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      What girl wouldn’t want a hot firefighter’s help with a flat tire?

      Denise Matthews.

      Sure, Chase piques her interest in hot and steamy ways, but Denise isn’t interested in dating drama. Men always want her undivided attention, and Denise doesn’t have time for that nonsense.

      Chase Drigan doesn’t want a casual fling with Denise. His wolfly beast roars to life around her in a way he's never fathomed before. And getting her to agree to a date is harder than this firefighter ever expected.

      One date is derailed when a stranger approaches Denise, giving her a magical curse that might just save the world.

      Chase and Denise’s lives are shoved forever off course, close to danger, closer together, as centuries old mysteries come to light as well as the dark entities who want it at any price.

      Chase's beast is ready to protect her, but Denise has to be willing to believe that there's more to the world than humans, and walk through fire to save the man—the beast—she may actually love.
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      How he made it this far, he didn’t know, but he’d made it. The priest sipped his water. He didn’t have much time. He had to determine his next move.

      He obviously couldn’t trust the church with this.

      Not anymore.

      He’d escaped from France and made it back to the Americas. The first part of his plan had worked.

      But they were out there. He knew they were. He could feel them. Whether it was his own intuition or the relics’ sentience, the priest didn’t know, but it didn’t matter.

      They were still after him.

      And he will die when they catch him.

      He’d been trying to stick to public places as much as possible. The old mantra of being around people would keep him safe kept thrumming through his head.

      Another one of the lies he told himself.

      Whether he would make it more than a few days he didn’t know, but he had to keep going.

      For now, the relic was safe.

      He just needed to get to the Immortal Knights Templar.

      They needed to know--

      The crack of a pool ball made him jump. It was all too reminiscent of the sound of torture. His gaze darted around the crowd. The place was filled with the typical sports bar noise--distant music, non-descript conversations, and television in the background, the nearest one to him on a news channel.

      He kept watching the TV expecting to see some kind of report about a mass murder in France or something, but up until now, nothing had come across the news wire.

      He wondered why not. How did these abominations of God hide from the humans? This entire time people had been looking for the monsters in the dark, when they were right in front of them in broad daylight.

      And no one knew it.

      It was amazing the clarity one had at the end of life. Those monsters--the truly evil ones--were out there. And they were coming.

      He shook his head and smiled at himself and the irony.

      A year ago, when he took his sabbatical to study history in France, he never had a clue what he would tumble into.

      And now look at him.

      Near the end of his life.

      He had never even received his Holy Orders. Part of him was disappointed. He had truly wanted to be a part of the Church, to be a priest, to help people and guide them to a higher spiritual self-awareness.

      Now he’d never--

      “Stop it. Now is not the time for reflection.”

      He sighed because he could feel it. It was almost over now. He had only to impart the information before they got to him. He had minutes.

      Maybe.

      He scanned the crowd. Someone here could take the information to the Templar Knights.

      Someone here would be…

      “Who was that?”

      His gaze narrowed on a brunette woman holding a pool stick. She was visiting with a blonde woman and a tall, dark haired male.

      The priest stared a moment longer.

      The male was a werewolf.

      “Good. Connections.” It was exactly what he needed. He would go speak to the male--

      “No!”

      The relic didn’t want him talking to the male. The female. She was more special. As his gaze ran over her, wondering why she was special, he started to see it.

      She had a shimmer to her--a magical protective layer.

      Yes. She was the one.

      The priest took a final sip of his water.

      Time to do this.
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      “Go out with me.”

      “No.”

      “I changed your tire.”

      “So now I owe you?”

      “Well, you did get to look at my ass for half an hour.”

      “I get to see your ass anytime I want.”

      “So you check out my ass?”

      “Yeah. So?”

      Chase Drigan gave Denise Matthews a pouting look. “You really won’t go out with me.”

      Denise raised her eyebrow at the young firefighter as the bitter winter wind whipped around them in the YMCA parking lot. She brushed a strand of hair out of her face, unable to fathom that this was happening.

      He was so… so… young.

