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Chaos is book 3 in the Bayou Wolves MC series, and as this is an ongoing series, books should be read in order. Trigger is book 2, or you can download book 1, Psycho, here to start.

“It’s possible there’s a little monster in all of us.” ~Castiel
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Ax to Grind

––––––––
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With Trigger and Charlie’s wedding reception coming to an end, I snapped a few more shots with my DSLR camera, smiling at the candid photos of the happy couple on the screen.

It really was cool to see Trigger so down-to-earth, softened just a little by a purple-haired girl who we all already knew and loved. The way he looked at Charlie, anyone could see that he was completely smitten—and I was here for it.

After a few more snaps of Psycho and Nera, along with the rest of the guys and gals from the club, and I figured I was almost done. The ceremony and reception had gone off without a single issue. Even the bouquet toss that had gone sliding across the floor when none of the females opted to participate in catching it had everyone laughing.

“I didn’t know you were such a camera expert,” Cutter said, coming up to me and smiling as he pointed at the camera. “I thought you were more of a drawing-painting kinda guy.”

I lifted a shoulder and let it fall. “I do both. You know I like the arts. I’m not just all muscles and violence.” I flexed my arm.

“I should make some meals and have you photograph it. I was thinking about starting a foodie Instagram page,” he replied, lifting a glass of wine to his mouth.

I bit back a smile as I stared at the glass of red, and said, “You should do it.”

“Eh, I’ll think about it. All my time is spent cooking and baking it seems. You’d have to help me out,” he replied.

“Well, I can help you with the photos. As far as the social media thing, you’d have to get with Wizard. Or maybe Jordan.”

“True,” he said. “Have you really talked to Jordan? He seems like an okay guy, just not very... pleasant when he’s in his wolf form.”

I chuckled. “You’re not lying. My God, that was disturbing to see the first time. And still is.” I resisted a full-body shudder at the memory of the hybrid looking like something out of a movie. I’d obviously been a werewolf my whole life and had no idea that could even happen.

“I saw him in person the first time. It was so... so... I don’t even have words. I thought we were being punked,” he commented.

I shook my head. “I can’t even imagine.”

“I’m gonna go make sure the food is still looking presentable,” he said, offering me a fist-bump.

I bumped it with my own and said, “You know, they hired caterers for that. You don’t have to—”

Just then, the door to Rumble opened. Cool air ushered in and we all turned to see who it was. This was obviously a private event and the public wasn’t invited.

My eyes widened at the sight.

“What the hell?” Cutter murmured.

I wasn’t sure why it was the first thought to cross my mind, but I instinctually lifted the camera and snapped a photo of her, the camera strap dangling over my arm. There was something about the vulnerability on her face that made me want to capture this moment. She looked both frightened and determined.

The entire room seemed frozen, unsure what to do.

We Wolves weren’t the most compassionate bunch; the sight of Maeve McConnell standing there looking distressed didn’t have us leaping into action, but something about the look in her eye and her whimper for help had me crossing the room before I could tell my feet to stop.

I reached her first, catching her before she collapsed. “Whoa! Are you all right?” 

It seemed everyone snapped out of the shock of seeing her there and rushed over to help me lower her into a chair.

“What happened?” I asked, kneeling painfully in front of her in these damn clothes I wasn’t used to wearing. I opted for a white button-down dress shirt with no tie and the nicest pair of black jeans I owned. My hair was tied in a knot at the top of my head to keep it out of my face while I played photographer.

Maeve stared at me with eyes the color of grass and went to say something, then clamped her lips shut. I followed her gaze when she looked down at her skin-tight black shirt as she attempted to straighten it, and then smooth down some of her red hair that had been sticking up. There was a smudge of dirt on her forehead that I wanted to rub off. Dark circles encased her eyes and I wasn’t sure if it was dried makeup or a bone-weary exhaustion.

I glanced up at Psycho, who stood there holding a beer, Nera on his arm. 

“What are you doing here?” he asked her.

She glanced at him, and then me. “I... I should go.”

“No,” I said, laying a hand on her shoulder. “Are you okay?”

She went to shake her head and then stopped, staring down at her pale hands now folded on her lap.

“If she’s not going to talk, we can just put her back in the room she was in before the BSI took her all those weeks ago.” Psycho huffed.

