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      For our bestie and book wife Miri Stone. Thank you for all the love and support you have given us through some of the hardest times in our lives.

      We wish you well on this next adventure with your family.
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      The Vice President of Blood Moon Riders MC's Nashville Chapter went missing in 1987. Far as anyone was concerned, Hex was dead. But that was only the beginning.

      Blood Moon was one of the most powerful covens in North America. Filled to the brim with magic and mayhem, BMRMC had chapters spread all the way across the fifty states and beyond. The MC wasn't just the coven's foot soldiers, either, they were the backbone on which the coven rested. Witches who weren't afraid to get a little dirty defending the goddess.

      Crow, curse-breaker and Prez of BMRMC's Nomad Chapter–the coven's cleanup crew–senses trouble brewing. She could never have imagined that taking a job in Nashville would lead to resurrecting the long-dead VP of the Nashville chapter. Nor that Hex would be her fated mate.

      But the evil that put Hex underground didn't die with him. Darkness is lurking around Blood Moon coven, and the Nomads have found themselves smack-dab in the middle of the corruption.

      How far does this threat reach? Who can the Nomads trust? And can Crow and Hex find their happily ever after while digging out the cancer eating their club alive?
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      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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      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 tip your waitress on the way out.” I stumbled across the room for the Nalgene bottle that was tipped on its side on the pitiful excuse for a dresser the room had come with. At least the lid was still on. I waved over my head at the last evening’s entertainment, and disappeared through the door to my ensuite. 

      “Ain’t up for another round, princess?” he asked. Bedsprings creaked and screamed as his weight shifted and his paws hit the floor. Okay, not real paws, but dude had some fucking huge feet. Guess it comes with the territory. I could still feel his dick as I shifted. 

      “Don’t fucking call me princess.” I threw the lock on the door and turned on the water as hot as I could stand it. Shifters were amazing in the sack, but fuck did they all smell a bit like wet dog in the morning. “There should be coffee in the kitchen on your way out.”

      “Bitch,” he mumbled as he slammed my door behind himself.

      Ungrateful prick. 

      I shrugged and stepped under the spray. I got what I had wanted. Not my fault he was looking for hair of the dog in my fucking pussy. Wasn’t going to happen.

      The water stung my eyes and washed away my sins. The heat stole the air from my lungs.

       “Need to make better choices,” I mumbled to the sky. “Or choose before getting wasted.” Rolling my head from side to side, the satisfying pop relaxed the last bit of tension that had held over from the night before, and the hours of admin shit I had been subjected to.

      “He was cute.”

      “Jesus fucking Christ!” My water bottle clattered to the floor of the tub, ricocheting from side to side over the slick porcelain. “Jus!”

      “What? Door was open.” 

      The door was not fucking open, but arguing with her was useless. I pulled the curtain back just enough to stick my head out. “Because asshole number two…”

      “You had another one? Fuck, you must be feeling high right now. He had quite the cock.  I mean, dick ten out of ten, would recommend. But attitude two out of ten. Looked right pissed as he stomped his ass down the hall.” My best friend cackled as I pulled the shower curtain back tight. “Might want to try not pissing them off before they get their pants on. I think Minx snatched him for some sloppy seconds before he even made it to the stairs.”

      “Bitch can have him.” I shook the bottle of shower gel that I had promised myself I would replace. Clearly I hadn’t. “He was an ungrateful asshole.”

      “They all are. Men suck.” She sighed. “So, we got a message.”

      “Way to bury the lead, J.'' The empty soap bottle swished into the trash can without a thought. “Could have led with that.”

      “What would the fun in that be?” 

      I just growled as I dumped more shampoo over my hair than was strictly necessary. “We got a message?”

      “Tennessee,” she agreed. “Momma is keen on us busting our asses out there. Apparently they found something.”

      “Something?” Suds cascaded down my shoulders and over my breasts as I scrubbed the wet scent of fur off my skin, and out of my hair. “They say what kind of something it was?”

      “Apparently something they lost like a million years ago, or some such.” Justice lounged on my sink as I grabbed a towel from the top of the radiator. “Something about a curse?”

      “Of course they called us then.” Towel turban secure I grabbed another to wrap around myself. “When in doubt, send the clean up crew.”

      “We do have one of the best curse breakers in the fucking MC.” She raised a brow at me, and waited for me to take the bait. I just rolled my eyes. I needed water, coffee and a breakfast burrito if I was going to deal with the Crones first thing in the… I looked over at the clock… afternoon. “Crow.”

      “Yes, I am awesome. I rock so hard my mother’s teeth rattle.” I snagged panties and a bra from my dresser and dropped my towel on the floor. “Doesn’t mean I’m the only curse breaker in this fucking coven.” I pulled up my underwear and slipped my bra around my waist. Fuck, I didn’t want to put on real clothes. I wanted sweats and a sleeve of girl scout cookies to rinse the taste of cock out of my mouth before I had to FaceTime with the coven council. 

