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By Karin Tabke


The Blood Moon Rising Trilogy


Blood Law


Bloodright


Blood Vow




About the Book


The coming of the Blood Moon will lead two Lycan packs into war, spur two rival brothers into conflict, and spark an act of vengeance so evil that its effects will be felt for generations.


One woman stands at the center of it all . . .


A volatile mix of both Lycan and Slayer, half-breed Falon is Alpha female of her pack, marked by both Lucien and Rafael – rival Alpha brothers that share equal hold on her heart. But when Falon’s mysterious past completely unravels, it is revealed she is the daughter of the Master Slayer who murdered Lucien and Rafael’s parents. The revelation throws her relationship with both brothers into chaos.


Falon begs them not to condemn her for her father’s deeds. She realizes before her Alpha mates that they are destined to be one and pleads with them to accept the unusual triangle. If the brothers accept her as their mate then the Blood Law of an eye for an eye would be null and void. But if Lucien and Rafael cannot overcome their pride and accept their fate, the annihilation of the Lycan race waits within the shadow of the Blood Moon . . .




To my readers, thank you for hanging in there with me on this wild and wonderful ride!


And to those hearts who love two . . . thank you for inspiring me.




One


STUNNED, LUCIEN AND Rafael watched helplessly as the traitorous immortal wolf Fenrir vanished in midair, taking Falon with him. No amount of horrified staring made them reappear, and long minutes later Rafe forced himself to look at his brother. Just behind Lucien stood their equally stunned packs, Vulkasin and Mondragon. With them stood Anja, Rafe’s chosen one. Or rather, the female Rafe had chosen to mark in order to save Falon’s life. The pale Siberian beauty stood tall and regal, a glorious smile splitting her face.


Rafe looked past her gloating and back to his brother. Deathly pale, Lucien’s wide eyes stared into the night sky as if he still hoped Falon would magically materialize before them. Rafe shivered hard then, remarkably, even feeling a twinge of compassion for his brother.


Which was beyond comprehension considering what Lucien had done. Taking Falon as his own, marking her when he knew how Rafael loved her. It didn’t matter that the Blood Law was on his brother’s side at the time. Now, it meant shit. Falon was his! As she always had been and would always be.


Because even after giving her up, even after marking Anja, Rafe had never stopped loving Falon. And now, his beloved was gone! Vanished. Bone-numbing fear settled deep within him.


Lucien’s long mournful howl shivered through Rafe. Instinctively, Rafe answered his brother’s desperate cry, calling to Falon who, if she were to survive, would be living a nightmare as the captive of the traitorous Fenrir. The wolf who, because he had been rejected by his parents and his pack nearly one thousand years ago, turned to witches and black magic and teamed up with the Slayers to kill his own kind. Now, with the Blood Moon rising imminent, that accursed wolf wanted Falon as his chosen one to set the foundation for his dynasty.


It would not happen!


As Rafe’s howl dwindled to nothing more than a deep rumble in his chest, he struggled for control. For insight. For a way to rescue Falon. For a way to bring her back to him, where she belonged.


Falon! Rafe called to her with his mind, at the same time as Lucien.


Help me! she cried.


Where are you? Lucien desperately asked.


I don’t know. Her strangled voice faded into the night.


I will find you! Rafael vowed.


“Gather the swords!” Lucien commanded as he strapped his own weapon to his back. “We’re going hunting!”


Rafe growled, not in disagreement, but furious desperation. “Your lie caused this.” Rafe sneered in his brother’s face. “Because you refused to believe that your chosen one was Slayer, Falon is gone.”


Lucien shook his head. “Regardless of the past, Brother, this was destined to happen.”


“I would not have marked Anja,” Rafe hissed. He moved in toe to toe with his brother. “You would not have had any right to Falon!” Rafe lowered his voice to a deadly whisper. “I swear to every god that exists, if Falon dies because of this, I will skin you alive.”


Lucien shoved his brother away. “We can argue whose fault it is when she’s safe. But one thing we won’t be arguing about is that she’s mine. Remember, I gave her the choice to stay with me or return to you. She chose me.”


He strode past Rafe to the open container, housing the crates of poison swords they had come to retrieve to transport north to the final battleground.


Six weeks from now, the Blood Moon would rise, and beneath it the entire Lycan nation would arm themselves with these swords against their mortal enemy, Slayers. Only one faction would survive. The swords would stack the odds in the Lycan’s favor. One nick from the poison metal would render a Slayer helpless in less than a minute, making the delivery of the true death, decapitation, a breeze.


“I’m not waiting on these swords,” Rafael said as he strapped his double scabbards on and sheathed his own swords. They thrummed with vitality, eager to kill. Like Rafe, his swords craved Slayer blood. “Not while Falon’s scent is fresh.”


Lucien stopped in his tracks and lowered the end of one of the heavy crates. “We go together.”


“I’m going with you!” Anja said quietly but firmly from behind Rafe.


He turned, irritated that she would insert herself in this matter but could he blame her? He was going after the woman he loved. Anja knew there was no threat or amount of begging she could do that would keep him from going after Falon. She had no choice but to go along with him, no doubt hoping that some harm would come to Falon and with her gone, Rafe would finally learn to love Anja. But as he’d told her from the beginning, it would never happen. Rafe would love only Falon. No woman could replace the space she occupied in his heart. Dead or alive, Falon was the only woman who would ever hold his heart and soul in her hands.