“No,” Maeve protested. “Let me just...” She swiped a hand across her forehead and looked around. She narrowed her eyes at Charlie in her white dress, Trigger on her arm, her eyes wide. “Well, crap. It seems I’ve interrupted something.”

“Yes, our wedding,” Charlie said, handing her drink to Trigger and stalking over to us. “What do you want?”

“I’m... I’m sorry.” Maeve stood and I backed up, standing myself. “I-I shouldn’t have come here.” She then turned and ran toward the door.

I followed her, looking back at the crowd, holding up a hand to let them know I had this.

When the doors to Rumble closed behind me, the sound of music was cut off to a dull, muffled roar. I caught up with her, grabbing her arm before she could go any further.

“Stop!” I said. “Just fucking stop, Maeve.”

She turned to look at me, yanking her arm out of my grip. “What do you want”—she glanced down at my chest but found no name there—“whatever your name is?”

“It’s Chaos. What happened to you?”

“Don’t worry about it,” she replied defiantly. “I’m fine.”

“You don’t look fine.” I removed my hand from her arm, the other still holding the camera.

“I shouldn’t have come here.” She shook her head and chewed her cherry-red lip as she looked off into the trees surrounding the compound.

I glanced up at the half-moon above us, where it cast her face into a blue glow. “So you’ve said. You’ve obviously been through some shit.” I gestured to her clothing, and I now noticed the shoulder of her shirt was torn and she had dirt caked on the side of her light-blue jeans. She held a small backpack in her hand. “Tell me.”

She stared up into my eyes for so long, it almost became uncomfortable. “A wolf... he... I-I’m sorry. I didn’t know where else to turn.”

“Did someone attack you?” I asked, frustrated at her vague replies. “Again.”

She shot me a look I couldn’t quite decipher, and I concluded that I’d offended her, referring to her past transgression. “Yes.”

“C’mon. Let’s go inside.” I gestured toward the clubhouse, which was a short walk from Rumble. “Nobody’s there. Everyone’s in the bar. It’s warmer there.”

“I-I don’t know about that. I should go.” She turned to leave.

I grabbed her arm again. “No.” I went to drag her toward the clubhouse, but she didn’t protest like I thought she would.

Once inside, I told her to sit in one of the lounge chairs. I went to the small bar, set down my camera there, and came back with a bottle of Crown Royal and two glass tumblers. I poured her one and then myself one. I pushed the glass toward her, hoping the liquor would loosen and relax her. “Drink.”

“I’m not much of a drinker. I mean, I... rarely drink,” she said, eyeing the glass.

I ran my fingers over my beard and stared at her. “Maeve McConnell. That sounds Irish. I highly doubt you ‘rarely drink,’” I teased, baring my teeth in a smile I hoped would relax her.

What I thought might have been a smirk started to lift her lips before she raised the glass and shot the whole thing down in one gulp.

I raised my drink and my smirk turned to a grin. “Now talk.”

“I don’t know what I was thinking coming here,” she murmured, holding her empty glass and staring at me. 

“Well, you’re here now, and I’m missing my buddy’s wedding, where I’m supposed to be taking photos.” I pointed to the camera sitting on the bar top.

“Maybe you should get back to it, then,” she said, cracking a small smile for the first time. She was absolutely gorgeous and I had to tamp down my flirtation.

Just then, the doors opened and Psycho, Strife, and Menace walked in. 

“Is she talking?” Psycho looked at me.

“I’m right here, you don’t have to talk about me like I’m not,” she snapped.

I looked up at my boss. “To answer your question, no.”

He eyed our drinks and told Strife to bring glasses over. 

Then, Psycho sat, pulling his formal pants up his massive thighs to sit more comfortably. “So what brings you back here?” he asked.

“I... well, I guess I got into it with a werewolf. He almost killed me,” she blurted.

Now, why did she just spill it to Psycho but was beating around the bush with me? Psycho was significantly scarier looking, I supposed.

Strife handed my boss a drink. “Why did he almost kill you?” he asked.

“Same reason I was here before. I’m still searching for a particular wolf, stalking him through the Quarter. This one looked like him as well. But it wasn’t him. He really did try to attack me. Grabbed me when I got too close. Threw me around and then slammed me against the wall, threatened me. I screamed and ran off.” She glanced at me as if she needed my approval. “I swear.”

