
Huntress Moon 



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HUNTRESS MOON

    

    
      First edition. April 17, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Dixie Jo Jarchow.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8223357841

    

    
    
      Written by Dixie Jo Jarchow.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty One

Chapter Twenty Two

Chapter Twenty Three

Chapter Twenty Four

Chapter Twenty Five

Chapter Twenty Six

Chapter Twenty Seven

Chapter Twenty Eight

Chapter Twenty Nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty One

Chapter Thirty Two

Chapter Thirty Three

Chapter Thirty Four

Further Reading: Hades' Redemption

Also By Dixie Jo Jarchow

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For Tom and Jules who support every draft. And the evil elves who sneak in the typos.

      

    



	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter One
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Mia let the blood flow over her fangs, reveling in the destruction of not one mortal enemy but two adult male werewolves. 

The thick blood rushed through her body like warm electricity, she checked her excellent peripheral vision to make sure her wolf pack held a respectful distance until she allowed them to feed. She wouldn’t eat a fellow werewolf or a human. Her pack stood motionless in a loose circle around her in the dark forest and had no such qualms. 

The sun broke through the dark leaves like pieces of a puzzle scattered on the dewy ground.  

Mia had fought much of the night and now that it was morning, she yearned to wash up and go to bed. She was tired to her bones and had to push away the fatigue that crowded her, despite her triumph.

A single bark from one of her sentries sent her into the stillness of intense listening. Mia raised her large head, nose pointed down the steep slope towards the small village below. Miasma, her village, named after her and filled with her people, her other pack.

The moist morning air felt heavy. Something was wrong.

Mia caught a whiff of gun oil and homemade muscle liniment for arthritis and widened her huge maw into what passed as a frown on a wolf. Someone was coming. Mia trotted forward to the edge, shielded by a large tree and scanned below her. She had left strict instructions that her people should not follow her.  To wait below until it was done.

An elderly woman below carried a powerful rifle on her shoulder but was focused on her foot placement and didn’t notice Mia peering down at her. Angela was making the steep and dangerous trip up the cliffs to get her. It must be important. No one was allowed to interrupt the killing ritual with her wolf pack. She barked a low growl and moved her head incrementally to indicate that the wolves could feed off her kills.

The noise of gnashing teeth and tearing limbs was horrific and filled the leaf shuttered clearing. It was unsettling and rubbed her like a tick under her neck. She had a ritual and it wasn’t right to be curtailed. Mia hated to be rushed.

Metallic blood rose in her throat and Mia choked it back down instead of regurgitating it as she saw Angela’s face. Her wrinkled face was creased in shock, her mouth a wide ‘O’ of distress. It looked like an old horror film in the shades of gray that Mia saw as a wolf. Angela raised her rifle but it never made it to her shoulder as she recognized Mia. Her arms and legs trembled. 

Mia was quite the sight, she knew. Her eyes a black so deep they appeared silver,  under shaggy auburn bangs. Her size was astounding. As a girl, she weighed scarcely 100 pounds but her wolf form reached into the 300s. There was poison in her claws and venom in her fangs.

Only recently had Mia found out that wasn’t how most werewolves changed. Usually, they had the same weight as a man or wolf, but Mia was different.  Always had been since the mage found her mauled and dying in the woods. She shook her great red mane and began a hurried change to deal with Angela. 

It was painful to change this fast but she swallowed her scream and did it anyway, assuming it was urgent. Her bones popped like giant knuckles cracking. Her rounded spine slid back into itself and became straight with a snap. The luxuriant volume of red-black fur shimmered and flowed back into shivering pale skin. She stifled the scream that fought its way up her throat and howled. 

To hide her pain, Mia turned away from the older woman and took a wet towel and wiped her body from any remnants of blood. The wolves behind her dispersed back into the forest like smoke, taking their meal with them. Mia only hoped the bones would be sufficiently scattered to not be found by an enterprising hunting dog. Or if found, not connected to the sleepy town of Miasma, population four. She pulled on her jeans and worn t-shirt and sat to put on her socks and shoes. 

