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CHAPTER 1

	Spencer

	Spencer looked around the building in the dusk of the setting sun. Mondays in Savannah tended to be busy, but at the moment, he couldn’t see anyone around. Spencer called his wolf to the forefront of his mind. He knew his eyes had changed and felt the hair on his face lengthen. He sniffed the air. Nothing but trees, exhaust, and dog piss filled his nose. He moved to the other corner of the building and scented the same thing. Whoever entered the shop covered their scent. With a deep sigh, he continued across the back and into the next yard, sniffing every few feet. As he approached the street on the other side of the building, he pulled back his wolf. He stepped onto the sidewalk, sniffing the air. His sense of smell couldn’t match that of his wolf, but far surpassed that of a regular human. Nothing still.

	Shaking his head, he turned to take the long way back to Herbs and Healing. He turned the corner when his phone rang.

	He looked at the caller. Keon. Shit. He forgot to meet him downtown for open mic night and failed to call him when the emergency arrived.

	“Hey Keon.” He cringed at his own nonchalant tone.

	“Where are you? Or did you forget?” Keon’s voice sounded short.

	“I forgot to call you.” Spencer sighed. “Someone attacked Maggie at her shop. I’m helping track him down.”

	“Oh shit! Do y’all need help? I can be there in five minutes.”

	“No. I think there are enough people here. But there is no way I can meet you. They are going to go over a protection plan soon.”

	“And they’re going to rope you into it.”

	“Unfortunately, but I don’t mind. Maggie’s like family.”

	“Didn’t someone break into her shop last week, too?” The background noise on Keon’s end became louder.

	“Yeah. But they didn’t take anything or break anything. Maggie is convinced it was just a crime of convenience.”

	“I bet she doesn’t feel that way now.”

	“Nope. And the weird part is, they don’t have a smell. I can’t track them.”

	“Or you’re off your game.”

	“Excuse me? You’ve lost your damn mind. I’m top of my game. I’m top of your game.”

	“Is that why you forgot to call?” He could hear Keon smiling.

	“Alright. I gotta go. Go find us a lead singer. I’ll call you later.”

	Spencer shook his head as he walked back to the shop. The lead singer for their band moved a week ago, and they couldn’t find a replacement they liked. The band wasn’t fantastic, but they had standards. After putting ads up around town and auditioning six people, they resorted to going to open mic nights, hoping to run into someone acceptable.

	He’d have to rely on Keon’s taste to find someone. This was the third open mic he’d missed. Between his jobs, the pack, and the band, his schedule was full. If only they could get rid of the Cernunnos hunters, life would slow down, and he’d be able to breathe again.

	He hopped up on the porch of the brick building south of Forsyth Park and walked into the shop. The store front looked so different since Maggie’s cousin, Jesi, opened her law firm on the top floor, adding a second door to the front. After the third time of him ‘pretending’ to walk through the wrong door, Jesi threatened to shave his head in his sleep. He could use the haircut, but he didn’t want a bald head. He also wouldn’t put it past his sister to let Jesi into his house. 

	Speaking of his sister, Emma, she stood with her arms around everyone’s favorite almost-witch, Maggie. Her now blue hair fell just below her ears, her lips pulled tight, and her eyes looked puffy. He’d never seen her with tear-stained cheeks.

	The brightly decorated shop looked wrong at that moment, or were the solemn looks on everyone’s faces out of place? Everything felt wrong. The pack leader, Ethan, stood next to the coven leader, Sylvia. He couldn’t hear anything they said to each other. Keon’s dad, Isaiah, talked to Maggie and Emma. He knew others from his pack were still canvassing the neighborhood. He heard a few voices floating in from the ‘Real Magic’ room, which Maggie disguised as a storage room for anyone unconnected to the supernatural.

	He walked over to Isaiah, content to wait for Ethan to finish his conversation with Ms. Sylvia.

	Isaiah and Emma both raised their eyebrows at him. He shook his head.

	“He must be using something to mask his scent,” he frowned. “But it smells wonderful in here. Are you burning a new candle?”

