don’t have a good feeling about this, Karli.”


  “Well, it’s for two more nights, and we have a ton of security and animal control out here. I think that in itself would deter any animal from coming on property,” she said to calm herself as anyone else, but the vision of the two sets of silver eyes she had seen before the wolves had ran away troubled her. So like another set of silver eyes she had seen before. Her dream slipped into her mind, as she struggled to find answers for impossible questions.


  “Not trying to burst your bubble, Karli, but having a throng of guests in the park didn’t deter them yesterday. Not like a few shiny tin stars are going to do it either. Keep your eyes open tonight. I can’t stand the thought of anyone here getting hurt, especially you, hon.”


  Giving a quick squeeze to her arm, Larry walked off towards the wooded area, and she hoped against hope that he was wrong.


  ****


  Later that night, dusk was approaching Scream Town. Karli had been scheduled off today, but because of the security issues, she felt it best to come in to focus on the wooded area. If there were any issues to arise, she wanted to be on the scene to help handle the crowd in the park and call for assistance immediately.


  Or perhaps she felt the need to be there to protect the wolves. Where did that thought come from?


  Her nerves were frazzled, and she was more jumpy tonight than she had ever been. A group of teenagers began to howl across the lot and got pounced on by the sheriff’s department. Another group of kids tried to sneak off property and into the surrounding woods to do God knows what, ended up facing the end of a deputy’s rifle. She was glad she wasn’t the manager on duty and didn’t have to explain that one to the kids’ parents.


  The vibe was tense to say the least.


  Scanning the crowd, the hairs on her arms and neck began to rise. Looking around she searched for the cause of her goosebumps, and moved towards the tree line with her flashlight. Inherently knowing something was about to go down, she flashed her light among the trees, adrenaline pounding through her body. The thrush of blood she heard in her ears almost drowned out the sounds of the thrill seekers.


  Heat coursed through her body, raw need threatened to make her knees buckle. Every inch of her was on fire, desire spiraling through her unlike anything she had ever felt before. Her nipples puckered, her pussy pulsed, and the thrumming of her blood echoed in her ears. Her clothes felt too tight, and she fought the desire to rip them from her body, to touch herself to give the sweet release her body needed, uncaring of who was watching.


  Suddenly, she was thrown across a shoulder, and moved fast, faster than any human was possible of moving. The darkened background was blurring as it moved beside her, making her feel woozy. So shocked at the speed, it took her a few moments to realize what was happening. Then she began to scream, fight and kick at her captor, keeping her eyes closed against the swirls of dizzying landscape. As fast as he had moved away from the tree line, it was doubtful that anyone would hear her at this point, but she continued to pound her fists against the broad back in front of her.


  Throwing a sucker punch into a kidney, she heard the audible ‘oof’ from her captor and he stopped. Suddenly a very large hand slapped her very vulnerable ass cheeks. He moved the hand to rest on the fear-dampened skin of her back. His hand was like a brand on her skin.


  “Do that again and I will make you sorry. Very sorry.”


  Instantly she knew for certain it was one of the men, and her whole body shivered. Something inside Karli told her it was not Ryden, but his twin. He took off again and continued to run as fast as he could, Karli holding on for dear life as he began to climb rocky terrain. For some reason, she felt calm once they stopped, like she was supposed to be in this place, at this moment. A split second later, he dropped her to her feet at the mouth of a cave.


  Karli staggered a little as she caught her footing, and he grasped her waist to steady her, his fingers rubbing against her hips. She wanted to move into him and let him mold her to his body, but there was something very wrong with that sensation. Pulling away, she looked around her in the dark, fear making every molecule in her body scream.


  “Why have you taken me?”


  “For your protection.”


  “My protection? The only thing I need protection from is you apparently!” Standing on the rocky crag, she looked around, not seeing any of the lights of the park in the distance. “Take me back. You do realize kidnapping is a federal offense? There were officers all around the tree-line and I am sure someone saw you take me. You are a caveman! How caveman of you to throw me over your shoulder and run off! And here we are, you depositing me in front of…a cave! You Neanderthal! Take me back now and I will not press charges, if you just take me back right now.” She stammered so quickly, her pitch rising with each word, she hoped he understood anything she said.


  “Do you always talk this much?”


  “Take me back.”


  “Or what?” The low growl that followed his question had her itching to growl back at him.


  She hated that she really had no desire to go back at all, she only envisioned herself under him, over him, and beside him…anywhere she could have his cock inside her. The heat radiating off him was enough to make her whimper. “They will…notice I am gone, and…the police will…come after you.”


  “Do you really think human laws impact me at all?”


  Human laws? “Why did you take me?”


  “Were you not listening? For your protection. And for what you are.”


  “Okay, I’ll bite. What am I, besides seriously pissed off?” Something about him made her need to fight, regardless of how hot she was for him.


  “Very cute.” He smiled as he ran a long finger over the length of her nose. “Your nose bunches up when you are angry and the little lines between your brow furrow. It is a nice look for you.”


  “Are we going to play this game all night?”


  “You have to admit it’s fun, and the more you argue with me, the hotter your pussy is getting.” His chuckle made the laugh lines around his silver eyes crinkle and she felt more moisture pool in her sex.


  Karli opened her mouth in outrage at his words. If he had been anyone else, she would have smacked the sardonic smile right off his face. His utterly gorgeous face. Which led down on lightly tanned skin to his wide muscled shoulders and then on to a magnificent chest that she could clearly through the thin cotton of his tight t-shirt.


  Rayne. His name whispered in her mind, just as Ryden’s had. Shaking her head from the sensation, she focused back on the powerful man standing in front of her.


  “No, it isn’t…Rayne. Abduction isn’t fun.” She watched as his forehead creased at the sound of the name. When he didn’t correct her, she assumed she was right.


  “Well, I can make it more fun.”


  With that, he leaned in to kiss Karli, and as he captured her lips she immediately forgot where she was, the questions she had, and the fear that swirled within her head.


  His mouth was pure fire, and it melted away all the questions and concerns, until there was nothing but this man holding her, loving her with his mouth. Pulling her into his arms, he carried her into the mouth of the cave and set her down in the dark. Holding on to his arm, she was afraid of the pitch black that enveloped her.


  “Can you see in this?” Suddenly a torch was lit and the light nearly blinded her. “Sorry, I forget your human eyes cannot see in the dark. My apologies.”


  There it was again. Human. His kisses had dulled her brain, but something screamed from under the surface. Something that tried to wake her from the fog he had placed over her. That something was not strong enough.


  Karli watched as he opened a rock door that no man should have been able to move. Her mind raced, knowing she should be running, screaming away from this man…this Lord knows what. But there was something rooting her to this place and she didn’t know what it was, as if she was under some sort of trance. Or maybe it was the staccato beat that was once again thrumming through her body, making her feel alive for once in her life.


  Once the door was open, he leaned back to grab the torch from the wall, and followed her through the opening. He closed the door behind them, and she looked around the room. The cave was a large space with two small alcoves. In one alcove was a natural hot spring, and in the opposite was a bed of sorts, mats, furs, and pillows strewn across the floor. A table and two chairs graced the wall between the alcoves, but besides that, the room was bare.


  “You actually live in… a cave?” Albeit a damned nice cave.


  He snickered. “No. This is one of our safe houses. It was the closest spot for me to take you. And take you I will.” Before the words were barely out of his mouth, he pounced on her, plunging his tongue into her waiting mouth.


  All conscious thought left her mind again as he tasted her. Hard hands encircled her waist, pulling her hard against his frame. Her nipples rubbed against his firm chest, the clothing between them too much for her to handle. Evidently, too much for him as well, as he began to peel off her clothing, the ripping of fabric echoing against the light colored stone walls.


  Once completely nude, she stood before him, self-conscious, watching him disrobe. Fear leaked in once again and she turned away from him, realizing she was locked in this room with him, and there was no way she would have the strength to move that door. She was not this kind of girl, she did not have sex with random strangers, let alone ones who had abducted her and taken her to his cave like a damned caveman.


  Turning away, she looked for ways to escape, the fear too much for her to handle, her brain struggling with the demands of her body. She felt his heat from behind. Rayne encircled her body and as soon as his cock nudged the cheeks of her ass, she was lost to the sensation again, all rational thought evading her. It was if his touch sucked her into his world and made her forget everything else existed. Leaning back, she lost herself in his hands, loving the way he cupped her breasts expertly.