“You don’t sound very smart or stealthy,” Menace said, standing with his arms folded across his chest. He’d opted not to get dressed up, and was in his cut, jeans, and chains, per usual.

She glanced up at him and narrowed her eyes. “Who asked you, freak?”

Menace gifted her his most terrifying smile.

I bit back a snort at her sass. “If you want our help, I suggest you keep is civil,” I said.

She looked at me. “Fine. I took a Lyft here, hoping you’d offer me... protection.”

“Why not go back to the BSI? I’m sure agent what’s-his-name gave you his card,” Psycho suggested, lifting the drink to his lips.

“I lost it. On purpose. I don’t need no cop’s protection. You guys are actual wolves.” She pierced each of us with a stern look in her clear green eyes. “So, can you help me?” she asked.

“Back up,” Psycho started. “Who is the wolf you’re actually looking for?”

She hesitated again, and clamped her lips shut.

Following Psycho’s cue, we all stayed quiet, staring at her to make her squirm. She was bound to talk eventually. After an excruciating full minute, she looked at each of us individually again.

“I’m sure Chaos here would be happy to drive you down to the front gate and dump you in the street if you don’t wanna talk,” Psycho said.

She glared at him, so defiant and stubborn. It was kind of a turn-on. So much fire in her, and she was so mysterious, too. She had my undivided attention. While she stared at my boss, I raked my gaze down her body. She was fit but not too thin, curvy in in all the right places. Pale, freckled skin contrasted dramatically against the all-black clothing she wore.

“Fine,” she huffed. “His name is Allen Peterson, and he killed my father.”
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Ends Justify the Means
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So she was on a revenge mission. Got it. I stared at her impish face that reminded me of a doll’s and her slight build. I wanted to laugh at the absurdity. Who did she think she was, trying to take down a werewolf? The only way she had half a chance to subdue one would be to seduce one, and even then she’d be playing with fire.

“You have no business going on a revenge plot in my city,” Psycho snapped. “If a wolf is killed, I hear about it. If we find who did it, they pay by my hand. You want us to protect you while you simultaneously go hunt one? I don’t fucking think so.”

Maeve’s face flushed red, her brow furrowed. “You have no idea what it’s like to lose someone, especially a parent. I can’t eat, I can’t sleep. It’s maddening. I won’t rest until he’s dead.”

“Revenge won’t make you feel better,” Menace said, cocking his head at her. “And you’re certainly in no position to take down a wolf.”

She raised her chin. “Says who?”

I chuckled and she glared at me. I put my hands up in surrender, swallowing down my smile.

“The way I see it, you have two choices: You promise to stop this silly werewolf hunt and let us handle this; we’ll bring in this wolf ourselves and we’ll interrogate him. Or you can fucking leave.” Psycho pointed at the door.

She glanced at each us individually with glassy green eyes, then back at Psycho. “What’s your name again? Insane? Crazy?”

Strife and I both laughed.

“Psycho,” I answered for him.

She grinned. “I was close.”

Psycho huffed and stood. “Okay, time to go.” He went to grab her, and her eyes went wide as she shrank away from him.

“No. I’ll stay. I promise not to hunt him anymore if you guys can find him. Please. I can’t go back out there. I’m scared.”

I studied her. The look in her eye told me she really was frightened. Or she was a very good actress. Her mysterious behavior and body language had me intrigued, so I spoke up. “I’ll be in charge of her.”

Strife grinned. Psycho and Menace looked at me like they knew I wanted to fuck her.

“Seriously?” Psycho asked.

“Yeah, let’s put her back in the room she was in before. Get Wizard to gather some info on this Allen Peterson guy. Then I will help you hunt him down myself. Get his side of the story.” I shot Maeve a look. 

Her face remained impassive. “Are you going to lock me in there again? Because I got a UTI from not being able to go to the bathroom last time,” she announced.

We all cringed.

TMI...

“We will leave it unlocked, but you’re not allowed outside the clubhouse without an escort,” Psycho said, indicating me. “Y’all better exchange numbers now.”

I lived in one of the small houses on the compound and only visited the clubhouse when I wanted to eat Cutter’s meals or watch group television with the guys. 

