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Remington ‘Psycho’ Jackson

I messed up in the worst way possible; I treated the woman that owned my heart like a common slut. Now she’s gone, and I have no clue how to win her back. For now, I spend my time staying occupied the best way I can.

One night changes everything, and Hadliegh comes back into my life. It’s time to step up my game and make sure that she takes me back.

Hadliegh Jensen

My past is horrendous and there’s one person that helped me get past it; Psycho. Yet, with a few words, he completely destroyed me. So, I took off, determined to do this on my own. 

One call changes everything, and I make my way back to Shadowville. He’s doing his best to make sure that I let him back in, but I’m not sure I can take that chance again.

Even if I decide to let him back in my life, outside forces might make that damn near impossible— and now we’re both in the fight of our lives and this time, it’s not just us on the line.
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I would like to dedicate this book to Courtney. I can’t thank you enough for everything that you’ve helped me with and how you’ve been there. It’s an honor to have you on the cover of Hadliegh’s Desire. I can’t wait to see where this crazy journey takes us!

~Erin

This is dedicated to my family. It doesn’t matter if you are blood or family of the heart. I could not do any of this without your support. You make my life better and I pray that I make your somewhat better too. Erin Osborne, I never knew the way you would change my life when I was just a fan girl. It is my honor to call you my family and friend.
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Hadliegh

I GREW UP on the wrong side of the tracks, so to speak. My mom and I lived in a small trailer park where the trailers were all run down, and no one seemed to care that their house was falling apart. It was nothing for cars to be up on blocks in various stages of repair or doors that led inside to hang from rusted out hinges. Windows were cracked or had holes busted right through them.

No one around us cared about where they lived. It’s not like anyone here had the money to make repairs or move out of the dilapidated trailer park. The owner only cared about getting his rent on time. He spent it as fast as it came in.

From the time I was about seven-years-old, I have been taking care of myself. My mom was an addict, and the only thing she cared about was finding her next fix. There was no dad in the picture, so I didn’t have any adult to turn to when I had a question about something. I just had to figure it out on my own and hope that I didn’t make too big of a mess. So, if I wanted to be on time for school, have clean clothes or a clean house, and food in my belly when I was home, I had to worry about it myself.

When I was ten-years-old, I got myself groceries and made runs for my mom. I’d save every spare penny I found and hid it in my room so no one else in the house would find it. After a week of saving up money, I’d go to the store and buy a stash of food I could keep hidden in my room so no one could find it and take it from me. The only money I ever got from my mom was when she sent me to meet her dealer to pick up her drugs and then bring them back to her. I always figured the only reason she kept me around was to do what she didn’t want to do herself.

There was a constant revolving door at our house. Some of them were her so-called friends that used her shit and then left. The rest were men she’d pimp herself out to so she could get more money to go buy more drugs— or send me out to buy more drugs. She even had me going out and finding ways to buy her cigarettes, and I’d get an ass-whoopin’ if I didn’t manage to make it happen.

By the time I was sixteen, the men that came to fuck with my mom were turning to me. I was the pure one, the one that wasn’t an easy target. I’d avoid the house when I knew she was going to be having friends over. That way, I didn’t have to try to fight anyone off or stop anyone from coming into my room when my mom passed out.

My alternative was hanging out on the streets and trying to keep myself safe from all the gangs that lived in our area of town. I learned to wear baggy clothes and hoodies so I could hide and not draw any attention. My head was kept down as I walked around, and I was constantly staying alert to where I was walking and who was around.

The day I turned eighteen, I got a job in a biker bar. No single club claimed the bar, and anyone could come in and drink as long as they didn’t cause problems. The owner didn’t care that I was only eighteen as long as I kept my head down and went into the kitchen when anyone from the state came in for an inspection.

