
​MC Biker Romance With Other Woman Drama

Crushed by His Infidelity

COPYRIGHT © 2026Susan R. Durane

This book is legally protected proprietary material. Unauthorized reproduction, distribution, or digital transmission of this work, or any part thereof, is strictly prohibited by law. Infringement will be vigorously pursued and prosecuted to the fullest extent permissible. Respect the law.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

CHAPTER 1: The Number That Would Not Reconcile

CHAPTER 2: What Precise Women Do Instead of Crying

CHAPTER 3: The Apartment With Clean Towels

CHAPTER 4: Digging Into Ground Everyone Agreed to Leave Alone

CHAPTER 5: How Long

CHAPTER 6: A Name He Does Not Know I Have

CHAPTER 7: The Club Picks Sides Before Breakfast

CHAPTER 8: The Man Who Came to Dig

CHAPTER 9: Three Different Dead Men

CHAPTER 10: The Widow Tends the Grave at Dawn

CHAPTER 11: The Sergeant Keeps One Secret Too Many

CHAPTER 12: Two Women Across the Body of One Man's Choices

CHAPTER 13: The Son Who Defended a Stranger

CHAPTER 14: The Collapse

CHAPTER 15: The Brother Gets His Day

CHAPTER 16: The Gavel Comes Down on Himself

CHAPTER 17: Everything He Built Is Useless Here

CHAPTER 18: Two Women, No Man Between Them

CHAPTER 19: The President Waits Without Moving

CHAPTER 20: The Woman Who Decides the Terms

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​CHAPTER 1: The Number That Would Not Reconcile
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​A Woman Who Balances Things

The kitchen was warm that Tuesday. I remember the warmth most of all. There was a pot of coffee going cold on the counter, and the radiator under the window made its small clicking sound, the one it had made for seventeen years. I sat at the table with the household ledger open in front of me, and I felt, for the last time in my life, completely settled.

People think a marriage like mine is loud. They imagine engines and leather and men who shout. They never picture this. A woman at a table. A pen in her hand. A column of numbers that always behaved. That was the truth of it. The Black Jackals owned the roads outside, and I owned the quiet inside, and somewhere in the middle the two of us had built a life.

I balanced things. That was my work, though no one ever called it that. I balanced the books and the calendar and the temper of a man who had not slept easy in a decade. I balanced what we showed the club against what we kept for ourselves. I was good at it. I was so good at it that I had stopped noticing I was doing it at all.

Declan came through the kitchen that morning the way he always did. Heavy on his feet. Smelling of cold air and old smoke. He had his cut over one shoulder and his keys already in his fist, and he stopped behind my chair the way he had stopped a thousand mornings before. "You need anything signed, Lena?" he asked. His voice was low. It was always low, even when there was no reason to be quiet.

"The Hendry account," I said. I did not look up. "Bottom of the second page. I already filled it. You just put your name on it."

He leaned over my shoulder. I felt the weight of him, the size of him, the way the light dimmed when he came close. He smelled like the road. He always smelled like the road. He took the pen from my fingers, and his hand brushed mine, rough and warm, and he signed where I told him to sign without reading a single word above the line.

That was us. That was the whole of us, if you want the honest version. Declan signed where I told him, kissed the top of my head, and went to deal with men who needed deciding for. That was our whole arrangement, and for seventeen years it worked. He trusted me with the small machinery of a life so that he could carry the large and terrible machinery of the club. I never once thought to be insulted by it. I thought it was love.

"You'll be late," he said at the door. He said it like a man who already knew the answer.

"I'm always late and always there," I said. "Go."

He paused with his hand on the frame. He looked back at me, and for half a second something crossed his face that I did not have a name for. I have spent a great deal of time since then trying to name it. Guilt, maybe. Or its quieter cousin. The look a man gives a room he is about to leave knowing he will not be the same when he returns to it. But it was gone before I could hold it, and then he was gone too, and the door closed, and the house exhaled.

I sat with my coffee. I looked at my own hands on the table, the strong square hands my mother used to say were wasted on housework. There was silver in my hair now. I had stopped fighting it years ago. Once I had fought everything, dyed it, hid it, smoothed it down. Now I let it be. I told myself that was wisdom. Maybe it was only tiredness wearing wisdom's coat.