The three of them left without another word and I turned to face Maeve. I pulled my phone from my front pocket and handed it to her, and put my hand out for hers.

She stared up at me, looking curious and intrigued. “What’s your fake name again?”

Confused, I said, “What?”

“The name on your leather vest. Your gang name.”

I huffed. “It’s called a road name, and it’s Chaos. Like I said.”

“What’s your real name?”

I hesitated. “Isaac.”

She grinned and pulled her phone from her back pocket. She typed something, then handed it to me.

I looked down to see Chaotic Isaac saved as a contact, with a prompt to put in my number. “Cute,” I muttered, typing in my digits. I gave it back to her.

She handed me my phone and I pocketed it. After grabbing my camera off the bar, I said,  “Let’s go. I have to finish the reception.”

She picked up her backpack and followed me back to Rumble, where Charlie and Trigger were about to leave. They turned to see us walking in, so I raised the camera and snapped a photo of them. They both eyed Maeve and then went back to talking to Gunner and his wife Ruby. 

The party was definitely dying down, so I approached them. “Are y’all leaving soon?”

Trigger glanced at Maeve at my side, then to me. “Yeah, in a few minutes. We have a flight to catch to Costa Rica.”

“You better now?” Charlie said, addressing Maeve, both of them calmer now. “Are you back?”

Maeve nodded. “Charlie, right?”

She nodded. “Yes.”

“Congratulations. Enjoy your honeymoon,” Maeve said.

“I will.” Charlie turned to her mate. “Let’s get going. I want to be at the airport early.”

“One last photo,” I said, raising the camera.

The happy couple posed and I snapped the button, then took a look at the shot. “Perfect. Enjoy your time off!”

They waved and headed for the door. 

I turned to Maeve. “Let’s go.”

She followed without a word as I said goodbye to a few guys on my way out. They were all watching us curiously.

On the path to the clubhouse, Maeve asked, “Why did you offer to look out for me?”

I lifted a shoulder and pulled a toothpick from my pants pocket. “Not sure.” I plopped it in my mouth.

She eyed the toothpick then said, “You’re being nice to me. Why?”

“Why don’t you stop asking so many questions?”

“Geez, just trying to make small talk,” she grumbled.

I didn’t say another word as we went to the dorm areas. I put her in the same room she was in before.

“Home sweet home,” she muttered.

“I won’t lock the door but you text me if you need to go anywhere outside the clubhouse. I’ll come by around eight tomorrow morning and get you some food.” I looked at her. “Do you need anything to eat now?”

She shook her head. “No, I ate earlier, but I could use some water.”

“I’ll be right back.” I headed toward the kitchen and plucked two water bottles from under the bar, then walked back to Maeve. “Here you go. I would appreciate it if you kept quiet. There are other people who live in this area.” I eyed her bag. “Let me see that.” I put my hand out.

She plunked the small backpack into my hands. I rifled through it. Phone charger, a few articles of clothing, some feminine products, a book, and a sketch pad and coloring pencils. “Do you draw?”

Maeve shrugged. “When I feel like it.”

Interesting.

“Okay, see you in the morning.” I turned and left her room, but I could feel her eyes on my back the whole time.

As I walked out of the clubhouse and headed down the path that led to my small house, I couldn’t stop thinking about the spicy redhead. Where was she from? How did she know that Allen guy killed her dad—and even more so, how did she know he was a werewolf? How did she even know we existed?

Sure, we called ourselves the Bayou Wolves, but no human would assume that meant actual wolves. Trigger told me one time that he and his cousin threw the name out as a joke when they were brainstorming during the creation of the club, but it kind of stuck. I’d heard the vampires making jokes about it, but I thought it was a cool name.

I thought back to Maeve. She was definitely a mystery to me, and I would get everything out of her eventually. She had a lot of balls trying to take down werewolves, but judging by today’s actions, I thought maybe she’d had enough of that shit. She looked pretty scared.

I reached my house and unlocked the door, setting my camera and wallet onto the kitchen island and heading to the back of the house to strip out of my clothes. I hated wearing clothes in general, but walking around naked in front of others was frowned upon. 