      “Look, Chase. You’re cute. And hot. I’m pretty sure there are a whole lot of girls your age who’d love to go on a date with you.” She glanced over her shoulder.

      To illustrate the point, near the front door of the YMCA was a gaggle of twenty-somethings, furtively watching the exchange between her and Chase. They made yoga pants and tank tops look way better than she ever would. Denise turned back to the attractive fireman. If he even registered the girls watching from the entrance, he didn’t show it.

      “I’m not asking them,” Chase said. “I’m asking you.”

      Denise sighed. “You flatter me boy, but I’m just not interested.” Which was the problem with a lot of things lately for Denise. She wasn’t interested in anything anymore.

      Not her work.

      Not writing her books.

      Not staring at the firefighters when they came to the YMCA.

      While she was pretty sure she was too young to be going through the change of life, she knew something wasn’t right. Unfortunately, she didn’t have to be a genius to figure out what it was.

      Her old nemesis, depression, was fighting for attention. The cyclic return could almost be scheduled on a calendar. But this time, she’d decided to try and cut it off before it got too bad.

      Her plan included a re-dedication to gym-time to get her endorphins pumping, and possibly keep the darkness at bay.

      And occasionally talking to handsome young men, if the mood struck her.

      Today she was not in the mood. Of course, flat tires when she had a million other things to do only added to the stress.

      The desire to go home, curl up in a ball, and hide from everything and everyone was beginning to take over.

      But she wasn’t going to let it happen. Fortunately, Denise knew she had a job. A couple of them actually, and she had to stay on top of them.

      Her practical nature was usually her strongest combatant against her depression. The little nag in the back of her head always kept her in check, and was jumping up and down right now.

      No matter how horrible she felt, she still had stuff to do and she wasn’t getting out of it because she felt depressed. A regular problem she encountered, dealing with it. Some days she fought with everything she had. Some days, she was fine. And every so often, one thing, like a tire, could tip her over the edge.

      And boom…

      Meltdown.

      If Chase hadn’t come along and helped her…

      A flat tire was not on the schedule, damn it.

      Denise bit her lip because she wasn’t going to cry.

      No, she wasn’t going to do it. She wasn’t going to break down over a goddamn flat tire. At least the hunky fireman had changed it.

      She can take it somewhere to get it fixed.

      Or make her brother do it. Bruce liked doing stuff like that for her.

      That sounded like a plan.

      Yeah. She’d call Bruce. If she could tear him away from his new wife Greta. Their happiness was nauseating, but he deserved it.

      She walked over to her little Ford Focus’s driver side door and paused. She inhaled a breath, feeling the tears starting to well in her eyes, even though she’d just promised herself she wouldn’t cry.

      She might have snorted.

      “Denise, are you okay?” Chase asked, drawing her out of her head.

      She made herself stand up straighter and turned to look at him. He’d taken a step closer to her.

      “I’m fine. Just,” she waved her arm, “overwhelmed. I have a lot on my plate right now, and this isn’t something I scheduled.”

      He smiled. “You schedule everything?”

      She nodded. “I have to. Keeps me sorted.” And balanced, she thought to herself.

      He reached out and touched her arm. “Are you…”

      Denise was not a touchy person, granted--she usually shied away from physical contact, because, eww, people. She saw Chase’s hand coming, and in a flash prepared herself for the simple physical gesture.

      In a moment, it would be over.

      At least, it’s what should have happened. A brief second of contact, and then done. She was in no way prepared for the slam of energy she felt as soon as he touched her.

      It was almost like she’d been electrocuted. In the best possible way.

      The energy between them was palpable. She put her hand over his, and the power intensified.

      What in the world is this?

      Am I that hard up to get laid???

      Denise met his gaze, and for a second his eyes widened. She guessed he felt it too. He must have because he didn’t move his hand away.

      And she didn’t let go of his, either.

      “Did you--” Denise was cut off by the squawk of his radio on his hip.

