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	Blurb

	 

	From The Darkness is a MC Club reverse harem that will take you places you very much want to go and some place nothing can prepare you for. 

	Amelia:

	After finally achieving her dream job and working proficiently on a team in a predominantly male dominated industry. Amelia was able to settle down. She settled enough to let her guard down. Not only was she taken by surprise by two gigantic men, but she was also forced to do something that no one should be forced to do, something so horrific it leaves her shattered and fighting demons that she never used to have. Ones that no person should have to fight alone.

	Drills:

	Drills was living his perfect life, all the female attention he could imagine, a job that paid extremely well and his brothers from the Bleeding Miners MC. Being their president brought him a great sense of pride. 

	Who knew he would get knocked down by a feisty female in bunker gear?

	Eagle:

	Eagle and Drills love to share, but Eagle never thought that they could find a permanent woman to take both him and Drills on as partners. She took his heart like a raging fire taking a house, and Eagle gladly let her burn him in her wake.

	Does this triangle come together, or are there stronger forces at play? 

	This book contains situations that may trigger the reader. Violent acts against female are involved. This book is to show the strength of a woman in her fight to overcome her demons.

	Reader discretion is advised.
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	 

	“Loyalty means I am down with you whether you are wrong or right, but I will tell you when you are wrong and help you get it right.”

	When you find your group of people that you know will be loyal to you. It doesn’t matter if you go in different directions, because loyalty means that whether someone is talking about you to them or around them, they will always make sure that your name is not taken in vain. Having a loyal group of people, whether it’s a brotherhood/sisterhood or just a trusted group of people to have your back, makes living in a world of hate that much easier.

	 


 

	 

	 

	Author Notes

	 

	 

	 

	This book was a challenge for me to write. It’s not very often that I take a hard-hitting subject and set out to write a story for people to see that you can do it, you can survive. 

	Thank you to Amanda Peterman for working with me through my crazy questions about weird things. You have not only become my sister from another mister, but you have become a huge support in everything. 

	The amount of support from my readers, my fellow authors and industry professionals has been outstanding. Your support and encouragement means the world to me.

	Jodi McNulty, thank you for your continued support and encouragement. You are an amazing woman, and I can’t thank you enough for everything that you do.
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	Amelia

	 

	 

	 

	Have you ever sat in front of a fire and tried to figure out the ins and outs of a flame? The how’s, the why’s, and the what ifs. Trying to figure out what happens if the fire burns just a little bit hotter, or the flames reach just a little bit higher. Or how the color captivates the human eye with the orange, yellow, white, and even blue flickers in front of you.

	From the time I was a five-year-old girl hanging on my dad’s every word, I’ve been fascinated by fire and fighting fire. With being the savior to a group of people who are facing their toughest time, even if it’s just for the moment.

	You see, some girls dream of being fairy princesses, but me, I dreamed of being this superhero firefighter. The one that has everyone noticing her and wanting to be her. 

	When girls were playing with dolls, I was climbing trees pretending to rescue cats from the tallest limbs. 

	While the princess mean girls were primping and prettying themselves, I was running long distance and lifting weights. 

	During semi-formal in grade twelve, I was content with staying home and watching Backdraft and eating fire roasted peanuts. I got asked by the captain of the wrestling team to go. 

	My mom fussed over all the preparation, often tearing up and saying, “You got asked to prom, my baby is growing up.” 

	That night ended with my expensive dress being singed as I tried to help put out a marijuana fire in the teachers’ bathroom. My date that night ended up getting caught under the bleachers with the new French teacher, and it was an Australian kiss he was giving her. You know the kind that goes down under. 

	My mom and dad always encouraged me to follow my dreams. They taught my sister, Rosey, and I that if we believed we could do something, then achieving it was the end of success, of course, there would be mistakes along the way, but it was how you handle yourself in those times that helped you to grow as a person. 

	I watched as Rosey met and fell in love with her eventual husband, putting her career on hold to start a family. I watched my dad’s best friend become fire chief and me? Well, I shocked my entire class by finishing within the top percentile of my fire course, beating out most of the males. 

