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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. PINK 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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        Dom

      

      

      The little island grew ever closer, and my mother prattled on in my ear. Her voice a monotonous buzz through the receiver. I wasn't a child, certainly not any more. I had been a fully grown man long enough to earn my patch and my road name for one of the most powerful covens and MCs in the northern hemisphere–being Blood Moon Riders Mother House had some weight–and yet my mother, wonderfully powerful as she was, still wanted to double check that I had brought enough socks for my trip.

      Trip. Ha. 

      I was on an assignment. One that she had personally signed off on. And she acted like it was any other vacation, making sure I brought my sunscreen and bug repellent.

      "Ma," I cut her off, doing my best not to roll my eyes–‘cause fuck me, she would know. "I ain't here on holiday. I'm not gonna need swim trunks. Too fucking cold anyhow."

      "Michael–" she started.

      "Dom," I corrected, even though I was very certain she wasn't listening. She never did. "Look, I'll make contact. See what's going on with the vibes coming from the island, I mean it's a convergence, sometimes shit comes through, right?"

      "Only with help."

      The ferry hit the dock with just a little jolt, but I felt it as my bike swayed between my legs. "And I'm sure it was an accident." The ramp went down and I kicked my bike to life. The noise cutting off Ma's replay. Which was just as snarky as ever, I was sure. "I'll report in once I suss this shit out."

      "Don't curse."

      Well that came out loud and fucking clear. 

      “Look, I'll call you in an hour.” My bike hit the bump onto the dock and a little sizzle and pop came from my phone. Fuck.

      I rolled to a stop and looked back ot see if I had dropped the fucking thing in the ocean. Wouldn’t be the first time my phone had an unfortunate motorcycle-related accident. But, nope it was still in my goddess-damned pocket. 

      “Ma?” Nothing. I pulled it out to check the charge, and the screen wouldn’t light up. I was going to catch so much shit from the Crones if I forgot to plug my phone in and hung up on one of the most powerful women in the country. Damn it.

      My bike purred beneath me as I contemplated jumping back on the ferry and asking for someone to let me borrow their phone. But that thought was cut off fucking fast, when no more than ten feet behind my bike I hit a wall, landing squarely on my ass. Shit wasn’t right with that. Looking back, no one else had followed me off. There had to have been more than a dozen people on the four o’clock ferry, but I was the only one to leave the boat.

      Looking down at the black screen of my phone. Shit. Double fucking shit.

      I pulled myself to my feet and then reached out in front of me, encountering the same resistance that had me laid out on the floor. Sticking my hand in my hex bag I pulled a tiny bit of power, just enough to set off a few sparks. No one had gotten off the boat, but there were certainly a fair few normies milling around anyhow. I flicked the power at the barrier, and it sparked and ignited, flashing like magnesium before it burned out.

      “Well, now we know why no one is coming off or on the island.” I scratched the back of my head. Guess I wasn’t riding back to Bangor before dark. Another look down at my phone and I shoved it back in my pocket before kicking a leg over my bike. “Hope the locals are friendly.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      ”Downtown” Seal Harbor was the biggest misnomer I could fucking think of. One street. That was all, and then I was cruising down the back roads, wind in my hair, looking for the turn off for the Mount Desert Island chapter of BMRMC. Would have been simple as fuck if my phone hadn’t hit the crapper. But trying to remember the instructions that the Crones had given me two days before with vague directions like, ‘left at the red barn, and a right at the remains of a covered bridge’? Along with, ‘if you see a tree that's been struck by lightning twice, you’ve gone too far’. Not helpful.

      I was so busy looking for a green mailbox that I almost fucking missed the turn off. With a spray of gravel I managed to right my bike under me. The taste of magic coated my throat. Wasn’t fucking sweet like Ma’s, but tasted like burning tires. Thick and cloying, it tripped along my skin. Definitely what I was looking for. Not at all what I was expecting to find.

      I wasn’t a caster. Men didn’t cast without a hex bag. Ma wouldn’t have sent me into some dark shit alone if she had thought it was the coven. My guard was all the way up when the trees finally broke and I saw the fence around the clubhouse. I couldn’t hear a fucking thing. Didn’t see a bird anywhere around. 

      Rolling up on the gate was a joke–no one manning it, and it was completely unlocked. To be fair, my skin was practically trying to crawl off my bones, so they probably didn’t need it. Leaving my bike with the others out front, I strode right through the front doors of the old cinder block building and swallowed back the bile rising in my throat.

      Every eye in the room turned to look at me. But I only saw one set. Black as pitch, those deep wells of tar pulled me across the bar like a zombie. I was powerless to even slow my steps until I was right in front of him. A little tick of his lips and I was a goner.

      “Mine,” I growled, snagging the front of his shirt and pulling him to his feet. My lips crushed against his so hard I tasted copper. “Mine.” With an equal fervor he ate back at my mouth, tongue slipping between my teeth to lick along mine. Shit. I needed him. I wanted to shove my hands down the front of his pants, rip them down and take whatever my mate had to give me.

      “Shit,” his words hissed into me, tasting like caramel and cream. I needed more. “Tara. Bourbon, give me the fucking bottle.”