Through the kitchen doorway I could see the hall, and the hall closet, and the top shelf of the hall closet where a long cardboard tube leaned in the dark behind the winter coats. I knew what was inside it without looking. Rolled paper, gone soft at the edges. Drawings I had made before I ever knew his name. A house with too many windows. A girl's idea of light. I had not opened that tube in over ten years, and I did not open it that morning either. I just looked at it for a moment, the way you look at an old photograph of someone you used to be, and then I looked away.

"You're being sentimental," I said to the empty room. The radiator clicked. I went back to my numbers.

The thing about being the woman behind a powerful man is that no one ever asks what you wanted before him. They assume you wanted this. They assume the kitchen and the patch and the reflected rank were the whole of your ambition. I let them assume it. It was easier. And besides, I had stopped being able to remember clearly what I had wanted instead. Architect. The word felt borrowed now. It felt like a coat I had tried on in a shop and never bought.

I worked through the morning. The accounts settled the way they always settled. I moved money from the household account to the standing accounts, paid the man who plowed our long drive in winter, set aside what Declan called the rainy fund, which was the fund for lawyers, though we never said so. It was good work. It was honest work. I want you to understand that I was happy that morning, or close enough to it that the difference did not matter. I was a woman who balanced things, and everything was balanced, and I had no idea at all that I was sitting on top of a lie so old it had become the floor I stood on.

​The Ledger Lies in Round Numbers

IT WAS THE STANDING transfers that caught me. Not the big numbers. The big numbers I knew by heart. It was a small one, tucked between the plow man and the propane, where I did not expect to find anything at all.

I almost passed over it. That is the part I cannot forgive myself for, even now. I almost turned the page. My eye was already moving down to the propane figure, which was up that month, the way it always went up when the cold came early. But something in the line above snagged me. A number with no cents. A clean, round, even number, sitting there among all the messy honest figures like a stranger at a family table.

I stopped. I went back. I read it again. The transfer was small, smaller than the lawyer fund, smaller than the plow. It went out on the same day every month, and it had a destination code beside it, a string of letters that meant nothing to me, and that was the second wrong thing. I knew every code in that ledger. I had written most of them myself. This one I did not know.

"Round numbers are a tell," I said quietly. I was talking to the page. I do that when I am thinking. "Honest bills have cents."

I leaned back in my chair. I told myself there were a hundred plain reasons for a clean number. A flat fee. A subscription. Some standing arrangement Declan had set up himself in a year when he handled his own accounts, before he handed them to me. That was likely. That was most likely. He was not a careful man with paper. He could have started something a decade ago and forgotten it, and it could have run all this time underneath my careful hands, patient as a tide.

But the code. The code bothered me more than the number. I pulled the box of older statements from the cabinet, the ones I kept for the lawyers, and I laid them out across the table in a long line, oldest to newest. I am precise. I have always been precise. It is not a virtue. It is closer to a compulsion. I cannot leave a thing unreconciled. I have lain awake over a forty-cent discrepancy. So I did what I always did. I followed the number back.

It went back further than I expected. That was the third wrong thing. The transfer was not a year old, or two. I turned the pages backward through the cold months and the warm ones, through years, and the clean round number was there in every single one, faithful as a heartbeat, never missing, never changing, going out on the same day to the same unknown code.

I sat very still. The coffee was fully cold now. The radiator clicked. Outside a truck went by on the county road and its sound rose and fell and was gone. I became aware of my own breathing, slow and careful, the way you breathe when you are trying not to wake something.

"There's a reason," I said. My voice sounded strange in the empty kitchen. "There is always a reason."

And there was. I believed that. I want to be fair to the woman I was at that table, because she was about to lose everything and she deserves to be remembered kindly. She did not jump to ruin. She did not picture another woman. She pictured a forgotten subscription and a careless man, because she had spent seventeen years giving her husband the benefit of every doubt, and the habit did not break just because a number was round. The habit was the load-bearing wall of her whole life. It held the roof up. You do not knock down a wall like that over one clean figure in a column.

But I am also a woman who cannot leave a thing unreconciled.

