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      For Riley, my reason for everything that I do.

      

      For every reader who showed the original Ruined Series so much love. Thank you for sticking with me through this journey.

      

      For every reader who loves to see growth in characters, but also understand that just as in real life, some characters just don’t grow.

      

      This book is for those women who love hard but aren’t always loved in the way they deserve.
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      It is NECESSARY to read Ruined before reading Buried.

      This book contains elements, themes, and situations that some readers may find unenjoyable or intolerable. These include sexual assault, rape, mentions of cheating (the FMC cheats on one of the MMCs), domestic violence, gun violence, graphic violence, death, abuse against women, panic attacks, PTSD, flashbacks, an FMC that has fits of rage, drug abuse, alcohol abuse, sex trafficking, bondage without consent, fighting, pregnancy, miscarriage, hospitalization, cancer, death of a main character from cancer, and kidnapping.

      If any of the above is triggering for you, I advise against reading.

      Have questions before diving in? Please reach out to me via Instagram, Facebook, or my email: authortosmith@gmail.com.

      Continuing from here? Happy reading!
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        President: River Boris
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Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Adelaide

      

      

      I tapped my foot lightly on the floorboard of the taxicab in time with the beat of the song playing through my headphones as I stared out the window, watching the rain slide across the glass. It had been raining for a few days, but it was finally predicted to stop, for which I was thankful. I normally walked to work, but walking in the rain wasn’t ideal. And this taxi fare was beginning to get expensive.

      But I was honestly also kind of sad to see the rain go away. It always made me feel a little bit better to see the world looking as gloomy as I felt.

      It had been three months since I had watched River ride off the lot, and two months and three weeks since I had left Sons of Death’s charter with a small book bag on my back, ignoring Tristan as he begged me to stay, promising me that he’d be better.

      But I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t stay. I desperately needed to get away.

      Joey had gotten me the money I needed to go somewhere, anywhere I wanted, so I could start off fresh.

      
        
        I looked over my shoulder as the sound of a bike slowly reached my ears. I scowled, thinking it was Tristan, but my scowl lifted when my eyes locked on Joey and the familiar president patch on his cut.

        “Walking somewhere, pretty girl?” he asked, coming to a stop beside me.

        “Leaving,” I told him. He nodded. “I was going to call you once I got to wherever I end up.”

        He straightened up and offered me a hand. “Hop on, pretty girl. I’ll take you wherever you need to go,” he told me. “No strings attached.”

        I breathed a sigh of relief. He was letting me walk away. He wasn’t going to try to make me stay.

        And I needed to go. I had to get away from here. Away from all of this shit and all of the bad, painful memories.

        I slid onto the bike behind him and wrapped my arms tight around his waist, resting my head on his back. He took off, being careful with me on the back of his bike, though I remembered how to ride. I knew he was taking extra precautions because I didn’t have a helmet on and his never fit me. Joey may have always been an asshole, but he was always serious and considerate when it came to my safety.

        Once we got to the Greyhound station, he parked his bike and let me slide off before he stood off the bike as well, setting his helmet on the seat. I watched as he reached into his cut and pulled out a thick envelope, handing it over to me. “You’re in luck, pretty girl. I just came back from an exchange. Take this.”

        I stared at him, my mouth hanging partly open in surprise. “Joey, I can’t⁠—”

        He pulled me to him and slid the envelope into my back pocket. I swallowed thickly, tears burning at the back of my throat. Even after all of this time, he was still trying to take care of me.

        “Trust me, the club will understand. They still worship the ground you walk on.” He reached up and brushed the pad of this thumb over my bottom lip. It trembled beneath his touch as I tried to keep my tears at bay. “Do whatever you need to for yourself, pretty girl.” My tears threatened to spill over. “But don’t ever forget that you have a home with the Sons of Hell.”

        “I’m going to miss you,” I whispered, my voice cracking.

        He pressed a tender kiss to my forehead. I bit back a sob. “Hold me with you, pretty girl. I know you’ll find River, but until you do, just hold me with you. I am always just a phone call away if you need me,” he promised. He crouched a bit so that his eyes were level with mine. “Let him love you, pretty girl.” A tear slid down my cheek. “When you’re with him, you look so fucking happy, and that’s all I want for you, Adelaide.”

