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She was the heroine of her people....

With her extraordinary violet eyes, French Countess Melisande was a prize for
any man. But the teenage hellion who rode into battle to defend her people
belonged to the warrior who saved her life, made her his bride, then disappeared
for years. Now Conar MacAuliffe had returned to claim his wife, now aravishing
woman determined to fight for her freedom at al costs. But the proud beauty
who feared no man suddenly feared herself and the passionate embrace of the
husband who vowed to never let her go.

He was the mighty viking conqueror they called...

Lord of the Wolves, alegendary warrior whose greatest challenge would come
with the woman he was destined to wed. In the fiery Countess Melisande he
would find his heaven and hell. Even as he waged war for her heart, he dared not
toyield hisown. Even as he laid sweet, seductive siege to her body, he tried to
shield his soul. It would take a common enemy, alittle trust, and a united front to
awaken them both to alove that could change their lives forever.

From the Paperback edition.
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Chapter One

Spring, A.D.885
The Coast of France
"Mélisande! Melisande! His ships are here!"

Melisande had been aflurry of motion. The words brought her to a dead standstill in the center of the tower,
a sudden cascade of both fear and anticipation sweeping through her.

She had not believed that he would come!

But with Marie de Tresse crying out the warning from the wooden parapet beyond her open tower door,
Melisande could no longer doubt his promise that he would have his due.

She stared at Marie's anxious face for a moment, dropped the tunic of delicately crafted mail she'd held, then
tore through the doorway from the high tower chamber and ran out along the stone wall to stare out to the sea
from the parapet.

Indeed, he was coming.

Dear God, it had been a day like this when he had first come. It seemed so long ago now! Was he always to
catch her in adversity such as this? Would she aways be left to wonder if he had come to her aid-or to
destroy her completely?

There was no question today, shetold herself. He had come for what he considered his.

She felt suddenly hot and cold at once. She pressed the back of her hand to her face. Her face felt likefire,
her hand likeice.

God, he was coming, he was coming. Wave after wave of tremors shot through her, sweeping her up. It
seemed so long since she had seen him. Asif it weren't enough that a thousand Danes under that |oathed

Geoffrey were at her door! Now, he was coming, too. After so long. Maybe there was a lot he had forgotten.

And maybe there was alot he had remembered.



And God, how ridiculous! She wasn't half as afraid of meeting the Danes as she was of meeting him!
Not afraid . . .

Yes! Afraid, after al that she had done.

And surely, with what his coming must mean!

Dear Lord, he was almost here. She could see his ship, see the man!

It was an extraordinary ship with its huge dragon prow. He rode his ship just as he had those many years ago
when she had first seen him.

One booted foot was high upon the helm. His great arms were crossed over his heavily muscled chest.

A crimson mantle, broached at his shoulder with an ancient Celtic emblem, flew wild behind him with the
whip of the seawind. His hair, as golden and rich as the sun, aso flew back.

She couldn't see his eyes yet, but she didn't need to see them. She could remember them all too well.

God, yes, she could remember their color! Remember that astounding, piercing blue. Sky blue, sea blue,
deeper than cobalt, brighter than sapphires. They were eyes that looked at her, and through her, stripping her
bare to the soul.

"So, he will not come, en?'

She heard the taunting question spoken from arich masculine voice at her rear and spun around quickly.
Ragwald was there on the walkway with her, as ancient as the moon, as nagging as a fisherwife. He wagged
afinger at her. "Milady, you cannot turn your back on a bargain with such aman!"

"I made no bargain! You did."

"I bargained for our lives!" Ragwald reminded her with great dignity. "And thank the good Lord! It does
appear that you might have need of the man again. Then again, perhaps the young jarl is angry and not in the
mood to be very helpful, eh?"

"You-" Melisande began, ready to tell him that he was the adviser, she was the countess, and therefore, hers
was the final word. But she broke off, biting her lower lip. There was a more immediate danger. When she
stared down from her vantage point on the fortress wall, she could see her men aready engaged in battle.