  He kneaded the flesh there, twisting the nipples roughly, as he nipped the flesh of her neck. Karli heard someone moaning loudly, only to realize it was her. Standing on her tip-toes, she pushed her breasts into his hands, quietly demanding he handle her harder.


  Chuckling under his breath, Rayne bit down harder on her neck, clamping down solidly on her nipples with her strong fingers, and rubbed his engorged cock along her wet pussy, the friction almost too much for her to bear. Angling her to the fur mats on the floor, he pushed her down to her hands and knees on the soft surface.


  Leaning down between her legs, he sniffed her sex before swiping his tongue across the sensitive flesh, and she shuddered at the touch. Rayne reached under a pillow to her left, exposing bonds. Turning to look at him with fear in her eyes, she felt the first drips of her longing course down the inside of her thigh.


  Slowly, he turned her over to sit on her rear. Shivers ran down her spine as he laced the first, and then the second cuff around her wrists before attaching both to a steel ring planted into the rock wall just above her head, then pressed her down into the soft mats.


  Unsure of why she was allowing him to do this, she innately sensed he would not harm her. And whatever he had in mind, she desperately needed, or she was unsure if she would survive. Even in the cool confines of the room, her flesh felt heated, and rivulets of sweat began to slide down her body. She was on fire and knew he was the only one who could put out the flames.


  Once she was completely tied, she heard the sound of the earthen door moving once again. Moments later Rayne’s twin emerged into view as he moved past the alcove’s side. Surprise swept over his face as his silver eyes locked onto her. Heat swelled in their depths as he glanced over her bound form.


  Rayne looked victoriously over her nude body, rubbing one hand along the inside of one of her damp thighs. Catching her glance once again, he smiled. Turning to his brother, he puffed out his chest. “I couldn’t wait any longer, Ryden. We need to claim her. Protect her.”


  Karli was surprised by Ryden’s anger as he swooped in and grabbed his twin and pushed him against the earthen wall. “By kidnapping her and tying her to the bed? Do you not still hear Åsa’s screams as Gudrød raped her the night we stole her for him?” Ryden stalked towards the pelts, and placed a knee between her open legs. He reached forward, reaching for the restraint at her left hand, his eyes locking with hers.


  “Is this what you really want, love? Because if you are not ready for this, I will release you now. I will never allow a woman to do something against her will.” The caring in Ryden’s eyes swelled within her chest, making her feel safer than she had ever felt before. Not that she had really felt unsafe with Rayne, but she sensed Ryden was the true alpha in the pair and would hold Rayne in check.


  “Ryden, I was not raping her. Yes, I took her, but once inside here, she was a willing partner in this. There is no time for choice, her time is here. It is now.” Rayne sighed, leaning back against the rock wall as he watched his brother hover over her nude body.


  Ryden ignored his brother, never breaking the contact he held with her gaze.


  “I…don’t know.” Karli squeaked the words, her fear settling as she felt his compassion. “I have never been with two men. Or is it two…wolves?”


  Ryden searched her eyes before answering her, as if he sought her disdain. She felt neither disgust nor acceptance, just an odd numbness at the thought of them being more than human.


  “Wolves are just one of our forms.”


  “So I’m not crazy?”


  “We are Berserkers, born in pairs within a pack, handed down to Earth by Odin in his lightning. We do everything together, including taking a mate.” A finger caressed down her check, his eyes traveling along the path his finger made, as he seemed to delight in touching her. “We have both waited so very, very long to find you.”


  “What am I?” Her whispered words were nearly inaudible to even her.


  Ryden lowered himself into the vee of her legs, his heavy erection pressed against the tender flesh of her pussy. “You are human, but are special. You are a rare breed with Valkyrie blood in your veins, making you strong enough to be our mate.”


  Heat surged within her body, her need for him increasing, but she fought against the rising tide, trying to hold on to the last shreds of her sanity, the questions she had more important than the lust crowding her mind. “This is all so crazy. Like some kind of dream. Every time I am near you, all sane thought leaves me. I want you so much, and I can’t control it. All I see in my mind is you both fucking me senseless.”


  “The Nave is near, the one night a year you can be impregnated. Tomorrow night, your body will become a tangle of nerves; your desire will override everything you know, everything you think. You will do anything to be in our arms. In our bed. Impaled on our cocks. It will only get worse the longer we wait to consummate our bond.”


  Further dampness rushed to her core at his frank words and the erotic images they created in her mind. Karli rubbed herself against his hardness. “I need…”


  “I know you do, baby, but I just want you to know you have a choice tonight. We can wait.”


  “If what you say is true, tomorrow I will no longer have a choice. So tonight I can decide for myself.” Karli leaned forward and grasped his lips in a kiss, letting him know of her need. There was no more time for talking, and she rubbed herself against him as she deepened the kiss. Even with her hands and feet bound, knowing she was fully in control of the kiss was empowering.


  Ryden broke from her and quickly removed his clothing, as Rayne moved closer, kissing her as she waited for them both to be ready. Rayne was gentler than she expected, his lips strong, but soft, nipping at her lips, taking sips from her. When they were both free of clothing, they moved to be between her splayed legs, just hovering close, watching her as she undulated on the bed.


  “Are you sure, Karli? If we don’t stop now, I don’t know if we will be able to later.”


  Karli looked into Ryden’s eyes, warmth spreading through her chest at the sincerity in his eyes. Catching Rayne’s gaze, she saw the same caring. Regardless of his earlier words, claiming her was something he truly wanted to share, not take. She felt safe with these men, a connection she had never felt to another human in her entire life. Perhaps that’s why. They aren’t human.


  “I choose you both. I need you both.” Spread nude in front of them, the men each tasted Karli in turn after her acquiescence. Both continued to lick her pussy, fingers delving into her wet heat, the folds of her sex explored, as her clit was laved and rubbed expertly, bringing her higher and higher towards explosion.


  Rayne’s fingers slid to her small puckered ass, and one large finger began to push at the tight bud. Using collected juices from her heated pussy, he pressed gently until Karli relaxed the muscles there, allowing him entry. “How does that feel, love?”


  Karli’s eyes closed, the pressure a sweet torture she wasn’t sure she would survive. Taking in a deep breath, she opened on the exhale, pushing her ass against his straining fingers. “More.”


  “As much as you can take. And then some.” Rayne plunged his finger deeper; filling her unlike any man had done before. Ryden continued his assault on her tortured clit, all while sliding two fingers into her pussy.


  Adding another finger, Rayne carefully stretched the tight ring of flesh, readying her for their shared entry. Karli felt more filled than she ever had before, two strong fingers in her wet pussy, two in her ass, and she knew it just a prelude to how it would feel to have their cocks inside her. A gentle ebb and flow of the rhythm the men created worked her closer and closer towards completion.


  White hot light burst under Karli’s eyelids, as her whole body stretched and tightened with her release. A scream echoed within the confines of the earthen room, followed by the deep moans she released as they continued the assault on her sex. A growl vibrated in her chest, her eyes opening at the sounds the men returned.


  Rayne was the first to abandon his spot, moving slowly to lie beside her, before lifting her body up and sliding below her. His large cock was nestled into the crevice of her bottom, and she felt his blood pulsing through the brand of hot flesh.


  Knowing they were both quite large, she was unsure if they would be able to fit inside her without harming her, and she hesitated a moment.


  Immediately seeming to sense her alarm, Ryden kissed her. “We will never hurt you, baby.”


  Grasping his rod in one hand, Ryden rubbed the head along her slit, collecting the juices there, before pushing the head into her pussy slightly. Tensing, she struggled to press down and capture more of him within her. Brightness flashed behind her eyelids as her body was racked with the most amazing sensation she had ever experienced.


  Moisture flowed from her cunt, and he rubbed his wet hand along his cock, slicking his flesh, before rubbing the cock around the entrance of her sex. In one swift motion, he entered her, and she immediately spiraled into another orgasm.


