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Please note this book may contain the following trigger warnings: sexual assault/rape, kidnapping, mental abuse, physical abuse, emotional abuse, swearing, sex, drinking, drug use, and other trauma. Please read knowing there’s a chance you’ll see these in this book. 

*This does NOT mean you will find any or all of these possible triggers in this book. It is just a warning of any possibilities to see this in the pages as you read. 
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Shank’s Tricky Situation is dedicated to my mom. You do everything for me that you can and have been by my side over the last few years as I’ve tried to get through this. Thank you will never be enough and I love you doesn’t mean anything compared to what you’ve given up to be at my side so I wasn’t alone through everything. I love you to the moon and back! 

This is also dedicated to my daughter. I love you to the moon and back, baby girl. You’re now officially able to read my books and I’m not sure if that’s a good thing or not . . .lol! I love you and can’t wait to watch you take on the world and meet every challenge thrown your way. 



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Shank’s Tricky Situation Blurb

[image: image]




Calla Adams

One night changed my entire life. I’m brought back to the place my heart was ripped to shreds. I stay out of the way and don’t let anyone know I’m back; I can’t afford to because of secrets I hold close. Can the past remain locked away?

Billy ‘Shank’ Jones

My heart was ripped out in one second. I swear never to let anyone in again. Fate plays a cruel joke on me by bringing back the one person who broke me. Will secrets tear us apart for good?
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Chapter One
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I CAN’T TELL you how long we’ve been in the waiting room as we wait for the newest member of our family to enter the world. Everyone in the club is here and have been moving around, talking, laughing, and doing what they do while we’re in this kind of situation. Personally, I’m sitting here lost in my head with thoughts of Calla. Of the life we always dreamed of having together and the way she disappeared from my life so suddenly. I’ve spent hours searching for my girl to no avail. No matter how many resources I used, no one could find Calla. It’s as if she disappeared off the face of the Earth.

Calla and I got together when we were in high school. We took our time and didn’t rush the relationship like so many of our friends did. I wasn’t looking to fuck her and bail or just have a few good nights with Calla. From the second I saw her walking through the halls of school, I knew I wanted her to be mine. And only mine. For weeks, I watched her so I could get her schedule down, took in her habits and what she ate for lunch in our massive cafeteria, even went to a few of her volleyball practices and games to watch her play the sport she loves. Yes, you could say I was a fucking stalker. However, the more I got to know Calla, the more I knew she was meant to be mine. 

Calla stands at just above five feet tall. She has long auburn hair with natural blonde highlights. Some days her hair was full of curls while others she’d keep it straight. There wasn’t a single day we were together that her hair wasn’t almost down to her ass. Calla hated getting a trim so I knew I’d never have to worry about her cutting her hair off when so many other girls started doing it. She has the brightest green eyes I’ve ever seen in my life. They look like matching Emeralds sparkling in the sunlight no matter what kind of mood she’s in. Her eyes are literally the window to her soul and give away every single emotion she feels the second it fills her. Since she played volleyball, Calla always had a tone body but she kept it covered with baggy clothes. My girl never dressed to impress or show off her body to anyone. Sweats were the main thing she wore in school. The only day you could guarantee she’d be in nice clothes was a game day. The team was required to dress up and she always made sure to remain covered while looking better than everyone else.

Now, Calla is still short as fuck. Her body has gained curves where she didn’t necessarily have as many before. Her ass and chest are bigger than before too. What shocks me the most about Calla’s appearance now is her hair. She’s cut it so it’s just above her shoulders. There isn’t a single curl in sight either. Yes, her curls are natural and she worked to straighten her hair which is why it didn’t happen too often. Plus, the scrubs she’s wearing are tighter than anything she would have worn previously. I don’t know if that’s a policy thing or simply how she dresses these days. I’ll find out though. Plus, the brightness has dimmed from Calla’s eyes. They don’t sparkle as bright as when we were younger. 