Mia bit back a nasty comment about her inconvenience and Angela ignoring her orders. She only turned when she was dressed and the change was mostly done.

Angela’s lips were pursed and she was paler than usual. Her gray afro curled tightly in the humidity. Mia could see her pulse beating in the thin neck, but her dark eyes were sharp and met Mia’s black and silver ones without flinching. Angela was one of the strong ones of her human pack and Mia valued her.

“There’s trouble,” Angela said. She picked up the bloody towel and pointed to Mia’s neck. “You missed a spot, dear.”

Mia wiped the warm gore off her neck. “What kind of trouble?”

“Why, your kind, of course.” Mia admired that Angela kept her cool even when confronted with the huge wolf form changing in the shimmering light. She did not think Angela had ever witnessed a full change before.

“Four men, well-dressed in an Audi this time instead of motorcycles but still dangerous. We were having a parlay when Jelly roared up and started yelling at them. You know how imposing he can be.  They went into some kind of protective formation and one of them shoved him. Well, you know he came roaring back and, well, they broke his stick.”

“Oh no!” Mia pushed past Angela but a thin black arm held her back.

“He’s fine but all the guns came out and it’s a standoff. Jelly is hiding somewhere and who knows when we’ll ever find him.” Angela ran her fingers through her gray curls. 

“He’ll come out when he calms down,” Mia assured her and started down the steep slope, almost running, leaving the older woman behind and charging towards the former rest stop. She was sure-footed and knew the trail even if she had closed her eyes. No one threatened her people!

Her feet found sure placement in the steep embankment below the cliffs as she hurtled downwards. If they hurt anyone, she would tear them apart. If her people shot them, she’d bury the evidence. 

And, she tripped. 

Her brain couldn’t conceive of it. Had she ever tripped?

Tumbling, seeing her feet above her head as she picked up speed. Whatever sent her rolling out of control was following her down the steep slope to the bottom. Had these new men set a booby trap for her? She would kill them slowly but first she had to stop her headlong flight. Everything hurt whether it was from the forced quick change to human or the fall. 

Mia grabbed at twigs and roots, receiving cuts and bruises for her efforts but she stopped her fall. If Jelly was here, she’d send him up to help Angela. She should go back and help Angela down, she amended. A fall for the old woman would cause a broken bone or worse. Mia turned her head back up towards the slope.

“Need some help?” A warm deep voice with a hint of amusement asked.

Mia’s head whipped around. How had the man snuck up on her? She stood and faced him. He was taller than Mia’s five feet ten frame and much bulkier. She couldn’t pinpoint his age but she hadn’t been around that many humans, just her people whom she classified in her mind as ‘old,’ but not to their faces.

His brown hair was thick and curled just over his ears and his cheekbones made him look like a model. Pretty boy, Mia decided. His smile held a sneer that made her want to fight.

He bent down and picked up the bowling-ball-sized garden gnome that had precipitated her fall. Jelly must have left it on her trail. The gnome was cheerfully painted and patting the head of a small bunny. 

He examined it smiling before holding it out to her. “Yours?”

Mia sputtered. Words refused to form in her mind. There was only rage. Her vision started to change, colors fading back to the gray world of the wolf. She fought to control it. 

“Whoa,” the man said and smiled while he took a step back, holding the garden gnome in front of him like a shield. 

Mia cut off her change abruptly. The pain washed over her and she doubled over in agony. Her bones crackled from the strain. 

His large hands were on her back. Mia almost cried out. No one touched her!  Mia kicked her elbows back and forth in a sawing motion. Her back, not acclimated to the change yet, spasmed like waves of glass rolling down her back. The man ignored her struggles and drew her into his arms and rubbed her back. 

Mia couldn’t breathe. How dare he? No one touched her. She hiccuped and he squeezed her gently until the hiccups stopped. The spasms in her back receded under the pressure of his hands. Then, he released her and handed her the gnome. 

