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Homicide’s Pain is dedicated to Melissa. This is your book and this series is coming to everyone because of you. One conversation and an idea brought on the Dirty Slayers MC!

Dirty Slayers is also dedicated to Vikki. You were so excited to be a part of this series. Thank you for your excitement!
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Melissa James

One second is all it takes to rip my entire world apart. 

The people I loved the most in the world betrayed me in the worst way. Now, I’m on the run and grieving so many different things in my life. Everything I grew up believing was nothing more than a lie. The men who once loved and protected me are nothing more than strangers now. Men I’ll do anything to avoid. There’s more than just my life at stake now.

Zeke ‘Homicide’ Jones

One second is all it takes to realize you never truly know someone. 

I’ve lost the only person in my life who matters. She’s vanished without a trace and no one can find her. One chance encounter changes my life. I now have a small army at my back to help seek my vengeance. To take out the men who destroyed my life. Then I get the shock of my life. The person I’ve been searching for returns and she surprises me with the last thing I expect.
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Melissa

MY LIFE GROWING up was anything but normal. In fact, it was so far removed from normal, I’m not sure how I even got to be where I am and have a semi-normal existence. See, my dad is the President of the Burnt Brothers MC. It’s a motorcycle club founded on drugs, guns, women, and having no attachments in our small town of Mirfield. I’m literally the only kid around the club because no one else has any. At least none they know about. These guys in my dad’s club are horny and they spread their seed around as if their life depends on it. It wouldn’t surprise me to know there are several dozen kids running around out there who belong to the members of this club. 

Instead of my dad putting me in dance or other girlie activities, I was taught how to fight, defend myself, and to shoot any number of weapons on a daily basis. Not just by my dad either. Every single man in the club played their part in making sure I had the knowledge to take care of myself against any possible threat coming my way. That was only the tip of the iceberg though. 

My dad never celebrated holidays or birthdays. Unless it was for the guys. I mean, it’s an excuse for the guys to party and get drunk. Not that they ever need an excuse to party or get drunk. Not even to get high. Every single day I was surrounded by death, violence, and drugs. I didn’t know any different. 

On top of being the only kid in the clubhouse, which I was in daily, my babysitters were the girls who stayed at the clubhouse. I now know they were club whores. Women who are there for the men to have sex with whenever they felt the urge to do so. They really didn’t pay attention to me when they were supposed to be watching me either. These women were either high, having sex, or trying to entice the men at the clubhouse into having sex with them. I don’t honestly know what my dad was thinking when he decided to leave me in the care of those women. 

For as long as I can remember, I was responsible for myself. Getting ready for school and getting outside to catch the bus, preparing something to eat when I was hungry, and doing my homework when I was old enough to bring it home. I did my own laundry and everything else. No one was there to really guide me or tell me what to do and when because I was just kind of in the way for everyone when my dad wasn’t around. Even when he was around most of the time. 

My dad did dote on me though. Anything he thought I wanted, he’d make sure I had. It was all material goods he could go out and buy or send one of the club’s Prospects out to get. If we weren’t shooting guns, fighting, or something along those lines, my dad didn’t act like I was around. Needless to say, I spent a lot of my time alone and learned to read. Reading became my escape. Books took me to different worlds where I could forget all of the chaos and life surrounding me on a daily basis. There wasn’t a single book I didn’t devour once I learned to read. 

I’d borrow books from the library when I could get someone to take me into town. Most of the time, I spent a little bit of time there reading until whoever my ride was came back to get me. I certainly didn’t have any problems with the arrangement because it meant time away from the clubhouse and being able to read in a quiet location for as long as I was left there. Plus, the librarian always looked out for me as she sat behind the large desk and kept a close eye on me as I wandered the shelves until I had several books I wanted to read. 

My mom wasn’t in the picture. She was killed by a rival club when I was a few months old. I don’t remember her at all. No one in the club talks about her and my dad got rid of every piece of evidence he had that she was part of his life. The few times I tried to bring up the topic of my mom, I was instantly shut down. My dad would either walk away from me or give me a look. One of my dad’s looks was more than enough to get me to stop asking him about her or bringing her up for a while. I don’t like being on the receiving end of his glares and I always went out of my way to ensure I wasn’t at the end of it. 

So, my childhood was very lonely but with a ton of chaos surrounding me. There was always loud music and parties in the clubhouse. It would go to the early morning hours and most nights kept me awake longer than I should’ve been. My dad didn’t have a house so there was nowhere for me to get away from everything going on. Not that I’m sure he would have let me stay at the house alone while everyone was at the clubhouse. 