Calla and I shared every aspect of our lives when we were together. There was only one aspect she really wouldn’t talk about and that’s her father. I knew the relationship wasn’t a good one based on a few comments she made here and there. However, I never went deeper into why things weren’t good between the two of them. Maybe I should have when I think back on how things ended. The time I spent with Calla when we weren’t in class was the highlight of my day. Moments I looked forward to from the second my eyes opened each morning. For almost three years, I had those moments with Calla. Then, suddenly they were ripped from me without a reason why. She’s the reason I’ve never formed a relationship with anyone in the years since she left. 

My eyes follow Calla as she rushes from one room to the next. I don’t know if all the rooms have women in labor in them or if she’s just checking in on the women and new babies as well. It’s been so long since I’ve known anything about Calla and it kills me to watch her walk around and know she’s so damn close but she’s been living her life in a way I know nothing about. When Calla disappeared, she literally fell off the grid. No social media, no paper trail, nothing to lead me to her whereabouts. I don’t know if she changed her name while she was gone or what she did. What I do know is I want answers and I’m gonna get them. One way or another, I’ll find out where my girl’s been all this time.

The last time I saw Calla was a few towns over about four years ago. She was pulling out of a shopping center and I tried to follow her. Somehow she managed to lose me after a few blocks. I’m not sure if she realized I was following her or if she just lost me due to some amazing luck. Either way, she disappeared once again and I haven’t seen her again since that day. That was the first and only time I’ve seen her in about seven years. At least until today. Now, I plan on getting the answers to the questions I’ve had for so long. 
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Night has settled in and we’re all still at the hospital. No one has left since we all made our way here so many hours ago. My ass has gone numb from sitting in one seat for so long. No, I still haven’t moved so I can continue watching Calla as she rushes from one room to the next. The only thing I know for sure is that she was supposed to be out of here a while ago. Instead, she’s still working. Something about telling Makenna she wasn’t gonna leave her before their little one made an appearance. This only shows my girl is still loyal as fuck. She won’t go back on her word for any reason if she can help it. That’s how Calla’s always been. Too bad she couldn’t be honest with me before taking off for parts unknown. 

My thoughts haven’t strayed from Calla the entire time I’ve been sitting here. Everyone realized really quick I wouldn’t be talking to them when I didn’t answer or participate in mindless chatter to pass the hours. I’ve been left alone in my own little world. At least until now. I’m the first one to stand as Boxer rushes from the room they’ve been in all day long with the largest smile on his face. My best friend stops right in front of me and waits for a few seconds as he catches his breath. 

“She’s here! My baby girl is finally here. Makenna and our daughter are doin’ amazin’ but there’s still some stuff to do with them. I just wanted to let you all know she’s finally here,” Boxer rushes out, his voice showing all the emotion flowing through him in this moment. 

“Congratulations, brother,” I tell him, pulling Boxer in for a man hug as everyone else surrounds us. 

“I’ll let you know when you can come back and see our baby girl. It won’t be for very long tonight because it’s so late. Tomorrow you can all come back and visit for longer,” Boxer informs us before turning and leaving us in the waiting room so he can get back to his wife and new baby girl. 

I listen to everyone in the room talk in hushed murmurs of excitement. None of the words penetrate my brain as Calla finally leaves the room. She looks exhausted from the long day of work she’s put in today. I long to pull her into my arms and hold her close as I used to when she wasn’t having a good day. Instead, I stand back and watch as she sits down and does some work on the computer in front of her. It doesn’t take long before she’s gathering her things and I know I have to make my move now. 

Walking up to the nurse’s station, I stop right in front of Calla. She doesn’t look up despite her body going tense and rigid. I don’t need to say a single word for her to know I’m here. It’s how we’ve always been with one another. I’ve always been able to sense Calla being close to me. I’ll get back to that very soon if I have my way. 

“Calla, look at me,” I say, keeping my voice low and standing as still as a statue in front of her. 

“Billy, I can’t do this. You need to let me go,” she says, her voice wavering with tears. I’ve heard it enough to know when Calla’s about to cry. 

This is the first time in years I’ve heard the name Billy come from anyone around me. Everyone in the club calls me Shank and any new people I meet only get my road name. As it always has, my name coming from Calla’s plump lips sounds sweeter than anything I’ve ever heard in my life.

“I’ll never let you go, Calla. At the very least you owe me an explanation and I want it. It’s been way too long since I’ve seen you and the questions have done nothin’ but pile up over the years,” I tell her as Calla finally looks up at me, her green eyes bright as they fill with tears she’s trying to hold in.

