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Chapter 1

 

Toby

 

I held my breath and focused my breathing, yet my pulse continued racing through my body like an out-of-control truck down a steep hill. My attention moved to the fully transformed supernatural bar, now covered in flowers and shimmery decorations. I pressed my sweaty palms against my slacks and then adjusted the jacket of my tuxedo.

The band continued playing the soft, romantic melody as Jet and Ziamara came down the aisle. Zia smiled at me as she took her spot next to the other bridesmaids. Jet took his place next to me and whispered something, but I couldn't tell what.

The tempo changed, and everyone seated in front of us rose to their feet. My mouth went dry. In just a moment, I would see my beautiful bride and we would marry at long last. I'd waited centuries for this day. It didn't seem possible that it was really here. We'd been through so much—and that was putting it mildly.

Finally, she came into view. She looked a little dazed as she scanned the guests, but then her face broke into a grin when our gazes locked. My heart soared and then I relaxed.

There was nothing left to come between our wedded bliss. We were about to become husband and wife, and start our new life together in a magical paradise.

Tap, the former troll king and owner of the supernatural bar, looped his arm through Victoria's. They walked down the aisle, both smiling and nodding to the guests. They reached the small platform. The music lulled until it stopped. 

Soleil, our pack valkyrie who was certified to marry in sixteen countries, stepped up next to me and made eye contact with Tap. "Who gives this bride?"

"Her mother." The small but mighty troll extended an arm to Laura, who sat in the front row. She rose and nodded.

"Come on up." Soleil held out her hand to Victoria, and helped her onto the platform.

It took all of my self-control to keep from running to Victoria. I wanted to skip past all the formalities and kiss her. To have us declared married.

I took a deep breath. It would only be a few minutes. I could wait.

Victoria walked over to me and took my hands. Hers were especially soft. Her entire face lit up as we stared at each other.

Joy raced through me like bolts of electricity. I grinned like a fool and didn't care what kind of teasing the pack would have in store for me later. My bride stood in front of me. 

Soleil moved to her position and adjusted her blonde hair. She cleared her throat and spoke about love. I could hardly pay attention, though. Victoria had always been the most beautiful woman alive, but standing before me in her sparkling wedding gown, she was even more gorgeous than usual. Her eyes shone with excitement equal to what I felt, and her smile had never been wider.

A clatter sounded from another part of the Faeble. 

Victoria pulled her gaze from me and turned. 

I cleared my throat, trying to get her attention. Our favorite bar could burn down around us for all I cared—just as long as we continued with the ceremony.

Gasps sounded from the back of the audience, and they moved forward. I turned my gaze from Victoria to see what was the matter. Whatever everyone else saw was blocked from my view. Guests rose from their seats and pressed themselves against the walls, stumbling over each other. They cried out.

Victoria turned to me, wide-eyed.

I squeezed her hands and turned to Soleil. "Declare us husband and wife!"

Her gaze was focused on something behind us.

"Stop the wedding!" came a deep voice with a thick Icelandic accent.

I didn't have to turn to know who he was—or who he wanted. 

Victoria.

The tall brute of a werewolf stepped forward. People cried out. A few fainted. Everyone knew the violence he was capable of—he could kill us all single-handedly. "Hand over the bride, and nobody gets hurt."

I wrapped my arms around her. "You'll have to kill me first."

"No!" Victoria pulled away from me. "Don't hurt anyone. I'll go."

"Don't!" I grabbed her arm.

She turned to me. "You'd rather everyone die?"

"No," I whispered.

Victoria held my gaze. "Then let me go."

Chapter 2

 

One Week Earlier

 

Victoria

 

"Look at this one!" Ziamara shoved the bridal magazine at me and added it to the stack on the kitchen table. Our pack vampire stared at me, her eyes wide with expectation, and pulled some of her rainbow-colored hair behind her ears. "Tell me that's not the perfect wedding dress."

