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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. And one woman stands at the center of it all . . .


After years of waiting, the Blood Law is at last avenged. Lycan Alpha Lucien Mondragon takes revenge on his brother, Rafael. Lucien is poised to slay Rafael’s life mate, the Lycan/Slayer half-breed Falon – but cannot complete the kill. For Falon’s mystical powers and fiery nature awaken a heart Lucien thought long dead. Instead of ending her life, Lucien defiantly marks Falon as his own, tormenting his brother to insanity and spurning Rafael’s blood thirst for his own revenge.


Though terrified by the savage Lucien, Falon finds herself inexplicably drawn to his primal rage and strength by a desire she cannot resist. Torn between the true love she has for Rafael and the burning hunger she holds for Lucien, Falon knows that the will of her heart will lead her to her destined life mate. But it may also doom the Alpha brothers – and the Lycan race – to extinction . . .




To Steven




Vulkasin Compound, Sierras, California


THE BLOOD LAW is avenged.


Years after alpha Rafael Vulkasin kills his brother Lucien’s chosen one, the ancient council of the Lycan, the omnipotent Amorak, demands that Rafael honor the Blood Law. The Blood Law can only be avenged with an even exchange. An eye for an eye. The life of Rafael’s chosen one in exchange for the life he took from Lucien.


But Rafael refuses to give his beloved Falon to his vengeful brother, who will destroy her. Rafael pleads to the Amorak to spare Falon’s life.


After a great debate, the council reaches a verdict both brothers as well as Falon agreed in advance to honor. The council could have demanded Falon’s life for the one Rafael took, but because doubt is cast on both brothers’ claims, the council gives Lucien the choice: accept Falon as his own chosen one and treat her with the respect and honor due an alpha’s mate, or surrender Falon to his brother, alive. Revenge never tasted sweeter to Lucien. Lucien chooses to keep Falon as his own. And with his choice, the Lycan nation plummets into chaos.


“I WILL NOT join with him!” Falon shouted, pointing a finger at Lucien, the dark and dangerous brother the council had just given her to. The brother she despised. The brother she would never lay with!


Lucien’s brilliant golden eyes sparked furiously. Hand extended, he strode toward her with the confidence of a man who knew he had won the prize fair and square. “You are mine now. Come to your master.”


Rafael, Lucien’s twin brother, the man Falon loved, snarled as he shifted to wolf and lunged. Lucien shifted and met him in the air, his black wolf snarling just as ferociously as Rafael’s golden wolf. Their two bodies clashed and, as they had years ago, they tore at each other with one purpose: to kill. Only this time, it was Rafael who fought his brother for the life of his mate.


Still shocked at the verdict, Falon’s brain sputtered, unable to react.


Never in her wildest dreams had she expected the verdict that had just been handed down. Never would she have agreed to abide by it. This could not be happening! She was supposed to stay with her beloved Rafael. Did the council not hear his truth? Lucien’s mate was a Slayer! It was every Lycan’s bloodright to kill any Slayer. And so Rafael had. But they believed Lucien’s lies that she was not, and for his deceit, Falon was being torn from her true love’s arms and forced into his brother’s.


Just as stupefied, her pack, Vulkasin, and Lucien’s pack, Mondragon, stood in dumbfounded silence. Unmoving, Falon stared as the twin wolves viciously tore into each other. Warm blood sprayed across her face and chest. Chunks of fur and flesh flew around her. The cracking sound of breaking bones, punctuated by terrifying snarls. Dear God, they were really going to kill each other!


Falon shifted into a ferocious she-wolf. She would defend her mate to the death. She would not live without him. Falon leapt into the vicious fray. She yelped as fangs sunk into her flesh and bones, tearing her apart. Despite their blood frenzy to destroy the other, the brothers broke apart when they realized Falon had entered the fray. Neither wanting to harm her, they backed away. Heads down, ears pinned low, with wary eyes on the other, they circled her maimed body.


Shaking from the pain of the wounds, Falon shifted back into her human form.


“Rafa,” she pleaded, touching his bloody muzzle as he came around to her, “don’t do this. I could not bear losing you.”


He snarled and shook his great golden-furred body, blood stinging her skin. She looked past him to the great black wolf that was Lucien. The brother whose own chosen one, a forbidden Slayer, died by Rafael’s righteous hand almost sixteen years ago. And today, Rafael paid the price of the Blood Law for his deed. Falon’s life had been spared, but in sparing it, the counsel gave her to the prodigal son as payment for what his brother had so viciously taken from him.


It was fair in all eyes but hers and Rafael’s. She would never lay with his brother, not when she loved Rafael and not after the pain and suffering she had endured by Lucien’s hand. She would kill him first.


Falon swallowed hard and looked at the two packs that had drawn into a tight circle around them, and then behind them the other packs that had come in support of each brother. Past them on a raised dais stood the council of the Amorak, the keeper of the wolves. Their grave faces stared unblinking as the blood feud that had been building for over fifteen years played out.


Falon’s heart ached with such pain she could scarce draw a breath. Her lover’s blood smeared her bare chest, mingling with her own, dripping onto her feet, pooling around her toes. Rafael’s great body heaved as he drew ragged breaths. Lucien was in no better shape. If she did not intervene, they would kill each other. For Rafael’s life, she accepted what she must do. Inhaling deeply, Falon held her breath for long seconds, then exhaled.


Rafa, my love, my heart, my soul. Your life is more important to me than all the lives in this world combined. Please, stop this. Let me go. We will be together again. I promise.


He will kill you, Falon, if I do not kill him first!


Rafael leapt over Falon, tackling his brother. And the fight was on again.


Frantic, and desperate for them to stop, naked and bloody, Falon stumbled into Rafael’s office where she knew he kept a loaded handgun in his desk. She grabbed it. She would not stand by and watch her beloved be destroyed. Running back into the great room, Falon shot several rounds into the ceiling.


The shots had no effect on either brother. They continued to fight. Time stopped. In slow motion, Falon watched the wolves tear each other apart, their fangs dripping red with blood, their great chests heaving as they sucked in air.


