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Chapter One

 


“You’re sure this is the place?” Marshall “Tank”
Ramsey asked Brick, the vice president of the Ruthless Reapers
MC.

Tank, like several of his MC brothers, had killed
the engine of his Harley right in front of the old Tudor-style
house. The place looked like it was on the verge of falling apart.
A mild earthquake or storm could bring it easily down. It reminded
Tank of a haunted house with its fading black and grey paint,
missing roof tiles, and broken windows. Tank surveyed the rest of
the property. Tall grass, overgrown bushes, vines, and dead oak
trees only gave Tank a sense of abandonment.

“I’ll give Whizz a call,” Brick said. “If this isn’t
it, then we’re moving on. Don’t get off your bikes yet.”

The vice president seemed to share the same doubts
Tank harbored. Brick checked his phone again. Whizz was the MC’s
resident hacker. Since Whizz never made an error before, Tank
wondered if their informant made an error. Then again, they had
been using the same informant for months and the guy’s info had
always been legit. Tank frowned up at the house. It was too quiet
here for his liking.

Tank expected resistance from the moment the guards
saw their crew riding up the road to the rusted iron gates. Buried
in the heart of the woods near a ghost town long abandoned after
the mining deposits dried out, the property hadn’t been easy to
find.

To his surprise, no guards were posted at the front.
Tank thought maybe Black Dogs members would start firing at them
after they entered the property. The lack of men and guns bothered
him. Did this trip turn out to be a dud after all?

Disappointment set heavily inside Tank. After Tank’s
visit to prison last week to see his dad, he’d been in a foul mood.
Tank knew visiting his old man had been pointless but he did
promise his ma on her death bed that he’d see his father in prison
at least once a year.

Adding more salt to his wounds, Pansy, the club
whore he’d been regularly hooking up with, had decided to move on.
According to Pansy, she met a decent guy online and they decided to
move in together. Tank didn’t do romance. Pansy and he agreed from
the beginning there would be no strings attached between them.

After spending several nights alone, it occurred to
Tank he disliked sleeping alone. Being a patched member of the MC
ensured Tank would never want for company. Desperate and horny
women flocked to him and his MC brothers all the time but after a
decade of hook-ups and one-night stands, Tank felt empty. He found
himself looking at his MC brothers who had found their old
ladies.

Now wasn’t the time to be thinking about
relationships, Tank reminded himself.

The MC had gotten word from a reliable source that
this place was being used by another rival MC, the Black Dogs, as a
stash house. The Black Dogs dealt in drugs and women. Tank and the
others expected to ride in, guns blazing. The Ruthless Reapers
always had an uneasy relationship with the Black Dogs. Their two
groups had clashed numerous times in the past but they were never
officially at war with each other.

The Reapers had formed numerous alliances with other
groups over the years but they had twice the number of enemies.
When it came to the Black Dogs, they were at a stalemate.
Everything changed when the Black Dogs set two of their warehouses
ablaze a week ago.

Whizz estimated a loss of close to a million dollars
in profit. Their merchandise had been nuked, which meant shipment
delays and unhappy customers. With their club’s reputation at
stake, they had no choice but to retaliate. Hitting one of the
Black Dogs’ precious stash houses had been a good plan, except this
seemed like a dud from the start.

Brick just got off from his phone call to Whizz.

“There’s been no mistake,
according to Whizz and his source. Since we’re here, we might as
well scope the place out,” Brick said. “We’ll divide
ourselves into four teams. Let’s wrap up this job quickly, boys. At
the same time, don’t let your guard down.”

Tank had been partnered with Gunner, which was a
relief. Gunner and he went way back. The senior MC member had been
the one who recruited Tank to the MC ten years ago. Back then, Tank
had been a twenty-year-old kid who had no money and no place to
go.

“This is a waste of time,” Gunner grumbled.

