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Tortured is dedicated to my mom. Your unwavering support, love, and everything else you do to help me means more than you’ll ever know. You are my biggest fan, and I don’t know where I’d be without you by my side. I love you to the moon and back!
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Goose

My life changed for the better. Sami gave me a beautiful daughter who has me wrapped around her little finger. She is the center of our world. Our lives shatter and one miracle gives me back what I’ve been missing for so long. Only, a new threat looms on the horizon. One I’m not sure if we’ll be able to contain before it’s too late.

Sami

I’ve lost so much of my life to a group of assholes who want what they can’t have. They sell women and kids among other vile things. My only saving grace are thoughts of the man I’ve loved for so long and our beautiful daughter. I’m not sure how much more I can take. Will the same man who originally took me get his hands on me again? 
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Character List: Wild Kings MC Cedar Bay
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Officers:

President: Zander ‘Venom’ Elliott

V. President: Maddox ‘Wicked’ Wilson

Secretary: Beau ‘Goose’ James

Treasurer: Kenyon ‘Viking’ Branch

Enforcer: Brax ‘Hawkeye’ Henderson

Sgt. at Arms: Axel ‘Otter’ Evans-Martin

Road Captain: Anthony ‘Shield’ Greene

Members:

Cole ‘Brick’ Stone

Will ‘Ghost’ Patrick

Dylan ‘Bull’ Patrick

Chance ‘Ricochet’ Henderson

Shawn ‘Kevlar’ Henderson

Prospects

Ben Fulton

Karsyn Smithe

Luis Carter

Trenton Black

Ol’ Ladies

Sami Baxter – Goose

Kasey Morgans – Shield

Sweetbutts

Bobby Sue

Yvette

Clarey

Robin

Businesses

Kings Kustoms – garage

Pit Stop – gas station

King’s Gym

Wild Things – strip club

Inked Up – tattoo parlor
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Chapter One
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Goose

THE LAST FEW weeks have been crazy as hell since the patch in party. We spent our time packing up everything we wanted to bring to Cedar Falls with us. Irish, Whitney, Cassidy, and Austin helped me pack up the house Sami and I have in Clifton Falls and make sure everything was shut off before leaving the only home my daughter has ever known. The hardest part for me was packing up Sami’s things. They’ll be moving with us left to sit in a storage room until she comes back. Hopefully our hearts will begin to heal without seeing the daily reminders of her, knowing she’s out there somewhere suffering at the hands of assholes we know absolutely nothing about. 

While I still have our home in Clifton Falls in case Sami wants to move back there when we finally manage to bring her home, for now, we’ll be living in Cedar Bay. At the very least I can help everyone get things set up and going before heading back home. Irish and Whitney are going to make sure nothing happens to our home while I’m here and if Sami chooses to stay here and not move back, we’ll figure out what to do with our home then. For now, my sole focus is making this move as easy as possible on Kelsie and trying to get things situated so I can work and still spend time with my girl.

The caravan we had to move to Cedar Bay was pretty damn impressive. The original members, our dads, rode their bikes while the rest of us hauled our bikes, drove our trucks, or drove the U-Hauls we rented for the move. There’s a ton of shit we’re moving. Some of it is our personal belongings while other stuff is new things the ol’ ladies declared we needed. With the exception of the table Pops made for church. It’s a heavy fucker and will take most of us to move into the conference room we’ve turned into our meeting room. 

I’m driving my truck since Kelsie is with me. She’s currently passed out in the backseat clutching a blanket Sami made her when she was a baby. Other than a few stops to go to the bathroom, fill the trucks up with gas, and get something to eat, we’ve been driving as much as possible. Our goal is to get to Cedar Bay with enough time to unload our things so the next few days we can get everything set up. This week is a busy one for us all with interviewing potential employees for our businesses, unpacking, and trying to adjust to life in a new town. I’m looking forward to the work because the busier I am, the less time I’ll have to think of my wife and the pain filling me every second she’s gone. 

Guilt fills me because she’d be here with us if I had been home and not here working on shit. Or if my girls had been here with me instead of leaving them home. No, it wasn’t a place for our daughter to be, but we would have made it work somehow. I’ve thought so many times about what I could have done differently to keep my wife here with us and the only thing I continue to come up with is Sami never should have been left home alone. She should have been by my side, and I have no clue if she’s even going to want anything to do with me when we finally get her back. I wouldn’t blame her if she told me to go fuck myself.

