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      For our sweet and beautiful Shelly. You are a fucking blessing to our blessing.
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      This is just a quick note to give you all some perspective into what you are getting into with our novels. 

      BLOOD MOON is an inclusive club, and as such there are characters from the LGBQTA+ community represented. We both feel strongly about representing a diverse cast of characters, and embracing all identities, genders and sexualities as valid and beautiful. If you aren’t interested in reading about persons of this community and their positive relationships that are included herein, we suggest you stop reading this series now.

      In addition to inclusivity as an ongoing theme in this book and the ones to come, we also want to reach out to our sensitive readers. FLOWER 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. 

      All sex and intimacy on the page is consensual. Readers should be aware that characters’ sexual relationships are described in graphic detail and some light BDSM elements have been included. There is also plenty of foul language. As such, this book is intended for adults over the age of 18 years.

      Please look after yourself if you have triggers (we do, too). Your mental health should always come first. We plan to write plenty more books for you to enjoy, even if this story is not for you!
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      Firestarter

      There’s just something about a man on a bike. My man, especially. Damn. Much as I loved riding with Daemon, I did enjoy watching him cruising ahead of me, flying down open roads, his machine between his thighs. A real fucking treat for the eyes.

      Even when we were on a mission, heading into potentially hostile territory. Well, let’s be realistic. We were headed to Deadwood to investigate a missing witch for the Crones. It was definitely hostile.

      Not the usual reason people made their way to Deadwood, South Dakota. I had some small hope we’d get to do a bit of the touristy shit, though.

      At any rate, we were gonna spend the next few weeks at least embedded with Deadwood Chapter, pretending to be one of them. Per orders of the High Priestess herself. 

      I enjoyed acting a little too much, in some folks’ opinions–but only because I really enjoyed the moment the illusion vanished, and I got to be myself again. Capturing bad guys and ripping off the mask was my thing. Needless to say, we made a hell of a team. If I do say so, myself.

      We left I-90 at Rapid City to take backroads up to the 385 because I was a sucker for the scenic route–and hot damn. Nearly as good as the Dragon’s Tail. By the time we pulled in and found ourselves a room to settle in for the night, I was buzzing but exhausted.

      Little town was nice. Normies milling around the place–and it was real pretty to look at, in the middle of the Black Hills and all with that 19th-century architecture. Too bad I could feel the shit energy coming from the Deadwood chapter clubhouse two fucking miles away. 

      They weren’t situated exactly in town. Their clubhouse was just outside city limits. We’d rolled by before pulling into a fancy hotel–Daemon indulging me just a little more before the night was done. Deadwood Chapter owned a towing company and their clubhouse was adjacent to it. In their defense, the place was organized. Wasn’t a total shithole, or anything. Could be worse businesses for an MC to get involved in.

      But that’s why we were there. Because someone there was suspected of being involved in worse business.

      We’d planned to stop off at our contact in town–a coven member who wasn’t MC, the one who’d called the Crones for help, reporting that their mate and child had gone missing–before we went to Deadwood Chapter’s clubhouse.

      At our hotel, Daemon and I cleaned off the road dust and managed to get even dirtier in the shower at the same time, if you know what I mean. We crashed hard between pristine sheets, sinking into a nice mattress, knowing that it was likely the last time we’d be so comfortable for a while.

      The next morning we took Daemon’s bike to meet our contact. We knocked, waiting on the covered porch at Carletta’s house. There was no answer. We stuck around, watching the neighborhood–just in case she came home. I was a fan of waiting til shit started to feel awkward before I gave up, personally, and it paid off that we hung around long enough to give passersby the impression we lived there. A neighbor came home with their groceries and, spying us as they unloaded their trunk, waved us over. Daemon went to work helping to shift paper sacks out of the car without a word.

      “She’s not staying here,” murmured the old woman to me as I took bags from her. “Letta’s gone.”

      A prickle went up my spine, but I only nodded while the woman’s mate came round the vehicle to shut the trunk, indicating the house with a jerk of their chin. “Come on in, Mother House.”

