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Chapter 1

 

Victoria

 

I stared into the bathroom mirror at the glowing pendant at the end of the chain around my neck—the wolf essence stone. It oscillated between luminescent blood-red and depthless midnight-black.

"Victoria," it called.

"Please stop," I begged.

It glowed all the more. "Victoria."

I pulled on the chain, but the stone remained cemented to my skin. There was only one thing I could do to get it loose. I let go and stopped fighting it. Only then did it release me and rest like any other necklace.

What did it want with me? That was the one question I couldn't bring myself to ask aloud. Was I ready for that truth? My mouth went dry at the thought.

Fenrisúlfr, the original werewolf, was as good as dead. He had been the one tied to the stone before. Now I had a connection with it. I just had to keep myself from being locked away inside of it. Our focus was on its place in reversing the curse of the moon, so we werewolves could shift at will rather than just at the full moon—not that I was tied to the full moon. I had my own curse. My heightened emotions brought out my inner wolf.

And she was growing dangerously closer to clawing her way out.

The longer I stared at the stone, whose glow had dulled to its normal red and blue swirls, the closer she came to overpowering me. And I didn't have time for that. 

I needed to see if the stone still reacted badly to Toby. I took a deep breath and stared into my own eyes through the mirror. "This is all going to work out. I'm Toby's wife. We just celebrated our honeymoon after defeating Fen. The only thing left is destroying the curse of the moon. Then we, like the other shifters, can shift when we want. Simple."

Right. As if anything in my life was ever simple. Even just getting married had been a monumental task that involved my death, a massive memory-wipe, and fighting enough evil shifters that it made my head spin just to think about it.

Toby's voice drifted into the bathroom. I glanced down at the stone to make sure I wasn't mistaking his voice with it calling me. Its glow had dulled even further. Maybe if the glow went away altogether, I could finally get it off.

I stepped away from the counter and entered our new bedroom. Warm tingles ran through me. Our bedroom. Even though we'd just had the most magical honeymoon I could've asked for, it hardly seemed real that we were actually married and now had the biggest bedroom in Moonhaven, our beloved mansion that housed our pack.

Toby sat on our enormous bed, still on the phone. Talking to one of the witches about the stone that had just thrown him away from me, no doubt. As sick as they had to be of us calling them for help, they were likely our only hope. Then, with any luck, we could leave them alone to do their witchly things. 

I tiptoed across the room, running my hands across our things as I went, and sat on the bed just a foot in front of him.  

He gave me a hungry smile and then spoke into the phone. "I have to get going. Call me if you hear anything." He ended the call before the other person could respond.

"Victoria."

Toby's mouth hadn't moved.

I cupped the stone. He reached for me, but stopped just an inch away. Then his eyes widened and his mouth gaped open like he was in pain.

"Are you okay?" I exclaimed.

"My—the… I—I…" His face paled, and he gagged.

"Toby!" I cried.

He flew backward and crashed into a wall, then slunk to the floor, his eyes closing. A gash near his ear was bleeding.

I ran over and pulled him up. "Speak to me! Please!"

Toby moaned but said nothing.

"Are you all right?"

One eye opened and then the other. "Yeah, but I'm not crazy about that stone."

"You and me both." I took his hand and helped him up. "Let me get you bandaged up."

"Don't bother. I'll heal quickly enough. Just give me a minute to regain my bearings."

I tucked the stone underneath my shirt and hoped it would behave.

Toby's coloring returned and the gash healed before my eyes.

"Toby, I—"

His phone rang. It was a tone used only when other alphas called. 

He sighed. "I'd better get that. It's probably urgent." He swiped the screen. "Hi, Rick. Is everything all right?"

There was a long silence as the Canadian pack leader spoke. I went into the closet and flipped through my clothes, wanting to change. As I debated between a ruby-colored shirt and an azure-colored one, Toby came into the closet. Worry lines creased his forehead.

I went over to him and caressed his cheek. "Is everything okay?"

"It's better now that you're here. You get more beautiful by the moment." He cupped my face and gazed into my eyes.

"What did Rick say?"

"Something about some dangerous werewolves in search of the stone, but he's probably overreacting." Toby pressed his mouth against mine. 

A warmth ran through me, and I smiled. "Thank you, but why would he be overreacting?"

"Because someone is always after the stone, my perfect bride." 

"What if it's the secret society?"