  After her release drifted away, Ryden stilled and pulled out of her hot sheath, reaching down, he grasped one ankle and then the other, and then lifted her ass slightly, to aid Rayne’s entry into her bottom. Rayne reached up between her splayed legs and gathered her moisture on his fingertips, spreading it along her furrowed flesh and the purple swollen head of his cock. Ryden moved his broad hands down to the swell of her backside, stretching the firm globes tight.


  Rayne guided the plump tip to her opening and pressed gently but firmly to the start of her bud, as Ryden bent to lick and nip at her exposed clit. Karli relaxed as much as she could to allow the alien invasion, knowing that he was trying to be as gentle as possible.


  Tendrils of pleasure-pain coursed through Karli’s body as she slowly relaxed her muscles to allow Rayne’s entry, and within long seconds, he was fully seated inside her. After a few moments to allow her to get comfortable with the sensations she felt, Ryden moved closer to her, and he pushed the bulbous end of his shaft slowly into her ready sex. Feeling the pressure, the stretching of her sex as both cocks filled her completely was too much for her to handle, her body vibrating, tremors coursing throughout her body.


  Rayne steadied her as they both began to move in tandem. One would slowly pull out as the other entered her. The feeling of both cocks moving within her was more than she could handle, and her eyes rolled upwards into her head.


  Both men moved as if they had done this many, many times before. Perfectly choreographed, they mated with her as if it were a dance. Plunging inside her, Ryden leaned down to grasp her lips within his, mimicking the motions of his cock with his broad firm tongue. Wave after wave of highly charged sensation rippled through Karli’s body, to the point her clit became so oversensitive; she thought she would slowly die in their grasp.


  The sensation only grew, tears coming to her eyes, as she felt the jerk of both men’s cocks within her as they both reached the pinnacle. The quivering of their cocks triggered the release of her orgasm, one so intense, tears streamed down her face. As all three laid there entangled, Karli struggled to breathe between the two large bodies.


  Ryden reached above her head, slowly unclasping one hand and then the other. Phantom bonds remained after her release, as she still felt the sensation of being bound, the skin around her wrists tender and sensitive. Closing her eyes, she had nothing left in her body, her energy completely exhausted. Her eyes opened slightly as she felt herself lifted. Rayne held her tightly to his body as he strode across the room.


  Hearing splashing sounds, she moaned as she was lowered into the natural springs, the warmth easing over her tender skin. Wrapped in Rayne’s embrace, he gently moved his hands over her body, spreading her sex to clean the remnants of their experience, massaging her in the warm waters. Another splash sounded, and she lifted her lids enough to see Ryden enter the pool, grasping her legs, he massaged the muscles there as Rayne’s hands continued to move over her skin.


  After long minutes, she was lifted from the pool and dried, her feet touching the floor, but not supporting her own weight. Lifted again, she was placed into the center of the furs, where she drifted off.


  


  


  



  


  Chapter Five


  


  Rayne looked through Karli’s bedroom window, not able to walk away. Ryden was still good and pissed off at him for snatching her, and had made him bring her back, against Rayne’s better judgment. He should have been back on his way to meet Ryden an hour ago, but after placing Karli in her bed, she had looked so peaceful, so beautiful.


  Her soft waves of auburn hair had spread along her pillow, and her moans of delight as she snuggled into her bed had made his cock jump up, demanding she open her jade eyes and beg he take her again. But he knew she would still be sore from their rough handling, and just watching her sleep was somehow enough for him at that moment. As the need arose again, and she had began to move in her sleep, he moved outside, readying to leave, knowing if he remained in the room, the need to claim her once more would overpower him.


  But he had needed one more look. One more check that she was okay. And the longer he stood there in the shadows, behind the large bushes beside her window, the more he found himself fixed to the spot. His innate sense of protection was too strong, and the need to be there to watch over her was far greater importance than his brother’s wrath.


  “I thought I would find you here.”


  Rayne turned at the sound of his twin’s voice. “I couldn’t leave her.”


  Ryden stepped closer to the window, looking in on the sleeping woman for a few moments before turning to his brother. “Have you ever considered that this life, our life, is a huge change for her? We will be asking her to walk away from all that she knows in order to keep her safe. That swooping in to save the day could put whatever chances we have at happiness in jeopardy.”


  “Ryden, I have followed you for years. But in this, I have to follow my gut. She is in danger and I won’t risk losing her. She is too important for both of us.”


  “Her safety is my priority. But knowing she will accept us both into her lives is also a very close second.” Ryden turned towards him, his face mostly in shadow. “This is our chance for real happiness. Love, children, everything denied us for over a thousand years. Do you think your fear of losing her is what you are really afraid of?”


  “Freyja will never be happy until we are all dead. Gyda’s army of Swartska gypsies will eventually find us with the wide path we made to get here. We might as well have sent them a fucking road map with a huge neon sign at the end.” Rayne’s eyes widened suddenly. “You are using her for bait. Oh, brother, please say it isn’t so.”


  Ryden looked away, his avoidance of the question almost enough of an answer itself. “I would never let her be in harm’s way. Even now, Eryck and Erulf have placed wards on her house, and all over the amusement park. If a Swartska minion comes anywhere close, we will know immediately. And all three will be with us tonight.”


  “And where will we be tonight? It is the night of the Nave. The only place we should be is in bed with our woman, mating her properly.”


  “Tonight is the last night of Scream Town, and she will be there, and so will we.”


  “You son of a bitch.” Rayne started to walk away, knowing if he stood there one more moment, that he was going to have to hit Ryden.


  “Rayne, we will never have any peace with her if the Swartska is still after us. We need to stand and fight for what is ours. I am tired of hiding and the constant moving. I want a home with her. I want our seed in her stomach. Family. And the only way we are going to have that is to stand up and fight back.”


  Feeling his fist close up tight of its own volition, Rayne considered the way it would feel knocking some sense into his brother’s thick skull. “But using her as bait?”


  “She will never be harmed. We will never allow it.”


  “You are a bastard; we can stand and fight without laying her out on a silver platter for those creeps. It’s wrong. All wrong.”


  “Have I ever led us wrong before?” Ryden stepped closer to his brother, the concern heavily etched into the lines around his eyes. Damn, his brother looked as though he had aged twenty years overnight.


  “We’ve never had this much at stake, Ryden. I won’t live another thousand years without the succor we can find in her arms.”


  “I won’t let it get that far. We won’t let it get that far.”


  ****


  When Karli awoke hours later, in her own bed, alone, had it not been for the tenderness of her own body, she would have assumed she was going insane. Sitting up, she moved her legs to the side of the bed slowly, the tenderness inside her thighs screaming. She moved to her feet and her knees nearly buckled from the soreness, and she shuffled her way into her bathroom, turning on the shower.


  Slipping under the spray, she fought tears as they sprung to her eyes. After the night she had with Ryden and Rayne, she had at least expected the two men to be there when she opened her eyes the following morning. How anything that had could feel so right when it happened, feel so wrong the next morning in the light of day?


  Karli turned off the shower and grasped a towel to dry her body. Slipping out, she stood before the large mirror over the sink and dropped the cloth. Looking at herself, she was changed from their touches. Her nipples were bright pink, swollen from their mouths and caresses. She reached up to feel the weight of one breast and it felt heavier and tender.


  Small bite marks crossed her shoulders and neck, nothing serious, just the rough lovemaking scars from her two men. Karli hoped that they wouldn’t heal completely, and she would wear them as a reminder of one incredible night. Apparently that was all it was to be, and she should have realized it when she first saw them in the park.


  The perfect predators.


  Reaching a hand down, she cupped her sex, which was abraded and tender, and bright pink from their use. One lone finger slid through her labia to caress her engorged clit, and her sigh of pleasure had her grasping for the edge of the sink with her free hand. At least she had gotten one amazing night out of it, and instead of dwelling on it, she should just take it for what it was and move on.


  Karli turned on the sink, splashing cold water over her face. She went through the motions of brushing her hair and teeth, feeling like she was disembodied somehow. The daily rituals seemed so urbane now, after what Rayne and Ryden had done to her body. And the thought of going to work this evening was not something she looked forward to at all.


  Considering a few days ago it was her life, she suddenly realized that Ryden was correct; she was one of the park’s caged beasts. It had been her first and only job. Comfortable. Instead of branching out into the world and using the education she had worked long and hard for, she had stayed where it was easy. She had been going through the motions all this time, and now that she had seen another life, new potential, the thought of spending one more day there was sickening.


