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Prologue
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TWELVE YEARS EARLIER...

“Evelyn!” a male voice shouted through the fire. “Mark!” it called again.

There was a huge explosion and fire burst everywhere. Aside from the roar of the blaze, the silence was deafening, only adding to the eerie sensation the smoke created.

Through the flames, a shape appeared. It was Seamus, but a younger version with dirty clothing, barely in his mid-twenties. His blonde hair was glued to his face, and sweat dripped off his brow. He searched around frantically, his grey eyes widened with anguish and panic.

“Mark! Evie!” he yelled. “Freya!”

Shouts answered him, and he paused to listen, trying to pinpoint their location. Once he found what he needed, he purposefully strode through the fire. She had to run to keep up with him, taking in the tension in him, the way his breath was coming panting.

Seamus reached a burning car, his eyes glistening more than before. The smoke was thick, and he coughed. Despite his discomfort, he stepped closer to the people within.

He placed his palms on the burning metal of the hood and gritted his teeth. Freya’s eyes widened at the power emanating from his palms, a surge so strong it rippled across the metal, trying to leash in the fire.

“Stop!” Seamus growled, and the blaze seemed to diminish for a moment. Before he even had a chance to speak, it burst higher, and he backwards with the force.

The Sage recoiled back in shock. “Impossible...” he whispered.

“Very much possible,” a voice came from behind him.

He turned towards it and staggered back. “You! You are the cause of this!”

The shapes were dark, obscured by the smog, only a faint outline visible. Freya could not discern them any better than Seamus could, but she sensed his wrath as if it was a living thing.

He clasped his hands together, snarling and trying to grasp the air around and use it to his advantage. He struck forward, and energy escaped towards the attackers.

“You scum!” he yelled as they disappeared.

Seamus turned back to the car, and a female voice called from within. “Seamus! Save her!” 

Pale hands streaked with cuts and smoke held a bundle wrapped in a dirty rag. Seamus rushed closer, and they handed the child to him. A raven-haired grey-eyed four-year-old baby. 

Seamus held the baby in his arms, wrapping his coat around tiny Freya’s face to shield her from the fire.

“Evie! Where’s Mark?”

A weaker someone answered from within. “I’m here. Run, Seamus... Run before they come back.”

“You know... You know who they were, don’t you?” O’Keeffe whispered, and there was so much emotion in his tone, it seemed to strangle him.

“Yes. He sent them. And they’ll come back for Freya. Get her out of here, please,” Mark pleaded. “Leave us, just...make sure she’s safe.”

“No!” Seamus’ eyes filled with tears as he choked out, “I can save you too!”

“There’s no time,” Evie’s voice was wistful, but firm. “They will return, make no mistake. Save Freya!”

“Go!” Mark croaked from within, and the sound tore through the air. “Run, Seamus. Do it for our friendship!”

Seamus shook his head, but another plea from them both was his undoing. He nodded past the lump in his throat and, biting back tears, hugged the child closer.

“I’m sorry... Mark... Evie...” he whispered to the air.

Seamus turned and ran through the smoke until his chest was ablaze and he dropped to his knees. He had reached the end of the road when he turned and looked back. He witnessed the same two shapes coming out of the fire and raising their hands, blasting energy at the car simultaneously.

Sobs burst past his lips, soon followed by the anguished groan of a hurt beast. “No...” 

Seamus watched, powerless, as the flames consumed Freya’s parents. Movement in his arms drew his gaze to the tiny baby, and the ache in his heart eased ever so.

“Farewell, my friends. I will protect her as my own.”

&&&

Moments after dying, Evie opened her eyes to a bright blue sky. A warm hand in hers tightened its grip, and she turned her head to the side. Mark was blinking awake, and taking in their surroundings.

As they both go to their feet, Evie gasped. Clear, blue water surrounded them, so clear in fact she could see fish swimming. If she didn’t know better, she would’ve thought they were in the Caribbean.

“Mark...”

Her husband squeezed her hand in reply, his body taut with tension as he did a slow turn. When he froze, Evie turned in the direction he was staring.

A gilded palace shone as if carved out of the landscape. It had not been there mere moments earlier. But now it stood tall, proud, a majestic reminder of a forgotten past, from the times of Pharaohs and long lost dynasties.

