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      CROW MOON contains dark themes, adult content and violence. If these topics are triggering for you, we suggest not reading further.

      As a genre, motorcycle club romance deals with violence, bloodshed and death along with a healthy dose of foul language, and crude humor. If any of those things may be triggering to you, please reconsider reading this book. There are lighter themes in our backlists that might suit you better. As authors, we work hard to treat darker themes and events such as these with respect, honoring the gravity of each character’s journey. 
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        Hex

      

      

      1987

      Somethin’ ain’t sat right with me all day. And I knew I was a fool for going alone, but there wasn’t anything else to do. I couldn’t erase the knot twisting in my gut, and I couldn’t wait for Axel or Wayfarer to come out. Blood Moon brothers wouldn’t have felt comfortable coming out here to the mother house anyway, spying like this. I wasn’t comfortable with it.

      But something wasn’t fuckin’ right.

      My fingers tapped the steering wheel of the truck and as I waited, watching out for who-knew-the-fuck-what, I found myself mumbling some Robert Cray under my breath.

      I get a constant busy signal when I call you on the phone. I get a strong uneasy feeling you’re not sitting there alone.

      There was Miss fuckin’ Doorknob Donna herself, sneaking in the damn door. Weren’t no fuckin’ reasons for a sweetbutt to be at the mother house. Ever. Only folks going in and out of there was MC and old ladies or old men, and some non-MC coven members. Donna wasn’t coven, and she wasn’t MC.

      So what precisely was she doing there?

      She was only inside a second before she got shuffled right back out, Fox and her old man shooing her toward a Ford Escort parked up on the side of the road a ways from me. Tiny Tim–Fox’s old man–was carrying two big duffles and sweating something fierce. Shifty sumbitch.

      “Why you looking nervous, Timmy?” I muttered. “Where y’all going?”

      Fox and her little band of bitches were some shady rats. My hands tightened on the steering wheel as I watched them load their car with the bags Tiny was carrying out and then stuff themselves inside and take off.

      I waited a beat to follow.

      I’m having nasty, nasty visions and baby you’re in every one, yeah. And I’m so afraid I’m gonna find you with a so-called smoking gun. 

      I eased my truck out of my hiding spot feeling like a little slit peeper. What the fuck was I doing? But it was too late now–I’d come and actually seen something. Had to follow through. I tailed Fox and Donna miles down to the warehouse district on the waterfront, keeping them just barely in my sights so that when they parked up I passed them, driving by just in time to see which building they got off to. I parked on the next block and ran back to slide into the building, my skin prickling and every hair standing on end as I entered.

      It was too cold inside for a day like this. Like walking into a fuckin’ freezer. A shudder ran through me and my nutsack practically disappeared trying to keep warm. Old buildings like this had issues with insulation, but this was something else.

      Magic.

      Maybe you want to end it, you’ve had your fill of my kind of fun. But you don’t know how to tell me, and you know that I’m not that dumb.

      As I pressed my fingers–quickly growing numb–to my mouth to breathe hot air over them, I hesitated.

      “You stupid fuck. You ain’t told nobody where you’re at,” I cursed under my breath.

      But I didn’t have enough to take back to Blood Moon and ask Whip for support yet. I hadn’t seen anything but Doorknob Donna and Fox sneaking around, and for all I knew Foxie was a fuckin’ necro and she and Timmy wanted to get down with the sweetbutt in a freezer for kinks.

      I had to have something real to tell Prez. My gut was rarely wrong, but there wasn’t no sense in risking it. I’d get in, look, and get out.

      Slowly, I advanced down the hall, fingers twitching and flexing. I stuck my hand in my pocket, drawing out my hex bag. My fingers fumbled with the drawstrings, too stiff to obey me.

      I know that I should be running. My heart’s beating just like a drum.

      I could hear them. The hallway–all cement with brick walls, dark–was empty, and even speaking in low tones, I could hear them. The sound was reverberating off the walls in a way that didn’t feel natural.

      ‘Some kinda loop. They’ve done something in here,’ I thought, and I could taste the acidity of some nasty Work on my tongue. ‘For fuckin’ sure ain’t been sanctioned by Blood Moon Mother Coven or Trine House Coven.’

      My eyes stung the farther I walked into the building, watering, and I swiped at them with the back of my hands to see sooty tears smeared there. My skin was growing waxy with the cold.

