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Chapter One
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The sirens pierced Chelsea’s ears as she ran; her lungs burned under the weight of her heavy breathing. Tears blurred her eyes and stung her cheeks as she tore around the corner, slamming into the body that stood against the wall.

“Whoa there, Shorty,” the body spoke.

Chelsea recognised the voice of Mason, a boy with whom she had been to school since kindergarten. She tried to brush him aside and run past, but Mason stood over six feet tall and had the typical footballer’s body. Full of muscle. He reached up and grabbed at her shoulders, holding Chelsea still.  She angrily wiped at her tears to clear her eyes, and looking up into his face, she could read the look of concern.

“What’s going on, Chels?” Mason asked, his voice lowered as he spoke softly and gently to her.

Chelsea shook her head; she wanted to speak but could only manage what sounded like a gargled groan. The sirens grew louder and closer, Chelsea grabbed Mason’s arms and spun him around, pushing herself tight against the wall. His face read confusion as he looked over his shoulder to see the ambulance followed by a police car race past the street they were hidden down.

“Chelsea, what the hell?” he demanded, taking her hand.

Mason dragged her through the gate of what she knew was the chapter house for the Kings of Darkness, a motorbike club many people feared and protested throughout the city. Mason pulled her into the yard surrounding the unassuming house; a few men sat in garden chairs around the fire.

“Whose yer girly friend, Mas?” a thin, wiry man with no teeth and ratty features called out.

Mason waved his hand dismissively.  “Not now, Duggar,” he replied with a frown.

If Chelsea hadn’t been on the verge of an anxiety attack, she would have found the whole situation quite amusing. She knew that Mason was the son of the President of the Kings of Darkness; she had heard the rumours of how bad they were, but Chelsea had never been there; in fact, she and Mason hadn’t really had a lot to do with each other except for sharing the odd handful of classes throughout the years. 

Mason held Chelsea’s hand tight as he dragged her into a room that had a bed, desk, stereo and football trophies. Chelsea glanced around the room and realised it must have been Mason’s bedroom.

“Right, you’re safe here; what’s going on?” Mason asked, leading her to sit on the bed next to him.

“Mason, I fucked up, I fucked up really bad,” Chelsea’s voice cracked as she covered her face with her hands, and tears slipped through her fingers.

Mason touched her shoulder lightly, moving Chelsea’s hair from her face. “What do you mean, Chelsea? What did you do?” 

Chelsea looked up into Mason’s face. He was a really handsome guy. Mason was part of the popular group at school, being a footballer. Chelsea tended to be a bit of a loner; she preferred art and spent most of her time in the art room, lost in her paintings, which were usually dark in theme. The other kids never took the time to understand her art; they never took the time to ask her what it was about, and instead, they called her an emo and asked if she was going to go cut herself. 

After every school break, there was always at least one comment about the fact that Chelsea was still alive and that she hadn’t let the knife slip up the river to kill herself. Mason’s friends usually made the comments. Mason never said anything she appreciated but never stood up for her. So, she didn’t know whether she could trust him. However, in his bedroom, the sound of sirens still lingers in Chelsea’s ears, and she doesn’t know if she will have a choice.

Chelsea lowered her head into her hands again as a wave of nausea filled her stomach. She shot her head up, looking around for something to vomit in. Mason must have been able to read the look on her face because just as the vomit forced its way from her lips, he shoved a bin under her. Chelsea knew she would be embarrassed after this was over, but at that moment, she felt good to know that Mason was there trying to support her. He rubbed her back until the heaving stopped, and she sat up. Mason handed Chelsea a tissue, and she dabbed her mouth. He took the bin from her and left the room; she could hear a tap get turned on, and he soon returned with a glass of water for her. Chelsea looked up at Mason and smiled slightly as she took the glass with a shaky hand.

Mason sat back on the bed and rubbed her back as she gulped down the water. She leaned into him and rested her head on his shoulder. Mason instinctively kissed her head, and she was grateful for the affection.

“Now tell me what has happened, Chels,” 

Chelsea looked up at him and closed her eyes, trying to push the images from her brain. “I shot my father,” she explained, opening her eyes to see Mason quickly try to wipe the look of shock off his face.

