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 Glossary
of Terms

 


Gaelic (Irish/Scottish)

 



	
a chara : friend



	
a ghrá mo chroí : my
heart’s beloved



	
ádh mór ort: Good luck
to you.



	
aon bheag: little
one



	
bampots : slang for
idiots



	
bana-bhuidseach mèinne :
mine witch



	
bana-bhuidseach:
witch



	
buidseach beag : Little
Witch



	
buille mo chroí: beat of
my heart



	
caomhnóir de mo chroí,
protector de mo anam:  guardian of my heart protector of my
soul



	
cuisle mo chroí: pulse
of my heart



	
deirfiúr mo chroí :
sister of my heart (pronounced drefer ma cree)



	
fuil mo chroí: my
heart’s blood



	
laoch beag: little
warrior



	
laochra :
warrior



	
leannan :
Sweetheart



	
liopard beag sneachta:
little snow leopard (Irish)



	
liopard sneachda : snow
leopard



	
liopard sneachda beag :
little snow leopard



	
mac tíre deas: pretty
wolf



	
mac tíre mianach : wolf
mine



	
m'aingeal: my
angel



	
maireann mo anam: my
soul mate



	
M’anam: my
soul



	
mèinn-Èireann seamra: my
Irish shamrock



	
mianach deartháir :
 brother mine



	
mianach laochra :
warrior mine



	
mo bhana-bhuidseach
fiadhaich na h-Èireann : mine wild Irish witch



	
mo cara de mo chroí :
 soul sister



	
mo chinn beag: my little
ones (Irish)



	
mo chroí : my
heart



	
mo dheirfiúr : my
sister



	
mo fiadhaich na
h-Èireann seamrag : my wild Irish clover



	
mo ghra : my
love



	
mo lasair bheag: my
little flame (Scottish)



	
mo shíorghrá : my
eternal love



	
mo stór: my
darling



	
puckled : slang for out
of breath



	
scáth beag: little
shadow (Irish)



	
sgàil bheag: little
shadow (Scottish)





 


French


	
amoreux:
lover



	
collage parfum: bonding
scent (French)



	
ma petite fille : my
little girl



	
ma petite flamme: my
little flame (French)



	
maman :
mother



	
mes enfants : my little
ones



	
mon cher: my dear
(French)






 


Who is Kelleye
Richards?

 


 


Kelleye Richards is a collaboration by Anya
Kelleye and E.R. Richards.

 


These two ladies met while role playing for one of
their favorite book series.
Branching out their role play, they decided to bring to life their
own characters.

Thus, Ember and Thoren were born. Then Daegan and Ahnya.

 


Get
ready for Kael and Luna’s story here in book 3 of the BloodMoon & Magic Series. We
believe a certain Scottish vamp has met his match.

 


So, dive in and be
immersed in their world of

vampires, shifters, witches, and all things
paranormal.

 


 


 


 


Books in the BloodMoon & Magic
Series

 


Under A Blood Kissed Moon

 


Under A Celtic Moon

 


Under a Dark Moon
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“I Want You”

by
Anonymous

 


Share with me
your crazy,

Let me see the
parts you hide.

The girl behind
the mask,

The tears you've
never cried.

 


Let me see
behind the beautiful,

Let me hold the
inner child.

Strip off the
outer makeup,

I want the you
that's free and wild.

 


I won't tear
down the walls,

I'll not force
my way inside.

I'll stand here
patiently waiting

Till all your
fears subside.

 


I'll guard your
heart with vigor,

Against the test
of time I'll stand.

But I'll not
steal, nor will I ask,

You must place
it in my hands.

 


I'll earn your
trust and faith,

I'll be here to
the end.

Your man, your
lover, your strength

Your provider,
protector, and friend.

 


I'll not promise
you a life free of problems,

Only never to
face them alone.

I'll be your
rock, your fortress, and safe haven,

I'll be your
shelter from every storm.

 


I'll be the joke
when you need a smile,

The ear when you
need to be heard.

I'll take your
hand and guide you

When life has
your vision blurred.

 


I'm sure there
will be tough times,

Troubles, ups,
and downs.

But I promise to
love you always,

Till they lay me
in the ground.

 


All I need is
one,

Just one chance
to prove.

I'll be the best
decision you'll ever make,

You'll never
find a heart more true.

 




Prologue
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“I’m done,” Luna
said as she tossed her bag over her shoulder and turned to head out
the door.

