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For every soul who ever crawled out of the wreckage, bloodied and burning, and still dared to believe in something more.

This one’s for you.

The No Redemption Road Playlist

“You’re Losing Me.” Taylor Swift

“Mine” Kelly Clarkson

“My Boy Only Breaks His Favourite Toys” Taylor Swift

“Save Me” Jelly Roll feat. Lainey Wilson

“Hell or High Water” Bailey Zimmerman

“Paint it, Black” Ciara

“Ashes” Celine Dion

“She Used To Be Mine” Sara Bareilles
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Get the full playlist on Amazon Music
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Chapter 1 - Remi His Lies, My Eyes
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The parking lot outside the clubhouse was half full, glowing dimly beneath the buzz of a broken streetlamp. I shouldn't have come. 

I told myself that three times as I parked. 

Five times in the last hour, circling this place like some pathetic ghost, hoping it'd look different from another angle. 

I hoped I'd find a reason not to go inside, and stupidly hoped that I was wrong. But something inside me told me I had to know. 

My fingers tightened around the steering wheel, knuckles white. Trying to steady my heart... my breathing. This wasn't me. I wasn't this kind of woman. 

But Logan hadn't answered my texts. Hadn't called back. Again. 

Fuck.

It was probably nothing. I'd told myself that every night this week. That he was busy. That club business came first, but I came right after. That was how he told me it would go. But that he would always be mine, and I his. 

Except nothing didn't knot your stomach or whisper truths you didn't want to hear. 

Nothing didn't make you lie awake, remembering what other women had cried about across from you in therapy chairs... women who'd worn cuts on their hearts and bruises on their skin, blaming themselves for loving men who made loyalty feel like a game. 

I wasn't supposed to be one of them. I knew better. I know better. 

But I also knew Logan. Or I thought I did.  

The first time we met, he said his club was different. That he was different. He promised respect, loyalty, and a future I could believe in. And God, he'd chased me hard. Flowers at the clinic, calls just to hear my voice, sitting through my rants about biker culture like he was dying to prove me wrong. 

He wore me down with patience. He showed up. He didn't back down. He faced my scrutiny and lack of interest, and then we fell. We fell so hard... or I thought we did. But now, as I sit in this parking lot... I wonder if he had pulled the wool so thoroughly over my eyes.... If he sold me pretty lies. If I let him. 

I cut the engine and stepped out into the cold. He was supposed to come and get me tonight for a date night. So I dressed for him. A pretty, flimsy black dress, one of his favourites. It clung to my curves just the way he liked. I didn't look like the club girls... didn't look like a lot of the old ladies either. I always felt like I looked like the girl next door. But Logan always said that I took his breath away, that I was special, I was perfect. I left my long, auburn hair down in its natural soft waves. Put on enough makeup to make the green pop in my hazel eyes... enough to feel pretty. 

I hadn't been seeing him as much, and I missed him. Tonight was supposed to be special. 

The heavy bass hit before I even reached the door. Smoke rolled out in waves from a cracked window, mingling with the bitter air. Music thumped through my ankle boots as I pushed inside. 

The clubhouse was a riot of heat and sweat and sound. The scent of leather, beer, and cheap perfume clung to everything. A low-slung bar stretched along one wall, sticky and glowing under red lights. Bodies moved everywhere... dancing, laughing, grinding. 

The embodiment of chaos making itself at home. 

I used to think it was alluring, in a dangerous kind of way. 

I used to tell myself I could handle this world, his world, because I loved him. 

Because he promised he was different. 

That his club was different, that I had heard the worst of the stories, and his club... his brothers weren't that.

A tall blonde in a micro top brushed past me. "Ol' lady," she muttered to her friend, her tone thick with sugar and venom. 

"Not officially," the other replied with a smirk. 

I swallowed hard and kept walking. I don't think I will ever understand the need to have women on call for any ‘brother’ to enjoy without consequence. As I moved through the smoke and whispers, I felt that what I saw was exactly what I had envisioned for a clubhouse, the biker brother lifestyle... but somehow he had convinced me it was different here. 

His MC was different. He was different.   

Past the pool table, past the hallway where the lights got dimmer, past girls pressed against patched backs like ornaments waiting to be worn. The air got heavier, not just with smoke but with the distinct smell of sweat and sex. 

The sound of laughter, grunts and clinking bottles echoed from the back lounge. 

Somehow, I was still trying to convince myself that the worry was all in my head. He had club business to attend to, and I was worried for nothing. 

And then I saw him. 

Logan. My Logan. Or the man I thought was mine.  

He was sprawled in a leather armchair like a king on his throne. Legs spread. Beer dangling from his fingers. A girl in a crop top straddled his lap, giggling into his neck, her hands sliding under his shirt. His arm was around her like it belonged there. Like she did. 

His head tilted back, and he laughed at something she said. His mouth, the mouth that I thought was mine, had whispered forever in my ear... that mouth grinned wide and wicked. 

His beautiful blue eyes looked cruel in this light. In this truth.

I froze in the doorway, the breath knocked out of me like a punch to the ribs. 

And then came the voice. 

"Spike’s always the first to test the new ones," one girl said behind me, voice light and mocking. 

"He says he can't commit until he's tasted the whole menu," another chimed in. 

Laughter. Casual. Easy. 

Like this was ok. Like this wasn't what I was afraid of. Like this wasn't what he swore didn't happen in his clubhouse.  

I stared at him, unblinking. Waiting for him to shove her off, to say her name wasn't mine. To do something that proved this wasn't what it looked like. 

