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      For Maycee. You are a superstar my friend.
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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. HOT 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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      Ajax

      Music bumped and blared through the club speakers, the bass beat thumping a rhythm in my soul. A few members waved fingers at me, but for the most part, unless they were looking for something–a drink, a fix, a good time–club brats were mostly invisible. Which was fine by me. I wasn’t a witch, and wasn't really part of the club. Blood Moon was a coven at the heart, and being human meant that I was relegated to the fringes, even if we all lived under the same roof.

      That wasn’t to say that the members weren’t nice. Most of them were. But we weren’t first class citizens in the MC. Knew that going in. Money was money, though. And a place to crash beat trying to make it in the human world, knowing the shit I knew.

      “Ajax, baby.” Cool fingers tripped down the back of my arm as I passed a table playing poker. “Be my good luck charm, sweetheart?” Thor’s thick lashes batted at me while his hand threaded with mine. “Make it worth your night.”

      I leaned over, pressing a soft kiss to the corner of the man’s mouth before pulling away. “Can’t.” I nodded towards the bar, which was three deep with patrons. “Got bar tonight.” 

      “Tell Diego to sling drinks, that asshole hasn’t shown up to his last three fucking shifts already.” Thor tugged at our joined fingers, sliding his chair out from under the table enough to make room for me on his lap. But my attention was already elsewhere. Thor was a good time, but what he said about Diego bothered me.

      In the far corner of the bar, where the lights never really reached, Wisdom held court. He was a fucking mean asshole, and liked to keep his favorites–club brats, sweetbutts, prospects, whatever–on short as fuck leashes. Meant when a brat had duty, they were fucking there, with bells on. My boy Diego had been his favorite brat for more than a minute.

      “Ain’t D at Wisdom’s feet, Thor.” I let him pull me into his lap while we both peered into the fog that surrounded Wisdom’s realm. Thor’s meaty palm settled on my thigh, but we were both looking at the new puppy that had taken up Diego’s seat. “You seen him lately?”

      “Not my flavor,” Thor grunted, shifting in his seat under me. The pretty brunette was a bit too much of the female persuasion for Thor, it was true. Wisdom didn’t seem to care about gender, just obedience, and the little puppy that was tucked up close to him looked like she was under his spell for sure. Hair practically covering her face as she was held tight on a leash against Wisdom’s thigh. “Don’t keep track.”

      “Shit.” I turned and pressed a distracted kiss to his lips and stood, making my way to the bar where I had stashed my phone.

      Flipping through my contacts, I pressed the phone to my ear, finger in the other to hear the faint ringing on the other end. Nine rings, then it cut off. No voicemail. Second try was exactly the same.

      “You good for a few?” I tossed at the newest Brat, Camilla. She didn’t respond other than to widen her eyes at me and shake her head. I blew a quick kiss to her and trotted through the kitchen to the back hall.

      “Fucking Diego.” I pressed my phone to my face and waited while it rang through again. The dead air at the end of the rings settled like lead in my fucking gut.

      Things had been shifting. Nothing you could point to–more a feeling than anything else–but I fucking knew feelings, and D not answering and not showing up was wrong. The hallway was silent, which wasn’t a surprise. There weren’t many of us brats that lived on property. Just the handful who made BMRMC our home. Living at the MC was an earned spot. Meant we had more freedom, more trust–meant we were special to someone, or everyone.

      Diego’s room was all the way at the end of the hall. Sucking up to the Mother House liaison–or swallowing his cock– had its benefits, one of which was getting a prime room. Or at least, he had. The door was ajar when I got there. Pushing it open sent a skitter of unease down my spine. Fucking room was stripped bare. Only the faintest trace of the fact anyone had ever lived there.

      Carefully I closed the door behind me, letting the lock click fully shut before I headed back to the bar. Diego had been a brat for longer than I had. He’d worked his way up the ranks. Was over the moon when Wisdom had chosen him as one of his. 

      I worked my way back down the hall, anxiety crawling through my veins. If Diego was gone, what else had I missed? Slipping into my own room, I took a long slow breath, feeling the world around me. Feeling the vibes of the clubhouse itself. Wasn’t a fucking witch, but there was a reason I didn’t fit with the normies. Might be fully fucking human, but some of us were just a little more attuned. Maybe we had something in our ancestry. Maybe we were just wired differently. But vibes? They sang in my soul. Feeling the air around me, the intentions of those that filled Blood Moon Riders MC Mother House Chapter clubhouse rolled through my veins.

      The witches usually felt like a cool drink of water. Why I liked living there. Normies grew muddy and disharmonious over time. But the witches? They were calm to my brain. As I sat on my bed, phone dangling between my fingers, fog rolled in. The quiet forest of magic that had been my world for the past several years was changing. And the sinister thick gray fog that I felt nearly made me gag.

      Stuffing my phone back in my pocket, I bolted for the door. Had to fucking tell someone. I closed my eyes as I left my room, searching for the cool flowing water that had always lay at the heart of the MC, and I followed that stream to the one person I knew would listen.
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      Syren’s office was at the far end of the clubhouse. All the way down the long hall of member rooms and admin offices. Past Church and tucked away. Kept the office quiet, or as quiet as anywhere on property was on party night. Saturdays were fucking tripping at BMR. Club pulled out all the stops and opened its doors to those who could find them. I found them, and never left, but more humans–normies–never even knew there was an MC in town. Never knew that the road into the property existed.

      Syren’s door stood ajar, light spilling into the hallway telling me that our VP was burning the midnight oil, as it were.  I expected nothing less. VP of the Mother House chapter needed to be on point to support our Prez, but also to be on tap for the coven itself. 