“But
baby…”

“Non...don’t try to weasel your way
out of this.”

“Just listen. I
can explain.”

“You’ve said
quite enough with your actions. I should have known better than to
fall for your flirty and sexy smile. Males who look and talk like
you are not to be trusted. I know I’m not the only female you’ve
been fucking, asshole. I know about Charlene and Tabitha and Denise
and Rosalind and...do I need to go on?” She glared at the male in
front of her.

“You don’t
understand, baby. They mean nothing to me. Not like you do. It was
just sex with them. They don’t have my heart like you
do.”

“Just sex...just
sex?! Are you even listening to yourself? Don’t you know what
exclusive means? It means ONLY ONE PERSON!”

“I promise, no
more females. Just please don’t leave me.”

“Isn’t that what
you told, hmm, what is her name...oui...Rachel? As in just last
Tuesday. You know, the female you’re still fucking even though
you’ve been coming home to me? Don’t deny it because I just left
from having coffee with her TWO HOURS AGO! You might want to check
on her. I think she was sharpening her claws just for you. And not
in the way you like. So, get out of my way. Our only ‘relationship’
from now on is purely business-related. No more.”

“But,
Luna....”

“No buts, I’m
outta here.” She paused with her hand on the doorknob. “The last
straw was Geena. Seriously. Anyone but her.” She slammed the door
behind her hard enough to make the house rattle as she stormed into
the night.

“Well…shit,”
Daniel mumbled.




 Chapter One
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After the raid
on Patrone’s fighting ring…

 


The ride home was quiet as
Kael drove to his apartment with the female wolf that Ember sent
with him. He kept stealing side-glances her way, trying to figure
out how she came to be a part of Patrone’s crew. Had she been
forced? Or was it a willing agreement after her family was
threatened by Patrone? The same kind of scare tactic he had done
with Ember. Whatever it had been, she was safe now. That’s all that
mattered.

“Are ye hungry?”
he asked after pulling up in front of his brownstone in a very nice
district in downtown Denver.

The female turned her head
at the sound of his voice and watched him solemnly. Her eyes,
haunted from earlier, spoke volumes.

“No? I’m
starving. Let's get inside. It looks like it’s going to storm.”
Kael jumped from the truck just as lightning lit up the night sky.
He rushed around and opened the door, shutting it after the wolf
jumped out. They both rushed up the steps and were inside before
the rain began to pour down outside.

“If ye want to
shift, ye can use my bedroom. It’s the last room down the hall on
the left. There are clothes in the closet. Pick whatever ye want to
wear.” When she didn’t respond, he turned to see her sitting on the
rug in front of the couch, those blue eyes of hers drilling a hole
in him as she hung on to his every word. “Do ye understand
English?” When she continued to stare at him, he sighed. “Look. I
know ye’ve probably been through a lot, but you’re safe now. This
would be a whole lot easier if ye would just shift so we can
communicate.” As he talked, he ventured closer, and the female
stood up with her hackles raised and growled low in her throat.
“Whoa! Easy!” He raised his hands in the air and backed up a step.
“I’ll just leave ye alone. When ye are ready to talk ye can come
find me.”

But she never sought him
out.
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Luna stayed in her wolf
form, unwilling to shift. Not until she figured things out would
she feel safe enough to regain her human form. She was at odds with
herself. Should she stay loyal to Patrone, who yeah, on occasion,
could be a horrid male, but who also saved her life as a child? Or
should she switch sides—allegiances? And what about the treatment
of those shifters? How could anyone with a good heart condone such
a thing? It wasn’t right the way he forced them into submission,
but when she would try and defend them, he would tell her they owed
him debts, and if they couldn’t pay those debts in cash, then they
paid with their fighting skills or their lives more like it. And
then there were others who openly enjoyed the fights and could come
and go as they pleased. Then there was the fact he had persuaded
her to fight for him on occasion when he needed that extra
win.

Luna sighed, the night Ember
saved her fresh in her mind. Never had she witnessed Patrone so
cruel to her before. For some reason, he had been angry and had
taken that anger out on her. Georgeena had visited that day long
before the fights. Could that be what set him off? They did
sometimes have some nasty arguments or disagreements.