      He pulled away, his attention shifting immediately to the radio. “I have to go,” he said as he twisted to the side. Whatever was being said, the words were fast, a litany of numbers and codes which made absolutely no sense to Denise.

      But she’d seen a shift in him--almost instant. He went from being a flirty young man to a machine.

      He walked away and didn’t look back.

      Denise fanned herself, overwhelmed by the sensations. She hadn’t had a reaction like that to a boy in, well, she couldn’t remember exactly the last time she’d felt so strongly about anyone.

      Not even the love-of-her-life Isaiah gave her that kind of vibe.

      Of course, Isaiah was his own special sort of guy. She loved him to distraction--such distraction she didn’t see him for the lying, cheating man-whore he was.

      Probably why she’d climbed aboard the Boys are stinky and not worth my time train.

      But this young fireman…

      There was something about him.

      Except for the fact that he was way too young for her.
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      “What happened?” Grand Master William, leader of the Immortal Knights Templar asked the Templar knight Tabor on the other end of the video call. He leaned in to watch the knight.

      Grand Master could learn a great deal by watching who he was speaking to as he learned from their words. Unlike many of his Immortal Templar Knights, William was not blessed with any sort of psychic gift, but he could read people.

      Every nuance of people’s expressions would tell him a story far more interesting usually than the one coming out of their mouths.

      An advantage in his current place in the world. A century ago, the Templars guarded the history of the world. Now, they guarded the myths tied to that history, and protected the humans from all of the supernatural.

      As long as the humans didn’t get in the middle of it.

      Though, really, humans always seemed to be meddling with forces they didn’t understand. And occasionally, Templars were human too.

      Whatever had occurred, it had visibly rattled his knight, Tabor. Even through the jostling of the cell phone’s video connection, he could see the details of Tabor’s demeanor.

      Tabor was nervous.

      Visibly upset and nervous.

      Though he tried to hide it, it was there--minute, but there.

      Grand Master noticed it. Being around for seven hundred years, the man had observed plenty of people trying to hide their worry or fear, and for what?

      Pride?

      To look stronger?

      Interesting sentiment.

      When one had seen as much as Grand Master had --both the beauty of the world and the horrors, it took a lot to reduce his faith in someone. He had learned long ago faith in people was more difficult, but achievable, especially when those people were honest.

      Feelings were not always correct, but they were real. He trusted feelings.

      Almost as much as he trusted what he could see with his own eyes.

      Tabor’s words pulled him back. “A vault has been breached.” The camera view jerked like Tabor had bumped into something as he walked.

      William blinked. “Which one?”

      Tabor had looked away for a moment, giving a last-minute order to someone, and then turned and answered William. “Poitiers. Poitiers, France.”

      Now it was time for William to feel agitation and fear. “How?”

      “I am on my way now, Grand Master. I will let you know what I find.”

      William nodded. “Find out everything you can. I want to know how someone found one of the highly-secured ultra-secret vaults.”

      “Yes, Grand Master,” Tabor said. “I remain hopeful everything is undisturbed.” At least, it’s what Tabor said.

      William was fairly certain Tabor didn’t believe that to be the case. His voice rose slightly as he spoke, an obvious hint of a lie.

      “Grand Master, how important are the relics in that vault?” Tabor asked.

      “Very,” William said. “Or we would not have them secured.” There were dozens of Templar Knight vaults hidden across the world, containing particular artifacts of the Templar treasury. Some as old as mankind. Some from the days of His Lord, Jesus Christ.

      And some with even more peculiar origins.

      While there were smaller, valuable items in the vault in France--a few old gold crosses, family jewels, and the like--the one relic concerning William the most was the least shiny of all the pieces.

      And hopefully, the one no one would look at.

      If all the gold and jewels were stolen, then so be it, those were easily replaceable.

      However, if the head of John the Baptist were discovered…

      It could be quite a difficult situation to rectify.
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      Chase Drigan wiped off his brow.

      “Come on, you lazy ass. What’s the matter with you?” Chase’s twin, Caleb Drigan yelled. Twins are always competitive. Twin werewolves? That was even more intense.