The club had a ton of rivals and I was always made to stay inside the clubhouse. If I was allowed outside, it was only behind the large building we all stayed in and if someone was outside with me. The one time I tried to sneak outside just to get some fresh air, I was caught by Mad Dog. He was my dad’s Vice President. Mad Dog yelled at me, dragged me back inside the clubhouse, and sent me to my room for the rest of the night. He was so angry I didn’t even attempt to leave my room for something to eat or drink. It was a long night as my stomach protested the hunger my small body was feeling.

When I turned thirteen, my dad surprised me with a house he’d had built on the clubhouse’s property. It was out behind the clubhouse and far enough away I couldn’t see or hear all the chaos ensuing there on a daily basis. He told me I was getting too old to hang out there on a regular basis and I’d already seen more than I should for a girl of my age. Yes, by then I already knew what a penis looked like, what several different sexual positions were, and could tell you multiple ways to get high and the various drugs used. Not from any school education either. This was all stuff I saw in the clubhouse daily. So, he built a house, but it was never a home. It was just four walls with a few rooms inside for me to be when he didn’t want me at the clubhouse. 

In a way, the house became my sanctuary. My dad had a hard rule that no one was allowed inside if he wasn’t home. Since he was rarely in the house, there was no way anyone else was inside either. It was up to me to keep it clean, let him know when I needed to have more food brought in, and everything else. It’s not like it was a hard job considering I was the main one there and I didn’t really do much other than my homework, reading, and watching TV. Can’t have a house without a TV according to my dad. He needed something to do when he was there a night or two a week. 

The older I got, the more I realized kids at school looked at me differently. I didn’t have any friends at all. The boys only talked to me because of the club. They viewed me as their way in with my dad. Plus, they figured if I was at the clubhouse on a daily basis, then I was easy and would have sex with them. It didn’t take them long to realize I wasn’t their way in and I’d go back to being ignored. When it came to the girls, well, they saw me as a way to get close to the men of the club. They wanted a night with a bad boy. Most of them are old enough to be their fathers, but the girls in my grade and one or two above me didn’t care about that. Like the boys, the girls soon realized I wouldn’t help them accomplish their goal and left me alone. 

Oaklynn is the only person in school I was friends with. We’ve been friends since kindergarten when we sat at the same table in class. She didn’t realize I was different and was never going to have all the new material items everyone else wanted to go to school with. Plus, as we got older, she didn’t give a shit about the club, it’s members, and using me as a way in. Oaklynn only wanted to hang out with me and barely paid attention to the men and women at the clubhouse. Unless it was my dad. He treated her like another daughter and visited with her for a little bit every time she was allowed to come hang out with me. Which wasn't often because of everything she had going on. 

My best friend was into so much as a kid. Her parents had her in art classes outside of school because she loved to draw and was always doodling in notebooks and every other piece of paper she could get her hands on. Her dad wasn’t home most of the time because he was an over the road truck driver and her mom worked two jobs. It was a way for her to stay busy when they were at work. Oaklynn was either at class, with her grandma, or with me. That’s a huge part of the reason we were so close-we were always together and didn’t let anyone come between us. 

Oaklynn also didn’t like to talk to boys or have anything to do with them. Like me, she was very shy until she got to know someone. In our teen years, everyone thought we were stuck up and believed we were too good to hang out with anyone else. Reality is we just didn’t know how to strike up a conversation or put ourselves out there with groups of kids we went to school with. However, that didn’t mean Oaklynn was a pushover because she had no problem standing up for herself or me. She also didn’t have low self-esteem. It was just hard for her to open up to others or share any of her personal information with someone she didn’t know. Kind of makes it hard to get to know someone when you can’t open up. 

Over the years, Oaklynn has gotten into more than one fight because she was defending me. I never asked her to and was right by her side each and every time. The only difference between us is I let the petty bullshit girls our age spew go. They’re just jealous because we’re surrounded by the members of the MC while it’s something they lie in bed at night wanting to have. Since I know their game and don’t bring anyone around the club, the girls I go to school with get vicious and try to start fights with me. I’ve been jumped by them more than a few times and Oaklynn’s always by my side when it happens. I guess it’s all my years being around the guys who are my cousins and uncles that allows me to let most everything roll off my back and not bother me. 

