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Chapter One


Harlan Beckett settled behind his desk with a cup of strong espresso and looked at the files that Eloise, Mason Jacobs’s new secretary, had placed on his desk. 
He sighed, hoping there was something more interesting in them than the current jobs he was working on. Although, why was he complaining? The last few weeks had been a welcome respite from the earlier turmoil.
It was a Wednesday in late August, Black Cronos had vanished, and the information on their possible whereabouts had dried up. Jackson Strange was researching files diligently, while Harlan focussed on his job with The Orphic Guild. He hated to say this, but while the jobs had been easy—he had needed to find a few alchemical manuscripts, old maps, and an unusual mirror—they were also boring. Nahum and Ash, the Nephilim, had helped him out with a few cases, and Gabe and Shadow with another, but he hadn’t seen anything of them for a couple of weeks.
Restless, he headed to the window and looked down onto Eaton Place, which was lined with expensive and therefore exclusive properties, sipping his drink while he did so. He opened the window, and the sound of traffic carried inside on a wave of heat. London was hot, and it was making him claustrophobic. He had a sudden urge to get out of the city, and he returned to his desk, eager to see what new jobs he may have.
There were only a handful of files, all containing job requests from known clients, and he searched through them quickly, growing increasingly frustrated. More old documents to bid on in auctions, one grimoire to find for an out-of-town witch, and a charmed, bronze statue. He frowned at the last one. That sounded more interesting, but only just. He pinched the bridge of his nose. Dealing with Black Cronos seemed to have turned him into an adrenaline junkie.
While he was deciding on a plan of action for the day, his phone rang, the vibrations carrying it across the desk. The barking greeting of an old client made him wince. 
“Morning, Theo. I’m not deaf.”
“Sorry, old boy, I’m excited. I have a job for you. It’s urgent.”
Harlan rolled his eyes. All of Theo’s jobs were urgent in his eyes. Theobald Henry James Carmichael was in his late seventies and rich, with a castle in Kent, a townhouse in London, a house in Provence, one in Madrid, and no doubt many others. He also had a very young wife, a few ex-wives, and half a dozen children. He had made his money by trading in stocks, and now was obsessed with antiques of an unusual provenance. He was The Orphic Guild’s dream client. 
“All your jobs are urgent, Theo,” Harlan remonstrated with him gently. 
“Ha! I know. The hazards of old age. I might die before you find my latest must-have.”
“You’re fitter than I am. You’ve got a good few years left in you yet. Go on, then. What do you need now?”
“You know, I don’t really want to talk about this over the phone. It’s sensitive.”
Immediately suspicious, Harlan asked, “Sensitive how? Does it involve stealing?”
Theo snorted. “Nothing so sordid. Any chance you can pop in for a chat?”
“Are you in London?”
“In this heat? Are you mad? No, I’m at my estate in Temple Moreton. Can you pop in?”
Harlan suppressed a laugh. You could hardly pop into Theo’s estate. It was nestled in the High Weald of Kent and a good two hours’ drive, but it did provide Harlan with an excuse to get out of London.
“No problem. I can be there late morning.”
“Perfect. You’re going to like this job, Harlan. I can feel it in my bones. This is going to be my greatest acquisition yet.”
Theo hung up abruptly, as usual, and Harlan pocketed his phone, musing on what Theo wanted him to find. Suddenly energised, he turned his attention to the files on his desk, noting down the objects he needed to locate and where he should start looking for them when he returned, and then decided to find Olivia before he left the office.
Knocking on her door down the corridor from his own, he stuck his head in. “Is this a good time?”
She looked up at him and smiled. “Always time for you.” Olivia James was sun-kissed, her hair gleaming gold in the light from the window, her strappy sundress revealing toned shoulders and arms.
“You’re chirpy,” he observed as he crossed the room and perched on her desk. “Good night last night?”
“Nice pay check this morning. Moorland paid, and I’ve got my commission.”
“Ah! I sense more Louboutins are on the way.”
She slapped his leg playfully. “Cheeky. No, actually. I’m going on holiday. I’ve booked a villa in Italy, and I can’t wait.”
He checked his watch. “It’s only half-past nine. That was quick.”
“Idiot. No, I did it yesterday, knowing my commission was imminent.”
“Is there room for two?” He gave her his most charming smile.
“No. I’m going with my best friend. No men allowed. Well, until, of course, we start meeting handsome Italian men.”
“And I’ll be stuck here, coping with Mason, alone.”
Olivia sniggered. “You’re hardly alone. I think Eloise seems to have mastered his moods.” Her expression softened. “He seems a changed man the last couple of weeks. I think he’s finally put his grief over Smythe aside.”
Harlan nodded. “You’re right, which is good. He’s also stopped harassing me about Black Cronos.” He eased off the desk and into a seat. “I’m sure it won’t last, but it’s a welcome respite.”
“And JD?”
“Suspiciously quiet. Holed up in his dungeon, I think, experimenting.”
“Don’t you mean his lab?”
“It feels and looks like a dungeon! You’d think the same if you saw it.”
Olivia leaned forward, eyes sharp. “Has he made progress with the whole enhanced-humans thing?”
“I’m not sure.” Harlan thought about their last phone call and how cagey JD had been. “I don’t think so, which is why he’s quiet. I think he’d be broadcasting any success. He’s finding it hard.”
“Not surprising. What about his work on making weapons disappear?”
