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Maisy’s sister Jasmine was young and wild.  Maisy did the best she could for her, but that wasn’t enough for Jasmine.  She wanted fame and fortune.  Maisy couldn’t convince her there was no pot of gold at the end of the rainbow.  Jasmine knew she was going to find what she was looking for.  She was young and reckless.

When Jasmine didn’t come home and didn’t check in Maisy knew something was wrong.  The only way to find her sister was to get close to the people Jasmine knew.   That meant waiting tables at a strip bar.
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Chapter One
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Maisy Stillwater pinned up the last strand of her midnight black hair and pulled on the sunshine-blonde wig she wore while she was waiting tables. She tugged her tank top down so low that her nipples almost showed and pulled her short shorts out of the crack of her ass. The outfit wasn’t required, but she felt more detached in disguise. She could pretend she was someone else while in costume. She hated working at the Blazing Sun Bar owned by the Satan’s Bears, a motorcycle club, but it was the best way to find information on her younger sister, Jasmine. 

Jasmine was young. She’d just turned nineteen and thought she knew it all. Maisy had been taking care of Jasmine since the death of their parents several years ago. When Maisy turned twenty-five in a few weeks, she was due to receive a large sum of money that her parents had put away for them. Jasmine was due to receive the same sum when she also turned twenty-five. Jasmine couldn’t understand why Maisy wouldn’t just give her half of the money she was going to get and why she had to wait. She wanted her money now and had threatened to do whatever she had to in order to get it.

Jasmine had the foolish dream that by dancing in a strip club, she would be discovered by a big talent recruiter and live her dream of becoming a famous actress. Maisy knew the world didn’t work that way. She knew you didn’t get anything you didn’t work for. Jasmine never would listen, though. That was what had started their last fight. Jasmine was begging Maisy to give her money and Maisy refusing. Again. Once again, Maisy had tried to explain to Jasmine that there was no silver lining. No pot of gold at the end of the rainbow. That if you wanted something out of life, you had to work for it and work hard. That meant going to school, getting an education, and becoming a responsible member of society. 

When Jasmine didn’t come home the first night, Maisy thought that maybe she’d gone to stay with friends. She often did that after they had a fight, and they’d had a doozie that morning. 

“Maisy, you just don’t want me to be happy. You want me to be old and dried up like you. You’re pissed because you had to cancel your plans and take care of me. You never wanted to be saddled with a teenage brat like me. I’ll bet nobody’s fucked that old cunt of yours in so long it’s shriveled.” 

Jasmine then stormed out of the house screaming obscenities and insults as she went. She slammed the door hard enough to rattle the windows. Maisy watched her as she laid rubber driving down the street in her old car. It was a death trap, but the best Maisy had been able to get for her. Now, with the promise of receiving the money her parents had put away for her, she would be able to get a few new things and pay for Jasmine to go to college. If she ever came home. It wasn’t unusual for Jasmine to be gone for up to a week, but she always checked in. Always. Except that she hadn’t this time. It had been weeks without a word. When Maisy tried to call her cell phone, it went straight to voicemail. None of her friends had heard from her.

Maisy hadn’t been able to do everything she wanted to for Jasmine. Their parents had been killed in a car accident when Maisy was eighteen and just graduating from high school. The insurance money had gone to pay off the house, so they had a place to live. She worked three jobs to put food on the table and make sure Jasmine had everything she wanted. It was hard doing that and taking care of her fourteen-year-old sister, but she didn’t have much other choice. Jasmine had grown up wilder than Maisy wanted her to with an independent streak no one could stop.

No more time to think. She needed to get out on the barroom floor, or Thorne would be in here looking for her ass. He was one mean mother-fucker. The dude was big and scary. He was the bartender and didn’t put up with any shit. She’d seen him drag a guy out of the bar for getting too handsy with one of the girls on the poles. As mean as he was, he was great to have behind the bar. One look from Thorne and everything stopped. Nobody fucked with Thorne.

She remembered the night Masher got thrown out. She had been working; the night was slow, and she was the only girl waiting tables that night. 

“Hey, you,” he’d called.

Maisy looked up and plastered a smile on her face. Masher was ugly as sin, with greasy blond hair and a scruffy face that looked like it’d been through a sieve. He was always grabbing at her and making offers. Offers she didn’t want. 

“Want your usual tonight?” she asked as she backed away from his grabbing hands. She didn’t back up fast enough, and he managed to get a hand around her arm. “Hey! Let go! That hurts. You’re hurting me,” she cried, twisting and trying to get away.

Masher had a foul grin on his face and tightened his grip. 

“You want hurt? I’ll hurt you, bitch. You be nice to me, and I’ll be nice to you.” Using the grip on her arm, he pulled her closer. 