Zeke is the only other person I have let into my life. We met my sophomore year of high school. He was the new kid in town and drew everyone’s attention because he was already riding a motorcycle and didn’t care what anyone thought about him. The first time I saw him, my heart started racing and my eyes were constantly drawn to him. I could feel his eyes on me through our entire first period class. Zeke sat behind me and his eyes were always on me no matter where I went. When I didn’t feel him looking at me, I’d be staring at him. It was easy to do considering we had almost every single class together. 

He began eating lunch with Oaklynn and me every single day and we began talking. Zeke also always sought me out so we could work together on homework or class projects. We developed a friendship which eventually turned into love. I loved him from the first time he stepped in when the boys at school were taunting me and calling me all sorts of vile names. All because my dad is the President of a motorcycle club. They think I should be fucking all of them even though I’ve always told them it wasn’t going to happen. Zeke also got into more than a few fights defending me. He never got mad at me about it or scared about what trouble he’d get into at home. No, he didn’t have a good home life. 

We would hang out at school, go to my house, or find different spots around town to sit and talk while working on our homework. We’d listen to music all the time too. I listen to a little bit of everything from growing up in the clubhouse and then discovering bands and singers I loved on my own. Zeke liked rock and whatever I’d force him to listen to any particular day. The first time we danced, it was to Under My Skin by Nate Smith. That will forever be our song in my mind. Zeke is in my heart and soul after spending two years with him. 

I wasn’t ever allowed to go to Zeke’s house. He wouldn’t tell me why either. Bits and pieces started to make sense though. If we went to a party, he wouldn’t go near alcohol or any other substance that was freely flowing around the house or vacant lot we were partying in. There would be bruises on his body. Whether it was his hands from punching someone or other parts of his body, I’d see them. I’d feel him flinch away whenever I touched a tender spot. My heart broke for him on a regular basis, but I couldn’t tell anyone. Zeke swore me to secrecy. Since I’d do anything for him, I never told a soul. Not even Oaklynn and we kept no secrets from one another. 

Zeke was always there for me. If I called him in the middle of the night because my dad had to jump out of bed and head out somewhere on club business, Zeke would race to my house. He’d hold me while my dad was out doing God knows what and he’d keep my mind off of all the what if’s floating through my head. He’d make me laugh when I was having a bad day, bring me whatever I needed without a second thought, and protected me so many times. Not only would he defend me at school, he’d make sure no one got too close to me or looked at me too long if we were out in public somewhere. Zeke is an alpha male without even realizing it. I’ve seen more than enough to know he’s only going to get worse as he gets older and falls in love. Not that he doesn’t love me, we’re just in high school though and you never know what’s going to happen with a high school romance. 

If I thought the first eighteen years of my life were different or hard, it’s nothing compared to what I’m about to go through. I just wish I would have been able to see into the future and I might have done things differently. 
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Melissa

STARING IN THE mirror at myself, I look at my naked body. I just found out some news and I don’t know how to feel about it. Or how Zeke is going to feel about it. The worst part is I now only have him to talk to about things going on in my life. Oaklynn, my sister from another mister, has moved away and left me. Her parents were killed a few months ago in a freak winter accident. Since she had no one here to care for her, Oaklynn had to move in with her aunt and uncle several hours away from home. We still talk on the phone, but it’s not the same. Plus, she’s still mourning the loss of her parents and I don’t want to burden her with what I have going on in my life. 

Anyway, I found out that I’m pregnant. I’ve been feeling off for a few weeks now and decided I needed to take a test. I truly wasn’t expecting the results to be positive, but we did have a condom break on us and knew it was a possibility. Zeke assured me that he’d be here for me and support any decision I made if I did end up pregnant. However, now that we’re facing the reality of the situation, I’m not sure if he’s going to feel the same way.

I’m so damn nervous to tell him the news too. And I only have an hour to psych myself up to tell him. I’m honestly more nervous to tell him than I am to tell my dad I’m pregnant. While I know my dad will be pissed and upset, I have no clue what Zeke’s reaction will be at all. Hell, I don’t even know if he’ll come to the clubhouse once he knows the truth. My dad really isn’t going to be happy about this news. I’ve known for a week now and it’s time I share with Zeke. So, we have plans to meet up in our spot in an hour so I can talk to him about this. 

Zeke and I found a spot at a small lake on the outskirts of our small town. It’s surrounded by a forest and hardly anyone comes out here once it gets dark. Bears and other animals are known to wander around here. So, no one comes out here because of the attacks that have happened in the past. This makes it the perfect spot for Zeke and I to come and spend time together. Alone. Plus, it’s so damn pretty. The lake is smaller than average and the trees are so full of leaves. There’s no trash or other litter on the ground marring the beauty and peace of the lake. Especially at night when no one else is around. 