At Turning Point in the bayou, I felt the freest. We’d long since lost our modesty during our turns. I’d seen every ass and swinging dick in my pack and it was as natural as breathing. Nobody cared. It was just how it was. It had been that way since my first turn when I was a teen.

Naked, I walked into the kitchen to get a glass of water. I turned the TV on and rolled my eyes at the local depressing news. I switched the channel to a house-flipping show and sat down after grabbing a beer from the fridge.

My phone buzzed and I grabbed it from the side table.

Mom: What are you doing for Mardi Gras? 

Me: Same thing I always do, nothing.

Mom: I have king cake ;)

Me: I can’t eat that and keep my girlish figure.

Mom: So the jambalaya I made is out as well?

Me: Now you’re not playing fair.

Mom: Come over Sunday. We’ll go to the parade. Please? I miss my boy.

Me: I’ll check my schedule.

Mom: Love you.

Me: Love you too.

I set the phone down with a sigh. My mother, a free spirit and New Orleans native, loved Mardi Gras. It was less than a month away and she always celebrated. I would admit she made the best jambalaya and king cake, so that made it hard to resist.

She was also a witch, and no, I got none of that power. My werewolf father’s genes completely took over and I was just a wolf. Trust me, she tried to teach me, hone me as a warlock. Never happened.

Fine by me.

I went into the kitchen to plug my phone into the charger, as it was at 10%, and spied the camera sitting there. I had a lot of editing to do before I could release the photos, but that was definitely not happening tonight.

Still, I took it with me to the sofa and began to flip through the photos I took today. I smiled as I scrolled, then stopped at the one of Maeve I’d snapped when she strolled into Rumble tonight. She looked scared and uncertain. I stared at her face and zoomed in on her body. My dick stirred a little and I shook my head.

Yes, I loved redheads. Almost every girlfriend I’d had had been a redhead, but there was a reason we were exes. They were too damn spicy. Attitude for days, smart mouths... which I admittedly liked. If a girl gave me some sass, I took it out on her backside with the many tools I kept at my disposal. Most of them loved it. They also had a strange proclivity for being choked.

I imagined my hand around Maeve’s smooth, pale neck, my large hands leaving fingerprint bruises there as I fucked her, cutting off her air as she came on my dick.

I took a deep breath and set the camera down, staring down at my hard cock. “Fuck,” I grumbled, gripping it in my fist.
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Keys to the Kingdom

Maeve

––––––––
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I’d already finished my book and was about to die of boredom. The werewolf book that smartass Charlie had given to me when I was here before still sat on top of the dresser. I went over to it, sniffed it, and then opened it up, deciding I had nothing else to do. I did have my sketch pad and colored pencils, but I was feeling especially unmotivated and not very creative at the moment.

This time, I at least had my phone, but I was limited on data. It was one of those pay-as-you-go ones because I couldn’t afford a service plan. I should have probably gotten a job instead of working for free as a vigilante werewolf hunter and dwindling my savings. I started to wonder if coming here had been a big mistake. I supposed I was lucky the BSI had only questioned me that day and let me go instead of arresting me and giving me over to the human cops for literally committing homicide. Still, I felt safe here, as much as it pained me to admit that. They could have done so much worse to me after I’d killed that Angelo guy. Not that I felt any guilt about that. The only good werewolf was a dead one.

I threw the book across the room, where it smacked into the wall and landed with a thud on the floor. I looked at the door and wondered if I should go wandering through this “clubhouse” of theirs. Maybe I could find clues to what I was really looking for.

I opened the door and looked both ways down the hallway, not seeing anything. All was quiet. I strolled down the hall in the opposite direction from the bathrooms and day room, and found myself in front of a door marked Infirmary. It was too much to resist, so I turned the knob and went inside. I silently flipped on the light and looked around. Bed, chair, medical equipment, and a bathroom. I fingered through the needles, bandages, and other packaged medical equipment. I knew werewolves healed quickly, so I wondered what they needed all of this for. Then I remembered Charlie was human and so was that Nera girl. Or she was a witch, I remembered. Did the asshole werewolves they were sleeping with hurt them often?

I didn’t have any medical training, but I knew this was a lot of money in medical stuff. I grabbed a bandage still in the package and lifted it to my nose, inhaling deeply. I immediately put it down. The sterile smell reminded me of the hospital, where I’d held my father’s hand as he lay dying, his whole body wrapped in bandages from the wolf bites that littered his flesh, the ones that eventually sent him to his final resting place.

