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I bought her to break her.

I PUT UP WALLS TO KEEP my feelings at bay.

But my newest possession is threatening to wreck all my boundaries.

She needs me as badly as I need her.

I can only wonder: Is there any hope for our two broken souls?

TANK

She never had a choice.

That’s just the way it goes in this world.

The strong take what they want.

The weak get what they’re given.

And she’s been given a real sh!t sandwich.

First, her last family member dies.

Then some thugs seize her home and sell her on the flesh market.

Now, she’s nothing but a pawn.

A warm body to fill the bed sheets of the highest bidder.

Lucky for her, that’s me.

STAR

I don’t belong here.

I’m not a slave.

I’m an innocent girl.

But no one around me cares about that.

Especially not Tank.

He says he bought me to protect me.

He says he’ll keep me safe.

But the shine in his eyes tells a different story.

It says he’s going to chain me to his bed and take me however he pleases.

Tonight.

Tomorrow.

And every waking moment for the rest of our lives.
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Star

“Anything else I can get for you, hon?”

The overly chipper voice of the diner waitress snapped me out of my daydream. Coming back to reality, I looked down at the plate in front of me, its dingy white surface smeared with grease and yellow from the eggs and bacon I’d ordered.

“Um, just some more coffee, please,” I said, pushing the chipped coffee cup slowly towards the edge of the table.

The waitress, a heavy, middle-aged woman with a rear end like a caboose, blonde hair whose brown tips showed that she was a little too behind with her next dye, and overly done makeup of white foundation, blue eyeshadow, and red lipstick that was all so heavy it looked like she’d melted down a bunch of American flags and just dunked her face in it, gave a half smile as she topped up my cup before heading off to her other tables.

Truth be told, I didn’t want anymore coffee; my hands were already jittery from the three cups I’d already had. Well, jittery from that and the fact that I had about two dollars to my name and was planning on running out on the check.

But I couldn’t find the nerve to do it. I was eighteen years old and hadn’t so much as pocketed a candy bar at a gas station. Crime was the last thing I wanted to get involved in, even something as stupid and simple as this. I mean, the place was packed; all I would need to do would be to head to the bathroom then out the side door. But I couldn’t shake this image out of my mind of a giant line cook slapping down a greasy hand on my bare shoulder as I stepped out the door, asking me just what was I doing, little lady?

There was only so much coffee I could drink, however. I sipped from my fresh cup, feeling my heart race faster and faster with each little drop that went down my throat. I was starting to feel like a little blonde hummingbird.

Looking around the diner, my eyes jumping from the big-shouldered and big-bellied truckers sipping coffee at the white linoleum counter to the families crammed into booths to the white-clad waitresses darting here and there, I couldn’t help but feel stuck and helpless. And when my eyes settled on the group of bikers clad in their leather vests, their beards thick and braided, their voices loud and boisterous, I couldn’t help but ruminate on my extremely helpless situation.

Might as well introduce myself. I’m Star Dylan, and I was homeless. Two days out on the street so far, and everything I owned was crammed into the ratty little red backpack at my side—the same backpack that I’d made last through high school and the last year of middle school. The little bit of money that I’d managed to squirrel away was already gone, and only the endless grumbling of my stomach and the suggestion of a free meal had gotten me into this diner.

How’d I gotten in this situation? It was all because of a man named Dakin.

About two weeks ago, my dear Grandmother Dove had passed away. Her health had been failing for a long while, and I’d had to miss more and more school to stay in and look after her. It was only by the skin of my teeth and a few well-placed little flirts with the more lecherous teachers to get them to let me make up some finals that allowed me to graduate. I knew college wasn’t in the cards for a girl like me, so once I was out of high school I devoted myself to taking care of Grandma Dove full time.

And she was all too happy to have me do it. You see, my grandma was a sweet woman, but she was one of those types who felt that the less a young girl knew about the world outside the front door, the better. That meant no parties, only a few carefully-vetted friends, and absolutely, positively, no boys. Which I hated. Every girl I knew seemed to be pairing off with one handsome guy after another, some of my, well, more ambitious friends taking their pick of guys from the University of Florida in Gainesville, where I lived. I, on the other hand, was doomed to stay at home. While my friends were all out partying, going to dances, and losing their virginities, I was stuck at home under the watchful eye of Grandma Dove.

“You’ll thank me when you’re older, Star,” she’d say, taking a drag from one of them skinny little cigarettes she’d smoke, the half-burnt stub dangling from her dingy yellow fingers. “That kinda business your friends get up to, well, that’s nothing a young girl like you should be participating in. A pretty young thing like you needs to use that face to hook a man that’s worth a damn, not one of these punk thugs running around town.”

I get that her heart was in the right place, but damned if I didn’t hate her for it when I’d be going through my friends’ Instagrams the day after the big dances and go through all the pictures seeing them having what looked like the time of their lives.

But any concerns about boys and dances went right out the window when the lung cancer finally took Grandma. She had a little money stored away, a bunch of hundred-dollar bills stuffed into a little suitcase that she kept under her bed. Grandma had never trusted banks, and once that money came into my possession I didn’t know what to do with it. After all, I’d seen enough crime shows to know that you couldn’t just walk into a bank with a bag of money and say you wanted to open an account without raising an eyebrow or two.

Then the letters starting coming. They were all about the mortgage, informing me that I had to pay, and pay soon, or else they’d take the house. I didn’t know what to do. I’d never been allowed to go to the grocery store by myself, let alone manage a mortgage. I knew that Grandma keeping me sheltered had just been her way of protecting me, but now I’d been thrown into the world of adulthood without a clue of what to do. Part of me just hoped that the problem would take care of itself eventually. After all, when Grandma had been looking out for me, that’s what had happened.

The letters got more and more angry sounding. Some said “final notice” in big red letters. Then, eventually, they stopped coming. The mortgage ones, at least; I was still getting bill after bill about whatever else my grandma had been on the hook for. But the problem seemed taken care of, and I even let myself get comfortable. I mean, Grandma hadn’t left a will—whatever was still in the house was mine, I guess—but maybe she had arranged something to cover the mortgage. Maybe I was home free?

God, this was only a little while ago and already I’m trying to figure out just how I could have been so goddamn stupid.

Anyway, one morning there was a knock on the door. I opened it and standing there was a prim, slender woman in a pantsuit and her chocolate-brown hair in a professional ponytail. She handed me a letter, this one evidently so important that it had to be delivered in person. My heart racing, I opened it up right then and there, which is what I think the woman wanted.

“Evicted.” There it was, written clear as day.

“You have until the end of the week to clear out your things,” the woman said, her voice chipper and bright, as though she were trying to get me to sign up for a magazine or something.

Then, just like that, she was gone, leaving me there with the letter in my hands. Leaning against the front door frame, my shaking legs unable to support my weight, I read the letter over and over again. My eyes went over the words “new owner” again and again. Someone had bought the home right out from under me; the place where I’d grown up was now someone else’s.

I’d stepped onto the front lawn and looked around at the stretches of land around me. This house was out in the middle of nowhere, miles from town. I wondered just who’d put down the thousands of dollars necessary to buy it out from under me.

I got my answer the next day.

That next evening, there was a pounding at the door—a hell of a contrast to the gentle little rap that the bank agent had announced herself with. I was shaking again as I approached the door; it’s like my body already knew about the danger that was lurking on the other side. Taking a deep breath, I opened the door.

“Evening, miss,” said the man on the other side.

He was a real beast of a man. Thinking about Dakin, that’s the best word I can use to describe him: beast. Tall, with bulging, inhuman muscles, a long beard tied into a thick braid, and wild eyes that burned with both intensity and intelligence; he struck me as almost larger-than-life. That, and totally evil. Behind him was a pair of grungy-looking biker thugs just like him, their big arms crossed over their leather vests and wicked little smirks on their ugly faces.

He didn’t even ask to come in. Instead, he stepped right past me and into the home.

“Nice place,” he said, his big black boots thumping onto the carpet, dirt tracks following him as he walked.

I was gripped with fear; I didn’t know who this man was or what he was doing in my home. For all I knew, this was some kind of home invasion.

“Who ... who are you?” I finally sputtered out.

I must’ve sounded about as fearsome as a baby hamster because the two men still out in the front yard burst into mocking laughter as soon as I finished speaking.

The man turned around, looming over me. I couldn’t make out his age; he seemed to be older than thirty, but it was hard to tell with the bikers that I’d see riding around town. Their faces were always covered in beards, scars, and messy hair, making them look old and weathered, like Viking warriors who’d been to battle after battle and wore it on their faces and bodies.

“You, my pretty little thing, can call me Dakin.”

Something about his voice just shook me to my very core. You know how some people just have a way about them that’s friendly, warm, and open? A manner of looking and acting that just makes you want to be friends with them right out the gate? Well, this Dakin was the exact opposite of that. Every little thing about him, from the lanky swagger of his walk to his wild, dark eyes, to that smell of grease and motor oil that trailed behind him, just made me want to get as far away from him as possible.

“What do you want?” I asked, the two other bikers who’d come along with Dakin stepping into the living room and scoping out the place.

“A little old fashioned,” said Dakin, picking up and looking at the little knickknacks that my grandmother’d packed onto every surface of the home, “but I think it just might have some potential.”

Then he turned his gaze to me, looking me up and down like I was a cut of meat he was thinking about cooking up for dinner.

“Can’t argue with the in-home amenities either,” he said.

“What are you doing in my home?” I demanded, finally getting a little bit of a spine.

“Your home?” asked Dakin. “That’s where you’re wrong, little lady. As of tomorrow morning at nine a.m., this place is all mine.”

“What are you talking about?”

He reached into his pocket, pulled out a piece of paper, and slapped it against my chest as he walked past me.

“Thing about a mortgage is, if you don’t pay it someone can just buy the house right out from under you. I’ve had my eye on this place for a while, see. Nice location out in the boonies, perfect for my club’s little get-togethers. And when I heard the little girl who’d been stuck with the bill after her grandmammy died wasn’t doing a very good job making ends meet, I knew it was time to swoop in.”

“What?”

It was all I could say.

Dakin strode over to me, leaned in, and tapped on my head with his index finger.

“Anyone in there?” he asked, his whiskey breath hot on my face. “Figures a girl with a body like this wouldn’t have anything going on up top.”

“Only one kind of ‘up top’ I’m thinkin’ about,” said one of the bikers, staring hard at my breasts.

I wanted to cry; I’d never felt so violated in my life.

“You have to leave,” I said. “Even if you’re right, then this place isn’t yours until tomorrow at nine.”

Dakin looked at me hard for a second, then shrugged his shoulders.

“Guess she’s right, boys,” he said, turning to the other bikers. “Rules are rules, right?”

He slapped one of the bikers hard on the shoulder, the sound of his hand on the leather sounding out through the living room.

“Rules are rules,” he repeated, taking another look around the room. “I just wanted to come by and see if there was any décor I might want to hang onto. I mean, unless you’ve got some movers coming, that is.”

I stood still, now glaring at Dakin, my hands in tight little fists. I was equal parts scared and furious at this point.

“So, nine tomorrow. See you then, blondie.”

With that, he had his friends strode out of the house, the smell of cheap whiskey, cigarettes, and motor oil lingering in the air.

I didn’t know what to do with myself. I had no idea for sure, but everything looked in order—that asshole Dakin now owned my home. Or he would tomorrow, at least. I spent that evening thinking about the day ahead, wondering what I was going to do with myself. I was so scared and angry; I wished my Grandma Dove had taught me a single damn thing about how the world worked. And why hadn’t she? She’d known that she wouldn’t be around forever. Part of me wanted to curse her name, but I talked myself out of it, trying to keep in mind that she had just been protecting me in the only way she knew how.

I’d spent my whole life in this town, and now, with nothing more than whatever I could cram into a suitcase and whatever money was left under the bed, I was going to have to make my way in the world. I went into Grandma’s bedroom and looked under the bed, pulling out her suitcase. There were a few stacks of money left, maybe a few thousand dollars’ worth. I slipped a couple hundreds out of one of the stacks and stuck them in my pocket; just having some money on me made me feel a little less helpless.

I slept restlessly that night, dreaming horrible dreams about walking through a dark hallway, fumbling my way down, unable to see anything ahead, a horrible fire raging behind me that gained on me no matter I fast I moved. Right as the fire reached me I woke up, the sound of engines roaring to life jolting me out of my sleep.

I bolted up, sweat covering my body. Sure enough, motorcycles were pulling up to the house—I could hear them loud and clear. I grabbed my phone and saw the time. It was only seven—if that was Dakin, he was early.

I jumped out of bed and ran to the living room window. Peering out through the curtains, I saw Dakin and even more of his buddies than had been here yesterday pulling right up onto the lawn, the grass turning to mud underneath the wheels of their bikes.

“Where’s blondie at?” he yelled out, stepping off his bike.

Part of me wanted to protest what Dakin was doing, to tell him that I had until nine. But I was stupid for thinking a man like him would play by the rules. He was here to take the house over and to do God-knows-what with me, and I knew I needed to leave right now.

I ran to my bedroom, tears in my eyes as I shoved in whatever I could fit into my backpack. I didn’t even have time to pack a proper suitcase; I stupidly figured that I’d have time this morning. Once my backpack was full of clothes and other essentials, I closed it, the zipper straining against its contents. The front door opened with a slam, and I could hear the raucous sounds of the bikers filling the living room.

“Oh blondie?” called out Dakin. “Wakey wakey!”

I slammed my hand over my mouth, forcing down a scream. My hands shaking, I pulled open my bedroom window and prepared to step through. But before I jumped out, I remembered the one thing I couldn’t forget—my grandma’s pendant. Rushing back into my room, I snatched it from my nightstand and put it on. Now I was ready. Stepping out of the window, I escaped into the long stretch of backyard. I turned my attention to the woods off in the distance and, without thinking, just started running. Minutes later, when I reached the tree line, I turned back to the house and figures moving around through my bedroom window. I wanted to stop, to sit down against one of the nearby trees and start crying, but that was a luxury that I just didn’t have time for.

Instead, I ran and ran.

It wasn’t until I reached the road leading into town that I realized with horror just what I’d forgotten: all the money I had left, the money that I had been counting on to live, was still under Grandma’s bed.

Hot, acidic anxiety pooled in my stomach as I realized it was as good as gone; there was just no way I could go back to get it, as it was clear as day to me that Dakin and his buddies had no intention of playing by the rules. God knew what they’d even have done to me if they’d found me in bed.

So I spent the next two days bumming around Gainesville, trying to think of what I could do. I had two hundred dollars to my name and the clothes on my back. Grandma had been the only family I had, and even the friends I’d in high school were the fair-weather type who’d dropped out of contact as soon as they went away to college. I was all alone.

And there I was then, sitting at that booth in that shitty little diner, keeping that coffee topped up for as long as possible, knowing that if my little dine-and-dash plan didn’t pan out I just might go from sleeping in my bed to sleeping in a jail cell over the course of a couple of days.

Okay, I thought. Just gotta go to the bathroom, then go out the door right nearby. Easy peasy.

But thinking it was easy didn’t convince my nerves it was so. I figured that it was only going to get more nerve-racking the more coffee I drank, so I told myself it was now or never and got myself ready to get up. But right as I raised myself up, a commotion in the corner of the diner grabbed my attention. It was the bikers. Someone had just walked into the diner and approached them, and as he got closer the bikers all broke out into rowdy noises, the yells so loud that they managed to drown out the din of the rest of the diner.

And when my eyes locked onto the man who was now the center of attention, my heart skipped a beat.

This guy, whoever he was, was tall—very tall. Tall and built as all hell. His head was dyed peroxide blond and shaved down to the scalp, a long cutting scar visible across the side of his head through his hair. His face was jaw-droppingly gorgeous, with blue eyes that were as bright and clear as ice catching the glint of sun. His face looked like it was cut out of granite, all angles and hardness. A light dusting of stubble coated the lower half of his face, his sensual lips visible through it. He was wearing a white T-shirt that clung to his body, his ropy, tattoo-covered arms and thick biceps looking like they might burst through the fabric. Over his shirt was a leather vest covered in patches, and his jeans were tight on his burly legs. A pair of coal-black combat boots completed the look.

And as he walked in, his eyes turned to me. He stared at me hard with those almost supernaturally blue eyes. My mouth opened slightly as he looked at me, his gaze like a force of nature. I was frozen in place; there was nothing I could do.

“What’s up, motherfuckers!” he shouted, giving his friends half hugs and back slaps, his bawdy language attracting fearful attention from the rest of the diner.

“Excuse me,” said one of the waitresses, bumping past me, her arms loaded down with plates of pancakes, eggs, and other breakfast meals.

I snapped back to reality, realizing that I’d been staring so hard at this guy that I’d forgotten where I was.

The truckers nearby, however, weren’t amused one bit by these bikers. They talked among themselves, shooting side-glances at the bikers as they did. The bikers didn’t pay them one bit of notice, and I bet even if they had, they wouldn’t have given a good goddamn. I felt a situation brewing and wanted to get out of here before it exploded.

Welling up my courage, I dashed to the bathroom. Thankfully, it was empty. I stepped in front of the mirror, ran some cool water, and splashed it over my face. Staring at my reflection in the mirror, I wondered just what the hell I was gonna do next.

My grandma had always said I had a face pretty enough for the movies, and I’m not sure if I believed her. Sure, I had nice, almond-shaped green eyes and clear skin as white as porcelain, but I always felt like my lips were too big and my hips too wide. A friend of mine had told me once that she’d kill for my hour-glass figure, but I always found myself wishing that I had the skinny sort of frame that I always seemed to see on magazine covers. Either way, I sure looked the part of a homeless girl who’d been wearing the same clothes for the last two days. I tucked a strand of my blonde hair behind my ear and steeled myself for the task ahead.

Leaving the bathroom, I got ready to open the door and run out.

Now or never, I thought. I placed my hands on the cool steel of the door handle and gave it a push.

It didn’t budge.

I realized in horror that it must’ve been a service exit that only opened with a key. I turned my attention to the front entrance, and I knew that there was no way I could get past the pair of hostesses who appeared to me at that moment like two tiny, cute-faced little guards.

I was screwed.

But before I could burst out in a full-on panic, a yell sounded out from across the restaurant.

“Don’t you fuckin’ touch me!” called out a voice.

I ran out from the small hallway leading to the bathroom just in time to see the man with shaved blond hair’s fist connect with one of the trucker’s jaws.

A fight was on.

Soon, a full-on melee erupted, the truckers and bikers swinging wildly at one another. Waitresses screamed out, and the families nearby hurried out of the place in tight little flocks. I realized that this was my chance. I attached myself to a family that was headed towards the entrance, hoping that to any observer I would just look like I was one of them. More commotion broke out, and the sound of plates smashing against the floor cut through the air.

Soon, however, I was in the parking lot of the diner, surrounded by other patrons fleeing from the place. I turned around, half expecting a waitress to be running after me, as though someone might give a damn about a twenty-dollar check as a brawl raged.

I started off at a run, making my way towards the road, cutting through the cars in the parking lot. A large black van was ahead, and I made my way towards it, knowing that once I was behind the thing no one from inside would be able to see me. I’d be free and clear. But as I moved closer to the van, it pulled out of its spot with an abrupt lurch. The engine roaring, it backed up towards me, coming to a screeching halt when it was right at my side. The panel door of the van opened with a rusty squeak, exposing the black of the interior.

“That her?” shouted out a voice from within.

“If it ain’t, it’s her goddamn twin.”

Then, before I could react, two pairs of hands shot out from the interior, grabbing me hard and pulling me into the darkness.
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Star

The van rumbled along, and I couldn’t see a damn thing. My eyes were covered in a blindfold as soon as I was pulled into the van, and my ankles and wrists were bound together soon after. Then I was restrained against the inside wall. I couldn’t move an inch.

Minutes passed, and for that first little bit of time in the van, I was certain that I was imagining things, that I hadn’t really been pulled off the street and tossed into the back of the exact sort of ominous black van that you’d see in those Lifetime movies about kidnapped kids. I was so shocked at first that I wasn’t even scared.

Finally, after a time, I spoke.

“Is this about me running out on the check?” I asked, realizing how pathetic and small my voice sounded even then. “I don’t have any money! I mean, I have a couple of dollars—you can have it! And I’ll wash dishes or clean up or do anything. Just don’t send me to jail, please!”

Silence fell over the van as soon as I was done speaking, the growling of the engine and the rumbling of the tires on the road the only sound. Then, after a couple of seconds that seemed like an eternity, the small space filled with uproarious laughter. The laughing went on for a good minute, and I was perplexed by what was happening.

Finally, it stopped.

“You hear that, Mikey?” someone spoke, a man with a gruff voice. “She thinks we nabbed her off the fuckin’ street because of some eggs-over-easy!”

A slap rang out—the sound of a palm on skin.

“Hey!” said the same voice. “What the hell was that all about?”

“Don’t call me by my fuckin’ name in front of the merchandise!” said a second voice, this one higher and thinner.

“What motherfucking difference does it make? Not like they’re ever gonna see your face.”

My heart felt like it stopped beating. Merchandise?

“Where am I?” I asked. “What are you doing with me?”

More laughter.

“Is this the part where they start asking questions?” asked the gruff-voiced man.

“Sounds like question time to me,” said the second.

“Listen,” said the thin-voiced man. “All you need to know is that you’re in the back of a van and that your life’s gonna change forever. Other than that, keep your mouth shut.”

“Yeah,” said the gruff-voiced man. “Someone liked your, ah, ‘look,’ and figured no one would miss you.”

“If you say his goddamn name, I swear I’ll drop you,” said the thin-voiced man.

Say his name? I wondered.

I sniffed the air, picking up the scent of whiskey, cigarettes, and motor oil. It was a scent that I associated with bikers.

“Dakin?” I asked, the word slipping out.

“How the fuck did she know?” asked the gruff-voiced man.

“You dumb motherfucker! Well, if she didn’t know before, she sure as fuck knows now.”

“Please tell me what the hell is going on,” I said, tears streaming down my eyes down to my jaw.

What the hell did Dakin have to do with what was happening to me? Was he bringing me back to the house to do God-knows-what with me? Fear had fully settled over me, and I felt more scared and helpless than I’d ever felt in my life.

“Aw, she’s crying,” said the gruff-voiced man. “Always tugs at my little heartstrings when they do that.”

I heard a sigh.

“OK, listen, girlie,” said the high-voiced man. “You’re not gonna die, and you’re not gonna get raped. So just chill the fuck out.”

“Let me go!” I shouted, struggling against my restraints, but accomplishing nothing.

“Last chance to shut the fuck up,” said the high-voiced man. “If you don’t calm the fuck down, we’ll put another restraint on that fuckin’ mouth of yours.”

“I’ve got a few better ideas with that mouth,” said the gruff-voiced man.

“Keep it in your goddamn pants,” said the high-voiced man. “You know what happens to anyone who fucks with the merchandise.”

“I know, I know,” said the first man. “Still, no crime against looking.”

The van rumbled on, and not wanting to have a dirty restraint shoved into my mouth, I kept quiet.

“Hey, how much longer till we’re there?” shouted the high-voiced man.

“Ten minutes!” came the reply from the front seat.

I wanted to scream, and the panic gripping me felt like cold hands on my lungs. But all I could do was keep quiet and not let these assholes see me cry.

After around ten minutes, the van pulled a long, slow turn, coming to a stop. The driver killed the engine, and the two men heaved to their feet.

“Here we go, toots,” said the gruff-voiced man, grabbing me by my upper arms.

“Yo, you sure you we’re can’t just take her down into the woods for a quick, ah, ‘quality control’ session?” he asked. “She’s fuckin’ cute.”

“No shit,” said the high-voiced man. “But you know the rules. I mean, if you want to risk getting’ your boys snipped, then be my guest. Just don’t get me involved.”

“Ah, fuck it,” said the gruff-voiced man. “No piece of pussy’s worth that.”

“Then get her the fuck outta the van! We got more pickups to make, and the auction’s at midnight.”

Auction? I thought. Just where the hell am I?

But before I could consider things for too long, the other man grabbed me by my legs and the two of them together carried me out of the van. In addition to being terrified, I felt ridiculous; I was being carried like a rolled-up carpet.

Soon, a door opened and we were indoors. The men carried me down a long hall and eventually opened another door. Once we entered, I heard muffled crying and sobbing, and I could sense the presence of other people.

“Let me go!” I shouted. “Now!”

But instead, the men sat me down on a hard metal chair, pulling my arms over the back of the seat.

“We done?” asked the gruff-voiced man.

“We’re done,” said the other.

“Good; let’s go get the next one then, I guess.”

This exchange was followed by the two men leaving the room and shutting the door behind them. Then, it was just me sitting there, still bound, still blindfolded. But now I was in a room with God knew how many other people. And I had no idea what the hell was going to happen to me.

But before I could spend too much time freaking out, a door on the far end of the room, the room opposite the one I’d come in from, opened. More footsteps sounded, two sets, these landing lighter than the others. Were they women? Soon they came to a stop only a few feet in front of me.

“Take the blindfold off,” said one.

Sure enough, it was a woman.

I felt a presence move close to me, then cool fingers slipping under my blindfold. The fabric then was lifted off of my face, and I gasped when the room was revealed to me.

It was a large space, windowless with brick walls, lit with soft white light, almost like what you’d imagine in a museum. The floor was bare, and to my left was a long wall lined with makeup vanities. What was on the right side of the room—or should I say, who—was the real horror: all along the right side of the room were metal-barred cages, each with a young woman around my age trapped within. There had to be about ten girls in that room, and the cages closest to me were empty.

I guessed that one of them was for me.

“What’s going on?” I demanded, struggling against the chair.

“You want a mouth gag, little missy?” asked the woman standing in front of me, a heavily-made-up, slender middle-aged woman dressed in a halter top that showed off a gym-toned stomach and a pair of jeans so tight it looked like she’d been poured into them. At her sides were two girls, both young and pretty, both with vacant looks in their eyes. Her voice was that hillbillyish accent that I recognized right away as from the rural middle of Florida.

“Just tell me what’s going on,” I said, my words now coming out in a pathetic plea.

My eyes darted around the room, moving from caged girl to caged girl, each of them staring at me, each with a gag stuffed in her mouth.

“Here’s the deal, young lady,” said the woman, cocking her hips to the side and placing her hands on her waist as she looked me over. “I’ll say it blunt-like: you’re not a free person anymore.”

“What?” I asked.

The words sounded strange to me; they didn’t make any sense.

“Am I ... under arrest?”

The woman let out a bark of a laugh, the two younger girls smiling at her side.

“See?” she said, pointing to me. “Didn’t I tell you two that’s what she’d say? That’s always what they ask. They want to know if they’re in jail; they just can’t imagine that anything but the damn police could take away their freedom.”

She turned her eyes back to me.

“No, cutie pie, you’re not under arrest. But as of now, you’re property. Actually, let me rephrase that: as of tonight, you’ll be property.”

“I don’t know what you mean,” I said, still pleading.

The woman said nothing, instead backing away from me and looking me over.

“Pick her up and tie her to the pole.”

The two girls moved to my side, each grabbing me hard by an arm. They pulled me off the chair and moved me over to a nearby pole that connected from the floor to the ceiling. One of the girls opened a segment of the pole that allowed her to move my hands over it. She shut the segment, and I was now stuck in place.

“Come over her and give her a look over,” said the woman.

The two girls moved to her side.

“Well?” she asked. “Tell me what you think.”

The girl on the left looked me up and down, her eyes narrowed.

“I think she’s pretty,” she said. “Very pretty.”

“Well, all the girls here are pretty,” the middle woman said. “That’s why we got ’em. I need more than that.”