Our spot is where all of our firsts have happened. We had sex for the first time here, shared our first kiss, held hands for the first time, and accidentally fell asleep more than once. My father almost killed Zeke over those nights. Fortunately, I could talk him down and Zeke made it out alive. The lake is our special spot and that’s why I wanted to tell him there instead of at my house, school, or anywhere else we might hang out. This is a significant moment in our lives and it deserves to be done at our spot. Especially when it’s a moment that’s going to change our entire futures. More mine than Zeke’s depending on what he decides to do. He can honestly walk away and have nothing to do with the baby or me and it’d be his choice in the matter. I would never try to force him to stay and give up his dreams of the future he’s envisioned for himself. This wasn’t planned and not something I’m willing to make him take on if it’s not what he wants. 

So, getting dressed after looking at my body and not seeing any changes yet, I brush out my long hair and throw it up in a messy bun. My stomach is a riot of nerves as I take one last look in the mirror before grabbing my purse and cell phone. Leaving the house, I don’t see my dad so I quickly write a note on the whiteboard we have on the refrigerator. It’s the first place he’ll go if he happens to come home before I do. I always let my dad know when I’m going out so he’s not worried. It’s the one stipulation he had when he bought me a car. It doesn’t matter how I let him know, as long as there’s some kind of communication about me not being at home. Yes, I get to do what I want on a daily basis because he’s too busy to worry about where I am and what I’m doing. Or too high and drunk. 

Getting in my car, I start it up and pull away from my house. Driving off the compound as I’ve started to call the clubhouse property, I make my way to the other side of town where the lake is located. There’s no traffic out this time of night as I roll my window down and sing along to the song on the radio. With every passing mile, my nerves shoot higher and higher. My palms are sweating, heart is racing, and it’s hard to suck in a full breath of much-needed oxygen. I’m starting to have a panic attack and that’s not a good thing. So, I start taking slow, deep, calming breaths as I stop singing. It doesn’t take me long to start to calm down and I’m feeling slightly better by the time I pull into the parking lot at the lake next to Zeke’s bike. It doesn’t surprise me that he’s already here. Zeke doesn’t stay home for long periods of time if he can help it. 

While his home life may have gotten a little better over the two years we’ve been together, that’s only because my man has bulked up and fought back against his father. Yes, his father used to beat the shit out of him. Now all of his wrath is turned on Zeke’s mom because she doesn’t fight back. Zeke can’t stand to see his mom so beaten and broken and he can’t convince her to leave his father. So, he stays away as much as possible. It’s either that or he goes to prison for murdering his father. We’ve had the discussion more than once about his feelings on the situation at his home. 

Taking a few more deep breaths, I shut my engine off and get out of the car. Despite the lake being deserted at this time of night, I still lock the doors. It’s been ingrained in me for as long as I can remember to not take unnecessary chances and one of those is leaving my car unlocked when it’s not behind the gate of the compound. Still, I even lock it when I’m home most of the time too. No one is going to get the jump on me because I thought I’d be safe in our small town. Rivals will take any chance they can get to torture my dad and his club. If it means taking me from them, that’s what they’ll do. Another lesson I’ve heard countless times over the years by my dad and the other members of the club. 

Walking down the path Zeke and I have worn in the grass from how often we come here, I listen closely to my surroundings. Zeke usually waits at his bike for me if he gets here first. I’m not sure why he didn’t tonight, but it’s okay. Maybe he wanted to get to the clearing and set up the blanket we always lay on to look at the stars in the sky while we talk about our futures and where we want to go in our lives. Yes, at this point, our futures are planned where we’re together. Going to college together, getting married, buying a house of our own, and having kids when we’re ready. Both of us want kids but not until we graduate college and can get established in our careers. Zeke and I want to make sure we’re stable when we bring kids into our lives. Or at least that was the plan. Now I guess it’s gone to shit since I’m pregnant and we still have a week left until we graduate. 

Before I get to our spot in the clearing before the lake, the strangest sounds hit my ears. Grunting, what sounds like punching, and twigs breaking all come my way. My footsteps quicken as I rush to get to Zeke and find out what’s going on. This is the first time I’ve ever heard anyone else out here and it honestly sounds like someone’s fighting. I’ve certainly witnessed enough fights over the years to know what a punch landing against someone’s skin sounds like. 

