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Dedication




To the biggest badass I know Chasity Williams! You lit up a room with everything you did and signings will never be the same without you. 


You fought hard but you were needed elsewhere. Keep watching over all those whose lives you touched as your memories will live on forever. 


I miss you woman! 
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Prologue 


Amelia "Medusa" Baxter







Fifteen years old 

Leaning back in my folded card chair, and it squeaks as if it’s about to break under me I sigh. I stretch my arms above my head, moaning when my back cracks. After checking the time on my alarm clock next to my bed, I take note that the four hours I’ve been working without a break, so it's no wonder I’m so sore. As I shake out my limbs to regain my circulation, I scan my room realizing I need to clean it up. There are books all over the full size bed I share with my younger sister Michelle. The posters of my favorite bands, motivational cats which give me a giggle, stuffed animals, doll houses, and the wipe off board remind me of my assignment’s due dates giving the room some color. 

I walk down the hall to the kitchen to grab a snack when I hear yelling outside my window. Before heading to check out the noise, I check to make sure my siblings are okay and asleep. Michelle had a nightmare earlier and wanted big brother to keep the monsters away so he’s letting her sleep in with him. We live in a building with sixty apartments, and we are on the fourth floor. My parents and two siblings live here in this three-bedroom apartment. I’m the oldest, fifteen; my brother Tanner Junior is thirteen, and my sister Michelle is seven. 

Walking back to my room, I have a view of the sidewalk and road. The shouting gets louder. 

“Did you think you could steal from me and I wouldn't notice it? Do I look that stupid to you?” The voice sounds familiar, but I can't hear it well. The closer I get, the more I listen to it. 

“Please, it wasn't me. I know not to steal from the man who feeds my kids.” My Dad's voice shakes. I open the curtain slightly to see what is going on. The scene before makes me bite down on my fist. I'm watching this heavyset man stand over my Dad while he is on his knees crying. There are two men. One has my Dad's arms behind his back, while the other man has a gun to the back of my Dad's neck. 

“I hear differently. Your wife is bragging about all the money you're bringing in, saying she can afford some bag. What was it? Vito, something.”

“My wife is lying. You can check the house or my checking account. I'm not a rich man. I'm just an old man trying to keep food on my kids’ plates and a roof over their heads. If my wife has money, than she's either cheating on me or stealing it. She's not getting it from me.” My dad's pleas are ignored. The fat man stands and wipes his forehead with a handkerchief he pulled from his breast pocket. 

“Either way, the evidence points to you.” He sighed, looking up at the full moon. I gasp when I realize who it is. “Finish him. Make it hurt.” Tommy DeMarco walks away while the two guys begin beating on my dad. They are calling him all these names with each hit. I head toward the front and struggle with the locks on the door as my hands shake. I’m running down four flights of stairs to get to him. As soon as I put my hand on the black metal bar to push on it to find my dad, the loud sound of the gun goes off. I jerk away from the door. This neighborhood is shitty, and constantly having guns going off is nothing new. I know the cops won’t get called because people don’t like them investigating the issues here. Taking a big breath, I race out the main door to the building and see my dad’s body lying there. 

“Daddy!” I scream. I don't know when I started crying because out of nowhere, I tasted something salty on my lips. I wipe my cheeks as I kneel by his body. 

“Melly, what are you doing out here? Go back inside.” My dad’s wheezing voice gets out as he moans. I grab his hand. “I don’t want you to remember your old man like this.” 

“ No. I’m not leaving you, Daddy. I can call an ambulance, and we can make you all better. I promise.” I’m full-on sobbing now and clutching his hand in mine. I look around his body for the gunshot, but there is so much blood. “I know for gunshots and stabbings, I need to put pressure on the wound. Where were you shot? There’s so much blood.” My voice is hoarse from the sobbing.

“I’m not going to make it. Please don’t waste your tears on me.” My dad’s eyes stare into mine, and I don’t blink because I don’t want to miss a single second with my dad. These are his last moments. “My firstborn. My daughter taught me about unconditional love. One of three reasons my heart has been beating for the last fifteen years. When your sister turns eighteen, I want you to get out of here and make something of yourself. Don’t be like me and work for other men. Be the boss.” His eyes flutter open and close as he talks like he’s trying to slow his breathing to speak to me. 

“I love you, Daddy,” I whisper. 

“I love you too, Melly. Take care of your brother and sister.” My dad’s eyes roll into the back of his head, and he takes his last breath. I lay there crying over his lifeless body. 