	He’d never expected to enjoy a sweet sandalwood scent, but he wanted whatever product the smell came from. He tried to pinpoint it, but it didn’t seem to come from any one direction.

	Maggie sucked in a deep breath and shook off Emma. “I’m okay now,” she said. “I’m usually so prepared. I was prepared. He must have had anti magic shields or something.”

	“How did you fight him off?”

	“I kicked him in the dick, then elbowed him in the face. After that I pulled my iron knife and he ran off.”

	“That’s my girl.” Emma squeezed her again.

	The door which led to Maggie’s workshop opened and out walked Jesi, her cousin, and her boyfriend, Chuck. Chuck worked as a detective for the local police department. He kissed Jesi on the cheek.

	“I’ll take the footage over to the precinct. Maybe we can get a good shot of his face and run the facial recognition software.” He waved and left. 

	Jesi pulled up a seat and sat on the other side of the counter, her head resting in her hand.

	“They’ll try a different tactic next time,” Ethan said, joining the group with Sylvia.

	“What do they want with me? Are they still after that book?” Maggie shook her head and pushed air through her nose in a huff.

	“Their desires are immaterial. Your safety must take precedence. You will no longer travel unaccompanied.” Sylvia stared at her niece, Maggie.

	Spencer raised an eyebrow at Ethan who rolled his eyes. Sylvia’s way of speaking annoyed most of the wolves.

	“Sylvia is right. We need to keep Maggie safe. We will make a list of people willing to help out and create a schedule tomorrow morning. Emma, can you stay with her tonight?”

	“You can’t be serious?” Maggie’s wide eyes glanced between Ethan and Sylvia. “I don’t need a babysitter.”

	“Normally, I’d agree with you, but we don’t want to take any chances. This hunter group is getting bolder. We can’t take any more chances with either of our people.”

	“You are more pivotal than you believe. Your safety must be guaranteed.” Sylvia squeezed Maggie’s hand.

	Spencer frowned at the group. He knew Maggie was strong and knowledgeable, but he didn’t know why Sylvia suddenly treated her as critical. Maggie wasn’t even a natural witch. She could do magic, but it wasn’t innate. She had to follow the old spells, go through the rituals, use the herbs, and say the words to do anything of note. How was she more important than any of the other members of the coven?

	Maggie rolled her eyes. “You’re not going to scare me into complying. I can take care of myself.”

	“And you’ll do an even better job with backup.” Ethan put a hand on her shoulder. “It won’t last long. It’s for your safety and your aunt’s peace of mind.”

	Maggie’s shoulders sank. “No. I refuse. I have a life that I won’t let the rest of you interfere in, at least with what you don’t already meddle with. I will take extra precautions and people are welcome to come by and check on me, but I don’t need a secret service team. The last thing I need is to meet someone and have y’all ruin it for me.”

	“What makes you think we’d ruin it for you?” Spencer grinned. “We’ll be there to take pictures to show your children.”

	“Spencer’s not allowed to be on the list. Not if he wants to keep his balls.” She crossed her arms with a glare at him.

	Emma laughed, patting Spencer on the shoulder. “My brother doesn’t need his balls anyway.”

	“But my ball collection is what I hold most dear. Can I at least keep my baseball signed by Hank Aaron?”

	“Wait, you have MY Hank Aaron baseball?” Emma turned on him.

	“All the balls are MINE!”

	“Children,” Ethan warned. “Stop playing. Emma, stay with Maggie tonight. Spencer, you can walk the area again. Cover at least five blocks out. The rest of you help the coven with whatever else they need.”
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Chapter 2

	Clare

	The light almost blinded Clare from where she stood. The minuscule crowd no longer existed. Her hand wrapped around the neck of her guitar, the other hand poised to strum, and a calm washed over her. 

	With a deep breath, she strummed the instrument. She set the fast tempo out of the gate and leaned into the mic. Her voice hushed the room. The chorus hit, and the audience came alive, singing along and dancing. “Sugar, We’re Going Down” never disappointed on open mic night back home. Clare grinned into the mic, realizing she landed the same reaction here in Savannah. 

