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Wren’s story is not an easy one. If sexual abuse and suicide are triggers for you, please proceed with caution.

I wrote this story with complete respect for those who have been victims or feel like they can’t go on. Please know that you are never alone.

If you are having thoughts of suicide, please don’t give up.

National Suicide Prevention Lifeline: 1-800-273-8255

If you have been the victim of sexual abuse, please don’t stay silent.

National Sexual Assault Hotline: 1-800-656-4673
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Dedication


You are never alone.
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Prologue


Wren
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Steam rolled off the hot water that swirled around my bare skin, and I laid my head against the folded washcloth on the back of the tub. My eyes closed.

My arms rested on the sides of the tub, blood dripping into the warm water, and my mind was at peace knowing this was almost over.

I couldn’t go on, pretending I was fine. 

Nothing was fine.

Nothing was good.

My eyes fluttered open at the pounding on the door. Even if I had wanted to get up and open it, I was too weak. 

I remembered being at the Hell Captains clubhouse and overhearing the guys talking about one of the club girls who had tried to kill herself in the bathroom. One of the big, burly members had made the comment she had just done it for attention because she hadn’t even done it the right way. “Cutting across the street does nothing. Down the road all the way.”

At the time, I thought he was an insensitive pig, and I still thought that, but I had to be thankful to him. I knew the end was close and I wouldn’t have to be here much longer. Two one-inch slits the length of my wrists boasted I had done it the right way. I had fucked up the rest of my life, but this, I wasn’t going to mess up.

The pounding intensified on the door, and my eyes flitted closed. 

I felt like I was floating. Nothing mattered anymore. I wasn’t some rag doll that had been used by numerous men, then tossed aside. 

In the back of my mind, I heard the door explode open, but it didn’t matter. 

This was it.

I was done.

I didn’t want to be saved.

There wasn’t anything left of me to be saved.

The feeling of floating returned, but the warmth surrounding me was replaced with a biting chill.

“Wren, Wren.”

No. I didn’t want this. All I wanted was darkness.

I cracked open my eyes and stared into the eyes of the man who thought of me as nothing more than a chore. Piercing green eyes looked at me, and it felt like he could see into my soul and knew everything that had been done to my body. I didn’t want him to see me.

If anyone knew the things I’ve done, they would never look at me the same. 

“Leave,” I gasped.

He shook his head and shouted at someone in the doorway. “Call nine-one-one right now!”

I would have laughed if I had the energy. They couldn’t help me.

No one could. My eyes closed, and I searched for the darkness.

“Stay with me, Wren. I’m gonna fix you.”

The corners of my lips turned up. “You won’t find all of the pieces.” My body thumped down onto the hard floor, and I felt him grab my arms. 

The darkness got closer, and I welcomed it’s numbing calm. 

I didn’t want to be fixed.

I just wanted to die.

*
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Chapter 1


Wren


Two Months Later
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“Breakfast.”

“Not hungry.”

He set the plate down in front of me. “Don’t care.” His long finger pointed at the two fried eggs and toast. “You have therapy in an hour. You eat this, get dressed, and then we leave.”

“I don’t have to do what you say.”

He planted his hands on the table and loomed over me. “Are we really going to go over this every morning?”

“Yes, because I don’t know why you suddenly care.” 

He growled low. “I’ve always cared.”

He was always growling at me. His voice was low and rough. I swear, he gargled gravel every night before he went to bed. “No one cares.”

“People do care, Wren. You just can’t see past the shit swirling around in your head.” He pushed the plate closer. “Eat.”

I picked up the fork and stabbed the yolk. “Your eggs suck.” Hard, rubbery yolk every morning for the past six and a half weeks was disgusting. The food in the hospital was better than this.

“Then wake up on your own, and cook them yourself.”

“That doesn’t sound like you care about me.”

He pulled out the chair across from me and sat down. “I’m sitting in on your therapy today.”

My jaw dropped. “Um, what?” Therapy was the only time I had away from Maniac. Otherwise, he was always breathing down my neck. The man never left me alone for more than the two minutes it took me to go to the bathroom. “You don’t need to be there.”

“I’m coming in with you.”

“You’re not.” What the hell was this man smoking? Therapy was private, and he had no right to be there.

“I am.”