The first girl cleared her throat and looked momentarily frazzled.

“Um, well, she has great hair.”

She then walked over to me, grabbed a handful of my hair, and looked carefully at my scalp

“No roots; she’s a real blonde.”

“Real blonde,” said the middle woman. “That’ll add a few thousand to her going price.”

My what?

The second girl stepped over and stared at my face like she was one of those people whose job it was to confirm that paintings weren’t forgeries.

“Doesn’t look like she’s had any work done, either,” she said. “Very natural, pretty face. I love those lips; plenty of women would pay tons to have full lips like those.”

“Anything else?” asked the middle woman. “She does have a body, you know.”

The woman in front of me closed her eyes and nodded, as if remembering something she’d forgotten. Then, to my shock, she slipped her hand up my shirt, under my bra, and grabbed onto one of my breasts, giving it a firm squeeze like a cantaloupe at the grocery store.

“Wow,” she said. “Real breasts.”

“I would’ve sworn those were fake,” said the second girl, taking a squeeze of her own, her fingers grazing my nipple.

The second girl pulled up my shirt and looked at my midsection.

“Not a drop of fat on her,” she said.

The two girls then returned to the middle woman’s side.

“Well?” asked the middle woman. “What’s the verdict?”

“She’s stunning,” said the second girl. “I think she’ll be one of our top offerings this evening.”

I was still so confused as to what was happening. Why were they referring to me as “merchandise”? Why were they talking about getting a price for me? They’d mentioned an auction ... is that what this was?

“You know, I think I agree,” said the middle woman, scanning me hard one last time. “I think she’ll be one of our most coveted girls this evening. Send the boys into a bidding frenzy.”

Having seen all she needed, the woman then turned around and began walking towards the door she’d come in from.

“Okay,” she said. “Put her away. We got a long night ahead and Mama needs a drink.”

With that, the two girls removed me from the pole and led me to one of the free cages. One of them opened the door and the other tossed me in. Once I was inside, the girls shut the door and both of them took one last sneering look at me, as if to flaunt the fact that they were free and I wasn’t.

Soon they were gone, and it was just me and the other girls, all of us exchanging the same wide-eyed look of confusion and fear.
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Tank

“Goddamn!” Cruiser said, looking at the cut on my arm, a long slice that cut red and straight into my tricep. “The fucker got me!”

“Quit being such a pussy,” I said, rolling the whiskey around in my glass and preparing to knock it out in one swig. “That’s a fucking flesh wound if I’ve ever seen one.”

“No way, man,” said Cruiser, dabbing at the cut with a wad of cocktail napkins. “That shithead came at me with a goddamn steak knife; if I wasn’t so damn good on my feet he might’ve snuffed my ass out right there in that diner.”

“Well,” I said, “don’t pick fights with roughneck truckers if you don’t wanna risk bleeding out on a linoleum floor while waitresses look down at you.”

“Man, I’m telling you,” said Cruiser, banging his fist on the bar, the thud so loud it drowned out for a second the rock music blaring over the speakers, “he’s the one who started it.”

“‘Mo-om,” said Ripper, one of the other brothers in the Warhawks, the motorcycle club I’d founded and served as president of; his voice was mocking, his mouth in a wide smile, “he started it.”

“Oh, fuck off,” said Cruiser, tossing the wad of cocktail napkins at cruiser, the blood-dabbed sheaves flying every which way.

It was later in the day. Me and the rest of the boys were celebrating our fight at the diner. It wasn’t really clear just who’d won since we’d had to book it before the cops showed up, so we couldn’t really celebrate that. But a fight was a fight, and me and the rest of the boys didn’t really need much of an excuse to get the drinking started. I was at the bar keeping an eye on things. The rest of the guys were here and there, playing pool, downing shots, and carrying on.

“We oughta go back there, Tank,” said Cruiser, standing up as if he was ready to track those truckers down right then and there. “I’m telling you; I’ll fuck them all up myself.”

I shifted in my seat and faced him. Cruiser stood tall and bulky, his frame an even mixture of fat and muscle. He was an old-fashioned MC bruiser with a hulking physique and a pug-ugly face that had come out of the womb looking rough and only got worse after decades of fighting. His wide nostrils were flared; he reminded me of a snorting, pissed-off warthog. And he was just as bald and ugly as one.

“Have some more whiskey and calm it down,” I said.

I knew he was pretty much all talk, but Cruiser was always itching for a fight. I wouldn’t put it past him to throw his drunk ass right back on his bike and head down to that diner to see what other kind of trouble he could get into.

Cruiser took my advice, plopping back into his seat, ordering another shot, and downing it as soon as it was put in front of him.

“You excited for tonight?” asked Ripper, sipping his tall glass of beer.

“Fuck yeah, I am,” I said. “Why the hell you think I’m not getting fucked up right now?”

“I gotcha,” said Cruiser, nodding knowingly. “Pacing yourself—not a bad idea.”

“Take a look at these clowns,” I said jokingly, gesturing to the rest of my crew. “We got a few hours still and they’re already getting shitty-wasted. Not the best situation for being a shrewd bidder, you know?”

“That’s why you’re the boss,” said Cruiser, slapping me on the back and taking another long sip of his beer.

Tonight was the big auction, and I was fucking excited. Every year one of the crews was tasked with scoping the region for the choicest fresh meat, snatching them up off the street and getting them dolled up real nice for us. Then the rest of the MCs get together and had ourselves a little bidding war. And I was ready. Last year I’d had my eye on a little brunette piece from West Palm Beach that the Stone Masons had brought in. Fuck, she’d been a goddamn looker. So hot, in fact, that I’d saved all my money just to bid on her.

Little did I know, Fang from the Jackknifes had his eye on her too. After the bidding war to end all bidding wars, he came out on top, but just barely. See, I had my finances tied up in a gun-running operation that I and the rest of the boys had been planning. So, once my limit was hit, Fang walked away with the prize and I was empty-handed. Last I’d heard, Fang still had the chick—got her real good and turned-out. He wouldn’t give me much in the way of details, but from the little shit-eating smirk he’d get on his face whenever I’d ask him about her, I got the distinct impression that she was taking real good care of him.

This year was gonna be different. The gun-running operation that year had put a shitload of money into the Warhawk’s nest egg, not to mention paying off pretty goddamn nice for my own accounts. And the rest of the year had been a real banner one. The money from the gun running had allowed us to finance more operations, even giving us the scratch to invest in some more legitimate ventures, like real estate. Things were paying off real nice for us, and I was well on the way to making the Warhawks one of the most powerful MCs in the whole fucking state. I’d even bought a swanky new pad outside of Orlando.

And tonight, we were gonna celebrate our kick-ass year. I wasn’t planning on getting outbid—no fucking way.

As I sipped my whiskey, letting the booze play in my mouth, I thought back on the diner fight. I’d known my boys could handle a few beer-bellied trucker, so I’d mostly kept back, making sure that no one got too crazy—not to mention making sure that we were long gone if cops showed up. And while I was watching the fight, I happened to spot a real sexy little number just sitting there by herself in one of the booths. Really sexy. She had straw-blonde hair, eyes as green as a grassy field, nice full tits, and big, pillowy lips that just begged you to think about them wrapped just what you wanted them to be wrapped around. We made eye contact, but she was out of there by the time the fight was wrapped up. I asked her waitress if she knew anything about her, and all she told me was that the fucking girl had run out on her check. Pretty damn funny, if you asked me. Well, I had a soft spot for working girls so I slipped the waitress a hundred and told her that I’d let the girl know that I was covering her meal.

Well, the girl from the diner might’ve been long gone, but she’d left me with a hunger. I’d have to keep my eyes open for a blonde tonight so I could scratch this particular itch. A real blonde, too—not one of those fake types.

I checked the time and saw that the evening was getting on. We had an hour’s drive ahead of us, so we needed to get a move if we wanted some primo seats at the auction. I slammed my whiskey, settled up the tab for me and my boys, and called out over the music and commotion for them to finish up and get ready to move out.

Ten minutes later, the Warhawks were on the move. I drove at the front of the pack, the boys behind me following close. Riding like this was what it was all about—just me, the wind, and my boys at my back.

But as I rode, the girl from the diner kept popping into my head.

Goddamn, I thought, my eyes straight ahead on the road. Why can’t I shake this fucking girl?

I mean, I’d been busy, so it’d been a solid week since I last fucked, but that couldn’t explain why this girl kept popping into my head. It was the same image, too: the girl sitting there in the both, her arms wrapped around her stomach, her sexy eyes scanning the place before making contact with mine. Something about her made me want to just grab her, throw her over my shoulder, and claim her right then and there. And there was more to it, like I could sense that the girl was lost in the world and needed someone to watch out for her.

I shook these thoughts from my mind. Women were for one thing, I reminded myself, and once they started trying to get more from you then it was time to move on. Letting some girl with big Disney eyes distract you from your mission was chump move number one.

A little while later, the boys and I arrived at the big warehouse outside of Orlando where the auction was being held this year. Dozens, if not a hundred or more bikes were parked outside of the place, the endless stretch of chrome catching the moonlight above. Rock music thumped through the ground, signaling that the party was on. I pointed the boys to an open patch of land and we all parked. Soon after we were heading through the main doors of the warehouse, ready for a hell of a night.

We strolled into the warehouse like kings. A party was already well underway, and it was the rager to end all ragers. Beer flowed, girls danced on poles, and a band was banging out thrashing rock music.

It was my kind of scene.

After grabbed a beer—that most important first step in any party—I made my way around the place, my boys following me in a tight knot. The lesser Florida MCs recognized us right away and spread out of our way as we made a long loop around the place. I couldn’t help but laugh as I noticed the fights already breaking out; some boys just couldn’t handle their liquor.

Although I fucking hated to admit it, networking was essential at get-togethers like this. The auctions weren’t just about buying pussy—they were about seeing faces that you’d lost track of, making deals, and forging alliances. And through the crowd, I spotted the man that I knew I needed to see, the man whose arms merchandise had resulted in the booming year that the Warhawks had enjoyed.

“Dakin!” I shouted, my voice cutting through the crowd.

Dakin looked up from the girl he was laying game down on. He scanned the nearby crowd with hawk-like eyes, as though unsure if he was being called by a friendly face or someone announcing just who they were about to kill. A little paranoid, but when you were in the weapons game, you couldn’t be too careful.

He spotted me among the crowd and knew right away it was me calling him. His hostile expression softened and changed into a friendlier one, though I had to admit with that mane of hair and wild beard, it was sometimes hard to tell.

“There’s the fuckin’ man of the hour!” he shouted, striding through the crowd and locking me in a quick, back-slapping hug. “You ready for the primo pussy?”

“After you blew me out last year?” I asked, a smile on my face. “You better fuckin’ believe. No way I’m gonna let you steal the best ass from under me.”

“We’ll see about that,” he said, slapping me on the shoulder one more time.

Dakin had been a stand-up guy so far, but something about him just put me on edge. In my dealings with him he’d shown himself to be a shrewd businessman with a calculating mind. Ruthless as hell, too—once I’d seen him put a round right through the forehead of some chump who tried to shaft him out of a few thousand during a gun-running deal. One minute, Dakin was counting the cash, the next second a bang sounded out and Dakin was standing over the buyer’s corpse, his pistol smoking in his hand. No two thoughts about it. I knew right then and there that he wasn’t the type to fuck with. I mean, you didn’t get far in this business without being cold, but Dakin struck me as the kind of guy who’d slit his momma’s throat for a nickel.

But business with him had been good so far. For the time being, I was on his good side. And I aimed to keep it that way until our dealings were done.

“How you been?” I asked.

“Not bad,” he said. “Just bought some new property outside of Gainesville; perfect little spot out in the middle of nowhere; thinking of using it for business. Maybe some partying here and there.”

“Nice,” I said.

“Got it for real cheap,” said one of Dakin’s goons, some ugly sonofabitch with a bald head and a crisscross of scars on his cheek.

“Yeah?” I asked.

Like I said, I’d been getting into some legitimate ventures here and there, and real estate was one place where it was hard to go wrong. Like they say: God ain’t making any more land.

“Yup,” said Dakin. “Some chick’s grandma died and let her mortgage go to shit. Picked it right up for dirt cheap.”

I raised my eyebrows and nodded. Maybe not my preferred way of doing things, but I had to respect the hustle. Just like I said, Dakin was a cold, analytical businessman through and through. If he’d been born with a silver spoon in his mouth he’d probably have been taking over New York—same attitude, just a different outfit, if you know what I mean.

The band finished their song with a banging chord and announced that the bidding was going to start in an hour.

“You ready for this shit, my man?” asked Dakin.

“Born ready,” I said.

He shoved a shot of whiskey in my hand and we downed them.

I had a really fucking good feeling about tonight.
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Star

“Just a little ... there. Perfect.”

The girl who’d been hard at work on my face for the last half hour was done. Finally. She stepped away from me, looking back at me as though she’d just taken the final chip out of a block of marble she’d been carving.

“Well, little lady,” she said, clearly proud of her work. “Whaddya think?”

Truth be told, I didn’t know what to think. Looking at my reflection in the well-lit vanity, I looked like a different person. My eyes were outlined in thick black that made my greens pop out, my already fair skin had been slathered in foundation that gave my complexion the tone of fresh cream, and a healthy dusting of blush made me look I’d just been walked in on naked and I was mortified from embarrassment. My lips were blood red and glistening, like I’d just drunk a big glass of blood. I wasn’t much of a make-up girl to begin with—Grandma Dove wasn’t too keen on those sorts of things—so the change was even more drastic.

“I mean, it looks nice,” I said, not knowing what to say, really just happy that the gag in my mouth had been removed and I could talk and breathe halfway normally.

“You hate it,” she said, stomping her foot a little.

Lady, I thought, I’m being dolled up to be sold and you’re the one throwing a fit?

“No,” I said, feeling some bizarre compulsion to make this girl feel better for some reason. “It looks great!”

“You really think so?” she asked, her tone softening.

“I look like a celebrity or something. Like I should be on the cover of Vogue.”

“Now you’re just being nice,” said the girl.

Geez, I thought. What the hell does she want from me?

“It’s the best makeup job I’ve ever had,” I said.

I wasn’t lying. I mean, I could count on one hand the amount of times I’d had another girl put makeup on my face.

“Aw, thank you, sweetie,” she said.

I looked around the room at the other two dozen or so women in the place. After I’d been thrown in my cell, another ten or so girls had been brought in, all terrified beyond belief. The middle-aged woman and her gaggle of young women companions came in soon after, letting us know what was going on.

“You’re all here to be sold,” the middle-aged woman had said, her blunt words sending up a wave of muffled wails from the caged girls. “Just square yourself with that right now. You’re all young and pretty and gonna fetch us a nice little pile of cash.”

The middle-aged woman’s girls went from girl to girl, snatching off their gags. Guess they figured there was no point in keeping them on any longer; they’d got all the girls they were gonna bring in and now it was time for whatever was next.

“If you’re lucky, the man who buys you will take good care of you ... if you take good care of him. Make no mistake—you’re being sold as a pet. Your life from here on out will be in the sexual service of your buyer. You’re to do his bidding, to please him when he wants to be pleased, and to keep him happy to the best of your abilities. And if you have no abilities ... well, you’ll just have to learn.”

I looked around at the other girls, seeing that all of them were shocked by this revelation. I was going to be a sex pet? This had to be a joke, like some kind of prank. But as I wrapped my fingers around the cold steel bars of my little cage, I realized that there was nothing funny or fake about any of this.

“We’re gonna get you all looking good and sexy. We’re gonna put all your assets on display. And when you’re up on that stage, you’re all gonna show off what you got and make those men want to spend top dollar for those little asses of yours. Any of you get any big ideas about not playing along, well, just keep in mind that girls who get too smart for their own good don’t meet with happy endings.”

I swallowed hard. She had just threatened our lives. How could this get any worse?

I had my question answered when the middle-aged woman said the last word that I wanted to hear at that moment.

“Now strip!”

We all complied, most of us already broken by our hours in captivity. Part of me wanted to protest, to tell them that there was no goddamn way I was going to go along with this insanity. But I knew I had no options; the woman’s threat had done its job. Slowly, I took off my clothing until I was wearing nothing but my white cotton panties and cheap bra. Looking around, I saw that the rest of the girls were in the same state of undress.

“And the rest!”

I took a deep breath before reaching behind my back and undoing my bra. After that, I stepped out of my panties and was totally nude. I covered myself with my hands as best I could, but it was no use: my whole body was on display.

“Hands at your sides!”

We did as the woman asked. The girls that’d been assigned to us stayed at our sides, making sure that we didn’t get up to any funny business. Looking down the line of naked girls, I watched as the middle-aged woman went from girl to girl, staring her up and down as if inspecting for any flaws. Once she was satisfied, she moved to the next girl. Eventually, she came to me. She scoured my body from forehead to toes.

“Now turn,” she said.

I did. The air of the place was cool and dry, and against my wishes, my nipples hardened.

“I think she’s excited to be here,” said the girl standing nearby, a smirk appearing on her face.

“Whoever buys her really going to be the one who’s excited,” said the middle-aged woman. “She’s just about flawless. Maybe the catch of the night. Let’s save her for the grand finale. Make her look really good.”

The girl nodded and turned her attention back to me.

The next few minutes after that were a crazy whirlwind of activity. The girls brought us out of our cages and seated us all in front of the vanities. I looked around at the girls who’d been taken prisoners like me and saw that they were all about my age. All just like me, frightened girls who hadn’t seen much of the real world. I wondered how long they’d had their eye on me. Had I been stalked for days, or even weeks, before they finally picked me up? Or had I just been in the worst place at the worst time?

I shook my head and came back to the present moment.

“Okay,” said the girl. “Now it’s time to get you all dressed up.”

The doors to the room opened and several girls entered, all pushing in row after row of clothing and shoes. Once a rack came to a stop nearby, the girl assigned to me ran over and started rifling through it, grabbing what she could among the flurry of hands from the other women, all of them interested in getting the best outfits for the girls they’d been assigned.

After a moment, the girl came back to me, some clothes and shoes in her hands and a big smile on her face.

“I found the perfect look,” she said, bubbling over with excitement as though we were girls having a slumber party.

Standing in front of me, she held up what she’d picked out. It was a skimpy white teddy, very lacy, and with the sides exposed. Light blue bows adorned it. In her other hand were a pair of white heels, the same color as the lingerie.

“Put it on!” she said, shoving the clothes into my hands and stepping back.

I did what she asked, and minutes later I was dressed. If you could call it that. The teddy was skintight on my body and left very little to the imagination. My breasts looked like they were going to burst out of the thing at any moment. The heels hurt my feet, and I felt as awkward as a baby deer taking its first steps.

“You look so fucking hot,” said the girl. “You’re gonna sell for, like, a million dollars.”

Between the awkwardness and the circumstances, “sexy” was the last thing I felt. Looking in the mirror, it felt like I was looking at a different person. But before I had too much time to consider the matter, the middle-aged woman took her place in front of all of us, her presence commanding our attention. I threw a glance down both sides of the lines of girls, noting that they were all done up with heavy makeup and lingerie, just like me.

“Time for your big moment, ladies!” shouted the woman. “Keep things in an orderly line and only speak when you have been spoken to. Punishments for stepping out of line will be swift and severe. Am I understood?”

No one said a word, and I could tell by the woman’s smile that this was exactly what she wanted.

“Then let’s do this!”

The back doors of the room opened and the girls led the line of young women out one by one. Soon, I passed over the threshold into the dark, low-lit hallway. Through the walls, I could hear the bass of banging rock music and I wondered just what kind of party this was. Who were these men that stole women off the streets and bought them as though we weren’t even real people?

As I walked slowly down the hallway, I realized that I’d soon find out.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Five
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Tank

“All right, boys!” shouted out the lead singer of the band, a gnarly-looking dude with a face covered in tattoos. “It’s the time of the night we’ve all been fuckin’ waiting for!”

A loud roar came up from the men in attendance, the sound deafening. The boys here were all full of booze, piss, and vinegar, and we were ready to bid on some pussy.

“Then let’s fuckin’ do this!”

We all packed close to the stage, the smell of sweat, booze, and cigarettes rushing to my nose. The lights of the back of the room dimmed, and spotlights shone on the stage. The stage was done up like a burlesque kind of thing, with red and black curtains. The girls who ran the auction behind the scenes loved doing this kind of shit, and it showed. Some of the girls were even women who’d been bid on and cast aside when their owners got bored of them. I guess once they got a taste of the skin game, they couldn’t leave it behind.

The band started into a chugging, raunchy tune, the lead singer grabbing the mike and walking to the middle of the stage.

“One more time, boys—you fuckin’ ready for this?” he yelled, raising his hands in the air.

Another roar sounded up from the crowd. We were good and ready.

My boys were at my side, and I flashed a quick glance at Dakin. He gave me a nod, a smirk on his face. I could tell he was ready for a bidding war.

“Send out the first piece of ass!”

The band played, and the spotlight fell on the side. After a moment, a skinny girl with red hair and a frightened look on her face walked onto the stage with hesitating steps. She was dressed in a green bra and panty set that looked nice against her skin. But she was all bones—I need a little meat on my girls. Not to mention a little more energy

“Let’s give a fuckin’ hand for Melody!” shouted the lead singer.

The crowd was happy to do just that.

“She’s a hot little co-ed out of the University of Central Florida. Her interests including going to college ball games, reading, and suckin’ cock!”

Another cheer sounded out. Every detail about the girls was made up on the spot—for all we knew they all came from the same Ukrainian whorehouse. The girl slowly made her way to the middle of the stage, the spotlight beaming down on her the whole time. Once she reached the middle, she stood frozen still, staring out at the crowd with enormous eyes.

I had to laugh at girls like this, wondering just what the hell was going through their head at this moment.

“Let’s start the bidding at 10k!”

A few hands shot up, and the bidding was off. It went up quick and I was surprised that so many guys would be pouncing on this one. After all, they usually saved the choicest cuts of meat for later in the show. The bidding was back and forth, the amount quickly climbing into the thirties. Finally, one of the boys from the War Pigs, a crew out of Tallahassee, planted his flag down at thirty-eight thousand and no one else wanted to go higher. The scared little girl was his, and pounding series of riffs from the band announced the closing of the bids.

“Next, we got Amber!”

The spotlight shot over to the other side of the stage, and a leggy blonde with big titties and an ass to match strode out into the middle of it. She had a big smile on her face and commanded the stage as soon as she walked on. Some girls were like this, and I loved it. Once that spotlight went them and they realized that they had the attention of an entire room of men who were ready to rip each other’s nuts off like wild chimps just for a chance at her, something changed inside of her and she was never the same.

“She’s a teenage runaway out of West Palm and her hobbies include hard-drinkin,’, hard-partyin’, and even harder fuckin’!”

This description sent out another wave of cheers in the crowd. The girl on the stage was loving every minute of the attention. She strutted from one end of the stage to the other, putting her hands on her hips and cocking them from side to side, flashing her pearly whites as she did. The stage light almost had a hard time keeping up with her.

“Now that’s my shit!” shouted Cruiser, slapping my arm with one hand and pointing to the girl on the stage with the other.

“Buy ’er up my man!” I said.

Once she came to a stop in the center of the stage light, the bidding started instantly. The bidding went up by the thousands, then by fives, then by tens. I suppose she didn’t strike anyone as being worth six figures, however, since her final asking price ended up in the low nineties.

“What gives, Cruiser?” I asked, noting the disappointment on my VP’s face as the girl was lead off stage.

“Too fuckin’ rich for my blood,” he said. “Guess I’m gonna have to get one of them low-rent sluts. What about you, though? You cleaned up more than any of us on the last few deals. You should be walking outta here with a bitch on each arm!”

“We’ll see,” I said.

Sure, I had cash to spend, but I wasn’t gonna just throw it at the first hottie that caught my eye. I wanted something special. Then again, I had to remind myself of just what had gone down last year when I’d waited until the last minute and I’d walked home emptyhanded. I vowed that it wouldn’t happen again, and that when I knew the girl I wanted, I’d get her at any cost.

Another girl came out onto the stage, some brunette with a waifish body that looked like it’d break in half under a strong wind. She was pretty enough in the face, but not worth my time. Plenty of the other guys must’ve thought the same thing since she barely pushed 20K when she topped out.

Next girl was a hot-as-hell redhead with the face of a damn cover model. She was a little heavy, but in all the right places, filling out the skimpy lingerie she was dolled up in perfectly. I considered placing a bid, but when the amounts shot up like a rocket, I decided she wasn’t worth breaking the bank over. The winning bid ended up topping just over six figures, and the crowd went wild at this.

“Aw, man,” said Cruiser, pointing to the winning bidder. “She’s goin’ home with Smitty from the wizards. Good fuckin’ luck with that, toots.”

I winced when Cruiser pointed this out. Smitty was a real asshole, to put it mildly, and had a bit of a reputation of going a little, well, hard in the paint, as the brothers said, on his women. He liked it rough, and the scared expressions and heavy makeup that his girls tended to wear after he had a good few weeks with them were enough to make it clear that this redhead had just lost the auction lottery.

Next girl was a nondescript blonde, the one after that was a big-tittied brunette that didn’t catch my eye, followed by another blonde, then another one. I was starting to wonder just what the fuck was wrong with me. I mean, any one of these girls I’d have been happy to bend over the nearest couch and fuck to kingdom come, but not a single one managed to inspire me to stick my hand up and throw some money down. Even Cruiser’d managed to snatch up a pretty little thing.

“You’re gonna fuckin’ miss out!” he shouted, giving me a slap on the back.

He was right. I mean, it was easy enough for me to get pussy, so it wasn’t that at all. I had no idea what was going on with me.

But before I could spend too much time in my own head, the lead singer strutted onto the stage once more.

“All right, boys—this next girl’s a real special little number. Blonde upstairs and down—believe me, they checked—and always up for a fuck whenever and wherever; here’s Tiffany!”

The stage light hung near the side for a little while, which was the hint that it was one of the shyer girls.

Maybe I’d pick up one of them tonight, I thought. Something about spoiling a good girl’s innocence was enough to get me hard as diamonds every time.

Soon the girl came out onto the stage with careful little steps, and I just about spit out the whiskey I was sipping on.

It was the girl from the diner.

At first, I thought I might be seeing things, that I just had the girl’s image burned so hard into my head that I was seeing her face where she wasn’t, like in those corny movies where the guy breaks up with his girlfriend and sees her on the face of every woman he comes across. When I stared her down hard, however, I knew it was her. I recognized that body, those killer green eyes, that straw-colored hair. She wasn’t wearing the generic young girl clothes she’d had on earlier, either—she was dressed in nothing but a skintight white teddy that showed off every curve of that inhumanly sexy body.

And as she came out onto the stage and her eyes happened to lock onto mine, I knew that she recognized me, too.

Well, I’d been waiting for a sign of who to bid on, and I didn’t think it was gonna get any clearer than this.

“I think this girl’s somethin’ real special, boys. Whaddya all think?”

A massive cheer came up from the crowd.

“So special, in fact, that I think we oughta start at 100k.”

The singer moved to the girl’s side and slipped his arms around the girl’s shoulders.

“What do you think, honey?” he asked. “You think you’re worth a fortune?”

He shoved the microphone in the girl’s face, and it was clear as day that she wasn’t thrilled about being the center of attention.

“Um, I guess,” she said, her voice thin and small.

“Hear that, guys? I think she’s down!”

He removed his arm from the girl and strode across the stage.

“Let’s get this girl bought and fucked—whaddya say?”

More insane cheering.

“Bidding starts at 100k!”