	Sweat trickled down her face as she played in the spotlight. With only ten minutes to play, she quickly transitioned into her next song, hoping to squeeze in a third before they kicked her off for the next act. 

	She missed having a full band behind her. College life gave her the opportunity to play with others. The beat of the drums filled her chest back then. But jobs spread the band apart and now she found contentment in open mic night. 

	Her set ended, and she unplugged her guitar, grabbed her pedal, and stepped off the stage, careful not to trip on the cords. The dim club didn’t look as empty as when she started. Greeted by smiling faces and handshakes, she knew she’d found a place to play. Once a month would settle her soul. Turned out Monday night mic night drew a decent crowd. She put away River, her guitar, and found a seat. 

	She listened to the crooning of the country singer on stage. It wasn’t her favorite style, but his voice wasn’t bad. Clare closed her eyes and nodded along to the song. 

	“May I sit down?”

	The voice brought her away from her musings. A man sat across the small table from her without waiting for her answer. He leaned forward and placed his drink down. He looked up at the stage. 

	“You have a great stage presence.” He sipped his drink.

	“Thanks.” She looked around the room. No one looked at them. “Who are you?”

	He turned and smiled. White teeth flashed against his dark skin. “I’m Keon. And I like the way you sing. I like the music you play and I think you’d be a great fit.”

	She leaned back, wrapping her hand around the handle of her case. “Fit for what?”

	“My band.” His eyes laughed. “Our lead moved for a job and we’ve been looking for a replacement. I’d like you to audition.”

	“Me?” She scrunched her eyes and frowned. “I’m going to need more details.”

	“I’m on drums. We have a bass and a lead guitar that sings backup. None of us are good enough to sing lead. And if you don’t mind stepping back to rhythm guitar while singing, I think it might work. Of course, the others would have to agree.”

	“How often do you practice? How often do you perform? Is there any compensation? And how come you’re the only one scoping out talent?” She lifted her chin with a smirk.

	“Sounds like you’ve done this before.” He gulped down his drink. “We practice twice during the work week with a long practice on Saturdays. The week before a performance, we practice more. We like to perform at least once a month if we can manage. We do clubs and the occasional private party. It’s mostly for fun. Occasionally we’ll get paid, but it’s not much, so don’t quit your day job.” He chuckled and watched the country singer close his act. 

	Clare took a good look at him. He leaned back in the chair, watching the stage change musicians. A slight smile never left his face. She never felt the need to leave while he sat across from her. She took her hand off the case and leaned on the table.

	“How many other people have you asked to audition?”

	“Six before tonight that weren’t good fits. I have two more set up. You’d be number nine.” He glanced at her. “You interested?”

	“I might be.”

	He reached in his pocket and pulled out a card, placing it on the table. “My number's on the back, if you’re interested, but you’ll need to let me know within the next few days.”

	“How do I know I can trust you?”

	“Everyone trusts me. I have a trusting face. I give off an aura of friendship.”

	She laughed. “Someone’s been lying to you.”

	He stood up with a laugh. “I knew I’d like you.”

	“What’s the name of your band?” 

	“Wolves on Fire.” He turned and walked through the growing crowd. 

	She grabbed the card. The front said Massey and Sons Automotive, but he wrote his name and number on the back in neat penmanship. A smile crept up on her face. She wanted to be on stage with a band behind her once again. She pulled out her phone and searched the name of the band.

	Social media links and a website popped up. All legit, with Keon’s face mixed in the photos. She’d call him in two days. Maybe she’d call tomorrow. She just hoped all the members were as nice as they were hot, especially the lead guitar. He looked deliciously dangerous, especially in the videos where he played. She could see the lean muscles in his arms and the focus on his face. He was the best kind of eye candy and the worst thing for her heart. Clare laughed at herself. She wasn’t looking, not now. It’s not like he’d fall instantly in love with her.
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Chapter 3

	Roderic

	Two men sat across from Roderic. He leaned back in his new leather chair, legs crossed, and studied them. His right-hand man, Andre, hung his bald head back and looked at the ceiling. He wasn’t big on meetings. The other man, Gunther, sat straight as a board, wearing the official Cernunnos polo shirt. His hands tightly gripped the arms of the chair.