"I'm not worried about a group that couldn't even find half the map, much less the stone itself." He pressed his mouth on mine, kissing me deeply and taking my breath away. 

I gasped for air and stepped back. "Are you sure?"

"I am." He pulled me closer and pulled off his shirt before kissing me again.

I relaxed and gave in, taking it deeper. My heart raced, and images of our honeymoon ran before my eyes. The stone warmed against my skin, reminding me of what I needed to tell Toby—that it was calling my name.

"Victoria."

My stomach twisted. Had that been him or the necklace? They both sounded so similar. I pulled away. "Toby, I—"

"Don't stop." He wrapped his arms around me, pressing me against his firm torso. "You're so perfect, so wonderful, I can't get enough of you."

"I can't, either, but we have to talk about—"

He kissed me again, this time sending a shiver down my spine. I gave into the moment and allowed us to enjoy our married bliss. Why let the stone get in the way of that? So much had prevented us from marrying for so long. The world could wait an hour before we attempted to break the moon's curse. And besides, the stone rested quietly, acting like any other piece of jewelry.

Once we were done properly celebrating our love, Toby ran his finger along my face, gazing at me adoringly. "I'm the luckiest man in the world."

My pulse pounded throughout my body. I loved that man so much. "I'm just as lucky, Toby."

He leaned over and brushed his lips across mine. "I swear, your beauty has intensified in the last few minutes. How is that possible?"

"It's our love—it's intoxicating."

"You can say that again." He kissed me greedily.

"As much as I love this—"

"That's all I need to hear." Toby flipped me over and trailed kisses all over my face.

He was making it so hard to discuss the new curse involving the stone…

Three hours later, we still hadn't left the bedroom suite. I closed my eyes, loving the feel of being wrapped in his arms. It was tempting to stay there forever, but we couldn't ignore our pack—they were why we'd pulled ourselves away from our honeymoon cottage in the enchanted woods and returned to Moonhaven.

"Toby." I ran my fingers through his hair and trailed down to his beard.

"Yes, my lovely ray of perfection?" He tilted his head, staring at me adoringly.

The corners of my mouth twitched as I held back a laugh. "Are you okay? Where are you getting all this from?"

He ran the back of his hand along my jawline. "You. My flawless, breathtaking wife is the center of all that's good in the world. You're awe-inspiring, and the model of faultless beauty."

"Um, thanks. Did all our time in the forest turn you into a poet?"

"Being around you inspires me."

I arched a brow. Why was he being so over the top? It wasn't like him—it was more like a bad movie. "We should join the pack. We're being selfish."

"I know I am. Keeping your magnificence away from them is a sin." He threaded his fingers through my messy hair. "I'm keeping you to myself. That's the most selfish thing I could do. The world needs more of you."

"Then let's go downstairs and spend some time with our pack. They've really missed us, and now we're hiding away from them."

"I'm sure they understand."

My face heated even though they probably didn't know exactly what we'd been doing for the last several hours. I kissed his cheek and sat up. "Let's spend some time with our family."

He sighed dramatically. "If you insist."

"I do."

"Whatever you wish." He kissed my hand and gave a little bow.

"Did you just bow to me?"

He shrugged. "You're like a goddess. I can't help myself."

I tilted my head, studying him. Sure, I was used to our mutual adoration—I could never get enough of him—but there was something more than a little off about it. It was so excessive.

Toby held his hand out to me. "Let's get dressed, my angelic shining star of love. You want to spend time with our pack, so that's what we're going to do."

Something was definitely out of place.

He stared at me like a lost puppy. I took his hand and got up. We quickly got ready. I tried to ignore the stone as I fixed my hair and makeup. I slid it under my shirt, but it both bulged and glowed. Groaning, I found a scarf to hide it completely. I noticed a series of hickeys all over my neck and shoulders. The scarf was needed more than I'd thought. I fixed it and headed back into the bedroom.

Toby wore a form-fitting short-sleeved V-neck shirt and jeans that did nothing to hide his shape. He flexed his biceps and winked at me. 

My heart leaped into my throat. "I… are you trying to keep me in here?"

"Maybe." He grinned devilishly.

I pulled my gaze from him, grabbed his hand, and dragged him out into the hall. 

"What's with the scarf?" He reached for it, but I ducked out of the way and yanked him down the stairs.

Halfway down, we ran into Carter. I smiled at him, hoping he wasn't too upset over my marriage. Given our past, it had to be hard on him even though he'd been so sweet at the wedding.