They entered the house last. One team went to check
upstairs. Brick and Razor checked the rest of the grounds. The
smell of cold and rot filled his nose. Tank coughed. Another awful
smell seemed to be permeating from the back of the house. The two
of them were responsible for checking the first floor and possibly
the basement, if the house had one. Tank had a feeling it did,
given the creepy vibes this place was giving him.

Despite Gunner’s initial complaint, Gunner took out
his gun. Tank did the same, because it never hurt to be extra
careful.

“Disgusting,” Tank commented when they entered the
kitchen, the source of the rotting food smell.

“Gunner,” Tank said, nodding to the trash can by the
stove. He kept his voice low. Gunner followed his gaze, then
frowned when he caught sight of the discarded pizza box in the
trash. No mold on the crusts yet. Tank also spied several beer cans
in there. Could be nothing. A squatter or two might’ve decided to
take refuge here, but Tank’s gut told him it was something
else.

“Should we tell the others?” Tank asked. Gunner
pressed a finger to his lips.

Tank quieted, wondering if Gunner saw or heard
something. Then Tank picked up the sound. A low moan. Not a ghost
but the sound of someone hurt, possibly tortured. They started
investigating the kitchen. Tank pressed his ear to the pantry door.
He thought he heard a whimper. Tank could also feel damp air
tickling his face. Why did he have to be right about there being a
basement?

“Gunner,” he whispered.

He tried the knob. It wasn’t locked. The door swung
open. Tank gritted his teeth as the hinges creaked. Tank and Gunner
looked into the darkness. Tank could see an outline of stairs.

“Whizz and that informant might be right on the
money after all,” Gunner said. “Before we head down, let me send
Brick a quick text.”

While Gunner did that, Tank returned to a drawer he
left opened. He remembered seeing a couple of flashlights in there
when he and Gunner rummaged through the kitchen earlier. Tank
tested if the flashlights were working. Both were, so he handed one
to Gunner.

“Good work,” Gunner said. “Be my guest.”

Tank rolled his eyes and shone his light down the
steep flight of stairs. He started down the passage, trying to
remain as quiet as possible. The basement smelled dank and moldy,
three times worse than the first floor.

When the stairs ended and Tank was standing on a
slick, granite floor, he looked around the space, surprised to find
himself in some kind of corridor. Multiple doors looked back at him
and Gunner. His stomach sank. They both hadn’t imagined the sounds
earlier. A shrill scream came from the closest door. A woman
moaned, not in excitement but in pain.

“Shit,” Gunner said under his breath. “You know what
this is?”

“I do,” Tank said, keeping his voice low. They both
did. It was common knowledge the Black Dogs ventured into territory
the Reapers would never touch—human trafficking. He wondered which
sick fuck was responsible for constructing this homemade dungeon.
The prisoner in the first door let out another scream.

“Shut the hell up!” came a male voice from one of
the rooms.

Gunner and Tank traded a look. That didn’t sound
like a captive. There were no other occupants in the house, only
this guy. Was he the jailer? Why just one man?

Tank had to assume the people in these homemade
cells weren’t important enough and the Black Dogs only left one
guard. Flawed merchandise they couldn’t sell perhaps? Then again,
this house was in the middle of nowhere, in a place no one would
have thought to look.

The Black Dogs probably selected
victims who wouldn’t be missed. Would anyone even remember these
victims once they’d passed? Tank shook his head in disgust. Anger
steadily built inside him. Tank couldn’t—wouldn’tstand for this shit.

“Tank, wait,” Gunner hissed when Tank strode
forward.

He ignored the caution in Gunner’s voice. Tank
didn’t care if there were more enemies. This scum had to die. He
walked past all the doors, tuning out the horrible noises from
within. Gunner and the others would ensure every single victim in
his hell house would be freed. Tank noticed the last door in the
back had been unlocked, the door ajar.

“Be good. Don’t make this hard for yourself,” said a
creepy male voice.

Tank kicked the door all the way open and pointed
his gun at the back of the bastard’s bald head.
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