
	On the anniversary of the ancient Makahiki festival once celebrated in the islands, Lio Paiaki, reincarnated warrior of the lost kingdom of Hawaii, is sent back in time to face his most dangerous enemy yet: himself.

	 

	 

	In the final chapter of the exciting Last Warrior series, Lio Paikai rushes to the hospital with his lover, Kord, for the birth of his baby brother, Lono. They’re soon waylaid, however, by traffic on the Pali Highway.

	Not by cars, but foot traffic. He and Kord, who once were warriors for the last king of Oahu, have intercepted an ancient procession of devotees marching down the old Pali for the Makahiki. They’re stunned to learn dark kahuna forces plan to provide a blood sacrifice for the New Year festival.

	The sacrifice they have inadvertently crossed paths with is Lio’s. He must right past wrongs—or there won’t be any future for him or the man he loves.
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	To Keo Woolford, an incredible inspiration—and friend, Me ke aloha.

	Still missing you.

	 


 

	 

	“Come clad in peace,

	And I will sing the songs

	The Creator gave to me when I and the

	Tree and the Rock were one...”

	 

	 

	—On the Pulse of Morning, Maya Angelou

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	“Lio, you know I’m only doing this for you, right?” my lover, Kord, whispered in my ear, wrapping his arms around me. It was deathly cold on that wind-whipped mountaintop we Hawaiians know as the Nu’uanu Pali Lookout.

	I welcomed the warmth of his brief hug when a strong breeze blew, and a different sort of chill ran through me—an otherworldly one. I glanced around, my gaze narrowed, but I didn’t spot any ghosts.

	Kord and I never usually showed public displays of affection, but it was very dark, and most of the tourists on this god-forsaken moonlight Ghost Bus Tour were too busy staring into their digital cameras. The relentless clicking and murmurs of disappointment spoke volumes about their forlorn hope that they had caught some scary island specter on their tiny screens.

	It was December twenty-ninth—four days after the best Christmas I ever had—so I was feeling indulgent, even as I watched our hopeless host, some lunatic who insisted we all call him Uncle Tommy. To spice things up a bit, he began shaking a branch of leaves, holding a bottle of alleged holy water aloft as he screamed, “We are protected. By the ancient spirits, we are safe!”

	The things Kord and I did for love...

	“You’re doing this for me—and for Louie,” I whispered back when Kord dropped a swift kiss on my lips and took his arms away from me.

	He looked pained when I said this. It hadn’t been easy for our family when Louie announced he had a girlfriend. A child musical prodigy, we’d all been lulled into a false sense of security when my brother passed through his initial stages of puberty more obsessed with wind instruments than Facebook and... girls.

	And then Arrabella Duran swanned into our lives.

	Louie, the most spiritual fourteen-year-old I’ve ever met, was besotted with Arrabella. The love stick had hit him hard. A fifteen-year-old, dark-haired temptress with invisible braces, a laugh like a hyena on helium, and boobs any Kardashian would be proud of, she seemed much older than Louie. And certainly more sexually aware.

	My parents, now at home cooling their heels as my stepmom awaited the birth of the newest member of the Paikai family, had freaked about Louie wanting to go on a date with Arrabella.

	“He’s too young,” they both said.

	“She’s a girl,” I said.

	“Of course she’s a girl. You want him to date a pony?” Kord had asked.

	“No.” It wasn’t I expected Louie to be gay like me. I sort of thought he was above all the dating nonsense the rest of us mere mortals dealt with. He has always seemed so Buddha-like to me.

	“Yeah,” Kord said now, as an even chillier gust whipped across our faces like a lasso. I noticed some blue dots of ectoplasm dancing across a woman’s iPad. Surely not? I glanced back, but they’d vanished—the woman none the wiser.

	I checked around me again.

	Nothing.

	I peeked back at the iPad. The woman holding it was focusing on the sky now. This tour was supposed to help its participants capture ghosts and supernatural orbs on camera. Kord and I had blown two hundred bucks on it to chaperone Louie. He was worth it. Louie never asked for anything and this night had been important to him.