As far as anyone knew, my job was doing dishes and staying out of the bar until I was of legal age to be there. When I explained my need to keep my money safe and away from home, my boss, Chris, made sure over half of my paycheck and tips went in the safe in an envelope marked with my name on it. I could access the money at any time, and the number never decreased when I counted it. If anything, Chris added money to it so I could move into my own place sooner rather than later. He was the best boss I could imagine having with the way he treated all of us in the bar and not wanting anything in return.

The day I turned twenty-one, Chris and the staff threw me a party. He gave me money and told me he knew of an apartment within walking distance to the bar. That was when everything started to change in my life.

My mom threw an absolute fit because her slave wasn’t going to be around anymore. It’s not like she wanted me there anyway. She spent most of her time accusing me of trying to fuck the men she was bringing over or stealing from her whenever she was coherent enough to realize that I was bringing food or something in the house. I was actually happy for the first time in my life, even though I was completely alone.

My apartment may not have been much to most, but it was everything to me. I had a small second-hand couch in my living room with a stained and dented coffee table. The kitchen had hardly anything in it, but it was enough to make a few meals and keep any extra food from going bad. 

In the bedroom, there was a laundry basket for my clothes and a mattress on the floor. There were no little knick-knacks or pictures hanging on the wall. I didn’t have a phone or any other way to get a hold of me. Chris was always yelling at me about that because he could never check on me.

That led me to being taken one night from the bar.

Multiple clubs were partying and living it up like it was their last night on earth. One of the men decided he wanted me to party with him in the backroom. I refused. I might have been twenty-one years old, but I was still a virgin— and fucking proud that I wasn’t a slut that fucked around like my mom. 

I was the complete and total opposite of her. So, Chris told me to close down my register and tips before leaving. He didn’t want me there when the bar actually closed down after I told him what happened with the biker.

I was walking away from the bar when I was grabbed from behind. I knew it was a man based on the size of the body behind me. He smelled like body odor, and I almost threw up when he placed his hand over my mouth. 

I kicked, tried to bite him even though I didn’t want his hand in my mouth, and tried to get away from him. Before I knew it, I was being hit over the head with something and knocked out. When I woke up, I was naked and tied to a bed. 

The only thing I could do was lift my head to look down my body. There was blood on my upper thighs, and my body was so sore. I knew immediately I’d been raped while I was knocked out.

Tears rolled down my face as I thought of everything that was possibly done to me when I had no clue. How many people raped me? Did they have anything that I needed to be worried about? Then I realized that this was more than likely where I was going to die. 

These men would never let me go, and no one would know I was missing other than Chris. There was only so much he could do to find me, and that wasn’t a lot besides going to the cops. I only lasted a few weeks on my own. Then the men, who had their fun with me and were tired of me fighting them, moved me into a dark and dingy room all by myself. 

The floor was cement and cold as fuck. There was a cell around half of the room that they locked me in. In one corner sat a bucket for me to use as a bathroom, and that was it. Nothing to help me stay warm or shield my naked body from their lingering gazes.

I was told I’d be used until they finally found someone that wanted to buy me. In the meantime, they would have fun breaking me and making sure I was never going to be a mouthy, stuck-up bitch again. No, they wanted me to break down and cry for them; show them my pain and let them laugh in my face because I couldn’t fight them off. 

I prayed for death from starvation and dehydration until they dumped another girl in the cell with me. Meeting Callie gave me a new sense of strength and want to live. I knew I had to protect her as much as I could because she wasn’t as strong as me. She wouldn’t be able to live through the torture I suffered on a regular basis.

Taking off after being rescued is what led me to the bar I used to work at and Chris— again. To say he was shocked when I first walked in was the understatement of the year. He came from behind the bar and gave me the biggest hug before taking me to his office to talk to me and find out what happened all that time ago. 

I filled him in on the details of being kidnapped and then rescued by the men of Satan’s Anarchy. Chris knew I was leaving the more horrid details of my story out, and he didn’t pressure me to tell him more. The conversation I had with him that first day will always make me laugh.
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“So, why are you back in my neck of the woods?” he asks, leaning back in his chair.