      Being an Enforcer for Blood Moon Mother House Chapter had its perks, sometimes.

      Daemon and I eyed each other, and he offered me a small nod. These folks were coven. He wasn’t always like this–in the right company he was bright as a summer sun, and loud. Cocky, even. But something about Carletta not being home took the wind out of his sails. 

      Best to find out everything we could before we stepped in the shit for real.

      Inside we dropped bags on the counters and then dropped our asses in kitchen chairs while the older couple shuffled around. I drummed my fingers on the tabletop until I realized it made me look like an impatient asshole. Which I was. I just didn’t need to act like it.

      Finally, the woman and her mate sat down beside us.

      “So, Mother House is paying attention to the goings-on in our little neck of the woods, after all.” said our host with a wry smile. “I’m Rebecca. This is Toni. Letta’s lived next door to us with her family for about eight years. Moved in when Letta and Sean had their baby boy.”

      Toni curled their fingers through Rebecca’s. “This is a small town that gets a lot of tourist traffic, but locals all know each other. Only fifteen hundred or so folks living here. We’d known Letta since…”

      “Forever,” Rebecca sighed, squeezing Toni’s hand.

      “And now Sean and their baby are missing?” I asked, leaning forward in my seat. “Where did Letta get off to?”

      Toni cut us a glance that spoke volumes. 

      They weren’t saying. Because it wasn’t safe. 

      I could only assume that meant they’d helped her get out and found her a place to hide.

      “Yes,” Rebecca said, voice soft. “Sean and Patty are missing. They were taken three weeks ago.”

      Taken.

      Daemon’s expression was stormy. “Normies ain’t found them?”

      “You know they haven’t. Or you wouldn’t be here.” There was pain and anger in Toni’s voice. The way they glared may not have been personally directed at me and my mate, but it was clear they thought the Crones had waited too long to send in help.

      I had a big family. Lots of sisters. Lots of little rugrats. Daemon glanced at me, sizing up my reaction as it began to sink in that likely… we’d been called in way too late to make a difference to Sean–road name Boulder–and his little boy.

      Blowing out a breath, I crossed my arms. “So what else can you tell us?”

      A good hour later, we left Toni and Rebecca’s. They’d mostly just confirmed what we already knew. MC hadn’t been much of a problem til “lately” and when they had become problematic, it’d been insidious. Folks missing. Risky shit that could expose the coven to the normies. People getting hurt.

      Back at our hotel, Daemon and I sat out on a picnic bench with a smoke. Got us some nasty looks, but what the hell. They didn’t know what we knew. They could call hotel management for all I cared.

      “We’re too late.”

      Daemon took a long drag on the cigarette and paused a moment before sighing out a cloud of gray, sweet-smelling smoke. “Yeah. We are.”

      “Fuck.”

      “Not too late to get info for the Crones, though. Not too late to cut this shit off before it gets worse.”

      “We have no idea what we’re walking into.” I could feel that place in my brain spinning. Growing tense.

      “We never do, babe.”

      He wasn’t wrong. Daemon reached over to tug me under his arm, and I leaned in to him.

      “Well. We gonna go pack up and head for the clubhouse?”

      Daemon scuffed his boot over the embers of his cigarette. “Let’s get on with it.”

      We were both quiet as we re-packed and made the short drive to Deadwood Chapter. Time to get our heads in the game.

      We pulled past the chain link fence of the tow yard and drew up short at the gate. Daemon leaned over to press the call button, and two members stepped out of the shadows–nice little bit of magic, that. Daemon and I produced our papers. Official orders from Mother House transferring us from Saint Louis to Deadwood. They were real enough–even had Beatrice’s real signature at the bottom.

      Waving us in once they’d inspected us and tagged our bikes, the guards didn’t eye us up again.

      That easy to get in.