	“Andre, what’s your status?” Roderic tapped his chin as he spoke.

	Andre looked away from the ceiling. “The bounty is in place. And the drop off location is being monitored.”

	“And Gunther, your status?” Roderic tilted his head toward the second man.

	“We have a location on the target. The latent tracking spell is in place. I will personally let you know if it stops working.” He barely moved while he spoke.

	“Perfect. Keep monitoring her. You may leave.”

	“Thank you, Mr. Kahn.” Gunther stood and nodded his head.

	Roderic watched him leave. When the door shut, he let out a laugh. “Why do you think they like buzz cuts so much?”

	Andre smirked. “I told them it was expected of their rank.”

	“Amusing. That’s why I like you. Now, let’s discuss information extraction techniques.”

	 

	~

	Spencer

	“You are the worst at picking musicians. I think it’s because you’re a drummer. All rhythm and no melody.” Spencer plopped down on the couch in Keon’s apartment. 

	“Then you go scouting for talent.” Keon threw a pillow at Spencer.

	“You said there’s one more person to hear?” Tick shook their head.

	“Yes, thank you, Tick, for bringing that up. She should be here in about ten minutes.”

	“She?” Spencer grinned at Keon. “I thought we agreed we wanted this to be a male vocal band?”

	“We did agree to that,” Tick said. “Though it was mostly because Dan was so insistent at the time.”

	“I know, but I want you to hear her. She had a powerful voice and a great stage presence. We don’t have to stick to what we decided in high school. We owe it to ourselves to replace Dan with the best possible person.”

	“Dan is going to flip out when he finds out you want to replace him with a woman.” Spencer shook his head and laughed. 

	The four of them formed this band during their junior year in high school. Four werewolves put their love of music together eight years ago. At sixteen years old, they wanted to have male vocals. Even Tick agreed, stating they couldn’t sing, so they were happy to stick with a male lead.

	But things changed over eight years. Dan took a job in Huntsville. If they wanted to keep the band alive, they needed a vocalist. Keon wanted Spencer to move into that spot, but he didn’t have enough faith in his own voice. Singing backup and playing lead guitar suited him just fine. Plus, of all the members of the group, Spencer spent most time away delivering special materials to other packs. Dan could always cover for Spencer when his two jobs conflicted. 

	Spencer groaned and stood up. He didn’t have much faith in this next musician, anyway. Keon liked anyone who could play and carry a tune, but they rarely met his and Tick’s standards. 

	He walked out of the living room and straight into the kitchen. The others walked out into the garage. They always played at Keon’s. He lived centrally located to the rest of them, not in the sticks, like Spencer. Even when Keon bought his own house, their practice location moved with him. Few of Keon’s neighbors complained if they practiced early enough.

	Spencer took down a glass from the cabinet and filled it with water. He shook his head and considered how many open mic nights he’d need to attend to find a suitable replacement. He’d already talked to the others about running an ad on social media, but they wanted to stake out the various bars for talent first. 

	After he downed the water, he walked into the garage. The warm breeze blew through the open garage door. It felt wonderful after such a hot day. Looking out the door, he watched a woman holding a guitar case turn at the end of the driveway and head toward them. She must be their last audition of the evening. 

	Her walk up the driveway stole his attention. The slow setting sun highlighted her shoulder-length black hair and dark amber skin. She wore jeans with holes in the knees, a red tank top, short boots, and a tattoo adorned her upper right arm. When she looked up, she smiled, but not at him. Her brown eyes lit up at the sight of Keon. An unfamiliar fire grew in Spencer’s chest, with a wish that she’d look at him with the same delight. 

	A breeze blew her hair around her face, bringing her scent straight to him. His wolf stirred inside and watched her now. The smell of sandalwood and buttercream awoke something inside of him. The burning in his chest made sense now. 

	Mate.

	This beautiful musician which Keon found was his other half, and he hers. He breathed her in more. Human. Not great for the band, but they could get permission from the pack leader to tell her. He shook his head. She was his mate. He didn’t need permission to tell her.