Calla’s eyes dart around the hallways as she pulls her belongings tighter to her body. There’s a nervousness to her I’ve never seen before. It only adds to the questions filling my mind. I walk around the nurse’s station and head straight for my girl. Calla goes even more rigid if it’s possible as I gently grab her arm and have her follow me from the desk she was using to keep between us. 

“I have to get home, Billy. What are you doing?” she questions me, her voice a whisper as she tries to drag her feet. 

“You’re gonna give me a second of your time, Calla. It’s the least you can do after the way you just disappeared from my life. There are so many fuckin’ questions I want answers to. For now, you can give me a few minutes of your time,” I bark out, hating how hard my voice is toward the only woman I’ve ever loved. 

Calla reluctantly follows me into one of the large rooms doctors pull family members into when they need to make decisions and give information when things take a turn for the worse. The second she clears the doorway of the room, I close it behind her. In the quiet room, the click of the door shutting seems to echo off the walls. My girl doesn’t move an inch as I walk around her. I let my eyes roam over her body from the top of her head down to her toes. There are so many changes she’s been through over the years. However, my eyes land on the light freckles that still cover her nose and right below her eyes. It’s always given her such a sweet, innocent look. Today it’s not different. 

My cock hardens beneath my jeans as I keep my eyes on Calla. Her movements are twitchy as she waits for what I’m going to say or do. This is her tell. Calla fidgets and twitches when she gets nervous or is hiding something. Now, I don’t just want answers to my questions, I want to know everything she’s been through for the last seven years. 

“Calla, what the fuck is goin’ on with you? Why did you disappear seven years ago?” I finally ask her, my voice soft so I don’t startle her. 

“Billy, I can’t do this right now. I wasn’t lying when I said I need to get home. There’s so much you don’t know. Things I’ve had to keep secret from you. I did have a good reason for leaving the way I did, Billy. And I’ll tell you all about it. I just can’t do it now. Please, let me go so I can get home and we’ll meet up so we can talk about things. That’s all it can be though. One meeting so you can get your answers and then you need to leave me alone. I’m begging you, Billy,” Calla says, a lone tear sliding down her cheek. 

“I’m not makin’ promises I can’t keep, Calla. You’re the only weakness I have in my life and it doesn’t seem as if that’s changed despite you bein’ gone for so long,” I tell her honestly, wrapping a short lock of her hair around my finger as I used to do. 

Calla’s hair is still as soft as it used to be. The only difference is the length of it. I take in a deep breath after stepping close to her. She still smells of vanilla and strawberries. Between her body wash and lotion, my girl has always smelled the same way. The years haven't changed that aspect of her it seems. 

“Billy, this is one promise you have to make and keep or I can’t meet with you. Once you hear what happened all those years ago, you’ll know I’m not kidding around here. The stakes are higher than ever before. If you give me your number, I’ll message you tomorrow when I can meet. It’s my day off and I have a few things to take care of but I promise I’ll meet up with you when I can,” Calla says, her voice wavering once again as another tear slides down her cheek. 

I swipe the tear from her smooth skin and wipe it on my jeans. The need to pull Calla into my arms and hold her close without letting her go is stronger than ever before. However, I step back as quickly as I stepped closer to her and put some much-needed distance between the two of us. When I’m close to Calla, my mind stops working the way it should. All my blood rushes to my cock and it’s the only part of me that wants to make decisions. 

“Are you really gonna send me a message or call, Calla?” I question her, not sure if this is some ploy to get me to leave her alone right now. 

“I promise you, Billy, I’ll message you with a place to meet as soon as I can. Yes, I need to get out of here, but this isn’t just to make you let me go for the time being,” she says, looking me directly in my eyes. That’s how I know Calla’s not lying to me. 

I hold out my hand for Calla’s phone. When she finally digs it out of her oversized purse, I see it’s nothing more than a burner phone. This isn’t the phone my girl had seven years ago. Again, even more questions fill my head and I wonder what the fuck is going on in her life that she only has a damn burner phone. Still, I put my number in her contacts before handing it back over to her. My eyes take her in as Calla turns her back on me after a lingering look and walks out of the room we’re in. I don’t move a muscle until she gets on the elevator and the doors close on her. 

