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For every reader who carried this series in their hearts—


Thank you for waiting.










  
  
Author’s note




More than five years after Raven Born hit shelves as my first indie published book, Siren Called has finally come to life.

The events of this story take place during books 3 and 4 in Wings of Rebellion (previously the Lost Souls series). I tried again and again to write it from Ian and Kamri’s perspective, and I fully intended to release it before the final book, Rebel Sworn, came out in 2023. But the story kept slipping through my fingers. Sometimes a tale waits until you’re the person you need to be before it will let you write it—and that was certainly true of Siren Called.

To my loyal readers: thank you for your patience, for believing in me, and for waiting while I kept this promise. With Siren Called, I can finally say the Wings of Rebellion series is complete. I hope you love these characters as much as I do—Harper and Tyson, Becca and Avaan, Mandi and Zeke, Kamri and Ian, Quinn and Anna, and all the side characters who became so much more. To me, they will always stand for hope, for courage, for justice, and for freedom.

May you carry a piece of their story with you on your own journey.

Bree Moore










  
  

Chapter One


Ian





The sharp tang of pine and damp earth clung to the air as Ian slipped between the shadowy trees, his boots crunching softly on brittle pine needles. Shadows pooled like ink, swallowing the faint light of the moon and stretching the camp’s unease into something suffocating. Even the wind moved cautiously, rustling only the tips of branches, as though afraid to disturb the quiet. 

Ian’s jacket hung loose on his wiry frame, its dark fabric blending with the night. His wild black hair fell into his eyes as he scanned the clearing ahead.

Lilith’s enforcers, sharp silhouettes armed with grim expressions and in some cases bared teeth, corralled the camp’s residents toward the central fire. Her figure stood at the heart of it all, composed and unyielding. The flames threw eerie shadows across her face.

Ian’s jaw tightened, his gaze moving to the guarded cabin beyond her. Somewhere inside, hidden among the possessions James and Violet had stolen during their time as government lackeys, was his selkie skin. The thought of it made his chest ache, a dull and persistent reminder of everything that he had lost.

All because of his voice.

“As you know, the fridge and pantries are empty,” Lilith announced, her voice slicing through the murmurs like a whip. “Shifters will hunt. Witches will forage. The rest of you will focus on maintenance and labor. We all contribute.”

Ian suppressed a bitter laugh. Lilith didn’t contribute; she devoured. Her power fed on their fear, on the very hope she crushed underfoot.

He curled his hands into fists, his long fingers brushing the edges of his jacket, but he forced himself to lower his gaze and shrink into the shadows. Wishing, not for the first time, that he had half the courage of that crazy raven shifter who had thrown the camp into chaos so many days ago.

A voice broke the fragile silence. “This isn’t sustainable.”

Ian’s head snapped up.

Kamri stood almost too-close to the fire, arms crossed. Her magenta-and-black streaked hair fell loosely around her freckled face. A rounded, cute sort of face that many underestimated, at their peril. The flickering firelight carved out the fierce determination in her posture, even as the bruises on her arms hinted at past battles. Many that even her friends hadn’t heard the details of.

“The shifters can’t hunt enough to keep up with the demand of this many predators, not to mention the burden on the land. And the witches are leaving soon, you said so yourself. We need a different plan,” Kamri insisted.

Lilith turned slowly, and the smile on her face got scary. 

The camp held its collective breath, still uncertain whether Lilth was one to punish or show leniency. She had been second to James and Violet, but everything she’d done since their deaths hadn’t exactly been in line with the government book. No reports had been made that Ian knew of, hearing from Kamri and Zeke, and Lilith had already announced their cessation from government support, meaning food and supply deliveries had stopped.

Lilith smiled—sharp and poisonous. “What I seek to accomplish will dramatically change the course of our future. We will never want for food or supplies again. Anyone who is unwilling to join our endeavors to free our future can leave.”

The implication that Kamri would ever abandon her pack, her friends, coated the air like oil on water.

Ian stiffened, waiting for Kamri’s famous temper to take over, but she just squared her shoulders and lifted her chin slightly,enough to match Lilith’s confident stature. “The pack will be meeting tonight,” she said evenly. “We’ll come up with a plan that isn’t full of empty promises and dangerous .”

A flicker of pride warmed his chest. Kamri’s fire was unmistakable, even when the weight of the pack’s instability pulled at her. But he could see the exhaustion in her eyes, the strain in the tight set of her jaw. She needed allies, and she needed rest. Two things in short supply these days. How many of the camp members would side with Lilith? Would any of them come after Kamri for speaking out against the witch?

Lilith waved a hand dismissively, and her enforcers began dispersing the crowd.

Ian lingered at the back, his gaze catching Kamri’s. She held his eyes for a moment, the corner of her mouth twitching in a fleeting, conspiratorial smile. Then she nodded, the silent promise clear. They would talk later.


