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Chapter One 
 

The telephone jangling pulled Delaney Ramsey out of a deep sleep. She turned the digital 
clock on the nightstand toward her, squinting against the bright green numbers. Three a.m.  She 
fumbled for the receiver. 

“If you’re calling at this ungodly hour, someone had better be dead,” she mumbled into 
the phone. 

“Delaney, tis Eli McCraigen.” 
She sat up, pulling the duvet cover with her. Why was the Keeper of the Stone calling 

her? “What’s wrong, Eli?”  
“Dinna worry yerself. Tis good news.” 
She slumped back against the headboard and yawned, the adrenalin draining away with 

his words. “If it’s such good news, why couldn’t you wait until tomorrow?” 
“I need ye tae call a special meeting o’ the council before they get away from the city.” 
“All fifteen of them?” 
“Nay, just the senior council. I’ve a new Promised One tae present tae them.” 
“Why wasn’t he presented last night at Samhain?” 
“He hadnae committed tae the cause and he dinna have a ring until minutes before 

midnight.” 
“This is highly irregular, Eli. I don’t know if I can get council to agree.” 
 “Ye have tae. He’s a verra special man.” 
 “A Promised One who hasn’t even had his ring more than a few hours. That’s unheard 

of. How can you expect someone like that to pass even one proof test?” 
“He‘s already shown me two—and they’re not the paltry tests most Promised Ones have 

failed. He has the elusive, legendary powers and he did them using the power of other shifters’ 
rings.” 

She snapped awake. “Other shifters’ rings? Whose?” 
“Mine, Alexi Jordan’s and Sylvia Jordan’s.” 
Delaney switched the light on, knocking her eyeglasses to the floor with the motion. 

Great. She’d just bought those glasses. She leaned over the edge of the bed, retrieved the glasses 
and put them on. “Sylvia Jordan Riley?” 

“Tis that what the she-witch is calling herself now?” 
“Seems so. Her name has come across my desk in her official capacity with Homeland 

Security.” 
“And that’s the other thing I need from ye. Sylvia’s butting intae Rhys’ and Alexi’s jobs 

and personal lives. I’m pretty certain she knows who he is too. I need reinforcements.” 
In all the years she’d known Eli, he’d never asked for assistance. And he comes to me 

now. At the worst possible time. “I’m honored that you’d think of me, but I can’t do more than 



call the council for you. You’ll need to ask one of them to get your reinforcements.” 
“Fine, the council can arrange that, but I need ye on a more personal mission.”  
“I’m in the middle of something very important and time consuming. I can’t possibly 

help right now.” 
“Dinna ye know who’s asking ye, lassie?” 
She knew all right. The most powerful man in the entire Turning Stone Society. She was 

crazy to even consider turning him down. Her position on the council could rest on his say so. 
But finding her daughter meant more to her than anything else. “Normally I’d be willing to die 
for you, Eli, but—” 

 “Let’s pray that dying won’t be what we’ll be needing. But I could be putting ye in a 
verra dangerous position.” 

That did it. No way could she help if it might cost her life. Not now. Not until she found 
Lila. “I’m sorry. I can’t.” 

“I need ye, Delaney. Come tae Memorial hospital and see me. I’m in ER.” 
“ER? Are you all right?”  
“We had a little run-in with a panther.” 
“We?”  
“Aye, me, Alexi, and the Promised One I mentioned. How soon can ye get here?” 
She’d never known Eli to get injured in a battle beyond a scratch or two. It just didn’t 

happen. Did it mean his powers were failing him? Or something worse? She flung the covers 
back and shoved her feet into her slippers. “I’ll be there as soon as I can get in touch with the 
council. Where should I tell them we’ll meet?” 

“Alexi Jordan’s house. This afternoon at three o’clock. I’ll text ye the address and 
directions.” 

“You text?” 
“I may be auld, Delaney, but I’ve kept up with every newfangled thing that has ever 

crossed my path, including the horseless carriage and electricity. Glorified typing isnae that hard. 
It’s imperative all the senior council comes. Don’t take no for an answer.” 

