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      Welcome onboard the Moonlight Siren for a thrilling cruise with a witch and wolf shifter.

      

      As the ship’s art auctioneer, I’m under pressure to boost sales. When I discover a magnificent painting, I’m sure it’s key to turning our ship around.

      

      Enter wolf shifter Rex, the new bassist for the ship’s rock cover band. When I first see him, I think he’s hot. But he barely utters two words to me. Awkward.

      

      When the painting goes missing, my career is on the line. Who, of all people, volunteers to help me. Rex. I’m not crazy about the idea, but I’m desperate to find the artwork.

      

      Time is running out, and danger is closing in…

      

      If you love short, fun, instalove romance, set sail with the supernatural crew in Howl Me to the Moon!
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      PIPER

      “We need to have a tremendous week in sales, Piper,” my vampire boss Marcel insisted in his French accent as he stepped into the art auction storage room. His expensive leather shoes echoed across the floor. “The last two cruises were rather”—he frowned—”lackluster.”

      “Yes, Marcel, noted.” I rose from being stooped over a painting in the art gallery. I loved working here, surrounded by stunning artwork. The scent of paint and canvas had such a soothing effect on me, which was complemented by the soft classical music I played in the background to help set the mood during our auctions.

      I’d been playing with lighting to highlight the best attributes of a painting I’d obtained especially for this week. That was one of the things that made me good at my job.

      “And this is key to making it happen.” I motioned at the newest piece, an abstract work with vibrant, shimmering gold and crimson colors. “All the guests will be clamoring to bring this one-of-a-kind beauty back home with them.”

      Marcel rubbed his pointy chin as he moved closer and assessed the painting. “It truly is remarkable. The one from Naples, correct?”

      “Yes. An estate sale of a reclusive dragon shifter's private collection. The artist was his mate, a human. She enhanced the paint with enchanted dragon fire.” I pointed at the canvas. “That’s why the colors appear so animated, like they’re flickering as if true flames.” I paused while he scrutinized the unique piece. “If you look long enough, I swear it looks like the flames are moving—alive—and you can see the shape of wings and scales within it.”

      Marcel made a sound of acknowledgment and tipped his head. “Like a dragon.”

      With a smile, I nodded. “Precisely.”

      “Good, good.” He stood up straight, looming over me with his tall, thin frame. He was at least three hundred years old but looked no older than fifty with his jet-black hair and sharp features. “I trust you and Sloane are prepared for tomorrow?”

      “We are indeed. He’s setting up the auction room now.” Sloane was a fox shifter who worked auctions with me.

      “All right.” Marcel brought his hands together. “Let’s wow them with the preview show tomorrow.” Then he turned and sauntered out of the room with long strides.

      I assessed the magical vibration around the Armando painting to ensure my protection spell was in place. My magic was the main source of security for our artwork since human technology could so easily be tampered with. I turned to the others that we were going to feature this week. We had a few other valuable pieces, but unfortunately, no one had been interested enough to fork over the significant funds needed to purchase them during the last few sailings. That was why Marcel was getting anxious, which in turn made work more stressful for me. Overall, he was a decent boss. He let Sloane and me have some flexibility with our selections in art and business—to some extent. I was in my early thirties, and Sloane was barely out of college, and we embraced more modern approaches to the art world. But Marcel was traditional and could sometimes be stuck in his ways.

      I got so caught up in planning out the selections for tomorrow’s preview that I lost track of time. When I glanced at my watch, I groaned—I was running late to meet Kylie.

      I dashed to my cabin and removed my sensible work shoes and stiff navy blue cruise staff uniform with my name tag reading Piper Thorne, witch. Whereas on human cruise lines, crew often wore tags noting their country, on this new cruise line designed for supernaturals—crew were encouraged to reveal their species. We were finishing out the summer season in Alaska before we repositioned to warmer waters this fall. I reached into my tiny closet—everything in my cabin was compact—and pulled out a vintage Bohemian dress that I loved. It was sky blue and light and flowed softly around my legs like clouds in the sky.

      I checked my appearance in the tiny mirror over my desk, running my fingers to smooth out the wayward strands of rose-gold hair. I changed colors whenever I felt like I needed something new, so I had recently moved from bright pink to this softer hue. Then I added a fresh coat of pink gloss, smacked my lips together, and slipped on a pair of sandals. I headed upstairs to meet Kylie. She’d just finished her shift tending bar, and we planned to meet in the atrium before heading up to the Nocturnal Lounge.