  But what else could she do?


  Karli had felt alive in the twins’ arms, for the first time in her life. But the two of them had brought her home, deposited her in her bed, alone. Instead of waking up with her in the light of day, showing her that they truly wanted her in their lives, they had left her in their haste to run away. She had no idea how to find them if they did not come tonight.


  Last night was going to be the one and only time she would spend with the twins, and that thought paralyzed her.


  But they had said tonight her body would take over, her need would propel her to do things she did not necessarily want to do. Was it all bullshit? A way to coax her into their bed? Instinctively, Karli knew there would be more to this. Part of her wanted to seek the men out, another part of her wanted to shield her heart away from the potential hurt their abandonment would cause.


  She grabbed her work clothes and took her time putting them on, hoping tonight they would come for her.


  


  


  



  


  Chapter Six


  


  Eryck walked beside his brother Erulf along the pathways of the park, checking the wards they had placed throughout. The pair made sure they were holding and had not been found, and tracing a few new ones in spots that felt weaker. Both of their heads were well above those around them, and they captured attention as they moved. As they did everywhere they went. Not too many men were six foot ten with shoulders nearly half as wide.


  “I don’t like this whole plan, Rulf.” Eryck was the older of the two, his magic much stronger than his twin’s. All day he had sensed something off, something that just wasn’t right with the world around them, but none of the wards so far had erupted and so far they were all in place and holding. There was no way Gyda or her Swartska were anywhere on the property.


  “Nose twitching again, Eryck?” Erulf’s snarky laugh ruffled Eryck’s feathers. Erulf had never really taken life all that seriously, nor their magic. But then, Erulf was the younger twin. Younger twins usually had lesser powers.


  Except in the case of Jakob and Joran.


  “Don’t you feel it?” Eryck would have chuckled at his brother’s nose twitching comments, because it was pretty much on point. Except the stakes were too high and the situation too serious for him to find much humor in anything.


  “No, I don’t feel anything, except the anticipation of potentially getting to kick some Swartska butt. It has been far, far too long.”


  Eryck eyed his younger brother. “Promise me you will be careful tonight, Rulf.”


  “Aren’t I always?”


  “No, you are a cocky asshole who needs to keep his eyes on the prize. I will not lose you tonight, brother.”


  Erulf placed a hand over his chest, feigning pain. “You wound me with your assumptions, dear Eryck.”


  “This isn’t a joke.”


  Erulf stopped in the pathway, pulling brother by the arm into a copse of trees. He looked at Eryck with all seriousness, his playful glibness receding. “If there is something you are not telling me about tonight, Eryck, then spill. I don’t have time to get my panties in a wad over some gloom and doom feeling you have.”


  Eryck looked into his mirror image, not able to voice the true issue. His magic was growing. Exponentially. As the elder brother, he was created to be the stronger one, the prime of the pair. But in the last months, his manipulation of the craft was growing stronger, and his sixth sense was shooting out some serious mojo. He had even begun to have visions.


  He sensed no growth to his brother’s magical prowess, and although Erulf tended to be happy-go-lucky for the most part pretending not to care about his magical abilities, Eryck sensed his brother’s frustration at being the lesser of the two, in regards to their magic. For him to know the gap was growing, it could drive a wedge between them. After the loss of Jakob, and seeing how it devastated Joran, Eryck refused to let that happen.


  “I have nothing, exactly, just a feeling.” That one of the group could be seriously hurt. “I only ask that you promise me that you will be careful.” Because you think you are invincible. “Just promise me you will stay alert and not doing anything stupid.” Although you probably will, and I can’t stand the blood to be on my hands.


  “Eryck, stop this horseshit. We will all be fine. I will be fine.”


  As Erulf starting walking away, Eryck felt a shiver race down his spine. “I hope you are right, little brother, I sure as hell hope you are right.”


  Moving back into the pathway to catch up with Erulf, a slender hand grasped Eryck’s arm, tugging him back into the shade. Opening his eyes wide, he looked over the woman’s curly blonde wig and skin-tight neon green dress before the vision hit him with such force that he fell flat on his back, gripped by the images of shimmering scales and bursts of fire surrounding Karli flooding into his head.


  ****


  Karli walked sluggishly into the Operations office, moving to her desk. Grasping a radio in hand, she looked it over as if it were a foreign object versus a device she had used for many years. She felt odd when it wasn’t strapped on her belt and into her ear. If all went as she hoped tonight, it would be the last time she would ever use it. Running her hand over the hard plastic casing, she didn’t want to affix the thing to her hip, but knew she would have to go through the motions tonight if she had any chance at finding Rayne and Ryden.


  Clipping the set to her belt, she started affixing her mic when David ducked his head into her office. “Afternoon, Karli. How are…wow, you don’t look so good. Do we need to call Med Services over here to take a look at you?”


  Karli did not want to waste any time getting out into the park, so she pushed past David, working her way to the door. “I’m just a little tired. But tonight is our last night for the season, and I can get some rest tomorrow.”


  “I can’t have my star employee feeling off on the biggest night of our season. I insist you see Med Services before you head out. In fact, I will walk you over myself.”


  Karli looked at the door, just feet in front of her. She suppressed the need to race to the door and rush out into the park, considering that if she didn’t find Rayne and Ryden, she would be stuck here until she decided her next move.


  Or would she? Could she stand to continue to walk the paths of this park if they had abandoned her? Could she look into the eyes of the wolves in the Zoo and not see their silver eyes piercing into her? No, either way, tonight was her last in the park. She would leave here a Berserker’s mate, or she would find a new path. Karli knew that her eyes were open to new worlds, and she could stay here in this old one.


  So did it really matter if she checked in with Med Services? Looking into David’s face, she saw he was in one of his persistent moods, and she didn’t feel like fighting the man on this one. Karli rolled her eyes and led the way to Med Services.


  ****


  Ryden stepped to the edge of the tree-line, glancing in either direction to ensure that the extra security was no where in sight. He didn’t need the rent-a-cops getting uptight over them moving into the area. Seeing that the coast was clear, he signaled to Joran and Rayne to move in. They rounded the trees and ducked around one of the outbuildings closest to one of the haunted houses, peeking out into the Scream Town crowd.


  Sniffing, he could not find a trace of Karli’s scent. She should have been through this area already, leaving a hint of herself behind. A shudder went up his spine as an instant touch of fear for her safety took over. Looking over at Rayne, he saw anger reflected back as his twin turned to sniff the air himself, his eyes lowering when he found none.


  Fear embraced Ryden for the first time since laying eyes on the woman. He had always been in control, always been the master strategist, and the wards had not been broken; there were no Swartska in the area. But he innately knew she was in danger. As did Rayne, and if she was hurt, he stood the chance of Rayne pulling her from him, to guard her with his life alone.


  A flapping sounded above the space, and grew louder. Ryden looked into the darkened skies, trying to figure out what the noise was. It sounded so familiar, but he could not place it. As he stared off into the atmosphere, Eryck and Erulf came running towards them.


  “Dragon! Ryden, I had a vision of a dragon. And it had…”


  “Karli.” Ryden felt his insides grow cold as the dragon flew into the space above the crowds of people. Screams filtered through his ears as he felt people pushing to get away from the space, their fear a palpable thing. Looking into the beast’s left claw, there was Karli, struggling to release herself from its grasp, clawing at the long tendrils that enclosed her within its palm.


  Lowering into the emptied space, the red scaled creature flexed its wings, spreading them to their full fifty foot length, creating a demi dome above the field. Its talons formed a jail of some sort around Karli, the glistening black claws spread and slightly dug into the ground making bars, spread just far enough for the Berserkers to see her, and hear her cries for help.


  Ryden stepped forward, raising his hands to the beast, trying to capture its eye. The last dragon he had seen had to be at least eight hundred years before, and he had assumed like most, that the animals were extinct. Deadly, the creature was beautiful in its terror, glistening scales iridescent in the soft light of the field, teeth as long as a man’s arm, mouth wide enough to swallow a man whole.