He’d told Olivia about JD’s alchemical wheel and its correspondences, and how he’d made Shadow’s knife resonate with her energy, and then one that worked with him. Harlan shrugged. “No word on that, either. I must admit, I didn’t like the way that made me feel. If I’m honest, I’ve kept away, and fortunately, JD hasn’t demanded my presence.”
“That’s fair enough.” Olivia rested her chin on her long, elegant fingers. “With Black Cronos quiet, it gives him time to work, anyway.”
“But it’s unnerving. Where have they gone?”
“I’d like to say they’re licking their wounds, but I doubt it.”
“I doubt it, too,” Harlan said with a sigh as he rose to his feet. “Anyway, I must go. I’m heading to Kent to see Theo. I’m hoping he has a juicy job. What have you got going on?”
“I’m tracking down a very tricky, supposedly magical reliquary. The search is becoming more convoluted by the day.” Her eyes narrowed. “I was debating whether to involve Shadow and the Nephilim.”
“I’m sure they’ll be happy to help, although I know Barak is assisting Jackson with Black Cronos. I have no idea what the rest of them are up to. I’m sure at least one of them could help you, though.”
She nodded, clearly already distracted by the idea. “Okay. I’ll see how it goes.”
Harlan left her to her thoughts, called Eloise to tell her where he was going, not wanting to talk to Mason, and headed out into the sunshine. Time to see Theo and give his car a spin.
[image: image-placeholder]Shadow pulled her bow string back, feeling the power and strength in it, before releasing the arrow. She watched it thump into the distant target at the edge of the field, and smiled with satisfaction as she hit the bullseye.
“Perfect,” she declared. In seconds, she had shot a flurry of arrows at the target, all finding their mark, and she lowered the bow before turning to Gabe. “It’s better than I hoped.”
“Better than your fey-made one?” 
She snorted. “Don’t be an idiot! Of course not.”
Gabe laughed, his teeth flashing white against his dark tan. “You are so easy to wind up.” His skin was darker than normal, a result of the good weather they’d been having throughout August. His jaw was skimmed with stubble, but his warm brown eyes were hidden by his sunglasses.
She narrowed her eyes as she gave him a sidelong glance. “I am not. I am merely correcting you. Nothing made here will ever beat a fey-made weapon.” She ran her hand across the carved wooden bow that was almost as tall as she was. “However, I will concede, this is excellent. It will be even better when El has strengthened it with magic.”
Ever since her bow had broken when she fought against Black Cronos in France, she’d felt its loss. Her bow was an extension of her, even more than her sword. She had taken her time finding someone to make her a new one. It had to be right, and this was. She had found a craftsman in Devon to make it for her, and had chosen yew, a common wood for a long bow because of its high-tensile strength. However, the other advantage of yew was its magical properties. The tree symbolized immortality, rebirth, and protection, its connected elements were earth and water, and it was considered a guardian of the Otherworld. It was also strongly connected with the Goddess. As an added enhancement, protection runes had been carved into it. 
“What material did you choose for the bowstring?” Gabe asked, taking it from her hands to examine it.
“I bowed to modernity and used Dacron. It seemed sensible. It will last longer, and it’s lightweight.” She shrugged. “I wanted the best bow possible. He made me some arrows, too. They’re good, but I prefer my own.” She sometimes spent hours making them herself, but she found it satisfying, and with her earth magic, it made it easier. “I’m going hunting tonight, when it’s cooler.” She lowered her sunglasses over her eyes to block out the glare of the mid-morning sun. “It’s too hot now. I’ll see El instead.”
Gabe nodded. “Why don’t I come with you? We can have a pub lunch in The Wayward Son. There’s not much else to do around here.”
“That’s a great idea.”
They strolled across the field next to the farmhouse above White Haven, heading through the side door and into the cool kitchen, where Niel was already prepping meat for the barbeque that evening. 
Niel looked up as they entered, his hands covered in some kind of sauce. “Jackson has phoned Barak. He’s talking to him now.”
Shadow rested her bow against the wall as Gabe asked, “Black Cronos?”
“I reckon.”
Barak, like Niel, was no longer working for Caspian Faversham, and he’d been eager to pick up more responsibility with their own business. Gabe had nominated him as Jackson’s contact in the hunt for the shadowy organisation and their mysterious leader, who they suspected to be the immortal Comte de Saint-Germain. A few weeks previously, Barak and Estelle Faversham had visited The Retreat, the Paranormal Division’s new headquarters, and now he and Jackson kept in regular contact. Shadow had long resigned herself to Estelle’s constant presence. She would have to later, too, when she came to their barbeque. Her relationship with Barak was growing stronger every day, which was great for Barak, but painful for everyone else. At least Estelle was softening, slightly. She was like a rusty knife now, rather than a sharp one.
Before they could question Niel further, Barak bounded in, a satisfied smile on his face. “We think we have a lead!”
“Really?” Shadow asked, heading to the fridge and grabbing some beers for all of them. “You said that last time, and it went nowhere.”
“And the time before that,” Gabe added.
Barak shrugged, his huge shoulders rising and his chest muscles rippling beneath his t-shirt. “They’re good at hiding. I suspected it would take a while. I’m actually enjoying the hunt. Besides, I’m getting to see new places with the beautiful Estelle. That’s even better than finding them.” He winked at Shadow, knowing it made her cranky. “Estelle is a woman with hidden depths.”
“Like Loch Ness. We all know what’s down there.”
Barak’s enthusiasm would not be subdued, and he blew her a kiss. “Tetchy madam.”
“Piss off.”