I glanced down at the magazine. "It's nice."

"Nice?" she exclaimed. "It's the most beautiful one I've ever seen. Right?" Ziamara nudged Stella, who sat between us at Toby's spot at the head of the long table.

"I'd definitely wear it." Stella twisted a strand of curly hair around a finger. She'd been so helpful since joining the pack. I'd turned her into a werewolf when a cruel vampire had been after her, and I'd never seen anyone so grateful to be a part of the Moonhaven pack.

My mom grabbed the magazine. "Oh, I really like this one. It's so elegant. I can make one just like this—and make all the adjustments you want."

I pulled a sticky note from the pad. "Mark the page."

Ziamara arched a brow and rubbed her rounded stomach. "What's with you?"

"Nothing," I said too quickly and grabbed one of the magazines. "I just want to get married. The details just don't matter. I've already got my dream groom."

Stella sighed dramatically. "I hope I find love like that one day."

"You will." I flipped through the pages, my mind far from the dresses in front of me. Ever since I'd heard about the wolf essence stone, I hadn't been able to stop thinking about it. Only when Toby was around could I distract myself, but he was out with some of the pack guys, getting fitted for tuxes.

Ziamara spoke about flowers and my mind wandered again. I didn't know much about the stone, but I knew I wanted to find it. Its size and beauty was said to put the Hope Diamond to shame. It was also widely rumored to hold the cure to the curse of the moon—what forced every werewolf to shift only at the full moon. Well, every werewolf except me. First, I couldn't shift at all, then I started shifting when my emotions were high. And now with my thoughts so focused on the stone, I wasn't shifting all that often anymore.

"…right, Victoria?" Ziamara asked.

I shook my head to clear my thoughts, turned to the vampire, and smiled. "Of course."

"I told you she wasn't listening."

My face burned. "Sorry. Can you blame me for being lost in my own world? I've had to go through so much to finally plan this wedding. First, I died—"

"Let's not talk about that." My mom handed me a magazine. "Look at these bridesmaids' dresses. I need to check on the stew." She hurried over to the stove.

"I miss Soleil." Ziamara sighed.

"Me, too," I agreed. The pack was noticeably duller without her quirky humor. For being an angel of death, she sure brought a lot of light into our pack. "She'll be back soon, though. Once she gets over her mourning period."

Zia frowned. "But won't being here just remind her of all she's lost?"

My heart constricted thinking about the recent loss of Brick, Toby's best friend. "It would do her good to spend some time with Toby. Nobody was closer to Brick than those two."

The aroma of the stew wafted over. 

"Is that ready?" I asked.

"Just about." Mom continued stirring. "You want some now?"

My stomach rumbled. "Yeah."

"Grab some bowls, would you, hon?"

Stella jumped up. "I'll get them."

I flipped absentmindedly through more pages of the magazine. The wolf essence stone had two conflicting rumors—that it had been destroyed in a fire, and another that if destroyed, it would kill all werewolves. I believed the second to be true. So many had gone to find it, but none had lived to share their tales.

Since it could wipe us all out, werewolves were far from the only species in search of it. I'd done some digging since first hearing about it, and many supernatural creatures had gone in search of it—vampires, witches, mesmers, and djinn to name only a few. Tap even spoke of a secret werewolf society dedicated to finding it.

The fact that we had a secret society after it made me think that it held more secrets than just the possibility of killing us. Alex, one of our wolfborns—those who could only turn human during the full moon—had told me the stone was a double-edged sword. It could probably grant us a lot of power. If our pack had it, not only could we shift whenever we wanted, but we could probably overpower anyone who stood against us. We could quit losing members fighting other packs—we'd lost a young wolf named Dillon when standing against my old pack, and we'd lost Brick when fighting Toby's old pack. The madness had to stop.

Stella placed a large bowl of steaming stew in front of me. 

"Thank you." I dug in too fast and burned my tongue. 

