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I’ve thought long and hard about who I was going to dedicate this book to. After changing it a few times, I have finally decided who I am going to dedicate it to.

Melody’s Temptation is going to be dedicated to everyone that has ever taken a chance and followed their dream. It’s not easy and you probably have a ton of obstacles to overcome along the way. The reward at the end of the day is worth it though. Without the encouragement of several people, I wouldn’t have had the courage to follow my dream. So, this book is also dedicated to everyone that has helped me and given me encouragement along this amazing journey. Whether it was fellow authors or readers, without all of you, I wouldn’t be living my dream right now. So, thank you from the bottom of my heart!
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Glock

Eighteen Years Old

I WAS A SENIOR in high school the day that Melody Michaels walked into my life. She was a new girl in school and I knew as soon as I saw her that things were going to change for me. Melody had long chestnut hair that she wore curled and flowing down her back. When she looked at me, her sky-blue eyes were shining with the innocence of her age and bright with the laughter you could see waiting to escape her lush lips. The first time she turned those eyes on me, I felt like she could see right through my soul and see all the secrets I tried so hard to hide from everyone.

There were about three months of school left when Melody transferred here. Over the course of this time, we were paired together for a few different assignments. It led to us spending time together in and out of school. Melody is easy to talk to and would make me laugh over the silliest things or get me to talk about things I didn’t talk about with anyone, not even my closest friends and brothers by choice. One day we were studying at the library when it started raining out. Immediately, she got excited and grabbed my hand before dragging me out to dance in the rain. I’ve never done anything like that before and that is the only time I think I’ll ever do it.

Another time, I opened up about my brother, Anthony. He was older than me and when things hit the fan with him, he turned to drugs to escape reality. On several occasions, I tried to get him clean and keep him that way. Unfortunately, it didn’t stick, and he ended up paying for it with his life. Anthony’s death tore my world apart and made me want to keep everyone else in my life at arm’s length, so it wouldn’t happen again.

Other than when we were studying, Melody and I didn’t spend as much time together outside of school as I would have liked. Our time was our time, and I didn’t want it any other way. My closest friends were man-whores already and tried to nail anyone they could. Personally, I had been too busy with my life to worry about it. While they were out fucking every girl in our class and some of the club girls, I was spending my time getting the grades I needed to get out of school and start prospecting for the Wild Kings MC. I’ve known my entire life that’s where I would end up. Just like my dad and my uncle, Dec’s dad.

One day, about three weeks before school was done, Melody came up to me between classes. “Mason, I have a question to ask you,” she said before looking at the floor.

“What’s up?” I asked, tilting her chin back up to look at me. I had never seen her unsure of herself or nervous.

“I was wondering if you wanted to hang out later.”

“Did you have anythin’ specific in mind babe?”

“I just want to drive until we find a spot to park. I want to lay in the bed of your truck and watch the stars. Is that okay?” She asked, letting her eyes look everywhere but at me.

“Yeah, we can do that. I have somethin’ to do for a while, but I should be free by seven or so. Am I pickin’ you up where I usually drop you off?”

“Yeah. Are you sure I’m not taking you away from your friends?” She asked, looking over my shoulder.

Turning my head, I see the guys walking down the hall towards us. “I’m sure. I’ll pick you up no later than eight.”

“Okay. I’ll see you then.” Melody says before leaving me standing there.

As I watch Melody’s retreat down the hallway, Dec slaps me on the back. “When you gonna introduce us to your girl?”

“She’s not my girl!” I tell him, making sure that I look him in the eyes. None of them need to know how much Melody has gotten under my skin.

“Then why are you always with her?” Levi asks me.

“We’ve been paired up on some projects. When I’ve been with her, we’ve been studyin’ and that’s it. Her dad’s a preacher, you think I need that shit?”

“Preacher’s daughters are always down for some dirty and nasty fun,” Brock pipes in.

