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Crazy Train

A single bulb hung overhead, the way I had designed it. I wanted that old-school interrogation feel when we brought people in to question them. It swung slightly, adding to the terror now coloring this guy’s face. He’d wandered onto our property, and that was not allowed. I fought a grin at the thrill his horror induced. I wanted to pull out my knife and watch it bleed out of him.

Psycho had wanted to bring him into the cage room, but since it was dark outside, and the shop was closer, we dragged him through the shop, filled with bikes and one car, their parts littering the ground, and into the main office. Technically, this repair shop inside the warehouse didn’t need an office, and we rarely used it, but it made for a great interrogation ambiance.

I’d only used it a handful of times. Most of those times, my Bayou Wolves brethren had no idea I had. There had been times I’d caught individuals sleazing around the compound, especially in the middle of the night when I couldn’t sleep. I’d bring them here, questioning them as to why they were here, and schooling them on the consequences of trespassing. They were usually kids, but I never saw them again after a warning and some flicks from my lighter.

They were not dissimilar to this guy. He was scared shitless and I was fairly sure he’d pissed himself a little bit. I couldn’t blame the guy, really. He was surrounded by four men much larger than him. The fact we weren’t wearing our cuts—well, I was—was probably the only reason his bladder hadn’t completely emptied itself onto my office floor.

“What are you doing on my compound?” Psycho asked again, arms folded across his dress shirt.

The guy—probably no older than twenty-one—bounced his brown eyes between the four of us, then audibly swallowed before answering. “I was just lost. I swear. I was at the lake, and saw the gate. Curiosity killed the cat, I guess... Please don’t kill me?”

I glanced around. “Who was in charge of locking the gate after the ceremony?” 

Chaos, one of our members, had had his mating ceremony earlier that evening on the lake. We’d been at Rumble, the onsite bar, having the reception, when cameras alerted our resident techie, Wizard, to some movement. 

This guy wasn’t hard to catch.

“Whoever was out last,” Psycho replied. “Not that we know who that is.”

“I’ll be sure to double-check it after we use it,” I commented. I turned to the guy in the chair. We hadn’t bothered restraining him. We didn’t need to. I’d patted him down for weapons and found nothing but a cell phone and wallet on him. And... I actually believed his story.

“This is private property...” Psycho glanced around, then at me. I handed him the guy’s wallet. He opened it. “Henry.”

His eyes widened. “I’m sorry, um, sir.”

“Psycho,” the boss corrected.

“I promise I’m not,” Henry said. 

Everyone except me chuckled. 

“I’m Psycho, the president. You’ve wandered onto the compound of a motorcycle club.” Psycho went over and lifted him up by the arm. “Don’t come back. Henry.” He shoved his wallet and keys at him and tossed him out the door. 

“I won’t.” Henry ran outside and we watched him disappear toward the path that would lead to the gate that led to Lake Pontchartrain. 

“He’s gone,” Wizard said, staring at his tablet.

“That was a waste of time,” Strife said, blowing out a breath and raking his hand through his hair.

“We should electrify the gate,” I commented, staring after Henry.

Trigger chuckled. “Of course you think so.”

“Get on that, will you?” Psycho said to Wizard.

“I can try, but with the wrought iron and the voltage...”

He continued on about electronics and wires as we walked out of the warehouse and back to Rumble.

Chaos and Maeve were walking out the front door as we arrived.

Maeve looked at me in the usual way she did, and then at Psycho. “I already threw the bouquet. Nobody caught it.” Her lips twitched, then she looked at me. “It’s too bad all of you didn’t bring dates. It would have been funner.”

I snorted and narrowed my eyes at the redhead. “Absolutely not.”

Everyone froze and looked at me.

It amused me the way they walked on eggshells around me sometimes. I thought I’d proven I’d take a damn bullet for these fuckers. Chaos was my ride or die but his woman was... something else. I’d give her points for being feisty and not a doormat like some of the women he’d been with. Like some I’d met in my life.

