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        "Everyone always says how big the ocean is, but those are just empty words until you actually see it. It was honestly and truly the biggest thing I’d ever seen. I’d visited the Jersey Shore a time or two as a kid but sitting on a crowded beach and looking out over the water from the deck of a ship were two very different things. I liked the beach, don’t get me wrong, but this was something else."

      

        

      
        Teenage Werewolf Grazi Kelly must end the Curse of Natalis once and for all. With the help of Ronan and some unlikely allies she finds herself in a situation she could've never predicted.

      

        

      
        Will she be strong enough to fight both the Dark Witches and the High Council? Find out what fate has in store for Grazi this last installment of the Grazi Kelly Novel Series.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DEDICATION

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        To everyone who traveled with Grazi this far…thanks.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      The fields ran red with blood as the acrid stink of slaughter stained the air. It was the night of the full moon and she had called her beasts to her like the willing slaves they were as she had done for an age and more. They’d had no inkling of the hell that was to be unleashed on them in the shadows of the woods on the outskirts of their village in County Tyrone. Ballymactire had been the home of the Greyback Pack for over five-hundred years. Still, they’d been foolish to believe that even their hometown was safe after the High Council had all but declared war on them.

      Down Old Connor’s Way, they’d proceeded like lambs. The Wolves of the Greyback had known a fight was coming, but they’d had no idea how close it was. The air was thick and heady with the scent of their own excitement. None of them had noticed the odd quiet and lack of noise and the smells of the other various local fauna and flora from the grassy area where they’d chosen to run.

      The full moon had shone brightly, and they’d eagerly anticipated their Change. The wholeness that came to them once a month was sacred and coveted. They’d put everything else out of their minds for that holy connection to their other selves. Including their instincts. It would prove a fatal error for many of their brethren.

      The Change itself was the only time a Werewolf was truly vulnerable. The painful, halting process took long for some and was an almost all-consuming task requiring nearly every ounce of attention and concentration the Wolf in question had. The minutes were agonizingly slow. It was not exactly a surprise then that their educated enemy fired while the majority were mid-Change.

      Rolf Kelly, Alpha of the Greyback had completed his Change first. He snarled the second he realized they were under attack and ducked his great, silvery, lupine head as bullet after bullet whizzed past.

      “Fall back, they’ve snipers at the ready!” His second in command, and his son, Sean Kelly shouted. His words turned into a growl as he too completed his Change. Then they were both running.

      As his Wolf, Rolf still held on to all his mental faculties. The man mastered the beast within. He was an old Wolf, but wily and powerful as any Alpha before him. He howled and those of his Guard that were nearby went straight to him soon as they were able.

      He instructed half of them to herd the others who were still shifting to safety. The rest were with him. To defend, to protect, to hunt. They’d sniffed out the two dozen normals with incredible speed and a ferocity of spirit that couldn’t be denied. The Council had never fully believed in a Werewolf’s strengths. Rolf used that knowledge to his advantage.

      He ran past some of the fallen Werewolves and his anger grew. These men and women were his to protect and he’d failed them. Times were changing indeed, he’d put his obligations to the Hounds of God and the High Council before his duties as Pack Alpha. The mistake was monumental and the price too high. He loosed a howl and vowed that he would never again put any before his Pack. He sent the order to his men through his Pack bonds as Alpha. No mercy.

      He was a strong and capable Alpha, more than fair to his Pack. He’d proven time and again that his role as Alpha meant much more to him than simply being the strongest and most dominant Wolf. He genuinely cared about his Pack. The Greyback remembered the times before the Kelly’s were Alphas and they held him in great regard. His order would be followed without question. This was not his first war with humans, but it was his first against the High Council. He did not intend to lose.

      He looked inside himself and counted the dead and injured, their bonds were either black or a deep, throbbing red, two gone and another seven hurt. He growled deep in his throat. He smelled the man before he heard the rattling of his teeth. Murderer. After that, Rolf and his Wolves were in the attack.

      The sounds of battle were deafening as more Wolves fell to the high-tech assault rifles that sounded off like firecrackers in the night, one after the other. With loud howls the Werewolves closed in on the normals that had ambushed them. The minutes blended together and Rolf closed his jaw around the throat of another whose gun wielding hand had shot at one of his Guard. That made six dead at his hands, or teeth as it were.

      Bullets, screams, and howls rang out in the dark field that only hours ago was a place of peace and pristine quiet. It would never be the same again. The echo of death would live there years after this night had ended. They suffered two losses. Jeb, an old red Wolf, who’d lived in Ballymactire all his ninety-eight years, and David. The lad had had his first Change not more than two months ago. He’d been shot at mid-shift. In death his body had turned back to human. He looked like he was asleep, except for the blood that stained his white flesh.