“Well, turns out I’m pregnant, and that baby’s dad doesn’t want to be a dad. So, I came back here. I’m hoping I can have a job,” I tell him, sitting up and looking him in the eyes, so he knows how serious I am.

“Wow! Didn’t expect that one,” he replies, looking at my still flat stomach. “You sure that’s what you want?”

“I don’t have another choice, Chris. I loved working for you before, and I know that here I’ll be protected,” I say honestly.

“I’ll always have your back. I just don’t want any trouble coming from them,” Chris says, knowing that if the men want to come in and cause problems, they will. “Which one is the baby daddy?”

“Psycho,” I tell him, waiting to see what he’s going to say to that.

“Aw hell,” he says, lowering his head for a minute. “You just had to pick him, didn’t you, Had? I know him well. Just like I know what he’s capable of. He’s busted the place up more than once.”

I chuckle to myself. I’ve seen him pissed off a time or two myself. He’d never raise a hand to me in anger, but I’ve seen him fight. The man is seriously off his hinges when he gets hit. In a way, it’s sexy as fuck to watch him go all crazy on someone when he thinks he’s in the right and knows one of his friends or family members is being threatened. Clearly, his road name fits him.

“Well, do I have a job or not, boss-man?” I ask, pulling my attention back to the forefront and not the memories I have.

“You got the job. Just don’t let him fuck my bar up again,” he answers.

“He doesn’t even know I’m here. The only one that does won’t tell him. She’s pissed at him for what he said to me,” I tell him, standing up so I can go find something to eat and try to find an apartment or something. “When am I starting?”

“Tonight. Where you going until then?” he asks, standing up so he can lead me back out of the office.

“First thing on my to-do list is to find a place to live. Second is getting something to eat,” I say, walking out to the bar and waving to the new bartender.

“Got an apartment upstairs if you want it. It’s nothing fancy, but it’s a roof and clean rooms,” Chris says, pulling a key ring out of his pocket and dangling it in front of my face.

“Really? How much?” I ask, not getting my hopes up in case I don’t think I can afford it.

Chris gives me a ridiculous number before sending me upstairs to look at it. I practically skip up the stairs in my haste to look at the apartment. As I open the door, I walk into a small and clean space. It’s very small, but there are two bedrooms in it along with a kitchen, living room, and a bathroom. This will be perfect for now. Then I can start saving up to buy a place when I’m ready. Because at this point, I’m not sure if I’ll stay here or move back to Shadowville.
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Chapter One
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Hadliegh

IT’S BEEN SIX months since I left Shadowville. Six months since I left my job, my friends, and the man that stole my heart no matter how much I tried to protect myself. For the first time in my life, I had a family that had my back, and I loved it. 

When I got out of the hellhole I was in for several months, I spent several more months in the clubhouse of Satan’s Anarchy. Psycho was the only one I’d allow in the room I stayed in. Most of the time, I didn’t want to see Callie because I couldn’t get out of my head long enough to be there for her. What I didn’t realize is that Callie had already started getting help, and she was a lot stronger than I gave her credit for.

Over the time I spent holed up in the room, Psycho was there no matter what I needed. He would hold me at night when I was having nightmares, bring me drinks and food because I refused to leave the room, and would talk to me about anything and everything. Psycho went above and beyond to help me through the first few months after we were rescued. And at first, that might be why I felt such a connection to him in the beginning. 

Then, I finally talked him into having sex with me.

He didn’t want to because of the fact I was repeatedly raped for months on end. In the end, I told him it wasn’t the rape I was having a hard time with. It was the mental shit I couldn’t seem to get past. For so long, I was strong enough to withstand living with my mom and raising myself. The men that took me came so close to breaking me that I can’t believe I let them have that power over me. It’s the only time a man will ever have that much power over me. Even Psycho will never have that.