He didn't even look up. 

I wanted to scream. To cry. To drag her off him and ask him if he remembered the promises he made, the words he whispered into my skin. I wanted to rage and claw and fall apart right there in front of them all. 

But all I did was breathe. 

All I did was stare as he told her to ride him. I stood, breathless, stuttering as the club girls behind me taunted and teased. You know what fuck that shit, I had never wanted to call them what they were called but in that moment they were exactly the horrible name... Club Whores. They ate this shit up.

Ate up the destruction of what I thought was real and beautiful.  

They giggled while I barely got a breath in. 

Shallow. Broken. 

I watched the one on his lap do as she was told, unbuckle him, unzip him, reach into his pants and seductively pull of his cock. I watched her, panty-free, sit on it like it was nothing. I saw her start to rock... start to ride. I saw her moan like this was the best thing she had ever experienced in her life. While he... My Logan, My love, My supposed to be forever... casually sipped from his beer while talking to a brother on the couch out of view. This was just another day in his life, and it must be... He had fooled me so thoroughly, wrecked me so completely. 

I just watched. 

Because in that moment... that exact moment, I knew. 

It was over. 

He had lied. All this time. About the club. About who he was. About who I was to him. 

I stepped back before he saw me, hand over my mouth as bile surged up my throat. 

I shoved through the bodies, barely seeing them, my heels echoing off the concrete like gunshots in my ears. 

Someone called my name, maybe the Prez. "Remi?" 

I didn't stop. I couldn't. The bile and tears were threatening to burst free. I couldn't let them see me break. They couldn't win.

They had taken enough from me.

“Remi...”  

I didn't turn. 

Didn't breathe until the night air hit me like a slap. 

I didn't even make it to my car. My legs just kept going. Away from the lights. Away from the noise. Away from him. 

That fucking asshole.

And when I was far enough that no one could hear me, I finally let go. 

The tears came fast, hard, and ugly. I stumbled and heaved into a bush along the sidewalk. I let myself gain control again... 

And then I ran. 
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Chapter 2 - Remi - The First Lie He Told
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Eleven Months Earlier

––––––––
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I was already ten minutes past closing when I noticed her car idling in the parking lot. Headlights on. Engine running. She never ran late, never missed an appointment, not once in the six months I'd been seeing her. 

I frowned and stood, pushing aside the files I'd been reviewing. Something wasn't right. 

I stepped closer to the front window and squinted through the glass. She was in the driver's seat, gripping the steering wheel like it was the only thing keeping her from falling apart. Her eyes were fixed on something or someone outside the frame. 

A slow, rising tension pressed into my chest. She was scared. 

That's when I heard them. 

Motorcycles. The deep growl of engines rolled in from down the block. 

And then I saw them. Three of them, maybe four. Leather cuts, thick builds, smoke curling from one guy's mouth like it was part of his skin. 

Bikers. Brothers from an MC, no doubt. 

They weren't blocking her in, not exactly. 

But they were between her and the front door of my clinic, and that was enough. 

I grabbed my coat. 

By the time I stepped outside, the cold hit harsh and cruel. 

Winter was early this year. 

"Hey," I called out, voice even but firm. "This is private property. I suggest you move along." 

The tallest one turned, the leather on his jacket creaking. His cut said Devil's Ride MC, and his face said trouble.

"Just picking someone up, sweetheart," he said with a smirk. "Didn't know this place closed early for shrinks." 

I didn't blink. "I'm not a shrink. I'm a trauma counsellor. And you are on my property." 

"Trauma, huh?" he said, and his grin widened like it was an inside joke. "Guess you see a lot of girls who can't handle a little fun." 

That did it. I saw fucking red. 

"I see a lot of women who've survived men like you," I said quietly, trying to keep myself calm. "Now move. You're scaring away my clients." 

He started to laugh, but another voice cut through the air. 

"Back off, Deasel." 

The biker next to him had taken a step forward, but his gaze was locked on me, not aggressive, just... curious. Controlled. 

He looked different from what I expected. Sharp jaw, short-cropped beard, dark hair curling at the edges while shaved on the sides. A long, vertical scar ran from his jaw down to the collar of his shirt, barely visible in the shadows. Tattoos covered most of his arms and neck. Ice blue eyes that held too much pain, like his external image was a shield for what was held buried deep within. His cut matched the others, Devil's Ride, but the air around him felt different. 

"You her counsellor?" he asked, head tilting towards the car. 

I just stared at him. 

He was studying me like he didn't know what to make of me. "She okay?" 

"She's terrified," I said. "And I'm trying to get her inside. That's easier to do if you weren't loitering outside my front door." 

He stared at me for a long moment, then turned to the others. "Let's go." 

Grumbling, the others peeled off, their bikes roaring back to life. Within seconds, the parking lot cleared. 

Except for him. 

He stayed back, glancing once at the car before walking toward me. 

"We didn't mean to scare her," he said. 

I didn't reply. 

He looked at me, really looked, and then extended a tattooed hand. 

"Logan Maddox." 

I didn't take it. 

He smirked, full plump lips twisting to the side, and a flicker of amusement in his eyes. "Figured. That was ballsy, by the way." 

"I'm not here to entertain bikers with fragile egos." 

He chuckled, his hand coming up to scratch at his scruff, his thumb trailing across his lips. "That's what you think that was?" 

"I think I've seen too many women leave clubhouses in pieces. I think I've heard enough sobs to recognize fear from a mile away. And I think if you were any kind of decent, you'd already be gone." 