When I make it to our spot, my heart stops beating in my chest at the sight before me. Zeke is being jumped by five men. They’re all dressed in black and their faces are covered so I can’t see who anyone is. Not to mention they’re moving so damn fast I more than likely couldn’t tell who anyone was to begin with. Zeke is trying to fight back and at least protect himself, but the guys jumping him are like a pack of rabid dogs and attacking at the same time so he can’t possibly defend himself. 

“No!” I scream out, rushing to get closer to my man. “Leave him alone!”

I search the ground frantically for anything I can use as a weapon. Usually I’d have a gun my dad got me in my purse, but I left it at home. It needs to be cleaned and I won’t use it until I get it taken care of. I’m not about to risk something happening because I didn’t properly care for my gun. Before I can find something, strong arms wrap around me from behind. 

“No!” I yell, panic filling me as I thrash my body and kick at the person holding me. 

“Missy,” my dad grunts out as my heel connects with his shin. 

I kick him so hard, my heel hurts so I know he has to be feeling some amount of pain. If he’s not high as fuck that is. 

“Dad?” I question, all the fight draining out of me. “You have to help Zeke. Get those men off him.”

“That’s not gonna happen, Missy. You fucked up. He fucked up,” my dad states as everything in my body stills and I take a second to process his words. 

“What do you mean?” I ask, not sure what my dad’s talking about.

“Do you think I don’t know what’s going on with you? I know everything about you, Missy. Knew the night you lost your virginity and everything. You’ve fucked everything up for a stupid boy who won’t stick by your side now that he knocked you up,” my dad states, hatred filling his voice as he finally sets me back on my feet and turns me to face him. 

The sounds of the fight continue on behind me. Zeke screams out in pain and I try to turn away from my dad, but he grabs my face hard in his hand and forces me to look at him. Again, I start to struggle in his hold so I can get to Zeke’s side. He needs help and I’m not about to let my dad do this to him. There is no doubt he’s the one behind these men attacking Zeke. Not after what he just said. 

“Actually, I believe you need to witness what you set in motion, Missy. Everything happening to Zeke right now is your fault. This is because you couldn’t keep your fucking legs closed,” my dad says, anger lacing his words as he turns me in his arms to face Zeke and the assholes jumping him. 

Tears stream down my face as I struggle to get out of my father’s hold. He doesn’t let me go. If anything, his grip only gets tighter and I know I’ll have bruises left behind from him. Zeke tries so hard to gain the upper hand, but he’s outnumbered and there’s no way he can take on five men at one time. If it were one-on-one, I’m sure he’d be kicking ass. 

“This is because of you,” I finally manage to grit out between clenched teeth. You’re the one making these men attack Zeke for no reason. I love him and that’s not going to change.”

“Love? You don’t know shit about love, Missy. He’s just a boy you let fuck you and ruined all the plans I had in place for you. Plans you can’t even begin to understand yet. But you will,” he promises in his President voice.

My father has never once used his President voice on me. It’s the way his voice sounds when he’s in business mode. Usually, his voice is caring and kind of sweet when it’s directed at me. Not tonight. Tonight, I’m facing his anger for something I don’t have the first clue about. 

I begin to plead with my father to get him to call off his attack dogs. To let Zeke go and I’ll leave with him. That we can go home and forget this ever happened. I even lie and tell him I’ll never see Zeke again. Zeke is the other half of my soul and there’s no way in hell I’d ever leave him. Right now, I’d say and do anything to make sure he’s okay and the assholes stop going at him. Especially when I see one of the men pick up a pipe from the ground. He raises it above his head and looks toward my father for a second before bringing it down on top of Zeke’s head. Instantly, he collapses to the ground and the loudest scream I’ve ever heard pierces the night air. 

My throat is raw and sore as I continue screaming. The man with the pipe hits Zeke a few more times as they all laugh. I’m forced to watch on as they finally stop beating my boyfriend and push him into a shallow grave. One of the men grabs a shovel and starts to cover Zeke’s motionless body up with dirt they’ve removed from the hole. 

“Let’s go, Missy,” my father growls out, his voice barely penetrating the fog surrounding me as I stare at the love of my life.

Yes, I might only be eighteen, but I know Zeke is the one I want to spend the rest of my life with. He’s the man who will make all of my dreams come true, protect me, and support me no matter what I want to do with my life. The same that I’ll do for him. 

Struggling again, I try to get out of my father’s hold as he begins to drag me from the clearing Zeke and I have spent countless hours in together. My eyes are locked on his body as the man continues to cover him in dirt. His face is covered in blood and one of his arms is laying at a weird angle letting me know it’s broken. I can’t tell how many injuries he has based on the clothes covering him, but I know there’s multiple. There’s no way in hell he can’t have multiple injuries with that many men beating on him. 

