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Heat Of The Moment

––––––––
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I felt twitchy as I steered my bike through the small streets of LaPlace, Louisiana. I couldn’t sit around and endure another wolf shooting questions at me on the compound. I needed to get out to clear my head. The rumble of the Harley soothed my nerves while I tried to avoid the almost full moon shining down on me, bathing my body with its curse.

I hated it. But I’d accepted it. I’d never told another living soul how much I loathed it. As far as everyone knew, I was a proud wolf, born from a strong pack of strapping ones.

As I turned the corner, headed for Wetland Watchers Park to let the waters of Lake Pontchartrain calm me, I was greeted by the exact opposite: Absolute chaos.

It took me a full thirty seconds to realize what I was looking at. Fists were flying, necks were being snapped, and worst of all, vampires were using super speed so they were a mere blur. But with my keen eyesight I could make out most of what was going on. The only problem was, I didn’t know what the non-vampires were. In my experience, could be humans, wolves, witches... who knew?

“For fuck’s sake,” I groaned, killing the Harley’s engine and shoving my keys in my pocket. Then, I took out my cell and called Trigger, my second-in-command.

“Yeah,” he answered.

“Grab a cager and get down to Wetland. Bring at least three dudes. And some weapons.”

“You got it.” I heard him start to walk fast. “What’s going on?”

“Full-on brawl. Vamps and others. I don’t recognize anyone,” I replied.

“On it.” 

He ended the call and I pocketed the phone, then dismounted from the bike. Folding my arms across my cut, I just watched, since I literally didn’t have a dog in this fight, but I itched to join in. The craving for violence living inside of me never quite died down, and my wolf was growling and clawing to get out and brawl. To join in the melee and do some damage to them. To tear something apart and howl in delight. He didn’t care who. I took a deep breath and quieted him. He would be out soon enough.

I watched as one vamp grabbed a man by his shirt, swung him as if he was a ragdoll, and threw him into the lake. The man immediately got out of the water and stalked, dripping wet, to the vampire who threw him. The vamp had his back to the water, and the wet man rushed up and put him in a bear hug, soaking the vamp. They both suddenly lit up with electric pulses, illuminating both their bodies. They shook violently, screamed in unison, and then dropped to the ground, unconscious.

Warlock. Got it.

I checked out the bikes parked near me. I didn’t recognize any, but that didn’t mean much. Squinting, I saw there were no Nighthawks—the vampire MC we normally tolerated—so I decided I had another call to make.

I pulled out my cell and dialed Viper, the Nighthawks’ president.

“Yeah, Psycho?” he answered.

“You should get down to Wetland Watchers Park. Big-ass brawl going on.”

I watched as two women tussled on the ground. The female vampire tried to bite the other female, but she screamed something in Latin, and the vampire fell back, gripping her head as if her brain was about to explode.

“Why do I care?” he asked.  

“Vamps and witches are going at it... and from my vantage point, the vamps are getting their asses handed to them,” I replied.

“Fuck,” he groaned, and hung up.

A few minutes later, I heard a truck approach and turned to see my guys in our cager. They spilled out carrying knives and pistols. Trigger gripped his new crossbow pistol he liked to play with. 

“The fuck?” Trigger muttered, coming up to me.

“Right?” I shook my head.

Menace came to stand on my other side and asked, “What should we do, boss?”

I stared into his dual-colored eyes and the scar on his face, and then back at the fight. “I don’t see any wolves. Just vamps and witches. I’ve called Viper. I assume he’s on his way.”

We all jumped when a large bolt of what I could only describe as lightning shot out from a male’s hands and sent a vampire on his ass, clutching his smoking chest. The other vamp who’d been electrocuted was now getting up. The wet warlock who’d done it was still lying prone and unmoving.

Would he recover from that, or was it suicide by vamp?

A while later, I heard another vehicle approach and turned to see the vampires rumble up on their bikes. Viper, Phoenix, and that big fucker Shadow killed their engines and darted right into the scuffle. My intention was to holler at him and let him know the witches were taking down every vamp in sight, but I guessed he would learn that the hard—

We watched as Phoenix got knocked on his ass by an old warlock who created some kind of electrical whip and strung it around Phoenix’s ankles, bringing him down. Phoenix didn’t stall though; he conjured up a fireball in his fist and threw it straight at the warlock. He fell backward into the water, fortunately extinguishing the flames that had lit his shirt on fire.