Roughly, Rafe ran his fingers through his hair and begrudgingly nodded. He had no choice. While he had no love for Anja, she was, for the moment, still his chosen one. For Falon’s life, Rafe had promised his brother he would mark another before the next full moon. Honor bound, he had. He regretted every moment since. Except that Falon’s life had been spared.


He nodded again and turned to the packs Vulkasin and Mondragon. Once a united powerful pack, so powerful nothing but Slayer black magic could harm them, and now? For the past sixteen years they were split straight down the middle because Lucien had never believed that Rafe slew Lucien’s chosen one because she was a Slayer. He believed Rafe had slain her for personal gain, to control the pack, not co-alpha as they had done. Their mother’s people, Mondragon, had followed Lucien, while his father’s people, Vulkasin, stayed with Rafe. No one had benefited from the split. They were stronger as one united pack.


Now that the truth was out that Mara was a Slayer and not a mere human as Lucien was so sure she was, it should heal the aching wound of the blood feud.


Rafael shook his head. If anything, the packs would fight over Falon. When Mara had returned from the dead, and shown herself as the Slayer she was, Lucien did what Rafe had thought he had done sixteen years ago. He killed her. She died a true death. So the proof of what Rafael claimed all those years ago voided the Council’s verdict giving Falon, his chosen one, to Lucien as replacement for the one Rafael took.


He should not have been shocked when Lucien admitted Mara was a Slayer. Shock aside, Rafe had been infused with so many emotions, predominantly fury at his brother for refusing to see what he knew to be the truth about Mara. But the Blood Law prevailed: an eye for an eye, and Rafe had been forced to give his chosen one to his brother in exchange for the one he took from Lucien. It had been a lie! And because of it, Falon had not only laid with his brother, but allowed his mark and returned it. Damn it all. They were as separated now as the day Lucien rode off with her barely alive in his arms. Rafe swiped his hand across his face. To save Falon’s life, Rafe swore to Lucien he would mark another before the full moon. And so he had just this day. Had he waited—Fuck! Had he just waited . . .


Unease shifted through Rafe. With the proof that Mara was a Slayer, and a Clan Corbet Slayer—the worst of the worst—Lucien had violated a cardinal Blood Law. He’d lain with a Slayer, the act punishable by death. It would not matter that the bitch had used her black magic to trick him. Lucien was about to mark her when Rafe killed her. Lucien would have brought her into the pack. She would have bred half-breeds and destroyed them all from the inside out.


Rafe shook his head not wanting to think of the consequences of Lucien’s foolhardy choices. He thought of Falon, of her in his arms again. His blood warmed.


As Rafe saw it, by the Blood Law Falon was his again. But convincing Lucien of that would not be easy. It would be impossible. Would he kill his brother to possess the one thing they both loved above their own lives?


Rafe’s heart tightened again when he thought of the part of the family that had been lost to him all these years. He would give his right arm for the two families to reunite. But there could be only one alpha. Neither he nor his brother would step aside. But could he, despite all that had passed between them for so long allow the council to take his brother’s life? Mentally, Rafe set that reality aside. He had only one focus at the moment.


He raised his nose to the wind and said to his brother, “He takes her north.”


Lucien’s jaw tightened as he nodded and said what they both feared. “To the battleground.”


Despite Fenrir’s release from the ring he had been held captive in for the last three hundred years, it warmed on Rafe’s hand as if the wolf still resided within it. Skeptically Rafe raised it and regarded it with confusion.


“Why does it glow?” Lucien asked, stepping closer to eye the rich luminescence of the ruby. “The wolf is gone.”


It recognizes its own kind.


Lucien and Rafael started at the old crackling voice.


Gleeful laughter reverberated around them. Even the others heard it. Wide-eyed the men looked wildly about for the source of the noise. Anja grabbed Rafe’s arm, moving closer for protection.


“Gilda!” Rafael called, recognizing the druid witch’s voice. When Rafe commanded the wolf from the ring to save Falon from the fatal wounds Master Slayer Balor Corbet had inflicted on her, Fenrir had destroyed the witch rather than honor their centuries-old bargain. Twin souls each century in return for the immortality and power Gilda had bestowed upon Fenrir. Immortality he used to partner with the Slayers to kill wolves. He was a traitor among his own kind.


Had she returned for their twin souls? She had the power to take them. Her tiny hunched-back form manifested itself before them in wisps of scarlet fog. “He destroyed my physical body, but not my magic!” she shrilled triumphantly.


“Will Falon live?” Lucien demanded.


The old witch cackled but did not answer.


Rafe looked at Lucien who stepped closer to the specter. Thrusting his right fist toward her, he showed her the ring.


“What power does it hold?” Rafe demanded, staying on high alert. He didn’t trust the old bat any more than he trusted Fenrir.


Watch out for her, Rafe. She wanted our souls ten minutes ago, Lucien warned.


Rafe mentally nodded. Let’s see what she wants now.


Gilda’s energy sparked and crackled around them. “The Eye of Fenrir holds the same power it has always held.”


Rafe shook his head, confused. “Fenrir was the power in the ring.”


“Nay! ’Twas his prison. He is gone but the power remains.”


“What power? How do I call upon it? How do I use it?”