Something flickered in his eyes. Interest? Curiosity? I didn't care. 

"Well," he said, taking a slow step back, "maybe I'll see you around, Doc." 

"It's Remi," I said flatly. "And no, you won't." 

I should have known better.

Later that night, I found a single paper bag outside my door when I left. Beside it was a tea I hadn't ordered, from the cafe down the street. On the cup was a note: "Figured you don't like coffee. Hope this is the right kind of ballsy."

I rolled my eyes so hard I almost saw stars. 

But I took the tea anyway. 

He left the tea on my doorstep three more times after that. No name. Just little notes. 

Still not coffee.

Thought you could use something warm.

For the shrink who doesn't smile.

I threw the first one out. Kept the second but didn't drink it. Drank the third. 

The fourth came with a granola bar taped to the side and a scribble: "I hear counsellors forget to eat too."

It pissed me off how thoughtful it was. Pissed me off more that he wasn't pushing, wasn't leering, wasn't showing up revving his bike like some puffed-up rooster. 

Just quiet... consistent... relentless in a way that didn't feel threatening. 

I'd seen every kind of manipulator. The charming ones. The desperate ones. The love bombers. The gas lighters. The fucking narcissists.  

But Logan was something else. He was strategic. He didn't rush. He played the long game. 

And a part of me, the part that was lonely, tired, and desperately aching to believe in something good... someone good, started to wonder if maybe he wasn't playing a game at all. 

I told myself it was harmless when I waved at him outside the cafe a week later. 

I told myself I was just being civil when I asked if he wanted to sit. 

He gave me a smile that made me swallow hard and said, "I've been waiting for you to ask." 

He started showing up more after that. 

Always respectful. Always patient. 

He never flirted with other women when I was around. Never touched me without permission. Never crossed lines. 

And that made it worse. 

Because I couldn't file him away in the same drawer as the others. 

He wasn't cruel. Wasn't careless. Wasn’t forceful. He was... attentive. Subtle. Waiting for me to make the first move.

The more I watched him, the more I started to think maybe he really was different. 

One night, I caught him outside the women's shelter, fixing the back fence after a storm had blown it in. 

"Did someone ask you to do that?" I asked. 

He shook his head. "Figured someone needed to." 

He didn't look for praise. Didn't post it. Just did it. 

My walls cracked a little that night. 

The first time we touched, it was accidental. His large hand brushed mine as he handed over a set of spare keys he had offered to copy for the community center garage, which he helped maintain. 

I flinched. 

Not because I was scared. But because I realized how much I wanted more of it. 

He didn't push. Just looked at me for a long second and said, "You don't have to be afraid of me, Remi." 

I whispered, "That's the problem. I'm not." 

I should have known then to run the other way. 

A few weeks later, we sat in his truck during a storm. Rain pounded the windshield, the world outside gone blurry and gray. 

"I'm not good at a lot of things," he said softly. "But I'm good at this. At showing up. At trying." 

I stared at the glove compartment, pretending I didn't feel the heat of him next to me. 

Like I couldn't feel those eyes on me. 

"Why me?" I asked. "You could have anyone. Club girls must line up for a chance at you." 

"Because you're the only one who ever looked at me like I had to earn it." 

That's when he reached for my hand, slow, patient, like he was offering a lifeline. 

And I... I let him take it. 

We kissed two nights later, outside my apartment. His hand cradled the back of my neck like I was something fragile. Something rare. 

It was the kind of kiss that makes you forget every reason you said no. 

Every reason you should keep saying it. 

Every other kiss before it. 

That's when the real lie started. 

Not from him, from me. 

Because I knew better, I'd always known better.

And still... I gave in. 

––––––––
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The night we first slept together, it wasn't planned. There wasn't wine or candles or anything you'd find in a romance movie. Just him. And me. And a storm rolling through the town like a warning. 

I was supposed to meet him at the shop. He'd been working late, fixing up one of the community bikes for a kid whose father had disappeared last month. He said he wanted to clean up first, but when I showed up, wet from the rain, chilled through, he opened the garage door and stared at me like I was the only thing he'd been waiting for. 

"You're soaked," he said, stepping forward. 

I shrugged, cheeks hot. "Didn't want to be late." 

He reached for me slowly, calloused hands brushing wet hair strands from my cheek. "You could've waited until it passed." 

"I didn't want to." 

Neither of us moved for a long breath. I stood there, trembling and defiant, waiting for the doubt to creep in... for the voice that reminded me I was too smart to fall for a patched-up heart and a charming mouth. 

God, that mouth.

But that voice had gotten quieter lately. 

Because Logan had made space for something else. Something warm. Gentle. 

He never demanded. He never pushed. He simply was himself and let me decide what to do with it. 

So I kissed him. 

This time, I was the one who leaned in. I tasted rain on his lips, felt the grease on his fingertips as they cupped my jaw. I felt the restraint in him, how badly he wanted to pull me closer, but didn't. 

I closed the distance for him. 

His apartment above the garage was small, but clean. Sparse but warm. Like a man who wasn't used to sharing his life with anyone, but had left a few quiet invitations open... just in case. 

He peeled my wet clothes off with a reverence I didn't expect. Not greedy like I would have expected. 

Just... careful. 

Like he was afraid I'd change my mind at any second, and he wanted to remember the way I looked, just in case. 

And God, I was afraid. Not of him, but of how much I wanted this to be real. I could feel my heart in my throat. 

