






“All I want to do is kiss you…



“…and I don’t know if you want that or not. Do you?” Automatically, Colt’s breath hitched.


Touched by his sudden vulnerability, Shelly hesitated. The specter of making mistakes with men in the past made her freeze. She shouldn’t do this. And yet, her heart screamed to reach out. Blindly, Shelly lifted her hand and slid it across his cheek. Mistake or not, she followed her pounding heart.


“Yes, I’d like to kiss you, Colt.”


Shocked by her admittance, Colt felt her lips settle against his own. Shelly’s mouth was soft and pliant.


Groaning internally, Colt swept his arms around Shelly and brought her fully against him. He captured her and tasted her. Just the grazing touch of her soft skin against his sent a keen ache through him. Fire ignited within as he deepened their kiss….
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Dear Reader,

How can two people from different cultures ever understand one another, much less learn to work together as a well-oiled team?

Shelly Godwin from Canmore, Canada, is a very famous vortex hunter. Colt Black, at twenty-eight years old, is a Navajo medicine man in training from Arizona. A series of dreams brings them together for a life-changing meeting in Banff.

I had great fun going to Banff National Park in Canada. There are few places on Earth that can rival the mystical beauty of the Rocky Mountains in this park. Since most of the action takes place in Banff, I had to hike in a lot of places to ensure that I was describing them accurately.

I loved writing this book, a part of the continuing series of WARRIORS FOR THE LIGHT. I had the most fun showing how our terribly mistake-ridden human side impacts others and situations far into the future. Enjoy!

Warmly,

Lindsay McKenna







To Joanne Prater, friend and sister author who writes wonderful books! I’m glad you’re in my life and my friend—through twenty-five years—wow! Thanks for being who you are.
 http://joannakmoore.weebly.com

and

To Linda and Eric Haggard, friends and truly healers for all. Thank you for your wonderful friendship over the past decade. Your approach to healing as a physician’s assistant and physical therapist are a boon to the Sedona, Arizona, area at the Sedona Integrative Medical Clinic. I’m glad you are in my life.
 www.celebrationsoflight.com
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Chapter 1



Six-year-old Colt Black froze, hiding the fact that he was shaking. He lay near a thin-paned window that had been built into the plaster, mud and timber of the hogan built by his Navajo grandparents. It was a warm summer night. The son of a famous medicine man, Colt couldn’t show fear—ever. Medicine men were considered courageous. Heroic. Powerful. But fear rippled through him like the evil lightning that often came in the summer thunderstorms to stalk the Navajo reservation. Navajos feared two things—being struck by lightning and getting bitten by a rattlesnake. If bitten or struck, the person was sent away from their family forever. No one wanted the curse of bad energy hanging around.

This time it wasn’t the thunder that had awakened him. His parents had brought the family to visit his father’s parents. His sister, Mary, a year younger than him, slept with her back next to Colt. They were all in the large hogan. During his family’s visit, his father, Harvey Black, had placed him at the low window to sleep. Big mistake as something had awakened Colt. Rubbing his eyes, he saw the moon shining brightly through the small, dusty window.

A face suddenly appeared at the window, and a scream lodged in Colt’s throat. Through wide, shocked eyes he stared at the coyote and man who seemed to be melded together into one head and body.

It was a Skin Walker!

This was the most feared of all the sorcerers on the Navajo reservation. Colt’s father was a medicine man of good standing and fine reputation. But there were others who wanted only domination and didn’t care about helping. They were witches who worked with the dark side of energy. These men lusted after power and unconditional control. They could shape-shift into the body of a coyote and possessed superhuman strength. Skin Walkers prowled through the night in hopes of possessing the soul of a human who had been caught outdoors after dark.

Colt should have felt safe but he didn’t. He was unable to move as his gaze met the glittering, gleaming eyes of the Skin Walker. The monster’s mouth opened and he smiled. The canines of a coyote-man dripped with saliva. He pressed his muzzle against the glass, his nose flattening against it.

No! Colt tried to move. Terror and chills worked up his spine. The eyes of the Skin Walker continued to stare into him. Lips lifted away from its teeth in a savage grimace. Colt’s young mind screamed. His mouth worked, but nothing came out. He was truly paralyzed, a captive of this grisly sorcerer.