      “He didn’t eat you out good, did he?” Justice looked at my bed and thought better of it, instead teaming up with gravity to gang up on my chair. The lamp lost its fight with physics and finally tumbled to the ground, spilling an open bottle of vodka on the floor at the same time. “Wolves are fucking messy.”

      “I’m pretty sure that was your Gray Goose from Wednesday,” I sighed as I sifted through my clean clothing for a t-shirt that didn't have any holes. We might be fucking bikers, but the Crones were old fashioned. They expected not to see exposed titties through my shirt when I presented myself to them. “There coffee?”

      “You know Doc was up with the fucking sun.” Justice nudged the bottle on the floor still glugging its contents onto the hardwood. “Asshole has the work ethic of a fucking doctor.”

      “Probably because he is a fucking doctor.” Sniffing a likely candidate for my meeting attire, I pulled the shirt over my head. No holes. Huzzah. “How about grub, ‘cause I think I drank my weight in whiskey last night.”

      “Feeling a bit rough?” She grinned at me like she had a fucking secret. Probably did. “I think the puppy just fucked your brains out. You know I can hear you through the wall. I love it when you find one that makes you scream. You deserve to scream.”

      “You are cracked.” The jeans that had hung over the lampshade had miraculously missed getting doused in booze. I shoved my feet through the legs and zipped them up. “Okay, how do I look?”

      “Like you’re still mostly wearing last night's makeup, and something made a nest on your head.”

      “Good enough.” I shoved my tangled tresses through an elastic and made probably the world's worst bun on the top of my head. “Let’s see what shit we’re getting into this week.”
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      My soul had been silently screaming for so long I almost didn’t hear the noises. My eyes had been shriveled long ago, my body eaten through, and I’d felt everything. My world was dirt.

      So when the dirt was lifted from me I was terrified.

      Let me go back to sleep.

      I’d found my corner of Hell, and I was terrified to see what horrors waited beyond me if I left it.

      Motion.

      Energy.

      Bright.

      Too bright.

      Spearing agony bit me, but I didn’t have a brain left to eat, so it was my spirit that got stabbed through.

      “–athame in him.”

      “This can’t–”

      I screamed and screamed.

      Let me go back into the dark and quiet.

      But there was no sense in it.

      Too spiky, too rough, hands.

      Too loud.

      I wanted my worms back. Silence.

      Heat. It was hot.

      I wanted the cool dirt.

      Let me go back.

      It was unbearable and it was unending.

      Until I was snagged on a foreign presence.

      The threads of my thoughts were caught in the eye and began to spool around, untangling, unraveling. Caught on that pull.

      Around my soul was a tough shell I had no hope of penetrating, but now I was being ripped out, torn out of the thick, rubbery magic that had encased me inside my prison of rotting meat for so long I no longer remembered being a man–but I felt.

      I felt those hands pulling me out. Tearing through the casing to grasp me with ruthless fingers, and yanking me out into the light.

      Rebirth.

      In my darkness, that light.

      I ached. And stretched out my arms to it.

      I reached.

      The moment her magic touched me, I came fully alive inside my husk of a body.

      No grave would hold me. They could throw a city on top of me and I’d crawl from underneath the concrete to get to her.

      My mate.

      My body came alive in fire devouring, transforming decayed, desiccated meat into flesh, and I wanted to bathe in that fire because it was hers. My hearing was the first sense to fully awaken and I picked her voice from among the chorus of chanting feminine voices around me, latching onto it like a lifeline.

      It was hard to describe the exact feeling of reanimation. Like being pumped full of ice-cold IV fluids, and you could feel that cold spreading through your veins, feeling it chilling your blood until you shook from the cold of it.

      I was hungry for my sight. I was starving for smell, for hands to touch, to obey, to move so I could reach up and grasp her just as she’d grabbed me out from Hell and dragged me back.

      In a rush that felt like being squeezed through the eye of a needle and twisted around like a wet rag, I found my voice. It wasn’t a human voice in those first few precious seconds, and that sound I will never forget.

      But I lost interest in it as light bloomed in my vision and then I could see.

      Hovering upside-down above my face was a woman with the most brilliant pair of blazing, liquid amber eyes I’d ever seen. There were freckles across her nose and cheeks.

      Her.

      My hand lifted of its own accord into my field of vision, fighting the slow-grinding work of the regenerative magic that hadn’t fully made all the limbs and joints functional just then, and I watched my fingertips fill out right before my eyes as those fingers brushed over her cheekbone. Her pupils dilated at the touch.

      As the work of the casters reached completion, I felt a heavy, wet ripple of magic seal around me and sink deep into my flesh.

      Her eyes were fixated on me, and not in disgust.

      “Name.”

      The rasping voice wasn’t mine, but the word was.

      All I cared about.

      She wetted her lips.

      “Crow.”

      My hands reached up to grab locks of her hair that had fallen out of the pile on the top of her head, sticking to her sweating face. I pinched the neck of her shirt. She reached up to grasp at my hands, folding her own around them and pulling them against her chest.