Evie let go of Mark and stepped closer, ignoring his soft pleas to not move any nearer. She recognized the architecture of the sphinxes which guarded its entrance. It cannot be...

As if on cue, the doors to the palace opened and out stepped a woman. Dressed in a long, white robe, she was adorned with a lapis-lazuli necklace and a throne crown. Her olive-skin and high cheeks spoke of blue blood, as did the way she held herself – like a queen. 

Evie stopped dead in her tracks. Eyes wide, she dropped to her knees, pressing her forehead to the ground. “Goddess...”

Mark was by her side in an instant. “Evie, are you hurt? What's wrong?”

She knew not how to explain the urge to salute the goddess, nor how to answer the need within her. Fearful of attracting her ire, Evie lifted her head off the ground, and chanced a glance upwards.

“Rise, daughter.” 

The woman was only a few feet away now, smiling down at the couple. Mark’s frown did nothing to shatter her confidence, nor did it affect the kindness in her eyes.

“Evie, talk to me.”

As if in a dream, she turned her gaze from the goddess to Mark, and swallowed hard. She owed him so much, and yet she had always kept this away from him, even through her pregnancy, even through them being hunted... Would he be able to forgive her?

Mark dropped his forehead to hers, his eyes never once leaving hers. “You trusted me in life, darling. There is no reason to stop now.”

“It is not a matter of distrust, Mark,” the woman intervened, “rather of fear. What Evelyn needs to tell you may shatter certain illusions you have... Are you prepared for that?”

Mark broke eye contact with his wife to glare at the stranger. “Who the hell are you?”

“Watch your tone with my wife, human.” The booming voice appeared first, followed by a man. He crossed the entrance to the palace and joined the woman in front of them. “I am Osiris, god of the Underworld, and you stand before Isis, goddess of magic, wisdom, and mother of pharaohs.”

Mark’s jaw slacked from surprise, and he glanced between the two deities, then back to Evie. His background in archaeology had educated him enough to recognize the names, but his wife’s own in Egyptology much surpassed it.

“The gods of Ancient Egypt?”

Evie nodded to his question and stood. “I... need to tell you something, Mark. It has to do with everything we’ve been through.”

Her tone predicted nothing good, but Mark forced himself to relax his tense muscles. “I am listening.”

“One night, when I was a young girl, a book appeared in my backyard. It told me I may have to use it in the future, but until such a time, to forget about it. And I did...”

“A book told you?” Mark repeated, frowning.

Evie placed a calming hand on Mark and met his gaze head-on. “I know this sounds crazy, but is it any crazier than us being killed by a pack of demons?”

“You’ve got a point there, darling. Keep going.”

“I forgot about the book until shortly before meeting you. When I visited Scotland on my own, and you found me at Stonehenge, it was not by luck. The book led me there, and many other places across Scotland. I found out I was its guardian, and what I was protecting...” Evie trailed off at that and glanced to Isis and Osiris for help in explaining.

“She guarded, unknowingly, the relics of power for us,” Osiris said. “They are two powerful objects that, together, can render one master of the undead. They can also release my vengeful brother, Set, from the cage I have imprisoned him in the Underworld.”

Mark crossed his arms over his chest. “Go on,” he nodded to Evie.

“Well, I wasn’t the only one who had such a responsibility. When you introduced me to Seamus, I found out one of his friends, Thomas, protected a similar artifact... A medallion.”

“How did you know something related them?”

Evie bit her lip. “Do you remember at our wedding, when you asked me if something was wrong?”

Mark frowned, thinking back that long-ago memory. “Yeah, you were white as a ghost after taking a walk with Seamus, and I couldn’t figure out what happened.”

“That's because I met Thomas.”

A growl from Osiris silenced her, but Isis glared at her husband. She motioned for Evie to continue. 

“When I saw the medallion around his neck, I panicked. Also, something seemed to happen to us, like the book and the medallion were trying to keep us apart, at opposite corners of the Earth...”

“It is part of the spell we set upon them,” Isis revealed. “They are only to be in the same vicinity with the two chosen to be their guardians, in order to lead to the relics.”

“Now why would you do that?” Mark scowled.

“Because long ago, the entity who helped us hide the relics said the time will come when someone will have to step up. And that brings us to now, and your untimely demise.”

“What do you mean?” Evie’s question was a whisper, and Mark moved closer to hold her.