One night, after a fight, he
and Georgeena had met at his downtown penthouse for dinner.
Georgeena never attended any of the fights, so on rare occasions,
they would meet and discuss various topics. That night, they
mentioned Thoren in hushed tones, causing Luna to stop and listen
from the other side of the door. She only caught bits and pieces of
the conversation, but what she caught surely intrigued her. They
talked about him as if he was right here in the city. But, how was
that possible? Anytime she had inquired about him, Patrone would
tell her he was most likely dead and that he deserved it since he
killed her family and everyone in their castle that dark, fateful
night so long ago. And if it wasn’t for him finding her in her
bedroom that evening, she would have been dead soon after. He
drilled it in her head that her brother wanted to be head of their
coven so badly that he was willing to kill for it. But with the
last few weeks fresh in her mind, she was beginning to doubt
anything Patrone had ever told her.

Luna laid her head upon her
paws and gazed forlornly straight ahead. Whatever the case may be
regarding her brother, she felt safe here. Kael seemed nice enough,
but she was still leery of him. She trusted Ember though. If Ember
promised her he was safe to be with then she would try her best to
get along with the male. But no touching. Luna hated being touched
in her wolf form. Especially by strangers. And for now, Kael was a
stranger.

The next morning, Luna
jerked her head up at the shouts coming from down the hall. She
listened for a moment before it dawned on her it was Kael. Quietly,
she trotted down the hall, her nails clicking softly on the
hardwood floor, and pushed open his bedroom door with her nose to
peer inside. She blinked a few times as she tried to figure out
what she was seeing. He was stretched out on one side, naked as the
day he was born. One arm covered his face while the other was
searching for sheets or blankets to cover himself up. Sunlight
poured through the window, and she knew exactly why he was yelling.
Smoke rose up from the blisters forming on his exposed skin, and
she took off towards the window. Quickly as she could, she grabbed
the blackout curtains and dragged them closed. His curses slowed
down almost instantly, and his blisters healed with record speed.
When she turned to make her way back over to the bed, she noticed
his face was contorted in pain. Poor male. She knew exactly how he
felt. He must have fallen asleep and forgot to lower the shades
over the window.

Just as she started from the
room, he moaned. Her head shot around thinking he had awakened, but
no, he was still asleep. The blankets, she noticed, had fallen from
his body, so she stealthily walked over and placed her front paws
on the bed, ready to jump up and at least cover the guy. And that’s
when she saw it. His member jutted out between his legs. She’d
never seen a cock so...nice before. With only ever seeing her ex’s
cock, it threw her off her game. As she continued to stare, it
grew. Her eyes widened in awe. She couldn’t believe what she was
seeing. The thing lengthened and thickened right before her eyes.
When it seemed to have stopped growing, she tilted her head and
stared. It reminded her of a kickstand on a bike the way it was
propped up on the bed.

Uncomfortable now, she
pushed away from the bed and quietly scurried out of the room,
unaware of the twin pair of gold eyes that followed her every
move.
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Kael studied the female as
she gazed at him. Normally, he would have broken the silence with
some sort of comedic comment, but for some reason, he felt the need
to keep quiet. Somehow, he knew she wouldn’t have liked being
caught staring. But hell, the dream he’d been having had him hard
as a rock. Those eyes of hers were beautiful. He could only imagine
what she would look like in person. With a deep sigh, he turned
over on his back and stared up at the ceiling. Thinking of her
wasn’t helping matters. Plus, she threw him off his game. All his
life females flocked to get his attention, but not this one. She
was an enigma. There was something special about this female, but
he couldn’t quite put his finger on it. More thoughts of her filled
his mind, and it was a long time before he could fall back
asleep.
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That evening, Luna woke to
the sound of Kael singing in the shower. Her ears perked up and she
tilted her head to the side and groaned, which came out in a whine
in her wolf form. When he emerged a few minutes later, she forgot
about his off-key singing and simply stared. A white towel hung low
on his hips, looking ready to fall at any minute, while droplets of
water beaded on his smooth, wide chest. The male had the body of a
football player. Lean where it counted but with the perfect amount
of muscles elsewhere. Talk about a burly Scot. He was definitely
that. And wow. Those thighs. When he caught her staring, she turned
away, unable to keep eye contact with the handsome male. She had to
ignore the pull she felt towards him.

