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            ABOUT THE BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Torin O’Roark has spent centuries protecting his cursed Wolven kin, bound to an existence where he alone can shift between man and beast. He accepted his fate long ago—until one fateful night with a woman who changes everything.

      

      

      
        
        Gwyn DuBois dreams of a quiet life, free from the deadly Fae curse that has stalked her bloodline for generations. But destiny has other plans. If the Dark Fae who damned her family learns the truth, she and her twin sister are as good as dead.

      

      

      
        
        With an ancient war on the horizon, secrets could be their downfall. The Dark Fae is hunting them all, determined to destroy a goddess and unravel the Multiverse. Torin and Gwyn must stand together—If they overcome the lies and betrayals keeping them apart.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WORD GLOSSARY

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Celtic Pantheon:  Also known as the Tuatha Dé Danann (pronounced too-ah dey dah-nuhn) and worshiped by the ancient Celts across Europe as well as England, Wales, Scotland, and Ireland and even into ancient Gaul, which included parts of modern-day France, Belgium, Luxembourg, and parts of Germany, Switzerland, the Netherlands, and Northern Italy.

      

      

      
        
        Dagda (pronounced Dah gduh): Chief of the Tuatha Dé Danann. He was also the god of life and death, seasons, agriculture, fertility, magic, and druidry.

      

      

      
        
        Tuatha Dé Danann’s Treasured Objects: While there are many objects in the Celtic pantheon, there are four most powerful: the Lia Fáil, also known as the Stone of Destiny and ordains the true High King, the Claidheamh Soluis, also known as the Sword of Light and is a weapon of enlightenment that can cut through ignorance, the Gáe Assail or the Spear of Lugh, which always hits its target and returns to the wielder’s hand. So powerful it must be stored in water, and the fourth is the Cauldron of Dagda, is a magical cauldron that symbolizes generosity, abundance, and hospitality. It's also known as the coire ansic, which means "the un-dry cauldron because the food it provides never run out and restores the strength and energy of those who eat it. Has restorative power, such as healing.

      

      

      
        
        Morrigan (pronounced Mor-REE-gun):  She is the Celtic goddess of death, destiny, and battle. Known as the triple goddess, along with her sisters Nemain (creates the frenzy of war and the thirst for blood) and Macha (associated with the land and the reason for war. She creates the thirst and vengeance in every warrior’s heart).

      

      

      
        
        Arawn (pronounced ah-rown, the second syllable is like ‘clown’ in English):  The Celtic God of Death and often symbolizes war, revenge, terror, and hunting.

      

      

      
        
        Beast of Gévaudan: (pronounced Jeh voh dahn) Reported to have killed more than 100 people in Gévaudan, France during the mid 1700s. Reports state the animal was like a wolf yet not, and scholars have suggested it may not be a wolf at all. There were so many attacks, it is believed there may have been more than one creature. Émilien is the source of this creature, cursed by Fer-Diorich to live in the body of a large wolf to become the father of all the cursed wolves.

      

      

      
        
        Fer-Diorich: (Here’s how I pronounce this name: Fair Dior ich - ‘dior’ like the French perfume) A Dark Fae of the Celtic pantheon and sentenced for past crimes to live out the rest of his life in the Unseelie court, little more than a Celtic prison. Using magic, experimented on different species until he discovered the perfect formula for a half-man, half-wolf soldier.

      

      

      
        
        Ceridwen (pronounced keh·ruh·dwn): She is the goddess of rebirth, transformation, and inspiration and can inspire knowledge and beauty in others. She is a caring goddess but can also become a destroyer when called upon.

      

      

      
        
        Cernunnos (pronounced sr·nuh·nowz): A Celtic god of nature, fertility, and animals, often depicted as a horned figure with stag antlers. He is the lord of wild things and is associated with flora and fauna.

      

      

      
        
        Seelie & Unseelie Courts:  The Fae are separated into a light court (Seelie), which is ruled by Queen Tatania and a dark court (Unseelie), which is ruled by her husband King Oberon. While they love each other and are mated, they are also complete opposites and can never be together.

      

      

      
        
        Draugar (singular: draugr and pronounced drawger):  The undead of the Norse pantheon, living a cursed afterlife, neither dead nor living and no one knows why or who cursed them. Some were evil and doomed by their own malevolent deeds or by a necromancer, but most were decent beings and have no idea why they were cursed.

      

      

      
        
        Midgard:  One of the Nine Worlds in Norse beliefs and known as Earth.

      

      

      
        
        Norse Pantheon:  Made up of two clans: the Aesir who are considered the main gods and goddesses and live in Asgard while the Vanir are the fertility gods and goddesses and live in Vanaheimr.