A hand shot up right away; it was some clown from one of the lesser MCs. The bid was taken, then another hand shot up. Then another, then another. Less than a minute later the girl was already at two hundred, smashing the previous high of the evening.

I decided that I’d played it cool for long enough and raised my hand for two hundred and fifty. But before I could feel too good about knocking some of the lower guys out of the bidding, another hand shot up nearby.

It was Dakin.

“Three hundred,” he said, throwing me a look that seemed to say that it was on.

“Three ten,” I shouted.

“Three thirty!” he returned.

Oh, you want a fuckin’ bidding war? I thought. Then you got one.

“Three fifty!”

The bidding went back and forth, the faces of the crowd swinging back and forth between me and Dakin. It was like the most expensive game of chicken of all time, and I wondered if he’d drive me into the fuckin’ poor house over this piece of pussy. But I didn’t give a fuck. I had money to spare, and though I couldn’t quite figure out why, I needed this goddamn girl.

We swapped tens of thousands back, the number crawling up and up.

“Four hundred!” said Dakin.

“Now, I may be wrong,” said the lead singer, “but I just think that might be a new auction record!”

The amount was getting ludicrous, but I didn’t care. The eyes of the crowd were on me, and the band had stopped playing back at three hundred. Everyone there wanted to know how high this blonde little number was gonna get.

And right then, with everyone looking at me, I decided playtime was over.

“Five hundred!”

There was silence for a moment as if no one was really sure if they’d heard correctly or not.

“Do we have ... five hundred?” asked the lead singer.

“Yeah,” I said. “You heard that right.”

Then my eyes shot to Dakin. I was eager as fuck to see what his move was gonna be. Either he was gonna take this shit into the fuckin’ stratosphere, or he was done.

He shot a dirty look at me, clenched his jaw, and stormed off.

“I think that means he’s out!” shouted the lead singer. “Sold! To the man with big pockets for 500k!”

I should’ve felt stupid. I should’ve felt like I’d just made the mistake of my life. After all, I’d just spent a third of what I’d spent on my new house on this girl. But I didn’t regret a damn thing. And as I stood there, drink in hand, the crowd exploding in wild cheers around me, all I could think was how I could’ve spent another five hundred more.
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Chapter Six
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Star

As the lead singer of the band, or the auctioneer, or whatever he was, led me from the stage, I felt like I was on some kind of weird drug. As if this night wasn’t terrible and strange enough already, I’d just been sold for more money that I’d ever imagined making in my entire life. And what’s more, the buyer was the total stud from the diner earlier. It was like the universe was lining up in the most bizarre way possible.

Once I was off the stage, the middle-aged woman who’d supervised our makeovers rushed up to me.

“Holy shit, girl!” she said, grabbing me by the shoulders. “That’s a new record! I knew that you were gonna set the bidding off with that little booty of yours, but I wouldn’t have even dreamed we’d get that high! You just made me a shitload of money, sweetie!”

I couldn’t even begin to describe how much I didn’t care about that.

“Do ... do I get to leave now?” I asked, my voice still just as small as it’d been all night whenever I tried to talk.

“Well, kind of,” said the woman. “I mean you just saw what happened, right? You just got sold for a half a million bucks. You’re not ‘leaving’ to go anywhere but wherever he wants you to.”

“But this isn’t legal!” I shouted, finally able to at least somewhat express myself. “You can’t just buy and sell people like this!”

The woman let out a dry laugh, the kind you’d make at a little kid trying to seriously argue his way into having ice cream for dinner.

“Honey, buying and selling people is what we do. And not just little cutie pies like yourself; we’ve got just about every cop in the area on our payroll. Trust me, we’ve been at this game for a while; you’re not getting out of it unless your new owner gives the okay.”

I felt totally hopeless. Part of me wondered frantically if she was bluffing, but I knew deep down that she was being truthful. An operation like this wouldn’t be able to work unless the cops were on board.

The woman took one last look at me when we reached the end of the hallway.

“Yeah, you look real nice,” she said. “Believe it or not, I had a body like yours once. Couldn’t get the boys to leave me alone. No one paid a half a million for me, though.”

She laughed again.

“What’s going to happen now?’ I asked, noticing that we were standing in front of a large door.

“You’re going to meet your new owner, of course. He’s going to confirm that you’re ... as advertised, and take you to your new home. And word of advice? Keep the whining to a minimum. I know you’re new to all this, but nothing annoys these boys like a whiny brat who won’t accept her circumstances.”

I didn’t know what to say. But before I could even attempt to come up with words, the woman rapped hard on the door.

“You ready for us in there?” she asked.

A moment passed, the air heavy with tension.

“Send her in.”

The woman flashed me one last smirk.

“Good luck, honey. I’m sure he’ll take real good care of you.”

With that, she opened the door, put her hand on my shoulder, and gave me a little shove inside. I stumbled into the room, which was so bright that I had to rub my eyes before I could notice anything. Once my vision came to, I looked around, noticing that the room was a perfect square with mirrored walls. The light from above seemed to be bright and clear for the purpose of giving any in there a clear, direct view of anyone else inside.

I realized right away that it was a room meant for a buyer to inspect his merchandise.

And speaking of the buyer, there was one other feature of the space: a large white chair at the far end, where my buyer was currently seated.

“There she is.”

I turned towards the direction of the voice, startled. Sure enough, there he was: the man from the diner. In spite of my circumstances, I couldn’t but notice once again just how goddamn gorgeous he was. With him sitting in the chair, one leg crossed over the other, I laid eyes on his thick, muscular arms, his narrowed blue eyes, and his stunningly gorgeous face. He was so good-looking that I was able to forget just for a second that he’d just bought me like I was nothing more than a cut of meat. As soon as I regained awareness of my situation, my hands shot to my breasts, covering myself up as best I could.

“Might as well get over your modesty now,” he said, his voice a low, purr. “Not like you’re gonna have much need for it.”

He looked me over with the careful eye of an art appraiser.

“Turn around,” he commanded.

I did as he asked, feeling exposed all the while.

“Nice,” he said.

A moment passed as he looked me over.

“What ... what are you gonna do to me?” I asked. “Are you gonna kill me?”

He chuckled.

“Nah,” he said. “We got a few sick freaks around here, but you don’t gotta worry about that. “As for what I’m gonna to do you ... well, you’ll just have to wait and see. In the meantime, you’re just gonna do whatever I tell you.”

I heard him stand up and walk over, his heavy boots thudding with each step. Soon, he was standing behind me.

“And here’s your first order: don’t speak a goddamn word unless spoken to.”

He was close, his breath hot on my skin. Despite my fear, I felt goose bumps break out across my body. This was followed by the firm clasp of his hand on my right ass cheek.

“Real fuckin’ nice,” he said. “You got a one-in-a-million ass, you know that?”

I didn’t know how to respond to this.

“Now turn.”

I did, coming face to face with him, this man who now owned me. He drew in a slow breath through his nostrils, a wicked little smile forming on his red, sensual lips. Leaning in close, he took in another deep breath through his nose, this time smelling me.

“Goddamn, you even smell like heaven.”

He stepped away, looking me head-to-toe again.

“Pull down your top. Show me those tits.”

I nodded, reaching up and slipping my fingertips under the shoulder straps of my teddy. I pulled the top down a bit, just enough to expose my breasts.

“Perfect pink nipples,” he said. “Cover up.”

I did. It was at this command that a strange feeling came over me: something about the way he was telling me what to do ... it felt good. I couldn’t explain it. But having this man bark his commands at me ... I don’t know. Something about him and his voice made me not want to resist.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“T-Tiffany,” I said.

He shook his head. “No, not that goddamn stupid stage name. What’s your real name.”

“... Star.”

“‘Star’,” he said, as if trying it on for size. “Well, it’s true—you’re a goddamn star; a star worth a half million fuckin’ dollars.”

I didn’t know what to say to this. I’d been so used to being flat broke all my life that the idea that something about me would inspire a man to spend so much money on me was just crazy.

“You’ll do just fine,” said the man as he turned and walked back to the other side of the room.

He put his hand on the doorknob and prepared to leave. But before he could, words blurted out of my mouth.

“Hey!” I said. “What’s your name?”

He stopped in place, standing still for a moment. Then he turned his head slightly, just enough that I could see the top half of his head, his shaved blonde hair bright in the clear light.

“Name’s Tank.”

With that, he left.

Tank ... I thought, the word hanging in my mind. There was no doubt that it was a nickname, but it fit him well—he sure as hell was built like a tank.

I stood in the room for a minute longer, unsure of what to do with myself. But before too much time passed, the door that I’d come in from opened up and two girls rushed in. They took me out and led me to a small, private dressing room where they took off my teddy, replacing it with a black lace bra and panty set. Then they put in a skintight black dress with matching heels. My hair was given a onceover, and when they were done they rushed me out of there. We went outside to where a black mini-limousine was waiting for me. Without a word of explanation, the doors were shut, the driver started the engine, and we were off.

I spent the half hour or so drive thinking about how strange this all was. The back of the limo was spacious and comfortable, which was a nice change of pace from the damn cage I’d been in. I thought about Tank during the drive, unable to shake the image of him from my mind. I should’ve hated him; I should’ve been wishing he was dead—after all, he now owned me and therefore was the one thing standing between me and freedom. But I couldn’t seem to think ill of him. All I could think about was his face, rugged and beautiful at the same time And his body ... damn. Those arms were unlike anything I’d ever seen before- thick, tanned, and solid.

The car hit a bump, and the image of Tank was replaced by that of Dakin. Dakin ... that little fucker. It only made sense that after what he’d done to me he’d end up at that auction, trying to buy me just like he’d bought my home. I thought back to him showing up early yesterday morning, realizing that he wanted to do for free what Tank had paid a half a million for. I shuddered when I realized that if I hadn’t gotten up when I did I might very well have been Dakin’s property rather than Tank’s.

But then again, what made me think being owned by Tank would be any better? For all I knew, he wanted to tie me up and whip me with extension cords or something.

Right when the thought of that entered my head, I couldn’t help but picture it. To my shock, part of me was just fine with it ...

I shook my head hard, trying to snap myself back to reality.

I needed to think about getting the hell out of this situation. Before I could come up with even a single idea, however, the limo pulled in front of a massive house. The place was huge—three stories on a large tract of land, a façade of ornate columns, a curving driveway in front, the whole area lit up with bright lights. It reminded me of what I imagined a celebrity’s home in the Hollywood Hills might look like. A huge chrome motorcycle parked out front was the only hint that someone like Tank lived here.

“Where are we?” I asked through the limo partition.

But of course, the driver said nothing. We pulled into the long curve of the driveway, coming to a stop right in front of the large set of stairs that led to the column-flanked double doors. The driver got out, opened the door, and led me to the front doors. He pressed the bell and, his job complete, he went back to his limo and drove off, leaving me alone.

The doors opened moments later, revealing Tank. I was shocked as hell to see him there. Sure, I knew that he’d bought me and his place was likely where I was headed, but this wasn’t at all where I’d imagined he’d live. I expected something like a rundown apartment above a bar. Then again, he had dropped half a million on me.

“God-fucking-damn you look good,” he said, his eyes moving up and down my body. “Come in.”

I stepped into the entry hall of the apartment, and I was blown away by how ... fancy the place was. There was classical art on the walls, the floor and columns were marble, and a grand spiral staircase led to the second and third floors. It looked like a Roman palace.

“You might want to close your mouth,” said Tank. “Your jaw’s dropping a little.

Sure enough, it was. I shut my mouth and felt embarrassed.

“This is ... a really nice place,” I said, feeling like I should say something nice, like I were visiting a friend’s house and not a biker who’d paid money for me.

“You sound surprised,” he said, leading me down the hallway further into the house.

“I mean, after that party, or whatever it was, and, um ...” my voice trailed off.

“The fact that I’m a dirty-ass biker?” he said with a smirk.

“Um, yeah. That,” I said, figuring I might as well be honest.

“Just because I like riding on my hog doesn’t mean I can’t have an appreciation for the finer things, you know.”

Just who is this guy? I asked myself.

He led me into a spacious lounge that looked out over the backyard where a long, well-lit pool stretched out into the distance, a bright, full moon hanging over it. Tank walked over to an ornate bar, fetching a bottle of champagne and two glasses from behind it. Walking back over, he popped the cork and filled the two glasses. He held out one of them to me and raised his glass for a toast.

“To your new living arrangements,” he said.

I wasn’t yet sure this was something to celebrate, but I figured that I didn’t have much say in what was going on. I toasted him and took a sip of my drink. It was crisp, fruity, and delicious.

“Sit down,” he said.

I backed up to the couch behind me and took a seat.

“Please,” I said. “Tell me what’s going on. What are you going to do with me?”

“Glad you asked,” said Tank. “Because here’s the deal: first of all, you’re my property. Don’t ever forget that. You do what I say, when I say it. No backtalk—you won’t like what happens if you try any of that shit. Second, you stay here at the house unless I give you permission otherwise. Help yourself to whatever you want in the kitchen —I don’t give a shit—but stay out of my room. I’m giving you partial freedom on a trial basis. You can have free rein to go around the property, but if you try and make a break for it I will find you—make no mistake. And when I do, you’re not gonna like what happens.”

I gulped hard. Something told me that a man like him had the resources to track me down if I did try to make an escape. Not like I’d get far—there was a tall fence all around the property and then there were woods beyond that.

“You may think I’m being a real hard-ass, but you’ll be thanking your lucky fuckin’ stars when you start to hear about what goes on with the other girls who got bought. That motherfucker Dakin? He keeps his girls in a goddamn cage.”

I shuddered at the thought; I knew there was a reason I’d gotten a bad vibe from him. Even before I knew he was the type to break into a girl’s home when she was sleeping.

“Oh,” said Tank. “And you owe me.”

“What?” I asked, wondering just what the hell he could possibly mean.

“Your little dine-and-dash stunt. I was nice enough to cover your bill.”

“Um, thank you,” I said, not really sure of how to respond to that.

“So, let’s start out our little arrangement by asking you this: what are you gonna do to pay me back?”

“What?”

“You heard me. How I see it is that right now, you’re about twenty-five bucks in the hole. And you’re flat broke. So what’re you going to do to make things square?”

I nervously sipped my champagne, as if trying to buy time.

“Umm ... what would you like me to do?”

A smirk crossed Tank’s lips.

“That’s exactly what I was hoping you’d say.”

He started off towards the hallway but turned as he was leaving.

“Stand up and wait right there for me. I don’t want you to move a muscle.”

I gulped hard, and he was gone. I felt totally helpless, which I think was his intention. Tank had complete control of the situation, and he knew it. There wasn’t a trace of doubt or hesitation in his voice. He knew what he wanted, and he seemed certain that he was going to get it. So I stayed stone-still as he was gone. Soon, he returned, a small black box tucked under his beefy arm. He set the box down on a nearby table and clicked it open. I couldn’t quite see what was in it since that would’ve required me to turn my head.

“Good girl,” he said. “Just where I left you. Then again, I was looking forward to punishing you if you disobeyed.”

He rummaged through his case for a moment and withdrew something that looked like a big black ring. With slow, easy steps, Tank moved in front of me and held the thing up.

It was a leather bondage collar. I gasped as he showed it to me.

“What is this?” he asked.

“It’s ... a collar.”

“Smart girl. Tell me what kind wears a collar.”

“An animal; a pet.”

“A pet—that’s right on the fuckin’ money.”

He extended the collar to me.

“You have my permission to move. Take this and put it on.”

I reached up and took the collar, which was surprisingly heavy. I stared at it for a moment, still unable to believe what I was holding.

“I didn’t say ‘look at it’; I said ‘put it on’.”

I nodded, unfastening the collar’s latch and placed it around my neck.

“Nice,” he said. “Very nice.”

He finished the rest of his champagne with a single swig.

“Now, if a collar is what a pet wears, and you’re wearing one right now, what does that make you?”

“A ... pet.”

“Very good. And that’s what you are as long as you’re here: you’re my pet. Here to please me.”

He set his empty glass down and plopped onto the couch.

“Never really liked that champagne shit; I like the hard stuff better. So, pet—why don’t you make me a drink.”

I looked up at him, my eyes wide. Part of me still felt like he was joking.

“Um, what would you like?” I asked, deciding to play along for now.

“Whiskey. Neat,” he said, sitting back in his seat, his eyes scanning over every inch of my body.

I made my way to the bar and took down the necessary items. As I assembled the drink, Tank picked up a nearby remote and pressed a button, causing a series of lights to illuminate on a nearby speaker system and raunchy rock music to start playing. The drink made, I walked back over to Tank. But before I could cover the distance, he held up his hand.

“Don’t walk like that,” he said, his low voice carrying over the music.

“Umm, like what?” I asked.

I had no idea what he was talking about.

“You’ve got a great ass and killer fuckin’ legs. I want to see you use them.”

A strange little sound escapes my lips. What did he want me to do? I’d been living with my grandma for the majority of my life; I had no idea what “be sexy” meant.

“Um, how?” I asked.

He let out a dry chuckle.

“Don’t walk like a damn linebacker. Walk like a woman. Walk with your hips.”

I moved back to the bar, as though we were rehearsing and I had been given a second chance.

“Put the drink on that tray. When I ask for something, you use that. Don’t ‘hand’ me anything.”

I gulped, feeling tense under the commands. But strangely, I didn’t feel tense because I was mad at him for telling me what to do; I felt tense because I wanted to get it right. I set the drink on the nearby silver tray and held the thing with two hands. Then, taking a deep breath, I walked over to him again. I tried what he said, focusing on my hips and ass while I walked.

“Nope,” he said. “Do it again.”

Back to the bar, and then another deep breath. I focused harder this time, even going so far as to picture my legs in my mind as I began to walk. Then, I started.

“Nope. Nope.”

I opened my mouth to finally protest, but a harsh glare and a raised palm made it clear that he didn’t want to hear a peep. I worried that tears might start forming in my eyes at any second; I just didn’t know what I was doing wrong. But strangely, even more than frustration, the need to do what he said, to please Tank, burned in me. As much as I knew that I should’ve thrown the tray on the ground and told him to screw off, even greater was the urge to walk the way he wanted, to make him happy.

Closing my eyes and picturing my ass in my mind as best I could, I started over towards him again. I tried to be as conscious of my body as I could, letting the muscles of my rear and legs do all the work. And as I did, I felt a strange sway develop in my step. My ass moved from side to side as I walked, and I felt a sexuality exude from me that I never knew I had. Opening my eyes, I saw Tank’s gaze focused on my hips as I made my way across the long lounge. A little smirk formed on his lips, and I took that as a sign that he was pleased with me.

And when I realized he was, I was pleased too. When I reached Tank, I bent over at the waist, letting my ass stick into the air. He took the glass off the tray, his eyes locked onto my rear as he sipped his whiskey.

What the hell is wrong with me? I thought. Why is turning this guy on making me feel so ... hot?

I thought about my grandma’s lessons, how she’d told me how “good girls” were supposed to act. I knew she’d just wanted to protect me, but damn ... did being bad always feel this good?

“Set the tray down,” said Tank.

I complied and stood before him, my hands on my hips.

“Now strip.”

I gulped hard. Walking sexy was one thing, but stripping? I couldn’t even imagine where to begin with something like that.

“Um, what do I do?” I asked.

Tank laughed again.

“You take off your clothes,” he said. “I got a little taste back at the auction. But now I want to see what I paid for.”

My face turned a deep red, and Tank chuckled once again.

“Trust me, you’ll get used to it. This isn’t even the tip of the iceberg for what I’ve got in mind for you.”

I wanted to freeze in place again, like a little rabbit under the gaze of a sharp-toothed predator. But these feelings of fear faded slightly, and I began to psych myself up.

“Just do what you did before,” he said. “Use your hips.”

He then turned the music up louder, and I realized that this was going to be the only hint I was going to get from him. I listened to the music for a few seconds, picking up on the beat. And I felt ready. I began to sway my hips from side to side, like I’d done when I walked over. I closed my eyes, letting the beat of the music dictate my motions. As the song went on, I felt the beat move into my body, taking it over. The singer screamed out nasty lyrics that were thinly-veiled references to sex, and rather than feel disgusted, I tried to let myself get into the mood of sleazy fun that the song advertised.

I turned, bending over and pointing my ass at Tank, allowing him a full view. Turning back towards him, I ran my hands down the slopes of my curves as I rocked my hips from side to side. Against my control, I felt a wicked little smirk form on my face. Tank’s eyes were locked on me, and God help me, I loved the attention.

Oh, right, I thought, I gotta actually strip!

I slipped my fingers underneath the straps of my dress, working them over my shoulders. Slowly, I pulled it down. Unfortunately, my grace and skill wasn’t quite where I’d have liked them to be, and I wobbled a bit as I brought down the dress over my breasts. I saw Tank smirk as he took a sip of his whiskey. Despite my enthusiasm being higher than it had been when I started, I still felt self-conscious and awkward, and I’m sure it showed in my performance. Still, I kept at it.

The top of the dress was now below my breasts, my bra exposed. I moved the dress down more and more, swaying my hips as I did. I had a hard time keeping up to the beat of the music, so I decided to just pull the dress of in a quick motion, nearly falling over when I brought it down to my feet. My shoes were caught on the dress as I kicked it off; I still wasn’t quite used to heels.

Regardless, Tank seemed to be enjoying my performance. I hoped so, since I was now in nothing but my underwear and heels. Well, and the collar. The song continued on, and I moved my hands up along my back to my bra, my fingers slowly working open the hooks. With a quick motion, I undid the bra and removed it, the air of the room cool against my now bare breasts. I moved my hands along my hips once again, bringing them up to my breasts and squeezing my cleavage together, a sly smile on my face as I did.

I guess now’s the time for the rest, I thought.

But just as I slid my fingers underneath the waistband of my panties, Tank held up a hand.

“Stop.”

I froze in place. Was I doing that badly? Was he bored with me already?

He turned the music down and rose from his seat.

Is he going to ... sleep with me now? I thought.

I was feeling better about ... all that, but I didn’t think I was ready for things moving that quickly. After all, I was a virgin.

He walked over to me slowly, his eyes moving up and down my body. Then, like before at the auction house, he grabbed onto my breasts, squeezing them firmly. But this time, he leaned in close, taking my nipple into his mouth. I shivered as he lashed my now-hard nipple with his tongue, the feeling coursing through my body like hot electricity. I took in a sharp breath as he moved from one nipple to the other, his hands kneading my breasts all the while. I felt a tight tension form ... down below. Something like an insistent heat. An animalistic part of me was beginning to take over, urging me to surrender to him.

But instead, he moved his head away from my breasts and stepped back. He took one last look at me and finished his drink.

“That’s enough for tonight,” he said, setting his drink down on a nearby table. “I want to savor my newest possession.”

He started off towards the hallway, but stopped in his tracks when he realized that he’d left me standing there half naked.

“Take one of the extra bedrooms on the third floor. Up the stairs, third door on the right.”

And just like that, he was gone.

I stood there for a few minutes, the strangeness of the situation covering me like a heavy blanket. Once I realized that Tank was gone, I made my upstairs to the bedroom he’d told me to go to. It was a huge room, the bed a four-point, comfy-looking thing, the window looking out over the long stretch of the front yard. And right as I stepped over the threshold, the events of the day caught up with me and I found myself with barely the energy to stumble over to the bed before collapsing down on top of it and falling into a deep sleep.
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Chapter Seven
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Tank

The next morning, I got up early, the sun barely up when my eyes opened. I had a busy fucking day ahead of me and needed to get on it. I took a quick shower and threw on some clothes. On my way down from the third floor, I peeked into the bedroom of my newest purchase to see how she was getting used to things. She was sprawled out on top of the bed, still wearing her dress. I took a quick look over her and saw that she was out like a goddamn light.

She’d had a wild day yesterday, probably the wildest of her life, so I decided to let her sleep. But as I looked her over, my eyes moving along the curves of her hips and ass, part of me wanted to jostle her awake and give it to her right then and there. But I used some restraint, keeping in mind I could only fuck her for the first time once.

I made a cup of coffee, not feeling like a real breakfast. Looking over my fancy-ass kitchen, I couldn’t get over the fact that this place was all mine. It was a little ritzy; I could tell that Star was pretty surprised to see that a rough motherfucker like me would have such fancy digs. But I liked it. Maybe a little of the museum-type shit could go, but I liked the rest. It sent a clear message that I was loaded as fuck, and anyone who walked through those doors would know right away that I wasn’t a guy to take lightly.

Draining the last dregs of my coffee, I headed out the door. An hour on my bike later and I was with the rest of the boys at Razor’s, the dive near Gainesville where the boys and I met up every now and then. Cruiser and the rest of the boys were already there, girls from last night on their arms. The guys looked loaded as shit, most of them probably keeping the partying from last night going. Normally, I would’ve joined them. But I had another deal with Dakin to work out today, and I needed to have a clear head for that. Dakin wasn’t a dude to mess with, and part of me was regretting swiping Star out from under him.

“There’s the fuckin’ man!” shouted Cruiser, giving the girl he was with a hard squeeze on the ass before coming over to greet me with a slap on the shoulder.

“You boys have fun last night?” I asked.

“Sure did, boss,” said Cruiser. “Got these girls good and broken in.”

“That’s what I like to fuckin’ hear,” I said.

Cruiser shoved a drink in my hands and I set it down before taking a sip.

“Come on, man,” said Cruiser. “Let’s keep this party goin’!”

“The rest of these dudes can party and fuck all day if they want,” I said. “But us bosses don’t get that luxury. You and I gotta meet with Dakin.”

“Oh, shit,” said Cruiser, slapping himself on the forehead. “I forgot that was today.”

I swear, sometimes running this crew felt like keeping a kid’s clubhouse in line. Sometimes I wondered what would happen to the Warhawks if I decided to fuck off with all my money someday and just get fat in my new mansion. I loved these guys down to the last man, but they wouldn’t know what the fuck to do with themselves. I’d made Cruiser VP for a reason, but I found myself wishing he’d get his act together and step up to the plate. I wasn’t gonna be around forever, and I’d need someone trustworthy to step into my shoes if I decided to retire. Or if I happened to catch a stray bullet.

“Get a fuckin’ day planner—I can’t have you missing this shit.”

“Sorry, sorry,” he said, draining the last of his beer.

He turned to the rest of the crew.

“All right, you motherfuckers! Boss and I are gonna go take care of some shit. Keep this party going ‘till we get back!”

The crew roared in agreement. Cruiser gave his girl one last ass squeeze before we were out.

Checking my watch as we headed to our bikes, I saw that we were making good time. Dakin was a smart motherfucker and pretty reliable. But he had a temper as wild as his mind was sharp and had a real stick up his ass for punctuality. The Warhawks were too powerful for him to do anything too crazy if I rolled up late, but I didn’t feel like seeing him flip out.

Cruiser and I hit the road, and about a half hour later we were at the designated meeting place, which was some abandoned warehouse in the middle of nowhere between Orlando and Gainesville. Dakin some other boys in his crew were there waiting for us. A van nearby held the merchandise and I was in a buying mood. The Warhawks had been making money hand over fist doing these gun-running operations for Dakin, and I was ready to make some more hard cash.

“There’s the man of the fuckin’ hour,” said Dakin, his hair wild around a pair of eyes that were locked onto me from the moment I rode up.

“What’s new, my man?” I asked, taking his hand and giving it a firm shake.

His grip was firm—maybe too firm. I wondered if something was up. Was he sore about me buying Star out from under him?

“How’s that piece of yours?” he asked.

“Good, man,” I said. “Expensive as shit, but good.”

“Can’t put a price on premium pussy like that,” he said, his tone hard-edged.