“We had hoped you would raise Freya into someone powerful enough to follow in your footsteps.” Osiris’ expression sobered. “As the greatest two Sages in the world, you were fit to protect the artifact. Unfortunately, the book is now being protected by a man who lost the quasi-totality of his powers.”

“Who?”

“Seamus O’Keeffe.”

Evie inhaled sharply in Mark’s arms. “No! How? What happened?”

“He tried to save you two and faced off against demons much too powerful for one man.”

Mark tightened his grip on his wife. “What are we to do, in that case? How do we help?”

“And what does this all have to do with Freya?”

“She will be one of the chosen,” Isis said softly. “And you, too, have a choice.”

Osiris stepped forward. “I can allow you to continue to the Underworld, where you shall receive the eternity of peace owed to you. Or, you remain a guardian to your little one... Spiritually, if nothing else.”

“Meaning what, exactly? That we’d be ghosts?” Mark’s brow creased in frustration.

“Yes.” The confirmation came from Isis, who stepped closer to her husband. “If you release your identities, you would have some, if not much, combined spiritual strength. It would be enough to cross into the physical world Freya lives in, from time to time...”

“But you cannot tell her who you are, and you have to swear to act unbiased.”

“She is our daughter! Do you realize what you ask?”

Osiris only stared, unfazed “Yes.”

Evie and Mark shared a look, communicating without words. In the end, Evie nodded for both of them. “We accept.”

Isis sighed and lifted a palm. A soft, golden fog rose around the two, and they became orbs. As their souls fused to become one, she turned to Osiris. “What of Thomas?”

The god growled once more, his jaw clenching at the name. “He has done enough. I cannot risk the medallion falling in the wrong hands.”

“You believe it is time to change guardians? But the artifact...”

“Perhaps it chose wrong.”

Their conversation was interrupted as the orb took shape, and in front of them appeared a white tiger, its green-golden eyes shining fiercely. 

“Welcome into the world, Tyr,” Isis spoke softly. 
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PRESENT TIME....

In the palace of the gods, Evie and Mark rushed into each other’s arms. Osiris smiled at Isis, recalling more than one such reunion between them. For those memories, he allowed them a moment of peace, before clearing his throat. They pulled away, seeking the gods.

“Why bring us back?” Was Mark’s first question. 

Osiris narrowed his eyes, recalling the countless times Tyr had disobeyed. It was apparent now where that streak of rebellion came from. When they had merged the souls, Isis had assured him both Mark and Evie's personalities would survive. In practice, one side would take prevalence, depending on the situation.

His wife had not been wrong then. And it was still Isis’ touch on his arm that calmed him enough not to spit out fire. Instead, the god took a deep breath.

“Years ago, you both helped us out, unlike your companion.”

“He’s wasn’t our companion.” Mark’s jaw clenched, his eyes darkening with fury. “He was an acquaintance. A mutual friend of someone we both respect.”

Osiris threw him a look, but Mark was not done speaking. “And if I recall correctly, you scared him into hiding.”

Isis sighed by her husband’s side and took a step towards the couple. “It was not our intent, but Thomas did take it rather....hard.”

“Hard?” Evie’s eyes narrowed. Though her tone remained soft, there was a steely quality to her gaze that surprised the gods. “A demon killed him and he has not seen his grandson grow up. We can relate to his pain, believe it or not. What you did, forcing him to give up a lifetime of peace, was cruel.”

“We tried to rectify it, Evelyn.”

“You should have tried harder.” Mark wrapped an arm around his wife, pulling her into him. She buried her head in his chest and let out a loud sigh, as though releasing tension. 

When she stepped out, her expression was calmer. “If we are to help in whatever this is that you needed our human forms for, our price is Thomas’ freedom. Let him get his peaceful slumber, with no consequence for crossing you.”

Isis turned to her husband, expecting him to deny the request. To her surprise, Osiris’ attention was on Mark, not Evie. “Do you agree to this?”

“Yes.” 

“Then I swear it will be done,” Osiris said. “Thomas will be free to choose his soul’s path, as soon as we handle the latest mess.”

Mark nodded and intertwined his fingers with his wife’s. “Which is?”

“We brought you back to human form because it was the only way to save you,” Osiris said. “After your fight with the demon, Raksh killed some of my guards and saw Set. We believe it was to bring him the dragon artefacts.” 