      

      

      
        
        Freyja:  Often confused with Frigg, Óðinn’s wife, but no one knows if she is married or not (My romantic brain says she’s not and should have her own story). Practices seidr, or Norse magic, and has a fondness for love, fertility, and beauty.

      

      

      
        
        Idunn: (pronounced “EYE-dune”) The goddess of immortality and grows a special fruit that sustains the gods’ and goddesses’ immortality.

      

      

      
        
        Heimdall:  (Pronounced “Hame-dockt”) Guardian of the gods’ stronghold, Asgard and lives in the fortress (Sky Cliffs) that sits at the top of the Bifröst.
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        New Year’s Eve, Tournai, Belgium

      

      

      Torin O'Roark stopped on the narrow sidewalk across from the Cathedral. It was midnight, what the local witch coven considered the witching hour. He breathed in the crisp air, knowing it was much more than that.

      Many things happened at this time of the night. Centuries ago, it was the exact hour when the Dark Fae, Fer-Diorich, had rounded up him and his brethren. It was also the weakest hour, day or night—when spells were the strongest and otherworldly beings passed between worlds. Midnight was the time for the Dark Fae's army of iron-clawed werewolves to attack anyone in their path.

      Torin frowned. While Himmler’s experiments during World War II had been minor, none of the cursed werewolves had remained on Earth. Thankfully, the Norse goddess Freyja and her warriors had taken them to their world to train or be put down if they couldn’t be controlled. Truthfully, he hadn't thought much about the Ironclaws in centuries, not since the last attack in the late sixteen hundreds.

      At that time, they were wholly evil and only followed the commands of the Dark Fae, Fer-Diorich. Torin and his brothers killed them all; at least, they had hunted down and killed every abomination they found. Unfortunately, he'd seen too many otherworldly things in his long life. Thinking about them now was not a good omen.

      Just as the era known as the Middle Ages began, so too had Fer-Diorich's inhumane experiments on the Celtic tribes living in Northern Europe. The results of those experiments were the reason Torin had become the self-appointed guardian for the small group of men he now called family. He didn't take the position lightly.

      Watching his brothers struggle to live as wolves while he retained the ability to shift back into human form had decided for him. Guarding over the Immortals had become his penance to bear, and it was up to him to ensure no one discovered their secret.

      Rolling his tight shoulders, he tilted his head from side to side, releasing tension as his neck cracked. He stepped onto the cobblestone street when a single, high-pitched wail pierced the night, then slowly faded. Chills crawled over his skin, and he raised his face to the moon, sniffing the breeze. A familiar stench filled his nostrils, and the supper he'd eaten hours before threatened to reappear.

      "It can't be..." he whispered to the empty street. A low growl cut through the night's silence, and Torin's heart pounded. He caught a faint whiff of copper and took off at a fast jog. Turning down several streets, he followed the scent of blood, which grew stronger the closer he got to the state archive building.

      He slowed, the tangy scent mingling with the foul odor of rotten meat overpowering. The shattered glass that had once adorned the front of the modern building glistened in the moonlight. Several large, jagged pieces still clung to the metal window frames.

      A dim light flickered down the single hallway dividing the reading rooms where various people studied the historical documents housed in the archives, including himself a time or two over the centuries. Creeping along the nearly black hallway, his footfalls silent on the terrazzo tiles, he neared the far end of the hall.

      Drawing nearer to the last room where local archivists usually gathered in the late evening hours, his stomach rebelled. He stopped just before reaching the open doorway and breathed through his mouth to settle his stomach, instinctively knowing what he would see. It didn’t matter how many deaths he witnessed; he would never get used to the overwhelming sense of loss and powerlessness.

      He forced his feet to move forward, and the sharp smell of urine and death hit him in the face. Blood covered almost every surface inside the small space. Several chairs and a table had been overturned, the wood smashed and splintered. Thick, red blood dripped from the ceiling above the mangled remains of two bodies. There was no hope that either person would still be alive, but he had to check.

      The first body faced the floor, and not a single piece of skin remained on the archivist's neck for him to touch. Very little gray material from the man's pants remained to cover his skinny legs, the skin filleted along with the pants. Torin moved to the next person, but when he saw the monk's brown robe, shock momentarily stopped him.

      He closed his eyes, dreading what he might find, then forced his gaze to the man's face and exhaled in relief. This wasn't his clan's long-time friend and confidant, Brother Jean-Paul. He studied this man’s features, barely recognizing Jean-Paul's apprentice, whom he met only a few times. Exhaling, he shook his head. No one deserved to die as these two had.

      Squatting beside the apprentice's body, he closed his eyes in a quick prayer and took another cursory glance around the room. He rose but stopped midway when something wadded in the young man's fist caught his eye.

