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The bloodsucker glowered at me from under the fringe lying lazily over his eyes. “Fuck you, shifter!”

He scrabbled up from where I’d thrown him out on his ass and scurried away, chancing occasional glances back at me as he fled like the coward he was. As soon as he had cleared the parking lot and disappeared into the night, I chuckled with a head shake and headed back into the club.

“What was that about?” 

I turned around to see the club’s president, Six, standing there looking at me with something close to amusement coloring his features.

“Vamp managed to sneak inside.” I cleared my throat. “Won’t happen again, boss.”

Six narrowed his eyes and stared past me into the night, where the vampire was long gone, having used his preternatural speed to disappear into the dark. “How’d it happen?”

I lifted a shoulder and let it fall as I pulled a piece of gum from the front pocket of my jeans. I’d quit chewing dip, and gum was the only thing that kept me orally fixated since I didn’t smoke. “Not sure. Found him pawing Candi. She was holding her own, so I just watched until she looked at me and seemed to need help. He wouldn’t take his mitts off her. Didn’t know he was a vamp ’til the fucker hissed at me as I grabbed him.” 

He looked annoyed but kept his cool. “All right, I’ll talk to her.”

“Thanks, boss.”

“Everything else all right?” he asked, piercing me with his intense golden-green eyes.

I nodded, my hands on my hips. “Yeah, copacetic, boss.”

“Good.” He clapped me on the shoulder and walked off.

Candi was one of the club whores, and while I never paid them much mind, it was my job to make sure everyone inside the club stayed safe. The look of panic on her face when the vamp had been all over her had sent off alarm bells in my head and I knew it was time to act. 

As it was a Tuesday night, the club wasn’t very busy. Church was held on the weekends, and the bigger crowds didn’t show up until then, so it was a bit dead in here. 

I felt her breath on me before her touch on my bare bicep.

“Thank you for what you did back there.”

I glanced down to see Candi standing next to me, her long red fingernails grazing up and down my tattooed arm. She peered up at me, her fake eyelashes batting as she waited for a response. I avoided dragging my gaze down to her humongous tits spilling out from the red leather top and kept my eyes trained above the chin like I’d learned to do with women in my thirty-plus years.

“You’re welcome, Candi. Not sure how that vamp got in here, anyway.”

I watched as she glanced around briefly before looking back to me. “Angelica has some kind of obsession with them. I think she invited him in. I just wish she’d keep her addictions outside of here. This is the only place I can relax and feel safe. But not with vamps running around.” The small shudder she barely suppressed didn’t go unnoticed by me.

I relaxed a little when I saw Candi show a more vulnerable side, and I put my hand on her bare shoulder in the same way Six had done to me. “It’s okay, he’s gone now. I’m sorry he slipped past me, but it won’t happen again. You really are safe in here.” 

She lifted her eyes to mine, looking hopeful.

“Okay?” I asked.

She nodded, her platinum-blonde hair bouncing around her shoulders. “Yeah, I’m good.” She glanced around the club, then back to me. “Thanks, Holden. You’re always one of the good guys.”

I bit back a smile. “Just doin’ my job.”

She winked at me and sauntered off. I pulled my phone out of my pocket and shot off a text to Six to let him know about Angelica’s little vampire addiction.

***
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I sank into my recliner and blew out a breath. With a beer in one hand and the remote in the other, I popped on the TV and caught up on Sports Center. As the commentary droned on, my mind drifted.

I had so much going on lately. While I wasn’t a new prospect with the Dark Leopards MC, I was still pretty low on the food chain there. Which was fine with me. I had no big ambitions to take over the club or anything. I just wanted to be a part of their organization. 

But... I hadn’t stumbled on the club by mistake. About six years ago, a serious error in judgment landed me in federal prison. I still wasn’t proud for agreeing to take that measly five-grand in cash in exchange for driving a kilo of meth over the U.S./Mexico border, but it is what it is. I’d been desperate as fuck for money at the time, and it seemed like an easy way to put a dent in my mother’s hospital bills. That shit had backfired on me and had cost me forty-eight months behind bars. Every day of those forty-eight months I’d kicked myself for having that goddamn 9mm pistol under the seat. Without the weapon, I’d have maybe done a year or two, tops.

The feds didn’t like anyone having guns but them. And now, I wasn’t allowed to have one at all—ever again. 

My cellmate had belonged to the Dark Leopards MC before he had gotten locked up and he’d told me to look him up when I got out. The rest, as they say, is history. I was grateful they’d given me a hand up—not a hand out—after my release until I could get on my feet. About six months after I got out, I was able to land a job as a journeyman electrician for a local electric repair company. Turned out I was a quick study. Now I owned my own company, doing small jobs like moving outdoor outlets so they were up to code and replacing wiring in older homes. I’d started as an enforcer for the Dark Leopards club and that was where I intended to stay so I could remain a member.

Did I have any regrets? Of course. Didn’t we all? My mother had succumbed to her illness while I had been locked up, and I had been denied the chance to attend her funeral. I wasn’t even allowed a bedside visit to say goodbye. That was my biggest regret, honestly. My brother, Sean, liked to constantly remind me that he had to attend her funeral without me, but there was nothing I could do about that now. The past was the past, and he could either forgive me for my transgressions, or fuck right off. And I’d told this to his face several times.

Tired of listening to the commentators speculate about what the Dallas Cowboys were going to do next season, I lifted the remote then turned the TV off. I drained the last of my beer, tossed the glass bottle into the trash, and made my way into my bedroom. After a hot shower, it didn’t take long for me to succumb to the power of sleep.