  Fire blasted out of the beast’s gaping maw, just missing the structures surrounding them, and Ryden cursed. A dragon was bad enough, but a fire breathing one was worse. Looking behind him, he saw Rayne to his left, and both Eryck and Erulf to his right. Joran was nowhere to be seen. Further behind his brethren, he saw the crowds of humans, all circling the space, wide eyes seeking the disaster they were all sure they would be a witness to.


  Stepping in front of the beast, he bowed. “Great dragon, you honor us with your presence.”


  Furls of smoke sprung from the beast’s nose, and he lowered his head toward Ryden, looking directly into his eyes. Ryden was not sure how to proceed. The last time he had slayed a dragon, it had been with a great sword in his right hand and a battle axe in the left. The small caliber weapon he had at his back would doubtfully do much damage before the beast attacked them all, the armor of the dragon’s scaly plates too strong for his Sig Sauer’s bullets to pierce. And last time, he also did not have to worry about protecting a woman in the animal’s grip.


  Seeking her eyes, his gaze left the dragon’s for one moment. Ryden captured Karli’s eyes, which went black as her pupils fully dilated. He was hit by her scent as well. She was fully in heat, and if he wasn’t able to rescue her soon, she would fight the beast herself to get to Ryden and Rayne.


  Ryden heard Rayne’s deep growl as he spotted her scent as well, and hoped that Rayne could hold himself in check in the precarious situation. Karli’s fingers wrapped around either side of one of the gigantic claws, and he saw her claws extend slightly. Although she was human, on the Nave, she would find her inner beast.


  “Ryden, over here.” Ryden turned towards the shout. Joran stood across the opening, several swords in hand ready to arm them all. He loved that man more in that moment than he ever had.


  He eyed the dragon once more. Ryden would keep the animal distracted until Karli reached the critical state and attacked, giving them the diversion they needed. And then the men could go on the offensive. He hoped Rayne realized the plan, and restrain his protective instincts, keeping them all from being killed.


  ****


  Karli stood inside the cage of claws, her body hot, and her mind going numb. She felt like she was having an out of body experience, as she was no longer in control of her own limbs, her own awareness. She saw the twins across the space, their hard bodies at the ready to attack the beast. And she wanted them. More so than she wanted to breathe.


  Grasping one of the dragon’s claws, she watched as her fingers lengthened some, sharp claws extending from the tips. A wave of desire hit her, and she felt her panties dampen. A low growl formed in her chest, she needed Ryden and Rayne, they were the only ones who could make the need go away.


  Her whole body ached, centered at her core. Ryden was talking to the beast, but in her jumbled mind, she could not understand what he was saying. He was moving much too slowly, he was not killing the beast; he was not coming for her. If the two did not rescue her now, did not bend her over and shove their cocks into her immediately, she knew she would die.


  Karli looked down at her hands, watched as they elongated more, her claws now at least six inches long. Anger filled her blood, she needed out of the cage, she must have her men.


  Now.


  Raising her claws to the underside of the palm above her, she dug her fingers into the soft flesh she found there. The roar that followed nearly burst her eardrums, but the cage was lifted and she ran to Rayne, clasped into his arms as she turned to watch one of the darker headed males throw Ryden a long gleaming silver sword.


  Before she could blink, Ryden had the sword unsheathed and struck through the muzzle of the beast, twisting it in an attempt she assumed was to hold back the dragon’s fire. Two more of the dark haired ones surrounded on either side, drawing marks into the air that glowed blue around the beast. The single dark Berserker stepped under the belly of the dragon, implanting a sword deep in its belly, a rich stream of golden blood spewing out, coating his feet. Rayne pushed Karli behind him, as he grasped a sword and ran ahead into the fray.


  Karli dropped to her knees, the need to mate swelling over her once more. The want burned deep within her as she watched her men protect her. She felt a pulse of energy leave her, and she felt the growl within her. Rayne stopped before her, turning to return her call. Just then, the dragon’s claw swiped at his chest, leaving four identical red slash marks in its wake, his crimson blood dripping down his ribcage.


  All the men jabbed at the beast as Rayne sunk to the ground. The shock and terror of seeing Rayne struck down was like ice water to her fiery libido.


  Karli ran to him, and drug him away from the raving animal, trying to be as careful as she could with the claws on her fingers, nesting his head on her lap. Hearing a vicious scream, she saw the beast had been stuck in the chest, but the Berserkers were not done with it. Silver flashed in the form of steel, winking in the light from the surrounding electric torches assorted through the space.


  Flapping its wings, but getting nowhere, the great beast attempted to roar, but the sound welled in its throat because of the sword still embedded in its muzzle. Lifting from the ground, it fell back to its hind legs, the power of flight seeming to have failed the creature. Desperate, the animal flailed out, striking one of the dark haired ones casting spells into the night air. Fortunately, he rose again, his fingers working even more feverously to work through the warm night air.


  Suddenly, the more they struck, the more the beast shrank in size. The figure of the animal twisted and contorted, arms and legs constricting, a more human form taking shape.


  Suddenly, B was at her side. The woman pulled a bag from under her dress, and held her hand over Rayne’s open wounds.


  “No!” Karli pushed B’s hand away, hovered over his body, growling her beware.


  “Karli, rest easy, it is just an herbal poultice; it will aid him in regenerating faster and save him from the poison within the dragon’s claw.”


  Karli looked down at Rayne’s chest, seeing the wounds already festering, the marks ugly and swelling. Nodding her head, she hoped the crazy woman knew what she was talking about.


  B sprinkled the herb mixture over the wounds while chanting a few words Karli wasn’t sure the origins of, and to her amazement, she watched as the skin stitched back together, healing itself until only light pink welts remained.


  “How?”


  “Just a little magic.” B hummed as she pushed the poultice bag back under her dress, flattening it under her dress. “I knew it would come in handy, today being the Nave and all.”


  Karli’s eyes spread wide. Perhaps B isn’t as crazy as we all thought.


  “But like I told you, Karli, these men, good for nothing. Look, they already bring in dragons to my park and put us all in danger. They should know better.” Karli felt her mouth drop at the nonchalant attitude B exuded, as if it were any other day and there wasn’t a battle with a dragon happening right before her. “I warned you. I’m outta here. I’m not staying around to see what other beasts they might have following them around. Plus, I need one more trip on the Snarling Wolf to make my Halloween complete. I wanna be on it when the fireworks are going off, and since half the park is here looking at this craziness, the line should be shorter. Tootles, toots.”


  Karli shook her head as B left the scene. She looked down at Rayne, who was starting to come to. After a few moments, his eyes opened, immediately going to hers. “You are unhurt?”


  His first concern was with her, not for the gaping holes that had just been in his chest. “I think you were the one in a little more danger, Rayne. I’m fine, and now you are too.”


  He sat up a little, looking down at his chest, spreading a wide hand over the marks, now just mere scratches. “How?”


  “Ahh…just a little magic.” The smile he gave her brought the lust back tenfold and she knew she needed to get away from him, or she would impale herself on him then and there, surrounded by the crowd. Pushing the lust aside, which was no easy feat, she struggled to her feet. Stepping closer to the being on the ground, she inhaled deeply.


  David.


  She had never felt right around her boss, and now she knew why. Intuition was an incredible thing, but she just wished she had realized sooner. Karli had little recollection of how she got from her office with David to the grip of the dragon, but she now realized it was all one in the same.


  Ryden’s sword was implanted in the center of David’s chest, his eyes glazed over, fixed on Karli.


  “You were…supposed…to be…mine. Karli.” David rasped out, blood trickling from his mouth, sliding down his neck as he reached one hand out to her. “Promised…to me.”


  A shiver slid through Karli as she cringed inward, the thought of his touch repellant to her more now than it had ever been. She looked into his eyes as he realized she refused his touch, and the light began to fade from his gaze. As the glimmer extinguished, David’s body began to smoke, erupting into a flash of fire, turning to ash within seconds.


  Karli watched the scorched earth in front of her, a numbness rolling over her. She barely moved when the crowd of Scream Town guests erupted in a single cheer. She looked at Rayne and Ryden, both of their eyes large as they looked over the crowd.


  A few teenagers had stepped closer to look at the ashy spot that had once held David’s remains.


  “Best freaking Scare Town, ever!”


  “Ah-maze-ing.”


  Karli watched as the teens wandered away, shaking her head. Laughing to herself, she realized the crowd thought that this was just part of the night’s entertainment. Wouldn’t they be disappointed next year!