      Frowning, he gently pried open the clenched fingers and pulled it out. Smoothing the ancient vellum across one thigh, his breath caught when he saw the elegant golden filigreed box surrounding the brightly painted picture. Beneath the scene, gold paint was also used painstakingly to script each letter of the ancient Gaelic language.

      He gently re-rolled the fragile piece of vellum and eased it into his lightweight leather jacket pocket. Knowing the Ironclaws would be too far away for him to track, he made an anonymous phone call to the police as he moved down the narrow street to wait for the wail of sirens.

      Waiting only a few minutes, several white Peugots careened around the corner. The tires squealed to a stop in front of the building, almost drowning out the cacophony of the sirens. Red and blue lights lit up the darkened street, forcing him to duck further into the alley’s shadows as he watched the police swarm inside.

      Satisfied that the officials would handle the situation, he walked along the riverfront to his favorite pub. After what he'd just witnessed, a cold mug of beer—or ten—was warranted, and The Cornwall had his favorite choice. At least that's what he convinced himself as he stepped into the boisterous pirate bar, the sultry Celtic music immediately soothing his frayed nerves.

      Thinking about the Ironclaws had been a bad omen. He and his clan knew this time would come but had hoped it wouldn’t. The last thing he wanted to do was tell the other Immortals their enemy had returned.

      Taking the last stool at the bar, he ordered a Barbãr, downing the Belgian honey ale without tasting it. Not speaking a word, the young bartender grabbed the mug and refilled it from the barrel hidden just below the nicked and well-worn counter, then slid it back in front of Torin.

      He wrapped his hands around the cold glass and stared into the golden-brown liquid. Slowly raising the heavy glass to his mouth, he took a long swig, savoring the rich malt with its distinctive honey flavor as he swirled it around his mouth before swallowing.

      He wanted to sit here all night and do nothing but lose himself in the ale and atmosphere, but he couldn't. Not only would he not get drunk because he wasn't human anymore, but he also needed to get back home and report to the others about the night’s tragic event.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Gwyneth DuBois's gaze followed the devilishly handsome man as he walked toward the bar in the dimly lit pub. "Yummy," she muttered and let out a soft sigh as he sat his perfect butt on a barstool, openly admiring his taut backside.

      "Who's yummy?" Her sister leaned over and placed her head next to Gwyn's for a line of sight. "Ohh, you must mean lion heart—the drool-worthy, so-not-in-your-league guy at the bar. Am I right?" Morgan chuckled. "You could bounce a quarter off those cheeks. Well, anyone else could, that is." She patted the side of Gwyn's face, effectively stopping her sister from turning her dark glare on her.

      "What do you mean by that?" Gwyn snapped, swatting Morgan's hand away. "I have just as much chance as any other woman here does. Probably more so."

      Morgan laughed. "You're delusional! I have more chance with him than you⁠—"

      "Oh, tais-toi!" Gwyn slid off her chair, immediately regretting her outburst and telling her twin sister to shut up. Sometimes, Morgan was so annoying. Without a backward glance at her sister, she tugged on the hem of her shirt, wishing she'd worn something a little nicer—and tighter.

      Turning her head slightly to one side, she caught her sister's curious expression from the corner of her eye, "Watch and learn, Morgan. Watch and learn."

      As the younger twin by almost five minutes, Gwyn knew she shouldn’t be walking toward the gorgeous male specimen in front of her. Morgan had been alone for too long, putting all her time and energy into their rescue business. Her older sister was turning into a lonely spinster before her eyes.

      "Why do I put myself in these situations?" she whispered, her gaze pinned on the man's wavy brown hair, the ends curling just below his coat collar. Her fingers itched to run through it—to feel the silky tresses slide against her skin. Her smile widened when the stranger turned his head just enough for her to see more of his perfect profile. "But a one-night stand is a good start," she muttered.

      Gwyn hesitated, doubt swamping her. What in the hell was she doing? Not two hours ago, she'd sworn off men, which is why they'd come to the Cornwell in the first place. She'd only discovered two weeks before that her boyfriend of several months had been cheating on her.

      She was thankful she'd only been with the jerk briefly, but it still irritated her, especially since he was the third guy to cheat on her in the last six months. Her track record with men stunk.

      She caught her reflection in the large mirror behind the bar. With a fluff of her long, auburn curls, she walked up beside her target. She wiped the smile from her face and cleared her throat. The word target did seem to fit this situation perfectly.

      "Excusez-moi, mais est-ce que vous ici avec quelqu'un?" She waited for his response, hoping he would tell her he wasn’t with anyone. She was determined not to leave until he responded. The silence lengthened as her irritation increased.

