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      The gentle murmur of the Murray River whispered in the background as the moon cast a silvery glow over the quiet bushland. Lawson crouched next to Lennox, who lay inside the tent, his breathing shallow but steady as he recovered from the bullet wound in his chest. The scent of eucalyptus filled the air, mingling with the earthy aroma of damp soil.

      Their latest campsite near Swan Hill in the north of Victoria was quiet. The closest camper was at least fifty metres away through a thick swathe of trees, so for the most part, they were alone.

      “Is there anything else you need?” Lawson asked, concern evident in his voice.

      Lennox shook his head slowly, wincing at the pain that even the slightest movement caused. “I’ll be fine, mate,” he replied, trying to sound more convincing than he felt. “Just need some time.”

      Lawson nodded, but he still couldn’t shake the guilt that gnawed at him. If he hadn’t been so reckless in leaving Grace behind at the campsite in the Grampians, maybe none of this would have happened. Maybe Lennox wouldn’t have been shot by a mysterious bullet that stalled his transformation and almost killed him. And maybe Grace wouldn’t have been captured and forced to reveal her secret shifter status to the enemy. Those things were more than enough for any regular person to deal with, but that was just the stuff that’d gone down in the last two days.

      He glanced over at Grace, who sat by the fire, her long black hair framing her face as she stared into the flames, lost in thought.

      “Hey, Lawson,” Lennox whispered, grabbing his attention. “What did Winslow say to her?”

      “Is it that obvious?”

      “I know I’ve been unconscious, but five minutes awake and even I can sense something isn’t right.”

      Lawson hesitated before answering, his hands unconsciously clenching into fists. “He said… He claimed I was in on it all,” he admitted. “That I was a willing participant.”

      “Right.” Lennox sighed, understanding the situation. “And do you really think she believed him?”

      “I don’t know anymore,” Lawson confessed, his eyes darting back to Grace.

      “Lawson, listen to me,” Lennox said firmly, placing a hand on his shoulder. “You can’t let Winslow’s words dictate your feelings. You know Grace better than anyone. Trust your instincts and trust her. She, better than anyone I’ve ever met, knows how to spot a bullshit artist.”

      “Is it that simple, though?” Lawson murmured, his eyes locked on the flickering flames of the fire. “With everything that’s happened, can any of us truly trust each other?”

      “More than we can trust Winslow,” Lennox replied with a slight smile. “Look, mate, I know it’s hard, but we’re in this together. We have to rely on each other if we’re going to survive.”

      “Maybe you’re right.” Lawson nodded slowly. “We need to focus on what’s important.” His gaze returned to Grace briefly. “We’ve got bigger problems to deal with.”

      “Right,” the shifter agreed, glancing down at the bullet wound in his chest. His transformation had stalled due to the altered bullet, leaving him weak and vulnerable, his healing abilities hampered by whatever toxin was injected into his blood. “We need to figure out where the other shifters are. I don’t like our chances without them.”

      “Me, either. Let’s go through Madden’s journal,” Lawson suggested, retrieving the worn leather-bound book from his backpack. “There ought to be something useful.”

      “It could be old information by now.”

      “I know, but a lead is still a lead.”

      Lawson moved inside the tent and sat beside Lennox, the two men pouring over the pages, scanning the faded ink for any leads or information that could help them figure out where to start looking for the final two soldiers recruited into Winslow’s shifter program. Lennox winced from time to time but said nothing, determined not to let his slow healing injury hold him back.

      As they read, Lawson couldn’t help but feel a sense of confusion at all the strange happenings since Grace Atkinson had come into his life. The ability to see auras, the enhanced senses, and the telepathic communication while in panther form, not to mention meeting Dr. Nathan Doyle, who was an anthropologist and a witch. It all seemed a stretch too far. Yet here they were, living it.

      “Lawson,” Lennox said, breaking the silence. “We’re going to get through this. We’ll figure out how to control our abilities, and we’ll take down Winslow and his twisted operation.”

      “Yeah,” Lawson replied, a little hesitant that the shifter could read his expression so easily. “I just hope we can do it before more lives are destroyed.”

      “Me, too,” Lennox murmured, his eyes narrowing with determination.