“I wouldn’t know.” I answer, trying to shut them down before they really get started. “I’m goin’ to class.”
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After school, we went and helped my dad and uncles pack some stuff up. Apparently, the club is going to do some renovations on the garage and we were needed to help the prospects do the grunt work. They let it slip that sooner or later, we’ll be moving to a new location. I guess a prime spot was located a few hours from one of the other chapters of the Wild Kings and they want to be closer. So, we’ll be moving half-way across the country when they get everything worked out.

As soon as we’re done with moving and packing things up, I let everyone know I’m heading out. The guys have to give me a hard time. They’re staying at the clubhouse for a while to see what trouble they can get in to and I’m not staying with them this time. Usually we all sit around, play pool, and sneak a few beers. Our dads know, and I don’t know why we try to hide it, but it’s not where my head’s at right now. I’ve been thinking about Melody since she asked me to hang out. I’ll be honest, there’s been some dirty thoughts running through my head. I want to know how soft her skin is under my hands, what she tastes like, and a million other things. She would run as far as she can if she knew the thoughts running through my head. But, I can’t push her away no matter how much I want to. Melody has already sunk her claws in deep!

It’s about ten minutes to eight when I finally pull up down the road from her house at our meeting spot. When I look out my window, I don’t see anyone there and I begin to wonder if she went home instead of waiting for me. It’s not long though before I see movement from behind one of the trees lining the road. Melody approaches the truck and I lean across to open the door for her.

“I didn’t think you were here,” I tell her when she pulls herself up on the seat.

“My parents went out and I didn’t want them to see me waiting for you.”

“Which direction?”

“Wherever you want Mason. I want to find a field or something where we can pull over and just lay back and relax.”

“I know the perfect spot. You want to tell me what’s goin’ on babe?” I ask her, resisting the urge to pull her in the middle next to me.

“I just wanted to see you. I mean, we’ve studied and spent time talking, now I want to just relax with you. Without the pretense of having a project to finish.”

“Why is that?” I ask her, somewhat confused at her answer. She’s never shown an interest in me before now.

“Mason, I’m not good with letting people in. With you, it’s easy. We laugh, you indulge my crazy ideas, you let me in, and I like spending time with you. School’s over soon and I’m sure I won’t see you after that.”

“Sure you will. We have all the time in the world to spend together. Well, when I’m not busy with the club.”

“You don’t understand. My parents are sending me away after graduation. They don’t like the way I talk about you at home, that we’ve had to work together, and that I like you and want to be more than friends.”

Melody’s response floors me. I never thought she would tell me that she wanted more from me. “You sure about that angel? About wantin’ more than friendship from me?”

“Mason, I’ve wanted you since the first day I came to this school. You stand out to me and you make me believe that I can be anything that I want to. I don’t have to listen to my parents about what my future should be. I can make my own path and find happiness.”

“Angel, I have wanted you so bad. The thoughts I have about you would make you run as fast as you can.”

“No, they wouldn’t. Mason, I want you. Tonight. Now.” She responds, moving over next to me, and placing her hand on my thigh.

My foot presses down a little harder on the accelerator so I can get to the field behind the clubhouse. I place my hand over hers and link my fingers with hers. I can’t believe the way tonight is going to turn out. When Melody asked me to hang out, I figured we’d hang out and talk. I never once thought she’d offer to give herself to me.

It takes me less than five minutes to get where we’re going and the closer we get, the more nervous I’m becoming. I doubt that Melody has ever been with anyone, and I know I haven’t so it will be the first time for both of us. What if I fuck up and she ends up hating me for it?

“Are you sure this is what you want, angel?” I ask her, pulling over and shutting the truck and lights off.

“I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life. I want it to be you, Mason. No one else but you.”

I lift her chin up again and look into her eyes. I’m not sure who moves first, but before a few seconds pass, our lips are meeting. Melody’s lips are the softest lips I’ve ever felt beneath mine. Yeah, I might be a virgin, but I’ve made out with my fair share of girls. Okay, club girls. I gently bite down on her bottom lip and swipe my tongue over it, taking the sting out. Knowing that I want access, she doesn’t make me wait for it and opens her mouth to me. There are little moans coming from her mouth and I can feel her breath picking up speed the more she gets into our kiss.