        I reached up to trail my fingers over his jaw. “It’s really over between us, isn’t it?” I whispered brokenly.

        He nodded, his dark eyes full of sadness. “The relationship part of us—yes. But I am always yours to command, Adelaide. Whenever you call, I’ll be with you. Just hold me while you need me.”

        I nodded, more tears sliding down my cheeks. “I love you, pretty girl. I’ll find you again when the time is right,” he promised.

      

      

      The taxi driver pulled up to the bar where I worked, pulling me from my last memory with Joey. It had been bittersweet, but it had been the good-bye that I needed to officially move on with my life.

      I strode over to Lucky’s, the bar that I was currently working at. It wasn’t the best job in the world. My boss was a dick. The men were handsy and disgusting, but it paid my rent and other bills, so I couldn’t complain too much. I was fairly compensated for the shit that I went through, and I was close to purchasing a car due to being able to save a good bit every paycheck. Didn’t hurt that everyone usually tipped really well, too.

      When I stepped into the bar, I walked straight behind the counter, going through to the kitchen, where Brett was flipping burgers. “Evening, girly,” he greeted with a warm smile on his face. I waved as I moved over to my locker. “Might want to be on your best behavior tonight,” he called over his shoulder, knowing I could get mouthy with some of the patrons. “The owners are here tonight.”

      I had been informed when I had gotten hired that a biker club nearby owned the bar, and they occasionally came in to make sure things were being run properly. What no one here knew was that I’d grown up in a trap house and had seen so many drug deals go wrong growing up, and had seen so many bodies dropped, that not much shit fazed me anymore.

      And then, when I turned eighteen, I got eyeballs deep in it with Joey. Sometimes over my head. Bikers didn’t alarm me.

      I snorted. “Bikers don’t scare me, Brett,” I reminded him.

      He shrugged. “Suit yourself, girly.”

      I put my bag and my hoodie in the locker, leaving me in my extremely short jean shorts and my tank top that clung to my curves like a second skin and was cut low to reveal a lot of cleavage. I’d gained quite a bit of weight over the past few months, but it was my doctor’s orders.

      I was a little over three months pregnant, and my doctor had me on a strict diet to help me gain weight so I would be healthy enough to nurture my baby because when I’d gotten pregnant, I sure as fuck had not been. I was malnourished and extremely underweight. I’d been following his instructions to a T to make sure I gave my baby a healthy start to life.

      I walked out of the back and headed for the bar. The bartender working slid me a list. “Can you make these and take them to the table that ordered them?” he asked.

      “Sure thing,” I murmured. I set to work mixing the drinks and setting them on a tray. Making my way across the floor, I headed for the table that had ordered the drinks, not bothering to look up as I called, “Jack and Coke?”

      “Right here,” that man I dreamed about every night said, his voice low and gruff.

      My eyes snapped up in shock, and I dropped the tray of drinks in surprise, my eyes locking on River’s blue ones. The same ones that haunted my dreams every single night. He tilted his head to the side the slightest bit, his eyes running over me in a way that had warmth pooling in my gut. A shiver danced down my spine, my skin flushing beneath his intense gaze. His eyes darkened to a stormy blue color, his lips tilting up the tiniest bit.

      He hadn’t changed, not really. But the one thing that had changed was that he was wearing a cut clearly labeling him the president of the Fathers of Mayhem.

      River was the owner of the bar.

      Fuck.

      Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

      “I’m—I’m so sorry,” I choked out, my heart pounding wildly in my chest.

      I couldn’t believe River was right here in front of me. Had been right under my nose for months.

      “Adelaide!” my boss roared, storming over to me. I snapped my wide eyes from River’s to look at him, swallowing thickly. Henry was a fucking asshole, and I tried to steer clear of him as much as possible. He was always making passes at me, and since I always shot him down, he’d been getting more aggressive. I could handle him. Just didn’t fucking want to. I needed this job.

      “I’m sorry, River. She’s normally not this dumb and clumsy,” Henry apologized to River.

      Anger flashed in River’s eyes, but he smothered it. “It’s fine,” River grumbled. He nodded toward the open seat next to him. “Take a seat, darlin’. Henry, get someone to clean up that mess and bring me another drink, as well as a watermelon vodka for Adelaide,” River ordered without removing his eyes from my face.