Once we started fucking, I wouldn’t be with anyone else. Psycho only came to me when he wanted to fuck, and we agreed early on it wouldn’t be anything more than a friends-with-benefits type of deal. 

That lasted until I moved out of the clubhouse and in with Callie and Bear. They have a huge house, and Callie wanted me to stay with them. Psycho got pissed off that I wouldn’t be at the clubhouse anymore. But, he understood my need to be away from so many men. I trust them with my life, but there are just certain times that I need to be away from them. So, his solution was to stay with me at their house a few nights a week.

We never talked about family or the way that we grew up. Hell, we never talked about anything more serious than how our day was. Most of our time was spent fucking or watching movies. So, when I found out I was pregnant, I was scared shitless. Not to be a mom; I know I’ll be a good mom. I have all the experience of what not to do as far as raising a baby. 

No, what scared me was knowing my time with Psycho was coming to an end. He’s never seemed like he was too fond of kids. I mean he’s always been good with Callie and Bear’s kids, but they’re not his. It’s different when the child is your own.

The last time I saw him, Psycho absolutely broke me with the way he talked to me. I’ve seen him go off and yell at people before, but he’s never turned that shit on me. I know he tried to get me to stop, but he said his peace, and now I have to base my decisions on the baby and how everything is going to change, and everything I’m going to have to do now. 

This new life we created is going to be dependent on me, and every decision I make is going to affect what happens from now on. I wish Psycho would be with me and we’d raise our child together, but I’m not going to force this on him if it’s not what he wants.
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Tonight, the bar is busy as hell. There are multiple clubs in here once again, and they’re all looking to party. Thankfully, they’re not giving me too much trouble since I look like I’m about ready to pop and only have three months left of this pregnancy. 

There’s a guy that stays close to the bar, and I keep looking at him to judge what he’s doing here. The only thing I know at this point is he’s not with the assholes that took me before. They were all taken care of— Psycho assured me of that.

“Need another beer?” I ask the strange man, walking down to the end of the bar.

“Nope. All good. Thanks, though,” he answers, turning his attention to the rest of the barroom.

“Can I ask you a question?”

“You can ask me anything you want to. Doesn’t mean I’ll answer it,” he replies, turning back to me as Chris comes out of his office.

“Fair enough. Any particular reason you’ve been sitting here, nursing the same beer for almost two hours now?” I question him as Chris steps behind the bar to check on me.

“Nope. Waiting on some friends is all,” he tells me, looking back at the door when it opens.

I leave the man behind and go back to serving the rest of the customers as Chris and Donna help me out. Like I said, it’s crazy tonight, and I’m already tired as fuck. Honestly, I’m ready to climb the stairs to my apartment and crash for the night, but I have about three more hours before I can do that.

“Need a break?” Chris asks, setting his hand on my lower back.

“No. I want to keep working. If I stop, then I’m going to crash, and I can’t afford to let that happen,” I tell him, flashing him an appreciative smile of thanks.

“What are you gonna do when you have to take time off? The baby isn’t going to stay inside you forever,” Chris responds.

“I haven’t figured it out yet. Chris, I don’t know what to do. Here, I’m all alone. Yeah, I have you and Donna at work, but other than that, it’s just me. Back home, I have Callie, Bear, and the rest of the guys from the club. Not that I’m saying any of them would help me, but they’re still there,” I say, knowing that I’m whining.

“Have you thought about moving back there? I mean, the baby’s dad is there too,” he says, knowing I haven’t told him a single thing about the baby since he found out I was pregnant.

“He wants nothing to do with the baby, and I’m going to keep it that way. I told you that in the beginning, so please don’t push this. If Psycho wanted to find me, he would’ve done that by now.”

“You really have no clue who’s sitting at the bar right now, do you?” Chris asks, stopping me from moving to serve another customer.

“No. Why?”