Suddenly she breaks free of me and gives me a devilish little smirk. Turning the radio on, she flips stations until she finds a song that I’ve never heard before. It’s country. I don’t listen to country music. At all.

“Don’t look at me like that Mason,” she says, showing her sassy side. “I love Die A Happy Man. It’s going to stay here.”

Without looking back, she climbs out of the passenger door, grabs the blankets stuffed behind the seat, and heads to the bed of the truck. I sit here stunned at the sass she just showed me. It’s not very often that she lets it come out. Scrambling to help her set the blankets and pillows up, I climb in the bed of the truck after toeing off my boots and smooth everything out. Once I’m done, I hold my hand out to her so I can help her climb in.

“I have to know, are you sure about this Melody? We don’t have to do anythin’.” I ask her, laying down and pulling her down with me.

“I am Mason. I want it to be with you and only you. I even got condoms from the health room.”

“I have a confession to make then,” I tell her, making sure she’s looking in my eyes. “I’ve never done this before, so I can’t reassure you about what will happen next. We’ll both be flyin’ blind here angel.”

“That just makes me want you more. I know it’s going to hurt and I’m ready for it.”

I lean in and take her mouth with mine again. This time, I let my hands explore. Running my hand down to the bottom of her shirt, I bring my hand under it and run it back up her silky skin until I reach her tits. Pulling her bra down, I pinch and pull on first one nipple before moving on to the other one. Since I’m not sure what to do here, I take my cues from her responses. Melody’s back arches up into my hand, trying to get as close to my teasing fingers as she can. Moving away from her mouth, I make my way down to her neck. The only time I stop is when I lift her shirt from her body and toss it behind us in the truck.

Melody’s hands are doing their own exploring of my body. After I remove her shirt and bra, she helps me take my shirt off. I’m fumbling and I have no clue where to go from here, but I’m determined to make this good for her. So, I take a nipple in my mouth and suck it until I hear a moan escape her mouth. Moving down her body, I kiss and lick everywhere I can reach on her until she starts squirming under me. At the same time, I undo her jeans and push them and her panties down her smooth legs. I sit up enough to get her pants the rest of the way off and take her in for the first time, completely bare to me. Her pussy is bare and I can see how wet she is already. There’s no way that I’m not getting my first taste of her.

I scoot between her legs and lock my gaze on hers as I lower my head to her body. I take my first tentative lick of her. She arches up and meets my mouth as I move from her slit to her clit. Taking it in my mouth, I suck on it gently. Melody moans out and I feel her hand in my hair. Grabbing a handful, she pushes my head where she wants me to go. In this moment, I can feel that we’re both just going on what we feel is the right thing to do. But I can’t get enough of her.

When I sense that Melody is getting close, I insert a finger into her and feel how tight she is. I don’t know how the hell I’m going to fit there, but I’ve listened when the club girls and the guys have talked about that kind of stuff. I slowly slide my finger in and out of Melody’s wet slit a few times until I feel her clenching around my finger, trying to keep me there. Carefully I insert a second finger and scissor them a little bit, trying to stretch her out a little bit for me. I can feel every ripple and spasm of her as she gets closer to her release.

“Mason!” Melody screams out as I feel her shatter under my tongue and finger.

Stopping what I’m doing, I use my forearm to wipe my mouth and move back up her body. On my way up, I undo my jeans and pull them down one handed. Melody senses what I’m doing and reaches down to wrap her hand around my length. Fuck, that feels good. 

“Angel, you gotta stop,” I tell her after she works her hand up and down for a few minutes. “I’m gettin’ close and I want to make this good for you.”

Melody pulls her hand away from my dick and licks the pre-cum from her fingers. That’s fucking hot. She reaches behind her head and grabs the condom that she must have put there after we laid down. I take it and rip it open, sliding it down my length before I move between her creamy thighs once more. Looking up at me, I can see the trust and desire shining from Melody’s eyes and I hope I don’t hurt her too bad.

Taking a hand away from her face, I make sure that she’s still wet so it will be easier to fit inside her. I remember overhearing one of the guys saying that you have to make sure the girl was ready every time. She lifts her hips up to meet me and I lean down to kiss her. Finally, I place myself at her entrance and start to push inside. My gaze doesn’t move from hers so I can see what she’s feeling and I can read the discomfort on her face. There’s no way I’m going to be able to hurt her like this, so I start to ease back out.