      Chase growled at his brother. “Because I’m not screaming like a lunatic?”

      “Well, at least, act like you enjoy playing basketball.”

      Chase dribbled, slamming the ball harder than he needed to, before passing it to his brother. “I think I’m out.” Why the fuck did they get up this early anyway? It was barely seven in the morning.

      Not like he’d been sleeping, but hey.

      “Damn it, what’s the deal? You’ve been an ass for, well--,” Caleb began.

      “Watch it,” Chase said sharply. He hadn’t been an ass that long. Just a couple days. Only since the nightmares started.

      He didn’t sleep particularly well--no firefighter did, really. Part of the training--being able to jump at the slightest provocation as needed.

      Some nights, he slept perfectly fine. Others, not so much. Always dreams of fires trying to take him away. Burn him from the inside out. Destroy him. Again, not altogether uncommon with firefighters.

      But now they’d changed. They were worse because now they had a woman in them. A woman walking into a fire with no protection. And he—in wolf form—couldn’t get to her.

      He was pretty sure he knew who the woman was.

      He wasn’t sure which was more upsetting--the fact there was a woman in his dreams, or because of who she was.

      “Oh man, you got the look,” Caleb said.

      Chase glared at him.

      Caleb tipped his head to the side. “What’s the matter, dude? Did you meet someone?”

      “No.” He hadn’t met anyone. Not today. But the nightmares had been going on for a few days, and when he backtracked the appearance of the curvy brunette in his dreams to whom he’d met, there was only one conclusion to draw.

      The woman in his dreams was the gal from the YMCA--Denise. He'd changed her tire.

      Fuck, he didn’t even know her last name. He’d seen her looking at him before, fed his ego a bit. As a firefighter, ogles at the gym were the norm. He’d never thought anything about it. Though why he’d asked her out, he wasn’t sure. An impulse he didn’t expect.

      Was his wolf trying to run him?

      He wasn’t sure he felt about—

      A basketball nearly slammed into his face, but he managed to catch it. He spun to see who’d thrown it and grimaced again.

      Anyone else, Chase might have challenged as a prankster, wanting to let his beast out and roam while he was still off work, but it was his eldest brother and the Alpha of the Drigan pack, David.

      There were rumblings before David got his alpha, if he would even receive the role. Werewolves did not just automatically become the next Alpha, they had to acquire it. After he did turn, there was no longer any doubt David was the leader of the pack.

      “You’re lying,” David said as he closed the gap between them.

      Chase shook his head.

      David raised his eyebrow. David, an older version of Chase and Caleb--same brown hair, same jawline, same blue eyes, he was almost a living picture of what Chase would look like in a decade.

      Including the gray hair at the temples.

      “You’re old,” Chase said.

      David glared. “What’s going on, bro?” He snagged the basketball from Chase and threw it at him again, this time hitting him hard in the chest.

      “Nightmares,” Chase muttered.

      “Girl?” David asked.

      Chase shook his head. Deny, deny, deny. “Fire,” he said. “A big one.”

      “I thought your wife was the psychic,” Caleb bumped Chase in the arm.

      “She does have the dreams,” David said. His wife Kelsey had been known to have dreams about things before they happened. Most of the time she was right on the money, but unfortunately, her dreams didn’t seem to have a lot of references as to when they would come to pass.

      She didn’t tell people about it normally because most people thought she was a nut. David, being a werewolf, was pretty open to the concept, and trusted his wife’s intuition like it was gospel.

      Yeah. They were the power-Alpha couple. They’d gotten their own place away from the big Drigan house, in order to put down their own roots.

      However, it did make the big house seem emptier now that only Chase and his mother Marge lived there.

      Even Caleb had moved out.

      The house was damn quiet, a change which had only occurred in the last few months. It was strange, for sure. Chase was accustomed to living in chaos and noise--at home and at work.

      The quiet was unnatural.

      “My dreams aren’t anything,” Chase said. And they weren’t. At least, nothing he wanted to tell his brothers yet.