	Arrabella had wanted to take the tour, so he wanted to make it happen for her. I wasn’t thrilled to see she was apparently texting somebody, as my brother stared at her face in a lovelorn way.

	“Is she two-timing Louie?” Kord frowned when we gazed across the crowded terrace bordered by a low stone wall. A single rail wasn’t much security for anyone who might lean too far over, signified the viewing area for the Pali Lookout.

	Kord growled low in his throat when he saw Arrabella holding hands with our kid. Kord was taking this whole dating thing much worse than I. It surprised me. He was more Zen than I was and usually had to calm me down in family matters.

	He was Louie’s blood uncle, brother of my stepmother, Marcella, and the love of my life. Kord is passionate about his family, and so am I.

	I’ve adored Louie since the first moment I met him when he was a snotty-nosed four-year-old with a bad head cold and a mania for Yu-Gi-Oh! I was fourteen and had been stunned to learn, in spite of the lies my mother had told me, my father was alive and well and living on the Big Island.

	He had flown to Oahu one fateful day immediately when I found his number in an old telephone directory, and I called him. I met Dad and his little family at Sears. Louie and I bonded instantly. He gave me his cold and his favorite Synchro deck card, the Rescue Rabbit, which I’ve since discovered goes for around eighty bucks on eBay. I got rid of the cold but will never, ever, get rid of that card. It is my most favorite, sacred gift.

	Kord and I moved as one toward the parasitic, er... I mean, pretty Arrabella Duran and our doting Romeo. Louie gave me a radiant smile in spite of the arctic temperatures and his inappropriate ensemble of board shorts, tank top, and flip-flops. Nothing ever seemed to faze my beautiful brother. Not wind, nor rain, nor sleet, nor old island ghosts. Not that we were likely to run into any here tonight.

	The only thing that seemed to be able to fluster Louie was Arrabella, who tossed her long, curly, raven-colored hair, something she did with alarming frequency. I watched the goopy way my brother stared at her and realized he was mortal, just like the rest of us.

	Kord and I got mouthfuls of her pineapple-scented hair as she held her camera toward Louie.

	“Look at this,” she said.

	Arrabella, I wasn’t so sure about. I disliked her thoroughly but didn’t know why. It was an instant and instinctive sensation. It had been worse for Kord, the most loving man I know.

	“I hate her,” he said the first time we met the girl. I’d never heard him speak like this about anyone.

	His arm shot around me suddenly in a protective way. He frowned toward the far left corner of the terrace, his mouth open. Louie kept glancing from the same spot to his beloved’s camera.

	I shivered. Perhaps the ghosts were here after all.

	This particular spot had two significant historical facts connected to it. In 1795, after a fierce battle with our island king, the marauding Kamehameha the Great not only killed our leader but forced hundreds of conquered soldiers to leap to their deaths from the Nu’uanu Pali, a sheer one-thousand-foot drop into an abyss of thick, green forest.

	More recently, it was the site for numerous shoot-outs between Steve McGarrett and numerous bad guys on the original Hawaii Five-O.

	Louie understands the deeper significance of this location. Kord and I had recently learned we were once warriors for the last king of Oahu. We had been entwined via destiny for centuries. I had been called The Last Warrior, outliving most of the others to rescue the women and children from King Kamehameha’s determination to kill them.

	My family had learned I had been killed after saving our people, not by Kamehameha’s warriors but one of our own. Somebody I’d known and trusted.

	Louie turned his grave face toward me, his face very pale in the moonlight. “Lio, look at this.”

	He handed me Arrabella’s camera and I stared at the screen, stunned. I looked at Kord, who wore a horrified expression as he stared, too. Somehow, she had captured ghosts on her camera. And not just any ghosts. She’d captured the same warriors I’d seen in dreams and what I called living visions, where I’d suddenly find myself transported back in time to certain moments both in war and in peace.

	And right in the middle of the pack stood the man I knew had killed me, except that his face was blacked out. Just as it had been in my dreams.

	“I got ghosts,” Arrabella said loudly. “Just as I was beginning to think this tour was a pile of crap!”