“But they were empty,” Isis finished. “Freya and Brennan absorbed the two halves of the map.”

Evie gasped, taking a step out of Mark’s arms and towards the gods. “If they did, that means she and Brennan....they’ve truly connected?”

Isis inclined her head, barely hiding the smile that threatened to emerge. “Yes.”

“When?” The curt question came from Mark, whose darkening expression hinted he was none too happy about his daughter’s proximity to a certain Wiseman.

“Before they fought Cortés,” Osiris said, tilting his head to the side. “Why the attitude, Mark? You should be happy – the bond protects your daughter.”

Evie squeezed his hand before Mark could answer, calming him down. “He’s being a wary father, is all. But if they did connect, how deep does their connection go?”

“Enough that they can tell each other’s location and strengthen each other’s powers when needed. Their spiritual potential has grown, and will continue to rise the more they are together. But we are not the only ones who know that.”

“Raksh.” 

Mark’s growl drew Osiris’ attention once more. “Yes, and my brother by default. But let us not forget what this map absorption means.”

When the couple seemed confused, Isis smiled. “The power of the artefacts will push them to find the relics. And they will need help, someone to protect them.”

“You’re asking us to play guardian to my daughter and her boyfriend?”

“I suppose so,” Isis murmured wryly.

Evie shook her head in amusement at her husband offended tone. Mark stepped towards Osiris, his demeanor much too calm.

“You know, I’ve had a while to ponder what you told us, long ago.”

“Mm.” The god only arched an eyebrow, nowhere threatened.

“Twelve years ago, you mentioned an entity that helped you hide the relics. What did you mean?”

Isis’ shoulders rose in a delicate shrug. “Did you never wonder why the powers of Sages and Wisemen come from the same dragon?”

“Or why you two were so successful safeguarding the book?” Osiris added.

Mark and Evie shared a look, but in the end seemed more confused than ever. Evie spoke first. “I was chosen when I was young, as was Thomas. That’s where my connection ends.”

“And Mark was the strongest in his class of Sages, bested only by Seamus.” Isis smiled at their surprised exchange. “We did not choose you by chance, when you died. Your credentials spoke for themselves.”

“And exactly what does this background have to do with anything?” 

“Your strengths and your powerful auras showed you were descendants of the greats. It also meant you had in your veins the strongest potency of the powers gifted by a certain dragon upon a maiden.”

A stunned silence followed Isis’ explanation, interrupted by Osiris. “At the risk of repeating myself, were you never curious about the source of your spiritual strength?” When he smiled this time, the skin at the corners of his eyes crinkled. “Only a creature of the Underworld could gift such a thing.”    

“Are you saying... The dragon in the story with Estella, he’s... from the Underworld?” Evie's voice squeaked at the end, betraying her surprise – and awe.

“Yes. He was guardian to my palace, but when I got wind of Set trying to overthrow kingdoms through the influence of humans, I sent him to the surface. When he was injured, Draykho acted of his own accord.”

“Draykho...” After a stunned silence, Mark spoke. “Is that... Does that mean he’s also the guardian of the relics?”

Osiris did not answer, instead stared back. Mark turned to Evie, noticing her stricken expression. So she also hadn’t known.

He focused his attention back on the deity. “Then if Freya and Brennan search for the relics....”

“They will be driven to Draykho, and wherever he lies in wait.”

“I don’t understand. Did you lose him or something?”

A flash of annoyance crossed Osiris’ face at Mark’s question. “No, I did not lose my dragon. But when we realized the threat Set still poses, I and Isis asked him to go into hiding. He was to keep the location a secret, known only to him. The artefacts were his only clue to us, and we made sure they found someone worthy.”

Mark recalled Evie's story. She’d always thought the book from her childhood had been normal. At least until they’d met, and the tome revealed itself to be more than a page-turner.

He wrenched his gaze from his wife, turning to the gods once more. “So if Raksh follows Freya and Brennan...”

“He would have the opportunity to steal the relics, and kill Draykho. If the ancient being ceases to exist, what he has bestowed upon your kind will also flounder out of existence.”

“You mean Sages and Wisemen...”

“Would become mortal again.” Osiris’ words were like a death sentence.

Mark and Evie shared a look. “How much of this can we tell Freya and Brennan?”

“Whatever you think is right,” Isis confirmed. “We put no restrictions on you, not this time. You were brought back as separate entities because it was our only option. We cannot enter the earthly realm, thus you will be our only link.”