      Well, I wasn’t going to fuckin’ complain about that. Except now I couldn’t see her face.

      Suddenly, I was invisible as the spellcasters closed off the spell and they broke circle, coming in to examine me. My obsessive focus on the feel of her body against the backs of my arms was broken by the sound of a door opening.

      “You sure that’s him?”

      “That’s him.”

      “Fucksake he looks young.”

      One of the voices was familiar… but not. 

      “That’s… that’s him. That’s VP.”

      “Ain’t VP no more.”

      “You wanna get your fuckin’ teeth knocked out? Fuck outta here.”

      “Just sayin’. Zombie is VP now. Not sayin’ I’m not glad we found him.”

      “Might wanna stop talking about him like he ain’t here,” I said, and a coughing fit wracked my body as the words left my desert-dry throat.

      Crow released my hands as I struggled to sit up and propped my body upright on an elbow. She was glaring.

      “Did I say you knucklefucks could come in here? This is still a sanctified workspace. You could have warped the whole casting, you fucking–”

      “You broke circle,” said a younger man dismissively. “It’s done.”

      The older man grabbed the little tit by the back of his cut and shoved him bodily out the door. “Wait in the fucking hall, dipshit.” He turned to address Crow. “Apologies. When I heard–”

      “Whip?”

      The word left me breathless as I recognized the man himself.

      Prez. 

      But… older. Too old. Old enough to be Whip’s pops.

      What the fuck?

      “Hex,” the man choked out.

      He didn’t seem concerned with the audience as a rough, tearful edge entered his voice and he closed the distance between us. His arms closed around my shoulders as he bent down to where I was lying on top of a table draped in a white cloth.

      “Fuck,” he gritted out. There were tears in his eyes. “Fuck, Hex. We found you.”

      “Whip?”

      He pulled back. Yeah, there was grey hair. Yeah, wrinkles. New scars. 

      But this was Whip. Prez of the Blood Moon Riders MC, Nashville Chapter.

      No fucking question.

      “Yeah, it’s me. Hex, you disappeared. I–”

      Crow suddenly drew back, and I physically felt her absence as a loss of all my body heat as she put space between us, her eyes darting from Whip’s unguarded face to mine.

      “I’ll give you gentlemen some time. And get you some water,” she said to me as she turned away.

      The view as she walked to join another woman standing by an open window was amazing, but my soul did not appreciate the distance she was putting between us. The other woman was grimacing, and Crow said something to her that made her eyes bug out of her head.

      I tore my attention away from her to study my brother.

      “What the fuck, Prez?” I whispered.

      Whip shook his head, collecting himself. “Hex, you were just fuckin’ gone. No word to anyone. We looked high and low for you for years, and ain’t nobody knew what the fuck to do.” He paused. “I ain’t the prez no more. That’s Wayfinder’s boy, now. He’s a good kid.”

      Staring, I tried to imagine the little diaper-butt rugrat standing in Whip’s place. “How?”

      “You’ve been gone thirty-five years, Hex. You disappeared in 1987. It’s 2022.”

      A cold wave of nausea gripped me and I heaved up dust and air. My reaction must’ve reminded Crow I existed, because she was by my side again, holding up a bottle of water.

      “Sorry. Drink.”

      I shook my head, but she forced the lip of the bottle against my mouth and tipped it back. I’d have choked if I hadn’t swallowed. The cool water felt like heaven in my throat, and before long I’d finished the bottle.

      Strangely, the wave of panic I’d felt was also gone.

      She studied me a moment before she seemed satisfied, then turned around to rejoin her friend.

      My eyes slowly lifted to meet Whip’s. He was looking at me with a level of curious understanding, and I suddenly knew that something must’ve been visible on my face when Crow had come near.

      “Who’s VP?”

      “No one you met.”

      The rest of the conversation was stilted.

      Fact was, there wasn’t anything we could say. He could have spent hours catching me up on thirty-fuckin’-five years’ worth of shit, but I didn’t care to hear it.

      I’d been under the fucking ground in a hole for longer than I’d been a man outside it.

      And the one who’d raised me up out of it…

      Was my mate.

      When Whip left, Crow approached.

      “You have a choice to make.”

      I eyed her. “What’s that?”

      She ran her eyes over me in a slow once-over, biting the corner of her lower lip. I couldn’t tell if it was meant to be flirtatious, or a grimace.

      I stank like rotting meat and dirt and burnt hair. I smelled like a fuckin’ grave. My clothes were half-rotted, eaten by worms. I’m sure she was fuckin’ thrilled to have me. Wasn’t no question she recognized me, just like I did her.

      She looked like a wet fuckin’ dream. Tight-ass jeans and a band t-shirt and some shitkicker boots. Those damned eyes that followed me everywhere. The prettiest fuckin’ mouth I’d ever seen on a woman.

      I wanted it on me.

      “You’re welcome to remain here in Nashville. Whip made that clear. The Prez has extended the invitation to you,” she said quietly, watching my face. “Or you can come with us.”

      “Who’s us?”