Instead of joining my family and waiting to go see the newest member of our family, I leave the hospital. Not only can I not stand being in this fucking place, but I can’t wrap my head around things. Calla is here again and I’m finally going to get the answers I’ve been waiting seven years for. I don’t know if I should be happy I’ll get the answers or if I should be pissed she hasn’t contacted me since the day she returned. Calla will always be my girl and eventually she’ll realize that. I just hope what she has to tell me doesn’t rip our world apart. 



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Chapter Two
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WHILE I KNEW moving back home would possibly lead me to run into Billy, I didn’t think he’d press for answers to questions so fast. However, I should have expected it because Billy has never been one to beat around the bush or hold back when he wants something. He’s careful and takes his time until he knows exactly what he can do to push buttons and get what he wants. Billy is one of the most patient men I’ve ever met in my life. When we were younger, I loved his patience and ability to wait for what he wanted most. At the end of the day, he didn’t push for me to give him more than what I was ready to like so many other guys our age. The second I was ready to take the next step in our relationship, Billy was there for me. He made giving him my virginity a special moment in my life. It was the best night I’ve ever had and one I relive almost nightly. 

If I had been given the choice to stay with Billy or take off the way I did, I would have chosen him every single second. There was never a choice in the matter for me. However, I wasn’t given a choice. Demands were made of me and I had to make the hardest decision of my life. One I’ve regretted every single second of the last seven years. Not only because I hurt Billy and myself, but because I have been keeping the biggest secret. One that will break me all over again and change the way Billy sees me. There’s plenty of secrets I’ve been keeping, but one of them is worse than all the others. Now, everything has to come out and I don’t know if I’m going to survive the aftermath of the encounter I promised Billy. 

In the years since I’ve last seen Billy, he’s changed so damn much. He stands at over six feet tall and has more muscle than I’ve ever seen on him. His dark hair is still short, but he now sports a beard that’s kept neatly trimmed hiding his dimples. When we were in the conference room yesterday, I could make out tattoos covering his arms and peeking out from the neck of his shirt. Now, instead of the boy he used to be, Billy is all man. He’s got a hardness to him I’ve never seen from him before. Even when he’d get pissed in school for whatever reason, he wasn’t as hard and cold as what I see in him now. Billy’s still got the stubborn determination from before though. I could feel his eyes on me throughout my entire shift. So much has changed but remained the same. If anything, I’m even more attracted to the man Billy has come to be versus what he was when we were younger. 

When I left, I changed my name so Billy couldn’t find me. It was the only way I could ensure he wouldn’t find me. Billy is stubborn when it comes to something he wants. There wasn’t a doubt in my mind he’d be all over looking for me. So, I knew changing my name was something I had to do. I didn’t open a bank account or get any credit cards when I left town either. Both are ways I could have been tracked despite the name change. I wasn’t very original when it came to doing that. Instead of Calla, I went by my middle name, Ariana, and used my mother’s maiden name instead of the one I was given at birth. I’ve done so many things I never dreamed of having to do over the last seven years. Things I know Billy won’t understand. 

Before climbing out of bed, I stretch my sore body and listen as my joints pop and crack. A leftover from the many beatings I’ve taken over the years. I’ve had more broken bones than I can honestly admit to having. Beatings that have left me broken in ways I didn’t think I’d ever recover from. Bruises, cuts, concussions, sprains, and so many other injuries the list would take hours to go through. Just another secret I’ve kept buried deep so no one knows the hell I’ve been through. It’s my burden to bear and what makes me so afraid to meet up with Billy now. 

Looking at the alarm clock next to my bed, I see I’ve got about fifteen minutes before Zane wakes up. My little man likes his sleep and hates mornings almost as much as his daddy used to. I don’t know if he still does or not because I haven’t asked. Anyway, getting out of bed, I quickly head for my bathroom and take care of my morning routine. After taking care of business, I get in the shower and go through my routine as quick as I can. It’s all about rushing today and that’s how my mornings usually go. 

