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TRAUMA TRIGGER WARNING:

This book contains scenes of kidnapping, graphic sexual torment, and assault. Reader discretion is strongly advised.

**1

“Are you sure you wanna go to this party Steff?” Brenna asked from the closet where she was digging for the matching vinyl pump to the one Steff was holding. “You’re either going to end up pissed or pissed off.”

“Yeah I wanna go and even if I didn’t want to, I have to. It’s the chapter anniversary and none of my brothers could make it, neither could Ox, so I gotta make an appearance at least.” She adjusted her hair in the mirror and looked over at the closet. “Did you find it yet?”

“Got it.” Brenna climbed out of the closet with the shoe.

“Perfect.” Steff slid her feet into the bright green toed pump and pivoted to admire how it transitioned from the glittering green to the shiny black heel. “Those damn Irishmen won’t know what hit ‘em.”

“Tell me again how this works? You’re not a member of the club, but your brothers are. Somehow that means you’ve got to make an appearance at this party because it would be rude not to. Even though it has nothing to with you or school?”

“Something like that, yeah.” Steff said, taking a deep breath. “I’ve gotta go, pay respects and flirt my ass off.” She turned to look at her butt in the dress that had taken way more of her wardrobe budget than she wanted to admit. It was a bright emerald green silk with a layer of black sheer chiffon over it to create a shadowed effect that clung to every curve she had to work with. If it got her what she wanted tonight it’d be worth it, but damn these Boston boys were harder to crack than she had expected. 

“Flirt? What about that big long-haired guy that comes around from Tennessee?” Brenna asked, sliding into her own dress. “Bear? Bull?”

“Ox?” Steff said, unable to stop the smile from spreading across her lips. “He’s not actually from Tennessee but he’s there right now.”

“He’s not? Where is he from then? Won’t he mind you flirting and more if you get your way out there tonight?”

“Nah. He won’t mind.” Steff said, shaking her head.

The two young women grabbed their coats and headed out to Steff’s 1967 Impala. As always she smiled at the sight of the shiny black car.

“Hey there Dean. Ready to go for a ride?”

It was a long running joke in her family that the only man she would ever leave Ox for completely was her favorite tv character. That was why, as a way of showing her how much he trusted her, Ox had given her the car, with a custom plate, as a present when she left Nashville to come to Harvard. Every time she saw it she thought of her big burly Ox and her panties got wet enough to change.

It was a sexy car and the man who gave it to her was even sexier.

“Seriously? He’s not going to mind you going out to this place and flirting, trying to bang one of them?” Brenna asked.

Steff gunned the engine and rolled her eyes.

“Ox would be more upset if I didn’t do it. He knows that no one gets me going like he does and as much fun as those Irish boys up here are he is the only man I want to keep. The rest of them are just appetizers.”

“Oh my god did you seriously just call those guys appetizers?” She started to giggle.

“Yeah sure. Mozza sticks. Hard on the outside with a sticky white center.”

Both girls burst out laughing while Steff shifted into gear and moved them out onto the road. She would never bring Brenna to the clubhouse in daylight, there was a bit of an unwritten rule about that kind of thing, but at night it wasn’t likely that she would remember where it was and so she couldn’t bring police or any other unwanted elements. Normally she wouldn’t even bring a newbie like Brenna, but it wasn’t the smartest idea to go to a new clubhouse alone, especially when the guys you were visiting knew exactly who you were.

The pulled up the three and a half story mansion and Steph smirked when Brenna’s jaw dropped at the historic house surrounded by motorbikes. Every one of the big windows was lit up, even the top floor and the attic which both had drapes drawn so that the inside rooms were hidden. Steff could guess what was going on in those rooms. 

There might not be a lot of girls in the main hall for the party, just the waitresses and a few girls that would have been invited by members or came with them, but there would be a whole other world somewhere upstairs in the house. In some of those rooms there would be deals going down that would affect more people in Boston than would ever know. Lives and livelihoods would be changed forever by people in those rooms. In other rooms there would be girls in all kinds of costumes or buck-naked selling what they had for drugs or money and there would be more men buying than the club would have found girls to sell. The game was supply vs demand and no one knew how to play it like the Dukes of Hell Club.

Ego’s were bound to be on full display tonight and so she had to bring her best game-face to do the Dukes of Hell Nashville Chapter proud. There was always the chance that the local mobsters could make an appearance, the two groups had more connection through business than most people thought. There was one associate, Mic, she didn’t know what his level was or what he did, but the way he watched everyone reminded Steff of Whiskey and the way he always seemed to simply know things that he shouldn’t. It was a disturbing blend of sexy and creepy. With Whiskey it was sexy as hell but she didn’t know Mic well enough to make a call one way or the other, but he was interesting and drank the same whiskey that Ox did, so they would definitely be buying each other a round tonight.

“This place is incredible. They really turned one of these old places into a clubhouse? Is there, like, a secret knock or something?”

“Oh good lord, Brenna. This is not a kiddy club or copycat tv show, this is a full-blown one percent club. I mean, they’re fantastic and some of the best men you could know, but there is a certain element of truth to biker legends so be polite, respectful and have a fun time. Don’t try to understand things or pretend that you understand things because of the tv shows you watch, okay?”

“It’s gotta be a little bit like them though, right?” Brenna asked, making Steff scoff as she knocked on the door.

“Maybe just a little bit.” She replied when a tall, blue-eyed man with a blonde ponytail and short, trimmed, beard opened the door. “Satan? Demoted to doorman already?”

The son of the national president laughed and ushered them both inside the house. 

“Not even remotely. I was just near the door and I was lucky enough to be the one to open the door to the two prettiest girls in Boston. Who’s your friend?” He looked from Steff to Brenna hungrily, the same way every member of every chapter looked right past her to any other girl in the room.

“This is my roommate Brenna.” Steff waved her hand at her friend. “She is a math major and way too smart for you. Way too innocent too.”

“Hey, I’m not that innocent.” Brenna said, twirling a strand of her hair around while she stared up at Satan, who was grinning down at her.
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