We heard a loud, commanding whistle and everyone stopped fighting immediately.

“What the fuck is going on here?” Viper yelled. “Vamps! Here, now.”

Unbelievably, they obeyed, limping to Viper’s side, bloodied and bruised. But we all knew they’d heal quickly.

My men and I stepped forward, standing close by but not exactly next to the vampires so we could hear what was going on.

“Someone better start talking,” Viper said, narrowing his hazel eyes at the group.

The witches stood huddled in a small group. One was bent over the warlock on the ground, who was still unmoving.

That’s a bad day right there...

“Viper, sir. We were here by the water minding our own business, and this bitch”—the young male pointed at the witch who had given the female vamp a brain sting—“came up to us and started to demand for us to tell them where their friend was. We had no idea what the hell she was talking about.”

Shadow looked at the witch. “Who are you missing?”

Shadow’s wife was a witch, that much I remembered, but other than her red hair, I knew nothing about her. 

“Leann. She went missing. Told her coven that if she ever went missing, it was because of vampires,” the young witch replied.

“We don’t know no Leann,” Viper replied. “Who’s in charge?”

The older warlock stepped forward. “Me.”

“Name?” Viper asked.

I knew that warlock. I’d had dealings with him before. He was a cranky fucker but I didn’t tussle with him.

“Galled,” I replied for him.

All heads turned toward me.

“You know who I am, right?” I asked, stepping closer to the group.

The warlock nodded.

I pointed at Viper. “And you know who he is?”

“Not really. Head of the vamps’ motorcycle gang. That’s it.”

“We’re not a gang,” Viper said on a sigh.

I bit back a smile. It really did get old reminding people of that. “Well, then you know that if you have a supe problem, you go to him for vamps, and me for wolves. Right?”

“Yeah, Psycho,” he replied, spitting out my name like a curse.

“You’d do good to remember that,” Viper said. “Now how did the fight start, children?”

The young male vamp who answered earlier said, “I told the bitch we didn’t know where her friend was. She kept pushing so I bared my fangs and told them all to scram. She hit me with a lightning bolt thing and... all hell broke loose.” He absently rubbed his chest.

Bad day indeed...

“Well, it’s over now. I’ll ask my wife if she knows Leann, and I’ll be in touch if so,” Shadow replied, glaring at Galled.

“And if not?” Galled asked, folding his arms across the chest of his jacket, the tips of his gray beard touching the tops of his hands.

“When you don’t hear anything, that’s your fuckin’ answer,” Shadow replied. Then, he literally disappeared from sight.

“What the fuck?” Trigger asked, and I hadn’t realized he’d been standing next to me.

“Right?” I replied. “Freaky as hell.”

“We got a cager. Need us to take anyone?” I asked Viper, pointing at our Humvee once the witches seemed like they were dispersing and heading out of the park.

He shook his head. “Nah, we’re good.” He put his hand out to shake. “Thanks for the call.”

I nodded and shook it. “I trust you’d do the same if it were wolves.”

“Absolutely,” he replied.

We parted ways and I looked at my guys. “Thanks for showing up.”

“It wasn’t very fun,” Trigger drawled, almost pouting.

I chuckled and ran my fingertips down my beard. “Sorry you didn’t get to use your new toy.” I jutted my chin at his crossbow pistol.

He lifted a shoulder. “It’s all good. I’ve been beating up one of the live oaks practicing my aim.”

“Of course you have,” I replied, shaking my head. “Head back to the compound. I’ll be back later. Gotta take care of something.”

“You got it,” Trigger replied.

After he, Menace, and the two prospects left, I sat down on a rock by the water and rested my forearms on the knees of my jeans. This was what I came here for before the speedbump of the park brawl. 

That wasn’t my first rodeo, though. The supes loved to get into it late at night. Of course the vampires had no choice, as they fried in the sun, but they always seemed to be in the shit. I could remember not too long ago getting a call about some wolves in the French Quarter. Demon and I arrived to find three young teen wolves, still in human form, being threatened by a couple of rogue vamps. I hated turning, but it was times like that I wished I could turn on will, and not just at the full moon. I had to threaten to call Viper, and after Demon and I growled at them a few more times, they eventually split. Those boys were now adults and two of my prospects in the Bayou Wolves.