He stopped and shook Toby's hand. "Congrats again. You're one lucky man."

Toby puffed out his chest. "I was just telling Victoria the same thing."

I cringed. Why was Toby rubbing it in Carter's face? I cleared my throat. "It's great to see you, Carter. You seem to be doing well."

He grinned. "Not as well as you. You're amazing."

"Um, thanks. So are you."

Carter took my hand in both of his and stared into my eyes. "No, I mean it. You're amazing." He turned to Toby. "Don't you think?"

Toby pulled me close. "Of course, I do. That's why I married her. Why don't you find someone else to fawn over?"

Chapter 2

 

Toby

 

I held Victoria even closer and narrowed my eyes at Carter. "Excuse us. We're heading downstairs."

He didn't notice me because he was too busy staring at Victoria. "You're just so amazing."

"We know," I said. "You've already said that multiple times. Didn't you say there was a female jaguar shifter in the area?"

His head snapped in my direction. "There is. I haven't found her yet, but I need to. Female jaguars don't travel alone, and other than me, she's the only one in the area."

"Focus on her. Not Victoria."

Carter nodded. "Sorry. I don't know what got into me." He turned back to her. "I hope you…" His eyes glazed over. "You're just so remarkable, you know that? Stunning, kind, caring. There isn't a good quality you lack."

I snapped my fingers in front of his face. "We know. Can you let us by?"

He shook his head and turned back to me. "Right. Sorry. I don't know what got into me," he said again. "I guess it's just so good to have you guys back."

"We're glad to be back." I moved to give Carter even more space to get by us, which luckily, he did.

Victoria and I headed down the stairs. 

"What got into him?" she asked.

"I told you you're intoxicating." I kissed the top of her head and gazed into her lovely eyes. "I'm not the only one who sees your splendor."

She smiled, melting my insides. I'd do anything for that woman—my wife. My heart soared at the thought. After all those long years, we were finally married. My centuries spent alone during her death had finally paid off. We belonged to each other wholly.

Downstairs, everyone stopped what they were doing when we went into the living room. They stared at us, their eyes widening and their mouths forming wide grins.

"Victoria!" Ziamara, our pack vampire, handed baby Sebastian to her husband Jet and threw herself into Victoria's arms.

"Let me hug her!" Stella, the human-turned-werewolf, jumped up and joined the embrace.

Jet, Sal, Bobby, and the other werewolves all jumped from their seats and wrapped their arms around Victoria, saying how great it was to see her. I stepped back and smiled, thrilled with how much my pack loved their second leader.

"You've grown so much prettier." Ziamara's eyes lit up as she took in Victoria.

"Right?" Jet agreed. "She's just awesome."

"Better than awesome," Bobby said. "She's phenomenal. Look at that smile."

"Forget her smile," Sal said. "Her intellect—there's none that compares. We're by far the luckiest pack in the world."

"In the universe," Jet said.

I cleared my throat. "I'm back, too."

"Hey, Toby."

"Nice to see you."

"Hi."

None of them took their attention from Victoria. What were they trying to do? Did they think they could win her approval for something? That it might help them to move rank through the pack?

"Toby's wonderful. Look at him!" Victoria ran her hands over my face. 

"Share your wisdom with us." Ziamara sighed, staring at Victoria.

"Yeah," Jet said. "Did you learn any of the world's hidden wisdom while you were away? You look so much wiser."

More members of the pack came into the room, and they clamored over Victoria. Everyone talked over each other to the point that I couldn't understand a word anyone said. The room spun around me.

I grabbed onto Victoria and pulled her away from everyone. "We're going to grab something to eat. You all stay in here."

"Do you want us to stay in here?" Sal asked Victoria.

"Yeah, do you?" asked Bobby.

She nodded. "Why don't you guys watch something, and we'll come back when we're done eating?"

Everyone ran to the television and fought over the remote.

"Stop!" I demanded.

They didn't.

"Stop!" Victoria repeated. 

They did. The remote fell to the floor and everyone stared at her.

"Zia, you pick something."

"Did you hear that?" Ziamara's face lit up. "She picked me. She likes me best!"

The others grumbled and took their seats. Ziamara snatched the remote from the floor and streamed an old episode of Supernatural.

Victoria clutched my arm and dragged me into the kitchen. I was so shocked by the behavior of our pack that I had no strength to resist. She pulled me along and practically threw me into my seat at the head of the table.