      Finally, I rounded a corner into an open storage room of the warehouse building and behind a stack of pallets there was Fox, Donna strapped down and panting on top of a pile of boxes draped over with a tarp. I couldn’t see around Fox’s body to see what was causing that noise, but given the sweat gleaming on Donna’s forehead and the grimace on her face, it wasn’t–

      Tiny Tim stepped into my field of vision. Out from behind him came six more familiar faces–three men, three women. 

      Beyond, there were more witches hovering at the edges of the room, watching Fox. Too many of ‘em Blood Moon. Too many weren’t.

      I know that I should be running.

      I know that I should be running.

      I know that I should be running.

      I stared a second too long. 

      One of the women behind Timmy was in front of me, evidently unbothered by the cold that was slowly paralyzing me.

      In the next second I had an athame sticking out of my ribs.

      I hardly had the ability to groan. My jaw felt locked shut, squeezing like a vice as she twisted that fucker in. The hex bag dropped from my hands.

      “You ain’t supposed to be here, Walker,” whispered a voice.

      Fox. I could hear her across the room, see her eyes blazing at me from a distance as she’d turned away from her work with Donna and pinned me with her stare as surely as I’d been stuck with a ceremonial dagger.

      I wanted to say her name.

      My body began to shiver uncontrollably and my knees locked up as I began to fall.

      Fall.

      Fall.

      Timmy only watched.

      There was blood on the floor by Fox’s feet.

      My heart’s beating just like a drum.

      Time no longer mattered.

      My body no longer had feeling.

      Timmy and a woman dragged me by my feet once I toppled.

      Now they’ve knocked me down and taken it.

      Dragged out back to the yard.

      Hole.

      Torn up brick and gravel.

      Hole.

      I’m standing here bewildered. I can’t remember just what I’ve done.

      “Cain’t let them call him out once he goes,” came a voice. “They call him, he’ll tell ‘em who was here.”

      “He ain’t going to tell no one nothin’.”

      I can hear the sirens whining, my eyes blinded by the sun.

      A soul in outrage burned, and mine screamed in agony, twisting and thrashing in my prison of flesh as green light settled over me, sinking into my skin like barbs pumping poison into veins that were no longer functioning like they should.

      Down.

      My body hit the dirt with a thud.

      I could still see them up there. They didn’t close my eyes. They didn’t take my wallet, my keys, nothin’.

      All of me went into that hole.

      All of me began to shriek in mind-numbing fear, my sounds trapped inside my body, as the first shovelfuls of dirt hit me.

      I know that I should be running.
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        Crow

      

      

      Present Day

      Music blared through the clubhouse, rattling loose plaster off the older walls, and thudding through my office like I was inside the bass drum. I pinched the bridge of my nose and squinted at the cost reports that were making less and less sense as the night wore on. Being Prez wasn’t all it’s cracked up to be. Especially on a Friday night when a party was in full swing just ten meters down the hall, booze and magic flowing like water, and I was stuck trying to reconcile the amount of sage that my Road Captain insisted on ethically sourcing. Not that she was wrong. But the original chapter of the Blood Moon Riders MC, and our mother coven, wasn’t keen on the two hundred percent markup that came with getting the good shit. Nevermind that as the nomad coven under their colors, we had the most need for cleansing. Fucking new HQ every few months, traveling caravan of campers and bikes crisscrossing around the entire continent.

      I was just about to slam my head down on the steel enforced desk that dominated my tiny office tucked to the back of the clubhouse, when a knock sounded at my door.

      “Boss.” Justice leaned against the jam, cold beer bottle dangling from loose fingers. Her amber eyes flashed at me as I rolled my neck.

      “Don’t fucking call me that.” Definitely a headache brewing in the back of my skull.

      “Crow, babe. All work and no play, my friend.” She sauntered into the room and clicked the door shut behind her. “Come on. The Crones will still be eating your ass tomorrow. Plenty of locals just itching for some biker pussy.” Her hip landed on the arm of my chair and she waved the sweating bottle of brew in front of my eyes. “Best way to get rid of that tension headache is a little booze and a nice new tongue shoved in your cunt, got me?”