I tried to avoid the female sex altogether except for a night here or there. My luck consisted of meeting witches, who I didn’t know were witches until it was too late, and stage-five clingers with a penchant for bad boys, who would follow me home. Moving out of Minnesota with my brethren had been a very good decision on my part, even though I was mostly against moving at first. I was an unfortunate witch magnet, so moving to New Orleans hadn’t been my first choice, but I’d been getting better at spotting them. I wouldn’t admit to anyone that Nera, Psycho’s wife, had helped me a few times. She taught me to look for the signs. Still, I wasn’t good at it, but I was improving. Cutter wasn’t much help but he was improving at spotting them as well.

I watched as my buddy and his new bride got into the SUV with Cutter driving, on their way to the airport for whatever tropical destination they’d chosen. I honestly hadn’t been paying attention when they’d told me.

I don’t care.

I had his location on my phone so I’d check later—if I felt like it.

Right now, all this socialization had worn me down, so without a word, I pulled a can of dip from my pocket and shoved a pinch in my bottom lip before turning and walking out of Rumble and heading to the small house I had here on the compound. It really was the best setup I had going on here. Up until I’d met the Wolves—or more specifically Psycho—I hadn’t had the best life.

But—he had found me, and while I was sure I’d have landed on my feet eventually, I was better off here. For now.
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The next day, church was called, and as I sat in Rumble, I wondered what this was about.

Psycho started. “We don’t have any leads on Syndriel, but Ace and Wizard are checking the dark web for his location or any hints of his whereabouts. The dodgy vamp doesn’t appear to have gotten a new cell phone—or he never logged in to one so we could track it. We will find this asshole.”

The leech was lucky he was still “alive.” I’d wanted to gut him like a fish in his bedroom a few weeks ago—and I would have because I didn’t care what Viper and his vamps thought or what kind of green lights I needed. Chaos was the only one who’d stopped me.

“Next, we have a large shipment of weapons arriving tomorrow.” Psycho looked at me. “Stay after. I want you spearheading this. Hopefully it’ll go as smoothly as last time.”

I dipped my chin in a slight nod.

“And lastly, the intruder last night wasn’t nefarious, but a bystander who wandered onto the compound from the lake. Whoever is last to leave the lake, lock the fucking gate. All you have to do is click the padlock shut. I won’t say this again.” His dark-brown eyes scanned the room. “Is there anything anyone wants to add?”

When nobody responded, he pounded the gavel and everyone began to disperse. I stayed behind as he requested.

Once everyone was gone, he looked at me, his arms folded over his cut. “What’s the deal with these new suppliers?”

“Shady as hell, but are showing up with cash,” I replied.

“Hmm. What do you need from me?” he asked.

“Just manpower and firepower. The more the merrier. I don’t trust these guys as far as I can throw them,” I answered honestly.

They were Jamaican, as far as I knew, or from somewhere in the Caribbean. I had only spoken to them on the phone once and their accents made it clear. The rest of the communication had been through texts, and I made sure they knew we only took cash and that we’d allow them to test the weapons before they received them.

Psycho clapped me on the shoulder. “You’re the best we have here, you know. You ever need anything, you reach out.”

I wished my cold, unfeeling heart was warmed by that, but I was mildly amused, so I simply nodded once more.

“Close and lock up.” He pointed to the lights and door.

As he left to go back to his mate, I wandered around the clubhouse and ran my hands over the smooth wood of the bar and the cool leather of the chairs where patrons sat. It was so contradictorily quiet compared to when this place was in full swing, it almost made my ears ring. I hated the silence. It made my brain think it needed to talk to me, to give me ideas about things I shouldn’t be doing. About things I should be doing. About how to quell the boredom and find a release from the pain that addled my brain.

I didn’t drink anymore, but my brethren did. I didn’t see the point. I needed my head clear at all times. I needed to be in control; to not forget. The hard drugs, the alcohol, all it did was confuse me and leave me with a headache and brain fog, knowing the temporary high wasn’t worth it. The memories—they would always be there. Temporary fixes did nothing.

