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Liria




 

 

At sixteen, Liria had already had a rough life. Her real father abandoned them when she was two. When she was four, her mother remarried and Aaron Newman officially adopted her. But he wasn't a good man. At least not to Liria. He wasn't abusive, just very neglectful.

 Then, when she was ten, her mother got cancer. She got treatments, but after a year-long battle, she died, leaving Liria and her stepfather alone.

Losing his wife sent Aaron Newman on a path of self-destruction. He started drinking and doing drugs, which led to gambling. It was his gambling that would change his stepdaughter's life forever.

Liria was working on homework for her English class when her stepfather entered their small, rundown house with a beast of a man following him.

“See? I told you,” he slurred to the guy.

“Dad? What's going on?” Liria asked, confused.

“You weren't wrong,” the guy growled as he approached where she sat. Her stepfather ignored her question.

“Um, who are you?” she asked, glancing between him and her stepfather.

“Your owner,” he replied.

“Excuse me?”

“You heard me, girlie. Don't make me repeat myself.”

“Dad? What is he talking about?” she pressed.

“You're going to live with him now,” her stepfather replied.

“What your old man isn't saying, girlie, is that he owed me a lot of fucking money that he can't pay, so he's traded you in exchange for clearing his debt.”

Liria stared at them both. “That's… that's illegal!”

“You think you got rights, girlie?” The guy barked with laughter. “You belonged to your old man, now you belong to me.”

“This clears my debt, right?” her stepfather asked, not even looking at her.

“Yeah. But don't come back unless you can pay,” he growled.

“Dad. Don't do this!” Liria said, shrinking back when the guy reached for her.

“It's already done,” he mumbled.

“What happened to you? Mom would be so ashamed of you right now,” she said as tears stung her eyes.

“Let's go, girlie,” the beast said, reaching for her again.

“Wait! I need to pack. Please,” she pleaded, biting back a sob.

“You got five minutes,” he growled.

She scurried into her room and threw what she could into a bag, including the last photo she had of her and her mom. The last thing she grabbed was a stuffed bear she'd slept with for years.

“Time's up. Let's go,” the guy said from the bedroom door.

Liria hugged the bag to her chest as she followed him outside. When he led her to a motorcycle, she swallowed. The thought of having to touch him had her stomach rolling.

“Gimme that,” he growled, and tore the bag out of her arms so he could stuff it into a saddlebag. “Put this on,” he added, offering her a helmet.

Her hands shook as she took it from him and put it on.

“We don't have all fucking day, girlie. Let's go,” he snarled.

Swallowing down bile, she climbed on the bike, scooted closer, and wrapped her arms around him.

Tears slipped down her cheeks as they drove away. She still couldn't believe her stepfather had traded her to some biker because of a debt.

When they came to a stop, she slid off onto shaky legs, and followed him as he led her into a small house.

“There are a few ground rules,” he said once he closed and locked the door. “You don't leave this house unless you're with me.”

“But… I have school,” she countered.

“Not anymore. You don't need it,” he replied. “When the boys are over, you're to serve them whatever they ask for. Got it?”

“Y-yes,” she replied.

“You'll keep the house clean, cook, and do the laundry. We'll figure the rest of it out later.”

“O-okay.” She wrapped her arms around herself. Maybe this wouldn't be so bad.
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Two years later

 

Liria laid in bed, curled on her side, as pain wracked her body. Most girls looked forward to their eighteenth birthday, but she'd dreaded it. With good reason. Arlo 'Undertaker' Yates, VP of the Rebel Scorpions, had made it very clear to her that the moment she was legal, her duties would include spreading her legs—his words.

That morning, when he entered her room, she'd fought him but he was much bigger, and much stronger, and he'd easily overpowered her. He'd also made sure she regretted fighting. Her body was battered and bruised, but it was nothing compared to the pain from his invasion.

“Get your ass up. You got shit to do,” he snarled at her, and she bit back a cry when he gripped her hair and dragged her out of bed.

Liria shut off her emotions then. It was safer if she just locked herself away in her mind and just went through the motions.
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Eight years later




Liria sat with her hand resting on her swollen belly. On the morning of her twenty-fifth birthday, Arlo had taken her to the doctor to have the birth control implant he'd had put in just before her eighteenth birthday, removed. He'd decided it was time she gave him a son.

“I won't let him warp you,” she whispered to her stomach. She didn't know how, but she would find a way to get away.

She'd been having pains off and on all day, and now they were coming every five or so minutes. She knew what it meant. Grabbing the phone he'd given her—and monitored closely—she sent Arlo a text.

I'm in labor. I need to go to the hospital

On my way

She closed her eyes and breathed through the contractions.

When Arlo entered the house, he grabbed her arm and tugged her to her feet. “Remember what I told you,” he growled.

“I remember.” He'd warned her that if she even attempted to ask for help while at the hospital, he'd kill her and whoever tried to help her.

By the time they got to the hospital, her contractions were three minutes apart. She was quickly taken to labor and delivery where an hour later she was told to push.

Four pushes and her baby was born. “Congratulations, you have a beautiful baby girl,” the doctor said.

Liria felt sheer terror at those words. Arlo wanted a son. The baby being a girl would enrage him, she knew.

