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Wishing Moon Magic

 

 

Recently divorced, Meredith returns home to Wishing Moon Bay with her two children. But she’s not looking for a midlife crisis.

 

Who has time for one of those when you have children to raise?

 

Helped by her family and Silas, a devastatingly handsome vampire, she learns to live, laugh and love again.

 

Witch Moon Magic is a heartwarming paranormal women’s fiction series, with a side of romance and a sprinkling of magic.
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Hexing on a Hunter's Moon

Wishing Moon Magic

Book Four

 

Halloween is a couple of days away. Unfortunately, this year it coincides with the Hunter’s Moon. But it’s not vampires and werewolves the people of Wishing Moon Bay should fear.

It’s the ghostly fae army that will rise when blood is spilled on their final resting place.

 

Has any other shifter mate had to wait this long for their true love to commit a relationship? Does Clancy know they are on a deadline?

 

With her baby growing bigger day by day Keely is beginning to wonder if she’s going to raise their child alone. Clancy is wrestling for control of the Shadow Moon pack and having a witch for a mate is not helping. Especially when her sister is dating one of their sworn enemies…a vampire.

 

That might not be a problem for much longer. Merri is starting to wonder if Silas has already gotten over his undying love for her. Perhaps he’d been holding onto a dream of Merri before she left Wishing Moon Bay, got married and had children, and aged over twenty years.

 

For an immortal vampire who never ages, it might be a big deal. Or a constant reminder that she will grow old and die one day, leaving him alone.

 

However, these two witches are not going to let their romantic relationships stop them from moving on with their lives. They have a successful business that is growing faster than Keely’s baby bump.

 

With Halloween only days away, they are busier than ever in their store, Sacred Scents.

 

But this Halloween promises to be different. And not in a good way.

 

The Hunter’s Moon falls on the same night and when a prophecy is revealed, it seems that this might be one Halloween no one forgets.

 

 


Chapter One – Keely

“The end of another busy day.” Keely brushed her hair back from her face and leaned back on the counter as Merri turned the sign on the door to closed. “And it’s only going to get busier with Halloween just days away.”

“You are a candle-making machine.” Merri put her hand to the small of her back as she returned to the counter. “Are you sure it’s not too much?”

“No.” Keely’s forehead creased. “I like being busy.”

“Because it keeps your mind off other areas of your life?” Merri arched a questioning eyebrow at her sister.

“You mean Clancy.” Keely had never been a beat-around-the-bush kind of a person. And she wasn’t about to start now.

“I do mean Clancy.” Merri leaned her elbows on the countertop and studied her sister.

Keely’s cheeks flushed pink under such direct scrutiny. “What can I say?”

“I don’t know, that’s why I’m asking.” Merri grinned and straightened up. “Tell me while we clean up and get everything ready for tomorrow. We have an early start. Dad is going to be here at eight so we can go make the deliveries. The stores in the world beyond have been selling our candles like crazy as Halloween gets closer.”

“And that’s the only reason Dad is coming with you to make the deliveries?” Keely asked. “I’m sure you could manage on your own.”

“He’s coming to keep me company,” Merri replied.

“I’m sure he is. I might have to come and meet this mystery store owner.” Keely followed Merri out into the back room where stacks of boxes were waiting to be loaded into Merri’s car.

“Don’t try to change the subject,” Merri chastised. “We’re talking about you.”

“Urgh, my least favorite topic of conversation.” Keely turned on the faucet and ran the water until it was hot before she added dish soap.

“You do like Clancy. And you know he’s perfect for you, since he’s a shifter.” Merri busied herself collecting everything that needed washing before they left the store. “And the father of your unborn child.”

“He is perfect.” Keely tensed her jaw. “He’s the man of my dreams.”

“Oh, that’s a low blow.” Merri put her hand over her heart as if she were wounded.

“You deserve it after that spell you cast which made every man in town fall in love with me.” Keely chuckled. “You know Jeremy still can’t look me in the eye. His cheeks turn bright red every time he comes within thirty feet of me.”

“Don’t make me feel worse than I already do.” Merri continued to collect the coffee mugs, plates, and candle-making paraphernalia and placed them on the counter next to the sink.

“Sorry. I couldn’t resist.” Keely plunged her hands into the hot water and began washing the coffee cups.

“But back to you,” Merri prompted.

“Back to me.” Keely stopped scrubbing the mugs clean and stared at the wall in front of her. “Everything is so easy when we’re together. I can feel that it’s meant to be.”

“But?” Merri grabbed a dish towel and dried the first mug that Keely placed on the drainer.

“I don’t think I’m cut out to be the mate of the Shadow Moon pack leader.” There, she’d said it. She’d voiced her deepest fear to the one person in the world she could trust not to overreact. Not to tell her that it would be fine, and that she should trust in the mating bond.

“Ah.” Merri carefully placed the dry mug down on the counter. “I don’t envy you for that role at all. Silas told me things are still volatile between the wolves and the vampires. That must put a lot of pressure on Clancy.”

“It does. And while he doesn’t talk about it very much when we’re alone...” Keely paused. “Maybe that’s the thing. He doesn’t involve me in that part of his life. It’s like...”

“He doesn’t think you’ll understand?” Merri asked.

“That or he thinks it’ll freak me out and send me running for the hills.” She frowned. “Or running away from him.”

“Have you asked him about it?” Merri dried as Keely washed, it was their regular routine and Keely found it soothing.

“I did at the beginning, but he skirted around it. I kind of got the impression he didn’t want to talk about it and so I let it drop. I figured things would settle down and it wouldn’t be such a big deal.” She ran her hand around the sink checking she hadn’t missed anything before she pulled the plug.

“But things haven’t settled down,” Merri spoke as if she knew more than she was letting on. More than Keely knew. Even though Keely was the mate of the pack leader, not Merri.

But Merri was in a relationship with Silas Langdon, an ancient vampire who had a finger on the pulse of Wishing Moon Bay. Silas probably knew more about the goings-on in town than anyone else. He might know more about what was happening over on Lycan Ridge than Clancy himself.

“No.” Keely dried her hands thoughtfully, keeping her eyes fixed on the boxes of candles before she asked, “What does Silas think?”

Merri dried the glass jar in her hands slowly and methodically. “Similar to what you’ve already said. The pack is restless. Their last leader was murdered by two of their own pack. Their new pack leader is a man who has been absent for years. His first act was to exile the two members responsible. And then there’s Charlotte.”

“Some of the pack still think Clancy exiled Deuce and Ace because they were a threat to his leadership bid. They think he is the bad guy, don’t they?” Keely asked.

“Yes. Some of them believe that Xavier’s death was an accident as first reported and that Clancy killed Charlotte’s father because he was in love with her mom.” Merri’s honesty was welcome, even if it wasn’t what she wanted to hear.

“And what do they say about me?” Keely asked.

Merri pressed her lips into a thin line. “It doesn’t matter what they say.”

“That bad?” Keely screwed up her face. As much as she’d like to shrug off any cruel words the pack members might be saying about her, she couldn’t.

Because deep down she wanted them to like her. Because she wanted Clancy to be happy.

Damn this mating bond! As an independent woman, she hated that there was a part of herself that she had no control over. A part of her that was bound to Clancy.

“Not that bad.” Merri sighed and ran a hand through her hair. “It’s not just you.”

“Not just me?” Keely repeated.

“It’s your family.” Merri’s eyes shone bright with tears as she reached for Keely’s hand and sandwiched it between both of hers.

“Oh.” Keely’s eyes widened. “They don’t like witches.”

“More specifically they don’t like that your sister is in a relationship with a vampire.” Merri shrugged. “I don’t know what the answer is.”

“Neither do I.” Keely cupped her hand around the small swell of her belly, where a tiny life grew inside of her. “But for the sake of this little one, we need to figure out how to resolve it. Or there won’t be a Shadow Moon pack, because I’ll send them to the fae world and close the damn portal.”

“And I told Silas the pack has nothing to be scared of from you. My mistake!” Merri chuckled. “Seriously, though, if you need my help closing that portal, just holler.”

“If only it was that simple.” Keely wanted her child to grow up surrounded by the pack. They were as much a part of her as Keely’s family. “Clancy and Charlotte are part of the Shadow Moon pack. I need to figure out a way of getting them to like me.”

“And trust you,” Merri added.

“Maybe I should take a leaf out of your book and make a wish on a wish stone. Magic might be the only way I will ever get them to trust me.” Keely covered her mouth with her hand as she stifled a sob. “It’s like I have everything I ever wanted and yet it’s not enough. I’m not enough.”

“You are.” Merri folded Keely into her arms and hugged her close. “You are going to be the perfect mom, this baby of yours is going to be so loved. Who needs a pack of wolf shifters when you have family and friends who love you?”

“Clancy does.” Keely laid her head on Merri’s shoulder. “I’ve never cared about fitting in before. During school, within the town. I never wanted to be popular, not like Trudy.”

“Yet here you are, wanting to be liked by a group of strangers you have nothing in common with.” Merri stepped back and smiled sadly at her sister. “I felt the same way when I left Wishing Moon Bay. You’ll figure it out.”

Keely nodded and looked down at her belly. “The problem is, I’m kind of on a deadline here.”

“I vote for a family meeting.” Merri put her hand in the air. “So, I’m going to call one. We’ll figure this out. Or else I’ll send Silas and Maughna over there to do a systematic brain wipe.”

“Now, that is a good idea,” Keely said drily. “No wonder the Shadow Moon pack is suspicious of us.”

Merri chuckled. “Silas wouldn’t do it anyway. Mass memory tampering never goes well.”

“So he’s tried it before?” Keely grabbed her purse and waited for Merri by the door leading into the store.

“I don’t think there’s much that Silas hasn’t tried. Especially in the early days after he was turned. But now he’s reluctant to use his gift unless it’s necessary.” She waved her hand around her head. “Everything he sees, every memory he plucks from someone else’s mind, is stored in his head. It gets a little crowded in there.”

“The things he must have seen.” A sudden overwhelming sadness filled Keely. Silas had seen so much and yet he’d never allowed himself to love until now. And that love would end in heartache of the worst kind.

One day Merri would die. Even if she lived a long life, she would grow old and pass on. Yet Silas would still be the same. Never aging a day, never knowing illness. Never knowing death, unless someone got the better of him in combat.

And he’d never know what it was like to have a child of his own. To stare into the eyes of a child he’d conceived with the woman he loved.

“Are you okay?” Merri touched Keely’s arm as she passed her by, heading for the door.

“Yes.” Keely nodded. “No matter how much you read about pregnancy, you’re never quite prepared for it.”

“Hormones.” Merri tilted her head to one side and studied her sister. “They give your emotions permission to take control of your life.”

Keely brushed her hand over her eyes. “Did you feel like that when you were pregnant?”

“Oh, yes.” Merri’s eyes lit up. “I loved being pregnant so much. I mean there were times when it sucked. I had terrible morning sickness in my first trimester with Brigette. But knowing this child is growing inside of you, that one day you’ll get to meet them and watch them grow up. It’s a blessing.”

“I hope I still feel like it’s a blessing when I’m the size of a small whale.” Keely planned on enjoying every minute of being pregnant. She didn’t care how big her baby bump got.

“You will. And we’re all here to help you cope.” Merri rested her hand on the doorknob. “There is something else we have to discuss.”

“I know.” Keely wasn’t ready for that discussion, even though it too had a deadline.

“I can find somewhere else to live,” Merri began.

“Silas still hasn’t asked you to marry him, or at least move in with him?” Keely asked.

“No. And Clancy hasn’t asked you the same things?” Merri rolled her eyes. “Maybe we should take the initiative.”

“I would but I don’t know if I’m ready for the conversation,” Keely admitted. “As pack leader, Clancy will want to live in Lycan Ridge. He’s already moved into the pack leader’s house that has been passed down from pack leader to pack leader over generations. It’s a tradition.”

“But you always dreamed of raising your children at Primrose Cottage.” Merri touched her sister’s arm. “Wherever you live, you know the kids and I will be there for you.”

“I do.” Keely opened her arms and hugged her sister. “I’m glad you’re here, Merri.”

“Me, too.” Merri sniffed loudly as she pulled away. “Now, let’s get home. I am starving.”

Keely followed Merri out of the store and then turned around to close the door and lock it securely. The store had been her life for years. But things were changing, and she didn’t know what her future looked like anymore.

If she chose to live with Clancy at Lycan Ridge, she’d be giving up her home and possibly her business. She couldn’t imagine commuting to work with a newborn baby.

The pack wasn’t the only thing Clancy didn’t talk about. There had been no discussion about what happened after they had the baby.

Or what happened before.

If Clancy wasn’t a shifter, she’d be worried he’d decided he’d made a mistake about the relationship.

However, there might be uncertainty surrounding many things, but Clancy’s love for her and commitment to their child was as certain as the sunrise.


Chapter Two –Clancy

“You could at least pretend to enjoy being the pack leader.” Glenn Rivera sat down next to Clancy as he stared out over the view below.

This was his thinking place. A high, almost inaccessible ledge, where he could hide from the world.

His wolf snorted. You mean hide from the pack and their countless petty squabbles.

“Pretending isn’t really my thing.” Clancy glanced up at Glenn, who had been his friend since before their first shift. “Neither is living a lie.”

“Is that what you are doing?” Glenn asked.

“No.” He shook his head as the clouds slid across the sun and a shadow covered the world below. “But sometimes it doesn’t feel as if I am living my own life anymore.”

“You need time to adjust.” Glenn side-eyed Clancy, meaning he was about to say something Clancy might not want to hear.

“Come on, Glenn. You are not part of the Shadow Moon pack, you are free to speak your mind.” Clancy half-turned to face his friend. If Glenn had something important to say, then Clancy needed to listen.

A friendship didn’t last this long if the two people couldn’t be open and honest with each other.

That could be said of any relationship, his wolf answered.

You mean Keely. Clancy clenched his jaw. He’d waited for so many long, lonely years to meet his mate and now that he had, he should be the happiest man alive.

Except... His wolf left the sentence hanging.

Except our world is not Keely’s world and I don’t believe she wants to be part of it. There. He’d admitted it to himself.

She loved him. There was no doubt in his mind that she felt the mating bond between them. But it was as if they were pulling in opposite directions.

Or being pulled in opposite directions, his wolf mused.

“The pack needs time to adjust, too. Xavier’s death was always going to make things tough for his successor. He was a good leader and the pack respected him.” Glenn gnawed on his bottom lip for a moment and Clancy waited for him to continue. “I loved Xavier. He was like an uncle to me. You know that.”

“I do,” Clancy agreed.

“But he was old-fashioned. He’d been the pack leader for a long time, and he kept them in the past. They need to move on, or the pack will die.” Glenn didn’t look at Clancy, he simply stared out into the distance.

“Xavier shielded them from the world. After I left, things didn’t change. At all. Coming back was like stepping back in time.” Clancy had thought it was his view of the pack because he’d spent the years in the world beyond, where times changed, and the population seamlessly changed with it.

“If Deuce had taken over as the leader, he would have kept the pack stuck in the same rut. But he’s not the pack leader. You are. If you don’t want the new generation of the Shadow Moon pack to leave when they reach their prime, you need to steer them in a new direction.” Glenn drew his knees up to his chest. “My father was the same with the ranch, I know what I’m talking about.”

“I always respect your advice,” Clancy told him. “But it’s not that simple. They are already suspicious of me because of Keely’s sister.”

“Merri?” Glenn asked.

“She’s dating Silas. And that vampire hasn’t dated anyone for as long as anyone can remember. They think he’s just using Merri to get close to me.” Clancy held out his hands. “Some members of the pack think that Keely isn’t really my mate. The rumor is that Silas put the idea into my head.”

“Seriously?” Glenn was genuinely shocked.

“It seems you don’t know everything that goes on within the pack after all.” Clancy chuckled. “I’m not sure how I’m supposed to deal with that particular rumor.”

“I don’t know either.” Glenn rose to his feet and patted Clancy on the shoulder. “But you’ll figure it out.”

“I wish I had your confidence.” Clancy had been staring out over the valley below for days and no answer had come to him yet.

“Hey, at least you don’t have to foil a family curse to find your mate. Compared to me, you have nothing to worry about.” Glenn shifted into his wolf and climbed up the steep mountainside, leaving Clancy alone once more.

You’re never alone, his wolf reminded him.

I know, but at this point, two heads have not been better than one. Neither of us can see a way to get the pack to accept Keely as our mate. Clancy didn’t care what the rumors said, he knew for a fact that his feelings for Keely were real.

We know what we must do, his wolf told him.

Clancy laughed. Yeah, we know we have to get the vampires from The Crypt and the Shadow Moon pack to accept each other. Then they would accept that Silas is not plotting to destroy the pack by handing me a mate who is not really my mate.

Yes, and all in such a way that they worship us for being a genius and accept us as the best pack leader who ever lived. His wolf sat on his haunches with his tongue lolling out. There must be a way.

I’m sure there is but sitting here staring out at the view has not given it to us. Clancy stood up and brushed the dirt off his clothes. It’s time we went and picked up Charlotte from school. We promised Keely we’d go over for dinner. She wants to get to know Charlotte better.

Charlotte already adores Keely. His wolf leaped into the air and ran up the mountainside as soon as Clancy let go of the world.

His claws dug into the dirt, sending a shower of small stones tumbling down the mountainside behind them. They bounced on the ledge before falling into the valley below.

Maybe we should have gone back to the world beyond, to our old lives, and left someone else in charge of the pack, Clancy mused as they reached the top of the cliff and loped down the gentler slope beyond.

Xavier wanted us to lead them. And they need us, his wolf replied.

We think they need us, but do they? Clancy agreed with Glenn that the pack needed to move forward, or it would die. But if he got it wrong, the pack might implode and die anyway.

There’s one thing neither of us has considered, his wolf began cautiously.

And that is? Clancy asked.

We met Keely for a reason. His wolf ran on faster, picking up speed as he composed his thoughts.

We met Keely because she needed us to break the spell Merri cast on her, Clancy answered.

But what if there’s more to it than that? His wolf was like a dog with a bone now that he’d gotten his thoughts in order. What if fate brought Keely into our lives because she is the key to figuring this all out?

Do you mean we aren’t just unlucky that her sister is dating a vampire? Clancy was open to this thought. He’d trusted in fate all his life, even when he didn’t see where his life was heading.

Yes. We need the pack and the vampires to get along. Then we can steer the pack in the direction they need to go. We can get them out of their rut and into the twenty-first century. His wolf navigated the trail that led down to the house he shared with Charlotte.

It didn’t feel like home. Not yet. But this was where he had to live. Right on the doorstep of the pack so he could be at their beck and call whenever trouble broke out. And he hated it.

Hate is a strong word, his wolf replied.

You hate it, too, Clancy replied. You want to live with Keely in Primrose Cottage, to raise our kids in that sweet house that holds so many memories for her.

I do. If only because it would give us some peace from the pack. Anyway, the cottage is too crowded. If Merri is the love of that vampire’s life, why hasn’t he swept her off her feet and taken her to that creepy mansion of his? His wolf had a point. One he’d asked Keely about, but she had no answer either.

If the last few weeks had taught him anything, it was that life was complicated. Even though he was meant to be with Keely for the rest of his life, there was no magical route to happiness.

We’re going to have to work at this just like we would work at any new relationship. Just like we had to work on our relationship with Charlotte and her mom, his wolf reminded him.

Leaving Wishing Moon Bay for the world beyond hadn’t been easy. As for Charlotte and Lisell, they had lost the man who was supposed to take care of them. Lisell was hurting like a wounded animal at the loss of her mate. At times he’d struggled to keep her together, to stop her from doing something stupid.

He’d reminded her that she had a daughter to live for, a daughter who needed her now more than ever. That thought had kept Lisell going for a while, but eventually, it was as if she lost the will to live. Clancy had been left alone with Charlotte.

Their lives were simple. In some ways, he missed those days.

Yet his heart belonged to Keely and his pack needed him, so he’d have to find a way to make it work.

Maybe his wolf was right. Perhaps he would only find his way through the messy pack politics with help from his mate. Two heads were better than one.

Three heads, his world reminded him.

Three heads. Hell, maybe we need all the heads. Including one ancient vampire.

His wolf snorted. Our pack would prefer that ancient vampire’s head on a spike. They certainly won’t like the idea of Silas having any say in the direction the Shadow Moon pack takes under your leadership.

The pack doesn’t seem to like anything except arguing among themselves and dreaming up new ways to attack the vampires. Clancy was tired of it. Every day felt like Groundhog Day.

And we are not groundhogs, we are wolves. His wolf bared his teeth and snarled as if to prove the point.

Then his wolf broke into a run, ridding himself of his pent-up frustrations with some members of the Shadow Moon pack before he got back to the small settlement on Lycan Ridge. He didn’t plan to spend too much time there since he and Charlotte were having dinner with Keely and her family.

However, his plans rarely went smoothly these days. Perhaps if Clancy hadn’t been absent for so many years, things would be better. Xavier had always favored Clancy as the person to take on the role of pack leader after his death, However, with Clancy in the world beyond, Xavier had never had the opportunity to groom his successor for the job.

Worse, Clancy’s time in the world beyond had left him a different person from the young wolf shifter who left Lycan Ridge under the shadow of guilt. He’d grown used to the different world away from the Shadow Moon pack. He took his freedom to do as he pleased for granted, coming back here had been a culture shock.

For Charlotte, too. She didn’t like the rules, she didn’t like not being able to come and go when she pleased, and she certainly didn’t like the lack of a reliable internet connection.

“Clancy,” a loud voice boomed out his name as his wolf jogged down the street to the house that once belonged to Xavier and was now the home he shared with Charlotte.

Built of brick hewn from the mountain centuries ago, it was comfortable and cozy. Generations of pack leaders had raised their kids under its tiled roof. But he wasn’t sure if this was a tradition he could continue. Each time he’d attempted to bring up the subject of Keely moving in with him, she’d changed it fast.

Would you want to live here, surrounded by people who don’t like you? His wolf let go of the world as he asked his question.

Clancy appeared in his place almost instantly, even though he would rather have let his wolf handle whatever problem the owner of the gruff voice had.

Damn, it would be so much easier if he could recall everyone’s names. But a couple of the faces blended into one.

Gruff. His wolf was certain that was the guy’s name.

It certainly is his attitude. Clancy smiled warmly and turned to meet Gruff as he strode down the street.

“What can I do for you?” Clancy winced inwardly, it might help if he stopped starting every conversation with that phrase. He was just asking for trouble.

“Vampire incursion last night.” Gruff reached Clancy and rolled back on his heels.

“An incursion.” Clancy cocked his eyebrow, asking for more information.

Wolf shifters in Lycan Ridge seemed to need few words to convey their meaning. Body language was king. Maybe once he got the hang of fewer words and more actions, he might find things easier.

“Yeah. They were over by Liberty Meadow.” Gruff nodded to the north. “They accused us of cutting down some red roses. They said they were symbolic or something. You know what those vampires are like. Half of them are crazy. They’ve lived too long if you ask me.”

We aren’t asking you, Clancy’s wolf growled.

“Liberty Meadow?” Clancy screwed up his face. It wasn’t only people’s names he was having trouble with. He’d been away so long he’d forgotten place names, too.

“Yeah. You know, it’s just below the wood by the stream.” Gruff must know how many woods and streams there were around Lycan Ridge, but he offered no further directions.

He’s talking about that parcel of land the Shadow Moon pack stole from the vampires during the time between Xavier dying and us taking over as pack leader, his wolf told him.

“Isn’t Liberty Meadow vampire territory?” Clancy asked his wolf and Gruff the same question.

“Vampire territory?” Gruff spat on the ground to make his feelings plain. “They’re dead. Dead people can’t own anything.”

“Since when?” Clancy asked.

“Since Deuce decided,” Gruff answered.

“Deuce never had the authority to make that pack law.” Clancy squared up to Gruff, his eyes a deep burning amber as he pulled his lip back just enough to show his incisors. It was crude, but he’d learned it worked at making his point clear.

Gruff instantly averted his eyes, finding a small stone lying on the ground at his feet particularly interesting. “My mistake.”

“It was a mistake.” His voice was low and menacing, mimicking the tone Xavier used when he subdued a pack member. “You should make sure no one else makes the same mistake.”

“I will,” Gruff assured his pack leader before inching away, his head bowed as if he’d been kicked in the ass.

He has been kicked in the ass. Figuratively, if not physically. His wolf chuckled to himself. But I bet as soon as he’s out of range of your glare, he’ll be denying the conversation ever happened.

Damn it. Clancy cursed under his breath. If only we’d been here, Xavier would have made sure the pack knew I was his choice to lead them then I wouldn’t have to put up with this crap.

He’s not here and hoping for something is not going to change that. His wolf sucked in a breath. Just as wishing that Keely would come live here with us is never going to happen unless you do something about it.

I know. But I don’t think flashing my eyes at her and giving her a command in a deep voice is ever going to work on our mate. Clancy stalked toward the house, his pregnant mate was inside waiting for them.

Living apart was driving him crazy. But until he figured out how to handle the Shadow Moon pack, it wasn’t just the thought that Keely would say no that was stopping him from asking.

As pack leader he was failing fast. And if there was a leadership bid, he might lose and the protection his position gave his mate, and their unborn child, would instantly vanish with it.


Chapter Three – Merri

“Big day tomorrow.” Aunt Laura leaned on the kitchen counter, with a glass of wine in her hand and one eye on the back door, her pumpkin earrings jangling as she moved her head.

“Big day?” Merri asked absently as she juggled stirring the sauce bubbling in a pan on the stove top with mashing potatoes.

“Let me do that.” Aunt Laura placed her wine glass down on the table and grabbed the bowl of potatoes.

“Thanks.” Merri wiped the back of her hand across her forehead. “The trip to the world beyond isn’t so much a big deal, if that’s what you mean.”

Perhaps she had missed something, she’d been so busy with the candle order for the stores in the world outside of Wishing Moon Bay that she felt as if she’d taken her finger off the pulse of her family life.

Or perhaps she was too consumed with questions about her future with the person in her life who had no pulse.

“Your dad.” Aunt Laura shot a quick glance toward the open back door.

“Dad?” Merri tugged her brows together as she turned the stove off.

“And this store owner. What’s her name?” Aunt Laura waved the masher at Merri.

“Esme.” Merri still didn’t get the connection.

“Yes.” Aunt Laura rolled her eyes. “Don’t tell me you don’t see it?”

“See what?” Keely breezed into the kitchen carrying a basket filled with freshly picked peas from the garden.

“Your dad and...Esme,” Aunt Laura hissed.

“Oh. Yeah. Do you think Dad will ask her to go on a date?” Keely sat down at the table and picked up a pea. In seconds, she was in a steady rhythm of plucking the peas from their pods while Merri’s confusion deepened.

“Oh, he could bring her here. To Wishing Moon Bay. I heard the new restaurant on the beachfront front is lovely.” Aunt Laura left the potatoes and sat down next to Keely to help with the peas.

“Clancy took me there last week,” Keely replied. “It was very romantic.” She sighed. “Until he got a call from Charlotte to say there was a dispute among the pack.”

“Why do you think he’ll ask her on a date?” Merri interrupted.

“His clothes. His cologne.” Aunt Laura half-turned in her chair to stare at Merri. “You don’t see it, or smell it, when you are the one who sits next to him in the car?”

Merri rested a hand on the back of a chair, all thought of dinner gone. “I... I thought it was just to make a good impression on our new clients.”

“Are you okay?” Keely shot up out of her seat and guided Merri into it.

“You think Dad is going to date?” Merri had never considered her father dating again. He’d spent his life raising his daughters until they were independent women, then he’d gone to live in his cabin in the mountains. He rarely came down to town...

Wait. Lately, he’d been coming to town more and more often. He was a frequent visitor at Primrose Cottage, and often dropped by to see Silas at his mansion or play pool with Donald and some of his other old friends.

How had she not noticed the change in him?

“I hope so.” Aunt Laura cast a curious glance at Keely.

“Me, too.” Keely put her hand on Merri’s shoulder and squeezed it lightly. “He deserves a second chance at love.”

“He does,” Merri agreed absently.

“Are you going to be okay if he dates Esme?” Aunt Laura closed her hand around Merri’s.

“Yes.” Merri wiped the back of her hand across her eyes. “Yes, of course.”

“It won’t change the way he feels about your mom,” Aunt Laura assured her.

“I know.” Merri was numb. She wanted the best for her dad, she wanted him to be happy, but she’d never pictured him with another woman. She’d always assumed he missed his first wife too much to ever move on and find a new love.

But why shouldn’t he? Merri believed everyone was entitled to be happy.

“And he’ll always be there for you and Keely.” Aunt Laura was still wearing a concerned expression. “That will never change.”

Isn’t that what she told the children when she and their father split up? She’d told them that the marriage might be ending but they were still a family. That they would have two homes instead of one.

“Of course it won’t,” Keely agreed.

“I should finish dinner. Clancy and Charlotte will be here soon.” Merri got up, still shell-shocked from the news that her father had feelings for Esme.

Only now when she looked back at Esme’s interactions with Henry could Merri see how obvious it was that she liked him. Henry always played it cool, but his eyes flashed, as if he were suddenly coming alive again.

Esme had woken a part of her father that had been dormant for years. A part of him that Henry might have assumed had died and withered away.

“And how goes it with your handsome pack leader?” Aunt Laura picked up her wine glass and took a slug, only this time her eyes were fixed on Merri as if she were worried her niece might not be coping well at all.

Keely sighed heavily, drawing their aunt’s attention away from Merri. “I have no idea.” She picked up a pea pod and ran her thumb along the edge of it before popping out the peas. “When we’re together, everything is wonderful. As long as we don’t discuss the future.”

“Well, the future is getting bigger by the day.” Aunt Laura smiled wistfully at Keely’s baby bump. “I can’t wait to feel her kick.”

“Her?” Merri asked. Was this something else she’d missed?

“Aunt Laura is convinced I’m having a baby girl.” Keely caressed her baby bump lovingly. “I don’t care whether it’s a boy or a girl as long as it’s healthy.”

“But no marriage proposal? No plans to even live together?” Aunt Laura was back to her inquisition.

“No.” Keely’s mouth turned down at the corners as she stroked her belly one more time and then went back to shelling peas.

“Maybe I should have a word with him?” Aunt Laura’s lips were a thin line as she fished a couple of pods out of the basket and ruthlessly removed the peas.

“I’m more than capable of sorting out my own affairs,” Keely assured her. “And I can manage on my own if it comes to it.”

“On your own?” Aunt Laura was indignant. “Your child has a father. A shifter father. There should be no going it alone.”

“She won’t be alone, we’ll all be here for her,” Merri replied.

“That’s not the point,” Aunt Laura answered tartly. “Clancy has responsibilities.”

“His responsibilities for now are trying to stop the Shadow Moon pack from tearing the vampires apart, and the vampires from sucking the Shadow Moon pack dry.” Keely eyed up Aunt Laura’s wine and then got up from the table. “I need a drink.”

She went to the fridge and grabbed a bottle of elderflower cordial. As she poured it, her eyes swam with tears and Merri left her dinner preparations to hug her sister.

“Clancy loves you more than anything in the world. You know he would ditch being pack leader if that’s what you wanted.” Merri rocked Keely back and forth, swaying in a slow steady rhythm.

“That’s what worries me.” Keely rested her head on Merri’s shoulder. “I don’t want him to feel pressured. So, every time I think he’s going to talk about our future plans, I change the subject.”

“You don’t want to be the reason he gives up being the pack leader,” Aunt Laura murmured.

“Exactly. I don’t want it to come between us and I think that’s exactly what will happen if he gives them up for me.” Keely pulled away from her sister and went back to the table, her cool drink in her hand.

“Why do my two nieces have to pick the hard route to happiness?” Aunt Laura mused as she finished shelling the peas.

“Love is never easy,” Merri reminded her.

“True.” Aunt Laura got up from the table and went to the back door. She stared out at Henry who was showing Jared a trick involving a ball. “I hope Henry gets to have it easy if he chooses to pursue love again.”

“Me, too.” Keely came to stand next to her. “He gave up his life to raise me and Merri.”

“Me, three.” Merri joined them at the open door and slid her arms around her sister and aunt. “I can’t believe I missed the signs.”

“That’s because you didn’t think your dad would ever love again.” Aunt Laura reached up and held Merri’s hand. “Maybe tomorrow, on your day trip to the world beyond, you should give him a gentle push in the right direction.”

“A gentle push?” Merri didn’t want to get involved in her father’s love life, let alone give him a push. If Henry chose to ask Esme on a date, it should be his decision and his alone.

“Just a small one,” Aunt Laura continued. “More of a nudge really. A word or two to let him know that you and Keely are all right about him dating.”

“Oh, do you think he is holding back because of us?” Merri hadn’t thought about that. But it made sense, he’d been everything to them, their father and their mother, their friend and protector.

“He knows how hard it’s been for you.” Aunt Laura coughed and cleared her throat. “He loved your mom with all of his heart, and he would hate to betray her memory.”

“I won’t force it,” Merri replied. “But if I can, I’ll give him some encouragement.”

“That’s my girl.” Aunt Laura clapped her hands together. “Right. Let’s finish cooking dinner. I am starving.”

The three women worked together to lay the table, the talk turned away from relationships and instead they discussed Halloween, the most celebrated day for Wishing Moon witches. A time when the veil between the worlds was at its thinnest.

The day when Merri lit a candle and thought of the mother she had never known. When she was a young girl, she used to imagine the veil as a piece of sheer fabric that she might one day be able to reach through and pull her mom back from the world of the dead and into the world of the living.

Only when she was older and knew more about the workings of the world and the natural order of things that lived in it did she understand and accept that would never happen. Her mom was gone. There was no coming back, there was no way to travel through the veil.

The only undead creatures that inhabited this world were vampires. Those who had not crossed the veil, but who dwelled in the land of the living.

Did Silas light a candle for those who had crossed over to the other side? Would he one day light a candle for her?

Merri could understand why he wouldn’t want to push their relationship further. Silas must have lost so many people, friends, and family. No wonder he had walled up his heart and never pursued love.

Until now.

Or perhaps she was a phase. Silas might have had many such phases during his time in Wishing Moon Bay. With decades or even centuries between them.

“Are you sure you’re okay about Dad?” Keely sidled up beside Merri so quietly she jumped at her voice.

“Yes.” She cleared her throat. “Yes. We all need love, don’t we?”

“I believe we do.” Keely slid her arm around Merri. “Including that sexy vampire of yours.”

“Does he?” Merri took a deep breath. “I wonder if what we have is a dream, a fantasy. Not real.”

“Is that what you think?” Keely asked. “Because it looks very real to me.”

“I mean for him. For Silas, I might be a distraction. He’s so old and he’s seen so much. I must seem like a child to him. Naive and stupid.” She sucked in a deep breath and let it out slowly. She didn’t want to cry, not tonight when they were expecting guests.

“I meant Silas,” Keely told her gently. “I have known him for a long time, Merri. All the years you were gone, he was a regular visitor at Primrose Cottage. That gives me a unique insight into how he’s changed since you came back to town.”

“Really?” Merri squawked hopefully.

