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We call them faerie. We don't believe in them. Our loss. ~ Charles
de Lint



Werewolves were far more terrifying than vampires. It is probably the
idea of seeing the human within the beast and knowing you can't
reach it. It might as well be a great white shark. There is no sitting
down and discussing Proust with it, which the traditional vampire
model seems to leave room for. You can have a conversation. ~ Glen
Duncan
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C H A P T E R  1

his is no’ goin’ tae end well.
Marc Kincaid rose to his impressive height from the park

bench he’d been lounging on. He eyed the threesome of sizeable Lycan

males sauntering toward him at typical southern speed across the

front lawn of the Texas Capitol building. He sighed heavily, and

wished they would hurry it the fuck up.

He silently reviewed what he was planning to say to them, calcu‐
lated the risks of saying this and not saying that, and prayed the

hellish heat didn’t make them ill-tempered. He just needed them to

listen for a few minutes. But even from this distance, one look at their

stony faces and he was more certain than ever that this was naught

but a mistake. He was wasting his time.

But it was what his alpha wanted, and he’d agreed to try. Cedric

hadn’t been pack leader for this long without knowing what he was

doing.

As they neared, Marc’s eyebrow rose at their wannabe cowboy

ensembles: button-down shirts with rolled up sleeves, well-worn

jeans, cowboy boots, and large brimmed hats slung down low on their

foreheads. He half expected to hear jangling spurs and see stalks of

hay sticking out from between their teeth, and was almost disap‐
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pointed when he didn’t. He couldn’t quite keep the smirk from his

face as he wondered if they all gathered round the campfire every

night and planned what they were going to wear the next morning so

they would all match.

They even had giant silver buckles on their belts, even though

Marc knew for a fact that not a one of them had ever ridden a bull.

Bucking chute or not, there was no way an animal would allow any of

their kind to get close enough to be able to climb onto its back. The

poor thing would break its wee neck trying to escape first.

Arms hanging at his sides in a deceptively relaxed pose, Marc

discreetly cracked his knuckles one by one, then wiped his sweaty

palms on his jean-clad thighs. He wasn’t nervous. Quite the opposite,

actually. His wolf was well under control, which was how he liked it,

and this meeting was taking place on neutral ground in full view of

the humans milling about on their lunch hour. Unless these guys were

a special kind of eejit, there wouldn’t be any violence here today. He

was only sweating because it was unbelievably hot in Austin, even this

late in the summer. He didn’t know how anyone could live here, be

they human or otherwise, and especially not a pack of werewolves.

Like him, their body temperature ran a little hotter than what was

normal, and they were definitely better suited for a cooler climate.

Why in all that was holy would these fools choose to live here?

He eyeballed their ridiculous ensembles once more and sighed.

Well, at least they seem tae have adapted well tae the local urban cowboy
culture.

A slight breeze blew through the scrub brush Texans called trees

and Marc squinted against the dust. Even the bloody wind was hot

here. He squinted up at the scorching sun. He was beginning to see

why everyone moved at a snail’s pace here. Scratching the back of his

neck, he contemplated sitting down again as it seemed he was going

to be waiting a while. It was bad etiquette as he’d already stood to

greet them, but fuck it. If they couldn’t get their arses over to him in a

proper amount of time, then he saw no need to act any differently.

The wind changed course, blowing in from the opposite direction,

and he stopped mid-sit. Marc shot upright again, inhaling deeply. His
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entire body went rigid, straining in the direction of a new, intriguing

scent. Digging his utility boots into the grass, he fought the urge to

charge off after it with his nose lifted in the air like a hound.

What the hell is that?
It seemed vaguely familiar to him, but wasn’t anything he could

immediately place his finger on. Yet it called to him with such a force

that he was having a bloody hard time resisting.

What the fook is that?
After racking his brain for a full minute, it finally came to him, the

place he’d smelled it before. It was Northern Ireland. Or rather, a brief

moment of time he’d spent in Ireland a long, long time ago.

Many moons before, his pack had crossed the North Channel

from their homeland of Scotland after rumors of Faerie problems had

made it to their ears. He’d been in his wolf form, standing alone in an

open field and trying to catch his breath after he’d just run full-out for

many miles. Panting heavily, he’d lifted his snout to the sky and

breathed in the strong smells of the grass and the wildflowers, made

musky from the recent rain. But there’d been one scent that had

seemed to overpower all of the others: the heady fragrance of what

he’d later discovered had come from the creamy-white meadowsweet

flowers.

Those flowers were native to Ireland, however, so how was it that

he was smelling them here? All the way across the ocean? In the desert

landscape of Texas, of all places?

His narrowed gaze swept across the manicured lawn of the capitol

building. He searched the flowerbeds, the bushes, the trees…but saw

nothing that even slightly resembled the dense white clusters he was

accustomed to seeing. And then, just as quickly as it had appeared, the

smell was gone. Immediately, his muscles relaxed, his heart slowed,

and his attention once again turned to the approaching pack of were‐
wolves who were suddenly uncomfortably close to him.

Shaking off the strange occurrence, he kept his gaze steady but

passive on the leader of the pack, careful to emit neither dominance

nor submissiveness. He wasn’t here to have a pissing contest, but

rather to warn them of the war that was coming and to propose an
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alliance between their two packs. There was only one other pack that

had taken up residence in the land between them on this side of the

North American continent, for werewolf territory ranged far and

wide. And if Marc could get these Texas wolves to agree to the truce,

it would be easier to talk the middle pack into falling in with them.

The male in front came to a stop a respectable distance away and

touched the brim of his buckskin-colored hat. Clear green eyes shone

from tanned skin at a level with Marc’s own. “Afternoon,” he drawled.