      David wasn’t buying his story. “Uh huh.”

      “They’re not,” Chase said, a bit louder than he meant.

      “I think he doth protests too much,” Caleb said.

      Chase growled. “I’m not falling for anyone. You know how I feel about that.” While Caleb had always played the ladies’ man, Chase was the one who could charm his way into any girl’s pants. And being a firefighter only added to his sex appeal. Women flocked to him.

      He liked it that way--no commitment. He didn’t have time for clingy, needy women. In and out and on his way, that’s how he kept things.

      But this time, unfortunately, Chase was pretty sure his dreams might actually be the dreams. An end to his bachelor ways for good.

      He didn’t like the thought.

      “We all know,” David said. “Doesn’t mean your beast knows.”

      “Fuck off. I control my wolf.”

      “Do you?” David asked.

      Chase’s beast growled under the surface, cranky and tired. Itching for a fight. The new moon drained them every month, making all the wolves more cranky, and tempers flared easily.

      Chase’s was about to go through the roof.

      David however, wasn’t fazed by it. “Don’t start something boy.”

      “I’ll finish anything I start,” Chase said, getting nose to nose with his brother.

      “What the hell you two,” Caleb said, pushing himself in the middle. “Calm the fuck down!”

      “Don’t get in the middle of this.” David glared at Caleb. “Your brother can take care of himself.”

      “Fuck,” Chase said and stepped back. He rubbed his temples, a headache starting to form. “This sucks. I’m out,” he said, walking away.

      “Go talk to Lee,” David said.

      Chase stopped. “Why?”

      David raised his eyebrow. “Lee’s lived with nightmares for over a decade. He’d know what to tell you.”

      Chase nodded. His cousin would have some advice. Werewolves, when they met their mates, usually had dreams about them until the relationship solidified.

      Not sexy, fun dreams, either. Usually dreams of watching their mated one die horribly.

      David had nightmares of Kelsey and spiders for some damn reason. Caleb had nightmares about Deanna getting crushed under a car--Caleb was a mechanic, go figure--and Neil, he had nightmares about Marissa being attacked and dying.

      And they all married--or planned on marrying--those women. Caleb was engaged, Neil was engaged, and David and Kelsey had run off and got married right after he became Alpha.

      Now Chase was dreaming about the chick from the YMCA? In a fire?

      This couldn’t be good at all.

      His cousin Lee Reynolds had nightmares about his mate dying in his arms ever since he was a teenager. They say it screwed with the guy’s head, made him less stable. But really, if the dreams Lee had were as intense as the ones Chase had been having the last couple of nights, then the fact Lee could get up and go to work every day was a hell of an accomplishment.

      How the fuck do you deal with that? Every damn night?

      Maybe he did need to go see his cousin.
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      Snow crunched under Chase’s truck’s tires as he pulled into Lee’s driveway. Christmas lights were still hung around the front part of the house, and the wreath on the door seemed new, even though Christmas had come and gone. Lee’s own truck--a monster diesel model-- was parked next to the house, partially covered in snow.

      Chase glanced at his watch—it was just past noon. The snow glistened like glitter from the sun shining overhead. The brightness of the day made it seem like it should be warmer, but Chase could still see his breath in the cold winter air.

      Surely Lee was up and around.

      He climbed out, careful in the snow, and walked up to the little bungalow on the far side of the Drigan property. He had a decent little yard, but there wasn’t much space around Lee’s house. The woods behind it were the same ones they’d all played in when they were kids, hunting each other.

      As wolves, of course.

      He reached the brushed off the porch, stomped his feet to get rid of the snow and knocked.

      When the door opened he froze, but not because of the cold.

      Standing there was a lovely red-haired woman in a pair of slacks and blouse, which wouldn’t have been a big deal, if she hadn’t looked like she walked right off the cover of a 1940’s pin-up magazine. Her hair had the big roll things, and she had a bandana in her hair.

      It was kinda creepy.

      “Is Lee here?”

      She smiled a bright happy grin. “He sure is. Please come in.” She held open the door for him. “You must be Chase.”