Gabe intervened, shooting Shadow a warning glance that she ignored. “Where are you heading?”
“Avignon. Apparently, there’s another old château there that the Comte once stayed in.”
“Who owns it now?” Shadow asked.
“The same people who built it centuries ago—the du Buade family. Jackson wonders if they have affiliations to Black Cronos.”
Shadow leaned against the counter. “Why? Is there something suspicious about them?”
“They own a couple of businesses that Jackson thinks are dodgy. He’s leaving no stone unturned.”
“That’s part of the problem,” Gabe said, sitting at the kitchen table and raking his hand through his hair. “I think he’s spreading his net too wide.”
“But with no clues at all,” Barak argued, “what’s the alternative? We have to chase down every possible lead in the hope of a breakthrough.”
Niel washed his hands, his food preparation finished, as he said, “At least Jackson is paying.”
“Exactly!” Barak grinned. “And I get to see the world.”
“When do you leave?” Shadow asked.
“In a couple of hours. I’ll be there for three or four days, probably. It depends on what we find.” He looked at the stack of meat that Niel was marinating, lips twisting with disappointment. “Unfortunately, I’ll miss the barbeque.”
Gabe studied him. “Don’t hesitate to call for backup if you think you’ve found something.”
Barak nodded as he put a number into his phone and headed out of the room. “Sure thing. I’ll let Estelle know our plans.”
Shadow patted Gabe’s hand. “He’ll be fine. It’s like you said—they’re chasing everything right now.”
“But at some point they’ll get lucky, and there’s only two of them.”
“At which time he’ll call us.” Shadow inwardly sighed. Gabe always worried about the others. He couldn’t help it. It was even worse when he didn't have anything else to worry about, which they didn’t right now. “Come on. Time to see El, and then pub.” She turned to Niel. “Want to join us?”
“Nah. I’m going to the barn to spar with Nahum. He’s already warming up.” He flexed his arms and rolled his shoulders as he gave them a wicked grin. “I’m already feeling victorious.”
Shadow tutted. “Overconfidence will cost you.”
“Says the woman who is constantly overconfident!”
“It’s justified. I am fey!” she proclaimed, wide-eyed, and then dodged out of the kitchen before he could retaliate, giggling as Niel swore behind her. “Come on, Gabe. Places to be!”




Chapter Two


Jackson paced his office after finishing making all the arrangements for Barak and Estelle’s trip, hoping that something useful would come of the latest intel. 
He always knew that this would take a long time, but he was already getting impatient. He took a deep breath, reminding himself that this search had been going on for a long time, and that they were making more progress than they had in years. Patience. He itched to be going with Barak, but he would be of more use here. He had more leads to follow up, and that included liaising with JD.
His gaze swept around his organised office. He’d been working at The Retreat for weeks now, and his room was arranged perfectly. There were lots of shelves stacked with books on all sorts of subjects, filing cabinets for old paperwork, a polished wooden desk and comfortable chair, plus a computer and phone. In the corner was a coffee table with armchairs for guests and relaxing, where he did much of his reading, as well as a drinks cabinet and a kettle and mugs. It was self-sufficient. He’d recently acquired a long, low sofa, perfect for sleeping on if he needed to. Although he hadn’t yet, he was preparing for the fact that he may have to hole up down here if he ever felt he was being followed. 
However, after his latest conversation with Waylen Adams, the Director of the Paranormal Division, it seemed that he was already addressing that particular issue. There were many unused rooms and side corridors in The Retreat, and he had decided to utilise them. Some were being converted into bedrooms, others were storage rooms, and one had become a large kitchen and staffroom that was much improved on the old one. The labs were at the far end of the complex in much larger spaces, and they were now finally up and running. Not surprisingly, they had taken the longest time to organise with all of the equipment they needed. Layla Gould’s office was close by, next to Russell Blake’s, the Assistant Director of the PD.
Suddenly curious as to what was happening elsewhere in the headquarters, and needing to stretch his legs, Jackson pocketed his mobile phone and headed down the corridor to find the room the analysts were based in. He liked to check the paranormal activity occurring over the UK, just in case there was something that could be traced to Black Cronos. 
Petra and Austin, the two young analysts, were deep in conversation when he entered their office, but they paused and greeted him, both of them wearing a worried frown. 
“Everything okay?” he asked, immediately worried, too.
“Just the usual,” Petra replied. “We both seem to be having spirit trouble, and we’re not sure why.”
Austin barked out a laugh. “Maybe the hot weather unsettles ghosts.”
Petra rolled her eyes and threw a paperclip at him. “Idiot.”
He laughed, unmoved by the teasing insult. “Well, something is stirring them up. Don’t worry, Jackson. It’s nothing we haven’t experienced before. I’m sure it will settle down.”
Jackson nodded and sat in a spare chair. “Nothing to do with Black Cronos?”
“No sign of anything that could be attributed to them.” Petra gave him a half smile. “Sorry, but not sorry. I’m glad they’ve vanished.”
“Well, me too, I guess. We can all do without destruction on an epic scale,” Jackson confessed. “But still, a glimpse of them would be nice. Nothing from overseas?” He had asked them to keep in touch with their foreign colleagues.
Austin shook his head. “Nothing.”
“Okay.” Jackson sighed and rose to his feet. “I’ll drop in on Layla, see if any more post-mortem results have come in. And see if maybe the lab has had a breakthrough.”
Petra smiled at him sympathetically. “Regretting taking the job?”
“Not at all. Just regretting the slow progress.” He shrugged. “Nothing I didn’t expect. See you later.”
