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Chapter 1: A New Beginning
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Ava Collins stepped off the dusty bus and took in the sight of Clearwater. The town was a quiet speck on the map, nestled between rolling hills and endless stretches of open road. It was exactly what she had hoped for—a place where she could blend in and, more importantly, start over. The crisp afternoon air smelled of pine and distant rain, soothing her in a way she hadn’t felt in months.

Her heart still ached from the loss of her parents, a pain that had become a constant companion since the car accident six months ago. After that day, everything had changed. The big city had become suffocating, filled with memories she couldn’t bear to face. So, she packed up her life and moved far away, hoping that Clearwater would offer her the peace she craved.

Clutching her single suitcase, Ava walked down the main street. It was a picture of small-town charm—rustic shops, a faded movie theater, and the occasional pedestrian who waved or nodded as they passed. The town’s simple rhythm contrasted sharply with the chaos she’d left behind. Ava found comfort in the idea of a place where everyone seemed to know everyone, where life moved s

-0lower, less frantically.

Her destination was The Rusty Mug, a cozy café she had heard about from a distant relative who knew the owner. She’d landed a job there with the promise of room and board, enough to keep her afloat while she figured out her next steps. As she neared the café, the scent of freshly brewed coffee mingled with the cool breeze, drawing her in like a magnet.

The bell above the door jingled as Ava pushed it open. The interior of The Rusty Mug was warm and inviting, with worn leather chairs, wooden tables, and soft lighting that made everything feel a little softer. Behind the counter, a young woman with a bright smile and wild, auburn hair waved her over.

“You must be Ava,” the woman called out, her voice full of enthusiasm. “I’m Kayla. Welcome to The Rusty Mug!”

Ava smiled, feeling a bit of the tension in her shoulders ease. Kayla had an easy-going energy that instantly put her at ease. She wore an apron splattered with flour and coffee stains, and her warm brown eyes sparkled with mischief.

“Yeah, that’s me,” Ava replied, setting her suitcase down beside her. “I’m here for the job.”

“You picked the right place,” Kayla said, grinning. “Come on, let me show you around.”

Kayla led Ava on a quick tour of the café, showing her the kitchen, storage room, and the small loft upstairs where she’d be staying. The loft was modest—a twin bed, a dresser, and a window that overlooked the main street—but it was perfect. Quiet. Peaceful. Just what Ava needed.

As they walked back downstairs, Ava found herself relaxing into the comfortable, homely atmosphere of the café. Kayla kept up a lively conversation, full of gossip about the town and its quirky residents. Ava learned that Kayla had lived in Clearwater all her life and knew everything about everyone.

“Speaking of which,” Kayla said, leaning in conspiratorially as they wiped down tables. “There’s one thing you’ll definitely want to steer clear of while you’re here—the Black Reapers.”

Ava raised an eyebrow, intrigued despite herself. “The Black Reapers?”

Kayla nodded solemnly. “They’re a biker gang. The town’s biggest headache. Everyone knows who they are, but no one dares get involved with them. They run things on their own terms. Rough crowd, dangerous.” She paused, glancing out the window toward the edge of town. “Their leader, Logan ‘Thunder’ Knight—now, he’s the one you really need to watch out for.”

At the mention of Logan, Kayla’s tone changed. There was something in her voice—a mixture of fear and awe—that sent a shiver down Ava’s spine. “What’s he like?” Ava asked, trying to sound casual.

Kayla glanced around the café, ensuring no one else was listening. “Logan Knight is as dangerous as they come. He’s been running The Black Reapers for years. They say he’s fearless—takes whatever he wants, rules the town’s underbelly like a king. He’s the kind of guy you don’t want to cross.”

Ava felt a strange twinge of curiosity flicker inside her, but she quickly pushed it down. After all, she wasn’t here to get involved with dangerous people. She had come to Clearwater for a fresh start, to escape the turmoil of her old life.

“I’ll keep my distance,” Ava assured Kayla with a faint smile. “I’m just here to work, save some money, and figure things out.”

“Smart girl,” Kayla replied, giving her a knowing look. “Trust me, you don’t want to get caught up in that world.”

For the rest of the day, Ava focused on settling into her new routine, determined to keep her head down and avoid any unnecessary drama. She spent the evening helping Kayla clean up, chatting with a few of the regulars who stopped by for their evening coffee. By the time night fell, she felt a sense of relief that she hadn’t felt in a long time. Maybe, just maybe, Clearwater could be her sanctuary.

But as she stepped outside to lock up, Ava couldn’t shake the nagging feeling that something was watching her. The streets were eerily quiet, the town bathed in the soft glow of the setting sun. She turned to scan her surroundings, but there was no one there.

Still, the air felt thick with something unspoken, an undercurrent of tension she couldn’t quite place.

She shook her head and made her way back inside, locking the door behind her. It was probably just her nerves, adjusting to a new place. But as she climbed the stairs to her loft, her thoughts kept circling back to Logan Knight.

Dangerous. Fearless.

And though she’d never laid eyes on him, Ava had a strange feeling their paths would cross soon enough.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: Thunder Rolls In

[image: ]


The morning was still young when the low, unmistakable rumble of motorcycles echoed through the streets of Clearwater. It was a sound that made most people pause, their hearts skipping a beat. Even in a small, sleepy town, everyone knew that sound meant one thing: The Black Reapers were near.

Inside The Rusty Mug, the steady hum of conversation faltered. Ava stood behind the counter, pouring coffee for a regular when the noise reached her ears. The vibration rattled the glass windows slightly, and she saw a few patrons glance uneasily toward the door.

Kayla, standing by the espresso machine, stilled for a moment, her face tightening. "Looks like they’re here," she muttered under her breath, barely audible over the steaming hiss of the machine.

Ava frowned. “Who?”

But before Kayla could answer, the café door swung open, and in walked Logan “Thunder” Knight.

The sudden change in the room’s atmosphere was palpable. Conversations died completely, leaving only the soft clink of cups on saucers and the distant hum of the kitchen. Logan strode in, his heavy boots making purposeful thuds on the wooden floor. He was followed by two other members of The Black Reapers, each as imposing as the next, but it was Logan who drew all the attention.

He was tall, broad-shouldered, with an air of authority that commanded respect, or maybe fear. His dark, unruly hair fell just past his collar, and his chiseled jaw was shadowed with a day’s stubble. Black leather clung to his frame, the patch of The Black Reapers emblazoned on his jacket like a badge of dominance. His eyes—intense and cold—swept across the room, assessing everyone, every corner, every exit, like a predator surveying its territory.

Ava’s breath caught in her throat the moment their eyes met.

Logan’s gaze lingered on her for just a fraction of a second longer than anyone else in the café. It wasn’t a look of recognition—she knew he didn’t know her—but there was something there, something intense and unspoken. Ava could feel her pulse quicken under the weight of his stare, a mix of fear and curiosity brewing inside her.

This was the man Kayla had warned her about. The one she had sworn to avoid.

But avoiding him seemed impossible when he was standing less than ten feet away, his presence practically sucking the air out of the room. For a moment, everything else faded—the clatter of dishes, the chatter of patrons, even the soft blues music playing in the background. It was just her and Logan, locked in a brief but electrifying moment of eye contact.

Kayla, sensing the tension, quickly sidled up next to Ava and whispered, "Keep your head down, and don’t even think about getting involved with him. He’s dangerous, Ava. The kind of trouble you don’t want."

Ava blinked, breaking the spell. She nodded quickly, tearing her gaze away from Logan. Kayla’s words
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