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Disclaimer

This story is a figment of the author’s imagination.

All characters are fictional and are not intended to represent anyone living or dead.

 


Prologue
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Two Months Earlier…

“What ya doing girl?” Ava asks into my ear as I park my car in front of my sister, Julie’s place. Turning the car off, I prepare myself to battle the rain coming down. Jumping out, I shut the door with my hip and ducking my head at the same time as the rain splashes onto my face, I race to the awning above the entrance door to her building.

“Just stopped at Julie’s,” I breathlessly answer while pushing the glass door open.

“Do you mind asking her what the title of that book was, please?”

I roll my eyes at her pleading voice. “Okay, why didn’t you ask her last week?”

“I did. She told me but I forgot.” 

Her reply makes me laugh.

“You’re bloody hopeless.” I push my drenched hair out of my face.

“Shut up, you,” she hisses playfully, making me laugh again as I trudge up the chilly stairwell towards Julie’s apartment.

“Okay, I’ll ask,” I reassure her before hanging up and pocketing my phone.

Pulling my key out, I unlock the door and step inside. 

“Honey, I’m home!” I call out to Julie, but she doesn’t reply.

Normally, she’ll call back, reminding me this isn’t my place. But, it’s dead silent. Her car was in her usual park so she should be here. Scrunching my eyebrows up in confusion, I make my way towards her room, thinking she may be in the shower. Pushing her door open, I freeze and feel the blood pumping through my veins turn ice cold.

“Julie!” I scream, finally finding my voice.

I dash to her side, fall to my knees and gather her limp body in my arms.

“Julie, come on sis, wake up!” I shake in fear and tears pour from my eyes, making everything blurry. Reaching into my pocket for the phone, I pull it out and punch in 000. I rest it between my shoulder and chin waiting for it to connect, all the while begging her to wake up.

I glance around the room and I notice what looks like a syringe lying on the floor at the same moment someone on the other end of the phone speaks to me. Turning back to check Julie, I notice her arm and the piece of rubber tied tightly around it. 

“No, no, no, no, this can’t be happening.” 

The woman on the phone shouts to get my attention. Through wrenching sobs, I try to explain what is going on.

***

As I watch my sister being lifted onto the gurney by the paramedics, I reach for her hand and feel how cold to the touch she is.

“Ma’am we need to move her, now.” The soft voice penetrates my head and all I can do is nod before following them out. When we step onto the street, I reach into my pocket, pull out my phone and press call on the first number that comes up on my screen. I’m not even sure who I’m actually calling as I climb into the back of the ambulance. Hearing a soft voice answer my call, I simply answer, “Julie.”

“What’s wrong?” Alexis’ voice clears my mind and through my sobs I manage to tell her what’s happening. 

A numbing feeling settles deep in my bones and before she can reply, I end the call. To be honest, I’m not sure if she understood a word I just said. Everything seems so methodical, like I’m on autopilot. 

The ambulance pulls to a sharp stop, I register the doors being pulled open and then Julie is raced into the ED. Someone is talking to me, leading me into a building. I think it’s a nurse but my brain has seemed to shut off. I feel like I’m in a tunnel, voices echo around me and they could be speaking English or gibberish for all I know. Everything around me seems to be unraveling. The pieces and threads of every happy memory we’ve ever shared together, shatters around me in disarray. It could be moments or, even hours later, that I’m ushered into a small room. I take nothing in as the beating of my heart echoes around me.

A middle-aged man in a white coat enters the room. “Harlow Rodgers?”

He’s holding a clipboard and has a grave look on his face. Even before he speaks, I know what he is about to say.

“I’m sorry.” 

It’s all he gets out before a raw, agonized cry tears from my throat. Tears fall thick and fast down my cheeks. Wrapping my arms around my waist, I try to ward off the chill which has blanketed me. My heart feels like it’s being shredded into tiny pieces. I watch as his mouth moves, but I’ve lost the ability to hear or even speak. My mouth is dry, my breaths are coming in pants, numbness overtakes every one of my senses.

This can’t be happening, I repeat over and over again, as if my words alone could be strong enough for the news to be undone. Feeling like the walls are closing in on me, I move past the doctor without a word. His voice sounds far away as he calls out to me, but I don’t stop. I keep walking until I reach the sliding glass doors which lead outside. 

Stepping outside, I breathe in the fresh clean scent as rain pours down around me. My body is gripped by despair so strong it’s hard to breathe. I feel like I’ve become a prisoner in my own body and no matter what I do, I’ll never escape it. I’ll never be free again. Giving in, I fall to my knees onto the rain-kissed footpath and let it consume me.

“Harlow, we have you,” someone calls out.

Arms wrap around me; multiple voices cocoon me. In the deep recesses of my mind, I allow their warmth and soft words to soothe me even if it’s only for a short while. 

 


Chapter Two
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Harlow

Tapping my long, red tipped nails on the wooden table in front of me, I stare at the invite card. Picking it up, I flip it over and over in one hand while I hold the phone with the other. I read the print over again, making sure I have the details correct. Working at the Ivy club for the past month waiting for this event to happen has finally paid off. I read the card yet again……….

 

Be Seduced…

 

7 Deadly Sins

 

1 Tempting Affair

 

May 6th 2018, 9pm

 

Hosted by Deadly Sins MC & Club Ivy Newcastle

 

All proceeds go to The Cancer foundation

 

Be Bad, Be Good

 

Pick your flavour…

 

“Harlow, are you listening to me?” My best friend, Tilly shouts into my ear.