His small hands clenched into fists as the Skin Walker’s entire head filled the window. Where his black nose pressed hard and flattened against the glass, puffs of moisture came and went. Only a quarter of an inch separated them. If only Colt could cry out for help. His father’s snoring reminded him that he was nearby. Why didn’t his father wake up? He was a medicine man with powerful paranormal sight, a great healer among their people. Mind frantic, Colt could only stare at the snarling mouth, the yellowed teeth and the dripping saliva.

It was then that Skin Walker lifted his paw; his nails were long, jagged and gnarled. Colt stared at them, mesmerized. The high, screeching sound of claws scraping against glass continued at the window. Savagely, the Skin Walker tried to claw through it to get at Colt. Instinctively, Colt thrust out his hand and touched his sister Mary’s hip. She was asleep. Didn’t she feel the evil of the Skin Walker who wanted to possess him?

His heart was beating so wildly in his chest he thought it would pop. Why didn’t anyone wake up? And then, a scream finally lurched out of Colt’s mouth. It was a high, truncated shriek. Mary stirred and instantly joined in, disoriented and frightened.

The whole family awakened, but not soon enough, for Colt caught the Skin Walker silently mouthing a curse at him. In seconds, it disappeared from the window, dust rising in the wake of its departure.

Now, many years later, Colt jerked awake, quickly sitting up on his pallet, the light sheet pooling around his hips. He was sweating, his heart pounding. He shakily pushed his fingers through his short hair and tried to forget the savage glitter in the Skin Walker’s eyes. The nightmare had stalked him at least once a week since that horrible night. His life had been forever changed by that experience. Looking up, Colt watched the moonlight leaking through the gauzy curtains across the three windows of his small hogan. It was summer. He’d opened the windows, the screens were in place. No one drove or walked outside at night. When the sun went down, people were inside, doors locked against the roving Skin Walkers who moved like silent, deadly shadows across the desert landscape.


Another ugly scene arose from his memory. Mary…his little sister. Something life-changing had happened the following week after the Skin Walker had come to the window of the hogan and tried to get at Colt and his sister.

Their father, Harvey Black, was late getting back from a ceremony. He’d taken Colt and Mary with him since he wanted his children to see what he did. Their pickup had coughed, sputtered and rolled to a stop on a dirt road. Harvey had tried several times to get it to start, but the engine was dead.

Terrified when his father had left them in the pickup as darkness fell, Colt was charged with keeping the windows up, the doors locked and Mary safe. A friend’s hogan was a mile down the road and Harvey was going there for help.

Colt hadn’t dared ask his father about the Skin Walkers. He was too ashamed after his screaming a week earlier. Instead, Colt sat stiffly, his arms around Mary in the hot, stuffy truck cab. He’d watched the dusk deepen and sink into the ink of the night. Colt couldn’t see the beauty of the stars twinkling overhead. No. He felt a Skin Walker nearby. Stalking them. The man-animal laughed to himself in glee that he had two victims to possess.

Rubbing his face, Colt sighed as he tried to erase the horror of that night. It was impossible. The Skin Walker on silent pads approached from the rear of the truck. Colt felt him coming. Mary was asleep in his arms, completely unaware of the danger they were in. Suddenly, the coyote shape-shifter lifted his lips in a snarl and placed his yellow fangs against the driver’s-side window. With his claws, he worked to open the door. Colt went into shock.

The Skin Walker howled, laughed. Drool came out of the sides of his mouth as he walked around the truck again and again. He clawed at the windows, halted, then pulled on the locked door latch. The pickup shook with the power of his efforts to get to them.

Colt sat there, mouth pursed, his arms tight around Mary, heart pounding. The nightmare didn’t seem as if it would ever end.

Finally, the Skin Walker, who had tried every way to get into the truck, got impatient. Shape-shifting back into a human, he cursed them in Navajo, left and then returned with a huge rock in his hands.

To his everlasting terror, Colt watched the rock smash through the driver’s-side window. It cracked into thousands of weblike lines. The Skin Walker’s laugh and howl made every hair on Colt’s body stand up. With one hard smack of the sorcerer’s palm, the window burst into the cab, scattering like hundreds of shattered diamonds all over them. After shape-shifting back into a coyote, the Skin Walker reached in and dragged Mary to the other side of the pickup. Colt screamed and tried to place himself in front of her.