      “Reno.” Skinny chick behind the bar looked like she wasn’t getting three square, her ribs poking out under the shredded crop top, barely tented by her tits. She shook her head at my mate a little too fast. “You know what Prez said.”

      “Fuck you, give me the bottle.” His hand slammed down on the counter. Tara’s eyes went too wide and slid the bottle over. “Prez say anything, you send him to me. You say I threatened you, got me?”

      “Yeah, Ro.” She gave him a wan smile and turned away quickly.

      “Got them more scared than a long tailed cat in a fucking room of rockers.” My mate’s fingers slid between mine. “Tara needs to get off this island. Go back to her momma on the mainland.”

      “Why don’t she?”

      “Can't. No one on, no one off.” 

      Reno lead me down a dark hall, seeming to navigate by echolocation, cause I fucking would have hit every wall on my way. But he stopped us at a door and spun me against it, pressing his chest into mine and claiming my lips anew.

      “But that’s a discussion for later. Right now? I need your cock.” He twisted the knob and bucked against the door opening it was a screech. “Gotta lube that.”

      “Lube something else, first, mate.”

      “Yes, sir.” He nipped at my mouth, pulling me deeper into the small room, and tumbling us both down on the bed.

      “Fucking like the sound of that.” I crawled over him, straddling his hips as I pushed him flat, taking the bottle from his hands. “Don’t need this for what I have in mind.”

      “Might later, when I fill you in on what’s happening in this hellhole, Crone Chapter.” His finger found the button of my jeans, flicking them open with a practiced flick of his wrist. “Claim me first, mate.”
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        Justice

      

      

      Getting this circus on the road was a lot like rolling a boulder down a hill. Getting it to the ledge sucked donkey dicks and involved a lot of cursing, whining, and sweat. But once you gave it that final nudge over, it basically did all the work on its own. When our plans to send a small group turned into the entire fucking chapter, we got to work herding these pussies.

      Not an insult. I loved pussy just fine. And these were my pussies.

      I’m just saying it was a pain in the ass we hadn’t been counting on. But life in Nomad chapter was like that. You had to be ready.

      The Exec Committee were expert pussy-herders by now, and our people knew what they were supposed to do, even if they were some fucking knuckleheads sometimes. It took less than two days, and our people were packed up, all our semi-permanent structures and gear. Toxin was stashed in the warded and reinforced shipping container we used to transport special guests of the BMRMC Nomads while we were mobile.

      I’d only lost my temper twice. Lash, grouchy fuck, was helping me whip everyone into shape, while Crow was bent over her laptop with Oracle and Gin–our precious baby Treasurer–working out the deets of this move.

      I got why Lash was salty. I did. I really did. But I was this close to throwing down with him in the yard if he snapped at me one more time. Besides, he was the dumb hoe that got dickmatized by a traitor asshole just ‘cause he liked the way Puck dicked him down.

      Still. I really kinda just wanted my big brother to fucking help me with this shit without being a cunt to me every five minutes.

      I stepped back into the clubhouse, nearly entirely stripped down of anything that reminded me of the home it had been to us for the past… how long had we stayed here in Kansas? No one around. I leaned against the wall and sighed.

      Moments like this.

      Sinking into a chair, I let my head fall into my hands and took slow, deep breaths.

      Viking–

      No.

      No.

      No.

      But the thought was there already, and once that seed was planted, it sprouted.

      Viking made this shit seem easy.

      Sure, I’d always stepped up for Crow. Never hesitated. But this was a different level of responsibility. People looked at me differently–or it fucking felt like it. And I wasn’t ready for that. I hadn’t wanted this. I would give it back in a second.

      I swallowed, pressing my lips together to try to stop the tears.

      Nomads didn’t bury our dead, we burned them. There was nothing of him we were leaving behind… but it felt like we were.

      “You okay, Jus?”

      I looked up at Hex and Doc, arms full of gear they were carting from Doc’s med station, and nodded. “Yep. Just needed a break.”

      Doc and Hex exchanged glances and then Doc stepped outside, leaving me with Crow’s mate, the old man of the Prez–the First Dick, if you would.

      “You need anything?”

      Fucker. “Stop.” I waved a hand. “I’m aces. Just need to breathe for a second and I’ll be back at it.”

      “You don’t have to. We’ve got this sorted. You can–”

      “I got it, Hex. For reals. I’m gonna be just dandy in a few minutes. Just needed to step away before I put a boot up Lash’s ass.” I grinned. “Just got this nice promotion. Can’t be getting in trouble for assaulting the VP in my first two days of office.”

      Hex looked like he wanted to say something, but stopped himself. “You just holler if you need anything.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Sure will, gramps.”

      He snorted and turned to walk out the door.

      I took a slow, deep breath, pursing my lips to blow it out.

      Okay. Game face on. Time to get after it.
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      My ass. Was fucking. Numb.

      I’d spent the ferry ride leaned up against the rails with Lover Boy, and it had been a nice enough time, but getting the whole crew onto the boat had been a nightmare. The ferry system was not meant to support an operation like ours.

      We managed. Split the group into three waves. All the Executive Committee couldn’t go at once, so
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