[image: image-placeholder]Harlan gaped at Temple Keep, unable to hide his shock at how impressive the beautiful stone-built building was. 
As far as castles went, it wasn’t that big really, but it had a lot of charm. It was set in beautiful grounds that he’d caught tantalising glimpses of as he wound along the woodland-edged drive. He’d also caught sight of the moat that encompassed half the building, before the drive switched back, bringing him to the entrance. Wow. Theo must be loaded.
Harlan presumed Theo was looking out for him, because he bounded out of the front door and almost ran to greet him. He was a tall, bald man, with shrewd eyes, an extravagant, grey moustache, and a beard that stretched down to his chest. He looked the epitome of a country squire, wearing tweed trousers, shirt, and waistcoat. 
“Nice car, Harlan,” he said, casting his gaze along it as he shook his hand. “Must have cost you a pretty packet. Worth it, though.”
“It didn’t cost as much as this!” Harlan gestured to the house. 
Theo winked. “It’s only little, but it satisfies my need to pretend I’m royalty. My house in France is bigger. Anyway, enough of such vulgar topics. I can’t wait to share what I want you to find.”
“Why the secrecy?” Harlan asked, his intrigue growing by the second. “I can’t help thinking you have me searching for something underhanded.”
“Not at all. Just old, with a very interesting story attached. Plus, everyone’s away, and I’m on my own. I’m going slightly mad with no one to talk to. Old Chivers and his wife don’t really count. They’re older than I am.”
“Chivers?”
“The butler and his wife, my housekeeper. They’re in the kitchen at the moment, preparing a late morning tea. It will be up in a moment.”
Fortunately, Theo was ahead of him, striding across the entrance hall and up the curving staircase to the next floor, so he didn’t see Harlan’s clenched jaw. He’d been brought here because Theo was bored? He took a deep breath, exhaling slowly. It was a job. Plus, he had wanted to get out of the office.
Theo, talking all the while as he pointed out rooms, oil paintings, and furnishings, led him to a comfortable sitting room that overlooked the back of the house. It was furnished with a mixture of armchairs, a squishy sofa, and a table under the window. The old, leaded-paned windows were thrown open, and the view of the moat and the grounds was dazzling. Theo, however, ignored it, leading Harlan to the table where a small, slim, book lay open, its pages yellowed with age and slightly dogeared. Next to it was an antique dagger with what looked like a bone hilt engraved with symbols.
“This is the bugger.” His finger jabbed at the knife. 
“A dagger? May I?” 
“Of course.”
Harlan picked it up, examining it closely. Some of the symbols were familiar. “What’s so special about this?”
Theo gave him an almost maniacal grin. “It belonged to William de la More, the last Master of England who served the Knights Templar.”
Harlan groaned. “Oh, no. I sense a long and diabolical tale.” He dropped into a chair with a finely woven tapestry base, wondering if he was sitting on a small fortune. 
“Harlan! You have an overactive imagination. It’s not diabolical, but it is interesting. It’s rumoured to lead to treasure…” He trailed off, raising an eyebrow as he studied Harlan’s face.
“Everything with the Templars is supposed to lead to secrets and wealth, and it rarely does. They are all dead ends. What’s so different about this one?”
Theo gestured around him with a theatrical air. “This castle once belonged to him.”
“I remember you telling me.” Harlan looked around with renewed interest. “Is that why you bought it?”
“Sort of.” Theo dropped into a chair opposite Harlan. “I bought this place because it was beautiful, close to London, private, and very old. As you know, I love history and ancient buildings, and when this came on the market years ago, I snapped it up. Obviously, I knew about the Templar connection. The name says it all, but I hadn’t realised until the estate agent told me that it actually belonged to William’s family! The tower was built in the twelfth century, and then bits have been added over the years.” He broke off as an ancient man shuffled into the room pushing a wheeled trolly on which was laid a morning tea service, resplendent with small cakes, scones, and pots of tea and coffee. “Thanks, Chivers. You can have a few hours rest, now.”
Chivers nodded and retreated, shutting the door behind him.
“Shouldn’t he be retired?”
“I tried. He looked horrified when I suggested it, so I keep them both on. I have a couple of youngsters doing most of the work now, but he likes to feel useful.”
“Is he?”
“His wife’s cooking is divine, so yes. Help yourself to some cakes. Coffee or tea?”
“Coffee, please.” Harlan inhaled the rich scents and he realised how hungry and thirsty he was after his drive. 
Theo poured the drinks, choosing tea for himself, and after loading his own plate with cakes, resumed his tale. “As I was saying, this place belonged to the de la More family. Normans, obviously, landed gentry. The men had a history of joining the Templars, once they had a son to pass the estate on to. William was no different. Of course, by the time he joined, there were no Crusades, but there were plenty of lands to administer. They were still a powerful organisation, even in the late thirteenth century. He was the Grand Commander of England from 1298 to 1307, when they were arrested. Because this castle was owned by his son, who wasn’t a Templar, it was never seized, as so many Templar properties were.”
Harlan sensed this could go on and on, and he could do without a complicated history lesson. “Where did you find the knife?”
“Right here! Since the day I owned this place, I’ve been renovating. It’s a never-ending job, as you can imagine. I’ve updated plumbing, electrics, plaster, the roof.” He rolled his eyes. “Everything. Anyway, I arranged to have part of the cellars cleared out recently. My wife wants a home cinema, and it seems the perfect spot. It’s damp down there, so they’ve been pulling out walls, plastering, waterproofing, and they found this!”