Slowing down, Venom who is in front of me on the road pulls into the parking lot of our new home. Since it was the hotel here in Cedar Bay, we have a large parking lot for all the vehicles we brought with us. We pull up as close as we can in order to get everything unloaded easier, I shut my truck off and turn in my seat to see if Kels is going to wake up. We really have nowhere to put her until I get her bed in her new room here. However, I’ll figure things out and make sure she’s okay while we begin to unload all the trucks before getting something to eat and drink so we can finally head to bed. Getting up at four to leave by five at the latest is making for a long as fuck day. It’s also why my baby girl is sleeping in her car seat because she’s been up for a long time already today.

When Kelsie doesn’t stir, I get out of my truck to stretch out my body. I’m sore as fuck and ready to get this shit over with. My back pops and cracks as Whitney and Irish make their way over to me. She looks in the back window to find Kelsie passed out. 

“She sleep the whole rest of the way?” Irish asks, looking over his wife’s shoulder.

“Yeah. With her little belly full, she passed right out and hasn’t stirred since. She’s not used to gettin’ up at the ass crack of dawn though,” I answer him as everyone else stretches and takes a minute before we begin moving things in. 

“Where are we startin’?” Venom asks, his new permanent scowl on his face.

“With whatever the first U-Haul is,” his father answers. “Unless you got somethin’ else in mind?”

“No. Just don’t wanna do that fuckin’ table until after everythin’ else is taken inside. None of us are gonna wanna do another thing if we move that first,” he answers, as we all start laughing because he’s right.

“Okay. Then pull up the first U-Haul and we’ll get movin’. Goose, you wanna get Kelsie’s bed inside so you can get her there while we all work?” Grim questions, looking in the truck at my daughter.

“Yeah. I’ll get her bed set up real quick and then lay her down. Not sure how much longer she’ll sleep.”

“Let’s get this shit done.”
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We’ve all been busting our asses for hours. The U-Hauls are all unloaded with things put in the correct rooms. Including the large as fuck table Pops made for us. It’s all wood with our colors burned into the middle of the table. He even made matching chairs with our colors burned into the back of them. Alice put thick padding on them so we wouldn’t be uncomfortable for long as fuck meetings once everything is up and running. For a few minutes, we’re all standing around catching our breath as Kelsie comes into what will be our common room with her blanket still clutched in her hand. Her still tired eyes search until they fall on me, and she makes her way through her family until I can bend down and pick her up. 

“Did you have a good sleep baby girl?” I ask her as she buries her head in my neck. 

Nodding her head, she doesn’t stir until Irish walks up and places his hand on her back. The ol’ ladies left to get pizza, wings, soda, water, and some beer for us. I’m sure they’ll come back with other food besides that. We already have our refrigerator, freezer, and other appliances in the kitchen and in working order. These ladies will make sure we’re taken care of by stocking us up with enough food to last us for a little while. Plus, they’ll want to cook everyone breakfast. It’s what they do and why we all love them. So, it’s not going to surprise me at all if we end up with a kitchen full of groceries as well. Especially considering they ended up leaving earlier than they should have to pick up the pizza’s and took two vehicles. 

“Papa,” Kelsie says, her voice still filled with sleep as she lifts her head to look at Irish.

“Hey Papa’s girl. You wanna come see me?” he asks, reaching out his hands to her.

Without hesitation, my girl practically dives into her papa’s arms. Irish is a proud grandpa and loves Kels with everything in him. 

“You got her for a little bit? I wanna go get her room put together before tonight so I can give her a bath before bed,” I ask my father-in-law.

“Yeah. We’ll go watch the guys put the pool tables together. I’m sure it will be funny as fuck.”

With laughter filling me, I head to the back of the hotel. The way we set up the hotel when we turned it into our clubhouse is simple. When you walk inside, you enter the common room. We’ll have tables filling the area with our bar directly to the right if you’re standing inside the main door. Every single bedroom has been soundproofed so none of us have to hear any shit we don’t want to. The officer’s rooms are all on the left of the remodeled hotel while the other members, prospects, and any sweetbutts we have will be on the right side. In the front of the hotel is the conference room we turned into our church which is next to a panic room we had installed for any ol’ ladies and children when shit hits the fan. Closest to my room is the restaurant we’re going to be making full use of, then Venom’s office. 