      Henry nodded, sending me a hateful glare that River either didn’t notice or didn’t bother to pay attention to before he rushed off to go get one of the other girls to remake the drink orders.

      “I didn’t know you were in town, darlin’,” River drawled, bringing my attention back over to him as I cautiously took a seat beside him.

      “I didn’t know you were the president of another club,” I shot back, feeling a tad bit defensive because trust me, if I’d known he was here, I would have sought him out.

      Now, I was in my shit too deep.

      “Watch your tone, girly,” a guy a couple of years older than me spoke from the other side of the table, drawing my eyes to him.

      He had black hair that hung to his shoulders and eyes so dark, they were nearly as dark as his hair. His cut labeled him as the vice president. He wasn’t that bad looking, but danger rolled off of him in waves, making me edgy and wary of him.

      But if I did anything, I loved playing with danger.

      “Was anyone talking to you?” I snarled at him.

      “Leave her be, Sam,” River commanded before Sam could open his mouth to retort something that’d no doubt piss me off. His VP swung his angry eyes to his president. “Adelaide is an old… friend of mine.” I snorted, making River grin at me.

      Friend, my ass. You went balls deep in my pussy over and over and cuddled with me afterward on the garage floor.

      River ran his eyes over me for a moment, like he was trying to commit the new me to memory. Reaching forward, he began to play with a lock of my brown hair. My pulse jumped. “You gained some weight, darlin’,” he noted. He let those mesmerizing, blue eyes lock on mine, sucking me into their beautiful depths. “Looks good on you.”

      You don’t want to know why, I admitted silently.

      Fucking hell, how was I supposed to tell him that he was going to be a fucking dad? And I knew it was his. I had called Tristan when I’d found out, and we’d had a DNA test done. It wasn’t Tristan’s, though he offered to support me and the baby anyway. Needless to say, I turned him down flat and sent him back on his way to the Sons of Death.

      “You couldn’t find a better job than serving drunk, sleazy assholes?” River asked me as Natalia began cleaning up my mess on the floor.

      I shrugged at him, my nerves feeling frayed as he continued to play with my hair. “It pays well, and I’m good at making drinks,” I reminded him as Amber came over with our drinks.

      Amber set my drink in front of me, and I swallowed thickly, knowing I couldn’t have alcohol anymore. Not for another six months, at least. Longer if I decided to breastfeed. Hadn’t thought that far into the future yet.

      “Not going to drink your drink, darlin’?” River asked me, his blue eyes intent on the side of my face as I stared at the vodka in front of me.

      I couldn’t look at him. He would see right through me. I shook my head at him, still staring at that fucking drink. “Not much of a drinker anymore,” I lied, pushing the glass away from me.

      He gripped my chin and turned my head to face him. My bottom lip trembled under his scrutinizing gaze. “You’re nervous,” he murmured, running his rough thumb over my cheek, soothing me whether he realized it or not. “Why?”

      Panic clawed at my throat. “I—I need to get back to work,” I stammered. I jumped up from the seat, needing away from him before he uncovered my secret. I wasn’t ready to tell him.

      I wasn’t ready to tell River that he was going to be a father.

      I felt his eyes on me as I rushed back behind the bar, but I did my damnest to avoid his table for the rest of the night.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I released a sigh full of exhaustion as I pushed my key into the lock on my apartment door, letting myself in. I dropped my keys on the kitchen counter and toed off my shoes before I strode into my living room, jumping in fright when I saw River sitting on my plain, brown, leather couch, the lamp on beside it, casting his rugged features in an eerie shadow. My hand slammed over my heart, which was beating so hard, I feared it was trying to climb up my fucking throat.

      “You nearly gave me a heart attack,” I snapped at him, swallowing nausea. “What are you doing here?” Anger. I needed to be angry. “Wait, on second thought, how did you know where I live and how the fuck did you get in my apartment?” I heatedly asked.

      River shrugged and stood up from my couch. “I have access to all of my employee records.” I swallowed nervously. This man was always one step ahead. “And since you were avoiding me all night, I decided this would be the best way to talk to you. You’ve never done well with the element of surprise, darlin’.” Damn him for knowing me so well. “And your lock is extremely easy to pick, which needs to be changed.” I frowned at him. I never had to worry about someone breaking in until he did. “As for why I’m here… well darlin’, I wasn’t finished talking to you.” He pulled my ultrasound pictures out of his pocket and tossed them onto the coffee table. I pressed my hand to my belly, tears burning at the backs of my eyes, a lump building in my throat. “Especially not now. We need to talk about this.”