"You okay?" he whispered, brushing a thumb across my ribs. 

I nodded, chest tight. I wanted to drown in those baby blues. "Yeah. Are you?" 

His laugh was soft, almost bitter. "Haven't been okay since the day I met you, baby." 

And then he kissed me like he meant the words. 

Not rushed. Not rough. He kissed me like I was his prayer and his punishment in one breath. Like he'd been waiting a lifetime and didn't want to waste a second of it. Like every swipe of his tongue was mapping my mouth, like he was embedding this moment into his very soul. 

It felt so real, so good.  

He undressed himself slowly, eyes never leaving my face. 

But my eyes wandered. Tracked the dips and ridges of his body, the way the tattoos wrapped around him like a caress. 

When he laid me down, I didn't think about the MC. Or my clients. Or the line I was crossing... that I knew I would likely not come back from whole. 

I thought about how safe I felt. How badly I wanted to believe this wasn't a mistake. 

That I wasn't a fool. 

That he meant it when he said I was the only one. 

"This will be quicker than I'd like, Remi. But I have been waiting for you, and I know as soon as I sink into you, I won't last long." He rasped in his deep, husky voice. 

I stared into his baby blue eyes that were softer than I had ever seen them as he crawled onto me, nudging my knees apart. Kissing my lips, my shoulder. Each breast. He made his way, trailing kisses down my stomach and to my hip. He stopped raising his eyes to meet mine. "I really want to taste you, baby, but that will have to wait till later. I need to be in you."  

My breath caught, and I couldn't speak. He was perfection, with strong, muscular shoulders and beautiful art in the form of tattoos that mapped his entire upper body. The scar that made it even more devastating. The way his hair lightly curled over the side that was shaved. All I could do was swallow and nod. 

He gave me an earth-shattering grin and made his way back up to me. He reached into his bedside table drawer and pulled out a condom. He didn't take his eyes off me while he ripped the package and rolled it down his length.   

He slowly brought himself back down to me, his arm muscles daring my hands to explore.  

As he settled between my thighs, his tip rubbing through the slickness between my legs, I continued to explore until my hands met his face. Drawing a line across his jaw and following his scar. "This is everything, Remi, you are everything." He whispered into my ear as he pushed inside me for the first time.  

We stayed tangled for hours, half-whispers and breathless laughter between kisses. He told me I was magic. That I was home. That no one had ever made him feel like this before. That until he met me, he had thought his brothers, his club, would be his only family.  

And I believed every damn word. 

He made me tea in the morning. Kissed my shoulder like it was a habit. Called me his girl. Bragged to the guys at the garage like I was a prize he hadn't deserved but somehow won anyway. 

I remember lying in his bed, wrapped in his scent, and thinking this is what it feels like to be chosen. To be his. 

That was the night I stopped listening to the voice in my head. 

And started listening to his. 

The first time I met the Prez, I'd been warned not to be intimidated.

Logan grinned as he helped me out of his truck, hand at the small of my back like I was something precious. "He can be a prick," he said. "But he won't be one to you. Trust me." 

I didn't. Not fully. But I was trying. I knew if he was mine, then so was the club. 

We walked into the clubhouse together, and it was my first time inside. It smelled like smoke, leather, and beer, but the chaos I expected wasn't there. Not this time. No half-naked women. No wild laughter or hazy stares. 

Everyone was... respectful. 

A few brothers nodded. One called out, "That her, Spike?" and Logan answered with a proud, "Damn right." 

I felt their eyes on me... curious, maybe skeptical, but no one said anything crude. No one crossed a line. 

I didn't know it at the time, but Logan had warned them in advance. Told them I wasn't like the others. That I was his. To put on a good show. 

The Prez, Thorne, was older, rough-faced, carved from smoke and grit. But when Logan introduced me, he stood and shook my hand. Called me Miss Carter. Said he'd heard good things. And not just from Spike, but from the community. 

"Didn't think anyone could tame this wild bastard," Prez chuckled. 

"I'm not tame," Logan said. "I'm choosing her." 

Something about the way he said it made my chest ache. 

Later, when I slipped to the hallway to find the bathroom, I caught his voice again, low, reverent, and unguarded. He was talking to Thorne and another patched brother. He didn't know I was there. 

"She's it," he said. "No backup plans. No second thoughts. I'm gonna marry that woman." 

The Prez laughed. "You serious? That doesn't sound like you, Spike." 

That gave me pause... that didn't sound like him? Then what did? 

But then he answered, and he sounded so sincere. Like nothing else could be truer. 

"As a goddamn heart attack. I want a house. Kids. A backyard and a dog. I want a grill for Sundays. Fuck, man, I don't know. I just want her. And everything I thought I'd never get." 

He paused, voice softening. 

"I didn't grow up with that stuff. Didn't think it was real. But now? I see her and I just... I want to be better. I want to build something." 

I stood frozen behind the wall, one hand on my chest, as if I could keep it from splitting open. 

Because I knew Logan had grown up in the system. Knew he bounced from home to home until he found the club. Thorne was a father figure to him, the only man he ever looked up to.

But I didn't know he wanted anything more than that. Anything more than what we had been.

And now... here he was. Telling the people who meant the most to him that I was his future. 

Not just his girl. 

His forever. 

That night, he pulled me onto his lap in the back lounge, arms wrapped tight around me. He buried his face in my neck like he needed to memorize the way I smelled. 

"You good?" he murmured. 

I kissed his jaw. "Yeah." 