I took a fresh sheet of paper. I wrote the code at the top. I wrote the amount beside it, and the day of the month, and the year it first appeared, and I felt, as I wrote, a small cold thread of something I did not yet have a name for. Not fear. It was too quiet to be fear. It was the feeling you get in a house you have lived in for years when you hear, for the first time, a sound from a room you thought was empty. You tell yourself it is the pipes. You tell yourself it is the wind. But you stop, and you listen, and some animal part of you that is older than your reasons lifts its head.

I traced the code with my fingertip. Letters and a number. It looked like the codes the club used for its own shell arrangements, the deliberately complicated ones, the ones that existed so that money could move and not be followed. I had handled a few of those over the years, at the edges, when Declan needed a clean pair of hands. So part of me said, there, that is all this is, club business, nothing to do with me, leave it alone. That was the sensible part. That was the part that had kept the roof up for seventeen years.

But there was another part. A smaller, colder, more precise part. And that part said something the sensible part did not want to hear. It said, if it is club business, why is it running through the household account, through your account, through the books he handed you, where you were always meant to be the one who could not follow it. It said, he did not hide this in the club's complicated places. He hid it in the simplest place there is. He hid it in plain sight, behind the propane and the plow, because the one person who reads this ledger is you, and he was certain, he was absolutely certain, that you would never look.

I put the pen down. I looked at the clean round number for a long time.

"He thought I'd never look," I said. And the saying of it, out loud, in my warm kitchen, was the first small crack in everything. I heard it. I felt it travel.

​The Go-Bag Was Always There

I DID NOT CONFRONT him. I want to be clear about that, because later people would ask me why I waited, and the answer is that I did not think of it as waiting. I thought of it as checking. A precise woman does not accuse a column of being wrong. She finds out where the error lives first. So I folded my fresh sheet of paper in half, and then in half again, and I carried it down the hall to my studio.

I called it a studio. It was a small room at the back of the house with a window that faced the rail yard, and a long table, and a stool, and good light in the afternoons. Years ago I had meant to draw there. I had meant to keep my hand in, to sketch, to remember the girl with the house full of windows. Mostly I paid the bills there now. The drawing board had become a desk. The pencils had gone to the back of a drawer. That is how it happens. Not all at once. A surrender so slow you mistake it for settling in.

I sat down at the long table. I unfolded my paper. And then, because I needed a clear surface, I reached under the desk to move the bag.

The bag.

My hand closed on the strap before my mind did, the way your hand always knows the things you keep close. I pulled it out into the light. A canvas duffel, dark green, gone soft at the corners. I set it on my lap and I looked at it the way you look at something you have walked past every single day and never once seen.

I knew what was in it. Of course I knew. I had packed it. There was cash, a few hundred, folded into an old sock so it did not look like cash. There was a change of clothes, practical ones, the kind you can sleep in and still walk far in. There was a phone I had bought myself and never registered to anyone. There were copies of papers. My birth certificate. A bank card under a name that was almost mine but not quite, a name from before, a name Declan did not know I had kept alive in a small forgotten account, just in case, just in case of nothing, just in case of tornadoes.

"It's for emergencies," I said, out loud, to the green bag on my lap.

I told myself it was for tornadoes. I had never once used it for a tornado.

I sat with that. I made myself sit with it. The rail yard light came through the window, gray and flat, and the bag was warm where it had rested against me, and I felt something move under my own floor, some shifting of the foundation I stood on, and for the first time I asked myself the question I had spent seventeen years too comfortable to ask. Why does a woman who is safe keep a packed bag under her desk? Why does a happy wife keep a name her husband cannot find? Who was I keeping it for. What was I keeping it from. What did some part of me know, some old quiet animal part, that the rest of me had never let speak.

I did not have an answer. I am being honest with you. I did not connect the bag to the number, not yet, not that afternoon. The two things sat in the same room and did not look at each other. The clean round figure on my folded paper. The packed bag in my lap. A stranger would have seen it at once. A reader would. But I had lived inside the house too long to read it from inside. I just felt the unease of two facts that did not belong to the same calm life, and I set them both down, the bag back under the desk, the paper flat on the table, and I breathed.

"You're frightening yourself over a subscription," I said. The studio did not answer. The rail yard light did not care.