      “River…” I started, my voice trembling as tears welled in my eyes and spilled over onto my cheeks. I stared up at the man in front of me, terrified of his reaction. I hadn’t wanted him to find out this way.

      “Hey, hey,” he soothed. He strode around the coffee table and wrapped his muscular arms around me, his hand resting on the back of my head, smoothing over my hair as he held me to him. “There’s no reason to get upset. I’m not going to yell at you. I just want to talk. That’s all.”

      “How are you not pissed at me right now?” I tilted my head back to look up at him.

      He shook his head at me, a frown on his handsome features. “Have you ever really known me to lose my cool with you, darlin’, even when you do dumb shit?” I shook my head, my cheeks flushing. “I’m not Tristan, and I’m not Joey. You need to remember that.”

      “I know,” I whispered as I finally wrapped my arms around him and leaned my forehead on his chest, soaking in everything that was River—his warmth, his strength… fuck, his safety.

      “I missed you, darlin’.” I slid my hands under his cut, and his body shuddered against mine. “Shocked the fuck out of me to see you serving drinks in my bar.”

      I laughed softly. “Imagine my shock when I realized you were the owner,” I retorted, feeling much calmer now.

      He shrugged. “When I came back home, my dad gave me the president cut. He was ready to step down. Said he always knew I’d make my way back home.”

      “You were a biker baby?” I asked, looking up at him.

      He nodded. “Through and through. Born and raised to be one.”

      I yawned as I rested my head back on his chest. Suddenly, he hooked his arm under my knees, making me shriek in shock and tightly wrap my arms around his neck when he began striding down the hall to my bedroom. “River, what are you doing?!” I exclaimed.

      He laughed softly, his chest vibrating against me as he did so. “Taking you to bed so you can get some sleep.”

      I sighed softly, resting my head on his shoulder. “Will you stay?” I asked him quietly.

      “For as long as you’ll let me,” he promised. He laid me on the bed, and then, he pushed my shirt up, pressing a tender kiss to my belly. I sobbed at the tender moment, unable to help myself. My pregnancy was making me so fucking emotional.

      River moved over me, his lips molding to mine. I moaned softly, my hands coming up to cup his face. He pulled back a bit to look down at me. “I never wanted kids, Adelaide, but as long as you’ll let me be here, I’ll be one of the best fucking dads to ever live on this earth,” he promised.

      A trembling smile tilted my lips. “I would hope so, considering this baby is yours,” I said quietly.

      He leaned down to kiss me again, not shocked to hear the news. More than likely, he’d already figured it out. I cupped his cheek and pressed my hand over the steady beat of his heart. Another small smile pulled at my lips. Joey’s words rang in the back of my head.

      Let him love you, pretty girl.

      “Stay with me,” I begged River.

      He turned his head and pressed a tender kiss to my palm. “I’ll stay as long as you’ll have me,” he swore.
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        Adelaide

      

      

      My shower was running when I woke up, and the smell of freshly brewed coffee was wafting into my room. My bladder quickly reminded me of why I woke up, and I sat up, rubbing the sleep from my eyes. When I looked around, I noticed River’s cut was laying on the foot of the bed, and his phone was still on the charger on my nightstand.

      He’d stayed.

      I got out of bed, striding to my bathroom. I could see River’s muscular frame through the glass, and he turned at the sound of me entering the bathroom. “I have to pee,” I sheepishly admitted when his eyes met mine.

      He stepped out of the shower, leaving the water running. My breath hitched in my throat as I ran my eyes over him, locking on his hard cock. God, how did I already want him so early in the morning?

      A knowing smirk tilted his lips, but he didn’t comment or make a move on me. “Go ahead,” he told me, pressing a kiss to my temple before he stepped out of the bathroom. Once I was finished, I called him back in as I stepped into the shower, sighing as the hot water ran over my tense muscles. God, the water was the perfect temperature.

      This man was perfect for me.