In moments, the Skin Walker had jerked open the door. Colt would never forget the rotting, dead odor around the coyote, those wild yellow eyes. As much as he could, he kept kicking at the monster. Mary pressed up against him and the door, crying out.

Colt felt the hot sting of the Skin Walker’s fingernails as he raked them across his cheek. Though frightened, he felt no pain. All he wanted to do was stop the Skin Walker from taking both of them. The survival instinct gave him the courage to combat the sorcerer. But nothing stopped the Skin Walker from looming inside the cab, his narrowed eyes fixed on Mary. No!

Even as Colt tried to fight back, the Skin Walker snarled and struck Colt in the face. A terrible crunching sounded inside Colt’s head. The blow was so powerful, it knocked him unconscious.

When he came to later, his father and his friend stood panicked over him. Mary was gone! Colt tried to tell them everything, but his front teeth had been knocked out, his mouth was swollen. It was the only time he’d heard his father scream and then begin to sob. In the end, they’d found Mary two days later, after a massive search, dead upon the slopes of a mesa where the Skin Walker was known to live. Shortly after that, his father had taken a rifle, stalked the witch and shot him dead. No one on the reservation ever told law enforcement anything. But everyone knew that his father had killed the male witch known as Yellow Teeth.

Colt had never forgiven himself since that night. He should have protected Mary more. If he had, she would be alive today.

Getting up, the moonlight gleaming against his naked body, he walked over to the small kitchen counter and poured himself a glass of water.

As he drank, the cooling liquid refreshed him. He set the glass down on the counter and glanced at his watch. It was 1:00 a.m. and he had to get back to sleep.

As he settled back down on his pallet and pulled the sheet up to his waist, Colt closed his eyes. The fear had dissolved. How long was this nightmare going to follow at his heels? He was twenty-eight years old. It was ridiculous, he thought, that this same nightmare could trail him for so long. Sighing softly, he punched the pillow and lay on his side, his back to the windows.

As the son of a famous Navajo medicine man, Colt couldn’t speak of his horrors. He’d learned his lesson. Way back when, his father had laughed that night when he’d heard the story from Colt, saying it had only been a dream. Looking back on it, that first visit to the hogan was only the beginning. Yellow Teeth had targeted Colt and Mary and wanted to possess them.

Because Colt didn’t want to sleep by that window, he’d cried. He wanted to curl up against his mother. She had already taken weeping Mary in her arms and had allowed her to sleep beside her after the incident. Disappointed, his father scolded him, stressing that he was a young man now and no longer had the luxury of a mother’s arms to protect him. After all, Colt was the first-born son and was expected to show courage, not cowardice, in the face of such danger.

Harvey shook his finger in Colt’s face and told him he was a coward. Only one without courage screamed in the face of fear—real or not. Colt was forced by his disappointed father to lie back down facing that same window. When he awoke the next morning, they had a naming ceremony for him: Colt Runs Away. In Navajo society, one was given a name after birth, but it could be changed at any time depending upon events in a person’s life. Well, at six years old Colt had been renamed and coward was whispered on the lips of all his relatives from that time onward.

This was danger mixed with violence, threat and raw evil, but it made no difference to his family. Lying here now, as an adult, Colt went through the entire scenario again as he had thousands of times before. His father had told him from an early age that Skin Walkers were male witches who possessed a coyote spirit in order to possess a person. And once possessed, that person became zombielike. They drifted like detached, lifeless ghosts through their lives. Outsiders would say they were addicted to drugs by their vacant-eyed stare, their inability to feel or react to any emotions. They all died unnatural and early deaths. Colt shivered internally. At six years old, actually seeing a Skin Walker through the window had driven the terror home.

Colt had not wanted to follow in his father’s footsteps because it was well-known that sorcerers constantly battled medicine men for supremacy on the reservation. There was a shield to protect a medicine man from possession and his father had taught Colt how to protect himself. Raw courage in the face of such evil was expected of him.

Everyone’s courage had been tested the night Yellow Teeth had stolen and killed Mary. Colt grew up hounded by Yellow Teeth in spirit. Skin Walkers were just as powerful without a body. To this day Colt had to keep the bubble of protection around himself twenty-four hours a day or the shape-shifter would attack and possess him.