At the opposite end of the last member’s room, we turned three of those rooms into a laundry room. There are four washers in there and four dryers. It’s more than enough room for us to complete the laundry on a regular basis. Skylar even suggested putting a table in the middle of the room along with a hanging bar so we can fold and hang our clothes in there as they dry, and we pull them out. I’m not sure how many guys are actually going to do all that shit, but we’ll find out soon enough. The only reason we chose the three rooms to convert for our laundry room is because we’ve made use of the basement. Half of it has been made into a torture room of sorts with lockers to keep extra clothes in and to place our cuts so we don’t ruin them. There are showers down there for us to use after our brand of interrogation. The opposite side of the basement has been turned into storage which is where all of Sami’s things currently sit waiting for her to come home. 

Where the other members rooms are we have an indoor pool and a gym. We all got together and chose the equipment for the gym here at the clubhouse and installed locks so my baby girl can’t get in the pool unless someone is with her. I’m sure she’ll be wanting to swim as soon as she realizes there’s a pool here and we don’t have to leave to go swimming. Plus, it will be nice to swim all year round instead of just on the hot days. Sami will love that for sure. Other than the bathrooms, the last room we have is a small room off the back of the officer’s bedrooms. That’s where our pool tables, dart board, and a poker table will go. For the nights we want to play games late into the night, we have a room to use so we’re not keeping anyone up. Plus, we can get away from the women who want to be all over us when it’s not necessarily what we want. 

We expanded all the rooms so two of the previous rooms now is just one for each of us. The only exception is mine. I have a door leading into Kelsie’s room, so she doesn’t have to go out into the hall if she wakes up in the middle of the night. I can lock her door and keep the one between ours open. So, I’ve actually got three rooms instead of two. Eventually, we’ll all have houses or something outside the clubhouse. For now, this works for us. Walking through my room, I head in the smaller room for my daughter. Boxes are piled high in the corners as I look around to figure out where to start.

The only thing we put in the truck were her clean sheets and blankets, so I didn’t have to wash them when we got here after they were packed. Those are now on her bed. picking up a box of toys, I look at her toy box Pops made her as it sits in the corner of her room. Opening up the box, I begin placing her toys inside so they’re out of the way and she can move around. Most of her boxes are actually her toys. Two boxes have decorations in them, and her clothes and extra sheets and blankets are in zippered bags so hopefully they won’t need to be cleaned first. 

After taking care of all her toys, putting her folded clothes away, and hanging up her other clothes, I begin putting up her decorations and making sure the nightlight she uses every night didn’t get broken in the move. It’s a ball that sits on a nightstand by her bed. Lights are cast on the walls and ceiling in the shape of stars in various colors. It lights her room up enough, so she’s not scared of the dark. Once that’s all taken care of, I know there’s just one more thing to take care of; Kelsie’s bathroom essentials. She has her own bathroom that I can lock when she’s in there playing or sleeping so nothing happens. 

“It looks good in here,” Whitney says as I place the last of her bathroom shit on the edge of the tub. “She’s gonna love it.”

“Thank you. It’s not the same. Nothin’ will ever be the same. I just hope Sami likes it when she comes home.”

“She’ll love it. We are gonna bring her home, Goose. There are days I don’t think we will, but deep in my heart, I’ve never lost the hope she’ll be here with us before we know it. I also have a feeling she’s gonna want to stay here in Cedar Bay. It’s a fresh start for both of you and there won’t be any memories of what happened in Clifton Falls,” Whitney tells me, wrapping her arms around me. 

“Do you believe I should wash her clothes and blankets we packed up?” 

“No. they were packed in the moving bags. If they were in boxes I would say yes. Just follow your gut, Goose.”

“What am I gonna do without you here? What if somethin’ happens and I don’t know what to do?” I question her as I step away and lean against the dresser.