“I sure as shit can; my account’s a half-mil lighter.”

“You know, I really had my eye on that bitch,” said Dakin.

“Sorry, my man,” I said. “Maybe I’ll let you take a crack at her some time.”

Imagining letting Dakin fuck a girl of mine was enough to make my stomach a little queasy. But I needed to say something to calm his ass down; he seemed a little more peeved than I was anticipating. A moment hung in the air, and I wondered if Dakin was going to have one of his trademark flip-outs. He was ice-cold ninety-nine percent of the time, and a murderous wild man the other one percent. I hadn’t seen him go nuts in person, but I’d heard some pretty gnarly stories.

“Fuckin’ funny seeing that chick again,” said Dakin.

“What?”

I had no idea what he meant by that, and my tone reflected it.

“You know that house I bought? The one I got on the cheap? It was her fuckin’ place.”

“No shit?” I said.

What a goddamn coincidence.

“Yep. I was about ready to claim her with the rest of the shit in that place, but she got out right from under my nose.”

“Small world,” I said, not sure of what to do with this new information; did this mean that Dakin thought she was already his or something?

The air was tense, and I wondered if Dakin really wasn’t going to let this go. He stared at me hard, and I looked at him right back. I got the sense he was trying to see if I was gonna back down. Not a chance of that. We held eyes for another long series of minutes, and right at the moment I was sure he was gonna pull out his piece and light me up, he broke out into wild laughter.

“That’s right!” he said, a big smile on his face. “Small fuckin’ world.”

He turned towards the van, now ready to show off the goods.

“Have fun with that one,” he said, putting his hands on the door handles. “She looks like the type you can get trained real nice. Have her workin’ your pole at the snap of your fingers.”

To make his point, he snapped his fingers in the air, the sound a sharp pop. He seemed to have moved on, but I got the sense that this particular subject wasn’t put to bed just yet.

“Got some good, good shit for you, my man.”

He pulled the doors open, revealing a van packed full of all kinds of guns. Cruiser whistled as he looked the merchandise over.

“Hot damn!” he shouted, slapping his hands on his thighs. “Enough guns here to take over the goddamn state!”

I stepped to his side. He wasn’t lying—there were a shitload of guns there. Assault rifles, handguns, explosives—you name it, it was there. All unregistered. Probably a couple mil worth of weapons, and all goods that could be easily sold throughout the state.

“Same deal as before?” I asked.

“Yup,” said Dakin. “You buy ’em from me and do with ’em whatever the fuck you want.”

I stepped into the van and picked up one of the assault rifles. It was good stuff—military hardware that Dakin had probably gotten from some ex-Soviet bloc countries. I had no idea how he’d managed to get this shit into the country, but I was glad for it. And it was a good racket: once he got it in, his job was done. I’d just buy the goods and get my boys to distribute it. The arms merchants overseas got paid, Dakin got paid, and my boys and I got paid—money all around.

I was already adding up how much money I’d make from this cache; it’d likely be more than enough to sock away and ensure that I’d have a real comfy retirement to look forward to whenever I decided to get out of the game. And with my properties all sorted out, I could filter the cash through them.

“Done,” I said.

“But not yet,” said Dakin.

“Huh?” I asked.

This was strange—before, Dakin had been all too eager to get the goods off his hands.

“I still haven’t figured out just how much I’m gonna charge you. Still thinkin’ that one over.”

“Then why’d you have me come all the way out here? Just to say ‘hi’?”

A little smirk formed on Dakin’s lips.

“Just wanted to, you know, gauge your interest. Don’t worry—once I get this shit all appraised by my guy I’ll have you right on the line.”

I didn’t like this shit one bit. Dakin should’ve had this all sorted out beforehand. Something was up.

“‘Till then,” said Dakin, turning and heading back to his bike.

He snapped his fingers in the air and the rest of his crew hopped on their rides and peeled out. Less than a minute later, all that remained of Dakin and his crew was the dust that the bikes and the van had kicked up into the air.

“I got a bad feeling about this,” said Cruiser, swatting the dust away.

I didn’t say so, but the feeling was more than mutual.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Eight
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Star

I screamed a little when I woke up. I couldn’t help it; as soon as my eyes opened and I saw that I was in some strange bedroom in some even stranger man’s home, fear gripped me. I looked around, seeing that I was alone. Once I realized that I wasn’t in any danger, I allowed myself to calm. Slowly, my heartrate slowed, and as I took in deep breath after deep breath, I took stock of my situation.

So, I thought, looking around, I’m in the extremely fancy home of some biker dude. He paid a half million for me, and I now belong to him.

The words felt strange, even as I thought them.

At least I’m not sleeping in some cheap motel, I thought, noting that the bed I was in was extremely comfortable.

I rolled out of bed and walked to the windows. Pulling back the curtains, bright light streaming into the room, I looked out as far as I could. Sure enough, there wasn’t another house in sight. The road from the house disappeared off into the distance, and thick Everglades woods surrounded the rest of the property. I half expected the windows to have bars on them, but if the house was as isolated as Tank had said it was, there was really no need for them. Walking out into the Everglades was an easy way to get chewed up by a gator, and God knew how long it’d take to get out of here just walking down the road.

I reached up, my fingers wrapping around the collar that Tank had put on me. Part of me wanted to undo the thing and toss it into the corner, sending a clear message to Tank just what I thought of his “ownership” of me. But another part, a part that was unfamiliar to me, the part that enjoyed the little show I’d put on him, said something different. This odd part of me wanted me to keep it on, to not fight, to just settle into my new role as Tank’s property.

I shook my head, dismissing the voice. I decided to leave the collar on—after all, I did have a place to stay for now, and though the circumstances were less than ideal, this was a mansion where every need I had would be taken care of. For now, it’d do. I looked at a nearby clock and saw that it was a little after ten.

The bedroom had an attached bathroom, and upon entering it I saw that it was just as luxurious as the rest of the place. The floors were cool marble, and gold ornamentation adorned the walls. And best of all, there was a massive tub right in the center of the room. Looking around, I realized that this bathroom was probably about a fifth of the size of the house where I’d lived.

I knew that I should’ve been plotting my escape, but a bath sounded so damn nice. And after last night, I figured that I was in need of some relaxation. So I turned on the faucet and let the tub fill up with hot, steaming water. Once it was full, I slid into the water, the tension flowing from my muscles with each passing second. A large mirror covered one of the walls of the bathroom, and out of the corner of my eye, I spotted my reflection, noting that I still had the collar on.

Now I really need to take it off, I thought, reaching up to grab it.

But again, I stopped. I held it tight, feeling the smooth leather against my fingers. I wanted to leave it on, but I realized that getting the collar soaked with water probably wasn’t the best idea. I took it off quickly, dunking my head under the water as fast as possible. Once I was back up, I washed my hair, dried my neck, and put the collar back on as soon as I could. I was again surprised at my own behavior; it was like I felt guilty for having the thing off.

After a time, I got out of the tub and dried off using the unbelievably soft towels that were in the bathroom. Once I stepped into the bedroom, however, I realized that I didn’t have a thing to wear. The teddy from last night was draped over the back of a nearby chair, but I really didn’t want to put that on again.

Laying my eyes on the nearby dresser set, I approached it and opened one of the top drawers. Sure enough, it was filled with neatly-folded shirts. The one below was jeans, and the one below that was underwear. I sifted through them and found that nearly all of them were my size.

Man must have a type, I thought, pulling out a matching pair of lacy, light blue underwear. After I put them on, I took out a purple T-shirt and a pair of dark blue jeans. The clothes were skintight, and as I stepped in front of the mirror, I couldn’t help but notice that the collar already seemed like an important part of my wardrobe, like I’d been wearing it for years.

It just seemed ... natural.

I spent the rest of the morning and afternoon lounging around the house trying to keep myself busy. Tank hadn’t given me any instructions on what to do while he was gone, other than not to get any big ideas about escaping. And it wasn’t as though he’d left a note telling me when he’d be back.

As I made lunch, I noticed something sitting on the kitchen bar counter—a small black object sitting on top of a piece of paper. I’d only had coffee for breakfast, so it had been able to slip by unnoticed when I’d been in here earlier. Approaching the thing, I saw that it was a burner cell phone. On the paper was a four-digit passcode and a small note that read in surprisingly neat handwriting: “This is for me to keep tabs on you. When I text, you respond within ten minutes. And don’t bother trying to make outside calls. If you’re a good girl, I may give you access to more phone privileges. But only if you’re good.”

Damn, I thought. He really wants to mess around with the “property” thing. I picked up the cell, which was an early-model iPhone. I’d never actually owned a smartphone—Grandma had never been big on technology, let alone social media—so it was all pretty fancy to me. I played around with it for a few minutes, learning out to use it. Sure enough, any feature that would’ve allowed me to contact the outside world was disabled. I looked through the contact list and saw that there was only one number: Tank’s. After I’d satisfied my curiosity, I slipped the phone into my back pocket and went back to work on my lunch.

A half hour or so later, I finished my lunch of a sandwich and some chips, pushing away the plate when I was done. I couldn’t believe how fast I’d wolfed down the food. Though it wasn’t really surprising; when I thought about the last meal I’d eaten I realized I hadn’t had anything since my oh-so-fateful meal at the diner yesterday, the meal that I’d gotten for free but which had ended up costing me any trace of my old life.

I put the plate in the sink, and just before I could begin to think of what I was going to do next, the phone buzzed in my pocket. I pulled it out and saw that there was a text. It was from Tank.

Be back at six. Be ready for me. Find something from the walk-in.

T

“Be ready for me?” What did that mean? I checked my watch and saw that I had several hours until he was due to be back. Realizing that being “ready for him” could only mean one thing, I headed back up to my bedroom and looked around. Sure enough, there was a door that I hadn’t noticed.

I opened it up, revealing a massive walk-in closet that was nearly as big as the bedroom. The walls were lined with clothes, and in the middle was a massive and well-lit five-panel mirror. I stepped in front of it, looking at my slender body from all of the angles it allowed. I wasn’t entirely sure what “be ready for me” meant, but I was sure that my jeans and T-shirt didn’t qualify.

He’d told me to find something in there, so I walked over to the clothes hanging from the many racks. Flipping through them, I gasped when I realized what they were. They were almost exclusively skimpy and scanty lingerie, ranging from teddies to matching bra-and-panty sets to corsets to full-on leather bondage gear. I sifted through them, trying to find something that was both sexy and something I wouldn’t feel totally ridiculous in. Eventually, I settled on a black lace boy-short set, figuring it was a decent compromise. Plus, it matched the collar.

I spent the next couple of hours putting on makeup and getting my hair just right. The bathroom contained more beauty products than I’d be able to go through in a year, even if I slathered them all on every morning. I worked intensely, making sure that I looked as good as I possibly could. Only when I was nearly finished did I realize that the task I’d been focused on for so long was making myself into a proper fucktoy for Tank. What was wrong with me?

Once I put the finishing touches on my makeup, I decided that I was going to give more thought to escape. Wearing nothing but my underwear, I stepped to the window and looked out over the front lawn. The road would be my best bet. Maybe I could slowly gather some supplies over the next week or so, hiding them in my room. Then, when the time was right, I could make a break for it, following the road but keeping far enough away from it that I would be spotted by Tank or any other guys in his gang. It wasn’t the best plan, but it was the only one I could think of. Sure, even if it did work I’d be right where I was before, broke and homeless, but I could figure out the odds and ends later.

For now, I just had to get free.

More time passed, and just as I was putting the finishing touches on my makeup I heard the growl of a motorcycle pulling up. I rushed over to my phone and saw that it was nearly six.

Damn, I thought, pretty punctual for an outlaw biker.

I hurried downstairs, not wanting to be in the middle of getting ready when he walked in. I scolded myself for being so concerned about matters like that, but I couldn’t help it—part of me was really concerned with pleasing Tank. It ran against all notions of independence that I had, but I couldn’t help it.

Not sure of where to go, I went back into the lounge where our “activities” had taken place last night. I futzed around with the lights, making sure that they were a low, sensual dim, and got a bottle of champagne ready. I knew that he’d said he didn’t really care for bubbles, but champagne sounded sexier to me than sitting there with a glass of whiskey. Plus, I needed something to calm the anxiety that was slashing in my stomach. I got into position on the couch, wine flute in hand, just about when I heard the front door open.

My heart began to race, partially out of fear and partially out of excitement. Last night I’d only shown him my body—he hadn’t seemed to be interested in anything more than that—but what if today he wanted to take my virginity? The thought of having sex both thrilled and frightened me, and all I could do was take a big sip of my wine in hopes of calming myself down. But before the wine could kick in, the thumping echo of Tank’s combat boots sounded through the cavernous entrance hallway, growing louder and louder.

And moments later, there he was.

I swallowed hard. Standing at the entrance of the lounge, his beefy, bare, tattoo-covered arms crossed over his huge chest, his icy blue eyes like two brilliant sapphires among his rugged, tan, gorgeous face, Tank looked larger than life.

“Stand,” he said.

I complied, scampering to my feet. As I got up, Tank took a seat, and I could feel his eyes on my body all the while. As I turned to face him, I realized that he didn’t seem all that interested in the champagne—all his interest was focused on my exposed skin.

“Take off my boots,” he said, his voice stern.

I got right to it. Setting down my now-empty glass of wine, I knelt in front of Tank, his dirty, scuffed combat boots before me. They were a mess of frayed and worn laces, and I set to work gingerly undoing them. I looked up at Tank as I worked and saw that he was looking away, a pensive expression on his face. He reached over and grabbed his glass of champagne, downing it all with a single swig. Part of me wanted to ask him about his day, but the other part of me realized that there was no chance he was the type to open up about things like that. I was sure the best I could do was just to do as he asked.

I removed his socks along with his boots, then looked up at him for my next command.

“Get me whiskey,” he said.

I nodded, my eyes wide. But as I began to get up, he placed his hand on my head, holding me in place.

“Don’t walk.”

He wants me to crawl on all fours? I thought. What am I, a dog?

“Don’t forget for a moment that you’re my pet,” he said, as if picking up on my hesitation.

I turned around got on all fours and began to move towards the bar.

“Slower,” he said, his voice low and sensual. “Put that ass into it.”

I complied, moving on my hands and knees at a more leisurely pace. And as I crawled, I swayed my ass from side to side. I could feel his eyes burning into my rear, and that same thrill at being the center of his attention took over me. I should’ve felt degraded, but the only feeling building within me was that same tight, hot arousal as yesterday.

Once I reached the bar, I turned back to Tank. He flicked his chin up, and I understood that as my cue to stand up. I made his drink and brought it over, making sure that my hips had the same slow sway to them. Then, I stood still.

“You learn fast,” he said, noting that I was awaiting his command. “We’re going to go a little further than last night. Go to my box.”

I complied. He turned on the music as I walked, the lounge filling with sensual, sexy, jazzy-electronic music. Upon reaching the box, I popped it open. All manner of toys stared back at me. I didn’t know where to begin.

“Get that small black bag and the silver, curved one. Bring them over to me.”

I spotted a small drawstring bag of black silk and picked it up. The other toy was a silver, curved thing that was about the perfect size for my hand.

Wait a minute, I thought. That’s a ...

Vibrator. It was a vibrator. I know it’s a little strange that I was so startled by this, but I’d never seen one in person before. Didn’t I say that I was sheltered? I wrapped my hands around the cool rubber, feeling the heft in my grip.

I returned to Tank and awaited my next orders.

“Take off your bra.”

I did as he asked. To my surprise, my nipples were already hard.

“Now open the bag.”

I did, dumping the contents out into my hand. It was a pair of small silver clamps, attached by a black chain.

“Put those on your nipples.”

I gasped, my face going red.

“You might like it a little more than you’re thinking,” said Tank, picking up on my shock.

I did as he asked. The vibrator cradled in one hand, I attached the first clamp to my left nipple, a shudder and a gasp leaving my body as I did. The feeling was ... odd. Once I’d accustomed myself to the initial pinch, a strange feeling swirled through my body, a feeling that was a perfect mixture of pleasure and pain.

“Now the other.”

I obeyed, attaching the other clamp.

“Now put your hands at your sides.”

I obeyed, standing still. The feeling of the clamps on my nipples was all I could think about. They were two perfect pinches that sent twin shockwaves of pain and pleasure through my body. Goosebumps formed on my body, and my breath and heart both quickened.

“Now your panties. But leave on the heels.”

I shucked off my underwear, just as he’d asked. He looked down at the thick tuft of hair above my sex, shaking his head as he did.

“We’ll have to do something about that,” he said. “But some other time.”

I felt a little embarrassed at this, especially since now I was nude aside from my heels and the clamps. Tank put his foot and a nearby footstool and moved it over to me.

“Put one foot on this.”

I did, my sex now exposed.

“Turn on the vibrator.”

I did, the device coming to life in my hand.

“Now touch yourself.”

I looked down at the shaking toy in my hand, unaware of where to begin. Sure, I’d ...played ... with myself before, but never like this. The entirety of my sexual experience was nothing more than me rubbing myself every now and then, maybe grinding on a pillow if I was feeling really wild. I’d never even had an orgasm ... at least, I thought.

So, the pleasure from the clamps still radiating throughout my body, I lowered the vibrator to my sex. Pointing the angled portion at where it had always felt good to touch, I pressed it down gently.

If what I’d felt from the clamps was a mild pleasure, this was like a goddamn tidal wave of ecstasy. As soon as the vibrator came into contact with my sex, pleasure shot out like a bomb blast. It was so intense that my first instinct was to move the thing away as fast as possible.

“Nope,” he said. “No taking it away until I say so.”

I gave a quick nod as I pressed the toy back onto myself. The pleasure started right away, the hot waves radiating out from my most delicate areas. I held it there gently, afraid to press too hard. My eyes were winced shut right away, though through small peeks I could see that Tank was watching me intently.

After a little time, I got used to the feeling of the vibrator and began moving it up and down along my sex, stimulating new areas. The pleasure built with each second, and I could feel my legs grow weak as I struggled to support my own weight through the pleasure. Soon, the sensation became all I could think about. Moans escaped my mouth that I had not control over, and I continually ran my free hand through my hair. My teeth sank into my lower lip so hard that I worried I might break the skin. Something was building in me, something intense and unbelievably pleasurable that I’d never before experienced. I could sense that it was on the brink of happening, whatever it was.

“Oh my God, oh my God,” I moaned, the words coming out as in instinct.

“Now,” said Tank, his voice low and sensual, the sound of his words only contributing to the pleasure. “I want you to cum. But only when I say so.”

My teeth still biting down on my lip, I nodded. I’d never cum before, but I could sense that it was close, so close. I fiddled with the speed of the vibrator, the whirr of the motor increasing in volume as I did. I wanted to cum so badly; it was so tantalizingly close.

“Do you want to cum?” he said.

I nodded, my face tight.

“Tell me how bad you want to cum.”

“I want to cum so bad,” I said, the words coming out in pained squeaks.

“How bad?”

“So ... so fucking bad.”

“Who’s my pet?”

I struggled to form the words through the pleasure.

“Who is my pet?” he repeated, sterner this time.

“I-I am,” I said, now barely able to stand.

“And when does my pet get to cum?”

I was close, so very close.

“When ... when my master says so.”

“That’s right,” he said.

Another shriek slipped out of my mouth, the loudest one yet. I forced open one eye slightly, hoping to see some sign that he was going to give the word. I needed to cum, more than I could ever remember needing anything, and his holding it off was almost like some kind of strange torture.

“Cum,” he said, the word deep and low.

As though Tank had some spell over my body, it happened. The pleasure broke through water smashing through a damn. I moaned and screamed as the feeling took hold; it was unlike anything I’d ever felt before. I pressed the vibrator hard against my pussy, coaxing out every last bit of pleasure from the orgasm. My chest heaved with aroused breaths, and my knees wobbled underneath me.

Soon, the feeling began to fade, and I turned the vibrator down to a lower volume. Once the orgasm was finished, I turned the thing off. My breaths were so heaving and heavy that they seemed to drown out the music.

“Very good, pet,” said Tank, rising from his seat. “You put on a good show. The rest of the evening is yours.”

And with that, he turned and walked from the room, leaving me alone just as he had before.
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Chapter Nine
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Star

The next week was like some kind of strange dream.

The routine was the same: Tank would be gone in the morning, and I had the run of the house until he came back later in the day, always sending me a text telling me when to expect him and that I needed to be ready for him. Before he arrived, I’d spend an hour or so getting ready, taking my pick of the clothes in the walk-in. Then, when he arrived, I was at his command until he was done.

What he wanted specifically varied, but it all, so far, seemed to involve me putting on a show. He’d ask me to dance for him, to touch myself, to cum ... all for his viewing amusement. The tools used in this process changed. At first, it was the clamps and the vibrator. Then it was cuffs. Then it was a remote-controlled vibrator that he controlled from the couch; Tank seemed to take exquisite pleasure in bringing me close to orgasm and taking me back from the brink, teasing me over and over again as he sipped his whiskey and watched me squirm in pleasure until I begged for release.

Later in the week, he began to take a more “active” roll in the show. One night, he bent me over, handcuffing me to the bar. Once I was restrained, he pulled down my panties and slapped my ass hard. The feeling of his firm palm connecting with my ass was ... indescribable. I felt as though I might melt like butter under a heat lamp. He squeezed and kneaded the flesh of my rear, breathing in hard through his nose. I wondered with panic if this was the night he was going to finally have sex with me. Thrill and panic gripped me as I wondered I was going to hear a zipper being pulled own followed by ... well, I didn’t quite know what to expect. I’d never had a man inside of me before.

But as I stood there bent over, my hands restrained, my teeth sinking into my lower lip in thrilled anticipation, I heard the vibrator click on, coming to life with a dull whirr. First, Tank rubbed my sex with it, touching me with such expert skill that I felt I might cum instantly. But just as he knew how to make me feel good, he also knew just how to delay the pleasure. He teased me, moving the vibrator over my clitoris, the feeling making me crazy. Then, after teasing my lips with the tip of the toy, he slipped it into me. The feeling of fullness, coupled with the sensation of the vibrator roaring inside of me, brought me instantly close to orgasm.

And just when I thought the pleasure couldn’t be any more intense, Tank moved in close to me and placed his hand on my inner thigh. The skin of his palm was rough just in the way I’d imagined it to be, and I couldn’t get enough. Slowly, the vibrator doing its amazing work in me, he moved his hand up along my thigh, coming to a rest as the side of his index finger was pressed against my clitoris. He began to move his hand back and forth, rubbing me slowly and sensually, the sensation of finally being touched by him making me feel ways I’d never imagined.

Soon I came harder than any of the previous days, and as I stood there with wobbling legs, all I could think about was how much I wanted more and more of him inside of me.

I found myself staying up at night, lying in bed and imagining what it would be like to have Tank’s firm hands on my hips, holding me in place as he drove his cock into me over and over again. I imagined lying under him, my legs wrapped around his hard, muscular body, his blue eyes brilliant and sparkling as he stared down at me, his prick plunging into me at a deep, steady pace.

Like I said, I’d never been much for masturbating, but the thought of Tank fucking me was enough to “inspire” me to get really good at it really quickly. One night, I even snuck down into the lounge. I swiped the vibrator out of the box and lay down on the couch. The scent of his body still lingering in the air and in the fabric, I draped one leg over the back of the couch, flicked the vibrator on, and brought myself to orgasm again and again. And as I came, I kept one eye open, hoping that Tank would hear me, come down, and finish the job in the way I knew only he could.

But, alas, he never came. Though I did. Repeatedly.

Aside from the maid service that came once, I was the only one there when Tank was gone for the day. He gave me the run of the place and as I became more comfortable there, I began spending my days relaxing in the sun, swimming in the massive pool in the backyard, and making food in the kitchen.

Tank never seemed to eat, which was strange—I would think that a man with the muscular physique he had would be gobbling down steak by the pound. But if he did, I never saw it. After I started to feel lazy doing nothing, I began to make little thises and thats in the kitchen, using my phone as a recipe book. I couldn’t connect to any social media using the phone, but I could look up things like cooking websites. A first, I began to make stuff for me for lunch. Nothing crazy—just sandwiches and soups. After a day or two of this, however, I started thinking about Tank. Was he just one of those guys who was so busy that he never ate?

Maybe I could do something about that.

One day during the afternoon, I pulled a massive slab of frozen steak out of the freezer. Once it was thawed, I set to work making a nice little dinner. I prepared the steak garlic and butter style, and to go along with it I made some potatoes au gratin and roasted vegetables. Once it was done, I covered it up, set a note next to it letting him know it was for him, and began to prepare for our evening routine.

Once we were done and I was lying on the couch in a blissed-out mess, I heard him walk down the hallway as he usually did. But this time, he stopped in front of the kitchen. I heard him walk into it, and a few moments later leave. When he had gone up the stairs, I scampered to the kitchen, not even bothering to put on my underwear. Sure enough, the food was gone. All that remained was the bottle cap from a beer that he’d taken from the fridge.

As I stood there, a little pleased smile on my face, a disturbing thought entered my mind: I hadn’t been thinking about escape. Not once in the last few days had I done a single thing about my plan to get the hell out of this prison I was in. My thoughts had been consumed by Tank, whether thinking of ways to please him or getting myself off to the idea of him fucking me.

Standing at the entrance of the kitchen, I made a vow to not give up my freedom so easily.

But try as I might to summon it, the will just wasn’t there.
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Chapter Ten
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Tank

I couldn’t believe it, but as the day went on, all I could think about was the steak that Star’d made for me.

It was fucking perfect: cooked medium rare, seasoned just right, the potatoes and vegetables going along with it perfectly. When I’d finished up with her, I’d been ready to just head up to my room, maybe do a few sets in my private gym, shower, and get to bed. But when I walked into the kitchen and saw that there was a home-cooked meal waiting for me, a hunger that I didn’t even know I had took over. I grabbed the plate, along with a beer, and headed upstairs. I started picking at it as I walked, the au gratin potatoes cheesy and savory like nothing else. Once I sat out on my balcony and had the food in front of me, I devoured it like an animal who’d just woken up from hibernation. Once I was done, nothing in front of me but a plate smeared with grease and blood, I took a long swig from my beer.

It tasted like heaven.

I went to sleep that night with a full belly and awoke more refreshed and restored than I’d felt in a long while. I liked to eat—don’t get me wrong. But I was usually so busy going here and there that I tended to grab whatever I could find, maybe shoving down a gas station hot dog here and there. Protein shakes were the main source of my nutrients and protein, but they didn’t really hit the spot.

So, as I had drinks at one of the nearby bars with Cruiser and some of the other boys, going over distribution plans for the arms we were planning on buying from Dakin, I found my thoughts taken over by the idea of having another home-cooked meal.

“Gimme a sec, boys,” I said, getting up from the dingy round-top bar table. “Gotta take a leak.”

Once I arrived in the bathroom, I pulled out my phone and typed in a quick text.

Steak was good. Make something else tonight for when I get back.

T

The response came a few minutes later, some winking face emoji.

Goddammit, I thought. She’s starting to get comfortable.

I mean, I wanted her to get used to living at my place, especially enough so that any thoughts of trying to make an escape didn’t amount to anything. I had no worries about getting her back—that was easy enough—but spending an afternoon tracking down a panicked girl didn’t exactly fit well into my schedule. So having her not be inclined to make a break for it was good.

But I didn’t want her strutting around thinking she owned the place either.

I reminded myself that there were plenty of ways to remind girls like her of their place, and I could easily cross that bridge if I were to come to it.

Another text followed.

Italian?

I shook my head and sighed. Italian did sound pretty fucking good.

Sure, was my response.