      While she hadn’t expected him to respond favorably, completely ignoring her was beyond insulting. “Even with the world’s nonverbal social media issues, proper manners are still expected."

      He held the glass mug against his lips, then turned his head, his golden eyes holding hers. He blinked, breaking the spell, and swigged down the amber drink he'd been nursing. He set the glass down on the bar top without a sound and swiveled his broad-shouldered body on his bar stool to face her. "Hi. I'm Torin."

      “Now, that wasn’t so terrible, was it? I’m Gwyn," she said in a breathy voice and cleared her scratchy throat, hoping she wasn’t coming down with a cold. "I'm usually not this forward, but would you be interested in a stroll down by the river?"

      She smiled and licked her lips, tucking a stray curl behind her ear. "I know you probably expected a drink, but I'm in the mood for something different. The noise here isn't great for conversation, and I don’t feel like screaming."

      One side of his mouth rose in a crooked grin, and her insides quivered in anticipation. Not that anything would happen, but a girl should be able to dream big.

      Besides, she reasoned, the worst that could happen would be a quick rejection, and she'd never lay eyes on him again…but he had the most amazing golden eyes. She'd never seen eyes that color before.

      He glanced at the bartender instructing him to add the beers to his tab, then stood. Even wearing three-foot stilettos, she had to tilt her head back to look at his face. Her gaze dropped to his chest, where the defined muscles showed through his dark gray tee shirt. She swallowed, a niggling doubt that she may have bitten off more than she could chew filled her mind. The man was shaped like Adonis.

      He held out his hand and motioned for her to walk toward the door. Gwyn glanced back at her sister, expecting to find her still sitting at the table. Instead, Morgan stood behind her, holding Gwyn's long green wool coat, the same shade as Gwen’s eyes. She met her twin’s blue gaze.

      “Be safe, ma soeur,” Morgan whispered, easing some of Gwen’s anxiety.

      Returning Morgan’s intense stare, she nodded and squeezed her sister’s arm. Morgan was all she had left. Gwyn knew her sister had been worried about her since their parents' death almost ten years ago. This old place, from its ancient beams, Celtic music, and pirate decorations, had been their father's favorite weekend haunt.

      Gwyn snuck a quick peek at the handsome stranger beside her, an unfamiliar flush of heat spreading from where her fingertips lay against his arm through the rest of her body. Something pulled her to him, but what it was remained a mystery. A mystery she was beginning to look forward to solving.

      She tried to match Torin’s long stride as they walked along the waterfront, her thoughts still on her sister. Morgan was also her best and only friend. Their family lineage, with all the magical quirks and even the prerequisite doom-and-gloom curse, made it challenging to have outsiders around.

      As children, their mother told them their ability to speak to each other using only their minds wasn't normal, even in their strange family. So, they told no one what they were able to do. Keeping it a secret had become a way of life—a very lonely life.

      Don't worry so much. Morgan's voice whispered through Gwyn's mind. Go with that magnificent male specimen and have fun...literally. Live a little, but love a lot, remember? Mom's favorite saying when we were little. I don't want to see you turn into a spinster in front of me. Concentrate on yourself for a while and find your happiness.

      Gwyn caught the picture of her sister's smile as she wiggled her brows. Gwyn sent her a mental snort. Morgan laughed. You need a man, Gwynnie.

      So do you. Gwyn pressed her lips together, trying not to smile at her sister's indelicate snort.

      Torin stopped and leaned against the metal railing separating them from the river. She stood beside him but kept her hands tucked inside her coat pockets. The soft gurgles and slapping of water hitting the edges of the lower-placed docks sounded peaceful to her ears, and the building tension from her rash action ebbed away.

      "I love the river," she said, a small part of her afraid to break the silence between them. Surely, this almost beautiful man would make his excuse and leave her here. She wasn't the one-night-stand sort of girl. She frowned, staring down into the dark waters swirling below. Maybe Morgan was right... perhaps a one-night stand was what she needed.

      She turned to face the brooding man. "Would you like company tonight?" He turned and stared down at her. For a split second, she could have sworn his eyes swirled like molten gold. When he gave her a single nod, she smiled, relieved. "Fine then. Let's get a move on before we turn into frozen statues. I promise, being a receptacle for pigeon poop isn't something I aspire to."

      His low chuckle made her insides giggle. "But," she added, "I have one request. No last names. Tonight, we are just two people searching for a bit of comfort in each other's arms and nothing more."

      His dark brow rose, and he gave her a slow blink. "Accepted."

      She shivered as that one word worked its way through her, and heat pooled between her legs. This man was way out of her league. He could swallow her whole and spit her out, and she would probably thank him for his trouble.