The second I’m rinsed off, I get out and grab the nearest towel to dry off. Wrapping it around my body, I make my way into my room and grab some clothes to wear this morning. Even though I’ve got the day off, there’s still a long list of things I need to do. Mainly the errands and chores I haven’t been able to take care of during the week with the hours I’ve been working. I’ve put in a ton of overtime this past week alone and yesterday was just one more day I stayed later than anticipated. However, I couldn’t leave Makenna when she was so nervous and scared. I’ll never leave a patient if I don’t absolutely have to. 

Leaving my room, I make my way into Zane’s room. He’s still passed out with his blankets twisted around his body and hanging off his bed as normal. My boy isn’t a sound sleeper. He tosses and turns into the craziest positions I’ve ever seen in my life. I used to do the same thing when I was his age according to my mom. That’s about the only trait my boy gets from me. Everything else is all his daddy. 

Zane has the largest deep blue eyes fringed with lashes any female would be jealous of. His skin is lightly tanned all year round while he gets really dark in the summer from being outside as long as he possibly can. Zane’s tall for his age and has an attitude only a grown man should have. My boy does everything he can to protect me already and is right at my side if I’m upset, hurt, or not feeling good. When I buy groceries, Zane carries in as many as he possibly can so I don’t have to. He’s a miniature version of his daddy in every way and has never once met the man. 

Sitting on the edge of Zane’s bed, I run my hand through his hair. The long dark strands slide through my fingers and doesn’t even cause my boy to stir. Leaning over him, I press a light kiss against Zane’s forehead before sitting back up.

“Little man, it’s time for you to get up. We’ve got to get out of the house in about a half hour,” I say softly while watching my son. 

“Not yet, mama,” Zane grumbles, his voice breaking with sleep as he tries to snuggle further under his blankets. 

“Yes, Zane. You’ve gotta eat breakfast before getting ready for school. We have to put all your work back in your bag and I have to finish going through your folder. Come on, buddy,” I tell him, pulling the covers down the best I can. 

“Okay, mama,” Zane grumbles, helping me get the blankets off his little body before sitting up and rubbing the sleep from his eyes. 

Picking Zane up, it won’t be much longer that I can take him in my arms and carry him. Zane might be little in stature, but he’s got some pounds on his body. Especially considering how skinny he looks. Walking downstairs, I set Zane at the small table in the kitchen and begin to make him a quick breakfast of eggs, toast, and fruit. Grabbing him a glass of milk, I leave him to eat while making coffee for myself. I don’t typically eat in the morning when we have to get Zane to school. It’s a rush and one I don’t like so I skip a meal or two. 
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After dropping Zane off at school and getting my errands done, I head home. While putting away the groceries, I don’t let my mind wander to Billy or the message I have to send. However, it’s something I have to get done before going to pick my son up from school. So, I pull out my phone and find the number Billy put in last night. 

Me: I can meet in fifteen minutes. There’s a small building at the back of the park in town. I’ll be behind it. 

Putting my phone on the counter, I finish taking care of the bags from the groceries. Wiping the counter down quickly, I make sure there’s nothing else for me to do before heading back out to my car. My eyes dart all over the place to ensure no one’s standing guard and watching over me. Yes, my father has his men watch me to deliver every move I make back to the monster. He’s not happy unless I’ve stepped out of line and he gets to punish me. I’ve learned to get away from those men and today is just another time I’ll have to do the same. As I sit in the driver’s seat, my phone vibrates and I pick it up to see a message from Billy.

Shank: I’ll be there. On my way now.

Taking a deep breath to control my heartrate, I wipe my palms on my jeans. Starting the car, I make my way toward the small park not too far from my house. It’s a major risk going so close to home to meet up with Billy, but I don’t want to go too far from my house because it won’t be long before I have to pick Zane up from school. 

Parking, I find Billy already there. I’ll never be able to call him Shank. He’ll always be my Billy no matter what he does in life or what motorcycle club he’s a part of. Thankfully, as I park, Billy’s disappearing behind the building I told him about. I shut off my engine and pull out my keys before pocketing them and heading for where he’s waiting for me. 