	Louie burst into laughter, which surprised me. He’d been so worried about his girl’s enjoyment of the tour, and here she had one heck of a piece of proof from the other side of the rainbow.

	Uncle Tommy grabbed her camera out of my hands. So shameless was he that he shook off her criticism and focused only on the good part. The ghosts.

	“Oh, look!” he exclaimed, passing the camera around. “It’s the spirit of my great, great, great grandfather and his fellow warriors. See, they were ali’i! Royalty.”

	Louie rolled his eyes and exchanged glances with me and Kord. We all knew the truth. Louie, my dad, and my stepmom knew all about the dreams and visions. They knew all about my part-time work as a Hawaiian Superman. Late at night, the old island spirits called upon me to right ancient wrongs. I had a heck of a team in my corner. My family was my biggest support system.

	I shuddered involuntarily. My birth mother, who had received a jail term for harassing my family, was safely off-island in a tough, private facility in Oklahoma. She’d had her sentence extended for trying to break out of jail. Twice.

	She was my biggest concern because I didn’t trust her, period. But somewhere out there, a man who’d murdered me once still lurked. The dreams had been coming for months now, and I worried about the safety of my unborn brother, Lono. I worried that the warrior from the past would come out of the dark and hurt my family. I had to protect them all.

	I had no idea who he was, but I could feel him out there. I knew he, too, was waiting.

	Waiting for what?

	“Were you able to see them?” I asked Kord, as Arrabella went off to retrieve her camera.

	“The warriors? Yes. They were the same ones you and I fought with in battle.”

	We stared at one another a moment. Neither of us would ever forget the time I fell into one of my living visions where I found myself in the middle of a vicious and bloody fight. And suddenly, there was Kord right beside me. I would never forget seeing him die. He’d fought bravely, and I still woke up sometimes weeping for his loss.

	Each time, he would hold me and assure me he was very much alive.

	His eyes moistened with emotion as he said softly, “I don’t know what they’re trying to tell us.” He glanced at me, then at Louie. “I keep feeling they’re trying to warn us. Lio and I keep having dreams.”

	“Me, too,” Louie said. “Did Kalanai get early release?”

	My whole family was worried about my crackpot birthmother.

	“No,” Kord and I said in unison. He and I checked the offenders list on the Oklahoma Department of Corrections website twice a week. As far as we knew, she still had three-and-a-half years left of her sentence, but we always checked. Until she was free, we couldn’t get a new court order keeping her away from us. The last protection order had lapsed with her incarceration, but she hadn’t made many friends in her association with the justice system and it didn’t look like she’d get credits for good behavior. My mother didn’t know the meaning of those two words.

	Arrabella came back to us, absolutely furious. “Somebody erased my photo. Can you believe it?” She pointed to a man who was arguing with Uncle Tommy.

	“That was my great, great, great uncle you just deleted,” Uncle Tommy huffed at the middle-aged white dude, who looked embarrassed.

	“I didn’t touch anything! All of a sudden these blue dots went across the screen and the warriors faded.”

	“You said it was your great, great, great grandfather.” Arrabella pointed an accusatory finger at Uncle Tommy. I was beginning to like this chick.

	I’d seen the blue dots myself earlier, which meant we’d had paranormal activity swarming us all over the terrace before Arrabella accidentally caught the images of the warriors. It hadn’t surprised me the photo had vanished. We’d all been practitioners of Lua—an ancient, secretive and deadly form of hand-to-hand combat passed down by word of mouth in the islands.

	“Him, too,” Uncle Tommy said. He began to chant and shake his branch again.

	“I had blue dots on my screen,” the woman with the iPad announced.

	Everybody crowded around her. I leaned in as she flicked through her images and I saw a trail of blue stardust drifting off the corner of one photo. I glimpsed a tall man behind the dots, but she didn’t see him. The image seemed to vanish, leaving only the bright blue dots.

	Uncle Tommy took advantage of the crowd’s excitement and began chanting again. I wanted to take that branch out of his fingers and beat him
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