“What do you think you are doing?”

“Helping.” This man was insane.

“How is that helping?”

“I’m the one who has spent the past two months with you. I think I should be able to be there. Besides, I have a few questions of my own I want to ask her.”

I threw my arms up. “You can ask her questions after I’m done.”

“Just let me come one time with you, Wren. It’s not going to hurt anything.”

I crossed my arms over my chest. Fine, if he wanted to be bored to death for an hour, he was more than welcome to come along. “Whatever. If you want to be there, then you can be there.” It wasn’t like I was getting anything out of the therapy besides an hour away from Maniac. 

“Good. Finish eating, get dressed, and then we’ll leave.” He walked out of the kitchen and into the living room.

The damn man drove me insane. He treated me like a teenager who constantly needed watching and couldn’t think for themselves.

I ate the egg white from around the rubbery yolk and one piece of the toast. I only ate to keep up my strength to argue with Maniac. I scraped the rest of my food into the garbage and set my plate in the sink. I never did dishes. He forced me to eat so he could do the dishes then.

“Half an hour, Wren,” he called.

“Yes sir, Captain Asshole,” I mumbled under my breath. 

“Heard that,” he chuckled.

Good. He needed to know I didn’t appreciate him. I just wanted to be left alone.

I just needed to convince Maniac and this damn therapist that I was fine, then hopefully, I could get the hell out of here.

Hell, I would settle for ten minutes alone.

Maniac was holding me prisoner in this damn place, and all I wanted to do was bust out and never see him or the Fallen Lords ever again.

*
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“How does that make you feel?”

If this bitch asked Wren “how does that make you feel” one more time, I was going to slit my own wrists. Christ on a cracker, this bird was whacked in the head.

“Uh, it makes me feel fine.” Wren was huddled in the corner of the couch, giving the same damn answer every time.

This was fucking pointless.

I sprung up from the couch, pulled a fifty from my wallet, and tossed on the coffee table. “We’re done.”

“It’s only been twenty minutes,” the therapist stuttered.

“Yeah, that’s nineteen minutes too long.” I turned to Wren and held my hand out to her. “Let’s go.”

She slowly unfolded her legs from underneath her and stood. She avoided my hand, walked around the coffee table, and out the door.

“Mr., uh, Maniac. I have to advise you this is not a good idea. Wren needs help.”

I nodded my head. “No shit, Dr. Phil, but your kind of help is horse shit.”

She puffed out her chest and tossed her notebook down.

I didn’t have time for whatever Freudian shit she was going to spew at me. I may not have a degree in shrinking heads, but I damn well knew the shit she was doing with Wren wasn’t working. That was why I wanted to be here today. I didn’t know what Wren had gone through, but I knew it was some fucked up shit. Asking how she felt about shit wasn’t going to help.

I jogged down the hallway and caught a glimpse of Wren’s back as she pushed out the front door. 

“That was quick. Do you want me to schedule her next appointment?” The tiny blonde receptionist fluttered her eyelashes at me and thrust out her fake tits.

Under normal circumstances, I would have appreciated this, but with Wren making a break for it, I didn’t get the chance to flirt with her today. “We’re done.”

Fake tits sputtered. “But... I thought... when will we....”

I shook my head. “Not happening, sweetbutt.” At least, not in the near future. Wren was the only chick I had eyes for at the moment. Even though the sweetbutt behind the desk could entertain me for a couple of hours, I knew she wouldn’t be worth the hassle of scraping her off later. She seemed clingy, and clingy was not something I did. Ever.

I made my way out to the truck parked at the curb and was surprised to see Wren standing at the passenger door.

“Can you unlock the door?”

I beeped open the locks and pulled open her door. “I thought for sure you were going to make a run for it.”

“If I knew my way around, I would, but since you hauled us to some Podunk town I’ve never heard of before, I’m unfortunately at your mercy.” She hauled her ass up into the truck. “You can close the door.”

My gaze traveled over the pale pink sweatshirt she always insisted on wearing. “You do know it’s almost eighty degrees, right? I think you can ditch the sweatshirt.” 

“You didn’t let me grab many clothes before you kidnapped me.”

“I’ve offered to take you clothes shopping.”