As we ate, Ziamara and Stella discussed music. I nodded as each made her point. It didn't matter to me if harpists, violinists, or even a heavy metal band played. I just wanted to marry Toby and then find that stone so everyone else could shift at will.

I scanned the magazines lying open in the middle of the table, and my gaze landed on one in the middle. The bride wore a large, beautiful red stone around her neck.

"Oh! I think she likes something." Zia smiled. "That one?" 

"It's gorgeous." It made me wonder what the wolf essence stone would look like around my neck, hanging just above my wedding gown. The dress would be white, so no matter what the color of the stone, it would match.

My mom grabbed the magazine. "I like how this one sits just off her shoulders. Do you want this one?"

I stared at the model's necklace and nodded.

She tore the page out of the magazine. "I'm going to get to work on this right away. It's going to take several hours just to sew all those sequins."

"Wait." Ziamara pulled out her phone. "Let me get a picture of that to add to the wedding pin board."

My mom held it out and Zia snapped a few pictures. "Perfect." She turned to me. "Toby doesn't know about the board, right?"

I shook my head.

"Good. Don't tell him—not now that we have the dress picked out."

Mom kissed the top of my head and scurried out of the room, humming.

"I can't believe you finally picked something," Stella said.

"Well, you can't be too picky about these things. Not after how long we've had to wait."

My phone rang. I glanced next to the pile of magazines to see Toby's smiling face on the screen. My stomach flip-flopped. He still had the same effect on me as the first time I'd seen him. I accepted the call.

"Hi, Toby," I answered with a song in my tone.

"My sweetness. Do you want to meet me at the Faeble? Tap wants to discuss decorations."

"You have to ask if I want to meet you?" I teased.

"I don't want to interrupt whatever you ladies are doing."

"You can interrupt me anytime you want."

Stella and Ziamara exchanged an amused expression.

"In that case, I'll see you in a few minutes."

"I'll be there." I smacked my lips, sending him a kiss through the phone. 

He repeated the gesture. "I love you."

"Not as much as I love you."

"We'll have to agree to disagree."

"I can live with that. See you in a few." I ended the call.

Stella rested her chin in her palm and sighed. "I can see why you don't care about the details."

My heart fluttered. "I'll see you girls in a while."

"Have fun." Stella grinned.

"But not too much fun," Zia teased. 

I balled up a napkin and threw it at her. On the way out, I checked my reflection in a mirror. Then I ran as fast as my feet would take me into the snow-covered woods. I hated how much slower I was in human form. Luckily, I could change at will—all I needed to do was get upset or excited. Any high emotion would do. And since I hadn't shifted in a while, it should be easy. I ran behind a tree, hiding from the often-traveled path, pulled off my clothes, and tucked them out of sight for later. The snow chilled my feet to the bone.

Closing my eyes, I thought of my wedding day and our mysterious honeymoon location, known only to Toby. How wonderful it would be to finally marry the love of my life. The exhilaration would be second to none.

A rib cracked and then another. I cried out in pain, but not even that could pull me from the joy of my thoughts. Bones cracked, popped, and finally broke as I turned into a wolf. I looked up to the sky and howled before bursting into a run. The more I thought of Toby, the faster my legs took me.

Once at the supernatural bar in the middle of the woods, I trotted to the back where plenty of shifters left spare clothes. I closed my eyes, shifted back to human form, and found the cubby with mine. I picked out the cutest outfit and quickly dressed.

Inside, I sniffed the air. It appeared that I had gotten there before Toby. I headed over to the bar and sat next to another shifter, who sat stirring the straw back and forth in her drink. She seemed lost in thought. A fishy scent emanated from her.

I gave her a double take. Could she be a mermaid? I'd only ever heard rumors about them.

"Look who's here." Tap grinned at me. He stepped up onto his platform behind the bar and stood at my level. "I've asked a couple of my sisters to help with transforming this place into a proper wedding venue. Hope you don't mind."