* 
Delaney pulled into the hospital parking lot a little after six and headed for ER. “Can you 

tell me where Eli McCraigen is?” she asked the nurse at the reception desk. 
“McCraigen.” The nurse ran her finger down the list of names on her admittance sheet. “I 

don’t see a McCraigen.” 
Maybe he’d used an alias. “Scottish accent. Came in with panther wounds.” 
“You don’t mean the DOA?” 
“Someone died from panther wounds?” 
The nurse’s head bobbed. “Tore him to pieces. Who’d ever think we’d see that. But then 

you see a lot of weird stuff in ER around Halloween.” 
“The patient I’m looking is definitely alive.” 
The nurse checked the list again. “I’ve got someone who was admitted at the same time 

of the DOA. But it’s not a man.” 
What did he say the other names were? Some kind of river. Jordan? “Alexi Jordan?” 
“Yeah. She’s in room 5B.” She buzzed the door open. “Don’t stay too long. She’s in 

pretty bad shape.” 
Eli greeted her with a bear hug that Delaney did not return. “You tricked me,” she said, 

frowning.  “I expected to see you lying in that bed.” 



“I dinna say I was the injured one. Ye jumped tae yer own conclusions.” 
She did that a lot, especially when she was emotionally invested. “You could have said 

who was hurt.” 
“Aye, I could have, but then ye wouldnae come, would ye?” 
 “No. And now that I know you’re okay I’m not going to stay.” She turned to leave but 

Eli placed his hand on her arm.  
“Stay.” His eyes pleaded with her.  
She shook her head. “I told you I can’t.” Eli grasped her other arm with his free hand and 

peered into her eyes. She tried to look away but his piercing stare held her captive, searching her 
soul.  

“I can help ye with whatever yer problem is,” Eli whispered. “But ye havetae stay and let 
me.” 

She broke his hold and moved out of reach. What she had to do, no one could do for her. 
She wouldn’t let them. But now that she was here, she might as well find out what Eli wanted, 
then she’d turn him down ... again. If she listened, maybe he’d stop hounding her. 

“The nurse warned me not to stay too long.” 
“I’ll make the introductions, tell ye what I want, then let ye think about it,” Eli said. 
That didn’t sound like he‘d be backing off any time soon. She might have made a tactical 

error.  
Eli pointed to the bed. “This is Alexi Jordan.” 
Alexi held out a pale, bandaged arm. “Eli told me all about you, Delaney. I’m glad to 

meet you.” 
Delaney moved to the bedside and gently grasped Alexi’s hand. “I hear the other fellow 

didn’t fare as well as you. How are you feeling?” 
“Better, now that Rhys has joined me.” She turned toward Rhys. “Delaney, this is my 

partner—” 
“Fiancée,” Rhys interjected. 
Alexi blushed. “Fiancée,” she said. “Secret fiancée, Rhys Temple.” 
“The Promised One I told ye aboot,” Eli said. 
“Secret?” Delaney asked. 
“It’s a long story, one that I’ll tell you later,” Alexi said, smiling. “That is if you stay 

around to mentor me.” 
Delaney turned to Eli. “Is this what you wanted me to do?” 
“Aye. Ye did such a fine job with yer daughter I thought it would be good tae have ye 

mentor next year’s Promised One.” 
Delaney choked back a response, clamping her lips together to keep her chin from 

trembling. If Eli knew what her relationship with her daughter had turned into he’d never ask her 
to mentor anyone. But she couldn’t tell him, because that would mean letting him and everyone 
else know she’d failed as a mother. And now, just when she’d had a chance to fix the 
relationship, Lila had disappeared. 

Eli prattled on, apparently oblivious to her pain. “She has the loveliest bairn, Alexi. Ye’ll 
love her the minute ye meet her. About yer age, isn’t she, Delaney? I remember once when—” 

“Eli,” Alexi said quietly, nodding toward Delaney. 
Eli turned and looked at Delaney. She loosened her grip on her mouth, trying to appear as 

if nothing bothered her, but the trembling refused to go away. Can’t let them know. She willed 
her jaw still, cleared her throat, and spoke carefully to keep out the tremor.  