“Foolish Lycan, the power your Great Spirit Mother instilled to restrain that traitorous wolf all these years. The power she used to create man from wolves! The wolf has flown but the power remains!” Gilda cackled. Her fluctuating form dropped lower so that she faced Lucien and Rafe. “It is the key to unlocking the power of the three,” she mewled.


Frustrated, Rafe swiped his hand across his face. “Define the power of the three, Witch!”


“Three hearts of the two bloods must beat as one to defeat the black heart of Fenrir.”


“You speak in riddles,” Lucien snarled, stepping closer. “What must we do?”


“Destroy that accursed abomination!” Her voice turned cagey, bitter. Furious.


The hair on Rafael’s neck stood strait up. “How?”


“Take that girl from him. He understands the untapped power within her. He will exploit it for his own gain.”


“What if he kills her before we can save her?” Lucien asked, the pain of the question carved on his distraught face.


She cackled. “She is his only weakness. Your chosen one’s heart he must win to attain the greatness he covets.” Gilda cackled as her eyes settled on Rafe, then Lucien. “That wolf will not harm her.”


“Why is Falon the only one?”


“She is of the two bloods.”


Rafael knew that. Vulkasin and Mondragon blood were as much a part of Falon as of him and Lucien.


“What happens when Falon tells that piece of shit to go to hell? What will he do to her then?” Lucien asked.


“He will not harm her! It has been foretold by the gods that she is the one of the two bloods and the one pure of heart he searches for. His deformity is so severe and his heart so black only one such as she can balance it. To harm her would be to harm himself. He is greedy but not stupid.”


“How do I call upon the power of the ring?” Rafael quietly demanded.


“Simply call upon it.” She coughed roughly, fighting for breath. “But it is not enough to destroy that miscreant of a wolf.”


“By gods, Witch, spit it out!” Lucien growled, raising his fists to the specter. “What must we do to destroy Fenrir?”


“There is only one true death for Fenrir. The girl must cut his black heart out with the Cross of Caus.”


“What the hell is that?” Lucien demanded.


“’Tis the sword that drew first blood,” the old witch wheezed.


Rafe looked at Lucien. I will not leave Falon at the hands of that beast. We go for her, then the sword.


“You must retrieve the girl. It will take the power of the three to unearth the Cross. Go now, before the door forever closes!” Gilda’s maniacal laughter rang through them with the force of a dozen church bells. “Then bring me Fenrir’s heart, and I will strip the Slayers of their magic forever!”


“How do I know you won’t destroy us when you have what you want?”


“Bring me that wolf’s black heart, and your debt will be paid. I give you my word.”


“Where is the sword?” Lucien shouted.


Gilda’s voice lowered to just above a whisper. “Where it all began.”


“Where what began?”


“The persecution.”


The red mist that was Gilda tightened into a funnel cloud rising above them, furiously rotating, the sparks of her anger raining down upon them.


“Fail and the Lycan nation fails with you!” she foretold.


The specter whirled around them before shooting skyward, then disappeared into the cloudless night.


Dumbfounded, Rafael stared into the black sky.


“The persecution began in the thirteenth century,” Lucien said.


Rafe looked at the quiet ring, then to his brother. “Longshanks gave this ring to Peter Corbet for his services.”


“Did he gift him with a sword as well?”


“I don’t know.”


“Where did Corbet come from?”


“He was a Marcher Lord,” Anja said, stepping toward them.


“Marcher Lord?” Rafael asked. Why did that term sound familiar to him?


“The Marches border Wales and England,” she explained.


Lucien nodded. “Those forests were heavily populated with wolves. It was there the killings began.”


“Let’s get the hell out of here,” Rafe said.


“I’m going with you,” Anja cried, digging her nails into Rafael’s forearm. He growled a warning. She refused to release him. “Please, Rafael. Don’t abandon me.” Her pleading crystal-colored eyes begged him. “I am your chosen one.”


He opened his mouth to tell her he was sorry that it was all a mistake. That in light of Lucien’s admission that Mara was a Slayer, he’d been justified in killing Lucien’s chosen one, and therefore was not bound to their marks. He still belonged to Falon and she him. But he didn’t say it. Instead, Rafe nodded, doing what he always did, the honorable thing. He allowed Anja to keep her dignity by going with them and, for purely selfish reasons, Rafael wasn’t going to turn away the extra help.


“Thank you, Rafa,” Anja said, leaning in to kiss him. Rafe subtly pulled away, resenting her use of Falon’s pet name for him.


“Maybe none of you will go anywhere,” a deep vitriolic voice said from above them.




Two


THE HACKLES ON Rafe’s neck rose as he looked up the stacks of containers surrounding them. Scores of silver-tipped arrows were aimed directly at them. Slayers, he silently cursed. They had approached with the stealth of coastal fog. His eyes narrowed as he caught sight of the insignia on their leather scabbards. These were not regular-issue Slayers.


The insignia was part raven, which delineated them as clan Corbet, the most powerful of all Slayer clans, but Rafe was not familiar with the additional griffon part of the insignia. His eyes narrowed to slits as he quickly assesed this new threat.


There was no mistaking them for anything but Corbet. The entire bloodline bore the same physical characteristics. Tall, blond, athletically built, and signature cobalt blue eyes. But unlike the Slayers he’d known, the ones that stank like shit, these had no odor. He glanced at Lucien.


