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  CHAPTER ONE

  
  




“A fucking vampire biker gang.”

“Language, Rollo.”

“Apologies, Eric.”

Rollo North stood at the edge of a clearing in the woods outside of Slydell, Louisiana, his boots sinking into the soft, damp earth. The air hung heavy, thick with the sour tang of swamp rot and the sharp bite of pine sap, a humid shroud that clung to our skin like a second shirt. He was on my left, two yards apart, his lean frame taut, hands flexing near the axes at his hips. On my other side was Brun, a hulking shadow against the twilight, his broad shoulders hunched like he was ready to charge a wall—or through it. The pines loomed around us, their needles a carpet underfoot, crunching soft as we shifted, the buzz of mosquitoes a low whine in the stillness. Somewhere deep in the trees, a bullfrog croaked, oblivious to the shit about to go down.

“Let him curse,” Brun said, his voice a gravelly rumble, like stones grinding in a mill. “He’s right.”

Vampire biker gangs were exactly what they sounded like. Bad news all around. Take a pack of leather-clad sociopaths—chrome junkies with a taste for speed and chaos—strip out their humanity, and swap it for fangs and a thirst that doesn’t quit. That’s trouble. Capital T. The Lords of Vice, or Sons of Anachronisms, whatever they called themselves this week, had been tearing through the Southeast, leaving bodies like breadcrumbs from Jackson to here. We’d tracked them too long, and now the hunt was ours—three Northmen against a nest that stank of death and gasoline.

“Is that all of them?” Rollo asked, squinting into the clearing.

It was rhetorical, I knew, because he was already counting the Hogs arrayed in the open—big, ugly Harleys parked haphazardly, chrome dulled by mud and blood, handlebars glinting like bared teeth in the fading light. Twelve bikes. Vampire nests worked in groups divisible by three—some old symmetry, some whisper of religious bullshit baked into their bones. Twelve meant four trios, a full house of fang and fury. I felt it too, the math of it pressing on me—three of us now, chartered to shield the Southeast, twelve in the Shield Wall tasked with the whole damn States. Too few of us. Too many of them. As it ever was.

Behind us, one of the Hellhunds growled, a low, guttural sound that vibrated the air. Roger shifted in the shadows, his massive frame—six foot six, built like a linebacker—twitching with restless energy. His tracksuit rustled, cheap nylon catching on pine bark, and his breath came in short huffs, fogging in the cooling dusk.

“Easy, Roger,” I cautioned, voice steady but firm, cutting through the hum of the woods.

Roger was a track coach by day, all whistles and clipboards, until the full moon—or his own choice—turned him into a wolf with jaws that could snap steel. Beside him stood Franco, leaner, quieter, his dark eyes glinting as he flexed hands that’d sprout claws soon enough. Each Northman had two Hellhunds, werewolves bound to us by a curse older than the dirt we stood on. It’s an interesting partnership—forged in blood and oaths, a tale best told over a fire with a gallon of beer to wash it down. Later. Right now, my focus was the nest, the weight of it pressing on my chest like a cold blade.

Vampires are stronger than werewolves. Faster. Heal quicker. Without the Hunds, we Northmen wouldn’t stand a chance—three humans, even armed with silver and grit, against undead that could rip us apart before we blinked. Leif stirred in me, a growl building low, his presence a live wire under my skin, sensing the fight before I did.

“Eric?” Rollo questioned, his voice cutting the quiet, sharp as the axes he carried.

I nodded, a single dip of my chin, the signal they’d been waiting for.

Roger and Franco stepped out of their tracksuits—cheap polyester piling in the dirt—and shifted. Muscle tore and reshaped with wet snaps, bones creaking like breaking branches, fur sprouting thick and black. No screams, not like the movies—just the raw, silent agony of the change. Two giant wolves emerged, eyes glowing amber, padding around me with a grace that belied their size. Brun and Rollo’s Hunds—Daryl and Mikal—circled the clearing, their growls a low chorus, claws digging into the earth as they flanked the bikes.

We all settled in, a ragged line of steel and fang against the dark. Vampires don’t sleep when the sun’s out—they roost in shadows, caves, or under the ground if dawn catches them short. This gang had been too far from home, hunting late, so they’d burrowed beneath the clearing, waiting out the day like ticks in a hide. Brun had tracked them here, following a trail of drained corpses—truckers, drifters, a kid in a gas station lot—across two states. The sun dipped lower now, stretching pine shadows like prison bars across the ground, the light bleeding red through the trees.

I’d spoken with a wizard once, a wiry old bastard in Baton Rouge, who’d rambled about magic—spells snapping at dawn or dusk, a pop in the air when the sun crashed the horizon. I felt it now, a shift in the pressure, a hum Leif latched onto, his growl rising.

“Now,” I breathed, the word barely a whisper.

Brun and Rollo surged beside me, steel flashing in the twilight.