“The guy you were talking to over there is Psycho’s cousin. He’s in here almost daily and today is the first time he’s shown himself to you. Psycho has known where you are since you walked in here again. And he’s had that man on you just as long,” Chris says, shocking me into silence. “Tell me again he doesn’t care.”

I let that knowledge sink in while I work the rest of my shift. Not once do I go back down to the end of the bar to serve Psycho’s cousin. Donna takes care of that end while I take care of the rest of the customers. 

They flirt and talk to me like we’ve known one another forever. It’s the same in here every night whether we’re packed to capacity or have a few random men and women in here. Tonight isn’t going to be any different just because I now know that there’s someone here looking after me.

Finally, it’s time to close up and get the last of the customers out the door. I notice that the man, who I still don’t know his name, that was sitting at the end of the bar leaves with his phone to his ear. 

No matter how much I wish he weren’t talking to Psycho, I know he probably is. My heart rate accelerates with the knowledge, and I wish that I could see him one more time. He owns my heart; a heart I swore I’d never give to anyone, and encased in the thickest layer of ice. Psycho somehow managed to break through that and ensure I was his completely. No one will ever compare to him in any way.

Chris comes out of his office to help us close up. I’ve noticed that he does this more and more while I’m working. He wants to get me out of here as soon as possible every night. 

I guess it’s a good thing since I’m ready to fall asleep where I stand behind the bar as I close out my drawer and split the tips between Donna and myself. Instead of the hour or so it would normally take to close, we have it done in half the time tonight. My aching feet are going to thank me. My plan is to go up and take a hot shower before falling into bed for the night.

Tomorrow, I have the day off and plan on spending the day in bed. I’m going to read on my phone and ignore the heartache that seems to get stronger daily. I wish things were different, but it’s not, and there’s nothing I can do about it. 

Even Callie knows not to bring him up anymore. She tried to tell me about him when I first left, but I quickly put a stop to that shit. I wasn’t mean about it because it’s Callie and I just can’t be mean to her. Bear even tried to talk to me about him, but I wouldn’t let him get very far in his talk either. I know they mean well, but I just can’t hear about him right now.

Donna and Chris walk me upstairs to make sure I get home okay. When I turn to tell them goodnight, I see a lone man hidden in the shadows, and I hope to fuck it’s Psycho’s cousin. Chris, ever observant, sees where my gaze is and slightly nods his head to let me know I was thinking the right thing. 

I almost want to go over there and chew him a new ass for keeping an eye on me. If anyone’s watching over me, it should be Psycho himself and not someone that he called to do it for him. Fuck that shit!

“I’m going to bed. See you guys in a few days,” I say, opening my door and turning the light on so I can see as I get ready to close the door and move around the place.

I don’t wait for Chris or Donna to answer me. Instead, I shut the door in their faces and make sure it’s locked before I hear their feet going back downstairs. Getting a quick drink of water, I take it into the bathroom and turn the faucet on to begin filling the tub. 

It’s on the hot side of warm because I don’t want to fall asleep in the tub. It’s been a long day and I’m ready for bed. But I know if I don’t relax for a few minutes, I’ll never be able to sleep yet. Not having just gotten out of work.

Undressing, I slip down into the water with the only light coming from the bathroom. On my way here, I made sure to turn all the lights off so I can go right to my bedroom and go to bed afterward. 

At this point, I don’t know how I’m supposed to keep this going until the baby is born. Then, I know I’ll have to take time off of work, but until then, I want to work as much as possible. The way I’m feeling right now might make that difficult, though. What the hell am I supposed to do? So many things to think about and figure out; just not tonight.
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Chapter Two
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Psycho

MY DAYS ALL seem to bleed into one another. It’s the same thing all over— from the time my eyes open until I finally collapse into bed in the early morning hours. I go to work at the construction company, so I don’t have to think about the one person that has captured my heart and soul— Hadliegh. 