Once she was in her room, she cradled the baby close. “I'll keep you safe. I don't know how, but I'll find a way,” she whispered to her daughter as she nursed.

Arlo entered the room and approached. “Well? We need a name for my son.” His gaze went to the baby and he frowned. “Why the fuck is he wearing a pink hat?”

She swallowed. This was it. “Because it's a girl, not a boy,” she replied quietly.

“What did you say?” he growled.

“It's a girl,” she repeated.

“You were supposed to have a boy,” he hissed.

“I-I can't control the gender,” she whimpered. In fact, that was all him, but she didn't dare tell him that.

“We'll discuss this when we get home,” he growled and stormed out.

Liria breathed a sigh of relief. At least she was safe for now.
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The moment the door closed behind them, Arlo was on her. He grabbed her hair and his fist connected with her jaw. Hits rained down on her, and when he dropped her, she curled around the baby's car seat to protect her.

Kicks were next, and Liria bit back a scream as she felt ribs breaking. He kicked her left arm before he stomped on her left leg, and she was sure he'd broken both of them, too.

When the beating finally ended, she knew she was bruised everywhere.

The sound of the door slamming reached her and she opened her eyes to realize she was alone. Well, except for her daughter, Tempest.

Moaning in pain, she limped to the window to see the car still in the driveway. He hadn’t taken it. It was old, rusted, and the heater didn't work worth shit, but it ran. That was what mattered. She'd hotwire it if she had to, but they were leaving before he came back.

Finding the keys, she sent up a silent prayer of thanks. Going to the bedroom, she shoved what she could into a backpack—mostly things for her daughter—grabbed the photo of her mom, and went back to the living room. There, she grabbed the baby's bag, wincing at the pain in her left arm, picked up the car seat with her right arm, and limped out to the car. She got her daughter secured in the backseat, got behind the wheel, and drove away.

She didn't have a lot of money—Arlo didn't let her have much—but she hoped it was enough to put distance between her and Lawrence, Massachusetts as she drove south.

The sun had set, night had descended, and it was getting colder in the car. At least her daughter was warm because of the layers of blankets on her.

When the car started knocking and sputtering, Liria swore softly. “Not now,” she whispered. She'd been on the road for less than three hours, that wasn't nearly long enough.

When the sputtering got worse, she knew she only had moments before it died completely. She managed to get the car to the side of the road before the engine gave its death rattle and quit.

“No no no no no! Damn it!” she said, smacking the steering wheel, which made her wince in pain.

She covered her face with her hands and let herself cry for a moment before she straightened her shoulders. They couldn't stay there. Not only was it getting colder, but they were sitting ducks if Arlo caught up to them. She knew if he got his hands on her again, she'd be dead. Or wish she was.

Gingerly climbing out of the car, she knew she had to abandon the car seat. There was no way she could carry it for long. Removing her coat, she quickly put on the baby carrier before she removed her daughter from her seat and placed her into it. Then she tucked a blanket around her and closed her coat, making sure her daughter could still breathe. She draped the backpack over her right shoulder followed by the diaper bag, closed the door, and slowly limped away.

Please let me find safety, she silently prayed as she put distance between her and the car. She kept looking for lights, which would indicate people, but was beginning to lose hope because all that greeted her was darkness.

A sob escaped her when she finally caught the twinkling of light through trees. Thank you, she sent up as she made her way up the driveway toward the glow.

When the building finally came into view, she froze. The lot was littered with motorcycles. Bikers. Why did it have to be bikers? What if they were like the Rebel Scorpions? Granted,  she'd not spent a great deal of time around the Scorpions, but she assumed they were all like Arlo. She stood there debating, but she knew she had no choice. Her strength was waning fast.

Liria limped toward the door, took a fortifying breath, and pushed the door open.

A cacophony of sounds hit her. Voices from every corner of the room, laughter, even music. Warmth enveloped her and she swayed. Blackness ate at her vision and she felt her legs giving out. Her last thought was Please don't let me hurt my baby as darkness swallowed her whole.
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Dagger


 

 

Watching yet another one of his brothers find his old lady and get married left Dagger feeling envious. He'd had that once, years ago, but lost it at the hands of a drunk driver, along with his unborn child. He didn't begrudge them their happiness, he just longed to find it again himself.

He was on the fringe of the activity as food and booze were consumed, when the front door suddenly opened. All eyes turned to see who could possibly be interrupting the wedding reception, and he was no different.

A petite brunette who'd clearly been beaten up by someone stumbled in, an oversized coat hiding her figure, and he caught a glimpse of gray before her eyes rolled back in her head. When she collapsed, he was there to catch her, her bags falling to the floor.

Scooping her up in his arms, he managed to snag the two bags she'd been carrying and headed to the area where the bedrooms were. He stepped into his room and laid her down just as Doc joined him.

“She just passed out, Doc. I'll text you when she's awake and you can look her over,” he told the other man.

“Fine,” Doc said and left.

Dagger noticed the lump beneath her coat and frowned. What was she hiding? When a soft whimper came from inside, he carefully opened it to find a very new baby in a carrier on her chest. He carefully pulled the baby out
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