
    
      Claimed by the biker giant

      Dark Biker Romance

      by Anthony James

    

  Copyright
ISBN: 978-1-997354-58-1

Copyright © 2026 Anthony James. All rights reserved.

1. The Ghost in the Clubhouse
I pushed the heavy oak door open and the noise of the bar died instantly.

My fingers gripped the strap of my bag until the leather bit into my palm. The room smelled of old grease, spilled beer, and exhaust fumes. It was a low-ceilinged space with wood-paneled walls covered in framed photos of men on motorcycles and neon beer signs that flickered. Twenty men in leather vests turned their heads toward me. They all had the same look on their faces. It was the look of people who didn't get many visitors who weren't expected.

I kept my eyes on the bar. I didn't look at the pool tables or the dark corners. I walked across the floor, and the sound of my worn-out boots on the wood felt too loud. My heart was beating fast against my ribs, but I forced my breathing to stay steady. I had been running for six months. I knew how to hide the fact that I was terrified.

A man with a thick grey beard and a vest that said 'Road Captain' stood behind the bar. He was cleaning a glass with a dirty rag. He didn't stop moving his hands when I reached the counter. He just stared at my auburn hair and the freckles on my nose. I knew I looked out of place. I wore a floral dress that was faded from too many washes and a denim jacket that was two sizes too big.

"We don't serve tourists," the bartender said. His voice was deep and dry.

"I'm not a tourist," I said. I had to clear my throat to make the words come out stronger. "I heard you needed a cook. Or a cleaner. I'm looking for work."

A man sitting at a nearby table laughed. He was younger, with blond hair and a smirk that made my skin crawl. He had 'Vice President' stitched onto his leather vest. This was Jax. I remembered the name from the research I’d done before coming to Black Ridge. He leaned back in his chair and looked me up and down.

"You look like you'd break if the wind blew too hard, sweetheart," Jax said. "This isn't a diner. We don't hire girls who look like they're lost on the way to a bake sale."

I didn't look at him. I kept my focus on the bartender. "I can work hard. I don't mind the hours. And I don't talk."

"She doesn't talk," Jax mocked, his voice louder now. "That’s a change for once. Hey, Silas! You hearing this?"

I felt the change in the room before I heard him. The air seemed to get heavier. The men at the pool tables stopped moving entirely. I heard heavy boots on the stairs at the back of the room. Each step was slow and deliberate.

Then he walked into the light.

I had read that Silas Thorne was a big man, but the descriptions hadn't been accurate. He was a giant. He stood six feet and ten inches tall. His shoulders were so wide he had to turn slightly to clear the doorway. He was covered in muscle that looked like it had been carved out of stone. His hair was dark and reached his shoulders, and his beard was trimmed close to his jaw. He was wearing a black t-shirt that strained against his chest and a leather vest that looked like it had seen years of road wear.

He stopped five feet away from me. I had to tilt my neck back at a sharp angle just to see his face. His eyes were a pale, flat grey. They didn't have any warmth in them. He looked at me, and I felt like he was reading every secret I had ever kept. He didn't say a word for a long time. He just stood there, his massive arms crossed over his chest. His hands were covered in scars and grease.

"What's your name?" Silas asked.

His voice was so deep I could feel the vibration in the floorboards under my feet. It wasn't a shout, but it carried to every corner of the room.

"Elara," I said. I didn't give him my last name.

"Elara," he repeated. He said it slowly. "You're a long way from home, Elara."

"I don't have a home," I said. That was the truth. My home had ended when I saw my boss get a bullet in the head in the middle of a marble-floored office.

Silas took a step closer. The heat coming off his body was intense. He was so large that he blocked out the light from the neon signs behind the bar. I felt small. I felt like I was standing in the shadow of a building. He reached out, and for a second, I thought he was going to grab my throat. I didn't flinch. I couldn't afford to.

Instead, he tucked a loose strand of my hair behind my ear. His fingers were thick and calloused. The contrast between his hand and my face was ridiculous. His palm was almost the size of my entire head.