His last thought was to keep up the shield of protection against evil in general and against possession and sorcery in particular. Colt was saved from further mental anguish because he fell into a deep sleep.

The dream started out like fog stealing quietly across the landscape of his mind. Colt found himself standing in a grassy, wildflower-strewn bank with thick fir trees on the high side of the sloping area. A few feet below an oval turquoise lake glittered like a jewel amongst the snow-clad mountains surrounding him. It was morning; the sun was warm on his body. Above, a few puffy clouds floated in the sky. He heard the sharp, short call of a woodpecker in a nearby fir and saw it fly down to the lake and disappear into another tree stand near a rocky bank.

What was this place? Colt could wake up within his dream and explore. His father called it lucid dreaming and it was a skill that ran through the family’s bloodline. As he turned around, Colt noticed human activity above him. Hikers on a forest trail walked toward a one-story rock building just a few feet above the lake where he stood. He smelled frying bacon and fresh hot coffee. This cabin appeared to be a restaurant. Hikers climbed the wooden steps and came out with their food and paper cups filled with steaming coffee. The laughter, the smiles of the people made Colt feel good. He liked the place’s energy.


And then, a young woman came down the well-trodden trail toward the restaurant. She had shoulder-length red hair and the most vivid hazel eyes he’d ever seen. She was beautiful in a natural way, and Colt was mesmerized by her grace as she walked along the trail above him. She was alone. Tall and curvy, she carried a yellow backpack, a dark green baseball cap shaded her eyes and a camera was hung around her neck. A set of formfitting jeans and a bright red T-shirt outlined her long legs and lush curves. She had to be just a few inches shorter than his six feet. Most of all, as she drew closer, Colt liked the blanket of freckles across her cheeks. Her skin was flushed from exertion at this altitude. His heart lurched. How badly he wanted to talk with this woman.

Something pushed Colt to do just that. As a Navajo he had been taught to try to walk in harmony and not to be the proverbial bull in the china shop. Being pushy wasn’t built into his demeanor. Not until now. As he hurried up the bank and onto the trail, Colt’s heart hammered with fear of rejection along with unparalleled excitement.

“Hey,” Colt called, lifting his hand. “I’m Colt Black. Who are you?”

The woman stopped, smiling as he drew near her. “I’ve been waiting to meet you, Colt.”

Stunned by her comment, Colt stared at her. “You were?”


“Yes.” She turned and pointed down at the lake. “We have to find the emerald sphere. It’s in the area of a vortex in a lake shaped like this. Are you ready? There’s a sorcerer who wants it, too, and he would kill for it.” She searched his eyes, her face serious, her gaze intent. “Will you go with me, Colt? I can’t do this alone. You are my chosen partner on this important journey.”

“An emerald sphere?” Colt wondered what this was all about.

“Yes, the world needs it. Only you can help me.”

“But, you said a sorcerer would try to kill us if we looked for it?” Instantly, Yellow Teeth’s narrowed face, feral yellow eyes and drooling mouth appeared to Colt. Being hunted by a sorcerer was nothing new to him. Was Yellow Teeth the sorcerer going after this sphere in her dream?

“As a team, we can protect one another. We have to find it before he does.” Her lips pursed, she searched his face. “Please come with me. I can’t do this by myself.”

Colt wondered if this woman really understood the constant threat of this deadly sorcerer. Even a beautiful dream like this was disintegrating before the evil of his nemesis, Yellow Teeth. Her auburn brows knitted and he sensed her disappointment. Colt tried to think of a polite way to speak about the Skin Walker to her.


“You’re afraid,” she accused.

The words hit Colt like ice. There was a note of challenge in her green, brown and gold eyes. Her voice was soft but husky, with a hint of steel behind it. She had courage to call him a coward.

“You don’t know what you’re talking about,” he muttered. In some ways, she reminded him of Mary, so vulnerable and innocent.

She eyed him intently. “Oh, yes, I do.”

“I’m not the one you’re seeking.” A protective instinct arose in him and he feared for this woman’s life. Didn’t she know the danger Yellow Teeth harbored? He didn’t want this lovely young woman harmed. The Skin Walker had told him many times that he would stalk him from the spirit world and someday, when Colt did not have his protection in place, he would kill him just as he’d killed his little sister.