	I became a firefighter, something I had dreamed of and something that made my life complete, or so I thought. You see, I hadn’t cared about the whole white picket fence and two point five kids because men would always be intimidated by what I do. They always seemed to view me as one of the guys, by making lewd comments or outright making fun of me. 

	What happens though when the job that you love so much beats you so low that the only person that can fight is you! 

	 


Chapter One
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	Drills

	“

	 

	 

	Hi, Ho, Hi, Ho, it’s off to the mine we go, with a chip, chip here and a huge blast there,” Lucas sings beside me. 

	I roll my eyes. He sings this song after every safety meeting. “Dude, you sing that damn song every fucking day we work.” 

	He smiles at me and shrugs his shoulders. I know it’s his way of getting his adrenaline going. The nerves of every miner are at an all-time high as just last week we lost another miner to a cave in. It gets harder as we get older. I am glad that this is mine, or I should say, our last shift. This mine is closing, and the company is moving to South Africa. I am so glad we were able to line up part-time jobs. Although we will be making significantly less, we won’t have the worry of finishing a shift alive. 

	Lucas and I stop at the mouth of the mine and look up to the sky before we both say, “We work in the dark so you can live in the light. If it’s a good day below ground, we are blessed to see above ground.” 

	Giving each other the bro slap and pat hug, we start our last shift. 
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	Eagle

	 

	What a long as fuck shift. When we weren’t cleaning the equipment off and getting it dismantled, we were listening to the other guys whine about losing their jobs. How they didn’t know how they were going to support their families, how they were going to survive. The same way as everyone else, you find another job and move forward. Life is too short to worry about the what ifs. 

	“Let’s get cleaned and get the fuck out of here,” Drills says as he strips out of his coveralls and walks stark ass naked into the communal showers. 

	“Fuck it!” I say as my coveralls hit the floor and my dick flaps in the wind, okay not so much as flaps, but shrivels up and tries to crawl up my ass. Damn, this locker room is fucking cold. I think they may have already turned off the heat. 

	“We need to check on Grandma May before we hit the club party. Tomorrow morning, we have Temple to discuss shit,” Drills says, then looks at the guy next to him and growls, “Hey, pencil dick, are you staring at my cock?” 

	I start laughing and try to say, “Drills, he wants to look at a real man.” But it comes out “he … real…man” because I am laughing so hard at the skinny fuck’s face and then his back as he slips and slides out of the showers to the locker area. 

	“Fuck, I think he pissed in the damn shower,” Drills chuckles and shuts off the water. 

	I nod and finish rinsing myself before heading to get my clothes on, dressing quickly because the coldness from the locker room and the water on my skin makes me feel that much colder. 

	I never feel fully dressed unless I have my cut in place. 

	Once we have our bags packed and our lockers cleared out, we head to our bikes, nothing needs to be said as our bikes come to life and we head to the townhouse the MC owns, to make sure the little old lady there is safe and doesn’t need help. We bought that house for when one of the brothers needed to get away and clear his thoughts, as well as a place if we needed to recover. 

	Who would think that some hot as sin chick, driving a sweet as fuck Mustang, would pull up with Grandma May and literally make me want to hand her my balls on a platter ready for her to do with as she pleases? I can see from the look on Drills’ face that he is feeling the same. 

	It isn’t often that we are on the same page with the same chick, but this little firefly may just be the spark to our flame.  

	 

	 

	 


Chapter Two
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	Amelia

	 

	 

	 

	I have been standing in line in this hot as hell grocery store for over forty-five minutes. I had to come and get groceries on the one day a month that everyone and their grandma come out to get groceries. Of course, it also happens to be the hottest day of the year, or hell just opened up. 

	“One, two, three. How much is my bill again?” The little old lady in front of me asks the cashier. Her frail body is in a hunched position, and her skin is white with liver spots, but her round glasses and bedazzled clutch make this lady look like she has spunk. 