"Not at all. I'd love to meet your relatives."

He chuckled. "They may be tiny, but they can be forceful. Just don't let them overwhelm you."

"I won't." I leaned over the bar and lowered my voice. "Have you heard anything new about the stone?"

Tap's face paled. "I told you to forget about that thing."

Behind him, Quinn paused and watched us.

"But it can cure our curse."

He scowled. "It can also kill you all. Or just you if you don't find a way to lose that fever. It never ends well for anyone with that look in their eyes."

We stared each other down.

"I'm serious, Victoria. Just focus on your wedding. The witches can find a workaround—I'm sure of it. The high witch is a personal friend. Forget the stone."

Quinn hadn't moved, and he arched a brow. He knew something.

I took a deep breath. "Tell me what your sisters have in mind." 

There was no way I would stop thinking about the wolf essence stone. If I had to come by when Tap wasn't around, I'd find out what I needed to know from Quinn one way or another.

Chapter 3

 

Toby

 

My heart skipped a beat when I saw Victoria. She sat at the bar, talking with a female mesmer who sat next to her. It was hard to believe how close we were to having our wedding. 

I crept over to her, hoping my scent wouldn't give me away, and stopped just behind her. Then I reached around and covered her eyes. "Guess who."

She spun around and stared adoringly into my eyes. "I don't need to guess."

"Good." I pulled her to standing and pressed my mouth against hers, taking in her sweet scent. "I missed you so much."

"Not more than I missed you."

"You just saw her two hours ago," Sal teased.

I tossed a playful smirk at my old friend and pack guard. 

Victoria turned my chin back to her and ran her palm over my stubble, staring hungrily into my eyes. I pulled her close, feeling her every curve against me and kissed her deeply. Our tongues danced together as though they were made for each other.

"Get a room," Jet said. Something soft hit the side of my head.

I cracked open one eye and arched a brow at my assistant alpha. Easy for him to say—he was already married and expecting a rare werewolf-vampire hybrid baby.

He laughed.

"We have rooms downstairs if you need one," Quinn, Tap's assistant, said.

I forced myself away from my fiancée. "That won't be necessary. We're waiting for our wedding night."

Jet snickered. "If you two last."

Victoria pulled off my scarf and threw it at him.

"Thank you." I kissed her cheek.

"Want me to do that again?"

"As much as I'd love to say yes, Tap wants to discuss decorations."

Tap came around the corner, carrying a tray of empty glasses. "My sisters, who will be in charge of that, have been held up. Why don't you two write them some notes? Then they can get started as soon as they arrive."

"Sounds good to me." I turned to Victoria. "Should we sit at a private table, away from the heckler?" I glanced over at Jet.

He laughed. "With as much as you've teased Zia and me, you have it coming."

Victoria laced her fingers through mine. "Yes, let's."

"Don't leave out a single detail," Tap said. "If you do, those sisters of mine will fill in the gaps—and I can't guarantee you'll like what they come up with."

"We won't." Victoria pulled me to a little booth in the back corner. 

I slid next to her and put my arm around her. "I'm the happiest man in the world."

"Then marry me now. We won't have to worry about all these details."

"These details are what's going to make the best wedding—the one you deserve. You forget I've developed patience. Besides, what would I tell them at work if I took my vacation early?"

"You're smart." She raked her fingers through my hair. "You'll think of something."

I laughed. "Speaking of my job, I need to be there in the morning, so let's get this figured out."

"You're no fun." She pouted, but her eyes shone with playfulness.

"Then why do you want to marry me?"

She looked me over. "Because you look like this."

Euphoria ran through me. I pulled her close, kissed her deeply, and ran my fingers through the length of her hair.

Victoria gasped for air. "And because you kiss me like that."

I traced her jawline and let my thumb linger near her lower lip. "You mean like this?" I kissed her again, this time with more passion.

"Hey, now," came Tap's voice. "Customers are starting to complain."