      She couldn't deny, though, that something was pulling her to him, and for once in her life, she planned on ignoring the misgivings her parents had instilled in her as a child.

      He stuck his hands in the front pockets of his jeans, and Gwyn followed suit, returning her now frozen hand to her pocket. "My house isn't too far⁠—"

      "No," Gwyn said, cutting him short. "No personal information, remember? There's a quaint hotel a couple of blocks from here. We can go there."

      He tilted his head to one side and gave her a crooked smile. "After you then, milady."

      She smiled back. "Gallantry. Now that I could get used to."

      Gwyn led him to the lovely bed and breakfast she sent all her out-of-town clients to. She signed in, using a fake name, of course, as the tired-looking night clerk made a few entries in the computer.

      The poor boy yawned, his jaw cracking, as he forced his eyes to stay open. He handed her the key card and dropped his forehead on the counter, his crossed arms acting as a pillow.

      They found their room at the end of the hallway. Once inside, her jaw dropped. "This is amazing..."

      The man gave her a quick frown. "I thought you said you knew this place?"

      Shaking her head, she opened the bathroom door. "Wow, the bathroom is bigger than my entire bedroom. And no, I said I knew of this place. I've always wanted an excuse to stay here, but never have."

      The French country chic style with white-on-white decor with pops of blues, pinks, and yellows added the perfect touches. Her artistic eye absorbed everything and filed it away for future reference. She was so going to redesign her bedroom to look just like this.

      Before she'd mentally prepared herself for what she was about to do, Torin came up behind her, his fingers caressing her jawline and down her neck. She shivered as a tingle of electricity skittered through her.

      When his warm breath tickled the tender skin behind her ear, her eyes closed with a silent sigh. He slid her coat down her arms, kissing the curve of her neck where the gentle slope joined her shoulder.

      Pulling in a shallow and somewhat shaky breath, she forced her legs to turn around and wrapped her arms around his neck. Whatever cologne or aftershave he wore drove her hormones crazy.

      She stood on her tiptoes and met him halfway, the static electricity turning on full force as their lips touched. She could've sworn the current between them had fused their mouths together until he forced her lips open, his tongue dueling with hers as he walked her backward toward the bed.

      Laying her down, he leaned over her, making her feel small and dainty. His talented mouth and hands kept her so off-kilter, plundering and caressing every inch of her body until she was sure he knew her body better than she did.

      Another moan escaped. Her body was on fire, the pressure inside of her an exquisite ache. She wanted more…wanted him. The desire to touch him was as strong as the need to tell him her every secret. He was no longer a stranger to her. Lying together, the combined heat from their bodies rising, it felt like her soul touched his as her world exploded.

      Before she had a chance to come down from the sensual high, he moved upward, his coarse body hair tickling her sensitive skin. Intense heat from his skin flooded her body, making her insides quiver.

      She opened her eyes and met his golden gaze. “I’m dying from sensation overload," she whispered.

      "No, mon ange, not yet. We are just getting started." His golden gaze lingered on her face, the hint of a smile on his sensual lips. She could so lose her heart to this man. Something about him was so different from the men she usually dated. He was…more.

      He buried his head in the curve of her neck. The sweet sound of water filtering through the open window from the river below filled the room like a primal beat. Grabbing his muscled arms, their strength held him upright with just the barest hint of a quiver.

      Part of her wished the tiny movement came from more than just supporting his own weight. Her most secret desire was to be loved. Instead, she held on to him, ignoring the desire, and let herself feel the overwhelming sensations he created inside of her.

      Somehow, they managed to maneuver themselves to the middle of the king-sized bed without letting go of one another. Cuddling beneath the thick coverlet in the chilled room, their arms wrapped around each other and their legs entwined, Gwyn couldn't believe how comfortable she felt with Torin.

      Curled around him, her body was a perfect fit for his, which should have worried her more than it did. Staring into the room's dark interior, her eyes widened when she felt her heart beating in rhythm with his.

      Forcing the niggling doubts away, one side of her mouth rose in a crooked grin as she lay with her cheek pressed against his chest and closed her eyes. It was too bad that this was a one-night stand. She liked everything about the man holding her.
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      Torin's pace quickened as he walked along the path to the caves where he and his brothers lived. They were not blood brothers, but their kinship was forged by pain, grief, and anger. Even after the passing of centuries, he still had a difficult time remembering the pain of losing everyone he loved to the Dark Fae.

      Fer-Diorich's fanatical quest for ultimate strength robbed Torin of his past, present, and future, along with those of his clan, as the Fae tried to create the ultimate weapon. His werewolves would bind the Fae Seelie and Unseelie Courts together, assuring him control of both courts.