“Zeke!” I scream out, my voice breaking as a sob fills me. “Zeke, don’t leave me!”

“Missy! Stop this shit right now,” my father demands, his voice cold and deadly as he continues pulling me away. “We’re leaving. Now! Zeke isn’t gonna come back to save you. He’s taken his last breath and you’ll never see him again.”

“You’re lying. He’s hurt, not dead. Let. Me. Go!” I scream, turning so I can attack my father better. 

Since he’s one of the men who taught me what I know, he’s got a counter for every move I try to make against him. This lets me know he’s not high like most nights. At least not yet. In this moment, he’s got a clear head and won’t let me go. 

Finally, my father picks me up and tosses me over his shoulder. With one of his large, tattooed arms wrapped around me to hold me in place, he carries me to his truck that’s parked in the tree line so I wouldn’t see it when I pulled up. That’s why I didn’t know he was here. At this point, I’m not sure if he hired a bunch of punks to attack Zeke or if those men are the same men I grew up with. The men I’ve considered family my entire life. 

“Daddy, you need to go help him. Please!” I beg, my voice barely above a whisper since I’ve been screaming for Zeke. 

I know it more than likely won’t make my father change his mind, but I have to do something. If I can just get away from him for a few seconds, I can get back to Zeke and get him help. I’m not sure how I’ll drag him out of the hole, but I’ll figure something out. Zeke has to be okay. There’s no other option I’ll accept. 

The time it’s taken for my father to get me away from Zeke and the other men feels as if hours have passed by. In reality, I’m sure it’s only been a matter of minutes. Instead of listening to me, my father yanks open the passenger side door of his truck and tosses me inside. He slams the door behind me and I hear the locks click so I can’t get out. There’s no point in trying to make a run for it. If I’ve learned anything about my father it’s that he’ll be holding onto the button on the key fob so I can’t unlock the doors from the inside. When he gets in the driver’s seat, the truck shakes with the force of him slamming the door shut behind him. 

Before I can make a sound or react to anything, a fist snaps out and catches me right under my eye. I gasp as my hand instantly covers the spot where my dad just hit me. He’s never hit me before and I never thought he’d do it in a million years. Turning toward him, I try to figure out what’s going on. His eyes are filled with rage, hurt, and something I’ve never seen fill them before when he looks at me; vengeance.

“You thought you could let that boy touch you and I wouldn’t find out?” he questions me, spittle flying from his mouth and hitting my face and hand where it still rests on my cheek as blood seeps out from the cut he left behind. “Now you’re pregnant. I always thought you were better than the club sluts. Looks like I was wrong about that. You’ve ruined all of my plans. All of them!” 

“W-w-what plans?” I timidly ask him, my voice shaking as my heart continues to race in my chest and it hurts to breathe with all the pressure building in me. 

“I had you sold. Now, the buyer isn’t gonna want you. He doesn’t want tainted goods,” my father announces casually as if we’re talking about the damn weather.

With the doors unlocked, since he forgot in his rage, I fling my door open and get sick as I fall from his large truck. My father reaches out for me, grabbing onto the strands of my long hair as I fall to my knees on the ground. He doesn’t get a good enough grip to pull my head back as I continue to lose the contents of my stomach. Trying to force the vomit back down, I scramble to my feet and look around me. I need to get away from my father. My own flesh and blood. 

Looking back at him, he’s not in the truck. Whipping my head back around my father is standing in front of me. The man isn’t really my father, he’s Venom right now. Venom is his road name and the persona he has within the club. He’s got an evil, menacing grin on his face as he continues to stare at me. This isn’t the warm, loving father who comforted me when I would scrape my knees as a toddler. The man who played tea party with me or let me paint his nails after my mother was killed. This man before me is the President of an MC who’s known for inflicting his enemies with the venom of whatever weapon he chooses that day. Now, it’s all directed at me. He raises his fist as I blink and try to raise my shaking hands to protect myself, and with one punch, my eyes close and I’m knocked out. 
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Chapter Two
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Zeke

PAIN FILLS MY entire body as I dig my way out of the hole I was buried in. I have no concept of time for how long I’ve been under this mound of dirt. My brain is so muddled, all I can think about is getting out and taking a breath of air that’s not sucking dirt and other debris into my lungs and body. It’s as if I try to take a shallow breath and get more dirt in my mouth than anything else. This isn’t good and it’s the only thing motivating me to get the hell out of here. The only thing I can think about right now is clawing my way to the surface as I try to process everything that happened to me. 