After glancing around Rumble, I turned off the lights and locked the door with the key attached to my belt with a chain. I needed to try to get some sleep in preparation for the drop tomorrow. I had a bad feeling it wasn’t going to go as smoothly as the last one had.
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I really should have listened to my gut. With Trigger, Strife, and Gunner by my side, we stood as a wall of muscle along the front of the warehouse, our arms folded across our cuts. I watched as a moving truck with the rental company’s logo on the side pulled in through the gates after I’d given Metal permission to let them through. Knowing we had no more expected visitors today, I’d told Metal to abandon the detail and meet me here. We needed all hands on deck for this.

Metal jumped off the back of the truck, where he’d hitched a ride, unbeknownst to our clients, and joined us. One of the clients did a double-take at him.

Six dark-skinned Caribbean men got out of the truck and slammed the doors shut.

I walked forward with my hands by my side. I had my piece hidden under my cut on the right side, and my usual .22 on my ankle holster. On my left side was my handy-dandy hunting knife, but I made sure that was visible. Being ambidextrous was a huge advantage.

My gaze scanned each of the men. They were dressed plainly in jeans and tees. I didn’t see any weapons, though that didn’t mean there weren’t any. If they were smart, they had an arsenal inside that truck. Maybe some ankle pieces as well. My guard was up and wouldn’t go down until... well, who was I kidding? My fucking guard never went down.

“Menace, I am Arley. I believe we spoke on the phone.” He put his hand out to shake.

I looked down at it and begrudgingly shook it, even if I was loath to do so. I liked keeping my hands and my germs to myself.

“You have our order ready?” Arley asked.

“I do, but if you have any weapons, I’m gonna need you to leave them in your vehicle.” I jutted my chin at the rental truck and spat a wad of chew into the grass.

He watched the action and hesitated a minute, then nodded, his braids bouncing with the movement. He removed a pistol from the small of his back and placed it in the truck, barking something in another language to the rest of his crew, who did the same.

I wasn’t going to breathe a sigh of relief but I was glad he was complying. I led them into the warehouse, where I had crates of weapons stacked and ready. It wasn’t my business to ask what they were going to use them for, but I could probably guess. Did that make me—us—complicit to whatever harm they might cause with these things? I didn’t think so, but I did briefly wonder if the rental company put a tracker or LoJack on that thing should they ever get caught.

I watched as they walked over and began picking up automatic weapons and looking through the sights by closing one eye and aiming them randomly. A few picked up grenades and some less than lethal ammunition. No, none of the weapons were loaded. I wasn’t stupid and ammo didn’t come with the price of the weapons.

After about fifteen minutes, Arley approached me. “We’ll take all of it except the handguns.”

“Let me get some numbers together. Be right back.”

I had the numbers in my head. I just wanted to make him wait. I sat at the desk in the office that doubled as an interrogation room and picked up a pencil as if I was crunching numbers, even though I wasn’t. 

Then, all hell broke loose.
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All That Remains

I ducked when I heard gunshots, then shot up from my desk with my piece in my hand faster than I could blink.

My men were crouched behind walls and the disassembled car, while the Jamaicans shot with my fucking weapons they hadn’t paid for. I could only assume they had ammo in their pockets.

Guess I should have been more specific.

Lifting my pistol, I closed one eye and aimed it at Arley’s head. I popped off a shot but he ducked last minute when Trigger shot at him, so I missed.

“What the fuck is going on?”

We turned when we saw Psycho and Cutter standing in the doorway of the warehouse with their weapons drawn.

“Stop shooting!” I yelled to the Jamaicans. “Get down!”

The assholes didn’t listen. They continued to shoot—and we shot back. 

I aimed and quickly hit one of Arley’s men in the head. He went down in a heap and started spilling blood all over my warehouse floor. A thrill shot through me.