“Why?” Mason’s voice cracked slightly with shock.

Chelsea shook her head, and tears flowed down her cheeks again. He wiped the tears with his thumb, taking her other hand. “Chels, there must have been a reason for you to shoot him”, Mason said quietly, his eyes roaming her face, trying to read her.

Chelsea nodded her head. “Many years of reasons,” she sighed.

Mason nodded his head. “Where is the gun, Chelsea?” 

Chelsea frowned; her mind went blank. She couldn’t remember what she did with the gun. After she saw the blood oozing from her father, she ran. Chelsea cast her mind back, her father with that horrid look on his face, his stinking breath raping her nostrils as he crudely grabbed at her breast. 

She had the cold gun in her hand and felt it recoil as she pulled the trigger. Her father’s eyes widened as the realisation of what she had done to him sunk in. He fell to his knees with a hard thud, and Chelsea looked down at him as he reached for his stomach; blood began to ooze through his fingers, and a coppery smell replaced the rancid smell of his booze-laced breath.

“You cunt. You fucking piece of shit, you fucking slut. You shot me,” Carl roared.

Chelsea shook her head as she backed away from her father, who was beginning to slump forward and gurgle as he spat abuse at her. She turned and ran for the door but didn’t look back until she ran into Mason.

“The gun, Chelsea, what did you do with it?” she heard Mason ask again.

Chelsea shook her head and pulled the gun from the waistband of her pants. She heard Mason inhale a sharp breath over his teeth. He reached out and took the gun from her, opening the barrel to check for bullets before putting it on the bed behind them. Suddenly, the door burst open, and a man encompassing the doorway stood menacingly. Chelsea let out a yelp in fear and felt her entire body tense. Mason rubbed his thumb on the palm of her hand.

“Dad,” Mason introduced. “Do you remember Chelsea?”

The man at the door smiled a crooked smile. She looked between Mason and his Dad; she could definitely see the resemblance. They both were tall and full of muscle. Both had dark, almost black hair with dark brown eyes and when they smiled, they both had crooked smiles that made them look like they were planning something.

“Nice to see you, Chelsea; my name is Knox. I haven’t seen you since you were a little tacker,” Knox chuckled, reaching out to envelope Chelsea.

Chelsea smiled weakly. “That would be true; it’s been a long time.”

Knox’s eyes suddenly landed on the gun on Mason’s bed. He frowned and pointed at the gun. “What the fuck is that?” he demanded through gritted teeth.

Mason stood up. “Chelsea’s in trouble, Dad,” Mason explained quickly.

Knox’s eyes snapped to Chelsea, and she dropped her head, unable to look at him. “What kind of trouble,” he asked quietly.

“She shot her Dad.”

Chelsea looked up to see Knox, his dark eyes narrowed, watching her. He nodded slightly and reached for the chair tucked neatly under the desk at the side of the room before sitting on it.

“Alright, girl, what happened?” Knox asked as he leaned back into the chair and folded his arms across his ample chest.

Mason sat on the bed again beside Chelsea, putting a protective arm around her shoulders. She didn’t know if she could trust Mason and his Dad, but she didn’t feel she had a choice. Even if they handed her over to the cops, it wouldn’t matter; she was in trouble no matter what happened. 

“He was going to rape me,” she explained quietly, lowering her head.

Knox growled, and she felt Mason’s arm stiffen around her shoulder.  When she looked up again, Knox ran his hand over his face and hair, which hung loosely around his shoulders. There was a knock on the door, and they all looked up to see the man Mason called Duggar standing in the doorway.

“What do you want, Duggar?” Mason practically roared.

Duggar waved his hand and nervously bit at his thumbnail. “Nothing, it can wait.”

Knox growled in his throat again before looking back at Chelsea. “OK, if you want us to help you, tell us the whole story.” 

Chelsea stood suddenly and shook her head. “I didn’t want your help. I ran into Mason, and he dragged me in here,” Chelsea argued, her voice shrill, with panic at the thought of having to tell her whole story.  “It’s alright. I’ll go.”  Chelsea stepped towards Knox to get past him and out the door, but his big, meaty arm shot out, preventing her from passing. Chelsea felt bile rise again in her throat and tears prickle at her eyes. “Please, just let me go. I will go back to the house and hand myself in.”