	“That’s twenty-six dollars and three cents, ma’am,” the cashier responds, trying to show the lady that she is boring her with the millions of questions. I don’t get why today’s youth have developed such disrespect for older adults. This lady paved the way for what they have today. 

	The little old lady looks into her wallet and pulls out a twenty-dollar bill and then looks back down and starts to count out six one-dollar bills. She hands them over to the cashier and then asks if she can page for some help. 

	“Ma’am, what do you need help with?” I ask, trying to show the young cashier that how you respect the people around you will make this life that much more fulfilling. 

	The old lady looks at me and states, “I just need my bags placed into the cart. My grandson should be outside waiting for me.” 

	I squeeze by her and the cart and start loading them back into the buggy. 

	“Thank you, miss,” she whispers and slowly begins to push the cart out of the store. 

	“I hate when they let all the old people into the store at once. They need to have a dude at the door to limit them,” the cashier complains. 

	“Remember the exact words that you just used when you're seventy years old and buying groceries so that you can cook dinner for your family,” I growl at her and put the rest of my cart on to the conveyor belt. I have people behind me agreeing with me and some mumbling how I should mind my own business. This is what today’s society has come to, being rude to our elders and groaning when someone stands up for them. I will never understand millennials. 

	She doesn’t say anything after that statement and just keeps her head down while she scans my groceries. 

	After I pay for the things I purchased, I walk out not paying attention but thinking if I got everything on my list, when I hear, “But Jesse you were supposed to drive me home, why did you ride that death machine here?” 

	I look over to see the little old lady I helped in the grocery store, crying beside a skinny guy that looks like he bathed in grease, or has missed his turn in the shower for the last year. 

	“Man, I don’t want to ride in no sweat bucket with someone who smells like mothballs,” the dude grumbles and shoves her away. I hope that isn’t her grandson. 

	Abandoning my cart, I ran over and stood in front of the greased-up toothpick. “What the fuck do you think you are doing, you bitch?” he growls and raises his hand as if to smack me. 

	“One, if you raise that hand to me, boy, you better be prepared to have your ass kicked by a girl. Two, if I see you touch or speak to your grandmother like that again, you’ll have yourself a full set of dentures, and you will be shitting out your teeth. Lastly, learn some fucking respect,” I growl at him and watch as he swings his hand back and starts to bring it forward. 

	I smirked at him, and before his hand cleared his head, I raised my foot and jammed it into his gut. As he bends over to catch his breath, I bring my knee up to meet his face and watch as his head flies back and he lands on his back, unconscious. “I’m sorry I had to do that, ma’am, but I will never allow a man to put his hands on me, ever. Please let me take you home. My car is right over there,” I say and point to my ‘67 Shelby GT 500 Fastback. Yes, I know that’s not the car you go do your grocery shopping in, but I had to have her worked on, and I just picked her up. 

	“Such a beautiful car. My Herbert had one exactly like it when we were younger. We had to get rid of it when our children were born,” she whispers to me. 

	I smiled at her and then guide her to my car. I let her get into the passenger seat and load her groceries into the organizer I have in the back, and mine I just throw on the seat. 

	“So where to, ma’am?” I ask as I get into the car and start her up. 

	She tells me her address, and we start our journey to her place. 

	“You can call me Grandma May, sweetheart. Thank you for stepping in back there. I don’t understand why that boy is acting like that. His daddy is my son and his momma. Well, you probably heard of her. She is some big author who doesn’t have time for anybody but her magical people in her head,” Grandma May states. I chuckle and shake my head. 

	“Ms. May, I’m sure she has deadlines she has to meet,” I giggle. 

	She just shakes her head and raises one of her bony fingers to point at a group of row houses. 

	Her finger points toward the group of men all crowding around the yards. By the looks, she lives in between a group of bikers. With the amount of bikes that are parked all over, I am unsure how she gets and peace and quiet. 

	“Ma’am, are you sure you are safe here?” I ask, placing my hand on her arm so she can’t get out. 