Rounding the corner, I find Billy leaning against the wall as if he’s got all the time in the world and he’s going to use it to get his questions answered. I’ve only got a certain amount of time before I have to leave so hopefully he can accept what I have to say before letting me leave. 

“Calla, are you ready to answer my questions now?” Billy questions me, his voice softer than it was last night. 

“I have no choice in the matter, Billy. I made a promise and I’m going to answer the questions you have. Just please promise me you’ll listen to what I have to say without interrupting me. If I have to keep stopping, I won’t get through what I have to say before I have to leave,” I answer him honestly as I stand facing him. 

“I can do that. How do you know what questions I have though?” he returns, his voice holding just a hint of humor as he looks at me. 

“It doesn’t take a genius to figure out what you wanna know, Billy. Give me a few minutes and I’ll fill you in and tell you what you wanna know,” I tell him, taking a deep breath. “For as long as I can remember, my father abused my mom. It started out as little things such as him berating her for the simplest mistakes to him finally putting his hands on her. Just before you and I got together, he took his beating of her too far. My mom was killed in front of my eyes by my father. When the police showed up, I couldn’t tell them the truth of what I saw. My father wouldn’t leave me alone with them any time I was talked to, he made sure to stand at my side and play the role of the doting father who was helping his grieving daughter through her hardest time in life. 

“When I started seeing you, my father would go off in a rage. I was never late and didn’t miss a curfew he set for me a single time, but that didn’t matter. Even before we had sex for the first time, I was called a slut, whore, and anything else he could think of to hurt me. He didn’t start with berating me and all that shit like he did with my mom. My father straight up started beating the hell out of me and making sure he never left a mark you’d find as evidence against him. While I hurt, there was nothing I could show you as proof of what was being done to me at home.”

Looking at Billy, I watch him transform before my very eyes. The man standing before me is no longer my Billy. He’s the biker who’s scary as hell. His eyes are hard and cold, the dark blue going even darker as he stares at me. My eyes take in his clenched fists at his sides and how tight his body is strung. He’s ready to attack and I’m not so sure if I’m the one he’ll be going after or not. I don’t honestly believe he’d ever strike a woman for any reason, but the years have changed us both. 

“When I left you, I had no choice in the matter, Billy. My father found out we were having sex somehow. I know he’s got his men following me now, but I don’t know if that’s the case of what happened back then. It could very well be how he found out I was with you and we were having sex. He also found out something you don’t know about yet. That’s the day I left you without a note, message, call, or anything else. I had no choice but to leave you without a word. I changed my name and didn’t use anything electronic that would give you a clue about where I was and what I was doing. My father had his men guarding me and every move I made was monitored until I finally managed to escape them just under a year after I left here. 

“This year, coming back here for the job I have now, is the first time I’ve seen my father in all that time and nothing has changed with him. I’ve already been beaten, threatened, and everything else he’s been able to do to me. If it were just me, I wouldn’t give a shit. Billy, you have to know something I’ve kept from you for the last seven years though. Something I wanted to tell you so many times but I couldn’t. There was always too much risk of my father finding out and making good on his threats. Now, with us being here, there’s no way in hell I can’t tell you the secret I’ve been keeping. There’s so much you don’t know and I was too scared to tell you for certain reasons. Billy, you have a son. His name is Zane and he’s six years old now. He’s the spitting image of you and already acts just like I remember you being. If I could have told you the truth about him when I was still pregnant, I would have. Instead, I had to keep this to myself and I’ve raised him on my own since the day he was born,” I tell him, waiting for the man I’ve always loved to explode in a fit of rage at the bomb I just dropped on him. 

While keeping my eyes on Billy, I don’t miss the emotions and changes moving over his face. He’s angry, pissed, upset, sad, and so many other things I can’t even name them. When his eyes finally lock on mine again, the only thing I can register is the pain filling him. I’m just not sure what the pain is stemming from with everything I’ve mentioned today. And I didn’t even go into detail about the beatings or anything else my father has done to me over the years. Or how he's threatened me. 