“You must stop this!” Sharia, the elder Amorak, shrilled, pushing past the council into the crowded floor. Falon shot off another round. When the brothers continued to fight, she put the barrel of the gun to her chest and screamed, “Stop now or there will be nothing to fight over!”


Simultaneously, Rafael and Lucien shifted into their human forms and turned to face her. Falon cried out at Rafael’s condition. Large gaping gashes filleted his chest, thighs, and arms. His golden skin glittered crimson.


He reached out to her, taking an unsteady step toward her. “No, Falon,” he said hoarsely.


“The Blood Law has been avenged!” Sharia cried, stepping toward the alpha brothers. “You both know to kill an alpha is a death sentence!”


The grizzled old woman tottered toward Lucien and grabbed his bloody hand. “Kill your brother this day and lose your life before the sun sets.” She took Rafael’s hand and placed it over his brother’s. “Swear before the packs you will not break our covenant.”


Rafael yanked his hand from Sharia’s and spit on the floor. “The Blood Law has forsaken me! Only Lucien’s death will atone for it!”


Lucien stepped snarling toward Rafael. “The Blood Law has betrayed me twice! Only your chosen one’s death will redeem it!”


“No,” Falon whispered. “I do not want to die.”


Lucien turned and faced her. “You will not die by my hand. I swore to accept the verdict and so I shall.” He extended his hand, motioning her to him. “You belong to me now.”


“I don’t.” Desperately Falon looked past Lucien to Rafael, who stepped toward her. His ocean-colored eyes cried out with pain, longing, and a love for her so profound she felt it to her marrow. But shining just as passionately, she beheld his honor, his pride, his love for his people. And most heartbreaking of all, the truth of what she must do. Go with Lucien or refuse; either way, the outcome would destroy Rafael. She could not live with that guilt. She straightened and faced Sharia. “I reject both alphas. I choose to remain unmated.”


“You gave up that choice when you exchanged marks with Rafael,” Sharia said evenly. Her tobacco brown eyes glittered furiously. Her gnarled hands fisted at her sides. “See it done!”


Falon shook her head and stepped back. This was barbaric! She was not a commodity to be traded because of a law she did not live by. And she would not be a slave to any man or nation.


“Come with me now,” Lucien said softly.


She looked at him through blurry eyes. Lucien: the dark, mysterious, misunderstood alpha who maybe, in a different place and a different time, she could accept. But not now. Not when that choice would destroy Rafael. “No,” she whispered and pulled the trigger.


Pain exploded in her chest. Her heart shuddered from the percussion. Falon knew her body was shaking, but she felt only the profound loss of the life she had prayed for with Rafa. Barely able to stand, she blinked back the blood and tears as every eye in the great room stared dumbfounded at her. The only eyes she met were Rafael’s stunned aqua-colored ones. “Noooo!” he cried, running toward her.


The gun slipped from her bloody fingers. The pain mushroomed throughout her body. “I love you,” Falon said as she crumpled to the floor.


It was not Rafael’s arms that caught her but those of his brother. Lucien’s horrified golden eyes were the last thing she saw before she gave up her life for the man she loved.




One


LUCIEN GRABBED FALON to his chest before Rafael could touch her and whirled away from him deep into the safety of his pack.


Rafael lunged after him, but pack Vulkasin had the wherewithal to swarm around their alpha, as much for his protection as theirs. They understood what had to happen next.


Rafael snarled, wildly lunging, his powerful arms and legs held back only by the combined effort of a dozen of his men.


“I will give this warning only once,” Lucien growled from the security of his pack, speaking not only to his brother but to the council. “If Rafael or any of pack Vulkasin, including the Berserkers, make any attempt to take what is mine by bloodright, by the Blood Law, I will destroy them and in so doing be justified!”


He sneered at the assembled council of Amorak elders. “You are weak. By your failure to enforce the Blood Law as it is written, I will no longer live by it.”


“You would have her death?” Sharia demanded, pointing at Falon’s broken body in his arms.


“I would have the right to choose my own mate!” Lucien shouted.


“Then return her to Rafael and choose,” Sharia said sharply.


And what penalty would his brother have paid for destroying the woman Lucien chose to stand beside him? None. And that he would never accept!


Shaking his head, Lucien looked down at Falon’s naked bleeding body. An emotion he could not put a name to tugged at him. This half-Lycan, half-human female represented many things to many of his people. Whoever possessed her possessed her unusual powers. And through that connection they would gain untold power. But for Lucien personally, the true power Falon gave him was the power to destroy his brother. And for that alone, he would not allow her to die.


“You cannot have it both ways, Lucien,” Sharia said. “Live by the Blood Law, or refute it and return her to Rafael.”


Pride aside, Lucien was a fool if he returned her to his brother. From the moment he laid eyes on the sultry beauty, she became the one thing he must possess. And possess her he would.


He looked back at Sharia and nodded. “So be it. She belongs to me now by bloodright.” His eyes narrowed as he turned to face his brother. “As mine, I will choose if she lives or dies,” Lucien taunted. For sixteen years, he had waited for the day he would hold his brother’s chosen one’s life in his hands. That day had come. But instead of taking her life, he had been given it. Part of him resented it, part of him reveled in it, but another part of him feared it would blow up in his face. Her love for his brother would never die. And he would never share any part of her.


“You agreed not to take her life,” Maleek, an elder from the north, said, stepping around Sharia’s shriveled frame.


“It is my choice to allow nature to take its course or to redirect it,” Lucien defended. Now Rafe would finally know what it felt like to have the woman he loved ripped from his arms.


“Give her to me!” Rafael shouted, fighting against his men. “I can heal her!”


“As can I, Brother. If I choose.”


“You would not dare allow her to die!” Sharia screeched.


Lucien glared at the assembled packs. “I would dare, and more! I will kill any human or Lycan who dares to challenge my right to decide if she lives or dies!”