Victoria pulled away. "No, they're not."

Tap grinned and slid a couple drinks and a pad of paper to us. "You're right. I forgot to mention you'll need to write everything down on paper. My family isn't big on technology. Need a pen?"

I reached into my inside coat pocket and found one. "Nope. Thanks for all this."

"Think nothing of it. I'll be glad to finally see you two married. I've seen a lot in my lifetime, and never before have I seen a couple face so many obstacles over so many years. And with you both being such good people, no less."

Victoria snuggled closer to me. "It'll make our happily ever after that much better."

"I'm sure it will." Tap smiled and headed for another table.

"You want to write?" I asked Victoria. "Your penmanship is so much better than my chicken scratch."

"It isn't that bad." She took the pen from me. "Do you have any flower preferences?"

"I've always liked lilies. They come in so many colors. What do you think?"

"They're beautiful." She wrote on the paper. "Anything else?"

"What about what you want?"

"Don't worry. I'll add my preferences to the list."

We discussed flowers, candles, tablecloths, lighting, food, and other details until my head spun and my stomach growled.

She pressed her palm against my stomach. "We'd better take care of that. My mom made stew. Or would you rather eat here?"

My mouth watered. "You had me at homemade stew."

"Let's head back, then." She held up the pad of paper. "Hopefully this is enough for Tap's sisters."

I flipped through the pages. "We have five pages of notes. It'd better be enough."

Tap came by. "Done already?"

Victoria kissed my cheek. "We have to get this one home to eat."

"I have food."

"Homemade stew?" I arched a brow.

He shook his head, took the pad, and glanced at the notes. "Quick fixins only. If my sisters have any questions, I'll let you know."

"Thanks, Tap. For everything." I helped Victoria out of the booth. 

"If I run into trouble, you know who I'm calling."

"Unless we're on our honeymoon." Victoria grinned and handed me my jacket.

I slid it on and turned back to Tap. "You haven't heard from Soleil, have you?"

He frowned and shook his head. "A valkyrie in mourning could take a long time to heal."

"Any idea where she went?" Victoria asked. "She left her phone in her room back at Moonhaven, so we have no way of contacting her."

He put his hand on her arm. "She'll come back when she's ready."

Victoria nodded, her eyes full of sadness. "I really want her to be a part of the wedding. She's been such a big part of everything, you know?"

"I'm sure she'd love to, but she really needs this time. I know it doesn't always seem like it, but her kind feels everything deeply. If I do hear from her, I'll be sure to let her know about the wedding."

A crash sounded in another room. 

Tap groaned. "One of these days, I'm going to implement a 'no mesmers' rule."

"Can't you just tell them to keep their powers to themselves?" Victoria asked.

He shook his head. "It's all or nothing with those guys, and you get a group of them together—it's pure chaos. The ability to manipulate objects and people with their minds makes every last one of them obnoxious and conceited to the point of—"

Another crash sounded, this time followed by laughter.

"I gotta go." Tap ran off.

"Poor guy." Victoria turned to me. "Think we should help him?"

"Nah. He knows what he's doing." I put some cash on the table for the drinks and took her hand. 

Glass shattered in the other room, followed by Tap cursing someone out.

I held back a laugh. "Ready to head home? Wait, don't you have a jacket?"

"I did."

"Did it catch fire or something?"

She laughed. "No. I was eager to see you, so I shifted and ran here."

"You're going to freeze walking in the snow without a coat." I slid off my jacket.

"No. Then you'll freeze. I could shift again."

"Not twice in one day. It's too hard on your body, my sweetness."

She shrugged. "I could see if someone else left one in a cubby outside."

"And have some shifter angry with us? No. Tell me where you left your clothes and I'll bring them back here."

"Are you sure? That's a lot of trouble."

I kissed her forehead. "It's better than you getting sick."

"You didn't get sick after running through the snow in the buff recently." She arched a brow.