"Good," he said. "Because I love you. I don't think I ever knew what love was before you." 

I didn't say it back right away. My throat was too tight. But when I did, it was everything. 

"I love you, too." 

And I meant it. 

With all of me.  
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Chapter 3 - Remi - He Didn't Answer
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The wind had picked up by the time I left the clubhouse behind. 

It whipped through the trees like a warning, tugging at my dress and stinging my eyes. The gravel crunched under my boots, uneven and sharp, but I didn't slow down. 

Couldn't. 

I just kept walking. Away from him. Away from all of it. 

I hadn't planned on walking home, on walking this far. My car was still parked out front, my coat and purse left inside. I should have stopped, should have gone back... but I couldn't stomach being near that place again. 

Not after what I saw. Not after what I heard. 

Not after watching the man I loved sip beer while another woman rode him like he'd never promised me forever. 

I squeezed my eyes shut, but all I could see were his blue eyes bright with love every time he held me. It was like my brain hadn't realized that I had just been gutted and didn't want to see those eyes ever again. 

How had I been so blind? The last eleven months had been a complete lie. 

A branch snapped to my right, and I jumped. 

My hands trembled, and my heart raced. I gripped my phone tightly. The only thing I had on me.

Fuck how was I going to get into my place? I left my keys in the ignition to make it easier if one of the brothers needed to move my car, and now I was walking alone and cold on a dark road with only my phone in my hand. 

I didn't want to call Ava. I didn't want to see that look on her face when she realized what he had done. The look that said I knew this was going to happen, but I will never say I told you so.

A sudden shiver ran up my spine, and it felt like something was watching me... I could feel eyes on me in the dark. 

I knew it was likely my mind playing tricks on me... but the chill wouldn't leave me... like it was warning me to pay attention. Be alert.

Another branch snapped, and I panicked.

My fingers trembled as I brought my phone up. I didn't want to call him. I didn't even want to see his name on the screen. 

But I needed to get home. 

I didn't want to be out here alone anymore.

And despite everything, I still believed he could keep me physically safe. 

Not my heart, though, that he had thoroughly shattered.

My thumb hovered over his contact, heart in my throat. 

Call.

It rang. 

Once.

Twice.

Three times.

Four...

Voicemail. 

I let out a sharp breath and hung up. I wasn't going to beg. Not for a ride. Not for protection. Not for anything from him ever again. 

I clenched my phone tighter and kept moving. The cold had teeth now, biting at my skin, coiling into the back of my neck like a whisper. 

Then I felt it again. 

That awful, unmistakable sensation, like I wasn't alone. Like someone was watching me. 

I didn't hear anything. Didn't see anything. 

But I knew. That chill had morphed into a tingling that formed at the base of my neck and crept down my spine.

I glanced behind me. 

Nothing. 

But something in my gut twisted. A primal instinct, screaming that I was no longer invisible. I wasn’t safe. 

I walked faster. Pushed my legs harder.  

The road curved just ahead, the streetlights flickering like they were tired too. There were woods to my right, a sloping ditch to the left, and no houses for blocks. 

Then I heard it. 

Tires.

For a moment, I thought maybe someone had come looking for me... maybe Logan knew, and that is why he didn't answer.

But the tires sounded different. Slow. Grinding into the gravel in the distance. 

My breath caught. I turned around again... headlights. Faint. Creeping. 

An unmarked van. 

The kind you don't want to see in the dark. 

The kind I heard about far too many times in my profession.  

I stopped for half a second. Just long enough to process what I should do. 

Then I ran. 

I didn't think, I just moved. Boots pounding the asphalt, dress tangling around my knees, heart slamming against my ribs. 

I brought my phone up, fingers numb and fumbling. Hit Logan's name. Again. 

It rang. And rang. 

And then... 

Declined.

I nearly screamed. But I couldn't find the breath. 

The phone slipped from my hand, crashing into the ditch beside me. I didn't stop to grab it. I knew deep within that if I stopped for even a second, I was dead. 

The van surged forward. Faster now. 

Its headlights carved through the dark like blades. 

I veered off the road, lungs burning, legs screaming. My boot caught on a root, and I went down hard, knee to rock, hands scraped raw. 

I tried to crawl. Push myself up. Anything. I dug my fingers into the frost-covered ground. The cold clawed at my skin and soaked through my dress.  

The van stopped inches away. Doors flew open. 

"Got her," a voice said. Calm. Cold. 

Hands grabbed me... two, maybe three sets. I screamed. Bit. Fought. I twisted and put everything I had in trying to get away. 

But it wasn't enough. 

I felt it then... a sharp sting against my neck. 

The world tilted. Spun. 

Someone yelled from behind me, “Got it.”

Darkness clawed at the edges of my vision, but I stayed conscious long enough to hear a laugh. 

"She's the one, huh?" a voice muttered. "Spike's little prize." 

Another answered, rougher: "Not anymore." 

I blinked hard, just once. 

Through the haze, I caught a flash of the cut on his back, black leather, deep red stitching, a wolf's skull and a serpent coiled beneath it. 

Blood Reapers MC. 

I remembered that name. 

I heard it first months ago from one of my clients. She'd whispered it like it was a curse. Said if they found you, they didn't leave pieces behind. 

They weren't just enemies. 

They were monsters.

The kind that no one survived. 

And now they had me. 

"Prez says don't break her yet," someone said with a low chuckle. "Just bruise the edges. We are gonna make her scream for him." 

And that's when I stopped fighting, because there was no use. 