“Marc Kincaid, I take it?”

Marc gave him a nod of deference as befitted the leader of a rival

pack. “Aye. Thank ye for agreeing tae meet me on such short notice,

and under these circumstances. Cedric sends his apologies that he

could no’ make it himself. He had an urgent matter tae attend tae.”

Marc had no idea exactly what the “urgent matter” was. And when

he’d asked, Cedric had danced around the subject until he’d given up.

The alpha nodded once, accepting the apology. “I’m Keegan. Alpha

of the McRae pack here.” He nodded to the pale-skinned blond on his

right. “This is Jace, my second-in-command.”

Jace crossed his arms over his muscular chest and gave Marc an

arrogant stare, his blue eyes narrowed with mistrust. His cocky atti‐
tude reminded Marc of Lucian, and he struggled not to snarl back at

him. He didn’t like this one. Not one bit.

“And this,” Keegan indicated the male to his left, “is Stone.”

Marc didn’t even bother to try to hide his surprise as Stone stuck

out his hand with a wide smile of welcome. “I’m a bit of a surprise to

new people, I know. But here I am,” he told Marc amiably. “Welcome

to Texas.”

“Uh, thank ye,” Marc mumbled automatically as he took the prof‐
fered hand and gave it a firm shake. He briefly studied the warm

umber skin, dark eyes, and broad features before his gaze came to rest

on the fangs that were glaringly obvious by that friendly grin. “I apol‐
ogize for starin’,” he said after a long moment. “It’s just a wee bit o’ a

surprise tae meet a male such as yerself.”

Although Stone’s scent was overpoweringly wolf, there was a tinge

of something “other” there as well. If Marc wasn’t mistaken, he was
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staring at the first werewolf half-breed he’d ever met. Or had ever

even heard of, for that matter. But it wasn’t vampire. He knew the

scent of vampires. As a matter of fact, some of his very good friends

back home in Seattle were vamps. No. This was something else. These

American wolves were just full of surprises.

But Stone just gave a deep chuckle and clapped him on the shoul‐
der. “I understand, man. No worries. No worries. I get that a lot.”

Marc waited for him to say more, but it seemed there was to be no

further explanation forthcoming. He didn’t know what else had sired

this male, but whatever it was, it was powerful. That much he could

sense.

“Stone is relatively new to our pack, but as you can well imagine,

he’s turned out to be quite an asset,” Keegan told him.

Marc glanced uneasily one more time at those ominous fangs that

were such a contrast to the carefree grin that encased them, and then

turned his attention back to the pack leader. “However do ye manage

to keep him under yer thumb?”

Keegan laughed and gave a small shrug with one powerful shoul‐
der. “My charming personality?” Stone busted up laughing.

Cracking a smile, Marc decided that he liked this particular Texan,

in spite of his silly clothes and accent.

“How about we wander over to The Chili Parlor and have us a sit-

down?” Keegan said. “Then you can tell us what’s so damn important

that it brings you all the way down here from Seattle.”

Marc didn’t know what a “chili parlor” was, but if it involved food,

he was all for it. He was starving. So he agreed without hesitation.

“Sounds like a fine plan.”

There was little talking as they made their way over to The Chili

Parlor, which turned out to be a little restaurant that served what was

reputed to be some of the best chili in Texas. Making their way over

to an empty booth, Marc observed Jace elbowing Stone out of the way

to take his place by Keegan’s side. Stone rolled his eyes and slid in the

other side, leaving Marc the spot on the end. Granting him an easy

escape if need be.

His trust in this pack grew a little bit more.
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They ordered lunch and as they waited for their food, Keegan put

his elbows on the table and laced his fingers together. He was

suddenly all business.

Taking his cue, Marc mimicked his pose.

“So now, why don’t you tell me what this visit is all about,” Keegan

said. “It’s not often we receive a request for a sit-down from a rival

pack. If this were a normal challenge for territory or females, we

would just fight it out in the traditional way. And the fact that we’re

not tells me that this has nothing to do with either of those. Am I

right?”

“Aye,” Marc agreed. “Ye are correct. This is much more serious

than either o’ those.” Three pairs of eyes were on him now.

Keegan sat back as the food arrived. Smiling at the waitress, he

waited for her to leave before he picked up the conversation again. It

took her a while, but when she could think of nothing else to offer

them without being so blatantly obvious that it would get her fired,

she finally gave them another pile of napkins and went to check her

other tables.

Picking up his spoon, Keegan said, “Well, might as well lay it on

me.” Then he dug into his chili with such relish Marc wondered what

it was exactly that was in this chili.

“Aye.” Marc paused, running his well-rehearsed words through his

mind. But in the end, he decided there was no sense in beating around

the bush. “They’re comin’.”

“Who?” Jace asked with an impatient tone.

“The soul suckers.” Marc took a big bite of his chili and moaned

with approval. He took another bite, and another. They were right.

This was some bloody good chili. With his fourth spoonful halfway to

his mouth, he realized the rest of the table wasn’t eating anymore.

They were staring at him in horror.
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ronaugh watched the four werewolves eat their chili from her
perch on the small retaining wall across the street. A sudden

sharp pain on her finger distracted her from her vigil, and she looked
down at her hand to see a fire ant chomping away on her knuckle.

She flicked it off with a curse. Gods, she hated Texas. Everything
here either bit you or stung you. And you didn’t have to be visible for
them to find you either; the damn things sniffed you out from a mile
away. Ignoring the sweat trickling down her spine, she went back to
spying on the werewolves.