I grinned and took aim at the next one. He dodged me last minute, diving behind some wooden crates. When I saw his hand and gun emerge, I immediately took aim and fired, the round ricocheting off the side of the crate, chunking the wood and missing his hand by centimeters.

“Let’s go!”

I whirled around to see the bastards had used the firefight as a distraction and were all loaded up in the moving truck. Turned out, there were only two or three actually shooting; the rest were loading weapons into the truck for a quick getaway. So far, there was only one of theirs left on my warehouse floor, and I wasn’t going to be burying it. 

I grabbed the corpse’s hand and dragged it along the warehouse floor as my brethren gave chase to the vehicle, firing and trying to take out tires. All they accomplished was peppering the loading door with holes while they peeled out of the lot and toward the front gate. 

I now regretted having Metal leave his location, though, maybe he was safer here or whatever.

“What the fuck!” Psycho yelled, his pistol by his side.

“Fucking played us,” Trigger gritted out, holstering his sidearm.

“I’ll get Wizard to run full background on these assholes and let’s track ’em down,” Psycho said.

We all knew it was too late to hop on our bikes and chase these guys. They were already in the wind.
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“I don’t have much to go on,” Wizard said as the six of us stood in Rumble. “Facial recognition says he’s Arley Clarke, thirty-two years old, born in Kingston, Jamaica, not a U.S. citizen. Here on a work visa.”

“Yeah, he’s working real hard,” I muttered under my breath before spitting some chew into a cup I had borrowed from behind the bar.

“And we don’t have trackers on the guns?” Ace asked.

Trigger spoke up. “No, just serial numbers that we had mostly filed off so now they’re fucking untraceable. The boxes have trackers though.”

The boxes were still sitting half full in my warehouse so I knew that would do us no good. At least the assholes hadn’t taken all our inventory. Only what they could haul on their way out. 

“How much did they get?” Psycho asked.

I had spent all afternoon with Metal and Trigger, doing inventory on what we had lost. I glanced at Trigger, who looked worried, and replied, “About half a mil.”

Hisses and curses sounded amongst us.

“I fucking hate thieves!” Psycho snapped, pounding his fist on the bar top. “We have to find them.” He looked at Wizard and Jordan. “Any more IDs?”

“Just one other, and it’s only a partial match. It was, uh, dark in there so the cameras didn’t get a full look at his face, but we think it might be a cat named Badrick Henry, age twenty. From the same city as Arley. No work visa though. And no employment history. No U.S. ID.”

“Put alerts on both of them,” Psycho barked. “Anyone even close matches their description at any store, bus stop, or public place, we snatch him up.”

“You got it, boss,” Wizard replied.

Psycho lifted a glass and brought it to his lips as we all watched in silence. We could tell he had something else to say.

I stared at my boss and wondered what was going through his head. He had to be stressed, drinking whiskey at 1 p.m. on a Thursday, though it didn’t seem like it calmed him much. It really did take a lot of liquor to get us drunk—our metabolisms burned it off too fast. It was one of the many reasons I didn’t drink. What was the point?

He finally spoke. “Aside from that, we may have a lead on Syn. Unbelievably, we believe he was spotted at Zombies.”

“What the hell?” I muttered. “How we were not alerted?”

“I was,” Psycho admitted. “At four this morning. I was dead asleep when Viper was calling and texting. I called him back immediately at six when I got up. I need to change my settings so it flashes light or something when I get a notification.”

Wizard put his hand out. “Let me do that for you. I’ll fix it so it’s louder at night.”

I wondered briefly how his wife didn’t wake either, but it was neither here nor there at this point. We’d all been dropping the ball lately and there was no use in pointing fingers. We had motherfuckers to take care of, so it did no good not to only focus on the task—tasks—at hand. I was going to suggest that Viper notify more than just Psycho, though. At least Trigger and Wizard. Between the three, one of them would at least wake up. I didn’t think Wizard slept, anyway.

