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	Blurb

	 

	 

	Your hair is too red.

	Your voice is too soft.

	You are just too plain.

	All things that Muriel Mack's husband reminds her of on a daily basis, until it all comes to a head and Muriel becomes more than just a verbal punching bag.

	Left for dead in a house where no one ever visits, she hopes that someone will come looking for her, and soon.

	Justen "Prince" Erikson, started as a prospect, then his skill set got him noticed, as his brothers made him Treasurer of Crowns of Chaos MC, his love life takes a swift turn in the wrong direction, and challenges his Prince Charming status.

	But, one act of kindness and an understanding brings these two people together, will love to cure the hurt?

	Or

	Will someone's voice be silenced permanently?

	Previously Titled: Prince in the Big Apple.
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	This story is dedicated to my dad 

	John “Jack” Methven.

	You taught me to chase after my dreams and stay true to who I am and always will be.

	Thank you for always having my back and I know that you will always be my guardian angels.

	I love you, dad, and miss you more than words can say.

	 

	John Ross Methven

	Loving Father, Husband, Uncle, Brother, Grandfather, and Friend.

	January 8th, 1947 to August 4th, 2021
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Prologue

	Justen

	 

	 

	“Jasmine, will you stop? I told you I am on the gate tonight. I have to stay alert, I can’t have you blowing me while I watch who’s coming.” I push away my girlfriend, who decided tonight was a good night to surprise me.

	“Justen, you spend all your time here in this, this run-down shack instead of in my upscale apartment. You know I want this to go further, but I won’t be second in this relationship.” She growls as she aggressively tries to rip open my jeans and uses her taloned hands to reach into my pants and grips my cock like she is trying to strangle it.

	“Prince, what the fuck is going on? You are on duty, and you know women aren’t supposed to be here tonight.” Rough growls at me as he stands at the opening of the little hut at the gate.

	“Rough, I told her to go.” I lose my temper with the woman on the floor and push her away.

	“Justen…” She spits at me as I hold up my hand.

	“Jasmine, you were told by Viking the last time you showed up that you were not welcome back unless it was to a family gathering and Prince here invited you.” Rough losses his patience and rubs his fingers across his forehead as if trying to rub out a migraine.

	“Whatever Roy, like I told John. I will come here whenever I want because my boyfriend is here.” she digs her nails into me as Rough steps closer.

	“Let me make myself extremely clear, bitch. This is Crowns’ property, your daddy owns shit on it or any of the members in it. Just because this fool dips his dick in your overused honey pot, does not mean that you may be on this property whenever your clit gets a pulse. You have five seconds to leave, you are no longer welcomed here, no matter who the fuck invites you.” He grips by the arm and demands me to open the gate before directing her outside the gate and making a gesture for me to close it.

	“Justen, if you don’t follow me, don’t bother coming over tonight.” She screeches as she tries to rattle the iron bars.

	“Prince, you certainly go for the Princess types, how about you focus on your job and figure out where your loyalties actually lie. We have your back, but do you truly have ours?” Rough smacks me on the back and heads towards the crowded building.

	I stare at him and I know where my loyalty lies, and it lies with my brothers, the members that helped to save me from ending my life.

	 

	***

	 

	“Hey Prince, it’s time for you to go get your drink on,” Commando growls as he enters the door. I nod at him and grab my bottle of water.

	“Thanks, man,” I punch him in the shoulder and head towards the loud music and the easy women.

	“Prince!” Rough yells as Bambi dances around a poll, no man in the room is watching her they are all watching the train being pulled by the pool table.

	I give him a chin lift and head to the bar, asking the prospect for a beer with a rum chaser.

	“Prince, I heard your girl was back.” Viking sits beside me and signals for another round.

	“Looking Pres, I am sorry. I warned her she wasn’t to be there. Tomorrow I will dump her, she has gotten me into trouble too many times.” I take a deep breath, ready to explain that my loyalty lies.

	“Rough told me he laid it all on the line for you.” I nod and look at Rough, who is staring at me.

	“My loyalty will always lie with my brothers and the members of Crowns of Chaos MC, they always will because you guys saved me.” I ignore my drinks and stand up, heading for the door and the open air.

	“Where are you doing?” Rough and Viking both ask.

