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Wishing On the Moon

Episode 8

In Defense


I watched him in the dimness of the early
morning light; he was my fallen angel. He lay sleeping in the bed
beside me, hair a mess of light brown curls, beard stubble visible.
All Jamie Daniels needed to truly look the part was his wings. I
knew how much he both hated and feared them. They symbolized his
Nephilim identity, half human, half angel. I wasn’t sure I trusted
the word angel as an accurate description of his “heavenly”
parentage. Blame my own religious views if you like. I’m pagan to
the core. And a werewolf, too. My name is Cordelia Whitley.

Jamie opened his eyes. Mmm, eyes so very
blue. He gave me a slow, sleepy smile. “Should I be creeped out by
you watching me?”

“Nope.” I leaned over and kissed him. “I’m
just admiring the view.” I traced a finger across his cheekbone and
down along his jaw. Stubble rasped slightly against my skin. “I
enjoy not sleeping alone.”

He gave me a measured look. “Meaning that
Luke and I take turns in your bed.”

“You know that’s true.” I skimmed a hand
along his chest. “I wouldn’t mind having you both in my bed at the
same time either.”

Jamie was silent for a while. He petted my
arm. “I still haven’t quite figured out how to wrap my brain around
sharing you, or you being willing to allow me to… do something with
Luke. Or just any of it.”

“You stress too much about societal norms.
Luke and I both have a very carnal attraction to you.”

Jamie blushed pink, which was funny
considering we were naked in my bed. Last night had featured some
very pleasurable sex, too.

I slid my hand further down his body,
allowing it to rest on his belly.

He put his hand on top of mine. “I need to be
out the door and on my way back to my place in about thirty minutes
if I’m going to make it to work on time. As much as I would like
to…”

“I’d be willing to take a raincheck.”

“Thank you. I’m… Luke wants me to meet him
tonight at the karate studio that somebody in the pack owns. He
thinks I should know some basic self defense.”

“A wise idea. Most of the pack uses Dave
Gault’s dojo. What time are you supposed to be there?” I asked.

“He said I should try to get there around
six, and that there was a chance he’d be late.”

“I have a client all the way over past
Landover I’m seeing at the end of the day. How ‘bout I drop by when
I’m done? Unless you’d rather I didn’t. It might be close to
seven.”

“No, that would be fine. I have no idea what
to expect.”

“Expect to sweat and probably to be a little
sore. I know you do cardio and spend some time on the weight
machines, but sparring and defensive maneuvers are a little
different.”

Jamie tilted his head slightly. “You fight
with him?”

“Yes, once or twice a month.”

“You trust him not to hurt you.” It was a
statement, not a question.

“In case you haven’t noticed, I’m neither
passive nor delicate. We go at it fairly hard.”

Jamie cupped a hand against one of my
breasts. “I’m eternally stuck in this rut where my background shows
through. I still keep thinking you need protection. I should know
better, but seeing you bleeding when that guy attacked in the
garage…”

“It was a small gash. Nothing serious. And
believe me, he regretted his actions within seconds.”

“But still, you’re in danger because of
me.”

“Luke and I are both fully aware of the
risks.” I kissed his nose then his mouth. “And protecting you, it’s
the right thing.”

~

In a spare moment during lunch, Jamie called
a woman he knew through the church where the local Nephilim
community was based.

“Jamie! I’m surprised to hear from you.
Father Diaz hinted you were… well… in jail,” said Emilene.

“No, I was assaulted by a member of the
group. So legal things are in motion but not against me.”

“Oh… um… are you sure it was one of us?”
Emilene asked.

“Very. I ended up in the hospital. I only
have just a few minutes. I need a very small favor. Do you have
Petra Oleszkowicz’s phone number? Since you occasionally give her a
lift home, I am presuming you do.”

“Yes,” Emilene said somewhat tentatively.
“You know that… she has done things that are… looked on unfavorably
by the elders.”

“I’m aware.”

“Maybe if you aren’t seeing eye to eye
with…”

“Perhaps you should let me solve my own
problems.” Jamie immediately regretted the way he said it. It
wasn’t Emilene’s fault. And he’d had opinions not too dissimilar
from hers until recently.

Emilene gave him the phone number and parted
with, “It’s never too late to beg forgiveness.”

Jamie held his tongue and merely bid her
goodbye. Now he had to summon up enough nerve to call Petra
directly. Would she willingly speak to him about the book, or would
she tell him to get lost?