“You’re tellin’ me that instead of trustin’ me to take care of your father, you chose to ran? Not only did you run without leavin’ a word of what was goin’ on to me, but you took my son with you. There is no reason for you to have kept him from me, Calla. I don’t give a fuck what your father threatened you with, there is no fuckin’ excuse for you to have kept him a secret from me. I’ve missed out on six years of his life and he knows nothin’ about me. We have no bond or anythin’. How the fuck am I supposed to get back all that time I’ve missed with him?” Billy questions me, anger lacing his voice even though he doesn’t raise it once. Hell, it’s barely above a whisper at this point and it’s still scary as fuck to me. 

“I know, Billy. I’m so sorry. You’ll never know how sorry I am. I just couldn’t risk Zane’s life. Like I said, I fully believe my father when he says he’ll lock me up and torture me daily while making me watch him kill my son. A child he was going to force me to abort when he first found out I was pregnant. That’s why I had to escape his men and remain running until I came back here. Now, I’ve got him threatening to kill both of us if I so much as look in your direction, Billy. I didn’t know what else to do. When I left here, I didn’t know for certain I was pregnant. I thought I was, but nothing had been confirmed at that point,” I tell him, knowing the words won’t mean anything to him because of the anger he has every right to feel toward me right now. 

“Calla, I can’t even fuckin’ look at you right now. I’m gonna walk the fuck away and take a ride. When I fuckin’ call or message you, you better fuckin’ answer the phone. If you don’t, I’ll believe you ran again and won’t fuckin’ hesitate to send out every member of my club lookin’ for you. If you’re scared of your father, he’s got nothin’ on me, Calla. Time for hidin’ and games is over,” Billy promises me as he stalks past me and leaves me standing alone with nothing but the wind blowing around me. 

As I listen to Billy’s bike start up and race from the parking lot, I let myself break. Tears slide down my face at a steady pace. They’re rolling so fast I can’t stop them so I don’t bother trying. My entire body is shaking from head to toe with the pain and fear filling me. I have no one to blame but myself for the mess I’ve created. I deserve every second of Billy’s anger because I’m the one who kept his child from him. It was a decision I chose to make instead of trusting he could keep me protected. 

After several minutes, I finally leave the area I’ve been standing in. My car is the only one in the parking lot as I continue to look around the area to make sure I’m alone. When I finally manage to make it to my car, I don’t hesitate to get inside and start the engine. I’m going to be early as hell, but I decide to go to the school and wait for Zane to get out. If anything, I know I’ll be safe from anything my father might think to do if he got wind already that I met up with Billy.
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Chapter Three
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RAGE IS THE only thing I can feel right now. Riding my bike as fast as I can through the outskirts of town is doing nothing to calm me down. My entire world has fallen apart and crashed with a few words from Calla. To know she’s gone through everything she has and never once thought to turn to me for help makes me question every aspect of the relationship I thought we had seven years ago. I never once believed I thought I made her feel as if she couldn’t trust me. Especially with something as large as keeping my son from me. I have a little boy who’s six and I’ve never once laid eyes on him. There isn’t any detail of his life I know either. I’ve missed out on so fucking much and lost time I can never get back with him. I didn’t see him being born, get to watch Calla grow large and round with our son in her stomach, see his first steps, hear his first word, or anything else. All the shit I never thought I’d want but am missing out on and wanting to get back now. 

News about Zane isn’t the only reason I’m in a murderous rage. Knowing that motherfucker put his hands on my Calla is pulling at my heart. There was never a single reason for him to hurt her and yet he never cared about keeping her safe. The one person in the world who was supposed to love and protect Calla with everything in him made her life hell. Made her run away and hide in fear of her life and that of our son. I can’t even begin to wrap my mind around what makes a person treat their own flesh and blood that way. That’s without knowing many details about what the hell Calla actually suffered through. Eventually I’ll get those details, but for now, I’m filling in the blanks and it’s not coming out very good. 

Turning my bike around, I have a lot to think about. The one thing I am sure of right now is that I’m going to be in Zane’s life. Zane is a name Calla and I always talked about having for our son when we were together. Yes, we planned out our life together more than once. I don’t give a fuck what I have to do to be part of Zane’s life. Right now, I can’t even think about being with Calla in any kind of relationship. I don’t honestly know if I can look at her without wanting to hurt her anyway I can if I’m being honest. That’s going to take time and I don’t know how long before I get over her betrayal. 
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