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        SIDE INFO

      

      

      A chaplain is normally the one over all of the spiritual things in a club, as well as performs marriage ceremonies, funerals, and puts protection on members in jail.

      A chaplain in my book is the one the members go to for advice. So, please keep that in mind while reading this book.

      Thanks!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR:

          

        

      

    

    
      This book contains dark themes that some readers may not find enjoyable. These include depression, anxiety, suicidal thoughts, PTSD, mention of rape/sexual assault, and non-sexual bondage to reenact a torture scene.

      If any of the above is triggering for you, I advise against reading.

      If you have any questions before diving in, please reach out to me at authortosmith@gmail.com.
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      Sometimes, misery felt like my only company.

      I tried to be better for Hatchet, for Matthew, for Tessa. I did. I wanted to be better. But I didn’t know how. I was struggling every damn day for them, but the medications weren’t helping, my therapist was a dick ninety-nine percent of the time, and I was drowning in all these negative emotions and feelings.

      I was slowly dying inside.

      I leaned over the bathroom counter, dropping my head into my hands as I drew in a deep breath. Hatchet was away on a run. I told him I would be okay without him—told him to go—but that day that fucked me up kept spiraling through my head.

      No one knew what had happened to me. I couldn’t even bring myself to tell my therapist. Definitely couldn’t tell my husband. What would he think of me? To know I’d let that happen to me?

      I looked up, staring at myself in the mirror. I didn’t even recognize the woman staring back at me anymore. I hadn’t recognized the woman in the mirror in years.

      How did I tell the man that I loved with every fiber of my being that I had been drugged and raped—too drugged to fight back but not enough to knock me unconscious? How did I tell my husband that I lost my mind while in the psychiatric hospital and punched myself in the stomach until I wasn’t pregnant anymore?

      How did I tell him how fucked up I’d become? How could he still love me? Want me?

      Hatchet had stayed with me in the hospital every day, but even he had eventually admitted defeat, and in agreement with one another, he’d had me admitted into the nearest psychiatric hospital. He’d visited me every single week when visitation was allowed.

      He thought I’d been getting better. Some days while I’d been in that hospital, I felt like I was, especially when I saw him waiting on me in the visitation room. Then, other days were so dark I almost felt like I couldn’t breathe.

      That incident happened almost five years ago today. I should be over it. It shouldn’t bother me anymore.

      But it did. It plagued my mind, haunted my dreams when my husband wasn’t here to keep me grounded and make me feel safe.

      I slid down the counter to the floor, tears running down my cheeks. I hated this. I couldn’t stop hurting. I couldn’t swim in all of this dark, murky shit.

      My phone rang on the nightstand. Scrambling off the floor in case it was one of the kids’ schools, I rushed toward my nightstand, breathing a sigh of relief when I saw Hatchet’s name on the screen.

      My lifeline. My savior. My only light in this dark-ass world I was suffocating in.

      “Hello?” I croaked, hating that I couldn’t hide that I was falling apart from him this time.

      “Layla?” he asked, his voice so soft, I damn near cried. “Baby, what’s wrong? I got worried when Katyushka told Grim you hadn’t been by the clubhouse today.”

      That was one of our things. If he was gone, I needed to be seen at the clubhouse so someone could lay eyes on me, and so I wasn’t stuck drowning like this. But I hadn’t had the energy to go to the clubhouse. Just getting out of bed had felt like a monumental task.

      I sat down heavily on the mattress, hoping my voice wouldn’t fail me. “Nothing’s wrong.” My voice cracked, giving me away. I squeezed my eyes shut, hating myself, but snapped them right back open when the only image that slid into my mind was of the bastard who had raped me grinning back at me. I rolled my lips into my mouth, feeling my composure breaking.

      Hatchet was always with me near the anniversary, but he wasn’t this year because I had insisted that he go on this run. I honestly thought I would be okay. It’d been five years ago. I should have been able to handle it.

      Tears rushed down my cheeks. I wasn’t okay. I wasn’t strong enough.

      “I need help,” I cried. “Hatchet, I can’t⁠—”

      “Easy, baby,” he soothed. “Breathe. Layla, baby, you have to breathe.” I whimpered, tightening my
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