      Chase nodded. “Right, but I don’t know who you are.”

      “I’m Ruthie Martin.” She held out her hand to shake, so Chase accepted.

      Need to show manners, right? “I didn’t realize Lee would have company. I can come back later.”

      “Oh no, don’t you dare! He’s in the shower. If you’d like to have a seat, I’ll get you some coffee.”

      “Oh, don’t go to any trouble.”

      “It’s no trouble at all! We have this little machine that makes it by the cup. It’s the neatest thing. I can make you any kind at all.”

      Chase followed her into the kitchen as she walked over to a small rack filled with single-serving coffee pods.

      “See? I even have cocoa or hot tea, if you’d prefer. I can make about anything, and I can re-use the little cups to start my herb garden in, so we’ll always have fresh herbs.”

      Chase scratched his head. “Uh…”

      “Oh let her, she loves using that thing,” Lee said, coming out.

      Chase turned to face his cousin.

      What the hell?

      It hadn’t been that long since Chase saw Lee, had it? Like a month?? Maybe six weeks? Was it Thanksgiving? But his cousin looked, well different. Still had same blond hair. Same brown eyes. And same stumpy finger.

      But different.

      He couldn’t put a name on what was different about him, but he was pretty sure it had something to do with this Ruthie girl in his kitchen.

      “What would you like, Chase?” Ruthie asked again.

      “Hot cocoa would be great,” Chase said. It sounded good on this cold day. He couldn’t keep his gaze from darting from Ruthie to Lee, and back.

      The way his cousin watched her, his expression so warm and loving. It wasn’t the cousin he remembered at all. Lee had always been surly and unhappy, well except when he was in a kitchen.

      Dude loved to cook. He was never happy unless he was making something.

      But now, the surliness was nowhere to be seen. Or rather, the surly attitude seemed gone. Chase wasn’t sure how to respond to it.

      “I’ll be damned,” Chase muttered.

      Lee glanced at him. “What?”

      “You look happy, dude.”

      Lee nodded and he met Chase’s gaze. “It’s amazing what finding your mate will do for you.”

      He shook his head. “But I thought--”

      “We all did,” Lee said.

      “Here you are,” Ruthie said, bringing Chase a steaming cup. It immediately put him in a better mood. The smell of hot cocoa always made him feel better. “This makes me think of your grandmother.”

      Lee nodded. “She always had hot cocoa for us in the winter.” Lee led him back into the living room and sat in a chair while Chase took a spot on the sofa.

      “Evelyn was thoughtful like that,” Ruthie said, coming out of the kitchen.

      Chase glanced at her. “Did you know Grandma Reynolds?”

      “Yes, I knew Evelyn,” Ruthie said.

      While technically not his grandmother, Chase had been to Evelyn’s house enough times spending the night with his cousins, she had become his honorary grandmother.

      She was human but loved her wolfy grandkids--Evelyn’s son had married Chase’s aunt. Evelyn would let them just tear around anywhere when they were kids.

      Those were fun times.

      Ruthie leaned down and kissed Lee’s head. “I’m going to work on my sewing. You boys have fun. Let me know if you need anything.”

      “Thanks, babe. We’ll be fine.”

      Chase watched her walk away, staring at her feet. He noticed she was wearing heels. In the house. While she was going to do stuff. Who the hell was this woman?

      Chase gestured to Ruthie as she walked away. “How did that happen?”

      Lee smiled. “It was a helluva Christmas.”

      “I guess so,” Chase said. “I’d love to hear the story sometime.”

      “Sometime I’ll tell you.” Lee slurped his cup of cocoa. “From what you said in your texts, I gather this isn’t a social call.”

      Chase nodded. “I’m in a weird place. David thought you might have some advice for me?”

      “About dealing with the nightmares? Well, I can’t say I know much of anything, really.”

      “You had them for over a decade. Hell, I still thought you had them.”

      “How long?” Lee asked.

      “A couple days.”

      Lee snorted. “Come back when it’s been a couple years.”