“And the youths’ only hope at success. You alone can protect them.”

The two adults nodded and morphed into their tiger shapes. Time to see Seamus.

&&&

“Ow!” Brennan hit the ground with a groan of pain, then rolled to his back in time to avoid his opponent.

Hair up in a ponytail, dressed in shorts and a simple t-shirt, Freya was flying with her leg extended. It was aiming straight for him, unless he planned to move out of the way and concede the win.

With a muffled sound of pain, Brennan stood and grabbed her leg mid-air, circling around and releasing her towards a tree. Undeterred, Freya rolled over her back and landed in a crouch. 

She flashed a grin. “Giving up?”

Brennan snorted and held up his hands. “Keep it coming, girlfriend.”

Freya shook her head, then stood and faced him. They continued sparring for long hours, until they both landed on the grass, unable to move a muscle.

“Remind me never to lose a bet with you again.” Brennan’s mutter was strained, as were his muscles. 

He turned to Freya, noticing her intent expression as she started at the sky. “Frey? All good?”

When she remained quiet, Brennan interlaced their fingers in the grass. The action had her turn to him, smiling. “Yeah, I’m good. Was just thinking.” 

“What about?” Freya bit her lip, and it was enough answer. “Tyr?”

She avoided his too-perceptive stare, until he reached with his free hand and grabbed her chin. “Talk to me, Frey. That’s what we do, remember?”

Freya met his gaze then, blinking hard against the tears that threatened. “I know it’s stupid, and there could be a million reasons that explain it... But I haven’t been able to find Artemis, and I can’t help thinking something bad happened to Tyr. And I miss...”

Brennan pulled her in his arms, hugging her as she cried. “I know, love. I know.”

After a few long moments, Freya calmed down enough to sit upright. “We need to find Raksh, Bren. He’s the only one we can get answers from.”

“Only problem is, that’s all we’ve been trying to do for the last weeks.”

“Maybe we need more than studying sessions in the middle of night,” Freya said. “There’s nothing in Seamus’ library, and you can’t recall there being anything in your grandfather’s. We’ve tried everything we can think of, but maybe we just haven’t thought outside the box.”

Something about the way she said it had Brennan’s attention. “And what more can we try?”

Freya hesitated. “We could try bait.”

Brennan hated the sound of it, and he had a feeling Freya’s idea would be much worse than what it implied. “Meaning?”

“The map is in our heads. If we try, we could get it to reveal enough clues to start us on our journey. No matter what Raksh is doing, he’ll jump on the chance.”

“And if he catches us? We haven’t exactly been able to replicate our feat from defeating Cortés.”

“I know that.” Freya looked away, resting her head on her knees. “Didn’t think that far ahead, to be honest. I know that if we find him, we can put an end to this crap.”

“And if that route really takes us by the relics, what then?”

“We destroy them, plain and simple. No relics, no weapons for Set.”

Brennan mulled the matter over. “But what if it affects the ghosts? Or worse, our abilities?”

Defeat coated Freya’s voice when she spoke again. “You may be right.”

“I’m more than willing to look into it with you, Frey, but keep in mind how my grandfather died.” He squeezed her hand, dragging her attention from the grass to him. “I don’t want anything to happen to you, not when you mean so much to me.”

Freya smiled at that and leaned closer, pressing her lips against his. “Same here. It was a stupid idea.”

Brennan opened his mouth to add more, then closed it. He'd learned long ago that Freya’s mind worked in intricate ways, and sometimes it was better to be delicate than outright blunt. “Plus, I doubt Seamus would approve of such a plan.”

Freya sighed. “I know, I figured as much. It was worth a shot.”

The Wiseman peered at his partner, trying to figure out if she was truly letting go of the idea or if it was a ploy. Before he could conclude either way, Freya got to her feet and held out her hand. “I’m starving. Let’s hunt for something to eat.”

&&&

Freya ducked the Wiseman, dancing away and shaking her head. Already half-falling apart, her ponytail came undone and her raven hair fell in straight locks around her shoulder. “Bite me, Bren. This one’s mine.”

Eyes on him, she took a big bite of the chocolate cake, making a show of enjoying it while he scowled. “You’re mean.”