Demon...

I exhaled sadly when I thought about my former second-in-command. He had also been one of our tech guys. His death was a hard blow to the club as well as myself. He’d been with me for six years, and a good, old-fashioned motorcycle versus semi accident on the I-10 had taken his life last year. My guys took it hard so I’d been trying to stay strong for them. But it was times like this that I needed to be alone. 

I turned my face up to the sky to see an almost-full moon taunting me for what was going to come. That was one of the major obstacles we faced. Us wolves—we all turned at the same time, so when one or some of us got into trouble, we couldn’t send reinforcements out to help, as we were all basically incapacitated for several hours each night of the full moon. It was why I didn’t allow my human club members to leave the compound during those nights. They had to hold down the fort for us, so to speak. 

Occasionally, we’d hear about rogue wolves getting themselves into trouble while turned, and on more than a few occasions, we’d have one dropped off on our doorstep by one of the Nighthawks. Usually at the recommendation of Venom, since he, too, was a wolf, stuck in a cage at their clubhouse while a prospect or someone would drop off the rouge.

I’d been shocked to hear the Nighthawks had taken in a wolf a few years ago, but he was apparently a good friend of Phoenix’s—the fire-wielding vamp—and they’d let him in. So far, he was working out, but if he didn’t, I would recruit him immediately, especially with his vast knowledge about vampires and their habits. He knew he always had a place here, too.

But... how he tolerated the stench of living with them was something I’d never understand.

In the meantime, I’d been strongly considering letting more humans into our club, but they’d have to be very open-minded. They came in handy when wolves were in trouble during a full moon. 

I looked down at my watch to see I’d been sitting here an hour. I stood and headed back to my bike to get home.
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Dualistic

––––––––
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I made my way up the winding dirt road that led to the compound. As I approached the large wrought-iron gate, I waited patiently for it to open. I’d had our bikes and cagers equipped with sensors that opened it when we approached. Anyone else had to ring the buzzer, which alerted cameras inside, where we could buzz them in. 

Steering my bike toward the clubhouse, I slowly looked around at all that I’d built. Well, not me... it was a group effort. After packing up and leaving Minnesota with my cousin and a couple of other wolves over two years ago, it was unanimously decided to make our way south, to where more supes were rumored to be. Between myself, Demon, Trigger, and Menace, we sold our personal properties, and, as I owned our small clubhouse, I sold that too, and we pooled our money into a corporation titled Dualistic, Inc., to represent the duality nature of wolves. It mainly consisted of our bar and brewery business, as far as the IRS was concerned, and I bought this ten-acre piece of land and began building. Every dollar we made from our multiple businesses went back into the corporation, or got hidden and laundered, recycled to continue doing business.

When I first arrived in New Orleans, I was shocked to learn of the total disorganization of wolves in this area. They all seemed to be lone wolves—ha—or existing in small packs, mostly consisting of families. It didn’t take long for word to spread among the supernatural community that the Bayou Wolves were highly organized and would be in charge of and representing all werewolves for the area, for all intents and purposes. So far, we hadn’t been challenged, but I figured that would happen sooner or later. And we’d be ready for it. Like the Nighthawks were in charge of the vampires of the area, we were the wolf authority—and I planned to keep it that way.

Straight ahead of me, our massive clubhouse was our safe place, our gathering spot. To its left was a small armory, a cache for weapons. It was more like an extra-large shed, but reinforced with steel. Only myself, Trigger, and Menace had keys to it. To the right of the clubhouse was our brewery and bar, Rumble. Non-club members were allowed in through a yearly pass they paid for. Humans, mostly, who knew nothing of wolves, were granted access, and could always bring one guest. It wasn’t anything fancy but it was exclusive. We had shit to protect and secrets to keep. It was through this club that I planned to try to recruit some more humans into the Bayou Wolves. 

They thought we were a local motorcycle club, and we were, but with a lot more going on behind the scenes than weekend rides and charity events. We were a cover to help protect New Orleans’ citizens from the dangerous supes. 

We had also taken down some humans, saved the taxpayers from having to try, convict, and imprison pieces of shit. We had a no-harming-humans rule, like the vamps did, but we broke that rule when we had to. When they became worse monsters than we were. Did I have any regrets at being judge, jury, and executioner? No, the fuck, I did not.