Lucien turned with Falon in his arms. Her pulse had weakened and her heartbeat had slowed to a death knell. Her lifeblood covered his body. Never more furious than at that moment, Lucien looked down at the woman who had driven the wedge deeper between the packs. His brother’s chosen one. The woman Rafael loved and who loved him equally in return. Why had she been given a second chance when his own chosen one had not been given even one? His heart still ached over the loss.


As would his brother’s for Falon. Because now she was Lucien’s. And though his vengeance burned white hot in his heart, there was the slightest sliver of it left untainted by the ugliness his world had become. That tiny piece of him cried out to Falon to love him as she loved his brother.


He looked over his shoulder to his frantic twin. It took the combined effort of pack Vulkasin and those of pack Ruiz’s alpha and sergeant at arms to hold Rafael back. “Take your honor and your Blood Law and find another mate, Brother.” Lucien raised the dying Falon in his arms. “This one is mine.” Rafael’s eyes blazed bloodred, froth covered his mouth, and the muscles in his body strained so tightly against his skin it looked as if his body would split at the seams. “Come near her, Brother, and I will kill her after I kill you.”


Rafael snarled and shifted. As he lunged at Lucien, a shot rang out. Rafael’s big body hit the floor with a heavy thud.


Stunned, Lucien looked past his brother to Sharia, who stood with the handgun Falon had used on herself, pointed at Rafa’s now-human body. A profound sense of loss he could not explain filled Lucien’s heart.


“My gods! What have you done!” Lucien railed at the old medicine woman stepping toward his brother’s still body.


She raised furious brown eyes to him and levelly said, “Leave here before he shakes off the wound and kills you, or I will kill you myself.”


Lucien stepped back, unsure how to interpret the emotions crashing inside him. So he did not try. “If he dies from the wound, you will answer to me.”


“What do you care?” the old woman scoffed.


“He is my brother! When his time comes, it will be by my hand alone!”


With Falon hanging unconscious in his arms, Lucien strode bloody and naked from the Vulkasin compound building to his waiting motorcycle. His pack swarmed behind him. Talia, his cousin and Mondragon spirit healer, shoved her way through the bodies to Lucien, her big purple eyes wide with concern. She pressed her hand to Falon’s heart. “She does not have much time left, Lucien.”


“I know.” He whirled away. Holding Falon to his chest, he mounted his chopper. Moments later, they roared out of the compound.


Luca.


Lucien ignored his brother’s desperate call.


Luca, please, I beg you, if you have any love for me left in your heart, heal Falon.


Rafael’s words tore at him. The devil that drove Lucien wanted Falon to die, to punish Rafael for what he had done to him. An eye for an eye; Rafael would finally live Lucien’s pain. But that barely perceptible part of the human that was left, stayed his revenge.


Save her.


Lucien ground his jaw, shutting off his mind to his brother’s pleas. The beast in him wanted to save Falon, because for selfish reasons, for noble reasons, for purely primal reasons, he wanted her for himself.


Save her, Luca. She is powerful and strong. Save her and you save yourself.


“What payment do you offer for her life?” he shouted to the wind.


As Lucien made the demand, he steered his chopper to the shoulder of the road where he abruptly stopped. He growled and looked down at the pale face. The face that had pitted Lycan against Lycan. The face Rafael had fallen in love with. The face Lucien dreamed would one day be his to kill. The face that could end the Lycan nation as a people. Because there was no chance for the packs to reunite now. Not as long as one of the brothers lived. Or, if she died.


Save her life and I swear on our mother’s heart, I will not come for her.


But she will come for you.


I will shun her.


And she will know it is a ploy.


I will make her think I love another.


Then swear to take another mate before the next full moon.


You will save her, then?


I will save her. But that decision was made the minute she pulled the trigger.


I swear it.


That Rafael did not hesitate to give up the one thing he loved most in the world to save it was not lost on Lucien. He hated his brother for his honor. But despised himself more because he loved nothing enough to make any sacrifice.


Then it will be done. Because honor was Rafael’s Achilles’ heel. Not only would he abide by the council’s decision, Rafael would keep his word and stay away from Falon. The cards could not have been dealt more favorably to Lucien had he handpicked them himself.


As Lucien laid Falon’s still body down on the side of the road, her heart arrested. Quickly, Lucien bit his wrist until his blood flowed in a thick, steady stream and then pressed it to Falon’s pale lips. He pressed his other hand to the gunshot wound in her chest. Closing his eyes, he called upon the Great Spirit Mother to spare her life, just as she had spared his and Rafael’s lives all those years ago.


Talia came up behind him and pressed her hands to his shoulders and began an ancient healing chant. Her hands infused him with a warm heat. It traveled from his shoulders to his arms to his hands, and into Falon’s body. His blood thrummed hot in his veins.


Iridescent energy flickered along Lucien’s skin to Falon’s. Her heart lurched against his hand, and in a slow, unsteady cadence, it began to beat. Lucien’s own heart beat with it, urging hers into a steadier rhythm. Falon choked as his blood drenched her lips. He pressed his wrist more firmly to her lips.


“Take it, Falon,” he commanded.


She moaned.


“Yes,” he whispered. “Take more.”


Her lips tightened around him, her tongue slid across the bite wounds, her lips pulled, sucking hard. A desire like no other thrummed through him, slamming into his defenses before filling every inch of him with a wild, possessive greed.


Lucien closed his eyes, fighting the call of the wild. But once he wrangled the beast to submission, he heard it again. Stronger this time: the inarguable call of her blood to his.


Like a lightning bolt striking a mountaintop, it struck Lucien that Falon was meant to be his. He believed strongly in fate, fate he directed, not fate directing him. He forced a tight smile and smoothed away a hank of blood-soaked hair from her cheek. She would be his now, and with her by his side, they would lead the nation against the Slayers and destroy each and every one of those murderous miscreants.


Lucien lowered his lips to the bullet wound that still seeped blood and licked it, sealing it enough to buy him some time to get to his own compound in the flatlands.


Falon’s body had stilled, but the strong beat of her heart told him she would live.