	“Hey, Clare,” Keon shook her hand.

	“Hi.” She smiled and looked around at the rest of the group. Her smile faltered a bit when she looked at him. 

	Tick elbowed him in the ribs. His mouth snapped shut, and he wiped what could only be drool off his lips.

	“Clare, this is Tick, who plays bass, and Spencer, who plays lead guitar.”

	“It’s nice to meet everyone.”

	“If you want to get warmed up, you can put your stuff over here.” Keon led her to a bit of floor space where she could get her guitar out. 

	“Are you okay?” Tick whispered to Spencer. 

	“What? Yeah.” He nodded and looked down at them and their blue pixie hair.

	“Your hand is shaking, you’re staring, and you haven’t made a crack about her. Your job is to tease the newbies. Where is your wit, man? You’re supposed to make me laugh.”

	“I’m not here for your amusement.”

	“Actually, that’s exactly why you’re here.” They grinned at him, then walked to the back of the garage. 

	Clare stood to the side, tuning the gorgeous guitar in her hands by ear. Her long fingers gripped the neck as he watched. He could tell by how she moved her fingers that she had years of experience playing. His wolf sent images of those same hands running through his fur. Spencer wanted those hands around his cock.

	“Stop staring at her,” Keon hissed. “You’re gonna freak her out.”

	He looked away. “Sorry.”

	Keon pulled him to the back of the garage just before Clare began. 

	Keon nodded at her, and she nodded back. She whispered, ‘one, two, three, four,’ under her breath and began to play. Her strumming flowed out of the amp and engulfed the three of them. When her voice joined in, Spencer’s and Tick’s mouths dropped. The power behind her sound, accompanied by her impeccable guitar skill, blew them away. Keon grinned over at his bandmates, showing all his teeth. 

	That son of a bitch tricked us, thought Spencer. Honestly, he didn’t need to have two ill qualified people audition just to showcase a ringer. He couldn’t find anyone better for the band than the woman belting out “Misery Business” in front of them. 

	At the end of the song, she waited for Keon’s cue to play a new one.

	“Can you play,” Tick looked down at the list Keon asked all the prospective talent to prepare, “‘Drive’?”

	“Sure.” Clare winked.

	Her fingers deftly picked the strings leading into a slower tune. The soft lyrics escaped her lips and pulled Spencer into a trance. The room disappeared. His focus existed only on her. Air caught in his throat when she looked at him, never shying away from looking directly into his eyes. 

	When the song ended, a jab to his side brought him back to the present. His cheeks burned as he avoided Keon’s stare.

	“Alright, Clare. We want to hear two other songs, but we want to hear how you perform with us. We’ll play ‘All Babes are Wolves’ and then we’ll play ‘Least of My Kind.’”

	She nodded her head with a smile and moved to change her setup to play with the group. Spencer felt Keon pat him on the shoulder. He swallowed hard. How would he be able to play while she sang next to him? With a shake of his head, he grabbed his guitar and checked the tuning, then plugged it into his amp.

	Tick smiled wide at him, then nodded at Keon on the drums. Spencer nodded at Keon as well. Clare also gave her signal, then Keon started the song with a bang of the bass drum. 

	Spencer went into the song with no problem. Clare kept the rhythm and sang like she wrote the song herself. The full sound of her vocals warmed him to the core. He knew Keon and Tick would choose her as well, but he didn’t want to seem too eager. 

	After the song ended, Keon’s grin almost blinded Spencer. Tick also looked delighted with the outcome of how they performed together. 

	The last song would clinch the decision. Over a decade ago, “Least of My Kind” became a theme song for their pack, The Old Moss Pack, and now the band played it whenever they had a pack event, at least four times a year. 

	The original song by Echo’s Children had a folk sound. They arranged it into a slow punk rock song. The lyrics were the critical part. A story about a wolf alone in a fight, only to hear their wolf family come to their aid as they lay dying. The song hit home for the pack and their history with hunters and death. 

	Spencer learned later that the writer wrote the song based on a character she played in a role-playing game. He never knew something like Dungeons and Dragons could
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