“Then you follow your gut and do what you think you should. If you have no clue, then you call Irish or me and we’ll walk you through it. Don’t forget you need to establish her a doctor here and I’m not sure there’s one in Cedar Bay. I think you’ll have to go to the next town over,” she answers me, her voice soft instead of admonishing.

Nodding my head, I let Whitney lead me out of the bedroom. I still have to take care of my room, but that will come when I can get to it. For now, it’s time to eat and I’m starving. It’s been nonstop moving and working since we got here. Irish already has a plate for himself and Kelsie at one of the tables that have been put together since I was in the bedroom. After Whitney and I help ourselves to the food, we take a seat with them as my girl jabbers on and on about something we can barely understand. It’s funny to hear Kelsie try to sound so grown up as she talks.

“Daddy, home?” she asks when she’s half done with her piece of pizza.

“Yeah baby. This is our new home. I got your bedroom all done. When you’re done eatin’ you can go see it so I can wash you up.”

“Yay!” she giggles as Irish and Whitney join in with her enthusiasm.

Eating our food, we still have work to do tonight before we can lay down to get a few hours of sleep. While we may have our rooms, the parents and everyone else here to help us will be camping out on air mattresses and sleeping bags wherever they can find space. It’s not ideal, but there’s nothing else we can do. With the exception of Pops and Alice. They’re going to stay in Venom’s room so they’re on a bed. 

“Goose, how are you doin’?” Gage asks as he walks up to our table.

“I’m not sure. It’s hard as fuck right now. I’ll breathe again once my wife is home where she belongs,” I answer him.

“We’re still gonna keep lookin’ for her. We won’t stop until we have her for you,” he assures me as Crash and Trojan step up to him with plates piled high with food. 

“You guys really wanted the clubhouse painted black?” Trojan asks, looking around the common room.

“Yep. We’re tired of all the white in your places,” I return, laughing at his expression. 

“I like it. When shit goes down, it will be easier to hide,” Crash adds in his two cents. “The empty rooms aren’t black, are they?” 

“No. Those are the only things painted white. We all chose different colors for our bedrooms. Actually, Kelsie’s just got painted a week ago. I came down here and took care of mine and hers since we decided last minute to come down here.”

“It’s pink, isn’t it?” Gage asks, laughter already filling his voice.

“Nothin’ but pink for my girl.”

We shoot the shit for a few more minutes before Kelsie decides she’s done eating. Finishing up my own food quickly, Whitney takes her from me to clean her up so I can get back to work. By the time I hit my bed someone made for me after taking a quick shower, I’m exhausted and ready to sleep for days knowing Kelsie will be up before I know it. 
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Chapter Two
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Sami

TIME IS IRREVELENT to me these days. I have no clue how long I’ve been held captive by these fuckers. One second, I was sitting in my home waiting for Goose to call us for his nightly checkin before I put our daughter to bed. The next second, someone was breaking in my front door. I was in such shock I was rendered immovable as Kelsie was in her room. Three men came in and started beating the shit out of me before I could think to get off the couch let alone try to hide somewhere. Then, they proceeded to take me from the house without even looking through the rest of the house for anyone else to be here. Not a word was said as their fists and feet landed against my body. One of them managed to break open the skin on my eyebrow. Blood got all over the place.

I was tossed unceremoniously into a van and handcuffed with two other girls. They were younger than me by far and scared to death. My only goal was to put on a brave face in front of them because I didn’t want them to freak out more than they already were. The three of us sat huddled together the best we could as I held them in my arms. All of us were shaking uncontrollably as I thought of my baby girl left alone in the house Goose and I made a home. She’s going to be so damn scared and alone for however long it takes for someone to realize I’m gone. Even though I know my mom’s been stopping over every day since the guys have been gone, it doesn’t mean she will today. 

Then my thoughts turn to Goose. He’s going to be so fucked up from me being gone. The only thing I know for sure is my dad and his club won’t stop looking until they find me. However, there’s no way to convey that to the two girls with me in the back of this truck. Anyway, Goose is going to take this on his shoulders and believe I hate him. There’s no way in hell for me to hate the man. He was helping the club and one of my cousins; Zander. Zander needs to get the hell out of here and everyone in the club was helping. He could have stayed back here with us and let everyone else go. That’s just not who he is though. My husband will help everyone he comes in contact with because it’s in his nature. Not just because he grew up having nothing. Growing up in the foster system means he had absolutely nothing of his own. The various families he was placed with made sure of it. Now, he’s just going to take this and hurt so much for me being taken.