      I passed a line of supernaturals dressed up to have their photos professionally taken and found her sitting at a table near a porthole, gazing out to the sea. She also had changed out of her uniform to a more casual outfit of black jeans and a flowing black top that accentuated the bright sapphire of her hair. That was the first thing I’d noticed about her when she was a guest on this cruise last month. Since she was sitting alone and looking slightly uncomfortable, I introduced myself. We quickly became friends, especially after she joined the crew a few weeks ago.

      “Kylie-Ky,” I greeted her.

      She turned to me and smiled. “Looking good, Piper-Pi.” Then she tipped her head and teased, “You’re not too late.”

      “Oof.” I motioned with a wave of my hand. “Artwork that’s centuries old doesn’t think a few minutes is worth mentioning.”

      “I was thinking you got lost in the gallery,” she teased. “Ready?” She stood. “I want to get a good seat for their first show back.”

      “You bet.”

      Kylie’s mate was Damien, a vampire and lead guitarist for Blue Luna Shadows, the rock cover band on our ship, the Moonlight Siren. When their selkie shifter bassist started a brawl onstage last month, he quit, and the band needed to quickly find a replacement.

      As we walked out of the lounge, I said, “Have you heard them play yet?”

      “Just a bit at practice,” she said. “The new guy, Rex, is quite—um⁠—”

      When she didn’t finish, I prodded, “Quite what?”

      She grinned. “You’ll see.”

      I blinked at her. “What does that mean? Is he some kind of circus freak?”

      She laughed. “No, he’s a wolf shifter. Huge and looks intimidating as hell. But he’s actually quite nice. More golden retriever than werewolf.”

      With a harrumph, I said, “That’s good. The last thing the band needs is an ego like Angus’s.”

      All I wanted was a cold fruity beverage and some good music with my friends so I could unwind properly before a whirlwind week of auctions.

      Absolutely zero drama.
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      REX

      I rolled my shoulders and adjusted the strap of my bass guitar for the third time before I checked the sound. My wolf moved restlessly beneath my skin. What was up with him today? He’d been unable to sit still all morning.

      Settle down, I told him. I couldn't screw this up—not when this was a new start for us. There was no way I would go crawling back to my former pack.

      "Nervous, new guy?" Van, the lead singer, teased as he sauntered up to the mic stand in the Nocturnal Lounge, the intimate space with the small stage for performances.

      I didn’t have the same confidence as he exuded, especially tonight. It was my first night playing in front of the guests of the Moonlight Siren. I’d been hired to join Luna Blue Shadows, and tonight was our first live gig. No pressure—just my entire future riding on this new opportunity.

      “Nah,” I lied and shook my head. “Just anxious to play.”

      I strummed a few notes of “Born to Be Wild,” making sure everything sounded good. The acoustic quality in the lounge, enhanced by enchanted crystals, added an ethereal vibe that suited this cruise line that catered to supernaturals. Tonight was '60s night, one of our themes for each night we played. We’d fine-tuned the set list during practice over the last couple of weeks to ensure I fit in seamlessly.

      "As long as you're not as fiery-headed as our last bassist, we should be good," said Caleb, the massive gray gargoyle, booming from behind the drum set.

      Yeah, I’d heard about that fight. The selkie shifter, Angus, had let his ego control his emotions. He’d lashed out, lunging at Caleb—which made as much sense as stage-diving into a boulder. Angus quit, and the band scrambled for a replacement.

      Which worked out with perfect timing for me as I was looking into options with a supernatural network. Not only did I need a place to live but a way to make a living, or I’d go full wolf and live in the forest.

      This opportunity was perfect. I had a chance to see the world, to explore beyond the confines of my former pack’s territory. And though I missed the dynamics of pack life, I found comfort in the routine of ship life and working with the band. We’d already spent countless hours together, rehearsing and preparing for nights like this.

      I chuckled to offset my anxiety. “I’m more fur than fire.” I strummed my bass, fingers steady despite my nerves.

      “And I’m on fire, baby,” Van said, motioning in front of his body before cocking his hip. The jaguar shifter loved attention.

      What an eclectic band I’d ended up joining—one with a vampire, jaguar, and gargoyle. The four of us were a supernatural mix of fangs, fur, and stone. Pretty wild.

      Damien, the vampire, with long black hair and

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/moonlight-siren-series-covers.jpg
* x

OWL
. Cj\/[E 10
SJ\L O0N-

LISA CARLISLE