I didn’t like this. When I’d bought Star, the intention was for her to be more of ... a toy than the live-in help. Sure, I didn’t mind a home-cooked dinner every now and then—I did have that massive, state-of-the-art kitchen, after all—but I was starting to get the impression that she was getting too comfortable, like she was starting to think she wasn’t just a piece of ass that I’d spent a shitload of money on.

Still, I thought, if I’m gonna drop a half-mil on a fuck-toy it can’t hurt to have her make a steak every now and then. Or Italian.

“Yo, Tank!” called out a voice, snapping me from my internal debate.

It was Cruiser. He and the rest of my higher-ups were gathered around the small table where we’d been talking.

“Keep your goddamn pants on,” I said, shoving my phone back into my pocket and heading back over to the table.

I pulled my chair out and plopped back onto it. The boys were still in the middle of sketching out the distribution for the weapons, and it all looked fine from where I was sitting. But then Cruiser said something that gave me pause.

“... then I got some boys in New York who’ll buy these Glocks ...”

“Whoa, whoa,” I said, holding up my hand. “New York?”

Cruiser looked up at me with a face that was both cunning and eager, like he was getting ready for a compliment.

“Yeah,” he said. “I got some contacts up near the city who’ll pay top dollar for some of this shit. Bigger payday, you know?”

“Not a chance,” I said, my voice firm.

“What?” asked Cruiser. “Why the hell not?”

“Distribution is with our normal outlets in Florida.”

“But ... but why?”

The rest of the boys were silent, looking back and forth at Cruiser and me, eager to see where this all went.

“You ever run guns that far before?”

“No, but how hard can it be?”

“That’s a fuckin’ long drive to New York, for one. More hours on the road means more of a chance that you’ll get busted by some bored state trooper. Not to mention that once you cross state lines, this shit becomes a federal issue. Meaning the fuckin’ feds would be all of it. We can slip 10k to a Florida trooper here and there, but ain’t no buying off the goddamn G-Men. We’d be sunk.”

“I can do it, Tank,” said Cruiser. “I’ll drive the truck myself. Come on.”

“No way,” I said. “We keep things local for now. Money’s just fine with our usual buyers. More than enough paper to go around.”

“But—”

I held up my hand, making it clear as day that the conversation was over. Cruiser got the hint, sitting back in his chair and sulking.

“Now I gotta tell my boys that we’re not buying.”

“Sounds like something you should’ve considered negotiating behind my back.”

Cruiser sulked for a little longer before abruptly getting up out of his seat, grabbing his drink, and heading out back.

I shook my head as I watched him leave. Cruiser was a good vice president, but he could get too big for his own goddamn britches sometimes. Too eager to please, too eager to make it clear he was pulling his weight. Usually, it was manageable, but I was starting to wonder if it was going to get us into trouble somewhere down the line.

The rest of the boy and I finished the distribution plans, and when we were done I finished my beer and thought about what needed to be done for the rest of the day. But all I could think about was that home-cooked meal that Star was gonna make for me. I wondered what kind of Italian she was gonna be cooking up. I could always go for some lasagna, but chicken parm sounded really nice too. I found myself rushing through the rest of my work, eager to get back.

Once all the plans for distribution were taken care of, I had one last drink with the boys and headed out. And as I rode my bike, I couldn’t help but wonder if this was what it was like to be a regular-ass married man, the kind who had a woman waiting for him at home. I’d never been a normie, so glimpses like this were all I got.

I parked my bike in the usual spot and headed inside, the smell of basil and tomato sauce hitting my nose right away. Goddamn, it smelled good. As I was walking towards the kitchen, the smell grew more intense. I couldn’t help but whiff the air like I was one of those cartoon characters getting pulled by their nose in the direction of the food. Soon, I arrived at the kitchen, where Star was in the process of pulling something out of the oven. She was wearing a little pair of booty shorts and a skimpy shirt, and I didn’t know if I was more interested in the food in the oven or the body on display.

“There you are!” she said. “Food’s not quite ready yet.”

“What you got there?” I asked, trying to peer behind her to see what she was preparing.

The countertop was covered in flour and empty tomato cans, and pots and pans filled with red residue were in the sink. Definitely the aftermath of an Italian dinner preparation.

She swatted the air. “Just wait until it’s ready; shouldn’t be too much longer.”

Star then grabbed a beer from the fridge, popped it open, and handed it to me.

“Just relax until the food’s done. Maybe twenty minutes. Now, shoo.”

She hurried me out of the kitchen and I was a little surprised with myself for letting her. Beer in hand, I headed to the backyard. The evening air was pleasant, and I sat back in my favorite deck chair, sipping my beer and letting my mind unspool.

This is nice, I thought. Almost too nice. I mean, a man like me doesn’t need to be kept like this. Nice to have a meal every now and then, but this shit is gonna make me soft.

But these thoughts were replaced by a different feeling—a strange feeling of ... I dunno, calm? I didn’t know how to feel about it. But before I could consider it for too long, Star stepped out onto the patio, a dish in her hands. She set it on the table nearby, and I was able to finally get a good look at it.

Chicken parm—just what I wanted.

“I was surprised that you actually had bread crumbs,” she said. “So I just had to use them. And no picking—wait until I bring the rest out.”

Before I could respond, she disappeared back into the house. Star returned over and over again, bringing plates, silverware, glasses, and finally a big basket of garlic bread with a bottle of wine. Once everything was out, she spent a few minutes arranging everything.

“Okay, now we can eat,” she said.

“That ... looks really fuckin’ good,” I said, killing my beer.

“Well, I hope it tastes as good as it looks, in that case,” she said, spooning a heaping helping of parm onto my plate.

I took my seat across from her and poured myself a glass of wine.

“Um, well, dig in!” she said.

I didn’t need her to tell me twice. I set into that food like a beast, clearing the plate within minutes and washing it all down with a glass of wine, all before Star had a chance to take in a few bites. Once I’d sopped up the last few bits of tomato sauce with my bread I looked up at Star, who’d been watching the display with wide eyes.

“Wow,” she said. “I guess you liked it.”

“Pretty fuckin’ good,” I said. “But I’m just getting started.”

I poured myself another glass of wine followed by another heaping helping of parm and bread. Now that the edge was taken off my appetite, I was ready to actually taste the food. I did, and goddamn, it was good.

“So, um,” she said. “Did you have a nice day?”

I grunted a response, my attention down to my food. I didn’t really have a strong desire to discuss business with her, and I hoped I was making that abundantly clear.

Still, she wanted to talk about something, and I figured it was the least I could do with her having made dinner.

“Uh, what’d you do today?” I asked.

And just like that, she was off to the races. She told me about sorting through the clothes in her closet, organizing the kitchen, looking up ingredients, experimenting with different sauces—just on and on. But it was nice, in a way. Listening to her talk meant I didn’t need to worry about what was really bothering me, which was that shit with Cruiser today.

But I put that out of my head and turned my attention back to Star and the food. I worked my way through the wine, getting a nice little buzz on that made the meal taste even better. When I was done, I sat back in my seat, my eyes on the shimmering waters of the pool.

Star cleared away the plates, and I let my eyes hang on her legs and ass as she walked away. Damn, she looked good. Not a bad cook, either.

“Hey,” I shouted after her. “Grab another bottle of wine while you’re at it.”

A smile over her shoulder let me know that she’d heard my request. Soon, she returned with another bottle of red and a washcloth. She popped open the bottle, poured us both another glass, and set to work wiping off the table.

“Thanks for the food,” I said, taking another sip.

“Don’t mention it,” she said with a smile.

Once the table was cleaned off, I decided that I couldn’t do any more staring at Star. It was time for more.

“Go into the lounge,” I said.

Her mouth flat, she nodded and got up.

She’s learning well, I thought.

I grabbed the bottle of wine and headed in. Star was there waiting for me, standing still just like I’d commanded her to do. Taking a pull from the wine, I walked around her, looking her tasty little body up and down. Was tonight the night that playtime would be over? The night that I’d give this girl the fucking that I’d been holding off on?

Possibly.

“Take off your clothes,” I said, letting her take a long pull from the wine before I sat back down on the couch.

She obeyed, and I could tell from her unsteadiness that the wine was getting to her, just as it was to me. Soon, she stood in front of me in nothing but a sexy little set of lacy red underwear, her eyes fixed forward. I wanted her so fucking badly, but I made sure not to show it.

Sitting there, looking over her tight little body, I knew that it was time to take things to the next level.
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Chapter Eleven
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Star

As I stood in the center of the lounge, waiting for Tank’s command, I couldn’t help but notice two things. The first was just how tipsy I’d gotten. The second was a curiosity at why he hadn’t just taken me in the way he clearly wanted. So far, he’d only made me ... perform for him. I knew that it was just a matter of time before he took my virginity.

And, as strange as it might sound, I was getting to the point where I wanted him to. I’d gotten so used to pleasing him that it seemed to only make sense that I continue to please him in whatever way I could. This thought was a little frightening to me—was I starting to see myself as the piece of property I’d been sold as?

“Come here,” said Tank, beckoning me over with a flick of his fingers.

I walked over to him slowly, stopping only a few feet away from him.

“Let’s start with a lap dance,” he said, his face impassive.

He flicked on the music, which sounded like Prince. The sleazy, sultry music played at a loud volume, and I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to let my body follow the beat. Soon, I began to rock my hips back and forth in time to the music, letting it flow through me. First, I danced in front of Tank, letting him get a long look at my body in motion. Part of me still went on alert at being objectified like this, but as our sessions went on, I found myself more and more enjoying his attention, enjoying his eyes on me, enjoying knowing that the mere sight of my exposed flesh was enough to get Tank unspeakably aroused. I’d never felt this kind of pull over a man before, and I was starting to like it.

I continued to dance, eventually closing the distance between him and me, squatting down just a bit and lowering myself to his eye level. Dancing still felt a little awkward, but I was getting the hang of it. It was almost as though I had a natural sense of just how to move my body, and all it took was Tank slowly chipping away at my inhibitions. And, of course, the wine helped a bit.

Moving closer to Tank, I dipped my ass onto his crotch, rubbing my rear against him. Through the thick denim of his jeans, I could feel his penis turn hard, like a sharp bump under the fabric of his pants. A strange sort of warmth began to radiate out from me; it felt ... good to know I was turning him on so much.

Tank put his hands on my hips as I ground against him, and I reached back to undo the clasps of my bra. Once it was done, I pulled the bra off and tossed it aside before turning and exposing my bare breasts to him. His eyes locked onto my boobs right away and that same warmth in me began to grow as he eyed my nipples hungrily. Then, taking a breast in each hand, he pressed his mouth to one nipple, then the other. Goddamn, it felt good. He lashed the sensitive skin of my nipples with his tongue, and I couldn’t help but let a little moan slip out of my lips.

But before I could get too turned on, he spoke again.

“Get on your knees.”

I obeyed. I was now so close to his crotch that I could see his cock tenting the denim of his jeans.

“Take it out.”

I took in a deep breath, my heart racing as I went to work on his belt buckle and zipper. Once those were taken care of, I yanked down his jeans. My eyes went wide; if the mass straining against his black boxer-briefs was any indication, his manhood must have been absolutely enormous. I slipped my fingers underneath his waistband and pulled down.

Sure enough, it was absolutely enormous.

“You know what to do with that?” he asked, looking down at me.

“Um, I—”

“Don’t talk,” he said. “Just do.”

I gulped, turning my attention back to his penis. I sized the thing up, trying to figure out how to best start. Just like I was a virgin with regular sex, blowjobs were also something I had zero experience with. I knew I needed to put my mouth on it, but that was as far as my understanding went.

Might as well start and figure it out from there, I thought.

I wrapped the fingers of my right hand around the thick girth of Tank’s cock, stroking it slowly as I prepared myself to take it into my mouth. Moving closer, I breathed in, taking in the strangely attractive musk of Tank’s manhood. Then I pressed my lips against his head. I just kissed it at first, figuring that would be a good place to start. Then I opened my mouth, letting my tongue slowly move over the surface of his cock. I paid most of my attention to his head, having heard once from a more experienced high school friend of mine that it was where men liked to be touched.

I licked and kissed him as I continued to stroke his cock, now getting into something of a rhythm. But I knew that eventually, I was going to have to take him into my mouth.

Now or never, I thought.

I opened my mouth and brought it over Tank’s cock, wrapping my lips tightly around the ridge of his head. I held it there for a moment, getting used to the feeling of him in my mouth. Then I began to use my tongue, moving it along the ridge of his cock. Tank took in a slow breath through his nostrils, and I took this to mean that I was doing something right. I kept my hand stroking him as I held him in my mouth, giving his cock a good, firm tug.

Tank ran his hands through my hair, getting a better look at the sight of me with a mouthful of him. I moved my head down, taking more and more of him into my mouth. Soon, I had half of his length in my mouth, and I knew that I wouldn’t be able to take any more. I moved my head back, taking his cock out of my mouth and catching my breath.

Okay, I thought, just keep doing that.

I went back to work. I opened my mouth and took him again, this time going fully down his length and bobbing back up, repeating the motion over and over. It was a little tricky to balance this with the stroking of my other hand, but I was getting the hang of it. Eventually, I was able to suck him at a steady pace, and Tank’s breathing began to quicken. I didn’t know if he was going to cum in my mouth, but I prepared myself for the possibility.

After a few more minutes of this, Tank wrapped his hand in my hair and gently led me back up to my feet. I looked down at his massive cock, which was now slick and sheened with saliva. He stood up, staring down hard at me.

Then, something strange came over me, some sort of all-consuming passion that I couldn’t ignore. Looking up into Tank’s piercing eyes, I stood on my tiptoes, and brought his lips to mine, kissing him hard. He went along with it for a time, even returning the kiss. But before it could turn into anything more than that, Tank’s body tensed up. He placed hands on my hands and forcefully moved me away from him. His face was now in an expression of something resembling anger.

Had I done something wrong?

“Don’t ever do that again,” he said, his voice stern.

“Do ... what?” I asked.

“No kissing,” he said. “Rule number fucking one.”

“What?” I said, stepping back from him. “Why?”

“I don’t need to explain myself to you,” he said, standing firm.

He picked up the remote and killed the music. Then he pulled up his pants, zipped up, and did his belt.

“That’s enough for tonight,” he said.

Then he turned and headed out of the room, leaving me standing there as alone and confused as ever.
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Tank

I was fucking kicking myself. I couldn’t believe that I’d let my guard down so much with Star that when she kissed me I went along with it. Stupid, stupid. I could’ve told her when it happened that I didn’t kiss the property, but was so goddamn mad at myself that I wanted to get right out of there as fast as fucking possible.

So I grabbed a bottle of wine on the way upstairs and spent the rest of the night drinking and thinking about just what I’d gotten myself into. It wasn’t a catastrophic situation, sure, but it would require a retooling of how I was doing things. I blamed the dinner. I’d let Star lull me into a state of domestic stupor; the wine had definitely played a part, too. I had to figure out how I was going to balance the fact that I didn’t want her to get too close or comfortable with the fact that, well, I liked having her there.

Fucking bullshit. That next morning I decided to focus my attention back to what I needed to get done that day. Namely, meeting up with Dakin and finalizing the arms deal. I was sure he was going to go along with it, but until those weapons were sitting in my warehouse waiting to be sold I wasn’t going to rest easy.

Cruiser and I were meeting Dakin and the rest of his men some other location in the area, so I killed time around the house until around noon when I got the text with the details. I wasn’t sure where Star was; I figured that me putting her in her place last night probably had gotten her good and shook up. Likely, she was hiding out in her room until I was gone. I considered letting her know that I wasn’t pissed off, but I decided that could wait. I had more important shit to worry about at the moment.

Still, as I rode down to the meeting place, I couldn’t help but find myself thinking about her more and more. It was like she’d hijacked my thoughts. The image of her grinding on me last night, my cock in her mouth ... they were getting me all kinds of turned on. I decided during the ride that I’d settle the matter by giving her the fucking that I’d been holding off on. Pounding a girl to kingdom come was always a good way of letting her know just who was in charge.

After an hour or so of riding, I came across the location. Dakin and his men were there, and I was eager to get the negotiations behind us. Cruiser pulled up a few minutes after I arrived, and the two of us greeted Dakin and the rest.

But as I shook Dakin’s hand, I couldn’t help but notice that there was an edge to how he was acting. His expression was hard, and I didn’t detect a bit of camaraderie. I kept myself a little on edge, now wondering if this deal was gonna go sideways.

“We ready to do this?” I asked, my eyes on the shipping container packed full of goods.

“Little change in terms,” said Dakin.

“Oh?” I asked, raising my eyebrow.

“Price is up fifty percent.”

“What?” I asked, the words coming out in a snarl.

Dakin’s men tensed up, their hands moving towards the guns at their hips.

“Price is up fifty percent since last time?” I asked. “Why the fuck is that?”

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Cruiser looking at me with an expectant expression. He was just as knocked on his ass by this as I was.

“I’ve been doing a little thinking,” said Dakin, hooking his thumbs into his belt and pacing with leisurely steps back and forth. “And I realized that this little deal we’re cooking up is the perfect chance for me to get my hands on something that you have that I want.”

“Oh?” I asked. “And what the hell do you want exactly besides my money?”

“You need to ask?” asked Dakin, stopping and turning towards me. “It’s that little piece of ass that you bought out from under me. Duh.”

I stopped cold.

“The fuck you say?”

“You heard me,” said, Dakin, not bothered a bit by my objection. “I want that blonde piece. And you’re not getting your hands on so much as a BB gun from this shipment unless I do.”

“Dakin, are you kidding me?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Dakin was holding up what might be one of the biggest money-making opportunities he’d have just to ... what, get back at me?

“My man,” I said, evening my tone and trying to talk some sense into him, “I bought Star fair and square.”

“Oh, ‘Star’?” he asked, scoffing. “You and the meat are on a first-name basis? Cute.”

I ignored this and kept on. “I bought her fair and square. That deal’s long done, and there’s no point in bringing it into what we got going on here.”

“No point?” he said, clearly getting a little pissed off that I hadn’t just agreed to it right off the bat “I’ll tell you what does or doesn’t have a ‘point’. I wanted that girl, and you knew it. That’s the only reason why you swooped in from under me and bought her.”

He was dead wrong, but what was I supposed to say—that I had a strange compulsion to buy her?

“Listen,” I said. “Maybe when this is all said and done, I’ll buy you a girl at the next auction—kind of a little bonus on top of everything.”

“Nah, fuck that,” said Dakin, a wildness glowing in his eyes. “I want that girl—Star, whatever the fuck her name is. And this deal’s just gonna get more and more expensive until you agree to my terms. Got it?”

I could see that there was no negotiating with him.

“Got it,” I said.

“Good,” said Dakin, a smart-ass little smile on his mouth. “I’ll give you a little time to think it over. You know how to find me when you make the right call.”

With that, he turned, whistled, and waved his hand, directing the driver of the truck to which the shipping container was attached to move out. The rest of the members of Dakin’s gang climbed onto their bikes, and within a couple of minutes they’d torn out of there, leaving just me and Cruiser.

“I need a fuckin’ drink,” I said through clenched teeth as I started off towards my bike.

Cruiser scrambled after me, and about twenty minutes of hard riding later, we were in some shitty nearby dive.

“Fucking bullshit!” shouted Cruiser, banging his hand on the table bar, attracting the attention of the people there, the sort of low-life drunks who’d be slamming beer at two in the afternoon at some run-down bar in the middle of nowhere. “Why the hell does he is that he thinks he can hold up this deal over some piece of pussy?”

To my surprise, I felt my hackles rise at this. Though that’s all Star was, a piece of ass that I’d bought for a premium price, something about Cruiser referring to her as such didn’t sit right with me. But I let it pass.

“It’s fucking unprofessional is what it is,” I said, taking a sip of my drink. “We all stand to make some serious money from this deal, and he’s holding it all up just because he needs to get his nut. Can’t believe this shit.”

“So, when you gonna hand the girl over?” asked Cruiser.

“Huh?”

“Whaddya mean, ‘huh’?” he asked. “Dakin wants the girl, simple as that. Just sell her for whatever he wants and let’s get this deal going.”

“You remember I’m the one leading this club, right?” I said, jabbing a finger in Cruiser’s direction. “You wanna give a suggestion, fine. But don’t presume to tell me what to do.”

“But ... what’re you gonna do, then? You think you’re gonna just tell him no or something?”

I slammed a shot of whiskey, winced, and followed it with a chaser of beer.

“Letting Dakin have her just like that wouldn’t solve a damn thing,” I said, flagging down the bartender for another shot. “In fact, it’d be just the beginning. He’d know that he could tack on whatever terms he wanted to any deal from here on out and we’d have to go along with it.”

I was being disingenuous and I knew it. Sure, there was some truth to what I was saying, but the main thrust behind my words was not wanting to give up Star. Especially to a fucker like Dakin. I knew how he treated his girls, and I didn’t want Star to be any part of that. She was ... different. There was an innocence, or something, to her that I felt like I needed to protect. I had no idea where these thoughts were coming from; they were weird fucking things to be thinking about an auction girl.

“Then what’re you gonna do?” asked Cruiser.

“Not sure,” I said, downing another shot of whiskey. “But I’m gonna solve this shit one way or another.”
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Chapter Thirteen
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Star

The evening came on, and I was still unsure of what to think about my most recent night with Tank. That kiss lingered on my lips, and I knew that despite his protestations, he had been just as into it as I was. Could this be why he’d reacted so strongly to it? Because he’d felt himself letting go and falling into it, and the possibility scared him? I couldn’t tell a damn thing with Tank—he was the kind of guy who kept his emotions locked down tight. But I knew that he’d gotten bothered enough by something that he felt like he had to back off to collect himself.

Either way, and in spite of myself, I missed him. I knew it was the stupidest damn thing in the world to miss the man who’d bought me like a piece of meat, but I couldn’t help the way I felt. I was drawn to him in a way that I’d never been drawn to a man before, and part of me hoped that I’d hear him coming through the door, followed by him appearing at the threshold to my bedroom, a wild, savage look in his eyes as he got ready to claim my virginity for his own.

I shook these thoughts out of my mind, remembering the concept of Stockholm Syndrome that I’d learned about in high school. Apparently, when a person—usually a woman—was taken hostage, she could eventually, after a long enough period of captivity, begin to sympathize with her captor, even refusing to leave his company when the opportunity presented itself. This idea scared me—what if all that I’d been feeling about Tank was nothing more than some strange self-preservation process? What if my animal brain knew that going along with Tank was the best way to preserve myself in this bizarre situation?

But that didn’t seem right. The way Tank had responded to my kiss ... I just knew that there was something behind it—there were real feelings there. Fat chance of me getting Tank to admit that, however.

So I lounged around in bed, hoping that Tank would come back and say something, anything, to make me feel that things between us were okay. I sifted through the lingerie hanging in my walk-in closet, going over the items that had struck me as too risqué the first time I’d looked at them.

Who knows, I thought, dragging my fingertips over the light, thin material of the especially scandalous lingerie, maybe wearing something like this is how I get through to Tank.

But before I could consider the matter for too long, I heard a noise downstairs. It was a heavy thud, like someone dropping a bowling ball on a hardwood floor. I froze in place upon hearing the sound. It should’ve been Tank, but I’d never known him to make noises like that—he was typically pretty sure of his step.

I threw on a robe and walked carefully to the entrance to my bedroom, listening carefully for another noise. Standing there for a few minutes, I only heard silence. My heartrate began to slow, and I started to calm down.

Must’ve been nothing, I thought.

But before I finished turning back to my bedroom, I heard something else. This noise was more like a clatter, like someone had bumped into a table and knocked the things on top of it onto the ground. My eyes went wide and my heart began to race once again. Now I was sure that someone was here.

Is it Tank? I thought, stepping out into the hallway overlooking the first floor.

Like I said, he wasn’t what I would consider a klutz, but maybe he was drunk?

I walked carefully down the spiral stairs leading to the main entrance hall, hoping to catch a secret glimpse of whoever was making the racket. I made my way further and further down the stairs, keeping my ears open for anything. And as I reached the bottom, I heard what sounded like footsteps down the first-floor hallway, back near the lounge. Then, as I took a peek from behind one of the columns, I could see the fleeting silhouette of someone in the lounge.

My blood ran cold. There was someone there.

I looked carefully, seeing that whoever it was had the same large, muscular form of Tank, though perhaps not quite as big. But his hair wasn’t the close-shaved style of Tank. Who could this be?

A thought occurred to me: only a trusted associate of Tank would have the access codes to get past the extensive security of the house. So anyone here would have to be a close friend of his. I felt a little relief at this idea. Maybe Tank had just sent one of his MC men over here to pick up something. But still, why would he be sneaking around? And why wouldn’t Tank let me know that someone was coming?

I knew that I should’ve just run back up to my room and called Tank. After all, there was a reason that he’d only allowed my phone to dial his number. But I wasn’t into doing the smart thing at that moment in time. I inched closer to lounge, and now it was my turn to be a klutz. I bumped into one of the side tables, a decorative bowl toppling off the side and landing on the hard ground with a shrill crash.

I froze in place, knowing that there was no way that I hadn’t been heard. Sure enough, the form in the lounge stopped still for a moment before turning towards me. Then the form began walking out of the shadows and into the dim light of the hallway. Sure enough, it was a tall, beefy man in jeans and a leather vest, his face covered in a long, braided beard and his head topped with wild hair.

“There you are,” he said, now moving towards me.

I couldn’t bear to move.

“Wh-who are you?” I said, trying to make my voice sound demanding but my words instead coming out in a pathetic little squeak.

“I’m ... ah, call me Cruiser.”

He continued towards me, his steps careful, as if he were trying to walk up to a frightened rabbit.

“What are you doing here?”

As he came closer I could see the Warhawks patch on his leather vest. He pointed to it as soon as he saw that I noticed it.

“Yeah, this is our logo,” he said. “That’s how you know I’m on the level.”

“Fine,” I said, calming down a little bit. “But that doesn’t answer the question of what you’re doing here.”

“Um, Tank sent me,” he said. “He told me to pick you up and take you to a club where we’re meeting tonight.”

Nothing about his statement rang true. Tank just sending a member of his MC over to pick me up and take me without any sort of notice ... this didn’t sound like Tank at all. The skin on the back of my neck began to tingle, and my heart starting to pound again. My body was sending every warning it could that something strange was going on.

“I ... that doesn’t sound right,” I said. “Let me call Tank ... um, just to make sure.”

“No, no, no,” said Cruiser. “Tank’s, um, he’s busy. He’d just get mad if you called. Trust me on this—I’m his vice president.”

“I ... don’t want to go,” I said. “This doesn’t feel right.”

“You have to,” he said, stepping closer. “Tank’s gonna be real pissed off at me and you both if you don’t come with me.

“No,” I said, trying my best to stand firm. “I’m not going anywhere until I hear it from Tank.”

A look of frustrated rage formed on Cruiser’s face, making his intentions clear. He continued to move towards me, and all I could do was make myself small as I scanned the nearby area for anything I could maybe use as a weapon. I knew right away that it was no use; Cruiser was twice my size and any attack would probably do nothing more than piss him off.

He got closer and closer, now looming over me.

“I’m not gonna hurt you,” he said. “But you need to come with me.”

He reached down and wrapped his meaty fingers around my arm. Then, with a pull, he jerked me up off the floor. I was nearly delirious with fear at this point.

But before he could take me very far, the front doors of the house opened with a bang.

“Cruiser!” called out a familiar voice. “Just what the fuck do you think you’re doing?”

I turned in place and saw that Tank was standing in the outline of the open doors. Relief washed over me; I’d never thought I’d be so happy to see him.