She shook her head. “I’m fine with what I have.” She gripped the cuffs of her sweatshirt and tugged the sleeves over her hands. “Can we go back to the cabin now?”

“We need to go to the grocery store.”

“Can’t you drop me off and then go to the store.”

I braced my arms on the doorframe of the truck. “I haven’t let you out of my sight in weeks. What makes you think I’m just going to drop you off and go to the store?”

“I really don’t want to go to the store, Maniac.”

“Why?” Most chicks loved to go shopping. At least, that’s what I figured.

“I just don’t want to.”

“I need more of a reason than that. You give me a good one, and we’ll figure something out.”

She chewed on her lip and looked out the windshield in front of her. “Can’t you order them online, and they bring them out to the truck?”

“We’re in a town of a thousand people. You really think they have that here? I was surprised they had a therapist you could go to.” Durham was seventy miles from the Fallen Lords clubhouse and about forty miles from anywhere you could order your groceries online. 

“I really don’t want to go to the store right now.”

My eyes watched her hands fidget with her sleeves. “Then when do you want to go?”

“When there aren’t any people there.”

I raised my eyes and caught her looking at me out of the corner of her eye. “Darlin’, I don’t know how to do that.” She was hurting. She was so damn lost, I didn’t even know if I was actually talking to the real Wren half of the time. She got so lost in her own damn head that some of the time, I would have to call her name three or four times before she would answer me. She only left the house to go to therapy, and that was it. 

Two weeks ago, Cora and Brinks had driven up with groceries and shit, but Wren had refused to even see them. Now, we were down to just half a loaf of bread and peanut butter. No way I could live on that for more than a few hours.  

“Please. I don’t want to go now.”

I hung my head and sighed. “Wren, you gotta work with me here.”

“Can’t we go right before they close, or maybe to one of those stores that are open twenty four hours?”

“Killing me,” I mumbled under my breath. I stepped back and swung her door shut.

I rounded the front of the truck and hopped into the driver’s seat.

“So what are we doing?” she asked quietly.

I stabbed the key into the ignition, wishing it was my bike cranking up and not a damn truck. “Going home.”

“But I thought—”

My hand shot up, cutting her off. She shrunk back in her seat, and I cringed. 

Son of a bitch. “Not gonna hit you.” I tried to keep my tone light and not growl at her. Hitting her was the last thing on my mind. I was frustrated as hell with her, but I would never lay a finger on her. “We’re going home. Don’t worry about anything else.” I wasn’t going to force her into the store. I was going to have to push her, but she wasn’t anywhere near ready to be thrown into something she didn’t want to do.

We were halfway back to the cabin before she spoke.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.

I glanced over at her. “Not a damn thing to be sorry about, darlin’. We’ll figure this out.” For the time being, we were going to order pizza for dinner, but after that, I still hadn’t figured anything out.

That was life with Wren.

We figured shit out as it came.

Right now, I had to figure out how to get her in the grocery store with no other people there.

*
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Wren
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“Let’s go.”

I raised my head from my pillow. “Huh?”

“I said, let’s go. We need to go to the store, Wren. I don’t think we can get pizza delivered three times a day.”

“It’s ten o’clock at night.”

“Know that, darlin’. Now get up, throw on some shoes, and let’s go.” He moved to the other side of the screen that blocked the bed from the rest of the cabin.

I laid my head back down and sighed. I had no idea what he was up to. I had figured he had given up on going to the store after he ordered pizza for dinner. Apparently, I was wrong. “I’ll just stay here.” I crossed my fingers and closed my eyes. Maybe Maniac would finally cave and let me stay home.

“Not happening. Get up.”

“I’m tired.” I wasn’t, but he didn’t need to know that. Most nights, I laid awake listening to his light snoring, wishing I was anywhere but here.

“No, you’re not. Throw up all the excuses you want, Wren. You should know by now I don’t care.”

That was an understatement. It didn’t matter what I said, the man did whatever the hell he wanted to. “Where are we going?”

“The store.”

I rolled my eyes, and sat up. “Which store?”

“You wouldn’t know it.”

“What store around here is open after ten o’clock at night?”

“The kind we’re going to.”