“You’re exactly who I’m looking for.” She pushed her index finger into his chest to emphasize her words. Her eyes grew fierce as she held his gaze. “You have a strong heart. You stand for the quiet goodness that we’re all seeking in this world. You’re the one I’ve come to meet and no one else will do. I know your courage even if others cannot see it.”

Colt searched the woman’s large, beautiful eyes. Her mouth, full and soft-looking, lifted at the corners. “You don’t want me for this mission.”


“Your heart is pure. A strong heart full of goodness is the only antidote against sorcery and evil. Love conquers everything, even sorcerers. No, you’re the one I want at my side.”

Her fervent, emotional plea touched him deeply. He continued to watch her, trying to figure out who she was. Colt thought she might be in her mid-twenties. The wind touched her hair and it moved restlessly across her proud shoulders. Her feistiness and courage shook Colt to his roots. He wanted to be with her. A new kind of strength flooded him.

“How am I to meet you?” he asked, regretting that he only wanted to continue this new alliance. How could he involve this woman in his ugly, festering world of terror and violence?

She grinned. “You need to get into your car and drive here, to Banff National Park in Canada. I will meet you at the Château Lake Louise at 3:00 p.m. five days from now. That will be July fifth.”

“But…what is your name?”

The dream faded and Colt awoke with a jolt. This had been one of those dreams he had heard about from medicine men. A cosmic signpost that guided a person toward some important and life-changing event.

Sitting up, Colt crossed his legs and pulled the sheet up around his waist. Everything was quiet. He could hear an owl somewhere out on the darkened reservation calling for his mate. Frowning, Colt took a hard look at himself. Maybe this was an opportunity to change his life. He scowled and studied the Navajo rugs across the floor of his hogan. They had been woven by his mother, grandmother and aunts over the years. He wished for the comfort of family through this next journey. Most of all, he wanted to prove that he was better than the child who ran away in fear of a sorcerer.

Was this beautiful white woman real or just part of a dream sent by a Yei, a Navajo god or goddess? Colt eased to his feet. He struck a match and lit a kerosene lamp on the table. After placing the globe over the flame, he walked over to a small desk. He drew out a paper and pen and wrote down everything he recalled from the dream. This was one time he wished for a phone, but none was available in his area.

The most obvious truth from the dream was how magnetically drawn he was to this red-haired white woman with the freckles on her cheeks. She was natural and without makeup. Putting the pen aside, he folded the piece of paper. He would drive his pickup to Flagstaff, Arizona, about fifty miles away and go to a library. There, Colt was sure he’d find the information to show his dream had some basis in reality.

He leaned against the counter and stared off into the semidarkness within the hogan. More than anything, he wanted to change his life. After carrying the weight of a Skin Walker, he was ready for a change.

He opened his wooden trunk, drew out a pair of clean jeans and a white cotton long-sleeved cowboy shirt. As he dressed, Colt decided to drive to Flagstaff as soon as dawn broke. Until the night was chased away by Father Sun, Skin Walkers and ghosts ruled the land. No one dared step out of their hogan.

The thrill of unexpected adventure flowed through Colt. He hadn’t felt this alive—ever. What if this red-haired woman was real? His heart burst open with a rush of joy. Could this dream, this woman, bring him a life filled with light instead of constant darkness? He silently thanked the Yei for sending him this dream of hope. And perhaps the Yei, in their benevolence, were giving him a way to change his fortune and future on the reservation by hunting for this emerald sphere. With her…








Chapter 2



Shelly Godwin wasn’t sure if the instructions in her dream were real or not. She stood on the patio near the Château Lake Louise. The July day was very warm for the Canadian Rockies and she absorbed the welcome sunlight. Lake Louise’s turquoise water shimmered like a blue jewel in the midday sun.

She wasn’t sure what the dream meant. After pushing her red hair off her shoulders, she quickly tied the strands back into a ponytail. Who was this mysterious man she’d invited to meet her here? Shelly had had two dreams. In the first she asked this stranger to come on a mission with her. She’d had a second dream the following night, in which she was told to come to this hotel in Banff National Park in Alberta, Canada. She was to meet the stranger here at this hotel at 3:00 p.m. on July fifth.

She looked at her watch. It was almost time. Who was he and would he show up? Burned by a lifetime of failed relationships with men, Shelly wasn’t sure she wanted to team up with another man for any reason. Yet, her prophetic dreams had never led her astray. She came from a long line of Irish seers and her generational DNA had given her the ability not only to have foretelling dreams but also to find vortexes.