“Tank!” stammered Cruiser, clearly knocked off his guard by Tank’s sudden appearance. “What’re you doing back here? You’re supposed to be in Orlando!”

“Don’t you fuckin’ worry about where I’m supposed to be,” said Tank, his voice dripping with anger. “I want you to tell me right fuckin’ now what you’re doing in my home, without my permission, with your hands on my woman.”

As strange as it sounds, all I could think about at that moment was Tank’s choice of words. He’d called me his “woman” rather than his “property.” Sick, I know, but hearing that made me feel ... protected. Like he was watching out for me. I learned soon how true that was.

“Listen, Tank, you heard what Dakin said: if this arms deal is gonna go through then he needs the girl. I know she’s yours, but I’m not gonna let you jeopardize the MC by letting you hang onto her.”

Dakin! I thought. What the hell does that fucker have to do with this?

Tank moved closer, his footfalls heavy and sure.

“So, you thought you’d just ... take the initiative. That you’d break into my home, steal my woman, and give her over to Dakin, all behind my back. Then ... what? I’d thank you for doing the thing that I was too chickenshit to do?”

“No, Tank,” said Cruiser, fear creeping into his voice. “It’s not like that.”

“Then what’s it like?” he asked, venom in his words. “Tell me. I’m really curious.”

Cruiser’s grip tightened on me, and he puffed out his chest a bit. It seemed like he was becoming more certain of his actions.

“Maybe ... maybe you’re not making the right call! Maybe if you’re gonna put your needs before the crews, then you’re not fit to lead this MC! I don’t care that you’re the founder; maybe it’s time for some new blood in charge!”

“You stupid motherfucker,” said Tank. “You think if I give her to Dakin that all’s gonna be good with him from then on out? No fuckin’ way. He’ll know that he can change terms whenever he wants. He’ll have the Warhawks right where he wants them.”

Cruiser appeared affected by this and opened his mouth to speak. But before he could get a single word out, Tank started talking again.

“But I’m more interested now in the other part of what you just said. New blood?”

My eyes turned to Cruiser, and I could see that he was now regretting his words. But I didn’t need to be a motorcycle club expert to know that challenging his leader like that had probably put him past the point of no return.

“Um, uh, yeah!” he said, trying to pump himself up.

“Well,” said Tank, squaring his shoulders and getting ready for a fight. “Then put her down and show me you’ve got what it takes.”

Cruiser let go of my arm and I ran to Tank’s side. He put his arm in front of me like a giant, muscular bar, making it clear that I was to stay back.

Cruiser squared up too, but I could see clearly that there was doubt in his movements. Still, I’d heard that a cornered animal could be deadlier than a confident one.

Tank closed the distance between him and Cruiser, and the men stared hard at each other for a brief moment. Then Cruiser made the first move. He pulled back and swung hard, his massive fist curving through the air. It looked like a blow that, if it connected with Tank, would’ve caused serious injury.

Thankfully, it didn’t come even close to that.

Tank ducked, and the wide arc of the punch curved over his head harmlessly. Cruiser looked to have put all his strength in the punch, and the momentum that hadn’t been discharged into Tank’s body caused him to stumble on his feet for a brief moment.

That was all Tank needed.

Tank rose back up to a straight posture and delivered a quick jab right to Cruiser’s nose. A flash of deep red blood appeared on his face instantly, and right then and there the fight was won. Tank took advantage of Cruiser’s dazed state and rushed in, grabbing his arm and forcing him into a grappling hold. Then he dropped down to the floor with him, Tank’s arm pressed against Cruiser’s neck. Cruiser struggled for a bit, but soon his eyes closed and seconds later he was out cold. Tank loosened his grip but still held him close to make sure the job was done. When he was satisfied that Cruiser wasn’t going to move, he pushed him aside and stood back up.

At that moment, I felt more terrified than I’d ever felt in my life.

“Is ... is he dead?” I asked, afraid to ask the question for fear of the response.

“No,” said Tank. “But he’s out for now.”

Then he turned to me and looked hard into my eyes.

“Stay right there,” he said.

He moved to Cruiser, scooping him up off the ground and carrying him down the hall. He disappeared in one of the doors and appeared a minute or so later, shutting and locking the door behind him.

The emotions running through my body were like nothing I’d ever felt before. There was fear, sure, but there was ... something else. Seeing Tank do what he did, all to protect me, had brought about a strange stirring in my heart. It was as though seeing how far he’d go to keep me safe made me feel as though right then, at that moment, I’d do anything for him.

And that must’ve been what he had in mind too because as soon as he shut the door he rushed down the hall towards me, taking me into his arms and planting on my lips a deep, hard kiss.
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Chapter Fourteen
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Star

I fell into Tank’s kiss instantly. My body slackened as he pressed his lips onto mine, and I let him take complete control. We both breathed in hard through our noses as we kissed, the events of the last few minutes causing the blood and adrenaline to pump through my veins, and I’m sure his as well. And as sick as it sounds that I’d feel this way after watching a man commit an act of brutality on my behalf, all I could think was this:

He’s actually kissing me.

Tank pulled away for a moment, and I feared right away that he was going to storm off as he had before. But instead, he scanned the nearby area for something. What, I wasn’t sure. When his eyes settled, he bent down, grabbed me by the hips, and threw me over his shoulder. I felt like a primitive woman being taken by a caveman, and though I knew I should’ve hated it, I didn’t. As he carried me I took in the feeling of his hard body against mine, of his masculine musk, of his soft grunts as he walked. It was like nothing I’d ever felt before, and I couldn’t get enough.

Then, when we reached a nearby sitting room, Tank tossed me onto one of the large, soft couches. Just like everything else he’d done, being manhandled by him in such a way inspired some kind of strange, primal desire in me. I wanted to open my mouth to speak, to ask him just what he was doing, but I didn’t. Instead, I looked up at him with wide eyes as he stood over me. I wondered just what he was going to do next.

My question was answered within seconds.

Tank leaned in and grabbed the folds of my robe. With a hard motion, he pulled it open, exposing my underwear. He took in the sight of me nearly nude for a moment, breathing in hard through his nostrils like some kind of bull. Then he set upon me. After grabbing my panties and pulling them off, he pulled off my bra, leaving me completely nude. I lay there naked under him for him to do with as he desired.

And I didn’t want it any other way.

He began kissing my body quickly and passionately, his lips seeming to cover every square inch of me, paying special attention to my breasts and stomach. As he kissed me he took off his shirt, exposing his magnificent, sculpted torso, his muscles covered with all manner of tattoos. I closed my eyes as he kissed me, choosing to focus on the feeling of him on me. I heard the jingling of his belt as he worked it open, followed by the cloth rustling of his pants as he pulled them down. Now his enormous, gorgeous cock was exposed.

Is now the time? I asked myself. Is he going to take me?

I didn’t need to wait long for an answer.

First, he dipped his head down below. I felt the touch of his fingers on my sex, pulling my lips apart. Then, I felt the warm wetness of his tongue on my pussy. I let out a long, pleasured sigh as he licked me; I’d never had a man do that before, and I’d always wondered what it was like. I had my answer now: it was like heaven. Tank expertly licked me, paying special attention to my clit as he slid a finger inside of me, stimulating me in just the right spot. He continued like that for a time, pressing the flat surface against his tongue against my clit. He ate me feverishly, as though the essence of life itself were contained within me.

I felt an orgasm build and build, and I ran my fingers through his thick hair as he pleasured me in a way that I’d never before experienced. Soon, I came, my moans of pleasure filling the room. God, he knew just how to make me cum; I couldn’t get enough.

When the first orgasm faded, I realized that this was just a warm-up for what Tank really wanted. Once he saw that he’d brought me to orgasm, he stood up, towering over me like a statue carved out of the hardest granite, like some Greek interpretation of a biker badass.

Then he moved closer to me, bringing my legs close until they were draped over his shoulders. Looking down, I saw his rock-hard prick pointing tantalizingly at me, and I craved nothing more than having it shoved into me right then and there. And looking up at Tank, I could tell by the fierce, hungry look in his eyes that he wasn’t going to bother to ask. He didn’t need to—everything about my body made it clear just what I wanted, and he read me like a book.

His expert oral skills had gotten me good and wet, and though I was still in awe of just how big Tank’s cock was, I was confident that I’d be able to ... accommodate it. Tank must’ve been just as certain as I was, because his next move was to take his prick by the base, press it against the opening of my sex, and slowly plunge into me.

My face tightened in ecstatic agony as he entered me. I’d heard that pain was part of the process, and there was some of that, sure. But as he entered me the pain soon faded, and he held firm in me, his arm wrapped around my legs as he held me pressed against his stone-hard physique. Then he slid out of me, preparing for another deep plunge. I let out a quivering moan as he entered me again; this insertion was nothing but pure pleasure. Tank entered me a few more times in this manner, and after a minute or so of this, I knew that I was ready for more. I reached down, placing my hands on his thighs and beckoning him to drive hard and harder into me.

He was happy to oblige.

Holding my legs tight, Tank increased the pace of his thrusts, moving in and out of me at a steady, sensual rhythm. I watched the tight muscles of his body flex and tense as he gave it to me, the sight of him adding to the intense pleasure that was rushing through my body. After a time of fucking me like that, he spread my legs wide, now holding them by the ankles. This angle gave him a straight plunge into my pussy, and he took full advantage of it. My body rocked and shook with each thrust, and I knew another orgasm was on the horizon.

But he wasn’t done taking me how he wanted. He pulled out of me and grabbed me by the hips. With a quick motion, he flipped me over and pushed me up. Now I was on my knees, my legs on the seats of the couch and my arms resting on the back of it. Tank held hard onto my curves, and seconds later he entered me again. The feeling of him fucking me from this new position was incredible. He pounded me hard, and my orgasm began to approach at an even faster pace. Tank grunted as he jackhammered me from behind, his noises punctuated with hard slaps against my ass that rang out in a fleshy crack. The feeling of his hand of my ass only added to the pleasure, and when he grabbed a handful of my hair and gave it a hard tug, I knew it was all over—I was putty in this man’s hands.

He drove into me over and over, and soon my orgasm came. I grabbed onto the back of the couch for dear life as I came, holding on tight, as though I might collapse into a heap at any moment. And as I came, Tank’s grunts became rougher, more animalistic. I could tell that he was on the verge. And as the last waves of pleasure ran through my body, Tank came hard. He let an “ahh” noise as he emptied himself into me, the feeling of being filled up my him the perfect bow on the unbelievable sexual experience that I’d just had.

Once he was done, his pace slowed, and he eventually pulled out of me. I collapsed hard onto the couch, my limbs weak from the pleasure. Tank must’ve felt the same way, because he turned and fell onto his side, lying long on the couch, his legs stretched out onto the floor.

And we lay like that for a time, basking in the afterglow and catching our breaths. I never would’ve guessed in a million years that this was how my first time would play out, but I couldn’t have been more content. And what this meant about just what kind of woman I was, I could only guess.

But I’d find out.
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Chapter Fifteen
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Tank

The news the next day hit me like a knife stab to the gut.

Bulldog, one of the newest members of the Warhawks, had been found dead.

It seemed hard to believe, and my first instinct was to meet up with the rest of the men and get every goddamn detail that I could. How he’d die, where he’d been found, any suspects—I needed to know everything. But the men were as at a loss as I was, and me having to deliver the news that Cruiser was not only any longer the vice president, but out of the Warhawks entirely, was just more shit that they all had to take in.

This was already shaping up to be a real motherfucker of a week.

“So, Cruiser’s out, just like that?” asked Bowie, one of the more recent members of the club.

We were all gathered at one of our usual haunts, and I could tell that the men were shaken. We went from having the payday of all paydays on the horizon to having to deal with the news that two of our own were gone—one dead, one out on the street.

Where was Cruiser, you might be wondering? Well, as much as I wanted to put a knife in his neck and kick his body into a ditch, I knew that I needed to let myself cool down before making any rash decisions. Sure, betraying the club was an offense that I’d have been fully justified in offing him for. But Cruiser’d been a loyal VP up until now; this whole thing with Star and Dakin had just got him spooked. So after I’d had the rest of the night to think about it, I decided that exile was the best bet. I’d let him cool his heels in my basement for a day or two before telling him he was out. I’d give him a few thousand to get a new start somewhere else, with clear instructions that Florida was now officially off limits.

If he was smart, he’d hightail it across the country and start a new life as a mechanic in Idaho or some shit. Part of me still wanted to make him really pay for what he’d done, but I had his years of loyal service to consider too. Plus, executions weren’t exactly the best way to inspire loyalty in the rest of the club. Good for fear, but not much else.

Anyway, I had more pressing shit to deal with.

“Nothing about Cruiser for the time being,” I said. “Just know that he’s fucking out. And I’ll leave it at this: betrayal is something I don’t fuck around with.”

That got the boys’ attention.

“Now we’ve got a murder of one of our own to deal with. How’d he die?”

“Gunshot to the back of the head,” said Shiv, a baldheaded bull of a biker. “Quick and clean.”

“That means someone was sending a message,” I said. “They just wanted us to know that death is on the line, that these are the stakes.”

“We just gonna let them get away with this shit?” demanded Rex, a wiry, crazy-eyed man with a mane of white hair. “That was a brother of ours they killed!”

Murmurs of agreement went up from the two dozen men or in attendance. I held up my hand, giving them the order to quiet down.

“First, we gotta find out who did this shit,” I said.

But I had a damn good idea just who had done it; it had to be Dakin. No other gang in the area would even consider fucking with the Warhawks.

Then, right at that moment, my phone buzzed in my pocket. Anyone who’d be getting in touch with me was in this room ... other than Star, that was. I pulled out my phone and read the text that I’d just received. It was from an unlisted number.

Hope you got the message loud and clear. I’m not fucking around about the girl. I want Star. Meet me here when you’re ready to do the smart thing. Come alone.

D

An address followed.

“What’s it say, boss?” asked Oslo, a big-shouldered, barrel-chested biker who’d risen to be one of my most senior men.

“I figured it was Dakin, but now I know for sure.”

More murmuring among the men broke out.

“What’s he want?” Oslo asked.

“You remember that girl, the one I paid half a mil for?”

“No fuckin’ way,” said Oslo.

I turned to the men.

“I don’t know what his terms are, but I have to meet with him. Alone.”

“Alone?” asked Oslo incredulously. “No fuckin’ way am I gonna let you meet with a psychopath like Dakin by yourself.”

“It’s what’s gotta be done,” I said, holding up my hand again. “Killing Bulldog was his way of saying just how far he’d go to get what he wants.”

Oslo slammed a fist into his palm.

“I knew that fucker was a no-good piece of shit.”

Oslo was right—Dakin was the exact type of dirty little ratfucker who’d turn on you like this. But I’d hoped, foolishly, that I’d be able to get a couple of good transactions out of him before he showed his true colors. After all, if this deal had gone through, I could have said sayonara to him for good. No chance of that now, I supposed. I’d rolled the dice, and they’d come up snake-eyes.

“He says he wants to meet me alone, so that’s what I’m gonna do. None of you boys better follow me unless you wanna catch the Greyhound with Cruiser.”

With that, I turned to leave. My crew was loyal as shit, but no matter how much they feared for my safety, they’d obey me. Especially with the recent situation with Cruiser fresh in their minds. I hopped on my hog and peeled off, the image of Dakin’s face fresh in my mind. I wanted to rip that little shit limb from limb.

Later, I told myself. First, I needed to see if there was anything I could salvage from this debacle.

After a time, I reached the house. It was out in the sticks, and I could hear the commotion from a mile off. Sure enough, as I pulled up I saw that the front lawn of the two-story house was packed full of bikes. Rock music was cranking, and men and their old ladies were gathered in front.

This must be the new house that Dakin picked up, I thought to myself. Good location, lots of space; I can see why he wanted it.

I pulled my bike into a spot out front, and I could feel the tension as soon as the first few guys near me laid eyes on my patch. Dakin must’ve spread the word of what kind of shit was going down with the Warhawks, so these rough motherfuckers in attendance knew that when someone rolled up with this patch that shit might very well hit the fan. I hoped to keep things nice and calm, however—any fight that broke out wouldn’t exactly turn out well for a man outnumbered fifty-to-one.

A beefy wall of a man stood at the front door, barring my entrance. He gave me a snort as I approached, and as I looked him over I saw that he was strapped—a huge pistol was on his hip and I spotted the outline of a bowie knife at his ankle; probably another gun down there too. Not that he’d even need the weapons; a bruiser like that could probably take down five men with his bare hands. I took a quick sweep of the crowd and saw that there were four or so other guys, just as beefy and loaded for bear as this dude.

Dakin wasn’t fucking around.

I told the guard why I was there. He looked me over skeptically before giving me a pat-down. He pulled out the buck knife that I always kept well-hidden in my boot and slipped it into his pocket.

“Upstairs,” he said, his words a creaky grunt.

He moved to the side and I entered. The place was packed with the same kind of men and women who were outside. The fact that this was a home of some sort was clear from the décor that Dakin had yet to take down. Though a few more parties like this and it’d look like any other biker dive.

I weaved through the crowds and headed upstairs. More guards looked me up and down with narrow, beady eyes as I passed. I spotted a door flanked by those goons, and I figured this had to be where Dakin was posted up.

I told the guards my business, and before they could respond I heard a familiar voice from the other side of the door.

“That Tank? Send his ass in.”

One of the guards opened the door and I entered. The space was what had once been the master bedroom of the house, though Dakin hadn’t exactly been keeping up with chores. Dakin was seated at a desk, a pretty little blonde on his lap. Two more girls were on the bed, their eyes looking bleary from whatever they were on. The bass from the music below thumped through the floor

And the guns. Couldn’t forget those. The place was packed full of weaponry. There were cases of ammo, racks of machine guns, plastic bins each loaded down with different kinds of pistols, boxes of hand grenades. As far as I could tell, Dakin had skimmed a little gear off of his weapon shipment in order to provide his gang with the goods they needed to stay competitive.

“What’s up, man?” asked Dakin, the blonde on his lap playing with the hair of his beard.

I stepped into the room, the back of my neck tingling as I did. I got a real sense of danger from this place, and I knew if Dakin wanted to have me dead for whatever reason, all he’d have to do was snap his fingers. And the neat little arrangement of white lines on a small mirror and the half-drunk bottle of whiskey next to it on Dakin’s desk made it clear he might not be in the most stable frame of mind.

“You told me to come, so I came,” I said, feeling the eyes of the girls on the bed scanning me.

“You did, you did,” he said. “Wanted to see if you’d come to your senses about the little arrangement I proposed.”

“Still thinking it over,” I said.

Dakin looked me up and down. Even through the obvious effects of the drugs on his demeanor, I could still see that sharp gleam of intelligence in his eyes. Any chance that I’d be able to take advantage of his fucked-up state was small.

“Well, I’ll put it to you like this,” he said. “If you come to your fuckin’ senses and give me the girl, I promise that things’ll be cool as cream between the two of us. Because, see, some of the boys are just itchin’ to put all this gear we got to use. And, now, normally, I’d be tellin’ ’em to calm their asses down, to not go rushing into some stupid fight with one of the toughest gangs in the region. But I couldn’t help get to thinkin’... maybe there’s something to what they’re sayin’? After all, the turf you guys got would make a nice little addition to my, ah, growing enterprise.”

He was talking about war. He wanted to take out the Warhawks and was using Star as the pretext.

“Now, I’m a reasonable man; you know this. So, if you agree to give me Star and make a little agreement about your territory—namely that it would be mine—we can avoid this whole mess.”

I said nothing.

“What’s that word you said, Kelly-Ann?” he asked to one of the girls on the bed, some brunette with legs for days.

“Fealty,” she said, her voiced spooled out from whatever she was on.

“Yeah, that’s the word. ‘Fealty.’ You know what that means?”

I kept my mouth shut.

“Just a fancy, medieval-type word for loyalty. It means that you recognize someone as your superior, and they recognize you as below them on the old totem pole. Don’t think they had totem poles back in medieval times, though. Anyway, you pledge your fealty to me and give me that fuckin’ girl, and we can have a nice little setup. You can be my official gun-running crew. It’d work for all of us. All you gotta do is, well, bend the knee.”

I wanted to grab one of this assault rifles and ventilate this fucker right then and there. It was bad enough when he’d just wanted the girl; now he was threatening war unless I gave him everything he wanted.

“Now, don’t feel like you have to say anything now,” he said, raising his palms. “Though if you did, I’d be more than happy to share my company here, if you know what I’m saying.”

The girls on the bed eyed me hungrily.

“But I want you to think on it. Take your time. Really thing about what’s at stake. So, until then.”

He took a mighty pull from his whiskey bottle, followed by dumping a splash onto his blonde’s tits. She squealed with delight, playfully slapping Dakin.

“Ta ta,” he said.

I rushed out of the room as fast as possible. Getting my knife from the goon on the way out, I was back on my bike in minutes. And as I tore down the road, my hands clenched in anger on the handlebars, I could only think of one thing.

If it’s war he wants, it’s war he’ll get.
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Chapter Sixteen
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Star

Tank was nearly gone for the entirety of the next day. He’d left no indication of when he’d be back, so I was left to mill around in the house all by myself, passing the time as usual.

And though I was feeling myself drawn slowly closer and closer to Tank, I hadn’t given up on escape. Though it had its benefits, living like this just couldn’t last. I couldn’t simply be the pet of some man, no matter how, um, hot he was, or how good the sex might be. I needed freedom.

To that end, I’d been planning my escape. One day when Tank left, the door to his study remained ajar. Curious, I snuck in. It was a pretty standard study with a tall fireplace and bookshelves packed with colorful spines, a large desk towards two massive, symmetrical windows on the back wall. And on the desk was a map of the property. I couldn’t believe my luck.

I pored over the map, taking a picture with my camera phone. Sure enough, there wasn’t anything around us but Florida forest. However, if I could follow the main road, there appeared to be a small road that branched off of it and led to a small town hidden in the woods. It looked to be a five mile or so walk, which would take about an hour and a half. All I’d have to do was wait for a day when Tank was out for the day, slip through the gate, and follow the map. Once there, I could get a ride back to civilization.

What I’d do after that, however, I had no clue. But I knew I had to have my freedom. My phone in one hand and Grandma’s dove necklace in the other, I hoped that Grandma was watching down on me from somewhere up there. I’d need all the help I could get to get out of here.

I passed the rest of the day experimenting with cooking in the kitchen. Today, I made turkey sandwiches, which ended up being delicious. After that, I made a Dutch apple pie, the kind my grandma loved. I didn’t think it turned out as good as hers, but she had a special touch that I just couldn’t match.

Around eight, Tank came home. My face reddened as he walked in; I realized that I’d gotten so into my baking that I’d forgotten to dress up sexy for him. But after he stormed past the kitchen and headed to the backyard, plopping into a chair with a beer in his hand, I realized that he had other things on his mind.

I gave him a few minutes, figuring that he just needed to relax from a busy day. After a time, I went out to the backyard, the shimmering surface of the water silvered with moonlight. Tank’s shaved blond hair poked out from the back of the chair where he sat.

“Hey ...” I said, not sure what sort of reaction to expect.

He said nothing, his eyes on the shifting water of the pool. He took a long swig of his beer, and I could see that his brow was knitted in thought. Tank said nothing for a time, not even acknowledging that I was there.

“You wanna go for a ride?” he asked, finally speaking.

“Yes,” I said, not a trace of hesitation in my voice.

He drained his beer and got up. Minutes later, we were on his bike, my arms wrapped around his body as we headed down the road leading away from his house. As much as I loved riding and feeling his body against mine, I still made an effort to keep my eyes on the side of the road that I’d be escaping down. Sure enough, a few miles down, I spotted a small glow of lights off the main road—it had to be that little town. My destination confirmed, I closed my eyes and resting my head on Tank’s back.

After a half hour or so, we arrived at a hill overlooking Orlando. The city was stretched out before us, the lights of the city twinkling like stars arranged into grids. Once we came to a stop, Tank killed the engine and got off. He opened up the small compartment on the side of his bike and withdrew a tightly-folded blanket, a bottle of wine, and two glasses. I gasped when he took out these items—it was ... actually kind of sweet.

“I don’t really drink wine, but I thought it was a little classier than taking pulls from a bottle of Evan Williams.”

Then, a sly, boyish smile formed on his face. My heart warmed at this sight—why did he have to be so charming right on the night that I was planning my escape?

He laid out the blanket and popped open the wine. We sat in silence for a time, sipping our drinks and staring out onto the city. And as we sat, Tank would occasionally turn to me, open his mouth slightly as if to speak, but before a word came out, he’d close his mouth and turn back towards the city.

It was as though he wanted to say something, but couldn’t find the words.

What could he want to talk about? I wondered. What would a tough-as-nails guy like him have a hard time discussing? After all, he had no issues telling me to strip, or barking orders to his men, or kicking ass when he had to.

Then, my eyes went wide with realization. Did he want to talk about ... his feelings?

I knew, somehow, that this was the case. But as much as I wanted Tank to open up, I knew that there wasn’t a chance in hell that I’d be able to force something like that out of him. And it was a shame. I mean, I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t developing ... something for Tank. It was so strange. He was gruff and violent, but something about his strength, not to mention the way he protected me, drew me towards him irresistibly.

We sipped our wine, which was a delicious red, and watched the city. As we sat in silence, I felt myself moving closer to Tank. I couldn’t help but feel safe and comfortable in his presence ... not to mention extremely attracted.

Just as I began to wonder if he felt the same way, if our lovemaking had been just a fluke, Tank took my chin into his hand and brought my face to his, kissing me slowly and sensually. The kiss was unlike anything I’d experience with Tank. It was deep, passionate, and intense. He brought me close to him as his tongue slipped into my mouth, and the heat and hardness of his body was irresistible. Just as before, I fell right into his kiss, letting Tank hold me and move my body where he wanted. He pulled my shirt off, followed by my bra.

The mild evening air felt heavenly against my exposed breasts, but Tank didn’t leave them untouched for long. He brought his head in, taking my right nipple into his mouth and moving his tongue over and around its sensitive surface. I ran my hands through his hair, my head tilting backward in ecstasy as he turned his attention from one breast to the other. I moved my hands along the V-shape of his torso, his leather vest cool and smooth against my hands. When I reached his waist, I pulled his shirt off, moving the leather vest over his shoulders as I did. Soon, we were both naked from the waist up.

But I wanted more than that. And so did Tank.

He slipped his hands into my pants, his fingers barely fitting under the tight fabric. I helped him out by undoing my button and zipper, and once they were undone, he yanked my pants and panties off with a hard, firm tug. I did the same to him, getting his pants and underwear off and his incredible cock into my hand as fast as possible. I stroked him as we kissed more, and my body tingled as he moved his hand up my thigh right to where I wanted it. I sighed and moaned as he slipped his finger into me. Goddamn, it felt good.

We continued like this for a time, and I savored both the feeling of his thick, stone-solid prick in my hands and his fingers as they moved in and out of me. When I couldn’t take anymore teasing, a strange bold streak came over me. Instead of letting Tank take control, I wanted to be in the driver’s seat. Taking my hand off his cock, I placed my palms on his smooth, firm chest and gently guided him onto his back until he lay against the blanket. Then I moved on top of him, straddling him, his cock pointed straight up towards me. A sly little smirk formed on his lips when he realized what I had in mind.

Grabbing his prick, I pointed it straight up as I lowered myself slowly onto it. My face tightened into a wince as I did so; I almost felt as though I were being split in half by him. But his stimulation had made me extra wet—necessary for a cock his size. Once I fully lowered myself onto him, enveloping him in me totally, I took in a deep breath of total pleasure.