	“I need to ride to think, and then I’ll be back.” I push my head to the night sky and breathe deep.

	I find my gorgeous girl, a beautiful Harley-Davidson Pan head with a bright red tank and the Crowns of Chaos logo. On the other side is an opal-colored mermaid tale.

	I start it up and breathe deep, there is nothing more calming than the smell of exhaust and the sound of the engine.

	Time for me to clear my head and end things with Jasmine. I will not have my brothers doubting me and my loyalty, when they have given me everything, including my own life.

	As the gates open, and I fly past Commando, I smile knowing that this time tomorrow I will be a free man, and I can finally feel like I am part of the club.

	I fly down the deserted road towards the bridge and the place that I can sit and think. I can come up with a plan to remove Jasmine from my life, without her calling in the ‘do you know who my daddy is’ card.

	“Mom, I know your listening right now, and I need guidance. I need you to help me for the best possible outcome, one that won’t bring chaos to my brothers or the club.” I pull up to the highway, waiting for the light to change, and then head in the bridge's direction.

	 


Chapter One 

	~ Muriel

	 

	 

	"Why are you still here, bitch?" Erik screams at me as he throws my belongings out the door.

	"I want to get Flounder, he is my cat, and you don't like him, anyway." I stammer as I watch his face morph from mildly angry, to rage-filled.

	"The fucking piece of shit bit Ursa so I threw him out of the house. Hopefully, the fucker gets caught by the Littles dog." He throws his head back and barks out a laugh that sends a chill through my body.

	"Erik, are you almost done? The bitch is ruining my mood and I have to get back to him before he comes looking for me." She clicks her teeth and picks her nails.

	I sit there and look at her, truly look at her to see where I fail at keeping any man, let alone one that basically I am in debt to.

	"Oh, you like what you see, do you?" She saunters over to me and I watch as her fake breast sway slightly from side to side. Her flat stomach, which has a reminiscence of Erik's cum running down.

	I feel Erik step behind me, raising my arm above my head, and winding his arm around mine, and locking it behind my head. The hold has me in a position that makes it impossible to move.

	"Let's teach this little bitch a lesson, Ursa." He bites into my flesh and pulls back, taking small pieces of my flesh with him.

	Ursa steps closer to me, poking her finger into my chest and running it down the buttons. Her nails are so sharp that the buttons pop as she cuts through each string.

	"I love when Erik and I play with unsuspecting women." She grips my chin, jerking my face towards her before she bites down on my lip and pulls hard.

	"Please, please stop." I whimper.

	"What makes you think you have a choice in this?" Erik growls as he marches me to a support beam and strings me up.

	For the next three hours Ursa and Erik abuse my body, they do things that have never interested me but are now being forced upon me.

	"Muriel, it is always fun when little bitches squeal." Ursa cackles as she turns and walks out of the house.

	"I want you gone from this house. You can tell that piece of shit father of yours, he needs another way to repay his debt." He reaches up with a knife and cuts the ropes.

	My body is so badly beaten that I fall forward and land on my face.

	"Little bitch, you’re supposed to catch yourself." He laughs, before kicking me in the head and knocking me out.

	***

	 

	Knock, knock, knock

	"Muriel dear, are you there?" Mrs. Little's voice comes through the door.

	"Help me, please." I croak out as the knocking stops and then the creak of her walking down the steps.

	I close my eyes and cry myself to sleep, hoping that someone saves me before he comes back. 

	I dream and when I do; I imagine a man that protects me and loves me for being me.

	"Oh, baby. I am so sorry." My dad's voice breaks as he lifts me into his arms.

	"Daddy, I'm so sorry. I tried." I sob as pain rips through my body and shatters my heart.

	"My little fish, you made me realize how big of a fuck up I am." The cold air hits my broken body as he carries me away from the torture house and placed in his truck.

	"I'll fix this my fish, and that prick will pay with his fucking life." My dad growls and slams my door.

	"I'm sorry daddy, I tried to save you," I whisper as my dad climbs into the driver's seat.

	"Muriel Annabeth Mack, you have nothing to be sorry for. In this life, it's a parent's job to protect their children, if anything I failed you. But we are Macks and Macks always right their wrongs." He grips my hand and turns to face the front before he says, "Even if it means eliminating the problem."
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