“I’m going to be
heading to work soon. There’s an extra key on the dining table if
ye decide to shift and go anywhere. I’ll be home just before dawn.
I’ve also written my number on the fridge on that dry erase
clipboard Ember got me. Finally got to use that thing. And here I
thought it was a waste of a gift.” With a crooked smile and wink,
he turned to go get dressed, leaving Luna gawking at his retreating
form. His Thor-like moves and looks burned into her retinas. What
was it with him that made her want to jump his bones? The fact that
he resembled Chris Hemsworth as Thor? Nah…well, yeah, but that’s
not what truly attracted her to him. Just before he closed his
bedroom door, the towel around his waist dropped and
mon dieu. What
an…

She bit back a howl and went
to lie down, hoping to cool down her hot body. She couldn’t quit
thinking of him, so every time she closed her eyes, all she saw was
the blasted blond male. Naked of course.

When he finally left, Luna
waited a few minutes, giving him time to truly be gone before
shifting into her human form. She stretched and wondered what to do
about clothes. Everything she had was at Patrone’s. Phone and
wallet as well.

Scowling, she went in search
of something. Surely, Kael had something that would fit her until
she could figure out what to do. As she passed by the spare
bedroom, Luna stopped and sniffed the air. Different scents, old
scents, lingered in the decent sized room. Ember’s scent was one of
them. Curious now, she walked into the closet and stopped to stare.
Either Kael was a cross dresser, or he’d had females stay here
before. Possibly Ember, once she saw some jeans that were too short
and shirts that hit midriff. Hope lit up her face as she spotted
what she was looking for, but then she frowned, wondering whose
clothes she was borrowing. Opening a dresser drawer, she saw neatly
folded lingerie. No way was she touching someone else’s underwear,
but a couple of bras still had tags on them. She chose the closest
one to her size and snatched a Guns-n-Roses t-shirt and the faded
pair of ripped blue jeans she found earlier. She briefly wondered
if these were an ex-girlfriend's and felt her chest tighten with
jealousy. It was a new feeling for her, so Luna paused for a moment
and counted to ten. Again, why the fuck did she care? He wasn’t
hers. Thinking she just needed to get laid, she pushed thoughts of
Kael out of her mind and focused on dressing.

Several different sizes of
shoes perched along a shelf against the far wall, and her brow
furrowed. There was literally every woman's size in a few different
styles. “Oh, yeah. Definitely a manwhore,” she muttered to herself
while picking out a pair of white Keds with the baseball stitching.
Now to go find someone she knew would help her get a phone. Not to
mention give her details on the life she left behind.
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“Who the hell is
that?” Kael brought up the binoculars and looked through them
earnestly. He’d been sitting patiently for over an hour, waiting
for something to happen. He’d never seen this particular female
before while staking out the four unit building he suspected housed
some of Patrone’s men. Her back was to him, but that was okay. He
enjoyed the view from the driver’s seat of his Tahoe. White shoes,
torn jeans, and an old rock-n-roll tee. Could just be a druggie
looking for their next fix, he thought. The dude that met her
outside was wearing a hoodie, so he didn’t have a clear facial. He
lowered the binoculars and picked up his camera to take a few shots
of the two. From the looks of it, they were trying to be discreet.
The guy handed a small bag to the female, and she slung it over one
shoulder. There was a brief back and forth of words, clearly
agitating the female, and when the male leaned in towards her, she
grabbed him by the balls and twisted.

Kael winced for the guy.
Truly. He did. He was just glad it wasn’t him. He’d had his share
of choking on his own balls. Enough to last him a
lifetime.

The male hit the concrete
sidewalk with a string of curses to which the female shrugged and
walked away like a queen.

“Sorry, lad.
Live and learn.” Kael waited until the male limped back into the
apartment and the female was long gone before starting up his ride
and heading to the precinct to upload the pictures he
took.
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Luna made her way back to
the safer parts of downtown Denver and stopped across the street
from the pub where Ember worked. As much as she wanted to go see
the little snow leopard, she knew it was too risky. At least for
now. Once she had some answers to all the burning questions she
had, maybe then she could drop in for a drink or two. But for now,
she needed to lay low.

Inside the bag she got from
her ex, Daniel, who worked for Patrone, she found money and a brand
new burner phone. One might wonder why she’d trust the male. That
was easy. She knew he was part of a local wolf pack. He was playing
both sides, hoping to not get caught. One wrong move and he’d be
toast.

Unfortunately, he didn’t
have anything to spill about Patrone, other than he was super
pissed that Luna was gone. So pissed he wasn’t talking to anyone
lately, just stewing over his own thoughts privately for now.
Daniel would keep her posted though.

The sound of his shriek from
earlier when she had nearly torn his balls off made her smile. He
shouldn’t have tried to kiss her. He knew the rules. Those days
were long over for them. Long. Over. And for good reason. She
couldn’t stand cheaters.

