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LAUREN PALPHREYIVIAN

watching. Then he follows her gaze. A writhing mass of

shadow surges towards her. The jailer of this prison is coming.

Blake prowls towards her as she edges back. She bumps into

his chest, and he hooks an arm around her waist - clamping

a hand over her mouth before she can scream.

He brings his lips to her ear.'You shouldn't be here,little

rabbit.'

She stills in his arms.

And holv he loathes her. He loathes the way her scent

u'ashes over him - even here. She smells like the slither

of moonlight that would drift through the grate of the cell

beneath the palace. Freedom, taunting him.The broken prom-

ise of something he cannot have.

He loathes how soft and warm she feels. how his cock stirs

at her proximity. He loathes how the wolf he keeps on such a

tight leash longs to sink his teeth into her.

Footsteps approach.

He drags her through an open cell door. It clicks shut

behind them. Her attention shifts to the emblem carved in

the obsidian beneath the barred window: a key with two

crescent moons in the bow. He wonders if she knows what it
means. Most wolves would - it's a remnant of when the aco-

lytes rose a century ago, but this symbol is not common in the

Southlands. They don't worship the darker gods there.

Her elevated pulse drums in his ears. His arm tenses

against her torso.'Shh.'

The temperature drops. and Blake's breath mists in front

of his face. Aurora inches back, as if desperate for warmth,

even frorn him. He holds her tighter.

The footsteps fade, and Blake exhales. He removes his

hand from her mouth.

and the soft swell of I

crease forms between

Her attention jerh

The flgure stalks I

through the barred wi

'Wake up. Wake u
breath.'It's just a dre:

It's not just a drea

He shuts his eves

the wall - instead- it
front of them. but tl
darkness.

He lands on his f,

he knows thev're inh

doesn't like it here- I

before.

There's a cot aqair

with old blood.A truc

books piled against or

The scent of lemons n

bodily fluids.

Aurora stands in

poised, her back stra

look down her nose

pulse and the fact tha

him through their bo

him she is not as unfa

He loathes that a

together,but he's beer



co

srerururs 1Bql ecuelol^ eql esues o1 alqE uoeq s.aq ]nq'Jaqle8o]

lnd ile,^a os s,{e1rtle s.eqs 'oo}'Jeq lnoqe }eq} seq}eol eH
'sruees eqs se pezeJun sE Jou sr eqs lurq

sllat - lq8r1 yo peerqt llurus e a{ll - puoq rreql q8norqt rurq

aprsur rer.I Jo redsrq,u ryq1 pal uec aq leqt lrBJ eqt pue eslnd

pelu^ele req ,{1u6 's8urpunorrns leq Je esou rer.I u,lAop {ool
ueo eqs os pesler ,{11q8r1s urqJ req'}q8rerls >lreq req'pasrod

.{11oe;red s,eqg 'aceds eqt Jo eJ}uac eql ul spue}s eJornv
'splng,{Upoq

Jo Jnopo 8ur,(o1c aqi pue uolr qlr/( sexrru suotuel Jo luecs erLL

'ueql eprseq Surralcrg elpuec u'lle.tA euo lsure8e pepd slooq
erB ererll'reuros aq] ur slrs elsP,^a Jo lelcnq v'poolq plo q1r.4A

u,AAoJq peur€ls ssej]]elu eqf ilu,,rrr euo lsure8e loc e s,eJeqJ

'eroJaq

eceld eql se snora8uep sB Jou s,]l ]nq 'eJeq ]l elrl ](useop

eg ,ftorueru V',,t.rou uearp srq Surlrqequr er,,(eq] s.^aou>l eq

puu'eceled aql qteeueq IIec eql ul leeJ srq uo spuel eH
'sseuIJep

sselpue q8norqt 8uq1ey dpuerle ar,,(eql lnq 'rueql Jo ]uo4
ur uado slsJnq roop IIar eql'sellossrp 1 'peelsur - IIE,^a orll

llq ],useop eH '>lceq rer{ seqc{reJ^ eH 'se,(e srq slnqs eH
'rueeJp e 1sn[ Jou s,ll

,'dn a1er1tr'ruearp e lsnl s,ll 'rl]EeJq

req repun Suueunu s,eqg ,'dn ele ydn e1e16'dn e1e7y1,

's^\opur,{A perreq eq1 q8norql
speelq sseu>lrep Iernleuun 'Irlrlll'{ceq s{lu}s ern8g eqa

'roop eql oi lceq sryel uorluelle reH

, -]uq1y\, 
'ser(a :eq uee,^aleq sruJoJ esEeJJ

V ']seqr srq lsure8e sesserd slseerq Jeq Jo IIe^\s iJos eq] pue

'rurq le dn 1oo1 o1 dse-r8 slq ul slsr,{\} eqs'qlnour Jer{ ruo4 pueq

llNtud iH9tN lHl

srg se^orueJ aH selcr

'qlrurem ro; eturadsap

luorJ uI slslu qlEerq s

sesuel uLrE srH srBe
'eregt spo8 ra1

eql q uourtroc lou q I
-oce eql ueqa Jo lrrEu

1l leqna s&\ou{ eqs rr s
oA\1 qlr&\ ,te1 u :nop,

ur peAJBs ruelqltre aql

lnqs s{rrlr u 'roop I[;

'Jet

e qJns uo sdesl eq;1o

sJrJs {3oc slq ltoq ]Sl3J.