I drop the card to the table in front of me so I can concentrate on the phone conversation.

“Yep, I’m here.” 

I hear her blow out a frustrated breath, she knows full well I didn’t hear a word she just said. “Listen I love ya like my own sister, but you can’t just rock up to this party by yourself. For fuck sake, it’s run by biker’s and not just any biker’s, but fucking 1%er’s”

“Tilly, I need to go. I need answers and you know me better than anyone. I can’t just sit on my fucking hands and do nothing”

“Shit! Shit! Shit! That's the problem, I do know you. You’re too bloody stubborn for your own good. It doesn’t matter what me and the girl’s say, you’re going to do what you want and that scares the shit out of me.”

I get that she’s worried but this is something I need to do. “What if it was your sister?” I know full well, she wouldn’t sit idly by.

“Fine,” she huffs after a moment of silence. “But me and the girls are coming with you.” 

“Um, no…” That’s all I manage before she cuts me off.

“So…” I can picture her hands on her hips like they usually are when she uses that tone of voice and try not to giggle. “You’re telling me, if I was in your shoes, you wouldn’t demand to come with me?” 

Yeah, she’s got me. I wouldn’t even have to think about it. There’s no way I’d allow her to go alone. “Fine. You win but don’t drag the girls into this.” 

“Too late. If you hadn’t been ignoring our group chat for the past day or so you would have seen our messages about which sinful outfit we’re each wearing.”

“What do you mean?” I sound confused because I am.

“The party’s theme is 7 Deadly Sins, right? So, as there are seven of us, we’ve decided each of us will dress as a different sin.”

“Of course, you have.” I’m not sure how I feel about this.

“Don’t get all fucking grumpy about it, we have this shit sorted. Deal with it.”

“What’s my sin?” I change the subject, knowing she’s getting pissed with me.

“What else – Wrath.” She giggles. 

I must admit, it sounds perfect right at this moment. I feel the anger about what happened to my sister slice through me like a hot knife.

“We’ll meet at your place tomorrow arvo around three and don’t stress about your outfit, Peyton and I are going to pick them all up today.” 

“I don’t know about this,” I mumble before rubbing my forehead with my free hand. I feel a headache coming on. I’m worried about dragging my friends into something which could get them hurt.

“Julie was like our sister too, Harlow. We agreed to always be there for each other so, shut up and let’s get this shit done.” Her voice starts out hard before becoming soft.

I can tell she’s trying hard not to cry. Swallowing past the lump in my throat, I attempt to speak. “Okay,” I concede.

“Love ya, girl.” 

“Love ya, too,” I say before clicking ‘end call.’ 

Dropping my phone to the table, I eye the invite again and shake off the emotions from the call. I push away from the table, head into the small kitchenette and grab a glass of water. I grab my phone again, pull up the group text and scroll through what the girls wrote last night. 

Shaking my head at their stubbornness, I drop my phone back to the table and head upstairs to have a shower. 

Turning the taps on, I strip out of my work clothes and jump under the hot spray. Lifting my face to the hot water, images of my sister replay over and over. Images from the night I called by her home to be confronted with her lifeless body, lying crumpled on the bedroom floor. 

From the day our parents died, I promised I would protect her. I failed her when she was alive and now the reality that her life has been taken away is like a slap in the face. I will not fail her again. 

I feel tears well behind my closed lids and will them not to fall, it doesn’t work. As the tears spill free down my cheeks, I don’t do anything to stop them. This is the one time I will allow myself to feel this way. My heart feels like it’s caged in a vice, squeezing it tighter and tighter with each exhale. Strong grief slams through me, holding my soul captive and I know this feeling will probably remain with me for the rest of my life. 

I slam my hands against the tiles hard enough to send pain ricocheting up my arms. I allow the pain to ground me as my mind swirls with uncertainties as to why this happened to my sweet little sister. How the hell did she end up dead when she was the one who always did things right? I’ve always been the one to push the boundaries. We were like chalk and cheese. Julie was the bookworm type and I was the party girl. This shit just isn’t adding up in my head, but by this time tomorrow night, I will have the answers I need. I’ll kill the person who took my sister away from me. I swear to all that is holy in this world – I will make them pay. For now, I’ll let this gut wrenching grief rip me apart and consume me. Tomorrow, I’ll pull my shit together and get the vengeance my sister deserves.

***

It’s almost six in the evening and I have managed to center myself for what's to come. Stepping out of the shower, I wrap a towel around myself. Beads of water linger on my warm skin. I hurry to my bedside table, fighting off the chill in the air of my bedroom. Reaching down, I click the ‘on’ button on my iPod dock. After a moment of silence, Julie's playlist begins and I let Like a Prayer by Madonna soak through me. 

I head back into the small, attached ensuite and rest my hands against the bathroom sink. Bowing my head, I suck in a few deep calming breaths and will all the strength I possess to push me through the hurt that's constantly squeezing the life out of me. 

Pushing the grief aside, I let the anger I’ve been bottling up for the past two months, simmer in my veins. Slowly lifting my face, I stare at my reflection in the mirror - light brown hair with honey coloured streaks, dark brown eyes which follow a slender pierced nose to my tattoo covered chest. Above a set of wings is tattooed, ‘true love.’ The wings lead to the middle of my chest and a heart. There’s a cross covered with vines and roses, ‘forever’ is written in the centre. Turning my right arm and holding it out, I take in the intricate detail of the gun and rose with vines traveling down to my hand. Returning my gaze to the mirror, I admire the two new doves on each side of my neck. In memory of Julie. 
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