With one last look at the
pub, she turned and made her way back towards Kael’s place,
stopping once to order take-out. The bag that had held the phone
and money was tossed into a trash bin outside a small cafe. Once
she returned to the apartment, she carefully replaced the clothes
and shoes in the spare bedroom closet and took a long, hot bath in
Kael’s master bath. How could she not? A jacuzzi tub that looked as
if it could fit four large adults? Plus, those jets were placed in
all the right spots. One in particular. It definitely had her
howling in no time.

As the nights wore on, Luna
and Kael had their ups and downs, but each had grown fonder of the
other as their days turned into patterns. He even started calling
her Little Wolf. At first, she hated it, but then it sort of grew
on her, but to keep it real, she would oftentimes nip him for it,
just so he didn’t think he’d won her over that easily.

When he’d leave for work,
she would head for the streets for food and sometimes sustenance.
The low lifes were her go-to blood source, as were a few stray
animals; although they didn’t provide much, they still helped curb
her hunger. Nothing felt better than taking from someone who harmed
others, although she never took enough to kill them, just enough to
sustain her need for blood.

On Kael’s days off, they
would order in, stream movies, and relax. Kael never talked about
his work, and everything he had at home was password protected.
Once, he had left his laptop open, and when he headed to the
bathroom, she leaped off of the sofa and went to snoop. When she
saw the pictures of her and Daniel, she knew she had to be more
careful. Thankfully, she’d never shifted in front of him or been
caught in her human form when he’d come home early on some nights.
So, he still didn’t have a clue what she looked like in human
skin.

Tonight was one of his
nights off. He had brought home an unfamiliar sack, and she waited
while he dug around in it.

“I know this
isn’t going to sit well with ye, but let me explain before ye fly
off the handle.” He brought out a leather harness. A dog harness.
Luna growled and backed away.

“I said wait
before ye judge, female.” Kael sighed. “I was thinking we could go
shopping. Wouldn’t ye like your own clothes instead of mine or the
ones ye’ve been wearing from the spare bedroom? Aye, I’ve noticed.
Those are for…well, they’re for certain females that I…when they
have to stay over. It’s complicated. Anyway, with the harness, we
could get away with going inside businesses. I can go online and
get a certificate saying that ye are my…” His lips twitched. “My
uh…service dog. Cause ye sure the hell aren’t an emotional support
animal.”

Luna’s lip curled up,
showing one side of her canines. Cute, how he thought he was so
comical. She’d love to bite that funny bone of his. And…great. Now
she was thinking of a completely different bone. With a whine, she
settled down on her haunches and simply stared drolly at
him.

“Fine.” Kael
tossed the harness back into the sack and flipped through his
wallet. He showed her a black card, wiggling it between his fingers
before placing it on the dining table. “Take this then. Spend it on
whatever ye want. Go out after I leave or order it on my phone when
I’m sleeping. Hell, maybe I should get ye a phone.” He ran a hand
through his hair. “Why didn’t I think of that? Everyone needs a
phone nowadays. Plus, it would make me feel better knowing ye had
one for emergencies.”

Little did he know she
already had one. It was tucked away safely in the spare bedroom
closet, along with the cash Daniel had given her. Well, what was
left of it. She’d mainly been using it to buy food when Kael was at
work. But she would let him get her the new phone. No need to make
him suspicious. She’d think about the little black card. She didn’t
want to get herself too deep in debt to him. She didn’t plan on
sticking around forever. Why did that thought sadden her? As much
as he annoyed her, he also made her laugh. His quirky personality
was what made him charming. A prince he was not, however. But
little did she know…

“Little
Wolf?”

At the sound of her
nickname, she tilted her head to the side to let him know she was
all ears. What hairbrained thing would he say next, she
wondered?

“Do ye think I
could get into the fights as a wolf?”

Whomp. There it is. That
didn’t take long, she thought.

With a yip, she shook her
head in a negative manner, then lay down and placed a paw over her
snout.

“I take it
that’s a no?”

She thumped her tail on the
floor.

“I’m still going
to think about it. I have got to find out what Patrone is up to
before any more innocent shifters get hurt.”

Luna flopped to her side
with a dramatic sigh and gazed up at him with her sapphire blue
eyes.

“Are ye trying
to compel me with those jarring blue eyes, female?” One brow arched
as he gazed down at her.

Her tail thumped twice, and
her lips curled back in a wolfy smile.