"You're shaking," he said.

"I'm cold," I lied.

"It's ninety degrees outside," Silas said. He didn't move his hand. He kept his fingers near my neck. "You're shaking because you're scared. You're running from something. I can see the hunt in your eyes."

Jax stood up from his table. "Silas, come on. We don't need some stray hanging around. Especially not one that's bringing trouble with her. Look at her. She's trouble in a Sunday dress. Send her packing."

Silas didn't look at Jax. He didn't even acknowledge that his Vice President had spoken. He kept his grey eyes locked on mine.

"Who sent you here?" Silas asked.

"Nobody," I said. "I saw the sign on the highway. I need a place to stay and a way to earn money. That's all."

"You chose the Iron Sledge clubhouse for a place to stay?" Silas asked. A small, hard smile touched his lips, but it didn't reach his eyes. "You have no idea where you are, do you?"

"I know exactly where I am," I said. "I know the law doesn't come here. That’s why I’m here."

That got his attention. His grip on the back of my neck tightened slightly. It wasn't enough to hurt, but it was enough to show me he could break me with one hand if he wanted to. He leaned down, his face inches from mine. I could smell tobacco and leather on him.

"You think you're safe here?" he whispered.

"I think I'm safer here than out there," I replied.

Silas turned his head toward the bartender. "Give her a room in the back. The one next to the office."

"Silas, you can't be serious," Jax snapped. He walked over to us, his face red. "We have business to take care of. We don't have time to play babysitter to some girl who probably stole her daddy's car to get here."

Silas turned then. He didn't move fast, but the air in the room seemed to shift with him. He let go of my neck and faced Jax. The height difference was still significant; Jax was over six feet, but Silas still towered over him.

"I'm the President of this club, Jax," Silas said. His voice was quiet, which made it more threatening. "I don't remember asking for your vote on who stays in my house."

"It's a security risk," Jax said, though he stepped back.

"I am the security," Silas said.

He turned back to me. He grabbed my arm. His hand wrapped all the way around my bicep, his fingers overlapping. He pulled me toward the stairs. I had to take two steps for every one of his. He didn't care. He led me through the quiet clubhouse, past the men who were now staring at their drinks.

We went up the stairs. The wood groaned under his weight. At the top of the landing, there was a long hallway with several doors. He stopped at the third one and kicked it open. It was a small room with a bed, a dresser, and a window that looked out over the parking lot full of motorcycles.

He pushed me inside and followed, closing the door behind him. The room felt tiny with him in it. He stood between me and the exit.

"Sit," he said.

I sat on the edge of the bed. The mattress was thin and hard.

Silas walked to the window and looked out. He stayed there for a minute, his large back to me. His shoulders were a wall of muscle. I looked at the exit, but there was no way I was getting past him.

"You're going to tell me who is looking for you," Silas said, still looking out the window.

"I told you, I'm just looking for work."

He turned around. He walked over to me and stood so close that his boots were touching my toes. He reached down and grabbed my chin, forcing me to look up at him.

"Don't lie to me again," he said. "I don't like liars. You're staying here because I say you're staying here. From this moment on, you belong to the Iron Sledge. That means you belong to me. You eat when I tell you. You sleep when I tell you. And you don't leave this building without my permission."

I stared at him. "I didn't agree to that."

"You walked through those doors," Silas said. His thumb brushed against my lower lip. It was a heavy, possessive movement. "You made your choice. You wanted a place where the law doesn't come. You found it. But in this house, I am the law."

He let go of my chin and walked to the door. He paused with his hand on the knob.

"I'll have food sent up," he said. "Stay in this room. If I find you wandering the halls before I'm ready for you, you won't like the consequences."

He walked out and closed the door. I heard the lock click from the outside. I was alone in the room, trapped. I looked at my hands. They were still shaking. I had spent six months running from people who wanted to kill me, and I had ended up in a room owned by a giant who looked like he wanted to own my soul.