“Screw this,” I muttered, turning off the light and closing the door. I headed back down the hall and took a right, where it opened up into the main part of the clubhouse. TVs, loungers, chairs, small tables, and random décor were scattered in the massive room. Off to my left was a bar with swinging doors behind it.

In front of the televisions, two men sat in chairs with a small table between them, drinking and watching some kind of sports game. They looked at me curiously, then went back to their game.

It was dark behind the bar but I went behind it anyway, perusing the alcohol. I didn’t drink that often, but it was obvious these dicks did.

“What are you doing?” one of the guys asked me.

I glared at him, his dark hair and eyes piercing me. He reminded me of Jason Momoa and when my gaze traveled down to his cut, it read Strife. He’d been one of the guys here this afternoon.

“Just looking around,” I replied.

“Isn’t Chaos supposed to be babysitting you?” he asked with a smirk as he lifted a glass to his lips.

I narrowed my eyes at him. “I don’t need a babysitter.” 

“It’s clear that you do,” the other one said.

I turned to go back to my prison cell. “Whatever.”

I heard, “Wait.”

“What?” I asked.

“You can watch TV with us,” Strife replied, pointing to an empty seat. The other guy’s vest read Metal and he looked young and harmless.

I really didn’t feel like consorting with werewolves so I said, “I’m good,” and headed back to my room.

Fuck those guys. I was here for one reason and one reason only, and it wasn’t to make friends with filthy wolves.
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I woke the next morning, confused by my surroundings until it came back quickly to me. I checked my phone to see a couple of missed calls from my mother. The time read 8:02 a.m., so I dialed my mom.

“Maeve?” she answered.

“Yes, Ma. It’s me. What’s wrong?”

She blew out a breath. “Nothing. You just scared me. I haven’t heard from you in a few days.”

“Mom, I’m twenty-seven, you don’t need to be so worried about me.”

“I’ll never not worry about you,” she replied. 

I sighed. “I know. I’m fine, okay? I’ll see you in a couple of days.”

“Where are you?” she asked before I could hang up.

“At... a friend’s. I’ll come visit soon.”

“Okay, just text me or something at least. I worry about you since you lost your job.”

“I’m fine,” I replied. “Love you.”

“Love you, too.”

I hung up and dug some clothes out of my bag before dragging them to the bathroom to shower. Once that was finished, I headed back to my room where I saw Chaos standing at the door about to knock.

He turned when he saw me. “Oh, there you are.”

“Where else would I be?” I groused.

His gaze raked over my wet hair and the brush in my hand. I only had three changes of clothes so I put on fresh underwear and the all-black outfit. “If you need clothes, we have a whole bin full.”

I scoffed. “I’m good.”

He turned his head slightly and said, “Woke up on the wrong side of the bed?”

“A very uncomfortable bed at that,” I snarked, heading into the room to brush out my hair in front of the mirror. I had no products, so I left it down, putting an elastic around my wrist to put my hair up later once it dried. It would never dry if I put it up wet. Annoying thick-ass hair.

“Sorry the accommodations aren’t to your liking, doll,” Chaos said.

Doll, really?

I ignored that and said, “It’s fine. I’m hungry.”

“That’s why I came to get you.” He turned and left, so I followed him. There was food spread out in the main area of the clubhouse and the smell made my stomach rumble.

People were sitting and eating in the lounge chairs while they chatted amongst themselves.

“Here you go,” Chaos said, handing me a plate. I dished up eggs and a pastry and followed him to a circle of chairs where Nera and Psycho sat eating.

“Good morning,” Nera said, smiling at me. She seemed so damn nice, but I wasn’t about to let my guard down.

“Morning,” I murmured, sitting down to dig in to my food.

“What do you two have planned for today?” Nera asked, clearly trying to make conversation.

It didn’t occur to me that Chaos might have a job he had to go to. Not that I knew anything about him except he had a nice smile and hair and chewed on toothpicks.

“I’m gonna show Maeve around the compound,” he replied.

Psycho looked at him. “Don’t forget I need you later for that thing.”

He nodded. “I haven’t forgotten.”