When I’m done working, I go to a gym that’s not in Shadowville to train or go to an underground fight somewhere. No one from the club knows I fight. It’s bad enough that I walk in the door of the clubhouse, grab a bottle from the bar, and disappear to my room. I barely talk to anyone or eat. I can’t when I know the shit that I spewed at Hadliegh and how she left.

Yes, I’ve never thought about having any kids before. I didn’t want them after the way that I grew up. My mom, Corrinth, is amazing, don’t get me wrong, but Renegade, Phoebe, and I never once had a male role model in our lives. 

That led me to believe I wouldn’t know how to be a father to a child. It may be irrational to some, but to me, it makes perfect sense. Now, for the last six months, all I’ve thought about is becoming a dad. At this point, I don’t even fucking know what we’re having.

The only reason I know anything about Hadliegh and how she’s doing is because my cousin, Hunter, said he’d hang out where she is and keep an eye on her. He’s told me she’s working for Chris at a biker bar that’s neutral territory. I know she’s tired as hell and running herself ragged while she takes care of everything on her own. 

She’s always been so fucking independent, and I know that she’s going to do everything in her power to raise this baby alone. I don’t go to her myself because I have no clue how to fix the damage I’ve done by running my mouth and treating her no better than a common whore trying to trap me.

Tonight is another fight, and I’ve had to make another excuse as to why I won’t be around the club after I get out of work. It’s more tiring than anything else because I don’t want the club to know the danger I put myself in. 

I didn’t go the MMA or boxing route. No, I decided to go with bare-knuckle fighting. There are no rules, and any one of the guys I fight can kill me with any weapon they choose to bring into the ring. The same goes for me, but I have never brought anything to the ring with me. I want to feel my hands pounding against the flesh of my opponent, and know I’ve beaten them without having to use any sort of weapon to accomplish that.

“Psycho, need to talk to you,” Renegade says, showing up at the construction site.

“What’s up?” I ask, knowing he was giving me time and that time is now up.

“You need to get your shit together. I need you on a run tomorrow, and I know you got shit goin’ on that you aren’t tellin’ anyone. Are we supposed to trust you when you constantly disappear after work? Or are drowin’ in a bottle when you choose to grace us with your fuckin’ presence?” he asks, letting his anger out.

“I’m not fuckin’ tellin’ you a damn thing. Or anyone else in the fuckin’ club. It’s no one’s damn business but mine. You need me to go on a run, I’ll go. I’m at work every single fuckin’ day, and my life is just that; mine,” I tell him, ready to throw down with him if he doesn’t back the fuck off.

“I know you’re there when we need you. But, you’re not livin’ your fuckin’ life. You’re on hold until you know that Hadliegh will be comin’ back to you. If you didn’t have your head up your ass, she’d fuckin’ be here by your side right now,” he tells me, like I don’t know that shit. Like I don’t think of that every single day starting from the moment my eyes pop open.

“Whatever I’m doin’ is my own business. I have never once betrayed the club and I never fuckin’ will. I’ll be at the run tomorrow. For now, can I get back to fuckin’ work?” I ask, knowing this company is run by both of us. I don’t need to be here, but I need something to occupy my mind and my hands these days.

“Yeah. But I’m not stoppin’ until I know what the hell is goin’ on with you,” Renegade tells me, turning on his heel and walking away from me.

I hate that I’m keeping secrets from the club; from my brother by blood and my best friends. Hell, I can’t even tell you the last time I really hung out with Bear and Smokey. Callie’s been in contact with Hadliegh, and I know she refuses to talk about me at all. Even Bear tried, and she wouldn’t let him say a damn word. 

I had to hear that when Bear was telling Smokey. The only thing that did was ensure that I drove myself harder to work and fight. To forget the time I spent with her. I won’t even touch the bitches in the club because I know she’ll be back and I won’t have a fucking bitch act like there’s something going on with them.
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I’ve been at the gym for an hour now. My fight is the last one on the card tonight, and I’m amped up. I’m more than ready to get in the ring and beat my opponent’s ass. Renegade’s visit today fueled my rage, and I’ve been letting it simmer all day long. I even sent the men I was working with away while I demolished the walls in the house alone. It did absolutely nothing to help me get the rage out. Nothing does. It’s why I have to grab a bottle and drink myself to sleep every damn night.