      “Blood Moon Riders, Nomad Chapter. Currently holing up here in Nashville. Came from Kansas just a couple hours before they dug you out.”

      I paused, considering. “Your Prez fine with that?”

      A slow, vicious little smile spread across those lips.

      “I am the fucking Prez.”
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      Light spilled out from under the back office door as I followed the tug in my chest. I knew what I would find. Hex had pulled at my heart since the moment he opened his eyes and looked at me, those cerulean pools of rage that made me fall like a wet behind the ears greenhorn. I felt like a fucking teenaged groupie at my first fucking concert when he gazed at me. And fuck those lips. Even covered in thirty plus years of dirt and decay, they were lush and kissable.

      “Knock knock,” I called as I carefully opened the door, not wanting to rattle him any further than he already had been. Coming back from the dead had to pack a fucking wallop. “You alright in there?” The bathroom door was wide open, and there he stood, ratty decaying shirt hanging off his shoulders, his jeans in shreds around his hips. But he was leaning on the sink, eyes locked on his own face as water ran into the basin, streaming gently from the tap.

      “Gotta shave this shit off my fucking face,” his voice held the rattle of decades of disuse, but it vibrated just right all the way down to my tender bits. “It's scraggly as hell. But…”

      “Hair holds on to those bad vibes.” I leaned against the door jam and cocked my head. “You steady enough to use that thing?” I asked, nodding to the straight razor held bare in his hand.

      “Not likely.” Hex held his empty hand up, the tremble clear as fucking day. “Still buzzing a bit.”

      “May I?” I asked, holding my hand out. The smirk that tugged at the corner of his lips slayed me. Covered in fucking grave dirt or squeaky clean, I didn’t care. I wanted him on me. In me. Fucking this feeling to ecstasy. When he placed the razor in my hand I had to blink the dazzling dream out of my head to focus on the straight edge resting in my palm. “All of it?”

      “Fuckin’ all of it, darling.” His meaty hands grabbed my hips, fingers digging into my flesh for a moment like he was testing reality before he lifted me easily up onto the sink. My legs went reflexively around his hips, cradling his body with my thighs as I took a sharp breath through my teeth. Everywhere we touched sent little fizzles of electricity through my synapses. It was heady as fuck.

      “Okay, don’t move.” I breathed out and pulled the skin of his face taut with my fingers before scraping the blade over his cheek, bristles of his grizzled beard tumbled over my hand and pricked at my arms as I gingerly cut the thick fur off his face. It was caked with rotten bits of earth and flotsam and jetsam from the grave. “Your skin’s like fucking butter.” I had to hold myself back from petting each millimeter that I uncovered.

      “Better be,” he mumbled between pinched lips. “Brand spanking new, and all that shit.”

      I bit my lip to keep from giggling. Since when did I fucking giggle at something a man said? But I was high on his presence. Each little movement against me sent shocks of sweet pleasure through me. Every shift of his hips and press into the vee of my thighs titillated and sunk him deeper into my soul.

      He was fucking mine. All mine.

      “Thought about what you’re doing next?” I asked conversationally, trying to play it cool as ice. But inside my heart was thundering. Not everyone bonded with their soulmate. Not everyone fucking found them. But the thought of being away from this man that I barely knew, stole the breath from my lungs. “You gonna stick around here?”

      “Ain’t my club no more,” he said, twitching his face when I let go of his skin to glob more shaving cream onto his cheeks. It was crumbling nearly black with soot and death under the spray of water in the sink, clogging the drain something fierce. “Bunch of kids I got no calling to.” He shrugged, his shirt giving up on one side and sagging down his arm. “Fuckin’ need some threads, though. Shit’s just disintegrating.” He tore the rest of the shirt off his chest, and my libido did a fucking happy dance as the rippled muscles and ink were fully revealed to me. Well, as fully as they could be under a layer of grit.

      “I think that can be arranged.” I went to pull his skin tight again, but he grabbed my wrists in his thick fingers. “What?”

      “You sure you want an asshole you barely know tagging along?”

      “Sure as the day is long, Hex.” My words hitched in my throat. “You’re mine.”

      “Too fucking right,” he growled, and my insides turned to liquid. I was sure he could smell my sex soaking into my jeans. “And you’re mine, Crow.”

      He leaned forward, like he was going to kiss me. But stopped a hair's breadth away, thought better of it and reversed.

      “Let’s get this beard fucking gone. Whip gave me clippers too.”

      “We’ll shave you down, then…”

      Hex looked down at himself, his fingers moving over the bits of jeans still being held to his belt by sheer force of will, then over the dust and dirt dotting his chest. “Fucking shower, maybe brush my teeth for the first time in three and a half fucking decades?”

      “Right, sensible stuff.” I nodded my head and went back to shaving off the scraggly beard. “We roll out tomorrow.”

      “Darlin’ I want to do other shit too, but I smell like the ass end of an elephant.” 

      “Don’t really care,” I muttered under my breath as I worked over his other cheek. “It's like I'm plugged into a generator, I feel like my skin is coming off.”