~

Jamie had never been in a dojo before. The
building was broken up into a couple of separate, mostly empty
rooms and a pair of locker rooms. He changed into sweat pants and a
T-shirt and sat on the bench, wondering if he should put on his
sneakers. He had spent a moment when he came down the hall,
watching a class. No one in the class had worn shoes. He picked up
his sneakers and shoved them into the locker just as Luke came
in.

“Oh, hey, you’re already here. Good,” Luke
said. He had a gym bag in hand.

“I saw a class in progress when I walked down
the hallway. I’m not sure I’m anywhere near that coordinated.”

Luke smiled. “We’re going to work on some
really basic stuff.” He began to strip out of his uniform.

Jamie’s eyes were drawn to Luke’s muscular,
exposed body. He dropped his gaze and focused on making sure his
clothes were tucked neatly in the locker, facing away from Luke. He
wasn’t at all prepared for Luke to whisper in his ear.

“I don’t mind if you look, and I don’t mind
if you touch either.”

Jamie knew his hand shook slightly as he
pushed the lock shut on the locker.

“Come on over into the room on the left side
of the hallway.” Luke walked toward the locker room door. He wore a
pair of loose, white drawstring pants and a T-shirt.

After a moment, Jamie followed. The room just
down the hall had a canvas-covered floor, a knee-high stack of mats
along one wall, and mirrors covering another wall.

Luke turned to face Jamie. “So I thought we’d
work on some grabs first. Reach out and grab the front of my
T-shirt like you’re trying to intimidate me.”

As Jamie did so, he couldn’t help being
amused. Like there was any way he was capable of intimidating Luke,
who was four to five inches taller and probably outweighed him by
at least thirty pounds of solid muscle. He bunched the fabric of
Luke’s shirt in his hand.

“Watch where I put my hand,” Luke said. “My
palm is on top of the back of your hand, and my fingers are curled
around the pinky side. My opposite hand is under your elbow. As I
take one step back, I twist and push on your locked elbow.”

Jamie was gently but firmly forced to bend
forward, and his arm was twisted out to the side. And, of course,
his fingers lost their grip on Luke’s shirt.

“Does that make sense?” Luke asked.

“I think so.”

“Your turn.” Luke slowly reached out and
grabbed Jamie’s shirt.

Jamie attempted to place his hand on top of
Luke’s and mimic the move. He was definitely a lot more
awkward.

“Not too bad. Again.”

They practiced the move a number of times
with Luke alternating what hand he used, and eventually, the speed
of the move increased somewhat.

“Better. Don’t expect this to feel smooth or
automatic any time soon. It’s all about the practice. But I do want
you to feel like you have a chance if something happens. Now
two-handed. You grab me first.”

Jamie’s nerves had calmed a bit by this
point, and he felt more focused on what they were doing and less on
Luke’s mere presence. He gripped Luke’s shirt on both shoulders.
Again, he was aware of the height difference.

“I bring my hands up, palms together, kinda
like a prayer, and shoot them straight up. If you’re fast, this
breaks the grip slightly. Now dive your hands outward over each arm
and wrap around, up to my chest. See how this locks my elbows and
gives me a lot less leverage? You then have the option of a head
butt or a knee to the gut, any sort of impact that will break their
grip the rest of the way.” Luke made the strike motions, with
almost no contact at all.

They went through multiple repetitions of
that one, too. Luke varied the speed of his grab, and Jamie did his
best to respond equally.

“Let’s switch over from front attack to a
rear attack. Stand behind me and wrap your arm around my neck like
you’re going to choke me.” Luke turned his back to Jamie.

Jamie somewhat carefully extended his arm and
bent it around Luke’s neck. He had to reach up a bit to make it
seem even remotely effective.

Luke continued. “I’m going to spread my feet
a little further apart and squat down. Since you’re a shorter, I
have to get my hips a couple inches below yours and bend forward
enough to poke my butt out against you.”

The sudden contact between the firm curve of
Luke’s butt and Jamie’s crotch was disturbingly attention-grabbing.
Jamie nearly let go entirely.

“Come on, make at least a half-hearted
attempt to choke me,” Luke teased.

Jamie tightened his arm and even grabbed his
opposite wrist to make escape harder. Luke lowered his stance, and
his butt was pressed firmly against Jamie again.

With a tug on Jamie’s shoulder and lift of
his hips, Luke levered Jamie off the floor and held him there.
“See, almost no effort to get you off the ground. I could twist
further and dump you on the floor, but since this is your first go
round, I’ll skip that part.” Luke bent his knees and lowered Jamie
back to the ground.

“I appreciate you not throwing me on the
floor.”

Luke chuckled and said, “We’ll save that for
next time. Now it’s your turn. I’ll talk you through the steps.” He
turned and walked around behind Jamie.