      As they settled down for the night, Lawson couldn’t shake the feeling of unease that clung to him like a shadow. The poisoned words Winslow had whispered to Grace echoed in his mind, threatening to consume him. But as he glanced over at Grace resting peacefully beside the fire, her face bathed in moonlight, he knew that one thing was certain: whatever secrets they carried, he would stand by her side until the end. For in a world filled with darkness and danger, the connection they shared gave him hope—and maybe it would be the key to their survival.

      Long after Lennox had fallen asleep, Lawson continued sifting through the journal, trying to make sense of Madden’s insane ramblings. Something in that mess had to make sense.
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        * * *

      

      Grace sat by the Murray River, her thoughts a whirlwind of confusion and uncertainty. Overhead, the first rays of morning light filtered through the trees, casting dappled patterns on the ground and tinting the wispy clouds a warm shade of orange, but the beauty of the coming daylight did little to soothe her troubled mind. Her fingers traced nonsensical patterns in the damp soil as she mulled over her feelings for Lawson and the chaos that had become her life.

      She rubbed the grit from her eyes and glanced at the camp behind her. A quick look revealed that Lennox was still asleep, his chest rising and falling with each laboured breath.

      “Rough night?” Lawson asked softly, drawing her gaze to him. He sat by the dying embers of their fire, a steaming mug of tea cradled between his hands. His face looked haggard and pale, yet there was a determination in his eyes that she couldn’t help but admire, no matter what lies Winslow had tried to feed her.

      “Something like that,” Grace replied, accepting the mug he offered. “You?”

      “Couldn’t sleep, either,” he admitted, his eyes flicking back to the smouldering ashes.

      “How is he?”

      “Getting there. His fever has broken, which is a good sign. The rest will come quickly.”

      Grace nodded and sipped the bitter tea. The warmth spread through her body, chasing away the early morning chill.

      Once Lennox was fully healed, they could leave their riverside camp and get back on the road. Time seemed shorter now than ever before. Winslow knew she was a shifter and that put her family in the direct line of fire—they’d thwarted an assassination attempt once before, but she wasn’t sure they could a second time without it being the last.

      “You okay?” Lawson asked softly, sitting down beside her.

      “Am I okay?” she echoed bitterly, her eyes glistening with unshed tears. “My family and friends are in danger, we’re hiding from soldiers who want us dead, and I’m trying to come to terms with being a shapeshifter. Oh, and a day ago, Lennox was a twisted mutation with a gaping hole in his chest…a hole I had to put my hand into. So no, Lawson, I’m not okay.”

      “Sorry,” he murmured, his expression one of genuine concern. “I shouldn’t have asked such a stupid question.”

      Grace sighed, struggling to keep her emotions in check. “It’s not your fault. It’s just… I’m scared, Lawson. I don’t know if we can win against Winslow and his men, and I don’t know how to protect everyone. You saw what that bullet did. It was far worse than the one that hit you in the shoulder.” Lawson had been human when he was shot, but what if he’d been in his panther form? Would he have ended up like Lennox? The thought buried into her heart and lodged itself there. “What if we fail?”

      “Hey,” Lawson said, placing a reassuring hand on her shoulder. “We’ll figure this out. We’ve got new abilities now, and we’re learning more about them every day.”

      “Speaking of which,” Grace began, attempting to shift the conversation away from her fears. “Have you noticed anything else? About our senses, I mean?”

      “Actually, yeah,” Lawson replied, his brow furrowing in concentration. “I think my hearing’s improved, and I feel stronger. Sharper.”

      “I thought so, too.” She closed her eyes, focusing on the sounds of the surrounding bush, and realised he was right—everything seemed amplified, from the rustling leaves to the distant calls of birds.

      “Sometimes I think the telepathy stretches further than just our panther forms.” Lawson’s gaze locked on hers. For a moment, their fears and worries seemed to fade away, replaced by something deeper, something unspoken. “Lennox seems to be more intuitive about stuff. He picked up on…” he trailed off with a sigh.

      “Maybe,” Grace murmured.

      “Maybe…”

      “Let’s keep practicing,” she suggested, pulling herself from the intensity of the moment. “The more control we have over our abilities, the better prepared we’ll be.”

      “Agreed,” Lawson replied, his lips quirking into a small smile. “We’re not powerless, Grace. We just need to learn how to use what we’ve been given.”

      As they sat together by the river, Grace clung to the hope that somehow, they would find a way to survive the darkness closing in around them.

      “Then let’s get to work,” she declared, determination shining in her eyes. “Where’s that journal?”

      “Lennox has it,” he replied. “Let me get it. Maybe you can make some sense out of it.”