Gah. He made me want to scream. “Do you think this store sells walls?” I shoved my feet into my boots I left by the side of the bed and stood. If I stretched onto my tiptoes, I could see over the screen into the living room and kitchen. Maniac had basically kidnapped me from the hospital and brought me to this one room cabin. The only walls in the place besides the four outside walls were the two walls in the corner that housed the teeny tiny bathroom.

I literally couldn’t get away from Maniac. An eight foot screen was hardly the privacy I craved.

“No walls, darlin’, just food,” he chuckled.

Of course. He wanted food, and I wanted walls. Guess what we were shopping for? Nothing that I wanted.

I grabbed my coat off the bench from the end of the bed and shoved my arms into the sleeves. “I’m staying in the truck.” I moved around the screen and crossed my arms over my chest.

“No, you’re not. You can come in and pick out food you’re going to eat.”

“I don’t care what we eat.”

He grabbed his keys from the small kitchen island. “Well, I care about what we eat.”

“Good. You can go in, and be one with the food. I’m staying in the truck.”

He shook his head. “You gonna fight about everything with me?”

“I don’t argue about everything.” 

“Wren, really?”

I threw my hands up in the air. “Well, if you insist on treating me like a sixteen-year-old, then I guess I’m going to act like one.” Watching me like a hawk and ordering me around was not the way to get me to stop arguing with him.

“Can we just please go, Wren?”

Why did he get to act like the annoyed one? I wasn’t bossing him around and constantly checking if he was still breathing. “Fine, whatever.” Now I was really starting to sound like a sullen teenager. 

I followed him out of the cabin and marched to the truck. “I told you I didn’t want to be around people.”

He didn’t unlock the truck until he was next to me and beeped open the locks. I reached to open my door, but he was quicker than I was and swung it open. “I heard you.”

I ignored the hand he held out to me to help me up and crawled in. “Then why are we going to the store?”

“Just trust me, okay?” 

I looked down into his green eyes. “I’ve been asked to just trust someone before. You saw where that ended up.” 

“And I’m not that someone.”

He may not be Rack, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t just like him or worse. “Can we just go?” I wasn’t into empty and fake promises. Been there, done that. Have the scars.

Maniac shut my door and jogged around the front of the truck. I was tempted to hit the locks to keep him out. Too bad he had the keys in his hand. 

“Is that a smile on your lips, darlin’?” He stuck the key in the ignition and cranked up the truck.

I frowned. “No.”

“You sure about that? It was at least a smirk.”

It had been a smirk. The thought of getting one foot up on Maniac was a good one. “Drive.”

He shook his head and turned the truck around on the grass in front of the cabin. He pulled onto the road, and I reached out to turn on the radio.

Music.

Music was better than him talking.

“Is there seriously only one radio station in this Podunk town?” I hit the seek button ten times trying to find something other than the only country station that came in clear, but I didn’t have any luck.

“You got a problem with country?” he drawled.

“I prefer something that doesn’t involve someone's dog getting run over and a man twanging on about his woman who left him.” I settled on the lone country station in favor of having to talk to Maniac. My fingers twisted the volume up, and I sat back in my seat.

“For not liking country music, you sure do have that cranked up.” He twisted the knob down three notches. 

“I didn’t know bikers like country music. I figured you for more of a metal head.” From his rugged exterior and rough voice to the fact he was an asshole ninety percent of the time, country was the last thing I would think he liked.

He shrugged and turned down the main street of Durham. “I listen to everything, darlin’. Country included.”

I watched the store fronts pass by out the window. “Everything is closed, Maniac. Are we planning on breaking into the grocery store?”

“It did cross my mind, but I figured you wouldn’t be into that.” He parked in front of the grocery store. All the lights were on, but the sign on the door said closed. He angled his body toward me and stretched his arm across the back of the seat.

“Then what are we doing?” I planted my hand on the seat between us and inched closer to the door.

He chuckled and shook his head. “You look like a deer ready to bolt. I can assure you armed robbery is not on the menu for tonight.” He pointed over my shoulder at the store.

I twisted and saw a bald man holding open the door to the store. “They’re open?”

I heard Maniac open his door, but I didn’t take my eyes off the impatient man at the storefront. Maniac walked up to him, handed him something, and the guy strolled over to the bench in front of the store.

Maniac opened my door. “Let’s go.” 

He held out his hand, and I stared at it. “Huh?”