“Really. He is head over heels in love with you. It’s written all over that damned handsome face of his.” She chuckled. “He would do anything for you.”

“Except ask me to marry him.” She glanced down at her left hand. Did it matter if they never married? She’d worn Tim’s ring and that hadn’t been enough to keep them together.

“You should talk to him,” Keely suggested and then chuckled. “And I should follow my own advice and talk to Clancy.”

“We’re quite the pair, aren’t we?” Merri laughed, feeling better, lighter, now that she’d spoken with Keely.

“We are. Love is not a smooth ride. And I am the mate of a shifter. I expected Clancy to drop to his knee and propose to me in the first week of meeting me. Then when I found out I was pregnant, I thought it was a done deal.” She held out her left hand and raised it up. “But I am still waiting.”

“Men.” Merri rolled her eyes.

“Can’t live with them, can’t live without them.” Keely kissed Merri’s cheek. “Perhaps we should do the asking instead.”

“Perhaps we should,” Merri agreed.

But Merri wasn’t certain Silas would say yes and she doubted her fragile ego could take a refusal. If she asked Silas and he said no, the relationship would end.

And she didn’t want it to end. No matter the cost.


Chapter Four – Keely

“Come on in.” Keely opened the front door to Clancy and Charlotte.

“Dinner smells wonderful.” Clancy waited for Charlotte to step inside the house before he leaned forward and kissed Keely on the cheek. “And so do you.”

She placed one hand on his shoulder and the other on his cheek, turning his head toward her so their lips touched. Clancy threaded his arm around her waist and pulled her close and she leaned into him. He sighed and their kiss deepened, their tongues entwined. It was as if they were the only two people in the world.

But they weren’t, as their kiss broke Keely was aware of Charlotte standing behind them. She was staring at a photo on the wall, her cheeks flushed pink with embarrassment.

“Sorry.” Keely let go of Clancy and turned her back on him as she slipped her hand into Charlotte’s. “I made you a special candle today.”

“Why is it special?” Charlotte followed Keely into a room filled with Wiccan paraphernalia. It was here where she’d practiced her art since the first time she’d felt the tingle of magic in her fingertips.

“Smell.” Keely picked up the candle that she’d poured into a glass jar and lifted the lid.

“Oh my goodness. That smells like Halloween, even though I have no idea what Halloween smells like.” Charlotte cupped her hands around the candle and inhaled deeply. “It’s fantastic.”

“Thank you.” Keely beamed with pride. “We’ve sold so many in the world beyond, I think I’ll need to make them all year round and build up a store of them ready for next Halloween.”

“It sounds as if you need to expand your business,” Clancy suggested.

“Maybe one day.” Keely reminded herself that she had an expanding belly to think of first. She wasn’t sure how she was going to manage physically over the coming months to make all the candles they needed. Even with Merri and Aunt Laura helping out in the store with melting and pouring the wax, it was still hard work.

And it would only get harder.

“Dinner!” Aunt Laura yelled loudly from the kitchen.

“Let’s eat.” Keely hooked her arm through Charlotte’s. “Light the candle on All Hallows Eve.”

“Not before?” Charlotte sniffed the candle once more before she put the lid back on it.

“It’s more potent the first time you light it. The spell I cast helps bring you closer to those who have passed beyond the veil,” Keely explained.

“Beyond the veil?” Charlotte asked.

“The veil between the worlds,” Clancy explained. “Between the living and the dead.”

“Oh.” Charlotte’s eyes sparkled with tears. “I’ll save it until then.”

“Do you have plans for Halloween?” Keely steered the conversation away from talk of the dead. “There’s always lots to do in town. It’s one of our favorite celebrations.”

“I’m not sure.” Charlotte glanced at Clancy. “Do we have plans?”

“Halloween falls on a Hunter’s Moon this year,” Clancy replied. “Things can get a little crazy with the pack from what I recall.”

“A Hunter’s Moon?” Charlotte let go of Keely as they reached the kitchen and turned to face Clancy. “Is this another part of the pack history you neglected to tell me about?”

“The Hunter’s Moon is the first full moon after the Harvest Moon.” Keely glanced at Clancy, who winked at her in return. “This one is extra special because it’s also a blue moon.”

“The moon is going to be blue?” Jared raced in from the backyard and slid to a stop at the end of the table.

“Wash your hands!” Merri pointed out of the kitchen, but Jared lingered to listen to Keely.

“No. A blue moon is the name given to the second full moon in a month.” She went around the table and helped Merri transfer the food to the table.

“Trudy is late. She was supposed to be picking Colton up on the way,” Merri said.

“I’ll text Hannah and see where they are.” Brigette pulled out her phone and tapped the screen.

“They’re here.” Charlotte was a little smug at her announcement since no one other than Clancy would have sensed them.

“The vampires are here, too,” Clancy added as he sat down.

“The vampires?” Merri leveled her gaze at him.

“Sorry. I can’t always tell them apart in the same way I can a living...” He pulled out a chair. “I’ll sit down now and shut up.”

Charlotte giggled, the tension between them broken. “It’s Silas and Maughna. With Colton, Hannah and Trudy.”

“Can you tell the vampires apart?” Clancy was obviously impressed.

“You can’t?” Charlotte arched an eyebrow at him.

“No,” he admitted.

“I’ll go open the door for them.” Jared turned on his heel and ran off toward the door.

“Wash your hands!” Merri called after him.

“I will!” Jared yelled in response.

“Hi, Charlotte.” Brigette came into the kitchen with Henry, they had all been out in the backyard while dinner was cooking.

“Hi,” Charlotte replied brightly.

“After dinner, we’re going to go to the store and check out some Halloween costumes if you want to come.” Brigette paused on the way to wash her hands.

“I’d love to.” Charlotte glanced at Clancy. “If that’s okay?”

“Sure.” Clancy glanced at Keely, if Charlotte was going out with Brigette, that meant they could sneak some time alone.

“So, why is the Hunter’s Moon special?” Charlotte was more relaxed now, her voice less hostile.

“Traditionally it symbolizes the start of deer hunting season for the pack. The deer get fat after eating the summer grass and so the pack goes out on the hunt.” Clancy paused and then went on. “My grandfather used to tell me a story about another hunt that occurred on the Hunter’s Moon.”

“Sorry, we’re late.” Trudy hurried in, a bottle of wine in each hand. “I brought red and white.”

“You’re never late if you have wine.” Aunt Laura gave Trudy a brief hug and then took the wine from her. “I’ll get them open. Keely, can you reach the glasses?”

“I’ll get them.” Clancy sprang out of his seat, nearly tipping it over in his haste.

“I can manage,” Keely assured him, although she appreciated the gesture. And the intense heat in her mate’s eyes.

“Silas. Maughna.” Merri was across the table from the vampires as they entered the room. “We weren’t expecting you so early.”

“The blessing of the turning of the year,” Silas said. “It’s dark early. The winter is the time for vampires.”

“Don’t tell the pack that,” Charlotte said drily.

“Let’s not mention the pack while we’re eating.” Clancy straightened his chair and sat back down.

“Then tell us about the other hunt that you mentioned.” Charlotte turned her attention to Clancy as everyone came back into the room and sat down. It was a squeeze, but they managed to fit everyone around the table.

At least everyone who was eating. Silas and Maughna lingered by the back door. Maughna drifted away into the night but when Clancy picked up the thread of his story, she stared at him intently.

“My grandfather told me that in the years before the protection spell was cast, the people of the world were constantly fighting, so the fae conjured up an army of spirits. They plucked them from beyond the veil to stand guard at the portal between the fae realms and our world to stop the wars and constant fighting from spilling into their world.” Clancy spoke as they filled their plates with food and began to eat.

“This is a myth?” Jared asked before forking food into his mouth and chewing.

“No, it’s the truth,” Silas replied.

Clancy’s eyes fixed on the vampire. “My grandfather told it to me as a ghost story on Halloween.”

“The fae did conjure the hunt. Revillier’s Hunt.” Silas’s gaze grew distant. “Revillier was one of the fae lords. A warmonger who thrived on the chaos and destruction caused by unrest.”

“He was a real live person?” Jared asked.

“He was. He loved war so much that he would orchestrate wars between the fae realms.” Silas held up his hand. “Believe me, back then it wasn’t hard. The fae are known for their petty slights and jealousies. Revillier had a knack for magnifying them into something more.”

“But how does this Revillier wind up in my grandfather’s story?” Clancy asked.

“The fae grew tired of war. And so some of the houses came together in secret, behind Revillier’s back, and cast a spell. He and his hunters were cast out of the fae realms. Banished forever.” Silas brought his focus back to the room.

“They were cast out into our world?” Merri asked.

“And they brought death and destruction. That’s why there were constant wars in medieval times. Revillier and his hunt thrived on it. Until finally they were bound to the moon by the same powerful witches who cast the protection spell. They freed the world of Revillier’s Hunt.” Silas glanced at Maughna. “You saved so many lives. And yet the people who persecuted you and your kin never knew.”

“A hex, a hex,” Maughna mumbled, her eyes cast to the ground. “Cast as a reflex.”

“They were bound to the Hunter’s Moon?” Charlotte asked.

“Yes. The legend was that they would ride one night a year. But I never saw them again,” Silas ended his story.

Maughna nodded her head and sang, “We bound them tight. Only to be conjured in times of strife.”

“So as long as we don’t go to war on a Hunter’s Moon, we’re all safe from Revillier.” Brigette finished her dinner and clasped her hands together. “Maybe we should dress up as the hunt on Halloween.”

“That would be so cool!” Jared forked his food into his mouth and chewed fast.

“Revillier and his hunt are not something to be taken lightly,” Silas told them sharply.

“We know.” Brigette glanced at her mom. “Can we go?”

“There’s dessert.” Merri was only halfway through her own dinner.

“We can eat dessert when we get back.” Brigette checked her phone. “We’re meeting some of the others at the store and it closes in an hour.”

“Okay. Stay together. Look after your brother.” Merri shot Brigette with a warning look.

“I will.” Brigette waited for Charlotte and Hannah to finish their dinner.

“Please be sensible,” Merri told her daughter. “I remember when I was your age. The town gets...excitable at Halloween.”

Silas chuckled. “It sure does.”

“I feel as if I’ve missed out on the experience,” Clancy admitted. “The Shadow Moon pack doesn’t celebrate Halloween in such style.”

“Maybe you should make it a new tradition,” Charlotte suggested. “Since you are the pack leader.”

“They already worry about the influence of magic on them since Clancy is dating a witch,” Aunt Laura looked up from her plate as if just realizing she’d spoken out loud.

Keely’s appetite was gone, and she reached for her glass of water and sipped it slowly.

“Well, the pack doesn’t know what they are talking about,” Charlotte said hotly. “It’s time they got past their prejudices against witches and vampires and any other shifter that isn’t a wolf and any other wolf that isn’t part of the Shadow Moon pack.”

All eyes turned to Charlotte, who blushed bright red.

“At last, someone brave enough to speak the truth,” Silas said a little too gleefully.

“You’re right,” Clancy said quietly. “You’re exactly right. I thought Xavier should have been more enlightened. Before I left, he had great plans to change the pack, to make them stronger and yet more tolerant.”

“Those were his intentions,” Silas replied. “But when you left, his authority was diminished. Deuce spent years whispering behind his back, making Xavier’s position weaker.”

“The pack leader must be strong. And prove he does belong,” Maughna turned her back on the people in the room and stared out at the rising moon. “Or the Shadow Moon pack will feel pain. When the hunt does ride again.”

She slipped out of the kitchen on silent feet, leaving everyone staring into the darkness.

“Dessert.” Merri stood up and began clearing the plates.

“I do love these family dinners,” Aunt Laura mused as she drank her wine. “Always full of unexpected surprises.”


Chapter Five – Keely

“Let’s go for a walk.” Keely slipped her hand into Clancy’s and pulled him toward the front door.

“Are you sure you’re not too tired after working all day?” Clancy dragged his heels a little as if he didn’t really want to go. Which he probably didn’t because he knew the conversation would turn toward Charlotte’s revelations about the pack, and Aunt Laura’s revelation about the pack not liking Keely because of her associations.

As if none of them were aware that the pack was resentful toward Clancy because of his mate.

But it seemed Keely might just be an excuse for them to hold hostilities toward Clancy.

And that wasn’t right. Clancy was their pack leader, and it was time the Shadow Moon pack shut up and got on with it.

Keely intended to be a little more tactful in how she relayed this to Clancy, but that was certainly the gist of what was on her mind.

“I’d like the fresh air. I’ve been stuck inside all day making candles.” She pulled the front door open and went outside. “We’ll be back in a while.”

“Have a good time!” Aunt Laura called back.

“We will.” Keely glanced up at Clancy. His expression said otherwise.

“I’m sorry about what your aunt said,” Clancy began, as soon as she’d closed the door behind them.

“Why? It’s the truth. I’ve known how they feel since the first time I visited Lycan Ridge. They don’t like vampires and my sister is dating one of the oldest and most powerful vampires of them all.” She stopped walking when they reached the end of the driveway and turned to face him. “The question is, what are we going to do about it?”

“We? So the answer to this is for us to conspire against the pack?” Clancy seemed a little defensive. But then he ran his hand through his hair and closed his eyes as he stared down at the ground. “You’re right. I don’t seem to be very good at being a pack leader. I’ll take all the advice I can get.”

“Don’t beat yourself up about it,” she said kindly. “You haven’t been part of a pack for decades and here you are thrown in at the deep end.”

“If I hadn’t left then I would have spent all that time with these people. They would know me, and I would know them.” He rolled his eyes. “I’d at least know their names.”

Keely chuckled. “We just need to figure out a way for you to gain their trust.”

“I don’t need their trust. I need their respect. And I’m not going to get that unless I lay down the law.” He banged his fist into his open hand.

“Is that how you want to rule?” Keely took hold of his hand and steered him down the street.

“No. I want the pack to have some autonomy. Sometimes it feels like they’re a bunch of schoolkids. They bicker, sometimes over petty stuff.”

Keely nodded. “Maybe they are scared.”

“Scared?” Clancy asked.

“When Merri moved back to Wishing Moon Bay with Jared and Brigette, she was worried they would act out because they were scared they might lose her, too. It’s like they pushed her as hard as they could because they had to know that she was there for them. That no matter what they did, she was their mom.” Keely prodded Clancy in the stomach. “Your pack needs to know that you are there for them no matter what.”

“That’s the thing.” He sucked in a breath. “Now that I have you and the baby on the way, I would walk away from it all.”

“Perhaps they sense that, and it scares them.” She held out her hand as he was about to protest. “I know wolf shifters don’t get scared easily. I also know that the Shadow Moon pack is one of the most ancient of all the packs. But they have survived so long because they have depended on the pack and the hierarchy that keeps them safe.”

“So this is my fault.” Clancy didn’t look any happier.

“Fault is too strong a word,” Keely continued. “If the blame lies with anyone, it’s Deuce. If he hadn’t killed Charlotte’s father, you would never have left. And if he hadn’t killed Xavier, then you wouldn’t be the pack leader.”

“Deuce certainly did his best to poison the pack against me when he knew I was back in town and a threat to his plans to take over the pack himself.” Clancy certainly had the deck stacked against him where the Shadow Moon pack was concerned.

“There has to be some way to win them over.” She glanced sideways at Clancy. “If that is what you want to do.”

“I feel as if I owe it to Xavier. He believed in me. He kept his faith in me even though he hadn’t seen me for so many years.” Clancy groaned loudly. “Maybe I am not worthy.”

“You are,” Keely assured him. “Of course, it would be much easier if you didn’t have me in your life.”

“What are you saying?” Clancy asked sharply.

“The vampire your pack is so worried about could reach inside your head and take out all memories of me. You could be the pack leader that the Shadow Moon pack wants. One who is not attached to vampires in any way.” Keely wanted to take the words back as soon as she’d said them. They tasted like poison on her tongue, but she had to make this offer to Clancy.

“Is that what you want?” Clancy asked savagely.

“No.” Her eyes glittered with tears and her heart squeezed in her chest. “But I want you to be happy.”

Clancy held her hand so tight she thought he’d cut off the blood circulation. As he lifted it into the air, he said, “This is what I want. You and our child.”

“We both know that’s the mating bond talking. If Silas took it from us...” She sobbed gently as she put her hand on her belly. “Let’s forget I ever mentioned it. I want us to be a family.”

“So do I.” Clancy slipped his arms around her and held her tight to his chest. She could feel the pounding of his heart against her breast, and she closed her eyes, listening to the sound.

“Right. So we figure this out together. We are not giving up each other and that stupid pack of yours needs you.” Keely let out a long breath. “You know the person you should be asking for advice?”

“Yep.”

“Silas.”

“Yep.”

“Are you going to?” Keely ducked her head so she could look into Clancy’s eyes.

“We don’t exactly have a close relationship.” Clancy pressed his lips together. “And if the pack finds out, they will think I am being coerced or worse, by a vampire.”

“They’ll think he’s been digging around in your head and putting ideas in there for sure.” Keely took a breath. “But he must know the history of your pack more than anyone else. It’s like the story of Revillier’s Hunt. Your grandfather told you the story, but Silas actually lived through it.”

“If you believe him.” Clancy winced. “There I go. I’m as biased toward the vampires as the rest of the pack.”

“No, you’re not. You have a deep mistrust of Silas. But the pack has a deep mistrust for anyone not in the pack and a deep hatred for vampires, for no discernible reason as far as I can tell.” Keely had spent all her life surrounded by otherworldly people. Including vampires. She’d accepted them as part of her world. Of course, some were strange, but to some so was she.

Magic, even in Wishing Moon Bay, was sometimes considered odd, and at rare times, dangerous. After Merri cast the spell that made men fall in love with Keely, she’d have to agree magic could make people act in odd ways. And after the events surrounding the cardinal moon, it was dangerous.

The protection spell had nearly been taken down, exposing everyone inside it to the outside world.

But it wasn’t the magic itself that was dangerous or odd, it was those that worked it.

So, she could, perhaps, understand why the Shadow Moon pack distrusted her. Anyone who didn’t understand magic had every right to distrust it. An unseen force that could turn you upside down and inside out.

Like love.

And, just like love, magic could be a wonderful, beneficial force, but there was a darker side, too. One that could take hold and become malignant, destroying everything in its path.

Keely needed to show the Shadow Moon pack that she was a force of good who could protect them from the darker aspects of magic. She was strong, both in character and in magic. She would stand by their side because they were important to Clancy, because he was responsible for them as their pack leader.

She held out her hands in front of her, her fingers tingling as the magic within her grew. Keely focused on the magic flowing through her, it was as if she’d tapped into a stream of magic that she’d never known existed.

“Keely.” Clancy’s concern was evident in his eyes as she closed her hands and cut off the magic.

“I was thinking about how I’d like to show your pack I can help protect them.” Her hands trembled and she curled them into fists, fighting to breathe normally as her breath came in heavy gasps. Her nostrils flared and she turned her back on Clancy, not wanting him to see her like this.

“They’ll tell you they don’t need a witch to protect them,” he replied lightly, but there was an edge to his voice. “But then they don’t think they need me to protect them either.”

“Then we’ll figure out a way to make them see that they need you. And that we come as a package deal.” She swung around to face him, her eyes glittering as the moonlight reflected in them.

“You are an incredible woman, Keely.” Clancy’s eyes flashed amber as he took her in his arms and lowered his head, capturing her lips with his.

Their kiss deepened, their tongues entwining as the clouds slid across the sky and the moon shone down on them, casting moonlight shadows. They were both children of the moon. And their child would be a member of the Shadow Moon pack as was her birthright.

No pack member was going to make their child feel like an outsider. The magic flared within her again, her fingertips channeling the magic into her mate. As he held her close, Keely was aware of her power amplifying Clancy’s.

It lasted for a brief moment before Clancy stepped away, breathless from their kiss. His eyes flashed amber once again before they returned to their normal soft chocolate brown.

“That was some kiss,” he murmured.

“Blame it on the moonlight,” she replied hoarsely as the aftermath of the power surge left her weak once more.

“We are both children of the moon, but for different reasons.” He threaded his fingers through hers. “Shifters don’t need the moon to shift anymore, but once, long ago, they did. The Shadow Moon pack has ancient blood in their veins, kept pure for so long that the moon still has a hold on us.”

“So, you become more powerful on a full moon?” Keely asked as they continued their walk.

“Yes. We do. And the Hunter’s Moon is the most powerful moon.” He pressed his lips together. “I just hope I can keep a leash on some of the pack members on this Hunter’s Moon.”

“My power is strongest on the full moon. If you need backup, I’m here for you,” she said lightly.

“Wow, we’re the power couple of the Shadow Moon pack,” he joked.

But it wasn’t a joke. As Keely held out her hand and wiggled her fingers, her magic was there.

For good or bad.

Yet for Keely that would never be a choice. Her heart was pure. Her family anchored her. There was no way she would ever use her magic for bad. There was too much to lose.

More now than ever, when she carried the child she had always longed for.

But if anyone threatened her family in any way, she would use her magic to protect them.


Chapter Six – Merri

“We are nearly ready to leave.” Merri jiggled the boxes in the trunk of her poor car before carefully closing it and checking that it was secured. After all their hard work, the last thing she needed was for the trunk to pop open and the contents to spill out.

If she left a trail of candles leading to Wishing Moon Bay, the town might finally be discovered by people in the world beyond. Merri certainly did not want to be the one responsible for that.

“I’ll just go wash my hands.” Henry held up his hands and turned on his heel, heading into the store.

“Does he look especially nervous today?” Keely asked Merri as they watched him go.

“He doesn’t like going through the tunnel. Although, he has been getting better each time we make the trip.” Merri glanced sideways at Keely. “Are you going to manage? I hate leaving you here alone.” Her eyes slid down to Keely’s belly.

“I’m never alone at the moment.” Keely cupped her hand under her growing baby bump.

“You know what I mean,” Merri told her.

“I do. And don’t worry. Aunt Laura is coming over in half an hour. She would have been here earlier, but her head is a little fuzzy this morning.” Keely chuckled. “After dinner, Colton drove her back to the mansion where they shared a nightcap. Or two.”

“They certainly have a good time together. They have a lot in common and have fun.” Merri glanced at Keely. “And how did your evening go?”

“We cleared the air. We’re going to work together to figure out how to get the pack to accept me.” Keely patted her stomach lightly. “And if they don’t, I am going to cast a spell on them to make them behave because I am not having my child growing up as an outcast from her people.”

“That sounds like fighting talk.” Merri studied her sister closely. “Just remember you want them to accept you. Becoming the thing they believe you are is not going to help.”

Keely let out a long sigh. “I know.” She shook her head. “I want to win them over with my wit and charm, but they won’t give me a chance. I need an icebreaker.”

Merri walked around to the driver’s side of the car as Henry came out of the store with his hands washed and his hair freshly combed. There was a change in him, one she hadn’t noticed. Or hadn’t wanted to notice.

“All ready to go?” Henry asked brightly as he opened the passenger door and got in the car.

“We are.” Merri ducked her head and checked that the boxes of candles on the back seat were not going to slide all over the place. “Candles.”

“I don’t think you are going to fit any more in there.” Keely leaned forward to look at the packed-out car.

“No. I mean you could make candles for the Shadow Moon pack.” Merri dashed back around the car to Keely. “You saw how much Charlotte liked the candle you gave her yesterday. And the people in the world beyond are blown away by them. Esme said her customers can’t get enough of them.”

Keely’s eyes widened. “That is a fantastic idea.”

“Why don’t you start today?” Merri suggested. “We have enough inventory to see us through for a month or more. Why don’t you make a special candle for the pack?”

“You are a genius.” Keely flung her arms around Merri’s shoulders and hugged her tight. “I knew there was a reason why I went into business with you. You have the brains.”

Merri blushed and hugged her sister. “You’ll win them over with love and kindness, Keely. You can do it.”

“I’m going to try.” Keely sniffed loudly and stepped back, letting her sister go. “Now, safe travels.”

“We shouldn’t be too late back.” Merri waved as she got in the car where Henry was waiting patiently. “Are you ready to go, Dad?”

“I am.” Henry smoothed his hand over his hair and then half-turned to wave at Keely. “Do you think she’s going to be all right?”

“Yes. Aunt Laura is coming over to give her a hand in the store.” Merri turned the key and started the engine.

“I don’t mean just today,” Henry replied. “I mean with the baby and everything. I’m happy she’s got a shifter as a mate. I like Clancy a lot and he’s a man of honor. But that might be his undoing.”

“I think between Keely and Clancy, they will figure it out.” Merri drove along the street, heading out of town. “There’s a reason fate has brought them together. Isn’t that what shifters believe?”

“It is.” Henry nodded. “I just want you to be happy. Both of you.”

“We are happy.” Merri’s jaw tensed and she gripped the steering wheel tighter.

“If you say so.” Henry turned to look at her. “Do you want me to have a word with Silas?”

“No!” Merri retorted. “No.”

“I’ve known him for a long time,” her dad continued. “And I don’t think I’ve ever seen him afraid of anything. But he’s scared of losing you.”

“Then why doesn’t he do something about it?” Merri asked as they approached the tunnel that led from Wishing Moon Bay to the world beyond.

“Because he knows he’s going to lose you one way or the other.” Henry seemed more relaxed than ever as the dark of the tunnel surrounded them. The first time they had made this trip he’d been petrified, but he’d changed over the last few months.

If that change had something to do with Esme, then Merri intended to persuade her father to pursue his own happiness. He would always love Genevieve, his first wife and the mother of his children, but there was room in his heart for another woman.

Another wife.

“So he’s trying to figure out what will hurt less. Whether he’s better to end our relationship now, or whether we will spend the rest of my life together.” Merri couldn’t blame Silas for trying to protect his heart.

“It’s not just about him,” Henry replied. “When your mom knew she was dying...”

“You don’t have to talk about it.” Merri was glad of the darkness, it hid her tears, which rolled down her cheeks unchecked before she had a chance to gain control of her emotions.

“I want to.” Henry sniffed loudly. “She knew, toward the end. That’s why she cast the spell on you, she wanted to protect you. But the sadness of knowing that she would be leaving you behind was too much.”

“Silas is worried that I’ll spend my life worrying about how he will cope after I’m gone, rather than enjoying the time we have together.” Merri had always known that the day would come when she would pass beyond the veil, beyond Silas’s love.

Unless she became a vampire. But there hadn’t been a new vampire in Wishing Moon Bay for centuries. It was taboo for the vampires to turn someone. And that wasn’t what she wanted.

She wanted to grow old. She didn’t want to outlive her children.

“He loves you. He wants to do what is right. But he doesn’t know what that is,” Henry told her as they burst out of the darkness and into the light.

“I don’t have an answer either,” Merri admitted.

But if they didn’t figure it out, they would be stuck in limbo for the rest of her life. What good was that? They were wasting precious time and she was done with it. When she got back to town, she was going to pin him down and they would talk it over.

“You belong together,” Henry continued. “He was brave enough to let you go once. The fact that you returned to town should tell you that you are meant to be together. If I had known your mom would pass so young, and her death would cause me so much pain, I would not have shied away from it. If I had my time again, I would still grab hold of her with both hands and not let go.”

“Maybe you should talk to Silas after all,” Merri told her dad.

“Maybe I should. I know he wants to marry you. He’s just stalling, and I want to know why.” Henry was silent for a long while, he was brooding on something, and Merri gave him the time and space he needed. “After your mom died, I never thought I would feel like dating again.”

“It’s been a long time, Dad. You’re not expected to live a solitary life for the rest of your life.” Merri gnawed on her bottom lip as she sought the words she needed to put her dad’s mind at rest. “I like Esme.”

“You do?” Henry wriggled in his seat as he sat up straighter.

“I do.” Merri hesitated, should she push her dad into asking Esme on a date? Well, perhaps not a date, but maybe something like a date. “And I think she likes you.”

“I do, too.” He pressed his lips into a thin line. “But I’m not sure. It’s been a long time since I picked up on any of those kinds of signs. I’m not sure if she likes me romantically, or whether she just likes me as a friend, or maybe she sees me as an oddity.” He sucked in a breath. “Perhaps she’s just been kind and attentive because of the wands and the candles. For all I know, she might treat all of her suppliers the same.”

“Okay. I suppose I could go into the store on my own this time.” Merri checked her rearview mirror as she turned off the highway and drove along the back roads toward their destination. “That way we’ll see how disappointed she is when you aren’t there.”

“I don’t know,” Henry replied. “I don’t like playing games.”

“Love is a game,” Merri told her dad. “Isn’t that part of the fun?”

Henry chuckled. “I have no idea. I knew your mom was the one for me the moment I saw her.” He sighed wistfully. “I can still picture her now. It was Beltane and she wore flowers in her hair, and her eyes glowed red as the Beltane fires reflected in them. She was the most beautiful creature I had ever seen. So full of life.”

“You were made for each other.” Merri reached across the car and placed her hand over her father’s. “I wish I’d met her.”

“I wish you had, too.” Henry’s expression sobered. “But that is a gift Silas gave you. You have seen her through his eyes. He cares for you deeply.”

“I know he does. But when I hear about how you loved Mom from the moment you saw her, I... I never felt that for Silas.” Merri had known Silas before she left Wishing Moon Bay, but she certainly hadn’t had any romantic feelings for him.

“Not all love is like that. Love comes in all shapes and sizes. And sometimes love that burns bright at the beginning also burns itself out.” Her dad always knew what to say. Except when it came to his own affairs of the heart. If he was ever going to invite Esme out, Merri suspected she might have to play the role of matchmaker.

“Right. Here we are.” Merri parked the car around the side of the store so Esme would not be able to see Henry seated in the passenger seat. “I will go on a reconnaissance mission for you.”

“Are you sure?” Henry leaned back in his seat to get a better view of the store.

“Absolutely. You stay here and I’ll go in and tell Esme that I have her stock.” Merri got out of the car and hurried toward the store before her dad had a chance to change his mind. As she reached the door, she took a breath and composed her features before she pushed the door open and stepped inside.

She was instantly enveloped in the fresh scent of pine trees, and she was automatically transported to the pine forests that grew along the lower slopes of the mountains outside of Wishing Moon Bay. She was searching the ground for pine cones with Keely and her father. She stopped and turned her head to the sky. Somewhere overhead an eagle soared, calling out its mournful cry.

Esme was burning one of Keely’s candles.

“Merri.” Esme came around the counter and Merri opened her eyes, the spell broken. “This scent is one of my favorites. It makes me feel so free, as if I’m on a mountainside instead of here in the store, with four walls surrounding me. I can see it has an effect on you, too.”

“Keely’s candles can still transport my mind to beloved places. You’d think I’d be immune by now.” She brushed a strand of hair back from her face, trying not to stare at Esme. The store owner wore a floaty purple dress, and her makeup was light but seductive, with smoky gray eyeshadow and a deep red lipstick.

“I’d like to meet her one day.” Esme tilted her head to one side and stared past Merri. “I’d like to see your base of operations. It’s important to me to see where my stock is produced.”

“Like my dad’s wands,” Merri noted they had pride of place behind the counter although they needed restocking.

“Yes.” Esme’s face brightened. “They are exquisite, and I would love to see his workshop and let him talk me through his process, unless it’s a trade secret. Of course.”

“I’m sure he would be only too happy to show you.” Merri smothered a smile as Esme looked past Merri and into the parking lot.

“Is he here with you today?” Esme asked and her hand fluttered to her throat. “I only ask because last time he was here, I was telling him about a local delicacy made with wild honey and he said he’d like to try it...”

“And you bought some specially?” Merri asked.

Esme blushed and ducked her head. “I did.” She let out a long breath. “I’m embarrassed. I know your mother died in childbirth...” She put her hand to her forehead. “I’m making a real mess of this.”

“My dad hasn’t dated since my mom died,” Merri told her gently.

“Oh!” Esme covered her mouth with her hand. “Now I feel extra stupid. I didn’t intend to be so presumptuous.”

“Don’t be. You’re not. Honestly.” Merri caught hold of her hand and sandwiched it between both of hers. “I hadn’t realized until my aunt and sister pointed out to me how Dad has changed in the months we’ve been coming here to your store.”

“I don’t want to upset anyone to make things awkward,” Esme replied.

Merri shook her head. “There’s no awkwardness. I see it now. My dad likes you and I think it would do him good to have a special person in his life.”

“I would like to be that special person,” Esme whispered.

“He’d like that, too.” Merri let go of Esme’s hand and pulled the door open. “He’s in the car. Why don’t you go help him unload while I look around the store?”

Esme took a deep breath, her eyes sparkling as she went out of the store, her velvet dress caressing her curvy body as she hurried across the parking lot.

Merri watched as Henry got out of the car and strode to meet Esme. Love was definitely in the air.

For her father and Esme at least. As for Merri and Silas, that was a question as yet unanswered.


Chapter Seven – Keely

“I am at your disposal.” Clancy’s broad shoulders filled the doorway between the store and the room where Keely was melting wax for the Shadow Moon candles.

“Good. I need your help.” Keely straightened up and put her hand on the small of her back. Clancy looked cool and calm, while she was hot and more than a little bothered. She wanted the candles to be perfect and had spent the morning testing scents and colors, before casting spells on the candle wax as it cooled.

It had taken her more than a dozen attempts to get it right. But now she was second-guessing herself since she wasn’t a wolf from the Shadow Moon pack. What smelled good to her might smell terrible to a wolf. And since Keely wasn’t a shifter, and didn’t have their enhanced senses, she had no idea if the scents were too overpowering or as weak as water.

“What can I do?” Clancy sauntered into the room, his T-shirt clinging to his toned chest, and his hair covering one eye. She swallowed down her desire for her mate.

What she wouldn’t give to spend a little quality time with him. She might be pregnant, and her hormones were out of whack, but she fancied the pants off the wolf shifter who owned her heart.

“Smell this.” Keely lit the candle and let it burn for a moment before cupping it in two hands and holding it out to Clancy.

She held her breath, not because she didn’t like the smell of the candle, but because she desperately wanted him to like it.

“Wow.” Clancy closed his eyes and his brows knitted together as the aroma from the candle enveloped him.

“Is that a good wow?” Keely studied his expression but couldn’t figure out if he was in pain or experiencing intense pleasure.

“I can see the mountain, I can hear the wind rustling through the trees. It’s dark, the moon is peeking out from behind the clouds and the blood is pumping in my veins. A wolf howls in the distance, calling me home. Calling me back to the pack.” He opened his eyes and blew out the candle. “That is potent magic.”

“Too much?” She tilted her head to one side as she waited for his reply. “I need you to be honest because the last thing I want is to make things worse.”

“No.” He swallowed hard. “It’s not too much.”

“Are you sure? Because that face says that it is.” She circled her finger around his head.

“It’s... It stirred my blood. It made me feel as if I was a part of the world, part of the very mountain itself. Like I could listen to the wind, and it would tell me the secrets of my ancestors.” He rubbed his hand over his chin. “Was that what you were going for?”

Keely chuckled. “I was hoping to give you a connection to the mountains. The rest is a bonus, I guess.”

“Huge bonus.” He looked at her kind of funny and her heart sank.

“Do you think your pack will think I’m trying to manipulate them if I make these candles for them?” Keely asked. “I don’t want them to think I’m trying to get inside their heads.”