“Don’t stop Mason!” She cries out. “I’m fine, it will get better. I promise.”

Pushing back in a little bit, I pull back out and ease my way back in further than before. As I go to push back in a little bit further, Melody reaches down and pulls me to her while pushing her hips up to meet me. There’s no stopping me from going balls deep. She lets out a small shriek of pain and I immediately still my body. I can feel myself trembling from holding still and I know she feels it too. A tear escapes her eye and I feel horrible that I hurt her.

“I’m so sorry, angel,” I tell her, leaning down to wipe her tears away and kiss her.

“It was going to hurt either way,” she tells me, running her hand down my face as I lean into her touch. “Start moving Mason. Please, start moving.”

Slowly I pull out and push back into her. Within a few minutes, my angel is meeting my thrusts. She’s so tight, I can feel every ripple of her. Needing more, I wrap her legs around my hips and start moving faster within in her. I can feel her getting close to exploding if the way she’s gripping me is anything to go by. I know that I’m getting close to finding my release. Melody doesn’t wait for me to help her get her release, she reaches between our sweat slicked bodies and I feel her rubbing her clit.

“So...close...Mason.” She pants out.

I start moving faster and it’s not long before Melody is pulling me over the edge with her. She shudders beneath me and clenches my dick like a vice trying to keep me within her body. There’s no holding back from me as I thrust my hips into her three more times and fall over the edge with her.

“Melody!” I roar out through my release.

Rolling us to our sides, I pull my sweet angel into me and wrap the blanket up around us. Even though it’s hot out, the breeze has a slight chill to it and I don’t want her to get cold. It takes a few minutes for our breathing to even out as I rub my hands up and down her back. Before I can move to get us more comfortable, I feel something leaking down our entwined legs. What the fuck?

Slowly sliding out of her, I look down to see that the condom broke. Fuck! How the hell do I tell her this after she just gave me one hell of a gift? But, I can’t lie to her about it.

“Um, angel, we have a problem.” I tell her, pulling the broken condom off my dick. “The condom broke and I’m guessin’ you aren’t on anythin’.”

“No, I’m not.” She says sitting up and looking me in the eye. “I’m sorry, Mason. So sorry!” She finishes, starting to cry.

“It’s not your fault baby. This happens sometimes.” I say, trying to reassure her and pulling her into my arms.

Honestly, I’m not mad this happened. I’m scared that we just might have created a life together because we’re young and I don’t want to stop my angel from reaching her goals, but not mad. Whatever happens, we’ll deal with it together and figure out what our next steps are. I tell her all this as I hold her close to me. After a while, Melody calms down enough to fall asleep in my arms and soon, I’m following her into a peaceful slumber. Something I don’t ever get.

Melody

It’s been a few weeks since my night with Mason. After he calmed me down, we both fell asleep in the bed of his truck and didn’t wake up until one of his friends stumbled upon us. He was drunk as hell and thought Mason was alone. Unfortunately, he saw more of me than I was prepared to show anyone else. Since then, things have been absolutely crazy with finals, getting ready for graduation, and my parents basically forbidding me to see Mason ever again.

I haven’t told anyone, but I haven’t been feeling the best right now and most days I’m sick throughout the day. The craziest things turn my stomach and I have to rush to the bathroom. Knowing that I can’t put it off any longer, I buy a pregnancy test from a pharmacy out of town. I had to ride the bus there and back while my parents thought I was studying at the library. Now, I’m actually at the library, locked in the bathroom waiting for the results of the test to show up. The directions said that I have to wait a few minutes, but the results show up almost immediately. It’s positive.

Silently freaking out, I know that I have to tell Mason what’s going on, but I have no clue how to do that. I know I should tell him face to face, but I’ve been avoiding him. It’s nothing that he did wrong, I just didn’t know how to deal with the possibility that I was pregnant. Now, I think that I’ll write him a letter or something and tell him. That way he can process it and talk to me when he’s calmed down. I know that he said we would deal with whatever happened, but now that it’s a reality I don’t know that his answer will be the same.