As the men who took us begin arguing up front in the van, I try to figure out where we are to no avail. The windows are dirty as hell to the point I’m surprised the man driving can even see out of them. He’s been driving since they tossed me inside and placing the handcuffs on me. Now, they’re arguing about some nonsense I can’t figure out. Something about not picking up the right woman. I’m not sure if they’re talking about me or one of the girls here with me. All I know is they’re pissed as hell about the mistake they made somewhere along the line of taking women and girls. There’s no doubt in my mind this is what they do on a regular basis. 

After riding for what feels like forever as the sun goes down making everything seem more sinister. There isn’t a single star filling the cloud filled sky and the moon is nowhere to be found as I try to keep looking through the disgusting front window of the van. Trees line each side of the road from what I can tell. With barely any leaves on the branches, it appears even more sinister than normal. Before too long, the van turns onto a side road where we bump along what feels like a dirt road. My head, which already hurts from the beating, bounces off the metal on the inside of the van causing it to hurt even more. 

“What are your names?” I finally whisper to the girls.

“I’m Melanie and this is my sister Pamela,” the older of the two girls answers me, her voice a whisper as well. 

“I’m Sami. Let me tell you now, we’re going to get out of here. My family are members of a motorcycle club, and they won’t stop until they get me back home,” I answer her, keeping my eyes up front to make sure the guys aren’t listening to us.

“We’ll be long gone before they even realize you’re gone. They’ve had us for a few days now. We’ve been moved three times so far. I’m not sure if it’s because they’re still looking for more people to snag or if they usually move us around on a regular basis, so we don’t get found easily,” Melanie says, pulling her sister into her lap to calm her down. 

Our conversation stops abruptly as the van comes to a stop and the men get out. They’re now arguing so loud we can still make out their voices through the metal of the van. We can’t hear the words they’re saying through the closed off doors, but they’re not happy about something based on the yelling coming from them. 

“Listen, what do you want?” I ask them as they stand in there and stare at the three of us. “My family will be coming for me. They’ll pay you what you want.”

“Your family ain’t gonna look for you,” one of the men says, his voice gruff and lethal. 

“Yeah, they will. Have you ever heard of the Wild Kings MC? My father is a member of them, and they’ll come for me regardless of if you want an easy pay day or not,” I assure them with as much confidence as I can muster. 

“Your dad is a member of them?” another guy questions as all the color of his face drains. 

“Yeah. And they’re really close to the Phantom Bastards MC and Satan’s Anarchy. Heard of them?” 

“Fuck!” one of the men growls out, his voice even deadlier than the first one. 

“Yeah. So, why don’t you just let me go and we’ll call it a deal. I’ll take these two with me and you won’t have to deal with any fuck-ups you’ve made.”

“Shut up!” the first guy says, stepping up to the van as he pulls a key out of his pocket to unlock the handcuffs. “You’re gonna head inside and keep your fuckin’ mouth shut. I’ll figure this out and let you know what’s gonna happen.”

I’m roughly jerked from the van, falling to my knees. A large rock is sticking out of the packed dirt driveway. A cry is instantly ripped from my mouth. Tears fall from my eyes as one of the men laugh at my pain. Melanie and Pamela are treated much the same way as they’re tossed unceremoniously from the van onto the cold, unforgiving ground beneath us. When they cry out, we’re all kicked to shut up. These men are only adding to the pain we’re feeling from their abuse and then the abuse at the hands of the ground hitting our fragile bodies. I can already tell I’m not going to be let go because these men don’t give a fuck about us. All they give a shit about is the pay day they want to get for whatever they do to us. 

We’re led inside a dilapidated house. The floorboards creak and groan under our feet as I keep an eye on where I’m walking. There are holes in the floor from it rotting away. The front door is hanging at an angle with paint chipping off in large sections from the outside of the house. When the door is flung open, the inside is even worse than what I see from outside. There are mainly beams to walk on instead of an actual floor. This is not going to be good. As the cold seeps inside, I know we’re going to be freezing our asses off. I’m only wearing one of Goose’s old tee-shirts with a small pair of shorts I usually wear to bed because of our daughter.