“Aren’t you?” Clancy’s question pulled her up short and made her second-guess herself.

“Merri came up with the idea. She said that since Charlotte liked her Halloween candle so much, I should make one for the Shadow Moon pack.” Keely placed the candle down on the counter. It was the most incredible color, she had spent hours trying to capture the exact shade of the inky sky when the moon rose full above the mountains. A little more magic and she might even get some starlight in there. “But if you think it’s too much, then I’ll forget it and we’ll have to think of something else.”

“I love the idea.” He came up behind her, threaded his arms around her waist and pulled her back against him. “The candles are a perfect way of showing the pack that magic is...magical.”

“You don’t think it’ll freak them out and make them think that I’m trying to manipulate them?” Keely leaned back on his shoulder. “I’ve always been able to get along with most people. I don’t think I’ve ever had to work this hard.”

“Me neither,” he admitted. “My life in the world beyond was a whole lot simpler.”

“Do you miss it?” Keely turned around in his arms and looped her hands around the nape of his neck.

“The simplicity. Yes. But I was living half a life there. My wolf could never really be free.” His chest rose and fell. “Then there’s Charlotte. When she approached her first shift, it was nerve-racking. I wanted to come back to Wishing Moon Bay before it happened. But I was trading one danger for another.”

“Does she like it in Lycan Ridge?” Keely asked.

“You mean aside from the lack of stores, cafes and good internet?” Clancy laughed. “Lycan Ridge is like moving to some backwater town compared with our old lives.”

“You are going to have to drag them out of the past.” Keely patted his shoulder as she pulled away from him. “I need to start a new batch of candles since you have given them your seal of approval.”

“There isn’t much room in here.” Clancy looked around. “Even with all the stock Merri’s taken, you can hardly move.”

“I know.” She pressed her hand to the small of her back. “We’re going to need to expand at some point. But I’m not sure this is the best time since when the baby comes...” She wiped her hand across her eyes.

“Hey. What’s wrong?” Clancy caught hold of her hand and lowered it from her face.

“I’m scared.” Her mouth dropped down at the corners.

“Scared about what?” Clancy held her hand in his.

“All of it.” She sniffed loudly. “It’s like my life is out of control. I’ve always been independent, I built this store from scratch and now I’m scared that I’ll lose it all. That I won’t be able to cope with the store and the candle-making and the baby.”

“Merri is here for you,” Clancy told her.

“She is.” Keely’s eyes flashed and she tugged her hand out of his. “But this baby isn’t Merri’s. It’s mine. And yours.”

“I know. And I’m here for you.” He turned around and picked up the candle, inhaling the scent. “I own a warehouse up at Lycan Ridge. My father used to make furniture by hand, using the same skills his father had passed on to him. I never got the hang of it and then I left. The warehouse still belongs to me even though it’s been empty for years.”

“What are you saying?” Keely’s breath shuddered through her body.

“Why don’t you open a candle-making factory in Lycan Ridge? I can melt the wax and pour it. We could provide jobs for some of the people there, too. You could cast the spells. We could set up a safe area for the baby when she comes.” Clancy’s hopeful expression made her heart soar.

“She? Have you been talking to Aunt Laura?” Keely asked.

“No. It’s just an instinct.” He placed his hand over her swollen belly. “Will you think about it?”

“I’ll need to talk things over with Merri.” She nodded. “It would solve the issue of how we’re all going to fit in Primrose Cottage. Since it doesn’t look as if Silas is ever going to ask Merri and her children to move in with him any time soon.”

“I thought their relationship was serious. Do you think he’s gotten cold feet?” Clancy screwed up his face. “I know every part of him is cold, but you know what I mean.”

“I do. And I don’t know.” She folded her arms across her body. “I might go have a talk with him. Someone needs to find out what’s in his head.”

“Why don’t I talk to him?” Clancy suggested. “I can see things from his perspective.”

“Oh, does that mean you’ve got cold feet, too?” she asked.

“Not cold feet.” He moved closer to her and cupped her face in his hands. “There is no part of me that is cold. I am as hot-blooded as they come.”

“You and Silas are such opposites and yet in some ways you are very similar.” Keely loved her hot-blooded man, but she could see why Merri was attracted to Silas. He was wise, and his devotion to Merri and her children was obvious. He would die for her.

And death must be a scary thing for a vampire.

“You mean we’re similar in that we are in love with the Wilson sisters?” Clancy asked.

“No, you’re similar in that you have taken far too long to commit to the women you love. Most shifters would have had a ring on my finger by now.” Her cheeks flushed pink, and she turned away from him, busying herself with running hot water into the sink.

“I’m sorry.” He was humbled by her words and her heart ached for him. “This is all so new to me.”

“And it’s not to me?” Keely countered.

“Of course it is. This is all unexpected. Living for so long in the world beyond, I’d allowed myself to forget that one day I would be the pack leader. I honestly expected Xavier to pick a new successor and I would spend the rest of my life out there.” He pointed in the direction of the tunnel.

“Xavier believed you were the best man for the job.” Keely turned to face him, her hands dripping wet. “And he was right.”

“I wish I believed that.” It was as if Clancy finally trusted her enough to open up and share his darkest fears. “I never knew it would be this hard.”

“That’s because it’s all new. I remember when Merri gave birth to Brigette. She would cry on the phone some nights when she couldn’t get her to sleep. She was so sure she was doing something wrong.” Keely placed her hand on her belly. “I’m lucky. I have Merri here with me. But she was all alone. And I often thought that maybe it would have been easier for Merri if our mom were here.”

“Merri didn’t have anyone to guide her and give her advice. She didn’t have her mother in the same way I don’t have Xavier.” Clancy nodded. “But Merri has raised two wonderful children.”

“And you will figure out how to guide the pack through this,” Keely assured him. “And then we can focus on us. You, me and the baby.”

“I am so looking forward to holding our child in my arms.” Clancy chuckled. “I’m there for the feedings, the diapers, the sleepless nights, I’m there for you and our baby.”

“I really needed to hear that.” Keely smiled weakly, holding back her tears.

“I should have told you sooner. I just expected you to know what was in my heart.” He reached out for her, and she went into his arms. “I love you. I love our baby. And I love the life we’re going to share.”

“All we need to do is get our pack to love us, too.” She rested her head on his chest and listened to the steady thump, thump of his heart.

“Our pack.” He rubbed his hand soothingly over her back.

“They are our pack. Even if they don’t know it yet.” Clancy held her tightly, and as she stood there in his arms, it was as if anything was possible and it would all work out all right.

Their love, their bond was strong enough to weather any storm.


Chapter Eight – Merri

“How did it go with Dad and Esme?” Keely waited until Henry had gone inside the store before she asked her question.

“Oh.” Merri looked over her sister’s shoulder to check that Henry was out of earshot. “It was good. I went into the store first and had a bit of a heart-to-heart with Esme. I wanted to make sure that she was interested before Dad made a move.”

“Good idea. I expect he would be crushed if he asked Esme out and she said no.” Keely had been there and done that when she was a teenager. She’d been convinced that Andrew Monroe had a thing for her. After weeks of agonizing, she’d finally gotten tired of waiting for him to make the first move.

Merri could still picture the scene now, it was like watching a train wreck in slow motion.

Keely had finally plucked up the courage to ask Andrew on a date. However, as she leaned against his locker, her schoolbooks clasped to her chest, Hilary Vern sidled up alongside Andrew. Keely was already asking her question as Andrew slid his arm around Hilary’s shoulder possessively, making it obvious they were dating.

Keely tried to laugh it off, as if she was just joking around, but Hilary had laughed louder, making a scene that the kids in school would remember for a couple of weeks, until the next school train wreck happened.

Keely had sworn she would never make the first move again. And she hadn’t.

Even with Clancy, who was her bonded mate.

“Esme went out into the parking lot while I found some amazing books to look at in the store.” She tucked her hand in her purse and pulled one out. “It’s a book about vampire lore.” She leafed through the pages.

“You bought a book on vampires when you have the real thing?” Keely arched an eyebrow.

“Yes. There’s a section on the history of vampires. I wanted to read it and then ask Silas where they actually came from. Who was the first vampire?” Merri jabbed her finger at Keely as she opened her mouth to respond, “And don’t say Dracula.”

“Spoilsport.” She grinned, looking happier than she had for a long while.

“You look as if you had a good day, too.” Merri put the book back in her purse and they strolled toward the store.

“I have. I’ve had a really good day. I took your advice and made a candle for the Shadow Moon pack. Then Clancy came over and I tested it on him, and he really liked it.” Keely side-eyed Merri, as if she were holding something back.

“And then?” Merri prompted.

“And then Clancy suggested that we open a candle-making factory in Lycan Ridge. He owns an old warehouse that would be perfect. We could employ some of the people to make the candles while I cast the spells. It would mean that we could keep up production even after I have the baby.” She smoothed her hand over her belly.

“Lycan Ridge?” Merri breathed softly.

“Of course, if you hate the idea... But it means you and the children could stay in Primrose Cottage and I’d move to Lycan Ridge with Clancy.” Keely stopped walking and turned to face her sister. “You do hate the idea.”

“No.” Merri shook her head. “I don’t hate it at all. I think it’s perfect.”

“But...” Keely folded her arms across her body.

“I’ll miss you.” Merri sobbed and covered her mouth with her hands as she fought to control her emotions.

“I’ll miss you, too.” Keely wrapped her arms around Merri, and they hugged each other, comforting each other just as they had always done growing up.

“But it’s not as if I’m going to be too far away. It’s a twenty-minute drive. And I’ll have to come down with the deliveries...” Keely took a shuddering breath. “I can stay if you need me to.”

“No.” Merri wiped her eyes. “You and Clancy belong together, and Clancy belongs at Lycan Ridge. And it wouldn’t be fair for me to make you stay. It’s just that last time it was me leaving.”

“I’m not leaving, Merri. Not really.” Keely plucked the vampire book out of Merri’s purse and held it up. “Is this the real reason you’re upset?”

“A book?” Merri croaked.

“I was thinking more about of the subject matter. And one particular vampire.” Keely slid the book back inside Merri’s purse.

“I’m not jealous of you and Clancy, if that’s what you mean.” Merri tried not to sound defensive, but her heart was cracking bit by bit at the realization that she’d been living in a dream world where she and Silas would get their happy ending.

“I know you’re not jealous. But I also know you are hurting. That vampire of yours needs a good talking to. And we’re lining up to be the ones to do it. Even Clancy offered to talk to him.” Keely sighed heavily. “Do you want me to go over there and ask him?”

“No.” Merri shook her head. “I’m seeing him tonight. I’m going to ask him once and for all if we have a future together. Even if it’s a short future.”

Keely hugged Merri as her face crumpled and she sobbed softly. The more she thought about it, the more she was convinced that Silas had perhaps been in love with the idea of being in love but now he was bored with her.

He was done with pretending to be part of her family. And he was done with her.

At least, that was what her head said. Her heart, on the other hand, was convinced that he was in love with her but didn’t know what their next step was.

“A short future with the person you love is better than a life alone,” Keely said sagely. “We both got that from Dad and Mom. He would never have traded their love and their life together if he knew that she would die too soon.”

“I know. We talked about it on the way to the store.” Merri gave a crooked smile. “I’ve had my chance, I’ve been in love, I’ve raised a family. I’m blessed in so many ways and now it’s my turn to stand on the sidelines and cheer you and Dad on.”

“You are not going to stand on the sidelines,” Keely assured her. “You are going to be right in the thick of it. My baby is going to need her aunt in her life, and I am going to need all of your help and support.”

“I am always going to be there for you. Whatever you need.” Merri glanced toward the store, where Aunt Laura and Trudy were talking to Henry. “You should have seen him.”

“Dad?” Keely’s jaw clenched. “I can’t believe he’s finally taking the first steps forward in search of love after all this time.”

Merri threaded her fingers through Keely’s. “There will be times when you wish Mom was there with you. I remember when I was giving birth that I would have given anything to have her by my side. And the sadness of knowing my babies would never look into her eyes.”

“I feel it already,” Keely admitted. “That’s why I need you in my life.”

“But you need to move on and make a new life with Clancy.” Merri understood completely. She didn’t like the thought of change, but she accepted it was what Keely and Clancy needed. “Maybe I need to move on, too.”

“But not out of Wishing Moon Bay?” Keely’s panic tone was accompanied by a tight squeeze of Merri’s hand.

“No. I’m never leaving Wishing Moon Bay again. This is our home now. If things end between me and Silas, I still want to stay friends with him. If he lets me.” Merri tugged Keely toward the store. “Come on. Let’s finish up here and then we can go home.”

“Because you have a hot date,” Keely followed Merri inside the store. “Maybe I should make a candle you can burn for Silas. One that makes him see sense.”

“Maybe he is seeing sense and it’s me that’s caught up in the moment.” Merri had come to terms with that scenario. It would hurt like hell, she’d gotten used to Silas, she enjoyed his company, and she loved listening to him talk about the past. But more than anything she’d miss the sense of love and protection she always got when he was around.

She and Silas might not be fated mates like Keely and Clancy, but she’d felt the connection between them. It was like there was an invisible tether linking them always. Even when he was asleep in the basement of his mansion, deep beneath the earth, she could feel him.

Merri stood still for a moment, while Keely went to join the others. For a long moment, she closed her eyes and focused her mind, seeking Silas. There he was. It was as if he were just outside of her peripheral vision.

That had to mean something. Surely, it had to mean they had a deep connection like a shifter and their mate.

Or maybe she was missing the obvious. They did have a connection. A mental connection. Silas had looked inside her head and read her thoughts on more than one occasion. He’d also given her his memories of her mom.

Perhaps she was influenced by that intimate connection. She’d let her barriers down and allowed him in. And a part of him was still there, linked to her.

What she thought was love might just be a residual feeling linked to the memories of her mom. It was plausible that she was confusing the love she had for her mom for the love she thought she had for Silas.

“Merri.” Aunt Laura crossed the store to where Merri was standing like a pale statue. “You look as if you need some strong coffee and something sweet to eat.”

“You’re right.” Merri pushed her troubled thoughts to one side. This wasn’t the time to dwell on what she felt for Silas. There was only one way to know the truth, she needed to sit down and talk with the ancient vampire.

She needed to ask him if he was acting out of pity.

When she came back to Wishing Moon Bay after her marriage broke down, she was in need of a friend, a shoulder to cry on. True, Silas might have had feelings for her before she left town decades ago, but he’d never acted on them until she came back.

She’d been a woman he’d placed on a pedestal. Unrequited love was an incredibly strong emotion. Silas might have spent all those years between Merri leaving and coming back dreaming of a woman who wasn’t real.

When he discovered she wasn’t the person he thought she was, the person he’d molded in his imagination, he hadn’t had the heart to tell Merri. So he’d played along. After all, she’d be gone soon enough, her bones buried in the ground.

“Here.” Aunt Laura thrust a cup of coffee into her hand and then offered her a homemade cookie. “Made with love.”

“Thanks.” Merri took a coffee and nibbled on it under the watchful gaze of her aunt.

“So, I expect you all to be on your best behavior,” Henry was saying. “Because I have invited Esme to Wishing Moon Bay for the Halloween festivities.”

“She’s going to be in for a shock when she finds out what kind of a town it is,” Trudy said. “Are you sure she isn’t going to freak out?”

“No. I don’t think so,” Henry replied. “It seems she knows a shifter or two. And she believes in magic, even though her spells are nowhere near as potent as any of yours.” He looked at each of them in turn.

“I can’t wait to meet her.” Aunt Laura picked up her coffee cup and took a swig.

“Are you sure?” Henry asked quietly.

“You were the love of my sister’s life,” Aunt Laura replied. “When she passed, I thought your heart would break. But you found strength in these two lovely daughters of yours. Now it’s time to do some living of your own.”

“I agree,” Keely replied.

“We all give you our blessing,” Merri told her father. “If you need it.”

“I do.” Henry dashed his hand over his eyes. “No one will ever replace your mother in my heart. But there is room for another.”

Trudy raised her coffee mug. “It gives me hope, as a newly divorced woman, that I might get my second chance at love one day.”

“It’s finally over?” Merri had been so caught up in her own problems that she hadn’t been paying much attention to Trudy’s.

“Yes. After Graham was caught up in Keely’s love spell, I realized that I didn’t care as much as I should that he was interested in another woman,” Trudy replied. “I know the spell was responsible for his actions, but the spell was not responsible for my reaction.”

“I’m sorry,” Merri told her.

“I’m not.” Trudy stared into her coffee mug. “I’m excited to see what comes next. I want to find out who I really am. I’ve been a wife and a mother for so long that I have lost sight of myself.”

“I think we should drink to happiness,” Henry said. “In whatever form that takes.”

“To happiness,” they all repeated.

But happiness was an elusive beast, one that had escaped Merri for the last few weeks.

Perhaps because she had been searching for it in the wrong place. Maybe Trudy was on to something. Perhaps Merri needed time alone to find herself before she could truly be happy again.


Chapter Nine – Keely

“Do you want to talk about it?” Keely sat down on Merri’s bed and watched her sister as she brushed her hair. It was just like when they were teenagers sharing gossip and secrets. She would miss these times.

But she knew in her heart that moving to Lycan Ridge with Clancy was the right thing to do. She’d just feel a whole lot better about it if Merri were happy.

“No.” Merri turned her back on her reflection and faced Keely. “But thanks for the offer.”

“No matter where I live, I am always here for you. All you have to do is pick up the phone and call me.” Keely slid off the bed and knelt by the side of Merri’s chair. “Maybe Silas is just working up the courage to ask you to move in with him. You know he’s led such a long life that time might move differently to him.”

“I’m sure it does,” Merri replied. “And that’s the thing, we’re different people. I don’t see the world through his eyes, and he doesn’t see the world through mine.”

“Opposites attract,” Keely offered hopefully.

“Maybe we are too opposite.” Merri hugged Keely and then stood up. “And don’t let my mood stop you from enjoying your date with Clancy. I’m happy that you and your mate have finally taken a step forward.”

“A baby step.” Keely got up and headed for the door. “We might have talked about what we want and agreed we want the same thing, but it’s not just about us.”

“You’re still worried the pack won’t accept you?” Merri had smelled the candles and been transported to the mountains on a full moon. There was no way the pack wouldn’t see Keely’s magic as a force for good.

“It’s not just me.” Keely cupped her hand around her belly. “What about our child?”

“She’ll be half-witch, half-shifter.” Merri crossed the room to Keely. “Aunt Laura has me convinced it’s a girl now, too.”

“Clancy believes we’re having a girl. If a shifter and a powerful witch both agree, I’m thinking they are probably right.” Keely’s eyes went out of focus. “And if I put my attention on my baby, I get the sense I’m having a girl.”

“Whether you are having a girl or a boy, the pack will accept her.” Merri checked the time. “I have to go.” She ran her fingers through her hair and shook it out, making it look fuller as she went to her closet and took out the dress she planned to wear.

“Silas would be a fool to let you walk out of his life.” Keely watched her sister with one hand on the door handle. “And if he breaks your heart, I might have to go put a stake through his.”

“I appreciate the sentiment, but we both know Silas doesn’t deserve that.” Merri swung around with the dress held up against her. “What do you think?”

“That perhaps you are too good for Silas, and he knows it and that is the problem.” Keely pulled the door closed behind her and left Merri to get dressed.

Her fingers tingled as she headed into her own room and closed the door behind her. Whenever her emotions ran high, her magic seemed to spontaneously gather in her hands, ready to channel into a spell.

Maybe she should ask Trudy if this was how she felt when she was pregnant with Hannah. It might be a witch thing that Keely was unaware of. A side effect her mom would have told her in time, if she’d lived to see her daughter grow up.

Or maybe it was because she was carrying a shifter child.

Urgh. She was giving herself more problems when she hadn’t sorted out the ones she already had.

One thing at a time, as Aunt Laura often said.

Keely dressed quickly. Not that she had much choice since her choice of clothes to wear on her date was getting slimmer as her waist got fuller. Soon she’d have to go buy some maternity clothes, but she’d put it off as long as possible because she didn’t want to risk jinxing her pregnancy.

Being an older mother carried risks and she was afraid she might miscarry. The thought of seeing a closet full of maternity wear if she lost the baby was almost too much.

But as each day passed and her baby got bigger, Keely began to relax.

She pulled her dress over her head and buttoned it up before loosely buckling the contrasting belt. A pair of comfortable flat shoes weren’t exactly flattering but Clancy would love whatever she was wearing. She’d come to the conclusion that a shifter mate could find a way to make a woman feel good even if she were dressed in a sack.

It was a refreshing change.

As she applied minimal makeup, she realized she was smiling at herself in the mirror, like the cat who had gotten the cream.

As if on cue, Mr. Toad pushed the door open and entered the room, curling his small body around her legs. “And what am I going to do with you?” She patted her lap and the black cat nimbly hopped up and purred, while Keely tickled his chin.

Mr. Toad had been her constant companion for years. They had spent many evenings in Keely’s spell room concocting all kinds of magic over a glass of wine. He was a big part of her life, but he loved it here at the cottage, it was the only home he’d ever known.

If only life fit together perfectly like a jigsaw puzzle.

She stroked his soft fur and kissed his head, then the black cat got down and sauntered out of the room. His soft wailing meow was met with the opening of a door and Jared’s voice. “Come on in, Mr. Toad. We’re reading about vampires this evening.”

Perhaps there was her answer. If Merri and her children stayed at the cottage, then Mr. Toad could stay, too. He would be loved and cared for, and she could visit whenever she wanted.

However, Keely still held onto the hope that Silas would realize he was crazy not to ask Merri to marry him or at least move in with him at his mansion. If that happened, Mr. Toad’s fate might be linked to the fate of Primrose Cottage. What would she do with the house?

That was a conversation she’d need to have with her dad once Merri’s future was clearer.

Her mind went around and around in circles, mulling over problems, rarely finding solutions as she chose a pair of spiderweb earrings that dangled delicately down her neck before standing back and assessing her image in the mirror.

“Good enough.” Keely grabbed her purse and switched off the light as she left her bedroom and went downstairs.

“Have a good evening.” Henry was seated in the kitchen, reading an almanac while carving one of his fabulous wands.

“I will.” She kissed him on the cheek and glanced toward the stairs. “Has Merri gone out yet?”

“No. Silas hasn’t arrived yet.” Henry followed her gaze and then added, “I am waiting for him. I’m going to have a man-to-man talk with him and find out what his plans are toward Merri.”

“I don’t think that’s such a good idea,” Keely whispered. “Merri plans to have her own heart-to-heart with him tonight.”

Henry worked his jaw as he carved the wand. “I was certain that he was going to propose. Certain. Then he seemed to backtrack on the relationship.”

“Do you have any idea why?” Keely patted her dad on the shoulder and moved toward the door. She could sense Clancy approaching. It was the strangest of sensations, as if they were connected by a tether that was stretched too tight when they were apart.

“Nope.” He waved his knife around in a circle. “Maybe it had something to do with the trouble at The Crypt.”

“I figured that was all over and done with. The vampires and the Shadow Moon pack stepped back from the edge. They could have taken each other out but they didn’t.” Her eyes widened. “Do you think that Silas is having difficulty with the vampires at The Crypt because of me dating Clancy?”

“No.” Henry shook his head firmly. “The vamps over at The Crypt have no influence over Silas. There are no pack politics over there.”

“Then what is it?” Keely sighed in frustration. “Goodnight, Dad. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“You don’t want me to wait up?” Henry cocked an eyebrow at his daughter.

“I think I’m too old for a curfew. And anyway, I might not come home at all tonight.” She tilted her chin in the air and headed out of the door, but before she left, she turned around and winked and blew a kiss to her dad.

As she finally closed the door, the faint sound of her dad chuckling reached her. A smile spread across her lips. At least one of them was happy. Although, that wasn’t to say that Henry’s relationship with Esme would go smoothly. Henry had a lot of baggage.

As to Esme, Keely couldn’t wait to meet her.

“Keely.” Clancy stood at the end of the driveway looking devastatingly handsome in clean jeans that fit like a second skin and a blue button-up shirt. A soft leather jacket completed his look, and his still damp hair was combed back from his face.

“Clancy.” Keely hesitated, taking in his broad shoulders and soft smile before she walked toward him.

“I thought we might go for a romantic walk on the beach.” He held out his hand to her and she took it, grasping hold of him as heat spread along her arm and through her body. Each time they touched, it was like they completed an electrical circuit and the current passed from one to the other.

“Not just a walk but a romantic walk.” She didn’t care what they did as long as they were together. Sure, most couples at this stage of their relationship might do something more adventurous like go to dinner or the movies, but in these few stolen moments when it was just the two of them, they preferred to go somewhere private where they could talk.

Clancy opened the passenger door and helped her climb inside. When they first met, she’d managed it easily but as her baby grew bigger, it became more awkward. Perhaps they needed to get a car that was more suitable for their growing family.

But the truck would be useful for transporting the candle stock from Lycan Ridge to Wishing Moon Bay. She checked her train of thought. It seemed she’d already subconsciously made the decision to move.

As Keely grabbed hold of the passing thought and held onto it for a moment, she accepted it was what she wanted. She’d always dreamed of raising her children in Primrose Cottage, but her child was a shifter, a member of the Shadow Moon pack and she didn’t want her to feel like an outsider.

“How did your dad and Merri get along in the world beyond?” Clancy licked his lips as if he was nervous before starting the engine and pulling away from the curb.

“Good. My dad asked Esme to come to Wishing Moon Bay for Halloween.” Keely side-eyed Clancy as he licked his lips again. Her stomach felt hollow. Had something happened after he left the store this afternoon?

Were his plans for them to win over the pack together already in tatters?

“And she said yes?” Clancy’s teeth flashed white as he grinned.

“She did. He has warned us all to be on our best behavior.” She smiled and tried to relax. “Which I can’t blame him since we’ve had more than a few hiccups around full moons and whatnot lately.”

“I’ll make sure the pack stays away from town so that should help. Not that they celebrate Halloween, but they are getting riled up about the Hunter’s Moon.” Clancy turned off the road and into the parking lot next to the beach. “I’m organizing a hunt over the mountains, in the opposite direction of town.”

“And in the opposite direction of the vampires?” Keely unbuckled her seatbelt and opened the truck door as soon as Clancy switched off the engine.

Clancy got out of the truck and walked around to join her. “As far away from the vampires and The Crypt as possible. I think a few of the guys still like the idea of an organized hunt with the vampires, but I suspect someone from either side would lose control and then we’d be stuck in the middle of a war.”

“We?” Keely asked. “You wouldn’t side with the pack?”

“That would depend on who started it. But no. My role is to keep the pack safe and going to war with ancient blood-sucking beasts is never going to be safe for anyone.” Clancy held out his hand to her. “Why don’t we forget all about the pack and the vampires and just focus on us?”

“That is the best idea you have ever had.” She slipped her hand into his and they headed toward the stone steps that led down to the beach.

“Why, thank you.” He chuckled as he went first down the steps while keeping an attentive eye on her.

“I can still walk, you know.” Still, she liked his protective side. But she didn’t want him to think she wasn’t capable of taking care of herself.

“I know, but you are carrying a small life inside you and I don’t want you to trip and fall.” His concern was evident as he looked up at her face and smiled softly.

“That would not make for a romantic evening, would it?” Keely reached the bottom step and paused, looking out across the ocean. “This is incredible.”

“Isn’t it?” Clancy gazed out across the water where the nearly full moon was mirrored on its almost still surface. “The calm before the storm.”

“Shall we go to the water’s edge and find a wishing stone?” Keely stepped onto the soft sand, which dragged at her feet with every step. She was grateful for Clancy by her side, lending her his strength. It had been another long day and she was more tired than she’d admitted even to herself.

She’d read that the first trimester could be the hardest as her body learned to cope with the rush of new hormones flooding her system. But she’d always imagined she would be full of energy until she reached her third trimester and was much bigger.

“When I was younger, I used to come down to the ocean and cast a stone into the water.” A smile spread across his lips. “It might shock you to know that I didn’t wish for a mate.”

“No wonder it took you so long to find me if you couldn’t even spend one wish on me,” Keely retorted lightly.

“I used to wish I could escape Wishing Moon Bay and see the rest of the world.” He stared out at the ocean as he spoke. “My wish came true but not exactly in the way I expected.”

“Why did you want to leave?” Keely had never wanted to experience life outside of her hometown. Even though Merri had left, and she’d understood her reasons, Keely doubted she would have made the same choice.

“For the same reasons Charlotte hates it here.” He clenched his jaw. “Hate might be the wrong word, but she feels hemmed in.”

“And do you feel the same way?” Keely asked.

Clancy stopped walking and turned to face her. “Not by you and the baby, if that’s what you’re asking. But living in Lycan Ridge does feel as if I’ve stepped back in time.”

“And you’re afraid that your plans to modernize the town are going to cause more trouble?” Keely spotted a wishing stone and let go of his hand to retrieve it from the tideline. “What shall we wish for?”

As she spun around to look at Clancy, he dropped down to one knee. “There’s only one thing I want right now. And that is for you to be my wife. Keely, will you marry me?”


Chapter Ten – Merri

He was late.

Merri checked her watch once more, but unless time began to unwind, Silas would just be later than the last time she checked.

“Merri.” Henry came into the living room and perched on the edge of a chair.

“I’m waiting for Silas.” Merri covered her watch with her hand. “He’s running late.”

“Did he let you know he was going to be late?” Henry sat still, watching his daughter. He already knew the answer from her expression so there was no point denying the truth.

“No.” She turned away from the window and went to her father, who held out his arms to her. “I might as well go get ready for bed. I think he’s forgotten about me.”

“I don’t think Silas could ever forget about you.” Henry rubbed her back, and she rested her head on his shoulder just like she had when she was a little girl.

“I used to believe that. But now I’m not so sure.” Merri closed her eyes and let her dad’s warmth and love flow through her. “It’s like he’s pulling away from me. I don’t know if he thinks if he pushes hard enough, I’ll end it with him.”

“Maybe you should.” Henry relaxed his arms and let her go as she pulled away.

“So you think that’s what he wants?” Merri had expected her father to tell her she was talking nonsense and of course Silas still wanted her in his life.

“I didn’t say that,” Henry replied. “But you need to make him see he isn’t treating you fairly.”

“And what if he doesn’t care if I end it with him?” Merri felt sick to her stomach. She loved Silas, in a way she had never loved another person in her whole life. Not because it was stronger or deeper than the love she had for her children or her family and friends, but because it was different.

Different from the love she had for her first husband, Tim. She couldn’t put it into words. There was no way to define it. But if her relationship with Silas ended, a piece of her would shrivel up and die.

She doubted she would ever risk her heart again. She doubted she would ever find this kind of love again.

Which led her back to the question...was it real?

“In that case, you have your answer, and you can move on instead of living this half-life.” Henry’s blunt answer shocked her.

“I’m not living half a life,” she insisted.

“You aren’t moving forward, Merri. You don’t know where your future lies and that’s not fair for you or the children,” Henry replied.

“I thought you liked Silas.” Merri’s heart hammered in her chest, and she had to force air into her lungs as her throat constricted. She was on the verge of a panic attack.

“I do. And he has my blessing, he knows that...” Henry clenched his jaw and his cheeks flushed pink as he got up and turned his back on her.

“He asked you?” This was news to Merri.

“A couple of weeks or so ago.” Henry hunched his shoulders as he turned to face her. “He came to my cabin one night. He sat on the porch and out he came with it.”

“And you didn’t tell me?” Merri asked.

“He said he knew it was old-fashioned and that you would say that he didn’t need my permission, it was up to you whether you married him or not...” Henry held out his hands to his daughter. “He asked me not to tell you.”

“Weeks ago.” Merri swallowed hard. “That was about when he started acting strange...”

“Maybe he was okay with the idea until it came to the actual asking. It’s a big step for him. He might need a little time to get used to the idea.” Henry’s reasoning was sensibly plausible. But Merri didn’t want sensible. She thought Silas loved her in the same way she loved him.

With all his heart.

If he pulled back because he couldn’t stand the thought of losing her or enduring the heartbreak of an eternity without her because he was immortal and she wasn’t, she could understand.

But sensible!

“You’re probably right.” Merri had to accept that Silas had gotten caught up in the moment. After centuries of living a relatively solitary life, he had gotten swept along in her love for him. And now he’d put his sensible head back on and decided that he didn’t need another human in his life.

One was enough. Merri had seen how Silas cared for Colton. How he worried about his former bodyguard as he got older. She’d witnessed the pain in his eyes when he spoke about Colton. Silas knew he would one day watch his old friend and companion die and there was nothing he could do about it.

“He’s here.” Henry jumped as someone knocked at the door.

“I’ll see you later, Dad.” She kissed her father on the cheek and grabbed her purse as she left the living room and went to the front door.

“Merri.” Silas leaned forward and kissed her cheek, his lips cool on her heated skin. “You look wonderful.”

“Thank you.” Merri clenched her jaw and forced a light tone as she added, “You don’t look so bad yourself.”

“What, this old thing?” He grabbed the edge of his flowing leather coat and held it out as he did a twirl.

“I meant the old thing inside of the coat.” For a moment it was as if they had gone back in time, and everything was all right between them.

“Ah, my face doesn’t reflect the years I have lived.” He ran his hand over his chin and grinned.

“Shall we go?” Merri closed the door behind her, and Silas held out his arm for her. This definitely felt like the old Silas. Perhaps he’d been caught up in business and now he was free to pursue pleasure.

“Where to?” Silas waited for her to thread her arm through his and she placed her hand on his leather-clad lower arm. “It’s such a beautiful night.”

“Somewhere quiet.” She inhaled deeply. “I think we should talk.”

“Talk?” He nodded in agreement. “We do need to talk.”

“Yes, we do. Not that we don’t talk a lot already. Mostly about the past. Sometimes about the present, but never about the future.” She paused and then added, “But not so much anymore.”

“Aren’t we taught to live in the present?” Silas asked lightly.

“We are. But our present seems to be stuck.” She stopped next to her car. “Shall we drive to the mountains?”

“Perfect.” Silas let go of her arm and drifted around the car to the passenger side. When he thought she wasn’t looking, he slipped his hand into his inside pocket before opening the door and sliding into the car

Merri got into the car, perplexed by her vampire lover. She wasn’t imagining it, there was something distinctly off about him this evening. It was as if he was being shady. Like he had a secret. There was no other way to describe it. If he was one of her children, she would think they were up to something. Something that they didn’t want her to know.

She’d always accepted that Silas had secrets he would never share with her. His long career of rummaging through other people’s heads had revealed their innermost thoughts. Silas’s services were in demand because he was discreet with the information he gleaned.

Merri had never expected him to share those secrets with her, even after they were married. But she hadn’t expected him to be so obviously secretive. Did that mean he was working on something big? Perhaps he was in the middle of something dangerous.

Would her connection to Silas put her family in danger?

If that were true, Silas might be distancing himself from Merri and her family for their own safety.

“Is there something I need to know?” Merri blurted out. She really should have framed the question more specifically, but her head was about to explode with all the different scenarios running through it.

“Like what?” Silas asked evasively.