Their black magic hides their stink, Rafe said to his brother.


Lucien nodded imperceptibly. By their long hair and archaic garments, I would guess they’re from the old country.


That explained it. The new-world Corbets clung to the original Slayer credo—“Kill Wolves”—the new millennia making their job easier. These Slayers, however, were still stuck in the middle ages. Their hair was long, some of it braided, and they were dressed in traditional warrior garb of yore, from the intricate chain mail all the way down to their leather-strapped boots. And unlike the new-world Corbets, these Slayers did not carry automatic weapons but clung to their ancestral weapons of broadsword and bow.


“Someone forgot to take out the trash,” Rafe sneered.


“Say a final prayer to your false gods, Lycan,” the largest and evident leader said from where he stood in front of the dozens of men behind him.


In tandem, neither showing fear, Lucien and Rafe stepped forward. “Who are you?” Lucien demanded.


“Your ride to hell.”


Shift! Lucien and Rafe mentally shouted at the same time. They did, both managing to grab their swords in the grip of their wolven jaws. As Rafe hurled his, Lucien leapt and swept his in a roundhouse move, cutting the leader down at the knees before he could pluck his bowstring. The packs shifted behind them and the fight was on. Arrows rained down upon them, but unless one caught a wolf directly through the heart, the wound wouldn’t be fatal. A wounded wolf on adrenaline could do a lot of damage. Even to chain-mailed warriors.


Side by side, Rafe and Lucien, their vision blurred by their bloodlust to destory all things Corbet, tore a wide swath through the layers of their mortal enemy in a furious haze of violence, broken bones and torn flesh.


With a savagery born of the desperate will to survive, the wolves tore chunks out of the Slayers, littering the dock with blood and bodies. But for every Slayer torn apart, two more came at them. Like flies, they reproduced.


In the water! Lucien commanded his pack.


They snarled in protest not wanting to retreat.


“All of you, now!” Rafael shouted. It was the only way to preserve what was left of the packs.


As the packs disappeared into the cold dark bay, Lucien and Rafael held back, continuing to fight, too far from the edge of the dock to jump without being sliced to pieces. Back to back, as they always had until the blood feud turned them against each other, Rafael and Lucien snarled and fought as a circle of Slayers tightened around them like a noose.


Deep laugher reverberated around them. Lucien had wounded the leader, yet he had managed to rise, as did many of his wounded soldiers. Only the decapitated soldiers lay turning to dust on the dock.


Like the vultures they were, the Slayers circled them.


“Who are you?” Lucien demanded.


“I am John Corvus,” the Slayer said, bowing from the waist.


Corvus? Who the fuck is that? Rafe cursed.


“From the maternal line of Peter Corbet,” Corvus offered. “We’ve kept a low profile, but been busy across the pond.”


The old-world Slayer stood straight and tall, his blue eyes glittering with malice and pointed his bloodstained sword at Rafe then Lucien. “Speaking of maternal lines, I had the recent pleasure of destroying what was left of yours.” He threw his head back and laughed. “There will be no rising for the Basque pack of Mondragons, and no rising for either of you.” He hopped down from the container as if Lucien’s blade had never touched him and strode arrogantly toward them. “Your journey in this life ends right here. Right now.”


The noose tightened. Over him, to the container, then into the bay, Rafe said.


I’m right beside you.


As they leapt, the Slayers jumped high into their path, but they were thrust backward by a gale-force wind that slammed between the age-old enemies flattening each to their own side. Rafe cursed and stood up, and as he did, he was forced back again.


“They are mine, Corvus!” a booming voice exploded from beyond the darkness.


Rafael’s skin skittered along his sinew and muscle. The last time he’d heard that voice he was ten years old. He would never forget it. It belonged to the one who’d slaughtered his parents. They had all thought him dead these last twenty-four years.


“Thomas Corbet.” Lucien sneered, grabbing his sword. “I have waited twenty-four years for this day.”


Rafe snarled beside his brother, grasping his double swords so tightly the bones in his hands cracked. He was not a scared ten-year-old this time but a seasoned warrior with long overdue revenge burning white-hot in his heart.


The eldest Corbet brother and only surviving one, landed beside Corvus, his blue eyes glittering in righteous hatred. He was as Rafe remembered him. Tall, powerfully built, and arrogant. His black aura radiated potent dark magic.


In response to Corbet’s necromantic power, the ring on Rafe’s hand warmed, startling him. The heat intensified.


Do you feel it, Lucien? Rafe asked his brother.


I feel it.


Not understanding the power of the ring any more than he did after Gilda’s ambiguous explanation, but knowing it was his for the using, Rafe focused on the Slayers who stared mesmerized by the flaring stone on Rafe’s left hand. Only Corbet and Corvus were unaffected and unafraid of its power.


Corbet extended his hand to Rafael. “The Eye of Fenrir belongs to me.”


“You’ll have to kill me to get it,” Rafe threw back at him.


Corbet smiled, the gesture malevolent to its core. “That can easily be arranged.”


Lucien raised his sword. “Try and take it then.”


Corbet’s smiled waned. “Unfortunately, I need both of you alive at the moment. But trust me when I say, once your usefulness has expired, I will have the ring, and both of your heads on each of my swords.”