      I took a slow breath, tasting the vibes that flowed around me, and knocked as I pushed the door open. VP wasn’t fucking alone. Fucking, yes. But the piercing look that Cannon gave me over the top of Syren’s head was not one of welcome.

      “Shut the fucking door, brat.” The wadded up paper that flew at me went far right, but the sentiment came across loud and fucking clear.

      “Door was open.” I shrugged and rolled my shoulder over the frame as I let myself fully in, raising a brow at the top of Syren’s head. “Got a problem,” I growled, closing the door with an audible click and leaning against it. The fishnets I had worn under my shorts itched as my skin stuck to the paint in the sticky heat that had started to coat everything in Alabama, even in early fucking spring.

      “Yeah, my bartender left a greenhorn behind the bar all alone on party night.” Her eyes ticked up to me for a brief moment before she dropped her head back to the desk and eyed Cannon over her shoulder, like we weren’t having a conversation while he was balls deep in her. Did I care? Fuck no. But Cannon’s frustration, and possible burgeoning blue balls were clearly written all over his red face.

      I cleared my throat and scratched the back of my neck when Cannon finally gave up and sat back in the leather office chair behind VP’s desk. “Yeah, I think this is important enough that maybe a few assholes have to wait for a vodka tonic, or fucking get it themselves.” 

      “Bigger than members having to get their own drinks, then.” A huff escaped her lips and she sat up and grabbed her discarded panties and slipped them back on, indicating one of the chairs facing the desk for me to sit. “Don’t know anything about accounting, by any chance?”

      “What? No, why?”

      “Got a few accounts, ain’t clearing the way they should.” She vaguely gestured to the laptop that had been pushed so far to the end of the desk that a stiff breeze would have tipped it into the waiting trashcan below. “Cannon was helping me look.”

      “Yeah, I could see that, the way he had your ankles around his neck.” I rolled my eyes, and Cannon huffed like a fucking two year old who ain’t got his nap on time. I liked Cannon, I really did. He was fairly non douche-y for the VP’s mate, he didn’t abuse the brats or hassle the sweetbutts. But he also wasn’t coven. MC yes, but not coven.

      “I got kicked out of my house at sixteen.” I huffed a dry laugh. “Can’t have no gay psychic tainting the Fredricksons. Been here long enough, your problems are my problems.” Fuckers.

      “Well, shit.” Syren pulled out a bottle from her bottom drawer and pushed a glass of whiskey my way, offering one to Cannon as well, but he just folded his arms over his chest in clear indication that he wanted this meeting over with. “This something psychic, or are we out of Jager again?”

      “Fuck Syren, I wish we were out of fucking Jager, that shit is nasty, and leaves the worst fucking sticky paste on the inside of glasses.” I leaned back in my chair and sifted through my brain to figure out how to phrase shit. “There’s fog.” I sighed and rubbed my hands down my face, smearing glitter and kohl over my palms. “BMR is like a cool stream, yeah? And something’s shitting in the water.”

      “That how we feel to you?”

      “Yeah. A calm forest with a nice stream. And now there’s a storm coming.” I sat up and looked at her. “Shit’s not right. And I haven’t been paying attention.”

      “Ajax, you know why I took you in?” Syren laced her fingers on the top of the desk and looked at me. “It wasn’t ‘cause you begged for a job. Wasn’t 'cause a homeless teenager swept up to my door.”

      “Didn’t fucking think so.” I rolled my eyes. We’d had this conversation before. Many times. Syren had pulled me under her wing a decade before. Curled me into the bosom of the club, and made me home. Even if I would always be less-than in the magical world.

      “You taste magic.” Her amber eyes pierced me, pinning me to my chair as she rolled her shoulders and stood. “You can taste it like I do. Like any witch in this building does, but you do it without ever pulling it, without us feeling your presence. You have instincts built into you that I would kill for.”

      “Then why am I barback and scrubbing skanky Jager out of glasses.”

      “Because I have needed you with your ear to the ground.” She held out her hand to me and pulled me from my chair. “Let's take a walk.”

      “Diego ain’t in his room.” I started as she opened the door and led me back to the bar.

      “I was afraid of that.”

      “What?” I turned to look at her, but the roar of bikes and the jarring call of horns filled the air coming in from the open front doors.

      “Fucking cavalry’s here.” She pushed me behind her, and the crackle of power rolled through me, my spine a light with the cold that she called to her hands. “Hope it’s fucking ours.”
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      Lash

      If there’s anyplace more fucking miserable than Huntsville in the heat, I haven’t been there. If I wasn’t already pissy getting booted from another vehicle in the caravan, feeling swampy the instant I stepped out of the truck with Ivy after listening to her jack her jaw for four motherfucking days would have sent me over the edge.

      “And there’s Justice,” Ivy sneered under her breath, nudging me. “Can’t help but run her m–”

      “Shut your cock holster,” I growled, riding a sudden wave of rage that I am going to insist til I die was part heat-induced. “You got such a big fucking problem with the Nomads’ SAA, you can leave the fucking Nomads.”

      I about-faced and stalked off. Her truck, her chores. We’d just landed in the front yard of the Mother House–the coven’s quarters, not the MC’s clubhouse–and already I felt like something was riding my ass.

      “Lash, you–” Crow started as soon as she saw me, moving back from the lead vehicle with Hex stalking behind her.

      “Staying behind. You and Justice going to talk to Beatrice. Probably best for Hell to go with you, since he and I don’t play well together,” I cut her off, flat, and she paused.

      I could see in her face that she wanted to say something, but she didn’t.

      “Right. We’ll let you know what goes down.”

      “Sure.”

      It was best we kept shit short and
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