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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. THUNDER 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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      Cherry

      I died on that altar. The stinging, numbing cold of dark magic penetrated my heart. My soul was tethered to a tear in the veil and stretched like a fishing line past the layers of the Other and deep into the nexus, down and down and down.

      My heart stopped. My vision went dark. My skin began to chill and harden and even the blood stopped flowing from the wounds on my chest. I was inside the nexus being stretched and expanded to become a lifeline for a long-gone goddess. I was no more a woman, no more a fairy half-blood. I was a vessel waiting for habitation. Empty of myself. A puppet waiting for a hand to shove inside and move me.

      And then I was being yanked back like a rubber band snapping, crashing back into my body with the pull of a soul-bond stronger than death. For a moment I forgot.

      His lips were warm and he breathed life into me with the softest, most reverent kiss.

      But when I came fully alive again, fully back to myself, the pain came.

      The darkness came.

      He carried me in his arms through a battlefield and all was chaos around me. Magic, and blood, and the beat of his heart thudding hard against his ribs so I could feel it where he held me against him. He was sweaty and smelled like dust. The patches on his vest scratched my cheek.

      He laid me on a bed and held my hand. My head throbbed. He called for a poppy or a doctor. A flower? His voice was loud, but it wavered as he looked down at me. So much fear on his beautiful face.

      “I’m Logan,” he whispered, “but everyone calls me Hellebore.”

      He was a flower, too. “Why?”

      A girl poked her head in, and then a man, and I could not have run if I wanted to. It didn’t matter, they could not do worse than what had been done, and the earnest look on his face told me he would die before he would bring me harm. The way he put his boot to the side of my torturer’s head told me so long before.

      He held out his arms, turning them this way and that, and showed me the colors and lines of his tattoos. “Oracle picked the name. She didn’t tell me why. She just said it suited me, and I like them. My ma grows them in her poison garden in winter. She’s an herbalist. I got ‘em inked, see?”

      Hellebore. He squeezed my hand gently in his as the man came and leaned over me with a look of terrible concern on his face. The stranger’s eyebrows pinched together upon sighting me on the bed and remained so.

      Hellebore never released my hand. He spoke in growls and low, tense tones to the other man–the doctor–and to the woman who sat at my other side. She wove the magic at the doctor’s instructions.

      They do not know elder magic. It is stubborn and so were my wounds weeping onto the white sheets.

      Time passed. The vehicle rocked down a road, swaying, while they worked on me.

      The pain took me away from my body for a time.

      By the time I returned to myself, I had forgotten where I was. I had forgotten him. My body was in pain, deep and throbbing and screaming along my joints and deep into my gut where the athame had cut me. I screamed, and the heavy weight beside me shifted away with a thud, and the lights came on immediately, and then he was there. He approached me as if I were a wounded animal.

      “Just me here,” he said, and there was heartbreak in his eyes. “You’re safe.”

      I will never be safe again.

      I was safe, before. In the enclave. They took me away from my safety, and I learned very quickly that safety was a lie.

      But his energy washed over me in gentle, lulling waves. He held his hands out to me, palms up, looking helpless. I held a pillow against my tender abdomen, shivering.

      It was too open in this room, even sequestered in the back of this mobile home. I was exposed. I was cold.

      “So no sharing a bed until you’re better,” he muttered. “S’okay, I’ll sleep here on the floor. No one will touch you, promise.”

      Slowly, he backed out of the room, and then came back with more soft things, handing them to me carefully. He gave them to me and then left again, running back and forth as I stacked pillows of all sizes around my body, tucking them close, wrapping blankets over the mess until I was cocooned in a nest of softness. A thread of calm vibrated in my soul.

      He gently tucked another blanket around me, then threw a blanket and pillow on the floor for himself.

      The thread hummed, a ripple of his energy pushing blue calm and green, tender reverence to dissolve the tension between my shoulder blades.

      Rocking and rumbling beneath my body told me we were moving, and I had no control over where I went next. No control over my fate.

      I had an anchor in this man whose presence felt to me like warmth and safety.

      But in my sleep I felt the hands of the witch who stole me. I felt the tearing pain of the athame carving me open. I felt my sticky blood. I felt the collar around my throat. Hazy magic dissolving my sense. My sovereignty over my body gone. Every time I closed my eyes, I felt him and I tasted him. And I felt the cold, infinite darkness of the nexus. The grasping of an elder god.