“I have come all this way for these two, Thomas, they are mine!” Corvus insisted, turning on his cousin.


As if he were schooling a child, the master Slayer looked dismissively down at Corvus. “I am the elder of the paternal line, the world leader of all clans. I decide what will be done with the twin alphas.”


“Allow them to live so that they can slaughter more of our clan tomorrow?” Corvus spit.


Corbet’s blue eyes morphed into deep shiny onyx, the ultimate Slayer tell, as he turned his full attention back to Rafe and Lucien. “So long as I live and they live, I have the power to resurrect every Slayer that has fallen beneath a Lycan bite since the first rising.”


Foreboding riveted through Rafael. If Corbet was able to raise his dead, the nation was doomed.


Corbet threw his head back and laughed at his cousin’s shocked expression. “Kill you today, Corvus? I will raise you from the dead on the eve of the Blood Moon rising!”


“Impossible!” Corvus challenged.


Corbet smiled tolerantly. “Cousin, you really must trust me on this.” He speared Lucien and Rafe with a deadly glare. Raising his hand above his head, Corbet whirled his fist as if he held the end of a lasso. In the air a heavy silver chain materialized, lengthening with each rotation of his hand.


As he reared his hand back to cast it around Rafe and Lucien, Rafael leapt high into the air to the right. Lucien jumped high to the left.


The chain caught Lucien’s ankle. Corbet laughed and yanked hard, pulling Lucien roughly from the air, sending him sprawling to the concrete deck.


“Come now, Lucien,” Corbet purred, pulling Lucien toward him. “Let’s see what you’re made of.”


Rafael dove into the frigid water of the bay below.




Three


FALON WAS FREE-FALLING. Her arms and legs spread, the heat of the air currents buoying her body from a dead drop. Loud whooshes of air tugged at her hair. Hundreds of deep whispers reverberated around her. She struggled to open her eyes. But each time she opened them, an intense burning blazed through her.


Luca! Rafa!


Falon! they shouted back to her, their voices desperate and far away.


It felt as if an eternity had come and gone. Where was she?


Her descent quickened, the air cooling. Her teeth chattered and her limbs trembled.


“Help me!” she cried.


Answering whispers swirled around her.


Familiar—the aimless gray souls that followed her in all of her conscious states.


Tell me what to do! Falon screamed as she continued to plummet.


“Return our lives,” they cried.


How?


“Spill the two bloods.”


What?


Did they mean she must kill Lucien and Rafael? It was an impossible request, for she would never sacrifice them.


“Spill the two bloods beneath the Blood Moon rising.”


Where? she cried as hopelessness swept through her soul.


“Where it all began.”


Where what began? What did they mean?


“The Lycan nation.”


Falon screamed as her body was snatched out of the air by the jaws of the biggest, baddest wolf of them all.


Fenrir.


“RUMORS ABOUND, RAFAEL. And if they are true, I don’t blame you for abandoning your brother,” Corbet taunted from the dock above him. “With a lie, your brother stole your chosen one. He beguiled her, then marked her as his own.” Corbet threw his head back and laughed uproariously.


Rafe swam to the piling beneath where Corbet stood. He inclined his head to his men, indicating they should all grab ahold of it. “Rumor has it she’s pregnant with his child.” Corbet laughed again. “Is it true?”


Rafe snarled, his beast jealously gnashed at his belly.


Go after Falon, Rafe, Lucien pleaded. Hurry, before it’s too late.


Rafe hesitated. If he went after Falon, Lucien would surely die—and if he were dead . . . The ring flared—in protest or agreement, he wasn’t sure.


“I’m going to skin your brother alive strip by strip, just like I did your mother.” Corbet chuckled. “Do you remember, Rafe, how she begged me to stop? How your father, the proud arrogant Arnou begged and pleaded that I spare the beautiful Tamaska’s life?” Corbet’s voice tightened.


Rafe’s beast snarled viciously.


“Let’s see if the imperious Mondragon begs for his life.”


Though Lucien had not uttered a sound, the copper scent of his brother’s blood wafted down to Rafe. He steeled himself as he felt the intense burn of Lucien’s agony. The ring flared painfully on his hand. In contrast, the beast within Rafe quieted. It was always its most quiet when it was most deadly.


Go, Rafe! Go while this bastard is preoccupied! Lucien called to him.


Rafael’s vision blurred momentarily before clearing to precise clarity. There was no question in Rafe’s heart what he would do. He had always looked out for his younger brother. Just as he would now.


“Argh!” Lucien roared in pain.


“Oh, that was a long one,” Corbet chuckled. “Let’s make it a set.”


Lucien roared again in pain. And something in Rafael snapped.


Lucien watched with macabre satisfaction from where he laid crucified to the dock, impaled by half a dozen silver Slayer swords. Corbet held up a long strip of flesh from his belly, blood dripping from the raw strip of exposed flesh he just tore it from.


Falon! he called. Rafe is coming for you!


Corbet tore another strip of skin from him. Lucien bit back a groan, praying Rafe had left, praying— “Argh!” he screamed as Corbet slowly pulled yet another strip.