  As the crowd began to disperse, she felt the wave of heat hit her. She had been fighting it all night, and her brain and body felt the exhaustion that the night’s events had.


  “Karli!” Looking to her left, she saw Larry along with a few deputies and the rest of the security team behind him, the concern in his eyes wrinkling the soft lines around his eyes and mouth. “What the hell is going on here?”


  “Larry, you wouldn’t believe me if I told you.” Karli kissed the older man on the cheek and hugged him tightly. “But everything is fine now, just fine.”


  Smiling to herself, Karli walked towards Ryden, her body thrumming. Looking around the cheering crowd, she looked up into Ryden’s eyes, catching Rayne close behind him. A wave hit her again, and she heard the low growls from both men answer her need. “I…need.”


  Ryden pulled a hand through her hair, towing her head back as he captured her mouth in a kiss so deep and incendiary, Karli thought her body might burst in flames. As the fireworks erupted in the sky around them, Karli wondered if they were real or just her mind’s response to his kisses.


  


  


  



  


  Chapter Seven


  


  Ryden watched Karli’s face and saw her eyes dilate so deeply, they looked black. The need to claim her again, to mark her as their own after being in the clutches of the enemy was his only priority. She pulled her clawed fingers down his back and he felt his cock swell under the thick denim of his pants.


  Looking over his shoulder, he saw Rayne staring intently on Karli, the singular focus of a man needing to take his mate. Catching his brother’s stare, he looked around the crowd, looking for a way to dodge the security team and get her away from the glaring eyes of others.


  Inching to the tree-line, the other Berserkers silently followed Ryden’s lead, moving separately towards the safe harbor of the darkened forest. Fortunately, most of the officers were more worried about crowd control, the fireworks, and the chanting of the teens and twenty-something’s who were trying to burn off the endorphin rush from witnessing the battle with the dragon, even if they now chalked it up to entertainment. The human mind was not able to wrap their minds around the fact that dragons and other creatures of the night existed and that they all could have just died.


  Once inside the darkness of the woods, Karli pressed closer against Ryden, wrapping her arms tightly around his back, nuzzling close to him as she pressed hot kisses to his neck as her claws dug deeper into his skin. Rayne pressed close behind her, pulling her back by the hair to lick his tongue down the smooth column of skin below her chin.


  Karli’s hand went to Ryden’s groin, stroking the hard length of him through the denim of his jeans. “We need to get her home, and fast.”


  “No…here.” Karli was panting, grasping at both men to pull them closer.


  Rayne growled. “I am not taking her in the woods, Ryden, and the house is too far. I think we need the cave once more.”


  Ryden pulled her tightly into his arms and took off at an inhuman speed, racing as fast as his body would allow. The stars overhead streaked the sky as he pushed himself to the limit, feeling his brother beside him the entire way. Waves of need rippled from Karli and Ryden felt his body tense, his fingers clutching her tightly with each one. Even in the speed of their movements he heard the intermittent growls coming from himself and his brother, their desire as high as hers.


  Stopping moments later on the rocky crag, Ryden held on to her as she clawed her nails up his back. Rayne ripped open the door with more power than necessary, sweat coating his body as he nearly crumbled the rock in two when he slammed it closed once they were inside.


  Lighting a torch for her benefit, Rayne quickly added it to a sconce on the wall before ripping the clothing from his body. Ryden sat Karli in the center of the bed of furs to remove his own clothing, his hands tangling as the tremors of need spread through him. Unable to wait any longer, she tried to disrobe, finding it nearly impossible to. She ripped at the fabric with the extended claws on her hands, tearing the clothing in shreds.


  Having waited too long, Karli’s inner animal demanded she give it what it wanted, her blackened eyes causing a shiver to run down Ryden’s spine. He wanted this woman more than he had ever wanted anything in his life, and between her low growling and her scent, he was nearly as lost as she was.


  Rayne stepped towards her first, and as he approached, Karli turned from him on her hands and knees, lifting her ass to him. Ryden could see the sheen of her juices coating her pussy from half way across the room, and her scent was nearly suffocating in its exquisiteness.


  Rounding the bed, Ryden sat, watching her with his brother, absorbing the faces she made as Rayne rubbed the head of his cock along her slit, coating himself with her juices. Her eyes closed, her frown intense as he pressed his dick inside her slowly. Her mouth opened on a gentle moan of pleasure as Rayne filled her channel. Ryden watched his brother, knowing it was as if he watched himself with Karli in a mirror. There was a carnal satisfaction in watching the two of them together.


  Pulling her close, Rayne gripped his strong hands on her hips, guiding her to meet his slow thrusts as he seesawed in and out of her, both of their breathing increasing. Ryden grasped his cock and began to pump the flesh in his hand, spreading the glistening drop of liquid that had escaped the tip around the shaft. He leaned into the pillows, enjoying the show, finding pleasure in watching the two if them enjoying each other.


  Karli’s eyes whipped open, and she locked her gaze with Ryden’s, watching him leisurely stroke himself.


  “Stop.” She rounded to Rayne, who wrinkled his nose in confusion.


  Crawling forward, Karli moved close enough that her mouth was at level with his erection and grasped Rayne’s hand, pulling him forward, urging him to enter her again by moving her rear up to him. As Rayne entered her again, she licked her tongue down the length of Ryden’s shaft and back up again. Rolling around the tip, she suckled the plum tip inside her mouth before swallowing more, pulling several inches of his cock inside.


  Arching his back, Ryden brushed a hand through Karli’s hair, guiding her to the pace he enjoyed, as she moved over him, hollowing her cheeks as she suckled his length. Ryden closed his eyes, the pleasure too intense. When she growled deep in her chest, the vibrations made him clench, trying to hold off his release until he knew she had been sated. As he felt the fire spread from the base of his spine, he pulled from her lips, wanting to come inside her ass, not her mouth, and knowing if she continued, he would be lost to his satisfaction.


  Scooting down on the makeshift bed, Ryden nodded to his brother. Rayne moved from her pussy, Karli squealing her disdain. Twisting her around so she faced Rayne, Ryden moved her until she hovered atop his cock, reaching over her thigh to press the tip inside her tightened rosebud.


  Her breath came out on a loud sigh as Ryden entered her, she was still not used to their rough lovemaking, but in her heat, she did not care, pushing crudely against him, trying to take him all inside immediately. Stilling her with his hands on her hips, he held her at bay, slowly sinking inside her tight hole.


  Once settled inside her, he leaned her back to aid in Rayne’s entry into her pussy. Ryden felt the slide of his brother into her channel, the heat of his intrusion veiled by the thin layer between them. Karli struggled to move, demanding the friction their cocks could give her. Timing their movements, one pulled out as the other pressed forward, never letting her pleasure end.


  The rhythm set, Ryden reached over Karli’s hip, spreading one finger atop her clit, rubbing in a circular motion in time to the pump and release of his hips. Rayne grasped her lips in a kiss, and held one breast in each hand, plumping her nipples, rolling them in his strong fingers.


  Ryden knew that it was time to fully mark her. Their teeth needed to pierce her skin, drawing her blood into their mouths, the ultimate in claiming. He pulled her back against him fully and lifted her hair from her graceful neck, sniffing along the hairline, trapping her scent in his nose. Licking a spot just below her ear, his canines dropped and he pierced the tender flesh. Sweet blood rushed into his mouth as she jerked, the pain just barely registering to her in her heated state. As the blood rolled down his throat, he watched as his brother lowered to a nipple, pulling it into his mouth. Rayne’s canines also extended, ready to taste her essence, and Ryden cradled their woman as she jumped at the piercing of her breast. The two pulled pure life and energy from her, as she writhed between them. Her moans heightened as her body tensed, and her cries of pleasure echoed off the stone walls of the cave. Both men released their mouths and licked the wounds they had created. Rayne began to orgasm immediately after, throwing off the tempo, speeding his thrusts, before screaming his release. Ryden settled back, grasping her breasts as he pulled her lengthwise across him, continuing to pump into her ass as Rayne pulled from her body, resting along the back of the bed.


  Karli turned her head, capturing his mouth with her own before looking into his eyes. They stared at each other as he pumped within her, her hand rising to rub against his jaw. The tenderness broke him, a creature of war, the years of fighting, hardening him to not expect comfort. Her tender touch did him in.