“Thanks,” he said, handing over the phone. “And before you ask, Viper wasn’t there, only one of his vamp cronies. Vamps in New Orleans know to keep an eye out for Syndriel, so this guy called it in right away, but the slippery fucker had already left. Theo sent us the camera footage.” He nodded to Ace, who pushed some buttons on his tablet and the screens lit up with a video of Zombies. It was one of the few clubs that stayed open until 6 a.m., due to the nature of their... clientele. Its owner, Theo, was a vamp himself. It showed a guy who looked an awful lot like that lanky leech walking around the club with his head down. He wore a derby-style hat and older, formal clothing, sticking out like sore thumb. I briefly wondered why he didn’t change up his style if he was going to go in public where he was a wanted fugitive. He was probably in his early thirties when he was turned and could get away with some more modern clothing, but instead, he dressed like a fucking Boomer.

As we watched, he didn’t interact with anyone, but sat at a high-top alone with a full glass and kept checking his antique-looking watch. Ace sped up the video and showed a time lapse of about twenty minutes, and then slowed it to real time. Syn pulled out his phone from his pocket and checked the screen. What I assume was a curse left his lips as his brow furrowed. He left the full drink sitting on the table and walked out of the club, pocketing the phone. There were so many people there, it was hard to tell which of Viper’s vamps had reported it, as the camera was only aimed at that part of the bar. The screen went black.

“So weird he’d show back up here, knowing we’re after him,” Strife said, running hand over his dark hair and shaking his head.

“He must have been desperate but was obviously stood up by someone,” Cutter said. “Looks like he has a phone too.”

We all looked at Wizard and Ace.

“I check twice a day for any phone registered to Syndriel Beuregard or Glen Beauregard. There still isn’t one, so he’s obviously using an alias. I’d bet he hypnotized a store employee into doing it.” Wizard shook his head.

He was probably right.

“Let’s get some presence as Zombie’s tonight,” Psycho said. “Show up around the same time as he did early this morning. Any volunteers?”

All of us raised our hands except Ace. 

“I’m not sure about you,” Psycho said to me. “You’re too recognizable.”

I pointed at my face. “I can disguise myself.”

Psycho lifted an eyebrow while Cutter and Strife snorted laughs. I shot them both a filthy look.

“Okay. You, Strife, and Cutter. No cuts, no weapons. Dress like teenagers or whoever goes to that club.” Psycho downed the rest of his glass and turned to walk out of Rumble. He hadn’t officially called church, it was just where we’d grouped up a couple of hours after the Jamaican assholes had ripped us off.

I stopped by the warehouse on my way back to my house to think up a disguise. I’d kind of been winging it when I told Psycho I could look inconspicuous. 

We had mostly cleaned up the damage those assholes had done, but we had a lot of repairing to do to walls and such. The Chevy we’d been building was going to need serious body work. Strife really was talented in carpentry when he wasn’t crooning with his guitar, and Metal and I could take care of the car’s classic metal frame that had been sprayed with holes by those pieces of shit.

God, I hated a thief, like Psycho said. Nothing made me more mad. I locked up the office and warehouse doors and walked to my small home. I could understand stealing for necessity—God knew I did enough of that as a kid so I wouldn’t starve—but for pure greed was a whole other level. I could also understand other infractions—assault, even murder. Sometimes those were justified. Sex offenses? Absolutely not.

A memory of what happened to the man who’d maimed me flitted into my brain and I tried to push it away. The prick was dead, anyway.

My first kill.
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The Organization

Raven

The darkness was my friend. If not for the pitch of night, I would have no job at all. No meaning. No purpose. I’d be forced to find more reputable—or unscrupulous ways, Goddess forbid—of making money, but I was glad I didn’t have to.

I spied my subject leave the popular nightclub in the Quarter. It amazed me how gullible and stupid humans were. Had they no self-preservation? Walking into a club crawling with supes and getting drunk and high with no regard for their safety. I’d saved more than I could count.