“Uh huh. Not
falling for that cuteness again. Ye nearly took my fingers off the
last time I fell for your charm.” He turned to leave, muttering
under his breath, “devil dog.”

Luna leaped up and lunged
for him, barely missing his ass cheek as he took off down the hall
at vampire speed, slamming his bedroom door in her face with a lot
of cursing. With a huge grin, she trotted proudly back to the
living room, her tongue lolling out of the side of her mouth. Oh,
how she loved to get that male riled up. It must be her
calling.

 


[image: tmp_6460fe647bb154b154f7c26d9abff29c_QmzbzO_html_m5398033a.png]

 


Luna crouched
along the edge of the roof of the building next to the pub where
Ember worked and watched the comings and goings of the quaint
establishment. She’d been doing this for quite a few months now. It
had a very Scottish vibe to it, inside and out. One day, she would
gather up the nerve to actually step inside and order a drink, but
for now, she would bide her time. Kael had mentioned that the male
who was after Patrone frequented the place, oftentimes just to
badger Ember. Hope the fucker knew what he
was getting himself into, she
thought.

Glancing down at her watch,
she cursed and flashed down into the dark alley and beelined for
Kael’s apartment. Tonight, he was taking her out with him. A block
before his downtown home, she found a secure place to shift and
arrived just as he pulled up to the curb in his dark Tahoe. She
watched while he strode around, opened the door for her, then shut
it soundly before making his way back to the driver’s side, where
he slid in and gave her a lopsided smile that made her insides
flutter.

“Nice of ye to
meet me outside,” Kael said while he merged into
traffic.

A call came
through, and she pretended not to listen as Daegan’s familiar voice
came in loud and clear. Apparently, the snow leopard and the vamp
were having feelings. For each
other. Interesting. Or should it be
concerning? If this was indeed her brother, was he a cold-blooded
killer or was he innocent of everything she grew up to
believe?

“Are ye ready
for this outing?” Kael asked, giving Luna a quick side
glance.

Luna thumped her tail on the
seat and turned her head to watch where they were going. The
streets began to look very familiar, and she cast several glances
Kael’s way, nervous about where he might be headed. When they
parked in front of a toy shop, and not the kind for kids, Luna
turned and stared blandly at the male.

“What? Are ye
opposed to a wee bit of kink? I mean, would it be considered doggy
style or maybe something new like doggy tapping?”

Luna groaned and pawed at
the door latch. This male was too much.

“Relax,” Kael
chuckled. “We’re walking to the end of the block. I never park that
close to where I’m going.”

Luna matched his long stride
by trotting close by, her nose, ears, and eyes taking in everything
around them. A familiar scent had her whipping her head around, but
she couldn’t locate the source. Ignoring the scent for now, she
followed Kael to a cozy French restaurant.

“No, pets, sir,”
a greeter said while opening the door for Kael to enter.

“Be right back,”
Kael told Luna, lowering his voice to where only she could hear
him. “Keep watch. Lots of eyes and ears about.”

Luna growled at the greeter
who quickly disappeared inside, then went in search of the scent
she recognized. Trailing it into an alley nearby, she stopped dead
in her tracks, hackles raised, and teeth bared, at the large male
hiding under a trench coat.

“That’s no way
to greet an old lover, is it?” the male said and slid off his
fedora.

Luna snorted and shifted
into her vampire form, holding her hands over her breasts. “Give me
your coat, Harrison.”

“Harrison? Why
do you insist on calling me by my last name? I liked it better when
you called me Daniel.”

“Because we are
no longer lovers, Dieu
merci.” Luna returned flippantly while
slipping the coat over her nakedness. “Now, tell me what the hell
you’re doing here?”

“I could ask you
the same. Who’s the vamp?”

“None of your
concern.”

Daniel smiled. “Always so
tough. I remember a time when you were soft as butter.”

Luna grabbed him by the
collar. “Start talking or so help me, I’ll gut you with my bare
hands.”

“Easy, female.
Patrone is inside.”

“He’s here?” The
blood drained from Luna’s face. “Since when did you become one of
his bodyguards?”

“Since that
vampire attacked and killed his others. When are you coming back to
the dark side?”

“Never, if I can
help it.”

“Lucky
you.”

Luna narrowed her eyes.
“Having a change of heart since I’ve been gone?”

