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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. HARVEST 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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        Nora

      

      

      The hum of magic filled the air as I crept out of my room. Closing the door as quietly as possible, slowly letting the knob go so it wouldn’t click. I waited for a full ten seconds, waiting to hear someone coming down the hall. The crackle of power was the only sound that met my ears over the din of bass from the bar. If it had been a normal night I would have just strutted my ass down the hallway and not have worried about a thing. But since Roulette had crashed through the front doors of Blood Moon Taos, nothing had been normal. 

      I had forgone the heels I usually wore, or the purse I carried. Simply tucking my room key into the meager pocket that my shorts afforded, I looked both ways before creeping down the hall. I could still taste the call of the goddess in the air, and looked up, only a little surprised that there was a distinct light coming from the roof–though not as strong as when it was happening–which bled through the ceiling and fluttered down the stairs like motes of dust. Letting the glow bathe my skin, I felt my blood rush, and my body heat. Sex magic, bonding magic, the drawing down of the moon to seal a mating. It was still strong, throbbing through the hallway, down the steps and into each and every room on my block, even after Roulette and Morpheus had long since left Taos.

      My entire body buzzed as I moved through the shadows down the hall to the back steps. I could hear the party going on in the bar, but it wasn’t nearly as loud or boisterous as usual. Prez had locked down the club, which meant no sweetbutts, no club brats that lived off sight. Meant that the party going on downstairs was less exciting than usual. Just a bunch of club members doing their best to get wasted.

      The threat had passed, but no one was taking any risks. Except me.

      The desert cooled off quickly once the sun went down, and I nearly ran to the back bunk house, my feet screaming at me as I tripped over the pebbled path to the door. Slipping in, I looked both ways again. There was no reason for anyone to be in the hall, the party was in another building, but call me paranoid. 

      Finally reaching the door I had been working my way towards, I knocked three times and bit my lip, twisting my feet around as I listened for movement. We hadn’t exactly made a date. Date, ha. Like I did those. Dating was for children. I wanted an itch scratched, and as risky as it was to do in the Blood Moon Clubhouse, I was desperate enough to pretend like my brother wasn’t watching over my shoulder constantly.

      “Nora,” Stitch whispered, pulling his door open and looking both ways down the hall. “He didn’t see you, did he?”

      “Tank?” I scoffed like I was the most confident woman on the planet. The truth was, I had been nearly sweating through my neglige worrying that my brother would pop around the corner and catch me sneaking into someones room, like I was a fucking teenager. “He’s getting his drink on in the bar, like everyone else.” I gave him a shrug and scooted my way past him. 

      “You realize I’m taking a risk…”

      “You don't want me?” I asked, raising my brow and giving Stitch a long once over. As bikers go, he was on the thin side. As Blood Moon went, he was down right scrawny. The motorcycle club was the warrior class of our coven. “Cause I could go somewhere else.” I sat my ass down on the bed and kicked my feet up. “Tank ain’t the only thing you gotta worry about.”

      “Fuck, Nor.” Stitch took a deep breath and ran his hands down his face. “You know what I want.”

      “Really?” I asked, flicking the top button open and waiting. “Cause we know that Prez isn’t letting up this lockdown for a while. Not until we know that Trillium really followed the alien.” I pushed my zip down and locked eyes with him. I knew he could see the lace framed by the denim. “What’ll it be, biker boy?”

      I could feel his eyes as much as I could see them. Fixated on the vee of tantalizing interest between the opening of my jean shorts. “Ain’t gonna say no to an invitation as tempting as you, babe.” The thump of his boots hitting the floor let me grab a full breath.

      Tank meant well, but he had no idea how to raise a girl. He had been just a fucking kid when he had stepped up, anyway. Pushing me to train at Mother House had been a smart move for a young biker who was still trying to find his own feet. But I came back an adult, and he still thought I was just this little girl. I may have come back a little wild, but that wasn’t his problem, I was over eighteen afterall. I could choose my own path.