My subject looked both ways as he left the club, trying to blend into the crowd on Bourbon, but he was just too tall. I also wondered why he felt the need to dress like a Downton Abbey character and not blend in. He looked young enough to wear modern clothes, but I knew he was much older than he appeared.

I’d been tracking this vamp for a couple of weeks. Bounty from the dark web was paying a hefty sum for him to be brought in alive. I’d already programmed the contact number into my phone for when I captured him. This vamp had once had a house in the Garden District but a couple of the Bayou Wolves had forced him out. I had no idea why, but that was a question for another day. Finding out more about that werewolf motorcycle club was on my to-do list, and I was gathering information myself on them. They were pretty elusive and their computer systems were impossible to hack—I’d paid someone to try. I’d admit I had mad respect for that—they must have some seriously smart IT guys. I even paid a guy to try to hack in when they were their most vulnerable—the first night of the full moon, as I, myself, was also incapacitated and not thinking about computers or werewolf MCs during that time.

Dressed in all black, I slipped out from my hiding place and tapped my right hip to make sure my crossbow pistol was still there.

Where else would it be, Raven?

I shook my head at my own internal questioning. The matte black Taurus .22 pistol on my ankle above my boot was in full view, but the hunting knife in its sheath on my left hip was hidden under my long black jacket. I looked like a character from The Matrix but I didn’t care. Most of the people in the Quarter were too drunk to even notice me lurking me in the shadows.

I followed the lanky fellow, who seemed to be more paranoid than me, as he wandered through the French Quarter. He strolled casually with his hands in his pockets, but I could tell by the vampire’s body language that he was anything but relaxed. His eyes darted quickly as if he was looking for danger. I stuck to the shadows of the shop and bar overhangs as I followed him. Someone left a mostly full hand grenade on top of a trash can, so I picked it up as if it were mine. Most of the booze had been drunk from the long green plastic cup, but I needed to blend in. A few drunk humans smiled at me but I kept my resting bitch face in place.

Stay away from me.

The skinny vamp turned down Bienville Street and I grew a little worried because the crowds were thinning out here and I wouldn’t be able to hide as well.

“Hey!”

The voice caught me off guard, despite the crowd. Two humans started to fight, throwing punches until a man—a vampire—grabbed them both and pulled them apart.

That was all it took. I whipped back around to find the street damn near empty. I’d lost my subject. He was gone—like a ghost, disappearing into the hot Louisiana night.

“Dammit,” I muttered, my molars grinding in frustration. Then, I instantly relaxed. I would find him again. 

The bad news was, now I’d have to hunt another night. The good news was, the stupid vamp had stayed in the area, when I thought for sure he was going to bolt since the Bayou Wolves had gotten the drop on him.

I pitched the drink in a nearby trash can and walked slowly down Bienville until I reached Bourbon. I kept walking until I reached Gravier, where a three-block walk would take me to my small apartment.

Thankful I didn’t run into any issues, but disappointed that my subject got away, I punched in the code to get into my building, where I took the stairs two at a time, my boots pounding loudly and me not caring until I reached my door. After I was safely locked inside, I tossed off my jacket and boots and went into the bathroom. This apartment was so small, a studio really, I didn’t even have a room. 

I stripped my clothes off, leaving them on the bathroom floor, as the tiny bathroom steamed up. I yanked the tie out of my hair and gazed at my tired blue eyes as the hair that matched my name fell over my small breasts to stop at my bellybutton. Just before stepping into the shower, my phone buzzed with a text.

Org: Update.

I sighed debating on replying now or after my shower. I was limited on hot water, but then again, I didn’t have much to report, so I typed with my thumbs.

Me: Negative. Subject gave me the slip.

I set the phone down and got into the shower where I washed and scrubbed as I let the hot water pound my muscles into relaxation.

After turning off the water, I twisted my hair in a towel, wrapped another around me, and opened the bathroom door to let the steam out. The mirror showed my usually milk-white pale body red and splotchy from the shower. It wouldn’t last five minutes until my skin was back to normal.