"What just happened?" I exclaimed.

She bit her lower lip and shook her head. "I have no earthly idea. Have they ever done that before with anyone else?"

"Just you." My confusion and irritation melted away as I gazed at her magnificence. "I shouldn't be annoyed with them. How can I blame them? You really are the most heavenly being to walk on this earthly ball."

Victoria put her hands in her face and muttered something I couldn't make out.

I reached over and rested my hand on her arm. "What's the matter, my beautiful? How can I fix it?"

She glanced up at me. "Just treat me like usual."

My entire body melted as I gazed into her beauty. "Have I ever told you how desperately sexy you are? You're truly irresistible."

"Did you hear a word I said?"

I searched my mind. "Your wisdom is above what I can comprehend."

She pulled on her hair. "I asked you to treat me normally."

"Normal would be to bow down and bask in your glory."

Victoria threw her head back. "Why?"

Laura, our pack mother and Victoria's actual mother, came into the room. "You guys are back!" 

"Mom!" Victoria threw her arms around Laura and squeezed her tight. "I hope you don't—"

Laura stepped back and tilted her head. "You've gotten even lovelier, my beautiful daughter."

Disappointment washed over Victoria's expression. Her mom embraced her again. "What can I do for you? Do you need anything? You must be hungry after traveling from the enchanted forest. Let me prepare a meal. No! I'm going to prepare a feast. Your return requires a celebration!"

"Please don't."

"Oh, I have to. This is a momentous occasion."

"It's not. I swear."

Laura ruffled Victoria's hair. "Silly girl. Always so humble. Go on. I'll call you when it's ready."

"Really. I'm just thirsty. Let me grab some juice, and I'll be fine."

"Store-bought juice?" Laura gasped. "For my Victoria? Never." She shook her head vigorously. "Let me see what fruit we have growing outside. I'll press you fresh juice with my bare hands. That's pure goodness you deserve."

"Mom—"

"Don't 'Mom' me." She scurried out of the room.

Victoria threw me a desperate look. "What's going on?"

"Just a mother wanting to give her daughter what she deserves. She's right, you know. Store-bought juice is beneath you."

The love of my life swore.

"Don't let such language cross your mouth." I pressed my finger on her soft, sweet, supple lips. My pulse raced at the feel of their perfection. I got lost in her eyes and couldn't take it any longer. Her full lips practically called to me, begging to be kissed. I couldn't deny them the request. Without a thought, I leaned forward and took possession of her mouth, tasting mint from the lingering toothpaste.

She pulled away. "I'm sorry, but this isn't the time."

Crushing disappointment suffocated me. "You're right."

"I think I'm going to go outside for some air."

"That's a great idea. I could use some, too."

Victoria frowned. "I meant alone. It's nothing personal. I just need to think."

Desperation clawed at me. What was I supposed to do without her?

She squeezed my hand. "I'll be right back. I swear. Please." She begged me with her eyes.

How could I say no to her? I couldn't. "I understand. Can I do anything for you while you're outside? Wash your clothes? Clean our room? Just say the word, and I'll do it."

"That's the problem."

"What do you mean?"

She kissed my cheek. "You know what would make me happy?"

"What?" I waited in anticipation.

"Go watch the show with the pack. Catch up with them. Talk to them without me in the room."

I arched a brow. "That's what you want?"

She squeezed my knee. "That would make me really happy."

"Then that's what I'll do." I rose and cracked my knuckles. "Hurry back. I'll be waiting."

"I know." She stood and brushed her lips across mine, sending waves of excitement through me from head to toe. "I love you."

"And I love you."

Victoria gave me a sad smile before heading toward the back door. I crept over to the window and peeked outside. As soon as she stepped onto the grass, the wolfborns—the werewolves who spent all month except the full moon in wolf form—all ran over to her, jumping on her. They nearly knocked her over, but as soon as she spoke, they all sat obediently.

She turned my way. I waved. She pointed toward me. As much as I wanted to just watch her, I was compelled to follow her wishes. So I spun around and headed toward the living room to join the pack as she'd asked me to do. 

Most of the overpowering emotions melted away with each step I took away from my beloved Victoria. I paused and leaned against a wall. Something strange was going on. Why hadn't I been able to see it before?