Uh oh. Something big was going down. She could tell by the look
on the alpha’s face as he spoke to the blond. And by the harsh lines
twisting his handsome features, it wasn’t good.

Leaning forward, she tucked her hair behind one slightly pointed
ear and strained to hear what was happening. But it was no use.
Between the traffic, the glass window, and the chattering humans as
they bustled around on their lunch hour, she couldn’t hear a word of
what the wolves were saying. But she didn’t dare try to get closer
again. That damn new wolf had nearly sniffed her out back at the
capitol the last time she’d tried that. With an impatient sigh, she
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leaned back on her hands again and continued to watch and observe.
After all, that was what she did best.

What she really wanted to know was: who was the new guy? And
what was he doing with these dickwads? She’d been trailing this pack
for months now, and this was the first time she’d seen that particular
tower of hunkiness. She was sure of it. A male like that she would’ve
remembered. There was no doubt about it. Even now, her eyes
continued to be drawn back to him again and again, instead of
concentrating on trying to read the pack leader’s lips.

When she’d first seen the new guy waiting on the others in front of
the capitol, her stomach had given a lurch and chills had shot down
her arms—and not in a bad way. That canine was one manly hunk of
wolf. And she would’ve bet anyone a shitload of money that he
smelled great too. With her blood roaring through her veins loud
enough to drown out the warning her brain had been trying to tell
her, she’d been unable to resist. She had to see him up close and
personal. Stepping heel to toe so as not to make the slightest sound,
she’d walked right up to him while praying to any gods that happened
to be listening that he wouldn’t hear the pounding of her heart. She’d
snuck so close, in fact, that she’d been able to see the depths of color
in his eyes—such a deep brown they were nearly black, but with little
tiny gold flecks in them. Darker than her own orbs. Darker than his
hair that fell in short layers just to the bottom of his strong, tanned
neck. She’d hoped to get near enough to be able to hear his voice. But
then he’d suddenly straightened to his imposing height, and his
powerful body had tensed as those sharp eyes studied his surround‐
ings with new interest. Knowing she’d been sensed, she’d panicked
and quickly retreated to a safe distance and then some.

Bronaugh sighed. She supposed it would all be revealed in time.
Maybe he was here hoping to get into their pack, although he

didn’t seem to act like a young pup who was trying to win over the
alpha. He appeared respectful to the pack leader, yes, but not overly
so. He certainly wasn’t groveling. Was he an alpha from a different
pack? But that didn’t make sense either. Rival pack leaders didn’t sit
around and talk through their differences over lunch. They settled
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things the way wolves always did. Physically. And may the more
dominant and powerful male or female win.

The blond said something to the new guy, but the way his head
was turned, she couldn’t quite make out what he was saying. What‐
ever it was blondie was saying, he wasn’t happy about it. Then again,
that dude didn’t seem to like it when anyone took the spotlight away
from him. The alpha spoke to him, and Bronaugh could practically
hear the patronizing tone in his voice from all the way across the
street. But then he threw his hands up in the air and let the blond out
of the booth. With one last parting shot she lip-read to be something
like “Y’all are a bunch of morons,” he stomped out of the restaurant
and took off down the street.

And the plot thickened.
She debated whether or not to follow him, but decided to stay

where she was. For although she was pretty sure the blond was the
key to finding what she was looking for, she couldn’t seem to force
herself away from the stranger who even now was staring right at her
through the window.

Wait. He was staring right at her!
Bronaugh froze, unsure what to do. Even with the street and side‐

walks of people between them, his eyes bore right through to shake
her very core. Without taking his eyes from her, he said something to
the others at the table. The alpha and the dark-skinned one both
started searching the people lingering outside the restaurant. Then
the alpha shrugged. He said something to the new guy, who blinked
and turned to glance at him. As soon as he took his eyes away from
her, she made herself scarce.

Running as fast as she could, she headed toward the UT campus.
She needed people to hide among. It was summer, so it wouldn’t be as
crowded as normal there, but she didn’t know where else to go. She
could only hope he didn’t take her disappearing act as a challenge and
give chase.
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arc busted out of the restaurant and searched the area.

Careful not to knock down any pedestrians, he made his way

to the outer edge of the sidewalk and looked up and down the street.

He could’ve sworn he’d seen something, or someone, watching

them from the wall on the other side.

“Don’t worry, lunch is on me,” Keegan joked as he and Stone joined

him outside.

Marc shook himself for the second time that day. “Did ye see

something? Across the road there?” He pointed at the stone wall that

bordered the small slope of lawn.

“Something like what, exactly?” Stone asked.

“I thought I saw a lass…” Looking around again, Marc shook his

head. “Never mind. It was nothin’. I think the heat is making me daft.”

Keegan glanced around. “I didn’t see anything, man. But maybe

you should drink some water. Sounds like you’re dehydrated.”

“It’s verra possible.”

Glancing around one more time, Keegan took off his hat and

scratched his head before covering his short dark hair again. “I’m sure

it was nothing. Humans stare at us a lot.”

“And who can blame them? Especially the females,” Stone added
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with another grin, careful to keep his fangs under wraps around the

humans who were milling about waiting for their tables.

“Ach. Aye. You’re right. It was probably nothin’,” Marc acceded. Yet

he still had the strangest feeling it wasn’t nothing. That it was actually

a very big something.

“Tell you what,” Keegan told him. “We have to head out. I’ve got

another appointment I need to get to and I need Stone with me for

this one.” He took off his hat and wiped the sweat from his brow, then

looked up rather sheepishly. “Honestly, I didn’t expect this ‘meeting’

to happen. I was half expecting to get jumped. But why don’t you

come by the house tomorrow afternoon and we can talk some more?