Odd, how things came around! They'd made these very enemies they fought now that long ago day when
he'd first come, and now they were embroiled in battle again, even while his ships sailed through the seas,
their great dragon prows slicing the water.

Strange that the day was gray, that lightning ripped, that thunder drummed. Strange that he had a penchant
for coming in such atempest, as if he were one of the gods himself, casting down hisfire bolts asif he cast

out hisfury.

"Which shall it be?' Ragwald mused. "Has he come to dlice and dice us-or has he come to the rescue once



again? A Norse Viking-to fight these Danish Vikings!"

How could it be that they lived in such alawless land? Melisande wondered for a pained moment. She used
to loveto hear her father talk about the great King Charlemagne, and about his love for the arts and
astrology—and peace!

But Charlemagne, like her father, was dead. He had ruled nearly a hundred years ago, and many things had
changed since then. Charles the Fat was king in Paris—except that he wasn't in Paris, he was off somewhere
in Italy, and the Danes had been ravaging the coast, heading for Rouen, forever, or so it seemed.
Melisande's enemies had joined with the Danes once again to attempt to take what was rightfully hers.
She'd gone against them before. Ever since that day years earlier when her father had fallen dead, she had
learned to till her cries when she watched men die by the sword. She had learned not to shiver before the
war cries, and hardest of all, she had learned not to run! She had been all that was left to lead her people, and
she had learned how to lead.

Not that he had ever intended that she should, but then again, that first meeting had been along time ago. So
much had happened since then.

So much for which he must surely long to wind his hands around her neck. His very powerful hands. She
could amost feel them.

That thought again made her hot and cold, and incredibly weak. She had vowed to him that she wanted no
part of him, yet even the thought of him made her tremble.

Ah, and there was the rub! For she dared not show the man weakness, dared never let him know her mind,
her heart! Never let him know that thoughts of him filled her days, her life, always.

Most definitely not now! She couldn't be weak. She didn't even dare think about herself at the moment.

Or fear him or histouch. Think about it, loathe it, anticipate it, loathe it, ache for it. Hate him, love him,
despise him, long for him . . .

Her men were in trouble, she realized suddenly. Deep trouble. From the parapet she could see the changing
position of the warriors below, see the promise of defeat when they could not.

"Sweet Jesu above us!" Melisande cried. "Pray God someone has come for our side! | must hurry out there,
Ragwald. Our forces are being split, there, seel™

Ragwald caught her arm. "Let it be! Don't go! Let the Viking comein! One of them will have it—the Danes or
the Norwegians. Let them battle it out, you remain here safely this time!l™

Melisande pulled from him, angry at first, and then with sorrow.
Ragwald loved her. In these dark days love was hard to come by.

"I remind you, my dear adviser, you first sent me out in armor. | am the countess! | will hold this place. You
are right about one thing— et them battle one another. But | must lead our men from the trap that is beginning



to divide them now!"
"Wait!" Ragwald called. "See-his ships are beaching!"

"I cannot wait! See, Ragwald!" She dragged him to the edge of the parapet, pointing out the shore far below.
Her father had built an exceptional fortress. A motte and bailey work, a castle. Such structures had become
very prominent herein the last century since the Vikings had started their constant raids. Theirs was atruly
fine example of al that such afortress might be. They were located upon a mount with a safe harbor and
beach directly in front of high stone walls. Most castles or mottes and baileys were wooden-her father had
seen the great benefit of stone. It did not catch fire. Within the high walls there was the promise of safety.
There was agreat courtyard with room for men and animals, space for smiths to work, stables for the great
war-horses, craftsmen's shops, kitchens. To the left and to the right of the walls high precipices with forests
mounted great cliffs that rose above the sea. The view from the parapets seemed never ending, and it was
possible to gain infinite information here. Indeed, the fortress's cunning placement had kept it standing when
the troops | eft to defend it were minimal.