The moment Luke’s arm locked around Jamie’s
throat, Jamie panicked.

~

Luke wasn’t expecting Jamie to start clawing
weakly at his arm. He could hear the intense spike in Jamie’s pulse
and his gasping. The scent that rolled off Jamie was pure terror,
the kind a rabbit or a squirrel emitted just before the killing
bite.

“Jamie? Jamie?” Luke let go and gripped
Jamie’s shoulders, spinning him around. “Jamie, look at me. Look at
my face.”

Jamie’s eyes were wide, whites showing all
around the iris.

Luke carefully cupped his hands on the sides
of Jamie’s face. “Jamie, you’re in the dojo. You’re safe. It’s me,
Luke. Come on, look at me.”

Far too slowly, Jamie met Luke’s gaze. It
took seconds longer for recognition to register in Jamie’s eyes.
And then Jamie began to shake.

Luke wrapped an arm around Jamie’s body and
put an arm under Jamie’s elbow, walking him over to sit on the
stack of mats along the end wall. Once Jamie was seated, Luke knelt
in front of him. If Jamie had been a wolf, Luke would have stripped
off his shirt and pressed his shoulder against Jamie’s face to
offer a recognizable scent. He doubted that would work for a
Nephilim.

Instead, Luke settled for taking Jamie’s
hands in his. “Talk to me. Convince me you’re okay.”

Jamie heaved a shaky breath and whispered,
“Sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry. Tell me what made this
happen.”

“When I…” Jamie trailed off.

Luke was patient. He rubbed Jamie’s fingers
and palms, maintaining contact, waiting.

“The night I came to Cordelia’s, the night he
whipped me. He told me to kneel and pray. I obeyed. He did… that…
he dragged me backward. I couldn’t get away.”

“Then this is exactly why we’re doing this. I
want you to have options if he tries it again. If anyone tries
something like that.”

The door opened, and Cordelia walked in.

Luke opted to save Jamie’s dignity if he
could. He ruffled Jamie’s hair. “He got a little winded by some of
the stuff we were doing.” Luke stood up. “You brought gear.” He
gestured toward the gym bag in Cordelia’s hand.

“It’s been weeks since we sparred. Things
have been busy.”

“Good idea.” With padded kicks and chops, the
two of them could go at it closer to full tilt with less bruising.
“I’ll go grab mine out of the locker. Back in a sec.”

Luke took his time retrieving his own gear.
When he came back, Cordelia had gotten ready and was executing some
shadow moves with the mirror. He cast a glance at Jamie, who looked
like he was at least calm enough to hold it together. Luke strapped
on his hand protection.

“You ready?”

Cordelia smiled. “Have at it.” She stuck her
mouth-guard in.

The two of them exchanged a number of light
testing jabs and chops, combined with a few kicks. It was really
little more than a warm-up. Luke blocked a punch and deftly clipped
Cordelia’s shoulder with just enough force to make her stumble a
little.

She stuck her tongue out at him. “Bastard,”
she teased and came back at him harder.

The sparring ratcheted up a notch. Both Luke
and Cordelia put more power behind their contact, more speed, too.
Several minutes of intense fighting followed.

Cordelia executed a hip throw, and he let
her. As he hit the floor, she glared at him. He took advantage of
her break in focus and did a foot sweep, tangling a leg between
hers and rolling on top of her, pinning her. They scuffled on the
mat for a few seconds. Luke nipped her wrist with his teeth. She
struggled and squirmed to escape without success, but also without
fighting dirty either. Finally, she tipped her head back a little,
exposing her throat. Submission to the alpha.

Luke closed his teeth lightly on her throat
then licked her skin. “You could have gone for a head butt or an
elbow.”

“Enh, I like your face unbloodied,” she
replied.

Luke chuckled and stood, offering her a hand
up.

Jamie spoke up. “I think I’m amazed that
neither of you is injured.”

Cordelia tilted her head and looked at Jamie.
She spit out her mouth-guard. “It’s all about practice, knowing how
hard to push it, and, yeah, on rare occasions, we screw up and draw
blood or end up with bruises.”

Luke considered what had happened with Jamie
earlier, and the fact Jamie had now witnessed some fairly violent
sparring. “Cordy, loan him your gear. Minus the mouth-guard
probably. Jamie, you can attack me, vent some of your
emotions.”

Jamie raised an eyebrow.

“Cordelia’s had a fair amount of martial arts
training on top of her inborn skills. If she can barely score on
me, it’s really doubtful you can hurt me. I can block or deal with
anything you can dish out.”

“I’m not sure this is a good idea,” Jamie
said.

“Try to punch him a few times at least. Don
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