"Let's not argue, sweetness. I'm not going to risk you getting sick before the wedding." I pressed my lips against hers. "Where did you leave your clothes?"

She explained where she left them—practically at Moonhaven. 

"I'm definitely not letting you run that far without a jacket. I'll be back in a few."

"Hurry." She pressed her palms against my chest and kissed me deeply.

Chapter 4

 

Victoria

 

I sat at the bar and watched Quinn make drinks at lightning speed. He didn't look my way once. 

"What do you know about the stone?"

He nearly dropped the glass in his hand, but caught it. "What?"

"I saw you watching Tap and me discuss it. What do you know?"

Quinn placed half a dozen glasses on a tray. "I've got to get these to a group of harpies. If I piss them off, we'll find ourselves buried under twelve feet of snow."

"They can really cause storms?"

"You'd better believe it." He hurried away.

I grabbed a napkin and folded it into the shape of a heart. Quinn wasn't going to get out of telling me what he knew that easily. He had to come back to the bar some time.

A few minutes later, he did. He tried to ignore me.

"What do you know?" I demanded.

He stared at me. "That anyone with that expression only finds trouble. You have the fever."

"I just want the stone."

"Exactly." He mixed a rainbow-colored drink.

"You know something."

"Focus on your wedding."

Anger burned in my gut. "Just tell me what you know."

He shook his head. 

"I knew you were holding back! What is it?"

Quinn looked around and walked over to me and lowered his voice. "I'm on break in ten minutes. Meet me outside."

My pulse raced. Would that give us enough time, or would Toby be back by then?

"It's that or nothing. Tap can't know."

"Why doesn't he want you to—?"

"Zip it. Ten minutes." He hurried away with another full tray of glasses.

My mind raced. What could Quinn know? Had he overheard something important? The Faeble was where Alex had learned about the stone. It seemed to be a place where shifters stopped while on their quest to find it.

The bigger question was why Tap wouldn't want me to know. It had to be huge. What if Tap knew its location? He kept a great many supernatural secrets.

Finally, Quinn came back and set a tray of empty glasses down. "Hurry. But don't go out with me."

I nodded. He walked away. I counted to twenty before heading to the back door as nonchalantly as possible. Tap was too busy arguing with the mesmers to notice me.

Outside, Quinn stood under a tree, smoking a cigarette.

"You smoke?"

"You kill animals," he quipped.

"When I'm in wolf form."

He blew out a smoke ring. "Po-tay-to, po-tah-to."

"What's with you?"

"By telling you this I'm risking the wrath of a former troll king and several strong werewolf alphas."

I tilted my head. "Toby doesn't want me knowing?"

"He wants to focus on the wedding, but there are also other wolves after the stone. Ones who've threatened me if I share what I've overheard."

"What have you heard?"

Quinn took a long drag and closed his eyes. Then he blew it out and stepped closer to me. "You didn't hear this from me."

"Of course not."

He stepped closer, dropped the cigarette, and stepped on it. "The last group that came through was headed to Iceland."

My eyes widened. It made sense. The land where all things supernatural began. "What else did they say?"

Quinn leaned closer. "Let's just say they were following a hot, reliable lead."

"Do you know where in Iceland?"

"It's not that big of a place. I'm sure you can figure it out from there. You're a lot smarter than those jerks."

"If they're so stupid, why do you believe them?"

"Because they're greedy bastards." He checked his watch. "I gotta get back inside. Iceland. That's a helluva lot more than you had ten minutes ago."

My pulse raced. "Thanks, Quinn."

"Don't mention it—seriously."

"I won't."

He rushed inside. I paced, my mind racing. Snowflakes began to fall. I shivered, realizing how cold I was, and went inside. Loud laughter sounded from the mesmers' tables. When I got to the bar, a cup of coffee sat in front of an empty stool. 

"That's for you," Quinn said. "It'll warm you up."