“Perhaps.
There’s a cash reward for your safe return, you know. Also, for
that feline he likes. The snow…”

Luna shifted her fingers
into claws and latched onto Daniel’s neck, her lips just shy of his
own. “If you, or anyone, touches a hair on her head, I swear I’ll
make your death look like a horrible accident.”

Daniel pushed her away, her
nails leaving thin gashes along his skin. “No need to threaten me.
I’m on your side.”

“Sometimes I
have my doubts.”

Daniel ran a hand through
his hair in a nervous gesture. “Being close to the boss now, I see
and hear a lot more than I used to. Seems your brother is the one
causing hell for him.”

Luna’s face paled. “My
brother. So, it’s true. I’ve been having my doubts about whether
it’s him or not.”

“Well,
regardless, Patrone wants him dead. He and that weird chic he hangs
out with are up to something.”

“Georgeena? I’ve
rarely been around her. She stays away from the fights. Too afraid
of getting dirty, I think. Except when she was with
you.”

Daniel cracked a smile. “I
was having a bad day.”

“So instead of
seeking out your girlfriend, you chose her?” Luna rolled her
eyes.

“I’ve regretted
that decision since.” Daniel confided. “Are you up for second
chances?”

Luna glared at him. “Not a
chance in hell. Burn me once, shame on you…”

“It was worth a
shot.”

“Okay, lover
boy. Tell me more. Why are you telling me about my brother and
Patrone? If he finds out, you’re as good as dead.”

Daniel shrugged. “I know.
But, what he does with these shifters. It’s wrong. You can’t deny
that.”

Luna nodded. “And that makes
you disloyal because…?”

“I’m a
spy.”

Luna didn’t flinch at the
news. “Honestly, I’ve had my doubts about you as well. You play the
part so well. It’s hard to tell who you’re really loyal
to.”

“I have to be
that good. Otherwise, I’m as good as dead.”

“Of course.
Patrone would pull your head from your body with his bare hands if
he so much as suspects.”

“There were a
few times I thought he knew something.” Daniel shook his head.
“Anyway, my closest friend, Drew, is the alpha’s son. He was a
childhood friend of your snow leopard. His father would shit bricks
if he decided to take it upon himself to snoop around Patrone and
his cronies, so I offered myself up for the job.”

“That was heroic
of you.”

“You do what you
gotta do for those you care about.” He paused. “And I still care
about you, Luna.”

Luna dropped her chin,
unwilling to see the feelings swimming in her ex’s eyes. “I care
about you as well, but only as a friend.”

“Good enough for
me. I know I did you wrong. Listen. Do you have that mobile I gave
you?”

“No, not on
me.”

“That’s okay.
I’ll contact you soon with some information.”

Luna nodded then heard a
door open and close nearby. “I look forward to it.” She shoved
Daniel's coat at him and shifted to her wolf form, then raced
toward the sound of Kael’s footsteps coming down the
sidewalk.

“Ready to head
home, Little Wolf?” Kael peered down the empty alley where she’d
come from with interest while holding onto a couple of fancy
takeout containers. “Got us some dinner. I’m famished.”

The smell of homemade French
bread had Luna’s tail wagging.

“I’ll take that
as a yes.”
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Did he seriously just think
of this female as some type of angel just a few weeks ago? Kael
snatched his hand back from Luna’s reach but not before she took a
hefty bite into the meaty flesh above his thumb. “For fuck’s sake,
female! I was just trying to wipe your face off. Do ye always eat
like a pig at the slop trough?”

Luna growled and snapped at
him again. This time aiming for something
more...sensitive.

“Blast ye,
woman!” He dodged her teeth and grabbed his junk in a defensive
gesture. “Anything but the goods. How am I supposed to work my
magic with the females with a torn-up knob?”

Luna sat back on her
haunches with what could only be a wolfy raised brow, before
turning around and stalking off to the den. She plopped down in
front of the fireplace and let out a huge sigh. Her ears picked up
on Kael’s movements, and when the front door slammed shut a few
minutes later, she shifted and went to lie on the spare guest
bed.

Males were nothing but
trouble, she thought. It was going to be difficult to keep living
with Kael, but so far so good. Earlier, he had talked about Ember
and how she came to be raised by him and his brother, Daegan. It
broke her heart to hear about the passing of her mother and sister.
When the topic changed to Ember and Thoren, Luna latched on to
every word about her brother. Intrigued that the two were actually
becoming friendly with one another. If her brother didn’t watch it,
he would fall under the snow leopard’s spell. She was becoming
quite attached to the little female herself, and that was just from
spying on her while she worked. The two of them would get along
great — she just knew it!

