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        This book has been expanded, and includes the serials previously released as Empowered and Descended. It has been completely re-edited. Hope you enjoy reading!
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        VAMPIRE GAME

        Complete Series Box Set www.books2read.com/VG1-3

        Vampire Love (included in Between The Sheets 2) www.books2read.com/BTSVol2
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        MOONLIGHT INN

        Mated www.books2read.com/MoonlightInn1

        Empowered www.books2read.com/MoonlightInn2

        Unlimited www.books2read.com/MoonlightInn3

        Ascended www.books2read.com/MoonlightInn4

      

      

      

      
        
        The two series can be read in any order, but be aware that Moonlight Inn contains some spoilers for the Vampire Game series, and the events take place directly after the last Vampire Game book.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Previously in the Moonlight Inn series…
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        When a pulse of magic swept through Whitby, ordinary werewolf and barmaid of the Moonlight Inn, Lyra found herself the most desirable wolf in the country. With rogue wolves coming miles to claim her as their mate, Lyra was left with one option: claim her own mates before the rogues took the choice from her.

      

      

      

      
        
        In the rainforest pocket world where Lyra and her pack shift, she bonded with her three pack members: Cas, the protective, Polish alpha; Jack, the muscular, attentive intellectual, and Gray, a man more wolf than human and Lyra’s best friend.

      

      

      

      
        
        But even with three mates, Lyra didn’t escape the hunt of the wolves, and a bigger problem presented itself. Each night Lyra suffered immense pain as magic built in her blood, gifting her the rare ability to travel from place to place, and to heal. And a new ally presented himself: Nico, a borzoi hound shifter. But can Lyra trust him?
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      “Witchcraft has a mind of its own,” Rita said defensively.

      I’d barely finished shouting into the phone, every other word a curse, demanding answers. Why had the dog I’d stroked, thinking he was harmless, turned out to be a shifter? Why had that borzoi dog shifter been able to breach the witch shields she’d laid around our cottage when they were supposed to keep us safe? I was furious, and pacing the tight space of our kitchen, my fists clenched.

      I barely noticed the door swing shut as Marie, our local healer, left. She’d just finished patching up our cuts and scrapes, and given Gray a blood-replenishing tonic. Because we’d be attacked, right beside Bridge Street in fucking public, by a trio of werewolf assholes. One of them had hurt my Gray badly, and the others had bruised Jack and Cas. I was furious, vibrating with mate rage. Even I felt like shit myself, pain pounding through my body whenever I stood still, I was still running high on panic and adrenaline.

      And I wanted fucking answers.

      I had Rita, a witch of Whitby’s coven, on speakerphone, my mobile in the middle of the kitchen table and me, my pack, and the new guy, Nico—the shifter, who looked like a narrow-faced white dog in his animal form but right now looked exactly like Legolas—crammed in around the dinged-up table.

      “Explain,” I snapped, inhaling a long drag of vanilla vapour, clenching my e-cig hard. I was scared of witches at the best of times but I’d had a really crappy day so I didn’t even think to soften my tone. My patience wasn’t just wearing thin; it was a cord that had snapped about an hour ago. Being attacked by three shifters who’d tried to abduct you—and much worse: hurt your mates—before miraculously vanishing will do that to a woman. Especially a female wolf like me. Right now I was hopped up on protective instincts like steroids. And painkillers. Lots and lots of painkillers.

      I was more than a little embarrassed by the way I kept snapping and growling, at anything from Nico shifting on his feet to a seagull flying too close to the shields. And I couldn’t stop touching my mates. Even now my hand was wrapped around Gray’s skinny forearm, my heartbeat spiking whenever he moved.

      “Time isn’t linear for our power,” Rita replied. “Witchcraft sees everything, senses all of it.”

      “Mumbo jumbo shit,” Gray whispered to me. I smirked, mostly because it was my usual response, even if I was wound too tight to be amused right now. He wasn’t wrong. Even if one look at him—pale even with healing magic working wonders in his bloodstream, bruised and battered, his long dark hair a total mess and his eyes flitting, panicked, around the room—and it was clear he was faking the amusement too.