Behind the clubhouse, armory, and Rumble, sat a large warehouse where we did the majority of our business. The main source of our income. To the back of the compound, there were small homes I’d had built to house club members. Some of the prospects lived in small, dorm-style rooms inside the clubhouse. Once they became full-fledged members, they got to choose a house, if one was available.

I parked my bike in front of the clubhouse. As I entered into the large, open space, I saw a few of the guys sitting in the plush leather loungers. We didn’t allow smoking inside, but the area reminded me of a smoker’s lounge, with small tables in the middle of each set of chairs. We kept a small bar along the entire west wall of the space and a kitchen adjacent, taking up the north wall. An eighty-inch television took up real estate on most of the eastern wall, and was playing the LSU game.

“Hey, man,” greeted Trigger. He grabbed a beer and then lifted the counter divider to come out from behind the bar and join me as I walked through a large opening next to the television and into the other part of the clubhouse.

“’Sup?” I grunted.

“We got a shipment in last night, just arrived today.”

I nodded. I’d seen the truck on the cameras earlier. The app alerted me every time the front gate buzzer sounded. “Anything good?”

He took a swig of his beer and nodded. “New and used shotguns, AKs, M16s, and even two rocket launchers.” 

I bit back a grin at the excitement in his blue eyes. He was our weapons expert, hence his name. I glanced at it on his cut as he continued.

“...but I don’t think one of the bazookas is going to be any good. It looked to be damaged, but I’d have to tear it apart to see if it can be salvaged. They practically threw it in free since it was malfunctioning.”

“Good. I can see how stoked you are. Send me the inventory sheet once you get done logging all of it,” I requested.

“You got it,” Trigger replied.

He excitedly split off from me. I passed by the enormous wall of animal cages we kept on the eastern wall of this particular room and went into one of the three communal bathrooms. This side of the house was set up more like a dorm with bedrooms, a laundry facility, and an open room with another television and more seating. Everyone had access to any part of the clubhouse, as long as they respected it.

We’d had a young prospect last year who had grown up pretty feral, raised by a single wolf father with no discipline, and started getting in trouble with the law at a very early age. In my arrogance, I told myself I could tame him. I tried—we all did—but he behaved like a literal animal, the other prospects cleaning up after him. And being the ungrateful twat he was, never thanked me or any of them. I put up with him for about a year but he became too much and I booted his ass, tossing him five hundred bucks and his belongings outside the gate and told him good luck with life.

Some argued he just needed time, but it was mostly a unanimous decision made by me and my packmates—our club mates—to boot him the fuck out. I hadn’t seen him since, and deep down hoped he was okay. Not that I’d admit that aloud to anyone. Honestly, he was probably in prison or dead. Not that he’d last past one full moon in prison. 

No wolves ever did.

[image: image]

The next morning, I woke early, unable to sleep very well after the long night. I lived in the largest house on the compound—alone. The way I liked it. I hit the button on the coffeemaker and waited for the device to drip out some much-needed caffeine. It took three times the amount that would affect a human, but I didn’t give a shit. I simply bought the strongest they sold and downed two cups before hopping on my bike and heading to the clubhouse.

All was quiet as I entered. After grabbing more coffee from the bar that someone had brewed up, I made my way to my office, which was up a short flight of stairs to what used to be the attic. It was a small space, but I’d renovated it with solid hardwood floors, central air, a new wood desk, and two additional windows tinted in dark tint to keep the sun from baking it. I set my phone on the desktop and sat behind my computer.

Wizard, our new resident tech guy, had hooked me up with a huge setup with two screens, a lightning-fast computer, a 50-inch wall-mounted TV, surround sound I could access with the click of a remote or my phone, and a plush couch and rug for visitors. I scrubbed my fingertips down my beard as I waited for the machine to boot up, and clicked the remote to turn on some background noise in the form of a television news channel. I usually tuned it out, but if something that sounded important came on, I paid attention. Especially if it was a strange happening in New Orleans.

I put my password in the computer and groaned when I saw I had twenty new emails. I was thankful half were spam or ads, so I deleted those and clicked on the ones that looked somewhat important. A few bills waited, including one from our supplier. I opened it and clicked on the attachment. The header showed the weapons’ dealer’s “business” name.

Bill to: Dualistic, Inc.