I checked my phone; no reply from Org.

That was what I called the Organization—the outfit who’d hired me off the dark web. I’d only met a single soul from it, a warlock who ran this hit establishment that was more like a secret society against supes. Yes, they were supes themselves and only hired supes for $5,000 a hit, but all our hits were also on supes and I never questioned it, because I didn’t care. Thankfully, I was never hired to mess with humans and I’d never had a job to take one out. 

Not that I ever would... unless they were pedos or deviants. 

Admittedly, I’d worked for free on a few of those disgusting fuckers. Saving more lives than I took and all of that.

I slipped on a black lace fitted nightdress and went into my small kitchen. After making some hot tea and throwing a chicken pot pie in the microwave, I went into the living room and pulled out the sofa bed. I took the blanket and sheet from the closet and made the bed. 

As I waited for the microwave to do its thing, I took my steaming mug of tea and sipped on it as I looked out the window, gazing up at the moon that controlled my life. It was at three-quarters now, but soon it would bring me pain. Continual agony that disrupted my life once a month. I dragged my gaze from the illuminated orb and stared down at the street below. Buildings lined the small street, and as I looked east, I could see the horizon begin to turn pink. Like a vampire, it was time to go to sleep so I could wake up later and do this all over again.
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Saturday nights sucked when I was on a job. I preferred the less chaotic weeknights of the Quarter. But, I’d screwed up last night and now I had to pay my dues. If I’d only caught up with the subject and not let a human street brawl distract me, I would have been paying my late rent with that five grand.

I couldn’t fail now.

I left the black trench coat behind and opted for a loose tee to hide the small pistol at my back but left the Taurus pistol on my ankle. The hunting knife was partially hidden underneath my flowy Insane Clown Posse shirt.

I strolled casually but with purpose through the quarter, avoiding the silver-painted street performers with their upside down buckets as drums and the python snake entertainers. I’d grown up here and none of them impressed me, but I could appreciate their hustle. Everyone needed to make some money to survive.

After two hours of wandering, my subject was nowhere to be found. I made my way to Zombies to see if he was there, and once I’d nursed a beer for another two hours, I didn’t spot him there either. A glance at my phone showed me it was 2 a.m. and I figured I should probably give up.

Then, it chimed with a text.

Org: Daniel Loxley. Mid-40s. Last seen in the French Quarter. Wanted by the feds. Kill onsite, provide proof. $5k. See photo.

A photo popped in with an average-looking White guy wearing a black tee and a height chart behind him, indicating a five-foot-ten frame in his mugshot. A quick Google search showed me he was a sex offender and had been arrested with tons of child porn on his computer. He’d been sentenced to serve 30 months in a federal joint and had absconded before he could serve it.

I choked down a gag and replied to the text.

Me: Species?

Org: Wolf.

Damn.

Me: Copy that. 

I memorized his photo and set my sights on him. I wandered into every bar and restaurant in the Quarter. Him being a wolf would be harder to track because he’d smell me coming.

Luckily, I had a nose for other wolves and of course vamps, so I would find this guy. I also had a special fire for catching these types of deviants. Was it personal? Maybe. But suddenly, Daniel became more of a priority than Syndriel Beauregard.

Syndriel’s hit was something of an unknown, but I didn’t question why they wanted him. An internet search of him came back with nothing, which told me that vampire was very old. But this guy, Daniel, he needed to be taken off the street sooner rather than later.

And I would be getting that five grand if my life depended on it. I smiled and tucked my hands into the pockets of my black jeans. I’d hit up Zombies tomorrow night to look for him. Maybe I’d get lucky and find them both, but Daniel was my priority.

You can try to stay hidden, Daniel Loxley, but I’m coming for you.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 4
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Wolf in Sheep’s Clothing

Menace

With my feet planted on the ground, I sat on my bike outside the clubhouse of the Nighthawks, trying not to gag at the stench of vampire that emanated from the place. But—I had a meeting with their resident techie, Face, and he told me he would rather meet at his clubhouse instead of a park or dark bar. 