      [image: ]The cabin creaked faintly in the stillness. Ian leaned against a splintered wooden wall, his arms folded as he watched Kamri pace. Dim firelight cast shifting shadows across the room, catching the streaks in her hair and the sharp determination in her freckled face.

“The pack is unraveling,” Kamri said, her voice low but edged with frustration. “Zeke and I… we’re unbonded. We can’t hold them together, not like this. The instability grows every day.”

Ian’s dark eyes tracked her movements. His fingers fidgeted with a loose thread on his jacket sleeve. “And what happens when it fully falls apart?” he asked. “Violet and James are gone. If the government steps in…”

Kamri stopped, turning to face him. Her arms dropped to her sides, her expression unguarded for a rare moment. “Another camp. Reassignment. I’m not sure most of us would make it to our destination alive. Not if they lump us all in with Lilith and whatever she’s planning.”

The air between them tightened, heavy with unspoken fears.

Ian finally exhaled, his hand running through his untamed black hair. “What if we can’t stop it? It’s only a matter of time before Lilith gives an ultimatum for our loyalty. But if we leave, we risk capture. There’s no way out.” He clamped his mouth shut before his true fear leaked out.

What if they were separated? What if he never saw her again?

He took her in as if it were the last time, as if he could paint her with his eyes and hang her image on the wall of his mind to look at always.

Would she think it was disturbing, the way he idolized her?

Kamri stepped closer, her gaze sparking as she looked up at him. “There is a way out. The answer will come. I think the pack will choose to leave, and if we do, you can come with us.” She softened, her freckled face tilting into the light.

Ian’s heart nearly stopped at the sight. He couldn’t paint, but he could sing. And in that moment, an aria composed itself. He heard the instruments swelling, the moment arriving, his part was coming…

He nearly choked as he forced the urge to sing down. It wasn’t that he would never sing again, but now was not the time. Nor the place. And Kamri…if he ruined things between them with his voice, he would never forgive himself.

Ian met her gaze, clearing his throat. “Keep yourself safe.”

Kamri laughed. “I’ll meet you at the lake after. Tell you all about it.”

Unease spilled through Ian. He wanted to go with her, but what could he do if a fight broke out? He was nearly as useless as a human, especially without his voice. 

The lake’s still surface mirrored the sky, a patchwork of clouds and faint starlight. Ian paced along the shore, his boots stirring the uneven rocks

Every swish of grass and wavering branch from further up the shore sent his heart into overdrive.

It was well past curfew, and Kamri still hadn’t come. The knot of unease in his stomach twisted tighter with every passing minute. She wasn’t careless like this. If she didn’t show…

He shook the thought away and stepped into the treeline, his senses on high alert. The camp was quieter now, but the patrols hadn’t stopped. The threat of government intervention to reclaim the camp grew higher every day. Rogues moved in pairs, no need for flashlights as most of them could see in the dark from their supernatural abilities. If they caught him out, they could accuse him of trying to help their enemies, and those who worked for Lilith were the type to kill first, ask questions later.

Ian pressed himself against a tree, willing his breath and heart to calm so they wouldn’t sense him. They passed by still a hundred feet away, not even looking in his direction.

He would have to go to the pack meeting spot himself to ask after Kamri. He didn’t want to risk returning to the lodge and getting locked inside without a way to reach her if she wasn’t there.

No one was at the cave. Not even Zeke. Had the pack decided to move out tonight? Had Kamri failed to convince them to let him come?

No, she wouldn’t have left without saying goodbye. At least, he thought he meant more to her than that.

The faint, metallic tang of blood hit Ian’s nose, and his stomach dropped at the sight of the amount streaked across the hard dirt-packed ground.

A fight. Someone must have challenged the alphas—that meant Zeke and Kamri had fought.

Who had they fought? And who had won?

“Kamri,” he whispered, his voice hoarse. He turned in a slow circle, scanning the shadows, but they offered no answers. The stillness of the forest felt like a weight pressing down on him.

He followed the bloody streaks, the largest one going over the side of the steep drop off outside the cave entrance.

He swallowed and steeled himself, looking over the edge. Curse the clouds and their timing, he couldn’t see anything but rocks and trees. He would have to climb down and hope he didn’t come face to face with an injured, pissed off werewolf.

He thought about going back to the lodge, asking some of his few remaining friends for help. Maybe finding Zeke. But if Kamri were injured, time was of the essence, and hours could mean the difference between survival and death.

Ian’s fists tightened, his mind racing. She could be out there, hurt and alone. No matter what, he would find her.
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Chapter Two


Kamri





Pain brought Kamri back first. 

It pulsed in waves from her ribs, her shoulder, her skull—dull, throbbing, insistent. She opened her eyes to darkness. Not the soft dark of sleep or night, but the thick, gritty dark of being buried alive. A canopy of branches filtered silver moonlight above her, shadows shifting like ghosts across the underbrush.

She was in her human form, alone, and injured. Where was Zeke? Had he presumed her dead? Had he been killed?
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