      “Sense?”

      “Madden was a little unhinged by the end, as you know. So was his journal.”

      “But it helped you find Lennox.”

      “Yes, but that was from the part I could read.” He stood and tossed the last dregs of his tea into the river. “You’ll understand when you see it.”

      Grace watched as Lawson made his way over to Lennox’s tent, then turned her gaze back towards the river. The sound of the water rushing over the rocks was calming, and it helped to clear her mind. She had to admit, the idea of having telepathic abilities was both intimidating and thrilling. It was something she had never imagined before, and it was hard to know what to expect. She squinted at his retreating back, but no matter how hard she tried to hear his thoughts, her mind was silent.

      After a moment, Lawson returned with the journal in hand. “Here you go,” he said, handing it to her.

      Grace took the journal and opened it, scanning the pages. It was true that Madden’s writing had become a little crazy towards the end, but there had to be something here that could help them.

      As she read, Grace’s mind began to race. The handwriting was cramped and erratic, barely legible in places, and the more she read, the more she realised how truly lost Madden had been in his final days.

      “Anything jump out at you?” Lawson asked, settling down beside her again. His shoulder brushed against hers, sending a tingle of awareness through her body.

      Grace bit her lip, her eyes scanning the page in front of her. “Nothing yet,” she admitted. “Most of it is just ramblings and scribbles.”

      “Yeah, we couldn’t make much out of it. Lennox tried searching for a code, but none of the cyphers he knew led anywhere.”

      Grace continued to flip through the pages, her eyes scanning each line of the erratic handwriting. She was about to give up when something caught her eye. Scribbled in the margin of one of the pages was a strange symbol, one she didn’t recognise. She traced it with her finger, feeling a strange tingle in her fingertips.

      It was like pieces of a puzzle were falling into place, and she could feel a sense of clarity beginning to form. Madden’s ramblings were starting to make sense, and she could see patterns and connections she had missed before.

      “Lawson, look at this,” she said, pointing to a particular passage in the journal. “I think I’ve found something.”

      Lawson leaned in closer, his eyes scanning the page. “What is it?”

      “It’s a symbol. Look…” She flipped back a page and pointed. The design seemed both chaotic and purposeful. At its centre, a swirling vortex pulled her in, while lines radiated outwards, some forked, while others were crossed and dotted. Though it appeared disorderly, there was a strange harmony to it, like it spoke of a secret language. “He drew it here, and here.” She tuned back a few more pages. “And here, too. It’s all over the damn book. See? It’s got to mean something.”

      Lawson looked at her skeptically, but then he leaned in closer, studying the symbol.

      “It’s a sigil, I think,” she went on.

      “A sigil?” Lawson repeated, a hint of disbelief in his voice. “What makes you say that?”

      “I don’t know,” Grace admitted. “It was something Nathan said when I asked him about his magic. He said some spells require anchors, or something like that. I can’t really remember.”

      Dr. Nathan Doyle, anthropologist, had revealed himself to be a witch, using his magic to hide them from Winslow’s forces back at the university and to help them escape up in the Blue Mountains. But he’d revealed more than just that to them. Apparently, there were more supernatural people in the world than just shapeshifters. Many more.

      “I’ll show this to Lennox,” Lawson said after careful consideration. “He knows codes. It might be hiding something within the text.”

      “I think we should try to contact Nathan,” Grace said. “He can get a message back to Diana to warn my family, and we can ask him about the symbol. If it’s magical—”

      “I don’t know,” Lawson interrupted. “After what happened at the university, he’ll be watched closer than before.”

      Grace frowned, her eyes scanning the page once more. “But we need to know what this symbol means, Lawson. It could be the key to finding the others.”

      “I know,” he said with a sigh. “But we have to be careful. There’s every chance that they’re watching him, hoping we’ll do just that. And we don’t know if he’s even safe himself.”

      Grace nodded, understanding the weight of his words. The stakes were high, and they were in uncharted territory. It wasn’t just an ‘us and them’ situation anymore.

      “Okay,” she said, handing the journal back to him. “We won’t contact him yet. But we need to keep searching for answers.”

      “I’ll give this to Lennox.” Lawson nodded in agreement. “We’ll keep looking. And we’ll keep practicing reading the auras. The more we know, the better we can protect ourselves.”

      And help the others, she thought.