“Amelia?” I hear the voice of the man who works the convenience store on the corner. “What do you need from me?” He places a hand on my shoulder. 

“I don’t know, but when I get bigger and stronger, Tommy DeMarco is a dead man walking,” I vow. Arthur, or Smitty, to his friends and family, calls about a body in front of the building. He hangs up the phone and crouches before me to be at eye level. 

“Don’t tell anyone about who you saw. You heard a man yell who sounded like your dad, so you came to check. You found him like this. Don’t mention Tommy’s name to anyone but me. I will train you—only if you promise to finish school and keep your head straight. We will get him when the time is right. Nod if you understand?” I nod as I see flashing lights from the ambulance and cop cars. Everyone in the building is nosey as fuck, so they are coming to check things out. Smitty and I keep our stories straight; we have never told a soul the truth. 

The following week is a blur of flowers, people offering their condolences, and bringing us. They want the gossip. I sit in my dad’s recliner, staring out the window. Smitty spent hours cleaning up the blood once the cops took my dad’s body away. The cops keep coming to talk to me, but my story never changes. Smitty has come to speak to me and check in on me, and I’m grateful for it, but I need to focus on my siblings. My mother smiles a lot when she doesn’t think anyone is watching her. I heard my dad say she must be stealing from the DeMarco family. When he showed up here a couple of days ago, offering to pay for the funeral, my mom jumped at the chance. He even paid the rent for the year. I saw the way he touched her ass. They had to have set this up. I write this all down in a notebook I give to Smitty. He’s helping me stay sane. Our apartment feels empty without Dad’s booming laughter, and we’re all numb now. He was the glue that held us together. I don’t know what we are going to do without him. 

“Amelia, right?” Tommy comes to sit on the couch next to me. I move my head to look at me. I keep my face blank. “The gossip girls tell me you were with your dad. Did he say anything to you?” 

“No. My dad was already gone when I got out there. I’ve told everyone this, including the cops. I just held his hand while someone called nine one one.” I move back to looking outside the window. 

“Well, I am here if you ever need anything.” He stands to leave. “Amelia, I’m going to help your mom through this.” I shrug my shoulders in response. 

“Your days will be numbered, Tommy. You’ll never see me coming,” I say to myself as I watch Tommy DeMarco get into his Lincoln and drive away. Mom is humming some song, and I roll my eyes. She is not mourning the husband she was with for twenty-three years. Did she even love him? I put my mother on my list for revenge too. She’ll get hers one day. 
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Chapter One 


Medusa







Fifteen years later

Thirty Years Old

The rumble of the bike makes my legs vibrate, and its roar makes my soul happy. No matter what happens, whether good or bad, the bike seems to heal everything. I have nowhere to be until ten when I meet with my brother and sister for our bimonthly brunch. I rev the bike and hit the throttle to open myself up more, which makes me smile. I slow down when I begin to enter the city limits. I try to be on my best behavior and not bring my motorcycle club on the cop's radar. I pull into the gas station to top off. 

I grab my phone from my black leather jacket and see a text from my sister in my sibling chat group message.

  


Chelle: I’m not going to be able to make it. Lucas is in town, and I haven’t seen him. 


TJ: Bring him. I want to meet him finally. 


Chelle: Never going to happen until I know he’s worth keeping around. 


Me: eye roll emoji. 


Me: TJ, are we still on, or are you canceling on me too? 


TJ: I’m almost there. Where are you? 


Me: Getting gas, then heading there. 


TJ: See you soon. Chelle, you owe us dinner one night since you canceled at the last minute. 






I may be the oldest, but Tanner Jr., or TJ as he prefers, takes his role as the only brother to a new level. He’s overprotective even though I’m the president of my motorcycle club and could kill a man or woman about twenty different ways. I gasped and nodded at the man in a yellow Corvette on the other side. The guy stares at me like he’s either trying to figure out where he knows me from or seeing what my skin would look like on him. It’s one or the other with me. Men are a big distraction for me, and I don’t have the time to get involved with what I'm doing. That’s why I have my list of friends with benefits who help scratch an itch when I need it. 

“Overcompensating for something or too much money and not enough brains?”  I straddle my bike and head to the Dinner Bell Restaurant to see my baby brother. I park my bike out front to keep an eye on it. I walk into the restaurant, scanning for TJ.  The woman standing at the hostess booth looks me up and down, then frowns. 