      “Way it is with mates.” He winked at me, and the flash of his blue orb sank into my gut. “What my old man said, anyhow. Didn’t believe the bastard.”

      “The high from magic isn’t helping.” I ran the blade under the tap then tilted his chin so I could get the rest of the hair. “Can’t even feel my toes, it's rolling through me so hard.”

      “Can’t imagine the amount of power…” He bit off what he was saying as my blade kissed his throat.

      “I can handle more than you can imagine,” I teased, my thighs tightening around his hips. “You go ahead and fucking bring it.” I grabbed a towel and wiped off the last of the suds, then leaned in and bit at his throat, leaving a red mark from my teeth on his skin. “I like it dirty, Hex.”

      “Fucking dirty as they come, baby.” His hands were on my ass, grinding himself against the seam of my jeans.

      Fuck me.

      The thick length of him wasn’t even a little disguised by the ratty ends of his pants. Dude was packing something special, and I was just the bitch to take it.

      “Yo Boss,” Justice called through the office door and I swear I didn’t groan. Bitch had the worst fucking timing.

      “Don’t call me boss, Jus,” I grunted, letting my head fall against the mirror. Maybe a little harder than intended, as the whole thing rattled. “What do you want?”

      “Dropping off essentials, then I’m out.” Something smacked against the desk outside the door, and if my eyes could have rolled harder they would have fallen out of my skull. “You two fuck good!” The outer office door slammed, and silence fell.

      “Condoms.” Hex grunted. “Your friend brought condoms?”

      “What can I say, Jus makes sure I’m safe in all aspects of my life.” I pushed Hex towards the shower in the back of the bathroom and my hands went to the button of my jeans. “Best get you clean so we can fuck without getting any of that grave dirt in my pussy. Not something that sounds comfortable.”

      The laugh that left Hex’s lips sounded half-choked. 

      “What?”

      “You’re bold as brass ain’t ya?”

      “Things have changed a bit, grandpa.” I shrugged and let my pants hit the floor.

      “Yeah, I see that.” His eyes were fixed squarely on my bare pussy. “Ain’t chicks got thatch anymore?”

      “Not if we can help it.” I shrugged and pulled my top off and dropped it over my jeans. They were all covered in dirt and death, anyway. No sense getting clean to get dirty, just to throw on the same shit-smelling clothes. I wanted to wear Hex’s scent like cologne. Not his grave dirt. “You wanna get lucky, gramps?”

      “Fuck, do I ever.” The grizzled ends of his jeans and belt hit the floor and his hands were on me again.

      Getting us both into the shower was a comedy of errors. Between tripping over my own feet to get my hands on him and the lip of the tub, we ripped the shower curtain off and left it on the floor along with the curtain rod. Scrambling to get the water on, then hot enough was a fumbling of hands and arms, bodies colliding and not in the good way.

      In the end, Hex caged me against the tiled wall, his body pressed tight to mine as he was half turned with his hand under the spray, adjusting while my hands roamed. I was on fire. Every nerve ending raw and weeping with the need to be joined with him. I had never been so wet for cock in my life as I was for the thick length of him. I wanted him in my hands, on my tongue, pounding into me until I felt him for days. I wanted him to bruise my skin with his mark, show the fucking world that I was his.

      When the water was the right temp he tilted his face under the spray, mouth open, taking it in and swishing it out. Spitting was a turn off, but when Hex spat the shower water on the floor, I couldn’t say I was dissuaded from climbing him like a goddess-damned tree. 

      “Hey.” His forehead pressed against mine as he bent over me, hands on my ass, kneading my flesh. 

      “Hey yourself, babe.” Tipping my head up and nipping at the full pillow of his bottom lip, the first taste of his mouth on my tongue burst over my senses. “What’s an asshole like yourself doing in a shitter like this?”

      “Claiming my mate,” he growled. His fingers locked onto me and lifted until I was pinned to the wall by his hips between my legs, the thickness of him pressed close between us. “Shit, you’re fucking wet.”

      “What can I say,” I panted, pressing my lips to his clean face, rubbing his scent over my skin. “You just do it for me.”

      “Feeling’s fucking mutual.” Hex fitted a hand between us, pulling and twisting at my nipples, until I was squirming on his cock, begging for him to stuff me full. “Condoms are in the other room.” He bit at my neck with enough force that I knew it would bruise and I arched into his teeth, pressing myself into that touch, needing harder, deeper, just fucking more.

      “I got an IUD,” I hissed, grabbing for his cock. “Jus is just protective. Ain’t no STI gonna survive a trip in the grave for that long.”

      “What the fuck is an UID?”

      “IUD.” Not sexy, but important. “It's a little thing that women can get implanted to keep from getting pregnant.”

      Hex reared back and stared at me, like I was speaking Chinese.

      “What?”

      “Implanted?”

      “In the uterus. It changes the PH of your bits, so babies can’t grow.” I grabbed at his head to pull him close. “Can’t get me pregnant. Fuck me now.”