      Grace felt a sense of determination wash over her. There were two more shifters hiding out in the world who’d escaped from Winslow’s experiments. They had to find them before they were captured and lead them to the spirit.

      They had come too far and sacrificed too much to give up now.
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      Dr. Nathan Doyle sat in his small, cluttered office at the University of Sydney, a half-empty mug of coffee growing cold beside him.

      He stared at the stack of papers on his desk, his eyes bleary. The fluorescent light flickered, casting a staccato pattern of shadows across the essays he’d been grading all day.

      Leaning back in his chair, he clicked the pen in his hand and glanced around his cramped office, the shelves overflowing with books and papers. It wasn’t exactly the ideal sanctuary, but it was all he had right now. Staying off Winslow’s radar meant keeping up appearances, and for Nathan, that meant maintaining the façade of an ordinary professor buried in his research.

      They suspected that he was helping Grace and Lawson—the two shapeshifters that’d come to him for help—but so far they hadn’t made a move. There was a reason for that, of course. He was a loose end that was better off remaining as loose as possible. A baited hook, so to speak.

      Nathan was aware of prying eyes, hidden in plain sight—Colonel Winslow’s shadowy soldiers—but what they didn’t know was that for all of their training and technology, they would never be able to hide from his magic. Magic—that his people called their Legacy—that made him a witch. A fact he’d been able to keep a secret from the bad guys…for now. How long would he be able to keep up appearances? Being boring and predictable wasn’t as easy as it sounded.

      “Good evening, Dr. Doyle,” said Susannah, the department secretary, poking her head into his office with a smile. “Are you going to stay here all night again?”

      “Yeah, nah,” Nathan replied with a forced grin, playing the part of the overworked academic. “I’ve got a few more colourful first-year essays to get through, but I should be finished soon.”

      “All right, let me know if you need anything,” she said with a chuckle, disappearing back down the corridor.

      Nathan continued working on the papers, making sure he appeared focused and dedicated, but his thoughts kept drifting back to Grace and Lawson, who had left days ago with Arthur to explore the sacred site in the Blue Mountains.

      Since they hadn’t returned, and he was under surveillance, he assumed that they’d made it into their mysterious cave and found the spirit. Arthur, the Indigenous man who shared his stories and knowledge of the mobs around the mountains with him, had also disappeared.

      Nathan had tried everything he could think of to get in touch with him, including using his own magic to trace the man’s whereabouts. But despite his best efforts, he had found nothing—no sign of where Arthur had gone or what might have happened to him.

      Maybe he doesn’t want to be found, he thought, running a hand through his unkempt hair. Maybe he’s keeping a low profile, just like I am. He’d always suspected there was more to Arthur than met the eye, but his usual sense for all things magical told him nothing, and the man had never been forthcoming.

      As the shadows lengthened outside his window, Nathan found himself thinking about Dr. Diana Granger, an old friend from his university days who now lived in the High Country.

      She was an entomologist and part-time arboriculturist—a vastly different field to anthropology, of course—but they had become friends in their first year…and he’d quickly formed a crush. Her chaotic aura and her intense fascination with growing things, and the bugs that clung to them, fascinated him. But she’d never shown any interest beyond friendship, so he’d let it slide. Post uni days, they kept in sporadic contact over social media and email, but it wasn’t until Grace and Lawson had walked into his office that he learned how close they now were.

      Thanks to Grace, he knew that Diana was aware of the shapeshifters and Winslow’s relentless hunt, but she didn’t know the truth about Nathan’s magic—it was a secret he’d always kept close. He desperately wanted to contact her, to warn her of the danger she was in, but doing so would only put them both at greater risk.

      A sudden chill ran down Nathan’s spine, and he felt the heavy weight of unseen eyes upon him once more. He glanced around, trying to spot the phantom observer, but saw nothing out of the ordinary. There was no one in the hall, and the window was too high off the ground. With a sigh, he gathered up the remaining ungraded essays and stuffed them into his worn leather briefcase. It was time to leave.

      Nathan locked the door to his office and began walking down the dimly lit corridor, taking care to keep his pace steady and unhurried. He could feel eyes on him, but he couldn’t see them—for humans, they were pretty good at hiding in the shadows.

      As he exited the building, he tried to convince himself that the feeling of being followed was just his imagination playing tricks on him. But as he walked across the University of Sydney campus, he knew with a growing certainty that someone was there, staying just out of sight.