“Well, I have to get ready for work,” Nera said, standing.

I wondered where she worked but I wasn’t about to ask. I refused to get attached to these “people.”

“You need a ride, larkspur?” Psycho asked her.

I made a face.

She leaned down and kissed him with a smile. “No, I’ll take the Audi. Love you.”

“Love you, too, honey.” He briefly smiled at her and watched her walk off.

“What exactly do you want me to do here?” I asked after she walked off, putting my napkin on my now-empty plate.

“I want you to toe the line and stay with Chaos at all times,” he replied.

I turned to Chaos. “You don’t have a job?”

He grinned as he pulled a toothpick from his vest pocket. “I do this and that.”

I wasn’t going to be baited into asking what that meant so I left it alone. I honestly didn’t really care.

Psycho stood, and we did as well. I followed their cue, picking up my plate and depositing it into a dish bin near the bar. 

“I’ll text you when we’re about to leave. It’ll be after sundown, obviously,” Psycho said to Chaos.

“You got it, boss.” They fist-bumped and Psycho disappeared around a corner.

“Okay, doll. What do you want to see first?” he asked.

“Not sure,” I replied with a shrug, ignoring the way it made me feel when he called me that.

“Well, you’ve seen most of the clubhouse except the infirmary and the offices, which you don’t need to see, so follow me,” he said, heading toward the front door. 

We exited the clubhouse and took the footpath to Rumble. It was dark and empty. 

“You’ve seen this place, but just a quick tour. This is where we hold church.”

I lifted an eyebrow. “And what god do werewolves worship?”

“Not actual church. It’s our meeting spot.”

“And how often do you have this church?” I asked, curious.

He pulled the toothpick from his mouth. “Whenever we need to have a meeting. They’re not really scheduled. Most are emergency stuff. Like the first time you were here. We had to call church to let the pack know what was going on.”

“I see,” I said. “Pack, huh? Everyone here are werewolves except the girls I met?”

He shook his head. “No, we have human members and prospects to help hold down the fort, so to speak, when we’re out at Turning Point.”

So weird. My morbid curiosity had me asking the next question. “And do I get a tour of Turning Point too? I’d love to see you turn into a werewolf.” The thought terrified me but he wouldn’t know that.

“Absolutely not,” he replied with a chuckle. “You anxious to see me naked?”

I scowled at him, trying not to smile at his flirtation.

He led me behind the bar and out a back door that had another footpath that then forked off three different directions. After a short, silent walk, we reached a building titled Armory.

Chaos pointed at the building. “We aren’t going inside because I have not been graced the privilege of a key, but I think it’s pretty self-explanatory.”

I didn’t know how to respond to that so I just nodded. I assumed there were guns and grenades and crap in there, but I didn’t need to see them. 

He led me down another path where a large warehouse loomed in the distance. The sounds of machinery came from it, and once we reached the front, Chaos said, “This is where we get deliveries and store things. The back half is a motorcycle repair shop.”

“Is that what you do for a business? Motorcycle repairs?” I asked, curious.

“Yes, among other things.”

The scary guy with the scar on his face approached us. His hands were dirty but the white shirt under his vest still seemed fairly clean. He glanced at me with two different-colored eyes, one blue, one light-brown, and then at Chaos. “What’s up?”

“Just giving Maeve the tour,” he replied pointing at me.

Menace, his vest read, and I remembered now. It definitely fit him. 

I have got to start learning names. 

“Are you behaving yourself?” he asked, folding his arms across his chest.

This guy seemed a bit older than the rest, even Psycho. But I wasn’t going to let him intimidate me. I lifted my chin. “I’m a perfect angel.”

Chaos snorted and the Menace guy narrowed his freaky eyes at me. “Yeah, right.”

“Fu—”

Chaos grabbed my arm. “Time to go.” He dragged me away from the warehouse. “See you tonight,” he called over his shoulder to Menace.

The man made a grunting sound and I smiled in triumph.

“You’re a brat,” Chaos grumbled, letting go of my arm as walked.

I ignored that. “Where are we going now?”

“Just walking.”

We took more footpaths past the warehouse. After a few minutes, some homes came into view. 

“These are the members’ homes,” he said, pointing to about half a dozen of them. They weren’t anything extravagant, more like oversized tiny homes. I wondered what they looked like inside, but I didn’t ask.