He looked up to Talia, who stood by silently. “She’s strong enough to make it to the compound.”


“I’ll go ahead and prepare your room.”


Lucien nodded. Falon’s other wounds could wait. He pulled out the spare clothing he always carried from one of the saddlebags. He wrapped one of his shirts around Falon’s shoulders, and quickly dressed himself. Carefully he picked her up and mounted his chopper.


Readjusting Falon’s limp body in his arms, Lucien gave the go-ahead signal to his pack, and they carefully continued down the steep mountain road to his own compound nestled in the flatlands at the base of Sierras.


His mind swirled with what it would mean to finally have a mate, and how she would affect his future. Lucien glanced down at Falon’s pale face. His chest tightened. He would not love her. Could not. Not when she loved his brother. He trusted Rafael would not come for her, and he believed Rafael would do all in his power to convince Falon he loved another, but Falon’s heart would never beat for Lucien. She would never share her heart with him, but more than that, he would not share what was left of his with her.


He was incapable of loving.


The day he watched his parents die the most heinous of deaths at the hands of Thomas Corbet and his brothers Balor and Edward had jackhammered away a chunk of Lucien’s heart. The day his chosen one died in his arms by the brother he loved as much as he loved himself, what little part of his heart was left disintegrated into dust. While his vengeance against Rafael had eaten at him for years, his true driving passion since he was ten years old was to destroy every drop of the Corbet bloodline. Destroy the blood, destroy the threat.


The rising was two months away. His mother was Mondragon of the greatest European pack. They would follow him. But Rafael had the support of the Russian and northern packs.


Lucien sneered. That loyalty would not last once they heard how the great golden alpha had softened because of a female, and one not even full Lycan.


Falon stirred in his arms as if she knew he thought of her with disdain. Even if every pack on the planet served Lucien, Rafael held the trump card: the Eye of Fenrir. The ancient ruby ring that housed the powerful but traitorous wolf, Fenrir. The power the ring held was untold. The soul who possessed it, and understood the power within and how to wield that power, was untouchable.


Throwing his head back, Lucien howled at the waning moon. “Oh, Rafael, had you not been blinded by your honor, you could have used the power of the ring to destroy me and have your woman. No one would dare challenge you!”


But Rafael played by the honor code. Using the ring would have disrespected the council’s decision and in so doing disrespected the Blood Law. What did it get him? Nothing but a ring with the promise of power that would never be used and the loss of his chosen one.


If Lucien possessed the ring there would be no doubt what he would do with it. He would exploit every facet of it. He would not wait for the rising. Single-handedly he would go on a rampage destroying every descendant of Peter “the Wolf” Corbet. There would be no place any of them could hide. None with the power to stop him, and once he had eradicated the world of that bloodline, he would go after the rest of them. One by one, they would die a slow, miserable death by his hand alone. And when the world was free of every last Slayer, he would call the packs together and they would unite and rebuild as one.


What had Rafael done with the ring? Nothing proactive that Lucien could see. It was wasted on a man who was so blinded by his honor, he could not see that to survive, he must use the power now and strike before the rising.


Lucien glanced down at Falon. Mauled and bloody as she was, her unusual beauty shown through. But there was more than that holding Lucien’s attention. Her mystical essence was strong. Magic swirled around her bright aura. He knew firsthand she had a temper. Knew she was a fighter, too. He inhaled her rich, musky scent. Carnally, she would be unpredictable and insatiable. She was a worthy mate. That he would not deny. He looked ahead at the dark ribbon of road. To be loved by this woman as she loved his brother would be as powerful in itself as the Eye of Fenrir.


Even his own chosen one had not loved him the way Falon loved Rafael. Was he not worthy of such love? Snarling, Lucien dug his fingers into Falon’s waist. He was worthy! More than worthy. He was alpha! He deserved all that Rafael possessed, including being loved by his chosen one. But to receive love, one must give it, and Lucien had none to spare.


His lips pulled back from his teeth. Yeah, she may never love him, but the silver lining was that he would have her. She would bear his children. And long after they triumphed over the rising, Rafael would roam aimlessly among the mountains craving the one true mate he could never have.


Lucien leashed his anger before it took control of him. Even if he were to die an untimely death, once he took Falon and marked her as his, Rafael would never take her back. His honor would never allow it, much less his pride. Lucien scoffed. He got the pride thing. Had Falon lain with any other man than his brother, and if his revenge would not live on in his possession of Falon, even with all her powers combined, Lucien would have refused her as his chosen one.


Lucien smiled. She had a few other assets that swayed him. His gaze swept her full breasts. She was a prize. And naive. She had unknowingly been lured last month into trading blood with him. Small though it was, it took only a drop from each of them for the exchange to manifest into the power to slip into her subconscious and not only speak to her but—touch her. He suspected Falon didn’t realize she possessed the same power. The sensations were real. All senses firing when the bloods recognized their counterpart. And for all that she had belonged to Rafael, she belonged to him now.


His skin warmed as he remembered how, like a mist, he had gone into her dreams and intimately touched her. Heat sluiced through his veins straight to his dick. He could not remember ever feeling so sexual as when she responded to his touch in her dreams, and it had been just an illusion. She had been delectably innocent to his power over her then, now—his arm tightened around her waist drawing her closer to his chest. Once she healed, he would come to her in full flesh and bone. He would fuck her until she howled herself hoarse and every Lycan for three hundred miles would know what he was doing to her. It would drive Rafael mad.


Keeping Falon alive had been a score on more than one count.


FALON WRITHED IN pain on the damp sheets. Her body sizzled with fever. Feeling like lead, her limbs weighed her down. Every joint ached. Her swollen eyes pounded like wrecking balls against her eyelids.


She had been slogging through crowds of aimless souls for days, weeks, months, fighting her way toward the sliver of light that beckoned in the distance, just beyond the souls who slogged as she toward the light. Each time she got close enough to feel the warmth of the light across her cheeks, thick fog sucked her back into the gray purgatory of nothingness. Far below her feet, the churning black abyss of hell waited for souls to fall into its hungry jaws.