“You tell me.” Merri forced herself to focus on the road as she waited for him to answer.

But Silas was the king of long silences. Merri cast him a sideways glance as she stopped at an intersection. He looked so serene, as if he hadn’t even heard her question and her temper flared. He was treating her like a child.

“Silas.” She put her foot down on the gas and the car sped forward.

“Careful,” he warned.

“Careful? Why, because I’m asking difficult questions?” she asked.

“No!” His eyes flashed in the streetlights. “Because you only have one life, Merri, and I don’t want it cut short by your erratic driving.”

“Erratic driving?” She glanced down at the dashboard, she was driving well under the speed limit because Silas didn’t like going fast in any vehicle.

“You are on the verge of losing your temper and, in my experience, that can influence a person’s driving.” Silas put his hand out and rested it on the dashboard as if bracing himself for impact.

“I am on the verge of losing my temper because I have no idea what is going on with you lately and you are doing your best to avoid my question.” Merri turned off onto a road that wound up to a local beauty spot. The view was amazing, but nobody went there after dark.

Perhaps driving to a secluded spot with a vampire might not be the best idea. But despite everything, Merri trusted Silas not to hurt her. Not physically, at least.

“I’m not avoiding your question,” Silas replied calmly. “I’m just not sure what you want me to say.”

“What I want you to say?” Merri let out a short laugh. “I want you to say what is going on.”

“We are driving in your car,” he replied.

“Don’t.” She eased her foot down on the gas as the road grew steadily steeper. Her hands on the steering wheel were clammy as her frustration grew.

“Don’t drive in the car?” Silas asked.

“Do you care about me at all?” Merri finally asked the question she needed an answer to.

“Of course I care for you,” Silas replied, and she believed him. For a second her heart soared, and hope bloomed.

“Then why are you acting as if you don’t?” Merri pulled off the road into the small gravel parking area. There was no one else there, they were alone at last, and she was going to get the answers she needed.

“I wasn’t aware that I was,” he replied evenly.

“Did something change?” Merri decided to tackle the question from a different angle.

“Life is always about change. The change in seasons, the change in weather...”

“Why are you being like this?” Merri swallowed down the lump of emotion in her throat. She didn’t want to cry. But she was so damn close it took all her self-control to keep her tears in check.

And they weren’t tears of sadness. She was upset with him and when she got upset, she cried.

“I’m trying to answer the questions you asked.” Silas was making no attempt to do any such thing.

“I thought we were close. I thought you wanted our relationship to become something more.” Merri thought back to her conversation with her father. Maybe he was right, she needed to ask Silas directly if their relationship was going anywhere.

“I do,” he replied, and the air left her lungs as if she’d been winded.

“You do?” she whispered, and hope flared inside her once more.

Silas tugged on the door handle and got out of the car in one fluid movement.

With a trembling hand, Merri opened the car door and got out. Was she fooling herself to believe that Silas was finally prepared to commit to her?

“Merri.” He slid his hand into his inside pocket once more. “I know I have been preoccupied over the last couple of weeks. But I was searching for something…” He drew his hand out of his pocket, but she couldn’t see what was in it.

“Silas…” Merri was certain it was a small carved box. A ring-sized box.

Her heart soared and she wanted to pinch herself to check she wasn’t dreaming.

“I have kept you waiting too long...” His phone rang, the sound alien on the remote mountainside. He snatched it out of his pocket and tapped the screen with one pale finger. A quick glance told him who the caller was.

Surely, he wasn’t going to answer it now. Not when he was about to propose, and she was certain he was about to propose.

He tapped the screen and put the phone to his ear. “Yes.” He listened for a moment and Merri was sure his pale face turned a shade whiter if that was possible, then ended the call. “I have to go.”

His words lingered longer than he did.

Merri was left alone. She hadn’t gotten her proposal. Instead, she sensed she’d gotten her answer.

She wasn’t important to Silas. At least not important enough.

She didn’t want to be a side show to Silas, she wanted to be the main event.

Nothing less.


Chapter Eleven – Keely

“Yes.” Keely nodded frantically as tears spilled down her cheeks. She didn’t know if she was laughing or crying, and she didn’t care.

“Yes?” Clancy asked, as if he were scared he might have misheard her.

“A thousand times yes.” Keely held her uncast wish stone in her right hand while Clancy held her left hand.

“I was worried you might make me wait. Like I have made you wait.” Clancy slid his hand in his pocket and took out a small jewelry box. “I should have gotten this out first. I’m all fingers and thumbs.”

He held the small box in his large hand and flipped open the lid. It was stunning. The moon reflected off the perfectly cut diamond, making it glitter like a thousand stars. Keely had never seen such an exquisite ring. She dared not think about how much it cost. Or how Clancy had afforded to buy it.

“Why would I make you wait?” Keely held her breath as he dropped the box back into his pocket and then slid the ring onto her finger.

“Because I have been a jackass. I should have asked you weeks ago. I most definitely should have asked you when you told me you were pregnant.” He stayed on one knee and stared at her hand now adorned with his ring.

“A jackass?” She raised her eyes to the sky. “Yeah. I’d agree with you there.”

“You’re not going to let me off lightly, are you?” Clancy leaned forward and put his forehead on her hand. “I wish there was a way to make it up to you.”

“Hey.” Keely tugged at his hand, and he lifted his head and then stood up. “You had some stuff to work through. Your life turned upside down and inside out all in the space of a few days.”

“Where you’re concerned, it didn’t turn inside out, it turned the right way around.” Clancy cupped her face with his left hand. “I love you, Keely. And if there’s ever been a single second when you didn’t feel that love or know it was real, then I am sorry.”

“You don’t have to keep apologizing.” She ran her tongue along her lower lip. “I’d rather you kissed me instead.”

“That I can do.” He pressed his lips against hers and wrapped his arm around her waist, pulling her close.

Keely leaned into him and slipped her arms around his neck, the wish stone still in her hand. If only Merri could get her happy ending, too. As their kiss deepened and their tongues entwined, Keely lost herself in the moment.

She was engaged. At long last, she had a fiancé, one who loved her unconditionally, a man who would be the most amazing father.

Nothing else mattered.

As they kissed under the stars, magic threaded through her veins, building to a force that could remold the world if that was what she had to do to make the pack accept her.

As their kiss broke, her magic ebbed away, and she returned to her senses. To reality and her mate.

“Did you feel that?” Clancy tilted his head back and stared up at the moon. “Can you feel the power of the Hunter’s Moon?”

“You felt it, too?” Keely turned her gaze to the moon. “I thought it was just me.”

Clancy shook his head in wonder. “The Shadow Moon pack leader is one of the most powerful wolves in the world. That’s what the stories say passed down from generation to generation.”

“I didn’t know that,” Keely replied.

“My grandfather used to tell me that story along with the one about Revillier’s Hunt.” He gave a short laugh. “I thought they were just stories. And Xavier never seemed special in any way either. He had command of the pack, but I always thought that was a symbolic power, like they all respected him.”

“But now you think it’s different?” Keely asked. “You can feel a new power within you?”

Was her magic linked to Clancy’s power? Perhaps the pack was right to be wary of a witch being the mate of the Shadow Moon pack leader.

“I had a run-in with one of the pack members. Gruff. He insisted on pushing back against me. Then I felt it. Like there’s something inside of me.” Clancy placed his hand over her solar plexus. “If I’d been here, Xavier might have shared this information with me. Maybe he planned to one day.”

“When it was safe for Charlotte, you mean?” Keely knew Clancy had taken Charlotte and her mom out of town to keep them safe. But had they ever planned to return? “When she was older and able to defend herself?”

Clancy dropped his gaze and stared at the sand. “We never discussed it.”

“You must have missed the pack and Xavier terribly.” Keely couldn’t imagine being away from her family for so long, with no contact with them at all. Clancy had been cut off from all he knew, all he believed in and lived for, and at no fault of his own.

“I did.” Clancy sucked in a deep breath. “At first, I smothered the loss with the need to help Lisell and Charlotte. They were in shock, and it was up to me to keep everything together. We needed somewhere to live, and I had to earn money so we could live in the strange new world we were in.”

“I visited Merri when she lived out there. It sure is different. I couldn’t get my head around the trains that went underground. And just the size of everything.” Keely shivered thinking about how she was convinced she would get lost and never find her way back home.

“We got used to it. At least Charlotte and I did. It took some time but when you have a child to care for and no backup system, you have to adapt. Money was tight to start with. I couldn’t leave Lisell for more than a couple of hours at a time. Eventually...” Clancy glanced at her and then looked away as he raked a hand through his hair.

“Eventually...” Keely prodded him with her finger. “No more holding back. No more secrets.”

“I’m an author,” he mumbled.

“An author?” Keely wasn’t sure she heard him correctly.

“An author.” He shrugged. “I used to tell Charlotte these stories about our life here. I couldn’t tell her they were the truth. That shifters and witches were real. So she thought they were stories. It was a way of me preparing her for being a shifter, without actually telling her what she was.”

Keely ran her finger around the gold band on her finger, her eyes drawn to the perfect diamond. “A successful author?”

“Very.” He glanced around nervously. “I don’t want the pack to know.”

“Because you told stories about shifters.” Keely’s heart raced as what he was saying sank in. “And some of those shifters are based on the Shadow Moon pack?”

“Loosely.” He waved his hand at her. “Very loosely.”

“Wow.” Keely walked around in a circle before she sat down on the ground, her knees drawn up to her chin.

“I’m a mystery author,” Clancy explained quickly. “No one knows what I really look like. No one knows who I really am.”

“Then how do you publish your books?” Keely asked.

“My publisher is a shifter, too. So he’s fully aware of what’s at stake and he is like a stopgap.” Clancy held up his hands with his palms facing each other. “He knows my story and he knows what’s at stake.”

“And does he know about Wishing Moon Bay?” Keely could hardly speak. One moment everything was perfect, the next Clancy had dropped this tremendous bombshell.

“He already knew about Wishing Moon Bay.” Clancy waved his hand toward the ocean. “He originates from Stesia.”

“Stesia.” Keely put her face in her hands and breathed in through her nose and out through her mouth. “Can this get any weirder?”

“Probably,” Clancy answered. “But we should probably leave it there.”

“Leave it there?” Keely turned her head to look at him. “What do you think the pack will do if they find out?”

“I don’t know.” Clancy plopped down beside her on the sand. “People love them. They love the idea of shifters being real.”

“I doubt they would think that if they saw one shift right in front of them.” Keely flexed her fingers, they were sore from gripping her legs so hard. Or from the residual magic that had flowed through her when Clancy kissed her.

“It’s okay,” Clancy assured her. “That’s my past. My publisher can kill me off. There won’t be any more books.”

“Because we’re going to open a candle factory.” Keely half-turned to face Clancy. “Are you going to be happy in this life? No wonder Charlotte feels so hemmed in.”

“We lived well within our means,” Clancy assured her. “And Charlotte has no idea who my alter ego is. No one does, except for you and my publisher.”

“These things have a habit of getting out.” Keely leaned on his shoulder and stared out at the ocean. “So you’re rich and famous.”

“Every woman’s dream guy.” He dropped a kiss on the top of her head. “But this guy only has one dream. And that is for you, me, Charlotte, and our baby to have the life we deserve. A happy life.”

“I want a happy life, too.” Keely held out her hand and stared at her diamond engagement ring. “I’m guessing you must be wildly popular since this ring must have cost a small fortune.”

“It did.” He held her hand out, palm facing down, and ran his thumb over the diamond. “A dragon gave it to me.”

“This is dragon treasure?” Keely forced herself not to snatch her hand back and pull the ring off her finger. “You know how possessive they are over their treasure. What if the dragon comes looking for it?”

“Oh, it’s a dragon from the world beyond, not from Cairnnor. They are a lot more relaxed about things like that than those inside the protection spell.” Clancy let go of her hand and slipped his fingers under her chin, tilting her head back so he could look in her eyes. “I would never put you or our baby at risk.”

“This is a lot to take in.” Keely fell silent for a moment. “But I don’t believe you would ever put me at risk.”

“Does that mean you will keep wearing my ring?” Clancy asked hopefully.

“It does.” Keely’s eyes narrowed. “Do I want to know how you got a diamond ring from a dragon?”

“You can read all about it in my book.” He grinned, his teeth flashing in the moonlight.

“I don’t know whether I believe you or not.” She punched him playfully in the arm.

“Come on, wife-to-be. Why don’t you throw that wish stone into the ocean?” He threaded his fingers through hers. “I bet I can guess what you’re going to wish for.”

“I bet you can’t.” They walked together to the ocean’s edge and Keely stood listening to the sound of the waves rippling over the sand.

“A double wedding?” Clancy’s words were swallowed up by the sound of the waves as they reached the shore.

“I think that would be more of a miracle than a wish,” Keely replied.

“You don’t think Silas will ask Merri to marry him?” Clancy asked.

“Well, there’s that and I was also thinking there was no chance that a wolf shifter would stand side by side with a vampire.” Keely held out her hand facing upwards with the wish stone on her outstretched palm. She stared at the stone and for a moment she was tempted to add a spell to the wish, just as Merri had.

But the repercussions were unpredictable. Just like love.

Keely closed her eyes and made her wish, then she drew her hand back and threw the stone into the ocean.

“I hope it comes true. Whatever you wished for.” Clancy slipped his arm around her shoulders, and they stood staring out at the ocean for a long while, each lost in their own thoughts.

Keely had learned more about Clancy this evening than she had in the months since they’d met. Perhaps this was a new beginning for them.

If only Merri could feel the same way, Keely would be truly happy.


Chapter Twelve – Keely

“You don’t have to walk me to the door.” Keely stood on the sidewalk next to Clancy’s truck.

“I didn’t know if you wanted me to come in with you.” Clancy glanced over her shoulder at the front door. The lights were on in the living room, which meant that at least one of the occupants in Primrose Cottage was still up.

“No.” She shook her head. “Only because...” She wrapped her arms around her body as she half-turned to look at the house. “Merri was going out with Silas this evening.”

“And if it went badly, you don’t want to rub salt in a wound.” Clancy put his arm around her shoulder and pulled her toward him. She nestled against his body and inhaled his scent. “I hate not spending each and every night with you in my bed.”

“Tomorrow I’ll make more candles and then we can take them to Lycan Ridge, and I can cast my spell over the town and then we can live there together for the rest of our lives.” She wished it were that simple.

“It’ll work,” Clancy assured her. “And if not, I am going to tap into my primal power and command them to like you.”

“You couldn’t have told me that was an option before I made all those candles?” Keely asked lightly.

“I’m saving that for as a last resort,” Clancy admitted. “I don’t want to rule with an iron hand. But if I have to, I will.”

“With me by your side.” She held out her hand and admired her engagement ring. “Dragon treasure.”

He kissed her cheek and chuckled. “You have no idea.”

“You aren’t making it up, are you?” Keely lowered her hand and threaded her arms around his waist, not wanting him to go.

“Is that a direct question?” Clancy asked. “Because if it is, you know I can’t lie to you.”

“It is a direct question.” Keely held up her hand. “Wait. I don’t want to know. In fact, the next time I see Silas, I am going to ask him to take away our entire conversation.”

“But not the part where I propose.” Clancy’s concerned tone made her smile, and even though she would love to tease him, she didn’t want to spoil this special day for either of them.

Even if he did deserve it, just a smidge.

“No. I don’t ever want to lose that memory.” She held her hand out once more. “Or this ring.”

“I don’t ever want to lose you.” Clancy’s eyes darkened as he wrapped his arms around her once more. “Ever.”

“You’re going to have to lose me soon. I need my bed. Carrying our child is hard work.” Keely also wanted to check in on Merri, who was almost certainly the person in the living room.

“Okay. I will let you go to bed. Although, I am not going to be able to sleep tonight.” He chuckled. “My wolf is too twitchy. I am going to drive back to Lycan Ridge and then go for a long run to try to burn off some of this nervous energy.”

“I’d like to see him.” Keely wanted to share this night with both sides of Clancy. To her, they were two halves of one whole, and it didn’t seem right to leave the animal side of Clancy out of their celebration.

“Here?” Clancy scanned the empty street.

“Here.” She grabbed hold of his jacket. “You’re in Wishing Moon Bay. Everyone here knows about shifters.”

“You’re right.” He grinned. “It’ll take a while for me to get used to that. I was always very careful about shifting and then after Charlotte had her first shift, I grew more paranoid.”

“You wanted to protect her and keep her safe. I understand.” Keely stroked her fingers across his forehead. “I like that you are protective.”

“You don’t find it stifling?” he asked.

“I’d tell you if I did.” Keely let go of him and stepped back. “Shift.”

Clancy locked eyes with her for a long moment before he rolled his shoulders, and his eyes went out of focus. He stayed like that for a minute or more, she suspected he was still checking there was no one around to see him shift, despite her reminder that shifting was as natural as breathing in Wishing Moon Bay.

Then the air shimmered around him, and he faded from view. Static electricity filled the air and it snapped and crackled as the wolf came into the world. At first, he was nothing more than a faint outline, like a ghostly apparition, then his form grew more solid, until at last a massive wolf, more than twice the size of an average wolf, stood on the sidewalk outside of her house.

“Hello, beautiful.” She sank to her knees and the wolf paced forward to rest his head against her shoulder.

Keely threaded her fingers through his fur and tickled him as he rubbed his massive head against her. Looping her right arm around his neck, she hugged him, enjoying his solid presence.

She loved Clancy in his human form. But there was something uniquely comforting to having a massive wolf by your side. In a world inhabited by supernatural creatures, he was a force to be reckoned with.

And he was her force.

The wolf side of Clancy was dedicated to her. He loved her unconditionally, without all the human foibles that got in the way of her relationship with Clancy.

“You know the story of this ring.” She held out her hand palm facing up and the wolf sniffed it, his touch light across her skin as he paid particular attention to the engagement ring. “Is it safe?”

The wolf looked up at her with soft amber eyes that were so uniquely Clancy and he nodded before he brushed his head against her upper arm. Merri sat down on the ground and wrapped her arms around his neck, cradling him to her for a long while. He gave her strength, he made her feel as if anything was possible even in the days when she worried Clancy was never going to commit to their relationship.

But the wolf and the man were one-half of a whole and Keely was well aware that their thoughts were connected, and they were generally in agreement with each other. Which meant whatever Clancy’s human mouth said, however he acted, he was speaking and acting for the both of them.

However, if the wolf told her the ring was safe, she believed him.

“So, I’m not in imminent danger of a dragon flying into Wishing Moon Bay and biting my hand off?” Keely needed to be sure. Her worry wasn’t only for herself but for her family, too, and the child she carried. “And you wouldn’t ever lie to me?”

The wolf nodded again, his amber eyes twinkling as he looked at her, which made her think that the two sides of her mate were having a private joke on her. But she didn’t care. She loved the ring and her heart swelled at the idea of marrying her mate.

This was the first step toward that. The second step was winning over the members of the Shadow Moon pack, without either Clancy or Keely forcing them into acceptance with magic.

The wolf sat down beside her on the sidewalk, and they watched the stars overhead in perfect silence. The moon grew brighter as it rose higher in the sky, reminding her that the Hunter’s Moon and Halloween would soon be upon them, and she had work to do.

Tomorrow was a big day. Not only did she have the rest of the candles to make, but the store would also get busy with people coming in to resupply their stock of Halloween candles. For the entire month of October, their Halloween candles made up approximately half their sales.

Over the years, Keely had perfected the candles so that when they were lit, images of ghosts and ghouls, and witches on broomsticks filled your head, while the scent of pumpkin spice assailed your senses. She was proud to say that her candles made Halloween a little more perfect.

“I have to love you and leave you.” She kissed the wolf on the cheek and leaned on him as she stood up. Her legs were stiff from standing all day and her back ached. Her bed beckoned, but she wished she didn’t have to say goodnight to her mate.

“I will come by the store tomorrow.” Clancy shifted from wolf to man instantly.

“At least I don’t have to worry about you spending too much time around the store when you should be out finding a job,” Keely told him.

“Has that been a worry of yours?” Clancy asked.

“Am I allowed to lie?” She arched an eyebrow at him.

“No.” He chuckled. “So, in fact, that means you are happy that I am an author because it means that I’m not a lazy good-for-nothing who doesn’t like work.”

“Shh.” She put her finger to her lips. “We don’t need the world to know you’re a...you know what.”

“You’re ashamed of me?” he asked lightly.

“Not of you being a...you know what...” She paused. “I’m proud of you. It’s incredible, I know how much joy books bring to Jared.”

“Thank you.” He bowed his head. “And now you are going to but me.”

“Writing about...you know what.” Her brows knitted together. “I just worry it’s kind of risky.”

“Except that the world beyond is filled with books about places like Wishing Moon Bay. Ordinary people like making that kind of stuff up.” Clancy inhaled deeply and looked up at the moon. “If only they knew it was all real.”

“We have a protection spell for a reason,” Keely reminded him.

“True.” Clancy moved swiftly and folded her into his arms. “And I would never do anything to put you both in danger.”

He kissed her, chasing away her fears with his lips, and she was tempted to sneak him into the house and up to her room.

But he pulled away. “You should go check on Merri.”

“She’s in the living room waiting for me?” Keely forgot Clancy would be able to tell exactly who was where in the house since he knew them well enough to tell them apart even through the walls of Primrose Cottage.

“She’s in there. Since everyone else is asleep, I expect she is waiting for you.” His mouth turned down at the corners. “Give her my love.” His hand covered her left hand. “And if you don’t feel it’s the right time to tell your family about our engagement, I understand.”

“And that is why I love you.” She stood on tiptoe and brushed her lips against his before she pulled away from him and walked to the house.

When she reached the front door, she turned to look at him and he raised his hand in a brief wave before he walked away.

Keely watched until he disappeared from view and then she listened as he opened his truck door and got inside. As he started the engine, she took her house key out of her purse and unlocked the door. When the sound of his engine faded into the distance, she finally went inside.

“Hey.” Keely entered the living room quietly, not wanting to wake anyone else in the house.

“Hi.” Merri had been crying, her eyes were red-rimmed, but her cheeks dry as if there were no more tears left.

“What happened?” Keely crossed the room to where Merri was curled up in a chair, her knees drawn up to her chin. She sank down to the floor and wrapped her arms around her sister, who sobbed quietly into her shoulder. “Oh, Merri.”

Her fingers tingled as magic flowed through her. She wanted to smite down the vampire who had caused Merri so much pain.

Keely flexed her fingers and dispelled the magic. No matter how much Silas hurt Merri, violence was not the answer.

“Shall I make you some tea?” Keely asked when Merri’s sobs finally subsided.

“Yes, please,” Merri hiccupped.

“Come on.” Keely placed her hand on the arm of the chair and pushed herself to a standing position.

“Oh, my, Keely!” Merri caught hold of Keely’s hand. “Clancy finally asked you to marry him?”

“Oh. That.” Keely cursed herself for not taking the ring off as soon as she’d come into the house.

“Oh. That?” Merri repeated. “It’s the most incredible diamond I have ever seen.”

“He told me he got it from a dragon but I’m not sure if that’s true.” Keely smiled as she recalled her evening with Clancy. “I was beginning to think he’d never get around to it.”

“But he did.” Merri wiped her hand across her eyes.

“I’m so sorry, Merri. I wasn’t going to tell you...”

“Why not?” Merri snapped. “You have every right to be happy. Don’t hide your love away because of me. I love that you are so happy. And that Clancy has finally made it clear you two belong together.”

“I was beginning to think our daughter would have her first shift before he got around to it,” Keely admitted.

“But everything is okay now?” Merri asked.

“I wouldn’t go that far. We still have a pack to tame. But at least we’re working together now. We had a long talk tonight and I finally feel as if he’s being honest with me.” Keely gnawed on her lower lip as Merri put her face in her hands. “Sorry.”

“No.” Merri shook her head as if she were shaking off her sadness. “This is good. We both know where we stand with our men.”

“I could throttle Silas. I don’t know what is going on with him,” Keely said crossly, and her fingers tingled as her temper flared.

“Me neither.” Merri wiped her eyes. “I think I’ll skip tea and go straight to bed. Tomorrow is a new day.”

“It is,” Keely agreed.

“And a new start.” Merri left the room and wearily climbed the stairs.

Only when she was gone did Keely hold her hands out in front of her, her fingers tingling with residual magic. Magic that seemed to have a mind of its own.

And that was never good.


Chapter Thirteen – Clancy

We finally did it. Clancy grinned like a goofball as he drove back to Wishing Moon Bay the following day.

We finally did. His wolf’s tongue lolled out of the side of his mouth as he grinned, too.

Although Keely didn’t take the news that we wrote books about shifters as well as I hoped, Clancy admitted.

She’s a witch, her ancestors were persecuted for centuries before the protection spell was cast. She’s bound to be uncomfortable with the idea that Wishing Moon Bay might be in danger of being exposed. His wolf lifted his head and howled at the Hunter’s Moon. He might not be able to see the moon during the day, but he could feel its presence, feel its growing power.

I would never expose the town or its secrets, Clancy replied.

Not intentionally. His wolf lowered his head. She’s also right to be wary about how the pack will react when they find out.

They’re not going to find out, Clancy replied. There’s no reason they have to know.

His thoughts turned to the day ahead. Keely had gotten up early this morning and made the rest of the candles with Merri’s help. She’d asked Clancy to come later in the day so the sisters could spend some time together.

Keely had then quietly whispered down the phone that Silas and Merri were on the verge of a breakup. At least, according to Merri.

Which made Clancy’s situation easier. He hated the sense of relief at hearing Merri’s news, but if she were no longer dating a vampire, the reasons the Shadow Moon pack was against Keely being his mate were instantly halved.

All they had to do was convince the people in Lycan Ridge that magic could have a positive effect on their lives. Surely, together, they could win the pack over.

When Keely delivered the candles to Lycan Ridge and the pack members were transported away to the mountains by the scent, they would see that magic wasn’t bad at all.

It all sounds super simple, his wolf said drily.

Except that Merri was devastated and Keely felt like a failure because she couldn’t figure out what to say or do to help her sister.

Sometimes there is nothing you can say, his wolf said.

Clancy’s mind was cast back to the first days after he left Wishing Moon Bay for the world beyond with Charlotte and her mom. They had been dark days. Days where it felt as if the sun didn’t shine.

Lisell was inconsolable, and Clancy had floundered as he fought to keep things together. The stories he told Charlotte had soon become an escape from the strange world beyond the protection spell. In those stories, he could relive his life, the adventures he’d had, the things that he’d seen.

As the days turned to weeks and the weeks to months, the stories were the only connection he had to his old life. Afraid that he might one day forget them, he wrote them down, his scrawling handwritten words filling page after page.

Often, he’d written at night, in the cramped apartment they shared. But sometimes, when he needed an hour or two alone with his thoughts, he escaped to the local library. There he’d had a chance encounter with the bear shifter who became his publisher.

Fate, his wolf said.

Fate, Clancy agreed.

The same fate that seemed intent on dragging Merri and Silas apart.

Fate? Do you think fate is responsible for this breakup? His wolf wasn’t sure that was the reason the vampire had trashed his relationship with Merri.

Who knows what goes on in a vampire’s mind? Clancy had a sneaking suspicion that there was something more behind Silas’s decision to break Merri’s heart.

When Clancy arrived at the store, he took a deep breath before he went inside. He’d comforted Lisell after Ronan’s death, but he’d never gotten used to the sense of uselessness he’d felt when a woman cried.

“Hi there.” Trudy smiled brightly from behind the counter. “Keely and Merri are out back.”

Clancy nodded to Trudy. “Right out back?”

“Yes. Merri needed some fresh air.” Trudy stepped to one side. “Do you want to come through?”

“No!” He held up his hand. “Thanks. I’ll go around.”

“Okay.” Trudy watched him as he exited the store and went around the side of the building. She might think he was rude or didn’t want to get too close to her. However, Clancy had other reasons for going around the side of the store.

This is it, his wolf said.

It is, Clancy agreed.

This was the exact spot where he’d sensed his mate for the first time. As he continued around toward the back of the building, where a short alleyway connected the road to the store’s back yard, he stopped. This was where he’d seen her for the first time.

Two men who had been affected by the love spell Merri had accidentally cast were arguing over her. Clancy had stepped in and dealt with them both before he threw Keely over his shoulder and carried her off to his truck.

His mate had not been too impressed. But he knew she was the woman for him, and it was his job to keep her safe.

It would always be his job to keep her safe.

“There you are.” Keely was standing at the rear entrance to the store when he opened the gate and went inside the yard.

“Trudy said you were out back here.” He tucked his thumbs into his belt and rolled his shoulders back.

You’re strutting like a peacock, his wolf told him.

Clancy ignored his wolf, his attention was fixed on Keely as he closed the distance between them.

“Merri needed some air.” Keely watched him come toward her. “Do you mind if she comes with us to Lycan Ridge? I don’t want to leave her on her own. Trudy will run the store for the rest of the afternoon or until we get back.”

“I don’t mind at all.” He slipped his arm around her waist and pulled her close. “I’ve missed you.”

“I missed you, too.” She stroked his chin with the back of her hand. “If everything goes to plan, we might be able to spend a lot more time together soon.”

“I like the sound of that.” He kissed her lips and his hand strayed down to her bottom and he pulled her closer to him. “I don’t want you to ever leave.”

“That is not possible. I have a life outside of Lycan Ridge.” She pulled away from him. “We should get the candles loaded in your truck. Merri said she would drive there, too. That gives us more room for the candles.”

“How many have you made?” Clancy allowed her to hold his hand and drag him through the door and along the corridor to where the candles were stacked in boxes.

“Hundreds.” Merri peeked out from behind a box, her eyes were red-rimmed, and her face was blotchy, but her cheeks were dry.

“I wanted there to be one for everyone who wants one. And I also thought they would sell well in the store. So any that we don’t give away can come back here.” Keely put her hands on her hips. “I’m sure Esme would be interested in stocking them in her store, too.”

“Why don’t you go watch the store while we load my car and Clancy’s truck?” Merri suggested.

“I can help.” Keely held her hands up in surrender as she saw Merri’s and Clancy’s expressions. “Or I can go watch the store.”

“Good idea.” Merri picked up the nearest box. “If your child is as headstrong as her mother, you are going to be in for a bumpy ride.”

“I don’t doubt it.” Clancy grabbed three boxes and carried them through the store and out to his truck.

Merri followed close behind him. “Congratulations, by the way.”

“Oh, thanks.” He grinned sheepishly. “I take it you mean on our engagement.”

“I do. Keely deserves a secure future for her and the baby.” Merri passed her box to Clancy, who lifted it over the side of his truck.

“Is that your way of telling me I should have proposed sooner?” Clancy rested his hand on the tailgate of the truck. “If it is, I completely agree. I’ve had so much on my mind since I came back to Wishing Moon Bay and sometimes that means we don’t see the woods for the trees.”

“You’ve seen the woods before it’s too late. That’s all that matters.” Merri held out her arm to him. “Welcome to the family, Clancy.”

“Thanks, Merri.” He held her in his arms and wished he could do something to cheer her up.

Maybe we should go talk to Silas, his wolf said.

Or maybe once Silas hears that we are engaged to Keely, he’ll have an epiphany and ask Merri to marry him. Clancy gently let go of Merri. She seemed fragile in his arms, as if she might break if he squeezed her too hard.

It’s her emotions that are fragile, his wolf told him. But Merri is strong, however this turns out, she’ll get through it.

“I know you only put off asking her because you were worried about how the pack would treat her. You didn’t want to put them in danger,” Merri said. “Keely knows that, too.”

“I want to protect them. Whatever it takes,” Clancy replied.

“I get that. But maybe you could have talked to Keely about it sooner. You could have laid out your fears and let her know why you were behaving the way you were.” Merri put her hand on his upper arm. “You’re a good man, Clancy. And I know Keely is your mate. That you plan to be together forever. But that doesn’t mean you can take her for granted.”

Ouch! His wolf winced as if he’d been punched in the gut.

“I appreciate your advice.” Clancy glanced toward the store. “This has made me realize that just because we are mates doesn’t mean that it’s going to be easy. The bond we share keeps us together, but we have to work at it. We have to figure out how the other person thinks, what they like, how they want to be treated.”

“There. That’s the lesson you needed to learn.” Merri’s bottom lip trembled, and she turned her head away from him so that he couldn’t see that her eyes were misted with tears.

“I’m sure Silas is struggling in the same way.” Clancy didn’t want to upset Merri any more than she already was, but he wanted to give her hope. “I believe he loves you, Merri.”

Merri stopped walking, her shoulders hunched as she stared at the ground. “For the first time in my life, I’m beginning to believe that love isn’t enough.”

Clancy stared after her as she went inside the store. He had no answer for her, no words of wisdom.

All we can do is be there for her, his wolf said.

Or we could go to Silas and find out once and for all what exactly he is doing. Merri is part of our family now and no one hurts our family without there being repercussions. Clancy’s eyes flashed amber as a surge of rage coursed through him.

Then it was gone just as fast.

He glanced up at the sky. It was as if he could sense the Hunter’s Moon even though it wasn’t visible in the sky.

If he was going to face off against Silas, now would be the best time to do so. He could draw on the power of the Hunter’s Moon if the vampire decided to get physical.

“Clancy!” Keely called from the doorway. “These candles are not going to move themselves.”

“On it.” Clancy took one last look at the sky and then headed into the store.


Chapter Fourteen – Keely

“I’m so nervous,” Keely admitted as Clancy drove his truck toward Lycan Ridge. She glanced in the side mirror to check that Merri was still following along behind them.

“You don’t have anything to worry about,” Clancy assured her. “But it’s natural to be nervous. The pack hasn’t exactly been welcoming toward you.”

“What if this backfires?” She’d been asking herself the same question all morning.

“It won’t. Believe me. Charlotte lit her candle for a couple of the other younger wolves, and they thought it was incredible.” Clancy steered the truck up the last steep rise before the road leveled out. They were on the final stretch of road that led to Lycan Ridge.

“But the older ones might not be so easily influenced.” Keely chewed the inside of her cheek. “They might think I’m trying to cast a spell on them to gain control over them.”

“Aren’t you?” Clancy asked lightly.

“No.” Her brows furrowed together. “You are not helping. You’re supposed to be supportive.”

“I am being supportive. I’m also being honest. You cast a spell on the candles. The candles when lit transport you to the mountains on a full moon. So, you are casting a spell on them.” Clancy slowed the truck as the town came into view. “It’s a good spell. And that’s how we convince them that magic is good.”

“You’re right.” She put her fingertips to her forehead. “Is it too soon to have a baby brain? I don’t think I’m thinking straight.”

Clancy side-eyed her with concern. “You’re stressed about today. That’s all. This is a big moment for you. But just remember that if it doesn’t go well, we’ll come up with another idea.”

“You don’t think it’ll go well?” Keely picked up on his negativity as her panic grew.

“I think it’ll go fine,” he assured her. “But I also think you need to relax.”

Keely curled her fingers and made her hands into fists as magic flared through her unbidden and unsummoned. She needed to talk to Trudy and ask her if this was a common side effect of a witch being pregnant. But she already knew the answer.

If all witches lost control of their magic when they were carrying a child, it would be common knowledge. Yet it wasn’t.