Whatever.

I’d rarely had much interaction with the computer whiz vamp, but Wizard had told me to text him if I was serious about a disguise. I had no idea why a geek kid could help me, but, I was mildly intrigued. I parked my bike and went inside.

Their bar, the Cobalt Room, was thriving with patrons. I only got a few looks as I walked in wearing my cut and giving zero fucks, and wandered up to the bar. A female bartender, wearing a lot of jewelry and who was definitely a vamp, took in my appearance. 

She plastered on a fake smile and glanced down at my cut. “I’m Jewel. What can I getcha, handsome?”

“I’m here to see Face,” I grunted.

Her demeanor shifted a bit. She looked at another young male vamp and then disappeared behind the bar. He glanced at me and I noticed his cut read Dash.

Yeah, you better dash if you keep eyeballing me like that.

Jewel waved me back. “Right this way, Menace.”

I followed her behind the bar where she led me to a small office at the very back of the building. She knocked twice and then opened the door. Viper and Shadow stood behind Face, who sat at the computer.

“Menace, come in,” Viper said.

Jewel walked away and I turned when the door clicked shut behind her, muffling the music and din of voices from the bar.

“What can we do for you?” Viper asked.

I glanced at Shadow, the huge fucker standing there with his arms folded over his cut. I’d seen him blink out of existence then back in and I trusted him as far as I could throw his ass. Which was admittedly not very far. The beastly vampire had to be at least 6 foot 6.

I slid my gaze to Viper, dipping my chin at Face. “I need to speak to him.”

Viper looked at Face. “Do you need us to leave?”

The pretty boy vamp shook his head, did something on the computer, and stood. “Nah, let’s talk in the clubhouse.”

I followed them down a tunnel-type hallway into the Nighthawks’ clubhouse, the stench of vampire getting stronger. I breathed through my mouth.

He led me to a small breakroom-type area with a kitchen setup, complete with microwave and fridge, and wondered what they needed it for besides for heating up bags of blood I’d seen vampires do before.

Fucking repulsive.

Venom walked in with a coffee mug reading Real Vampires Don’t Sparkle and I was reminded why they needed a kitchen: they had a resident werewolf. 

I nodded in acknowledgment and the older wolf nodded back. He washed the cup and set it into a dish drainer before exiting the breakroom. I had a feeling he didn’t need to be here at this precise moment, but was curious what I was doing here. Probably smelled me.

I looked at Face. “Wizard told me you could help me with a disguise.”

“Sure,” Face said. “What’s the occasion?” He folded his arms across his cut and stared at me with dark-blue eyes. 

I wasn’t sure why it mattered. “We’re setting a trap for Syn but he knows me. Pretty face like this isn’t exactly easy to forget.”

Shadow snorted but I ignored him.

Just then, a beautiful female walked in and I could immediately tell she was a vampire.

“Menace, this is my wife Devyn. She is a master at makeup.”

I raised an eyebrow. It didn’t look like she needed any herself. She was a knockout—for a vamp, anyway.

As if to answer my question, she pulled a cloth from her pocket and began to wipe off her face. “Nice to meet you, Menace.”

I stared in awe as the makeup was removed to reveal a patchwork of thick scars on her face. It looked like she’d lost a knife fight—badly.

I refrained from commenting, because really—what was I going to say?

She ran the cloth under water and washed away the rest of the makeup. Then she left the cloth on the sink and turned to me. “Covering that scar will be a piece of cake.”

I grinned for the first time. “Let’s what whatcha got.”

An hour later, I hopped on my bike and admittedly couldn’t stop staring at myself in the wing mirror as I rode back to the compound. She’d even used eye makeup to attract attention to my eyes to distract away from the makeup, and she’d filled in the gap in my eyebrow made by the scar with some sort of pencil. The urge to take a selfie was tempting. Not that I ever would.
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