      Lying in a nest of soft things with my heart thundering in my chest, icy with the cold of my dreams, I was a caged bird beating its wings desperately against the bars of its prison aching to taste a freedom that I would never know again. Trying to escape the staring eyes of the grinning cat with my blood on its teeth, watching from outside the bars in my sleep.

      I am not sure this anchor will be enough to make me stay.
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      Hellebore

      The moon shone through the window, spilling a dusky light across my mate’s sleeping face. Finally she was calm. Finally, the thrashing had stopped and her breath had evened out. The only sound in the RV was Oracle’s snoring from the pull down bed in the other room. But despite the fact that my mate had finally found a moment of peace, I couldn't. My mind raced with everything that had happened since I had met her. Flipped through each moment like pages in a book, trying to coalesce them all into some sort of whole. Some reason for it all. But there was nothing. Her breath hitched before she turned over, smacking her lips together and burrowing deeper into her nest of blankets and pillows. The little fort that she had made around herself, and was living in. One which I was very much on the outside of. Instead laying across the doorway into the bedroom of the RV I had been sharing with Oracle for the past few years.

      I fluffed my pillow and sighed as I tried to find a comfortable spot on the indoor/outdoor carpet. But Cherry was asleep. Cherry was at peace and that alone made every ounce of my discomfort worth it.

      “We can stop at Walmart in the next town and get you a pad or something.” Oracle slid off her bed and joined me on the floor, her eyes on Cherry as she tipped her head to one side. “Just to get you through the week.”

      “I don’t think a week’s gonna do it, Or.” I punched my pillow and folded it in half, trying to stop the spinning of my thoughts.

      “You would be surprised what one good mate can do. Imagine what two could do for our girl.” She rolled to her feet, tapping the side of her nose with her index finger and gave me a wink. It was our little signal that she was tossing some knowledge my way. “Just think about it.” She curled back into bed and tucked her blankets up to her chin. “And go the fuck to sleep, Hell. You’re thinking too damn loud.”

      “Stop listening then.” I rolled to my side and peered up at the bed. The giant pile of pillows was breathing steadily. “She’s gonna be alright, right?” I asked. Mostly to myself, knowing Oracle wasn’t going to give me a straight answer. “I just want her to be happy.”

      “You’re a good mate, my friend.” Was the only answer I got before the soft rumbling of her sleepy snores filled the quiet spaces.

      Being a good mate didn’t mean I could help her. Didn’t mean I could heal her. But it fucking meant that I was going to do anything and everything in my power to make her life as good as I could.

      I needed to call Ma.
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      Pulling into the truck stop was a fucking nightmare. Vehicle after truck after fucking semi followed into the minuscule parking area, and I suddenly got the sense of how big we really were. How fucking conspicuous we were.

      “Gotta do something about this.” I leaned back against my RV, toothpick in my mouth, as I watched Lash rolling out of the motorhome that he was sharing with Doc and Ajax. Then over to my own crew. “Got too many people in tow, Crow.”

      “Haven't had a place to settle in a while.” 

      “Truth. But Mother House is fucking empty as shit now.” I shrugged, spinning the toothpick between my teeth and sighing. “Might need to see to that.”

      “Hey, yo!” Justice whistled through her teeth, stopping everyone in their tracks. It would have been comical if my eyes weren’t fucking burning from lack of sleep, and I hadn’t witnessed the exact same fucking thing a million times. “Church, bitches.”

      Lash ambled over, Ajax following more slowly, still not used to being included in the big shit. Lash dropped his ass on the steps of my ride and pulled Jax down with him, tucking his mate in his arms. Loved up and fucking exuding warm fuzzies. I tried not to look in through the widows where my mate was busy barricading herself as far into the bedroom as she could. Wanted to cuddle her up, tuck her head under my chin and protect her from the world. Couldn’t though.

      “We got a problem,” I started without preamble the moment that the Execs were circled around.

      “You running this meeting?” Crow raised her brow at me for a moment before waving me on.

      “Anyone else notice that we’ve been dragging shit all over this fucking country?” I looked out to the sea of vehicles that we had packed into the rest stop. “Every fucking person associated with Nomad has been carted from Kansas to Maine, up to fucking Deadwood, and down here to the goddess-forsaken southern armpit.”

      “Where we supposed to go?” Temperance studied her nails and popped her gum. Gross habit, but I guess better than fucking smoking. “Ain’t assigned to one area.”