***
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As I drank my coffee at my small dining room table, I had my phone in my hand. Being a business owner was hard work. I didn’t realize how much of my free time it would suck up until it was too late. That being said, I had absolutely no social life, so what did it matter? I had no woman. My mother was gone, my brother was busy with his wife and kids, and it wasn’t like I ever had a father in my life. Hell, I didn’t even know the name of the man who had created me. Mom had always refused to give up that name. But I had let that shit go years ago. What did it matter, really?

An email caught my eye, so I clicked on it:

To: Craig Electric

From: Lone Star Medical Clinic

Subject: Electrician Quote

Hello, we are in need of an electrician to rewire our new clinic downtown. As of now, the place is a department store, and we’ve purchased it to convert into a medical clinic. It will be an Urgent-Care type of walk-in facility. Your name came up on Google and you have very good ratings. Do you have time to come give us a quote?

Respectfully,

Nora Bloome, RN

Clinical Director

I grinned and hit reply. Hell yes, I had time to go give them a quote.
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Chapter 2
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It was late on a Friday afternoon. I looked around and smiled at our handiwork. It turned out the store’s wiring wasn’t too bad. I just had to add a bunch more outlets to accommodate the extra medical equipment, and a shit ton of lights required by medical clinics. It had taken nearly a month, but I’d hired on some temporary help and was glad I had. I paid the guys in cash and they left to get on with their weekend.

“So, that’s it? You’re all done?” Nora asked, looking around the sterile white environment that was still free of furniture or equipment. Apparently, they were getting the flooring done next week.

I looked down at the older woman. “Yep, all done. I’ll shoot you over the remainder of the invoice when I get back to the office.”

“If we have any troubles, we can call you?” she asked, and I could sense high levels of anxiety coming off of her in waves.

“Of course,” I replied, trying to reassure her. “All my work is bonded and guaranteed, so if something goes out or doesn’t work, we’ll be out right away to fix it, free of charge.”

She relaxed. “Thank you. This is my first clinic. I’m so nervous I’m going to forget something!”

I grinned at her. “I’m sure it’ll be great. You’ll be helping a lot of people in here. Heck, I’ll probably be sending some your way.”

She looked up at me, concerned. “Do you have a lot of on-the-job injuries? We will be taking workman’s comp cases.”

I shrugged. “Not really, but I also do some security work at The Spot. They can get kinda rowdy in there.” I winked at her.

She laughed nervously and nodded. “Definitely send them our way, we’ll get them fixed up. We’re having our grand opening in two weeks, and we’ll be open for patients that very day.”

I thanked her as we shook hands, and I left the clinic-to-be and got into my Toyota truck. I only used this truck for work to haul equipment. I preferred my bike.

Actually, I preferred the leopard, running free in the foothills without a care in the world, but there was no time for that right now. I would blow off some steam later.

***
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After I sent the invoice off to Nora, I closed the computer and got into the shower to get ready for my evening. After a long work week, I always looked forward to going to the club to be around the only people I considered family. There was a full moon out, so I was sure we’d be busy as hell too. The game room was always off the chain.

My bike rumbled to a stop in front of the club doors, and I killed the engine, then put the kickstand down. As I wandered inside, I could hear the sounds of punches, grunts, and cheers happening.

Geez, it’s barely six p.m., I thought as I rushed inside, thinking there was a fight to break up already.

Nope, looked like the ring had opened early. I relaxed slightly when I saw Kitty and another guy I didn’t recognize going at it. Kitty had a couple of cuts on his face. The other guy? He wasn’t doing so well. I folded my arms across my chest and shook my head. Looked like drinks would be on K tonight after he won. Whoever had challenged him was going to be a whole lot poorer and a whole lot bloodier when this was done. But again, it was things like this that kept this club afloat. The house would definitely get a cut of Kitty’s winnings. We also had a chop shop for bikes and dabbled in some not-so-legal drug running through Mexico—the part of the club I definitely steered clear of. I didn’t have any plans on getting locked up again. That shit was pure hell for a shifter. In fact, I was sure a small part of me died during that time, barely able to shift and run free only a handful of times during those forty-eight fucking months.

Tuning out the negative thoughts in my head, I turned my attention to the bartender, Chuy, and grinned. “How’s it goin’, man?”

His perfectly white smile reached his mischievous brown eyes. “Crown and Coke?”

I nodded. “A double. Anything going on tonight, besides Kitty whooping ass over there?”

He poured four shots into a glass then filled the rest with soda from the dispenser and slid it over to me. “Nah, but I’m sure it’ll get rowdier as the night goes on.” He tapped his hand twice on the bar. “Full moon.”

I chuckled. “I know.”

Suddenly, “Bodies” by Drowning Pool began to play at ear-bleeding levels, and I looked up to see Kitty bouncing around the ring with a triumphant smile on his face, his opponent out cold on the floor. 

Candi, in nothing but a skimpy red bikini, walked up to him and kissed him on the cheek, then lifted his arm. “Winner!” she declared.

Everyone cheered and I just chuckled. I looked around and noticed Angelica wasn’t here. Six must have removed her. He’d responded to my text a couple of weeks ago that he knew about her vampire problem and that had been the last straw for her. I’d heard there was a vampire bar somewhere here in San Antonio, so I was sure she’d be whoring it out over there. Just hoped she wised up soon and realized what bad news those guys were before she got herself drained and killed.
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