Because I finally understood: 

This wasn't just a random abduction. 

I was a message. 

Then everything went black. 
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Chapter 4 - Logan - The Call I Didn't Take
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The music was loud, the girls were everywhere, the room spun like I was five beers past smart, but it didn't matter. 

I'd already decided. 

Tonight was the last time I was gonna let myself be this guy. The club version of me. Spike. 

The one who took what he wanted, who played by the rules we all knew were bullshit but still lived by. 

Tomorrow, I was going to be the man Remi thought I was. 

Just not tonight. 

Tonight was for me.  

Roxy straddled my lap, grinding slowly, laughing at something I didn't hear. Her perfume was too sweet, her voice too fake. But I didn't stop her. 

I let her touch me. Let her kiss my neck. Let her think it meant something. Because if I wasn't going to have this after tonight, I was damn well going to take it now. 

I was half-hard, half-bored, and all wrong... but I didn't care.  

Not yet. 

Prez motioned to me from the hallway. A sharp look. "Need to talk later." 

I waved him off lazily. "Later, man." 

He frowned. "It's important, Spike." 

"Not now," I responded before taking a sip from my beer and tugging Roxy's hair. She needed to work me harder. 

He stared at me a beat longer than usual, like he knew something I didn't. Like I was missing something. Something important. 

Then he shook his head, a look I couldn't understand on his face, and turned away. 

"You really think she's gonna marry you?" Duke asked, flopping into the armchair next to me. 

"She will," I said. Remi loved me. I made sure of it. 

He snorted. "You bring her here, act like some white knight. Then five minutes after she leaves, you're letting any whore ride you like a damn rodeo." 

"She's not here," I muttered. 

"That's the point," Duke said. "You're two different guys depending on who's in the room." 

I glared at him. "She sees who I want to be. Who I will be. What the fuck man... You are ruining this for me."

"You sure?" he said, cracking open a beer. “Cause from where I'm sitting, she's just your favourite toy. And you're doing what you always do... breaking it." 

I hated that. How could he think that?

Hated how it stuck. How it slid through me like oil in water. 

Remi wasn't a toy. She was everything. She was the future I didn't think I could have, until she made me believe I deserved it. The first day I met her, when she stormed out and took a strip off of Deasel.... Fuck she was perfect. I knew then she would be my one. 

I was gonna marry her. Put a ring on her finger. Move to a house together. Have a family. The life I never had. Start over. Start fresh. With my Remi.  

I was done with this shit after tonight.

One last ride. 

Then I'd be hers. 

My phone buzzed in my pocket. 

I didn't look. 

Buzzed again. 

Roxy rolled her hips harder, her hands under my shirt, her mouth at my jaw. I could barely feel it. All I felt was the weight in my chest. 

Images of Remi flashed through my mind. Hazel eyes that turned green when she said the words I never thought I would hear.

The buzz turned into a ring. 

I sighed, pulled the phone out, and saw the name. 

Remi ❤️

I stared at the screen. 

She was calling me. 

Now. 

A flash of guilt hit, sharp and sudden. But then I looked at Roxy. Then at the room. The lights, the noise, the brothers who would rip me for jumping up like a whipped dog. 

She didn't need anything.

She was probably just mad I wasn't answering. Probably trying to start a fight. Did I forget something? 

She probably wanted to analyze the shit out of me... out of us. 

Not tonight. Tonight was for me. 

I let the phone ring. 

It stopped. 

Roxy giggled into my neck.

Then my phone buzzed again. Another call. 

Remi, she always saw me as the man I wanted to be. But I’m not. Not tonight.

And that's when I hit decline. 

Hard. 

I tossed my phone on the table beside me. Then I grabbed Roxy's hips with both hands and slammed her down onto me. Her gasp turned to a moan, and I drank the sound like it would drown out the echo of Remi's name still burning in my chest. 

"Finish your fucking job," I muttered to her. 

I continued to pull her down, my hands digging hard into her hips. She didn't complain if I was causing her pain; they never did. I finally felt my dick get hard. I needed this. I lifted one hand up to squeeze one of Roxy's fake as fuck tits. She moaned loudly for the whole clubhouse to hear.  Because she was riding me. I didn't move my hips, I wrapped my one arm around her waist and pulled her up and down. fucked myself with her like I had nothing better to do. 

Nowhere else to be. 

One last ride. I finished with a grunt. It didn’t matter if the whores finished. They were here just for us, for us to use. 

Then I reached for my beer, drained the rest of it in one long pull, and shoved Roxy off my lap. 

"Get me another." 

She blinked, startled. Then grinned and stumbled off toward the bar. 

"Damn," someone muttered from behind me. "No wonder the shrink can't keep her head straight. You're a goddamn chameleon." 

"Fuck off," I growled. 

But the words stuck. 

Because the truth was? They were right. 

I had two sides. One for her. One for everyone else. 

I told myself it was temporary. That it didn't count if I still came home to her. That she'd forgive me when she saw what I had planned. That things would calm down after I proposed.  

Something at the back of my mind begged for attention. A thought. Something I had to do.  

Whatever it was, it couldn't be that important. 

I'd already made the choice. 

I chose this.
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Chapter 5 - Remi - They Always Say You're Special at First
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Pain arrived slowly. Like the body was too broken to process it all at once. 

A deep, aching hum under my skin. My throat, dry and raw. My wrists burning. Ankles bound to a cracked plastic chair. My knees throbbed from hitting the ground, and my temple pulsed like a warning light. 

The air was thick. Sour.