      I prayed it’d be that easy to get out.
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      Poppy

      The camper rattled and rocked down the highway as we made our glacial progress out of Maine and down through New England. The world was changing right in front of me, and I wasn’t entirely sure I was ready to embrace those changes. Ripley sat nestled against me on the bench seat in the back of the camper, his hands filled with his newest gaming system. He freaking couldn’t get enough of video games. Which, awesome. He was also a wiz with all things electronic and complicated. It meant his time on Mount Desert Island had been mostly split between his hand in his hex bag, or his face inside one computer or another, replacing any parts that had been fried when we crossed the border.

      “This is bullshit.” Lash sat on the other side of the table from us, a scowl on his face, arms crossed over his chest, basically pouting like an overgrown toddler. “Fucking riding in the kiddy bus.”

      “You can always walk,” I suggested, my eyebrow lifting as he growled low in his throat. Why did some women think that throaty growls were attractive? Some men too, since, as long as I had known Lash, he hadn’t lacked for male company. Though he did have the worst taste in partners of basically anyone I had ever met. “Or ride with the Enforcers.” I thumbed back out the rear window. You could just make out the dust of Hellebore and Oracle behind our caravan of motley vehicles. “Oh right, you punched Hellebore in the face, he probably doesn’t want to play with you anymore.”

      “Fucking should be with Prez.” Lash huffed and slumped lower in his seat, which meant his knees knocked against mine. He made absolutely no move to correct his invasion of my personal space. “I’m VP.”

      “And you have a piss poor attitude, my friend,” Doc called from where he was driving. “You lost your privilege of driving in the new camper ‘cause no one wants you around.”

      “Also pretty crowded now that Crow and Justice are mated.” Ripley jerked from side to side as he navigated a particularly difficult moment in his game, barely paying us any attention. “So you get knocked back to hang out in the kiddy mobile. Gotta say, you won out with company.”

      “Fuck you say?”

      “Poppy will wander off and go read in about ten minutes.”

      “Hey.” I shoulder checked Ripley, who just shrugged.

      “Doc will be content to drive all day today, and well, you got me.” He paused his game and gave Lash a lopsided grin, flashing his gold plated canines. “And I’m awesome.”

      “You’re a nerd,” Lash scoffed and slumped even deeper into the seat, effectively caging my knees between his. “Fucking bench ain’t even big enough for me.”

      “Not when you sit like that,” I grumbled and slithered my legs out from between his and stood up, wobbling for a moment before I caught my balance and hopped off the seat.

      Ripley was right, I had every intention to spend most of our three day journey across country to catch up on my reading. My kindle had been one of the many casualties of the nexus bubble, and having it working again was heaven. Pure, unadulterated heaven. What I was reading about though, that’s what my friend got wrong. The power I had felt channeling through me while we were in that underground chamber at the MDI chapter? That shit had rattled me. It was different, thicker and harder to contain than anything I had ever been able to touch. Not that magic came easy to me. The reason that I studied and learned everything I could, was 'cause I was practically null. I was a witch with very little power. Unless it was using power to heal.

      What I had touched down in that chamber, the darkness that had been oozing out of the hole in reality? That had shaken me something fierce. And when I didn’t understand something, I turned to my books. Facts and figures, theories and inquiries, I liked anything that I could puzzle over with my brain. You know what they say–those who can’t do, teach. With that thought in my head I scrolled through the mystical library that I had amassed over my lifetime, as limited as those twenty two years were, and started searching.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      “Poppy.” Doc nudged me with his shoulder, and my head rolled from the soft cushion that it had been resting against, jerking me to full wakefulness. “Stopping for the night, you wanna help Lash with the prep?”

      “No,” I mumbled, even as I popped off my seatbelt and stumbled to my feet, rotating my neck, feeling the kinks snap crackle and pop as I stuffed my feet into my shitkickers. I might be a bit cerebral, but I was still a freaking biker. Born and bloody bred. “Asshole’s just going to grumble the entire time.”

      “Oh, I’m well aware of Lash and his crankiness.” Doc patted me on the back and gave me a fatherly smile. He wasn’t actually that much older than I was. But he had this perpetual old soul look in his eyes. Thirty on him was equivalent to a normal person's sixty. Those pale blue orbs held me for a long moment, the soothing nature of our bond falling over me like a weighted blanket. “Eventually he’ll forgive himself.”