Strong hands caught her each time she slipped through the fog toward the violent vortex beneath her. If the whirlpool caught hold of her, it would suck her down, and even the strong hands that had repeatedly pulled her from it would not be able to save her. It had been what she wanted: that black numbness of death. But when faced with the reality of death, she fought to live.


Rafa! Come for me!


Each time she called out to him, her voice echoed back. Unanswered.


A choked cry caught in her throat. Rafa, why do you ignore me?


Her heart shuddered to a halt with grim realization. There was only one reason Rafa would not return her call. He was dead.


I’m so sorry! she sobbed.


Why had she sworn to abide by the council’s decision?


Because the verdict could be only one of two. Either they would believe Rafael was justified to kill Lucien’s chosen one because she was a Slayer, and with that belief allow her to stay with Rafael, or they would not believe him and hand her over to Lucien to destroy. The word of the Blood Law was painfully clear: an eye for an eye.


Had they given Lucien license to kill her, she would have killed him in self-defense and lived with the consequences. She would have hidden until the rising when she would reveal herself to stand beside Rafa and fight for their lives. With the dawn of a new world, new laws would be written. New laws that would make it possible for her to be with her true love.


Never had she imagined that the council would allow her to live. A twist on an eye for an eye. Her living, breathing life for the one Rafael took from Lucien. Why didn’t they condemn her to death? She had the power to destroy Lucien when he took his revenge. Now, as much as she longed to be with Rafa, she could not, would not, kill Lucien in cold blood.


Why was this happening? Who did she piss off? And how the hell was she supposed to get out of this mess?


The fog began to clear as the same powerful hands that guided her through her perilous journey slid possessively along her arms, to her shoulders. Warm lips pressed against the pain in her chest. A thick tongue swathed a warm, moist trail across a sensitive nipple. Arching into the soothing cadence, Falon moaned.


A deep growl reverberated from the sensuous lips pressed to her. Sensitive waves of desire shimmered across her chest, down her belly to settle in her womb. A keen sense of safety encompassed her like a warm fluffy blanket just out of the dryer. Thick emotion clogged her chest. “Rafa,” she whispered, “you came for me.”


Deep laughter vibrated around her. “Not Rafa, love. Lucien, your alpha.”


Falon’s eyes flew open. Lucien’s dark head hovered above her breast as his lips suckled her nipple, sending harsh flashes of fire to her loins. “No,” she cried. Not Lucien.


He smiled against her nipple and tugged at it with his teeth. “Yesss,” he hissed. “In the flesh.”


Falon swallowed hard. Trying to raise a hand against him was impossible. Her limbs would not respond to her command to move. The ache in her joints radiated to other parts of her body. Squeezing her eyes shut, Falon inhaled deeply, then exhaled. This was a dream. A nightmare. She would wake up next to Rafael. But instead of falling back into the safety of unconsciousness, her body responded to the sensuous pull of the man above her.


It terrified her.


Not his touch. No, his touch—she moaned and arched into his hand when he cupped her other breast—thrilled her. What terrified her was how much it thrilled her.


He plucked her sensitive nipple with his fingers as he licked and suckled the other. “Lucien—” She gasped. Stop.


“Falon,” he roughly responded. Make me.


How could she make him stop when she could not raise a hand? And did she want to? She felt tipsy as if she had drunk too much wine. The sizzling wake of her blood as it raced to her womb felt like tiny hot champagne bubbles. Tempting and teasing her sensitive places.


She climbed a slippery slope. By rights, she had sworn to go with Lucien as his chosen one, as well as all that went with that title. But—if she gave into the temptation of Lucien, if Rafael lived, he would turn his back on her for all time. That she could not bear. Ever.


Falon screamed her frustration, and arched weakly against the strong arms pinning her down. Lucien’s laughter reverberated across her hot skin. In a slow, languorous trail, his lips and tongue swept across her aching body.


As his touch extracted one pain from her, it infused her with a different pain. Even if she could fight it, she wouldn’t. After the trauma her body had just been through, what he did to her now felt too damn good. Intuitively she knew she had lost a substantial amount of blood, and that despite Lucien’s healing powers, her body would need more time to rejuvenate. Her strength was nothing compared to what it would be if she were healthy. If it were, Lucien would be part of the wall right now.


“Don’t fight me, Falon, not now when you are no match for me.”


She fought to open her eyes again, but they were so heavy. “Take advantage of my weakened state, Lucien, and it will be the last thing you do.”


His tongue slid across a deep bite on the inside of her thigh perilously close to her mons. Falon bit back a deep moan, trying unsuccessfully to stay the slow undulation of her hips.


“Oh, God,” she gasped when his tongue slid along the wet seam of her soft, fleshy nether lips. Her fingers dug into the linen beneath her. His audacity should not shock her. When they had bitten each other in Rafael’s room less than a month ago, she had unwittingly made a blood bond with him. He had come uninvited into her thoughts more than once, and more than once had touched her in a most salacious way. That it was all in her head made it no less real.


Dear God, stop him, before I cannot stop myself. She hated him. He was ruthless, cruel, and sinister. Yet, from their first meeting, he fascinated her on a dark and dangerous level . . . Whereas Rafael was all that was golden and honorable, Lucien was all that was dark and decadent. His emotions ran as deep as his brother’s, maybe deeper. It made him all the more dangerous. All the more of an enigma. All the more unpredictable. The ultimate challenge to any woman to tame the tortured beast within him.


“I would never take advantage of you in such an unseemly way, Falon.”


“Liar,” she moaned as his tongue sluiced down the inside of her thigh. Her hands fisted the linens tighter. Her wounds throbbed with each heartbeat; his tongue soothed them in long, languid strokes. The intoxicating blend of pain and pleasure drove her mad. Falon steeled her muscles to resist him but the effort painfully torqued her mauled body. Loosening her muscles, she stopped fighting.


“I have never forced you.”


“You have—” She moaned when his tongue slid down her calf to her ankle and licked a deep bite there, then along her instep to her toes. “Stop—that.”