      Sighing in annoyance, he took a winding route through the campus, one that would be difficult for anyone to follow without arousing suspicion. He just wanted to go home.

      He meandered along pathways and through courtyards, past fountains and statues, all the while keeping his senses alert for any sign of his pursuer. The sun was setting, casting long shadows across the grounds, and the few remaining students hurried towards their dorms or the library.

      As Nathan walked, he became more certain that his new friend was still firmly stuck to his backside. Every time he glanced over his shoulder, he caught a fleeting glimpse of a figure in the distance—a man dressed in dark clothing, with a hat pulled low to obscure his face.

      His pulse quickened, and he felt the familiar itch of magic beneath his skin, urging him to do something, anything.

      But he couldn’t afford to reveal his powers, not now. Winslow’s men were too close, and if they discovered the truth about his magic, they wouldn’t hesitate to use it against him—or worse, to try to harness it for their own twisted purposes. He could only guess as to what the man had planned for the shapeshifters, and it wasn’t good…not by a long shot.

      He cast another quick glance over his shoulder as he rounded a corner and stepped into the quadrangle, his heart racing at the closeness of his tail. Would they make their move now?

      Nathan felt his fingers twitch, and he knew he was ready to cast a spell if he needed to. He scanned the area, looking for anything he could use as a weapon, but the quadrangle was empty. He was alone with his follower.

      He took a deep breath and continued walking, not wanting to reveal that he was aware of the man’s presence. But as he approached the old oak tree at the centre of the garden, he knew he had to make a move…or the man following him would.

      With a deep breath, Nathan focused his mind and summoned his power, using it to cast a subtle illusion around himself. He stepped into the shadow of the tree, and for a moment, he simply ceased to exist—at least, as far as anyone looking in his direction would be able to tell.

      He watched as the dark figure continued walking, scanning the area. After a tense few minutes, the man stopped, frowned, and then turned around, retracing his steps back towards the heart of the campus.

      As soon as the man was out of sight, Nathan released the illusion, allowing himself to become visible once more. He was sweating, and his heart pounded in his chest like a drum. He had never used magic so close to Winslow’s men before, and he felt like an idiot. Maybe he could’ve lost the guy in the next building…or maybe not.

      Darting back the way he came, he knew he couldn’t keep living like this, constantly looking over his shoulder, afraid of what might happen if his secret was exposed. But he didn’t know where his part in the story was leading him. Not yet.

      For now, all he could do was continue playing the part of the ordinary professor, hiding in plain sight amongst his essays, lectures, and research.

      And as the sun dipped below the horizon, casting the world into darkness, Nathan walked alone through the deserted campus, haunted by the knowledge that the shadows were watching, waiting for him to slip up and reveal his true nature.
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        * * *

      

      Sunlight filtered through the branches of the eucalyptus trees, casting a dappled pattern on the murky waters of the Murray River. Grace sat cross-legged on the riverbank, her eyes focused on the shimmering surface before her. She inhaled deeply, trying to centre herself as she practiced reading the auras of the currents in her human form. A myriad of colours swirled and danced just beneath the surface, each hue swirling together in a kaleidoscope that made little sense.

      Grace furrowed her brow, attempting to puzzle out the patterns that emerged. She could discern the deep blue of sadness and the fiery red of anger, but there were so many other shades she had yet to fully understand. It was a difficult task, one that required patience—a quality she was still attempting to get a handle on.

      “Making any progress?” Lennox’s voice broke through her concentration, causing the colours to scatter like frightened fish—they probably were for all she knew.

      She glanced up at him, smiling. “You’re out of bed!”

      “Out of the sleeping bag, at least,” he replied. “Looks like you’re going to have to put up with me for a while yet.”

      Lennox lowered himself to sit beside her on the riverbank, his movements fluid despite the lingering pain from his injury. The bullet wound in his chest had healed enough that it was little more than a pinkish scar, but it would remain a constant reminder of how close he had come to losing his life.

      “Thank you,” he said softly, his eyes filled with sincerity. “For saving me. I know it wasn’t easy for you to reach into my chest and pull out that bullet.”

      “Of course.” Grace gave a small nod. They were family now, after all. “I’d do it again if I had to. Besides, you risked a lot to rescue me from Winslow.”

      Lennox’s gaze flicked to the river for a moment, as if searching for something in its depths. “We all have our battles to fight,” he murmured, almost to himself.