Amount: $14,226.62

Due: Upon Receipt

Items:

16 beer steins

22 back bar shelves

62 floor mats

I grinned in amusement. They really had it down. “Beer steins” were actually rocket launchers and bazookas, the “shelves” were the semi-automatic rifles, and the “floor mats” were pistols and revolvers.

And fourteen grand didn’t even cover it. It was double that, but he knew better than to go over fifteen when billing us. Staying under the IRS’s radar, and all that.

I logged into the accounting program and wired him the money, knowing I’d receive another bill, minus the cash deposit we’d given him, which would be reflected as “discount” on the next invoice.

After that was done, I was getting ready to reply to my mother’s text I’d ignored yesterday about when I was going to come visit her in Minnesota when there was a knock on the door. 

I set the phone down. “Come in.”

Trigger walked in holding an electronic tablet.

“What is it?” I asked at the grave look on his face.

“Reapers are asking for an audience,” he replied, referring to a human MC in the area, the Devil’s Reapers. His jaw ticked with annoyance. Trigger was in charge of our digital communications, along with Wizard, when he wasn’t busy with our more complicated tech stuff. I figured Trigger could handle our general email box and rare public relations issues.

“Audience for what?”

“Doesn’t say,” he replied, piercing me with his blue eyes before looking down at the tablet and running his finger along it.

“Reply and ask them what the fuck they want,” I grunted.

He did, right there standing in front of me. He looked up and said, “Done.”

“Is there anything else?” I asked.

Trigger shook his head. “Nah, I’ll let you know if they reply.”

I said nothing as he turned to leave. But then his tablet chimed. He stopped and slid his finger over the screen.

He looked up at me. “They replied. Says they have a lead on some girls who’ve gone missing. One showed up at their clubhouse. They want our help.”

My heart pounded and I felt the fire in my blood. You didn’t fuck with women or children and we would do whatever it took to help these girls or young women. “Tell them we’re on our way.”

He nodded and typed away on the device while I stood from my desk and grabbed my phone, shoving it into my pocket. “Get the guys. Let’s ride.”
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Devil’s Reapers

––––––––
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We made our way out to the designated spot for our bikes in front of the clubhouse I’d had paved and painted. Bikes were only to be parked there or in front of individual homes. We had two cagers and a grocery getter we also parked there, along with two smaller, older cars. There was a golf cart we kept to ride around the compound in that sat nearby, plugged in and charging. What could I say? I ran a tight ship and liked things just so.

My guys knew it and, I’d like to think, respected it.

Trigger, Menace, Strife, Cutter, and I hopped on our Harleys and made our way down the path toward the gate. After it opened, we rumbled along the long dirt road that led out to the main roads in LaPlace. 

It only took about twenty minutes to reach the Reapers’ clubhouse. It sat on a large corner of a somewhat residential area in an older part of town, but outside of the Quarter and tourist areas of New Orleans. There were four Reapers standing outside, arms folded across their cuts, waiting for us.

As far as they knew, we were just another MC, of course having no idea that we were all angry werewolves who were about to literally transform into beasts tonight. We killed our engines and made our way up to the front entrance. I resisted an eyeroll when we were patted down for weapons. I had my piece in my bike pouch, but we had super strength so if any knives or anything came out, we would be able to hold our own.

We were ushered inside. I’d never been in their clubhouse before, as we rarely had any reason to deal with the Reapers except for the occasional trade or word about illegal dealings. Some we did on the down-low, others we helped them with. Like today.

The entrance was a large, dark room with a few pieces of furniture. Through that door opened up to a bar with a few club whores hanging around and a tired-looking bartender behind the bar. I nodded to him as we were led further into the back, to another large room with a desk in the corner. The club’s president sat there. 

“Psycho,” he said, standing and greeting me with a strong handshake.

I pumped his hand up and down once and nodded. “Hawk.”

“I’ll get right to the point,” he said, addressing the five of us while his four guys stood off to the side, listening. “To make a long story short, one of my guys has a cousin who was friends with one of the victims. She managed to get away and her cousin told her to go straight to us. We picked her up at the Greyhound station last night.” He shook his head. “The girl’s obviously fucked up. Starved, dirty, you get the picture.”

I stared at him, waiting for him to continue. “Okay? Did she give you any info on who the fuckers are?”

“Yeah, she gave us vague descriptions, and we’re going to track them down.”