If what you were saying is true, we have some more things to discuss.

Do you have a cell on you? I’ll give you the address.”

Marc pulled out his phone and saved the address Keegan gave him.

“If Jace was still here, I’d have him show you around a bit…”

“That’s quite okay,” Marc assured him. “I have a map.” He pulled

one out of his pocket that he’d picked up when he’d hit Austin. “I can

find my way.”

They shook hands and the cowboys took off, leaving Marc alone

on the street. He watched them until they turned the corner, then he

looked both ways before dodging four lanes of traffic to the other side

of the street.

It wasn’t “nothing.” He’d seen someone watching them. He was

sure of it. Listening to his instincts, he headed in the opposite direc‐
tion, toward the college. He’d only gone about three blocks when he

caught his first whiff.

Meadowsweet flowers after a heavy rain.

As the scent hit his nostrils for the second time that day, his entire

body shot awake almost violently, and he allowed himself to do what

he’d wanted to do back at the capitol. Letting his nose guide him, he

hung a sharp left and then a right onto Guadalupe, dodging humans

and moving as casually as he could. He followed the scent a few more

blocks before coming to an abrupt stop in the middle of the sidewalk.

Dammit. He’d lost it.

Glancing around, he saw he was in front of the University Co-op.
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He pulled open the door and was immediately assaulted with racks

and racks of burnt orange—T-shirts, sweatshirts, hats, backpacks—

anything a burgeoning UT college student could ever need to support

his or her school team.

And meadowsweet after the rain.

“Can I help you find anything?” The question came out a bit

breathless.

Marc barely glanced at the young female who apparently worked

there. “Nae. I’m good, thank ye.” She blinked hard a few times at what

he could only assume was the accent, smiled a strange smile, opened

her mouth to say something, but then turned abruptly and went back

to the clothes she was in the process of hanging on the wall display.

Every few seconds, she would glance at him out of the corner of her

eye and smile as a blush reddened her cheeks.

Marc cocked an eyebrow. The cowboys may have had a point

about the females flirting with them here. In Seattle, they weren’t

quite so transparent about it, if they swooned over him at all. Of

course, it rained a lot there. And most everyone went about their busi‐
ness under the cover of raincoats, with their noses in their coffees.

Turning his back to her, he surveyed the store, searching for…he

didn’t know who, or what. He followed the scent to a back clothing

rack with a big “Clearance” sign on it and pretended to look for some‐
thing in his size as he made his way around the circle of clothing. The

musky smell got stronger as he got closer to the rear corner of the

store. It flooded his senses until he could barely think, but try as he

might, he couldn’t pinpoint where it was coming from. And he even

checked inside the clothing racks.

With a frown he pulled his head out of the clothes to see the sales‐
girl watching him from a few racks away, and she wasn’t smiling this

time. Rather she looked like she was wondering if she needed to call

for backup.

“Are you sure I can’t help you find something?” she asked warily.

With a start, he realized he’d been looking through the women’s

section. Marc forced himself to smile at her. “Cannae find a shirt large

enough to fit me.”
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“The men’s big and tall section is over there,” she told him, indi‐
cating the other side of the store.

“Ach. Aye. Thank ye.” Not knowing what else to do without

making himself look even more suspicious, he headed over that way

and proceeded to look for something in his size. The intriguing scent

of the flowers faded as he walked away. But he didn’t know what else

he could do without raising more suspicion, and that he could not do.

Staying under the radar of the humans was fundamental to their

survival.

BRONAUGH HELD her breath as she watched the werewolf move away

from her and head to the other side of the store. As soon as he was far

enough away, she blew out a relieved breath. Then as quietly as she

could, she made her way back toward the front doors and waited until

another customer came in. A young guy flung open the door after just

a few seconds and blew inside, and Bronaugh ducked under his arm

and rushed past him and out of the store before it closed again.

Running full-out, she put as much distance as she could between

herself and that male. She didn’t bother cloaking her form anymore—

she was moving too fast for the human eye to track now anyway. No

one would see her until she stopped, and she wasn’t stopping until she

got to her room at the Holiday Inn.

When she got to First Street, she hit the hike-and-bike trail that

hugged the edge of Lady Bird Lake and dropped down into the water,

disguising her trail with the smell of fish and algae. She wasn’t taking

any chances that the wolf would follow her to her only safe place here.

Back up on the trail, she blasted past the joggers, not slowing until she

got to her hotel near I-35. Dodging a group of runners, she took the

path that connected the trail and the hotel and walked into the foyer.

The hot Texas sun had nearly dried her clothes already, so she didn’t

attract any undue attention as she got into the elevator. Letting herself

into her room, she locked the door and leaned back against it.

Breathe, Bronaugh. Just breathe.
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That had been entirely too close. How could she have been so

stupid? She’d almost let herself be seen by the creatures that had been

hunting her and her kind for hundreds of years. Getting herself

captured now was not going to help her family. And now that she’d

tracked them to this city, she needed to keep her wits about her so

they didn’t slip out of her grasp again.

She knew those wolves had something to do with her family’s

disappearance. Tomorrow, she was going to follow the new guy and

find out for herself.

And when she showed herself, it would be on her terms. Not his.
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arc pulled his rental car to the side of the dirt road and

checked Keegan’s directions again. He’d been driving for

over an hour, half of which had been spent sitting in traffic not going

anywhere fast. He hated the fucking traffic here, but at least he had air

conditioning inside the vehicle.

Comparing the address to the map on the GPS, he figured he was

getting close. Close to what, he had no idea, because he was in the

middle of fucking nowhere just outside Driftwood, Texas. And the

GPS had only gotten him so far before he’d gone off grid.

Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea. For all Marc knew he could be

driving right into a trap. Eh, fook it. He’d already come all the way out

here, and his instincts were telling him Keegan was a male who could

be trusted.

Throwing the car back into drive, he continued on until he saw a

rusted-out metal sign with the name of an old gas station nailed to a

tree. Just past it was another dirt road, and Marc turned onto it.

According to his directions, the den of the Texas pack should only be

about three more miles down that road.

When he finally reached their home, he thought for sure he had

the wrong place. Stopping the car, Marc stared out the front wind‐
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shield at the impressive ranch house. Built entirely of stone with

wood accents, the one-story home sprawled across at least a half-acre

of land, with separate buildings, at least one of which was for the

kitchen, he assumed, due to the heat. A gravel driveway formed a

semi-circle, and wooden steps led up to a front porch that wrapped

around the front and sides of the house as far as he could see. A long

line of Harleys was parked right out front, blocking the curve of the

drive.

Small rocks pinged the underside of the rental car as he made his

way up to the house and threw it into park behind the bikes. Killing

the engine, he’d just gotten out and locked it up when he saw the

cowboys come out onto the porch to greet him. Apparently, Jace had

returned, and he’d been joined by a few others. That made a total of

eight werewolves waiting to greet him.

Not very good odds if things turned sour. But then he shrugged to

himself. He’d actually had worse odds before and managed to survive.

And Cedric was depending on him to lock down this alliance.

Keegan descended the steps to greet him. “You found us!” Slapping

Marc on the shoulder, he ushered him over to the others. “Come on

over here and meet the rest of the pack.”

Marc greeted Stone and Jace with a nod, then stuck out his hand as

Keegan introduced the rest of them left to right.

“Marc Kincaid of the Seattle Kincaid pack, meet Tony, Alex, Zach,

Lorrent, and this here,” he pulled a statuesque brunette female toward

him, “this here is Corrina. She’s the only thing here that keeps us from

turning into complete animals.”

She looked Marc over from head to foot with eyes that were

nearly as icy blue as Cedric’s before she ran her tongue over her

bottom lip and gave him a pretty smile. “Hey there, handsome.

Welcome to Texas. Keegan has told us…absolutely nothing about you.”

Marc laughed. “There isnae much tae tell, I’m afraid.”

A new flicker of interest lit her eyes when she heard his Scottish

brogue. “We’ll just see about that.” She gave him a wink and then

headed back toward the house, saying over her shoulder, “You’re just

in time for the show.”
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“Cor runs this place with a firm hand,” Keegan said. “Pick up after

yourself and don’t be late for grub and you’ll be just fine.”

“And whatever you do,” Stone chimed in, “do not, I repeat, do NOT

make any negative remarks whatsoever about her cooking. Or you’ll

be living on ramen and Hot Pockets until you’re groveling at her feet,

begging her to forgive you.”

Marc held the door open for Stone, frowning as Jace pushed his

way past them in front of the others. That pup needed to learn some

manners. “I do ken how tae cook for myself,” he told Stone while

scowling at Jace’s back.

Stone caught his eye and gave a slight shake of his head, ignoring

Jace’s rude manners, just like the day before. “Sure. We all do. But she

hides the matches, man. We can’t light the stove.” Grinning, he disap‐
peared inside the house after Jace.

Keegan went in after him, leaving Marc to follow them on his own.

He paused for a moment before going in, an eerie feeling creeping

over his skin. The hair rose up on the back of his neck. Looking over

his shoulder, he sniffed the air. But all he saw was the empty drive and

all he smelled was cedar trees. Then, just as quick as the feeling came

upon him, it was gone. He lowered his head, his entire body suddenly

feeling heavy and old. He didn’t know what he’d been expecting. The

musky scent of meadowsweet, perhaps? But he needed to shake off…

whatever this was. He had business to take care of for Cedric. And

hopefully, he wouldn’t get himself killed in the process.

By the time he joined the others around the large wooden table in

the state-of-the-art kitchen, drinks were being passed around and

conversations were in full swing. He took the only empty seat—a

place of honor to Keegan’s left between him and Stone. Jace glared at

him from across the table where he sat to Keegan’s right, but Marc

took a cue from Stone and ignored him. He didn’t know what the

guy’s issue was, but he didn’t have time to play schoolyard games.

As he sipped the whiskey that was set in front of him, he tried not

to appear as distracted as he was. Although it wasn’t the company at

the table that had him on alert, but rather the persistent feeling he was

being watched.
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“So, Marc.” The table immediately quieted down when Keegan

spoke. The alpha didn’t waste any time, getting right down to the crux

of the matter. “Tell me again, for the sake of those who weren’t with

us at lunch, why you’ve come here.” Though the words were casually

spoken, his green eyes were sharp.

Marc set down his glass. On him were eight pairs of eyes of all

different shades, some friendlier than others. But still, they were his

kind. They needed to be warned. “As ye all ken, I’m here from Seattle

as a representative of the Kincaid pack. Cedric, our pack leader, sends

his regrets he could no’ come himself.” The others nodded, accepting

his apology as Keegan had at lunch. “The reason I came all this way is

tae warn ye. Recently, a new member of our pack took a female. She’s

no’ one o’ us. She’s a Fae.”

Gasps were heard around the table, and a few of the others even

scraped back their chairs and stood up, their stances hostile. Marc did

the same, his hackles rising at the implied threat.

“We don’t accept those kind here,” Jace growled. “And we don’t

accept wolves that do.”