“Lila’s thirty. I’d guess that’s your age now, Alexi, since Eli says you’ll be a Promised 
One next year. When’s your birthday?” The small talk didn’t help. Delaney felt the rush of 
emotion flood over her and knew what followed. No way would she give into that in front of 
strangers. She patted Alexi’s arm. “It was nice to meet you, dear,” she said, abruptly changing 
the topic. “But I’ve got to go now. I’ve things to do before the council meeting this afternoon.” 
She nodded to Rhys, glared at Eli, and rushed out of the room. She didn’t even make it around 
the corner before Eli grabbed her arm.  

“Ye canna run off like that,” he said. 
She whirled around to face him. “I can and I will.” She shook off his grip. “What was all 

that business about Lila?” 
“I thought Alexi might find it interesting.” 
“No you didn’t.” He’d plucked the very thing she tried to hide from him straight from her 

heart. He was the one who found it interesting. 
He shrugged his broad shoulders. “Sometimes I havetae do what I havetae do.” 
“No fair looking into my heart like that, Eli.” 
“I canna see anything ye dinna want tae share.” 
She leaned against the ER wall, her legs suddenly weak, and stared at the symmetrical 

pattern in the linoleum. Everything used to be as straightforward and simple as the outline on the 
floor. But since Lila’s disappearance nothing made any sense. She was off kilter, terrified, and 
desperate. 

She should have stayed away. She didn’t know how, but he’d always been able to see 
things no one else could. But was he right? Did she really want him to know about Lila? 

“What’s the matter with yer daughter?” 
She looked up at him. “Don’t you know that too?” 
“I canna read yer mind, only see yer pain ... and tell it’s connected tae Lila. Let me help 

ye.” 
“I have to do this alone.” 
“A single man canna be the pallbearer.”  
Odd that he chose a proverb about the dead when that was her biggest fear about Lila.  
When she didn’t respond, Eli continued. “A burden’s lighter when shared.” 
“Not jail time,” she muttered.  
“Is that what yer afeered of? Going tae jail? By the Druid’s beard! What are ye planning, 

Delaney?” 
“Nothing you need to worry about.”  
“I’ll be doing that unless I have ye in my sight, and after what I’ve seen, I’ll have ye in 

my sights one way or another.” 
She pushed away from the wall. Eli was a man of his word—a persistent man of his 

word. She’d learned that about him a long time ago. “If I mentor Alexi will you quit hounding 
me about this?” 

“Aye.” 
“Fine. Then let’s go back into the room and get it over.” So I can get on to my own 

business. 
“Guid news,” Eli said, as he ushered Delaney back into the room. “She’s agreed tae 

mentor ye, Alexi.” 
Alexi eyed Delaney. “No pressure?” 
“He’s a man whose charms are hard to resist,” Delaney said noncommittally. 



Alexi smiled at her. “I fully understand and I’m glad you came back.” 
Delaney scanned Alexi’s aura. A pale blue shimmered at the edge of her ring aura. No 

dark spots. She was telling the truth. Maybe she could redeem herself as a mentor with Alexi. At 
the very least she could try. She turned to Eli. “So tell me about this year’s Promised One.” 

* 
Harry Williams paused at the entrance to Alexi’s ER room when he heard the voices 

inside. She had company. His hand hovered over the doorknob, uncertain. He peeked in through 
a crack in the window curtain. The only people he recognized were Alexi and Rhys. He turned 
from the door. He’d come back later.  

“Captain,” Rhys called as he opened the door. “Come in.” 
“I’m not intruding?” 
“No. Alexi will be glad to see you.” 
Harry stepped into the room, going immediately to Alexi’s bedside. He sat the small vase 

of flowers he’d brought on the nightstand. “Didn’t know what kind you liked.” 
She picked up the vase, held the flowers to her nose, and inhaled. “These are gorgeous, 

Captain. Thank you.” 
He scanned the tubes stuck into his favorite homicide detective’s arms. She looked so 

helpless wired up like that. Not at all like the fearless woman he knew. “You going to be okay?” 
“I’ve got to stay in for a few days, but then I should be fine.”  
He looked at Rhys. “How did you let her get mauled by a panther?” 
“She ran in ahead of me ... like she always does.” 
“Headstrong woman,” Harry said to Alexi.  
“That’s what makes me so good,” she replied with a smile. Harry looked around the room 

at the other visitors. Alexi waved her bandaged arm toward the older man. “This is Eli 
McCraigen, an old friend of Baron’s, and this,” she said, pointing to the woman, “is Delaney 
Ramsey. Our boss, Captain Harry Williams.” 