-ruord ue{oJq erll'turr

flec eql ;o ete-6 sql r
reql{s aqt ery qleur

Juaos raq dem aql se!

e111q'ereq aq l.upFoql
.TIIEAJ.T

Surduelc - tsre.r raq I
olur sdrunq eqs'IrEq s
'Suruoc sr uosud qq]Jr

Jo ssetu Surqrun ti'
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beneath her skin since he flrst set eyes on her. It makes him

want to provoke her.

When he was a child, some of the older boys from the

village used to throw stones at the ducks in the river. He

didn't understand why they did it - even at six years old it had

seemed juvenile to him - until he met her.

He'd do anything to ruffle her feathers. He wants to see

what happens when she unleashes herself.

Perhaps he loathes her so much because he knows, deep

down, he's the same. He wears many masks, too. He hasn't

been given the luxury of losing control. He knows what dark

secrets lurk within his soul, but he doesn't know what lies

behind the mask she wears. He thinks it might be magniflcent.

She faces him, and he steps closer to her. He studies

her face, her cheekbones, her blue eyes that peer up at him

through thick eyelashes. Fuck, she's beautiful.

Are you really here?'he asks.

She frowns. 'Of course I'm here.' Her forehead only

reaches his chin, yet she manages to speak to him as if he's

smaller. She frowns,looking dazed. Are you?'

Footsteps approach the cell door behind her, and he sighs.

'You should go. I'd rather you didn t see this next bit.'

She glances over her shoulder. When she turns her atten-

tion to him once more, his damned subconscious has dressed

him in a blood-drenched shirt. His feet are bare and dirty,

and his breeches are torn.

Are you hurt?'There's a hint of concern in her voice, and

he adds another thing to the list of things he loathes about

her:she sounds like she might actually give a shit.

'Time to wake up,little rabbit.'

''Where are we?'

were we?'

'If you remember t

He grabs her arms r

He pushes her into
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LAURIN PALPHRIYlYAN

He enters. The gloom is thick within. Fragments of glass

crunch beneath his boots as he passes the rotting pews and

makes his way down the aisle.The stained-glass windows once

showed the story of Night's triumph over the Moon Goddess,

and horv he trapped her within his prison.

He tenses when a flapping sound echoes around the space,

but it's just a bird nesting in the rafters. He pulls himself on to

the altar. He lies back on the hard stone, his knees raised, and

clasps his hands behind his head.

He stares up at the emblem carved into the stone arch

that supports the ceiling.

The door creaks open.

'I thought I heard you walking around.'Jack's low voice

rumbles around the small chapel as he strolls towards him.

Blake's second in command drops on to one of the pews at

the front, stretching his legs out and crossing them at the

ankles.'Tiouble sleeping?'

Blake makes a noncommittal sound before turning his

head. Jack's dreadlocks are tied back from his face, revealing

fading bruising around one of his eyes. Callum's handiwork.

no doubt. Jack was responsible for keeping Callum out of the

way while Blake persuaded James - the Wolf King - to ask for
Aurora's hand in marriage. His sleeves are rolled up so Blake

can see the tattoos curling around his corded forearms. Blake

knows what that ink hides.

'She was in my dream.'

Jack releases a soft chuckle.']bu shouldn't have done it.

you know.'

Blake sighs.'Probably not.'

Jack runs a hand over his mouth. 'There are reports
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LAUREN PALPHREYlvlAN

worst of the feeling eases, though his blood still runs hotter

than usual.

Exhaling, he stares at the carving in the stone above his

head - the key with two crescent moons within. The symbol

for Night's prison.

The Northlands wind slips through the caved-in roof, stir-

ring the scent of old blood. He wonders how many people
g'ere sacriflced on this altar. It was known that the former

alpha of Lowfell secretly worshipped the God of Night. The

iool thought he could offer up innocent blood in exchange

Ior po\\'er.

\ight doesn't want blood, though. He wants souls.

More than anvthing, he wants the key to his prison so he

can escape it and unleash his violence upon the world.

Night wants the Heart of the Moon.

He would offer unimaginable power to whoever brought

it to him.
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LAUREN PALPHREYlvlAN

My heartbeat stops its cacophony in my ears. We've done

this before. I think - in the kennels beneath Sebastian's castle.

Sebastian. Goddess. I killed Sebastian.

A fresh wave of panic cascades over me.

'Princess.'The word is sharp and commanding.'Breathe.

In...andout...'
A half-burned candle flickers on the bedside table next

to a cup and a pile of books. A decanter of whisky sits on the

mantelpiece where Blake left it. There's a throbbing pain in

mv side. James bit me - only hours ago.

Rain patters against the window
'That's it. Come back to me, princess.'

Warmth radiates from the figure before me. The tight

grip around *y lungs eases, and my breaths come easier.

'Callum?'

'Aye. I'm here.'

Callum's expression is gentle, at odds with the tension in

his bodv and the hard biceps straining against his shirt. His

harr. the colour of dark sand. is brushed back from his fore-

head, and his green eyes gleam with concern.

Are you in pain?'His forehead creases.'Do I need to get

Blake?'

'No ... I .. . it was just a nightmare, I think.' I release a

breath.

'What did you dream about?'

I shake my head as I try to remember.'I was in a prison,

and Blake was there. and something was pursuing me.

And . . .'I tense as our conversation earlier this evening comes

back to me.I bring my knees to my chest.'Goddess,I need to

tell you something about Blake. He's plotting against you.'

Callum fronns'St
'Everything he did

life to his . . . It x'as all l
He's going to help vou

to challenge vou. He I

linked.You rront kill h
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'Yes.'
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