      Rolf threw back his silver head and howled at the end of it all. The battle was over. His Pack was still here. On the land that was theirs by blood and by right. That old Spanish bastard on the High Council thought to wipe out the Greyback. He thought with a word from his thin lips to destroy the Hounds of God?

      Not while Rolf Kelly was still alive.
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      Everyone always says how big the ocean is, but those are just empty words until you actually see it. It was honestly and truly the biggest thing I’d ever seen. I’d visited the Jersey Shore a time or two as a kid but sitting on a crowded beach and looking out over the water from the deck of a ship were two very different things. I liked the beach, don’t get me wrong, but this was something else.

      The Atlantic Ocean spread out before me like a dark ominous beast. Like a living thing, beautiful and terrible at the same time. What mysteries were hidden in her depths, I could not even fathom, and coming from me, that was saying something. The huge ship lurched forward against the slight waves and increasing winds. I imagined I’d have been seasick if I was normal. But I wasn’t normal. I hadn’t been that in a long, long time.

      Still, I could not wrap my head around the sheer size of the water. It was easy to see how people thought the Earth was flat just a few hundred years ago. From where I stood, the idea that land would ever be in sight didn’t seem possible. We were alone out there. I was alone.

      We’d passed one or two ships in the far distance a day or two ago, but mostly it was just us, all alone, cutting through the big blue as if we had every right. We sliced across the water at a steady pace. I didn’t pretend to understand anything about sailing a vessel such as the one we were in, this was only a temporary stay for us. A means to an end. The path that lay ahead of me was even darker than the water I studied so intently. I trembled as I stared at the inky depths. Yes, I thought to myself, they were right, the ocean is big.

      It was also choppy and rough. The saltiness on my skin and in my hair would probably stay there for days after we docked and left the big, old boat. It was called Sedna’s Comb. An unusual name. I had never heard of it before, but the ship’s captain informed me that she was a sea goddess. I guess it was a fitting name for a ship.

      The boat seemed to groan as it cut through the suddenly rough waters and I held onto the railing. I didn’t mind the movement too much. The Sedna’s Comb was more of a freighter than fishing boat these days. The size of the ship was incredible. More like a floating building than any boat I’d ever seen. I remembered what her captain told me when I’d asked about the name of the ship:

      “The goddess Sedna was a vengeful and disobedient daughter. She ignored her father’s wish for her to marry and so he tossed her off his kayak into the sea. She hung on to the sides, but he, unforgiving as only the gods can be, cut her fingers off and she fell to the bottom. The legend is that her fingers became sea mammals and as she fell she grew a fish tail and became a powerful goddess of the sea, ruling the marine life thereabouts where the Inuit made their homes in the frozen North. Hunters soon realized they needed to please her in order to find food for their families. One way they did this was to travel out to the ocean and to wash and comb her long hair as the sea tangled it something fierce. After that she would let loose her sea creatures for them to hunt. Hence the name, Sedna’s Comb, may the ship’s harvest be bountiful.”

      It was an awesome story. I haven’t read much about Native lore and this made me hungry for my books and the library at school. I missed school. Still such a nerd. I wanted to smile at the thought, but I wasn’t sure I remembered how. School seemed another life to me now.

      Dristan, or SilverWolf, as I sometimes still thought of him, had paid for our voyage with a large stack of bills. We weren’t stowaways, but I felt like it sometimes. Of course, this all happened after the beautiful and surprisingly down-to-earth Werewolf, Cat Maccon-Nighthawk, told us about Rafe’s connection to a sea captain. As soon as she made the call, we packed up the battered Jeep we’d been driving and headed for the nearest dock.

      Dristan had taken out the pile of cash right before he barked at us to empty the Jeep of our belongings. It was the tenth or twelfth car that we’d acquired in our efforts to lose both the High Council and the Dark Witches who were after us, but I had a soft spot for this one. I’d always wanted a Jeep. It surprised me that I felt sentimental for a car.

      We took out our ever-ready backpacks and Ronan’s guitar, the weapons too, of course. Then we wiped down the vehicle. Dristan had been as quiet and strange as ever during that particular drive. He’d looked around with glowing silver eyes at the commercial dock for almost thirty full seconds before he told me to leave the keys in the ignition.