“I’m sorry, miss, but the restrooms are for guests only, and we have no empty tables available.” Her tone isn’t one of being sorry, and she looks at me with pure disgust. I’m used to people looking at me like this because I’m the girl from the wrong side of the tracks. I'm curvy, five foot four inches, with wild red hair. I have a temper and am not afraid to use it. I’m standing here with my black biker boots, ripped jeans, T-shirt, and black leather jacket. I don’t care to dress up, especially when I’m on my bike, and I have shit to do today. I smile at her. 

“Well, it’s a good thing I made a reservation.” I smirk at her. I scan the room again and smile when I spot my brother. “I see my party. I’ll show myself to the table.” I grab the menu she’s holding. “I’m going to give you some advice; keep your opinions of what you think of people to yourself because one day you will piss off the wrong person.” I walk away from her and slide into my side of the booth. TJ is chuckling to himself. 

“Can you ever be nice to people?” He tries to chastise me with a twinkle in his eye. 

“She started it.” I roll my eyes. I look at the menu even though I know everything about it. 

“Mel, are you okay?” TJ’s voice is lower this time. “You look lost.” 

“Last night was a rough night. I didn’t sleep well.” It’s coming up on the fifteenth anniversary of our Dad’s death. The nightmares are coming more frequently, and I’m no closer to getting to DeMarco. 

“When are you going to trust me with the truth?” he asks me as he stares at me. I shake my head as my eyes look around the restaurant. He sighs. “I know you’ve lied to me all these years, but I thought you trusted me.” 

“I do trust you, but not here. There are too many people I don’t trust in here.” He nods, scanning the room like I did earlier. We ordered, and he started talking about his auto body shop. After he completed trade school, I wanted to help him. I gave him the money to start his business. He paid me back, and we fought over ownership. He gave me 20 percent of the company because I believed in him. I take my profit and divide it in half. I have a trust fund for Michelle and TJ. I never want us to be poor again, fighting to stay together. ”Have you hired anyone new yet?” He shakes his head. “When you start the interview process, let me know so Joker can do a background check for you.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” he snarks at me through a mouthful of his bacon cheeseburger. He knows I hate when he does that because I hate seeing the food in his mouth or him chewing so loudly. “I appreciate the help ensuring everyone is on the up and up. I don’t want a repeat of the first three years.” I nod. “Speaking of the auto body shop, I need you and the girls to bring the bikes for a tune-up. I brought my schedule so we can stagger them so I can still run my business as usual.” He pulls out a calendar, and I can’t help but giggle. He raises an eyebrow at me.

“I need my workers to see this, and I’m not giving them access to my phone.” I hold my hands in surrender before handing over my phone calendar to him so he can see my MC's work schedule. We spend the next hour and a half talking, working, eating, and planning to get together at my place to talk. I knew I couldn’t get rid of this topic. I don’t want him involved in the DeMarco mess. I try to keep my siblings out of the Valkyries MC business because it’s my cross to bear, not my brother’s, especially since Mom took off the day I graduated from high school. I don't know what would've happened if it hadn’t been for Smitty helping us. He pays the check because he’s the man; no woman, sister, friend, or girlfriend will ever pay in his presence. We’re standing on the sidewalk. 

“I’ll see you tomorrow night.” I hug him and head to my bike. 

“Hey, Melly,” he yells at my retreating, and I look over my shoulder at him, “Be careful.” 

“Careful is my middle name.” I wave and straddle my bike. I head to the clubhouse for a few hours before the mayhem begins. 
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Chapter Two


Medusa







Pulling up to the gate that leads to the clubhouse makes me feel like I’m coming home. This place makes me feel complete. I have a room where I spend most of the time, but I have a three-bedroom house in town, which I share with Chelle as she’s in college. She commutes. I nod at the two members guarding the gate. I head in and am not talking to anyone because I need quiet right now. I sigh as I park my bike and shut it off. I sit there, listening to the laughter from the picnic tables. I smell the smoke from the grill cooking fantastic food made by the chef. One of the members' husband is a trained chef but recently quit to be a stay-at-home Dad, so he enjoys cooking for all of his ladies, as he tells people when they ask what he’s up to now. 