Tensing for another excruciating cut and tear, Lucien started. Like a lightning bolt, Rafe struck Corbet, sending the bastard tumbling backward against one of the wooden crates containing the poison Slayer swords, the impact cracking open the thick wooden slats. Swords spewed onto the concert deck. Rafe grabbed the swords impaling Lucien’s forearms and thighs and yanked them out. He turned, hurling them at the encroaching Slayers hitting his mark both times. Grabbing two poison swords, he tossed one to Lucien. Grabbing several more he distributed them to his men, then grabbed Lucien by the arm and leapt back into the bay with him. The cold water felt good on his wounds.


As they surfaced moments later, Anja’s blood curdling scream tore through the night.


Fuck! Rafe cursed. Corbet had her. Why hadn’t she jumped into the water with them?


“Would you like me to do you a favor Vulkasin?” Corbet taunted. “I understand you have marked one Lycan too many.” He laughed. “If I eliminate the lovely Anja, then your archaic honor will not have to be tested and your precious Falon will indeed be yours.” He laughed again. “What will poor Lucien do then?”


Anja screamed again.


“Makes you wish you hadn’t rescued brother dear, now doesn’t it?”


I’m going to tear that bastard apart one piece at a time, Lucien hissed.


“You have to the count of ten, Vulkasin, to offer up yourself or your brother in exchange for this lovely Lycan bitch.”


Lucien looked at his brother. You can’t exchange yourself for her.


“Ten.”


I can’t allow her to be tortured by Corbet, either.


“Nine.”


The ring flared. Corbet will not be able to kill me, not with the power of the ring.


“Eight.”


What if he takes it from you?


“Seven.”


I would have to give it to him; he cannot take it.


“Six.”


Damn it, Rafa!


I’ll make the exchange. I owe it to her. You take the packs and go after Falon. I’ll catch up.


“Five.”


I’m not leaving you here. He’ll kill you.


“Four.”


Go damn it!


“Three.”


Rafe!


“Two.”


Tell Falon I loved her!


“One!”


“I’ll make the exchange, Corbet!” Rafael said, leaping onto the deck.


Damn you, Rafe!


Go, Lucien. Now, before it’s too late!


Ignoring his brother’s command, Lucien swam deeper beneath the dock. The packs followed.


“Rafael Vulkasin, the mighty alpha whose honor has kept him from true greatness!” Corbet bellowed, his voice reverberating beneath the pilings. “Do you know why you will lose the battle of evermore?”


Silence.


Lucien moved farther away from the dock, giving the impression they were leaving.


“You will lose because you allow your honor to get in the way of what needs to be done.” He laughed. “Take this little Lycan here. Did you really think I would release her?”


“You have no honor, Corbet,” Rafe snarled.


“Precisely. It is why I have the power and you and your chosen one are bound in silver chains like hogs going to market.”


Lucien crawled up a piling fifty yards down from where the Slayers held Rafe and Anja hostage. As the packs gathered around him, he gave them instructions, and they quickly got to work.


Shifting to wolves, with their jaws, they picked up the poisoned swords they had brought with them by the hilts. And like shadows, Lucien followed by the two sergeants at arms went one way, and the poison-sword-bearing packs back to where they had just came from.


Stealthily, Lucien made his way to the dockmaster’s shack, rendered the guard unconscious, and snatched the keys for the giant crane midway down the pier and the two semis parked beneath the guard shack.


Before he slipped from the guard shack, Lucien shifted to human, disarmed the alarms, and tossed keys to Joachim and Anton.


“Drive the semis full throttle down the pier straight into those bastards,” he whispered.


As the diesels roared to life, Lucien leapt the entire thirty-yard distance to the large crane operator’s deck. In seconds it roared to life.


That ring had better have enough power to save your ass, brother, because I’m going to level that deck and everything on it, Lucien warned.


Manuvering the controls, he unlocked the heavy chain with a one-ton metal hook hanging from the end. In a deadly swath he whipped the heavy hook around, and as it swung dangerously across the deck, crashing into and toppling several containers, the semis barreled directly at the Slayers.


The bastards scattered as the Mack trucks headed straight toward Rafe and Anja, who were tied together and hanging like a smoked ham from the smaller crane near the metal sword container. As the heavy chain and hook came lumbering around toward them, Lucien roared and leapt from the operator’s seat to the lumberous hook as it wobbled wildly out of control. Grasping the chain for balance, he hunched down as it swung directly toward his brother who struggled to get out of the silver lasso cocooning him and Anja. Just as Lucien reached down to grab him, Rafael burst out of the chains. Grabbing Anja, Rafe leapt high into the air and grabbed the chain above Lucien as it swung backward, then slid down onto the hook beside him.


Once Rafe was safely out of harm’s way, the remaining pack rose from the darkness and hurled the poison swords at the Slayers as they reestablished their dominance on deck. Within minutes dozens dropped to the concrete, immobile. The packs swarmed on Corvus and his remaining men.


In a tidal wave of furnace-grade wind, the Slayers rose up into the night and disappeared.


Dumbfounded, Lucien and Rafael stood silent on the swaying hook, staring at each other.


“Holy fuck,” Anton, Rafe’s sergeant, whispered.


“I can’t believe they just disappeared like that,” Rafe said. He jumped down from the hook where it hung several feet above the concrete dock. Extending a hand to Anja, he helped her down.


“Are you okay?” Rafe asked her.


“I’m fine,” she answered obviously more than a little shaken.


Lucien hopped off the hook landing beside his brother.