      “STI?”

      “Sexually transmitted infection.”

      “I have more questions.”

      “Shut up,” I said very slowly, my hands digging into the backs of his ears. “And fuck me, mate.”

      “Demanding bitch, ain’t ya?” That little tilt of his lips came back in full force, and I could feel my insides clench at the twinkle in his eyes.

      “My pussy is on fire, I want to fuck my mate.” I rolled my hips until the head of his cock pressed over my clit. “Please, Hex.”

      “Whatever you want, mate.” He grabbed his cock and rubbed it over my drenched pussy, then with a roll of his hips, he was deep as he could go. “Shit.” His hips hitched. “You’re tight as fuck.”

      “The better to milk that cock, baby.” I groaned as he fucked into me, his cock stretching and filing every millimeter of space there was inside of me. It was glorious and all-encompassing, and not enough all at once.

      “Perfect.” His hands on my ass flexed and pulled at my skin, his lips were all over my face, my neck. If he could have reached he would have licked my nipples like they were fucking beer flavored. “Fuck, Crow.” 

      “Say it again.”

      “Fuck, Crow,” Hex all but shouted as he crashed into me, pounding my ass into the hard tile, scratching at my hips and back, digging hard into me, leaving evidence of a well-fucked pussy on my skin. “Ain’t ever leaving this pussy, it’s mine now.”

      “Yes.” I tilted my hips, pressing his pelvic bone against my clit, the thick sounds of our skin slapping together and the friction of our ferocity spiraling me up the cliff. 

      Usually I couldn’t get there without a hand, but the vibration of our bodies, the spiky sting of his fingers, and the sizzle of magic that connected us was working me up in a frenzy. My head thrashed against the wall behind me as fireworks exploded behind my eyes, flashing around my head like a bullet. I rocketed off the precipice, my brain filling with white static as I detonated. My pussy clenched and sucked at his cock, hungry for everything he could give me. And he fucking delivered. With a bellow that shook my soul, he followed me over the edge, pumping me full of his cum. But he didn’t stop there. Hex dragged his hand between us and pinched and pulled at my distended clit. 

      “Shit!” I screamed and thrashed in his grip, my head banging against the wall as I flew directly into a sharper, harder orgasm. “Can’t.”

      “Fuck that, Crow.” His teeth found my throat and he bit down as stars and galaxies erupted behind my tightly clenched eyes. “Want another.”

      “Hex.” I wasn’t sure what I wanted. His fingers felt like too much, but my core pulsed with need to take more. My nails dug into his shoulders, sharp edges tearing and bleeding my mate as he destroyed my body with his cock and fingers. “Can’t. Gotta stop.”

      “One more.” His hips hadn’t even slowed as our release coated my thighs and dripped from my core. “One more, baby.” His voice softened as he teased at my clit with the pads of his fingers, tracing the sides until it throbbed in want once again. “There you go.”

      My body chased his as we caught back in a rhythm, building me higher. Rounding the top of the cliff in a softer rolling crash, until I fell over the edge and my body sagged, spent in his arms.

      “Beautiful,” Hex sighed against my throat. “That’s my girl.”

      “We’re still covered in dirt.”

      “Only the unimportant parts.” He chuckled as he carefully set me back on my feet, his cock slipping from my core. “Can you stand?”

      I nodded, not trusting my voice. 

      “You want me to wash you?” Another nod brought his soap-sudded hands to my tits. “Gotta get these first.”

      “You’re gonna kill me, mate.” I leaned against the warm tiles as his hands got familiar with every inch of me. Carefully and reverently washing all of me clean of his grave dirt and cum.

      “Not until I’m through with you. Which I ain’t even close to yet.”
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      Mercy, but this woman was already consuming me. Head to her pretty little toes, there wasn’t a single part of her that wasn’t beautiful. Even–maybe especially–that filthy fuckin’ mouth. 

      In my arms while I washed her, she went from firecracker to soft real quick. Didn’t change that attitude and those smartass remarks, but I wouldn’t have wanted her to.

      She seemed eager to help me wash off the rest of the grave dirt once we were done. Her hands roamed over me with a sleepy slowness that betrayed her exhaustion, however. Magic came with a hell of a high, but a resurrection wasn’t no fuckin’ cheap-ass parlor trick, and Crow had headed the circle. Magnificent fuckin’ hellion queen or no, she was human.

      So those slender, tough little hands took their sweet time, and it was only partly ‘cuz she wanted to explore me. Fact I’d made her come twice–three times–probably didn’t help. Couldn’t have hurt, though.

      I regretted nothing. Matter of fact, I planned to do it again as soon as possible. 

      She made it clear we had some business to settle first.

      Stepping out of the shower, I watched her wrap a towel around her body, and immediately wanted to drag her back in with me. My tongue darted out to lick my lips, my mouth watering, and I was about to reach for her again when she gave me side-eye.

      “Listen, pops, we got shit to discuss. Believe I’m going to let you at this pussy all night long–you got some work to do with that mouth–but I’m going to need to get you talking, first.”