      “I know.”

      I dropped through the door of the camper to find Lash kicking one of the stabilizing chalks down the road toward the back tires, his shoulders hunched. “Fucker thought he had the wool thrown over my fucking eyes,” he mumbled to himself. “Fucking blinded by dick. Fucking asshole.”

      I was hesitant to interrupt him. The words needed to be out in the world, but I was positive he wouldn’t thank me for being the one who listened. Once upon a time we had been friends. We had been close as brother and sister, but that time was over. As we got older, he was too cool to hang out with me and his little sister any more, he had big shit to do, and made it clear that preteen girls scampering after his heels were holding him back. 

      “Fucking pitying looks.” He kicked the chalk just a little too hard and it skittered off the asphalt and down a slope off the side of the parking lot. “Shit. Dammit. Making my life miserable and he ain’t even here to suck my cock and make me forget.” Lash grumbled all the way down the incline, then threw the chalk back up towards our van, eyes locked on mine. “Private conversation, Pop.” The heat in his eyes was scorching. “Go back inside.”

      “Can’t.” I shrugged my shoulders. “Takes two.”

      “Then send out Doc.” Lash shoved the eye-searing orange plastic chalk under the back tire and glared. “Don’t need those doe eyes on me.”

      “I’m sorry you take exception to the way my eyes are freaking shaped.” I opened up one of the storage bins and pulled out a level and the handle to our stabilizers. “Nothing I can do about how my face looks.” I fit the handle into the crank and stuck the magnetic level to the side of the camper. “You gotta talk to someone, Lash.” I turned the handle as the little metal foot descended and met with the ground. “Doesn’t have to be me, but grumbling out at the universe ain’t gonna help. Goddess can only listen so much.”

      Lash said nothing, just glared until I got on with what I was doing and left him to his grumpy ass mood. Fair. We weren’t close anymore, and he was stuck with me and my found family. Had to be awkward for him. 

      Once the van was as settled as it was going to get for the night, I climbed back inside and into the little bunk over the front cabin. Ripley had set up his own little gaming center at the foot of what was our bed, and was already deep into a game of Final Fantasy when I crawled in next to him. I settled against the pillows and pulled out my kindle again, intent on reading, when my friend nudged me.

      “How's he doing?” Ripley nodded his chin to where Lash was struggling with converting the table and benches into a bed. “He’s been a bit…”

      “Of a whiny bitch?” I supplied. 

      Ripley rolled his eyes and shook his head. “He’s hurting.”

      “We all are, man.” I tucked my kindle back down in its little pouch and folded my legs in front of me, accepting the controller my best friend handed me. It was a video game talk, then. “Look, I get it, he was betrayed, but we all were.”

      “By the guy he called his mate. What would you say if the person you had been shaking up with for years was actually a turncoat? He’s gotta be feeling that hard.”

      “Can’t say I would know.” I wouldn’t. The only people I had ever connected with deeply were Doc and Ripley, and Lash’s sister Snow, none of whom I was in the least bit interested in sleeping with. “What do you know about this shit anyway?”

      “Thinking that sex is a weird, squishy, messy biological urge does not mean I don’t feel, Poppy.” Ripley rolled his eyes and started up Mario Cart. “Being asexual doesn’t mean I wouldn’t feel betrayal. I love you more than anyone else, just don’t want you slobbering on my cock.” He shrugged and nodded towards the screen. “You choose first.”

      “Not about sex, Rip.” I picked Yoshi, ‘cause I liked the green mother freaking dinosaur. “I wouldn’t understand either.”

      “Truth, you can’t settle.” He pressed a kiss to my cheek and chose Peach. “Fuck anything that moves, then crawl your skanky ass into my bed.”

      “Pretty sure it's our bed.” I cuddled down against him and grinned. “We’re going to be the weirdest old couple.”

      “You ain’t gonna be with me when you're gray, Pop.” Ripley picked a race and started the game, but a shiver went down my spine. I hated it when he sounded so sure about shit. He was rarely wrong.
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