      The battered old Jeep was an eyesore, but it was a reliable little vehicle. I wondered if I’d ever drive in another one. There were so many variables, so many questions about this venture of ours, not the least of which was, would any of us survive what was to come? I’d temporarily given up any thoughts pertaining to average pursuits. Girls my age usually had their minds on what dress they’d wear to the Spring formal this time of year, not on whether or not they’d live to see seventeen. Perks of being a Werewolf.

      I don’t think I’d ever forget the air that clung to that dock like a greasy residue made up of ship oil, salt water, fish guts, rodents, waste, and the dozens of sweaty dockworkers. The air was thick, and I loathed to breathe it in, but air was air. My supernaturally enhanced senses had gone wild at the unpleasant invasion, but I knew better than to show it. Being a Werewolf had its vices. The ability to smell all the dirty facts of life on that dock was one of them.

      Still, unpleasant smells were the least of my worries. Ronan seemed to feel my trepidation, as always. I smiled as I thought about the way he’d looked down at me and squeezed my hand. He had such beautiful hands.

      Truth be told, he had such beautiful everything. He grew handsomer by the day and he was filling out his long frame nicely with hard-earned muscle. I seemed to have reached my full height at about five-foot ten-inches, but he was still growing. Six-foot three would have been my guess. It wasn’t like we had any measuring tape handy or anything.

      I wouldn’t have cared whether he was four feet tall or ten. Ronan was the only person in the world who knew the real me. All of me. He’d proved his devotion and loyalty in a million and one ways and was still proving it. We’d boarded the ship and waited while Dristan had paid off the stocky little captain.

      Now, the old Wolf who had become a sort of mentor for me, had been more than a little off since then. The madness in SilverWolf’s eyes seemed much closer as we travelled back to the home of his birth. A place I’d always wanted to see. The land of my father’s people. Ireland.

      Anticipation coiled in my belly like a snake waiting to strike. I was excited, but I was also scared. I mean, I didn’t know a thing about these people. And they sure as heck didn’t know me. Would I be welcome? Would the Greyback Pack accept me as the heir to their Alpha? As my father’s daughter? As me? Just Grazi? I didn’t know, and I was a little nervous about finding out.

      Then there was the entire incident of me rejecting Ronan as my betrothed. It seemed silly now since I knew in my heart that he was my soul mate. My true love. However, you wanted to label it, he was that other half of myself. Our matebond was already forged, and as far as I understood it, that was extremely rare. Especially before a marriage or mating. Gross, right? But Werewolves were physical creatures.

      In my brief time as a Werewolf, I’d noticed other Wolves had a propensity for physical contact. And I don’t mean sexual contact. There was a fierce need to be part of something bigger than themselves, that was why there were Packs. To instill security and a closeness between Wolves. To have friends, brothers, sisters, people to depend on, to rely on, even to protect. Werewolves were very aware of their social climate. Body language was fiercely important.

      Physical contact was comforting. Now for mates or couples, I imagined touching had two purposes, but I couldn’t be sure. I had not spent much time among Packs, but Ronan had discussed it with me at length. He was my boyfriend, after all. I found his physical presence was becoming more and more necessary to me as the days passed.

      He often held my hand or rested his leg against mine when we were seated. We did kiss of course, and we held each other sometimes, but that was all. We both agreed to that. The Greyback Pack was devoutly Catholic and most of its youthful members remained chaste until marriage.

      That was something I could get behind. I mean, I was way too young, and I had way too many other things to worry about other than sex. Like stopping the Curse of Natalis and staying alive long enough to do it. Still, I did like it when Ronan held my hand and I especially liked it when we kissed. Not that our chaperone allowed us to be alone for very long. Bully for him.
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      As the days passed, Ronan grew unusually quiet. Between him and Dristan, I was the most talkative one in our group. And I was never chatty. The three of us shared a small room on the top deck. The ship was outfitted as a commercial fishing boat, but it used to be a passenger freighter. That meant there were a handful of cabins on the top deck reserved for paying customers.

      The new captain, a man I knew only as Byron, used the largest cabin for himself. His first mate and other officers had the rest. I did not pay much attention to the crew. I sensed their fear of us and knew it was better to remain distant. There was no one else on the ship so I didn’t have much to worry about. Captain Byron did not carry passengers as a rule.

      “I run goods, not people,” he’d said the one time I had asked him.

      He hardly ever had passengers, at least not normals at any rate. He did make the odd exception for supernaturals in trouble though I couldn’t tell from his scent just what he was. It was obvious he was not a Wolf. The ship smelled so strongly of fish and saltwater, that I wondered if his true scent was masked from me. It did not matter in the end, so I let it go.