“In the wall?”
“Yes. Bricked up and wrapped in oilskin cloth.”
Harlan leaned forward, interest piqued. “Anything else in there?”
“No. Just that. I made sure that they proceeded carefully after that, and kept a close eye on things. The discovery coincided with me dropping one or two other jobs. I decided that I needed to slow down. I was a member of a few company boards, and to be honest, it was all getting very tedious. All these young men and women with their energetic ideas.” He huffed. “Tiresome. So, I needed a hobby, and decided to research the castle and that knife. My wife more or less ordered me to do something, actually. I think I was getting under her feet.” He took a bite of a fluffy scone and groaned. “Delicious. Anyway, I started doing research, quickly got bogged down, and then asked Owen, the assistant gardener to help. He’s very good with the internet, and gave me a few tips. After that I headed to the local library and did a bit more research, and the lady there directed me to a whole section on the area. Fascinating!” Theo drew a breath while he had more cake, and then launched into a potted history of the castle that Harlan could barely keep track of. He finally said, “But other than a slight reference to the knife, I can find out nothing else.” He looked sheepish. “I’ve been a bit possessed.”
While Theo had been talking, Harlan studied the hilt, and recognised a couple of symbols as being Templar in origin. “Have you had it valued?”
“God, no! I didn’t want anyone to get wind of it until I knew what it was—if it meant anything!”
“And does it?”
“I think it does. I think it leads to some of the Templar treasure.” He picked up the old book. “This details some of the trials, and refers to a symbolic blade that was mentioned in William de la More’s interrogation. He was asked about it and denied its existence. He said the one the authorities had already seized was the only ceremonial blade they used. Did you know that the Templars had hardly any weapons when they searched their holdings?”
“No. But then again, I don’t know many details at all of anything Templar-related. It’s a huge subject.”
“You’re not wrong there! Anyway, someone talked. Maybe under torture. The crown knew of this blade’s existence, and were of course greedy for the order’s land and money. William merely said many weapons had passed through Templar hands. How could he possibly know about all of them?”
Harlan was baffled. “That was like seven hundred years ago. Can you really read those records?”
“Yes! Well, I can’t. Historians can, and do. They’re extensive. I’ve read summaries. Anyway, I already had the knife, and when I read this—well, I assumed…”
Harlan nodded. “You thought this was the knife. It looks the part. It has emeralds on it, too. It must be valuable, especially considering the provenance. But I’m guessing you don’t want to auction it?”
“No! Any treasure we find will be worth more than the knife!”
“I guess it makes sense that the final grand master would have had a part in hiding any treasure—or that it had already been hidden for safe keeping.”
“Oh, yes. There were many commanders through the years, as there were in Portugal, France, Germany, Hungary, Croatia, the Holy Land, and others. They all played their part.” Theo frowned. “You must know your Templar history. You’re a collector!”
“I know the basics, obviously, but it’s a big, convoluted subject, and I’ve had other things to occupy my time.”
“You haven’t searched for Templar treasure before?”
Harlan shook his head, amused at Theo’s surprise. “There are plenty of others out there who’ve done that. Besides, I tend to stick to more occult subjects.” He held his hand up to forestall Theo’s arguments. “Yes, I know about the Holy Grail and all that, but that’s not my field.”
Theo leaned forward, his eyes sparkling. “But this could be lots of treasure! Gold, silver, precious gems…who knows what type of reliquaries or other fascinating things. Maybe written histories. What we find could be phenomenal.”
“You really believe this?”
“I’m not discounting the possibility. Why are you?”
“Because it’s the Knights Templar! They have been dissected and analysed, and still no one has found anything.”
“Read it before you poo-poo it.” Theo gestured at the text. “It’s easier than me explaining.”
“Where did you find this book?”
“It’s a reprint of a book written by a local historian in the eighteenth century. I found it in the local library, squashed in the stacks. According to the author—a man called James Goodberry—the dagger, my dagger, had been listed as English commanders’ property, and had been used in ceremonies. A knife was confiscated when they arrested William, but as I said earlier, it didn’t match this description.”
“1307 was when the Templars fell?”
Theo nodded. “In Europe. The Pope ordered their arrest on October 13th in France. He ordered the other countries that housed the Templars to comply. In England, the king delayed for a couple of months. He basically said the charges didn’t hold up—he was right—but the pope prevailed eventually. When he did finally arrest them in December of that year, it was a loose affair. They would have had time to hide everything. Including this.”
Harlan still wasn’t convinced. “That means there might have been plenty of time to hide treasure, but also pass on instructions. The family probably dug the whole place up looking for it, and then either found it and spent it, or it was never there to begin with!”
“Or never found it at all!” Theo clearly wasn’t going to let this go. “And we’re not just talking about William’s family. We’re talking about the remains of the order. Please. Read the text. Humour me.” He gave Harlan a toothy grin.
Harlan picked up a small, honeyed cake and chewed it thoughtfully as he scanned the page. Goodberry described the last few months before the English order fell, in what Harlan thought was a dubious leap of imagination as far as personal details went. However, he did talk about how William was a prisoner at a Templar manor, and then moved to other castles and kept in a reasonably good state, having been granted respect due to his position. He still was able to talk to other members of the order, and no doubt the few remaining members had gathered together in England to discuss strategies. That wasn’t surprising though, considering they would have known what was happening on the continent. Goodberry, however, summarised other source documents that said the dagger was a family heirloom, not a Templar knife, but had recently been engraved by a local loyal to the family. The knife was then passed to a family friend, who hid it. The dagger then resurfaced years later, and Goodberry suggested it was then returned to Temple Keep, where it was hidden.