      Chase shook his head. “That’s not it. I know who she is.”

      “So what’s the problem?”

      “I don’t know what to do with her.”

      “Why? I thought you always had a girl on reserve.”

      “There’s the problem. I usually do. The idea of well, losing the variety,” Chase shivered. “I don’t know that I can handle that.”

      “You. The big fireman. Who walks through flames on a regular basis. You can’t handle the same woman every day?”

      “It’s a lot of things. The family’s been through so much in the last year. The Drigan house is damn quiet right now. I just wanted to stay the course. No major changes for a while. Just want to make sure everyone is set, you know?”

      Lee sighed. “Everyone, or you?”

      “Yes.”

      Lee nodded. “The dreams are not a big deal unless you make them one.”

      “They’re pretty strong.”

      “Your worst nightmares. That’s what they are--our worst nightmares. The Divine’s little joke for us wolves. We watch our mated ones die in the way we fear most. Every single night. It’s supposed to, uh, solidify the bond faster.”

      “By tormenting us?” Chase asked.

      Lee smirked. “Come on, Mr. Fire Man. When are people the most honest? When does their truest character show?”

      “When they are the most vulnerable,” Chase said. He’d seen it time and time again. People he’d considered courageous started freaking out and the ones he’d assumed would run were the ones who wound up being braver than everyone else.

      Lee tapped his brow. “When they’re scared.” He leaned forward and rested his arms on his legs, coffee mug in his hands. When he brought his gaze back up, Chase blinked, because his cousin looked far wiser than he should have. After all, he was only in his late twenties, just like Chase.

      “The way I figure it,” Lee began, “we’re werewolves. So we’re all growly and defensive and we fight our emotions really hard. Vulnerability means weakness, so we don’t show weakness, out of fear the pack will pick us off.”

      “Dude. We’re werewolves. Not uncivilized monsters.”

      “Let me finish. We think our mates make us vulnerable. The one thing we can’t lose once we find them. So we growl, snarl, and generally fight this vulnerability, which makes us block the emotions.”

      “So the dreams make us scared on purpose?”

      “We feel the emotions in a vulnerable state. So they’re more pure. Because face it, would you ever admit a woman had gotten under your skin?”

      Chase shook his head.

      “Neither would I.”

      “But they do,” Chase said, finishing his cocoa.

      “They do.” Lee sat his coffee cup on the end table. “But really it’s not so bad.”

      “For you.”

      Lee raised his eyebrow. “And how bad could your mated one be?”

      Chase shrugged. “Pretty sure she thinks I’m a dick.”

      “Seems like a good start,” Lee said with a sly grin.

      “Screw you.”
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      “Grand Master, it’s gone,” Tabor said.

      William sighed. “You are certain.”

      “Yes. Everything is gone. Including the relic.”

      “Tell me all you know,” William said, watching Tabor through the video call.

      The Knight shook his head. “There is not much to tell. Even what we learned makes little sense. There was a priest here on sabbatical for his studies. The locals tell me he was very excited to take his Holy Orders, and he was generally a pleasant man to be around. Then he disappeared.”

      “How long ago?”

      “Three days. One witness reported seeing some odd men and women around the old church a few days ago. Not a lot of description, other than they must be smokers, but nothing much else of any help. Their words? It was like they vanished.”

      William grimaced. “Sheldevak.” The mythicals, not quite corporeal, not quite ghostly, were the stuff of nightmares. They slipped in and out of existence. Some were strong enough to move great distances in the physical world, which seemed to make them vanish.

      And if they stayed too long in the physical world, they needed sustenance.

      Souls.

      Human souls kept them alive. Many of the issues of human trafficking had mythical implications. And sheldevak needed the souls to survive. They could be more of a menace than hungry vampires, for the sheldevak kept the bodies—soulless beings that followed them around—like slaves.

      But what would sheldevak want with the relic? It had no soul, and its only powers would be of little use to their kind--they have no care for the past or the future.

      They had to be working for someone else.

      But who would want the relic?
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