Here is what I want you to understand about that moment, because everything after it bends back to it. I had a choice. It was a small choice and it did not feel like one. I could ask him. That night, over dinner, I could slide the figure across the table and say, "Declan, what's this," and watch his face, and let him explain, and probably he would explain, and probably I would believe him, because believing him was the wall that held my roof up. That was the easy door. That was the door a wife walks through ten thousand times a marriage. You ask. He answers. You believe. The floor stays solid.

Or I could be precise.

I looked at the folded paper. I looked at the unknown code. I thought about the round number that someone had been careful to make round, and the simple place someone had been careful to hide it, and the certainty, the absolute certainty, that the one person who read this ledger would never, ever look.

"If I ask him," I said slowly, working it out the way I work out a column, "he'll have an answer ready. He has always got an answer ready. That's the job. That's what he is." My own voice was very quiet and very calm and I almost did not recognize it. "And if there's nothing here, the answer will be true, and I'll feel like a fool, and that will be the worst of it. But if there's something here." I stopped. I made myself finish. "If there's something here, the asking will only tell him I'm looking. And then I'll never find the bottom of it. He'll smooth it over. He'll handle it. He'll handle me."

The word landed strangely. Handle. I had never thought it before, not about myself, not about us. But it sat there now in the gray light, ugly and exact, and I could not unthink it.

So I did not choose the easy door. I chose the other thing, the precise thing, the thing that would end my life as I knew it and was the first true act of the woman I was about to become. I would not ask him. Not yet. I would trace the number quietly, the way he traced threats, the way I had watched him work for seventeen years without ever once thinking I was learning. I would find out where the money went before I let him know I had seen it leave.

I unfolded the paper one more time. I read the clean round number, and the unknown code, and I felt the house go very still around me, the radiator silent now, the rail yard hushed, the whole structure of my settled life holding its breath above a foundation I had never once thought to look beneath.

"All right," I said to the number. Just that. "All right. Let's find out where you live."

And outside, far off, a motorcycle came down the county road, low and certain, the sound of my husband or one of his men, the sound of the life I had built, rising and filling the gray afternoon and then fading, fading, gone. I did not move to the window to see whose it was. I sat at my long table with the bag at my feet and the lie in my hand, and I began.
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​CHAPTER 2: What Precise Women Do Instead of Crying
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​Eleven Years in a Spreadsheet

I did not cry that first week. People expect tears from a woman who has found a loose thread in her marriage, and I understand why. Tears are what the story calls for. But tears are what you do when you have run out of other things to do, and I had not run out. Not even close. I had a number, and a code, and a long table, and a precise mind, and that is a great deal more useful than weeping. Crying is for after you know. I did not yet know. I only suspected, and suspicion is a thing you work, not a thing you mourn.

So I worked. I waited until the house was empty. Declan was gone three days that week on club business, the kind he did not explain and I had long ago stopped asking about, and I was grateful for it in a way that frightened me a little. A wife should not be glad her husband is gone. But I was not a wife that week. I was something colder and clearer. I was an investigator who happened to share a bed with the subject, and I needed the bed empty to do my work.

I pulled everything. Every statement in the cabinet, and then the ones in the lawyer box, and then I went online, into the accounts I managed, and I went back as far as the bank would let me go. I made a spreadsheet. Of course I made a spreadsheet. That is what precise women do instead of crying. We build a grid and we put the truth in it, cell by cell, because a grid cannot lie to you and a husband can.

The clean round number went back eleven years.

I sat with that for a long time. Eleven years. I did the arithmetic the slow way, on paper, beside the screen, the way you check a thing you do not want to have read correctly. Eleven years of the same figure on the same day to the same code, never missed, never changed, never explained. I added the column. The total came up and I looked at it and the floor of the kitchen, which had held me up that whole comfortable morning a week before, tilted very gently to one side, the way the deck of a boat tilts when something below the waterline has shifted and you have not yet been told.

"It was not an affair the way I had imagined affairs," I said to the empty room. My voice was steady. I made it steady. "It had a payroll."