Harlan huffed as he leaned back and looked at Theo. “I grant you, it’s intriguing, and considering you found the knife here, it seems Goodberry was accurate. It suggests nothing of what it may lead to, though.”
“But there are connections—lots of them. And I own this place now. I put it at your disposal!”
“Surely the treasure won’t be here. It would have been madness to hide it in a place that was about to be confiscated!”
“But that’s the point. It wasn’t about to be confiscated. It didn’t belong to the Templars. The king couldn’t legally grab it. They were only able to seize actual Templar property. If the knife is here, the treasure could be, too!” As Harlan paused, thinking about how long this could drag out, Theo added, “I’ll pay well, and I’m prepared to let you look for a good while.”
Harlan rubbed his jaw as his interest in finding lost treasure overcame his scepticism. Besides, he knew Mason would go nuts if he turned this down. He also knew Shadow loved treasure hunting, too. “I haven’t got the time to devote to this, but I know someone—well, a few people, actually—who will be interested. As long as you don’t mind them ducking in and out if more pressing needs arise.” He wanted to hedge his bets, just in case Black Cronos turned up.
Theo whooped, which was unexpected from someone in his seventies, and his face creased into wrinkles. “Excellent. Who are they, and when can they start?”




Chapter Three


Gabe chatted to El Robinson and Reuben Jackson, two of the White Haven witches, while Shadow took a call from Harlan. They were seated around a table in the courtyard of The Wayward Son pub, finishing their pints after a pub lunch, and discussing the latest news on Black Cronos.  
The witches were looking tanned and relaxed, both blonder than normal, and Gabe presumed the sun had lightened their hair. El had escaped from her shop after she’d enhanced Shadow’s bow with magic, leaving her employee, Zoey, to manage it. Reuben, on the other hand, seemed to always have very loose hours as far as his business went. Not that Gabe could complain. They were the same. In fact, he was enjoying their days off after their harried time chasing Black Cronos and a few other easy jobs they’d done for Harlan. He was also trying not to worry about Barak and Estelle.
“I still can’t believe Barak and Estelle are together,” El said, face wrinkling with a mixture of horror and bewilderment. “She’s a nightmare!”
“Estelle needs a firm hand, that’s all,” Reuben said, breezily. “Most women do. I like to think I’ve been a steadying hand with you and your wild ways.”
Gabe almost choked on his pint. “Herne’s horns, Reuben. You do like to take your life in your hands.”
Reuben winked at him, a goofy expression on his face. He looked very pleased with himself—for a second, anyway, before El used magic to boil his remaining beer. He watched it steaming with an anguished expression. “Woman! Look what you’ve done!”
“You shouldn’t test me, Reuben Jackson. Tame my wild ways, indeed.”
With an almost imperceptible motion, Reuben cast another spell, cooling his beer down so quickly that the glass turned frosty. “I take it all back! Just don’t touch my beer again.” He turned his attention back to Gabe. “Seriously, though. Why Estelle?”
Gabe sighed. “It’s something we’ve all wondered about. I guess it takes all sorts. She does actually seem happier, with less of a…” He hesitated to say the phrase, but El said it for him.
“Resting bitch face? Or should I say resting witch face?” She sniggered. “That will be the day. I thought that was her only expression.”
Gabe could see Shadow in the corner of the courtyard turning back to them, as if her conversation with Harlan was coming to an end. “Please change the subject. I have to listen to Shadow moaning all the time about her. She’ll go off again if she hears this.”
Reuben smirked and whispered, “Firm hand, Gabe, firm hand.”
Fortunately, before El could boil his beer again, Shadow returned to the table with a flurry of goodbyes and sat in her chair again. Barely drawing breath, she said, “We’ve got a job.”
Gabe felt himself bristle, partly in resentment at having to give up his leisure time, and partly because they should be discussing jobs before taking them. He was aware of Reuben’s wide-eyed, questioning expression as if baiting him to challenge Shadow. He met his gaze and turned back to Shadow with pursed lips. Challenge accepted. “Darling, I thought we wanted a break.”
She lifted her chin, her eyes steely. “Darling, I thought we wanted to make money.” 
“We have money. We’ve had several lucrative months.”
“There is never such a thing as too much money.”
“There is if it means we’re exhausted and vulnerable to attack by Black Cronos.”
“We’ll be fine, and you know it. Besides, we get to stay in a castle.”
“We’ve stayed in a castle. A big one, in Wales.”
“This is another one in Kent. Wherever that is.” She arched an eyebrow, her violet eyes pinning him beneath her intense stare. “Don’t you want to know what the job is?”
Reuben and El were watching in rapt silence as Gabe said, “It better be good.”
She smiled triumphantly. “We’re searching for treasure. Templar treasure.”
“And what the hell are the Templars?”
Shadow shrugged. “Some kind of knights, I gather, who had lots of money.”
“You’ve just accepted the job! Why didn’t you ask more questions?”
“It was long-winded. I ran out of patience once I heard big treasure! Besides, Harlan said the man who has hired us would explain more himself.”
Not caring that they had witnesses to their argument, Gabe slapped his forehead with his hand. “What if we’ve agreed to something with a mad man?”
“I haven’t signed anything yet. It was a phone call!”
Reuben bellowed with laughter. “Seriously? You have no idea who the Knights Templar are? You two are just priceless! I love you guys, really, I do.”