      “Fuck, woman, you’re breathtaking,” River gruffly commented as he drew me against him, leaning down to slant his lips across mine.

      I moaned into the kiss and ran my hands over his wet body until I grasped his cock in my hand. River growled softly as he shoved my knees apart with his thigh. Then, he slid his fingers along my pussy, dipping inside. I ripped my lips from his, moaning his name as he stroked his fingers in and out of me just fucking right.

      He pressed me against the shower wall, lifting me easily as he removed his fingers from my sopping core. I instantly wrapped my legs around his waist, moaning when he began peppering kisses down my neck. “Fuck, I really want to draw this out—” he started, but I cut him off, grabbing his face in my hands and kissing him hungrily.

      I needed him inside of me.

      Muttering an expletive against my lips, he thrust up into me. “River!” I choked out, throwing my head back against the tiled wall.

      He gripped my wrists and pushed them above my head. Holding my wrists in his large hand and his other hand gripping my ass, he thrust in and out of me hard, his lips trailing kisses over every part of my body that he could reach.

      And I swore that when I came, I saw fucking stars.
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        * * *

      

      I snatched my phone off the counter next to where I was sitting at the bar in my kitchen eating a bowl of sugary cereal. Henry’s name popped up on the screen. I sighed, knowing he was calling me in to cover someone’s shift. It was the only reason he ever called me. “Yes?” I asked when I answered, putting it on speaker as River set a cup of decaf coffee in front of me.

      I shot him a thankful smile. He leaned down and softly kissed me in response.

      “I know tonight is your night off, but one of the dancers called out. I need you to fill in,” Henry informed me as River leaned back against the kitchen counter near my sink.

      “Out of the fucking question,” River snarled, alerting Henry to his presence. I swung my alarmed eyes to River’s. I did not leave Tristan’s club just to have my moves dictated by another man. “The only thing Adelaide will do at that bar is serve drinks. Find another dancer.”

      “River, I don’t have any other dancers—” Henry started, but River cut him off, his voice cold and full of authority.

      “Are you fucking arguing with me right now?” River barked, making me swallow at the rage that spilled into his voice. He reached over and trailed his fingers over my cheek, soothing me, his eyes soft as they locked with mine.

      “No, Prez,” Henry quickly answered. “I’ll find another dancer.”

      Henry hung up, and I looked up at River. “Was that necessary?” I asked him. “I could have used the extra money.”

      River leaned back against the kitchen counter again, taking a sip from his coffee. “You won’t be dancing, Adelaide,” He stated as if his word was final. I gritted my teeth. I was my own woman, and I was so sick of men dictating my fucking moves. “You’re lucky that I’m letting you continue to serve drinks at that bar, but I understand your need for independence, so I’m not stopping you.” Some of the fight left me at his words. “Dancing for a bunch of sleazy assholes is where I draw the line though. And if you need extra money, that’s what I’m here for. You’re not alone anymore, darlin’,” he reminded me. “From here on out, what’s mine is yours.”

      My heart warmed at his words.

      He understood me. I hadn’t been understood in a long fucking time.

      A knock sounded on my front door, and River set his coffee down, moving to answer it. He came into the kitchen a moment later with his VP, Sam—the asshole from last night. “Sons of Death has finally gotten back with me,” Sam informed River, making me jerk my eyes up from my bowl of cereal. My heart pounded hard in my chest at the thought of having to face Tristan again. I couldn’t take the broken, betrayed expression in his eyes. It cut me deep. I knew I’d hurt him, but dammit, he’d hurt me numerous times, too.

      “Tristan refuses to work with us, but Troy doesn’t mind,” Sam informed River. I grunted. River chuckled, knowing me and Troy always tended to butt heads. “He wants to set up an exchange three days from now.”

      River nodded. “Set up a time and location and get back with me on it,” River told him.

      “Already did,” Sam informed him. “At the bar in a few days.”

      River looked over at me for a second before he nodded. “That works. I’ll have Adelaide serve our table that night.” River smirked at me. “Try not to drop the tray this time,” he teased.

      I scowled, making him chuckle. He leaned over and brushed his lips with mine. “Finish your breakfast, darlin’.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Hey, baby doll, bring your pretty little ass over here and get me a beer!” a man shouted through the loud noise of the bar, making me scowl at him as I snatched a beer from the cooler behind me and popped the top off for him.