  Crying out his satisfaction, he pumped wildly into her, clamping his arms tight around her body to prevent her from being thrown from him.


  Rolling onto his side, still within the confines of her body, he pulled Karli close. Rayne scooted along her other side, gripping a breast softly in his hand. Utter exhaustion struck Ryden at that moment, and he closed his eyes, knowing that they were safe and sated.


  The three awoke several more times throughout the night, the males giving Karli what she needed to get through the night, filling her with their bodies and giving her their souls.


  ****


  Karli awoke, no idea how much time had passed since the experience in the park. Part of her still wondered if it had all been a dream, but Ryden’s thick stalk of a cock was still buried within her pussy, and random arms and legs were draped over her, locking her in place.


  The low light of the nearly depleted torch across the room left most of Ryden’s face in shadows as she gazed at him in slumber. The strong lines of one side of his face, the regal bridge of his nose was visible, but not much else. Glittering light fell across his large bicep, which had to be nearly as big as her thigh. Running a finger across the tight skin, she wondered at how something so strong could be so soft. Not unlike the thick shaft inside her.


  She rotated her hips, the feel of him inside her enough to bring a wave of need through her again.


  “Keep that up woman, and I will take you again.” The whispered retort whisked across her skin.


  “Is that supposed to be a threat? I just might have to push to see where my boundaries are.”


  “No need in whispering you two, I am awake.” Rayne pressed close to her rear, his hardening length nestled between the cheeks of her ass, as his teeth nuzzled her shoulder.


  Suddenly sobered, Karli stilled. “Will it be like this everyday? An overabundance of sex and gratification?”


  Both men stilled, Ryden captured her eyes with his. “You are in heat; it is only one time a year. We only gave you what you needed.”


  “Why have I never felt like this before, if I am a mate?”


  “You wouldn’t feel it if we were not close. Our pheromones trigger your need.”


  Karli thought for a moment. “So if you weren’t around me, I wouldn’t feel this?”


  Ryden’s eyes grew large, and he inhaled deeply. He looked away from her, unable to hold her gaze.


  “No, my lovely, you would feel nothing if a Berserker male was not close.” Rayne spoke, and then rested his forehead on her shoulder.


  “Is that what you want, Karli? To leave us?”


  Karli felt the pain radiate off Ryden as he asked his question. His sorrow was a tangible thing, and it made her chest ache that her simple questions could cause him pain. Running a hand along his chest, she closed her eyes.


  “You haven’t asked me to stay.”


  Rayne laughed, pressing a kiss to her shoulder. “It was implied. This is the Nave. You are now mated to us.”


  “Assumptions get us nowhere, Rayne. The last time you made love to me, you dumped me back in my bed. I was half expecting to wake up there again when I opened my eyes.”


  Ryden grasped both sides of her face, looking deeply in her eyes. “You saw what came after you last night. There are things much worse than dragons who will seek you out if it is found out that we have you. We offer you protection.”


  “I walk away from everything in my life, to protect myself from the dangers you brought to me, and in return you both get to use my body? Somehow that doesn’t seem fair.” Pulling from their grasp, anger filled her body suddenly, her mind struggling with what the pair was asking of her. In the midst of her need, it had all seemed so right.


  Now, fear overwhelmed her. And her instincts told her to flee.


  Ryden and Rayne steadied her, holding her flailing arms and legs, wrapping her in a cocoon of her body.


  “We gave you a choice the first night. If you had said no, I would have returned you to your home, and walked away.”


  Rayne had to throw his two cents in. “Liar. You and I both know we would not have been able to walk away from her.”


  Karli stilled. After a few heartbeats, she asked the one question that was foremost on her mind. “Am I yours because I am a mate or yours because you want me?”


  Rayne kissed her shoulder once more, his nose nuzzling her heated skin. “Your difference was the reason we noticed you. But in our culture, the woman chooses her mates. You chose us.”


  “And just when did I do that?”


  “The first night we met. There were five Berserkers standing in front of you, and you only had eyes for the two of us. Your attraction to us was your choice.”


  “Still, that doesn’t answer my question.”


  Ryden pressed his lips against hers. “We noticed you for being a mate. You chose us, and we chose you in return. We are linked, bonded together now, forever. Rayne and I will give our lives to protect you.”


  Is that enough? Karli closed her eyes as Ryden kissed her again, a feather light touch to her lips. It was more than she had ever been offered in her life. Two strong men to protect her, to bring pleasure to her body, and to lay down their life for hers.


  It would have to be enough, because she couldn’t imagine existing without them. Is that love? Or perhaps just the start of it?


  “You didn’t like my answer?” Ryden caressed her chin with his lips, rubbing against her as he spoke, and he twisted his pelvis, pressing his cock deeper as well.


  “I didn’t say that,” she sobbed on a sigh.


  “You didn’t have to; your body language was enough.”


  “I want…more.”


  “More of this?” Rayne pressed his cock flush to her puckered rear.


  “More…of…what is….outside….this bed.” Karli tensed as the head of Rayne’s cock pushed past the tight band of nerves, entering her fully, stretching the muscles wide. “And more of….that too.”


  Ryden surged forward, his cock pushing tight against her cervix. “We can’t promise you happily-ever-after, Karli. But the thought of you not being here leaves a hole in my chest. We want you with us. I want you with us.”


  Rayne echoed his brother’s words. “Love is a gentle thing. It needs time to grow and flourish. I can see the seeds. Can you?”


  Karli smiled. “I never would have thought a strong warrior would possess a poet’s heart.”


  “Give us the chance, and we will surprise you every day for the rest of your life.” Ryden pumped into her, and Rayne followed behind him, creating the tempo she needed.


  Moments later, as they reached their climaxes together, she knew that she could not walk away from these men. “Yes! Yes….yes….yes. I want to see it grow.” Kissing them both intensely, all three then drifted into a deep sleep, still holding Karli in the warm embrace of their arms.


  


  


  



  


  Chapter Eight


  


  Eryck looked out of the old mansion’s bay windows, peering up at the starry sky, wondering if Ryden and Rayne were enjoying their night with their mate. A smile formed on his lips, knowing full well they were. A stab of jealousy struck him as he thought about the woman who probably even now stretched between their large bodies.


  Why couldn’t it have been he and Erulf?


  Over one thousand years without a woman to warm your heart and mind, life was becoming boring. True, his newly found powers were causing an interesting mix to the everyday, but he couldn’t share his skills in fear of pissing off Erulf. He wouldn’t lose Erulf like Joran had lost Jakob.


  As if his words had conjured him up, Joran walked into the study, plopping down in one of the overstuffed arm chairs beside an old suit of armor. “What’s on tap tonight? Another Highlander movie marathon? Because believe me, those don’t get boring as hell to watch.” Eryck laughed to himself as he watched Joran’s eyes roll.


  “Yeah, you are funny. You know full well that I only watch those movies because they were written by one of our own.”


  “Hann did do a good job; I will have to give him credit.”


  “What else was he supposed to do after he lost Hake?” As soon as the words came out of his mouth, Eryck wished he could reel them back in. The shadow that fell across Joran’s face at the reminder that Jakob had left them, left him, was devastating to watch.


  “Well, I suppose he had to do something to make the loss go away.”


  That was the first time Joran had said anything at all about Jakob’s disappearance, and Eryck wondered if he should press further, give him the opportunity to unload about his missing twin. “Do you feel him at all? I know when Rulf is not in the same area I occasionally get snippets, feelings, thoughts….Oh, I don’t know how to explain it. I just know he is out there.”


  Joran looked at the floor, his bare toe curving along the outline of the design in the Persian carpet. He sat there silent for what felt like hours, but was mere seconds. “Yeah. I feel him. Jakob is out there, alright.” A large hand came up to rub across his face. “And as of late, the last couple of days especially, I have sensed so much emotion. Extreme highs. I don’t know what’s going on.”


  “You miss him.” It wasn’t so much a question, but a startling statement of fact.


  “Of course I do. Did you think I wouldn’t?”


  “You pushed him so hard. I wasn’t sure…” Dropping the rest of his sentence at the look of fury on Joran’s face, Eryck changed course. “Perhaps if he ever comes back, you can tell him that.”