Gabe glared at him. “Don’t start, Jackson. I have to put up with enough from Shadow.”
“Me? I’m adorable!” she exclaimed, while Reuben laughed some more.
“Why would they know?” El said, remonstrating Reuben, although Gabe noted she was desperately trying not to laugh, too. “They’re not from here! Honestly, Reuben, you’re like a naughty child.”
Reuben ignored her jibe, rubbed his hands together, and settled more comfortably in his chair. “Let me enlighten you about the Knights Templar. It’s a long and tragic tale, and yes, there’s lots of treasure—supposedly.”
[image: image-placeholder]Nahum joined Ash at the long, wooden table situated at the side of the farmhouse under a veranda they had recently built, wondering what progress he’d made on researching the Templars. He reached for a glass of water, hesitating to disturb him, as Ash was studying the laptop in front of him intently. Instead, Nahum leaned back, enjoying the new space they had created.
Since they had returned from their overseas travels, especially France, where they’d enjoyed dining on the long table beneath the vine-clad pergola, the Nephilim and Shadow had wanted to repeat the experience at their home. Once they’d returned from Mardin in Turkey, they’d started work on constructing a large veranda at the side of the house, alongside the door by the kitchen that provided easy access. The area also offered a breath-taking view across the fields and moors that surrounded them, with the sea shimmering beyond.
They had used thick, wooden beams to create the structure, and to support the climbing perennials they’d planted around the edges. Fortunately, with so many of them working together, the work had been completed quickly. They’d spread a fine white gravel on the ground, and it made the whole area seem light and airy. The one thing that had threatened to take much longer was, of course, the maturity of the plants. However, Shadow had taken charge of that, and with her own and Briar’s magic, the plants had grown far quicker than normal, enough to soften the hard edges of the wood and add some shade. A wooden table and an eclectic selection of chairs had completed the space, with a barbeque grill placed at the end.
Nahum sighed with satisfaction, feeling his muscles start to unwind after his fighting practice with Niel earlier that day, and the sigh disturbed Ash, who finally looked up, blinking with surprise at Nahum’s presence. 
“Nahum! Sorry, I was engrossed.”
“It’s fine. I was enjoying the peace and quiet.” He nodded at the laptop. “Find anything useful?”
Ash leaned back, pushing his hair from his eyes. “Herne’s balls, it’s a minefield! So much information, my head is spinning. But I can understand why so many people are obsessed with the Templars.” 
“Does this mean you will be?”
He laughed. “Interested, yes. Obsessed? Not yet.” 
“Yet. That’s what’s worrying me.”
“Brother, I have too many other things that interest me to become obsessed with just one thing. Plus, quite honestly, I could be reading all of this non-stop for months, probably years. There is so much information and speculation about them. Their history, the myths and rumours. Fascinating.”
Nahum already knew a little bit about the Templars from what Shadow and Gabe had told them after returning from the pub. He’d searched the internet, and after reading a few basic posts had left the rest to Ash. “Exhausting, from the little I read.”
“That, too.”
“So, what about the new job? Likely to be successful, or not?”
“Impossible to say right now. Whatever information this Theo man has will be more than I can likely find on the net.” Ash’s face creased with curiosity as he stared at the laptop.
Nahum smiled. “You want to go with them.”
“I think I do.”
The sound of voices disturbed them as Gabe and Shadow strolled around the side of the house from the barn, and Niel entered the veranda from behind them, placing a tray of beers on the table with a gruff, “I hope you’re hungry. I have a mountain of meat to cook.”
Ash nodded at him. “Always. Need any help?”
“No. All in hand.”
He headed to light the barbeque while Gabe and Shadow joined them at the table. Both looked flushed, with sweat coating their faces and arms. They’d been sparring in the barn, and maybe a little something else, Nahum guessed, hiding a grin. They both looked sneaky and satisfied.
Gabe reached for the beers, cracking each one open and passing them around the table, as he asked, “What do you think, Ash?”
“I’ve just been telling Nahum how complicated their whole history is. It’s hard to say about your particular job, as the details of it won’t be anywhere on the internet, I’m sure.”
“We like knotty histories,” Shadow declared after sipping her beer. “The last couple of jobs were easy but unsatisfying. I’d like something to get my teeth into.”
Nahum understood what she meant, but easy was welcome after Black Cronos, and their dealings with them were far from over.
“You might be biting off more than you can chew,” Ash warned her as Niel joined them at the table, carrying the scent of burning charcoal with him. “What are your plans?”
“We’ll head to Kent tomorrow morning,” Gabe said. “Temple Keep is close to a place called Temple Moreton. The original owners were the de la Mores—William was the last English Master of the Templars. Theo will show us the evidence, and we’ll go from there.”
Niel grunted. “From what you said earlier, there doesn’t sound like much evidence.”
Shadow cast him a withering glance. “There’s enough to start. What do you want? A dot to dot?”
“Just saying, sister. Don’t get cranky.”
The trouble, Nahum reflected, was that the downtime meant they were getting under each other’s feet. This job, and Barak’s, would be a good thing. He asked a question before the exchange escalated. “Why does the English master sound French?”
“Because he was Norman, who were French,” Ash explained, “and descended from Vikings. They had invaded England years before, ruling the country for a good while. They still owned land and held positions of power. From my initial reading, it seems by the time the Templars were arrested, the members in England were few, and most of their masters were French. But, looking at other bases, they were there, too. Maybe that’s why the arrests started in France.”