Knox’s eyes softened as he looked at her and stood. He put his hands on her shoulders and pulled her into his chest. She could smell his scent, sweat and grease, not the putrid smell that her father carried around. Knox patted her hair and pulled her away from him, looking down into her face.

“Chelsea, I’ve known you since you were knee-high. I knew you before your mother left you. I have your back. Please sit and tell me what happened to you all these years; let us help you.” 

Chelsea nodded and turned, sitting back on the bed beside Mason, who pulled her into his chest.  “I don’t want everyone to know; please, Mason, don’t tell everyone,” she pleaded.

Mason frowned and nodded his head. “Chelsea, do you really think I would do that?” he asked, a sense of hurt threaded through his voice.

Chelsea shook her head. “I don’t know, Mason; I hear the way your friends talk about me; I know the names they call me; I don’t want to be the little freak that you tell everyone about,” she sniffed back a sob.

Mason shook his head. “Chelsea, I’m not like them. You don’t hear me telling them not to say those things; you don’t hear them call me names for sticking up for you. I promise I won’t tell anyone anything.”

Chelsea sniffed again and nodded her head. She sat up and looked between Knox and Mason before finding a spot on her shoe to concentrate on while she told them her story. The memories flooded her mind, memories that made her nauseous. 

Chelsea was an only child, born to Maggie and Carl Johnson. Chelsea was small for her age; she seemed frail and happy to play independently. Not that she had a lot of choice; growing up, most kids wanted nothing to do with her; the older Chelsea got, the more she realised it was because the parents didn’t want their children to go to Chelsea’s house. When Chelsea was five, Maggie disappeared. Chelsea remembered it clearly. She ran into her parent’s bedroom to wake her Mum up as she did every morning, but instead of Maggie being in bed sleeping beside her father, there was a big buxom blonde with cigarette smoke oozing from her every pore. Chelsea asked Carl where Maggie was, to which she received her first-ever slap across the face. Chelsea was so hurt that she didn’t understand what was going on. Her father had never raised a hand to her before, and now her mother was gone, and this awful, stinking woman had taken her place. 

Chelsea spent the whole day hidden under her bed. Her father tried to coax her out for dinner, but Chelsea refused to move. She didn’t have any Grandparents or know any of her Aunts and Uncles. Chelsea experienced what it was to be abandoned for the first time ever. It wasn’t long after that first slap that she started to regularly receive beatings for various offences, some real and some made up. Chelsea learnt quickly to tip-toe around her father, but it didn’t seem to make a difference; there was always something wrong.  Carl would force her to stand in the lounge room with her pants down while he whipped her bottom with his belt, and that stinking woman would sit with her leg cocked over the edge of the chair laughing, billowing cigarette smoke about her ugly fat head. 

Chelsea clearly remembered the day that the beatings changed to molestations. She had come home from school, she was seven years old, and as she tried to sneak in through the back door and slink down the hallway to her room, she heard Carl call her name. Chelsea’s heart sunk into the pit of her stomach as she turned and slowly started to the living room, where he stood in the middle, his belt in his hand, and the fat, stinking woman sat eagerly perched on the edge of her seat. Carl pointed to the centre of the room in front of him, where Chelsea slowly moved to and lifted her skirt, dropping her panties on the ground, preparing herself for the stinging whack of the belt.

This time, her father instead began to touch her roughly about her bottom and genitals. Chelsea’s eyes prickled with tears, and when he forced her to spread her legs, a rogue tear streamed down her face. 

“Don’t you dare cry”, the fat woman screamed into Chelsea’s face, spittle splashing on her skin. 

Chelsea shuddered and felt the urge to vomit begin to rise. The sudden sting on her face from the fat hand of the disgusting woman shook the tears away, and the vomit was swallowed back down into her stomach.

That night, Chelsea sobbed silently in her bed, crying for her Mum to come back and save her. Carl had never been mean to her before; he had never touched her like that; his cuddles had always just been cuddles; they never hurt before, and they never made her feel sick. Chelsea didn’t understand what had happened to her father. 