From the main floor, we’re led down to the basement where several cages fill the area. I’m roughly shoved in one of the cages while the other two girls are forced into two more. One other girl is down here already, and she looks horrid. Bruises and cuts fill every single inch of her body I can see. Her hair is filthy as it hangs limply down in her face and dirt and grime covers her skin on top of all the bruises and cuts. She’s naked and I know in my heart she’s young. Younger than either Melanie or Pamela. This girl can’t be more than twelve or thirteen if I’m right. My head instantly turns to Kelsie. If she were older and were being treated like this, I’d gut every single man involved in her being taken from me and her family.
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Each day is worse than the next. We’ve been moved several times since being taken. I can’t tell you how long it is between the times we’re moved. All I know is we get a small cup of dirty water once a day and the rest of the time we’re beaten, threatened with rape, and none of us are wearing any clothes now. They’ve been shredded and torn from our battered bodies. I have no strength to get out of my cage even when they leave the doors open. It’s been done a few times now and I can’t do anything about it. When we try to ignore their orders, something is injected in our veins. I don’t believe it’s a hardcore drug or anything because I’m so weak there’s no way I can fight against them anymore and I haven’t been given anything in a while. When they stopped giving it to me, there were no withdrawals or anything.

The only reason I didn’t try to escape is because the men stay here with us leaving me no doubt about not having a chance to escape. It would literally lead to nothing more than another beating on top of the beatings we’ve already had handed down to us. Instead, I was good and remained in my cage as the men walked around the room, taunting us and hitting the cages with whips of some sort. It scares the shit out of me each time it happens because the bars on the cages rattle and echo off the cold basement walls. 

We’re beaten every single day for no reason whatsoever. I’ve overheard the men talking about us being up on the website for sale to the highest bidder. They did take pictures of us in these horrible lingerie sets after watching us shower. It’s the only time I’ve been warm since being taken from my house. The cages we’re held in are metal only adding to the cold already seeping into our body as we’re left down here each day. 

When I’m lying on the cold metal bottom, my thoughts are filled with Goose and Kelsie. There is no way they don’t know about me being gone now. I wonder what they’re doing, where my baby girl is as Goose searches for me. I let images of Goose and Kels playing together and spending their time with one another without me. Of my husband sitting on the couch holding our little girl because she’s upset and doesn’t understand why I’m no longer with them. Goose going to bed alone after putting our daughter to bed in her own room covered in Princess decorations and other things we’ve put on her walls. 

Then my thoughts shift to images of my mom and dad, brother and sister. Our family has been through so much and this is just one more thing adding on to their pain and the grief filling them from losing members of our family in the past. By now, I’m sure they’re thinking I’m no longer alive and will be added to the list of people who have died in our family. Images of my mom losing her shit and being inconsolable even with Irish’s arms wrapped around her in comfort. My brother and sister don’t live at home anymore but, I’m sure they’re with our family in this time of need. Each of my family members love me and I know it’s just a matter of time before they all need to lean on one another.

My hope has dwindled to nothing about getting out of here. Pamela and Melanie are already gone. I’m not sure if they’ve already been moved to a different location or if they’ve been sold to someone who now owns them. All I know is one way or another I’m going to get out of here. If my family can’t find me, then I’ll find them. I just need the perfect time to get away from these men. One where the cages are left open and they’re not paying attention. It’s going to be soon because we’re getting ready to be transported to a new location again. Today is the day I get the fuck out of here despite being weak as hell and all the injuries I have. One of them I do believe are broken ribs from the repeated hits to them. 

On top of my ribs, my eyes are almost swollen completely shut and my jaw hurts like crazy. I’m sure it’s been broken on more than one occasion since I’ve been here. My arm is hanging at an odd angle, and I have no clue if it’s still broken or if this is the way it’s healed. I’ve got a nasty cut on my leg. One second, I’m sweating to death and then I’m so damn cold I can’t stop the full body shivers. At this point, I have no doubt I’ve got some sort of infection and a fever because of said infection. I can’t let it stop me from getting the hell out of here though. Despite the pain filling me to the point I’m going to be sick from any movement, today is the day I leave this hell. 