Why was he being so short? “And you need our help...?”

Hawk shook his head. “Nah, I think we’ll be able to handle it. But if you have any firepower you could spare, we won’t say no.”

“So you called me here because you need weapons?” I asked, confused.

He licked his lips. He actually looked nervous. In the three years I’d known this bastard, I’d never seen him look any type of way except angry. And sometimes homicidal.

“No, man. I need you to take the girl,” he finally answered.

What the fuck?

“You ain’t got room?” Trigger asked from beside me.

“Not only that,” Hawk replied, We’ve got pigs watching the place. The last fuckin’ thing I need is for them to think we were responsible for what happened to this girl.”

“Why would they think that?” I asked. “She can clearly tell them it wasn’t you.”

He chuckled darkly. “Have you ever dealt with the cops? Specifically, the feds? They will think she’s lying and lock us up. Stockholm syndrome and all that shit. You dig?”

My hackles rose. “Well... did you have something to do with it?” I blatantly asked.

“Fuck no!” he came back immediately. A glance showed the rest of his guys were thoroughly insulted by my accusation. Not that I gave a damn.

“Why not just dump her at the police station?” I asked.

He shook his head. “We tried that. She said no cops. They threatened her. Or some shit. Maybe the pigs had something to do with it. All I know is I need her the fuck out of my clubhouse.”

“This information would have been helpful before we got here. We only have our bikes, man,” I said, frustrated.

What the hell was I supposed to do with a human female right now? The full moon was tonight. As if the bitch wasn’t already traumatized enough, she would soon forget all about her abduction once she saw how we got down during a full moon.

Hawk jutted his chin at one of his guys, who nodded in return and wandered out of the room. “Slim’s going to get her. Then, I need all of you out of here. Do not make eye contact with the fuckin’ pigs posted up across the street.”

The white van we passed. I thought it was suspicious but then again, I was a paranoid motherfucker in general.

I barely nodded in acknowledgment. 

“What do you know about her?” I asked to break up the cloying silence.

“She got off the bus at the Greyhound station, used the payphone to call Duke,” Hawk said, pointing at a tall bald guy with yellow teeth and an unkempt blond and gray beard.

“She said she went to school with my cousin Amanda and that we’d help her. So I took the cager to the Greyhound station and picked her up. Brought her back here. Let her use the shower and fed her,” Duke added.

“That’s it?” I asked.

Duke nodded, as did Hawk, who was occasionally looking out the window. Paranoid dick.

“Okay, well, I guess we’ll take her.” She had to be better off with us than these smelly human fuckers. Not to mention they clearly had heat on them.

My guys looked at me in confusion and also seemingly for guidance. I resisted shrugging. I didn’t want to take this lady in, but we had the room, and it would allow me to investigate further, maybe get more girls out and shut down whatever operation had been responsible for her abduction.

All heads turned when the Reaper returned with a small woman in tow. I watched as her bluish-purple eyes, that reminded me of a larkspur flower, scanned the room and went big when they landed on me. I saw fear but there was also a hard edge to her gaze; a bit of defiance. She was more angry than she was scared. A shock of short platinum-blonde hair haloed her head, and she brushed a stray strand away from her face.

“You’re going with Psycho,” Hawk told her. “They’re gonna keep you safe.”

She glared at Hawk and said, “I don’t need to go with anyone. If you’ll just get me a bus ticket to Tampa, I’ll be out of your hair. I obviously don’t have any money.”

He shook his head. “Sorry, sugar. We need to find the guys who took you and try to get the rest of the girls out.”

She snorted a laugh completely devoid of humor. “Good luck with that.” Then, she looked at me, eyeing my cut. “Psycho? Really?”

Wow. She wasn’t what I was expecting. I swallowed back a rare smile and said, “You can call me Shep if it makes you feel better. What’s your name?”

She ignored the question. “Nothing would make me feel better except to go home.”

Okay then.

I threw the Reapers a questioning look and they just shrugged. Guessed she hadn’t told them her name either.

“You good?” Hawk asked me, and I noticed he was now by a window, flicking open the blinds to look out at the street.

Whatever he was involved with, I wanted no part of.

“Yeah, I’m good. Let’s go.” I grabbed the girl by the upper arm and she tried to twist out of my grip, but of course that was futile. She was tiny and I could wrap my entire fist around her bicep. I gave her a discreet whiff. She smelled like soap and pizza. 