I mulled over all of our interactions with the pack since Victoria and I left our bedroom. Everyone had thrown themselves on her, complimenting her and doing exactly as she'd asked. 

What on earth was going on? And why hadn't any of us noticed how weird we had been acting?

Chapter 3

 

Victoria

 

I patted Alex's head before walking away from the wolfborns. "Stay…"

They each tilted their heads but remained in place. I wiped off some of the dirt from when they'd jumped all over me. It was so strange—they never acted like that. It was as though they were untrained pets, not highly intelligent shifters. Actually, in a way, they were behaving like everyone inside.

What was going on? I needed to get to the bottom of this right away. 

A cold breeze blew by and chills ran through me. I should've grabbed a coat inside, but there was no way I was heading back in now. Not with the way everyone was acting—they'd never let me get back outside.

Blue and red glowed through my scarf. "Victoria."

There was also the matter of the stone.

"What?" I exclaimed.

"Victoria." It glowed all the brighter.

"What do you want?" My heart thundered against my chest, making the stone's glow bounce.

"Victoria."

"What do you want with me?"

It grew brighter, but said nothing.

"In that case, I'm going for a walk." I jogged to the woods, gasping for air and trying to make sense of everything. It was going to be hard—and lonely—to try and figure this out while it was impossible to hold a normal conversation with anyone. I needed to figure out how to get them to stop gushing over me so we could work on the stone.

I froze mid-step. The stone. Could that be the cause of everyone suddenly acting so strangely? If it was, then I was in real trouble. How could I figure it out on my own? Or would it be possible to convince them that the stone was making them see me in a different light?

Wait. All I would have to do would be to tell them that I wanted help with the stone. The pack would probably make it their new life mission to crack the mystery. 

"Victoria?"

"Not again," I muttered.

"Come again?"

My head snapped up. I turned to see Soleil. Relief washed through me. At least it wasn't the stone speaking to me. But she was part of the pack, so she would start gushing in one, two, three…

She threw her arms around me. "You're back! Where's Toby? How was your honeymoon? Did you get a tan?"

I returned the embrace. "It was perfect. We enjoyed the enchanted woods—"

"You mean each other." She winked.

"Well, yeah. That, too." I laughed. "And the vampires threw us a huge celebration in their castle. It was hard to leave."

She hugged me again. "It's so good to see you! Why are you out here alone?"

"I could ask you the same thing."

"It's complicated." She looked lost in thought for a moment. "I need to collect my thoughts every so often. Ever since Brick died, I just haven't felt right, you know? Not even Egypt's powerful healing springs could do a thing for my heart."

Sadness washed through me. "I'm sorry."

"Don't be. I'm going to find a way to get to him."

"How? The other side is sealed tight, never to be opened again."

"Never is the wrong word to tell a valkyrie—especially a heartbroken one."

"Well, I'm sure if anyone can do it, it's you."

"But you don't think I can, do you?" She arched a brow.

"That's not what I said. Hey, wait…" I stared at her. She wasn't falling all over herself to please me.

"Are you okay?" Soleil waved her hand in front of my face.

"Just a little light-headed." I debated whether to tell her about how everyone else was acting. What if mentioning the stone would activate it and make her go nuts? Being able to talk to her normally was such a relief.

"Well, you should do something about that."

I gave her a double-take. "About what?"

"Your light-headedness—you need to do something about that. Have you eaten in a while? You wolves have appetites like none other. I swear, if the world ever runs out of food, you'll be the ones I blame."

"You're not… You're…"

"What? Do I have something in my teeth?" She opened her mouth and felt around. "No, nothing there. Would you stop messing with me? Why are you acting so weird?"

I ran my hands through my hair. "You wouldn't believe me if I told you. Do you want to go to the Faeble and get something to drink?" Preferably the strongest supernatural drink Tap had on hand.

"I'll never turn that down. You can tell me what's wrong on the way." She headed deeper into the woods toward the bar.

"Actually, I'd rather hear about what you've been up to. Do you have reason to think you can get to the other side?"

"It's more of a feeling, so I really shouldn't put stock into it, but I just can't seem to help myself. The thought of seeing him again…" She sighed.

My heart broke for her. "You and Toby have a lot in common."

"I just hope I don't have to wait centuries to find him. Pretty sure that'd be too much for me. I don't know how he did it."

"You should ask him. Just not when I'm around."

She turned to me and arched a brow. "Am I going to have to drink your essence to find out what's going on with you?"