“Come, meet the pack leader,” he smiled, showing a deep dimple on one side, and something flipped in her chest. He turned and walked back towards town. Her town. She took a step forward then remembered Angela, alone on the cliff above her.

Mia pivoted and sped back up the hill. Angela was holding on to exposed roots to help herself down. Mia held out her hand and the older woman put her wrinkled black hand in Mia’s strong pale one.

“Thank goodness. I despaired of getting down safely.” Mia wrapped her other arm around Angela’s waist. 

The sound of Angela’s walkie-talkie spoke as they got to the bottom.

“Did you see her?” A male voice asked. 

“She’s a kid, filthy and stinking of her last kill. If she was a male, I’d say we kill her and go back home.” The man with the smile spoke derisively.

“But she’s a female,” said another speaker.

“And therefore, rare, so play nice,” said another voice.

Mia stopped. 

“We can’t do anything about the smell of the blood, but here,” Angela pulled out a marker and applied it to Mia’s eyes like eye shadow. Angela pulled out her hair clip and wound Mia’s heavy dark red hair up in the clip, dragging a few tendrils down to frame her face. She pulled leaves and dirt from her hair and clothing. “Tuck in your shirt, stand up straight. Let’s go give them what for, girl.”

Mia and Angela linked arms and strode into town. Mia’s rage simmered just below her surface.

The four men turned as one to look at her. They totally ignored Angela and the rest of the elders who had gathered around them. Mia kept her expression neutral and walked up to their circle.

“Whoa! Hello gorgeous.” A young version of the four men looked her up and down. She frowned at him.

The oldest of the men, distinguished with gray sideburns, said, “Hello, I’m Jason Black. Please forgive my nephew’s rudeness.” 

To her surprise, the youngest man ducked his head and murmured, “Sorry.”

“I’m Mia. What do you want?” 

“Is there someplace we can talk, privately?”

Mia looked around the 20 acre clearing that compromised the newly incorporated town of ‘Miasma.’ There was a small equipment shed, the bathrooms and the large common room the former owner, the park district, had used for meetings and classes. She frowned and motioned them to a picnic table in the grass near the creek that ran through the U-shaped former rest stop.  Jason wiped off the leaf debris from the wooden seat and sat.

The Park District had been eager to sell it to Angela at a bargain price because it was off the beaten track and newer, better facilities had been built.

As Mia walked to the table, she saw Jelly crying and holding the parts of his stick. He was a mountain of shaking rags. She detoured and took his hands in hers. He wouldn’t meet her eyes.

“Mr. Chin gave me this stick. It was magical and now it’s gone,” he said.

“Mr. Chin is hiding now but when these men leave, he’ll come out and I’ll ask him to find you a new magical stick. OK?” The old man nodded, his stringy gray hair waving and looked reproachfully at the four men. Mia let Angela take him and walked to the picnic table and took a seat.  “What do you want?”

The man smiled. It was a nice smile and he directed the warmth of it towards her. She could almost feel the heat on her face and chest. Her nipples hardened and she wondered at his effect on her. There was a maleness about him that was intriguing and the wolf in her responded to him. 

“We’d like you to be a part of our pack.” He smiled again as if he were giving her the most wonderful gift in the world.
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Chapter Two
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Mia’s gaze drifted to the group of elderly people who waited for direction from her. They found her and saved her all those years ago, taught her to be human, when all she started with was wolf. She could feel the tension as if they were expecting her to leave them, like everyone else in their lives had left them. When what she judged to be a respectful time, Mia stood up.

“Thank you, but I’m not interested.” Mia nodded her head once to him. 

The big man looked startled. Had she done something wrong? As an afterthought, she put out her hand to shake his, judging it would make her seem adult and responsible. His large hand took hers in it and the warmth ran up her arm.

“Excuse me, but I think you’re mistaken,” he said. “Please sit.”

Mia frowned, but she sat. 

“Do you know how we found you?” He asked gently. 

Mia’s mind struggled to focus. It raced to the two mangled bodies up on the cliff. The Pack would smell the blood and track directly to her kill zone. If they were perceptive, they already knew it was werewolf blood, but they hadn’t seemed to think about it too much. Good.