      “I don’t know if it’s come to everyone’s attention,” Lash drawled, rocking his mate back and forth. I loved seeing my friends happy, but fuck with the sappy shit until my mate felt like cuddles. “Mother House ain’t got no Crones in it.” That hushed the circle. “Gin and I cased the place. Everyone who we saw in there was at the church. Fucking Susan was the only bitch to escape. Not another fucking soul but Sam was in the house.”

      “So?” Lover Boy kicked his heels up on a cooler that someone had produced, a cold beer in his hand like we were at a fucking picnic. “Crones are gone, doesn't tell us where we should be, except following Gin’s lead.”

      “And who tells us where we need to be?” Crow raised a brow at Lover Boy who paused mid-sip. “If they ain’t there, how are they going to give us a place to stop?”

      Temperance pulled out her tablet and started tapping away. “So we go back to Mother House.”

      “Who?” I asked.

      “I will. Take the families and the non-essential staff and shit.” Her nails clacked against the screen. “Need to do some digging. Gotta have at least one cerebral member doing some research, and Mother House library is the place to do it.”

      “Poppy,” Justice started.

      “Ain’t going nowhere but with us to find Susan,” Crow finished. “Soul magic is by far our best defense.”

      “I’ll go.” Lover Boy rolled to his feet. “I’m a lover, not a fighter. And if we’re sending the families back, we need me.”

      “Agreed.”

      “Thistle is staying,” Gin said quietly from where she was perched on the top step of the RV. “I have to go, and I’m not leaving my kid.”

      “All in favor?”
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      Ma was a fucking brilliant witch. Like world class. Could have been a Crone if she had wanted. Listening to the ringing on the other end of the phone while I paced nervously outside of my trailer in the Walmart parking lot, I was glad as fuck she had turned the job down.

      “You have been surprisingly hard to pin down, my son.” Her voice was like cool water, settling some of the tension that had stiffened my shoulders for the past twenty four hours. Had it only been a day? Fuck.

      “It’s been a bit of a shit show,” was the only answer I could really give. “Been on a bit of a wild goose chase.”

      “Not chasing some girl I hope.”

      “Actually, that’s exactly why I called.”  I gnawed at my thumb nail as I made another circuit around the camper. “I met my mate.”

      The gasp that came from the other end of the phone made me stop mid-step, stumbling into the side of the camper with a thud. “You’re not pulling a fast one on me, are you?”

      “Nope. She’s perfect. Sweet and pretty and perfect.”

      “So, what’s wrong?” Ma always knew. She couldn’t see things like Oracle, but she still always knew when there was a but coming.

      “Cherry’s been through some shit.” I sighed, pinching my nose and letting my feet start up again. “I can’t get into all of it, MC stuff that hasn’t trickled down yet, we’re still deep in it.”

      “And now the real reason you haven’t been picking up the phone.” The tsk of her tongue bit into my chest. Fuck. “Logan, what did you really call for?”

      “She’s broken.” I leaned back against the camper under the window of the bedroom. The room that had been Oracle’s until Cherry literally fell into my lap–okay, I picked her up and put her there, and for a whole minute it had been heaven. My mate wrapped up in my arms, lips pressed to mine in a soul-stealing kiss–and suddenly my best friend and roommate was packing her clothes and moving to my old bed. “I don’t know everything, but she’s broken. Plagued by nightmares, scared of her shadow, and has built herself up into a pillow fort in our room.”

      “I see.”

      “I’m sleeping on the floor in the doorway.” I cracked my neck, feeling the pop down to my toes. “Fucking RV has the worst floor ever.”

      “How is she with you?”

      “When people are around she clings to me. Has to be touching me. When it’s quiet and dark, she quakes.”

      “You talk to her?”

      “Sure, I guess.”

      “Go read to her. Doesn't matter what, just read to her. Let her fall asleep to the rhythm of your voice.” I could hear Ma shuffling around in her house, feet padding across hardwood floors. “Read to her and take things slow.”

      “Like molasses.”

      “Like glacier. And boy, you bring her home the second you can.” The phone clicked and the call ended. Ma wasn’t one for good-byes.

      Standing back up and stuffing my phone in my pocket, I made my way back to the door, letting the cool air from inside the RV wash over me as I took stock. Oracle just raised a brow, so there was no reason to rehash my conversation with ma. My girl already knew. And if she knew… I tapped my
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