“I’m gonna pull the van up. Start gettin’ the bitches ready,” one of the men says. “Boss man isn’t gonna be happy we still have this bitch with us.”

“When are we gonna see him again?” another man asks. 

“No clue. He’ll be here when he gets here. Some shit has come up and our pipeline is gettin’ taken from us. Not sure what he plans on doin’ about it though.”

“This situation gets anymore fucked up and I’m gonna cut my losses and find someone else to go with.”

“You and me both. We’re the ones riskin’ everythin’ while the big guys sit up and collect the money we bust our asses for them to make. What the fuck do we get outta it?”

“Not a damn thing. I’ll get the van so we can get the hell out of here. Be back in a few minutes. Get the cages open so we can get them out of here.”

My cage is kicked as he walks by. No one wants to buy me and risk the wrath of my family or the clubs they’re allies with. They’ve been whining and moaning about having me in their possession with nothing to do with me. Still, they won’t call anyone from the club for some reason to get a pay day from them. I know my family will do whatever is necessary to get me back. Hell, Goose would sell his soul to the fucking devil in order to get me back. So would my mom, dad, and uncle. Add in the rest of the family and there’s nothing they won’t do to save me.

My cage is opened as the man still down here with us walks to open the other cages. As soon as he’s done, he leaves the basement. Over the time we’ve been in this particular house, we’ve been shown more than once there’s actually an outside entrance to the basement. With the guys upstairs, and out front, I can hopefully get out the exit from down here and to the row of overgrown bushes just before a small forest. If I can get there and hide out, they shouldn’t be able to find me. 

Looking around the basement, the other girls have their heads lowered to the cage and aren’t paying attention to anyone else around them. It tends to happen; we get lost in our own heads and don’t care about anyone else. Well, I try to keep an eye on the younger girls here so they’re not as hurt if I can help it. However, it doesn’t always work out like I want it to. And sometimes the beatings I suffer at their hands are worse than anything I’ve ever heard of before in my life. 

Pushing myself up from the metal under me, I wince in pain, trying to hold in my pain and the need to get sick. The less noise I make, the better chance I have to get out of here. Once I get out of my cage, I move as quickly as my body will let me to the door I’ve seen the men come and go from. It’s not one of those you have to push open from the ground; it’s an actual door you walk through without any stairs I have to attempt to climb. This works out for me very well with my injuries. 

Opening the door and taking one last look around to ensure no one else is around, I walk through it and take a deep breath of fresh air. I don’t take any more time though because the men could come back at any point in time, and I don’t want to be here when they show back up. So, forcing my body to move, I make my way toward the bushes close to the forest. There is no way in hell this can’t work out for me today. 

Once I get to the forest and duck down behind the bushes, all hell erupts. Random bullets start flying through the air as I press myself against the ground under the cover of the bushes. My hope is I don’t get hit by a bullet or they find me. Unfortunately for me, a stray bullet hits me in the same leg I already have the cut in. Grunting out in pain, I try not to let the scream erupt from me even though it’s hard as fuck and I bite down on the skin of my arm to contain the noise. As sudden as it started, the gunfire stops, and I know they’re either going to start looking for me or they’ll just continue on with moving the rest of the girls.

“Where the fuck is she?” one of the men questions.

“I don’t know. Let’s get the fuck out of here. If we managed to hit her, she’ll die out here in the cold. If not, with the injuries she already has, she’s not goin’ to make it very far. Get those other bitches loaded up so we can get the fuck outta here,” another man says, far closer to me than I’m comfortable with.

Listening carefully to their retreating steps, breaking the limbs and crunching on other debris in the yard. Still, I don’t move from my little hiding spot as I wait for them to load the girls up and head out from the place that’s been my prison for however long now. It’s not hard to figure out what they’re doing with the slamming of the van doors, the loud roar of the engine starting up, and then finally pulling out of the gravel driveway. Once they’re gone, I push myself out and begin moving. It’s going to be getting dark soon and I want to get some distance between this place and me before it’s too dark for me to see a foot in front of my face.