Freya only shrugged, taking another bite. Brennan chose that moment to lunge for her, making her shriek and try to run away, only to trip over herself and fall down.

Brennan wrapped one arm around her waist while his free hand caught the plate with the treasure. He tossed Freya on the couch, then repositioned himself at the head of the table.

“Like I said – never get between a man and his stomach.”

Freya scowled, but laughter trickled through her expression while Brennan stuffed his mouth. “You’re such a child sometimes!”

As if to make a point, Brennan turned his back to her, covering the plate with his upper body. He gulped down the remnants of the cake. 

Their playful banter was interrupted when Sam walked through the wall. Freya grinned his way, but it soon fell when she noticed his serious expression. “Sam, what’s wrong?”

“I need your help.”

Brennan dropped his plate, joining his partner. “What happened?”

“It’s not for me,” Sam explained, shaking his head. “It’s for her.”

He turned and a young girl about his age floated inside. Dressed in something akin to rags, she looked frightfully pale and malnourished. Brown hair fell in limp threads, framing a heart-shaped face. Her huge chocolate eyes stared at them as a doe would a hunter, and she appeared ready to bolt.

“Who’s your friend, Sam?” Freya kept her tone soft, unwilling to scare the young girl.

Sam took a step closer to the newcomer, pulling her small hand in his. “This is Anya, and she needs our help.” He turned to Anya, whispering in her ear. 

Freya noticed Brennan’s intense expression. Eyes narrowed, he stepped closer. Despite Freya straining her ears, she only heard the word “countess”. Something about their hushed conversation was enough to raise her hackles.

After long moments of whispering back and forth, Sam faced them once more and pushed Anya gently forward.  

Anya looked between her and Brennan. “You have to help... Please.” A thick accent lined her every word, and it took Freya a moment to clue in to its origin. “The Countess won’t let us go, and I’m afraid... She’ll ruin the whole town, our families, our souls – forever.”

“Countess?” Brennan’s tone was full of confusion, but Freya staggered back. 

She had placed the accent to an area she had seldom visited, and the implication was enough to stun her into silence. 

It can’t be...

Freya searched Anya’s expression, looking for deceit. But all she could read was the terror in her eyes, and the pure fear in her aura. She’s not lying. 

The Sage cleared her throat, but still her voice came out shaky. “She means the Bloody Countess.... Elizabeth Báthory.”
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Chapter 2
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AT FIRST, SEAMUS THOUGHT he was dreaming. The air in the room chilled, and he half-opened his eyes to see a light shining. With a groan, he turned over in bed, trying to catch a few more hours of sleep.

Yet the brilliance only intensified, enough so to raise the hairs at the back of his neck. Now fully awake, he flipped over and faced it, only to blink in astonishment. “What...?”

Freya’s tiger guardian was in his room, its green-golden eyes as startling as before. Before his bemused gaze, however, another tiger appeared. Its fur was also white with black stripes, but it was a grey stare he met instead. 

Goosebumps rose across Seamus’ entire body, even as his mind tried to comprehend. “You... Tyr?” There was confusion in his tone, but also hope.

The tigers shared a look, then the green-eyed one stepped closer. You knew us under that name, yes, but do you truly not recognize us now? The voice was inherently male, no longer neutral as it had been. 

His companion nudged him, and this time it was a female resonating in Seamus’ mind. How could he, in these forms? 

O’Keeffe gaped at them for a long moment before voicing what he still couldn't believe. “Mark... Evelyn? Is it really you?” 

The grey-eyed tiger nodded, moving close enough to rub her muzzle over his hand. It’s us, Seamus. 

“But... You’re dead.”

Another shared glance, and this time Mark spoke. That, we are. But the gods called upon us to help them and gave us powers of Dreamwalkers. We live between the realms of spirits and humans, watching over Freya... and you.

“The gods?”

Isis and Osiris.

Seamus’ face lost all color. “Then it’s true... What Thomas told me. It really is a match between gods, and we’re all pieces on a chessboard.”

I am afraid so, Seamus. 

“But how...”

Mark went on to explain what happened twelve years earlier, finishing with, They thought it was time to split us and allow us back here in a proper and due form. 

“Are you saying Thomas is also a Dreamwalker?”

Evie nodded. Yes, but he refused to help the gods and partake in their games... He disappeared after.

Seamus ran a hand over his face, trying to gather his thoughts. Eventually, he kept coming back to the same question. “What is it that brought you back here, specifically, to Scotland?”