  “I didn’t push him. I just couldn’t….ah hell. I don’t know if he will ever come back.” The wistful expression on Joran’s face was heart wrenching. “But if he did, he wouldn’t care if I did miss him. If he cared, he wouldn’t have been gone so long.”


  Pain struck Eryck at that moment, the vision slamming into him with so much force that it knocked him to his knees. Bringing a hand to his head, he fought to stay conscious, swaying in the utter non-reality of the swirling space of his own mind. He watched the snippets of the movie playing behind his closed eyelids, trying to remember all the sights as they whirled around in flashing lights so fast he couldn’t tell one apart from the other.


  As the pictures faded, and the pain subsided, he fell over onto his side and rolled to his back, looking up at the bright white of the ceiling above, trying to find his equilibrium. He saw Joran huddled over him, as well as Erulf running into the room and standing above him as well, though he heard no sounds at all.


  Sitting up, the world spun one final time and everything sped back up to normal. Words hit his ear and he winced, the pain of their yelling hitting his eardrum perfectly.


  “What the hell was that? Eryck? Can you hear us?” Erulf’s face was red, his eyes wild.


  “Yes, yes, I can hear you.”


  Erulf knelt beside his twin, looking him in the face. “What aren’t you telling me?”


  Eryck felt his stomach turn. “I’ve been getting visions as of late.” There was more, but he refused to go there.


  “Visions? Is that what you were screaming about in the park? Visions of what?”


  “The first few were such a rush of images and colors; I have no idea what I was seeing. The second was of the dragon, but it was basically too late. By the time I found Ryden and Rayne, the dragon was upon us.”


  “And tonight?” Joran looked skeptic. He had always been the logical type, he had often laughed at his and Erulf’s magic abilities.


  “Tonight was another jumble. But I saw…or at least I think I saw…Jakob.” With a woman.


  “Was he alright?” The lines of worry creased Joran’s face.


  “I didn’t see…anything to lead me to believe…he wasn’t.” Eryck cringed, hating himself for not telling everything. Of course he is fine, he has found his mate.


  And he is going to bring her here.


  She is already carrying his child.


  And Joran, you will be alone.


  ****


  The following afternoon, Ryden opened the front door to the mansion, one of their servants running to welcome them in. Ushering Karli in, he felt almost embarrassed, not knowing how to act in regards to the woman standing between them, knowing there would be questions that he was not prepared to answer.


  There had never been secrets between the Berserkers in this house, but there had also never been a mate. The relationship that he and his brother shared with her was their own to share, and no one, not even the Berserkers willing to lay down their lives for her protection, would know the depths of his feelings for the woman.


  Looking around the space, Karli whistled. “So just what do you guys do to get a house like this one?”


  “Being alive for over one thousand years has allowed us to amass several collections of artifacts, artwork, and the like. We sold off some insignificant pieces over the years, and also work in the art trade.” Rayne smiled at her.


  “Art?” Karli’s eyes shimmered with interest. “What media? Paintings?”


  “To name one, yes.” Ryden liked the fact that she was interested in what they did.


  “I was an Art History major; I would love to see what you have.”


  Rayne placed an arm around her shoulders, pressing her towards the drawing room. “There will be plenty of time for all that. First we need to introduce you to our Berserker brothers, and then, we need to properly welcome you into our new bedroom.”


  Ryden stood back and watched as his brother led her into the other room, still in awe of the fact she was theirs. After eons of meaningless relationships, they finally had a woman in their grasp that would love them, accepting them for what they were, bearing their children. He could not wait to see the swell of her stomach as the seed they placed in her the night before took root.


  Ryden was happy she had chosen to come with them. Finally, they were truly going to become a family. Whole.


  


  


  



  


  Epilogue


  


  Karli sat up, trying to squirm out from between the two sleeping solid nude male bodies that were holding her pinned to the bed. She really didn’t want to get out of bed, but relieving her bladder was imperative. Somehow she sneaked out of bed and into the adjoining bathroom without waking either of the hulks of male flesh.


  Looking into the mirror at her body once she was done, she washed her hands and face, noticing the glow she had. Happier than she could ever remember, she knew she had finally found a home here. After meeting the other Berserkers in their group, she had enjoyed their conversation and had later sat around the dining table, the center of male attention.


  Rayne had practically drug her upstairs after the meal was over, and if the artwork that graced the rooms and halls she had witnessed so far, she could spend days if not weeks checking out the entire house. House? Mansion was more like it; the place was larger than anything she had ever seen in her life.


  Smiling at her reflection, she once again saw the marks the two left on her body during their lovemaking. The swollen buds of her breasts, dark pink from their mouths and fingers. The scratch of their beard growth along her jaw. Her lips crimson and flushed from their kisses. She loved how she looked. Sated. Cherished.


  Lowering a hand to her belly, she wondered at some of the comments Ryden had made, alluding to the potential child that grew inside of her. Her chest grew tight as she thought of herself swelling with their child, a symbol of their feelings for one another.


  From the darkness of the room behind her reflection, she saw Ryden emerge. Gathering her in his arms, they both looked at the vision they made, holding one another.


  “We miss you in our bed.”


  Ryden swiped his tongue along her neck, and Karli felt the heat of her sex swell. She wondered if she would ever have enough of her men.


  ****


  Freyja looked into the gilded mirror she had gazed into for millennia, fingers pulling at the slowly aging skin around her eyes and mouth. The lines had begun to show in the past few months, the drying river of souls no longer strong enough to keep her youth and beauty at its peak. Her fiery red locks had faded some, the sun’s rays no longer glistening through the mass of waves. Her hair had been one of her prides.


  Pale blue eyes were fading to gray, and the golden sheen of her skin had left. Odin’s lack of generosity had stolen her youth, her power, and her vitality. And his damned Berserkers were proving to be more trouble than they were worth. She had few minions left, and now, the ace up her sleeve, her last dragon, was gone.


  “You are still a sight, as beautiful as ever.”


  Twisting in her seat, she saw the darkened form standing in the doorway to her private quarters. “Odin, has anyone told you it is rude to barge into someone’s room unannounced? Who let you in the front door?”


  “As if anyone could stop me?”


  His haughty laugh made ripples of disgust roll down her spine. Or perhaps that was desire? She always got those two confused when that God was around.


  Odin stepped forth into the light, softly closing her doors before approaching. “You are defeated yet again, Freyja. After all these millennia, why can we not put a stop to this war?”


  Freyja trembled as he completed his sentence with warm hands resting on her shoulders. She watched the reflection of those strong hands in the glass as they began to stroke her, rubbing the tight muscles that bore the weight of so much power. Drained power that she fought to keep. She was so tired of the fight.


  Giving in would be so easy.


  His hands on her body felt so wonderful.


  “I offer you once again to join our Halls. Few praise the old gods anymore, and we have so few coming in our doors. Together, we could be more.” Odin continued to rub her shoulders, the relaxation sweeping over Freyja in waves. “And I know you still want me. I can see the lust in your eyes every time you see me.”


  Pulling away from his touch, she glared at him via the mirror. “Just because every trollop in Valhalla wants to spread her legs for you does not mean I choose to do so.”


  Odin pulled her under her arm, lifting her from her seat and spinning her around until she was tightly in his embrace. His lips found hers and his marauding kiss made her knees weaken and her thighs tremble. Grasping ahold of his furred tunic, she returned the kiss, her tongue seeking the heat of his mouth.


  Separating, Odin looked down, the lust shining in his blue eyes. She felt the sting on her face from his golden goatee, scratching her fair skin in his roughness. His hands still squeezed her hips roughly to him, and she felt the brand of his thick cock through the tunic he wore.


  “I can smell you desire. You want to spread your legs like the rest of them.”


  Freyja’s hand whipped through the air and struck the side of Odin’s face with all the strength she could muster, the loud slap echoing through her chamber. “Get out of my Hall.”


  Odin stood before her, his hand rubbing the spot she had struck, a fire lighting his eyes. “I gave you the chance to end all of this.” Odin spread his hands out around him. “And all you can do is fight when you should submit.”


  “You asked me to join you. You should have known I will never submit.”


  “We shall see about that.” With that Odin turned and strode from the room.


  


  The End
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