Now that my decision’s been made, I decide to sit down and write him a letter. Thankfully it’s the weekend and no one is in the library.

Mason,

I’m sorry that I’ve been avoiding you these last few weeks. It honestly has nothing to do with you or what happened between us. I just didn’t know how to deal with the fact that I might be pregnant. Now, it’s not a possibility that I’m pregnant. I have taken a test since I haven’t been feeling good and I’m late. The test came back positive.

I know that you said we would deal with the result of whatever happened, but I don’t want you to give up your dream of becoming a Wild King. That’s not going to be easy, add in a kid, and it’s going to be even harder. I’m prepared to raise the baby alone and you can visit whenever you want to. No matter what happens between us, I would never keep you away from your child.

The only reason I’m even writing you this letter is so that you can process the information and calm down. Then we can talk about it and make a decision about where to go from here. I’ll let you come to me when you’re ready. You know how to get a hold of me.

Melody

Folding the letter up, I stick it in my book and make my way out to wait for my mom to pick me up and take me home. Until I can get the letter to Mason, I’m going to have to hide it. It’s Sunday so I’ll put it in my dresser until I go to school tomorrow. That way, if my parents search my stuff, they won’t find it. To my knowledge, they never go through my dresser.

As soon as I get in the car with my mom, she starts in on how I missed the dinner after church so I could come to the library. So, I still got to hear about all of the gossip and stuff when I had no interest in it and I was dealing with my own world crashing down around me right now. I want to tell her to shut her damn mouth, but I know that it will only be harder for me. She loves it when I talk back and stuff so that she can punish me. There’s just too much on my mind right now to be worrying about getting punished. Like normal, I sit back, don’t say what I really want to, and make the appropriate comments when necessary.

“When we get home, I want you to get your room cleaned up and then we’ll have a talk.” My mom says as we pull in the driveway. Her voice has that fake, sugar-like quality to it when I know shit is about to hit the fan.

“Okay mom. Is someone coming over or something?” I ask.

“You’ll find out when I’m ready for you to find out.” She says, finally showing the attitude that I know she usually has.
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I’ve been searching and searching for the letter to Mason since I had the conversation with my parents last night. It’s not here anywhere though. I’m guessing that when my mom disappeared for a little bit she went through my stuff and found it. Now they’ll know my biggest secret and I don’t know what they’re going to do to me about it. I wish now that I knew so I could do something before anything happened.

Mason has been trying to seek me out in school since it’s the last day before graduation. I’ve managed to avoid him so far today and his friends have passed me in the halls giving me knowing looks. I’m not sure if it’s because he’s been bragging that we had sex or if the one that found us opened his mouth. Or, maybe it’s because they all know I’m avoiding him for whatever reason. Just as I go to turn the corner, I run right into someone.

“I’m so sorry!” I mutter, looking up into Mason’s eyes.

“Angel, we need to talk. Why are you avoidin’ me?”

“I’m no...” I start to respond before he cuts me off.

“You are. Now, I know somethin’ is up, and we need to talk.” He says, leading me to a quiet corner.

“We do need to talk. My parents found a letter I wrote you and I don’t know what’s going to happen to me now.”

“Why would you write me a letter instead of just talkin’ to me about whatever was in it? What do you mean that you don’t know what they’re goin’ to do to you now?” He asks, getting more confused the longer we stand here.

“I can’t explain everything right now. My mom will be here any minute to get me. I wish things were different and we could just be together Mason. If that’s what you want, that is.”

“I want that more than anythin’, angel. Why can’t you just come with me? I’m goin’ to start prospectin’ for the Wild Kings today or tomorrow. But, I’ve got enough money saved to get an apartment now. We can move in together and just be happy. Hell, my dad’s got an apartment out behind the house we can stay in for now.”

“That sounds wonderful! I wish we could really do that.” I say, feeling the tears starting to gather in my eyes.