“Two fighters never showed. You’re going on next,” Clay says, walking in the locker room I’m in. Clay always gives me a room to myself.

I nod in response and try to block all other thoughts from my mind— pushing the fight with Renegade to the back of my mind so I can think about it later on. Hadliegh is never far from my mind, but I push her away too. And most of all, I push thoughts of the baby to the back of my mind. 

The only way I win is to block everything out and let my rage take over. My body begins to vibrate with the emotions flowing through me. I can’t stand still as I wait for Clay to come back and get me. What I don’t anticipate is the door opening and Bear walking through it.

“So, this is where you disappear to on a weekly basis? This is why you come to the clubhouse bruised and beaten,” he says, taking a seat on the bench behind me. “Why couldn’t you just tell us?”

“Not your business. Don’t even know why you’re here now,” I say, continuing to move about the room in anticipation.

“I’m here because you’re my best friend. You’re my brother, and whatever punishment you’re puttin’ yourself through is bullshit. If you fuckin’ want Hadliegh back, then go and get her. You’re the one that pushed her away, and you’re the only one that can bring her back,” he tells me, knowing that it’s part of the reason I’m like this right now— the way I’ve been for six months.

“She doesn’t want me, and I don’t blame her. The way I talked to her and the shit I said . . .” I begin reliving the day like I have for so long. “Bear, I treated her like a common whore tryin’ to fuckin’ trap me into bein’ with her. I’ve been with her because I wanted to be with her. She’s easy to be around, gives me back as good as I give her, and knows the ins and outs of the club better than I thought she would. She was willin’ to give me a friends-with-benefits arrangement because it’s what I wanted. And she’s fiercely independent. I’ve never met anyone like Hadliegh in my life. And I never will again.”

“Figure your shit out and get her home then. It’s up to you, Remi,” he says, standing up and heading for the door. “I’m stayin’ for your fight. You need to tell the guys about this. They’ll be proud of you and won’t make you stop.”

I watch one of my oldest friends walk out the door and think about his words. Can I really bring Hadliegh back to me; back to her family? Is that what she needs right now? So many questions run through my head instead of staying in the box I need them to be in right now. Tonight and tomorrow is no room for me to have my head wrapped up in Hadliegh and the possibility of her coming home to me.

The guy I’m fighting tonight is a lightweight. He’s new to the underground fights and has no clue what he’s doing in the ring. From what I hear, he’s known for bringing in multiple weapons to defeat his opponents. And he’s only been in four fights. I hate fucking fighting these new guys. They think their shit doesn’t stink and that they’ll be the ones to win every single fight. He’s got another thing coming tonight. Let him bring on whatever he needs to try to defeat me, and I’ll teach him he’s a damn fool.

Clay brings us to the center of the ring, and we bump fists. Archie, the fighter, has a cocky smirk on his face and he knows he’s in for the fight of his life. He’s heard of me before now. Even though he has a cocky smirk, his eyes are the window to his soul. They show he’s afraid of being in the ring with me. That he knows I’m about to pound him into the mat before he knows what’s hit him.

The bell sounds, and I decide to play games with him while blocking everything else out. I let him get a few hits in before I begin to pound him. Hitting him with a left and then a right, I watch as he stumbles backward. 

Archie shakes his head, and I can see he’s going to get serious about our fight now. Putting his hands up, I watch as he tries to figure out what my next move is going to be. That’s not going to happen. Faking a jab, I kick my leg out and take out his right leg; his dominant leg. Archie goes down like a ton of bricks and a scream erupts from him. I launch at him and pound him with lefts and rights. The only thing he can do is try to protect his head. That just leaves his body open for an attack.
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