      I slammed the beer in front of him with a disgusted look his way. I fucking hated it when men gave me little pet names. The shit pissed me off.

      Henry grabbed my arm and yanked me around to face him. “Kill the attitude with the customers,” he snapped down at me.

      “Get your fucking hands off of me,” I seethed, glaring up at him, my hands clenched at my sides.

      “Adelaide, table twenty-two is asking for you,” Amber told me, her eyes nervously flickering between me and Henry.

      Henry roughly shoved me away from him, and I caught myself before I collided with the counter, glaring at his back as he disappeared through the door that led to the back of the restaurant where his office was located.

      God, I fucking hated him.

      Clenching my jaw, I walked over to table twenty-two, my eyes meeting River’s as I approached. He ran his eyes over me, his eyes darkening at the red, hand-shaped mark on my arm from where Henry had grabbed me. He gently pulled me toward him. “Who the fuck put their hands on you?”

      “It was no one,” I told him softly, not wanting to cause shit within his club. Henry and I had never seen eye to eye. The only reason he hired me in the first place was because I knew the drinks, so I didn’t need training, and I was a good dancer.

      River’s eyes darkened in a warning, but I ran my hand over his hair, silently pleading with him not to do this right now. With a grunt, he leaned back in the booth again, but there was a promise in his eyes that we would continue the conversation later.

      My gaze flickered around the table, my eyes locking on Troy and Kyle. “Well, well, well, been wondering where the fuck you disappeared to, Adelaide,” Troy commented, letting his eyes run over me.

      I bristled. “Put your eyes on my fucking face,” I snapped at him, making Kyle snicker next to him.

      Troy shrugged. “Figured since you seem to spread those sexy ass legs for just about anyone, I might get a taste of my own.” Troy smirked.

      “Watch your fucking mouth before Tristan has to find a new president for his North Carolina charter,” River snarled at Troy, leaning forward threateningly.

      Troy looked between us for a moment before he barked out a laugh. “Fucking hell, you two?” Troy demanded. “This is fucking priceless. Does Tristan know?” he asked, looking up at me.

      “Don’t know nor do I give a fuck,” I retorted. “Now, what do you want to drink?”

      After taking their drink orders, I walked back over to the bar, making the drinks since I knew River wanted me to make them—not anyone else. He had club business to take care of, and he wouldn’t want potential eavesdroppers. “Henry wants a word with you,” Natalie informed me as she walked up. “I’ll finish the drinks for you.”

      I shook my head at her. “That table will be fine, I promise,” I assured her. “River is picky. Doesn’t want anyone else serving his table.” She nodded in understanding as her eyes flickered nervously to the owner of the bar. “I’ll be back in a minute.”

      I strode down the back hallway to Henry’s office, which was next to the restrooms and the rooms that the dancers got ready in. “You called?” I asked as I stepped into his office. I hated being in the same room alone with him. It made my skin crawl. There was just something about him that made me wary. Even before he’d tried coming on to me, I’d had a bad feeling about the man.

      I jumped in fright when he slammed the door closed behind me, shoving me back against it. My heart thundered in my ears as my mouth ran dry. “So, you can fuck my boss within hours of meeting him, but you ignore my advances for months?” he seethed. “I treated you decently, woman. I took pity on you when you begged me for this job, and this is the fucking thanks I get?”

      “River and I have known each other for a while. And I’ll never fuck you, Henry, so fuck off,” I sneered, thankful that my voice came out steady. I refused to show him how afraid I actually was.

      Fear was a weakness in these situations. Men like him fed off of it.

      I cried out in pain as his fist cracked against the side of my face, sending me sprawling to the floor. Blood welled in my mouth, and I gagged at the metallic taste in my mouth, my stomach churning. My head was spinning from the punch, pain pulsing through my face. My vision blurred when I tried to push myself up, the room spinning around me.

      Henry shoved me onto my back, straddling my hips. I bucked them, my hands clawing at his face. “Get off of me!” I screamed.

      His fist slammed against my temple, and that time, it was lights out.
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requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/buried-ebook-cover-jpg.jpg
DARK MC ROMANCE

B ¥ R EJ2

INTERNATIONAL BESTSELLING AUTHOR

(SO Mgl (K