It saddened her that she
never met Ember during the fights. Not that she would want to be
matched up with her, now that she liked her. Or the fact that the
fights were the last place you wanted to meet someone you were fond
of. Hanging around the arenas, she had overheard talk of the snow
leopard and how Patrone had abducted her and tried to bully her
into submission, only to nearly kill her. Thankfully, Daegan and
Kael found and saved her.

Clearing her
thoughts from the past and unwilling to sit around, she rifled
through Kael’s closet to find something suitable to wear. After all
these months, she still hadn’t bought her own clothes. She wasn’t
much into the whole shopping thing. Lucky for her, she was tall for
a female and the jogging pants she found fit just fine. She even
found some cash hidden in the pocket of one of his leather jackets.
“Bingo,” she muttered before leaving the apartment and following
Kael’s scent, which led her to the pub he frequented quite often.
The Bow and Arrow Pub & Grill. The pub she’s been watching like
a hawk. It’s now or never,
she thought.

Taking a deep breath, Luna
made her way inside and found a table well away from the busy bar
and game room. As she passed by the bar section, she picked out
Ember’s lilty voice and turned to see her rushing around behind the
counter, almost too short to catch, but you couldn’t miss her
bubbly personality. By the feisty female’s actions, you could tell
she was in charge of the establishment, or at least the main one in
charge on the floor.

“Can I get you
something to drink or eat?” a female of about thirty asked as soon
as Luna found a table.

Luna smiled at the young
woman when she remembered the money she took from Kael’s jacket.
“Actually, yes. That would be great. Do you have steak?”

“Oh, girl. Do we
ever. Our boss wouldn’t have it any other way. We have sirloin,
ribeye, prime rib…”

Luna laughed. “Just a ribeye
and rare, please. Oh, and red wine.”

“And for your
two sides?”

“Whatever you
suggest. I’m not picky.”

“Loaded baked
potato and steamed veggies. Wait until you see the potato. You
won’t be disappointed.” The woman winked and went to place her
order, leaving Luna free to glance around. She watched Ember for a
while, straightening up when Kael came from a hallway, followed by
his brother, Daegan. Both males were the same height and looked
identical except for their hair color.

Both of them stopped to
speak with Ember, and Luna observed them quietly. From their
actions you could tell they were family. They didn’t chat for long.
Even over the loudness of the place, she heard Kael mention having
to head to work. Daegan nodded and made his way back down the hall,
probably to an office.

“Here you are,
gorgeous,” the server from earlier said while setting Luna’s wine
and dinner on the table in front of her. “Is the steak done to your
liking? It’s not too rare?”

Luna looked down to see
blood oozing from the still steaming steak and grinned. “It’s
perfect. Thank you.”

“Well, if
there’s anything else I can get for you, my name is Marcie.
Enjoy.”

Luna’s fangs tingled. It
wasn’t exactly what she needed, but it would do for now. She hadn’t
fed from a human source in quite a while. For now, the steak would
have to suffice.

A commotion at the bar had
her eyes flying up a few minutes later. Ember was dancing on top of
the bar with a few of the other waitresses. The red head next to
her lifted a remote and changed the song to Paralyzer by Finger
Eleven. Damn. She hadn’t heard that song in a long time. Next to
the ginger, a blonde with hypnotizing green eyes and a brunette
grinded together which had most of the males and a few females
hollering their approval. One male got a little handsy and the
green-eyed blonde pinged him with her serving tray. Luna nearly
spewed the drink of wine she just took. Interesting
females.

A lovely, shy wolf shifter
with dark hair rushed over to ask her if she needed anything, and
Luna politely told her no. With her lips curled up into a smile,
she went back to her steak. A shadow covered her table, and when
she glanced up, she froze. It was him! Thoren! Luna pushed her
half-eaten plate away and watched him intently. Even in the dim
lighting, she could see the family resemblance. He strolled over to
a table in the corner, his demeanor very somber. He was definitely
in a bad mood. He sat facing the bar moments later, watching every
move Ember made. It was obvious he was enamored with the snow
leopard female, but perhaps a bit freaked out about it was more
like it, although he hid it well. Knowing the family she was raised
by, she knew Thoren was probably a bit overprotective, and this
performance Ember was displaying had wound him up good. She grinned
at the thought and continued to watch him while sipping slowly on
her wine.

When he got up to leave a
bit later, Luna followed
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