Like blood and bleach and piss. 

The stench of places where things are done in secret. 

A single flickering bulb buzzed overhead, casting the room in sick yellow light. Shadows stretched like claws across the cracked cement floor. 

No windows. No noise from the outside. Just concrete walls, the sound of men laughing, and the stuttered whirr of an old ceiling fan spinning slowly above me. 

My head lolled sideways. 

Chains hung from rusted bolts in the wall. Ropes, coiled like waiting snakes. A dirty mattress in the corner... sagging, foam exposed, the outline of old stains sinking deep.

This wasn't a place people escaped from. 

This was a place people disappeared into. 

Where they did the things we only thought monsters did. 

My vision was foggy, and it was hard to focus. But I saw them. There were four of them. 

Three stood loosely around the room like it was just another job. Jokes thrown. Laughter forced. One cleaned his fingernails with a switchblade. Another adjusted a belt hanging over the back of a chair. The third filmed from his phone, casually recording my every breath like this was already content for someone's twisted day in the life. 

My attention snapped to a man who I had heard about more than once. A man who was whispered about like the boogey man, more monster or myth than man. 

And he was here... with me. 

I knew exactly who he was before my eyes tracked to his cut... to the name.

Preacher.

He stood still before me. 

Unmoving. Watching. 

Their president. Taller. Older. A scar running down his eyebrow and stopping just before his eye. Hair that was too long, too oily... like the hair had taken on the personality of the man. His cut was marked with a blood-red wolf skull and the serpent beneath it. 

He was the kind of man who never had to raise his voice to kill you. 

And he didn't smile. 

That made it worse. 

Because there was nothing behind those eyes. They were a void.

"You are awake finally, sweetheart," he proclaimed, stepping forward. His boots echoed with each step. Deliberate. Announcing. 

I blinked. Swallowed. 

Said nothing. 

He crouched in front of me like we were lovers. Like we were about to talk about anything other than the hell he brought with him. 

"You're gonna want to be present for this next part," he said. "It's important." 

He stood and nodded. 

A phone flickered on. 

And with it, a screen on the wall lit up. The feed connected. Live.

A FaceTime call. 

My stomach dropped. How...

It was the clubhouse. Logan's clubhouse. 

His pool table. Bar. Lights. Music. And...

Logan. 

Half-dressed. Drunk. Head tossed back in a laugh. A new girl in his lap, with her hands on his chest, her mouth grazing his neck. 

His hand was on her thigh. 

That fucker... he looked happy. Content. Like that was his real world. 

Like I knew nothing about the man who I loved.

I felt it then. 

A shift. Not in the room, but inside me. Like something cracked. Something final. 

He... How.. No... Focus Remi. I couldn't break down, not now. 

I had to stay strong, alert... He was not the man he promised me he was. And I needed to take care of myself now.  

One of the men whistled. "Damn. He moved on fast." 

Another chuckled. "Think he even noticed she's gone yet?" 

Preacher turned back to me, voice casual. 

"Let's make this fun." 

He crouched again. "You want to go free, sweetheart?" 

I blinked at him. My voice barely rose above a whisper. "What?" 

"We're fair men. You call him right now. You tell him where you are. If he picks up... if he answers... if he comes for you?" He smiled, slow and wide. "We let you go."

I stared at him unblinking. What... that couldn't be right... They wouldn't let me go. 

No... not unless... Unless... 

My breath caught on the edge of a sob I didn't let out. 

Because I knew.

One of the men came forward with a knife. 

"You can't call if you're tied up, now can you, sweetheart," Preacher said. 

Snick. 

The blade slipped under the zip tie on my right wrist. It didn't cut clean. 

It dragged. 

It pulled.

I flinched as it sliced my skin open. A thin ribbon of blood trickled down my forearm as I brought my hand up to my chest. 

They handed me my phone.

I brought it up to my face with trembling hands.

Call: Logan ❤️ 

It rang. 

Once.

Twice.

Three times...

Voicemail. 

Preacher's voice was colder now. "Again." 

I hit redial with shaking hands. 

We all stared at the screen. 

Logan grabbed his phone from the table beside him. His thumb hovered for a breath. 

Like maybe I actually mattered.

Then...

Decline. 

He smiled. 

The girl on his lap leaned in closer. 

Preacher leaned into me. "One more time, sweetheart." 

I redialed as my voice shook. "Please..." 

On the screen, Logan waved the phone away. Then he pushed her off his lap onto the ground and to her knees. 

"Make it quick," he said, sipping his beer. 

The phone slipped from my fingers. 

And with it, my last hope. 

How... how could he? Was I so blind? How did I get myself into this situation?  How did I not see? 

Preacher didn't gloat. 

He didn't have to. 

Because everyone fucking knew.

He crouched beside me. Lifted my chin between two fingers. "So much for your hero." 

"I..." My throat closed. "I thought he..." 

"You thought wrong." 

"Text him," another voice said. 

Preacher nodded. 

The second zip tie was sliced open, faster this time. Like now, it didn't matter if I could fight. They knew I was broken. They placed the phone back in my hand. 

My fingers barely worked. I typed the best I could through my tears. 

Me: Please. I need you. They took me. I need you... Please Logan. If you ever loved me. I need you. I am in big trouble.

The screen showed him glancing at it. 

And push the phone away.

He smiled. 

Leaned forward and whispered something to the girl. 

She reached for his belt. 

And he leaned back like it was nothing.

I didn't drop the phone. 

I set it down. 

Gently. 