He gave Eli a cursory nod and then turned toward Delaney. A pair of turquoise eyes 
looked out of a china doll face, with the slightest hint of middle age creased around her cupid 
bow mouth. It took a minute before he found his voice. “Ms. Delaney,” he said with a nod. “Nice 
to meet you.” His voice cracked like a teenager. 

She smiled and her face lit up. At his expense, no doubt. He hadn’t jumped octaves like 
that since his acne cleared up thirty-five years ago. He swept his gaze over her. She had a body 
as great as her face. She caught him sizing her up.  She blushed and then returned the favor.  

He responded to her once-over faster than he thought possible. It had been a long time 
since any woman made him react like that. He gave her one last look and then turned away. 
Women were a distraction. One he’d only dallied with occasionally since his wife left him. They 
all ran the minute they heard he was a career cop.  

“When are you coming back in, Temple?” 
“Tomorrow. I’m staying with Alexi, at least until they get her a real room.” 
He nodded. “No longer. I want you back STAT to deal with that Homeland Security 

official Sylvia Riley. She’s made herself too much at home for my taste.” He nodded to Eli and 
Delaney. “I’ll be back to see you later,” he told Alexi.  

* 
Delaney watched Harry’s backside exit the room. It was a nicely sculpted, tight rear for a 

man his age. “He seems like a nice boss,” she said. 
“He has his moments,” Alexi replied. “He seemed taken with you.”  



“Really?” Something jumped in her stomach, twirling somersaults. “How could you 
tell?” 

Alexi crooked her finger at Delaney motioning her to come closer. “The front of his pants 
tented.” 

A hot flash surged through Delaney, one not borne from menopause.  
“And unless I miss my guess, you’re interested in him too.” 
She stared at Alexi. Did she have Eli’s gift? “What makes you so sure?” 
Alexi pointed at her shirt. Delaney looked down. Her nipples peaked beneath the cotton 

knit turtleneck. She crossed her arms across her chest to hide the evidence. “It’s just cold in 
here.” 

A mischievous smile curled Alexi’s lips. “That’s why your face is red, I guess.” 
Delaney had a sudden flash of nostalgia. She’d bantered like this with Lila before they’d 

split. She’d missed it. A lot. In spite of the fact that Alexi was calling her on a sexual matter, she 
was enjoying their teasing too. “You’re an impudent little thing,” she said lightly. 

Alexi’s smile widened. “My uncle always said so. And if you ask Rhys he’d probably tell 
you the same thing. Eli too.” 

Delaney straightened up and looked at Eli. A broad grin shone out from his grizzled 
reddish–gray beard. Darn the man. He knew she’d take a liking to Alexi. Was there nothing she 
could hide from him? 

She hoped so, because he wouldn’t like what she had planned for whoever took her 
daughter one bit. 

 
Chapter Two 

 
Sylvia Jordan Riley winced as Falhman dug in her shoulder and extracted a bullet. He 

dropped it into the trash and swabbed the wound. “You want to tell me how you got this?” he 
asked, as he reached for the needle to stitch up the gaping hole. 

“Chasing Promised Ones.” And the man who murdered my ex-husband. 
“I hope it was worth this.” 
“It was.” She’d torn Baron's killer to shreds, but that wasn’t the best part of her news.  

“I’ve found someone who shifted with me by pulling the power from my ring. A Promised One 
whose skill is legendary.”  

Falhman stopped stitching and stared intently at Sylvia, his eyes glittering with 
undisguised interest. “Is he a rogue shifter?” 

“I don’t think he’s any kind of shifter. He seemed startled when the shift occurred.” 
“A non-shifter who can use the ring without the incantation? What’s his name?” 
Temple. Rhys Temple. There’s only one problem,” Sylvia continued. “He’s in love with 

Baron Jordan’s niece Alexi.” 
“I thought that whole family was dead.” 
“She’s the last one left and I think she's on track as a Promised One.” 
Falhman went back to stitching. “Get rid of her and get this Rhys fellow. If we can 

control someone with that kind of power, we can control the world.”   
Sylvia looked at her superior. He made it sound so simple. Kill Alexi Jordan and pull 

Rhys to the dark side. Piece of cake? Not if a Jordan was involved. And from her recent dealings 
with Alexi, she knew there would be one heck of a fight if she tried to take her man away. 