      The sound of water lapping against the shore filled the silence between them, punctuated by the distant calls of the Sulphur-Crested Cockatoos that lived in the gum trees along the banks. Grace returned her attention to the river, trying once more to immerse herself in the swirling tapestry of life itself. But now, she found it even harder to focus as Lennox’s presence tugged at the edges of her mind.

      “Has your ability always been this… intense?” she asked, following her gaze to the water.

      “It’s always been a little chaotic,” he told her. “The distinction between man and animal and all that. It feels easier since the cave.”

      “It feels like I’ve been this way forever, but it’s only been a few weeks.”

      “Give it time,” he murmured. “You’ll get there.”

      Grace stared at the shifting colours of the river, a sigh escaping her lips as she felt Lennox’s concern wash over her.

      “Grace,” Lennox began, “I know you’ve been through a lot lately, especially with Winslow, but I wanted to talk to you about Lawson.”

      She turned to face him, her gaze searching his for any hidden agenda, but Lennox’s gaze remained steady.

      “During our time at that military facility, I got to know Lawson a little,” he said, his voice low. “As well as any of us could know each other from our cages.” He watched the river for a moment. “Believe me when I say, he was forced into everything he did, under threats and manipulation from Winslow. We all were.”

      Grace’s heart clenched at the thought of what the shifters must have endured in that facility. She remembered the haunted look in Lawson’s eyes the day he first confided in her, and the way he seemed to carry an invisible weight on his shoulders.

      “Lawson helped all of us escape, risking recapture in the process,” Lennox continued, his eyes darkening at the memory. “He didn’t have to go back for us, but he did. He put himself in danger to save us because… Well, he thought it was the right thing to do, I suppose.”

      The river’s colours seemed to take on a new intensity as Grace processed Lennox’s words. Her thoughts raced, trying to reconcile the man who had saved her life from Madden with the one who’d left her to transform on her own.

      “Why are you telling me this?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

      “Because I believe Lawson would do anything to protect you,” he replied. “His feelings for you, Grace…they’re deeper than you might realise.”

      A rush of warmth flooded her cheeks, and she looked away, suddenly self-conscious. Winslow had told her as much, but why would she believe a man like him? A man who spread poison any chance he got.

      “Maybe it’s time you talk to him, Grace,” Lennox suggested, his hand resting on her shoulder in a comforting gesture.

      She tensed and his hand slid away. “Did you have a look at that sigil?”

      Lennox sighed, but he nodded. “I’ve been doing some research, and I think it might be more than just a code cypher.”

      “Really?”

      “Each time the sigil appears in the journal, it’s accompanied by a passage of text that seems unrelated at first glance. But there seems to be a pattern.” Lennox pulled out a small notepad containing his notes on Madden’s journal, flipping through pages filled with scribbled observations and theories.

      “And?”

      “Every passage mentions something related to power, control, or manipulation. It’s subtle, but consistent. I think the sigil is a symbol of some kind of magical intent, but what, I have no idea.”

      “Magical intent…” Grace mused. What could it mean?

      “I think it’s worth the risk of contacting Nathan,” Lennox suggested. “If this sigil is magical, he might know something about it. After all the stuff we’ve seen lately, it can’t be a coincidence.”

      Grace hesitated, even though she knew they needed all the help they could get. “How, though? Winslow’s lackeys will be watching him even closer now.”

      “I’ve got a couple of burner phones in the ute,” he told her.

      She chuckled. “You really think of everything.”

      “I’ve got plenty of experience in staying off the radar. All of this has become second nature, which is why I’ve found something else.”

      “Another lead?” she asked, turning to face him.

      “Madden listed a whole bunch of personal information on all of us,” he explained. “Known locations of family, possible fake identities, bank and phone records. That’s how he was able to trace Lawson to the High Country. His info was the most detailed, probably because Madden was gunning for him the most, but he did make a start on the others.” He tapped a finger on his notepad. “Cross-referencing some of the location data, I found recent reports of unexplained animal sightings and disturbances.”

      “Cross-referenced where?”

      “Mostly news sites, but the biggest hits came from Reddit.”

      “Reddit? Seriously?”

      “Black panther sightings are almost as big as Big Foot himself,” Lennox said with a chuckle. “There’s a high likelihood that one of the shifters is holed up near the highest concentration of sightings.”

      “And where’s that?”

      “The Glasshouse Mountains.”

      “Queensland?” Grace exclaimed. “That’s like
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