Freya and Brennan... They are no longer safe. 
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“Countess who?” Brennan frowned, his gaze shifting from Freya to Sam, then Anya. The young girl cowered under his severe expression and shied back next to Sam.

“Báthory. She’s the first documented vampire in history.”

Freya’s statement drew Brennan’s attention to her. “The first what!?”

The Sage rolled her eyes at him and stepped towards Anya, kneeling on the floor. In that position, the girl barely reached shoulder height, yet even her frail appearance couldn’t take away the haunted gleam in her eyes. 

“Anya, I need you to tell me everything.”

She looked up, biting on her lip. Her glowing form was unmoving, responding to Freya’s innate strength. “Long ago, my village in Čachtice was quiet. Until a woman married our lord, the count in charge of the area. He left on many a trip, but she stayed behind. She was....evil. Pure evil.”

A shudder ran through the girl’s slight form, and Freya reached out to hold her hand. “You’re safe here with us.”

Anya hesitated for a beat before saying, “She wanted to stay young, and keep her beauty. Girls in my village started disappearing... At first it was the ones without homes, like my sister. But then the richer ones started, too. She’s been... Ever since we’ve been back on Earth, she’s been collecting her dead victims and forcing them to obey. The Countess wants to use us to ensnare men...” Anya trailed off, looking scared to continue.

“Ensnare how?”

Rather than answering directly, Anya whispered, “The Countess is different. Men follow her, listen to her. Alive or dead, they do her bidding... Like the virgin girls she once killed.”

Freya’s stricken expression matched Brennan’s. She gulped and said, “Do you know what she is searching for?”

Anya lifted her gaze and looked at both teenagers though she seemed not to see them. “Immortality.”

A deafening silence fell in the room, so at odds with the laughter that had existed there before. After a few moments, Freya let go of Anya’s hand and joined Brennan.

“Immortality?” he asked. “But she’s already a ghost. How much more immortal can she get?”

Freya shrugged, glancing back at Anya. “I have a feeling our understanding of immortality is vastly different than Elizabeth’s.”

“So?” Sam gloated closer, looking between them eagerly. “We can help, right?”

The couple shared a look, and Freya nodded. “Yeah, of course. But Bren and I need to research this. How about we meet here in the morning?”

Sam offered them a small smile. “Thanks, guys.” He took Anya’s hand in his and disappeared through the wall. 

Freya watched Sam leave with Anya, lost in her thoughts. When Brennan touched her shoulder, she turned to face him. “We have to stop that woman, there’s no choice about it.”

“What of the demon?”

Freya’s expression darkened. “I want nothing more than to hunt Raksh down, but these are innocent lives we’re talking about.”

Brennan nodded. “I know, and I agree. So, up for a late night studying?”

Freya grinned and leaned in for a lingering kiss. 
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Seamus stared between the two tigers, uncomprehending. Brow creased, he asked, “What did you mean about Freya and Brennan’s safety?”

Mark sat down, bowing his head. The demon is after them again.

“That’s nothing new, and they fought him off well last time.”

Perhaps. But the difference is, now they protect what I and Thomas did, long ago.

Of unspoken accord, the tigers had decided it would be counter effective to tell Seamus everything. The more he knew of Freya and Brennan’s abilities, the more he would worry. 

“The map? So I heard.” The elder Sage sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose. He seemed exhausted, at the end of his wits.

Why are you so tired, Seamus?

Evie’s nudge had tears rising to his eyes. “You have no idea how good it is to see you two once more. Freya... We have to tell her, too.”

He stood to go meet his protégée, but Mark called out. Wait.

Before we tell our daughter anything, there is something we must share with you. Evie moved in Seamus’ path, blocking him from leaving the room. We made a bargain with the gods for Thomas’ peaceful ever after. If we stop Raksh and save the relics, they will allow Thomas to have his forever sleep.

“So he was right...” Seamus whispered, almost to himself. “They were after him?”

Yes. The gods don’t take too kindly to being refused, and Osiris is no different.

Evie shook her head at Mark’s statement, then met Seamus’ gaze once more. We can only be in this form on Earth, but in the spiritual realm we have regained our physical appearance. I tell you this because Thomas may be the same... 

“You think he’s watching over Brennan, same as you two were over














































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