Falhman knotted the thread and cut off the end. “That should do for now, but I’d keep an 



eye on it. Some antibiotic ointment would be in order too.” He put the surgery equipment back 
into the medical case on his desk. “You missed last night’s Samhain meeting.” 

Sylvia pointed to her shoulder. “Sorry. I was a little busy. Anything happen I should 
know about?” 

“You’re getting a new mentee. He should be here any minute.” As if on cue, a rap 
sounded at the door. “Enter,” Falhman called.  

Sylvia’s breath caught in her throat as the door opened. “Rhys Temple,” she whispered as 
the man entered. She turned to Falhman. “Why didn’t you tell me you knew who Rhys was?” 

“Because I don’t,” Falhman said. “This is Roc, our newest, and most skilled, Promised 
One of this year.” 

“He’s a dead ringer for Rhys.” Sylvia raked her gaze over Roc’s tall, muscular body. “Do 
you have a brother?” 

“Not that I know of.” 
“Roc is the adopt son of Cecile and Caroline Decker.” 
Sylvia circled Roc, taking in every inch of his form.  His head turned, watching her 

assessment. “So you could have a brother,” she said. 
“I suppose I could. But I’m thinking it’s not my brother you’re interested in.” A lazy 

smile lit up his face with a sensual come-hither-look that sent spirals of desire up Sylvia’s spine.  
He was right about that. 
If they were brothers, could Roc do the same things as Rhys? Her one passionate tryst 

with Rhys, that had caused them to mind shift, had freaked him out, but she found it extremely 
erotic. As a potential Promised One, Roc knew how to shift very well. Would that make mind 
shifting sex even better?  

“What do I need to teach him?” she asked Falhman. 
“Let’s test him first. See if he can do what you mentioned.” 
Sylvia trailed her hand over Roc’s bicep. He tightened the muscle under her caress. “With 

pleasure.” This was one assignment she would enjoy. She looped her arm through his and pulled 
him out the door. “Your place or mine?”  

“The lady’s, of course. I find women always relax more in familiar surroundings. A 
relaxed woman is easier to pleasure.” 

She tipped her head and looked at him. “A Casanova?” 
“I prefer to call myself a lover of women. And, if you don’t mind my saying so, you are 

quite a woman.” 
She didn’t mind one bit. In fact, if he kept up the compliments and those lascivious stares 

they might not even make it past the back seat of her car. “Tell me about yourself,” she said, 
changing the conversation to keep her libido on a more even keel until they were behind closed 
doors. 

He grinned at her. “I like screamers.” 
Locked, closed doors. “I like to scream. But that’s not what I meant. Who is Roc Decker, 

besides adopted son of Cecile and Caroline?” 
“Just your ordinary rogue shape shifter destined to become Promised One and ruler of all 

he sees.” He opened the driver’s door for her and helped her in. “What you see is what you get,” 
he said, as he closed the door. 

He crossed in front of the car. She definitely wanted to get what she saw. An urgency 
pulsed through her. Even if they didn’t mind shift, she knew this was going to be one 
unbelievable afternoon. He dropped onto the passenger seat and she gunned out of the parking 



space before he’d even slammed the door shut.   
“In a hurry?” He placed his hand on her knee and slid it up her thigh. 
Sylvia forced herself to focus on the road, ignoring the rush of heat that preceded his 

roving fingers. She needed to be in control and he was shattering every bit she had. “Seems like 
you are.” She reached over and grabbed his crotch. His fingers stopped moving.  

“I wouldn’t do that right now,” he said. 
“You either, or we won’t make it to my hotel. I don’t think Falhman would like it if we 

we’re hauled in for screwing on the city street, in the back of a parked rental car.” 
He moved his hand off her thigh. “Probably not, but just thinking about it gives me a 

thrill.” 
She pressed the accelerator down and dodged through the traffic. Thinking about it gave 

her an orgasm. Yeah, she was going to like this assignment. 