But I didn’t want to waste any time in getting right down to it. I began rocking my hips back and forth, letting Tank’s prick move inside of me. I loved having the feeling of total control over his cock, and I quickly learned how to move to get his thick member to stimulate just where I wanted it to. Tank grabbed my hips, squeezing my curves as I bucked on top of him. One hand of his moved up along my side, coming to a rest on my breast.

Soon, I need more. I leaned forward, resting my hands on the ground to the left and right of Tank’s head. My breasts hung right over his face, and he took full advantage of this by licking and sucking my nipples. In this position, I began to buck hard, slamming my hips onto him over and over again, the soft sounds of flesh on flesh filling the air.

I knew right away that this technique was going to lead to an orgasm very quickly. Tank moved his hands to my rear, squeezing my ass and pulling me towards him so that my movements did for him what he wanted. I moaned and shrieked, the pleasure running hard through my body. Looking down at Tank, I saw that his face was tightened into a fierce look of concentration. His eyes were fixed on my body, and a sheen of sweat formed on his brow.

I rode him harder and harder, the pace building to a fevered pitch. Soon, my orgasm arrived, the pleasure rushing through my body with an intensity that was almost unbearable. I rode him hard through the orgasm and, his hands gripping my hips hard, Tank came soon after. I continued to cum as he sprayed himself into me, and by the time it was over, I was spent. I collapsed onto his chest, soon falling in a blissed-out trance to the rhythm of his breathing.

But as we lay like this for a time, I couldn’t help but wonder why he’d gone to this trouble. Why had he taken me up here? Just to be nice? He seemed to be softening towards me, but something was odd about this. I considered the possibility that there was something going on in his life that he was trying to distract himself from, and he’d figured a night of pleasure with me was the best way to do it.

“What’s the deal with this?” asked Tank, lifting the dove of my necklace with his fingertips and letting it drop. “You wear this thing all the damn time.”

“It’s ... something my grandmother gave me,” I said, trying to find the words. “After I lost my house it was all I had left of her. She loved doves. Thought they were ‘the only pure animal left in this word’—her words.”

This was strange; Tank never seemed to take an interest in me like this before.

“Probably thought way about you, too,” said Tank.

I didn’t know what to say to that. Tank was showing me a side that was totally unlike the gruff shield that he always had up. Was I finally seeing the real him?

I reminded myself that this would all be in the past, however. Soon, I’d make my escape and leave all of this behind. But as I lay there with Tank, the city sprawled out before us, I asked myself if leaving this behind was really what I wanted.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Seventeen
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Star

It was the next day, and Tank was gone. He didn’t say where he was going, only that he’d be gone until late.

I knew that this was my chance to leave.

I plotted out my escape once again, figuring that if I left at around noon I’d be able to make it to the nearby town by mid-afternoon. Then I could find a ride towards Gainesville, and then ... I didn’t know. I didn’t have any money, and I’d be in just as bad of a spot as I’d been before all of this insanity happened. But at least I’d be free; that was all that mattered.

I stuffed a few things into a little duffel bag that I’d found in one of the drawers—mostly clothes, along with some food from the kitchen and a few bottles of water. I briefly considered taking a few valuable-looking things from Tank’s house, just some things I could sell to make a little money. But I just couldn’t do it. Grandma Dove had done her best to make sure I had a good moral spine to me, and even though Tank had kept me here against my will, he’d treated me fine for the most part. Besides, I still felt raw about leaving that check at the diner unpaid, even knowing that Tank had covered it. Stealing just wasn’t in my nature.

So, bag ready and phone map pulled up, I set off. The fence was a little rough to climb, but I made it just fine. Taking one last look at Tank’s enormous estate, I turned to the road and started down it. From where I was walking I could see about a mile down, and not a car was to be seen. Still, I couldn’t take any chances. Pulling the map up on my phone, I headed down into the woods, close enough to the road that I could still see it, but far enough that anyone passing wouldn’t spot me.

The woods were the humid, wet type you only see in Florida. Bugs abounded, and the low-hanging trees went on as far as I could see. Down deeper into the woods I could see the light reflecting off of the pools of water that were common in the Everglades. I stayed as close to solid ground as I could, knowing that gators were no joke here.

After an hour and a half or so of walking, just like I’d planned, I arrived at the town—if you could even call it that. It was a rundown little smattering of buildings, and as I got closer I realized that it was more like a small settlement for loggers in the region. There was a small store, a couple of restaurants, and a few large apartment complexes. It looked like the type of collection of buildings you’d see in one of those little towns off of a major highway.

I approached the diner, thinking about the last time I’d been in one of these. I didn’t feel up to dining and dashing, so I pulled out one of my granola bars and chomped it down. I had no way to get back to Gainesville other than by the good graces of these people here, so I took a deep breath and approached the nearest man I could find, which was some burly-looking, working-class guy filling up his truck at the gas station. He told me that he was here for the day, but there was usually a truck or two leaving and heading down the road, and that I might try my luck with one of them.

Sure enough, one pulled into the restaurant parking lot. To my surprise, a stout woman wearing flannel, jeans, and work boots stepped out. I ran up to her, and I must’ve looked like a damn charity case because as soon as I asked for a ride she offered me not only that but a meal at the diner. I agreed, and I happily ate the eggs and bacon she bought for me. As we ate, she asked where I was coming from, and I the best I could come up with was that I had been out in the woods with some friends and they’d left me behind. It was a weak excuse, and the woman’s skeptical expression made it clear that she didn’t quite believe it. But she must’ve figured that my reasons were my own, which I was glad for; I wanted to get out of Tank’s place, but I didn’t want to turn him over to the cops.

After our meal and a drive, I was back in Gainesville. And as soon as I stepped out of the truck the realization that I had nowhere to go hit me hard. Sure, I had known this when I escaped, but being confronted with the reality was something different altogether. I had no money, a few clothes, and I’d even ditched my phone back at the diner for fear that I could be tracked through it.

I walked down one of the main roads in town for a while, and soon I came upon a familiar sight: the graveyard where Grandma Dove was buried. I decided that paying my respects was the least I could do. So, picking up a handful of wildflowers from the side of the road, I headed into the cemetery. It took me a few minutes to find Grandma’s tombstone, what with it being a humble little marker and nothing more. I sat in front of it, my mind awash with memories of simpler times, back when all I had to worry about was being on time for dinner. Part of me wished that Grandma had done more to prepare me for the real world, but I knew that her sheltering me was just her showing her love in the only way she knew.

I sat there for a time, tears forming in my eyes as I thought about how much I missed Grandma. I set the flowers on the marker. It was a pretty humble arrangement, but Grandma would’ve liked it that way: she was a humble woman.

Then I saw something that I never expected to see, not in a million years. A bird descended, landing right on Grandma Dove’s marker. And it wasn’t just any bird—it was a dove, the same kind of dove that dangled from my necklace. I wrapped my fingers around the necklace, holding it tight as the dove sat upon the stone. My heart skipped a beat. I remembered Grandma Dove telling me that this breed of dove was particularly rare, especially in this part of the country. But sure enough, as I held the dove on my necklace up to the real one, I saw that they were one and the same. The dove even had the small streak of pink on top of its head, just like my necklace.

Then, just as quickly it had arrived, the dove left. And as soon as it was gone, I heard the revving of an engine, that sharp snarl that you only hear from motorcycles. And I’ll be damned if my heart didn’t fill with gladness at the thought of it being Tank. I stood up and turned to face the road. It was a bike, but I could tell from where I stood that it wasn’t Tank.

What the hell is wrong with me? I wondered. I just ran away from this guy and now I’m hoping he shows up to find me?

I turned my attention back to Grandma’s grave. The dove, the motorcycle ... it was strange. I wasn’t normally the superstitious type, but some part of me felt as though I’d received a sign.

What if I was meant to be back with Tank? It was a crazy idea, but it hadn’t just been in my imagination that he’d been ... softening, almost, towards me. Almost as if I was finally getting past that hard front that he felt the need to always have up. But maybe that was all in my head. I kissed my fingertips and touched Grandma’s grave one last time, wondering what she would think I should do.

“Just listen to your heart,” she’d say—I could hear it in my mind clear as day. But what was I supposed to do when my heart was pulling me in two different directions? Towards freedom on the one hand, and the potential of love on the other?

I knew that I had to make a decision. Returning to the street, I walked until I reached a crossroads. One direction or the other—it was up to me to decide, and me alone.
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Chapter Eighteen
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Tank

I knew something was wrong the second I pulled up to the house. Bringing my bike to a stop and getting off, I looked at the front of the house for any sign that something was off. Things looked normal, but I had the weirdest goddamn feeling in my gut.

I walked through the front doors, the first thing I noticed being the lack of scent in the air. Star’d been putting that kitchen to good use, and I’d been lucky enough to come home to a home-cooked meal just about every day since she’d been here.

But now, there was nothing.

I went to the kitchen. The light was off, and the countertops were spotless.

Something was up.

“Star?” I called out, my voice echoing through the house.

Nothing.

“Star? You here?”

Still, nothing.

I checked the backyard, then the lounge, a hot feeling forming in my stomach as I did. No one out there, either. Next, I went up upstairs, knowing that if she wasn’t in her bedroom she wasn’t there at all. Throwing open the bedroom door, my suspicions were confirmed: she was gone.

The room was a mess, and clothes were here and there. It looked pretty clear to me that she’d packed up some clothes in a hurry and made a break for it.

Goddamn stupid girl, I thought. No idea how dangerous it is just to wander out into those woods.

It was hard for me to describe how I felt when I realized that Star had gone. Betrayed—that was the first emotion. Betrayal gripped me hard; it felt like hot fingers around my heart. I don’t know why, exactly, that was the first feeling that I felt. After all, Star was property, basically a living fuck-doll that I’d bought for a goddamn pretty penny. Right? I mean, I should’ve felt frustrated more than anything, like if one of my TVs had sprouted a pair of legs and walked off.

That was how I know I should’ve felt, at least. In reality, it was the betrayal. I felt like someone who I had ... I dunno, trusted, had done me dirty. After all, I’d given her a good home here, kept her safe from Dakin, and ... well, I’d even started getting used to her being around. I was starting to warm up to the idea of coming home to a home-cooked meal made by a woman with a smile that made me feel ... some kind of way.

I scolded myself as I paced around my house. That was some lovey-dovey shit, I told myself. Not the kind of way the leader of an MC should be feeling.

But I couldn’t help it. I felt like I’d been abandoned, almost. The reality of the situation was that all this time this girl had been doing nothing more than playing me for a chance to leave. Every smile, every kind word, even those damn meals, they were all her way of getting me buttered up, making me let me guard down. Sure, I could’ve kept her locked in her bedroom—or worse, like some of those other guys did with their girls—but I wasn’t about that. I figured a happier woman would make for more pleasant company. Shows how fucking naïve I was.

Before I could consider my feelings too deeply, however, I heard my phone buzz in the other room. Picking it up, I saw that it was Oslo.

“What is it?” I asked, the frustration creeping into my voice.

“Whoa, man—you good?” asked Oslo.

I took a deep breath. I was fucking pissed, that was for goddamn sure, but I didn’t need to snap at my men over this kind of shit. That was a good way to get a reputation as an unreliable, unstable leader.

“Yeah, man,” I said, evening the tone of my voice. “What’s up?”

“It’s Dakin,” he said.

Shit.

I’d gotten so pissed about Star that I’d forgotten we were on the brink of war with Dakin and his men. That made Star’s leaving extra fucking infuriating. I hadn’t been planning on using her as the bargaining chip that Dakin wanted, but how the fuck was I going to convince him that she’d actually left and that this wasn’t some kind of little trick that I was pulling? Dakin didn’t exactly strike me as the kind of guy to believe something like this at face value. I’d have to do some convincing.

“What about him?”

“He wants to meet again,” said Oslo. “Wants to see if you’ve come to a decision.”

Nothing to do but tell him the truth and hope he believed me.

“Tell him that there’s been a ... complication, and that we need to meet ASAP.”

“That doesn’t sound good, boss,” said Oslo. “What kind of complication?”

“I’ll let you and the boys know when I get there. Meet at The Winchester. I’ll be there in an hour.”

As soon as I hung up I wanted to throw the goddamn phone across the room. Instead, I took a series of long, deep breaths, trying to get my mind right. I thought about where Star might’ve gone off to. She might’ve hitchhiked, but she was probably smart enough to not walk down the main road. After all, that’s how I got to the house; she wouldn’t risk me finding her like that.

I remembered the little town in the woods a few miles down the way. She’d likely seen it at some point and figured that’d be her best bet. I didn’t have too much time to look around for her, but it was on the way. After I got my shit together, I got on my bike and headed down that way, reaching the town in about ten minutes. I asked around, asking if anyone’d seen a little blonde girl in the last day, but no one had. Place was full of truckers coming and going, so she’d probably hitched a ride with one of them back to Gainesville.

No time to search the city—I’d need the whole crew for an operation like that. No option but to meet up with Dakin and give it to him straight, and hope that he didn’t fly too far off the handle.

I met up with the boys at The Winchester, and they were all eager to hear if war was actually going to happen. The way they squirmed in their seats made it clear that more than a few of them were itching to do some dirty work. It’d been a while since our last little scrap, and they were hungry for a fight.

“This ain’t something we want to just walk into,” I said, standing in front of the men.

“But we wiped the fuckin’ floor with the Bandits!” said Swift, one of the younger men of the crew.

He was referring to the last crew we’d tussled with. Sure, he was right—we had taken out a couple of their men with no losses on our side and pushed them out of the state, but Dakin’s crew wasn’t an upstart crew of men too big for their fuckin’ britches. These guys hadn’t seen the kind of heat that Dakin’s crew had access too. It’s easy to talk big in the safety of one of our haunts; it’s a whole other thing to do it when some coked-up psycho’s firing a grenade launcher at you.

As much as I still wanted to take Cruiser apart piece by piece for doing me dirty, he was right—a war with Dakin would possibly wipe us off the goddamn map.

“Dakin’s crew ain’t one to fuck with,” said Oslo. “We scrap with them and we just might get taken out. And I don’t mean one or two of us—I mean the whole goddamn crew.”

I nodded, letting the men know that I agreed with Oslo. He was one of the few cool heads in this place, and I’d been sizing him up as my new VP. Just had to give him a chance to see what he’d be like in the field when the chips were down.

“What’d Dakin say, exactly?” I asked Oslo.

“Just where to meet him, and that you better come with one other man and the girl.”

“What the fuck’s so special about this girl?” asked Bowie. “Why Dakin want war over some piece of ass?”

My heart felt hot again, and I wasn’t sure why. There was no way to explain all this shit to the men.

“Who the fuck knows,” I said. “Dakin’s got a hard-on for her, but if I just throw in this girl with the rest of deal he’ll know that he can just walk all over us whenever the fuck he wants. Not gonna let that happen.”

That answer seemed to satisfy the men. They didn’t need to know that there was more to it than that.

“Oslo, you come with me to meet with Dakin,” I said, turning my eyes to the rest of the men. “Rest of you, hold tight until you get new marching orders. Shit might just go sideways real fast, and if you don’t hear from me this time tomorrow, assume that war’s on.”

The men nodded, some with grim faces, others with eager expressions. I gestured to Oslo, and he formed up at my side. We got on our bikes and a half hour later, we were back at that same house where I’d met Dakin, that strange house in the middle of nowhere. His crew was there, though there wasn’t quite the crowd that there’d been when that party was raging.

“There’s the man I’ve been waiting to see,” said Dakin, waiting for us out front. “But no girl? Really fuckin’ interested to hear why that’s not the case ...”

Oslo and I shared a look as he hopped off their bikes.

Here goes nothing ... I thought to myself, doubt creeping in.
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Chapter Nineteen
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Star

I gotta be fucking crazy, I thought to myself as I stepped out of the truck that was dropping me off at the small town near Tank’s place, the same town that I’d just left not a few hours ago.

There was just no other reason for why I was doing what I was doing. I’d finally pulled off my escape, the thing I’d been planning ever since I’d been purchased at that damned auction. I was home free. But here I was, getting ready to head back to the place I’d just made a break from, back to the man who owned me like property.

I had to be nuts.

Crazy or not, however, I was soon back on the road to Tank’s. I didn’t care about being spotted this time, so I stayed near the road. It was dark out, and fumbling my way through the woods with only the light of the moon wasn’t exactly something that I felt up to doing. Every now and then a car would pass, the bright lights from its headlights overcoming my senses and disorienting me for a moment. As much as I hated to admit it, what I really wanted was to hear the growl of Tank’s motorcycle, followed by the grind of his tires into the gravel on the side of the road where I walked. I wanted him to look me up and down, hand me a helmet, and tell me to get on. Where we’d go was up to him. But I didn’t care, just as long as we were together.

What the hell was wrong with me? Was this really what Grandma would’ve wanted?

Then again, he did seem to give a damn about keeping me safe. Maybe a man like him was just what I needed.

My mind went back and forth, but my path stayed the same. Soon, I could see the glow of Tank’s estate on the horizon, followed by the huge shape of the home. And as I drew closer, I could hear some kind of commotion.

Was there some kind of party going on?

I made my way closer, the lines of the fence surrounding the property now visible. Sure enough, I could see the outline of several men in front of the place. I figured that Tank was having some kind of meeting with the rest of his club.

The gate was opened and, taking a deep breath, I walked through. Fear and anxiety had been building to a slow boil as I made my way to the house, and now that I was on the property, I was nearly overcome with them. What if Tank didn’t want to have anything to do with me? What if I’d betrayed the small amount of trust he’d shown me, and he’d figured that was it?

What if he didn’t believe me when I said that I was starting to develop feelings for him?

But all of these questions were pushed to the side when I drew closer to the house and was able to make out a familiar figure standing on the stairs leading to Tank’s front doors.

It was Dakin.

I froze in place when I laid eyes on him. For a moment, I thought there was a chance that he didn’t see me, that maybe I’d be able to get out of there. My flight-or-fight instinct kicked in, and I felt blood begin to pump through my limbs. My vision went a little blurry, and everything seemed to happen through some sort of strange filter.

“Hold a fuckin’ second!” called out Dakin.

Looked like I wasn’t going to be as lucky as I thought.

“Who’s that at the gate? Someone shine a goddamn light over there!”

A ‘thunk’ sounded out, followed by an impossibly bright light shining down from the direction of the house. I held up my arm, blocking the light. Looking around at the ground around me, I saw that I was standing in the circular shape of a spotlight.

So much for sneaking out of here.

“It’s her!” shouted Dakin. “Grab her!”

Before I could react, a pair of men rushed to my side and grabbed me by the arms. I struggled against their grasp, but it did me no good—they were just too strong. The men brought me up to the stairs, where Dakin stood looking down at me, a wild expression on his face and his hands on his hips. All around me were the members of Dakin’s crew, two dozen men, if not more. And I was the center of attention.

“Well, well, well,” he said. “If it isn’t the fuckin’ girl of the hour.”

I gathered my courage and spoke.

“What’re you doing here?” I demanded.

Dakin’s eyebrows raised at this.

“Well, looks like girly’s got some spine to her!” he said.

He trotted down from the stairs and approached me, stopping when he was only a few feet away.

“Still just as sexy as I remember,” he said, making a slow, lazy circle around me as he looked me up and down.

“Still think she’s worth half a mil?” asked one of the men holding me.

“You kiddin’?” asked Dakin. “Piece of ass like this is worth at least that. Especially now that we got some more money to throw around, right, boys?”

The men talked among themselves in lively tones.

“What good’s money if you ain’t got pussy to spend it on?” asked Dakin, raising his voice for the crowd.

The sounds from the men made it pretty damn clear that they agreed. I wanted to crawl out of my damn skin.

“We thought you flew the coop, little birdie!” he said, his eyes now on my dove pendant.

I didn’t say a word. I kept my mouth shut, figuring there wasn’t a thing I could say that would improve my position.

“All right, where the fuck’s the lord of this goddamn castle?” asked Dakin, shouting towards the house. “T-aaank! Where aaare you?”

Tank ... I thought. What’s he going to say when he sees me here?

Before I could ponder the issue for too long, the doors to the house creaked open, revealing the familiar, muscular shape of Tank. He stepped out onto the top of the stairs, his eyes on me, another member of his crew at his side.

“Look who just showed up!” said Dakin, trotting up the stairs.

Tank got close enough to look at me, and I felt small underneath his eyes.

“She just came back?” asked Tank.

“Yup,” responded Dakin. “Your little bargaining chip just waltzed back onto the lawn. And you said she was gone for good! Shows what you know, friend.”

He gave Tank a hard slap on the shoulder, which Tank clearly didn’t appreciate.

Bargaining chip? I wondered. Was Tank just using me as a something to strike deal with? Was he just going to pass me along to Dakin like I was nothing more than a goddamn bag of money?

My heart sank. Here I’d been stupid enough to think that Tank might’ve actually ... cared about me, and all I’d meant to him was something he could score cash with—after he’d had his fun with me, of course. At that moment I regretted coming back to the house more than I’d ever regretted anything in my life. Tears began to form in my eyes, and whatever fight I had went right out of me.

And on top of everything, he was dealing with Dakin—the man who’d taken everything away from me.

“OK!” said Dakin, his eager demeanor a sharp contrast to Tank’s brooding. “Here’s what I’m thinkin’. You brought me over here to prove to me that your little live-in fuckmaid was gone. And I was all ready to believe you. Hell, I still do. I mean, why the hell would she come back if this was some caper you were pullin’? Anyway, this is what I’ve got in mind: you give me this little piece of ass, and we can continue the deal as we’d planned. Good price on the guns and everything. Or ... you can keep her all to yourself. In that case, deal’s off, and my boys and the Warhawks’ll have a little scrap. War or your girl—choice is yours, my man. Same deal as before, really.”

Same deal as before. I wanted to puke. I couldn’t believe that all this time, while I’d been letting myself fall for Tank he’d been plotting this ... shit behind my back, getting a good price for me so he could get some more guns to sell to criminals. I’d been a goddamn fool, and I had no one but myself and my stupid heart to blame.

And Tank stood up there just as impassive as ever. Nothing could be detected on his face—no shame, no anger, no nothing.

“So, big man?” asked Dakin. “What’s it gonna be?”

I’d had enough. I wasn’t going to stand around like this and let my fate slip out of my hands yet again. It was time for me to make some kind of decision.

“I volunteer!” I said, stepping forward.

The attention of all the men was now on me.

“You what?” asked Dakin, trotting down the steps again.

“I volunteer to go with you. I know I don’t have much say, but I’ll be damned if I go back with ... him,” I said, pointing my finger at Tank, my words dripping with venom.

“Well, well, well,” said Dakin. “Looks like girly’s got some spunk in her after all!”

Tank opened his mouth to speak but closed it. It looked to me like he was going to say something, but thought better of it. Good call, if you asked me.

“Well then,” said Dakin, turning back to Tank. “I’m gonna take your silence as agreement to her terms. Best for you two anyway—looks like things might’ve been a little rocky on the home front if you wanted this fine young lady to stick around.”

Dakin turned to his men.

“All right, boys!” he said, pointing to the bikes. “Let’s get what we came for and get the hell out of here!”

The men eagerly talked amongst themselves again, all of them making their way towards their bikes. I stood still for a moment, not sure of what to do. Tank watched the whole thing from the top of the stairs, but I didn’t want to so much as see him looking at me.

But still, if I were being honest with myself, what I felt in that moment wasn’t the anger I was entitled to—it was sadness. Sadness and heartbreak. As stupid as it sounds, I had been hoping that there was something happening between Tank and me—something real. But it had just been a stupid fantasy. I was nothing more than a fucktoy for him, and now that he was bored with me, he’d kicked me over to whoever was willing to pay the highest price. Just my luck it was the man who’d stolen my home from me.

Before I could wonder just where I was going, Dakin grabbed me by the arm. He stared at me with his beady little eyes, the smell of whiskey, cigarettes, and a whiff of BO invading my nostrils.

“You’re comin’ with me, little lady,” he said, leading me to the mess of pipes and chrome that was his enormous bike. “Don’t worry, though—I’m a safe driver.”

He climbed onto his bike and I followed suit, feeling disgusted as I wrapped my arms around him. He gunned the engine and soon we were off. And as we left, I couldn’t help but look back at me, watching Tank grow smaller in the distance as I was rushed towards my uncertain fate.
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Chapter Twenty
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Tank

I stood on the top of the stairs for a while, staring out onto the vast stretch of my front lawn, the brown crisscrossing of Dakin’s gang’s tire tracks carved into the grass the only sign that they’d been there. Well, that and the faint traces of engine exhaust that hung in the air.

I was goddamn furious; furious that Dakin would make such demands of me in my home. I was furious that he’d gotten the upper hand. But more than being furious, I felt something else. Something like a sharp stabbing in heart, like someone was working a sliver of glass through it. I felt short of breath, like I was needed to sit down.

“You cool, boss?” asked Oslo.

“Fine,” I said, the word coming out in a gruff bark. “Just need to ...”

I stumbled over to the step closest to me and took a seat. It was hard for me to put into words what I was feeling, but the more I thought about it, the more I realized that it was about Star. First, she’d left. Then she’d learned that Dakin had wanted to use her as a bargaining chip. Then she’d left, the wrong impression etched into her mind. She didn’t realize that I’d had no intention of selling her out to Dakin like that, but when she’d come back at the time she did, that was just how it looked, like I was saying to Dakin, “Look, she’s not here, so I can’t trade her for guns.”

No wonder she was pissed off. I could hardly blame her for wanting to get the fuck out of here as fast as possible. Dakin was a real piece of shit, but it sounded like she’d already had experience with him. Devil you know, I suppose.

“You all right, Tank?” asked Oslo.

I wanted to mull around in my thoughts for a while, but I didn’t have time for a luxury like that. I needed to figure out a plan, and fast. I stood up and turned to Oslo.

“We can’t let this stand,” I said. “We let this pass without retribution then Dakin’s gonna think that all he’ll need to get what he wants is to pull up onto my front lawn and demand it. Maybe killing one of our own again in the process.”

“Bulldog’s dead, and Dakin’s the man who did it. Now he thinks he can just grab us by the balls whenever he wants a deal.”

I was liking Oslo more and more—he didn’t need to have shit explained to him.

“That’s right,” I said. “Call the boys over. Emergency fuckin’ meeting.”

Oslo nodded and went off inside the house, leaving me by myself. Which is what I wanted.

During the time it took the men to arrive, I wondered just what I wanted. I wanted to crush Dakin’s head like a goddamn melon, that’s for fuckin’ sure. But what about Star? Just what did I want with that girl? I was beginning to realize that the arrangement that we’d started out with—her being an expensive piece of property—just wasn’t going to cut it. So what did I want? A housewife? A fucking girlfriend?

I shuddered as these words entered my thoughts. I’d never, never, and I mean never, imagined myself to be the kind of guy who had a lady waiting for him at home. I was happy with my boys and my bike, and if I needed some ass every now and then, that was always in supply. But now, as I thought of Star, I wondered just what it would be like to have a woman like her, a woman who’d make me dinner, a woman I could take out for a night on the town, a woman I could slap on the ass and she’d giggle and tell me to cut it out, a woman I could make love to ...

I rushed inside, the thoughts I was having about Star feeling like they’d been implanted by an alien or some shit. I poured myself a strong belt of whiskey and slammed it back. I knew I should’ve kept myself sober, but I just need to feel fucking normal again.

Soon, I could hear the engines of the Warhawks as they pulled up the house. I went out onto the porch to greet them, and I was happy to see bikes parked in the driveway and not on the goddamn front lawn, as Dakin’s crew had done. The boys filed into the house, and I directed them to the lounge. Once they were squared up and ready to go, I took my place at the front of the group.