      “Fuck, Nor,” Stitch crawled up the bed until I was caged beneath him. His hips settled between my parted thighs, and my body melted for him. “So fucking sexy.”

      “Best believe it,” I purred against his lips. I thread my fingers through his hair and pull him all the way in. Breath fanned over my face. “No more talking.”

      His lips fused to mine, eating at my mouth until I opened to him. The slick spear of his tongue invaded, seeking to dominate me, but he had another thing coming. Chasing back and forth we battled. Hands sneaking under clothing, learning the touch of each other. The outside world melted away as I let myself get lost.

      Rolling, I sat up grinding my still denim clad sex over the thickness of him. My shirt slipped over my head and fell to the floor. The goan he let off as he looked at the expanse of lace that covered me from throat to disappear into my shorts, leaving tantalizing views of my skin. Honestly, the teddy was itchy as fuck, but it was thin enough that my nipples were easily seen through the lace, and my sex was bare once you pulled the shorts off. The open crotch of the neglige got me going, the thrill of having nothing covering me, the fact that you could slide right in without taking off the bodysuit made me fucking wet.

      “Shit,” he rolled his hips before helping me push the denim down my hips and off the bed. “Fuck me.” His hands ran down the fabric until they met my hips. “I can feel how hot you are.”

      “Haven’t felt nothing yet,” I whispered against his lips, nipping at his bottom lip. I tugged at the button of his jeans, needing skin to skin. Needed cock, deep inside, stretching me, making me feel fucking good. “Don’t know if you can handle me, Stitch.” I went to push his hand between my thighs, when the door burst open.

      “Fucking hell!” Tank shouted. “What the fuck, Nora?” His boots stomped across the room before I could even move. “Walking into my fucking club brother’s room, I don’t want to see my sister’s fucking pussy on display.” He grabbed me around the arm and bodily pulled me off of Stitch. “What have I told you?”

      “I’m not a child, big brother,” I hissed as he pulled me out of the room, slamming the door behind us. “Let go of me.” Trying to pull my arm out of his grip only made him hold tighter.

      “You don’t listen,” my brother growled as he pulled me out the door and into the night. “What the hell you doing messing around with fucking Stitch anyhow? You’re a fucking priestess.”

      “I don’t think my job title has anything to do with who I fuck, Tank.” 

      My brother wrenched me around until I was looking right at his chest. Stupid tall genes skipped me. And standing at barely five foot one, looking up at his six foot five frame, I felt like the child he still thought I was.

      “You’re too good for some backwater biker, Nora.” He shook me by the shoulders, his lip snarling down at me. “I sent you to Huntsville to do better.”

      “I’m not marrying Stitch,” I shouted, possibly a little too loud, ‘cause even the insects stopped singing around us. “I’m just having fun.”

      “You have too much fun.” Tank hisses as he pulled me down the path towards the front doors of the main clubhouse. Back to where he had stashed me in the hallway with the executive committee and their suites. My little room was meant to be for a club brat, who catered to the higher ups, instead I was there. A single room with a tiny bathroom between Tank and Hawk. Just one window. “You’re too fucking wild. Thought you would get that out of your system before you graduated.”

      “I’m not a full priestess yet, but again,” I sighed as I tried to plant my feet and make him listen. But the front gates burst open, sending headlights wildly dancing across the parking lot, and catching us in them. “What the hell?”

      “Nora,” Tank tried to push me behind him, but the second vehicle through the gates skidded to a stop, throwing gravel everywhere, the ding of little rocks hitting metal was drowned out by the rushing of blood in my ears.

      Holy fuck. My eyes caught on a set of gray ones, that I couldn’t look away from. Something snapped in my chest, and I swore that I could see the glimmer of a gossamer thread coming from the RV. Fuck me, he was sexy. I mean I could barely see him other than the soul stealing eyes and the broad width of his shoulders. Light hair, and a jaw covered in a close cropped beard. And oh my goddess, I wanted those lips on me. Sexy, sexy man. And there I was, caught like a deer in the headlights in nothing but a crotchless teddy.

      I knew who was scratching my
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