I lay back on the bed and closed my eyes. I was exhausted. I was terrified. But for the first time in months, I wasn't looking over my shoulder. I was looking at a locked door, and for now, that had to be enough.
2. The Weight of His Gaze
I stared at the door. The sound of the lock was final. It was a heavy, mechanical thud that echoed in the small space. I stood in the center of the room and listened to his footsteps. The floorboards in the hallway groaned. He didn't walk like a normal man. Every step sounded like he was putting his full three hundred pounds into the wood.

I waited until the sound faded. I moved to the door and grabbed the handle. It didn't budge. I leaned my forehead against the wood. It was cold. I could hear muffled voices from downstairs. The low roar of motorcycle engines started up in the parking lot.

I turned around and looked at the room. It was bare. The walls were painted a dull off-white that was peeling in the corners. There was a single bed with a blue blanket. A small dresser sat against the wall. I walked over to the window. It was a single-pane glass held in a wooden frame. I tried to lift it. It was painted shut.

Through the glass, I saw the Iron Sledge clubhouse grounds. It was a sea of black asphalt and gravel. Dozens of bikes were lined up in neat rows. Men in leather vests moved between them. They looked small from this height, but I knew better. Each one of them was a threat.

I sat on the edge of the bed. The mattress was thin. I could feel the springs through the fabric. I looked at my hands. They were pale against the dark blanket. My nails were bitten down. I had been running for six months. I had slept in bus stations and cheap motels. I had hidden in the back of trucks.

I thought I was getting better at disappearing. But Silas Thorne had seen right through me. He didn't look at me like I was a person. He looked at me like I was something he had found and decided to keep.

Twenty minutes passed. I stayed on the bed. I didn't want to move. I didn't want to make a sound. Then, I heard the lock again.

The door swung open. Silas had to duck his head to clear the frame. He was so wide that he took up the entire entrance. He was carrying a plastic tray with a plate of food and a bottle of water. He walked into the room. The space felt half its size the moment he stepped inside.

He didn't say anything. He walked to the dresser and set the tray down. He turned to face me. He didn't sit. He just stood there with his arms crossed over his chest. His biceps were the size of my thighs. The tattoos on his skin were dark and intricate, disappearing under the sleeves of his vest.

"Eat," Silas said.

I looked at the plate. It was a burger and a pile of fries. The smell hit me, and my stomach twisted. I hadn't eaten since yesterday morning.

"I'm not hungry," I said. My voice was thin.

"I didn't ask if you were hungry," he said. "I told you to eat."

He walked two steps closer. He was standing over me now. I had to tilt my head back to see his face. His grey eyes were fixed on mine. They weren't angry. They were just flat. He looked like he was waiting for a machine to start working.

"Why are you keeping me here?" I asked.

"I told you why. You're a security risk. Until I know who you are and who is after you, you stay where I can see you."

"I told you who I am. My name is Elara. I just wanted a job."

Silas leaned down. He put his hands on his knees, bringing his face level with mine. He was so close I could see the individual hairs in his beard. He smelled like tobacco and engine oil.

"Elara Vance," he said. He spoke my name slowly. "That's what's on the ID in your bag. But that's a fake. A good one, but still a fake. You have the hands of someone who has never done a day of manual labor in her life. You have a law firm's name printed on the inside of your jacket. And you look like you're waiting for someone to put a bullet in your head."

I stopped breathing. I hadn't realized the jacket had a label. It was a blazer I had stolen from the office during the scramble to get out.

"I don't know what you're talking about," I said.

Silas reached out. He didn't touch me, but he moved his hand toward my face. I flinched. He stopped his hand an inch from my cheek.

"You're a bad liar," he said. "You're shaking."

"I'm cold."

"It's eighty degrees outside, Elara. You're not cold. You're terrified."

He stood back up. The height difference was staggering. He was nearly two feet taller than me. I felt like a child looking up at a building.

"Eat the food," he said. "I'm going to the office. I'll be back in an hour. If that plate isn't empty, I'll feed it to you myself."

He turned and walked out. He didn't look back. He closed the door and I heard the lock click again.