God forbid they were friends of the recently deceased biker dogs. Mia doubted it. These guys were dressed casually but nice. The bikers had worn leathers and smelled of the road and body stink. 

She came back from her daydream and composed herself. As much as she wanted them gone, she wanted them to stay. 

These guys intrigued her. The bikers had been the first wolves she’s seen in ten years, since her maker wolf left her for dead. She hardly remembered him at all; all teeth and rough hair. She’d never seen him in his human form. He’d just left her to die. The Hunter following on his trail of gore and destruction had worked his magic on her. Patched her up enough to live and survive but he left to kill the beast while she recovered by his campfire and then in a tiny cabin.

“Mia?”

“I’m here.” she said, refocusing on the man before her. She would give this handsome man a moment before she tossed them out. 

“We found you from a mutt named Jeff Decombs. He said he and two of his friends ran across your scent and couldn’t believe it.”

Mia fought against jumping from her seat and running. These guys could probably catch her. 

“He said his friends were going to stay and ‘have some fun.’ Do you know what a mutt is?”

“No,” she said, catching her breath back deep in her throat. Was she one? Was it bad? It certainly sounded degrading, the way he said it.

“A mutt is someone who isn’t allied with a pack. Out on their own, who isn’t tied to the land like we are.” He gestured to the three men around them. She tore her gaze to them and they were all smugly smiling.

“Like me. I’m a mutt,” she said. It was bad. She would tell by their self-satisfied expressions as if they were superior to everyone else in the world. Anger grew from her guts to the back of her throat and she fought the change. It was her ace in the hole and she would hold on to it as long as she could use it to her advantage.

“But that could change,” Jason laid his large hand on hers. It was rough, which surprised her. 

“I would be in your pack?”

“Well, let’s just leave it as we’re considering it. It isn’t something to take lightly. There are rules and boring stuff, but we can discuss it more as you spend more time with us at our compound.”

The small hairs on her back and neck were standing up. He was talking to her like she was a child. There were four adult werewolves. Mia wasn’t sure she could take them or not in her present exhausted state. Despite the danger all around her, she was depleted of energy from being up all night and fighting the first two werewolves.

She glanced up and saw the panic in Angela’s eyes. Angela gave her a quick hand signal to lie low. Only Angela knew her well enough to give hand signals. Mia gave a short nod.

“Good,” Jason said, misinterpreting the nod. He stood up and gathered the pack with his eyes.

“No,” Mia said. “What happens if I don’t join?”

“Don’t join?” Trey interjected, taking a step towards her, his mouth agape. At a head shake from Jason, he moved back and turned away. 

Mia took a precautionary step back to center her position against the group, should she have to fight. 

“I know this is a huge change, but there’s a lot riding on this, for you and for us.”

“Me?”

“Mutts are dangerous. They're hanging around here and they aren’t the nicest people. Their lack of roots somehow leads to destructive behavior. You’re small and they won’t come alone. Like those two who are around here in the woods somewhere. We can provide protection for you.”

“Why do they care about me?” Mia leaned in despite herself. There was something protective and masculine about him. Like he would protect her from any and all comers. Mia smiled. The times she’d had someone step up and protect her, she would count on one hand. The same with the people here. Her homeless group. Her pack. And this man wanted her to leave them like they were so much trash on the road.

“You’re very rare, my dear. Females don’t usually survive the change. There are only five known female werewolves and only three of them are currently alive.”

“So people are going to come and gawk at me?” It seemed ridiculous. Would she charge admission?

“Not gawk at you. They will want to possess you and perhaps worse. You have a very compelling scent: spicy and musky. Any werewolf would be drawn to it. Those without a large measure of self-restraint, like just about every mutt, might lose control of their impulses. I’m sorry, I know it’s upsetting, but you can trust me to tell you the truth of this matter.” Jason frowned. 

“I can fight them.” Mia said. 