The following day, she woke up and realised that she was lying in a pool of urine. Panic gripped her chest as beads of sweat prickled at her forehead. Quickly, Chelsea leapt from her bed and stripped the sheet, shoving it into the back of her cupboard. She crept to the linen closet, pulled a fresh sheet, and remade her bed. She breathed only once it was done and was safely on her way to school.

When Chelsea arrived home that afternoon, her father was standing in the living room with the fat woman beside him and in their hands was the urine-soaked sheet. The woman held it in front of her and pointed to the dried yellow stained patch in the centre of the sheet.

“What’s this?” she roared.

Chelsea winced and dropped her head. She hadn’t meant to wet the bed. She didn’t even realise that she needed to go to the toilet; it just came out. Again, the tears began to dribble down her cheeks as the fear grew in the pit of her stomach of what the punishment would be. 

What Chelsea could never conceive was just how bad the punishment could get. Bile rose in Chelsea’s throat at the thought of what her father made her do to him with her mouth. She felt Mason rub her back again while she told them the story, leaving out the actual gory details. She could sense Knox’s tension as she spoke. Chelsea couldn’t bring herself to look at either Knox or Mason.

“What kind of girl lets her own father do that?” she hiccupped a sob.

Knox stood and stepped towards her, clasping her shoulders. She kept her eyes firmly on her shoes as he ambled his way to his knees and lifted her head to look at him. “Never, ever think this was your fault. Do you understand me?” he said with a tender voice.

Chelsea couldn’t control the tears flowing from her eyes as she nodded and quickly refocused her attention on her shoes.

“How long did it go on for?” Mason asked.

Chelsea glanced over at him; his face was pale, but a fury in his eyes scared her. “Until I shot him. The woman left when I was about twelve, but he continued to touch me and make me touch him,” she said, embarrassed having to admit that she couldn’t stop him, even at seventeen.

Mason’s hand tightened on her back, and Chelsea focused on her shoes.

She was ashamed of everything that had happened; she could have run away when she was old enough, but she let him do those things to her. Worse than that, she continued to do what he expected her to do to him. 

The bile rose again, but she couldn’t hold it this time. Chelsea leapt to her feet, knocking Knox back onto his backside as she raced to the door where Mason had taken the bin earlier. She was relieved when she saw it was a bathroom and fell to her knees on the cold tiles beside the toilet. The vomit burnt her throat, and she felt like she was going to stop breathing with the sheer force with which it ejected from her lips. She felt Mason come into the room behind her, pulling her dark hair from her face. Tears mingled with the vomit as she sat on the bathroom floor.

When she finally purged everything, she leaned back and sat on the cold tiles, wiping the tears from her face. She looked up and saw Knox in the doorway. His face was creased in what seemed like anger and concern. Mason was as white as a ghost, but his eyes had a fire of fury burning deep in them. Chelsea knew that anger wasn’t aimed at her. She could read that in the way he tenderly touched her back, careful not to touch her anywhere that would make her uncomfortable.

“I’ll get Kelly, and she will get you washed up,” Knox said.

“It’s alright. I don’t want to be in trouble,” Chelsea said slowly, standing and looking between them both. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have come here. I’ve pulled you both into something I should never have done.”

She had never told anyone her secret, and the fear of Mason telling everyone was racing through her mind. Chelsea didn’t know whether Carl was dead or alive and didn’t care. She knew that she could take care of herself. At that point, even going to jail was better than spending one more day under the hand of her father. Seventeen years of his rule was too much already. Knox looked down at Chelsea and shook his head.

“What will you do?” he asked, folding his arms.

Chelsea shook her head and shrugged her shoulders. “I’ll go to the police station; I’ll take the gun with me and hand myself in. Being in jail has to be better than being with him,” she spat with a little nod, indicating her father.

Knox shook his head. “Trust me, girl, jail is no place to be. Leave it with me. Are you sure you killed him?” 

Chelsea shook her head. In truth, she had no idea. “I shot him in the stomach; he was unconscious when I left. I don’t know.” Exhaustion was beginning to set in. Chelsea realised that although she was filled with fear, she felt an air of lightness from sharing her story. She felt like a weight had been lifted from her shoulders. 

“Alright, leave it with me. We have friends in the police force. They will be able to tell us what’s going on,” Knox explained as he left. “Get her some of Kelly’s clothes and let her have a shower, then get her something to eat”.