  
  
  CHAPTER TWO

  
  




The soil in the middle of the clearing churned like a pot left too long on the fire, bubbling and spitting as if the earth itself was pissed. Dirt-encrusted bodies erupted from the ground, clawing their way up through the muck, hissing in defiance and rage—sounds like snakes caught in a trap, sharp and guttural, cutting through the humid Louisiana dusk. The air stank of rot and gasoline, thick with the sour reek of the Lords of Vice, their leather jackets shredded and caked with mud from their day-long roost. Pine shadows stretched long across the torn earth, the sun bleeding red through the trees, and I felt Leif surge in my chest, a growl building low, his hunger waking as the nest broke open.

Roger and Franco leaped from between the pines, their massive wolf forms exploding into the fray—black fur bristling, claws glinting like steel in the fading light. Roger hit first, a six-foot-six beast of muscle and fang, jaws clamping around a vampire’s throat as it clambered free. Black ichor fountained into the twilight air, a geyser of tar-like blood that splattered the ground, sizzling where it hit pine needles. Franco followed, leaner but no less savage, tearing into another’s neck with a wet rip, the vamp’s head lolling as dark fluid sprayed across his muzzle. The Hunds moved like a storm—graceful, brutal, their growls a low thunder rolling through the clearing.

The wounds wouldn’t kill them, though—not these bastards. Vampires healed fast, their undead flesh knitting even as ichor pooled, and these bikers were tougher than most, juiced on whatever dark shit kept them riding. I saw it in their eyes—milky white, glinting with hate—as they shook off the gashes and staggered up, claws flexing, leather creaking over decayed muscle.

Brun did that—killed them proper. His giant seven-foot frame loomed like a goddamn mountain, moving with the lithe grace of a ballerina despite his bulk. He swung a silver broadsword, forged on Thor’s anvil—or so the old Northmen swore—its blade catching the last light in a smooth, deadly arc. Two heads rolled, bouncing across the dirt with dull thuds, one landing near a Harley’s front wheel, jaw still snapping uselessly. Ichor sprayed in twin arcs, painting Brun’s chest black, his shirt already soaked from the hunt, but he didn’t flinch—just reset his stance, boots grinding into the soil, ready for more.

Rollo moved in quick, a blur of steel and purpose, his lean frame cutting through the chaos. He held an axe in each hand—short-hafted, silver-edged, swirling in a macabre windmill that sang as it hacked and chopped. A vampire lurched from the ground, half its face caved in from the burrow, and Rollo’s right axe took its arm at the elbow, the left splitting its skull like a rotten melon. Another charged, fangs bared, and he spun, axes crossing in a scissor motion that sheared its head clean off—black blood sprayed his face, streaking his sharp cheekbones, but he didn’t blink, just kept carving through the nest like a machine built for slaughter.

The clearing was a mess now—torn earth, scattered pine needles, the Harleys glinting amidst the carnage like tombstones for the undead. Twelve bikes, twelve vamps, and we were halfway through, the air thick with their hisses and the wet crunch of breaking bone. I gripped my sword tighter, its hilt slick with sweat, Leif’s growl vibrating my ribs—“More, now”—and I scanned the fray, boots sinking into the damp ground, ready to move.

Then I heard a yelp—sharp, pained, cutting through the din like a knife. I spun around, heart lurching, and saw it: an Alpha vampire, bigger than the rest, towering over Roger like a twisted oak. Its leather vest hung open, revealing a chest crisscrossed with scars, and its claws—long as daggers—gleamed as it lifted Roger off the ground. The wolf thrashed, jaws snapping, but the Alpha’s grip tightened, and with a sickening crack, it snapped his spine. Roger’s howl cut off, his body dropping limp, dissolving back into human form mid-air—six-six, tracksuit shredded, eyes wide and dead before he hit the dirt.

Franco lunged, a black blur, claws raking the Alpha’s hamstring—ichor gushed, thick and sluggish, as the vamp staggered, roaring. I didn’t think—just threw my sword like a spear, the blade whistling through the air, impaling its throat with a wet crunch. Black blood bubbled around the steel, dripping down its chest, and the Alpha clawed at the metal jutting from its neck, pulling it free with a sucking sound that turned my stomach. Its eyes—yellow, feral—locked on me, promising pain, and I raced up, boots pounding the torn earth, grabbing the hilt as it dangled loose.

I twisted, hard, the blade grinding through bone and sinew, and the Alpha fell, knees buckling, one claw reaching for my leg in a last desperate swipe. Franco darted in, jaws clamping its wrist—snap—and the hand came off, tumbling into the dirt, fingers still twitching. The vamp snarled, ichor streaming, and with its other hand, it grabbed Franco, hurling him against a pine with a sickening crunch. The Hund hit hard, bark splintering, his wolf form crumpling back to human—lean, dark-haired, neck bent wrong, eyes staring at nothing.

I swung my sword in a circle, the blade singing as it cleaved through the Alpha’s neck—its head spun free, rolling across the meadow, jaw slack, yellow eyes dimming. I kicked it hard, sending it skidding into a ditch, and stood there, chest heaving, the clearing a slaughterhouse around me—bodies, ichor, the Hunds’ blood mixing with the vampires’ black. Leif roared, a tidal wave in my skull, and I let him loose—the berserker crashed over me like a storm, blacking out the world in a haze of rage and
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