“What just happened?” Anja asked, shaking the cobwebs from her head.


“Thomas Corbet rose from the dead and is talking about raising more dead,” Lucien said. “He must be stopped.”


“Ghost walkers,” Rafe whispered. “There are hundreds if not a thousand slain Slayers.”


Fuck.


“Falon! She has seen them in her dreams!” Lucien exclaimed.


“What are you talking about?” Rafe asked skeptically.


“Not Slayer souls but Lycan souls slain by Slayers. They speak to her. I know it sounds crazy, but she told me they come to her, begging her for something. It’s resurrection they want.”


Lucien paced excitedly back and forth. “It makes sense that if there are Slayer ghost walkers there are Lycan.”


Rafe’s heart thudded violently in his throat. In that instant he knew if Falon were capable of resurrecting the ghost walkers, those souls that had been slain by a Corbet, that meant . . .


“Mother and father,” Lucien whispered, stopping in his tracks staring at Rafe.


Afraid to believe, Rafe closed his eyes and heard his mother’s voice begging for her life as Thomas Corbet skinned her alive. It had been the most disastrous day for Vulkasin, the imprint of the horror forever seared into his soul. His vengeance against all things Corbet exploded that day, mushrooming out of control. Like Lucien, Rafael would not rest until the entire bloodline was exterminated.


His heart softened as he dared to think of what the future may hold. His parents rejoining them in this life? His heart hurt it was so full of emotion. He dared not hope. Dared not—


“Falon is key—to everything.” Including Rafael’s heart. His gut rolled nervously as he remembered the night he first set eyes on her. She had been terrified, bloodied, broken, and at master Slayer Viktor Salene’s mercy. She lay at death’s door. He had given her his own breath. Taken her home as the beast within drove him to mark her. But his human wanted her, too. And that night, Rafael’s entire world had shifted. It had yet to right, and as long as Falon lived, his world would always be off balance. She did that to a man. It was what he wanted more than his own life.


But Lucien had messed it all up! If only he had just left well enough alone!


As if reading his thoughts, Lucien’s golden eyes burned furiously as he turned to face Rafe. They were equals in everything, including their unshakable love for the enigmatic woman who stood between them.


“We can stand here and beat the shit out of each other or we can track Fenrir down and get Falon back,” Lucien said.


Rafael leashed his anger. His brother was right. All that mattered now was Falon’s safety. Turning toward his pack, singling out Anton, Rafe said, “Take the swords to the rendezvous point in Lodi, then prepare the pack.”


Lucien nodded and said to his own second, “Joachim, gather Mondragon, prepare for the rising as we have planned, then head to the battleground.” He clasped Joachim’s good hand. “Gods willing, I will see you in the north with Falon by my side.”


Lucien grabbed a leather satchel, his cell phone, and iPad from the semi they had driven in to load the crates into. He stripped and shoved his electronics, clothes, and boots into the satchel, then handed it to Rafe, who did the same before turning to Anja.


“I cannot promise you that I can protect you from Fenrir,” Rafe said, wanting her to stay behind. As much as he wanted the extra help, he didn’t want Anja’s. And selfishly, if she were not there, he would feel free to do so when he took Falon protectively into his arms.


Touching his cheek with her fingertips Anja smiled sadly. “Perhaps I will protect you from that terrible wolf.”


Rafe grabbed Anja’s hand and slowly lowered it to her side. “You deserve to be loved completely, Anja. I’m not that man.”


“In the eyes of the Blood Law you are, and that is enough for me.”


Rafe let out a long breath not wanting to waste time arguing. He handed her the leather bag, then looked to his brother as they both strapped on their swords and leather scabbards. “Let’s go.”




Four


SOMETHING IN THE universe had profoundly changed. Falon felt it down to the marrow of her bones. Her body vibrated with energy. Her senses were on fire, the scents swirling around her so clear, so strong, so defined, it hurt. As the breeze swept across her skin she shivered painfully as if every nerve was exposed.


The strong cadence of her heartbeat thudded around her, the percussion pounding in her ears.


Yet there was another heartbeat. It was louder and strong, but not stronger than hers.


She opened her eyes and stared into two intense red ones.


“Fenrir.” She breathed in awe. Unmoving, she stared boldly as he shifted from the deformed hunchback wolf into the human version of it.


“You do not fear me?” he demanded quietly.


If she said she was not afraid she would be a liar. He was hideous to look upon. His face long, his jaws thick, his yellow teeth jagged and sharp. Mostly rough bumpy skin was smooth in patches with tuffs of wiry black hair sprouting like weeds along his arms, chest, and neck. He was easily twice her size.


She gasped as her memory came crashing back with the velocity of a meteor entering the atmosphere. Balor’s brutal attack on them in the container full of the poison swords. He had killed Anja and slit Falon’s throat!


Dear God, what happened to Lucien and Rafael? Her temples suddenly began to throb. Rubbing them, she closed her eyes. She had been dying, bleeding out. It had been so peaceful, no pain, except the desperate pleas from Rafa and Luca for her life . . .


Falon gasped, her eyes flying open. In his desperation to save her life, Rafael released Fenrir, and he slew Balor and that witch!