That was the thing that undid the last of my comfort. Not the money itself. We had money. The total, spread across eleven years, was not enough to ruin us, and ruin was not the point. The point was the regularity. An affair is a fever. It spikes and breaks and spikes again. It is hotel rooms and lies told fast and badly. It is the messy, human, cents-and-all chaos of a man losing his head. This was not that. This was a standing order. This was a man who had not lost his head for a single day in eleven years, who had sat down once, calm and careful, and built a structure, and then maintained that structure with the same patient discipline he used to run his club. It was not passion. It was administration. And somehow that was so much worse.

I want you to understand the particular cold of that. I could have survived passion. A woman can almost respect passion, even when it cuts her. It is human. It is a storm. You can hate a storm and still understand it. But this was not a storm. This was a foundation, poured slow and deep, set hard, load-bearing, built to last, and I had been living on top of it for eleven years without knowing the ground had a second floor beneath the floor I knew.

I went through the early years line by line. I was looking for the first one, the day the structure was poured. And I found it, the very first transfer, eleven years back, in a cold month, and beside it, in the old scanned record, there were two signatures on the authorization, not one. Declan's I knew. The other I did not, at first. A hard slanting hand. I enlarged the scan. I leaned close to the screen until my own breath fogged a little ring on it.

It was Mack's signature. Mack Dooley. Sergeant-at-Arms. Twenty years at Declan's side, longer than I had been. The man who stood at doors. The man who knew where things were buried, in every sense the club used that word.

I sat back. I did not let myself make it mean anything yet. That is a discipline too, not letting a fact mean more than it has earned. But I noted it. I made a cell in my grid and I wrote his name in it and I put a small mark beside it, the mark I use for a thing I will come back to. A co-signature on the first transfer. Why would a private shame need a witness. Why would a man hiding a woman from his wife bring his Sergeant-at-Arms in on the very first payment. You do not co-sign a sin. You co-sign a decision. You co-sign a thing the club agreed to.

"That's the wrong shape," I murmured. "That is the wrong shape for an affair."

The floor tilted a little further. I held the table.

Here is what method gives you that grief cannot. It gives you the long view. A crying woman sees one betrayal and it fills the whole sky. A working woman builds the grid and sees the pattern, and the pattern is always larger than the single wound, and the pattern is where the truth lives. By the end of that empty week I did not have the truth. But I had its shape. Eleven years. A round number. A simple hiding place. A co-signer with a hard slanting hand. And the cold certainty, settling now into my bones the way cold does, that whatever I had married, it was not the thing I thought I had married, and it had been hiding in my own handwriting the whole time.

I closed the laptop. The kitchen was dark by then. I had not turned on a light. I sat in the gray and I did not cry, and I want to be honest, the not-crying was not strength. It was something further down than strength. It was the stillness of a woman who has felt the boat tilt and knows that the worst thing she can do is move suddenly. So I sat very still, and I breathed, and I planned my next precise thing.

​The Bar That Keeps No Hours

THE NEXT PRECISE THING was the Roost. That is what they called it, the bar three blocks off the rail yard that kept no real hours and asked no real questions, the kind of place that exists at the edge of every club like a barnacle on a hull. It was not the clubhouse. Wives did not go to the clubhouse without invitation. But the Roost was looser, older men and hangarounds and the women who circled them, and a wife could walk in there with an errand and be tolerated.

I had an errand. I built one. There was a man called Pruitt who fixed engines out of the back lot, and Declan owed him for a part, and I had the cash and the excuse, and so on a cold Thursday I put on my good coat and the stillness I wore like another coat over it, and I went to the Roost to pay a debt and listen to a room.

Reading a room is the one thing the club taught me that I am not ashamed of. Seventeen years among dangerous men teaches you to read a room the way a sailor reads weather. You learn who is afraid and who is pretending not to be. You learn which silences are comfortable and which are held. You learn to make yourself quiet and unimportant, a wife on an errand, so that the room forgets you and goes on talking the way a room only talks when it has forgotten there is a listener in it. I had spent years being underestimated. That week I was finally grateful for it.

Pruitt was at the bar. I paid him. We spoke for a moment about Declan, about the cold, about nothing. And then I bought a drink I did not want and I took it to the end of the bar where the light was poor, and I sat, and I became furniture. I let the room close back over the place where I had entered it. And I listened.

It is a strange thing to














​Rayna Knows the Shape of a Lie
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