By the time I make it to the road, I’m covered in sweat, I’ve had to stop and get sick more than once, and it doesn’t feel as if I’m making any distance at all. Each and every single step shoots pain through my entire body as I try to force one foot in front of the other one. My vision is fading out as blackness takes up more and more of my sight. As soon as I get to the road, I can’t move any further. My body falls to the ground, and I can’t force myself to do anything else. Closing my eyes, images of my husband and daughter fill me. Their happy, laughing smiles as they look at something off in the distance. I want to be with them so bad it hurts. It literally pains me more than the injuries I have. Those two are me world, along with the rest of my family, and I don’t think I’m going to be there with them anymore. 
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Chapter Three
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Goose

TODAY IS THE first day I’m working at the gas station the club is opening up. Irish and everyone else headed home a week ago to let us start getting acquainted with town and do what we need to do in order to get our businesses opened up. It’s an old warehouse we converted into a store front just as you enter town. The warehouse was torn down and we built a store we can have more than just a few gas pumps at. There are actually going to be eight pumps, two of them being used for diesel. We’ve got pumps set up off to the side for two kerosene pumps. The outside is painted in white and black with several parking spots in the front of the building and down the side. Soon, I want to have an air station installed for people to fill their tires with. I’m going to do that once we see how successful the station is. There’s really no doubt in my mind though because it’s the only gas station in town. 

Inside we’ll have sods, beer, things to munch on, basic grocery items, magazines, fountain drinks and first aid items. There will be a coffee station and a deli for subs, fresh cookies, a microwave, fruit, and a few other things. At all times, we’ll have two people here. One to work the deli and make subs and another at the register. If it gets busy, we’ll talk about adding more employees. For now, we’ll make do with who we have. 

The walls are bright white and easy to clean. Above the coolers on the left of the store is a large clock from a beer sign someone found. We’ve got posters on the walls for various products we’ll be selling and signs in the window displaying the price of fuel, cigarettes, and other items. One of the local guys is also going to supply firewood for sale in front of the store in pre-packaged bundles. We’ll take the money and hand it over to him. Not a single one of us are here to rob anyone or keep what’s rightfully theirs from them. When I explained this to Adam, he didn’t know what to say and refused to take the money since we were actually the ones selling it. When I explained it’s his firewood, he did all the work, and how we were just giving him a place to sell it, he finally relented and agreed to let us give him all the money from the sale. 

Quinn decided to move to Cedar Bay with us. She’s bored at home but doesn’t want to do the whole college thing. So, now she’s going to be working at Pit Stop with us. I’m the manager, Brick will be the assistant manager. Quinn is working with us along with a man named Denver though he likes to be called Denny and Toni. The last two live in Cedar Bay and are excited to see what the club is going to do for their hometown. They both just graduated and haven’t figured out what they want to do with their lives yet. So, I have no problem letting them work for us. These two, along with most everyone else in town haven’t had a lot of hope in the last few years with the economy bombing out and then the assholes taking over their town. Hopefully we can give them a sense of peace and make them see they’re not alone.

“Goose, what do you want me to start doing?” Quinn asks as she walks in the door to find stacks of crates, boxes, and other shit we have to stock the shelves with.

“Why don’t you start with the cereal and chips we’ll be sellin’. Once we have everythin’ established, we won’t have to deal with the chips anymore. One of the guys workin’ for them will be in to restock and make sure there are no outdated items on the shelves. The boxes with the orange stickers go on the end cap closest to the soda and I have the bread we’ll put on the other side.”

“Okay. When are Brick and the others showin’ up?” 

“They’ll be here any second. I’ve been here a while to bring all the boxes and shit out. Now we can all get on somethin’ different to get this shit up and runnin’. I want to officially open our doors by the end of the weekend. That gives us four days to get everythin’ stocked, the backroom sorted out with extras, coolers stocked, and make sure everythin’ else out here is runnin’ right. You’ll be here tomorrow to get the deli shit in and make sure it’s all set up?” I question her.

“Yeah. Brick is gonna help me. What about the magazines we got coming in?” 

“They’ll be here tomorrow too. Along with the hot dogs, condiments, nachos, and the shit for them. Have you checked out the grill for the deli area? You know I’m gonna be eatin’ those fuckin’ cheeseburger subs every single day.”

“Yeah. We got that situated and it works like a charm. Everything back there does. Milk delivery?” 
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