Instead, I asked, “Do you live in one of them?”

“Yeah,” he grunted, continuing to walk. 

After a few more minutes, we reached a large black wrought-iron gate. My eyes widened and my breath caught in my throat at the sight beyond the gate. A humongous lake was gleaming from the sunbeams glimmering off the water, and slow, gentle tides lapped up onto a sandy and rocky shore.

I looked at Chaos, who was smiling down at me. He took the toothpick out of his mouth and put it back into his vest pocket. “Beautiful, huh?”

I nodded. “It... it really is.”

“Lake Pontchartrain.” He jutted his chin at the water. “Psycho and Trigger bought this land with nothing on it.” He turned around and gestured toward the buildings we’d just toured. “They built it all from the ground up.”

I had no snarky reply because I was legitimately impressed. Although I did wonder how werewolves had so much money. 

“It is beautiful,” I agreed.
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Chapter 4
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Consequences Be Damned

Chaos

––––––––
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With Maeve secured in her room—somewhat—I took the stairs up to Psycho’s office and rapped on the doorframe.

“Come in,” he said, looking up from some papers in his hand.

“You got a sec?” I asked.

“Of course,” he replied. “What’s on your mind?”

I sat in the chair and leaned forward, resting my arms on my jeans. “What are we doing about Maeve?”

Psycho leaned back in his black leather chair, it squeaking under his weight. “Watch and observe for now. We need to have a sit-down with her to get some info on this guy she’s allegedly ‘hunting.’”

“I agree,” I said.

“I’ve just been busy. I’d appreciate it if you, Menace, and Wizard took care of that,” he said.

I nodded slowly. “I can do that. Anything specific we need to ask?”

“Wizard will know. Just get as much information out of her as you can.”

Looking down at my lap, I thought long and deep before I replied, “She’s pretty closed-off, boss, and has a really shitty attitude. I’m just not sure how much we can get out of her.”

He leaned forward and laced his fingers together over the desk. “Well, if she doesn’t wanna talk, we send her packin’.”

“Fair enough,” I replied.

“Anything else?” he asked.

“I think that’s it. We’ll get to work on that tomorrow. I’ll see you in a few for our errand tonight.” I stood and walked out.

The fact that Psycho said we’d kick her out if she didn’t talk had me more determined than ever to get her to confess her shit. She was definitely hiding something and I was going to get it out of her.
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A few hours later, I knocked on Maeve’s door. “Open up.”

She opened the door holding a red colored pencil. “What?”

“Let’s go,” I said, glancing inside her room to see papers strewn over her bed. I pushed the door open and went into her room while she protested.

“What are you doing?” she squealed.

I picked up one of the papers. It was a drawing of Jackson Square, the cathedral and all the vendor tents and booths set up around it. A full, fat moon sat behind the church’s towering spires, wispy clouds interspersed around it. I studied the colors and the intricate detail.

“This is really good,” I told her. “You did all this from memory?”

She nodded, then snatched the paper back and set it on the bed, along with the colored pencil. “Where are we going?”

“The Quarter. We have something to take care of.”

She narrowed her eyes at me. “What’s that mean?”

I put my hands on my hips. “You know vampires exist, right?”

She nodded slowly. “Yeah... I think.”

“We’re going there to find a particular one. Well, three of them.”

“Why?” she asked. “I mean, why not just leave me here?”

I grabbed her wallet from the top of the dresser and thrusted it at her. “Because I don’t trust you.” 

And because the least she could do was be our bait after killing a wolf and not paying the price for it.

She huffed her disapproval but followed me out of her room. Once we were outside of the clubhouse, I headed toward my bike. 

I pointed at it. “Get on.”

She snorted derisively and folded her arms across her tits. “I’m not getting on that murdercycle.”

I choked back a laugh and handed her a brain bucket. “Here, that should make you feel better.”

“I’m not wearing that.” She lifted her chin defiantly.

Shaking my head, I hopped on, started it up, and then dismounted it. I took the helmet, shoved it on her head, buckled it, and then picked her up.

“Put me down!” she squealed.

I ignored her, plunking her on the bike. Then, I hopped on quickly, pulled the kickstand up, and put it in gear.
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