I covered my mouth and shook my head. "The stone is making the pack act weird."

Her brows came together. "I thought we were done with that thing now that Fen's a statue."

"It's not done with us."

"Tell me more—tell me everything."

"Oh, look. We're almost at the Faeble."

"Why don't you want to tell me?"

"I just think you'd have to see it to believe it."

She twisted her mouth. "If you say so."

"Seriously, coming from me… it'll just sound bad."

"But you said everyone else is acting weird."

"Just trust me." 

Loud music and shattering glass sounded from the direction of the Faeble. 

Soleil turned to me with a sly smile. "Looks like we're just in time for the party."

"I'm not sure I want to know which creatures are giving Tap grief this time."

"Mesmers? Djinn? Wanna make a bet?" Soleil laughed.

"Not really."

We headed around the back of the building and went inside. It had been transformed back into the bar after having been a beautiful wedding venue the last time I'd been there. I closed my eyes and relived marrying the love of my life.

More glass shattered nearby. I opened my eyes. 

Soleil glanced into the private party room where most of the noise came from. "Called it. Mesmers. It won't be long before ol' Tap kicks them out and tells them never to return. I swear, they must pay him ten times as much as anyone else with everything they get away with. Either that, or they have something on him."

"On Tap? Like what?"

"That's an interesting question, isn't it?" She grabbed my arm and pulled me down the hall.

Whistles and cat calls came from the mesmers. I glanced in the room to find them all staring at me.

"Hey, baby," called a guy with green, spiky hair. "Want to join us? We can show you a real good time."

"Yeah, come join the fun." A bald guy with tons of earrings waved me over. "We don't let many non-mesmers join our fun, but you're more than welcome."

A sultry redheaded woman with hair down to her waist waved me over. "It wouldn't be a party without you, sweetheart."

Soleil threw me a confused glance.

I waved to the mesmers. "I'll think about it. Thanks."

"Come on!"

"Join us, baby!"

Soleil and I raced to the bar.

Quinn's eyes lit up when he saw me. "Victoria! I didn't know you were back already. Did you have a good time?"

"Yeah, it was—"

"What can I get you? Whatever you want, it's on the house. No matter how expensive or rare it is. Actually, the rarer, the better."

"I—"

"How about I surprise you? I'm going to run down to Tap's secret collection. Nothing but the best for you."

"Um, thanks."

He raced around the bar and to the door leading downstairs.

Soleil grabbed my shoulders. "What's going on?"

"This." I shoved my scarf out of the way and cupped the stone.

"You're going to have to explain."

"Well, I—"

"Is that Victoria Bernhardt?" came Tap's voice from behind. "I mean Victoria Foley?" 

I spun around. "Hi, Tap!"

The tough little troll threw himself at me, nearly knocking me over. "It's so good to see you. We really missed you. How's married life? What can I get you? Here, let's get you a seat. Where do you want to sit? Any seat is yours, even if someone is already there. I'll have them move. It's no problem."

Soleil waved her hands in front of his face. "Tap? You okay?"

"Of course." He glanced around her at me. "We need to get Victoria the best seat in the house. Which one would that be?" 

She cleared her throat. "I'm sure any seat will do. Right, Victoria?"

"Yeah. How about that booth in the corner? I like that one."

"You do?" Tap exclaimed. He rushed over. "It could use another wipe down. Give me just a minute. Don't sit yet." He rushed behind the counter.

Soleil stared at me. "What on earth is going on?"

I held the stone out. "I don't know, but it has to do with this."

"Is the pack drooling all over you, too?"

"Just as bad, yep." I sighed.

Her expression brightened. "Fun!"

"Are you crazy? There's nothing fun about this new curse."

"Curse? This is awesome."

"It's horrible."

"To-may-to, To-mah-to. Everyone is tripping over themselves to serve you—even the former troll king and mesmers. Do you know how rare it is for mesmers to be affected by anything? I say we take full advantage of this."

"What? No. We need to fix this. And why aren't you affected?"

She studied the stone. "You're probably right about it causing this. It's an essence stone. Of course it isn't going to have an effect on me. I'm a valkyrie—we control the flow of essence."

"So you can fix this?" I pleaded with my eyes.

"I can't believe you'd want me to."

"Can you?"

She
























OPS/images/cover.jpg
CURSE OF THE MOON BOOK FIVE

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

STACY CLAFLIN