Keegan held up his hand from where he remained sitting at the

head of the table. “Let him finish what he has to say before we go

judging him or storming out of the room. Or worse.” One by one, he

leveled a meaningful look around the table at the wolves who were

standing until they sat down again.

Jace was the last to remain standing. But when Keegan reached

him, he dropped his eyes and sat back in his chair, reprimand noted.

Although from the sardonic twist of his mouth, Marc got the impres‐
sion it wasn’t taken as seriously as it should be.

Once they were all seated again, Marc also took his seat and

continued as if nothing had happened. “As I said, she is Fae, but no’

one o’ the soul suckers. She is different. She’s good. There are

different tribes, apparently. Heather is one o’ na daoine maithe, the

good people. Her male, Brock—a fine and braw young wolf—had

the…opportunity…tae meet the prince o’ her people.” He paused,

waiting for the gasps and mumblings to quiet down again. “This

prince, though a bit daft in his old age, told Heather some upsettin’
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news that she believed tae be true. He told her the soul suckers were

comin’, and that we need tae be ready for them. And they’re comin’

soon. I dinna think I need tae tell ye what will happen when

they do.”

The table was quiet this time as everyone absorbed that informa‐
tion. Although most of them, like Marc, were too young to have

fought in the war between the Fae and the Werewolves, they’d all

heard the tales from those who had. Tales of wild-eyed creatures

running around like meth addicts hyped up on bath salts, taking out

everything that breathed in their path—including a number of the

werewolves that had fought them—until the wolves had been shown

the portal and locked them away.

Now that he thought about it, he’d never thought to ask where the

portal had come from, or how the elder wolves had known it was

there.

“So, what are you wanting from us?” Jace asked, interrupting his

thoughts.

Marc leveled his gaze on the cocky wolf, trying not to let his

dislike for him show on his face. “I came here tae warn ye all, and tae

talk aboot the possibility of ye helping me get all the packs together

tae form an alliance of sorts.”

“An alliance?” Keegan repeated.

“Aye. An alliance. For the time being, we put all o’ our scrabbles

aside. No fighting for territory or females. No fighting for rank in the

pack amongst yerselves. We work together tae fight the threat that is

coming for us.”

“How do you know this isn’t all a lie?” Corrina asked from her spot

next to Jace. “Whether the female believes it to be true or not, how do

you know this Fae ‘prince’ isn’t full of shit?”

“I dinna. But do ye want tae take that chance?”

The group sat lost in their own thoughts, considering what he’d

just said, their whiskeys forgotten on the table in front of them.

Finally Jace brought up the question Marc knew was going to

cause the biggest problem with Cedric’s plan. “And say we agree to

this. Who’s going to lead this alliance? You can’t expect us to bow

FAE ENCOUNTER

19



down before your alpha. Keegan is our pack master. We answer to no

one but him. And he answers to no one but himself.”

Voices rose again at that point, and Marc lifted his hand to silence

them. “The pack leaders will work together as equals.”

Jace guffawed and glanced around at the rest of the table. “That’s

never been done. Not even during the last war. From what I’ve heard,

each pack just took care of their individual territories. Which is how

it should be. And that’s how we should do it this time.”

“Aye. They did. Because by the time our kind started tae fight back,

the soul suckers had swarmed the land like locusts. They were every‐
where. However, we were hoping that this time, if we got enough

packs together, we could cut them off as soon as the portal opens

again. Cut them off before they can spread tae a larger area. It would

mean everyone would have tae be ready tae travel as soon as we ken

that it’s aboot to happen, and come join us at the portal.”

Keegan had sat quietly during their exchange, listening. But now

he said, “And how will we keep them in there this time if the portal

doesn’t want to close?”

“We cannae. We will need tae kill them if that happens.”

One of the younger wolves, Tony, asked, “How many are there?”

“Too many for my pack tae handle alone. Maybe too many for all

o’ us. But we have tae try. I dinna see that there is any other choice.

We are the only ones that can see them, and that’s only when we’re in

our wolf form. Brock found that out the hard way during his adven‐
tures.” Brock had told quite the wild tale about his run-in with the Fae

when he’d shown up again with his female in tow.

Jace looked around at all of the serious faces that surrounded the

table. “Ah, come on, y’all. They’re not that bad. We can handle a few

Faeries.”

“I don’t think ye understand…” Marc began.

Jace’s blue eyes shot back to him, narrowing with dislike. “Oh, I

understand. We all understand. A lot more than you know.”

“Jace,” Keegan warned.

But Jace didn’t heed the warning, as usual. “What? We do.”

Throwing himself back in his chair, he crossed his muscular arms
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over his wide chest. “Maybe we should just show him. If he’s gonna be

staying here, he’s going to find out what we have here eventually

anyway.”

Stone spoke up. “Believe it or not, I agree with Jace. And we could

use another rider on our side next time.”

The rest of the table started tossing in their opinions of whether

Marc should be allowed to “ride” or not. He listened to them going

back and forth for a few minutes, trying to glean what the bloody hell

they were arguing about. But when a few of them stood and started

snarling at each other, he slammed his hands on the table, effectively

getting their attention along with a growl from the pack leader. With

a quick apology to Keegan for overstepping, he asked, “What the fook

are ye all arguing aboot?”

Tempers ran hot in wolf packs, and there were times you just had

to rise up to the heat level, much as Marc hated rolling around in the

dirt. He’d much rather talk things out logically.

Keegan sat as he had during much of the argument, elbows on the

table with his fingers steepled beneath his chin. His whiskey sat

untouched. In the ensuing silence, his eyes went to each of his wolves,

starting with Jace. As his gaze hit each one in his pack, they either

nodded or looked away.