One second I was getting the clearing set up as I waited for Melissa to show up. She let me know in school earlier in the day she had something we needed to talk about. I have a feeling I know what’s going on, but don’t want to jump to any conclusions. So, once I was done with studying for finals and made sure my mom was okay, I left early to go to our spot. I hate being at home. It’s a painful reminder of what our lives have become. 

My dad was in the military and spent a lot of time deployed. Every single mission he could take, he did. It left my mom and I alone most of the time as we waited to hear from him. When he was home and on whatever base he was stationed on at the time, all of my dad’s time would be spent with my mom and me. Mainly my mom, but I didn’t care because the three of us were together and that’s all that mattered to me. Anyway, a few years ago, his team got bad intel about a mission and he lost almost everyone on the team and was severely injured himself. 

After spending months in a hospital recovering from his injuries, my dad was released and given a medical discharge. He could no longer properly do his job and serve his country. Obviously it put him in a horrible mood because he no longer had a career. It didn’t mean he didn’t have money coming in still because he did. He just thought he’d spend his entire life in the military and that didn’t turn out to be the case for him. One mission changed his life and all the plans he’d made for himself. 

With no job, he started drinking from the second his eyes opened until he eventually passed out each night. My mom and I couldn’t do anything right either. Everything was our fault and he used his fists, whatever he could pick up, and his feet to hurt us daily. I tried as often as I could to get in between him and my mom. To take the beatings he meant to dish out on her body because she doesn’t deserve to feel pain at his hands. All because he got hurt and was fighting the demons in his head. We tried to talk him into getting help, but he refused. Said there was nothing wrong with him. He just needed a better son and wife, and his life would be okay. Not good, but okay. Instead, he was stuck with us and we were failures. 

We ended up moving to a small town, and I met the love of my life the day I started school. Melissa. She was everything I wanted in a girl. Smart, confident, beautiful without knowing it, and didn’t judge a book by it’s cover. She took me for who I am and didn’t push when I didn’t want to talk about something. Mainly my home life. Melissa didn’t come to my house. I didn’t want to subject her to the vile man my father had turned into. 

Anyway, back to the task at hand—getting out of this hole and finding Melissa. I vaguely remember hearing her scream my name as I was getting jumped. Plus trying to remember what the hell happened to begin with. I push myself to remember what happened after I got the blanket I keep in my saddle bags laid out for Melissa and me. As I was making sure there weren’t any sticks, rocks, or anything else under the blanket to hurt my girl. Before I could finish doing that, I heard multiple footsteps stomping through the woods at my back. 

Melissa and I come out to the lake so we can have alone time together. It’s our spot and we spend as much time here as possible. Especially when her dad isn’t around. He doesn’t want me at their house when he’s not there. I get it. However, we still wanted to spend time together so we found this spot at the lake and started spending all of our time here. Plus, I come out here on my own. At this time of night, there’s no one out here but the two of us. With the wild animals in the area, not many people would brave being out here once dusk hits. We didn’t care about the animals though. I knew I’d do everything in my power to protect my girl and make sure nothing happened to her if a bear or some other animal happened to come at us. 

Before I could turn around and see who was coming up behind me, I was hit with something in my back. Instantly I crumbled to the ground as booted feet surrounded me. I counted five men standing around me. They didn’t hesitate to start beating the shit out of me. I tried to protect myself and fight back, but I couldn’t get my bearings about me. They just kept landing one hit after another and kicking me in between the hits. I was disoriented and trying to stand the fuck up so I could fight back. There was no way in hell I would be able to take them all out, but my goal was to get a few of them knocked down so I’d have a chance to breathe and get some space put between us. 

It doesn’t take me long before the sound of Melissa’s screams fill the air. I try not to let my attention on the men waver so they can land more hits than my body can take at this point. Honestly, I succeed in blocking her out until I hear a scuffle and find her father, Venom, standing at her back and holding her close. I’m not sure what he’s saying to her, but I can see the anger radiating off him from here. That’s when I try to get the assholes off me so I can get to my girl. However, the hits start raining down more frequently and there’s nothing I can do to get away from the men and to my girl. 

I absolutely lose all track of everything when something hard and metal comes down on my head. My body meets the ground and I can’t open my eyes. Blackness is filling me and everything fades away. The only thought in my mind is of Melissa and making sure she’s okay. 