So something was happening to her.

“We’re here.” She let out a long breath and let go of the magic building in her. If things went badly and she lost control of her magic, she would do everlasting damage. There was no way the Shadow Moon pack would ever accept her if anyone got hurt, or if she blew up a building or two.

“Okay. Charlotte has arranged for some of the younger wolf shifters to meet up at my house. They’re going to help distribute the candles to homes and stores. We’ll then go to the center of town and hand them out to anyone passing by.” Clancy drove along a narrow street and stopped the truck outside of the pack leader’s house.

This would soon be her new home. The place where they would raise their child if the pack accepted her.

Keely flexed her fingers. She’d figured out how to release small amounts of magic to stop the build-up of pressure. “Okay.”

“After we’ve distributed the candles, we’re going to finish up with a pack gathering at the warehouse I own. There we’ll announce that we’re opening a candle factory.” Clancy reached across the truck and placed his hand over hers, but then pulled back as if he’d touched a lump of hot coal. “Keely.”

Keely clenched her fists. “I’m having a few issues with my magic.” She met Clancy’s gaze, expecting to see a ‘and you didn’t think to tell me before we came’ look in his eyes. She didn’t. All she saw was concern. And love.

She unclenched her hands and her magic dissipated like a soft sigh.

“But I have it under control now.” She leaned forward and kissed him. Keely tentatively placed a hand on his cheek and was relieved when he didn’t jump as if he’d been tasered.

“If you don’t want to do this, we can forget about it and find another way,” he murmured against her lips.

“Don’t you trust me to keep a lid on my magic?” She pulled back from him.

“I’m more concerned about your stress levels and what they might do to you and the baby.” He lightly placed his palm on her belly.

“I’m good now. And I want to get this over with. I’ll be more stressed if we abandon the plan now.” She pecked his lips and then opened the truck door and got out. Her feet hit the ground hard, and she bent her knees while holding on to the door tightly.

The air smelled different up here. It was clearer, cooler, as if they were on top of the world.

“It must get cold up here in the winter.” Merri came to join them. “Ready to do this?”

“Yes.” Keely sucked in a deep breath.

Clancy went around the back of the truck and dropped the tailgate. He grabbed three boxes of candles and tucked them under one arm before closing the tailgate. “Let’s go inside. Charlotte should be waiting for us.”

Merri reached for Keely’s hand and held it tight as they walked down the driveway to Clancy’s house. “I like it here.”

“It feels weird to think this will be my home after living in Wishing Moon Bay my whole life,” Keely admitted.

“You’ll have two homes,” Merri told her. “Here and Primrose Cottage.”

“Primrose Cottage will be yours.” Keely hadn’t had a chance to talk to Merri about the cottage and now might not be the best time. However, she wanted to give Merri something positive to hold onto. “I’d like to keep the magic room as it is since it’s how Mom left it. But the rest of the house is yours to do with as you please. It’s been my home my whole life but now it’s yours.”

“Keely.” Merri choked back tears.

“I’d give it to you but it’s not really mine to give. Dad still owns the cottage, but his home is his cabin.” Keely didn’t believe Henry would ever move back to Primrose Cottage, he certainly wouldn’t ever see Merri homeless.

“It all seems so final.” Merri covered her mouth with her hand. “It’s like I’m giving up on my dreams of Silas.”

“I shouldn’t have said anything.” Keely had been certain Merri had already given up on her relationship with Silas because Silas had already given up on the relationship. But it seemed Merri still held onto a last sliver of hope that they had a future.

“No. You’re right. I am stuck in time. I can’t move on unless I let go of him.” Merri’s eyes glittered with tears for a moment and then her expression changed. “I need to focus on my future. On the children’s future. Alone. I did it before...”

“You’re not alone, Merri. You have a family who loves you.” Keely hugged her. “I love you.”

“I love you, too, Keely.” Merri rubbed Keely’s back even though she was the one who needed soothing. “And I’ve just realized how stupid I’ve been.”

“You haven’t been stupid,” Keely assured her.

“I have. I didn’t realize why I wanted my relationship to work.” Merri forced a smile. “I was on the rebound. Tim had found Sarah and I needed to feel wanted, as if someone could love me again.”

“I don’t think that’s true.” Keely’s heart broke for Merri. She was trying to convince herself that her love for Silas was never real and that was a lie.

But maybe sometimes, people needed to believe a lie. It was how they coped when life didn’t turn out the way they planned.

“I think it is. Why else would I fall in love with a vampire? I fell in love with one of the most unattainable creatures in this world or the world beyond.” Merri shook her head and gave a short, humorless laugh. “How stupid am I not to see it before?”

“Merri. Take a moment, think this through before you pass judgment on yourself.” Keely tagged behind Merri as she headed for the house, where Clancy was waiting patiently for them at the front door. He must have heard all of the conversation, but he didn’t comment and kept his expression neutral.

“Silas has already passed judgment on our relationship,” Merri replied and then pressed her lips together as if signifying the conversation was over.

“Shall we go inside?” Clancy inclined his head toward the front door.

“Yes. This is why we came. For Keely.” Merri held out her arms and Clancy handed her one of the boxes of candles. “Is Charlotte here?”

“She is.” Clancy smothered a smile as he opened the front door and led them inside.

“Wow.” Keely now knew why Clancy had been smiling. Charlotte was not alone, nor had she dragged one or two friends along to help distribute the candles.

The house was packed with young people, who had come to offer their support.

“Everyone who has smelled the candle and been transported away to the farthest mountain peaks is here to help hand them out.” Charlotte looked so pleased with herself and she had every right to be. This was more than Keely could have wished for.

“Hopefully, if we give these out to everyone, they might chill out,” one of the teens present said.

“I doubt it. I think the older pack members have forgotten how to chill lately,” another answered.

“Come on. Hand over the boxes.” Charlotte waved at Clancy.

“There’s plenty of them.” Keely thumbed toward the door. “There are boxes and boxes of them in the truck, and more boxes in Merri’s car.”

“Okay.” Charlotte headed for the door and her friends followed.

“Let’s do this.” Clancy clapped his hands and ushered everyone out of his house.

“I really hope this works,” Keely muttered to Merri.

“If it doesn’t, there might be enough conflict within the town to summon Revillier’s Hunt without a clash between the vampires and wolves.” Merri slid her arm around Keely’s shoulders. “But that’s not going to happen.”

“You wouldn’t have said it if you didn’t think there was a chance this might end in trouble,” Keely replied tartly.

“I’m just crabby because I’m trying to mend my broken heart.” Merri let go of Keely and beckoned her toward the front door. “Come on. You have to be seen out there. You need the people of Lycan Ridge to know that you are the one who made the candles.”

“I’d rather wait to see if they like them first,” Keely replied but she followed all the same.

“Okay. You’re all set. Thank you, everyone.” Clancy had quickly handed out boxes to all their willing volunteers. “We will meet at the warehouse in an hour. Tell everyone there’s a special announcement by the pack leader and they are expected to come.”

The young people drifted off in ones and twos all carrying a box containing twelve candles. Their mission was to hand them out and pass on the message about the meeting.

“I can’t thank you enough, Charlotte.” Keely caught up with the teen as she was about to leave.

“I should be thanking you.” Charlotte put her box down and hugged Keely. “I am the most popular girl in town right now thanks to you.”

“Your friends like the candles that much?” Keely was shocked.

“They do. But it’s more than that.” Charlotte stepped back from Keely and opened the box and took out a candle. “These are a symbol of hope. I told them about the candle factory. And I said that my dad was looking at getting decent internet up here.”

“Ah. You gave them hope that things are going to change for the better.” Keely turned to watch the other young people as they headed down the street.

“You have created a grassroots movement. The young people of Lycan Ridge want things to change and that is a very powerful thing,” Merri said. “And as a parent, I know how hard it is to ignore your children.”

“This is going to work, isn’t it?” Keely dared to let herself hope for the first time. Truly hope that the people here would not only accept her as Clancy’s mate, but they would finally see that he was their pack leader.

And he wanted the best for the Shadow Moon pack.


Chapter Fifteen – Clancy

“You want me to light a candle.” Gruff rolled his eyes as he stared at the candle with the utmost suspicion. “But it’s not dark.”

“Candles aren’t only supposed to be lit when it’s dark,” Clancy explained patiently for the tenth time that afternoon.

“But that’s what candles are for. We light them when the power goes out.” Gruff placed it down on the counter of the town hardware store and went back to sorting through a tray of various nuts and bolts.

“Just try it. The scent is amazing.” Clancy took out a lighter and flicked it open.

“Fire hazard,” Gruff murmured.

Gruff will know all about hazards if he doesn’t do as we ask and light the damn candle, Clancy’s wolf said.

“It’s safe to burn inside.” Keely had been hanging back, not interfering in Clancy’s diction with Gruff. But she was tired of listening to excuses, and that was all Gruff had, excuses, and she wasn’t the only one. Clancy could feel pressure inside his head, it was building slowly, but it wouldn’t take too much for him to explode.

Doesn’t he know his pack leader is telling him to do something? Clancy’s wolf was equally tetchy.

He knows, he’s just choosing to ignore it. Clancy placed his hand down on the box of nuts and bolts, preventing Gruff from working.

“Light the candle.” Clancy’s eyes glowed a deep amber and Gruff was mesmerized by them.

“Okay, you only had to ask,” Gruff’s voice wavered, and he picked up the candle and held it out to Clancy.

“Better.” Clancy flicked the lighter and guided the flame to the candle wick. A second later, the store was filled with the scent of the candle. Clancy thought he’d be immune to Keely’s spell by now since this was the final candle from the two boxes they had given out.

But as the flame flickered, he was taken far away from the hardware store with its hammers and nails. As he stared at the flame and the scent surrounded him, he closed his eyes. When he opened them again, he was in the mountains, the wind in his fur and grass beneath his paws.

“Whoa!” Gruff forgot all about the nuts and bolts that needed sorting as he too was transported to a different time and place.

Throughout the afternoon, they found that each person had a different experience. They were each taken to a slightly different part of the mountain. Usually, a spot that meant something special to them.

Clancy wanted to stay a spell and explore the inner realm of his mind, but they needed to get to the warehouse and prepare for the announcement about the candle factory. With some effort, Clancy blew the candle out and the vision surrounding him faded.

“What did you do that for?” Gruff’s voice was soft, filled with wonder.

“There’s somewhere we need to be,” Clancy told him. “And you need to be there, too.”

“I’d like to stay right here.” Gruff reached out and curled his hand possessively around the candle.

“It wasn’t a request,” Clancy seemed to be getting the hang of ordering his pack around.

“Where do you need me to go?” Gruff relaxed his hold on the candle and stared into Clancy’s eyes.

“The warehouse on the north side of town. You know the one, it’s been in my family for generations.”

“I’ll go now.” Gruff grabbed his jacket and jingled his keys in his hand as he headed for the door.

“Okay then.” Keely arched an eyebrow at Clancy. “I don’t know if it’s the effect of the candles or your animal magnetism, but this is going better than expected.”

“I agree. I thought Gruff would be one of the hardest to convince but your candles worked their magic.” Clancy stepped outside of the store.

“Magic, did you say magic?” Gruff joined them out on the street and locked the store door.

“Keely spelled the candle. That’s why they are so incredible,” Clancy explained. “She has a special gift, she can take you to wherever you want to go when you light one of the candles.”

Clancy waited for Gruff to change his opinion of the candles now that he knew there was magic involved, but he didn’t. Instead, he seemed extraordinarily interested in Keely, which caused Clancy’s hackles to raise.

“Can you make a candle that takes me to the stars?” Gruff asked and Clancy smoothed his hackles back down. They had won over another member of the pack. “When I was a child, I always wanted to be an astronaut, but my dad told me I had to stay here and learn the family business so that one day I could run the hardware store.”

“I can try,” Keely answered. “I expect if I made it the inky blue of twilight and added stars, then cast a star-seeker spell, it would work.”

“Would you try for me?” Gruff asked.

“I’d love to.” Keely arched an eyebrow at Clancy, and he winked in return.

If their afternoon in Lycan Ridge had accomplished anything, it had given Keely more ideas for candles than she would ever have time for. Some of the requests had been very specific and they had been amazed at the insight they had gotten into the people who lived here.

Which gave them hope. Hope that the people here were ready for change. They simply hadn’t admitted it to themselves yet.

Clancy being their new pack leader was the catalyst they needed. He was convinced of that now more than ever.

“If you make everyone the candles they requested, they will love you forever,” Clancy told her as they walked hand in hand along the street.

Gruff was trailing behind them humming to himself. It wasn’t a tune Clancy knew but it certainly sounded like a happy tune.

“Do you know, when I opened the store in Wishing Moon Bay, my main goal was to give joy to people. I’d also hoped to make a living from selling candles and other items I could make and weave my magic into but bringing happiness has always been at the forefront,” she whispered.

“I did not know that, but I think you have succeeded. There are plenty of happy people today,” Clancy replied.

As they headed across town, more people joined them. The town seemed to have been transformed from a subdued mix of people into a place filled with excited talk and optimistic smiles.

“Do you think the smiles will remain when the residual magic from the candles has worn off?” Keely glanced nervously at the people around them.

Keely had to learn to trust in fate. She was playing a key role in helping her mate with his pack. Firstly with giving them candles as gifts and secondly with bringing new jobs to town. If more money flowed into the town, they could begin revitalizing the place. Charlotte and her friends would get their super-fast internet connection and the rest of the citizens of Lycan Ridge could decide on other projects they wanted.

Clancy had great plans for transforming the town with the money he’d earned from his books. But Keely still wasn’t sure it was a good thing for them to learn where the money came from.

Or maybe she was overthinking it. She wasn’t a shifter so couldn’t know for sure how they would feel about Clancy’s stories based on their secret lives. In the same way that the shifters here were not witches and so hadn’t got the same understanding of magic.

Keely has a lot to learn about the people who live here, his wolf said.

And they have a lot to learn about her, Clancy replied.

“Are there any other witches in Lycan Ridge?” Keely walked hand in hand with Clancy toward the edge of town.

“There are a few. I’m not the only shifter to find a Wiccan mate,” Clancy replied. “I’ve spoken to a couple of them since I’ve been here, but I haven’t had time to get to know them. I’ll introduce you.”

“Thanks. That would be great. I’d like an insight into what it’s like to raise a child blessed with magic and the ability to shift.” She flexed the fingers of her hand that Clancy wasn’t holding.

“Ah, they might be able to shed some light onto your magic being off,” Clancy mused. “Perhaps that’s the issue. You have a super magical child in your womb.”

“That is what I’m thinking,” Keely agreed. “I was going to talk to Trudy and ask her if she experienced something similar when she was pregnant with Hannah. But I’ve never heard of a witch having issues before and, believe me, witches like to talk about their pregnancies and childbirth. They like to include all the gory details.”

“There’s nothing gory about having a child,” Clancy replied.

“Have you ever changed a particularly nasty diaper?” Keely wrinkled her nose. “Sometimes it looks and smells like something out of a horror movie.”

Clancy chuckled. “I’m surprised you want children at all when you put it like that.”

“Thankfully, Merri tells me you soon forget the pain of having children and diapers don’t last forever.” She smiled wistfully. “And I’ve seen firsthand how much a mother loves her children. Merri has been the best role model when it comes to being a mom.”

“Do you miss your mom?” Clancy frowned. “That’s an insensitive question. Of course you miss her.”

“It’s okay. It’s a fair question. I was so young when my mom died, I don’t really remember her at all. Just the sense of her.” Keely’s eyes went out of focus as if she were looking inward. “I only remember her face because there are photos of her hanging in Primrose Cottage. I can’t picture her from memory. But I can recall her holding me. I have more of a sense, a feeling of her than anything.”

“You can remember her love,” Clancy said.

“Yes. That’s it. I know that she loved me.” Tears pricked Keely’s eyes. “I wish she was here. I’d love for her to see her granddaughter...or grandson.”

“I’m sure she’s looking down on you from the stars.” Clancy let go of her hand and slipped his arm around her shoulders. “And I know that she’d be so proud of the woman you are. And the mother you are going to be.”

“You’re going to make me cry.” She buried her face in his shoulder as she fought to control her emotions. It seemed as if she were teetering on the edge of losing control at any given moment.

“Tears of happiness I hope.” He hugged her close and dropped a kiss on the top of her head. “I love you.”

“Will you love me if this doesn’t go according to plan?” she asked lightly.

“I will love you no matter what happens. You know that.” He cupped her face in his hands and she stared into his eyes. He hoped she could see the love he had for her, and for their child. They were his world.

But the pack was his world, too.

“Is this it?” She tore her gaze away from his as they rounded a corner and were met by a small crowd of people.

“This is it.” Clancy gnawed on his lower lip as he hooked his arm from around her shoulders and straightened his back. It was as if he were transforming himself from Keely’s mate to the pack leader. Could these two sides of him one day merge if the pack trusted and accepted her?

They will merge, his wolf said. The pack will accept our mate. Or answer to us.

“Okay, pack leader. You’re up.” Keely spotted Merri at the front of the crowd, she was standing with Charlotte and a couple of the younger people who had been at Clancy’s house. “I’ll be right over there waiting for you.”

“I thought you would stand by my side when I made my speech.” He reached for her hand so she couldn’t escape.

“Public speaking is not my thing,” she told him.

“You don’t have to say a word. But you should take the credit for making the candles and this is going to be a candle-making factory.” He gave her a look that begged her to stand by his side.

“You have twisted my arm.” She couldn’t refuse him. As much as he was the pack leader, he was also her mate. She could see it there in his eyes. He needed her.

“Thank you.” Clancy walked to the front of the crowd. There must have been a hundred people or more gathered outside the warehouse.

The building itself had seen better days. It hadn’t been in use for some time. But it was large and with some work would make the perfect place for them to expand the candle business. They could also employ more witches to help cast the spells on the candles.

Keely had told him it was a process she’d perfected over the years, one she had never taught anyone else, not even Merri. But she could harness the power of the Shadow Moon pack witches and give them an outlet for their powers.

If that was what they wanted.

Ideas raced through his head as he held up his hands and everyone fell silent. This was his moment, his chance for Clancy to explain his vision for the town to his pack. As he began speaking, a surge of power ignited inside of him.

“I have only been the leader of the Shadow Moon pack for a short time,” he began. “And I know some of you are still getting used to me.”

A murmur rippled through the crowd.

“And I know some of you might have preferred a different pack leader.” He didn’t give anyone a chance to agree. “But Xavier chose me as his successor, and I take the role seriously. Over the last few weeks, I have reacquainted myself with the town where I grew up. A town I left so that I could provide protection for Charlotte.”

Clancy spoke with authority and the people gathered listened.

“During those years, many rumors were spread about me. Those rumors were intended to turn you against me should I ever return. But you know the truth now.” He took a deep breath. “It’s time we put the past behind us. It’s time we moved on.”

Clancy glanced at Keely who gave him a nod of encouragement.

“Today you have all sampled the candles that Keely makes. You have experienced the magic she weaves into each candle. Magic that can give us peace when we need it, that can transport us to the places we know and love.” Clancy clenched his jaw as he half-turned to look at the warehouse building. “We have a chance to invest in our future, to create much-needed jobs for the pack.”

He could barely breathe as he looked at the faces of the people around them. Would they see Clancy’s announcement as a good thing? Or would they fall back on their old ways and refuse to change?

“We plan to expand the candle-making business and bring new jobs to town. This warehouse will be a candle-making factory.” Clancy held his hand out toward the building.

Voices mingled with each other as the people whispered among themselves.

“Your witch will cast her spells here?” someone asked.

“She will,” Clancy replied. “My witch cast her spell on the candles you were all gifted today. Everyone I saw who lit a candle experienced joy. I know some of you believe magic is bad. I know some of you don’t like that Keely is a witch.”

“Or that her sister is under the influence of a vampire,” a woman called out.

“Not anymore.” Merri stepped forward and joined Clancy and Keely. “I am no longer dating Silas Langdon. But even when I was dating him, he didn’t have control over me.”

A murmur of dissent reached them, but it was drowned out by other voices.

Hopeful voices.

Keely winked at Clancy. Their plan had worked.

For the moment at least, the pack was fully behind their leader.


Chapter Sixteen – Clancy

“That went better than expected.” Clancy held Keely in his arms outside Primrose Cottage.

“It did. And I’m sorry I am not staying the night, but Merri needs me.” She cupped his face in her hands and stood on tiptoes to kiss his lips.

Tell her we understand, Clancy’s wolf said.

She knows, Clancy replied.

Tell her anyway. His wolf yawned and settled down to sleep.

“We have plenty of nights together ahead of us.” Clancy hid his disappointment that he wouldn’t be waking up tomorrow morning with his mate in his arms.

“We will. Now that the pack has accepted me, and they have warmed to you, I don’t think we should leave it too long until I move in with you.” She lowered herself down and stood on flat feet.

“Do you mean that?” he asked.

“I do. I’m going to speak to my dad, but I think it would be best if Merri started to think of Primrose Cottage as her home. It doesn’t matter how many times I tell her that, she still sees it as my home.” Keely half-turned to look at the beautiful stone cottage. “But if I move out, I’m sure that’ll make a difference.”

“But you’ll miss her, and you’ll miss living here.” Clancy could sense her sadness. He’d felt a similar feeling when he left Lycan Ridge for the world beyond.

“I will but it’s not far from Lycan Ridge. And I’ll still see Merri a lot since I’ll be coming to the store every day. It’s going to take a while to get the candle factory up and running.” Keely patted his chest. “I have made my decision to move to Lycan Ridge and I’m not going back on it if that’s what you are worried about.”

“Me?” He gave her a mock smile. “I’m not worried about anything.”

“You’re not supposed to lie to me,” she reminded him.

“I wasn’t lying, I was joking.” He pecked her cheek and then stepped back from her. “Go be with your sister. I will see you tomorrow.”

“I love you.” Keely watched him as he walked to his truck.

“I love you, too.” He took one last look at her and then got into the truck and drove away.

It was dark, the moon was hidden behind the clouds as he drove through Wishing Moon Bay and then turned off onto the road that took him home. And Lycan Ridge was beginning to feel like home once more.

It’ll feel even more like home when Keely moves in. His wolf rolled on his back and waved his feet in the air as he itched himself on the ground.

It certainly will. Clancy eased his foot down on the gas pedal as the road got steeper. It was pitch black outside of the truck; the only light was that from his headlights. He shivered, he wasn’t afraid of the dark, but it was as if he could sense something out there.

You’re getting caught up in the ghost stories of Revillier’s Hunt, his wolf said and lifted his head to howl mournfully.

“What the!” Clancy jammed his foot down on the brake as a tall shadowy figure appeared on the road ahead.

Silas. His wolf was done with being goofy, he was on high alert when Clancy stopped the truck six feet away from the vampire, who hadn’t moved.

What does he want? Clancy wasn’t going to find out by staying seated in the truck.

With a shiver, he cracked open the truck door and got out. Silas stood as still as a statue and for a moment Clancy thought he’d actually been turned into a statue. But then he moved.

Clancy jumped as the vampire suddenly came to life and strode toward him. “Silas.”

“Clancy.” Silas was by the wolf shifter’s side in a second.

“Is there a problem?” Clancy’s hackles were up. Normally, he trusted Silas, but something was going on with the old guy, he was acting unpredictably and that made Clancy edgy.

“Yes.” It wasn’t the answer Clancy was expecting and the air shimmered around him as he prepared to shift. If Silas had a problem with Clancy, then he needed to be prepared.

“Oh, stand down, wolf boy,” Silas said testily. “If I wanted to hurt you, I wouldn’t be standing here in front of you. I’d attack unseen and unheard.”

“Says the vampire who always tells the truth and is one hundred percent trustworthy.” Clancy took a breath and hoped it wasn’t his last. “If you were smart, you would tell me that you meant me no harm, so I’d let you get real close, and then you’d suck me dry.”

“Point taken.” Silas took a step back. “Happy?”

“No,” Clancy replied sarcastically. “Nothing about standing here in the middle of the road with you makes me happy.”

“Your happiness is immaterial anyway. So let’s move on.” Silas flicked his wrist dismissively.

“Move on to what, exactly?” Clancy asked.

Whatever it is, I suspect it’s a place we don’t want to go. His wolf snarled at the vampire, thankfully, in Clancy’s head. This was not the time to provoke Silas.

I believe we might be about to get a glimpse into the workings of Silas’s mind, Clancy said.

“We have a problem,” was Silas’s non-answer.

“Beyond your relationship with Merri?” Clancy didn’t expect Silas was here to ask for relationship advice, but he couldn’t help hoping that was all this sudden ambush was about.

“My relationship with Merri.” Silas knitted his brows together.

“Yes. It’s not going well from what I gather from Keely. Which is strange since I was certain you were very much in love with her.” Clancy studied Silas’s expression closely.

“And you are a relationship guru, I suppose? One sniff of true love and you think you have the answer to everyone’s problematic love life,” Silas said cuttingly.

“No, I have messed Keely around. I admit that. But I finally did the right thing and proposed, despite my reservations.” Clancy instantly wished he’d worded his response differently.

“Reservations? I’ve never known a shifter to have reservations when it came to putting a ring on their mate’s finger.” Silas stepped closer, his blue eyes fixed on Clancy.

“Things are usually a lot less complicated when a shifter meets their mate. The pack wasn’t exactly happy that Keely is a witch, and her sister is dating a vampire.” Clancy twirled his hand in the air. “You can understand why.”

“I can.” His expression darkened. “And I might be able to help you there.”

“You want to help me with the pack?” Clancy guessed Silas was working an angle. He was here because he wanted a trade-off, a favor for a favor.

Be careful, his wolf warned. Silas has lived long enough to know all the ways a wolf can be persuaded.

“In a way.” Silas sighed heavily, a strange sight considering he didn’t breathe. But at this moment, Silas looked more human than a cold-hearted vampire.

Which unnerved Clancy.

“Okay. Let’s hear it.” Clancy was willing to give Silas a chance. But only one.

“We have a problem,” Silas began.

“So you said,” Clancy answered.

“And we don’t have time for games,” Silas told him. “So, this problem…”

“I have many problems,” Clancy admitted. “And you’re old enough to have a lot more, I presume. But I don’t believe any of our problems overlap.”

“No. I don’t suppose you do.” Silas tilted his head to one side. “Let me explain.”

“Please do.” A sliver of ice threaded its way down Clancy’s spine. His primal urge was to run and hide somewhere away from here.

“The Hunter’s Moon.” Silas tilted his head back and stared at the nearly full moon above their heads.

“What about it?” As Clancy focused on the moon, he could feel its power and a sense of foreboding settled over him. He’d known for a few days that there was a shift in the world, that things were not as they were. He’d figured it had something to do with the moon since it was a potent time for the wolves of Shadow Moon. But from the tone Silas used, it was more than he expected.

Worse than he expected.

“Your grandfather told you the story of Revillier’s Hunt,” Silas began.

Clancy clenched his jaw. “He did. But the hunt is ancient history.”

“It was ancient history,” Silas replied.

“You’re saying that the hunt is about to rise again. After how many years?” Clancy asked.

“It doesn’t matter how many years. All you need to know is that they are coming. All it takes is for one drop of blood to be spilled on their resting place and they will ride again,” Silas told him.

“And where is their resting place?” Clancy didn’t need convincing that Silas believed this was true. No matter how unbelievable it sounded.

Revillier’s Hunt is a myth, Clancy’s wolf said.

How many myths have their base in truth? Clancy reminded him.

“Colton has been going through the archives at the mansion. There is little written about the hunt. But last night he stumbled upon a scroll that gave some idea of where we can find it.” Silas was deadly serious and that unnerved Clancy.

Running and hiding should have been our first move, his wolf said drily. However, they both knew they would never hide from danger, even one of a supernatural kind. Not if their pack or their mate was in danger.

“Why do you need my help?” Clancy asked.

“When we find the resting place and the hunt rises, Revillier will be non-corporeal. He must take over a body and cast out that person’s soul.” Silas stopped talking and turned to look out over the world below.

“You don’t have a soul,” Clancy murmured.

“So the theory goes.” Silas was in statue mode once more.

“But you can’t be sure.” Clancy shivered.

For a long while, Silas stood and stared until he finally said, “What I feel for Merri...could a creature without a soul feel love so fierce you would die for them?”

“I don’t know the answer to that,” Clancy replied.

“Of course you don’t.” Silas chuckled. “If a creature that has lived as long as I have cannot answer it, then how could you, when your life is over in a mere blink of an eye?”

“You can be a real asshole sometimes, you know?” Clancy got a glimpse of the Silas Merri had met last night.

“I do.” Silas inclined his head.

Because that is the side of him he wanted Merri to see. His wolf raised his head and howled mournfully.

He’s been pushing her away because he plans to be Revillier’s vessel. And if it goes wrong, then he doesn’t want her to spend the rest of her life mourning him. It was all so clear now, as if Clancy had seen beneath the vampire’s façade and witnessed his complete vulnerability where Merri was concerned.

“In your arrogance, you forget that shifters know a thing or two about love. Real love. The kind where it eats you in two if the one you love is hurt. The one kind you would die for.” Clancy took a breath. “And that is your plan, is it not, Silas?”

“When Revillier rises, I will allow him to enter me,” Silas explained.

“Wouldn’t it be better to not let him rise at all?” Clancy asked. “You said you knew where the hunt’s resting place is. And you said they would rise if blood was spilled. So we stop blood from being spilled.”

“These things have a way of happening whether you want them to or not,” Silas replied. “The forces at work here have already been set in motion thanks to the conflict between wolves and vampires.”

“The vampires and wolves have always been at each other’s throats. Why is this time any different?” Clancy asked.

“Because the Hunter’s Moon falls on Halloween. The veil between worlds is thinnest and Revillier’s Hunt thrives on conflict. The omens are there. We could try to stop it, but one slip and the hunt will rise. To the ruin of all those we hold dear.” Silas ran his hand through his blond hair which looked in need of a good wash.

“Okay. So first we try to prevent the hunt from rising. If that fails, then you plan to let the hunt take over your body. Why?” Clancy asked.

“Because I believe I am strong enough to hold Revillier back. I believe I can control him, instead of him controlling me.” Silas tilted his chin up. “And if I can’t, then you are going to drive a stake through my heart and end the hunt before it can wreak havoc on the people we love.”

“Well, when you put it like that...” Clancy paced up and down the road, his eyes fixed on the ground below his feet as he considered what Silas had told him.

“We can’t allow Revillier to summon the Shadow Moon pack to his side.” Silas didn’t cower from Clancy as he stormed toward him, his eyes amber and his lip curled.

“The Shadow Moon pack is my pack. No one else has the right to control them,” Clancy snarled.

“It’s not about whether Revillier has the right to control them. It’s whether he has the will to control them.” Silas locked eyes with Clancy. “Creatures of the dark don’t ask permission, Clancy. They don’t consider right or wrong. Ethics and etiquette are nothing to them.”

“I get your point.” Clancy’s shoulders sagged forward as the full extent of Silas’s plan hit him.

“I am here because we need to work together on this, Clancy. If Revillier takes hold of the Shadow Moon pack, they will attack The Crypt. The vampires will fight, and untold numbers of wolves and vampires will be dead by the time the red sun rises.” Silas would not be asking this if there was another way. “If we’re lucky, it will end there.”

“And if we’re unlucky?” Clancy already had the answer.

“Wishing Moon Bay will be awash with blood. Unless you do as I ask,” Silas told him.

“And Merri?” Clancy asked.

“What about Merri?” Silas hissed.

“You don’t think she deserves to know what you’re planning? You don’t think she has the right to know what is in your heart, Silas?” Clancy asked.

“No.” Silas shook his head. “It’s better if she thinks that I have lost interest in her. That way she won’t mourn me when I’m gone.”

“You don’t think you can hold Revillier. That makes this a suicide mission,” Clancy said.

“After all the long years I have lived, I have always wondered how I would meet my end. And now, I know.” Silas held out his hand to Clancy. “We have a deal?”

“Do I have a choice?” Clancy asked.

“Yes. You can say no, I’d remove the thoughts from your head and find someone else who will say yes.” Silas chuckled, but there was no humor in his eyes. “And we both know there are plenty of people who would willingly stake me.”

“So why me?” Clancy asked.

“Because I trust you to do what needs to be done, Clancy.” Silas looked down at his hand. “Do we have a deal?”

Clancy paused and then lifted his hand. As he shook hands with Silas, he felt as if he’d made a deal with the devil.

And maybe he had.


Chapter Seventeen – Keely

“You don’t have to babysit me, you know.” Merri placed two cups of tea down on the kitchen table and sat down wearily. “I’m sure you would rather be with Clancy.”

“I’ll have plenty of nights with him soon enough,” Keely told her sister. “I’d rather make the most of the time I have left here in the cottage.”

“Hey.” Merri got up and came around the table. She hunkered down next to Keely and slipped her arm around her hunched shoulders. “No tears.”

“I’m happy. I’m really happy,” Keely croaked as she swallowed down her emotions. “But at the same time, it’s scary. I’m leaving behind the life I’ve lived here. This is the only home I have ever known.”

“It’s natural to be scared.” Merri patted Keely on the back and then returned to her seat. “It’s a big step for you. But Clancy is a shifter, you are his mate. You have nothing to worry about.”

“I’m worried about you,” Keely replied. “It would be easier to leave you if you were moving in with Silas.”

“That ship has sailed,” Merri replied. “It’s done. I’ve made up my mind that I’m better off without him.”

“I don’t think you really believe that,” Keely said bluntly.

“I do.” Merri picked up her teacup and blew on the hot liquid to cool it. “I can’t live in a state of uncertainty and that’s how it’s been lately with Silas. Uncertain.” She stared down at her cup. “My life is too short to wait around for him to decide what he wants. For all I know, it might take him a decade or two. Time moves differently when you are immortal.”

“Maybe he needs reminding that there’s no time to waste.” Keely jumped as her phone beeped. No one texted or called her this late at night unless it was an emergency. She grabbed her phone from her pocket and tapped the screen.

“Is everything all right?” Merri sipped her tea as Keely stared at the screen.

“Yes.” Keely frowned over the message on the screen although she wasn’t sure if that was true.

Can you meet me now? xx

The message was from Clancy. The short sentence gave no clue as to what he wanted to see her about. It could be a midnight lovers’ tryst, or it might be to do with the Shadow Moon pack. Had something happened when he got back to Lycan Ridge?

She glanced at the time, it was doubtful he’d had time to get all the way back home before he sent the text.

“Keely?” Merri carefully placed her mug down on the table. “Is there a problem?”

“I don’t know.” Keely tapped the screen and typed out her reply. “It’s a text from Clancy, he wants to meet.”

Is everything ok? xx

Yes. But we need to talk xx

Merri stared at her sister as her frown deepened. “Is Clancy okay? Or is there something wrong with Charlotte?”

“I don’t know. He didn’t say.” Keely tapped the screen to reply.

Now? xx

Yes. Come alone xx

If she wasn’t worried before, she was now. What if the message wasn’t from Clancy? Someone might have gotten hold of his phone so that they could lure her out on her own.

Her fingers tingled and she flexed her fingers, allowing the magic to disperse.