"Thanks." I cupped the warm mug and sipped. How would I get to Iceland? It wasn't like I could just hop on a plane or jump into my Bentley. I'd also have to get there without anyone noticing my absence. I scoured my mind for ideas.

If only Soleil hadn't taken off. She could teleport. But she wasn't the only one who could travel instantaneously. The witches could travel with runes. Gessilyn's coven came from Iceland—they had to have runes placed all over the country. Maybe one of them could help me out. That was probably my best bet, assuming they weren't sick of helping us out. It seemed like we were constantly calling them.

After a while, someone touched my shoulder, and I jumped, nearly falling off the stool.

"Whoa, there." Toby kissed my cheek. His hair was speckled white from the snow. "I didn't mean to startle you."

"Sorry. I was deep in thought." I brushed the flakes from his hair.

"No need for apologies." He looked at me adoringly and held out my coat. "I put the rest of the clothes in your cubby out back."

I shoved aside my thoughts of the stone and smiled. "What did I ever do to deserve someone as wonderful as you?"

"I ask myself the same thing all the time. I am pretty great, aren't I?" He winked.

"You're hilarious." I shoved him playfully and snatched my jacket from him.

He kissed my nose. "I like to think so. You ready to go home?"

"Definitely."

Something crashed at the other end of the bar.

Toby glanced that way. "The mesmers still giving Tap trouble?"

"Sounds like it." I zipped my coat and slid my hand into his. We went outside. Fat, white flakes poured from the sky.

"It looks like we could have a blizzard."

My stomach twisted. Had Quinn upset the harpies by going outside with me?

Toby turned to me. "It's romantic, don't you think?"

I pictured the twelve feet of snow Quinn had predicted. "It would be more romantic at home."

Hunger filled Toby's eyes. "Anywhere you are is romantic." He pressed me against the building and wrapped himself around me. "The quiet of the snow only intensifies it."

I was overcome by my love for him. I wrapped a leg around him and brushed my lips across his and then trailed kisses to his ear. He shivered, and I nibbled on the lobe. He moved his hands to the back of my neck and turned my head. He stared at me for a moment before anchoring his mouth to mine and devouring it with sweeping strokes of his tongue. I shuddered and gasped for air. "Still don't like the idea of eloping?"

He ran his thumb across my lips. "Nope. But we really should get home. The flakes are coming down even faster now."

I took a deep breath and glanced to the side. The flurries had intensified. Hopefully, Quinn could appease the harpies.

Toby laced his fingers through mine, and we ran through the heavy snowfall until we reached a thicker part of the woods, but even there plenty of snow made it through the forest.

At last, Moonhaven came to view.

Chapter 5

 

Toby

 

A nightmare woke me with a start. Gasping for air, I bolted upright. Sweat drenched my hair and dripped toward my eyes. I wiped it away and took a deep breath. Despite having just woken, my nightmare was nothing more than a blur. But the feelings lingered—terror and trepidation.

At least it had only been a dream. I lay back down and closed my eyes. My body trembled, making me unable to shake the unease. After tossing and turning, it became clear sleep wouldn't come. I pulled on an old hoodie, slid into sweats, and headed downstairs.

Light shone from underneath Victoria's door. What was she doing up at this hour? Had she had a nightmare, too?

I rapped lightly on the door. Then I knocked a little louder.

"Victoria?"

Silence.

"I'm coming in."

No response.

Dread squeezed me, but I pushed it aside. My nerves were already on edge from my nightmare. I turned the knob and let the door open on its own.

"Victoria?"

Nothing.

I walked in, covering my eyes until they adjusted to the light. Victoria lay sleeping on her bed next to her laptop. The browser had several tabs—I assumed wedding sites. But the open one had information about the wolf essence stone.

My stomach twisted in tight knots. She was growing obsessed with it. I clicked the other tabs—all were about the stone, except one that had facts about Iceland. Shaking my head, I closed the computer, and set
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