      The captain had taken us on as a favor to the Macconwood Alpha. He was not our enemy. At least, not right now. I wondered briefly how Rafe was doing and if his sister had managed to teach any of the Macconwood Pack the methods I had shared with her back in Florida. I thought it was extremely important that all Wolves learned how to communicate with their Wolves within themselves. Re-establishing that link was a necessary step to making them whole. At least, I thought it was.

      I wondered how Daisy and Brianna, two of the young Wolves I’d met in Florida, were doing. I smiled thinking of them. They had been through so much at the hands of the one person left who was supposed to take care of them and their acres of orange groves. Now that they were on their own and they had their property back, I had no doubts that they were going to be just fine. They finally had somewhere they belonged. Unlike me. Did I belong in Ireland with the Greyback? Was I supposed to be back in New Jersey? Where did Grazi Kelly belong? I shook my head.

      I believed we were closer to ending the Curse then we’d ever been before, but it was a long road ahead. Werewolves had put their trust and faith in the horrible belief that the Curse was all powerful and that they somehow deserved it for so long that it was bound to take more than teaching a few Wolves some meditation techniques and self-esteem mantras to wipe it out. I had to find a concrete, physical way of breaking it. And I needed witnesses.

      I placed my bag on the floor of our cabin and exhaled. Thank goodness for the room. I hated going below. Must be the Wolf in me, but the stagnant air in the bowels of the ship made me feel panicky and a little nauseous. At night, most of the crew huddled down in their quarters oblivious to the world since their days mostly began before dawn.

      Night became my one solace on the ship. That was when I’d stretch my legs. That was when I’d breathe deep and set part of myself free. I looked forward to each sunset with an eagerness like a child waiting to open a birthday gift.

      Ronan would often accompany me. We made an obstacle course of it, running circles around boxes and crates, and other shippy suff that I didn’t know the proper names for, it didn’t matter though. That wasn’t the point of the exercise.

      The point was us. It was nighttime, and the ship was ours. Two young Werewolves, in danger, on the run, and in love. We had both said it to each other. And I felt it keenly in my bond with him. Nighttime aboard Byron’s ship was Magical for me and Ronan.

      We got to play like the children we were. It was exhilarating. Those few hours of darkness allowed us to let off a little steam. We had a sort of night vision that allowed us to move about stealthily. Werewolves were amazing creatures really. Since my Change, I was stronger, faster, and more daring than ever before. The last bit could’ve been because I’d already tasted death. Free climbing all the way to the top of a mast and then jumping down was nothing compared to being locked in the torturous embrace of a Demon.

      I didn’t like remembering that, but it was always there in the back of my head. I knew I frightened Ronan a time or two with my climbing and jumping. I grabbed a rope once and plunged to the second deck without even looking.

      That split second where I leapt off the deck and soared towards the black abyss gave me a taste of pure freedom. It was almost cruel when the rope in my fist pulled me back to safety. It was only then that I heard Ronan shout my name. I thought he was going to have a heart attack by the time I climbed back up to where he stood. I felt ashamed of my behavior, but I couldn’t explain it. It turned out, I didn’t have to. He just grabbed me and hugged me tightly against him.

      I still felt bad afterwards. I didn’t mean to scare him. I just loved the adrenaline rush. It took my mind off things. Demonic voices, the crazed shrieks of Hunter Vamps, the putrid stench of the Scarred Sisters, and of course the horrifying reality that I didn’t defeat Molloch despite what everyone thought. The Demon didn’t leave because of me. No. Ash called in the big boss and that had sent the badass Demon straight back to Hell. The Devil was one scary S.O.B. Even to his minions.

      Ronan and I ate our share of the rations from the galley together. Food was dished out twice a day like clockwork, though I use the term food sparingly to describe the often gray-like mush that we consumed. The ship’s cook did little more than open cans and heat the insides. I tried not to taste the food. I ate it though, every last bite, to keep up my strength. A hungry Wolf was a dangerous Wolf.

      Every now and then, I’d get a little homesick. What I wouldn’t give for some of Nonna’s homemade pasta and oven-roasted turkey! Ugh. When I got like that, Ronan would play his guitar and sing softly while we sat under the stars on the open deck. That is, when the weather permitted. It rained more and more as we got closer to Ireland.

      The wind grew steadily colder too. It was February now. We’d driven for so many weeks. Hiding all over the eastern coast of United States, up and down I-95. Almost eight weeks of switching cars and backtracking to try and confuse our enemies until
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