“Where is Lucien? And Rafael?” she demanded, pushing up from where she lay on the ground. It was cold, dark, and barren. Raising her nose, Falon inhaled the crisp coolness of the air. The sky directly above was a sparkling blanket of sapphire and diamonds. A star exploded and shot higher into the deep blue canvas, its radiant gold vapor trail winding behind it.


Great Spirit Mother, give me the strength to thwart this wolf!


“They are dead to you,” Fenrir growled viciously. “I forbid you to say their names in my presence.” He leaned into her, his hot putrid breath laving her cheeks. “And if you call for either one of them, I will destroy them both.”


Falon blanched at the deadly threat. But it was not enough for her to roll over and play submissive. “They will come for me. You cannot stop them.”


“I stopped them once, I will stop them again.”


“By Blood Law you have no right to me. I belong to both alphas!” Falon blinked as she said the words. Because Rafe had been vindicated by the truth that Mara was a Slayer, she still belonged to him. Didn’t she? But she had traded marks with Lucien as well. Was their union null and void? Desperately, she didn’t want her union with Lucien to be dissolved. But because Rafe exchanged marks with Anja would the Blood Law take the Siberian wolf’s side?


Falon’s heart thundered in her chest. Gods help her, but she would fight to have them both.


Fenrir threw his hideous head back and roared with laughter. “Do you think I care about the Blood Law?”


Blood drained from her cheeks. “What do you care about, Wolf?”


He smiled, the gesture grotesque. “Siring the most powerful pack on earth.”


“For that you’re going to have to find yourself a willing partner.” Because it wasn’t going to be her!


“Willing or not, I have found my true mate.”


Foreboding swept through her at his implication, but Falon kept her composure. “You’ll have to introduce me to her one of these days.”


His grotesque smile widened. “It would be my pleasure.”


Slowly, Falon inhaled a deep breath centering her anxiety. If this wolf thought for one minute she was going to—she shivered, unable to comprehend such a thing. Slowly she exhaled, and deeply inhaled again. As the air entered her body and was absorbed into her bloodstream, her cells sparked with energy. Fenrir was powerful, but he was not omnipotent.


Mentally she checked herself for pain or injury. Not a scratch. Far from it. She felt amplified. Electrified. Stronger than ever. The blood of the two alphas had infused her power significantly, but there was something more. Different. Mystical. Dark. Her urge to kill heightened. Her lust for the hunt unnerving, the yearning for blood unquenchable. But not for Slayer blood . . . Lycan.


Falon gasped.


Her desire to hunt her own kind, to crucify them then infuse her body with their blood was so overwhelming she felt faint. Dear God! What had happened to her? Had Fenrir forced his hatred for Lycan into her?


In a hideous revelation, her memory provided the answer. Balor Corbet’s blood now ran through her veins. It had restored her life! Did she now possess his hatred for those she loved? And his dark magic? Shivering violently, Falon fought back the nausea that rolled through her. Corbet blood had destroyed so much of what Mondragon and Vulkasin held dear and yet that same villainous blood not only saved her life but had enhanced her senses to such a dizzying height she could barely control it.


Her beast snarled defensively at the evilness that prevailed within her. It would not be! She would never hurt a Lycan intentionally. She loved her people. Would die for them. For their cause.


It took all of her strength and concentration to center herself, to regain her composure. To tell herself that her Lycan blood was stronger than any Slayer blood that ran through her veins. Her love for Lucien and Rafael would trump any hate forced into her. Whether forced or accepted with open arms, the power of the three united was omnipotent. It could not be defeated. Not by Fenrir and certainly not by the Corbet blood that coursed through her veins. She was Lycan born and Lycan she would stay regardless of whose blood saved her life!


Ignoring Fenrir’s menacing growls, Falon cautiously stood and wiped the dirt and brush from her clothing. The deformed wolf man moved closer posturing as if he meant to keep her captive. Falon flung her hands at him and to both their shock, his four-hundred-pound body moved back ten feet. Deep furrows etched in the early autumn earth, disrupting the pungent dirt.


“Do not crowd me, Wolf.”


He snarled and snapped at the air, his unsightly human face elongating to that of a wolf before reverting back to human. It looked as if the wolf lacked self-control. She’d tread lightly but bravely and use that against him. What had both Rafa and Luca told her with regard to sizing up a threat? Show no fear and you open no door for attack.


“Why am I here?” she demanded, knowing the answer. When the deformed wolf did not immediately answer, Falon calmed herself and gauged her location, looking around the wooded glen that shielded them from the thicker surrounding forest.


Moonlight struggled through the thick copse of trees surrounding them. The scents were different though not unpleasant. Falon knew she was hundreds of miles north of home.


“Where are you taking me?”


“Where it will end,” Fenrir said smoothly. His eyes glittered, and Falon knew by their glow there was more to his answer. “And”—he breathed, stepping closer to her—“where the new dawn of the Lycan nation will begin.”


Her heart kicked against her rib cage. Did he mean—? “You will fight with us and not against us?”


A deep rumble began in his belly, echoing throughout his body before surfacing as laughter.


“The only us surviving the rising will be you and me, Falon.”


For the second time since she came to, Falon’s blood frosted. Life without Rafa and Luca was not an option. Life without her mother, Talia, and all the others she had come to love and respect was not an option. Life with Fenrir on any level was out of the question.


She needed to get the hell out of there and find Rafa and Luca. Together they stood a chance. Divided they would surely die.
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