“If I stop, you will not heal.”


“I’ll take my chances.”


“It is not your decision to make.”


“You are not the boss of me!”


He laughed low. Taking her foot into his big hands, Falon hissed as the pain shot through her. “The bones in your foot have been crushed.” Gently he began to massage her foot.


Heat emanated from his fingertips into her skin, through the tendons and muscles to her bones. God, it felt so soothing, so—“Ahh, Lucien, that feels so”—she bit back a moan of pleasure as it tangoed with the pain of the fractures—“good.”


He lowered his lips to just above her mons and whispered, “When I take you, Falon—and mark my words, I will—you will want as badly as me.”


Falon swallowed hard, pressing her bottom firmly into the mattress, away from Lucien’s decadent lips. “Never!” She would never willingly lay with anyone, except Rafa.


Releasing her foot none too gently, he rolled her over onto her belly. Trailing a finger along the curve of her back, she flinched. “You have a nasty bite here. My apologies if I was the culprit.” Falon opened her mouth to tell him to go to hell when his tongue slid along the deep bite. She squeezed her eyes shut and moaned, pressing her hips into the mattress. God, that felt good. “Never say never, Falon.”


When she tried to squirm away from him, her pain-laden limbs barely moved. His grip tightened. Each time she fought him, her energy ebbed a little more. Her eyelids felt like concrete slabs on her face. Like a drug, lethargy stole through her. “Stop fighting me.”


“Only when you stop breathing,” she mumbled as she gave up to blissful unconsciousness.


Lucien’s laughter was the last thing she heard before her ravaged body succumbed to the trauma inflicted upon it.


SHE DREAMED OF Rafael, of running wild and free with him as wolves deep into the Sierra timberline, not once looking back, only forward to their future together. Her chest constricted in realized heartache when Rafael ran ahead of her to be met by a beautiful, snowy white she-wolf. “She is Lycan, Falon,” Rafa gently explained as he took his place beside her. “My true mate, and the future of Vulkasin.”


“No, Rafa! I am your true mate!”


He looked sadly at her, as if she were something to be pitied. “You belong to Lucien now.”


“No!” she screamed when he turned from her and with his mate at his side, leapt into the swirling mist. “No! Rafa!” She leapt after him but fell through the mist down the mountainside. She screamed, clawing at the rocky edge not wanting to die but not wanting to live without Rafa.


“Rafa!”


“He is gone to you, Falon,” a soft soothing voice said beside her.


It was vaguely familiar.


“You cannot hide in your dreams. Open your eyes and face your reality,” the voice commanded.


Falon shook her head. She had no heart to live in a reality that did not include Rafa.


Fingers dug into her tender shoulders and shook her. Falon flinched, her wounds still tender, and flung the hands from her. She sat up, opening her eyes. Where was she? Who was the woman? Blinking rapidly, Falon shook the cobwebs from her head and looked at the woman staring at her.


Her ugly reality came flooding back to her. The council hearing, their unbelievable verdict, her life sentence with Lucien. As his chosen one!


And the woman standing so close. Talia! Rafael’s cousin and healer. She had been kidnapped by Lucien and forced to stay in his compound just as Falon was being forced! Would Talia become her ally or her foe? Wide-eyed, Falon looked around the room and absorbed her surroundings.


If she didn’t instinctively know where she was, she would know by the heavy dark furniture and the rich earthy scent swirling around her like a possessive cloak. She was chin deep in Lucien’s lair. The room was larger than the one she shared with Rafa. Deep blood colors mixed with the earth tones of the rich textured fabrics. Brocade, satin, smooth linen. Despite the richness of the adornments, the room was distinctly male. Distinctly sensual. Distinctly—dangerous.


A gnarled black oak armoire and dresser unit that took up an entire wall faced the bed next to the door. Two distressed pale leather chairs sat opposite each other with a table made of the same leather between them. On the wall above the grouping was a wicked ebony-handled sword, the metal polished to a high shine. It appeared well used. On the other side of the room, a large gnarled wood desk dominated with several computers and neat stacks of paper piled atop. Above the desk on the wall a large red, black, and gold painting of a fire-breathing dragon with a wolf head. Lucien bore the same dragon tattoo on his chest, back, and abdomen.


Instead of lamps, groupings of thick beeswax candles with rivulets of wax running down them and pooling onto the nightstands flanking the huge four-poster bed she lay upon appeared to be the only source of light with the exception of one window in the corner adjacent to the bed. The computers were the only modern amenity. If she didn’t know better, she’d think she was locked in a Gothic castle.


Falon looked directly at Talia’s stormy face. The Lycan healer was pretty. No, more than pretty. Talia’s earthy sensuality punctuated by large, vibrant violet-colored eyes was no less than stunning. Rafael spoke of his cousin often and with love.


“I will not stay here as Lucien’s slave.”


Talia snorted and moved from the edge of the bed. She was petite to Falon’s statuesque. The sultry Lycan tossed her long, sable-colored hair over her shoulders and said, “I didn’t peg you for a drama queen, Falon,” Talia said.


Falon stiffened.


“If you renege on your sworn oath to abide by the council’s verdict, that you accept Lucien as your true mate and he you, you will create such chaos among the packs they will not survive the rising.”


“Don’t try to lay that on me! What if I weren’t here? What if I had never met Rafael?”


“Fate intended you to meet Rafael. You were meant to break this insufferable sixteen-year stalemate!” Talia moved closer. “You have powers no Lycan possesses. You are at the middle of something that is bigger than all of us. Bigger than your wants and desires. Bigger than your heart, your life, and your soul!”


Falon shook her head. She was not the key to anything!


“It doesn’t matter whether you understand or not. I don’t know that I understand what our future holds. What I do know in my heart is what matters now: you must exchange marks with Lucien. Become his true mate in every sense. United, the two of you will have more power than ten packs! And we need all the power we can muster for the rising.”


“My destiny is not with Lucien.”


“Your destiny is to listen to your calling, Falon.”


“My calling and my heart belong to Rafael.”