Why on earth would she dream of a man? Terrence, the last failure, had hurt her terribly. She had written a book called Find a Vortex. It had become an instant global bestseller, much to her surprise. Terrence had come into her life to use her and try to ride the coattails of her fame. Shaking her head, Shelly still felt anger that she hadn’t seen his true colors. All he’d wanted to do was use her name and manipulate her into writing a sequel of which he would be the co-author—in name only. The bastard! When would she learn not to trust men? The lessons had been hard, and now Shelly was gun-shy.

Pursing her tense lips, Shelly continued to look at the people coming and going from the chic and expensive hotel. Lake Louise was famous and she saw all kinds of people in hiking gear, all rich enough to pay for such a stay. Oh, she had the money, too. Her book had catapulted her into the domain of the rich and famous. She had gone from eking out a living to being very, very rich. And she liked it. But now she had a new challenge. This new man.

Snorting softly, Shelly rubbed her hands down her jeans and kept watch.

She remembered from one of the dreams that he was dressed like a cowboy.

Rubbing her arms, Shelly frowned. Was she ready for this? Only a year had passed since she’d booted Terrence out of her life. Since then, Shelly had holed up and kept to herself. She continued giving lectures around the world on how to find a vortex, what it was and how to work with one if it was discovered. Her publisher was happy with her. At every lecture, a hundred or more people came, and they all bought her book. She had rebuilt her life. So why did she feel as if it was all about to change?

Turning on the heel of her hiking boot, Shelly kept searching the sea of people walking up and down the smooth flagstone patio that led up to the hotel.

All this because of two crazy dreams! Shelly was used to dreams from her guides. Her parents had taught her from an early age that her guides—or what some might call their guardian angels—would help her throughout her life. Her dreams had always come true, so she had no reason to doubt these recent ones. They just didn’t make sense.

She thought more deeply about the man she’d seen in the dream. He was a ruggedly handsome cowboy dressed in a white cotton shirt and blue jeans. He was sinfully good-looking in a rugged way. What had made him seem dangerous were the four scars across his left cheek, as if someone with long nails had raked his flesh. He had a hardness about him. Where did it come from? She could see it in the way his mouth thinned, the narrowed look in his intense blue eyes. He was awfully standoffish. The sense of danger swirling around him was palpable. And yet she felt no manipulative energy around him. Did it matter? As much as she trusted no man, she couldn’t help but want to know more about this cowboy.

At the end of the dream, she was told her partner would bring the rest of the information. They could piece it together and get an understanding of why they had been brought together on this sacred mission.

The idea intrigued Shelly. A mission. An important one. One that could help the Earth. She was always eager to do anything that could uplift the environment. That was what had made her drive from her home in Canmore, a town just outside the park, here to Lake Louise. Pure curiosity about this mysterious mission had drawn her. Not entirely the man, although Shelly had liked his looks. Again, she looked at her watch. Time was crawling by. Were her dreams really going to come true? She’d know shortly.

 

COLT BLACK PARKED HIS rental car in the hotel’s lot and got out. He stood in the hot July afternoon sunshine, his curiosity level high. He took his black Stetson out of the car and settled it on his head. It was 2:30 p.m.; he had enough time to just stand and open up to the energy of this place. It had taken a lot for him to get from his Navajo reservation to Canada. His conscience smarted.

He’d told his powerful medicine-man father about his dreams and he had urged him to come to Banff. His mother, who was a white woman and teacher on the reservation, had agreed with her husband. When his relatives had found out about it, they became angry. Who would continue to give them money for food? Colt held a part-time construction job in Flagstaff. While he did get paid for conducting ceremonies on his reservation, it wasn’t enough to feed his needy relatives. Some family members had accused him of being selfish. Was he being selfish? It was too late now.


As he scanned the busy parking lot, Colt noticed the huge hotel in the distance. He was used to living on the spare Southwestern desert near Chinle, Arizona. The dream had shown him this hotel and the name above the front entrance. In a second dream, an ancient yet youthful Yei goddess had given him more instructions. The Yei had told him it was important he meet the red-haired woman at 3:00 p.m.