“Darlin’, you’re killing me here. Let’s get some food.”

I ignored his outstretched hand like always and slid out of the truck. “So they’re not closed?”

He shook his head. “Closed. I just slipped the guy a fifty to stay open for us.”

I gulped and looked at the man sitting on the bench. Lord knows what he thought about having to stay open for us. “What did you tell him?” I whispered. 

“I told him I like to shop by the light of the moon.” He grabbed my hand and pulled me into the store with my jaw dropped.

The bell above the door jingled as the door shut. Maniac grabbed a cart and stood expectantly behind it. “You’re gonna have to do this with me. You told me you didn’t want to shop when there were other people, so I fixed that shit. Now come pick out whatever you wanna eat for the next week or so.”

He’s being nice, Wren. Throw the guy a bone.

I cleared my throat and nodded my head. “Um, can I push the cart?” I need something to hide behind. 

He stepped back and held up his hands. “It’s all yours, darlin’.”

I gripped the handle bar of the cart. “You’re okay with me cooking some things?”

He fell in step next to me. “If that means I don’t have to cook anymore, I’m down with that. I’m surprised we’ve been surviving on takeout, grilled cheese, and bologna sandwiches.”

A laugh bubbled from my lips. “There was that crunchy bologna sandwich last week that didn’t sit very well with me.” I stopped next to bin of red, shiny apples. I looked up at him. “Fruit?”

“Get whatever is going to make you laugh like that again.” He grabbed an apple from the bin and tossed it in the air. “I could get used to that.”

Whoa. I turned my back to him and filled a bag with apples. Was it really that big of a deal I had laughed? 

I added grapes, strawberries, and pears to the cart, and moved on to the veggies. “Um, any veggies you don’t like?” I wasn’t a gourmet chef, but I knew how to cook enough things so I didn’t starve.

“All of them?” He took a huge bite of the apple he had grabbed. “More of a meat and potatoes guy.”

I rolled my eyes and grabbed a bunch of asparagus. “You have to eat veggies.” It was like the man was ten. 

“Been doing good the past fifteen years avoiding the hell out of them.”

“You know potatoes are like a vegetable, right?” I reached for a ten pound bag, but he swooped in and picked it up before I was able to.

“Let me do the heavy lifting.” He gaze landed on my wrists.

I yanked down my sleeves that had ridden up. “I’m fine.”

“Never said you weren’t.” He dropped the bag in the cart and looked around the produce department. “Any other veggies you’re going to make me eat?”

All I wanted to do was run and hide. This was the exact reason I didn’t want to go out in public. The scars on my wrists were red and raised. I knew people’s eyes would be drawn to the them. Hell, my eyes were drawn to them when my sleeves were pushed back. 

A pink sweatshirt I rarely ever wore had become my security blanket, and I always had it on. Even when it was too hot, I still wore it.

I grabbed carrots and onions. “That’s it.” I could make do with these.

We moved through the meat department, grabbing steaks, hamburger, and a pork roast. 

“You know what you’re doing with that?” he asked me.

“Um, yeah.” Season it, stick it in the oven for a few hours. Viola, pot roast. “It’s not rocket science.”

“My mom always used to make pot roast. It was horrible. The dog didn’t even eat it.” He cringed and shook his head.

“It’ll be edible.” His confidence in my cooking skills was lacking. 

I stocked up on all sorts of seasonings and even had Maniac run back to the produce to get garlic.

After we made our way through the frozen food aisle, and spent way too much time piling the cart full of chips and soda, we made it to the checkout where the bald guy was waiting for us. He quickly checked us out while he made small talk with Maniac about the weather and who they thought would make it to the Super Bowl this season.

I hung back, my anxiety taking over. All I wanted to do was run to the truck and hide. 

“Get the truck warmed up, darlin’.” He handed me the keys.

I grabbed them and clutched them to my chest. “Will do,” I whispered. I wasn’t going to ask how he knew I was ten seconds away from fleeing like a convict on the run.

After I basically sprinted from the store, I beeped open the locks and climbed up into the truck. I glanced back in the store, watching Maniac throw his head back and laugh at something the guy had said. The man was carefree, but he also gave off the air he could rip off your head at the drop of a hat. 

He made me feel safe but also terrified me in the same breath. 