      I tried and failed to stifle a grin. “Yes, ma’am.”

      Crow rolled her eyes.

      I watched her strut her sweet ass out of the bathroom and into the office. When she left my sight, it deflated something in me–not my cock–and I was slower to follow. I stepped out of the tub and in front of the mirror to give myself one more look over now that I wasn’t covered in the mess of my own death.

      Thirty-five fucking years.

      I was sixty-six years old.

      Holy mother of fuck.

      And Crow? Couldn’t possibly be a day over thirty. If that.

      But I didn’t feel like an old man… Well, not physically.

      “Coming?” Crow called.

      I paused a moment, hand drifting to grab a towel from the rack. “Yes ma’am.”

      I wrapped the towel around my waist and walked back out into the office where she’d set up camp in the Nashville clubhouse.

      Her shit was strewn everywhere. Blood Moon had arranged for her people to have this place to crash in while they stayed, and it wasn’t luxury digs. There was a pillow and blanket thrown over the couch. She had a small duffle sitting on the desk and some other personal shit. They shoulda given her a fuckin’ hotel room at least. Cheap fucks.

      When I walked out, she was rifling through a plastic bag with a frown on her face. She’d pulled on an oversized tee-shirt with no bra, and a black thong that had me wanting to bend her over the desk and bury my face in that pussy from behind.

      “These shirts won’t fit you,” she muttered. “The sweatpants will. Jeans should.” She looked me up and down. “Well. Try the shirts anyway.”

      I met her at the desk and took the sweatpants from her, letting the towel drop. The way her gaze immediately snapped to take in the view had my cock sitting up, and I winked. I made sure to slide my legs into the sweats real slow-like, turning to give her a full view at all angles.

      Crow propped her hip up on the desk, watching me dress in silence.

      “Thought we were supposed to be talkin’? What you wanna know?” I teased as her lips parted on a hungry sigh.

      She shot me a look that could have killed another man. Just kinda made me want to skip the conversation altogether and get back to lovin’ on that gorgeous body.

      “What happened before you were…”

      “Buried alive?”

      “That.”

      I pulled the shirt over my head. It was tight… but technically, it did fit.

      “Well, thank you, Jus, maybe you got it right after all,” Crow muttered. “Damn.”

      I grinned. “I’ll take that as a compliment.”

      “Oh, it is. Now talk. So we can fuck again.”

      The promise of another taste of that pussy was almost enough to erase the shudder that ran through me as I let my mind wander away from the woman in front of me, and back to the warehouse.

      “I’d suspected for a time there was somethin’ not right going on with some of the Brothers. Some of the folks at Mother House, too. Money was disappearing. A couple sweetbutts. We didn’t notice, at first. Who keeps track of those bitches? But then one of our prospects went missing.”

      Fucking kid hadn’t even earned a road name. Was so close to earning his patch. Wasn’t that I didn’t care about women going missing, but I didn’t know them all by name. They came and went dependent on how willing they were to be passed around, and for how long. But when a couple of the regular hangarounds stopped showing up to get their daily dose of biker dick, I noticed. So had Axel, our Enforcer.

      Crow nodded. “Go on.”

      I blew out a long breath. “Couple-a months went by. Another prospect disappeared. But then… it just stopped. All of a sudden. The books were straight again. All familiar faces accounted for. But…”

      My voice drifted off, and Crow didn’t rush me. She sat herself properly on the chair behind the desk, drawing her knees up and leaning back to study my face while I got lost in my memory.

      “Somethin’ was still off. I didn’t have an explanation. I’d got a tally of all the missing money. A list of names. We’d been hunting. When the second kid went missing, we started to get serious about it, me and Axel and Wayfarer. Then, it just went cold. Just like that.” I shook my head. “I couldn’t relax. So I kept looking for answers.”

      I looked down at my hands. “I sat outside the mother house for hours each day. Just waiting. Watching. Then…”

      Donna.

      Blood on the floor.

      I could smell it.

      I raised my eyes up to meet Crow’s amber ones. “I got a lead. Followed a sweetbutt and one of the Blood Moon Crone wanna-bes and her mate from Mother House to the District. They had laid some serious fuckin’ Work over a warehouse. When I went inside, they ambushed me. They were–” I shook my head. “I didn’t know what they were doing. Some unsanctioned shit, for gods-damned sure. Wasn’t no fuckin’ way the Crones had approved that.”

      Shrugging, I finished. “They caught me. Was about twenty of ‘em in all. They stabbed me, laid a curse on me, and dumped me in the ground. Then–” I twirled a finger around my head. “Well, you were there.”

      Crow nodded slowly, eyes unfocused, staring off into the middle distance. She didn’t speak at first, and I moved to sit in front of her, setting my ass down on the edge of the desk.

      Her gaze came back into focus and her mouth ticked up in a half-smile. She looked wrecked. I reached out to touch her hair, curling wet around her face, stroking it away from her cheek.

      “We’ve had money going missing, too.”

      I froze. “How much?”