Talia contemplated Falon’s answer, then said, “Our hearts have the capacity to love many.”


How could she love another when her heart was so filled with love for Rafael? How could anyone love Lucien? He was dark, moody, and unpredictable. He was her beloved’s sworn enemy! It would kill Rafa if she loved Lucien. She would never hurt him that way.


Vigorously, Falon shook her head. “I could never love Lucien.” Falon leapt from the bed but caught the thick poster, as her world tilted right then left. She slowly shook the clouds from her head, still feeling as if she were going to faint. Looking down at her naked body, her vision blurred, then focused. Her eyes widened in shock. There was no trace of even the slightest wound. Her skin was as smooth and unblemished as a baby’s. All of her skin! Her mons was shaved smooth, no vestige of the downy shield that used to be there. Heat rose in her cheeks. She was going to kill Lucien!


The heat intensified in her cheeks as her gaze locked with Talia’s. The Lycan smiled sheepishly and shrugged. “Lucien likes his women unfettered.”


“How dare he touch me! How dare he—” Falon’s knees wobbled. Her blood loss would take time to regenerate, but her temper was as volatile as ever. She scooted back onto the bed before she fell to the floor.


Talia shrugged. “The sooner you accept Lucien as lord and master over everything you see here, the sooner you will find peace.”


“I will never accept him! I cannot!” Rafael would never forgive her. “If he touches me, I will kill him.”


Talia tsked, shaking her head. “To kill an alpha is punishable by death.”


“They’d have to catch me first.”


“Lucien is many things, some of which I strongly disapprove of, but he is alpha. His word is law. That he accepted you as his true mate was not a decision he made lightly. In accepting you, he forfeited his right to pick the mate of his choice. Instead of sullen, you should feel honored.”


“Honored? How can I feel honored when the man I have unwillingly been given to does not know the meaning of the word honor?”


“There is honor in the simple fact he is alpha.”


“Lucien has taken his title through force and coercion. He will never be half the alpha Rafael is. He is a joke among the Lycan nation.”


Talia’s eyes flashed angrily. She stepped to the edge of the bed and leaned into Falon. Chin to chin she spoke slowly but concisely. “Do not ever say such things about Lucien. Until you have walked a mile in his shoes, keep your judgments to yourself.”


“He has brainwashed you. You are obviously a victim of his coercion tactics.”


“I have been free to leave here from the moment I arrived.”


Falon’s brows wrinkled in confusion. It was common knowledge Lucien had kidnapped Talia and forced her to stay here. “But—”


“It’s true,” Talia reiterated.


“Then why have you allowed Rafa to think you were being forced to stay here?”


“He never asked, he, as the rest of the Lycan nation, assumed the worst of Lucien.”


“Yet you did nothing to school them?”


“Lucien forbade it. He stands by his actions. He does not require anyone to champion his cause.”


“If Lucien was such a noble alpha, he would have long ago made peace with his brother.”


“Peace between the brothers can only come when there is peace with their true mate.”


“But I am Rafa’s true mate! We are at peace!” Or at least they were.


“You belong to Lucien now.”


“I am not his true mate!”


“You are because you both accepted the council’s judgment. Be glad your life was spared.”


“Lucien would have preferred they signed my death warrant.”


“He would not have done it.”


“The hell he wouldn’t have! He despises his brother. He despises me.” Falon swallowed and wondered had she known what her other options were when she agreed to abide by the council’s verdict if she would have agreed or run. She rubbed her throbbing temples. How could she have agreed to such a ridiculous verdict?


“If he despised you, when your heart stopped beating after you shot yourself, he would have laid you down on the road and walked away.” Talia’s voice lowered dangerously. “Make no mistake; Lucien saved your life because he chose to. The Blood Law had no hand in it, not even fate. It was Lucien’s decision alone to make—be grateful for your second chance.”


Falon shook her head, refusing to believe Lucien saved her at all, much less for noble reasons. “Lucien’s hatred for his brother overrides his hatred for me. I live, Lucien rubs the fact that I am here in Rafael’s nose. I die, Lucien’s revenge dies with me.”


“You are wrong about Lucien.”


“There will never be love lost between us.”


“Only you can change that.”


“My heart aside, Talia, I would never betray Rafa by loving his brother.”


“Would you betray the pack by refusing your chosen one?”


“Mondragon is not my pack! Lucien is not my chosen one!” Falon denied knowing as she said the words they were a lie.


“Both are now! Whether or not you understood the options the council had to work with, you agreed to accept their decision. The Blood Moon is on the rise. The packs converge. The battle for our existence will be fought in less than two months’ time. Accept that you are here. Accept that this is not about you but about the survival of a nation. Have you no honor? Does your word mean nothing? Would you disrespect Rafael’s honor by refusing the council’s decision?” Talia leaned in close. “If you refuse to accept Lucien as a mate, he will lose face not only with Mondragon but with the other alphas. Become a laughingstock. We must all unite! It is imperative he be at his strongest, most deadly now in the shadow of the rising. And Falon, you can give that to him by accepting him and by marking him.” Talia stood. “If you refuse, Mondragon will tear you apart and seek a more worthy alpha. And what, pray tell, Falon, do you think your beloved Rafa would do then?”


Falon swallowed hard and shook her head. But she knew the answer.


“He would destroy all of them and in so doing sign his death warrant.” And the honor Rafael lived and died by would die with him. She could not do that to him. Not for her own pride, not for anything.


Talia grabbed her by the shoulders and shook Falon so hard her teeth rattled. “You are a selfish, stupid woman if you do not realize that the survival of the Lycan nation is bigger than your longing for another. A thousand lives are dependent on the packs uniting. It is the only way we can defeat the Slayers. Without Mondragon and Vulkasin to lead the nation, there will be no Lycan nation left to fight for.”


“I did not ask for any of this!”


“You may not have asked for it, but when you marked Rafael, you accepted all that went with him. Including accepting the code of honor he lives by.”


Falon shook her head, not wanting to hear the truth. “I cannot accept Lucien as my mate.”