Mason nodded at his father as Knox turned and left. “There are some towels in that cupboard there”, Mason directed, pointing to the little cupboard under the basin. “You can shower or bathe; it’s up to you. I’ll leave you some clothes in my room and stand at the door to ensure no one comes in.”

Chelsea managed to make a small smile for him with a little nod. As Mason turned to leave, she reached out and touched on his shoulder. Mason turned to face her. “Thank you, Mason.” 

Mason nodded and gave her a tight-lipped smile as he leaned forward and kissed her forehead gently. He left, shutting the door quietly behind him. Chelsea listened to him bustle around his bedroom. She started the bathwater when she heard him shut his bedroom door.  Chelsea soaked in the bath for a long time. It felt so good; her exhaustion seeped through her body, and she only wanted to sleep. 
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Chapter Two
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As Chelsea dried her body, which had become wrinkled and warm, she fought to keep her mind from pondering on her father. She didn’t know whether he was dead or not. She didn’t know what would happen next. Questions flooded her brain, was she going to be arrested? Where would she live? What would she do? Chelsea fought back the tears with a groan as she swiped the towel over her face. She opened the bathroom door and poked her head out into the bedroom; it was empty, and some clothes were laid out on the bed. She slowly stepped onto the fluffy carpet under her feet and looked around the room; anyone could have been mistaken to think it was an ordinary house in the suburbs rather than a bike gang club room. It was nothing like she assumed, not that she had given it much thought, but in the years, she had spent walking past the chapter house, it had always seemed so cold and harsh, not having fluffy carpet, beautifully painted walls and draped windows. 

Chelsea reached out and picked up the clothes from the bed. It wasn’t the style she usually wore, but it must be done. Her clothes, she hadn’t realised, were covered in blood. Chelsea slipped into the tight jeans and t-shirt, which she felt didn’t cover enough of her body. The jeans hugged every part of her. She felt uncomfortable, but it was better than being at home with the monster to whom she finally got the guts to stand up.

“Mason? Are you out there?” Chelsea gingerly called.

She heard a shuffle at the door before the knob gently turned, and the door opened. Mason had started to regain his colour; however, his eyes still shone with the fire of hell and fury. As he stepped into the room, he looked Chelsea up and down before frowning.

“Well, it’s not really what you’re used to wearing, but once Dad finds out what is going on, we can return to your house and get your clothes. You should be a bit more comfortable then,” Mason said, gently closing the door behind him.

Chelsea looked down over her body again. She was by no means fat; she didn’t have to diet or do loads of exercise to stay thin. Her breasts weren’t huge, but they were big enough. Chelsea didn’t think she was sexy or pretty but knew she was attractive enough. To be honest, she never really gave much thought to her looks. Her father would always tell her that she was ugly because she wore baggy clothes and had hair over her face. If only he knew that she did that to appear unattractive to him.  She found that the baggier the clothes, the dirtier they were, and the greasier her hair, he would touch her. She wished she could have got fat; it was something he always told her he hated, but it didn’t seem to matter how much she ate. She never got fat.

Her father controlled all that she ate at home, but her best friend, Dylan, used to bring extra food to school, and she would eat until she felt sick. However, no matter how much Chelsea ate, the most she got was a slight pot belly. She read once that stress could make a person lose weight, and she often wondered why she was so small. She was shaken from her thoughts by Mason rummaging around his room. Chelsea turned to watch him pull out a knife and shove it into a bag.

“What are you going to do with that?” Chelsea asked as panic began to grip her.

Mason glanced up and could read the fear that creased her face. He came to her and put his arm tentatively around her shoulder. She could tell that he was being careful how he touched her, a little unsure how to treat her. Chelsea appreciated his carefulness, but the truth was she wanted him to wrap her up in his arms and keep her safe and wash away all the memories, to chase everything away, to tell her that all these years she had been in a coma and everything she thought she had experienced was nothing more than a bad dream. Chelsea leant forward and rested her head on Mason’s chest. She felt him stiffen at first, then relax and pull her tight into him. 