      His path of destruction had succeeded, but not in the way the Dark Fae planned. Instead of using his Ironclaws in an all-out war, Fer-Diorich had been banished to the Unseelie Court. At the same time, those he experimented on were left to live their immortal lives as outcasts, hidden from human society, in the form of wolves, not men.

      Torin refused to return to his mountain home until he proved or disproved the Ironclaws’ return. He couldn’t put his brothers through that angst again on a whim. The attack on the archivists on New Year’s Eve had been the first sign. Since then, he had uncovered more and more instances of that same destruction as death spread through the city. The werewolves seemed to be searching for something, but what that something was remained elusive.

      The last thing he wanted to do was dredge up old memories and pain, but now that the beasts had returned, his clan would be Tournai's only defense against the scourge that almost decimated Europe so long ago. He and the other Immortals had planted the existing story of the plague causing millions of deaths across Europe, even convincing a few monks to write about it so modern historians would pass it down as fact.

      In reality, the death army of Fer-Diorich traveled from place to place, one step ahead of the deadly disease, killing and kidnapping victims for the Dark Fae. Torin believed the Ironclaws themselves caused the mysterious illness instead of flea-infested rats, but that truth would never be known.

      The Dark Fae's experiments had claimed so many lives as he tried to change men into wolves—not the beautiful creatures living and hunting in the surrounding forests, but ravenous loners who hunted prey indiscriminately.

      He and his clan brothers had been lucky and escaped that fate. For those who had fallen under the Fae’s spell, however, their only purpose was to create mayhem and death, which they delivered with their iron-covered claws. Cold iron. One of the only ways a Fae could be killed.

      Screams rent the air, and Torin dropped to the baked earth. In the evening's fading light shadows grew and deepened, tricking the mind as the flora changed shapes. His sharpened gaze missed nothing. Raising his face toward the frantic cries of horses, he had to do something. He couldn't just let them die. Too much death stained his long life, both human and animal.

      He pinpointed the agonized screams and raced toward the dilapidated barn a mile away, using his inner wolf’s speed. He huffed out a small prayer that he would make it in time to save at least a few terrified animals. As he drew closer, the biting aroma of cooking meat and burning wood filled his lungs.

      What he needed the most, though, was rain—an impossibility due to the current drought. The earth hadn't felt a drop of rain in months, the proof lying in the brown landscape throughout Belgium. The arid countryside surrounding the small town of Tournai should have been lush and green.

      The replenishing rains during May should have left the forest floor caked with rotting vegetation and a cool hint of moisture on the breeze. Instead, the air dried everything it touched, leaving the land dry and barren.

      He hadn't seen weather this crazy since the 1300s. So many lifetimes ago. So many changes. The advancement of technology made life easier, but a part of him still longed for simpler days when one recognized enemy from friend. He was tired of constantly looking over his shoulder, ensuring someone was not sporting a camera or cell phone.

      A vision of Gwyn's lovely face filled his mind, giving him a tiny sense of calm. Something about her drew him but seeing her again would be pointless. He wasn't human anymore—with nothing to give a woman.

      He let out a soft snort, imagining her reaction to seeing him shift into a larger-than-life wolf. Not like the ones depicted in movies, but those versions weren't far from the truth, which surprised him.

      Buried deep inside of him, he carried a sincere wish for normalcy. He wanted a wife and children—a simple life. The more years that passed him by, the worse this feeling got. He'd never considered telling anyone, much less a woman, what he was...until Gwyn. Her knowing, though, would be too dangerous for his small clan.

      He scrubbed his face, his fingers rubbing the building pain at each temple. He was his brothers' caretaker, for god's sake. Stuck in wolf form for centuries, none of them could make their way in today’s world.

      Technology made their lives hell and kept them tied to the caves where they had created a home. They couldn't risk someone stumbling upon one of them, taking a picture, and making a spectacle of their hard-earned solitude.

      They would be no better off than when they were locked in the Dark Fae's prisons, and they were already damned close to that now, hunted for an entirely different reason.

      He had learned throughout history how ruthless scientists could be. They would pick apart their bodies, trying to replicate what they were. He shook his head. He would die protecting them from the outside world.

      To keep people away, Fáelán, who was the closest thing to a druid they had, made sure the magical wards surrounding their lands were powerful, but this farm was just outside of that perimeter. His pace slowed as he neared the small farm's fence line.

      Hundreds of startled crows took off from the overhead canopy, their harsh caws clawing at his ears. Just ahead, several horses screamed, their agony-filled cries slicing through the night and almost drowning out another, wilder roar.

      He hesitated near the forest’s edge, his leg slowly lowering to the ground again. Tuning out the shrill neighs of the horses, he listened, but whatever roared moments ago remained silent. A heavy stillness hung over the forest, and the hair on his arms rose. He wasn't alone.