	She giggles and whispers, “Those men will never hurt their Grandma May,” and she climbs out of my car. 

	I jump out of my side and listen as all the guys shout, “Grandma May!” 

	I shake my head and lean into the back to grab her bags, shimmying out of the car I get a collective groan from the group of men as my ass wiggles, and I stand. I look around, and the entire group of guys is focused on me, some with their hands on their crotch, others just staring with their mouths open. 

	“Let’s go, Ms. May. I’ll carry these into the house for you,” I whisper, just as a mammoth of a man steps forward. 

	“I’ll take those sweet cheeks,” he grumbles. 

	I shoot him the ‘Are you fucking kidding me?’ look and walk in behind May. 

	I fucking hate guys that think I am helpless, that degrade me by calling me names like sweet cheeks and baby doll. I have a damn name. If they want it, they need to grow a set of balls and ask me. 

	I place her bags on the counter and head to the living room to let May know that all her groceries are in the house. The Mammoth from before is hugging May, but his eyes are on me. 

	“Ms. May your groceries are on the counter in the kitchen. I’m sorry about what happened with your grandson, but he’ll come around and get back on his bike. I am going to go to my home,” I say and offer my hand to shake. 

	“What happened with that boy now, Grandma May?” the mammoth growls, but she ignores him with a wave of her hand and steps into my body, placing them on my cheeks and gently placing a kiss on each one. 

	I smiled down at her and head for the door. The mammoth hasn’t said anything since he asked his question, but he has yet to stop staring at me. 

	I step up to him and raise my head to look at him. He is a tall man, and I am five foot six. I want to say something intelligent, but the words that come out of my mouth make me sound like a teenager. “Take a picture it lasts longer.” 

	Why the hell did I just say that? I walk out to the guys, all standing in a circle. 

	When the door slams behind me, they all turn and look at me. Dammit, talk about announcing myself. 

	One man steps up and opens his mouth and says, “Damn, baby, you look juicy. I’d like to see just how juiced you get.”  

	I just shake my head and keep walking until another one steps in front of me and states, “Mmm, your feet must be tired, because you have been running through my mind all day, 

	DAMN!” 

	I snort and walk around him to get to my car and just as I swing out the door another one steps up and leans into my side and whispers, “You were in my dreams last night, you had my cock buried deep in your throat. Can you make my dreams come true?” 

	I turn my head and step into his body, slowly bringing my hand up and grabbing his nipple through his shirt. I pinch hard and twist, then state, “You want my mouth? You are going to have to learn how to speak to a lady. Now get the fuck away from me.” I released him and push him away, sliding into my car, starting it up, slapping the shifter into gear. 

	With my foot still on the brake, I step on the gas and spin my tires. As the guys move away, I let off the brake, and my tires squeal, shooting down the street, heading towards home and a nice hot relaxing bath. 

	 

	 

	 


Chapter Three
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	Amelia

	 

	 

	 

	Squeak Bark! 

	“Oh, my gosh! Squawk stop playing with your damn duck!” I groan and put my pillow over my head. 

	Squeak...Squeak...Squeak 

	I threw the pillow across the room and looked over to see Squawk with the new dog toy in his mouth and staring at me. You could swear that his little doggy mind is thinking, ‘yeah bitch, get your ass out of bed and feed me, then let me go take a crap.’ 

	“You know you could have let me sleep in, Squawker. I have two days off before it's back to the firehouse,” I grumble and pick the tiny puppy up. 

	I got Squawk about three months ago. His fur is a gray and white mixture, and long like the Border collie in him and his eyes is the Husky mix with one being light blue and the other being brown. He guides like the Collie and sings like the Husky. 

	My mom and dad decided that they wanted me to have a companion. I told them I work so much that it’s hard to keep a dog, but they insisted. No matter how long I fought them on it, they just kept saying we have a feeling. 

	It wasn’t until my older sister, Rosey, told me she would watch him that I conceded to my parents. I am lucky to have Rosey and the kids living next door to me. 

	I can remember the first time that Rosey told me her ex-douchebag
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