“I haven’t had a chance to read anything,” Niel said, looking confused. “Who the hell were they, and why were they arrested?”
Ash leaned back in his chair, his hand loosely clasping his beer bottle that rested on the table. “Would you like me to give a very brief summary of them?”
“I would,” Gabe told him. “I’d like to know exactly what we’re letting ourselves in for.” He cast Shadow a sidelong glance, which she acknowledged with a sly grin.
“Essentially, the Knights Templar were a religious organisation designed to carry the Christian faith into Jerusalem and the Holy Land—which in current terms is roughly Palestine, Israel, parts of Jordan, Lebanon, and Syria. The area was Muslim, and the Christians wanted to regain control of the land, particularly Jerusalem.”
Nahum shook his head. “Not so different to the wars fought over that place today.”
“Unfortunately, not,” Ash said with a sigh. 
No one said what Nahum was sure that they were all thinking. That the old God—their God—had been responsible for some of this. He brushed it aside, knowing it was something they could do nothing about.
Ash continued. “They formed after the first Crusade, which put Jerusalem into Christian hands. After that, Christians wanted to travel there on pilgrimage. The Knights Templar protected travellers, and allowed them safe passage through Muslim areas.”
“Escorts, then,” Gabe said. “That’s sort of what Reuben said.”
“Much more than that. The Templars were strict, and their knights were expected to give up all land and possessions. This meant they usually donated large chunks of their money to the order, which was kept for their exclusive use. This made them rich. It supported their battles, and later, funded building all over Europe and the east. They were also a formidable fighting force, and their numbers grew—as did their wealth. That made them enemies that eventually led to their downfall. But I’m getting ahead of myself. The organisation essentially became the first bank. Because of their reach and strength, people trusted them with money, and they also offered loans. They traded all sorts of things, which made lots more money, and they also owned fleets of ships and land. And,” Ash grinned, “they were treasure hunters.”
“Really?” Niel leaned forward, eyes wide. “Hunting for what?”
“Religious artifacts. Big ones. They searched for the Ark of the Covenant, among other things.”
Gabe emitted a low whistle. “Did they find it?”
“Not sure. They dug beneath what was Solomon’s palace and the First Temple in Jerusalem. No one knows what they found or where it went. Although, other histories suggest that the Ark had been in Ethiopia for years. The Templars carried out lots of excavations, and found lost scrolls, too.”
Nahum nodded, remembering their rudimentary knowledge of Solomon—a powerful king, who existed after their time. 
“Anyway,” Ash continued after sipping his beer, “kings began to worry. The Templars were essentially a well-funded, private army.”
“But I thought,” Niel said, “that the church—Catholic, I presume—approved of them.”
“It did. But the more powerful they became, the less the pope trusted them. Rumours surfaced of their mysterious rites, and eventually they were accused of heresy.”
“What kind of rites?” Shadow asked.
Ash leaned forward to read the internet page on the laptop. “Worshipping an idol, sodomy, worshipping Baphomet, who many interpreted to be a devil, but was actually a symbol of balance in many occult and gnostic organisations. However,” he turned the screen so that everyone could see the image, “he does have horns and goat’s feet. You can see why religious leaders would have interpreted it that way.”
“The charges were made up?” Nahum asked.
“Sounds like it. By the early fourteenth century, the pope was looking for a way to disband them. He was scared of their power, and jealous of their wealth. On Friday the thirteenth in October 1307, several countries moved to arrest them. That’s one of the reasons why Friday the thirteenth is considered to mean bad luck.” He grimaced. “It was not a good end. They were tortured, and many were burnt at the stake. It was like an early forerunner of the witch trials. They were tortured until they confessed.”
“What happened to the treasure?” Niel asked.
“No one ever found it. Rumours are that a fleet of Templar ships left France loaded with treasure the night before the arrests, but no one saw the fleet again. It’s been suggested that they landed in Scotland, and even Canada, but nothing was confirmed.”
Shadow’s violet eyes were glowing with excitement. “So, their treasure is out there, somewhere, and this clue that Theo has could really lead to some?”
“In theory, yes. But countless people across the world have been tracking down clues for years. It’s every treasure hunter and conspiracy theorist’s dream.”
“Which means,” Gabe said, “that if it does exist, the treasure could have been found long ago.” 
“Perhaps, yes.” Ash gave his characteristic shrug, always understated. “I should also warn you that the English king at the time did not leap to torture his captives as quickly as the Europeans did. Like during the witch trials, the English were not known for their love of torture. And the king liked the Templars. They served under house arrest for quite a while, which might mean they did spread any treasure they possessed far and wide.”
Nahum was impressed. “You found out a lot in a short time.”
Ash turned his golden eyes on him. “I have merely scratched the surface. I confess, I plan to buy some more books on the subject. It’s interesting, for the political and religious twists alone, never mind everything else.” He turned back to Gabe. “I’d like to help.”
“Good,” Gabe said, standing and stretching. “I’d like you to look at the paperwork and dagger and help analyse them. We’ll leave early tomorrow. Right now, however, I need a shower.”
“Me too,” Shadow said, draining her beer. She started to walk to her room, housed in the outbuilding around the courtyard. “How long until the food’s ready, Niel?”
“An hour or two yet.”
“Great, see you later.”
She disappeared around the side of the house, and Gabe watched her leave, his lips twisting with unspoken annoyance.
Nahum smiled, knowing Gabe was still peeved that she’d accepted the job, and that Harlan had called her first. “Something
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