Ah, they were taking a vote, then.

Marc sat back and waited for the results. There really wasn’t much

other choice.

Corrina was the last one to give her vote. “All right, Seattle,”

Keegan said with a smile. “Come with us.” It was finished.

Everyone stood up and began to file out of the kitchen, talking

excitedly. Marc shot down the rest of his drink and then rose to

follow them out of the house. But as soon as the screen door slammed

shut behind him, he pulled up short and took a deep breath.

Meadowsweet.

He hadn’t been imagining it.
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F

C H A P T E R  5

rom her spot on the front porch of the lion’s den, or rather the

wolf’s, Bronaugh peered through the window and saw the group

of werewolves get up from the table and head to the back of the

house. She didn’t worry about them seeing her, for she’d gone

completely incognito again. The mangy mutts had no idea she was

there. Still, she tried to be quiet as she crept down the steps and ran

around the side of the house. They might not be able to see her, but

they could hear better than any other supernatural creature she

knew of.

By the time she got around the big house, the entire pack was

already out the back door. A few of the wolves, including the female,

ran on ahead toward an oversized, weathered barn-like structure set

back quite a ways from the house. Other than its size, it wasn’t much

to look at. She doubted she’d even have noticed it if she’d been a

casual visitor, partially hidden as it was by scrub brush and cedar

trees.

A loud motor revved not far in the distance and Bronaugh stopped

and listened. It was a pickup truck if she wasn’t mistaken. No sooner

had she identified the source of the noise than a lifted red truck came

barreling down a hidden dirt road off to the side of the barn. The
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truck skidded to a halt in the clearing behind the house a mere three

feet from the she-wolf. The female yelled and shook her fist at the

driver as dirt and rocks kicked up to splatter her fancy jeans, then

scooted out of the way when he laughed and revved the engine again.

More vehicles rolled onto the property and parked in the clearing

behind the house. A whole line of them that just kept coming and

coming. Bronaugh had never seen so many werewolves gathered in

one spot before. A drop of sweat that had nothing at all to do with the

heat rolled down her back.

The new guy was the last to come out of the house, and her blood

warmed as she caught a whiff of his clean, masculine scent. As the

screen door slammed shut behind him, he stopped to scent the air.

Bronaugh’s heart began to race, and not just from the fear of being

caught. Though gods, he was huge.

And hot. He was definitely hot. For a werewolf.

He stilled and looked around slowly, his sharp eyes not missing a

thing. She dared not move as they passed slowly over her and back

again, even though she knew he couldn’t see her. He breathed in deep,

holding the air in his lungs for a few moments before exhaling in frus‐
tration. Then he noticed the crowd of newcomers gathering, seem‐
ingly for the first time, and his muscular shoulders tensed up under

his retro T-shirt. He narrowed his eyes and tightened his hands into

fists, cracking his knuckles before rubbing his palms on his hard

thighs. Shaking his head slightly at all the commotion, he trailed after

the others down the steps and toward the large barn.

Bronaugh froze, unsure of whether to follow or not. That damn

wolf knew she was here. But how? He couldn’t see her; her cloaking

was on point, always. Besides, his eyes had gone right through and

past her when he’d looked her way. It was impossible for him to know

she was there.

Yet somehow, he did. There was no doubt in her mind.

She transferred her weight from one foot to the other, debating

what to do for a few more seconds, but in the end she followed him.

She hadn’t come this far to back down now just because this guy

might or might not sense she was near. He could twitch from his
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spidey senses all he wanted to—he couldn’t actually see her. And he

never would, unless she wanted him to.

Or unless he turned.

Bronaugh had tracked her family to Texas six months ago, and

then promptly lost their trail. But what she had found was a pack of

werewolves sitting outside a bistro in downtown Austin talking about

some feisty Faerie chicks they’d just acquired for their “show.” She’d

followed them on foot to the edge of town, but once under the cover

of some trees, they’d immediately stripped down and began to trans‐
form into the animals they were. Bronaugh had run as fast as she

could in the opposite direction at the first sound of a cracking bone.

She was desperate, but she wasn’t stupid. If she’d hung around, they’d

have seen her for sure once in their true form.

After that day, she’d haunted the city searching for those males.

She didn’t dare try hunting them in the back country again. It was

safer when they were in their human form. Weeks went by without

seeing so much as a hairball. Until one day, by some quirk of fate,

she’d practically walked right into the alpha wolf mere blocks from

her hotel. As she’d mumbled an apology and went to make a quick

escape, she’d noticed something—an unusual tree pendant that

belonged to her cousin hanging from the thick silver chain around his

muscular neck. A cold sweat broke out all over her body at what the

sight of that pendant implied. Stiff with shock and dread, she’d stood

there stupidly as he’d ambled around her, shooting her a strange look.

She’d stumbled after him before he could disappear, but she was so

shaken he’d lost her by the next block.

Since that day, she’d been tracking this pack. Watching…waiting.

She worried that her family was all dead, but then she’d remember the

“show” they’d mentioned. And she figured a dead Faerie couldn’t

entertain anyone. So over time, she’d convinced herself that just

because he had her cousin’s necklace, it didn’t mean they’d killed

them. And whenever doubts crept up to crack holes in her conviction

of this, she swiftly and firmly stomped them back down again.

But this was the first time she’d actually made it to their den, and

she’d only been able to do so because the new guy had been stuck in
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traffic and then, once he’d gotten off the highway, he’d driven so slow

trying to find the place that she’d easily been able to keep up. Running

along behind his car, she’d followed him straight to their home.