“I’ll send you a message in a little bit after I talk to him. I know he won’t have a problem with it since we’re both graduatin’. Meet me in our spot with whatever you want to move in with. We’ll figure everythin’ else out tomorrow, angel. I promise, everythin’ will be okay.”

“There’s something that you don’t know Mason. Something that might change the way you feel about everything.”

“What is it?” He asks me, moving his body that much closer to me.

Before I can answer him, I hear the horn honk outside the door we’re standing at and I know without looking it’s my parents. So, I don’t tell Mason the news he needs to hear. He can find out when he picks me up tonight. It’s honestly the only way that we’re going to be able to be together without my parents ruining everything. I leave Mason standing there looking after me and go running out to the car before whoever is here decides to come in looking for me.

“I don’t know what you were thinking young lady, but you are not going to embarrass your mother and I with this sin you have committed!” My dad shouts before I have the door closed. I know that Mason is hearing him since he’s standing just outside the door.

“I’m sorry Daddy!” I say, trying to calm him down while shutting the door behind me.

Before he pulls away from the curb, my dad backhands me so hard that my head hits the window and tears instantly fall from my eyes. I can see Mason running towards the car after witnessing my dad’s abuse. He’s running with everything in him, but he’s just no match for the speed my dad is starting to pick up.

“You’re packing a bag when we get home and you’re going to stay with family down south until that sin you’re carrying is born. It will be adopted out, you will sign the papers, and then you’ll come home as if nothing ever happened. Once you get home, you will do everything your mother and I say with no back talk and no letting go of your routine. Do you understand me you dirty whore?” My dad shouts, the spit flying from his mouth more and more as he yells. His face is turning bright red and the veins are starting to stick out.

“Yes sir,” I mumble.

If there’s any way that I can escape without having to go wherever my parents are thinking of sending me, I’m going to do it. Mason deserves to know he fathered a child and he deserves to be in that child’s life. I’m not going to be the one to take that away from him. Even if it means that I have to give my child to him and walk away. I will do it if I have to because some stranger is not going to call our child their own. They didn’t create this child, Mason and I did.

As soon as we pull in the driveway, I don’t bother waiting for the car to stop. Climbing out, I run into the house and make my way up to my room to throw some stuff into a few bags. I know I’ll need more than I’m packing since I’ll be gone for the next eight months or so. At least that’s what my parents are going to think. The entire time I’m packing, my mother is watching me like a hawk to make sure that I don’t take anything they don’t want me to. She’s already pulled books, hair products, magazines, and a few other things out of my growing pile and thrown them to the floor. That’s okay though, I’ll buy more when I get to wherever I’m going. I’ve become a master at buying things I’m not supposed to have and hiding them so they don’t get discovered. Unfortunately, my entire room has already been gone through, and I know that they’ve probably found all that stuff.

Finally, I’m finished packing what I’m allowed to take. I try to send a message off to Mason since I’ve been feeling the phone that I bought vibrating like crazy in my back pocket. The only reason my parents haven’t found it is because I keep it in my bag when I go to school and wear loose clothing when I get dressed. So, walking into the bathroom I close the door and pull the cell phone out only for my mother to whip the door open and pull it from my hands. She looks me in the face as she throws it to the floor and stomps her heel down on it multiple times. Now I’ll never be able to get ahold of Mason since that was the only place I had his number.

They lead me out to a car that’s waiting and put my bags in the trunk. I’m basically shoved into the backseat and they make sure that the child safety locks are engaged so that I can’t open the door from the inside. Some man I’ve never seen before gets in the front seat and pulls away without a word to me or my parents. I look back and they aren’t even standing there. I guess I’ll have to figure out a way to get back here so that I can tell Mason what’s going on and that he’s going to be a dad. No matter what, I will get back to him some day!
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Chapter One
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Melody

A week later

FOR THE PAST WEEK, I’ve been holed up in a hotel room with my transporter. He’s a man from my parent’s church and he’s been tasked with driving me to my aunt’s house. The only reason we stopped is because I’ve been so sick and he was worried about me. My parents wanted him to just continue driving, but he put his foot down.