      “Your intruder isn’t part of your pack,” Rita said, and my focus sharpened. “But if he’s able to pass the shield, he will be pack. At some point. That, or he used to be.”

      “Oh for fuck’s sake,” I muttered, dropping my head into my hand and wincing as the movement pulled at my bruised ribs, my sore wrists. The sheared-off ends of my hair slid over my fingers, an inch shorter thanks to Scarlet Bitch earlier. “Does that mean Royal can get in?”

      Jeremy Carpenter, better known by his nickname Royal. A completely insufferable ex-pack-member who’d driven me so mad that I wanted to punch him almost constantly.

      Who I’d accidentally … slept with.

      Twice.

      Cas nodded, his mind ticking over. “And Yates and Kris,” he added. “But they will not hurt us.”

      “So,” I said, holding Gray tighter despite my aching wrist. “You’re going to join our pack.” I turned my gaze on Nico. Pale and striking, with long white hair and an ethereal sense about him. He might have been nice to look at, even if he was a bit too pretty for my usual tastes, but right now he looked terrified. Possibly because Cas looked ready to grind him into a pulp and gnaw on his bones. Our alpha was not happy about the breach in our protections.

      Jack and Gray weren’t much better—Gray especially wasn’t happy at the idea of a new pack member. I held onto him tight, maybe a bit too tight, my nails digging into his skin, but he calmed. Silly wolf.

      Nico looked unsure.

      “Thanks for the help, Rita,” I said even as she began to ask if there were witnesses to our fight—there were, and no, we didn’t have a fucking clue what to do about them. I put the phone down without another word, fighting a wince. We needed to sort this mess out and this was wolf business; I didn’t want a witch listening in. Although…

      “You’re not even a wolf,” I said to our newcomer, my eyes narrowed. How the fuck was he meant to join our pack, however far in the future, when he wasn’t even a wolf?

      Fucking witches, they never made any sense.

      Nico ducked his pale head, but he caught himself before he could fully slump, raising himself up. There was a proud tilt to his chin when he said, “No, I’m not. I’m a shifter, from the royal borzoi line.”

      “Royal?” Jack asked, his chocolate eyes flaring wide. Any pain he was in—and I could feel it through our bond, a handful of aches all over his body, but especially his hands where he’d punched the blonde asshole who’d attacked us—was eclipsed by his surprise. “What do you mean royal?”

      “Shifters have royalty,” Nico replied, his spine so straight I could probably snap it with a gentle prod. In those bottle green leathers and with his white hair, he looked far from human. And given there were four werewolves at the table with him, that was saying something. “I am the last remaining member of the borzoi line. You,” he said softly, looking at me with sad black eyes, “are the last remaining member of the Russian wolf line.”

      “I’m not Russian,” I said with a laugh that quickly died as I processed his meaning. “Come the fuck again?”

      “You’re the last living member of the Russian wolf line of shifter royalty.”

      “Cool,” I said, my heart lurching before it began to sprint. Sweat pricked the back of my neck, my breathing suddenly tight. “Great. Awesome.”

      Last living member. Royal. Russian wolf line. Shifter.

      My hands started to shake, each breath a battle to get oxygen into my lungs. My grip weakened until my hand slid off Gray’s wrist. So close—this was so close to what the coven leader Claudette had said: that I wasn’t a werewolf, but something else.

      “Lyra,” Cas said gently, reaching across the table to touch my arm. The wince he fought back as he strained some injury made me want to launch out of my chair and pull him close, make sure nobody could ever hurt him again. But the way he was looking at me, believing every word Nico had said…

      “Bye,” I said, and jumped out of my chair, bolting through the door and down the hall, as if I could outrace the truth that was determined to catch up on me. But I was a werewolf. I had to be. I always had been.