And now she knew she was right. Her people were here. And they

were alive. She could feel them. That wolf wasn’t the only one with

spidey senses.

As she approached the building, she was struck by the sheer size of

it. Nearly as large as the house, it was built in the shape of a barn, but

she made a startling discovery when her arm accidently bumped the

door as she rushed inside behind the new guy—this barn wasn’t made

from normal wood. The wood was reinforced somehow with bits of

iron. Upon closer inspection, it appeared to be ground right into the

wood grain. How had they done that? And why had they done that?

Unless they knew when they’d built it who they were going to be

holding here.

The rumbling voices of an excited crowd and the smell of sawdust

greeted her as she walked inside. The first thing she noticed was the

dirt arena that took up the entire center of the space in a large oval. It

wasn’t flat like a normal rodeo arena, but had dirt ramps and shallow

ravines, just deep enough for a calf or other small farm animal to hide

in. Bleachers surrounded it, broken up only by the entrance, and the

entrance to some type of long tunnel. But instead of the usual metal

fencing that separated the crowd from the entertainment, there was a

large iron cage completely enclosing the arena and protecting the

spectators. From what, she didn’t know yet. And honestly, she was a

little bit afraid to find out.

The second thing she noticed was that those bleachers were filling

up fast—with werewolves. Bronaugh’s heart pounded in her chest so

hard she was sure they would hear it in spite of all the racket. She

started feeling dizzy from the blood rush. Where were they all coming

from? In her experience, packs normally weren’t this large. They had

to be neighboring packs, coming in to see the show. But that didn’t

make sense either. Werewolves were notorious for how territorial

they were. Other packs were seen as rivals, not buddies to invite over

to the barbeque.
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Bronaugh stayed as close as she dared to the new guy. He stood

just inside the large barn doors, and seemed as reluctant as she was to

enter any farther. His expressive eyes were narrowed with apprehen‐
sion as he took stock of the commotion going on inside, while hers

were so wide she felt like they were about to pop out of her skull.

She had a really bad feeling about this.

What the hell was she thinking even coming in here? If any of

these other dogs got even the slightest inkling that a Faerie like her

was anywhere near them, she’d be ripped to pieces before she could

take two steps. She glanced up at the towering male by her side and

inched a bit closer to him. It made no sense, but she felt safer being

near him. Which was stupid, really. He’d probably be the first one to

take a bite out of her.

Bronaugh scowled and stepped away again. She didn’t need him to

protect her. She could protect herself. She could slink in and out of

here and none of these idiots would even know she was there. Were‐
wolves were all brawn and no brains.

Just then, a couple of males pulled the tall doors closed and

dropped a large wooden beam across the front of them, locking them

from the inside. It was reinforced with iron clasps that they snapped

around it at intervals.

Bronaugh’s bravado faltered a bit. There was no escape for her

now. Strong as she was, the iron would still affect her. But then she

threw back her shoulders and lifted her chin. The only way to find out

what was going on here was to be inside. So that’s where she would

be. Her family was depending on her.

The new guy glanced over his shoulder uneasily at the locked

doors, then went and sat down in the front row next to the female

from the pack. Bronaugh sidled closer to him without thinking about

it. She didn’t want to delve into the reasons for her attraction at the

moment.

There was nothing to do now but watch and wait and see what

happened.

The alpha who wore her cousin’s pendant strode into the center of

the arena and climbed to the top of one of the rises, his boots slipping
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in the dirt. The crowd whooped and hollered with enthusiasm when

he made it without falling. Some of them even blew air horns and

banged on cowbells, adding to the noise. He turned in a slow circle

and waved as the crowd cheered and stomped their feet, then gestured

for them to quiet down.

“Welcome to our rodeo!” His voice boomed loud and clear. He

waited while another round of cheering went through the crowd. “I’m

Keegan, alpha of this pack and ringmaster of this here circus. Now as

some of you know, this is not your normal rodeo. It’s better!” The

crowd whooped and clapped. “Some of you have been here before.”

He smiled as a good two-thirds of the people cheered. “If we have any

brave souls out there who think you have what it takes, go see Jace

over there and sign up for the event you’d like to compete in.” He

pointed to the bucking chute where the blond werewolf stood with a

clipboard in his hands.

Jace walked a few steps out into the arena and raised his arm so

everyone could see him. A few younger males immediately jumped up

from their seats and headed his way.

Keegan called for the crowd’s attention again. “All right, y’all!

We’re gonna go ahead and get this party started. Our first event is

gonna be Tie-Down Roping! If you don’t know what that is—and I

don’t know how anyone who lives in this fine state of Texas wouldn’t

know, but just in case you don’t—Tie-Down Roping is a timed event

where the cowboy on horseback catches a calf by throwing a loop of

rope from his lariat. The goal is to toss the rope around its neck, then

dismount and restrain it by tying its legs together. Of course, we’ve

had to make a few adjustments,” he added, gesturing to the uneven

ground around him. “Stone is our first cowboy up!”

A loud rumble sounded from the left, and the crowd went wild.

Bronaugh strained to see around the people who had gotten out of

their seats and were now pressed up against the iron cage. An engine

revved, and the crowd went wild. Her attention was drawn back to

the bucking chute where she could just see the top half of a small

female with dark spiky hair and bedraggled clothes. She was standing

patiently, waiting for the gates to open. Bronaugh strained to get a
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better look through the metal bars of the bucking chute, but she didn’t

really need to. A harsh, angry sob rose from her chest as her body

flashed hot and cold, and rage such as she had never experienced

before rose up to flood her veins. Lucky for her, the sound was

drowned out by the all of the noise.

Bronaugh knew who the “calf” was.
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