***
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Now, I’ve woken up from being knocked the hell out and I’m desperately clawing my way out of this fucking hole. I can’t hear anything and there’s definitely no way I’m opening my eyes in an attempt to see what’s in front of me. That’s a sure way to get the dirt in my eyes so I can’t see anything anyway. So, keeping my eyes and mouth closed, I continue digging my way out of the hole I’ve been buried in. 

My body is screaming at me. Especially my left arm. It hurts so fucking bad to move it and I’m trying so hard not to black the fuck out again. That’s how intense the pain is as I dig through the dirt. Finally, my right hand breaks through and a hole is made in the dirt surrounding me. Hope fills me as I fight harder to get the fuck out. My left hand soon follows my right and breaks through the dirt. I use my arms to move the dirt more and try to sit up. It takes me a long time, but I manage to sit up enough to get out of the dirt and take a deeper breath than what I’ve been able to since being buried. 

Before attempting to open my eyes, I shake my head. Pain rockets through my head and makes me want to be sick. There’s no way in hell I’m about to use my hands to try and get the dirt off my face and out of my hair before opening my eyes though. Not when I’ve just been digging at this shit for however long. It would do more harm than good as far as I can tell. So, after a few minutes, I manage to crack my eyes open and take in my surroundings. 

No one is here. I’ve been left all alone as I try to look around despite the pain filling me and the nausea churning in my gut with any slight movement I make. Melissa is long gone and fear fills me. Yes, I know her dad was with her, but I have a feeling everything that happened here tonight is because of him. That tells me she’s not safe with him and I need to get her away from the club. Venom rules with an iron fist and if he’s behind this then the men who attacked me were members of the club Melissa grew up in. 

After pulling myself out of the hole that’s not as deep as it could be, I try to stand on my feet and fall flat on my ass. Pain radiates up my legs and I know there’s no way I’m not going to be able to stand on my own without some sort of assistance. With no other choice, I pull myself toward the parking lot and my bike. I have to stop several times so I don’t black out, but I finally manage to make it there.

My bike is in pieces. It looks as if someone has taken a sledgehammer to the damn thing and destroyed the first thing in my life I bought with my own money. Anger fills me at the thought of these assholes destroying my bike. Especially if they’re bikers and know what a bike means to the man who owns it. They have all told me about the ‘don’t touch another biker’s bike’ thing yet they feel it’s okay to touch mine. Just because I’m not in a club doesn’t mean they have any right to touch something that’s not theirs. 

Melissa’s car is in the parking lot next to what’s left of my bike. I know the doors are locked and there’s no way in hell I’m getting in that. Not without the alarm going off. As I look around, I spot the moon glinting off something shiny a few feet to my left. I crawl to get a closer look and find Melissa’s keys at the very edge of the tree line. I’m surprised the little light from the moon was able to hit them where they rest on the grass. Wrapping my right hand around the keys, I slowly turn and drag my body over to my girl’s car. Using the key fob, I unlock the doors and disarm the alarm before getting to the driver’s side of the car. 

I have to stop and take a few minutes before reaching up to open the door. Stopping again to catch my breath as even more pain fills my body, I eventually manage to pull myself inside the car and shut the door. My eyes start drooping and I know I don’t have long before I pass out once again. I also know I can’t go back into Mirfield. The second Melissa’s car is spotted, Venom or some other club member will be alerted and they’ll know I made it through their beating and being buried alive. That’s not something I can risk. Not when they have Melissa in their hands and I don’t have the first clue about what’s being done to her at this point in time. 

Taking as deep of a breath as I can, I finally start the engine and put the car in reverse. Leaving the parking lot, I continue heading out of town. It’s not long before I realize I’m in farm country and know the houses are going to be few and far between. The first house I come to, I pull down the long, dirt driveway. My vision is turning hazy and I know I don’t have long before I’m completely out of it. Thankfully, I manage to get close enough to an old farmhouse that’s still got a few lights on inside. Parking Melissa’s car, I leave the engine running and barely manage to get the thing in park before opening the door and collapsing out on the ground next to me. 

I don’t waste time and move as fast as my broken body will allow me to, I make my way toward the sagging front porch of the house. Time is again lost to me as it feels like several days pass before I make it to the bottom step. I’m covered in sweat, bile is rising in me, and the blackness is filling more and more of my vision as each second passes. There’s no way I’m going to make it to the door. Using the last bit of strength I have in my body, I lift my right arm and slam it down on the boards of the porch. The thud reverberates through me causing my body to tremble with even more pain. It’s loud enough that I can hear footsteps coming from inside though. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

CERIN 0SBORNE





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.png
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

ERIN USBORNE





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image003.png
g §]~'th i





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