      Creeping toward the rotted wood fence, he let his inner wolf closer to the surface, his ears straining to pick up even the tiniest of sounds. All around him, though, the forest waited in an unnerving silence.

      Standing just one foot away from the fence, he took another step when a horrible yet disturbingly familiar odor burned into his nostrils. The putrid stench of rotten eggs turned his stomach, washing over him as he leaped over the top railing and landed in the back area of the old Lemaire farm.

      He held his crouched position a moment longer, drawing the caustic fiery air deep into his lungs as he tried to pinpoint where the odor came from. He needed to find the werewolf’s hiding place before it found him.

      Just as he rose to run toward the barn, the windows shattered, spewing shards of glass over and around him. Ducking, he shielded his head, but not before several pieces sliced through his cheek and body. In front of him, the well-kept façade of the barn was gone, replaced by large blackened holes colored by angry tongues of fire whipping over the spikes of broken glass and shattered strips of wood.

      The horses' panic rose, their screams becoming more frantic by the second. He didn’t have a moment to spare if he was going to save them. The building shuddered and groaned as the flames spread to the exterior supports.

      He sprinted toward the burning frame, his wolf giving him extra speed. A dark silhouette separated from the impenetrable shadows on the far side of the barn, and Torin skidded to a stop. The cloying, rotten-egg odor of burning sulfur hung between them in the scalding air. He scowled impatiently, shaking his head in resignation.

      A barn fire was nothing compared to what the Ironclaw standing before him could do if he weren’t destroyed. History would repeat itself, and everyone in Tournai would be slaughtered, unable to defend themselves against such a monster. And if there were more of them…

      His gaze narrowed, focusing on the drawn lips and bloody fangs as the werewolf edged around him in a circle. The moment his gaze met the beast's glowing red eyes, Torin lunged, answering the monster's low growl with one of his own.

      Torin's fingers grasped the butt of the gun tucked into the back of his jeans, but before he could swing his arm around, the beast's colossal paw knocked it from his grasp, momentarily numbing Torin’s hand. With his other hand, he reached across his body and grasped the hilt of his silver knife, pulling it from the sheath attached to his belt.

      "Fás!" he muttered in the language of his ancestors, relishing the familiar flow of the Gaelic word, commanding the weapon to grow. In a blinding flash of white light, the small weapon lengthened into the razor-sharp blade of a massive sword.

      With one brutal swing, the silver-coated steel cut open a long swath across the monster's ribs and shoulders, the silver slowly burning into the ravaged flesh and arresting the werewolf's ability to heal.

      Dodging the deadly iron claws, he sliced the sharp tip of the sword over the hair-covered abdomen in a crisscrossing fashion until skin and muscles dangled in bloody chunks. The pain-enraged animal howled.

      As the Ironclaw lunged at him, Torin dropped, kicking out one leg and catching the werewolf's thick, elongated shins. He scowled at the dying monster as it fell with a heavy thud on the hard ground. Newly made and not yet battle-hardened, it hadn’t even been worth shifting for.

      He raised his sword to cut off the Ironclaw's head. Scratching deep into the hard earth with its magic-hardened claws as the werewolf twisted around.

      Torin realized his mistake when the dagger-like teeth tore into his shoulder. Pushing his self-incriminating thoughts to the back of his mind, he ignored the excruciating pain and burning from the poison-coated teeth and struck hard, plunging his sword into the beast's overly muscled chest and severing the spine.

      With a quick, upward thrust, he sliced the heart in two. With a loud grunt, he pushed the werewolf's corpse to the ground and stumbled a few steps back before finding his balance.

      Pausing to catch his breath, he glanced toward the barn when a fluttering movement caught his attention. Along an overgrown path running beside the fence, he saw what looked like two small lumps of something lying near a scraggly bush. With a downward slash of the blade, he severed the beast's head from its shoulders.

      Edging closer to the lumps, a knot formed in his gut as his gaze dropped to the bodies of two children, broken and torn. A strand of dark hair whispered across the ravaged girl's petite face.

      Overwhelming sadness poured through him. He knew these children and had played with them not even a month ago. Angelique and Dominique Lemaire.

      In death, the girl’s fear and pain remained, carved into her sweet features. Protective even in death, her brother’s tiny body rested in her embrace. Her white fingers splayed over the face so much like her own, shielding his eyes.

      Nearby lay the girl's treasured, well-worn doll. He couldn't remember a time when the doll wasn't tucked into the vee of her arm. His sadness erupted into a fury he hadn’t experienced since finding the bodies of his own family so long ago.