The tears sprung forth again, dripping down her cheeks before dissolving into huge hiccupping sobs. Mason guided her to sit on the bed beside him, where he held her tight, rocking her slightly. Little by little, she began to feel the weight lift from her as she brought him into her world, and he brought her out of her world. 

“Mason, am I a horrible person that I don’t care if he lives or dies?” Chelsea asked, looking up at Mason’s face.

She could see that he, too, had been crying; his eyes were darkened, and his face tear-stained. He shook his head and kissed her hair. “Not at all. I hope that fucker is dead, Chels. I really do,” Mason growled. 

His voice was deep and husky from a mix of anger and tears.  Chelsea rested her head on Mason’s chest as he stroked her hair. She was almost asleep when a commotion outside the door lifted her off the bed and ran for the bathroom door.

“Maggie, for fucks sake, this is no good for her”, Knox shouted as the door burst open. 

Chelsea was in the bathroom doorway; Mason was standing between her and the bedroom door, and bustling her way into the room was a woman with bleached blonde hair, eyes of dark green and bright red lipstick. Her face paled when she looked at Chelsea. 

“Oh, my sweet”, she cried as she stepped towards Chelsea.

Mason stepped towards the woman and prevented her from coming closer to Chelsea. “What do you think you’re doing? I want to see my daughter,” the woman spat.

Chelsea shook her head while she watched the commotion. “Mum?” Chelsea questioned quietly.

The woman smiled broadly and took advantage of Mason being distracted, dodging past him and taking Chelsea by the shoulders. Her eyes welled with tears as she looked into Chelsea’s face. Chelsea stared into her mother’s face, trying to find something that helped her recognise her. But this woman wasn’t the woman Chelsea remembered. When her mother was still around, she had soft dark hair like Chelsea’s, but not this bleached job. She was a complete stranger. A stranger who had abandoned her twelve years previously, a stranger who had left her in the hands of not only one but two monsters, Chelsea shook her head and shrugged Maggie’s hands off her shoulders before reaching up and slapping her face with a stinging slap. 

Maggie recoiled and held her face. Mason stepped forward and grabbed Chelsea’s arms as she went in for a second slap. Maggie looked at her daughter, her eyes wide with fear.

“What did he turn you into?” Maggie asked, shaking her head and holding the side of her face. Maggie's eyes were filled with tears, but Chelsea felt pure rage.

“What did he turn me into?” Chelsea screamed. “Are you fucking kidding me?”

Tears ran down Chelsea’s cheeks as Mason grabbed her shoulders and pulled him into his chest, turning her away from her mother.

“Please just get out of here,” Mason said to Maggie.

Chelsea looked over her shoulder to see Maggie still holding her face and nodding as she left the room. Knox came into the room and gently took Chelsea by the hands. “I know you are angry at her and have every right to be.” Mason snorted, and Knox looked up. He gave his son a warning look, and she felt Mason’s hand stiffen on her waist. 

“She left me with that piece of shit. She never came back. She never let me know she was leaving. She left me for that man to do everything but rape me. If I hadn’t shot him, I wouldn’t even be a virgin anymore. I would have lost my virginity to my own fucking father,” Chelsea cried, her voice increasing in pitch as her anger rose.

Knox nodded his head and rubbed his thumbs on her palms. “I know that. Right now, baby girl, you need to calm down. There is a lot of shit we need to deal with, alright. So, calm down and come into the dining room, and we will talk about what will happen,” Knox said.

Chelsea chewed on her lip and nodded with a sharp movement. She didn’t want to talk to that woman. She didn’t want anything to do with her. Why couldn't she have checked in on Chelsea if she was so easy for Knox to find? She sighed and ran her hand through her hair. Knox nodded and turned, leaving the room. 

“Fuck,” Chelsea spat, pulling on her hair.

Mason reached out and took her hands in his. “I’ve got your back, Chels. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. That time is over now,” Mason looked at her with determination, and for the first time in a long time, Chelsea felt like she had someone she could trust.