Now Melisande took full advantage of her bird's-eye view. "See, Ragwald, there's Philippe, and there's
Gaston, their forces being split, and they are so fierce in their combat that they cannot see! | must go."

"Melisande, no!" Ragwald repeated. He gripped her arms when she tried to run past him. She stared into his
eyes, and for once Ragwald could see a glimmering of fear there.

In Melisande? Melisande feared nothing.

Except the Viking, Ragwald thought in silence. She always had. He had both infuriated and fascinated her.
Perhaps she had good sense to fear him now, as well as pray that he had come to defend them. After all, she
had quite directly defied him in everything.

And now she meant to take her sword and ride out and do battle on Warrior!

"Don't do this!" he warned her, holding fiercely to her once again.

"I haveto!" She cried back, her voice husky, tinged with a certain desperation now, her eyes wide and wild
with the tempest of her emotions.

"No-" he began again, but she had wrenched herself from hisarms. "Melisande!" She ran from him down the
parapet and into the tower.

"Melisande!"
Her name rose on the air and seemed to echo at him in along taunt.

It didn't matter. She was gone. Tensely he paced the tower parapet, the highest point of the fortress. He could
see the courtyard below, the wall, the outer parapets; the field beyond the gates, and even to the sea.

Ten minutes later he saw her. Hisold hear...



Users Review
From reader reviews:
Patrick Spradlin:

Here thing why thiskind of Lord of the Wolves (Vikings Trilogy Book 3) are different and trustworthy to be
yours. First of all reading a book is good but it really depends in the content of computer which is the content
is as delightful asfood or not. Lord of the Wolves (Vikings Trilogy Book 3) giving you information deeper
and different ways, you can find any publication out there but there is no guide that similar with Lord of the
Wolves (Vikings Trilogy Book 3). It gives you thrill studying journey, its open up your eyes about the thing
that happened in the world which is probably can be happened around you. It is easy to bring everywhere
likein park your car, café, or even in your means home by train. If you are having difficulties in bringing the
branded book maybe the form of Lord of the Wolves (Vikings Trilogy Book 3) in e-book can be your option.

Stephanie Sellers:

Reading a guide tends to be new life stylein this particular era globalization. With reading you can get alot
of information which will give you benefit in your life. Having book everyone in this world could share their
idea. Publications can also inspire alot of people. Plenty of author can inspire their own reader with their
story or their experience. Not only the storyline that share in the publications. But also they write about the
data about something that you need case in point. How to get the good score toefl, or how to teach your
young ones, there are many kinds of book which exist now. The authors in this world always try to improve
their expertise in writing, they also doing some study before they write with their book. One of them isthis
Lord of the Wolves (Vikings Trilogy Book 3).

Edward Avelar:

A lot of people aways spent their particular free time to vacation as well as go to the outside with them
family members or their friend. Were you aware? Many alot of people spent they will free time just
watching TV, or perhaps playing video games all day long. If you would like try to find a new activity that's
look different you can read some sort of book. It isreally fun to suit your needs. If you enjoy the book that
you just read you can spent all day every day to reading areserve. The book Lord of the Wolves (Vikings
Trilogy Book 3) it doesn't matter what good to read. There are alot of those who recommended this book.
We were holding enjoying reading this book. If you did not have enough space to create this book you can
buy the actual e-book. Y ou can mOore very easily to read this book from a smart phone. The price is not very
costly but this book possesses high quality.

Candace M athieu:

Y ou are able to spend your free timeto learn this book this guide. This Lord of the Wolves (Vikings Trilogy
Book 3) is simple bringing you can read it in the park your car, in the beach, train along with soon. If you did
not possess much space to bring the particular printed book, you can buy the actual e-book. It is make you
much easier to read it. Y ou can save the particular book in your smart phone. Therefore there are alot of
benefits that you will get when you buy this book.
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