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Chapter 1. A Wayward Life







It was a cold, dusky autumn morning. I lay in
my bed, watching the rain flow down the window, thinking of a life
that was not mine. I did not want this life. All I wanted was to be
a good person and live in peace.

I have always wanted to live in the mountains
of Montana alone, where I could bring no harm to others and no
liability could be brought to me.

My body hurts, and my mind will not shut out
what they have done to me.

I just wanted to grow a garden and hunt for
the meat to survive. Cure the hides of my kills and make the items
I need to get by daily.

Yet that is not what I have been given.
Instead, I have been forced into witness protection.

Witnessing an atrocious killing has put me
into what I now call the place of living hell.

It was supposed to be a place to make a fresh
start. However, you do not really get a fresh start. They have
rules you have to follow. Things they demanded you do every
day.


1) Get up at six am.

2) Take your shower no later than six fifteen am and
no later than nine forty-five pm.

3) Go to bed by ten pm.

4) Stay away from windows and doors.

5) Have the meals fixed and on the table at times
posted on the bulletin board.

6) You cannot have or make friends, let alone an
animal, to keep you company.

7) You cannot watch TV or listen to the radio.

8) The house must be cleaned daily, or the punishment
will be atrocious.

They ensured I knew the bulletin I would
follow when I staggered through the door.

The punishment had been stern the first time.
It got worse after the following three times. Finally, I was told
to get it done and refused. So now I get to bear more than when I
was in the hospital from the thrashing I obtained at the asshole’s
hands in the club I had gone to have a drink.

My body, still healing from the battering I
received at the club and the three for not following their
regulations, is one of the reasons my body throbs so much. This is
the fourth time I defied them by doing what I was ordered.

It is almost time to get up and start the
day. They want me to get used to this way of life and think I
should accept it.

Yet they do not know that it will be
something I will never undertake or acclimate to; I will live the
life I want when the time is right for me to escape their evil
clutches.

I need to figure out how to get away from
them.

They took me from the hospital after they
took out my protection guards. Now they have me in a place the best
soothsayer has unearthed for them. I must play their games for
now.

Once I am free of these vile men, I will make
my way to the mountains of Montana.

I need to plan and acquire the items on my
memorized list. Things I know they will try to keep me from
getting. I will have to adapt to living like I have never been
born. But I must keep one step ahead of the men who want me dead
and the agents who want me to perjure myself.

That night in the bikers’ bar is one I will
never forget.

The FBI decided that night to raid. The same
night, the club discovered that the man trying to become a member
was an undercover agent.

It was the night he was also killed after
being caught passing club information to his contact at the Kitty
Cat Club they own.

The same night, I stopped in to sit, drink,
relax, and try to get out of my head.

The book I have been trying to write has been
doing nothing but giving me headaches. The heroine and hero seem to
have a mind of their own and do not want to go along with what I
want them to become or do.

Now, look at where I am and what I must
endure; it seems that the world wants me to become the heroine of
my own tale.

As the alarm starts to beep, I turn it off.
It has been three weeks, and I have been giving my guards the
illusion that I am a somewhat compliant witness. Keeping them from
seeing what I am really up to, I watch them go about their daily
duties of getting up to relieve the night watch for the day
ones.

I know I cannot escape them yet, not with the
bars on the windows and the guards standing at the only exits in
this small townhouse. It is their version of a safe place and my
version of a detention center.

They keep telling me that it is only for a
few more days, and then they will be moving me to a place where I
can wait until the trial of the men who killed their agent is
scheduled.

I feel that once the trial is over, so will
my time of existence.

I could not help but feel that things would
have been the same for me if I had not been there that night. Only
I would have placed myself in my version of the penal complex until
I finished my novel.

Now, I have to start with the schedule they
set for me. The first thing is getting my shower and then going to
the small kitchen to cook everyone’s breakfast.

Oh, I cannot forget that I am being treated
as an enslaved person in addition to an unwilling witness. So, if
you look at it, I am their unwilling witness slave.

I kept thinking that night; I went out about
what I saw and how the agents came in and scooped everyone up.

How I was told that if I did not comply, I
would be going to jail with the others, even though I was not part
of the club and had just stopped in for a drink.

I had told the agents I had not seen
anything. Still, they knew I had and made sure to intimidate and
manipulate me into becoming a witness for them, or so they
thought.

I could not take it anymore. My head ached
from trying to get my characters to behave. The only thing on my
mind is to get away for a little while and try to clear my
mind.

Maybe that will help me with my writing. Yet
if I stay at home, I know I will not relax. I know myself too well;
I would go back to my computer and try to force the words to come
out, which would only worsen matters.

