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Gunner
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I glanced around the bare apartment one last time before grabbing my large duffel bag. Everything I owned was inside it, including my gun collection. I shook my head. I just had no idea how things went downhill so quickly.

With a heavy sigh, I closed the door and headed down the stone stairs to my bike. After strapping the duffel to the back of the Harley, I started the engine and headed south on I-49 for what I hoped would be a new life.

I didn’t want to, but my thoughts drifted to Jade. We’d been together for two years, and I thought we were happy. She even knew about my secret and I thought she accepted it. Turned out that secret was what eventually tore us apart. But there was nothing I could do about that now. The only options I had were to move on and hope to find my footing somewhere other than Shreveport. That didn’t mean I was leaving Louisiana altogether, no. I had an offer down in New Orleans that I couldn’t pass up.

My mind floated away from Jade while the warm air hit me in the face and the bike rumbled beneath me as I sped down the interstate. I’d been sitting in a bar in Shreveport three nights ago, nursing my broken heart, when a man approached me. Tall and daunting with an impressive dark beard and deep voice, he’d asked me to sit with him in the corner of the bar. I thought it was weird but I did it anyway because this fucker was scary as hell and didn’t look like he took no for an answer.

“Psycho,” he said, introducing himself. 

At first, I thought he was calling me that before I realized that was how he identified himself, and a glance at his black leather vest showed me just that.

“Dane,” I replied, shaking his hand and sitting when he indicated.

“Would you like another bourbon?” he asked, pointing to my half-full drink.

I looked down at it, then into his serious brown eyes. “How did you know I was drinking bourbon?”

“Well, I heard you order it, but also, most wolves like it. It’s one of the more potent liquors to help get a little buzz.” He raised his glass to his lips as he watched me.

I lifted an eyebrow at his comment. Yes, we werewolves could sense each other. Normally, we just ignored others if we didn’t have a reason to interact. I glanced down at his vest again and back into his eyes. “What do you want, man?”

A smile I thought was probably rare lifted his lips. “Straight to the point. All right. Truth be told, Dane, I was in here last night and heard you talking to your buddy about your situation. Is it true you’re homeless and couch-surfing?”

I nodded slowly, a little weirded out that he’d been eavesdropping when I’d talked to some guy in the bar last night. He wasn’t a friend; he was just a good listener, seated on the stool next to me. I’d listened to his problems, he’d listened to mine. “Yeah, why?”

“You have a pretty sweet Harley,” he commented.

“It’s old but it gets me from point A to point B.”

“I’m recruiting for our club. We’re in New Orleans and in need of more members. Are you interested?” he asked.

“What, like a motorcycle gang?” I asked, glancing at his vest once more, seeing a symbol of a wolf standing inside of a half moon. He had the same symbol tattooed on his neck.

He shook his head. “Nah, we’re a club. We are self-sustaining and have our own businesses and housing. We pay taxes and look out for one another.” He lowered his voice and his gaze darted around the place before he added, “And we have an alliance with all the supes in the area. Vamps, witches, you get the gist. What we don’t do is put up with bullshit, like fucking with kids and women. You feel me?”

He had my attention, and I was piqued, because honestly, I had nothing else going for me. Jade had dumped me just in time for our lease to be up. I was only couch-surfing because I hadn’t bothered to look for a place before it ended. I thought we were staying there, so she’d blindsided me by not renewing the lease, much to my surprise. I had money, but I didn’t want to waste it on hotels while I house-hunted. And honestly, I hadn’t found many things in my price range. 

“What would I have to do?” I asked.

“We’ll give you a job. What do you do now?” he asked.

“Bike mechanic.”

He grinned again. “Perfect. We could always use more mechanics. We buy and flip bikes as one of our businesses.”

So a job. Great. “This pays as well?”

He nodded. “Yes, but less if you choose to live on the compound in the provided housing.”

Compound. Interesting.

So a place to crash and a job. Sounded too good to be true. “And I have to pledge or whatever to the club?”

He nodded. “Yes. You’ll be a prospect first, then we’ll get you patched after you prove yourself. Do you have a woman or kids?”

I shook my head. “No woman... not anymore. No kids.”

“Even better,” he replied.

I glanced down at his patches again and pointed to one. “Bayou Wolves?”

“Yes.”

“Real subtle,” I scoffed.

He chuckled. “I get that a lot. Of course, humans don’t pay any attention. In fact, when we’re in public, they avoid us altogether.”

“That doesn’t surprise me.” I shrugged.

This fucker had to be well over six feet and almost just as wide with muscle, intimidation and authority coming off him in waves.

“Do you have any other skills or talents?” he asked, lifting his drink.

I shrugged. “I like to collect guns and I’m a pretty good shot, if that counts.”

“It absolutely does,” he replied. “You could be a real asset to us with that.”

I paused a minute, then asked, “Can I think about it?” 
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