Chelsea felt relief run through her because she had someone in her corner; she didn’t feel like she had anyone like that. Her best friend, Dylan, was the closest she had to confidence. She had never told him that her father touched her in the way he did. He knew that he was controlling, and he knew that he beat her, but Chelsea was so ashamed of the things that Carl did to her that she couldn’t even bear to tell Dylan. Even after Dylan told her about how his father was murdered before he was born and the drugs that his mother had finally succumbed to and killed her when he was ten, she still couldn’t bring herself to let him into that part of the world. She did not even think about her life when she was with Dylan, so it made it easier for him to unload his baggage on her. She felt important and needed when he talked about his life. And it was a good reminder that at least she wasn’t the only fucked up child.

Chelsea sighed and ran her hand up through her hair. “Alright, let’s get this over and done with,” lifting her chin and squaring her shoulders, ready for battle.

Mason laced his fingers with hers and led her from the room and into the big dining room, which was more like a dining hall. Several tables are set up throughout the room, and pictures of men all wearing the same vests with the “Kings of Darkness” patches on them hang on the wall. At one of the tables, Maggie sat staring into a cup of coffee and running her finger around the cup's rim. Knox sat at the head of the table, stretched out, his head back, eyes closed, and his hands on his head. She felt awful for dragging Mason and his Dad into this sorry mess. She hadn’t known what she planned to do when she ran from the house, but going to Mason wasn’t on the list.

Mason led her to the table, and she pulled the chair out opposite Maggie, who didn’t look up from her cup. Knox lifted his head and opened his eyes, looking at Chelsea. She sat down and noticed the tears that dripped from Maggie’s cheek, one still red and angry from the stinging slap she had received.

“I’m sorry that I slapped you,” Chelsea apologised quietly.

Maggie looked up, and Chelsea saw her eyes stained red from tears. “Knox told me what he was going to do to you,” Maggie said, her face paling.

Chelsea looked down at the table and felt Mason squeeze her hand in reassurance. “Where were you?” Chelsea asked, not able to look up.

“Oh God. I’m so sorry, Chelsea. If I’d known that when you grew up, he would try to rape you, I would never have left you with him.”

Chelsea felt anger rising in her body again and could feel her face getting red under the weight of her fury. “I hope you don’t think that just out of the blue, he one day decided to rape me. Oh no, Mother,” Chelsea spat, “let me fill you in on what that piece of filth did to me.”

She tried to swallow her anger, but the venom of her words shooting from her lips shocked even Chelsea. Maggie sat, her face growing abnormally white as Chelsea told her the story in great detail of what Carl had done to her, starting with the day she had left.

“It wasn’t until yesterday that he was drunk and waving his gun around and made me stand there naked in front of him while he forced his disgusting calloused, and cigarette-stained fingers inside me that he told me that he was going to fuck me. That his plan was to fuck me and get me pregnant so I could give him more girls because he didn’t like them with a bush anymore.” Chelsea spat. “Until that point, it only touched me, making me touch him. I hated it, and I didn’t want to live with it, but there was no fucking way I was going to let him put that disgusting cock in me. There was no way I was going to lay there and pretend that I liked him fucking me the way he told me he wanted me to. And by fuck if I was going to let him get me pregnant, so when he fell asleep, I stole his gun. I hid it. Then, when his punishment started up, and he slobbered all over my face in what he called loving kisses, I pulled it out and shot him. And do I feel bad? Not one fucking bit.” 

Chelsea leant back in her chair and, for the first time, remembered it wasn’t just Maggie she was talking to. She quickly looked around and saw Knox and Mason as pale as Maggie. Fat tears ran down the cheeks of all three who sat there. Knox cleared his throat and leaned forward.

“Fuck, sorry, I need some air,” Knox stood quickly from the table and headed for the door.

Maggie lowered her face to the cold cup of coffee before her. Chelsea saw her hands shaking but couldn’t tell whether it was anger, fear or sadness. Chelsea felt nothing but hatred for her father and her mother and for that fat piece of shit that her father hooked up with. Her anger was mounting with the deafening sound of silence. Suddenly, Chelsea stood up and punched both fists on the table. Maggie screamed, shot upright, and stared into Chelsea’s face.

“Well, fucking say something. Tell me how fucking sorry you are for leaving me with that cunt. Tell me how much you missed me. Tell me how you thought about me every fucking day,” Chelsea roared.