      A sharp cracking noise from the building drew his attention. Wrapped among the spits and pops of the fire were the deep growls of more werewolves. Torin's gaze dropped back to the children, and a powder keg ignited something deep inside him.

      Boldly walking toward the front of the barn, he stopped as three werewolves emerged from the large doorway, their mouths full of horse flesh.

      He held himself still, waiting for the Ironclaws to notice him. Surprisingly, they turned toward the tree line instead. Just as the lead werewolf stepped into the forest's thick foliage, he stopped and lifted his head.

      Focused more on eating, the other two ran into him, snarling through their food-filled muzzles. Sniffing the smoke-filled air, the beast's large face finally turned toward him. Torin smiled.

      Letting loose his anger, Torin's tightly held power exploded. He curled his lips into a merciless grin and raised his sword high above his head. The wind swirled and lashed around him, his shoulder-length hair striking his face like small whips.

      As if possessed and watching his actions from a distance, he called forth the lightning in a tongue he had never heard before, much less spoken—words reminiscent of ancient Gaelic, yet not.

      The beasts' bodies twisted as they tried to reach him, but with the wind's fury, flying debris pushed them backward, hitting and cutting everything in its path. Fueled by his rage, the storm increased, unmercilous in its destruction. A burst of lightning struck the beasts, and their bodies disintegrated into a heavy coating of ash that drifted to the ground as the wind instantly died.

      The loud popping and crackling of the fire deep inside the barn's blackened interior sounded as if it were far away instead of only a few feet. He turned just as the roof collapsed, followed by the walls as they fell inward, sending a plume of burning embers high into the air.

      His anger dying, Torin shook his head, trying to clear the momentary confusion. What in the hell had just happened? He raised his hands, palms outward, as tiny bits of remaining ash sifted through his fingers. At no time in his long life did he remember being able to call lightning. Hadn’t even known it was a possibility.

      With slow, heavy steps, he returned to the children. Burying their tiny bodies didn't take long and, after tamping down the dark soil, he raised his head to the night sky and savored the sweet scent wafting from the woods as the smoke from the fire dissipated. Without looking back at the destruction, he gave in to the familiar pull of the forest he loved.
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      Two raven-haired women stared through the portal into the human realm. The centuries had been difficult on everyone as evil pervaded the Fae's adopted world. The Danaans' way of life was in trouble.

      "Do you think this will work?" the younger female's voice trembled.

      "It must. He is the chosen and the answer to our problem. If he doesn't claim my granddaughter soon, she won't be strong enough before Beltaine, and our world will die." Morrigan answered.

      "You know we just changed fate," Nemain ducked behind her older sister, worrying at the silk tie synching the black gauzy dress to her petite waist as she paced through the withered brown grass of their home. Tír na nOg was dying.

      Morrigan snorted. "Not really, sister. We just helped fate along a tiny bit. There is a difference. He holds within him the gift of life—life for all realms if Fer-Diorich is stopped. This plan will work. You'll see. Our young warrior and my granddaughter are the answer—along with the rest of the Immortals."
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      Torin savored the night's chill, enjoying the cool, gentle breeze fanning his warm skin, too tired to care about the wispy tickle of hair as it fluttered across his cheeks. His inner wolf longed to run, the change rippling underneath his skin.

      He shifted without slowing, the muscles and bones tearing and popping as they changed shape. His face stretched downward, his canines lengthening to sharp points.

      He lunged forward, his arms and legs shortening and thickening as he dropped to the ground. He loved to shift. Painful, yes, but it was a welcomed pain—a guilty pain. One his brothers could not enjoy. He shoved the morose thought away and lost himself as he ran through the trees with only one goal. Home.

      He should have returned to the caves weeks ago, but his plans changed after finding the torn section of vellum at the archives. He pulled a few favors from acquaintances around town, trying to get more answers before he had to tell the other Immortals his fears.

      Unfortunately, nothing panned out—until he visited with Rhona Símons. Only his small clan knew of her druid-like powers. Everyone else simply knew her as an eccentric shop owner. Thankfully, she was so much more. With her on the case, he and his brothers soon would have the answers they needed.

      Torin, where are you? the deep voice snapped each word like a whip inside his head.

      I thought you were working on your impatient streak, Makari? Hold on, I'm almost there.

      It's about time. You should have returned weeks ago. Do I need to find you a map or is your old age catching up with you?

      Torin paused a moment before answering, enjoying the rare teasing of his best friend's voice. We are the same age, you idiot. His snout opened in a sizeable wolfy grin at the mental snap Makari sent him.

      He loved pushing the Immortal's buttons, grateful for the mental link they somehow created all those centuries ago. Torin suspected it was the only thing keeping Makari grounded and
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