I forced myself to get up. I went to the dresser and picked up a fry. It was cold and salty. I ate it. Then another. I finished the burger in five minutes. My body was screaming for the fuel. Once the food was gone, I drank the entire bottle of water.

I went back to the bed and lay down. I tried to think of a plan. I needed to get out before he started digging deeper. If he found out about the cartel, he would throw me out to save his club. Or worse, he would use me as a bargaining chip.

I must have fallen asleep because the next thing I knew, the room was dark. The only light came from the moon through the window. I sat up. The door was opening.

It wasn't Silas. The man who stepped in was shorter, with sandy hair and a jagged scar across his eyebrow. I recognized him from the bar. It was Jax, the Vice President.

He didn't have a tray of food. He had a look of pure disgust on his face. He shut the door behind him but didn't lock it. He stayed by the exit, his hand resting on the knife sheathed at his hip.

"You think you're smart, don't you?" Jax said. His voice was a low hiss.

I didn't answer. I backed up until my shoulders hit the headboard of the bed.

"I know your type," Jax continued. "You find a man like Silas and you play the victim. You think his size will protect you. You think you can hide your mess behind his vest."

"I'm not playing anything," I said.

"Bullshit. You're a liability. We've got business to run. We don't need a stray cat bringing heat to our doorstep. Silas thinks he can control everything, but he's distracted by you."

Jax walked toward me. He didn't have Silas's calm. He was twitchy. He looked like he wanted to break something.

"I'm going to find out who you're running from," Jax said. "And when I do, I'm going to make sure they find you. I'm not letting you ruin this club."

"Jax."

The voice came from the hallway. It was deep and carried a weight that made the air in the room feel heavy.

Silas was standing in the doorway. He didn't look happy. He was looking at Jax, and his grey eyes were dark.

"Out," Silas said.

"I'm just talking to her, Silas," Jax said. He didn't move away from me.

"I didn't give you permission to be in this room," Silas said. He stepped inside. He didn't have to do anything else. His presence alone forced Jax to take a step back.

"She's a problem," Jax said, pointing at me.

"She's my problem," Silas said. "Get downstairs. Now."

Jax glared at me one last time before pushing past Silas. He disappeared into the hall. Silas stayed. He looked at the empty plate on the dresser, then at me.

He walked over to the bed. I tried to move, but he put a hand on either side of my hips, pinning me against the headboard. He didn't touch me, but his body was a wall of heat and muscle inches from mine.

"Did he touch you?" Silas asked.

"No," I whispered.

"Good."

He reached out and grabbed my hair. He didn't pull it hard, but he held it firmly, tilting my head back so I had to look at him. His thumb brushed against my jawline.

"Jax is right about one thing," Silas said. "You are a problem. But you're mine. Don't forget that."

He let go of my hair and stood up. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small, leather-bound book. It looked old.

"I found this in your bag," he said.

My heart stopped. It was my father's ledger. I thought I had hidden it in the lining.

"I can't read the codes yet," Silas said, his voice dropping to a dangerous level. "But I will. And when I do, Elara, you and I are going to have a very long conversation."
OEBPS/nav.xhtml

  
    Table of Contents


    		1. The Ghost in the Clubhouse

		2. The Weight of His Gaze

		3. Claimed by the Giant

		4. The Rabbit and the Wolf

		5. Steel and Skin

		6. The Shadows of Black Ridge

		7. A Dangerous Sanctuary

		8. The Man Who Blocked the Sun

		9. Roadside Revelations

		10. Blood on the Asphalt

		11. The Cabin of Lost Secrets

		12. Obsession in the Dark

		13. The Fathers Sins

		14. Betrayal in the Ranks

		15. The Price of Protection

		16. A Hunted Heart

		17. The Marshals Greed

		18. Silas Choice

		19. The Shipyard Slaughter

		20. Breaking the Cage

		21. The Long Walk Back

		22. Everything He Ever Wanted




  
  
    Landmarks


    
      
      		Title Page


      		Main Content


    


  