I walk into the club and wait for my eyes to adjust to the darkness. It’s not as bright as it is outside. Walking into the clubhouse, you’re greeted by the common area where we set up couches and a TV. We save all of the evil for the back of the building. We often open the clubhouse to families with kids once a month, and I want the parents to be comfortable with the kids not getting into or seeing something they shouldn’t in this area. I smile at the couple of girls sitting around watching a movie. I keep walking toward my office and close the door behind me. I was going to go to my bedroom, but I wanted to get some emails answered and set up the latest community fundraiser. We try to do this once every three or four months so when the community sees us, we’re not always these scary bikers looking for trouble. 

I’m looking over a file of new prospects from my Road Captain. Tripline usually puts the prospects through their paces to ensure everyone is up to the standards of being a Valkyrie. Growing up, I loved learning. I wanted to be a doctor or a professor, but life had other plans. As I formed my group of misfits, as my brother TJ calls us, I knew we needed a name. I did a lot of research and found I loved the lore of the Norse Mythology of the Valkyrie. In some literature, they are chosen to be slain and guide the souls to Odin. The wings of the Valkyrie also symbolized honor, fate, and bravery. They are beautiful women as well. 

I think many of these names are good, and I’ll send them over to Joker for a background check so we can proceed. 

I moved out of that folder and started looking through the plans for the remodel of our salon. We are now expanding the hair salon by adding manicures, pedicures, and a spa aspect. We are excited about it. Davinci is our go-to girl with everything beauty. She truly is an artist in hair, nails, and makeup. This has always been her pet project for the Valkyries to ensure we stay legal. There’s a knock on the door, and I yell for whoever it is to come in. 

“Hey, Medusa.” Eloise “Bubbles” Stewart, my vice president, walks in with two plates of food. My stomach growls with the smell of Pop’s signature BBQ sauce. “Pop wanted to make sure you’re fed. He saw you come in two hours ago, so focused.” 

“I just had breakfast.” I checked the time on my phone and realized I’d been in my office for almost five hours. Where the fuck did the time go? “Five hours ago.” I reach out my arms to her, making grabby hands. She laughs. I take the plate and inhale the smells. BBQ pulled pork sandwich, macaroni salad, corn on the cob, and chocolate chip cookie. “He loves us,” I say around a mouthful of a sandwich. 

“He does. What have you been doing? Duchess tells me you walked in and shut the door. Bad breakfast date with the siblings?” 

“Michelle bailed. Lucas’s in town. She won’t introduce us yet. She’s been with him for two years and won’t let us meet him. I can’t even get his last name to do a background check on him. She’s so naive.” 

“She’s like that because you kept her in a bubble where nothing bad happens to her. You protected her through your Dad’s murder, your egg donor bailing.” She sighs. “When she started dating, you wouldn’t let her heart get broken. If you didn’t like the guy, you pushed him away or, should I say, threatened him away. She never had to give her heart to anyone because you didn’t allow it.” 

“What am I supposed to do? I never want them to feel what I felt.” 

“I’ve known you since we were ten years old. I know, but I also know you closed your heart off for so long. You have a wall so high that no one can get through.” Bubbles remarks. I sigh as I lean back in my chair. “I know what happened to you. You need to let your siblings live their lives, too.” I know she’s right, but it sucks to get the same lectures over and over again. I roll my eyes at her and continue eating.

Bubbles and I start working together through plans for the remodels and some club business for the next few hours. She leaves to head home with her latest Tinder date. I can’t wait to hear why he’s not right for her. I know I live for her stories. I take my red curly hair out of my messy bun, shaking it to let the curls and frizz run free for me. I sigh in relief as I massage my scalp. I need to get in touch with DaVinci for a spa day. I’m debating on if I should stay here or head home. I walk out of my office to check the weather when I see a few girls there. 

“Evening, Pres.” one of the prospects jumps up. “Is there anything I can do for you?” I tilt my head, trying to remember her name and see if she can read my mind. “I’m Francine or Fancy, like my granny called me.” I snap my fingers. 

“That’s right. I forgot. I’m sorry. I’ve been staring at numbers and reports all day, so my mind is fuzzy. I’m good. What’s the weather like? I could pull out my phone, but I think my eyes will go cross-eyed now.” I chuckle. 

“It’s a nice warm night. I stuck around since you were still here in case you needed anything from me.” 

“Thank you. How do you like the clubhouse so far?” I head to the makeshift bar, and Fancy goes behind it. I tell her to grab me a Mountain Dew since I’ll drive home. I’m hoping to see my sister tonight or get a look at Lucas. 

“I love it. The girls are nice. The significant others are respectful.” She smiles as she hands me a drink. 