Every day that I’ve been gone from Mason, I think about him from the time I wake up until I close my eyes to go to sleep. He’s in my dreams and there’s no escaping him or the memories of things we did. The best times we spent together were when we would just drive somewhere and park. He didn’t care if I just wanted to lay in the grass and look at the stars or sky depending on what time it was. If I wanted to do something, he had no problem making sure it happened. The best day was when it started raining when we were at the library. Mason went out with me and we danced in the rain like fools. We laughed and just had fun. It was amazing.

I wouldn’t trade my time with him for anything in the world and I want him to be happy about the life we created. Even if we’re not together, I want him to be happy no matter who he’s with. It will break my heart to know that he’s with someone else, but I will never deny him his happiness.

I cry myself to sleep every night missing him, and my heart hurts so bad with every passing day. It might be different if he knew about the baby and chose not to have anything to do with him or her. At this point, I don’t know what he would say about the baby. I just know that I’m going to go through the pregnancy and raising this baby alone. Unless I can find him. 

The only thing I can do at this point is document every stage of my pregnancy and delivery in the hopes that Mason will be able to see everything someday. Once the baby is born, I’ll take so many pictures everyone in his or her life will be sick of seeing me with a camera in my hands. Not that I plan on anyone being around. I’ll never open myself up again to lose everything I hold dear. Mason is the only one that will get that from me again.

A day or two ago, we stopped in a gas station and there were a few girls there that were talking about the guys Mason hangs out with. Apparently, they’re moving somewhere near a town called Dander Falls. I’m not sure why they’re moving or anything like that, just that these girls are mad as hell that they won’t be able to party with them anymore. I’m sure the girls get more than partying out of this though. They are in a gas station in clothes that look like they belong on a child. Nothing is being left to the imagination and it’s the exact type of thing I’m sure that Mason is going to figure out that he wants. Ones that aren’t afraid to try new things and learn new things sexually.

So, even if I could get away from this guy, we’ll call him asshole, I wouldn’t be able to find Mason. I don’t have any clue where Dander Falls is. How the hell am I going to tell him about the baby now? It was never a plan to not tell him about the life we created together. Now, I don’t know what to do and I don’t have anyone to talk to about it. Fuck my life!

“Melody, we’re gonna be moving on in the morning. Are you feeling good enough to travel?” Asshole asks me.

“I guess so. The morning is the worst so far for me today. So, as long as we can wait a little bit, I should be fine.”

“Okay. We’ll get you some dry toast and ginger ale and then wait a bit before we leave.”

Seriously this guy isn’t truly that bad. He’s been doing everything in his power to make sure that I’m comfortable. It’s just the point that he won’t help me escape and get to Mason. Asshole is going to make sure that I get to my aunt’s house and that I’m delivered there safely.
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Asshole was true to his word and let me have a reprieve this morning before getting back in the car. Now, I’m laying down in the backseat thinking of ways that I can find Mason to talk to him. I need to see him. It’s been a week and he’s all I think about. Every night I cry myself to sleep and I just want to hear his voice one more time. Even if it’s him telling me that he hates me for trapping him with this baby. Honestly, I don’t care if he has nothing to do with our baby, I just want him to know so he can’t hold it against me.

As I daydream about the things I thought we’d be doing after graduating, I hear a rumble start. With every passing second, the sound gets louder and louder. Sitting up, I look out the back window and see a large group of motorcycles. They’re heading up to the back of the car faster than Asshole is driving. The only thing I can think of is Mason.

Before they get too close, the bikers move over into the next lane along with trucks and vans. My heart rate accelerates and I can feel myself staring out the window to try to get a glimpse of who’s going by us. Too bad their faces are concealed by helmets and stuff. Not that I would know who I’m looking at anyway. Unless it’s one of the trucks. I know Mason’s truck. Unfortunately, the windows in this car are tinted so no one can see in. Guess my parents don’t want anyone to know that they are basically kidnapping me and hiding me away because I’m pregnant and didn’t follow their plan.

