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"Looks like you didn't know a thing. If you don't want to continue, that's fine. You can walk out of here right now."

I looked up at him then. If I was honest with myself, I had been looking for a way out the moment I stepped into the bar. There were too many men and too much testosterone. I didn't expect to have him offer me an out to me so easily.

His eyebrows raised when he caught my expression. "Are you really going to quit?" he asked, still with that infuriating grin.

My cheeks burned and I avoided looking at him.

I drank the rest of the sweet cocktail until I was sucking up air with the straw. I kept the plastic straw in my mouth and chewed on the ends as he continued to talk, my tongue swirling around the end of the tube in contemplation.

"I'm not going to think any less of you. It takes a certain kind of woman to handle men like us." There was not a hint of amusement in his eyes when I finally looked back at him.

I moistened my lips as I drank in the sight of his hard muscles, bulging with every little action. He had both palms on the counter top, thumbs pointing towards me. He was completely right. It took a certain kind of woman to handle bikers like them. They were too big, too muscular, too much for me to handle. A drop of sweat trickled down my cheek and I cleared my throat before making my decision.

"There's no other candidate for the job," I said, crossing my arms over my chest. "I say we double my fee."

I must've gone absolutely insane.

He blinked rapidly, then with a slow, disbelieving shake of his head, started laughing. the corner of his eyes wrinkling in mirth. "Well, I say it's still a good deal."

My heart seemed to freeze, then start beating with a violent speed. Blood rushed to my head, making it difficult to think. I didn't think he would agree to my terms to easily. It made me wonder how much he was being offered. Two thousand dollars for a day's work. It sounded too good to be true.

"What do you say?"

My skin tingled. It was too late to back down now.

"We have a deal."

I flinched inwardly when we shook hands. This was either going to be the best decision of my life, or the worst.
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Chapter 1: The Experiment

[image: ]




"Oh god," Katrina groaned. I considered hiding further behind the menu, but it wasn't nearly big enough. Her eyes rolled back and she moaned loudly, licking her lips as she shifted on her seat.

"Katrina!" I gasped, trying to get her attention, but she was too far gone in her own pleasure.

"Oh god!" she gasped loudly as if to get the attention of everyone in the bar. I was all-too-aware that she sounded like she was having the most amazing orgasm in the world instead of just enjoying the complimentary biscuits on the table. "These are delicious! Have one!" she pushed the buns over to my side of the table but I rejected her cautiously.

"You're so obscene, Katrina," Belle said, smiling kindly at her. She had been suspiciously serene about the entire thing. It worried me. A few months ago, she would be the one hiding behind the menu. Instead, she was acting like it was perfectly normal for Katrina to cum from having biscuit.

"This is delicious shit. You two are missing out!" she declared with a mouthful of the calories-heavy dish. I swallowed and my stomach growled hungrily. I shook my head and refused to take a piece. Those things were the devil-incarnate, producing more fat than logical.

I envied Katrina's ability to eat whatever she wanted without having to worry about gaining weight. My stomach bloats if I so much as look at a piece of chocolate the wrong way. It wasn't a good idea to eat so many new things as well. My stomach couldn't handle it.

I sighed and pushed the basket bowl to Belle. She took a piece willingly and took a small bite.

"Isn't that just the most delicious southern biscuits you've ever had?" Katrina asked.

Belle nodded.

We have yet to address the elephant in the room.

If Katrina wasn't going to do it, it was up to me. I downed my beer and turned to Belle. "Who're they?" I asked, gesturing to the two men behind her. At first Katrina and I thought one of the guys were her fiancé. They were both good looking men, dressed impeccably in a black suit that showcased their heavy muscles.

It confused us when neither introduced themselves or sat down. Instead, they loomed behind Belle like overprotective guard dogs. Almost like bodyguards.

That was impossible, of course. She had only been in New York for a few months. There was no way she could get enough money to hire bodyguards. Belle was a darling, but she was also flat broke. I had offered to lend her half my university funds so she could apply to a college with me, but she refused. Her pride was as frustrating as it was endearing. She didn't like to owe people anything.

Did she owe money? Was that why there were two men standing behind her? To make sure she didn't run off?