We were escorted back outside, and as I always rode alone, I only had one brain bucket, which I hardly wore. I eventually let go of her arm and gestured to my bike. “Put the fuckin’ helmet on and get on.” I tossed it to her. It was, of course, too big.

She snorted again. “I don’t need one.”

I shook my head and shrugged. “It’s your funeral if we crash.”

“And not yours?” she sassed.

My lips twitched. “No.”

“Okay then. Just don’t drive like a maniac.”

I ignored that and slid on in front of her. After flicking up the kickstand, she still wasn’t touching me.

“You’ll want to hold on, larkspur, since you didn’t want to wear the brain bucket.”

Some squeals of protest spilled from her pretty mouth but I ignored them. Only once I felt her arms wrap around my waist did I take off down the road, my guys following me. I ignored the obvious white van and kept my gaze straight, my sunglasses firmly in place.
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It was now afternoon, and as we entered the clubhouse, prospects and other club members gaped at us as we hauled in the female. She juddered to a halt as soon as we entered the massive front room. A few guys sat around watching the televisions and drinking, and all eyes on her had to feel intimidating.

“Come with me,” I said. But she just didn’t move. I looked at Cutter. “Make her something to eat, will ya?”

“You got it, boss,” he replied, his near-bald head shining under the lights as he headed for the communal kitchen where he did most of the cooking for everyone. Dude was Gordon Ramsay on steroids. 

“I’m not hungry,” she muttered under her breath.

“It’s cool. I’ll eat with you,” I said, realizing it was past lunchtime and I hadn’t eaten today.

Menace told her, “Cutter makes the best grilled cheese sandwiches, you’ll see.”

She narrowed her eyes at my fellow wolf, trying not to have the same reaction everyone did when they saw his scarred face and dual-colored eyes. I could commend her for not staring at him in horror. “Okay...”

He smiled, which made him look more frightening, and asked, “What’s your name, honey?”

She ignored him and looked at me. “Seriously, if you could just get me a ticket to Tampa, I’ll be out of your hair. I promise.”

I jutted my thumb over my shoulder at the prospects sitting in the plush loungers and they got up to make room for us. “Sit, please,” I told her. “Do you want a drink? To take the edge off?” I pointed at the bar. Maybe some liquor would get her to talk.

She shook her head and looked around, her purple-blue eyes darting around before she sat and smoothed some short hair behind her ear. I stared at her for a minute, taking in her elfish features: smooth skin, thin upturned nose, full lips, and a sharp jawline. She was very pretty, not too delicate but a little rough around the edges at the same time.

“Is that where you’re from? Tampa?” I asked, sitting in a chair next to her.

Trigger, Menace, and Strife stood next to us. She stared up at them, then me. I looked at them. “Why don’t you guys get back to work. And someone go get Wizard,” I added.

“You got it,” Trigger said, and they left.

She stared at me for a long while, but didn’t say anything. She sat with her legs up, her arms around them protectively.

“Psycho,” I heard, and turned my head to see Wizard standing there. He glanced at her then at me. “You need me?”

I nodded and indicated to the woman. “Yes, I was hoping I’d have her name by now but she seems shy so I’m just calling her larkspur for now. Larkspur, this is Wizard.”

She narrowed her eyes at him. “Is that your real name?” I watched as her gaze traveled down to his name patch on his vest.

He used his knuckle to push his black-rimmed glasses back up on his face. “No, ma’am. I’m Stefan if you you’d rather call me that. What should I call you?”

She moved her gaze back to me and said, “So what do you have going on here? Some elaborate motorcycle gang with a tech guy, a chef”—she jutted her chin to where Cutter was in the kitchen—“and, what, a scary enforcer with freaky eyes?”

I bit back a smile. “Something like that.”

She lifted her chin and asked, “And are they all werewolves, or just you two?”
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Chapter 4
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99 Problems

Nera

––––––––
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The shock on their faces was totally worth it. The minute they walked into that other trash MC’s clubhouse, I saw the yellow-colored aura around them all. They thought I was human. They were mistaken. The only reason I hadn’t zapped all of them was because I needed money to get the fuck out of here. I’d escaped the kidnapper bastards with nothing but the clothes on my back and the shoes on my feet.
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