Maisy took the tray she was carrying and started beating him with it, but he just laughed. “You like it, rough baby? I’ll show you rough,” and he twisted his hand, almost dislocating her shoulder in the process.

Thorne noticed what was going on and jumped over the bar, scattering people, chairs, and tables as he went. 

“You fucking wolf. Let her go. You know we don’t treat women like that in this bar!” Masher instantly let go and raised both hands in the air. 

“I wasn’t doing nothing, Thorne. Bitch is just sensitive,” he whined.

Thorne pushed Maisy out of the way and grabbed Masher up off his chair, raised him up over his head, and threw him on one of the nearby by empty tables. 

“Your ass is banned until you can learn how to treat a woman. You can be sure Stud will hear about this when he gets back.” 

Masher had run out of the bar, and Maisy hadn’t seen him since. 

She walked up to the bar and grabbed her apron and tray for the night. Then she went to her first set of tables to get their orders. It was a busy night with three girls on the poles and every table full. Maisy was waiting tables with two other girls, and the crowd was so thick it was all she could do to get through it. Twisting and turning, trying to get from the bar to the tables without spilling anything or getting groped was a contortionist’s nightmare, but she managed to get from point A to point B without spilling one drop or receiving one pinch. 

She’d only been working at the Blazing Sun Bar for a few days. She was hoping to get to know some of the dancers, and that they would have information on Jasmine. When she’d gone to Harold’s Hideout, the place her sister was supposed to be working, she’d found out that Jasmine hadn’t been there for weeks. She was slowly finding out Jasmine was doing lots of things she didn’t know about. She had been going to the bars looking for Jasmine but had found out the best way to get information was to get personal with some of the girls on the poles and the waitresses. Everybody was suspicious of someone who came in asking questions. If she was working with them, they were more apt to talk freely. 

“Hey Sweet Lips, drag that fine ass over here. Boys and I are getting thirsty.” Maisy turned to see a table full of bikers she’d sworn hadn’t been there five minutes ago. 

“Hey guys, I’m Maisy. What can I get ya?” She smiled as she turned and sashayed over. It was all about flirting and getting the crowd to like her. She took their orders with a smile she hoped hid the grimace she made when the biggest guy wrapped one hand around her thigh. 

She pranced away and turned toward the bar. 

“Sweet Lips, you tell that big ugly behind the bar that this order is for Stud and his boys,” the one who’d touched her said.

“Stud, really?” She asked. Who did this guy think he was calling himself Stud? “Okay. And it’s Maisy, not Sweet Lips.” She turned and fought her way through the crowd to the bar.

When she got to the bar, before she could even call out her order, the drinks were sitting in front of her. 

“These are for Stud and the gang. No charge,” Thorne growled. Maisy nodded and filled her tray with the drinks. When she turned back to the table, the crowd seemed to part as if making a path for her. What the fuck? This night was getting weirder and weirder. 

Maisy took advantage of the path and carried her drinks back to the table. As she was setting down the glasses, the big guy, Stud, pulled her down onto his lap. 

“So, tell me all about yourself, Mama,” he said, wrapping one tattoo-covered arm around her and trapping her. The man was wearing a tank top and was covered with tattoos. They ran up and down both arms, across his neck and as far into his shirt as she could see.

“I need to get back to my tables and I definitely ain’t your Mama,” Maisy said, pushing at the steel band wrapped around her waist.

“Thorne’ll make sure your tables are covered. All you need to do is sit that fine ass here and tell me about your beautiful self. Where have you been all my life? You don’t like Sweet Lips, and you don’t like Mama. What should I call you?”

“I told you, my name is Maisy, and I’ve been hiding from big bossy guys who won’t let me go,” she told him while pushing at his arm again. For some reason, that set the other guys at the table off laughing. 

Stud chuckled and said, “Maisy, hmm. Seems like a pretty bland name for someone with an ass that fine. Boys, what y’all think? She look like a Maisy to you?”

The one guy sitting across the table shook his head and answered.

“No Boss, you’re right. Maisy ain’t near good enough for an ass that fine.”

“That’s right Thumper, and you’ll never get your hands on that fine ass. It’s mine, all mine. I’m claiming this ass.”

“What the actual fuck? Oh, Hell No!” Maisy hoped he didn’t mean what she thought he meant. There was no way she belonged to anyone. Not even a biker as good looking as this one. “I’m not yours and never will be. You can’t just treat me like property and claim me!” Maisy twisted and turned, but try as she might, there was no way she was getting loose on her own. She looked to the bar for help, but Thorne was blatantly ignoring what was happening. Nope, he wasn’t getting involved. Who the fuck does this guy think he is? Trying to claim me. What the hell does that mean, anyway? 