      But my legs still turned to jelly as I stumbled another hurried step, and in the back of my mind, in that dark Narnia closet of trauma and black thoughts, a terrified voice said, what if they’re right? What if I’m not a wolf?

      I didn’t get far—didn’t make it far before Jack caught up to me, taking firm hold of my wrist and pulling me back so I fell against his chest in the middle of the hallway. I hiccuped a breath, so close to a sob. Strength sapped from me as Jack’s strong arms folded around me, but I was okay. With Jack here, bound tight in his arms, I felt as safe as if a fucking fortress built around me.

      “He’s deluded,” I said weakly, a last attempt to deny the truth.

      Jack said nothing, just laid a kiss in my hair.

      I didn’t want to think about it but the universe wouldn’t let me outrun the possibility of me being something … else. First Claudette, coven elder, had told me I wasn’t a wolf and now this. Nico had said I was a shifter. A Russian wolf shifter, not a werewolf. And … royalty? No. No, thank you. I was perfectly happy with my life as an ordinary werewolf. Sure, I was a wolf who’d been screwed up by wayward magic that had sent my scent halfway across the country, and sure I was in season right now, but this? No. Not a damn chance.

      Shifters were powerful. Unlike werewolves who were bound to the full moon, they could shift at will. That, and the fact they had magic, was all I knew about them. I didn’t have magic. I couldn’t be a shifter. I’d cling to anything that disproved what Nico had said.

      “My parents were wolves,” I said angrily. “I should know. I grew up with them. I watched them get murdered right in front of me while a rival alpha forced me to watch. They died because they were wolves.” My voice broke. “I shift every single full moon. I’m a werewolf.”

      Jack held me tighter, scattering kisses down my face, his mood steady and even through the mating bond. “I know,” he said calmly, those steadfast eyes regarding me, and I felt something in my chest uncoil until I could breathe. “And even if what he says is true, that doesn’t change anything. Not between us as pack, or us as mates.”

      “Alright,” I said, my voice coming out thick. I swallowed the lump in my throat, swallowed down my fear along with it. I wanted to lock my panic in my mental Narnia but with pretty boy in our kitchen, still talking to two of my mates … this wasn’t a problem I could avoid.

      So I straightened up, released Jack, and drew a knife from my pocket, feeling better with its weight in my palm. With my free hand, I reached up and cupped Jack’s cheek, my heart straining with emotion. “Thank you.”

      He turned his face into my hand, brushing a kiss against my palm. “Just doing my job.”

      I rolled my eyes, finding enough amusement to huff a laugh. The bonds between me and my mates were still so new but we were finding our way slowly. We were getting there. Even if a cabal of rogue wolf assholes wouldn’t let me live in peace, making it a little difficult to find alone time.

      Not to mention the stabbing in my bloodstream that had paralysed me last night.

      Don’t think about that now. One problem at a time.

      Dagger in hand, I marched back into the kitchen and pointed the sharp end at Nico. Light glinted off the clear gem in the hilt, the scuffed edge of the blade thanks to it sliding across the tarmac in the fight. “Alright, explain,” I spat.

      Nico recoiled, alarm flashing in his dark eyes, but he quickly straightened his posture, his body slim beneath the green leathers but tensed for a fight. Again that automatic shrinking away before he made himself stand tall. “I can only tell you what I know,” he said carefully, his voice as lovely as his face. Both of which irritated me right now. I wanted to intimidate him, not be attracted to him.

      “Well get on with it,” Gray snapped, hazel eyes flashing. My thoughts exactly.

      “As far as we were all aware, the second royal line died out twenty years ago.” Nico met my eyes. His black irises should have been unsettling, but as I looked into them, I felt the same thing I had the first time I’d seen him as a dog. He looked sad, and haunted, and soulful. I sighed, and stopped being so hard on him. It wasn’t really his fault this was laying itself at my door, even if he was the mouthpiece of this particular problem.

      “And you reckon I’m your long-lost queen?” I asked sardonically, drawing my armour of choice around me—a  sharp tongue and a fierce glare. “That seems likely. I love princess shit. Pink. Sparkles. Floaty dresses.”