She’d never used her magic in self-defense before, but she was certain she was strong enough to fight off any threat if she was attacked.

Or she could stay here with Merri and tell Clancy, or whoever was texting her, that she would meet him in the morning.

But if this wasn’t Clancy, she would never know who it was. And if it was Clancy, he needed her.

Where? xx

I’ll come to the cottage and pick you up xx

She let out a pent-up breath. If they were coming here to Primrose Cottage, then it must be Clancy.

Unless they had stolen Clancy’s truck along with his phone.

She put her fingers to her temple. When had she become so paranoid? The simple explanation was that something had happened that Clancy needed to talk to her about immediately. There was no shadowy creature waiting out there for her, no one waiting to lure her to her doom.

“I need to go out.” Keely stood up and took her teacup to the sink.

“You’re going to meet Clancy at this time of night?” Merri half-turned in her seat as Keely gathered up her purse and her keys.

“Yes. He’s meeting me outside.” Keely headed for the door, careful not to make any loud noises as she slipped her feet into a pair of sneakers. They didn’t exactly go with the dress she was wearing but they would do.

“I’ll come with you.” Merri grabbed a pair of shoes from the shoe rack by the door.

“No.” Keely winced when she realized her voice had come out a lot louder than a whisper. “No. You should go get some sleep.”

“Do you really think that I’ll be able to sleep until you get home?” Merri held her shoes in her hand but didn’t put them on her feet.

“I’ll be fine,” Keely insisted. “It’s only Clancy.”

“Then why do you look so worried?” Merri asked bluntly.

“I’m worried because if he wants to meet me at this time of night then something must be wrong. I’m assuming it has to do with the pack or with Charlotte.” Keely raised her head and listened. Not that she needed to hear the truck engine outside, she could sense Clancy.

“Okay.” Merri held up her hands. “But you have to promise me that if something is happening that puts any of us in danger, then you will tell me.”

“I will.” Keely edged toward the door, but Merri grabbed hold of her hand and held it firmly.

“Promise me.” Merri locked eyes with Keely. “Promise you won’t leave me in the dark.”

“I promise.” Keely had no choice but to make a promise she hoped she could keep. But if Clancy had told her to come alone, whatever he had to tell her, he didn’t want Merri to know.

“Call me if you need me.” Merri followed Keely to the door. “I’ll come get you if you need me to.”

“You sound like Dad when we first started dating.” Keely smiled as she recalled her dad during those earlier teenage years. He’d been super protective since he was a single parent shouldering twice the responsibility.

“When you have your baby, you’ll understand exactly how he felt,” Merri told her. “But worrying doesn’t stop at your kids.”

“I know.” Keely hugged Merri briefly. “I worry about you, Merri. More now than at any other time I can remember.”

“I’m fine.” Merri pulled away. “I’ll wait for you.”

Keely opened the door quietly and slipped out into the night. The moon had shaken off the shroud of clouds that had covered it for most of the evening. As Keely hurried along the driveway to the road, the bright moon cast her shadow on the ground. It was like she was being followed by a dark version of herself.

She flexed her fingers as magic pooled in her hands. Her mood seemed to influence her magic. It was as if she were acting instinctively. If she felt threatened in any way her magic kicked in as a defense mechanism.

“Keely.” Clancy rolled down the window and waved his hand at her.

“What is so urgent?” Keely cracked open the truck door and clambered into the passenger seat.

“Let’s go somewhere where we can talk.” He turned the key in the ignition and Keely winced as the engine rumbled into life.

Clancy put the truck in drive and crawled along the street as quietly as possible. He’d better have a good reason for potentially waking up the neighborhood at this time of night.

“Why couldn’t we have talked inside the cottage?” Keely asked.

“Because I didn’t want Merri to hear what I have to say.” Clancy flexed his fingers on the wheel and shot her a sidelong glance.

“Is this to do with the pack?” Keely asked. “I thought they had gotten over Merri having a connection with Silas.” Not that Merri had a connection with Silas anymore. At least, not as far as she was concerned.

“This has nothing to do with the pack,” Clancy assured her and then shrugged. “Well, it kind of does but that is not what I wanted to tell you.”

“I’m confused,” Keely replied.

Clancy checked the rearview mirror and then turned off the main road they had been following and took a narrower one. A few minutes later, they had passed by a couple of farms and were out into a relatively remote area of the mountains, surrounded by cattle, not people.

“You don’t want anyone else to hear what you’ve got to say.” Keely shivered. Whatever Clancy had to tell her didn’t only concern Merri.

Clancy stopped the truck by the side of the road and sat staring straight ahead for a moment or two. She’d seen the same expression he wore before. He was scanning the area for shifters, or anyone else who might be close enough to hear.

“I met Silas.” Clancy’s opening line was half-expected. If Clancy was being this careful, this secretive, it had to be because what he had to tell Keely was big. And it seemed anything big going on in town revolved around Silas.

“He asked to talk to you?” Keely found that an odd choice, Clancy and Silas were not particularly close.

“Not exactly.” Clancy angled his body toward her. “When I was driving home earlier, he stepped out in front of the truck.”

“Ah, Silas does like to make an entrance.” Keely cracked the window open an inch, needing fresh air as her stomach gurgled with nervous energy.

“He does.” Clancy gnawed on his bottom lip as he composed his thoughts. “He is planning on sacrificing himself to stop Revillier from destroying the vampires and the Shadow Moon pack, and anyone else who gets in their way.”

Keely slumped back in her seat. Of all the things she was expecting Clancy to say, that was not it.

“I don’t understand. Revillier is a myth. And even if he wasn’t, why is he coming back now?” Keely asked.

“I have been thinking that exact same question.” Clancy turned away from her and stared out into the darkness. “Why now?”

“Is it because of the Hunter’s Moon falling on Halloween?” That was the most plausible explanation. “The moon is strongest, and the veil is thinnest.”

“It wouldn’t be the first time that the Hunter’s Moon has fallen on Halloween,” Clancy answered.

“So, what is your theory?” Keely was certain Clancy had one and if she read his mood right, she was not going to like the answer.

“Me.” Clancy sighed and leaned forward, resting his head on the steering wheel. “I think I am the problem.”

“You?” Keely placed her hand on his back and stroked it, trying to soothe him.

“Me.” He nodded and then raised his head. As he turned to look at her, he said, “I am the weakest link.”

“The weakest link?” Keely still didn’t know what he was talking about.

“Think about it,” Clancy began. “Revillier is drawn to conflict. The only conflict in town is between the Shadow Moon pack and the vampires. If I had full control of the pack, I would be able to keep them in check. One word from me, one look and they would never antagonize the vampires at The Crypt again.”

“If you had been prepared for the role by Xavier, you would have control.” Keely was making excuses for Clancy. But if Clancy was right, excuses would not be enough to stop Revillier’s Hunt from carving out a path of destruction.

Instead, Silas had concluded that his death was the only way to stop Revillier.

That was why he’d been pushing Merri away. He was trying to spare her the pain of losing him.

“Stupid, stupid vampire.”


Chapter Eighteen – Keely

“Colton.” Keely stood on the doorstep of Silas’s mansion. It was the middle of the day, and she was supposed to be buying lunch for herself and Merri, but here she was about to tear a strip off the most powerful vampire in Wishing Moon Bay, if not the world.

“Keely.” Colton clenched his jaw, the poor guy didn’t need special powers to figure out what mood Keely was in.

“I’ve come to speak to Silas.” Keely stepped forward, placing her foot on the well-worn stone step. They both knew she wasn’t going to take no for an answer and Colton opened the door wider as she entered the house.

“He’s sleeping.” Colton closed the door behind her and shot the bolt home.

“Then wake him.” Keely tucked her thumb under her purse strap and adjusted it on her shoulder. As her fingertips brushed her jacket, the transference of magic heated the skin beneath her clothes.

“He had a late night last night,” Colton began, but Keely cut him off.

“I know, he was telling Clancy all about his plan to sacrifice himself.” Keely winced at her sharp tone and the look of pain in Colton’s eyes. “So you do know.”

“Of course I know.” Colton’s pale eyes, faded with time, misted with tears. “And I’ve tried to convince him there has to be another way but...”

“But what?” Keely lowered her voice and softened her body language. All she knew was what Silas had told Clancy and knowing Silas, he hadn’t told the whole truth.

Hell, for all she knew, he might not have told any version of the truth. Silas might have made up a plausible story, one Clancy would believe, while keeping the truth to himself.

“But if there is another way, we can’t find it.” Colton raised his hand and placed it on the wall, leaning on it as his breath came in shallow gasps.

“Let’s go into the kitchen and you can tell me what you know.” Keely slipped her arm around Colton’s waist. “Lean on me. That’s it.”

“What am I going to do without him?” Colton murmured.

“Nothing,” Keely replied. “Because we’re going to figure this out. There is no way I’m letting Silas sacrifice himself. We’d never hear the end of it.”

“He won’t be here to gloat,” Colton reminded her.

“I’m sure he’ll find a way.” Keely helped Colton into a chair and then filled the kettle and put it on the stove to boil.

“He’s made a will.” Colton spread his hands wide on the table. “He’s left everything to Merri.”

“He still cares for her.” Keely pulled out a chair and sat down. “He’s pushed her away on purpose?”

Colton nodded. “He thinks he’s sparing her the pain of losing him. Stupid man. He might have lived for thousands of years and looked into the minds of hundreds of people, but he still doesn’t understand love.”

“Do any of us?” Keely leaned her elbows on the table. “Merri will be more devastated if she loses him without ever getting a chance to say goodbye.”

“I’ve tried telling him that. But you know Silas, he thinks he knows best.” Colton pushed himself to stand as the kettle whistled cheerfully, unaware of the bleak conversation taking place in the kitchen.

If only she was unaware, it would be much easier to pick up the pieces after Silas had gone. But now that she knew what Silas had planned, she was faced with a dilemma. Did she keep Silas’s secret, or the promise she’d made to Merri?

There was no real dilemma. She had to tell Merri.

Her reasons for keeping it to herself so far were simple. She hoped to talk Silas out of it. She hoped to find a different way of dealing with the threat they faced if Revillier’s Hunt rode again.

If Clancy was right, if it was his lack of control over the Shadow Moon pack that was the issue, then surely Silas, with all his experience, with all his insight into the workings of the mind, would know how Clancy could tap into the power he needed.

“Clancy believes if he can control the pack, then he can stop any conflict between the vampires and the Shadow Moon pack.” Keely watched Colton pour two cups of tea. His brows were knitted together as he mulled this over. “Do you think he’s right?”

“Silas was about to propose to Merri. Did you know that?” Colton’s hand shook as he carried the two teacups to the table and set them down.

“No. I didn’t. I mean we were all expecting him to ask her to marry him.” Keely cupped her hands around the teacup, welcoming its warmth. “What happened?”

“Silas has a particular ring he wanted to give her. One with huge sentimental value to him. He thought he knew where it was but when he went to fetch it, he couldn’t find it. He’s been searching for it for days.” Colton glanced toward the kitchen door. “While he was looking for it, Maughna found a scroll. It contains a prophecy.”

“A prophecy?” Keely knew that there had been many prophecies over the centuries concerning Wishing Moon Bay. Some had come true, some hadn’t. But all had been taken seriously.

“Yes. When she found the scrolls, she got agitated. It seems they had been written by someone she knew centuries ago.” Colton stared at his tea for a long while before continuing, “The person who wrote the prophecy was a seer. One Maughna has complete faith in.”

“And one of the prophecies is about Revillier’s Hunt?” Keely was beginning to understand why Silas was certain he needed to sacrifice himself.

“Yes. It said that in a clash between vampires and the Shadow Moon pack, blood would be spilled, and the hunt would rise, ending the feud between the two factions. For good.” Colton picked up his cup and drank his tea as Keely mulled this over.

“I’m sorry, where does this prophecy say that Silas has to sacrifice himself?” Keely asked.

“When Revillier rises, he needs a vessel. To take control of that vessel, he needs to banish the soul from it,” Colton explained.

“And Silas has volunteered himself because he doesn’t have a soul?” Keely asked.

“How do you know if someone has a soul?” Colton asked. “Is it a myth, or the truth? Can you feel your soul? Do you know for a fact you have one? Do any of us? And what happens if we lose our soul? Are we an empty vessel? Is that how you see Silas? Does Merri love an empty vessel?”

“I see. Clancy believed that Revillier’s Hunt was a myth and yet Silas said it was very real. We all believe that vampires have no souls but that might be false, too.” Keely had never thought about Silas in the context of souls. Silas was Silas, as far as she was concerned.

He’d never acted like he had no soul in the way vampires were portrayed in books and movies. He’d certainly never killed for fun or sport.

But he might have in the past. In the time before the protection spell, he might have gotten up to all kinds of evil.

“Exactly. So Silas might have a soul. And if Revillier enters his body, he might kick that soul out,” Colton replied.

“Okay. Let’s set that question aside for now. Let’s move on to the rest of Silas’s plan. So say Silas doesn’t have a soul. He plans to fight Revillier for control?” Keely knew the version of events Silas had told Clancy but was there more to it than that?

“Silas believes that he is stronger than Revillier.” Colton tensed his jaw, as if he were biting back the words he wanted to say.

“Clancy told me that Silas plans to keep control of his body, even with Revillier in it.” She sucked in a breath. “And if he can’t, he’s asked Clancy to drive a stake into his heart.”

“That’s as much as I know.” Colton didn’t appear to be lying or holding anything back. But he certainly wasn’t committed to the plan.

“Have you seen the scroll?” Keely asked. “Have you actually read the prophecy?”

“No,” Colton admitted. “Silas has it on him at all times. He takes it out and reads it over and over again, usually when he thinks I’m not looking.”

“I need to talk to him, Colton.” Keely wasn’t ready to see Merri torn in two because of some old prophecy.

“You won’t be able to talk any sense into him,” Colton replied.

“I can be very persuasive.” Keely leaned back in her chair and drank her tea.

“Believe me, I know. But over this, Silas is unshakable.” Colton drank his tea in silence. But there was something on his mind. He’d had longer to mull this over and he knew Silas better than anyone. If there was a way to prevent Silas from sacrificing himself, then Colton would have the answer.

“Why not another vampire?” Keely leaned forward, her elbows on the table as she locked eyes with Colton. “Why does it have to be Silas?”

“Because Silas only trusts Silas to do the job right.” Colton got up from his chair and went to the window. He stared out at the garden he loved so much where he tended his vegetables and kept the flowerbeds neat and tidy. “Do you know of any other vampire who would sacrifice themselves for the good of a bunch of lazy vampires and a pack of wolves who would rather you burned to ashes in the sunlight?”

“Well, when you put it like that.” Keely had gotten what she’d come for. Although, it amounted to nothing new.

“Maughna is the only other vampire who would sacrifice herself in a heartbeat if she thought the shifter children were in danger. But Silas won’t let her do it. He says she’s too valuable.” Colton turned on the faucet and held his hand under the steady stream of water until it ran hot.

“We have a couple of days until Halloween. I’m going to ask Aunt Laura and Trudy to help me figure a way out of this.” Keely stood up from the table and handed Colton her teacup. “Will you ask Silas to talk to Merri?”

“He won’t,” Colton replied.

“Then I will. She deserves to know.” Keely wrapped her arms around the frail old man. “It would be better if she hears it from Silas. But if not, then I will tell her.”

“I won’t tell Silas, or he’ll pluck the idea out of your head,” Colton said lightly, and she couldn’t tell if he was joking or not.

Silas was a pigheaded control freak, but he had been part of Wishing Moon Bay from the time of the protection spell. The town needed him.

But Merri needed him more. No matter how much she tried to pretend otherwise.

Her sister had loved and lost before. Keely was determined that this time Merri was going to get the happy ever after she deserved.


Chapter Nineteen – Clancy

“So, you have no other information?” Clancy held his cell phone to his ear as he dragged a broken shelf out of the warehouse and dumped it on the ground outside along with all the other rubbish he’d cleared out today.

It was good to be doing something physical. He spent far too long seated at a desk writing.

He flexed his fingers. A story idea had been brewing in his head since he told Keely about his author career. It was growing into an incessant voice that wouldn’t pipe down. It was demanding to be written.

We promised that side of our life was done with, his wolf reminded him.

I know, but I could always write the book. I just won’t publish it. Clancy forced himself to focus on his mate who was silent on the other end of the line.

“Keely?” Clancy wiped his hand across his forehead. “Are you still there?”

“I am. I was just thinking.” She sounded breathless, as if she were walking too fast.

“Thinking about what?” Clancy headed back into the dimly lit warehouse. The windows had been boarded up for some time, but he didn’t want to take the boards off until the building was secure.

“At one point I thought Colton was holding something back. It was as if he wanted to tell me something but couldn’t,” Keely explained. “But at the end, I was convinced that he was telling me the truth, which was pretty much what Silas told you.”

“Okay.” Clancy frowned as he tried to follow where Keely was going with this.

“What if Colton knows more? Or at least knew more, but Silas took his memory.”

“That’s certainly possible. And incredibly probable knowing Silas. He’s keeping this thing close to his chest. But I don’t see why he would do that. What is he hiding?” Clancy asked.

“I don’t know. But I know someone who probably does,” Keely answered.

“Who?” Clancy jerked his head up at the sound of raised voices outside.

“Maughna,” Keely announced triumphantly. “Maughna found the scroll, she knew what it said. She knew the person who wrote the prophecy.”

“Okay. You might be right, but I want you to promise me one thing, Keely.” The sound of voices grew louder, and Clancy edged toward the warehouse doors.

“And that is?” Keely asked.

“That you don’t go talk to Maughna alone.” Clancy was tempted to get in his truck right now and drive to Wishing Moon Bay but the voices outside were agitated, he was needed here.

Our mate can take care of herself, his wolf said.

Clancy was never more wishful that he could actually split himself in two. That his human side and his wolf could exist in the same world at the same time.

“I’ll be careful,” was the only answer he got before Keely ended the call.

Clancy shoved his phone in his back pocket and made his way back out of the warehouse. Something was going on outside that needed his attention. As he strode past the pile of stuff he’d taken from the warehouse he pushed his senses out, trying to get an idea of what he would find.

Ten, maybe fifteen shifters were gathered in a tight group along the street. They were arguing. He could sense the tension in the air, and his hackles rose.

“You’ve been over to The Crypt.” One of the group jabbed a finger into the shoulder of a younger man.

He’s one of the guys who was in our house, his wolf told Clancy. He’s one of Charlotte’s friends who helped hand out the candles.

“So what if I have?” the young guy asked.

“So what if I have?” one of the other men mimicked.

I recognize him. He’s one of Deuce’s old friends. Mani, I think that’s what he calls himself. He runs a scrap yard at the back of the warehouse. Clancy strode toward them, his eyes flashing amber as Mani raised a fist to the young guy.

“What’s going on here?” Clancy snapped.

“What’s going on here?” Mani mimicked before he turned around to see who had asked the question. His face paled but he didn’t lower his fist. “This pup thinks it’s okay to go over to The Crypt and hand out some of your witch’s candles.”

“And you don’t think it’s okay?” Clancy stopped a couple of feet away from the group as he assessed who was who and what side each shifter was on.

My guess is the four young shifters are friends and will stand by Wayne, he’s the one who has been giving away the candles, his wolf began. And the nine older guys are not happy about it. Mani is the ringleader, he’s certainly the most vocal.

“No. I don’t think it’s okay.” Mani turned around and lowered his fist as he faced Clancy, but his fingers were still clenched in a ball, ready to strike. “It’s bad enough you encourage witchcraft. Especially when your mate is so closely connected to Silas Langdon. But then these insolent pups go spread the magic over at The Crypt.”

“So, let me get this straight,” Clancy began. “You don’t like magic, you don’t trust it because my witch, as you call her, is friends with Silas Langdon.”

“Among other vampires. Yes.” Mani nodded. “I heard she was friends with that crazy vampire, too. You know the one who walks around muttering to herself. Hell, I chased her off a couple of days ago when she was up here sniffing around the children.”

“I bet she likes them sweet,” one of the other guys spat.

“Likes them sweet?” Clancy curled his lip into a snarl. “You know vampires in Wishing Moon Bay only drink donated blood. You know that it’s part of the bargain they made when the witches cast the protection spell.”

“And who exactly polices that?” Mani asked. “I mean how can anyone police it when the vampires can just wipe the minds of people?”

This is not good, Clancy’s wolf said. This guy is twisting things. And we don’t need things more twisted, not when the Hunter’s Moon is so close.

“I bet our fearless pack leader believes everything the vampires tell him.” Brice, a large shifter who worked as a laborer on a building site in Wishing Moon Bay, stepped forward and the rest of the group let him through. “Is that right, Clancy?”

“You were all too ready to believe that story about Deuce. That he’d pretended to use silver-coated vampire teeth to kill one of us.” Mani sneered as he stood at Brice’s shoulder.

My temper is on a short fuse, his wolf snarled.

As is mine, Clancy replied.

“We all know Deuce would never kill one of his own pack. It was a made-up story so that you could snatch the role of pack leader without a fight.” Brice glanced from side to side, checking that the small group had his back.

Nine against one, his wolf said. I’m not sure I like these odds.

But they had no choice, they couldn’t back down now. They also couldn’t let Brice, Mani, and the others get away with smearing Clancy’s name. As the pack leader, they owed him their loyalty and respect.

The young shifters were edging away. They were not willing to stand by his side and fight. Perhaps they too could see that Clancy was outnumbered. And he was. At least he would be if he were one shifter against nine.

But he was more than that. He was the chosen leader of the Shadow Moon pack. He didn’t need anyone by his side.

“Are you done?” Clancy snapped, his eyes ablaze as he faced down Brice.

“Not even halfway,” Brice snarled in response, his fist raised, ready to strike.

“You’re a laborer, right? On a building site down in Wishing Moon Bay.” Clancy rolled his shoulders, limbering up his muscles. He hadn’t had a proper fight for years, not since he’d left for the world beyond, but he was ready for one now.

“Ah, so now we’re making small talk. Trying to bore me into submission?” Brice chuckled.

“No, I was just showing my concern and wondering how you were going to provide for your family when I break both of your hands,” Clancy spoke calmly and clearly, which seemed to unnerve Brice more than the threat of violence.

Brice tensed his jaw and inched back from Clancy almost imperceptibly, but Clancy saw it.

And so he made his move.

His eyes flashed amber as he reached out, grasped Brice by the hand, and cruelly twisted his wrist. It was as if he found a strength deep inside of him, which he channeled into his hands. Each movement he made was slow and deliberate. Clancy had always hated a bully and that was what Brice was.

A big man when he thought he had his friends as backup. But a small man who whimpered like a baby when he was outsmarted and outclassed.

“You’re going to break my hand!” Brice yelped as Clancy squeezed harder.

“I warned you I was.” Clancy tore his gaze from Brice and locked eyes with the other pack members one by one. “You heard me tell him.”

They all nodded, numb with shock as Clancy’s amber eyes burned into them. If they had doubted that he was their pack leader, that doubt was now gone, replaced by something akin to fear.

And they should fear us! His wolf raised his head and howled to the Hunter’s Moon. It might be hidden from them, but they could feel its power and the power of the alpha. Clancy recognized it now, he knew its source, and now that the connection had been made, he could tap into it whenever he needed to.

Whenever he needed to put a pack member in their place. This was how Xavier governed the pack without so much as a raised voice. It flowed through his veins, like blood itself.

“Forgive me,” Brice whimpered, his face contorted in pain that was sharply focused on his hand.

In that moment, Clancy had a choice. He knew it, his wolf knew it, and the members of the Shadow Moon pack who were gathered here knew it, too.

He could use his strength to crush Brice’s hand, as a reminder to him and the rest of the pack that Clancy held their fate in his hands.

Or he could offer leniency and let the man off with a bruised hand and an equally bruised ego.

With a snarl, Clancy let go of Brice’s hand abruptly and sent him sprawling across the ground. “Apologize,” he snapped.

“I’m sorry,” Brice whimpered.

“Not to me, to Wayne.” Clancy stood over Brice, his eyes blazing, and his fists clenched making it clear this was an order, not a request.

“I’m sorry, Wayne,” Brice said without hesitation.

I believe they have learned their lesson, his wolf said.

I believe you are right. But Clancy doubted it would be the last lesson he would have to teach his pack about who they answered to.

There would have been no need for candles and kindness if he’d tapped into this power sooner. However, he was glad they had accepted Keely without coercion. Gaining trust and respect from people who were free to make their own decisions was always better.

And that was what Clancy intended to do. But make no mistake, when he was called on to act, he would.

Clancy West was the leader of the Shadow Moon pack. Now and for the rest of his days.


Chapter Twenty – Keely

“Okay. Since we’re all here, we should start.” Keely stood up and pushed her chair back from the table as all eyes were fixed on her. It had been a very hastily organized meeting of a small group of trusted friends and family. Minus Merri, which hadn’t gone unnoticed.

“Aren’t we going to wait for Merri?” asked Aunt Laura who had brought along her friends, Zoe, Lois, Wilhelmina, and Neave.

“Merri doesn’t know we’re having this meeting,” Keely admitted. “I wanted us to have a chance to talk before I told her what I’m about to tell you.”

“This can’t be good,” Trudy murmured.

“It’s not,” Keely replied.

“Why don’t we let Keely explain.” Henry glanced around the room, and everyone nodded and shuffled in their seats as they waited expectantly.

“Okay. We all know that it’s Halloween tomorrow. I expect you are all also aware that the Hunter’s Moon also occurs tomorrow.” Keely clasped her hands together and glanced at the front door. She wasn’t expecting Merri home for another hour, but she was still nervous that her sister would walk through the door any moment and be angry and upset that Keely had gone behind her back.

“Yes. Halloween. I am supposed to be helping at the school.” Trudy glanced at her watch. “There’s a party there tomorrow afternoon and I am on decorations duty.”

“I’m sorry to disrupt your social calendar,” Keely told her tartly. “But I figured that the resurrection of Revillier’s Hunt was more urgent.”

“Not that old story again.” Aunt Laura downed her coffee and placed her mug down on the table. “I might need something stronger if we’re discussing ghost stories.”

“Hasn’t Colton mentioned any of this to you, Aunt Laura?” Keely switched her attention to her aunt.

“Mentioned any of what?” Aunt Laura replied. “Colton isn’t really into Halloween. He’s certainly too old to take ghost stories seriously. Even if he would after all the things he’s seen being Silas’s companion for so long. Some of the things he’s told me are enough to make your hair stand on end.”

“Why don’t you get to the point?” Trudy inspected her empty coffee mug before she set it down on the table.

“Tomorrow night, Revillier’s Hunt will rise. Revillier will seek out a body to take over and control and kick that person’s soul out. Presumably whoever it is will die. So, Silas has taken it upon himself to allow Revillier into his body. He believes that he can control Revillier and if he can’t, he’s asked Clancy to drive a stake into his heart.” Keely took a breath and looked around the kitchen as the people gathered stared back at her in shock.

“Is this a joke?” Trudy asked. “I always got the feeling that Silas thought Halloween was silly, frivolous even. Is this his idea of revenge?”

“No,” Keely answered. “I don’t believe it is.”

“Neither do I.” Henry stepped forward from where he’d been lingering by the back door.

“This would explain why Silas has been acting so weird,” Aunt Laura mused. “And why Colton has been ghosting me the last few days. He never returns my calls and if I text him, he always has some excuse as to why he can’t see me.”

“Colton is probably in on it and is torn between doing his undead master’s bidding and lying to you.” Trudy tapped her foot on the floor. She wanted to believe they were being pranked but she didn’t.

“If you think this is a joke, you are free to leave,” Keely told her bluntly.

Trudy pressed her lips together and huffed as she folded her arms across her body. “I’ll stay. I might not believe it, but I can tell that you do, or else Merri would be here, too.”

“Okay. Now, I spoke to Colton earlier today. He told me that Silas believes there is no other way to stop Revillier’s Hunt from rising. However, the hunt can only rise if blood is spilled between the vampires and the Shadow Moon pack.” Keely rolled her hands together. “Let me backtrack a little more.”

“Please do, because this is making my head hurt,” Aunt Laura put her fingers to her temples and closed her eyes.

“When Clancy and Silas were telling us about Revillier’s Hunt, they mentioned that they are drawn to conflict.” Henry mused. “It seems that the conflict between the vampires and the Shadow Moon pack is the catalyst. Couple that with the thinning of the veil on All Hallows Eve coinciding with the Hunter’s Moon and we have the perfect setting for trouble.”

“Okay. So what do we do to stop it?” Trudy asked. “There must be a way or else you wouldn’t have called us here.”

“The hunt will rise if blood is spilled. Only we don’t actually know where that blood has to be spilled,” Keely explained.

“Where is this information coming from?” Lois asked. “Because surely there would be a certain location where blood must be spilled.”

“That’s the thing, Maughna found a scroll that contained a prophecy...” Keely began.

“Oh, a prophecy,” Trudy said drily. “As if one of those doesn’t come up every week.”

“This is different.” Keely hadn’t expected to have so much trouble trying to convince them this was real, and they were all in danger.

“That’s what everyone who believes in a prophecy says,” Trudy replied.

“Maughna knew the seer who gave us the prophecy. She believes it...” Keely was once more cut off by Trudy and she clenched her hands into fists as she felt her power growing stronger. If Trudy didn’t stop talking, Keely might just knock her teeth out with a ball of glowing light.

“Maughna, who talks to herself in riddles...” Trudy held up her hand as Keely glared at her and then pointed toward the door. “Sorry. Go on. I’ll keep my opinions to myself. Even if I do have better things to do than listen to a prophecy that some ghostly hunt will rise. As for Silas, I can’t see him sacrificing himself for the greater good. He’d be much more likely to get someone else to do it.”

“Silas is going to sacrifice himself for the greater good?” Merri stood at the back door, a bag of groceries in her arms.

“Merri.” Henry jumped and reached for the groceries as everyone else in the room pretended to talk among themselves.

“Keely.” Merri handed the groceries to her father and came into the room. She stood at the head of the table, her focus on her sister. “What is going on?”

“I was going to tell you,” Keely began. “But I wanted to get everyone together first and have a brainstorming session.”

“Without me,” Merri accused.

“I’m sorry.” There was nothing else to say. Nothing that would make it right, so Keely decided to move on. “But you are here now.”

“I am. So why don’t you tell me why Silas is planning on sacrificing himself?” Merri glared at Keely, her eyes bright with tears.

“Because if he can’t control Revillier, then Revillier will hurt those he loves. Those he cares about, and I believe that is everyone in this room.” Keely went to Merri and pulled out a chair for her. “This is why he’s been pushing you away.”

“And still you didn’t tell me.” Merri’s hand shook as she placed it on the back of the chair and then sat down heavily.

“Silas doesn’t want you to know.” Keely sighed and put her hand on Merri’s shoulder, easing her down into the seat. “You know what men are like. They like to think they know what’s best for those around them.”

“Keely does have a point,” Trudy agreed.

“And Silas is worse than most men because he’s been around for so long,” Aunt Laura added. “He doesn’t think he knows what’s best for you, he thinks he knows what’s best for everyone. That man might have a god complex.”

“Okay. Back to the point.” Keely could feel the conversation slipping away from the point and they didn’t have time for it.

“Why don’t you start from the beginning for those of us who were not invited?” Merri placed her hands in front of her on the table and looked up at her sister expectantly.

Keely went all the way back to the beginning. “The other night when Clancy messaged me and wanted to meet me.”

“You told me he had some news about the pack. Something about an argument over some land.” Merri’s brow creased. “That was a lie.”

“It wasn’t a lie exactly...” Keely rolled her eyes. “Okay, so it kind of was.”

“What did he want to talk to you about?” Merri asked.

“Clancy was driving home when Silas stopped him. He stepped out onto the road in front of Clancy’s truck and told him that if blood is spilled on the resting place of Revillier’s Hunt then they will rise again on Halloween while the Hunter’s Moon is full. Revillier will take control of a body and cast out their soul. Then he will be at full power and he will command the hunt.” Keely closed her eyes briefly as she composed her thoughts.

“And what exactly is this hunt?” Neave asked. “Do they need to enter other people, too? How many souls will be lost that night?”

“I don’t know the specifics,” Keely admitted. “This is just what Silas told Clancy and Clancy told me.”

“And we’re certain this isn’t Silas trying to play Clancy in some way?” Merri’s voice shook as she asked. She was clutching at straws in the hope none of this was real. But she knew deep down that Silas wouldn’t play that kind of trick on her.

“I spoke to Colton today. I went to the mansion to see Silas, but he was asleep. Colton confirmed what Silas told Clancy. He said that Maughna had found a scroll and that it contained a prophecy that this would happen. Maughna knew the seer who foretold it. She is convinced it’s true and you know how Silas trusts Maughna.” Keely placed her hand over her sister’s. “I don’t want it to be true. But everything so far indicates it is.”

“So this Revillier will take over a body and cast out its soul. What if the body doesn’t have a soul?” Merri asked.

“That’s why Silas has volunteered,” Keely told her. “He thinks he can save anyone from losing their soul. But he also believes he is strong enough to keep control of his body. He thinks he is stronger than Revillier.”

“Of course he does. He’s the great Silas Langdon. He’s lived for longer than any creature living or dead on this planet. He’s invincible.” Merri’s voice rose and color flooded her cheeks before she hid her face in her hands.

“We need to see the scroll.” Aunt Laura coughed and cleared her throat. “We are flying blind here. We need to know the exact wording of the prophecy. For all we know, Silas is keeping part of it to himself.”

“I did think that Colton was holding something back. Not by choice,” she added.

“I’ll go see Silas.” Merri stood up and placed her hands on the table. “If he cares for me at all, he owes me an explanation.”

“I don’t think there is any doubt that he cares for you,” Henry said quietly. “I’d hazard a guess that you are the primary reason he is willing to risk his life.”

“Well, he can just think again.” Merri headed for the door. “If he thinks he’s sacrificing himself for me, he can just think again.”

“I’ll come with you.” Keely followed her sister to the door, but she turned around and shook her head.

“No. I need to do this alone.” Merri’s face crumpled but she sucked in a deep breath and let it out slowly. “The vampire book I got from the world beyond is on my nightstand. I haven’t had a chance to read it yet. Perhaps you could skim through it and see if there is anything in there that might be of help.”

“Of course.” Keely nodded, feeling helpless.

“And the children will be home soon. Brigette is at the library and Jared is over at Allan’s house. Can you make them dinner?” Merri backed away toward the door. “Don’t tell them about this. They don’t need to know. At least not yet.”

“Merri.” Henry left the kitchen and went after his daughter. “I’m convinced we will find a solution.”

Merri ducked her head and Henry wrapped his arms around his youngest daughter, holding her tight. “I’m not so sure.”

“I believe you and Silas are meant to be together,” Henry continued.

“Thanks, Dad.” Merri pulled away from him. “I should go.”

Henry swallowed hard as the door closed behind Merri. “Okay. We have work to do.” He clasped his hands together. “We are going to find a way to save Silas. Merri deserves a happy ever after and I’m going to make sure she gets it.”

Keely paled at her father’s resolute expression. Henry had always sacrificed his happiness for his daughters.