It all seemed strange. This was the first time in Colt’s twenty-eight years of life that he’d ever traveled outside of the U.S.A. His work, his focus, was on the Navajo reservation where he’d been born and lived.

This was different. All of it. He admired the lush greenness of the firs, the mighty Rocky Mountains clothed at their peaks with white snow, their blue granite sides and their lower slopes clothed in evergreen trees. He always loved going to Flagstaff, the nearest large town to the Arizona part of the Navajo reservation, where the Grandmothers, a set of four mighty peaks that rose to fourteen thousand feet, stood above the town. Colt enjoyed his job as a boss of a construction team there because of the coolness at seven thousand feet, the lush trees and shrubs. Where he lived there was desert and plenty of rocks, cactus, red earth and beautiful, towering buttes. But there were no trees like this. Just Juniper, a scrubby, short tree.


Would the red-haired woman of his dreams be here to meet him? Colt looked around. Sometimes he saw the spirit of the Skin Walker in the distance, hiding and watching him. Would Yellow Teeth be here, as well? Even though he didn’t sense his nemesis yet, Colt couldn’t relax. The moment he did, Yellow Teeth would come in and try to possess him. As always, Colt was enclosed in the energy bubble of protection.

Swallowing hard, Colt made his face unreadable. As he watched people driving in and out of the large parking lot, he felt completely out of place. Dressed in his Southwestern clothing, he didn’t blend in at all with the tourists. The cars were new and many were very expensive models compared to the small blue Toyota Prius he had rented at the Calgary airport.

Colt sauntered toward the hotel in the distance, tension tight in his gut. Jays swept around and squawked at him. They, too, seemed to warn him. Jays only cried out in alarm when a threat was imminent. Despite this, he tried to enjoy the wildflowers along the edge of the lot, their heads waving in an inconstant breeze. Most of all, he deeply inhaled the pine-scented air into his lungs. Trying to subdue his curiosity, Colt stepped onto the broad concrete sidewalk and continued toward the magnificent modern hotel.


Part of him was interested and the other was as excited as a little boy. This was a great adventure, his father had told him. One had to follow one’s dreams wherever they led. Still, Colt worried about his relatives. His father had told him they would manage without him until he could fulfill the demand of his dreams: to find this woman. Who was she? He had information to share with her. Nothing had prepared him for this moment in his life.

 

“RENO, I DON’T KNOW what’s wrong.” Calen stood in the mission room of the Vesica Pisces foundation in Quito, Ecuador. She looked at her Apache husband who sat at the desk. “Why am I not getting a dream about where the next sphere is located?”

Reno heard the concern in his wife’s voice and, rising, walked over to her. “I don’t know, Calen.” He slid his arms around her and pulled her against him. After pressing a kiss to her hair, he said in a gruff tone, “Maybe because Robert Cramer was killed on the last mission and the sorcerer Guerra stole the emerald sphere? Or that Victor Guerra, the Dark Lord of the Tupay, has it now? Was he able to find out through the spirit of the emerald where the next one is and where to look for it?”

With a muffled sound of frustration, Calen leaned back enough to search Reno’s cinnamon-colored eyes. “I feel so guilty. I feel as though we’ve failed everyone. What about the other emerald spheres still out there? What is going to happen to them? If I don’t get a dream about where the next one is, we’re in trouble.”

Nodding, Reno said, “I know. Maybe because Guerra stole the fourth sphere, the spheres have set up a different energy pattern. We just need to be patient, Calen.”

“I feel that they’re punishing us. Not that we don’t deserve it.” Sun shot through the floor-to-ceiling windows in their office planning room. “We lost Robert Cramer because we didn’t do our job.”

Reaching out, Reno slid his large copper hand down the length of her back. It was July, winter in Quito, Ecuador. “We did the best we could,” he soothed, his voice a rumble. “No one said finding all seven emerald spheres was going to be easy. We made a mistake in choosing Robert for the last mission. He really wasn’t up to it on a clairvoyant level, but we didn’t know it at the time.” Giving Calen a slight smile, Reno added, “We’re doing the best we can, Calen. We knew there were going to be challenges. Victor Guerra is turning up the heat. He’s already got one of the seven emerald spheres. There are three left to find.” Reno left the rest unsaid: that without all seven spheres the Emerald Key necklace could not be restrung and worn by Ana, the daughter of the sorcerer who now was working with them.