“There is a difference between cannot and will not. Either way, you are a fool, Falon. A fool who cannot see past her own human weakness.”


Falon opened her mouth to school the little Lycan on just how dastardly her alpha really was but instead clamped her mouth shut. There would be no good in making an enemy out of Talia.


“Where is your almighty alpha now? Licking his wounds in a hole somewhere as he plots more ways to destroy his brother?”


Talia smiled tolerantly and stepped back. “I am a healer; I took care of Lucien.”


“I would have given you the moon to let him die.” Falon slipped from the bed, carefully standing on the floor before she took another step. “I need clothes.”


“Lucien has given strict orders you are to walk among the pack as you were born.”


“Lucien can go to hell! I’m not his sex slave, and I’ll be damned if he’s going to humiliate me by refusing me clothing.”


Talia stood for a long, contemplative moment before she said, “I don’t agree with his tactics . . .”


“Why did you choose to stay with him when you could have gone back to Rafa?”


“I love Lucien as I love Rafael. The blood of both packs runs through my veins. Lucien needs me.”


Falon swept past her to the window and said over her shoulder, “Lucien needs no one.”


“Ah, there, my lovely, you are wrong,” the devil in wolf’s clothing said from the doorway.


Falon slowly turned to face him as Talia hurried from the room. Back straight, chin high, chest out, she glared at him. As his brother had the first morning after he had marked her, Lucien leaned casually against the doorjamb, his arms crossed over his wide chest, his golden eyes glittering with unabashed desire.


“You cannot force me to love you,” Falon stated and realized as she said the words, Talia was right. This, whatever this was, was bigger than her.


“Love?” Lucien scoffed. “Love has no place in what we are to become, Falon.”


“Then what? I am simply a tool for repeated revenge?”


He unwound his long arms and stalked toward her. Lucien Mondragon was many things, but one thing he was not was unattractive. His dark sensuality aside, he moved with the controlled stealth of a predator. He did not have to prove to any man or beast that he was in charge; it was understood. “Oh, no, you are much more than that. You are half Lycan with immeasurable power.” He stopped a foot away from her. He reached out a hand to her cheek and traced his index finger along the high curve, then down to her jawline. Falon steeled herself. His touch was not violent, nor, she swallowed, was it unpleasant. In another place, in another time, while she may not love him or trust him, she could want him. “Despite the tragic events that forced us together, I have chosen you above all other females, human and Lycan, to bear my children. It will drive my brother mad when he sees your belly ripe with my child.”


Falon slapped his hand away. “Do you think, Lucien, that I would allow that to happen just so that you can torture Rafael?”


“Rafael’s torture is simply an added benefit. You, my love, are the real prize.”


Lightning quick, he cupped his big hand around the back of her head and pulled her to him. He lowered his lips to hover above hers. “You will come to me willing, Falon. You will beg me to take you. You will beg me not to stop. You will scream my name, not my brother’s, when you come.”


Falon shook her head, refusing to see herself as the wanton he foretold. “I despise you.”


“Really?” He pulled her hard against his chest. His eyes glittering passionately, his nostrils flared as a small twitch of a smile twisted his full lips. He sniffed the air. “Your heart may belong to my brother, but—” His free hand swept down her back to the rise of her bottom, then between them to her belly, to the smooth rise of her mons. Her body jerked against his when he slid a finger along her slick seam.


“There will be no space between us, Falon.” He slid his finger into her. Her muscles gripped him. “No secrets,” he breathed, pressing deeper into her.


Falon’s breath hitched as her body caught fire. He cupped her warmth. Her lips parted and she felt the pull of him.


His eyes flared in triumph. “No shame.”


She licked her dry lips, forcing her heart to slow its erratic beat and her skin to cool. Falon didn’t trust her human body. Their blood bond was too strong. Stronger now since he had saved her life. And her human will too weak to fight it. She shifted. As she hit the floor on all fours, she turned snarling at him.


Lucien threw his head back and laughed, then shifted himself. Falon leapt onto the bed. Lucien leapt up after her. The mattress dipped with his weight as his big wolf body pushed her against the headboard. Falon snarled and bit his snout, drawing blood. He growled and snapped back at her though he did not break the skin as she had.


As a wolf, her honed senses were at their apex. So were Lucien’s. His nostrils flared, smelling her fear. And her excitement.


His long tongue lapped the side of her face, followed by a nuzzling wet nose. Falon whimpered. Her wolf recognized his dominance even if her human did not. He nipped at her neck, growling low. His hips pressed against her flanks. Placing a big paw on her back, holding her immobile, he licked her face. She wasn’t going anywhere. If she bolted, he would hunt her down. Wear her down until she surrendered to him. What she refused to admit was that she wanted to surrender.


Panic rumbled along her spine. The she-wolf in Falon drove her now. Her tail swept up and away from her flanks. Her heady scent swirled between them. Lucien growled possessively and nipped her neck again, but this time, the sting of pain as his teeth sunk into the thick fur protecting her vital vein did not frighten her. No, his bite provoked an already heightened sexual awareness. Falon closed her eyes, wishing with everything she possessed that her she-wolf didn’t respond the way it did to his alpha. But nature would not be denied. His teeth sunk deeper into her fur, holding her immobile.


Keeping his big paw on her back, Lucien growled low, releasing his bite. He sniffed her face, then her neck where his mark drew blood. He licked it away, the deep lapping of his tongue an unnerving combination of highly charged sensuality and a soothing cadence that lulled her into a sublime sense of tranquillity. His nose sniffed along her back, along her flanks. Falon stood rigid, her muscles so tight they trembled. He moved his big body into her, pushing her down to a prone position on the big bed. Falon didn’t move, barely breathed, not wanting to incite his wolf. He could shred her to pieces in a heartbeat. He was twice her size, and more powerful. She had more of a chance against him in her human form, but felt more sexually vulnerable to him in that state. As a wolf, she could blame her weakness on the primal part of her. As a human, she would have to face the reality of her human behavior.
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