The bikers are now almost completely past us and I can see the trucks and vans coming up. Spying the second truck in the line, I see Mason. He looks pissed off and there’s another guy that I’ve seen around school riding with him. They could be twins. Seeing Mason makes me the happiest I’ve been since I had to leave. I see him look at the car and for a moment our eyes meet, he just doesn’t know it. The scowl on his gorgeous face deepens and I can almost see the wheels turning in his mind. As they get side by side with us, I can see him almost slowing down to keep pace with us.

“Mason!” I scream, trying to roll down the window. Asshole has them locked though and it doesn’t move an inch. “Mason, I’m here!”

“Calm down Melody! Don’t make me do something we’ll both regret.” Asshole says.

“Please, just let me go and no one will have to know.” I beg and plead with tears streaming down my face. “We can make it look like we got into an accident and neither one of us survived. Please, I’ll do anything!”

Asshole doesn’t say anything. He just speeds up and blocks out my voice. As he speeds up, Mason speeds up too. He has to know something is wrong since we’re randomly speeding up with their caravan traveling beside us. Maybe he’ll follow us and see that it’s me. My hope rises as I see him pull out a phone and put it to his ear. The entire time he’s continuing to stare the car down while the guy riding with him cranes his neck to try to see the license plate.

“Please babe, please follow us so you can help me get away.” I beg quietly.

Too soon though, Mason pulls ahead of us. The caravan continues moving steadily down the highway and I know that all hope is lost now. Mason is never going to know that it’s me in this car. He’s never going to know that he’s the only man that I’ll ever love. Someday, though, I will get back to him and tell him everything that happened. Including my parents threatening to kill our baby.

Someday, Mason will know about the baby and make a decision as to whether or not he wants to be a dad. That’s the only thing I can hope for now. By the time I find him again, I’m sure that he’ll be happy with someone and they can be a part of raising our child. The way I feel about that is that if he’s happy and the woman treats my child the way they deserve to be treated, then I won’t have a problem with them at all. I’d rather be on the same page as them when it comes to raising my child and them on the same page as me. There’s nothing more I can really ask for than that.
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Chapter Two

[image: image]




Glock

Three weeks later

IT’S BEEN ALMOST A month since I’ve seen my angel. In such a short amount of time she became my entire world and I’ll never love another. Melody is the only one that I want in my life. I want to marry her, put my babies in her stomach and watch her grow round, raise our babies and grandbabies, and grow old together. It doesn’t take a genius to know when you’ve found something good, someone that makes breathing easier.

“Mason, you ready to go to the clubhouse?” Dec asks me.

“Guess so.” I reply.

Dec, Levi, Logan, Brock, Connor, and I are all prospects for the Wild Kings MC now. This is what I’ve been waiting for my entire life and now that it’s here, I could care less about it. Honestly, the only thing I want in my life is my angel, Melody.

The day that we moved to Clifton Falls, I saw a car on the highway that drew my attention for some unknown reason. Dec was riding with me and I made him get the license plate number while I called Pops to get someone to run it for me. Nothing came back, and it was the worst trip in the history of the Wild Kings MC. We got all the way to Clifton Falls to have to turn around because the building the club thought was a done deal fell through. So, we had nowhere to set up home. Thankfully the sale of the old clubhouse hadn’t gone through so we could go back.

All of my friends, my brothers, know something is wrong. They just don’t know what to do to get me out of my funk. I’ve had women thrown at me, enough alcohol to drown a horse, and every drug under the sun. The only thing that has taken away the pain is the drugs. None of the guys know how truly bad I’ve gotten though, and for that I’m thankful.

The only time I’m at the clubhouse these days is when I absolutely have to be there. Other than that, I’m out looking for my girl every place that I can think of and taking away the pain with whatever I can get my hands on. Alcohol doesn’t even numb the pain I feel anymore. Pills and other drugs are the only thing that numb me enough I can get through the day.

I know the last day I saw Melody that she was trying to tell me something important. Unfortunately, her dad got there to pick her up too soon and she couldn’t tell me. Now, I wonder every day what it was and wonder if the main thought running through my mind is really true. The night we were together, I know the condom broke. It was only a matter of a time before her parents forced her away from home. Melody carrying my baby is the only thing I can think of to cause her parents to react like that.
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