“If it was me,” Trey said, “I would dart you and then transport you to another country. I’d sell you for a fighting animal or a prostitute for the highest bidder. Some men are into children and you would pass for one so a triple threat.” Jason glared at him but Trey only shrugged. “I’m just saying. You might not have the option to fight, even if you try your best. And, no offense but you probably don’t weigh a hundred pounds. What chance do you have against a 230 pound wolf or a group?”

Mia ground her teeth. She desperately wanted to show him.  Sweat ran down her armpits and mixed with the blood and dirt on her torso, emitting a sour smell. Her vision flashed between gray and color.

“Enough,” Jason barked. “You’re frightening the child. Mia, I’m concerned that there are two large, dangerous werewolves roaming your area, looking to ‘have some fun’ at your expense. You aren’t safe. Come with us to our estate and get to know us in a more relaxed setting. You’ll have a good time. Hopefully, we’ll decide to make you a pack member and you’ll find a home with us.”  

“I can’t leave these people with two dangerous things out there. If they are looking for me but don’t find me, they may hurt my friends.”

“If you aren’t here, they won’t be in trouble,” said Trey.

“You don’t know that,” Mia whispered. She needed time to think. Time to clean up the mess on the cliff. Time to bathe in the lake and think. Time to discuss things with Angela. She took a deep breath. “I need to think about it and discuss it with Angela and the others. I think we’ll be okay for tonight.” She could hardly tell them she’d already dealt with the two burly bikers. A huge yawn overtook her. She was barely keeping on her feet. 

Jason pursed his lips. She could tell it wasn’t the answer he wanted. Trey, the big one, was plain furious. 

“New plan. I’m going to leave Kevin and Jerome to protect you. Just seeing a pack member ought to be enough to make them stop but then again,” he looked at her, “Maybe not. Someone will bring the motor home back for you so they have somewhere to sleep. We’ll continue this discussion once the threat is dealt with. Trey and I will do some field work.” He whipped out a phone and walked away, confident that his orders would be obeyed. Mia was shocked the men moved quickly to follow his instructions.

Mia slid over to Angela and the two of them walked away from the men. 

“They feel better ‘protecting’ you,” smiled Angela.

“They’re going to search for the two bikers in the cliffs.”

“Mr. Chin went over the area. There’s a lot of blood but he took care of any stray bones and clothing. He said the wolves were looking him over for a snack. He was afraid he’d have to shoot one of them.”

“He better not touch my wolves!”

“I told him one in the air, if there was any trouble.”

“I need to bathe and get this stink off me and get some sleep. These guys want me to go live with them.”

“Are you going to?” Angela asked softly.

“No! I won’t leave you guys. You’re my family, my pack. This is our home, maybe not yet but it will get there.”

“You might be happier with your own kind.”

“You are my own kind,” Mia growled. She walked into the lake and ducked under the surface to wash her hair. 
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“What thoughts are traveling through your head, Trey?”  Jason smiled at Trey.

“I’m allowed to speak now?” Trey asked. Rain had begun and slashed at their windshield, unleashing its fury. Trey marveled Jason didn’t slow at all. 

“You were scaring her.” Jason drove down the curving road to the base of the cliffs that overlooked the small rest stop, renamed Miasma.

“She should be terrified,” Trey told him. “I don’t think she really understood what you were trying to tell her.”

“And how would you have put it?” Jason grinned at his second in command. The two were an unbeatable combo: Jason was brilliant and improved the Pack on all counts and Trey was a feared fighter who kept the mutts at bay.

“Any werewolf who even catches a whiff of that scent or hears about it, is going to want to rape that skinny little redhead.”

“That scent of hers is certainly compelling. Like cinnamon and musk and something dark. How old do you think she is? Eighteen?”

“That’s what I thought. Matured late. Living in the wilds with only those homeless people to help her.”

“Jerome will get the whole story out of her. Ladies love him.” Jason pulled the car over to the side of the road where two heavy motorcycles sat parked.

“They weren’t trying to hide anything, were they?” Trey got out and eyeballed the steep slope. “You should leave me with the girl. I can get any information you
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