Maggie sat back in her chair, her face reddened as her mouth opened and shut like a fish. Mason stood beside Chelsea and touched her shoulder. Chelsea shrugged his hand off her. She felt nothing but fury, and if she had the gun, she probably would have pulled it out and shot her mother point-blank in the face.

“No? Fucking got nothing? So, what the fuck are you still doing here? Fuck off then,” Chelsea screamed.

Movement beside her pulled Chelsea’s attention to the dining room door, where she saw several men standing and Knox moving like a giant steam train towards her. He reached her, took her by the shoulders, and tugged her outside into the night air. A fire roared in the courtyard, and she noticed Duggar sitting beside it with his ratty features. Knox stopped by the fire and told Duggar to go inside. He quickly jumped up at Knox’s command and disappeared. Chelsea didn’t think he would be too far away; she didn’t trust him, but she no longer cared. Knox took her shoulders and squared her to him, bending to look her in the eye.

“Girl, you have every right to your anger, fuck, I’m furious and want to carve Carl up myself. But your Mum never knew. She had no idea. You haven’t heard her story.” Knox growled.

Chelsea looked away and into the fire, instantly regretting her outburst. It was true; she had no idea why her mother had left her, and maybe she had a good reason. Chelsea tried to fight back a sob that was building in her throat but felt her whole body shake. Knox stood straight and pulled her into his chest.

“Fuck girl, what a fucking life you’ve had. Fucking seventeen years old and to face that shit.” Knox said with a sigh as he pulled her against him while she cried into his chest.

“Knox?” Chelsea asked, looking up at him. “Did you find out what happened to him?”

Knox closed his eyes and nodded. “Yeah, you’re a shit shot. You missed all his vital organs. He told police that he accidentally shot himself. They know it’s a lie but can’t and won’t do anything about it. He gave them your Mum’s number, so I had my mate contact her and tell her you were here. I didn’t quite expect her to march on over here expecting everything to be alright.” His voice was tired, and she knew she had put him through so much.

“Chels?” Mason asked beside her.

Chelsea turned and moved into Mason’s arms. “I’m sorry, Mason. I hate that I pulled you and your Dad into this. I didn’t want to do that.”

“Don’t be sorry. We got you.”

“Knox, I’m going to go. Is it alright that she stays with you until I sort something else out?” Maggie called from the doorway.

“Mum?” Chelsea replied. Maggie’s face tightened as she prepared for another onslaught.

Chelsea went to Maggie and looked into her face. She looked older than when she first burst through Mason’s bedroom door. Her eyes were bloodshot from the tears, her shoulders sagged, and her hair hung about her face. Her lipstick was worn off, and mascara streaked down her cheeks.

“Why did you leave me?” Chelsea asked.

Maggie sighed and reached for Chelsea’s hand as she shook her head. “I didn’t want to. Please, if you believe nothing else, believe that I never wanted to leave you,” Maggie explained as she sat in the chair Duggar had been sitting in.
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Chapter Three
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Maggie settled herself in the chair, and Chelsea sat beside her. She noticed Knox nod his head at Mason, motioning for them to leave the mother and daughter alone. Maggie didn’t seem to see their departure and fidgeted with her hands.

“I don’t even know where to start,” Maggie said.

“How about from the beginning?” Chelsea replied as she tentatively reached out for her Mum’s hand. 

She felt Maggie stiffen and then gently lace her fingers with Chelsea’s. Maggie sighed and flopped back into the seat. Chelsea held Maggie’s hand as she leaned back into her chair.

“Your fa. Carl was never a good man. He was always into something. I didn’t know he would ever do anything like that to you. He had never said anything about little girls, so I thought you were safe,” Maggie explained as her voice hitched.

Chelsea rubbed her thumb on Maggie’s palm. She didn’t want to dwell on what Carl had done to her; she wanted Maggie to move on to the part of why she left. Maggie cleared her throat again and leaned her head back, wiping at her tears with her free hand.

“He dabbled in drugs in and out, dealing here and there. Anyway, he was dealing and sold a bad batch to a young kid who later died. The kid’s friend told the cops who they bought the drugs from, and they came to arrest Carl.” Maggie explained. “He told the police that it was me that was dealing. He told me that if I took the blame, the courts would take it easy on me.” Maggie shook her head and scoffed. “Easy? I got ten years.”
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