      “You do have that floaty skirt,” Gray pointed out, ever the smart-mouth.

      “It’s jet black with skulls all over it,” I shot back. “What am I princess of? Hell?”

      Grey snickered.

      “Enough,” Cas said, strong enough that we shut up. “You say Lyra is lost queen, Nicodemus?”

      “Nicodemus?” I burst out, unable to help myself. “That’s your name?”

      “It is,” the shifter replied, his head high.

      “Right,” I said. “Sorry. Didn’t mean to laugh. It’s a nice name.”

      His eyes turned dull, and I regretted my outburst instantly. Part of me wanted to give him a hug and say sorry, and it was so out of character that I just froze. It was probably just my mating instincts misfiring, not realising Nico wasn’t my mate.

      “I know she’s royalty. I recognise it in your scent, Lyra.”

      “Yay, more people trying to claim her,” Gray muttered. Cas gave him a sharp look to silence him.

      “Your scent doesn’t lie,” Nico told me, his dark eyes unfathomably sad. “I’m sorry to be the one to tell you this, but you’re the only remaining member of your line.”

      “I know that,” I said quietly. I wasn’t about to tell him about watching my mum and dad die, though.

      If anything, that just made his deep eyes even sadder. “I’m sorry, Lyra. Truly.”

      I shrugged, but the heartfelt apology made me like him a bit more.

      He sighed and pulled out a chair, dropping into it. “Our lines were deliberately decimated. A non-royal now rules us, known to me only as my Lord.” His head dipped, shame colouring his face. “He wants to hurt you, Lyra. I’m here to prevent that. He and another shifter Lord planned to send a wolf to trick you into claiming him, and he would have presented you with this.” He dove into the pocket of his dark green leathers, from which he produced a large velvet jewellery box. “It’s cursed, or enchanted, something to make you compliant.”

      My blood ran cold. “Compliant with what?”

      Nico shook his head, his jaw fixing. “I don’t know.”

      “Convenient,” Cas said, a growl in his voice. His silver eyes were cold, alpha power rumbling from him.

      I bit the inside of my lip, not sure what to say or do.

      Except… “I think Rita’s right,” I sighed, averting my eyes from all of them. I grabbed a flyer from the middle of the table, promoting a battle of the bands at the end of the week, just for something to do with my hands. “Look, it’s mental, but I think Nico will be pack. It just feels … right. And you know I don’t normally do this spiritual, mystic shit. But I’m having a gut feeling here.”

      I lifted my head to see Cas searching my face. He nodded. “Then he stays. But I don’t know how a dog shifter can be with werewolf pack. You figure out, Lyra.”

      I grinned, not at what he was saying but the way he said my name. Full of fondness, that particular twist from his deep, bass rumble, the Slavic tilt of his accent. I fucking loved it when he said my name. And it was either the stressful day or mate urges, but I wanted him. Immediately.

      “Later,” he promised, and I did my best not to sulk.

      “So,” Nico said, looking around at us, his shoulders up by his ears. “I’m staying here?”

      Jack raised an eyebrow. “It looks like it.”

      Gray’s mouth pressed into a line.

      “He did help us out back there,” I pointed out quietly. “He probably saved our lives. He definitely stopped me being kidnapped by crazies. We’ll just ignore this shifter royalty bullshit.”

      Nico opened his mouth to protest, but wisely shut it and said, “Thank you. I will endeavour to earn your trust.”

      I saw a snarky insult forming on Gray’s lips but pointed my dagger at him. “Shut it.”

      Everyone returned to normal activity; Cas going to check the phone for any missed calls, Gray hauling food out of the fridge, and Jack thumping a big book onto the table, hooking his glasses over his ears and squinting at the tiny text. I just sat there, sneaking surreptitious glances at the shifter, not entirely sure what to make of him.

      Before I could really process it, our pack of four became a pack of five.
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