Next to the weapons that I was sure were planned for me.  

Because if I didn't, I would throw it. I would scream. I would break something just to feel it shatter. 

But I already had. 

"Why me?" I whispered. 

Preacher's eyes glittered. "Why not you?" 

"What did I do?" 

"You?" He smiled, stepping back. "You didn't do anything." 

He turned to the others. 

"His club, though? They stole from us. Killed one of ours. Left us bleeding and burning." 

I blinked. "So this is revenge?" 

"No," he said, walking to the table of tools. "That would be personal."

He picked up a small camera and mounted it on the tripod in the shadows. 

"This?" He turned. "This is a message." 

The light blinked red. 

The others moved in closer. One lifted a phone and snapped a photo. Then another. Flash after flash, like paparazzi at a red carpet. 

"Smile, sweetheart." 

One crouched beside me and snapped a selfie. 

Someone else lifted my chin. Flash. 

They were laughing. 

Like friends on a night out. 

And I was the background. 

Preacher leaned into my ear. 

"Now we work you over. Slowly. Repeatedly. Record every second." 

His hand brushed my thigh. 

"We'll keep you as long as you're useful." 

Another hand reached for the duct-taped chair leg. 

"We'll send them every second." 

He pulled my hair back gently. 

"Then we'll leave you somewhere quiet. Somewhere no one finds you 'til they smell you." 

My vision narrowed to a flash. 

To the movement in the shadows.

My head looked around, trying to track the laughter. 

The red light blinked. 

And I didn't scream. 

Because I already knew: 

No one was coming. 

I was all alone in this nightmare. 
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Chapter 6 - Remi - When the Light Turns Red
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⚠️ Trigger Warning:

This chapter contains graphic depictions of sexual assault, threats of violence against women and children, and psychological torture. Reader discretion is strongly advised. If you're not in the space to continue, feel free to skip this chapter or revisit it when you're ready.

The first thing I noticed was the wetness. 

Not the cold cement or the ache in my jaw. Not the bruises blooming across my ribs. Just the wetness between my thighs and under my cheek. 

Warm, sticky, soaked into the fabric of the chair and the floor beneath me. 

Blood. Sweat. Spit. Them. 

I didn't check. 

I couldn’t.

My mind had gone somewhere during it. I'd sent it away. Shoved it into a locked box and threw the key as far as I could. But it was clawing its way back now, flooding my veins with recognition. 

Pain. Shame. Rage. 

And under all of it, one brutal, echoing truth... 

It wasn't over. 

They cut the zip ties and tape from the chair that had been tipped over and broken. 

From whom I couldn't remember. I lost count. One of them flipped me on my back, grabbed my wrists and dragged me across the floor. 

My back scraped the concrete; my dress left in tatters... barely left clinging to me. 

Like the fragments of me.

My arms were pulled tight over my head. I felt the pull in my shoulders as they lifted me like I weighed nothing, like I wasn't a person anymore. They tied me upright to the wall, arms above my head, spine bowed like a puppet out of joint. 

The ropes bit deep. 

I couldn't feel my feet. 

My wrists burned and tore. 

Someone brushed hair from my face, tucking it behind my ear like we were something to each other. "Camera's ready." 

I closed my eyes and I tried to keep the tears away. 

They only encouraged them. My tears, my screams... anything that made them feel. 

Preacher's voice broke the silence. 

"You want to know the real twist?" he asked. "None of this is about you. You are just a vessel for our message."

"And a fucking tight pussy to pound." Someone cheered. 

"Not for long." Someone laughed. 

They laughed... like this was a fucking joke, a game to play. Like I wasn't a person. Like I wasn't dying inside. Like they hadn't spent what felt like lifetimes taking turns. Even though logically it was probably only hours... maybe days.  

Preacher held up a phone, swiping through a gallery. 

I didn’t understand what he was doing.

Until I saw them...

Photos... So many photos. 

I tried to blink them away. Like that would make a difference.

It couldn't be real. I couldn't be seeing this. 

Oh god. 

They were... they were of women... Of girls.

Some I knew. Wives of club members. Old ladies who used to bring baked goods to meetings. A teenage girl with braids and a nervous smile, she was Hawk's daughter. I think... she was twelve. 

He swiped again. 

A toddler in a patch-covered denim vest. 

I couldn’t fucking breathe.

Swipe.

A woman in her sixties, one of the club's founders' wives. 

He held the phone inches from my face. 

"You recognize them?" 

My throat closed. 

"If you don't make this good," he said softly, "we'll go down the list. One by one. And next time we won't bother to film it." 

I looked away. 

A fist cracked across my jaw. 

My body cracked against the wall, my ribs screamed as the ropes ripped into my skin. I could feel where my skin split. 

But it didn't matter. 

Because he couldn't take them too. 

"Look. At. Me," he growled. 

So I did. 

Blood filled my mouth again as faces I knew... Families I counselled, names I remembered from wedding invites and baby showers, flooded my mind. 

"If you don't give us what we want," he said, voice smooth as gasoline, "we'll pick one. Then another. Until your club is nothing but headstones and ghosts." 

I stared at the floor. 

Preacher continued, “Tell me, sweetheart, what is a club... a community without women and children?”

I looked up at him then.

"And all you have to do," he whispered, "is make this easy. Make it good for me." 

A man beside me pulled at his belt. 

Another stepped closer, knuckles cracking. 

"Me or them?" I whispered. I knew... I knew they had me exactly where they wanted me, and I couldn't do anything about it. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