Stud, the guy holding her, had to be at least as big as Thorne, if not bigger. Maybe that’s why she wasn’t getting any help from him. Didn’t matter. She wasn’t getting free until Stud set her free. His arm was as big around as a tree trunk. The guy must seriously work out. Maisy felt tiny next to him, but then she felt small next to most of these guys. She wasn’t short at five feet seven inches, but in this bar, she was tiny. Jasmine was even smaller than she was. Gawd, she hoped nothing had happened to Jasmine, and that she was just hanging out somewhere cooling down. It was the longest she had ever been gone.

The men started calling out various names. After each one, Stud would look at Maisy, and she’d shake her head no. 

“Well Baby, you don’t like nothing the guys have come up with. I guess you’re stuck with Sweet Lips until you think up something I like better. Now, tell me about your sweet self. You weren’t here a couple of weeks ago. How long you been working at my bar?” Stud grabbed his glass and emptied it. “Thorne, send over another round. Sweet Lips here is busy.”

“I could get up and get you another round,” Maisy said, pushing at him again. “It’s my table, and the other girls are busy.”

“You’re busy too, Sweet Lips. You’re hiding the boner I got for your ass. You get up now, and the whole bar’ll see me. Can’t have that.” Stud adjusted Maisy in his lap, so she had no doubt what he was talking about. “Besides, me and the boys like talking to you, don’t we boys?” The men all nodded. She wasn’t getting up anytime soon.

Trish brought over another round of drinks and gave Maisy a dirty look. Maisy could tell the woman wasn’t happy about doing Maisy’s job. She turned and gave Maisy a nasty look. “Fucking slut! If you weren’t sitting on Stud’s lap, I’d show you.”

Stud spoke up before Maisy got a word out. 

“Don’t forget why you got this job, Trish. I can call in that marker if you ain’t happy here.”

“No. No. I’m good Stud. Maisy can sit there all night. I got this.” The woman turned a shade of gray Maisy had never seen on a living person before and backed slowly away from the table. 

“That wasn’t very nice of you, Mr. Stud,” Maisy said, shaking her head. What kind of mess have I gotten myself into?

The entire table laughed, and she heard a couple of the guys mutter, “Mr. Stud, now ain’t that rich sounding?”

“Just Stud, Sweet Lips. Though if you don’t like Stud, you can call me Lover. Lover works good, too.” The men at the table hooted again.

“If you don’t let me up, Thorne’ll get pissed at me, and nobody intentionally pisses off Thorne,” Maisy tried reasoning with the man. She chose to ignore the lover comment. She needed to pick her battles, and that was one she didn’t need to fight right now.

“Thorne ain’t gonna say a damn word if he knows what’s good for him,” Stud said, taking her chin between the fingers of his free hand. “Those are some beautiful eyes you got there, Mama. What color do you call that?”

“Ain’t her eyes I’m looking at,” one of the guys at the table called out.

“It better be her eyes, and nothing but her eyes, if you know what’s good for you, Harvey.”

“Harvey, why’d you call me Harvey, Boss? You know everybody calls me Swifty.”

“‘cause like Harvey the big white rabbit, your ass better be invisible. Got it Swifty?”

“Got it, Boss.” The man downed his drink and left. Maisy still wasn’t sure what had just happened. 

Stud slid his hand up to cup her cheek and turned her face towards him. 

“Don’t you worry ‘bout Harvey there. If he knows what’s good for him, he’ll be out checking on the bikes. He’ll be back. Now he knows not to be staring at my tits?”

“Your tits?” Maisy was really confused now. Maybe, like Alice, she’d fallen down the rabbit hole and was off in Wonderland somehow. Wondering what the fuck happened, was where she was.

“Yeah Mama, you got a fine pair on you and there won’t be nobody but me touching them for the next lifetime or two. I don’t share. Ever.”

“Now wait here, Stud.” Maisy tried to push off his lap again.

“I like the way you say my name, Sweet Lips. Give me a little taste.” Stud gently brushed her lips with his, and when she felt herself beginning to respond, he swiped her lips with his tongue. When she gasped, he slid his tongue into battle with hers. He moved his hand to thread through her hair and pull her tighter to him.

“Hey Boss,” she heard one of the guys calling as she started to melt into him. Stud ignored him and continued sipping from her lips as Maisy felt his hands roving her back. 

“Umm Boss? We need you.” The voice said again, more insistent this time.

“Did you fucking interrupt me?” Stud asked in a quiet, normal tone of voice as he stared deep into her eyes. “I ain’t done with you, Mama, but I gotta see what this asshole needs. You save that sugar for me, hear?”
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