Would he sacrifice his life in place of Silas if there was no other choice?


Chapter Twenty-One – Merri

Merri drove to Silas’s mansion on autopilot. She couldn’t focus on anything other than the news that Silas planned to die.

He planned to sacrifice himself if necessary and hadn’t even had the courtesy to tell her to her face.

What a coward!

Okay, sacrificing himself wasn’t cowardly. That was a brave move.

Unless he planned to sacrifice himself as a way to get out of their relationship.

Merri closed her eyes and squeezed back the tears that threatened. She was being totally unfair and irrational, but she’d left rational back in the kitchen at Primrose Cottage.

She needed to regain control of her thoughts and emotions before she confronted Silas. She wasn’t going to let him wriggle out of giving her an explanation.

It was still light when she reached the mansion and switched off the engine. She didn’t pause for a second before she opened the car door and got out. Striding toward the front door, she raised her hand ready to knock but Colton answered it before she got a chance.

“Aunt Laura told you I was coming.” She leveled her gaze at Colton, who nodded.

“Yes.” Colton glanced over his shoulder. “Come on, quickly. Silas will be waking soon.”

“And if he knows I’m here, he’ll sneak out the back door and avoid me and the questions I need answers to.” She inhaled a deep breath, ready to do battle with the vampire Silas. Not physically but mentally.

He was old and way more experienced at life and getting himself out of difficult situations than she was. Silas had a silver tongue when it came to convincing people that left was right and up was down. But not with her. Not tonight.

“He doesn’t know how to handle his emotions,” Colton whispered. “He’s decided it’s easier to avoid them than deal with them.”

“Keely told me about the prophecy. Aunt Laura wants to see it for herself,” Merri explained, keeping her voice low as they went deeper inside the mansion.

“That’s the thing,” Colton told her. “Silas keeps it with him at all times. Maughna is the only other person who has read it in full.”

“You haven’t read it?” Merri studied Colton closely as his brows knitted together.

“No.” He shook his head.

“Or have you read it but Silas has taken the memory?” Merri had to ask. Not that it made any difference, if Silas had taken the memory from Colton, there was no way of getting it back without Silas’s help.

“It’s possible. But I don’t recall,” Colton admitted. “But if he did, I would have agreed to it. Long ago, he promised me that he would never take any of my memories without my agreeing to it. It’s a matter of trust.”

“And you still trust him, even with what’s at stake?” Merri lingered in the hallway, they were close to the door leading to the basement. If he was awake, Silas could no doubt sense she was there.

“I have to trust him,” Colton replied. “How could I live here and work for him if there was no trust between us?”

“So what do we do?” Merri’s words caught in her throat as tears misted her eyes. “We can’t lose him, Colton.”

“I don’t know.” Colton tensed his jaw. “He is convinced there is no other way.”

Merri turned and leaned her back against the wall, doubling over as she fought for breath. For all his faults, and his arrogance, Silas was the wisest of all vampires. If he believed this was the only way, then Merri was beginning to fear he might be right.

But she wasn’t ready to let him go without a fight. Even if he didn’t want her in his life, if he truly did think that their romance had run its course, she wasn’t going to give up on him.

When she’d moved back to town, Silas had given her hope. He’d helped mend her broken heart and given her the confidence to practice magic, to learn her craft even when she found herself lacking. He’d believed in her.

And more, he’d given her a glimpse of her mother. He’d passed on his memories of her mom, whom she had never met.

It was the most precious gift a person would ever give her.

“There has to be another way,” she whispered and straightened up. “And we’re going to find it.”

“I need a drink.” Colton headed for the kitchen and Merri followed.

“Make mine a double.” She pulled out a chair and sat down heavily.

“Aren’t you driving?” Colton asked.

“I’ll be sober by the time I go home,” Merri told him.

“You’re planning on being here a while?” Colton opened a cupboard and reached in the back, pulling out a bottle of dusty brandy. “One plus point of working for a vampire who had been around for centuries is the liquor. Silas has an incredible cellar full of bottles of aged wine and spirits. He lets me help myself, even though some of them are worth a fortune.”

“It’s a pity he can’t enjoy them himself.” Merri held out her hand for the glass of brandy Colton offered her.

“He gets enjoyment out of seeing other people enjoy his spoils. He often keeps me company while I drink a particularly good vintage wine.” Colton put his hand over his face and hid his expression as the hand clasped around his glass shook.

The liquor sloshed around the glass as he sobbed quietly. But then he took a deep, shuddering breath and dropped his hand to his side.

“A toast.” Merri held up her glass. “To Silas.”

“To Silas,” Colton raised his hand and drank half the liquor in his glass.

Merri tipped her head back and downed it all. She was going to need more than Dutch courage to get through her conversation with Silas, but she would. She had to.

“It must be bad if my two favorite people are drinking at this time of day.” Silas stood in the doorway, looking like his devilishly handsome self.

“We were drinking to your imminent demise.” Merri felt as if her brain was out of sync with her mouth as the alcohol weaved its spell over her.

“Are we celebrating my life or my death?” Silas asked.

“Your death, of course,” Merri replied. “Since we have never known you in life.”

“Believe me, my death is far more interesting than my life ever was.” Silas slid into the room and opened the refrigerator. He took out a packet of blood and sliced it open before pouring it into a mug.

“You’re joking about this?” Merri wanted to reach out and grasp his shoulders and give him a good shake. She hated him being like this when the stakes were so high.

But this was how Silas handled things. With his morbid humor.

“Do you want me to wail and gnash my teeth?” Silas flipped the microwave door open and placed his mug of blood inside. “Because I can do that, too.”

“What I want is for you to come up with a way to circumvent this.” Merri got up from the table and paused for a moment as the liquor hit her brain. She was slightly numb, her fingertips resting lightly on the table as she went to him. “There has to be a way.”

“Don’t you think I have been through every scenario?” Silas’s eyes flashed as he turned his cold stare on her. “Maughna and I have spent days going over and over it, trying to find a get-out clause.”

“Can I see the scroll?” Merri held out her hand. “Can I read the prophecy for myself?”

“No.” Silas had never denied her anything before which heightened her suspicions.

“Why not?” She held his gaze. She’d grown so used to looking into his piercing eyes, to running her fingers through his scruffy blond hair. There was no way she was going to let him give up on them, give up on life without a fight.

She never expected her first fight to be with Silas himself.

“Because there is no point.” The microwave pinged and he flipped it open again and took out his mug of warm blood.

“No point in trying to save you?” Merri asked. “Is this what this is all about? You think this is your chance to make up for everything you have ever done. Do you believe that if you sacrifice yourself, your sins will be forgiven?”

“Of course not,” Silas scoffed. “Don’t be so naive, Merri.”

“So why?” Merri held out her hands to him. “Why not at least let me and the others read the prophecy? Let us at least know the place where blood must be spilled to raise Revillier’s Hunt.”

“Merri is right,” Colton agreed. “If we can figure out where it is, then we can stop Revillier before he has a chance to go into anyone’s body.”

Silas leaned back on the edge of the counter, his mug in his hand as he looked at Colton and then at Merri. “I love you both. I love you more than I have loved anyone else in  my entire life. Both living and dead.”

“Silas.” Merri covered her mouth with her hand, hating the sound of finality in his voice. “What aren’t you telling us?”

“Liberty Meadow is an old battlefield. It’s near The Crypt. It’s been under the vampire’s control for centuries. But during the transition...” Silas paused. “When Xavier died and the wolves became bolder, they took it as their own.”

“And this is where Revillier’s Hunt will rise from?” Merri knew the location of the field, she’d never visited there; it was the kind of place that gave her the creeps. Now she knew why.

“It is.” Silas sipped his blood slowly, savoring it as if it were his last meal.

“We can’t stop it, can we?” The sudden change in his behavior toward her became clear as she fit the pieces together.

“No.” Silas shook his head.

“Blood has already been spilled,” Colton finished.

“Yes.” Silas shrugged. “So, you see, this has to play out exactly as I said. If I am strong enough to hold Revillier, then I will contain the hunt and no one gets hurt.”

“Except you,” Merri said.

“Except me,” Silas repeated.

“Even if you contain him?” Merri asked. “I mean there has to be a time limit, doesn’t there?”

“I believe that Revillier and his hunt can only ride while the Hunter’s Moon is at its fullest. When the sun rises the day after All Hallows Eve, they will go back to whatever dimension they come from.” Silas finished his blood and put the mug in the sink.

“Then there is a chance you will survive this.” Merri wanted to hold onto that hope. But she was certain Silas was leaving something out. Something important.

Something that would tip the balance.

“I don’t believe so,” Silas replied. “I think that even if I can contain Revillier, I will be dragged back to the dimension from where they came.”

“Is that what it says in the scroll?” Merri asked. “Is that the prophecy?”

Silas shook his head. “According to the prophecy, I will be killed by the leader of the Shadow Moon pack.”

“You won’t be able to contain Revillier and Clancy will stake you through the heart.” Merri’s legs were weak, and she went back to her seat and sat down with her head in her hands. Her mind raced as she mulled over what Silas had said. “If that’s what it says, why won’t you let me read it?”

“Oh, Merri.” Silas was by her side in a second, kneeling next to her as he held her hand. His cool skin was soothing. But she knew it wasn’t just his touch that eased her fears, he was glamouring her. Not by invading her mind, but he was influencing her mood. “You have to let me go.”

“Show me the prophecy,” she ground out but then she was distracted by the arrival of Maughna, singing

“Revillier will seek an army new, under the Hunter’s Moon,

Only a power pure and true, can save the world from certain doom.”

Maughna stood in the doorway, her face pale as she swayed and hummed incoherently.

“Maughna!” Silas snapped.

“That’s why you don’t want me to read the prophecy,” Merri said. “If Clancy doesn’t kill you, you, Revillier will kill Clancy.”

“One of us will die on this Hunter’s Moon,” Silas confirmed.

“There has to be another way,” Merri repeated.

Silas held her hand to his lips. “If there was, I would take it. I have pushed you away because I thought that I could make you love me less. I wanted to make it easier for you.”

“Well, you haven’t,” she replied through her tears.

“I made this choice because Keely and Clancy deserve to have a life together. A family together.” He squeezed her hand tighter. “I have had a long life. I have been lucky enough to know what love is. And maybe that is my punishment, to be ripped away from that love for eternity.”

“And is that what you think I deserve?” Merri croaked hoarsely.

“No, my love, I believe you deserve to meet a man, a living breathing man, and have a fresh start.” He rose onto his knees and kissed her cheek. “That is my wish for you, Merri.”

He placed his hands on her temples, but she pushed him away with all her strength. “No!” Tears streamed down her cheeks. “You are not going to take these memories from me.”

“Merri!” Silas followed her down the hallway as she ran for the front door. “It’ll be easier for you.”

“Don’t you get it?” She whirled around to face him. “Relationships aren’t supposed to be easy. They’re supposed to be messy. They’re supposed to hurt. That pain, that’s how you know it’s for real!”

“I can’t risk you doing something that will mess up my plan,” Silas replied calmly.

“There has to be a way to subvert the prophecy,” Merri told him. “How do you even know this Revillier can kill Clancy? He’s the leader of an ancient pack, surely he has to have some way to stop Revillier.”

Silas’s shoulders sagged forward, and he suddenly looked old, as if all his years had caught up with him. “Let it go, Merri. For all our sakes.”

“Silas.” She stepped closer to him, at the same time she sensed she was stepping closer to the truth. “Tell me the rest.”

“Clancy is weak. Which means his pack is weak. The reason blood has already been spilled is because he can’t control the pack.” Silas ran his hand through his hair and looked away. “If he’d been here in Wishing Moon Bay, if he’d lived with the Shadow Moon pack, Xavier would have taught him how to tap into the power the pack leader needs to bind the pack to his will.”

“But Xavier never had a chance to teach Clancy. He died too soon.” Merri reached out for Silas and touched his arm. “You plan to make Clancy believe that Revillier has control so that he’ll stab you in the heart.”

“Yes.” Silas nodded. “It’s the only way to ensure that everyone is safe.”

“There has to be another way.” Merri leaned her head on his chest, and he tightened his arms around her, holding her close.

“There isn’t,” he told her. “I wish there was.”

She tilted her head back and licked her lips. Silas accepted the invitation and lowered his head, kissing her fiercely, spreading heat through her body.

As their kiss deepened, she knew that he had never given up on their love. That it still burned brightly.

When their kiss broke, she turned and walked away from him. Her memories were intact.

He might not have let her read the scroll, but he hadn’t taken her memories.

And that told her one very important thing.

Silas wanted to live. Despite his words, he had not accepted his fate.

Merri ran to her car and pulled out her phone. She tapped the screen and hit dial. “Keely. We have work to do.”


Chapter Twenty-Two – Merri

“We don’t have much time.” Merri waited for the customer she’d just served to leave the store. It was Halloween, which was normally a day for celebration in the Wilson family. Even when they were living in the world beyond, Merri always hosted a Halloween party for the children.

Their house was always decorated with items she’d bought in Wishing Moon Bay. Over the years, Merri had amassed quite a collection of unique decorations, some imbued with magic.

This was the first year celebrating Halloween in Wishing Moon Bay and thankfully, she was not hosting a party. They weren’t so much of a thing here in town since the school celebrated Halloween all day and then the children liked to go out trick or treating. Not that Halloween was just about candy here, the most fun part of the celebrations was seeing the various ways people decorated their houses.

There was a certain degree of competition between the town’s residents, each trying to outdo the others. Every year there was something new to see or hear, as witches wove magic into statues to make them come alive.

But this Halloween, there would be no celebrations until they had figured out how to save Silas.

“We are no further forward.” Aunt Laura lifted her head from her Book of Shadows. She’d been up all night with her coven trying to figure out a way to stop Revillier’s Hunt from rising, even though blood had already been spilled. “We’re not just running out of time, we’re running out of ideas, too. I’ve been through every spell book I have. I even went to the library and leafed through the special section where they keep the most ancient of spell books. There’s no mention of Revillier’s Hunt there at all.”

“Aunt Laura’s right. It’s as if the hunt never existed.” Keely closed the spell book she’d been looking through with an exasperated thud. “Anything in your vampire book?”

“No. I don’t know why I thought there would be anything useful in a book from the world beyond.” Merri straightened up and strolled around the store to stretch her legs and think. But no new ideas came.

“What about a protection spell?” Trudy asked. “Why can’t we cast one around Revillier and his hunt?”

“Because they aren’t the ones that need protecting,” Aunt Laura replied.

“They would be if we stood on the other side with pitchforks and torches,” Trudy retorted.

“We could add a containment spell to it.” Keely tapped her chin with her fingertip. “We only need to hold them until the sun rises. If we gathered all of Aunt Laura’s witchy friends, along with anyone else who is willing to help, we should have enough magic to keep it in place for the whole night.”

“I don’t think that will work,” Merri replied.

“Why?” Keely asked.

“Because Silas and Maughna have been trying to figure this out for days. If it were that easy, Maughna would have figured out a spell and shared it with us. But she hasn’t. Which means she doesn’t think it’ll work.” Merri wished it was different, but Maughna was one of the most experienced witches in town, she had been there when the original protection spell was cast. She’d also helped the witches of Wishing Moon Bay wherever trouble of a magical kind reared its head. She had no access to her magic, but her head contained more spells than a hundred Books of Shadows combined.

“Merri’s right. This is not going to be as simple as casting a spell.” Keely looked up as a vehicle stopped outside. “Clancy is here. Maybe we should ask him to tell us the story of Revillier’s Hunt one more time. There might be a clue in there that we missed.”

Merri hadn’t told Keely the rest of what Silas had told her last night. There was no point in pushing the blame for Revillier’s Hunt rising onto Clancy. He was as much a victim of circumstances as Silas.

“We don’t have anything to lose,” Aunt Laura replied. “Clancy doesn’t know magic, but he does know the stories his grandfather told him. You’re right, there might be something in them that will give us new insight. We just need something...”

“So, this is where you are all holed up.” Clancy pushed the door open and came inside. “Any luck?”

“No.” Keely went to meet him and kissed his cheek. “We were wondering if you might know anything that might help us. Something that you left out when you told us the story.”

“I’ve been going over it and over it,” Clancy replied. “The only thing that I keep coming back to is that Revillier’s Hunt is drawn to conflict.”

“There’s been plenty of that between the wolves and the vampires,” Aunt Laura said drily. “Tensions seem to be more heightened than ever before.”

“It’s the moon,” Clancy moved away from his mate and turned to face the window. “I can sense it even when it hasn’t risen. I suspect the rest of the pack can, too.”

“What about the vampires?” Trudy asked. “Does it affect them?”

“I can ask Silas. Or Maughna.” Merri would have to wait another couple of hours unless she asked Colton to wake Silas and ask him now.

“Sorry I couldn’t make it sooner.” Henry burst into the store, looking smart in a suit and tie, complete with a bowler hat and umbrella tucked under his arm.

“Oh, my! I forgot, Esme is coming to town for Halloween!” Merri had been so caught up in her own problems that she’d forgotten her dad had a date today.

“I was going to call it off, but I can’t get hold of Esme.” He checked his watch. “I’ll have to go meet her in an hour. But I can ask her to amuse herself while I help you with the Silas situation.”

“No.” Merri shook her head. “There’s nothing any of us can do. You should stay with Esme. She might need your protection if things go wrong.”

“And what if they go right?” Clancy asked quietly, his question directed at Merri.

“Silas knows what he’s doing,” Merri replied. “He’s come to terms with it and so have I.” It was a big fat lie but one she planned to stick to. Merri didn’t want to ruin her relationship with Keely and Clancy.

“I should be there with you,” Henry said. “I’ve always been there for you.”

“I’d rather you were in town, in case something goes wrong,” Keely replied. “If Revillier succeeds, we might have to evacuate the town. We’ll need you to organize everyone.”

“The children,” Merri whispered. “They will need you. I want you to take Esme and the children and get them to the world beyond. The protection spell might contain the hunt here.”

“Will you take Charlotte, too?” Clancy asked. “She’s spending Halloween in town with the other kids from the school.”

“Of course. Charlotte is part of this family,” Henry told him. “I will protect them all as best I can.”

“You’re here! I have it!” Colton burst into the store, his face pale and his breathing heavy as he waved a scroll in the air.

“You have the prophecy?” Merri rushed to him. “How did you get it?”

“I took it from Silas as he slept.” Colton handed the scroll to Merri and then wiped his hand across his forehead. “If Silas lives to see tomorrow, he’s not going to easily forgive me.”

“Yes, he will,” Aunt Laura assured the older man. “You are his bodyguard. That’s the job he hired you for and that’s the job you are doing.”

“I doubt he’ll see it that way.” Colton sat down on the chair Trudy fetched for him from the back room. “Thank you.”

“Okay. What do we have here?” Merri went to the counter and spread the scroll out flat. Keely placed a candle in each corner to weigh it down and stop it from curling back up in itself.

When crimson stains the final resting place Where witch’s spell did freedom grace

Revillier will rise on the Hunter’s Moon

And take a soul far too soon

If Revillier is allowed to roam

The vessel will join them in their hellish home.

His army comes but remains as mist

You can do them no harm with hand or fist

So across the land, the Hunt will ride

And blood will flow just like the tide

Beckoned by moonlight pale

If Revillier steals the soul of the alpha male

Who commands the Shadow Moon pack

The Earth shall not call him back

But an untapped power hides within

Concealed deep inside flesh and skin

When harnessed; will cast the devil out

Of this, be assured, there is no doubt

But Revillier’s Hunt will never rise again

If you heed my words and find his bane

“It’s me or Silas,” Clancy zeroed in on the section about the alpha male who commands the Shadow Moon pack and Merri closed her eyes as she cursed herself for not thinking this through before she unfolded the scroll.

But it was too late now.

“No, it’s you or Revillier,” Keely corrected him. “Can’t Clancy beat Revillier before he enters Silas’s body? Or any body for that matter?”

“How do you beat a ghost?” Henry asked. “Can he pass through things?”

“Dad’s right. Once Revillier enters a body, he’s more vulnerable. He can be killed. That’s probably why a protection spell or a containment spell won’t work. Until he enters a body, he can’t be contained because there is nothing earthly to contain.” Merri rubbed her temple as she recalled a movie the kids had liked to watch about people who caught ghosts. Was there any way for them to fashion a prison for non-corporeal beings in the short time they had left until the Hunter’s Moon rose?

“This is the section you should be focused on.” Colton ran his finger under a line that spoke about something concealed. “It says there is a way to beat him.”

“But none of us know what that is,” Keely blew the air out of her cheeks in frustration.

Merri reread the prophecy in her head. “Revillier is the only one who needs a body. The rest of the hunt remains incorporeal.”

“But if he enters my body, he can control the pack and there’s a chance he might survive after the Hunter’s Moon because I’m the pack leader. No wonder Silas wants me to kill him once Revillier is inside him.” Clancy ran a hand through his hair and walked away, deep in thought.

“If Revillier takes over Clancy’s body, the Shadow Moon pack will be his new hunt. Like a rebirth.” Keely studied the prophecy closely. “He intends to take over the wolves of the Shadow Moon pack.”

“That’s how I read it,” Henry agreed.

“So, that’s the real reason Silas is willing to allow Revillier into his body,” Clancy began. “He doesn’t think I am strong enough to repel him. Or to keep control if he does enter my body.”

“It’s more than that.” Merri was seeing things a whole lot clearer now.

“What aren’t you telling us, Merri?” Keely asked.

“When I spoke to Silas last night...there was something I didn’t tell you.” This wasn’t the time to hold back, not now that they had all seen the full prophecy.

“Merri, come on, anything Silas said might help,” Clancy urged.

“Silas was focused on these lines.” She pointed at the scroll where it spoke about the vessel going to a hellish home. “He wants you and Keely to have a life together, a future together.”

“He’s sacrificing himself for me?” Clancy whispered to himself.

“Merri?” Keely slid her arm around her sister’s shoulders as she hunched over the scroll. “Is that true?”

“Silas didn’t show me the prophecy.” Merri leaned on Keely’s shoulder. “But now it makes more sense. If Revillier possesses Clancy, he will destroy his soul, and then bend the pack to his will. In which case, to stop them from hurting everyone…”

“Someone will have to kill me,” Clancy murmured.

“That is not going to happen,” Keely assured him. “I am coming to terms with being the mate of a shifter, I am not going to be the mate of a twisted fae warlord. I have principles.”

“But if Revillier enters Silas instead, I will still have control of the pack. I doubt that Revillier will be strong enough to wrestle the pack away from their alpha.” Clancy came back to the counter, his focus on Merri. “Why does he want me to kill him? Why not let me fight Revillier?”

Merri sucked in a deep breath. No matter the cost to Clancy’s pride, she needed to tell him the truth. “Silas doesn’t think you are strong enough to control the pack. Xavier never had time to train you to be the pack leader.”

“Silas is right. Xavier never trained me, but I have tapped into that power. I have found it inside of me. It’s the essence of who I am.” Clancy was confident, that was for sure, but was he really strong enough?

Could they take the risk?

“This is why Silas has pulled back from your relationship with him,” Henry said. “He was trying to spare you. He plans to die no matter what.”

“Yes.” Merri nodded. “He thought he could make it easier for me to lose him by pushing me away.”

“You won’t lose him.” Clancy was resolute as he headed for the door. “I am the pack master. I lead the Shadow Moon pack. Revillier will have to fight me for control. And I will win.”

“It won’t matter,” Merri replied. “Once Revillier takes control of Silas, this is only going to end one way. If Clancy controls the pack and we can stop them attacking anyone during the Hunter’s Moon, the sun will rise and they will go back to their resting place, taking Silas with them.”

“Okay, so all we have to do is figure out how to push Revillier out of Silas’s body.” Aunt Laura’s upbeat tone was in stark contrast with the mood of the others in the store. “Come on. Compared with where we started, this will be easy.”

“It might be if we had longer to work on a spell,” Trudy replied.

“Surely, it’s easier than that.” Keely went back to the scroll and the beginning of the prophecy. “All we need to do is stop blood from being spilled, then the hunt can’t rise.”

“It’s too late,” Merri told her.

“What do you mean it’s too late?” Keely asked.

“Blood has already been spilled.” Merri hugged herself as she broke the news.

“The incursion at Liberty Meadow.” Clancy rubbed his temples with his fingertips. “That’s where the hunt rests.”

“Yes,” Merri replied.

“Merri is right. Blood was spilled there two days ago,” Clancy confirmed. “Whether actual blood, or symbolic. One of the pack members mentioned something about red roses.”

“But Hunter’s Moon is tonight,” Trudy went to the window and looked at the sky.

“I’ve felt the effects for days. I can feel its power. We have to assume we’re too late to stop Revillier’s Hunt from rising. We have to assume Silas is right to let Revillier possess his body.” Clancy swiped his hand through the air. “But Silas is wrong about the rest. I will control the pack and stop the hunt. And you will find a way to cast Revillier out of Silas’s body before dawn.”


Chapter Twenty-Three – Clancy

“You make it sound so simple,” Keely told Clancy. “But it’s not. We can’t just pluck a spell like this out of thin air.”

“Listen.” He caught her in his arms and pulled her close to him, not caring that there were other people in the store. At this moment he only had eyes for his mate. “I don’t know too much about magic. But I do know enough about you to know that you can and will figure this out.”

“I wish I had your faith in me,” Keely replied.

“And I wish you could see yourself the way I see you.” Clancy brushed her hair back from her face. “I know that you will figure it out.”

“Normally, I’d encourage you two to get a room, but we don’t have time to spare.” Aunt Laura went to the store door and pulled it open. “Clancy, you should go to your pack. The Hunter’s Moon will be full within the next hour. You need to have those hounds on a leash before Revillier rises. You cannot let the hunt get inside the minds and bodies of the Shadow Moon pack.”

“On it.” Clancy kissed Keely on the cheek and then let her go. He took one last lingering look at his mate before he turned around and ran from the store.

“Ladies, we have work to do,” Aunt Laura clapped her hands together. “And Henry, you should go meet Esme.”

The rest of the conversation in the store was lost to Clancy as he climbed into his truck and started the engine. Seconds later, he pulled out into the street and headed back to Lycan Ridge.

We can do this, his wolf told him as doubts crept in.

We have to do it, Clancy replied. We said we would and if we let them down then it’s not just our ego that’s going to get ripped to shreds.

We’ve tapped into the essence of the alpha twice now. We can feel it simmering beneath the surface. The Hunter’s Moon enhances the power, making it easier to control the pack. His wolf was optimistic that they would beat Revillier, in whatever form he took.

As long as he doesn’t get into our body, Clancy reminded him.

Silas won’t let that happen. His wolf had a newfound admiration for the vampire. He was willing to die for a wolf shifter. A wolf shifter from the Shadow Moon pack, who had been the enemies of vampires for centuries.

He’s not exactly doing it because of his love for us, his wolf told him bluntly. This is a grand gesture, his way of proving to Merri that she is more important than life itself.

Whatever his reasons, we owe him. Clancy turned off the main road and headed toward Lycan Ridge. He eased his foot down on the gas pedal, pushing the truck to go as fast as possible without putting himself or any other road users in danger.

He’d be no use to anyone if he was dead in a ditch.

As he drove, he focused his attention on the part of him where the essence of the alpha dwelled. It was like there was another part of him.

Which makes it a little crowded, his wolf said drily.

You, me, and the alpha. Clancy chuckled. Don’t worry, the essence of the alpha is a part of us, not a separate being. We just need to master the art of tapping into it at will, rather than because we feel threatened.

Does it matter? his wolf asked. When Revillier comes for the pack, we are going to feel threatened. It should make it easy for us to tap into the alpha essence.

I guess we’ll find out. Clancy wished he’d had more of a chance to test it out. But there was nothing he could do to change the events that were about to unfold.

The moon was rising and would be full soon. With blood already spilled, there was no stopping Revillier from rising.

Perhaps we should make sure that Silas is on his way. If he oversleeps, Revillier will be looking for another vessel. His wolf shuddered at the thought of being consumed by a ghostly spirit. He liked his soul exactly where it was.

If Silas has been planning this for days, I’m certain he will be exactly where he needs to be before Revillier’s Hunt rises. However, Clancy shared his wolf’s horror at the idea of a spirit taking over his body.

Not least because he would lose his mate and the child she carried. He would not be there for the birth, he would not be there to protect the child of Keely.

It’s not going to happen, his wolf ground out as they neared Lycan Ridge.

However, as they drew closer to the hometown of the Shadow Moon pack, it soon became apparent that everything was not as it should be.

Where is everyone? Clancy pushed his senses outward. There were few wolves in town. Those that were there were either young or very old.

We’re too late, his wolf howled. Revillier has already risen and taken control of the pack.

Impossible, the moon isn’t full yet. But panic bloomed in his heart. He’d felt the pull of the Hunter’s Moon for days now. Perhaps the moon didn’t need to be full for Revillier’s Hunt to rise from whatever hellish dimension it dwelled in.

What do we do? They were vulnerable and alone.

If Revillier has control of the pack, then whose body did he take over? There were so many questions with no good answers.

We have to find them and get them back. Clancy stopped his truck outside a house where he sensed the presence of an old man. Clancy was certain he’d met him before. His name was Wilfred, or William, something like that. He was a retired doctor who still helped out at the local clinic.

Clancy got out of the truck and slammed the door shut before striding up to the doctor’s door and banging on it. The whole house seemed to shake as he hammered his fist on the freshly painted wooden door.

“Are you trying to knock my house down?” The doctor yanked the door open, his eyes wide as he recognized his visitor. “Clancy.”

“Hi there.” Clancy kept his expression friendly and his demeanor calm. He didn’t want to freak the old guy out in case he clammed shut and didn’t tell Clancy what he needed to know.

We could always practice our alpha essence, his wolf reminded him.

I’d rather not overuse that. Not until we learn more about it, Clancy answered.

“Good evening.” The doctor frowned and looked over Clancy’s shoulder. “What can I do for you?”

“I was wondering where everyone else was.” Clancy glanced right and left and pushed his senses out once more, checking he hadn’t gotten this wrong. He did not need to make a fool of himself in front of a pack member. Not if he wanted to win their loyalty and respect.

“They took off a few minutes ago,” the doctor answered. “Someone came into town all riled up about the Hunter’s Moon and how the vamps were planning an attack. The mood everyone’s in, it didn’t take much for them to shift and head off toward The Crypt.”

“What?” Clancy wasn’t sure if the old guy was telling him the truth. It seemed so far-fetched.

“Yeah. I figured you knew about it,” the doctor said.

“No. I was in Wishing Moon Bay,” Clancy told him. “They’ve all gone?”

“All but the kids and us old‘uns who would rather be at home watching TV than running all over the mountain on a night like this. Hunter’s Moon or not, I like my armchair and my slippers.” He cracked a smile. “You’d best get after them if you want to stop a war between the vampires and the Shadow Moon pack.”

But it might already be too late to prevent a war between vampires and the Shadow Moon pack. Clancy glanced at the sky. The Hunter’s Moon might be enough to tip the balance and end the fragile peace between them.

He’d been a fool to think he was strong enough to control the pack. Silas was right.

We can’t give up, his wolf ground out. There’s still time.

“Thank you.” Clancy nodded at the doctor and turned on his heel, heading toward the truck.

This is no time for four wheels. His wolf was eager to be free to chase down the pack and show them the error of their ways.

I can drive faster than you can run, Clancy replied as he yanked open the truck door and climbed into the driver’s seat. And I need to call Keely and warn her.

He stuck the keys in the ignition and started the engine, at the same time he took his cell phone from his pocket.

He hit dial as he drove away from Lycan Ridge, heading for The Crypt. “Keely. The Shadow Moon pack is on its way to The Crypt. I’m heading there now to stop them.”

“What are they thinking?” Keely snapped breathlessly.

“I don’t think they are thinking. The Hunter’s Moon is unleashing their primal side.” Clancy shook his head as his blood flowed hot, igniting his temper. “I can feel it. The moon is nearly full.”

“We’ll be there as soon as we can,” she told him. In the background, a car door slammed.

“Don’t.” Clancy accelerated hard, sending up a small shower of stones from beneath the wheels. “It’s safer if you stay away.”

“We’re coming,” Keely told him.

“I can’t guarantee your safety.” His knuckles were white as he clenched the steering wheel tightly as if he were trying to anchor himself in the time and place.

“I can guarantee my own safety,” she told him. “You aren’t the only one who feeds off the power of the moon.”

“Keely, I didn’t want it to come to this, but I think Silas is right. I don’t think I am strong enough to control the pack.” His admission to his mate cost him dearly but there was no point in lying.

“I believe in you, Clancy. I believe that you are the rightful leader of the Shadow Moon pack. You have tapped into the essence of the alpha before. You can do it again.” Someone spoke, but he didn’t catch what they said. “Just get to the pack.”

“I love you.” Hope surged inside of him as he said those words.

“I love you, too.” Keely ended the call and Clancy focused on the road ahead, guiding his truck along the road in the direction of The Crypt.

We should run from here, his wolf said. If we cut across the mountain, we might be able to get to The Crypt before the pack does.

Clancy braked hard, the wheels skidded across the asphalt before the truck came to a stop in one of the many passing places that had been carved into the side of the road. He turned off the engine, grabbed the keys and his phone, and shifted as soon as he’d gotten out of the truck.

His wolf ran as if his life depended on it, drawing strength from the almost full moon.

We have to get to the pack and regain control of them before Revillier rises, Clancy told his wolf, as if his wolf wasn’t fully aware of the stakes.

They ran on and he pushed out his senses, searching for the pack but wherever they were, they were outside of the range of his senses. But there was something else out there.

His wolf slowed as fear gripped him. What is that?

Revillier’s Hunt? Dread filled Clancy. There were a large number of undead racing across the mountain about two hundred feet ahead.

Aren’t they going in the wrong direction? his wolf asked.

He was right, the army of undead was heading for Lycan Ridge. Damn it! The vampires must have the same idea as the pack. They are going to start a war of their own and there’s no one back home to protect the children.

His wolf summoned his courage and ran toward the vampires. They were traveling through a valley up ahead and he ran to the edge and looked down. Maughna!

The witch vampire was at the head of the vampire army, leading them on, her hair flowing behind her as she urged them to go faster.

The moon must have affected her, too, Clancy said.

What do we do? His wolf lowered himself down to the ground, his belly scraping on the earth as he watched the ghastly sight.

There is nothing we can do alone, Clancy told him. We need to find the pack and turn them around.

And then stop Revillier from gaining control. His wolf turned away from the vampire army and headed along the top of the valley. It felt so wrong to be heading away from Lycan Ridge, away from the people he was supposed to protect.

But when he reached the pack, once he gained control, he would hunt down the vampires and tear them to pieces one by one.

His wolf slowed and raised his head, howling at the moon. It would soon be at its fullest and Revillier’s Hunt would rise.

If he’d had any reservations about killing Silas, they were now gone. His pack had been right all along.

Vampires were their enemy.


Chapter Twenty-Four – Silas

He didn’t want to die.

Silas held the ring in his hand, the one he’d planned to put on Merri’s finger. It was older than him. Nothing fancy, a single ruby on a gold band.