      “We’re missing receipts. Minx dumped a load of pure shit on my desk, said people weren't turning all their expenses in. Fucking makes me nutty.” I leaned back in my chair and tipped my head towards the ceiling, pocked with watermarks and chipped paint. Bum fuck Kansas had not brought with it the most glamorous digs. Better than some, but not by much. “Fucking report is dragging its ass in nearly five G’s.”

      “The shit?” Justice was on her feet again, bottle thudded on the desk next to my mouse and she was dragging a chair across the room with a horrible scratch of metal on concrete. “Let me look.”

      “Ain’t nothing to look at. Shit’s not adding up and it's the third month in a row. Coven’s coming at my ass.” She pushed me aside anyway, clicking through all the documents I had up, fingers working their way through the pile of receipts I had on the desk. “Someone’s dipping into the till.”

      “What they dipping into, not like we deal. We’re fucking clean up.” She clicked back through and sighed, downing her beer in one long chug, whipping her lips with the back of her hand. “Shit. How much does Velvet spend on herbs?”

      “More than I want to talk about.” My chair creaked as I scooted back to the computer. “She feels like every job calls for the good shit. But that’s why we get to mark it the fuck up on our end too.”

      “Five G’s ain't the end of the world.” Justice twirled the bottle in her hands and tipped her head back and forth. “Not even enough to get me the fuck out of bed, C. Certainly not enough to drop a cache off to some norms. They know guns aren’t the answer, right?”

      “They’re the answer when they pad our pockets, my friend. It certainly sucks to suck when it comes out of our own coffers, though.” I hit save on the doc I had been poring over then closed my laptop. “Something about a party?”

      Justice threw her head back and laughed. “Like you can’t fucking hear the music in your soul.” She tipped her empty bottle into the metal can at the end of my desk and rolled to her feet. “Come on, bitch. Let’s get some booze in you.”

      “I remember something about licking, too.” I linked my fingers with hers and let her pull me down the hall.

      “Yo! Prez needs a round!” she shouted over the music, turning heads all over the bar. “First asshole to bring shots gets suck-up privileges.”

      “You are ridiculous.” I held my hand out to the townie that basically ran over his own friends to get me a bottle of cheap local beer.

      Her lips brushed along my cheek bone as she whispered, “Make him lick your pussy, I’m half sure I saw a stud in that pretty mouth.”

      Rolling my eyes, I clinked the bottle against the man’s and kept on walking. “I’m not making him lick anything.” The beer was as bitter as it smelled, but I gulped it down like I was a thirsty man after a month in the desert. “Anyway, I have plenty of choices for tongues, can’t choose the first one that trips over his own feet for the privilege.”

      “Cheers to that.” Justice slid onto a bar stool and smacked the counter. “Whiskey. Neat.”

      Betsy held up one finger from behind the bar. Her lips were busy trying to capture the tonsils of some prospect so green he probably hadn’t ever even seen a wet cunt before, let alone had his cock in one. 

      After a full minute of waiting for them to come up for air, I leaned over and grabbed the first bottle I could reach and dropped it in front of Justice. My friend ripped the stopper out of the top and took a long swallow of Malibu, her face twisting at the taste. 

      “Fuck, B,” Jus growled, coughing at the sugary sweet liquor that was probably burning a hole in her stomach. “If you’re going to fuck him on the clock, at least let the rest of us watch. And get a fucking replacement behind the bar.”

      Betsy moaned as she pushed the probie away and licked her lips. “But baby, he tastes like candy.”

      “Probably ‘cause the boy is still sucking it off his mommy's tit.” I held out the offending bottle of syrup liquor and pointed at the Jamison on the back shelf. “Whiskey. Neat.”
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        * * *

      

      Sun streaked through the drugstore curtains that barely covered the windows, and seared directly into my cornea through my closed lids.

      “Morning girly,” a gruff and thick voice rumbled from behind me, his fetid breath fanned over my neck and made my stomach roll.

      Shit.

      I shrugged out of his sweaty arms and planted my feet flat on the ice cold floor of my room. Rubbing my hands over my face, I took in the state of my room. A lamp hung by the barest thread at the end of a table, a pair of my jeans thrown over the shade, my boots half in and half out of the hamper, and my nicest thong shredded on the floor at my feet. Fucking shifters made a mess, every goddess-damned time. But fuck could they bang like a house on fire. 

      “Grab your pants and
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