I eyed the two black men suspiciously.

I called both girls out when I decided to spend my holidays in the Big Apple, though the city was proving to be noisier and livelier than I expected. The people walked too fast and spent too little time actually living, always busy with one thing or another. It made sense why they were working so hard though. Everything was expensive. The cheap hotel room I had booked the first night had bed bugs and I hightailed it out of there and booked into a hotel room that was less... disgusting. But a more expensive hotel room meant money was disappearing quickly.

The funds I saved up for the summer holidays was quickly dwindling. At this rate, I was going to have to find my way back home before the end of summer break.

Belle blushed a pretty shade of pink and whispered something unintelligible.

"Belle, don't mumble, it's not ladylike," Katrina said amidst a mouthful of biscuits. I sent her a reprimanding glare, which she promptly ignored. Katrina was the oldest of the three of us, though she certainly didn't act anything of the sort. She was only a few months older though and enjoyed making fun of the fact that I was the 'baby'.

I glanced at the two men standing stoically behind her and worried if Belle had gotten into some sort of trouble. I leaned in closer to her and whispered, "Are you okay?"

She nodded and gulped, still trying to find her courage to speak. She looked fine though. If anything, she looked like better than I had ever seen her. She had a rosiness to her cheeks and a glow to her eyes.

"If you can't speak in front of them, we can go to the ladies' room," I offered.

She broke into the first laugh I'd seen since she arrived. "I'm fine, Cassie. They're my bodyguards."

Katrina dropped the biscuit she was eating and crumbs fell from her open mouth. If I had been drinking, I would've choked. I tried not to gape.

"What kind of people have you been getting acquainted with that requires bodyguards?" Katrina asked, suddenly serious. She picked up a napkin and wiped the crumbs from her chin.

I turned to her with a half smile. There was the responsible older-sister figure we knew and loved. Katrina was studying to be a lawyer and aimed to be the youngest to graduate from her university.

"I'm dating a very... interesting man," she said finally, smiling from ear to ear.

Katrina and I frowned at her suspiciously.

"What kind of man?" We asked at the same time.

"He's just really rich and really possessive," she answered as if that explained everything.

She was wearing an earth-colored knit wrap over a simple blue dress, too simple to be expensive. The only thing that could shine a light on her newfound wealth is the diamond chain on her neck. Even my untrained eye could see that the necklace she was wearing cost a small island. I had assumed it was fake when I first saw it.

Beauty came easily to her. All she needed to do was wake up and she was already perfect. I had to spend an hour in the bathroom before I was presentable to the world.

"What does your fiancé do, exactly?" Katrina asked.

"He makes metals for airplanes and other heavy machineries," she answered. "I don't really ask him about his work much."

"And that earns enough to get you two bodyguards?" I asked, still somewhat suspicious.

"Oh, he dabbles in other businesses too," she answered airily. "And you'll be surprised how much money can be earned when you're making something nobody else provides."

That makes complete sense, but we were still looking at her suspiciously.

"Tell us about your fiancé," I asked in a way of clearing the air. What I really wanted to know was why she would need bodyguards in the first place. We were just having a drink in a bar.

"He's so dreamy," she sighed. "He's everything I've ever wanted in a man. He cooks too! And he's a complete beast in bed!"

We stared at her as if she had grown a second head. She had always been the most innocent between us. The last time we'd seen her, she'd never even given head.

I couldn't help but feel slightly jealous of how good her life seems to have gotten over the course of a few months. When I first told her about my dream to come to New York and start a new life here, I didn't think she would adopt my dream and move here herself! She was a good person and no doubt deserved all the good things in her life. But I couldn't help the tightness in my chest and a thought that I wished I had her life.

"How's university?"

It took a moment for me to realize she was talking to me. I ran my fingers through my dark brown hair and accepted her effort to change the topic to something less weird. "Classes are boring. I'm doing some biology-heavy courses at the moment and I can't make heads and tails of them."

"When're you graduating?" she asked.

"I have a few more years to go yet."

"How 'bout you, Katrina?" she turned to the oldest of the group. Katrina still looked like she had been gut-punched.

"Oh, no. You're not off the hook so easily! Tell us everything!" Katrina insisted.
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