His father had saved every spare penny for a whole year to buy the ring for the woman he loved. A woman who was used to the finer things in life. A woman he didn’t deserve.

At least not according to society, or her parents. But they were in love and love conquered all.

Silas stood on the edge of Liberty Meadow and closed his eyes. He could feel the forces at work here this night. He could sense the thinning of the veil and the rising of the moon.

It was as if time slowed and the world stopped turning as he focused on the rushing wind, which whipped at his coattails and tugged at his hair.

He caught a tendril of blond hair as it brushed his cheek and tucked it behind his ear.

He didn’t want to die.

Oh, the irony. He often forgot he was already dead. That his heart had stopped beating centuries ago.

Lately, when he was with Merri, he almost felt alive once more. As if she could kickstart his heart and make him breathe again.

Love. Hope. She’d given him both in equal measure.

And that was why he was here on the edge of Liberty Meadow. Silas Langdon was going to die.

For love. That elusive emotion. A concoction of chemicals inside your head that made you act like a fool.

His fingers closed around the ring.

He’d thought love and family and marriage had passed him by. That they were parts of other people’s lives. He’d been wrong. So very wrong.

When Merri returned to Wishing Moon Bay, he’d known from the moment he saw her that she was the one. After centuries of being alone that he was finally ready to risk his heart on her.

And her stupid crazy family.

Who was the stupid crazy one now?

Silas looked up at the moon. It was almost full.

He never thought his life would end here. He always thought it would end in a dark alley. That one of his many enemies would ambush him and stake him through the heart.

Or maybe cut off his head with a sword.

There’d be a fight. A skirmish.

He’d give as good as he got. Possibly taking out some of his attackers in the process.

Instead, he was going to give himself over to an arrogant fae lord who should have been put in the ground permanently.

His jaw clenched as a mist rose from the center of Liberty Meadow. “And so it begins.”

He pushed out his senses. Were the pieces in play?

Maughna. A smile crept across his lips. She was extraordinary. Born of magic, driven crazy by the loss of her child, she was everything and more than he could ever hope to be as a vampire. She’d never craved the material. Unlike Silas, she’d never used her vampire gifts for wealth and power.

Her need to protect those weaker than herself had always guided her to do the right thing. When her magic was taken along with her life, she still helped her fellow witches by lending them the knowledge she had amassed over the years.

But even her knowledge couldn’t help Silas now. They had looked at the prophecy from all angles and Maughna had concluded that there was no magic in Wishing Moon Bay strong enough to beat Revillier.

So instead, she was leading the vampires from The Crypt, over to Lycan Ridge. While the wolves were heading to The Crypt, courtesy of Colton, who had not lost his talent for causing a distraction when his master needed one.

Colton might be old, but he was still the best bodyguard Silas had ever had.

And the best friend a vampire could ever want.

He didn’t want to die.

But perhaps it was easier this way. He’d allowed himself to love. He’d allowed himself to become vulnerable.

If he died now, he would never have to watch those he loved die.

So maybe this was the best way to end the life of Silas Langdon.

But if this was his time, he was going to make it count.

“Revillier!” He strode across Liberty Meadow, his coat billowing behind him as the mist swirled around his knees.

He was met by silence.

Silas tilted his head back and looked up at the Hunter’s Moon. Only seconds remained until it would be full, and Revillier’s Hunt would rise.

The ground didn’t shake. The sky didn’t turn red.

The mist rose, swirling around and around until faint outlines of several fae warriors appeared. They held swords, their bodies covered in armor that had seen many battles. They were once the most formidable army alive. Now they looked like a bunch of kids dressed for Halloween.

Perhaps they had been over-hyped. They certainly didn’t look like a threat as the mist circled around them.

Silas held out his hand as he approached one of the ghostly fae and sliced through his neck with a karate chop. The mist dispersed but he couldn’t feel anything. The hunt was not real, not in a tangible way, so surely if he stopped Revillier from gaining control of the pack, the hunt could do no damage.

If only the one who wrote the prophecy had been super clear in what she’d seen. That was the problem with prophecies, they were written in such a way there was too much room for interpretation.

Silas knew why they were written that way. They were intentionally vague so that they could be interpreted in many ways because that was the only way any of them had a chance of coming true.

Write words down in a jumbled mess, point to something that might happen, and sometimes it looked as if they came true to an outside observer.

Prophecies were subjective as far as Silas was concerned.

Yet here he was about to face down a ghostly fae warlord because of some jumbled words written on a piece of parchment centuries ago.

He put his hand inside his pocket. Perhaps he should give the scroll one last read-through before he committed to this course of action. Not that he didn’t know the words by heart.

It was gone.

Had he dropped it? He couldn’t see how. And it was there this morning when he went to sleep.

“Colton. What have you done?” On the peripheral of his senses, he could feel Merri. She was getting closer. Colton was with her, along with Keely, Laura, and Trudy.

Was it possible they had found something in the scroll that he and Maughna had not?

Silas took a step back. Perhaps he should buy himself time.

Not that Revillier had shown himself yet.

“Spoke too soon, Silas,” he murmured as a large specter loomed in the center of the mist.

There was still time to run. Revillier didn’t want him anyway. He wanted Clancy.

He needed the Shadow Moon pack leader.

But did he know he needed the Shadow Moon pack leader? That was the question he and Maughna couldn’t answer. The prophecy had talked more about what would happen if Revillier took control of Clancy and the pack.

“Damn prophecies.” Silas stood his ground. Perhaps Merri’s plan would only work if events played out as Silas was Revillier’s vessel.

Surely, Merri would have called him if she’d seen some other way of negating the danger posed by the hunt.

He shoved his hand in his pocket and pulled out his phone. He had a signal but no messages.

Or perhaps she no longer cared. He’d hurt her.

There was no time to dwell on that as Revillier made his move. He was fast, heading straight for Silas through the mist. Perhaps the ghostly apparition thought Silas was some gawping fool who had happened across the supernatural scene by chance.

That would explain the shock on his face when he held out his hand and glared at Silas.

Silas figured the ghostly fae was exerting some kind of mind control. Fae were into all that stuff, they always thought they were mentally stronger than anyone else.

Why not let Revillier have his fun?

Silas went toward him, gliding over the ground slowly. He wanted to buy Merri and her friends time. Time to enact their plan. Whatever it was.

But what if they didn’t have one? What if they were simply putting themselves in danger?

Silas waited until he was within an arm’s length of Revillier, and then at the last moment ducked down and rolled forward. He swiftly got to his feet, swung around, and struck Revillier with a curled fist.

Silas’s hand sliced through the air. Revillier was incorporeal.

“I am not here to play games,” Revillier ground out as he spun around and caught Silas by the throat.

“That’s not fair!” It seemed Revillier could touch things, could grip things at will.

“Life is rarely fair.” Revillier stared into Silas’s eyes and then he was inside of Silas.

He could feel him. It was as if his head was expanding. Like his head was about to explode.

Silas curled his fingers through his hair and shook his head from side to side. He was fighting for his life. For who he was.

Silas Langdon. Son of Oswald Langdon.

Mate to Merri Wilson.

“Merri. Merri.” He repeated her name over and over again, holding on desperately to the man he was, the man he wanted to be for the woman he loved.

And he hoped that she could save him.

Because he did not want to die.


Chapter Twenty-Five – Clancy

The pack was close. Clancy didn’t need his shifter senses to know exactly where they were, they were kicking up a cloud of dust as they ran down toward the area of the mountains known locally as The Crypt.

They were also howling at the Hunter’s Moon, which was now full. Clancy could feel its power, could feel the pull of it. It was like the moon was calling them to the hunt and the Shadow Moon pack could not deny that calling.

We should lead them away and into the mountains, his wolf said. For everyone’s safety.

But they couldn’t. The pack members back in Lycan Ridge needed them.

Clancy’s wolf ran on, sprinting as if the hounds of hell were on his heels. He was pulling ahead of the pack as he crossed a flat ridge heading diagonally for the front of the pack.

Slowly, slowly, he edged in front of them, cutting them off just before they reached The Crypt.

Raising his head to the moon he howled, releasing his pent-up anger at the pack who had disobeyed him. They slowed, and then stopped their headlong flight. It was as if they had been possessed and were now coming to their senses.

Clancy turned and walked toward them, his head down, his teeth bared as he snarled his displeasure.

The front leaders of the pack cowered before him, slinking forward with their bellies on the ground, before rolling on their backs in submission.

Clancy’s wolf approached with his head down, a threatening growl emanating from his chest as he snapped at the lead wolves. They whimpered and whined as they tried to lick his mouth.

But Clancy was not in a forgiving mood, and he nipped their snouts until they slunk away.

When he was certain he’d gotten the attention of the whole pack, he shifted into his human form. “What possessed you to come here? The Crypt is empty, you have been fooled. The vampire horde is heading toward our homes. To where our children are alone and unprotected.”

The wolves howled and gnashed their teeth as Clancy shifted back into his wolf and turned them around, heading back to Lycan Ridge. The wolves followed, their feet flying as the power of the Hunter’s Moon possessed them.

However, as they ran, Clancy was unsure whether they were running into a trap. Perhaps he should take the pack deep into the mountains where they could wait out Revillier’s Hunt. But his people were in trouble. The young and the elderly needed protection.

So they ran. On and on. Never tiring as their leader led them to battle.

We should avoid Liberty Meadow, Clancy told his wolf.

I know. I can sense the power building there, too. I can’t tell if Silas is there or not. It’s like nothing I have ever felt before. His wolf shuddered as he ran, skirting around Liberty Meadow.

Lycan Ridge was up ahead. They were close when the wind changed, and a hard downward draft knocked the wind out of him. Clancy stalled in his headlong run, swinging his head around to check on the rest of the pack.

We need to keep going, his wolf said. But there was fear in his mind. Revillier’s Hunt was on the move.

We should send the pack to Lycan Ridge while we go face Revillier and kill him. Clancy’s rage burned bright. Despite his misgivings at having to kill Silas, he knew what had to be done.

We can’t leave the pack, his wolf replied. They are too vulnerable when we’re not close by.

Then we go to Lycan Ridge and face Revillier with the pack at our backs.

They sprinted forward, racing against time to reach the town before Revillier’s Hunt. As they drew closer, Clancy sensed the vampires. They had encircled the town.

What? Clancy’s wolf fought confusion as they neared the town. He could sense the vampires and the fae hunt. But he could also sense his mate, she was close.

She was inside the town. If he wanted to reach her, he’d need to go through the vampires first.

That we can do, his wolf replied and howled at the moon.

But when they reached the town, the sight that met them was not exactly the one he’d expected. The vampires were not attacking the pack members who had been left behind. They were protecting them.

Protecting them from Revillier’s Hunt? Or protecting them from the Shadow Moon pack if Revillier took control?

Where is Silas? Clancy slowed his pace. He needed time to assess the situation before it unfolded further.

But then he sensed his mate moving, she was walking toward the vampires who guarded the perimeter of the town. Panic flared in his chest as the vampires parted and allowed her and the other witches through.

His mate was vulnerable to an attack by Revillier’s Hunt.

Fear mingled with anger as something brushed against his mind. Revillier was trying to take control. He was trying to overpower the rightful leader of the Shadow Moon pack.

As his anger took hold, Clancy touched the essence of the alpha that was a part of him, a part of his true nature.

The Shadow Moon pack was his. And no fae lord was going to take them from him.

As one, the wolves raised their heads and howled at the Hunter’s Moon. Ready to fight.

For their alpha. No one else.


Chapter Twenty-Six – Keely

“Are you sure about this?” Merri glanced nervously at Keely, but Keely didn’t share her sister’s reservations. She’d never been surer of anything else in her life.

“Just stay behind me.” Keely lowered her head as Maughna spoke quietly to the vampires to her left and right and they stepped sideways to make way for the witches.

“The child that grows inside your womb has the power of the Hunter’s Moon.” Maughna smiled benevolently at Keely, her hands reaching out but not touching her baby bump.

“You knew it all along, Maughna. Didn’t you?” Keely wished she could read Maughna’s mind, but she suspected it was a fragmented place, where thoughts were jagged and didn’t flow as smoothly as they should.

“A wolf, a witch, a bonded pair, will create a powerful heir,” Maughna turned to face Revillier’s Hunt as they approached Lycan Ridge in a swirl of mist. Leading them was Silas, at least it looked like Silas, but Revillier had taken control of the vampire’s body, using him like a puppet to orchestrate his war on the world. “When the moon is round and full, the fae lord she will cull.”

“I guess it’s time.” Keely flexed her fingers and rolled her shoulders as she approached the ghostly hunt. She could sense Clancy to her left, and the rest of the Shadow Moon pack. If she couldn’t control her magic, if she couldn’t channel the power of the Shadow Moon alpha, all would be lost.

But as she channeled her magic, the baby growing inside of her moved for the first time. It was too soon, too early, but she felt the first flutter of movement and took comfort in it. No one, no fae ghost or his hunt would take those she loved away from her.

Keely closed her eyes briefly and focused on the magic building within her. She had one shot at this. Soon the Hunter’s Moon would begin to wane, and her power would wane with it.

But she couldn’t simply fling her magic at Revillier, for that would destroy Silas and she couldn’t let that happen. The vampire was as much a part of Keely’s family as anyone. He might not be living, but he loved Merri, and Merri loved him, and no one was going to rob them of their happy ever after.

“Under the Hunter’s Moon, Revillier will meet his final doom.” Maughna skipped around Keely, threading her way in and out of the witches as she danced and sang. “Call the power unto you, do what you were born to do.”

Keely’s hands tingled with power. Then as her magic built, she cast the spell that would end Revillier’s reign of terror for good.

“I call upon the Hunter’s Moon,” Keely began, and the other witches chanted with her, “to protect the one who died too soon.”

Keely focused on Revillier, who was walking toward her, his hand outstretched. She felt a tightening around her throat, but he was not strong enough to control her, in the same way he had not been strong enough to control the Shadow Moon pack.

“From our world, we cast you out, with voices raised to forceful shout.

Relinquish now your wicked hold, on Silas Langdon brave and bold.”

Keely raced at Revillier, harnessing the power of the Shadow Moon pack, given to her by the child that grew inside of her. “Lord Revillier, I cast you out.” She thumped Silas in the chest as hard she could, sending him sprawling across the ground. “And bind you to a wishing stone.” She held out her hand and a mist-like specter rose from Silas’s body and entered the stone. “I grind the stone into dust.” She curled her fingers around the stone and pressed hard. “And banish you from this realm.”

She held out her hand and the wind blew the powdered wishing stone away until there was nothing left but an eerie silence.

But she wasn’t done yet.

“Tonight upon All Hallows Eve, Revillier’s Hunt will finally leave.”

Maughna joined with the other witches as they took up the final chant.

“Before the sun does rise at dawn, they will be hunted like the fawn.”

The witches raised their hands to the moon and began to chant. “Oh, vampires of the night, feast on the hunt as they take flight. Oh, Shadow Moon pack, join the fight, and tear their flesh you can now bite.”

The vampires strained forward as their incisors elongated. They could sense the hunt as it turned from incorporeal to flesh.

As the mist cleared, the fae stared at their hands, holding them up to the moon. Then one of the vampires broke ranks and rushed forward, swiping at a fae who turned and thrust his sword into the vampire’s stomach.

“Keep close.” Keely beckoned to the witches who gathered around her, protected by Maughna who hissed threateningly at a couple of nearby vampires.

A wolf howled and the others joined in its mournful song to the Hunter’s Moon. As the wolves’ chorus ended, the pack rounded on the leaderless fae army. As one they moved forward, snapping and snarling in warning.

The fae backed away, swords were drawn ready to do battle. But the wolves didn’t want to fight here. They didn’t want blood spilled on their doorstep.

They wanted the thrill of the hunt on this Hunter’s Moon.

The vampires and wolves pushed the fae away from the town but didn’t attack. The farther the fae moved away from the town, the more distance they put between them and their would-be attackers.

Maybe they thought they would get away. But the vampires and wolves were toying with them, waiting for the fae to run and for the hunt to begin.

“Silas.” Merri rushed forward and knelt on the ground beside the fallen vampire. “Silas, are you okay?”

Keely lowered her arms, the Hunter’s Moon was waning, and her power was seeping away.

“Keely.” Clancy shifted and ran to her as the rest of the pack kept a close watch on the fae. “What happened?”

Keely placed her hand over her belly. “I’m carrying the next alpha. With her help, I tapped into the essence of the alpha, thanks to the Hunter’s Moon falling on All Hallows Eve. I don’t think I could have done it at any other time.”

“You didn’t need to do it at any other time,” Aunt Laura told her. “This was the exact moment you needed everything to come together. Just as you and Clancy came together.”

“You might say it was fate.” Trudy’s teeth chattered and she hugged herself as she watched the amassed vampires harassing the fae. “I have seen some incredible things in my life. It’s a hazard of living in Wishing Moon Bay. But this is the strangest and most macabre thing I have ever seen.”

“Well, it is Halloween,” Aunt Laura reminded her.

“How is he, Merri?” Keely broke away from the others and went to her sister.

“I don’t know. If he was human, I’d check for a heartbeat or whether he was breathing.” Merri placed her hand over Silas’s heart as if hoping that was what she might feel. “But he’s cold and so very still.”

“I wish there was something I could do.” Keely was no different from any other witch now that the Hunter’s Moon had passed. But even with the aid of the full moon, she doubted she could have brought Silas back if he was gone.

“He hasn’t turned to dust.” Maughna came to them, her face pale as she crouched down next to Silas. “So in fate we trust.”

“What does that mean?” Merri asked, perplexed by Maughna’s words.

Maughna patted Silas’s body as if she were searching for something. “Here is the thing.” She took a small box out of his pocket. “Open the box, it is a…”

“Thank you, Maughna.” Silas closed a pale hand around Maughna’s.

“You’re alive.” Merri frowned. “Or dead.”

“Were you playing dead?” Keely asked.

“I was waiting for you to lament my passing.” Silas rolled onto his back and spread out his legs as he stared up at the sky. “What a sight.”

“Hey.” Merri gripped his chin in her hand. “What about me?”

“What about you?” A smile played across his lips, and she punched him lightly in the arm. “Ouch, careful, I’m still feeling a bit fragile.”

“So you weren’t strong enough to control Revillier after all?” Clancy teased.

“Or was I?” Silas asked. “I could have just been playing along.”

“Were you?” Merri asked.

“Let’s just say that everything played out exactly as planned.” He sat up and pushed himself to a standing position. “You did it, Keely. You managed to force Revillier out of this old body of mine and hopefully rid us of the hunt forever while cementing a truce between vampires and the Shadow Moon pack. Not bad for a night’s work.”

“Don’t try to tell us that you planned all of this,” Keely told him.

“It wasn’t just me. Maughna is the one who deals with the magic side of things.” He waved his hand in the air.

“I...” Keely began and then closed her mouth shut. “You know what, it doesn’t matter. Things turned out just right.”

“They did.” Silas clutched the small box in his hand as he turned to Merri. “And now we’re free of the prophecy and all that mumbo jumbo.”

“Oh.” Keely got up and grabbed hold of Clancy, pulling him away as Silas got down on one knee.

“Oh, my!” Merri covered her face with her hands.

“After my brush with the end to my immortality, I am having a moment.” Silas reached out for Merri’s hand. “May I?”

“You may.” Merri offered him her hand.

“Merri Wilson, will you please do me the enormous honor of agreeing to be my wife? Whatever that means for a vampire and a human, I would like to spend the rest of our lives finding out.”

“Yes.” Merri nodded and then grinned and laughed, then burst into tears.

“Humans are so emotional.” But as he took the ring from the box and slid it onto Merri’s finger, Silas Langdon had a few emotions of his own.


Chapter Twenty-Seven – Merri

“I didn’t want to die.” Silas shuddered and ducked his head to avoid her gaze.

“Most people don’t.” Merri cupped his face in her hands. “I’m glad you’re here.”

“I’m glad I’m here, too.” He forced a smile.

“Liar,” she whispered and then giggled. “This must be your idea of hell.”

Silas shuddered and moved closer to her as a child dressed as a vampire, complete with a cloak and fangs, ran past them carrying a pumpkin full of candy. “I usually avoid town on Halloween.”

“Not this year.” She leaned forward and kissed his cool lips, her eyes drawn to the ring on her finger. The ring Silas had given her when he asked her to marry him. She could hardly believe they were engaged. She’d truly given up on him ever committing to her.

“It was my mother’s ring,” Silas explained. “That’s why I took so long to propose. After all this time ,I couldn’t find it.”

“Oh, Silas.” She covered her mouth with her hand as she held back tears. “I had no idea.”

He rolled his eyes. “I can’t believe I couldn’t find it. I asked your dad for his blessing. When he said yes, I was going to propose right away.”

“But you couldn’t find the ring.” Merri held out her hand and admired the red ruby. “It was worth the wait.”

He arched an eyebrow. “Really? Because that was not the vibe I was getting from you.”

“It was worth the wait,” she assured him. “I absolutely love it. But I do wish you had told me. I was convinced you had changed your mind about our relationship.”

“Why would I do that?” Silas asked.

“So that you don’t get hurt,” she replied.

“Nothing would hurt me more than letting go of the one woman I have loved in this long life of mine.” He kissed her cheek and then jumped back as a group of zombies propelled toward them. “Zombies give me the creeps.”

“Come on. Let’s go find the others. We’re supposed to be meeting up with them so that everyone can meet Esme.” She threaded her fingers through his and they headed down the street toward the beachfront.

“How do you feel about Esme?” Silas kept close to her, not because she needed protection, but because the town’s Halloween festivities seemed to unnerve him. Perhaps she had found his weakness at last.

“I’m happy for him. Truly happy. It’s not as if he’s cheating on my mom. And he’s given up so much for me and Keely. I think after we were all grown up, he needed time alone to mourn, to grieve for the life he never had.” She glanced sideways at Silas. “You must know what that’s like.”

“I do,” he agreed. “It took me decades to overcome what I’d lost. But then acceptance set in, and I embraced the new me. Meeting Maughna helped. She was my constant. People came and went but she was always there.”

“I’m glad,” Merri replied.

“Does that mean you’ll be okay with her continuing to live in the basement?” Silas asked. “I mean when you move in.”

“When I move in?” Merri smothered a smile. “Is that your way of asking me to move in?”

“You and the children. If they feel comfortable living in the mansion with two vampires and a retired bodyguard.” Silas had a nervous edge to his voice. He truly wanted them to want to move in with him. “If not, we could wait until the children are grown up and have lives of their own.”

“Are you kidding me?” Merri asked. “We have waited long enough. And anyway, we’ve already had that talk and they are fine with it. Although, there are conditions.”

“Conditions?” Silas asked warily.

“Yes. Jared wants free range of your library. And all the other books and scrolls you might have hidden away. And Brigette would like to use one of the rooms for her spell work. She’s picked one out, I think it’s currently a sitting room, but you have the final say, of course.”

“And what happens to Primrose Cottage?” Silas asked as they neared the beachfront.

“There they are!” Merri broke into a run and Silas matched her pace. She slowed as they neared the small group of people waiting near the steps leading down to the beach. “Dad looks so happy.”

Henry was wearing his suit, complete with a hat and an umbrella which he used as a walking stick. He was laughing and talking animatedly, as Esme laughed along with him. She placed her hand on his shoulder and he turned to look at her. Merri caught her breath as his laugh faded to a smile, one filled with hope.

“Perhaps your father will move back into the cottage.” Silas slid his arm around her shoulder and pulled her close. “Life has come full circle.”

“There they are!” Brigette jumped up and down and waved to them as she spotted her mom and Silas.

“Here we are.” Merri laughed as she stumbled forward, and Silas tightened his grip on her to stop her from falling. Just as he would always stop her from falling from now on.

Their lives were bound together. And no matter what came their way, they would face it side by side. But not alone. They would always be surrounded by people they love, people who were part of their lives.

Silas had learned that no one could live alone, and his life was now intertwined with Merri’s and her family’s lives. Even when she was gone, he would always have her children and her children’s children, and many generations of Wilsons after that.

“Here we are.” Merri could not stop smiling as she locked eyes with Keely, who winked at her in return.

“Your mom has some news,” Keely announced.

“Merri?” Henry looked from his daughter to Silas and then back again.

“We’re engaged,” Merri announced and thrust out her hand so they could all see her ring.

“Two daughters engaged in one week,” Henry joked as he hugged Merri tightly and then shook Silas’s hand. “Took you long enough.”

“It did,” Silas agreed before he was drowned in an onslaught of hugs and best wishes.

“Thank you.” Merri hugged Keely extra tight, her fingers digging into her sister’s shoulders. “I would have lost him tonight if it wasn’t for you.”

“It wasn’t just me,” Keely whispered. “This child of mine had a lot to do with it. I could never have tapped into that power without her.”

“So, Silas owes his life to a wolf,” Merri replied.

“He does.” Keely inched away from Merri and cupped her hand around her belly. “I felt her move for the first time. I felt her life force. And the need to protect her was overwhelming.”

“That’s how most mothers feel toward their children,” Merri told her. “And we will protect her, too. Silas owes her a debt. Maybe it’s time he was a bodyguard for once.”

“I like that idea,” Keely replied. “I’m so happy, Merri. I think I could burst.”

“Why don’t we all go down to the beach and make a wish?” As Merri looked at the happy faces surrounding her, she couldn’t think of a single thing to wish for. Everything she wanted and the people she loved were right here.

“Come on, Colton.” Silas linked arms with his old friend. “You should wish for a quiet life. But that’s not going to come true.”

“I was going to wish for one of those massage chairs. My old bones would like one of those,” Colton replied.

“Oh, I love those,” Esme gushed. “I might wish for a trip to Henry’s cabin. I would love to see where you make all of your wands.”

“Dad could drive you there tomorrow,” Keely said. “And you could make a wand together.”

“Oh, I don’t want to impose,” Esme blushed as she glanced hopefully at Henry.

“I’d love to show you my cabin, if we could spend the day there.” Henry walked down the steps and led Esme toward the tideline.

“I’m going to wish for a quiet few days with my mate,” Clancy said. “I’m hoping the pack and the vampires will have gotten their bloodlust out of their system for a week or two.”

“What are you going to wish for?” Merri asked Silas as the others walked on ahead.

“That we have no more magical emergencies. At least for a year or two. I’d like to take up a hobby. Perhaps help Colton in his garden.” He stopped walking and stared out across the ocean. “I think I’ll wish to live a normal life, to remind myself with your help what it’s like to be human.”

“Having the kids around will make you feel human. And like a two-headed monster at times.” Merri patted his chest. “Not that I want to put you off.”

“You couldn’t. My one regret is never having children. It’s the reason I let you go, Merri.” He kissed the top of her head. “And now, perhaps, I get my dream of being a father.”

“Jared is going to drive you nuts with all of his questions. I believe he has a notepad filled with them already.” Merri loved the idea of her children and Silas getting to know each other.

“I’d like to pass on all that I know,” Silas told her. “Minus the stuff no one should ever know.”

“And they can pass it on to their children, and their children’s children.” They reached the shoreline and Merri let go of Silas as they each searched for a wish stone.

“Here.” He picked up two and handed one to Merri.

“Thank you.” She closed her hand around the small gold-colored stone and closed her eyes briefly before they went and joined the others.

“Do you all have a wish stone?” Henry asked.

“Yes,” came back a chorus of replies.

“Okay. Let’s count down. Three, two, one.”

They all threw the wish stones into the ocean as the Hunter’s Moon’s rays shone down on the water. It was as if the ocean itself had turned to silver as the stones broke the surface and disappeared from view.

The family group stood together until the last ripple made by the wish stones had dispersed.

“Time to celebrate.” Keely clapped her hands and twirled around. “Halloween in Wishing Moon Bay is the best.”

“It’s the worst,” Silas said drily. “All those people dressed up in costumes.”

“That’s the fun of it,” Merri told him.

“And that is why I will never understand humans, no matter how long I live.” Silas circled his arm around her waist and pulled her close. “But what I have discovered is that is part of what makes life worth living. And I am looking forward to the years we have ahead of us, Merri.”

“I am, too, Silas.” She kissed him, with no thought of the future they had, or the number of years they would spend together.

Merri planned on living for the moment. Lots and lots of them.


Epilogue

“Don’t you look cute?” Clancy cracked the widest smile Keely had ever seen.

“Why, thank you.” Keely held out the skirt of her Victorian-style dress and gave a mock curtsy.

“I was talking about our daughter.” Clancy held out his arms and Genevieve kicked her legs in excitement as Keely relinquished her hold on her adorable daughter.

“I see how it is.” She tickled Genevieve’s chin. “Your daddy only has eyes for you.”

“That is not true,” Clancy bounced his daughter in his arms, juggling her gently from side to side. “If Mommy dressed up as a pumpkin, I’d think she was cute, too.”

“I will take that into consideration for next year’s costume.” Keely leaned down and grabbed the diaper bag that went everywhere with them. She’d never realized how much baby paraphernalia a parent had to carry around with them. “Are we ready to go?”

“Halloween in Wishing Moon Bay. I wouldn’t miss it for the world.” Clancy kissed his daughter on the cheek as they made their way out of the house and into the street. Lycan Ridge was quiet, the Shadow Moon pack had gone on a hunt with the vampires. It was like a game of tag, only rougher.

Since the events surrounding the Hunter’s Moon and Revillier’s Hunt a year earlier, things had settled down between the two opposing sides. However, old slights simmered under the surface and so it had been agreed, in a deal brokered between Silas and Clancy, that there would be a hunt each year on Halloween. It was a way of releasing tensions.

Keely only hoped it would work. But if things went wrong, Silas and Maughna would wipe as many memories as it took to return peace to Lycan Lodge and The Crypt.

“We really need to get a family car.” Keely dumped the diaper bag in the footwell and stood back while Clancy carefully placed Genevieve in her car seat. Keely took a moment to admire Clancy’s toned thighs encased in leather pants. He’d decide to go for the bad boy biker look, and she had to approve. “You could buy one with the royalties from your latest book.”

Clancy had been consumed with a burning desire to write another book. He’d written it in secret. At least he thought he’d written it in secret. However, Keely had read it and told him he should publish it.

Clancy hadn’t needed more persuading. Writing was his passion. Although, it came a close second to doting on his daughter.

“I thought we weren’t going to mention that in town.” Clancy glanced over his shoulder as if expecting a bunch of pack members with pitchforks to descend on them.

“No one else is here,” she assured him. “They’ve all gone on the hunt.”

“Not all of them,” Clancy replied.

“But back to you exchanging this old thing for a family car,” Keely said. “Since we are a family.”

“Our daughter likes the truck,” Clancy insisted. “Don’t you?”

Genevieve kicked her legs and made her tiny hands into fists as she agreed with her father.

Keely had accepted her fate soon after her daughter was born. She was outnumbered. Genevieve had her father wrapped around her little finger from the moment he saw her.

“She will agree with whatever you say because she knows exactly how to play you.” Keely smothered a smile as her heart swelled with love. They were adorable together and she loved watching them interact.

Clancy was born to be a father. He had unending patience, even with a wriggly baby who didn’t want her diaper changed. And he had unending love.

Love that Keely felt every moment of every day.

“It’s a good thing you are here to keep us in line.” Clancy kissed her cheek as he dodged past her, heading for the driver’s side of the truck.

“Okay, little one.” Keely climbed in beside her daughter. “We are going to visit your aunt and your uncle. And your cousins can’t wait to show you Wishing Moon Bay on All Hallows Eve.”

“Will your dad and Esme be there?” Clancy put the truck in drive, and they left Lycan Ridge behind, heading into the darkness as they drove to town.

“Yes. They just got back from the world beyond. I think Dad is enjoying his new life. He spends half his time at Primrose Cottage and half his time with Esme in her store. Although, I think they are planning on opening a store in Wishing Moon Bay, so they don’t have to split their time.” Keely grasped Genevieve’s foot lightly and waggled it. “I blame you. They want to spend as much time with you as possible.”

“She’s lucky to have doting grandparents.” Clancy grinned as he winked at Genevieve. “Yes, you are.”

Keely chuckled. “You don’t need a pumpkin costume to be cute. And a little adorable.” She grinned at her husband as color flooded his cheeks.

“Hey, keep it down.” Clancy pretended to look right and left. “Someone might hear, and I don’t think the leader of the Shadow Moon pack should ever be considered cute or adorable.”

“Our lips are sealed, aren’t they, sweetie?” Keely cooed at her daughter, who stuck a fist in her mouth and gurgled.

As they neared town, they passed houses decorated for Halloween. There were pumpkins galore, festive lights of all decorations, and displays of all things spooky.

“I feel like I missed out on all this as a kid.” Clancy slowed as they passed by a moving display of ghosts and ghouls.

“You’ll have plenty of time to make up for it. Genevieve will love all the spectacle of Halloween in a couple of years.” Keely had a head full of ideas for matching costumes for Clancy and Genevieve. They were going to have so much fun!

They reached town and Clancy drove to the store, where they had arranged to meet with everyone else before the evening’s festivities began.

“Here we are.” Keely opened the door and got out as soon as Clancy parked the truck. She leaned in and released the harness holding their precious cargo in place.

Genevieve wriggled in Keely’s arms as she reached for the diaper bag. As Keely used her hip to close the door, Clancy came around to join them. He automatically took the bag from Keely and slid his arm around her shoulders as they walked to the store.

“I was thinking, Silas would actually have lived through the Victorian era. He would have been around when women dressed like that, all long skirts and petticoats.” Clancy opened the store door, and they went inside.

“There you are!” Merri rushed forward, but Silas reached them first.

“How is my favorite niece?” he cooed. “Can I have a cuddle?”

“Of course.” Keely let go of her daughter. Genevieve had a special bond with Silas. Maybe it was because Keely had harnessed the power of the Shadow Moon pack to save him. Or maybe they were kindred spirits.

“He loves her so much,” Merri whispered.

“And she loves him.” Clancy hugged Merri. “We’re family.”

“We are.” Merri nodded.

“I never thought I’d share my wedding day with a vampire, but a double wedding was the best idea,” Clancy said.

“Especially since I got to walk my daughters down the aisle, one on each arm.” Henry joined them and handed them a glass of mead. “Esme made it from the wild honey we harvested at the cabin.”

“We should toast. To new beginnings.” Clancy held up his glass.

“To new beginnings.” They all raised their glasses and drank.

“Would you excuse us for a few moments?” Merri grabbed Keely by the hand. “Dad.”

“Oh.” He put his glass down and followed them outside.

“I have a candle for each of us.” Merri handed them each a candle and then struck a match. She carefully lit her candle and then her dad and sister lit theirs, too.

“Happy Halloween, Mom.” Keely’s eyes were bright with tears.

“She would have been so proud of you and your wonderful families.” Henry coughed and cleared his throat.

“And she would have been proud of you, Dad. You held it all together. I don’t know how you did it, but we’re thankful you did.” Merri placed her candle down on the table she’d set up as a shrine to their mom on Halloween, in the hope that she might see the candles burning bright from the other side of the veil.

“I think we did okay,” Keely said.

“We did.” Merri hugged them both and then they turned their faces to the stars, in the hope that somewhere up there, Genevieve Wilson was looking down on them.
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