“First thing’s first,” I said, pulling out a couple of bottles of whiskey and handing them to the men. “Oslo’s your new VP. He’s earned your respect, and that’s what I expect out of you. He’s a good man, and he’s going to be a huge help in the days to come.”

Oslo stood at my side, and while I could tell he was a little surprised by this decision, he played it cool. Still, I could see his chest puff out a little. I already knew I’d made the right decision—he was the king of keeping things close to the chest, not unstable like Cruiser could be. I needed a cool head and a sharp mind, and that’s what Oslo would bring to the table. The nods of the men made it clear that they agreed with my decision.

“What about Dakin?” piped a voice from the crowd.

“Yeah,” asked Bowie. “We gonna have war or what?”

Chatter broke out among the men, and Oslo raised his palms to quiet them down. They complied.

“Boss, can I say something?” asked Oslo.

I was a little surprised, but gave him a nod to go on.

“We know that this is about the girl,” he said. “More than that, but she’s the match that set off this whole powder keg.”

I crossed my arms and narrowed my eyes. Where was he going with this?

“And I did some talking with the boys before they came over, and we want you to know that if you wanna get this girl back, then we’re right there with you. We know she means more to you than just some piece of ass, and we’re gonna do whatever it takes to make things right.”

I shifted my weight from one foot to the other as I weighed these words. As much as I hated having my affairs be public knowledge, it brought me a measure of pride to know that my boys had my back.

“You know what that means, right?” I asked the men. “It means war with Dakin’s crew. I’ve seen where Dakin’s set up shop—he’s got enough guns to take on the National Guard. And enough coke to keep his boys blitzed out of their minds until they’ve shot every last bullet.”

“This meant war as soon as Dakin started telling us what the fuck to do,” said Rex.

“It was war as soon as he killed Bulldog,” said Bowie.

The men all broke into a din of approving chatter.

They were right. If I’d thought that we’d be able to skate through this situation without coming to blows with Dakin and his crew, then I was out of my fucking mind. Still, this meant that my boys would be at risk. As much as I loved the life of an outlaw, seeing my men end up dead was a price that I never wanted to pay.

I raised my palms to bring silence back over the crew.

“Then we’re gonna have to hit them hard and fast,” I said. “They outnumber us, and we’ll never win a long, drawn-out war with a crew like that. They’d take us out, man by man, until we were wiped out. Then they’d have this region all to themselves.”

“Unacceptable,” said Oslo. “We can’t let a psycho like Dakin have control over this territory. His crew would squeeze every last drop out of the region and leave it to shit.”

“My thoughts exactly,” I said.

I measured my next words carefully. Whatever I decided next would have major consequences.

But I knew what needed to be done.

“We hit them tonight,” I said, striding back and forth in front of the crew. “We carve out the heart of the crew and leave them crippled.”

“And kill Dakin,” said Oslo.

“And we kill that fucker Dakin.”

“They’re not expecting a hit tonight. They’ll be at their headquarters, probably celebrating their ‘victory’ over the Warhawks. They won’t be expecting us to attack.”

“And that’s exactly why we’re gonna do it,” agreed Oslo.

“Then let’s not waste another second.”
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Chapter Twenty-One
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I couldn’t believe it. After all this time, after all that I’d been through, I was back in my old bedroom. Dakin had brought me here, to my old home, which he was now using as a headquarters for whatever operations he and his gang were getting up to in the area. He’d thought it’d be really funny to toss me in here and lock the door.

“Take a look at these here windows,” he said, strolling over to the window that I’d made my escape from.”

He opened the window, revealing a grid of hard black bars.

“Solid steel,” he said, rapping on the bars with his knuckle. “After your last little escape, I decided I wouldn’t make that mistake again. So you’re just gonna sit tight here until I come back. Don’t go getting up to any trouble now, you hear?”

With that, he ducked out of the door, his wicked grin seemingly lingering in the air as he shut the door behind him and locked it. I sat down on the bed, the still air around me so quiet that it was almost oppressive. Looking around my old room, I felt a tugging at my heart as I took stock of the damage that Dakin and his men had done to it. The walls were stained, just about everything had been ripped off the walls, and nearly everything had been pulled off the bookshelves. Here and here lay needles, bits of leftover marijuana, and there was even a small mirror with a couple of partially-unrolled dollar bills next to it. They’d turned my childhood room into a den of just about every kind of sin I could imagine.

Getting up, I decided to check the windows, just in case. I pulled open the window and looked out through the grid of bars at the backyard beyond. Dakin’s men were here and there, hanging out near their bikes and swilling beers, their raunchy voices carrying abrasively through the evening air. I placed my hands on the bar and, sure enough, they were as solid as it got, and bolted onto the house. And even if I somehow managed to get past the bars, there was no way that I’d make it without Dakin’s men seeing me. I was stuck.

I shut the window, now wanting to hear Dakin’s men carry on. I stepped into the bathroom attached, and checked the other door that led to the adjacent study. Surprisingly, it was unlocked. I opened the door, revealing Grandma Dove’s quaint little study, the small, cozy room where she used to read me stories and listen to the radio. Thankfully, Dakin hadn’t given this room the full MC treatment, so it was mostly intact. The bookshelves that lined the walls hadn’t been ransacked, and Grandma Dove’s easy chair was still useable. The small fireplace was packed full of beer cans, however, and the window in here hadn’t been spared the bars. I gave the door handle a try, but my luck wasn’t good enough to have it be unlocked.

Plopping into Grandma’s easy chair, I let my eyes move over the colorful spines of the books packed into the bookshelves. A small smile formed on my face as the title of each one brought me back to the time when Grandma had read it to me, each memory fresh and real. And as I glanced from book to book, my eyes settled on one that I hadn’t noticed before. It was a book with a teal-colored spine and a small symbol on the side that struck me as familiar. My eyes went wide as I realized what it was.

I burst out of my seat, rushing over to the book. Taking it off the shelf, I confirmed what I’d suspected: the symbol was a dove, just like the one on my pendant. And on the cover was no title, but simply a star.

What book is this? I wondered. The dove ... my name ... no title or author ...

I opened the book up with feverish fingers. To my shock, the pages had been hollowed out. In the space that the pages had occupied was an envelope with my name written on it.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

My hands shaking, I took the envelope and set the book aside. Slipping my finger into the fold, I opened the envelope. Inside was a folded sheet of paper. I opened it up and a smaller piece of paper fell out of that.

The larger piece of paper was Grandma’s will.

As I scanned it with eager eye, I saw that, sure enough, Grandma had left everything to me. She hadn’t forgotten to leave me the home; she hadn’t forgotten to take care of me. Her illness had simply taken her so suddenly that she hadn’t had a chance to put all of her affairs in order. But in my hands was proof that this home wasn’t Dakin’s—it was mine.

I picked up the smaller piece of paper, the one that was folded inside the will. Unfolding it, I saw that it was a handwritten note, the letters in Grandma’s loopy, ornate handwriting.

Dearest Star,

This house has been a home to me for decades, and for you your entire life. I hope that you can look back on your childhood here with fondness. If you’re reading this, I’ve passed. All that I own is now yours, of course. Use it to build the happy life you deserve.

Grandma Dove

Tears welled in my eyes as I read the note over and over again. I pressed the paper to my breast, overjoyed. I read the will one last time, seeing that she hadn’t simply left me the home and everything it in; there were safety deposit boxes listed on the will. I stuffed the will into my pocket.

My heart sank, however, when I realized that there wasn’t a chance in hell that Dakin would give a damn about what this will had to say. The only way I was getting the house back was by giving him the boot, and how I was going to do that was anyone’s guess.

But now I had a strength that I hadn’t realized I’d possessed. I felt as though Grandma was watching over me, and I felt empowered in a way I’d never before felt.

Placing the book back on the shelf, my eyes moved to some of the nearby rows of books. Something seemed ... off about them. They weren’t neatly arranged in the way Grandma had liked them; they seemed to have been haphazardly shoved onto the shelves. As I stepped towards them, I realized that there was something very odd going on.

Taking one of the books off of the shelf, I noticed right away that it had a strange feel to it, an uneven distribution of weight that made it feel unlike any book that I’d ever held ... with the exception of the book that contained the will. I opened it up, and when I did, I nearly dropped it.

Just as with the book containing the will, the pages were cut out. But instead of an envelope, it was packed full of small baggies of snow-white powder.

Drugs, I realized right way. They’re storing drugs in my home.

I went through book after book, opening them and finding the same story—baggies of drugs. Stepping back, I realized that half of the books had been changed in such a way. Only about halfway through the bookshelf just before the one that held the book containing the will did they stop. It looked like eventually they would’ve gotten to it. I’m sure Dakin would only have been too pleased to find that and tear it to shreds.

Shocked, I backed away from the bookshelves. And as I did, my foot caught on something, and I fell backward onto my rear. I scanned the floor to see just what had caused my fall. It was a slat of the wood floor that wasn’t flush with the rest; it looked as though it’d been removed recently. I crawled towards it and pried it up. It easily lifted, and once it was removed I looked down at that area it’d been hiding.

It was the small space beneath the house, and down in it were more drugs than I’d ever seen in one place, even in the movies. And around the drugs were small wooden boxes filled to the brim with weapons. It was worse than I’d ever imagined. Not only had Dakin taken over my home, he’d turned it into a base of operations for just about every seedy enterprise that he had a finger in.

But before I could consider the matter for too much longer, I heard the door to my bedroom open.

“Hey girl!” shouted Dakin. “Where you at?”

My blood ran cold and my heart pounded. I scanned the room for anything I could use to defend myself. I considered the books, but there was no way I’d be able to fight him off for long with those. And before I could form a plan, Dakin appeared at the door leading from the study to the bathroom.

“There you are, missy,” he said, unsteady on his feet, a hungry, animal look in his eyes. “Come here—I’m gonna get what I almost paid half a mil for.”

He had one thing on his mind, and it was clear as day what it was. Luckily, he seemed to be on one drug or another, so he didn’t appear to be at his full strength. But I was sure he’d still be able to overpower me.

“See you found the stash,” he said, his eyes on the opened slats and the exposed books. “Maybe I’ll let you take a little sample of the good stuff once we’ve, ah, consummated this little relationship of ours.”

“We don’t have a ‘relationship,’ you pig,” I said. “You’re nothing to me.”

I didn’t know where those words were coming from. It was like I had some kind strength that I’d never before possessed. I was almost shocked to hear the words come out of my mouth.

And so was Dakin. His eyebrows rose in surprise.

“Got a little more spirit than I remember you having,” he said, moving towards me. “Good. I like a girl with a little spunk.”

Despite his intoxication, he closed the distance between the two of us in a split second. He grabbed me by the upper arms and shoved me against the bookshelves. I cried out in pain as the shelves dug into my back.

“Now, I’m gonna make this real clear,” he said, his breath hot on my face as I winced my eyes shut. “I’m gonna take what I want, and you’re not gonna do a damn thing about it. You can make this easy, or you can make it rough. Either way, you’re mine—now and forever.”

I think he wanted me to submit, but the strength emerged once again. Instead of collapsing into a weeping, scared ball, I lunged forward, my mouth wide open. Like some kind of savage beast, I sank my teeth into the muscles of Dakin’s bare shoulder, my mouth filling with the coppery taste of blood.

“Ah!” he shouted, stepping back and looking at the ragged bite on his shoulder. “You goddamn ... bitch!”

I spit out the blood in my mouth and prepared for a fight. Dakin stood across from me with murder in his eyes, and I wasn’t sure if he wanted to rape me or just kill me out of anger. Either way, I wasn’t going down without a fight. Dakin squared his shoulders and prepared to do his worst.

But before he could, a series of bangs sounded out from somewhere outside of the house. Dakin ran to the window to see what was going on, and as he did, a pounding thudded from the door leading into the study.

“Dakin!” called out the voice on the other side. “Open up!”

Dakin rushed to the door and pulled it open, revealing a very worried-looking biker.

“What the fuck is going on?” demanded Dakin, his hand covering the wound I’d given him.

“It’s ... the Warhawks!” said the man, panic gripping his voice. “They’re attacking!”

A small glimmer of joy alighted in my heart.

Tank was here for me. And he was going to make sure Dakin and all the rest paid the price.
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Chapter Twenty-Two
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Tank

The boys and I weren’t fucking around one bit. Oslo and a smaller squad of men who could shoot the straightest managed to fire a couple of clean shots at the men on the front lawn. They dropped like sacks of wet dough, and just like that we cut the numbers of Dakin’s crew by a fourth. This gave away our approach, but by the time they were able to get their shit together and cobble together a defensive effort, we were already tearing ass up to the house in our bikes like a squad of horse-mounted Huns.
––––––––
[image: image]


THE HOUSE GREW LARGER and larger by the second, and I could see Dakin’s men forming up in the windows to take potshots at us. I breathed a small sigh of relief as the defense formed up and I realized that our gamble had paid off—Dakin’s numbers were low, and they didn’t appear to be expecting any kind of attack.

The crisp crack of rifle fire cut through the roar of our engines, but taking out moving targets like us would be hard enough for a squad of Army Rangers, let alone a liquored-up crew of roughneck bikers. Not a shot of theirs hit home, and the main thrust of the attack, a spear point with me at the tip, pulled onto the front yard of the house. Off to the sides, I spotted Oslo’s crew on one end, the squad led by Bowie on the other. They were lying in wait, the pincer attack to the offensive.

Dakin’s boys fired a couple of blind shots off at us from the windows; not a single one hit its mark. I watched as one of the boys hopped off his bike, pulled out his sidearm, took aim, and fired a pair of shots all in the same fluid motion—some real action movie shit. The pair of shots hit home, and one of Dakin’s thugs came tumbling out of the window, landing on the grass with a sick thud.

One down.

Dakin’s crew poured out of the front door and swarmed around the sides of the house, all roaring with rage as they joined the fight. It was too dark to get a good count, but I was sure that there had to be a couple of dozen—about an even fight.

Too bad they didn’t have a fraction of the discipline that my boys did. Not even their advantage in firepower could make up for that.

Soon, the fight was on in full force. Dakin’s men had no tactics of any kind, aside from trying to swarm us. Stupid move, since their biggest advantage was the distance they could get with their rifles. If they had any sense, they’d have had men posted on lookout

Oh well, I thought as I drove my fist into one of Dakin’s thugs, his boy crumpling underneath my blow, their loss is our gain.

We fought hard, the hand-to-hand combat sounding all around me. Dakin’s men were dropping, but more swarmed out of the front door. Not many, but enough to keep us on our toes. Once they joined the fight, I realized that it was time for Oslo and the rest to come to our aid. I shoved my hand into my pocket and send off the pre-written text to Oslo. Moments later, I heard the revving of engines from both sides of us. The headlights of the two groups closed in, wild whooping sounding out along with the roar of the engines. Dakin’s men were taken by total surprise, and Oslo and the rest piled off their bikes and rushed in on the two flanks. It looked like the plan was going to work.

But before I could get too carried away, a series of bangs sounded out from inside the house, explosions that shattered the windows of the house. The attention of all the men was seized for a moment. Looking in through the window, I saw the dancing form of fires that’d broken out. Dakin wasn’t in the fight, so I knew it had to be him.

Star ... I thought, realizing that she had to be in there with him.

“Oslo!” I shouted out, getting his attention in the middle of the fight. “You take over out here! I’m going in!”

Oslo nodded in understanding before dropping his fist down on the head of one of Dakin’s men.

I ran through the front door, the heat from the flames already warming my skin. Smoke began to pool above me.

Dakin, you insane fuck. What did you do?

I rushed through the house, scanning the place for any sign of Star or Dakin.

“Star!” I shouted. “Where are you?”

“I’m he—”

Her cry was cut off, and my heart began to pound. I swore that if Dakin so much as laid a hand on her he was a fucking dead man.

I kicked open a shut door, which revealed a bedroom that looked to belong to a teenage girl.

Must be Star’s room, I thought.

I cut through the room and emerged in a study. Flames had begun to circle the room, and in the center of it all were Dakin and Star. Dakin’s forearm was crossed over Star’s neck as he held her close; a gun in his hand was pressed against her temple.

“Dakin, you crazy fuck!” I shouted. “Let her go now! This place is gonna burn to the ground around us!”

“So what if it does!” he shouted. “I’ll be damned if I’m gonna let you take what’s rightfully mine—the guns, the drugs, or the woman!”

Star struggled against Dakin, but his grip was just too strong. But if I didn’t do something, and fast, this little inferno that Dakin had started would snuff us all out.

Right at that moment, when I thought all was lost, Star calmed herself and made eye contact with me. I drew her attention to my hand, where I held up three fingers.

Then two.

Then one.

She knew just what I had in mind.

Right when my hand clenched into a fist, indicating “zero,” Star pulled her arm forward and then back, the hard tip of her crooked elbow driving hard into Dakin’s gut. His eyes went wide and the air rushed from his lungs as the blow connected. His muscles loosened up enough that Star was able to wriggle free of his grasp. And as this all went down I dropped into a crouch, pulling my buck knife out of my boot. I switched it open and with a flick of my wrist, whipped the knife at Dakin. The blade hit home, punching through the leather covering his upper shoulder and driving deep into his skin.

“Fuck!” he shouted out.

Star ran to my side, but before she made it halfway, she stopped as if thinking of something, and ran back.

“Star!” I shouted, the wood of the house cracking and smoking around us, the flames growing hotter by the second. “We don’t have time for this!”

Star squatted down and grabbed something off of the floor. I didn’t have a chance to see what it was before she tucked it under her shirt and ran to my side.

“You ain’t goin’ anywhere!” shouted Dakin, pulling the knife from his shoulder with a hard jerk. “I’ll fuckin’ kill you both!”

Dakin started into a dash, but before he could, the ceiling above him gave way with a deafening splintering crash, like a huge tree was being felled. The ceiling collapsed on him, the flaming debris pinning him in place.

He was done.

I grabbed Star by the wrist and led her out of the doomed home, the smoke stinging my eyes. Seconds later we crashed through the front door. Both of us collapsed on the front lawn in a fit of coughing.

“We gotta move!” shouted Oslo. “That house is going down!”

I turned, and sure enough, he was right. The house groaned and cracked as the fire ripped through it. My lungs burned like hell from the smoke, but we didn’t have time to sit around and recover. I grabbed Star and threw her over my shoulder, barking out to my men to grab any of Dakin’s crew who still lived and get them out of the area. They complied. Minutes later, just when we all got far enough away from the house, the thing gave way. With a massive cracking noise, it collapsed in on itself.

I set Star down, I saw that her eyes were wet with tears, the reflection of the house burning to the ground in each of her eyes.

“Houses can be rebuilt,” I said.

She nodded in understanding. Then she struggled to her feet, placing her head on my shoulder as we watch the house burn.

We were safe. That was all that mattered. Now it was time to get the hell out of here.
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Chapter Twenty-Three
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Star

Tank’s lips felt like heaven on the nape of my neck. I could barely stand how good he felt—not just his kiss, but all of him. He raised himself over me, and I couldn’t help but let my eyes drift over to thick, tanned muscles.

Goddamn, he was sexy.

“Goddamn, you’re sexy,” he said, looking down at me with those killer eyes of his.

I couldn’t help but let out a little giggle.

“Now what’s so damn funny?” he said, his sexy lips forming a smirk.

“Nothing,” I said. “Great minds think alike, you know?”

The grin stayed on his face as he grabbed onto his cock and slid it slowly into me. As I always did when he entered me, I took in a sharp gasp of air. It didn’t matter how many times Tank and I made love, that first thrust of his cock into me was always heavenly beyond compare.

“How’s that feel, baby?” he asked, moving slowly in and out of me, his eyes fixed on mine.

“So good,” I said as I wrapped my legs around his hips. “So goddamn good.”

He lowered himself again, covering my collarbone and breasts in kisses, paying special attention to my nipples, as he always did. And I loved it.

Tank’s thrusts grew more intense as we made love, and I beckoned him with my legs around his waist and my hands on the sublime curves of his ass to keep going, to not even think about stopping. And just as always, he knew just the right way to enter me over and over. He seemed to have a sixth sense for making love, to be able to pick up on the subtle cues of my body, from the way I breathed to how hard I squeezed him. I never had to tell him how to make love to me. Somehow, he just knew.

And I couldn’t get enough.

Right on cue, his slow, deliberate thrusts began to speed up into quick, shallow jabs. I moaned and sighed as he worked, my hands moving up along the hard lines of his body. He felt as though he were carved out of stone, and the sensation of his perfect body on my fingertips sometimes felt like all I needed to move closer and closer to orgasm.

But the way he moved in me was such a nice little bonus.

Soon Tank was laying into me hard, plunging down with the deep, full pounds that I needed to cum.

“You gonna come for me, baby?” he asked, not breaking his rhythm in the slightest.

“Yeah,” I moaned. “Just keep going like that. Please don’t stop.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it,” he said with a smirk.

He was a god in bed, and I could tell by his little smirks that he knew damn well just how he could make me feel whenever he wanted it.

Tank continued to pound me hard, bucking his hips into me over and over. I tried to hold back, to savor the feeling of the build-up just a little longer, but Tank was just too damn good. I came hard, my fingers digging into his firm flesh as he plunged into me.

Tank’s orgasm wasn’t too long after, and with a heave and a groan, he emptied himself into me. Once we were both spent, Tank collapsed next to me. We lay like that in the lovely afterglow, taking sweet pleasure in simply lying next to one another. My eyes moved around the spacious interior of Tank’s bedroom; I still had a hard time believing that I was here.

It’d been two weeks since the incident at my old home, and I was only now finding myself beginning to think that I could move past it. Being taken by Dakin had been awful, and I thanked God that I’d had a man like Tank to come to my aid. Thanks to him, not only were he and I safe, but they had lost not a single member of the Warhawks during the assault on the house. Only Dakin and a handful of his men had been killed. The rest of his crew, with Dakin’s leadership now gone, scattered to the winds. They must’ve figured that being spared by Tank was the second chance to end all second chances, and got out while the getting was good.

The Warhawks quickly filled the power vacuum, and Tank was able to solidify his control on the area. Over the course of the last two weeks, the leaders of just about every gang in the region requested a meeting with him, letting him know that the recognized the authority of the Warhawks. Tank was a little peeved at missing out on the opportunity of the arms deal with Dakin, but with Dakin out of the way, he stood to make even more money than he would’ve working with Dakin for years. And the rest of the gangs in the area were more than happy to have a psycho like Dakin out of the picture.

Tank tried to keep me away from business matters, but from what I heard, the Warhawks were poised to become one of the most powerful gangs in the state. “King Tank,” some of the leaders from the other gang were calling him, partially as a joke, but partially as an understanding that a man like Tank had what it took to have all the power he wanted.

“You, on the other hand,” he’d said to me with a wink, “can just call me King Travis.”

I chuckled, but also realized that this was the first time he’d told me his real name.

Things with Tank, er, Travis, only grew more intense. He took me back to his home the night of the attack and said nothing about any rules of my staying there. I was in tears over losing the home, but after Dakin and his thugs had turned it into a drug den, part of me was happy to see it go. I wasn’t sure that I’d even be able to set foot in there again without being reminded of what Dakin had put me through. And I’d gone into town to check out the security deposit boxes at the bank. Sure enough, they contained insurance documents for the house, as well as some of Grandma’s jewelry and mementos. I confirmed the will and insurance with the bank, and they made it clear that I was the legal owner of the home. They said it’d be a little bit of a process, but once it got sorted out I’d have quite the substantial insurance payout.

And since then, my relationship with Tank had changed. Things were less like “master and slave” and more like, well, a normal relationship. We talked, we ate dinner together, we shared wine, and we made love. But I still wasn’t sure of what to expect from here on out, and I figured Tank had enough on his plate without having to deal with the “what are we” conversation.

Tank and I lay in bed for a time, and I eventually got up to stretch my legs.

“Been meaning to ask you,” he said, sitting up. “The night of the attack ... you grabbed something out of the house. What was it?”

I left the room, returning moments later with the book that I’d saved. Tank looked at it from across the room, trying to see just what it was.

“Let’s go out on the balcony,” he said. “Supposed to be a nice day.”

We went out onto the bedroom balcony, the air warm and the sun shining down from a cloudless sky. The backyard stretched out before us as we sat down.

“It’s a book my Grandma left me,” I said, running my hand over the cover.

I opened it up and flipped through the pages. And as I did, I came across a small compartment in the back inside cover that I hadn’t noticed before. Slipping my fingers into it, I pulled out a small paper pouch.

“What is it?” asked Tank.

“I don’t know.”

I opened the pouch and out fell a small note followed by what had to have been the most beautiful wedding ring I’d ever seen in my life. The gem set was a stunning star sapphire. I opened the note and read it out loud.

“Dearest Star. If you’ve found this book, it means that I’ve passed. The ring enclosed is my old wedding ring. The gem is what you were named for—only fitting that the most beautiful child I’d ever seen would be named for the most beautiful stone that I ever found. Wear it well.

Love always,

Grandma Dove

I couldn’t help but weep as I read the note over and over. Tank slipped his arm around me and pulled me close. Once I was all cried out, he spoke.

“You know, that ring looks worth just enough to cover what I paid for you,” he said with a smirk.

I let out a laugh through my tears as I placed it into his hand, closing his fingers around it.

“I can think of a better place for it,” he said.

With that, he took the ring and slipped it on my finger. I realized what this meant, and more tears flowed.

“I never thought I’d say this to a woman, but damned if I don’t love you, Star,” he said, his eyes warmer than I’d ever seen them.

“I love you, too,” I said, barely able to say the words.

And just like that, it was decided. It’d been a hard journey to get here, but here I sat—a ring on my finger and a man I loved at my side. I had no idea what the future might hold, but I knew that together, Tank and I could do anything.

THE END

***
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	          Bound: An MC Romance

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Seven Sinners MC

          
        
          
	          Rider (Book 1)

          
        
          
	          Rider (Book 2)

          
        
          
	          Rider (Book 3)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Sigma Saints MC

          
        
          
	          Manhandled: An MC Romance

          
        
          
	          Mangled: An MC Romance

          
        
          
	          Roughed Up: An MC Romance

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Smoking Vipers MC

          
        
          
	          Sinner

          
        
          
	          Sinner and Saint

          
        
          
	          Sinner and Scars

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Ancestors MC

          
        
          
	          Made to Riot

          
        
          
	          Made to Beg

          
        
          
	          Made to Survive

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Brethren MC

          
        
          
	          Pistol's Promise

          
        
          
	          Pistol's Rage

          
        
          
	          Pistol's Claim

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Motor Saints MC

          
        
          
	          Broken Wings

          
        
          
	          Broken Claws

          
        
          
	          Broken Hope

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Silent Angels MC

          
        
          
	          Maverick's Baby: An MC Romance

          
        
          
	          Maverick's Blood: An MC Romance

          
        
          
	          Maverick's Storm: An MC Romance

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Vegas Vipers MC

          
        
          
	          Grit (Book 1)

          
        
          
	          Grit (Book 2)

          
        
          
	          Grit (Book 3)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      War Cry MC

          
        
          
	          His Vessel: A Dark Bad Boy Baby Romance

          
        
          
	          His Toy: A Dark Bad Boy Baby Romance

          
        
          
	          His Plaything: A Dark Bad Boy Baby Romance

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Warhawks MC

          
        
          
	          Broken Souls

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Wylde Ones MC

          
        
          
	          Breaker

          
        
          
	          Breaking

          
        
          
	          Broken

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Nicole Fox’s site.
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