“I’m glad. Let one of the members or officers know if anyone treats you poorly other than what the prospects are supposed to be doing. We don’t want anyone to feel uncomfortable. Many members have kids and visit on weekends or during the summer and school breaks.” She nods. 

“I’m raising a younger sibling, so I’m thankful you allow me to bring him by occasionally.” 

“I raised my two younger siblings. I know it’s hard work, especially if you don’t have any support from your family. The ladies and men here will help. I mean, Pop talked to my brother about sex. I couldn’t do it. I was laughing the whole time. He’s just two years younger than me, and it was awkward as fuck.” We laugh. Some of the other prospects who were hanging around came to the bar. We sit and talk about family and how the club is going. Ruby “Derby” Wagner, our enforcer, comes in later on in a bad mood, and I know she needs the girls tonight, so we decide to play a game of pool. Pizza is ordered, plus I threw in some ice cream. Bad decisions tonight make gym days horrible, but my ass will look great. We added shots to make it enjoyable, and I know I’m not going home tonight. Three of the prospects don’t drink in case of emergency with other members. 

It’s going on one a.m., and I decide to take my happy buzzed ass to bed. I open my door and walk in. I lock it. I strip out of my clothes and head to the bathroom to shower. My room in the clubhouse is just a king-size bed, a dresser, and a closet where I keep my gun safe, plus my bathroom. The prospects are the only ones who share a cabin behind the property. It’s like a basic training camp with bunk beds, footlockers, and a shared shower like from high school. It’s a great bonding experience for them because our officers are close, and most of us grew up together or are related to someone. We also do a weekend away with officers and members to keep our family bond going. It’s been great. I hope to continue through the years even when I’m old and gray. 

The shower feels heavenly. The hot water heals all. I wrap my hair in a towel and then dry my body some before wrapping it around me to head to bed. I go through my old T-shirts and boxers to put them on. I gather up my clothes to put in the hamper. I climb into my bed and go through my messages. I will check first to see if there are any club-related ones. I don’t want to miss anything. My family group chat is quiet, too. This is weird. I decide to let them know where I am. 




ME: I’m staying at the compound tonight if you need me. 


ME: Is everything okay? 


TJ: All good. I’m hanging out with the boys tonight. 


ME: If you need a DD, let the prospects know. 


TJ: Will do. 


CHELLE: I’m staying on campus tonight with Carolina while Lucas is with his family. 


TJ: We need a family dinner night since you bailed on us. 


CHELLE: I’m a college student. Let me live my life. 


CHELLE: I’m an adult. 






TJ then calls me. 

“What the fuck is up with that comment?” I hear loud noises in the background and people yelling out his name. 

“I don’t know. We need to find this, Lucas. I hope we can get him checked out. I don’t trust him.” I sigh. 

“Can’t you hire someone?” TJ is finally outside, and it’s quiet. “She’s withdrawing from us. I don’t like it.” 

“I don’t like it either. We might have to let her live her life and make mistakes.” He sighs heavily. 

“I don’t know if we can do that. We promised to protect her.” he snaps. 

“TJ, I know. I understand that. I never want her to struggle. I want her to live her life but also protect her.” 

“Can we not do both?” He chuckles. 

“I don’t think we can keep doing both. She needs to be able to learn from her mistakes. It’s how we grow as a person.” 

“Go get some sleep. We’ll talk tomorrow.” We hang up, and I toss my phone. I groan into my hands. I need sleep.
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Chapter Three


Noah Cameron





  

32 years old 

“Noah, we will talk when this tantrum is over.” My father’s deep voice comes through the speakers in my car. Listening to the same lecture is getting tiresome, and I’m close to blocking my parents. Do you have anything to say?” 

“What do you want me to say, father? I want to live my life for me. I know you want me to follow in your footsteps, but I can’t. I was miserable. Let me try this out for myself.” 

“No. I spent hundreds of thousands of dollars on your education.” He sighs. “I’ll give you a month before you’ll be back.” 

“Father.” I pull my BMW over to the side of the road. My head goes back and rests on the headrest. “I know you’ll be wrong.” 

“Fine. I’ll give you one month to get a job and a place without touching your credit cards.” 

“Father, I’ve already rented an apartment with my trust fund for a year. I was given part of it when I graduated from college. It was from Grandpa, not you. I won’t touch it again. My bills are paid through the trust. I haven’t used the credit cards you gave me in high school since I graduated from college almost six years ago.” He sighed, and I knew I had won this battle. 
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