I didn’t know what to do with him.

*
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Maniac
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“Cora and Wrecker are on the way here.”

She lifted her head from the book in her lap. “Why?”

It had been a week since our little field trip to the grocery store. I had hoped after I caught her laugh things would change. She would stop hiding away like a skittish doe in the woods.

I was wrong.

Nothing had changed.

If anything, she pushed me away even more. While she started cooking more, she was still running from life in general. 

“Wreck has some shit he needs to catch me up on, and I’m assuming Cora hitched a ride because she threw a bitch fit ‘til Wrecker agreed.” There was no assuming about it. Wrecker had rambled on for five minutes about Cora constantly asking about Wren and demanding to come up here all of the time.

“I don’t feel like talking.”

I scoffed and grabbed the TV remote off the coffee table. That wasn’t anything new. I was lucky if she said more than fifty words to me each day. “She’s your best friend.”

“And?”

I turned and looked over the back of the couch. She was sitting on her bed with her legs tucked underneath her. Each morning, I pushed the screen to the wall because I knew if I didn’t, she would hide from me all day. “And you need to see people, Wren.”

“I see you right now.”

“Not what I’m talking about, darlin’.” I twisted back around and kicked my feet up on the coffee table. “Chicks love to talk.”

“I don’t have anything to talk about, Maniac, and I’m not like other chicks you’ve known.”

“Pretty sure you got a shit-ton to talk about, but you just don’t want to.” I wasn’t going to touch that chick comment, because she was right. Wren was unlike any chick I had ever meet before. I had no idea what Wren had been through, but I knew it had to be some bad shit if she thought the only way out was to die. 

“She doesn’t need to know. No one does.”

I looked over my shoulder. “I’m not saying you need to talk to her about what happened, Wren. All I’m saying is, she’s still your best friend, and she’s worried about you.”

“I never asked her or anyone to worry about me.”

And right there was the bullshit in her head. “You don’t need to ask people to worry about you, Wren. They worry because they care.”

“I didn’t ask her—”

“Stop,” I growled. “You’re going through shit, Wren, and I get that more than you know, but you don’t get to tell people to stop caring.” God damn, she was about to piss me the hell off. I had been walking on eggshells around here, but that was about to change real quick.

She folded her arms over her chest. “Stop telling me what I need to do.”

“I will, as long as you start doing something more than sitting around all day.”

She threw her hands up in the air. “You dropped me into this town I had never heard of before. What exactly do you expect me to do?” 

I stood up and stalked to the bed. My shins hit the mattress, and I loomed over her. “I dropped you in this town to get the damn heat off of you that is coming from the Hell Captains. Excuse me for trying to keep your ass safe and not at the mercy of those assholes.”

She sneered up at me. “I’m pretty sure they couldn’t hurt me any more than they already have.”

“You escaped hell, darlin’. You really want to go back there and live the rest of your life that way?”

Her face paled, and she leaned back.

Yeah, she didn’t think that shit through. “Drop the attitude, and try not to push away all of the people who actually care about you. Shit is hard for you right now, but if you let us help you, it’ll be a hell of a lot easier.”

“No one wanted to help me before. Why should I believe anyone will be there for me now?”

I scrubbed my hand down my face. “I can tell words aren’t going to do shit for you. All that is going to work for you is actions. I’m here now, and I’m not going anywhere.”

She rolled her eyes. “Still words.”

A knock sounded on the door, and my eyes sliced across the room. “Reel in the attitude for an hour or so while Cora and Wrecker are here, and we’ll continue this conversation once they leave.”

I stalked to the door and heard her whisper, “That’s still just words.”

They were words, but they were fucking true.

I wasn’t going anywhere.

*
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Chapter 4


Wren
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“Riddle me this, Batman, how in the hell do you get any privacy in this one room cabin?”

Cora and I were camped out on my bed while Maniac and Wrecker were out on the porch talking about Lord knows what. “Privacy doesn’t exist for me anymore.”

“Unless you go to the bathroom.”

“And even then, if I’m in there for more than five minutes, Maniac is knocking on the door, asking if I’m okay.”

Cora’s eyes darted down to the bedspread. Her fingers picked at a loose thread, and she cleared her throat. “I guess I can see where he’s coming from, though.”
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