Glumly, Calen said, “I know…and there’s no way to get it out of the Tupay stronghold, either. We can’t just waltz in there and take it. No Taqe is allowed in there, just as no Tupay is allowed into our sacred and protected Village of the Clouds.”

Reno squeezed her gently. “Listen, there’s something going on that we don’t know about. I feel the Great Spirit is still helping us, but maybe in a different way. Guerra has gotten too used to the way we did business. We didn’t change tactics. We became too sure of ourselves. That’s why we lost Cramer and the emerald. I don’t believe we’re being punished to the extent that we’ll never be able to find the other spheres.”

She gazed over at her husband, his black hair framing his Apache face. How much she loved this man. Despite the rugged look of his weathered face, his heart was tender and giving. “Okay, I’ll kick myself out of my blues.”

“We have to maintain our hope,” Reno told her. “Even in the darkest hours, we have to hold that energy. Only by doing that will we be successful in the end.”

Calen nodded and knew he was right. “I’m just worried. I always got a dream showing me where the next emerald sphere was going to be.”


“Let’s just see what develops over the next couple of weeks. That’s all we can do.” He gazed deep into her worried eyes.

 

SHELLY FELT HIS APPROACH. She turned, and her eyes widened. Coming up the walk with several other tourists was a copper-skinned cowboy wearing a black Stetson. It was him! Her heart started to beat rapidly and Shelly pressed her hand to her chest. How ruggedly good-looking he was. His hardness, a wall that let no one in, hit her full force. She saw the four claw-mark scars on his left cheek. He was even more devastatingly handsome than in her dream. He wore a white cotton cowboy shirt with long sleeves rolled up to just below his elbows. A black leather vest emphasized his broad chest. The faded, well-worn blue jeans and a pair of scuffed cowboy boots presented a picture of a man who routinely worked in the elements. The energy around him was strong. She’d never met anyone like him before.

When he looked up and their eyes met, she felt as if she’d just gotten an electric shock. His eyes were the same startling blue color as in her dream. His square face and high cheekbones clearly showed his Native American descent. Shelly guessed that he had some Caucasian blood in order to have those blue eyes. Most of all, Shelly liked his full mouth, the corners slightly curved. Right now, that mouth was tight, as if holding back emotion. He seemed to study her.

Shelly tried to push away her excitement. The past haunted her and although she was powerfully drawn to this man, she couldn’t forget all she’d endured. As he sauntered toward her, Shelly’s mouth went dry. Their eyes stayed locked and an incredible wave of heat rolled up from her toes to her head. The look in his eyes, those large black pupils reminding her of an eagle on the hunt, made her feel like quarry beneath his intense gaze. It wasn’t a threatening feeling, either. What was it?

Colt removed his hat and held it in his hand. “Are you the woman I’m supposed to meet?” he asked, wariness in his tone. He hoped she was, especially given she was far more beautiful in person.

“I am,” she said. Holding out her hand, she said, “I’m Shelly Godwin.”

Taking her soft, warm hand into his, he murmured, “Colt Black. It’s nice to meet you, Shelly.” He released her hand. “I don’t know about you, but this has been a crazy few weeks. I have dreams all the time, but this is the first one that told me to meet someone at a specific place and time. Frankly, I didn’t think it was real.” Now, he was glad it had been. His heart sang with joy, as much as he tried to suppress it. She seemed to have no place in his realm where he battled evil on a daily basis.


Nervously, Shelly touched her cheek. “I didn’t trust my dreams completely, either. But here you are!” It was impossible to not be drawn to this quiet, intensely powerful cowboy. He was easily six feet tall, lanky and had a tense, even dangerous energy surrounding him. Shelly felt completely out of her league with this man. And clearly, he was a man’s man. Not like the boy-men she’d had in her life. “Where do dreams begin and end?” she asked rhetorically, stepping away. He was too close. Too overwhelming to her interested feminine senses.

Shrugging, Colt settled his hat back on his head. “I don’t really know, Ms. Godwin. I’m a stranger to this kind of thing, too. I feel like I’m in a mystery and I have some puzzle pieces, but I don’t know what it all means. Or how they fit together.” He gave her an intense look. “I have information for you. I think it might explain what we’re doing here. If we share what we know, we might be able to understand it.”
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