So out is what I need. Maybe going to the
club. My sister said she likes to frequent clubs from time to time
to relax, and that will also help me.

Grabbing my keys and wallet, I head to the
biker club to find peace and clear my wits.

I do not care what they do in the club as
long as I can sit and listen to music and be left in peace. That
would make me happy.

It was not long before I was parked and
heading into the establishment. I did not know that tonight would
change my life in the most drastic ways.

All I had on my mind was getting a drink and
sitting to think and put things into my writing; I wanted to become
a great writer like the ones who inspired me.

I made my way to the bar and ordered a Corona
with lime, then headed to a table in the far corner to be out of
sight of everyone and alone to sit and wallow in my own misery.

With my head hurting and my mind swirling
with chaotic thoughts, I want to be left to my own devices.

After sitting down, I could hear the drama on
the far side of the room grow louder and somewhat intriguing.

I turned to see what was happening, just as
everyone else did. It looked like tonight was only for members, yet
they left me alone and did not request that I go. I was invisible
to everyone.

I sit and watch as they take the prospect to
the far wall, the one I did not seem to notice. It has chains and
all kinds of different whips hanging from it.

I watch as they force the skinny man who
seems to be fighting for his life towards it. 

I do not know what he has done or really
cared about. I never cared about anything but animals and plants,
my family, and those I choose as a family over anything this world
has to offer as human beings.

I have never made friends and stayed to
myself since I have never trusted anyone. Not since I had been
treated like a second-class citizen. On the other hand, I was
called the little evil heathen in school by all that was supposed
to encourage and support you in your upbringing. I have also been
called a thing that should never have been born since I was born
evil and worthless.

However, I sit here watching and listening to
the scene unfolding.

They are yelling about how the man now
chained facing the wall is a traitor, snitch, and a worthless piece
of shit cop that is only there to take them down. So, therefore, he
will not be putting them in prison or being killed because of that
piece of a fucking shit traitor.

Do I care if he dies for what he did to these
people? No, I do not. But if you are going to come into a place and
try to join them, you need to be loyal.

If you cannot do that, you should stay the
fuck out. Who are the agents hurting? No one, unless you cross
them; then it is your ass in the sling.

Who are we to tell them how to live? I say
live and let live. If you cannot do that, stay the hell away. To
me, the man was getting what he deserved. 

I watch as they take a bullwhip off the wall
and let it unravel to the floor. I know what was coming for that
man, and I know he will feel every lash for betraying a family he
tried to take down.

I also know they will strip the skin from his
body.

I watched as the first crack of the whip
sounded and then landed. It had easily cut through the traitor’s
plaid shirt.

As I sat there watching, I looked around and
saw people cringe at the whip-cracking sound just before it landed
on the man hanging from the wall.

The screams from him every time the whiptail
landed, cut away the shirt, and lay open the man’s skin was almost
like music.

I could not help the fear surfaced in my
thoughts of how the man’s pain sounded like music to my ears.

What is wrong with me when I hear music in
the small gasps, whimpers, and muffled cries mixed in with the
sound of a whip cracking and a man’s scream?

Just as the whip landed again, the door to
the club flew open and added to the music of the room’s terror. The
shots that rang out as if to end the Symphony Orchestra were
brought to an end. Yet no one saw who fired.

I sit in my corner, watching the room grow
silent. People drop to the floor like flies, their hands covering
their heads.

I sat there watching as a man in riot gear
sauntered toward me. He kept tilting his head one way and then the
other. It was as though he could not figure out why I just sat
there and did not follow suit of the people around me. They all had
dropped to the ground with their hands protecting their heads.

I followed his actions in mimicking the agent
in his appraisal of me.

“You are either in shock or just crazy.” He
said when he reached me.

“Nah, I am neither. I just do not give a
fuck. I do not like people, and what was done
here tonight is none of my damn business.” I notified the
fuckhead in front of me.

“Oh, it is your business, and you will be
coming with us and talking, or you will be going to the penal
complex with the rest of them. We know you have not been here
before tonight, but that does not matter. You have no choice but to
come with us and tell us what you saw or go to the detention center
with the rest of this gang. We can make it, so you are a part of
these animals.” Dickhead said as he grabbed my arm, pulling me to
my feet.

He pulled me over to the man hanging on the
wall with his flesh ripped from his back. His head was turned so
that you could see his eyes were open and the blood draining down
the wall behind him from his head being blown half off.

It did not bother me to see the man named
Traitor hanging in that state. As I thought I had become a
coldhearted bitch from how I was treated as a child.

I really did not care. From a very young age,
I was
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