      “Enough. Enough the Crones are riding my ass.” She pressed her lips together. “I really don’t wanna think…”

      Neither of us fuckin’ did.

      That it wasn’t just thirty-five years ago someone was playing fuckin’ dirty with Blood Moon.

      Or what would happen if they were, and we couldn’t find them in time.

      Crow wasn’t no little bitch, though. A steely glint entered her expression and she straightened her spine, dropping her feet to the floor. “We’ll find the motherfuckers, either way.”

      She paused. Slowly, her eyes walked a meandering path up from where they were level with the waistband of my sweats, up my stomach to my chest, before landing on my face.

      “Eyes are up here, sweetheart,” I teased, pointing at my face.

      “And what eyes they are, mate,” she growled at me, tugging at the drawstrings of my pants. “But I gotta say, I think your lips are prettier.”

      My mouth quirked up in a smile. “You like ‘em? Come get ‘em, then, baby.”

      She half-rose from the chair and I scooped her up by the backs of her thighs, gripping underneath her ass. I turned and reversed our positions, so she was seated on the edge of the desk, and I was sitting in the chair. Sliding my hands up her calves, I leaned forward to kiss the inside of her knee, biting at her thigh. Crow hissed between her teeth, encouraging, and laid a hand on the top of my head.

      “They have chapstick in the 80s?” she purred at me, and I grinned.

      “Dr. Pepper flavor, even. But I bet I’ll like the taste of this pussy more,” I said, and she lifted her feet and placed them on my shoulders, letting her knees fall apart.

      “One way to find out.”

      Sure as fuck I did like it. Was missing the fuck outta my beard–would have loved to have had the smell of her all over it like fuckin’ cologne.

      When I’d made my girl scream until she was begging me to stop, and her legs were shaking, I pulled Crow down into my lap and held her. We traded soft kisses and spoke not a word more. Dirty little thing loved the taste of herself on me.

      Before long we were both reminded that I’d just been dug out of the ground and she’d just raised my sorry ass from the dead.

      Not too proud to admit my body was trembling as I carried her from the desk to the couch where she’d been sleeping. Didn’t know if they’d offered her other digs or not, but she didn’t correct me as I laid down with her sprawled over my chest and pulled her blanket over us.

      I was already half asleep by the time I kissed her hair and heard her first snore.

      Then I was out.
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      “Holy fuck are you two just precious as shit. Love birds, time to get your asses up and make ready to roll the fuck out.”

      I hated that voice. Crow groaned and waved an arm at Justice, and I resented all the more the moment she lifted her body off mine.

      “Fuck, Jus, what time is it?”

      “Why, it’s nine a.m., Boss, the time you requested your wake-up call on this fine morning.”

      Crow pressed her face back against my chest and grumbled a long ‘fuuuuuck you biiiiitch’ that had me chuckling.

      “Tell me there’s coffee.”

      “Better shit than we have at home, boo.”

      “Well there’s that, at least.”

      Crow finally heaved herself fully off my body, leaving me cold and with a helluva stiffy, which had Justice whistling. Crow threw a wadded up shirt at her that Justice quickly deflected.

      “Don’t worry, no one’s judging you for being slow this morning. We all heard you getting to know each other last night.” Justice winked at me. “New mates and all. Sure are glad you’re coming along for the ride, Hex.”

      Speaking of ride.

      My stomach dropped even as a rush of excited energy shivered through me.

      “What time we rollin’?”

      “Two hours tops. Can’t wait too long. We gotta get back to Kansas.”

      Crow was already stuffing her legs into another pair of tight-ass jeans, tits still bare. I lingered over the view and she flipped me the bird.

      “Quit gawking and start dressing. We gotta get on the road, stud.”

      Justice was grinning like a fuckin’ maniac. “You two. I just can’t. You better be good to her, I swear, or I’m going to rip your throat out with my teeth. I’ll be too fucking disappointed if a man who makes those sounds come out of her turns out to be a fucking waste of space.”

      I raised my eyebrows at her. “You ain’t joking. Yes ma’am.”

      Justice waggled her fingers at me. “He said yes ma’am. Listen, there’s coffee, and the Brothers and Sisters here provided breakfast. Get downstairs and get fed.”

      I snorted. “Yes, ma’am.”

      That was the response she was looking for, because she dodged another wadded-up ball of clothing on her way out the door, leaving us alone again.

      “You’ve just made my Enforcer’s day.” Crow rolled her eyes. “Let’s get down there.”

      “I’ll follow your lead, Prez.”

      Breakfast was nothing spectacular, but it was filling. The Nashville chapter brothers and sisters handed me a duffle on my way out, and I didn’t inspect it as I slung it over my shoulder. The goodbye was stilted. Whip, Wayfarer, and Ripper came out. Didn’t recognize any of the other faces, and the faces of my friends were no longer ones I really knew. Life had given them new topography.

      It felt right to walk away.

      Hand in hand with my fuckin’ mate.

      Prez of the Blood Moon Riders’ Nomad Chapter.
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